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CHAPTER 1.
A CHANCE TO DIE.

ENWOOD, rowing a light skiff,
headed from a small creek into a
wide lagoon. As he did so there

¥as a double report from a thicket of coco-
Plums on the farther side, and a hail of
buckshot smote the water and bushes about

bim.

With the slightest possible delay, he
dropped his oars, seized his rifle and
red in return. He did this artistically—
jwo quick ones, then with leisure as he lay
B the bottom of the skiff and emptied his

¥ The Audubon man had warned him that
would have a chance to die down here.
& A little while before, all had been silence
ir-a trackless region under the sun, at an
t of the day when few things were stir-
Mg. But now there was a sudden change.
ile the shots still crashed and echoed,
Te came from the wet forest that shroud-
®d the creck and overhung the edges of the
00n a tumult of shnekmg—crles that
Were almost human, but of human creatures
€ mad; then a whlrrmrr in the treetops
€ the ﬁrst gust of a troplc storm, and a
Iﬂynad birds had taken wing.
5 hese were egrets mostly, in the full
Ory of the mating season — pure white,
I shoulder-plumes decking them like
b 1 A

bridal veils. But all the hirds were white—
flintheads, ibis, heron of other breeds.
Most of the birds flocked straight up, then
swung far around in a fluttering circle,
glistening in the bright sunlight like extra
large snowflakes. But the egrets did not
follow them. Up into the air went the
egrets only a little way, then they were
dropping back again with hearts intent—
so one would have said-—on those precious
nests.

Kenwood had no eye for this, but the
cries were so many calls for help, demands
for vengeance.

Still with that fighting calm of his, he
had put down his rifle and jerked his skiff
back to cover. He reloaded while he
watched, meanwhile going over the geog-
raphy of the region in his head and trying
to guess which way the marauders had
come, which way they were likely to take
in getting away--if they did decide to get
away,

Perhaps, instead, they would try another,
attack.

Never had the plume-hunters been so
active. The season was short. This was
one of the last big rookeries leit in Amer-
ica. Up North—in some scented, shadowy
shop on Tifth Avenue, where jeweled wo-
men smoked their cigarettes and spent for-
tunes on trifles—it had heen decrced that

I45
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the plumes of the egret should be worn
again. The word went forth.

The word went forth from Crossman
chiefly. Crossman was the head of the
world’s greatest feather trust—the plume
syndicate unlimited. Crossman had wild
men working for him in the middle of
South America, shooting parrots with blow-
guns; he had cannibals killing birds of par-
adise in New Guinea. Those were Cross-
man’s men who had just fired at Kenwood,
and Kenwood knew it.

Kenwood had seen Crossman once, and
the vision of Crossman returned to him
now as he looked out across the lonely
lagoon.

Crossman was a large man, gray and
sad, about sixty, with a pointed beard and
large pale eyes. It was reported that he
had accumulated almost fabulous wealth.
His offices were the most luxurious that
Kenwood, at any rate, had ever seen—spa-
cious and gray, but also sad, like the man
who occupied them.

It was in these offices that Kenwood had
seen Crossman. Kenwood had gone to see
Crossman in a mere matter-of-fact way to
request him to keep his men clear of this
particular Ilorida rookery.

“I am sure "—so Crossman had said—
“1 am sure, Mr. Kenwood, that I do not
know what you are talking about.”

“T've been appointed warden down
there,” Kenwood had replied.

“T congratulate you.”

“ And T just wanted to tell you that if
any of your men do try to shoot up those
egrets they’ll have to shoot me up first.”

That was about all of the interview—all
that came back to Kenwood now, at any
rate—as he fanned his oars in the dark-
brown water of the creek and peered
through the branches out across the glisten-
ing mirror of the lagoon toward the oppo-
site bank.

The only trace of his recent assailants
over there was the faint, disappearing
streak of blue smoke that lingered, strati-
fied, in the hot, moist air. In almost every
direction there lay a hundred miles of
swamp, a land of mystery, of weird haunts
and queer traditions. He had come to love
it—the vast peace and the abysmal soli-
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tude of it. Of life in a land like this he
had dreamed while fighting in Europe—.
first in the Foreign Legion for France;
then again for France in the Escadrille
Lafayette; and after that in the A. E. T,

The end of the war had found him
twenty-five years old and tired of life—
wishing that he had been killed early in
the game like most of his friends; and yet,
glad that he wasn’t—simply for fear that
death, after all, should prove to be merely
a continuation of life. It was in this state
of mind that he had accepted the position
offered him by the Audubon Society. It
was that chance of getting potted that had
rather appealed to him.

The Audubon man had been frank about
it. The chance was there. According to
the records of the society, bird-wardens in
this part of the world never lasted very
long.

Kenwood ocautiously worked his skiff
back up the creek through an overhanging
tunnel of growing things. Great branches
hung close to the water weighted by their
own foliage and by an added tonnage of
ferns and mosses, orchids and air-plants.
Through a hedge of giant ferns he entered
another channel that scarcely any but a
Seminole would have seen. But he had
learned much during his month of solitude
in the neighborhood of the rookery. He
had always been a woodsman to some ex-
tent.

He was in a water-trail that would bring
him around toward the head of the lagoon,
where he would have a chance of stalking
his enemy on foot—if the enemy still hap-
pened to be lingering about, which Ken-
wood doubted.

There were two of the enemy at least—
those reports had come from guns of differ-
ent calibers. But perhaps there were more.
This was almost like making his way
through No Man’s Land in the dark. It
was dark enough here—almost like being
underground, the overtopping jungle was
so thick. It was a wonderful place for an
ambush. No wonder that the mortality
among bird-wardens had always been high
when word had come from Crossman that
there was a demand for plumes!

It was the haunted quality of this aquatic
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jungle that had appealed to Kenwood from
the first. It was different from any jungle
he had ever known, and he had traveled a
good deal in his time—in Mexico, where
his family owned property; in Hawalii,
where he had friends. The white birds he
pad come to guard were like ghosts in the
forest shadows. But there were other
“ghosts — ghosts of his dead predecessors,
rhaps; specters of those lurking bush-
whackers who wanted to make a ghost of
pimself. And still something else—some-
thing which he could never quite define.

It was & presence he sometimes felt—a
presence compounded of the loneliness and
silence, the heat and the perfume, the glar-
ing sunlight of the open spaces and the
shadows of the forest; all this, and the fact
that this was one of the first parts of Amer-
jca ever to be trod by a white man and yet
still so wild and empty, as if the country
were under a spell.

A train of thought like this was in his
mind now—a subconscious train of thought
—even while he was considering the immi-
nent possibility of having to shoot some
one or getting shot himself.

He raised his eyes. He saw a face.

CHAPTER IL
AR ANOTHER CRUSOE.

HE flace was there, and then it was
gone. It was gone so quickly that
for a time Kenwood had a queer sen-
sation of having seen something unearthly
—an illusion in any case. He had always
believed in ghosts and fairies to some ex-
tent. Perhaps most men do, whatever they
may say about it. But he had been on his
8uard against such beliefs since coming to
this place. They were apt to turn out to
too real.

He had again dropped his oars and
seized his rifle. He had done this with the
Speed of all his expectant nerves. But hav-
Ing done this he made no further move.
He peered. He listened.

The skiff responded slightly to the
Springy pressure of the reeds and other
water-growth into which he had pressed it.
He could hear the scrape of the solt leaves
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along the planks. From back in the di-
rection of the rookery came the sound of
returning birds, and their voices told him
that the birds were certain that there was
no further cause for dismay.

But this message from the birds merely
added to Kenwood’s uncertainty. By this
time he could understand the birds almost
as il they were so many children—his own;
and he guessed that if there had been an-
other stranger in the vicinity they would
have warned him of the fact. Had he
been “ seeing things,” after all?

The face had disappeared, but he could
still see it. His sight of it had been but a
flash, and yet it had been like a flash on a
photographic plate. There it was in his
brain — colored to the life and sharp in
every detail.

It had been a girl’s face—the face of a
girl who was young and ardent and touched
with wonder—finely featured and deeply
tanned. A Seminole girl? he asked him-
self. But she couldn’t be a Seminole girl.
Her eyes were blue. Or were they blue?
Or had he seen any girl at all?

He had. He found her * sign” on the
bank of the slough, there where she had
been standing. It was the imprint of one
small bare foot. He looked at it much as
Crusoe must have looked at the footprint
an the shore of his island.

Who was she? Where had she gone?
How did it come that she had been there
at all, and where had she gone to? What
did she have to do with those unseen
plume-pirates who had fired at him?

But Kenwood did not remain still. He
was too much of the highly specialized
fighting-man for that. He scouted a little
up and down the hank of the slough and
hack into the jungle until the water stopped
him. The whole place was so thick that
even a deer would have had some difficulty
in moving about in it without making a
noise; but the girl was gone. More than
that, except [or that one imprint where she
had stood, she had left no trace. The
swamp had taken her into its engulfing
secrecy as completely as if she had been a
dryad.

Kenwood circled the lagoon.

IIis hushwhackers had been real enough
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—two of them, and one of them barefoot-
ed. Woodrats, probably. He was familiar
with the type—outlawed swampers of the
sort he saw hanging about the nearest set-
tlement when he went in for stores. He
found their trail, going and coming, across
a wet island from another of the innum-
erable waterways of the region—trails that
might lead anywhere, off into the maze of
the Everglades, off into the even wilder
water-tangle of the Ten Thousand Islands.
They had come. They had taken their
shot at him. They had gone. They would
probably come again.

But there was the beginning of a secret
satisfaction somewhere deep in Kenwood's
heart. It was pretty certain that they had
not taken the girl with them. It was cer-
tain that she had not been with them on
their bushwhacking trip. She must still be
here in the woods.

He would have to find her, It was part
of his business. Perhaps he could use her
as some sort of a witness. Perhaps, even,
she could be made some sort of a hostage.

But Kenwood knew he was fooling him-
self.

It was the memory of her face that was
uppermost in his mind—a piquant face, an
innocent face, so boyishly tanned, with
that look of wonder in the eyes!

He was still as watchful as a panther on
the hunt; but the whole country had gone
as if deserted. The birds over in the di-
rection of the rookery were silent again.
The last of them had come fluttering home
in the sunlight like bits of paper whirled
by the wind. A soft breeze lifted from the
south, still warm and heavily fragrant but
just tepid enough to hint that the day was
on the decline.

He lit his pipe, cautiously, watchful ever
against surprise; and suddenly became
aware, with a touch of astonishment one
would have said, of the loneliness of his
surroundings. It had never occurred to
him before——not in any unpleasant sense.
The feeling of loneliness was not altogether
unpleasant now, but one that gave him
cause for reflection. It was almost like
that feeling that had come to him from
time to time when he was still flying a
fighting-plane over -enemy land. Then
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when he had shut off his engine there had
been the same sort of silence—the same
impression of silent ambush.

“ It was the sight of that girl that makes
me feel like this,” he observed, half-aloud.
“Or did I see a girl?”

This filled him with a desire to look at
that footprint again, and he returned to
where he had seen it. He came to the
place and prepared to feast his eyes, also
his brain.

There was no footprint.

Here it might have been. Here it must
have been. But where he was sure he had
seen the footprint there was nothing but a
blurred impression in the earth such as
might have been made by a heavy body
having been rolled there. A bear some-
times rolled and left an impress like that.
But what bear would have come where the
scent ol a man was still so rank?

No answer.

After searching the neighborhood again
and finding nothing but his own undis-
guised ‘sign,” he sought his skiff. Cau-
tion had become second-nature to him,
long ago: but he was more cautious than
ever now. His situation had been dan-
gerous enough while he was in possession
of all his faculties. It would be dangerous
indeed if he was gning to be haunted by
visions.

By a roundabout route he gradually
headed hack toward camp.

To any man with nerves less steady, or
one less accustomed to the associations of
violent death, Kenwood’s camp would not
have been an appealing place. Almost any
one would have said that it was the most
ghostly place in this whole ghostly wilder-
ness.

A quarter of a mile or so back from the
cypress-strand where the white birds nest-
ed there was a broad island—Ilow-lying like
all the islands in this land of swamps—this
covered for the most part with a jungle of
cabbage-palm and broad-leaved growth,
but with a small area of pine in the center
of it. Tt was in the center of the pine land
that the camp was established—an open-
front shed with a corrugated iron roof.

The man who had established the camp
had died a violenl death, according to all
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reports. So had most of his successors.
As to just how many successors there had
peen there was no definite record. Men
had come and men had gone—bird-wardens
like Kenwood, fugitives from justice, alli-
gator-hunters, itinerant moonshiners, all
the male flotsam of the great swamp-coun-
try. As may be imagined, none of the ten-
ants of the camp had ever gone far in an
effort to render it beautiful.

Toward the front of the shack with the
jron roof there was a sort of open hearth
raised on stilts to a little more than waist-
high—a blessing to any cook used to squat-
ting to his work over a camp-fire on the
ground. At the back of the shed was a
raised sleeping-platform —a precaution
against such times as the island should be
flooded.

But as Kenwood came up to the front
of the shack he was again aware of a feel-
ing that he was bereft of some part of his
senses— a feeling that the country was
haunted—that he was again in the pues-
ence of that dryad he had seen—or her
handiwork, at any rate.

The sleeping platform had been covered
with a scattering of lilies and orchids.
Kenwood slowly removed his hat. Then
for a moment he felt a trifle giddy.

CHAPTER IIL
RED MAGIC.

T was like a hint, out of nowhere, that
there was something in life after all—
something else than weariness and bat-

tle. It was as if this wilderness that had
already stified so many lives had drawn
aside its veil and had said:

“See! I am not so terrible after all.”
He had seen—or thought he had seen—

the face of a girl—a girl who was young
and comely and as if of his own race. And
who but a creature such as this could have
paid him this tribute of flowers? The
flowers were fresh. They were unwilted.
It was evident that they had just been col-
lected—spider lilies, White and diaphanous,
from the open prairies; sprays of pink and
fragrant orchids from the cypress: other
orchids, fragile, complex, and mysterious,
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such as he had seen only in the heart of
the deepest swamp.

Was there a poison concealed in them?
A blue-headed snake, perhaps!

Again he surveyed the country as he
had come to know it. It was a country
empty and wild.

It was all marsh and slough, for miles
around, devoid of settlement; cypress-
strand and jungly hammock; wide acres of
smiling turf, brilliant with flowers and but-
terflies, and yet these, as often as not, a
disguise to gluttonous quagmires, fathoms
deep; there were other acres of table-rock,
but these pitted with sink-holes, like open
mouths, capable of swallowing a yoke of
oxen; but mostly a country covered with
forest —a forest overgrowing unmapped
streams, shrouded with gray moss, meshed
with thorny creepers, throttled by strang-
ling figs, yet interspersed with glades of
pine and palm.

A savage place! As holy and enchanted
As c'er beneath a waning moon was haunted
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!

e was making his coffee next morning,
just before sun-up, after a night of dreams,
The pitch-pine fire curled and flared on
the cook-shelf, adding its pleasant smell of
burning resin to the smells of camp and
forest. The air was still wet to the point
of saturation. The trees were dripping.
The world was still blue and gray, yet with
a rosy flush overhead to tell that the day
would be fine. Now and then an owl] still
hooted, but the larke and the mocking-
birds were awake. Their music was like
a counterpart to the sparkle of the dew.

There was a song in Kenwood’s heart—
the first breath of song that had been there
for a long time.

Still winter up in the North, but heredin
the South the spring had come. It was the
mating-season. Those bridal-clad white
birds over in the cypress that he had come
to guard at the behest of the Audubon So-
ciety were not the only Dbirds that were
aware of the season’s portent. The very
call of the owl was a mating-call. Up in
the pinkness of the rising sun two hawks
were scrcaming as they chased cach other
in the age-old mimic combat of courtslip,
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And Kenwood, lately so discouraged
with life, so uninterested in whatever else
life had to offer him, found himself smiling
at the orchids he had rescued from his
sleeping platform and installed beside him
in a can of water.

The water in that other can over his
small, hot fire came to a boil. He cast a
handful of ground coffee into it. The re-
sultant fragrance—even more than all the
other sweet smells about him-——may have
awakened in the back of his mind some
atavistic cravings for a home of his own
and a mate of his own.

But this was still war, not peace.

He cast up his head and listened. He
had heard the report of gun—far off, this
time, perhaps a couple of miles to the
southeast.

Nonetheless, this was his business. He
set his barely prepared coffee to one side.
It would have to wait. Without loss of
time he knocked out his fite and covered it
with earth. He caught up his gun and
started off.

He scouted around in the vicinity of the
rookery, at first—there in the misty cy-
press-strand where the birds had had their
nesting city for countless years. Now to
this city they would come, again to some
other, yet again to some distant nesting-
place as yet undiscovered of man—per-
haps in far-off Honduras, beyond the Gulf
of Mexico. But even to Honduras the
enemy—man—had followed them. Back
now—a remnant of them, at least—to this
bird-town of a rookery that Kenwood had
been sent to guard. Xenwood found the
rookery undisturhed.

Almost, he had decided to return to his
camp. There was an attraction there
which he was hardly ready to confess, even
to himself. Breakfast, to be sure; and yet
something else—the orchids and the lilies,
the spectral presence of her who had
brought them, the possibility that she
should appear again.

But duty bade him to persist yet a little
while in his search. Some one had fired a
gun in dangerous proximity to the bird-
reserve. It would be better to find out
who the trespasser was—-issue a warning,
should a warning be needed.
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It wasn't long before he discovered that
this whispered counsel from his heart was
good.

He had brought his skiff out of the thick-
est of the woods to the edge of a small
meadow or bit of prairie, which in turn was
but the first of a chain of prairies across
which he could look far; and he sat there
long gazing out under the rising mists in
search for smoke or other sign of possible
interlopers. Then he had uttered an ex-
clamation which was half curse, half cry
of pity.

Over there on the edge of the prairie,
some fifty or sixty yards from where he sat
in his skiff, he had seen a flutter of white
in a myrtle-tree, then a short, tumbled
flight, and a wounded egret was panting on
the ground unable to get any farther.

Kenwood, taking his rifle with him, left
his skiff and ran toward it in response to
some impulse of help. But he saw that his
intended kindness was apt to make matters
merely worse. He himself was the enemy,
man; and such the wounded bird seemed to
regard him. It sought to hide in the
bushes. Finding that its efforts in this di-
rection were hopeless, it turned to fight—
or beg a truce, perhaps, for the sake of the
nestlings in the cypress.

Once or twice it went “ Ak-ii/  Ah-I!”
as a stricken human being might have done
—its slender bill open and raised in de-
fense, sheer anguish in its eyes. One of
the gossamer plumes from its shoulder was
draggled. There was a splotch of red on
its breast,

Kenwood stood there debating with him-
self. Should he Kkill the bird and end its
suffering? He saw that possibly the wound
it had already received might not be fatal;
but this was the jungle law-—that no
wounded thing should continue to live.
Long before night a snake or a wildcat
would finish the job if he did not. And
yet it was almost as if he were back in
France and this were some wounded com-
rade. He half-raised his rifle.

As he did so he heard a breath of sound
from just back of him. It was a sound he
did not recognize as a voice at all. For all
he knew in that first fractional moment of
time it was a mere emanation of sound
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from his own brain—something imagined,
merely; and yet it brought him around as
quickly as a shouted command would have
done. And there was the girl again.

There was no doubt about her, this time;
at least, he told himself that there wasn't;
no doubt as to her physical reality; this,
even while she lost none of her dryad-like
impressiveness.

She had glided past him. Indian or
white?—he was still in doubt. But there

was a hint of magic — wild magic — red
magic—-as she murmured something in a
strange language: to the bird, apparently;
for the bird had looked at her with dis-
tracted eyes—-there was no doubt of this;
not in Kenwood’s mind—and the bird had
as if shown recognition and relief.

The bird had again uttered its “ 4h-Ii!
Ah-k!” but with a different inflection in it,
this time. 1t seemed to say: ‘ Thank
God!”

The hird made no effort to escape or
fight as the girl knelt beside it and gathered
it into her arms.

CHAPTER 1V.

Y MEERITA 7'—1,
“ENTMINOLE!” said Kenwood.

To himseli he said it. The girl’s

attention was concentrated on the
She did not

¥., MERCY,

wounded bird. She crooned.
turn her head.

She was dressed like a Seminole---like
such Seminole women as he had seen in
Previous vears at Palm Beach and Miami:
later, at Fort Myers. She wore the sleeved
but abbreviated tunic of blue figured calico
and the long skirt of the same material,
The two garments did ' not meet. There
was a zone of hare, golden-tinted skin he-
tween the two.

Yet the color of her skin was almost like
those tints of russet-gold in her hair, Was
there ever a Seminole with hair like that?
Her hair was coiled high on her head. Ken-
wood looked at it, dazedly, as the girl con-
tinued to kneel; and there crept or flashed
through his mind all sorts of stories that
he had heard about the dwellers in this
Part of his own, his native land.
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There were stories that this was a part
of the ancient, lost Atlantis; or that the first
dwellers in Florida were Atlanteans who
escaped when #iat continent was sub-
merged; that they were yet blood-brothers
to the carliest Egyptians, and likewise to
the builders of the lost cities of Yucatan.

A far fetch, all this, from the little wet
prairie in southern Florida, and yet indicat-
ing the whiff of magic the girl had brought
with her—for Kenwood as well as for the
wounded bird. It was a touch of magic
that seemed to have spread to all nature.
The world was still misty-moist, but it had
gone a dazzling pink in the rising sun. 1'rom
this pinkness there emerged a dreamlike
landscape of palm-clusters and domed
forest.

But among the primitive dark races of
the Pacific, Kenwood had seen an occasional
golden-haired girl. And such a phenome-
non would be no stranger here in Florida,
where conquest had followed conquest, race
followed race, now emerging, now carrying
out the work of extermination.

And had the girl’s eves been blue?
they were.

With the bird still coddled in her arms
she had turned and looked at him—-blue
eyes, wide open and wide apart, with lashes
and eyebrows but little darker than her
tan: a nose that Kenwood called lovely,
but which an enemy would have called a
snub; a wide mouth that was both generous
and strong.

Tt was a look almost of challenge that the
girl had given him, and he had started for-
ward with a gesture of appeasement: but
again she had turned her back on him, with
concentrated interest was again nursing the
egret. ’

She seemed to he speaking to it. At the
same time her hands were busy. She
straightened the shoulder-plume. She seized
a handful of wet grass and laved the blood
from the creature’s breast.

Kenwood knelt at her side. She did not
draw away from him. Neither did she Jook
at him again right away. So far as she was
concerned he might as well have ceased to
exist, At least, that was the implication of
her attitude. ¥le watched her for a while,
slightly embarrassed, somewhat at a loss,

Blue
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feeling that touch of chagrin that any man
is apt to feel in the presence of a girl who
ignores him.

But she hadn’t always ignored him, he
told himself with a glint of rebellion.

His rebellion was quickened, if anything,
by the obvious change for the better which
was taking place in the egret. Not only had
the bird wholly recovered from its recent
pain and panic; it seemed to be recovering
from its wound as well.

Kenwood had seen a lot of this sort of
thing where his fellowmen had been vic-
tims of violence. There was no telling
where the sphere of the spirit ended. There
was no telling what was not possible in a
healing way when one spirit acted upon
another, Whoever the girl was, and what-
ever she was, she was a marvelous nurse.
Yet wasn’t there a hint of witchcraft in
this as well?

For a second or more she bowed her face
over the glistening white back of the egret,
as she pressed her lips to it as a young
mother might have kissed her child—as
she did this, the early sunlight fell upon
her through the mist-screen, and it was as
if she were sprinkled with drops of rain-
bow—and then, still kneeling, she sat back
on her heels and held the bird up in her
two hands.

She spoke a word or two of coaxing com-
mand, while the egret arched its slim and
graceful neck and peered away in the direc-
tion of the rookery.

“Ah-Ii!  Ah-I!” said the egret.

There was a scrambling flight, a swish
of wings, and it was gone.

Kenwood and the girl had centinued to
kneel where the bird had left them. Their
eves met, soberly at first. Kenwood was
sober—sober to the core of him, as with
one having just beheld a miracle. But
he saw a creep of added color under the
fawnlike complexion of the girl; then he
saw her smile, first with the eyes, afterward
with her lips, but still with reserve, a per-
fect modesty, some fright.

“ That was wonderful!” he said.
vou speak English?”

She did not answer him immediately;
but it seemed clear to him that she had
understood. She shook her head slightly.

[43 DO
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She looked away from him—first into the
distance, as if trying to follow her recent
bird-patient, then at the ground close at
their side, where a spider-lily was unfolding
with almost startling speed in response to
the first touch of the sun.

Kenwood also saw the lily. It gave him
an inspiration. He reached over and
plucked it. He offered it to the girl.

“Won'’t you acept this,” said he, “as a
token of my deep regard and gratitude?”’

The girl pretended not to have heard
him; but he saw that fresh creep of sub-
dued pink about her throat; he noticed
the increased depth of her breathing as her
scant bodice rose and fell. He noticed
many things about her—something of sad-
ness, something of heart-hunger. Or per-
haps he was overpoetic.

“You understand me; don't you?” he
asked.

This time she answered him. There was
a certain alertness in the way she turned.
It was just as if she had duly reflected over
the whole situation and decided that there
was no use for further concealment,

“Yes!"”

That was all. The word had not come
easily. He could see that. She had spoken
it as any foreigner might have done—any
foreigner with a voice as soft as hers.

“ Why did you run away from me when
I saw you yesterday?” Kenwood asked.

No answer. Maybe she was connected in
some way with those bushwhackers after all.
No, she couldn’t be. She put out a shy
hand with another smile and took his prof-
fered lily.

“ I looked for you yesterday,” he said,
“but T couldn't find you: I couldn’t find
you until I went to sleep, and then I found
you in my dreams.”

He spoke to her softly and gently—gen-
tling her, getting her used to the sound of
his voice. somewhat as if she had been a
timorous colt or any other untamed animal
panicky of human contact.

Again she spoke, also softly and slowly.
She was practising her English.

“ My—name—is—Meerita.”
the accent on the first sylable.

“T am glad to have met vou, Meerita:
and I repeat that I think you are wonderful

She put
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—that it was wonderful the way you cared
for that bird.”

“You like him—bird?”

“Yes. That is what I am here for-—to
protect those birds over there. Bad man
shoot birds, me shoot him. You savvy?”

She “savvied.” She smiled at his use
of the pidgen-English current among the
whites and the Seminoles of Florida.

* What'’s your name?”

** Kenwood—George Kenwood.”

She obviously made an effort of memory.
She quoted his own words of a little while
ago: ““ I am glad to have met you—Meester
George Kenwood.” But he had never heard
such music thrown ‘into any speech. Her
voice was a lullaby. It was like drops of
water falling into a pool. She added a bit
of information which she seemed to think
would interest him: “ Meerita—that in your
language means Mercy!”

While the echo of this declaration was
still tumbling through his brain like an echo
of music, he saw a slight change of expres-
sion come into Meerita’s face. It was as
if she had heard something inaudible to him-
self—something that did not alarm her pre-
cisely, but which recalled her to other
scenes. In an instant she was on her feet.
She took a few gliding steps in the direction
of the myrtle-tree.

And she was gone.

CHAPTER V.
PORRU, THE CIHARMER,

HE was gone as completely and utterly
as she had been gone that other time.
Her going was so unexpected that it

was a full minute before Kenwood could
bring himself to realize that she was gone.
When he did realize it, it was all he could
do to realize, in turn, that she had been
there. Still, there was no doubt about it.
There was the impress in the grass where
she had knelt with the bird in her arms.
Amid the pink blossoms of the myrtle a tiny
whiterplume still lingered to tell him of the
passage of the hird. There was the broken
stem of the spider-lily with the sap still
oozing from it. The flower was gone.

And yet the whole incident was such a

he repeated it, softly.
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mixture of reality and unreality that he
was left in something of a daze.

He called:

“ Meerita!”

The name sounded so sweetly to him that
The word meant
Mercy. It struck him that there was a
symbolism about this. There was still
mercy in the world. He lJaughed a bit rue-
fully. And he had come to this God-for-
saken world to find it! He went serious
again. There was a voice inside of himself
telling “him that he, after a fashion, had
been shot as the egret had been shot and
that this girl might cure him as well.

There was no following her trail this time
either, even had he felt inclined to de so.
He had followed her trail a little way,
enough to assure him that she was human.
Somehow, he needed the assurance. Therg
was enough magic about her as it was.
There was magic in this part of the world.

Kenwood had been brought up by a
Kanaka nurse. From her he had learned
that ghosts by preference throng certain
regions more thickly than others—certain
islands of the South Seas, for example. In
some of those islands the ghosts would fairly
come and drag you out of bed. This land
of southern Florida was like that—too
steamy, hot, and fragrant for ordinary men,
but a haven for the disembodied and those
who assumed bodies on occasion only.

Was the girl like that?

He wasn’t through with this magical
phase of the business—not even when the
sun was up and he made his way back to
his camp and his abandoned coffee.

He had started his fire again on the cook-
ing-shelf. His interest was intense on his
work. His appetite was keen. But so were
all his senses. And, like most dwellers in
the woods, he was watchful also over other
senses than his own—conscious of the cries
and movements of all the small creatures in
the surrounding woods, these serving as so
many watch-dogs for him in case interlopers
should be about.

Yet, an aged Seminole man emerged from
the forest on the further side of the pine-
island where the camp was located. He
paused there for a few minutes looking
across at the young man under the shed.
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The young man did not see the visitor; or,
if he did, he paid no attention to him.

The old Seminole — barefooted, bare-
legged, dressed in nothing but a short kilted
shirt and the handkerchief bound about his
brows like a turban—began a leisurely stroll
in the direction of the shed. Apparently
he made not the slightest effort at conceal-
ment. Only, now and then, he stopped
and stood absolutely still. At such times
he did almost completely disappear. There
was a protective coloring in the many hori-
zontal stripes of which his shirt was sewn—
a protective coloring ‘that a zebra or tiger
might have envied. Then again he would
resume his stroll—straight forward toward
the shed, ever in full view, yet still unseen,
unsuspected.

Not even the birds had noticed him seem-
ingly. The warblers and bluebirds, the non-
pareils and the cardinals, the larks, the
thrushes and the mocking-birds, went on
with their carnival.

The old man carried a gun across his
breast in the hollow of his arms. He came
from a race that had once fought some
of the best generals of the United States
to a standstill. He was still an outlaw,
more or less, in the eyes of the chiefs at
Washington. He and his kind had never
forgiven those chiefs the wrongs they had
done to Osceola and Osceola’s kin. Here
in this young white man so blind and deaf
to possible danger was a representative in
some measure of those chiefs.

And yet there was no enmity in the old
man'’s face.

So far as expression went, and features
also, his face might have been the bronze
mask of some old Greek philosopher and
poet. Even the color of it was no darker
than might have been the face of a Greek
who had spent his life in the sun.

A very fine old gentleman, for all he was
dressed in nothing but a shirt! Yet savage
in many of his aspects. In the rim of
his right ear were perhaps half a dozen
small gold rings. At first appearance his
white hair was cropped short, except for his
long earlocks, which were like those of an
Orthodox Jew——there were those who would
have said that here was a member of one
of the Lost Tribes: but as the old gentle-
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man turned his head it might have been
noticed that his handkerchiel-turban only
partly concealed two small, tightly plaited
scalp-locks.

He was not more than twenty feet from
Kenwood when he stopped finally, and it
seemed even then that Kenwood would
never see him. The old man smiled slightly
as Kenwood lifted the hot coffee-can from
the fire and, having burned his fingers, softly
swore. It may have been this outbreak
on Kenwood’s part that caused the visitor
to break his own silence. It was all right
for a visitor to enter a camp without noise
and without fuss. But it was not etiquette
to overhear the secret speech of a man.

The Seminole spoke softly—in a hesitant
but perfect English—and with a touch of
humor even.

* You-—eat—Ilate.”

There had been that pause between each
word, as if each word required an effort
of the memory and the will. So the girl
Meerita had spoken a while back, also
with that same softness and melancholy of
intonation. More than one man has said
that the Seminoles have the sweetest voices
in the world. They have no other music
to speak of—just their voices, when speak-
ing, being sweet enough. So Kenwood must
have thought now. There was that start
about him and that look in the eyes that
indicated the swift expectancy that Meerita
had returned. Then, for the first time, he
had seen the old man.

“ Hello,” he said. ‘‘T eat late. So much
the better. You come and eat with me.”

Kenwood had heard before of this gift
that most Indians have of appearing un-
awares, but, nonetheless, there drifted back
into his thought the whiff of unearthliness
and romance which had been there when
he was in the presence of the girl, which
had been there even before he saw the girl,
from the time that the had first come into
these woods.

It was like a premonition of adventure.
In any case, he knew that the visitor was
not there without a purpose. His eyes dwelt
for a moment on the gun the old man car-
ried. It was a curious instrument, with
a double barrel. One of these barrels served
as a shotgun, The other was a rifle.
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For just a passing moment it occurred to
Kenwood that the two shots that had been
fired at him on the preceding day might
have come from a gun like this.

But he raised his eyes to the old man’s
face, and he dismissed this suspicion as un-
worthy. The old man met his gaze with a
benignant smile.

“You are—Meester Kenwood,” the old
man announced.

Kenwood’s thought fled to the girl. Who
else could have told this visitor his name?

“Yes,” Kenwood said, offering his hand.

The visitor put out his own right hand.
It was slim and shapely.

“Me,” he said; “I am Porru.” He
thought a space, still smiling slightly as
he released Kenwood’s hand from his slen-
der fingers. ‘ What you call—a man—he
who can tame—" He cast his bright eyes
about him. He saw a small kingsnake slid-
ing across the root of a near-by pine. He
made a motion toward it—a motion which
was filled with a certain majesty and priest-
craft, so to speak. The snake paused and
turned with lifted head in an attitude of
inquiry.

“ You mean a snake-charmer,” cried Ken-
wood, delighted.

“ Charmer,” said the old man quietly,
still with that air of smiling dignity about
him. * Porru—-in your language, the
Charmer. You understand?”

“1 understand.”

“I charm bad man—like snake.
—he kill you.”

He say

CHAPTER VL
THE OTHER VOICE.

HAT was manifestly one of the reasons
that Porru had come to see Kenwood.

He had come to give him a warning.

But all the time that Porru lingered there—
with the patience that took no count of

minutes or hours—a patience to which only )

the ancient of days, whether of races or
men, ever attain—Kenwood was aware that
he was being scrutinized, studied. There
were times even when he felt as the young
kingsnake might have felt as it paused in
its journey across the pine-root and looked
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back. These were times when he felt as
if he was not altogether master of himself—
when he felt as if he were subject to an
alien, albeit friendly will.

He shook himself together.

After he and the old Seminole had eaten
together and drunk fresh coffee, Kenwood
brought out a new pipe, which he loaded
and presented to his visitor, holding the
fire for him until the Charmer got it started.

Porru puffed noisily—this was to show
that the tobacco was good and was duly
appreciated; but he had blown the first
few long puffs in the direction of the sun.
That was in the nature of an oblation. This
was manifestly one who would tell no lies.

So Kenwood also held his peace. That
his life was threatened was no important
piece of news. He had been apprised of
that already by the shots that had been fired
at him.

What did Porru know about the girl—the
girl Meerita? What was Porru’s relation-
ship to her?

“ Maybe,” said Kenwood at last, refer-
ring to the bad man Porru had mentioned;
“maybe I will shoot him first.”

Porru smiled with his brilliant old eyes.
But he was silent. He himself was as if
held under the spell of many questions.
Time and again as old Porru smoked and
Kenwood made a pretense of giving all his
own attention to his camp duties—to clean-
ing his gun, to hanging his blankets in the
sun, to chopping up a fresh supply of light-
wood—Kenwood was aware that the old
man’s eyes were again upon him, that the
old man was still scrutinizing him, studying
him—and doing this in the light of knowl-
edge and problems which as vet, to Ken-
wood himself, were all unknown.

To break the silence so hard for a white
man to bear, Kenwood spoke again.

“ Where is your camp, Porru?”

“ There "—and Porru sliced with his
hand straight out in front of him.

* Far>”

“ Not far. Each night—1I see your fire.”

“ How long have you been there?”

“1 come—before you come. I wait—
for you.”

“ For me?”

Porru did not answer this question. Per-
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haps it was because he had answered it al-
ready. Perhaps it was because he was al-
ready engrossed in what he would have
to say when he returned to that camp.
He had paid no attention to Kenwood’s
start of surprise at thus learning that there
was another camp so near-—that since his
advent here he had continued to live, so to
speak, by grace of this old Indian.

“ Nothing hurt you,” said Porru, out of
the depths of his meditations. He got up
from the log where he had been sitting. He
straightened himself. He cast a glance up
through the treetops. With his gun in his
arms like a nursling he strode slowly away.

Porru's camp was an old one, deserted
by the Seminoles long, long ago, but very
ancient. It was a medicine camp—a camp
whither men still came in solitude when in
need of talking to the Great Spirit: for
the Great Spirit—Hesukatemeesce, the Big
Man—had favored this particular place, so
it was said when his children were still
building their mounds in the country round-
about.

The camp was located on a higher island
than the one cccupied by Kenwood: and
the island may have heen a score of acres
in extent: but it was so perfectly hidden
that no white man had ever seen it—not
even during the long Seminole wars. An
aquatic jungle surrounded it—pond-apple
and cypress. pop-ash and elder, depths of
water-hyacinth where turtles and moccasins,
garfish and alligators lurked.

The island itself would have appeared
to most men—as it had appeared to Ken-
wood—-as merely a darker core in the green
twilight of the swamp: for it also was thick-
ly overgrown. Only the infrequent gusts
of orange and lemon bhespoke its presence,
and these in the wild scents of the swamp
were like an almost human breath. Bay
and bustic, huge rubber-trees, live-oaks larg-
er yet, and all of these hung with the
aerial gardens of fern and orchid. walled
it about and roofed it, and made of it
what the Indians had always considered it
a sort of woodland cathedral.

Through the shadows of it flashed cardi-
nals and humming birds, gaudy woodpeck-
ers larger than crows, jays and nonpareils.
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Mostly it was a place of silence. But
now and then one of the giant woodpeckers
would rap out a sound like that of a carpen-
ter driving a nail, or a panther would whis-
tle, or a fawn would bleat. And at certain
times of the day there was always much
bird-song. Or, especially when it was go-
ing to rain, the tree-toads would fife a tune
like the advance of a regiment.

Now, as Porru the Charmer returned from
his visit to Kenwood, the silence appeared to
be greater than ever. Porru himself made
no sound. His walk was leisurely, as is
usual with his kind. At each step he raised
his foot high. There was no splash when
he walked through the water. No twig
snapped when he went through the thick
places. And it was as if even the small
wild things knew something about the trag-
edy that was in his thought. There was
not even the small rustle of a running liz-
ard, or the still smaller sound of a crawling
snake. Snakes and'lizards remained where
they were and watched him pass.

Then Porru himself stopped and listened.

A second or two, and the silence near him
was broken by a small, falsetto vibrancy
a liitle to one side of him and on a level
with his head. That was the subdued call
of a single tree-toad. But there was no an-
swering call. And it wasn’t going to rain.

“ Henkis-tuntos!” the old Indian mut-
tered--an omen,

Porru slowly turned his head.

There was a tiny verticil in the bark
of a small oak-tree there, where a branch
had died and dropped away many years
ago, and in the center of the verticil was a
small, round cavity like a tiny window,
Leaning on this window looking out at him
was the tree-toad—a little green face with a
wide-smiling mouth and large golden eyes.

Porru and the tree-toad looked at each
other for a time in silence. Then Porru
spoke.

" O Welatuku—little brother of a tree-
toad——would it help matters if I carried the
girl away?”

No answer,

“Is the young vyot-hotkee—the young
white man—over yonder indeed he whose
advent has been foretold?”

He had barely asked this second ques-
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tion before the tree-toad pufied its white

throat. The throat vibrated. And Porru
had again heard the voice of his omen.

CHAPTER VIIL
FOREORDAINED.

HERE were half a dozen clukos, or
Seminole houses, in the secret camp
to which Porru made his way—houses

without walls, thatched with palm, the floors
of them a sort of raised platform of split
cypress logs. And, although this camp was
so little used, the earth of the clearing had
been so packed by generations of bare or
moccasined feet that it was as hard and
clean as cement. Under a thatch in the cen-
ter of the camp a fire burned brightly, fed
by a number of long, radiating logs. On
the logs, near the fire, were a number of
kettles. And these were attended by a
woman.

The woman was old. She was dressed
as the girl, Meerita, was dressed when Ken-
wood saw her. There were many beads—
of different blues, pale and dark—about
her neck, and her abundant gray hair was
neatly twisted into a knot on the top of her
head.

She turned with a quick smile. From
the edge of the clearing Porru had mur-
mured her name:

“ Estékenee! "—that is, Horned Owl.

She studied his face, but neither of them
spoke for a while. But Porru also had
smiled. They had been married for many
years. Their love was perfect.

Porru seated himself on one of the logs
near the fire, and there Estékenee placed
one of the kettles in front of him, giving
him a hand-carved, wooden ladle. From
the kettles there arose the fragrant steam
of a cornmeal soup flavored with pumpkin
and bav. Porru was hungry-—for he had
made but a pretense of eating at the white
man’s camp. To have eaten then would
have spoiled his vision—his inner vision—
and he needed it all. But even now he took
his time.

He gazed off into the jungle for a space
while he slowly stirred the contents of the
Kettle.
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“ Where is Meerita®" he asked.

“ She went again to see the white birds.”

‘“ She should be careful. The plume-
hunters are beginning to foregather.”

“ True!™

“ Black Ibis shot vesterday—"

“ At the white youth?”

“Yes."”

“I would—would that Black Ibis had
killed him.”

“ Estékenee! What is this you are say-
ing?”

“It is true! This white youth is he
whom we have feared. I could see it in
your face.”

‘It was foreordained. Already they have
looked at each other.”

“ But it means death! Everything has
foretold that their mating will be a funeral.”

“ The Big Sleep takes us all,” said Porru
weakly. “ We are all but spirits anyway.
What matters it—a day or so longer—ere
we turn our faces to the west?”

“ But she is white—white!” cried Esté-
kenee softly, with a catch in her throat.
“How do we know—that when she dies
she will not go—to a land—where we can-
not follow?”

Estékenee, kneeling near her man, bowed
her gray head. Porru put out one of his
fine hands and touched her head lightly,

“ Lo,” he said, “ thus it ever is with the
children of the Great Spirit. They receive
His gifts; to Him they would render nothing
inreturn. Do you remember, almost twenty
vears ago, when we found the little maiden?
We were childless. We had begged this
gift of one we could love. We found the
voung white woman. Don't you remember?
She was like a wounded egret, and she had
come close to the home of the egrets, and
ther child was like an egret nestling—so
tiny, and pink, and clad in down! ~We
asked of the Great Spirit His mercy for the
child when the white mother died, and to us

He granted what we asked — mercy!
Meerita!”

“T cannot see her die! I cannot see her
die!”

“ It were better that she die than that she
become the wife of Black Ibis.”

“1 would not have let Black Ibis take
her.”
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“ He might have taken her anyway as he
threatened to do—and tried to do—at the
last Greencorn Dance—and as he would
have done had it not been ordained already
that she should become the wife of a youth
of her own people.” )

“ But we have reared her a Seminole.”

“ And I have kept the writing her white
mother gave me. I have taught her the
white language.”

“ She might have married some other
Scminole youth than Black Ibis. They are
kind. They arc comely. Thev make good
husbands. We have made her a Seminole
and yet for a Seminole girl to marry a
stranger is death. This is the only death
we have to fear. Porru—my Porru—it is
not yet too late. We will carry the maid
elsewhere. We will wed her to one of our
own people.”

*Where can we carry her that the hand
of God cometh not?”

“ You talk like that! You have no heart!
For the last three moons she has been mak-
ing a present for you—"

“ Hark!" whispered Porru.
coming.”

“ And she knows nothing yet?”

“ Nothing, beloved'”

It was plain that there was no thought
of tragedy in Meerita’s mind as she came
gunning into the camp. There is generally
more exuberance among Indians than white
people ever suspect.

“ Father! Little old Father Porru!” she
cried joyouzly, and she came forward to
where Porru sat and threw her arms ahout
his shoulders.

Estékenee concealed her barely mastered
grief under a guise of anger.

“Tet vour father eat his sofsky, my little
cgret,” she commanded. “ And you—go
wash vourself, dress your hair—"

She would have said more, but Meerita
seized her and kissed her, as well. No white
child ever dominated her parents more than
this white girl dominated these foster-par-
ents of hers who were ved. These were the
only parents she had ever known. What
did it matter if the other Indians did some-
times call her the egret-girl—entygee-fus-
lotkec!  She knew that by some miracle
ol nature she was fairer than they—fairer

“ T hear her
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than these parents of hers. \What mattered
that?

But it had begun to matter. For the
first time in her life Meerita had looked on
a white man. His name was Kenwood.
There was a delicious stir in Meerita's heart
at a whisper that had reached her—it was
a whisper out of space—out of the pink
mists of the morning—out of the perfume
and the bird-song, and all the maddening
disquiet of this mating season--a whisper
that said:

“He is fair, but so are you!”

There was something of all this in her
exuberance now, although she had always
been exuberant. No wonder that it made
the heart of old Estékenee bleed to think
that the betrothment of this child meant
death. As it was with the egrets, so it
would be with the human egret, Meerita—
and no warden there!

This part of her thought made old Esté-
kenee gasp. No warden?

Yes: there was a warden-—the same! If
this white vouth named Kenwood had been
sent to guard the feathered egrets, why
could he not be counted on to guard that
infinitely more precious egret who was
Meerita? Red medicine was strong. But
white medicine was stronger. Let a red
man break the Jaw—even Hesukatemeesee,
his laws--and the red man sickened. White
men had always broken every law; vet
they multiplied and prospercd.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE GREAT -SERPENT.

NE would have said that Kenwood
himself was conscious of some brood-
ing, slowly tightening coil of circum-

stance that was winding him about. It was
like I'ate. 1t was something to remind him
of stories he had heard here and there
about the presiding genius of this part of
Florida—a sort of swamp-god--something
that the Indians called the Great Serpent.
The Great Serpent was here in fancy, if
not in fact—fascinating, lethal, very beauti-
ful, patient, with all the time in the world
and all the power in the world to work
its will. It was a fancy horn of the Julling
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quiet, the empty horizons, the ever present
but hidden danger. For Kenwood now
knew better than any man that he held a
position where death stalked him as the
hunter stalks the chamois.

And curiously, all this was associated in
his inind with his thought of the girl,
Meerita.

She was hardly ever absent from his
thought. She herself was as the spirit in-
camate of this country he had come to love.
Like it, she was beautiful, mysterious, wild.
She was an egret. She was an orchid.
Sometimes in his dreams he even associated
her with the Great Serpent—as if she her-
self were the Great Serpent in human form.

He corrected this conception when he was
awake. True, she fascinated; she was Fate.
But she was the girl to nurse the wounded
spirit of a man as she had nursed that
wounded bird. It was Crossman, that gray
man, rich and sad, up there in his scented
offices on Fifth Avenue, who was the Great
Serpent of this country—Crossman, en-
gaged in the business of murder for greed,
reaping a profit from the blood of the inno-
cents.

“T must see her again,” said Kenwood
to himself on the day that followed Porru’s
visit.

All morning he had scouted through the
woods. There was no trace of plume-hun-
ters. There was no smoke on the horizon.
The day was redolent of safety. He had
bathed and shaved. He took the path that
Porru had taken—out across the pine-island,
down into the slough, across this and over
into the jungle beyond.

But the camp was deserted when he came
to it. He composed himself to wait. There
was evidence enough that it hadn’t been de-
serted for good. A few more or less human
hens were pecking about the clearing. The
fire still burned-—smokeless—at the center
of the radiating logs, and on the logs were
a number of kettles that simmered an invi-
tation to all who would to come and eat.

Presently Kenwood looked about him.
He was possessed by a curious feeling. He
felt again as if he were in the presence
of some great and lordly being. Was it
Fate? 'The jungle, as if leaned over to look
down upon him. He felt very small. Was
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there anything in all that talk about the
Great Serpent?

He thought of Crossman.
of the girl.

Men develop queer hints of clairvoyance
occasionally when they have been long alone
in the woods.

But it wouldn’t do for him to let this
feeling of the weird get the better of him.
If he did, a fine bird-warden he would make!

He started off to explore a little. He fol-
lowed the trail opposite to the one that had
brought him to the camp.

Here he was in a tunnel made by massed
tangles of dew-flowers that had clambered
over bush and tree. The trail was next in
the sunlight where a field of Spanish bay-
onets grew lush—each plant a collection of
daggers to protect the waxen flowers, the
flowers themselves of an almost killing frag-
rance. There followed a succession of halls
and temples, dark and warm, under the
forest cover, these as if lighted by the red
lamps of the scarlet-flowered air plants.

In spite of himself, Kenwood found him-
self walking with a certain breathlessness.
The feeling persisted that something
watched, that something impended, and that
this something was luring him on. But he
would not turn back.

The trail ran down and around a sort of
knoll, and Kenwood had guessed that there
was a boat-landing down there, when his
guess was substantiated by a glimpse of
open water. But at the same time he had
seen Meerita standing there.

“ Meerita!” But he had only breathed
her name inaudibly.

He was stifled by the feeling that some-
thing was wrong, as yet he didn’t know
what. . He looked at the girl. He looked at
her surroundings.

The shadows were thick in this part of
the woods, but it was lighter where she
was with the reflected light eof the water.
On either side of her were high rushes and,
bevond these, a widening vista of hyacinth
in bloom, all shining green and light purple.

Then he had seen something else—some-
thing that for the moment seemed to explain
all that he had glimpsed and felt—some-
thing that touched him with awe ard held
him where he was.

He thought
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It recalled the small kingsnake that Por-
ru had charmed. 1t recalled the way the
kingsnake had reared its head and stared.
Only, this could be no snake.
monstrous. It was the image of a snake
with a head as big as a barrel—a glittering
areen presence rising from the hyacinth over
there just heyvond where Meerita stood.

Then the thing had disappeared, and
Kenwood flung himself down the trail and
had taken Meerita in his arms.

His whole attention was concentrated on
her alone—in that first blurred rush of
seconds it was at any rate, As he felt his
arms close about her, he was aware that she
made no effort to escape. It was as if she
had known that he would be there. She
turned slightly and looked up at him. Her
face was pale. Her eyes were brilliant. Her
lips were parted in a suffocated smile.’

Her lips were still smiling when her throat
caught with a convulsive little sob. She
was like a child who had been badly fright-
ened.

“ What was it?” he asked.

“ Estak-wunavu!” She faltered the words
in Seminole. She repeated them in English:
‘“ The Great Scrpent!”

His mind was telling him that he knew
what her answer would-be. At the same
time his mind was telling him that the thing
could not be. His eyes were searching again
for the apparition. It was gone. His eyes
saw nothing but the sun and shadow, the
pale-purple and shining green of the hya-
cinth. )

Yet there was Meerita against his breast,
light and palpitant, still frightened. Ken-
wood’s arms closed ahout her a little tighter.
He tried to laugh.

“ There's not even a moccasin in sight,”
he said: “ nor a turtle, nor an alligator.”

“Tt was Estak-wunayun,” she repeated
with bated breath.

“ Me think so,” he said playfully,  you
hajo—you clazy!”

She managed to smile; but it wasn't
much of a smile. She still looked up at
him. There was a somherness in the depths
of her eves. It surprized him and touched
him that she still made no effort to escape
from his arms.

“ You saw it, too?” she asked.
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** There was nothing there.”

“You saw it, too?”

*“ And what if T did?”

Her voice was a fluttering whisper, awed
and reverent.

“ Estak-wunayu—the Great Serpent—he
is the messenger of death!”

CHAPTER IX.
BETTER THAN WORDS,

HERE was a silence, then this silence

was thrilled into fragments by the

call of a thrush. The call was like 2

signal. Other birds chirped in with trill and

warble. Again two hawks were reeling over-

head screaming at each other with savage
joy. It was asif they said:

** To-morrow we all die. Love while ye

may!”’

Meerita had turned slightly and was look-
ing away in the direction of the hyacinth,
absorbed. Kenwood could feel the slight
shiver that ran through her body. He found
himself breathing in time to her breathing.
Her breathing was quick, suggestive of inner
tumult, for all this had happened very fast.
The birds were right. However absurd that
Indian myth the girl had mentioned, and
however impossible this specter they thought
they had seen, death was imminent, here
was life!

Nothing seemed certain—not to Ken-
wood, at least—except that here he was
in the midst of a wilderness with this girl
in his arms. He tried to enlarge his vision,
but he could bring into his consciousness
nothing but the substance of her—her form,
her color, her warmth and her fragrance;
this, and then an overwhelming sense that
she was destined to him and that he was
destined to her. Come death early, or come
death late—it would make no difference so
long as they should be together.

*“ There was nothing,” he said with the
purpose of comforting her. * People often
think that they see things.”

She accepted the information demurely.
She as if digested it. She took her time
about it. She looked down. Kenwood
looked at the texture of her hair. It was
all he could do to keep from touching it

1A
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with his lips. Her hair was so fine and
cean. The smell of it was like the sweet,
faint pungency of burning cypress. Her
hands were against his breast. He noticed
bow smzll they were. The mystery of her
was greater than it had ever been.

Again she was looking up at him. “You
think so—we no see him—the Great Ser-
pent?”

He explained the nature of hallucinations.
He brought all the ingenuity of his scien-
tific, white-man’s mind to the explanation.
Here in the swamps folks were seeing snakes
all the time. They allowed themselves to
become steeped in superstition. But while
he was saving all this his thought was else-

where. He was thinking how beautiful
she was. He was thinking that she was
white. He was thinking what a wonderful

wife she would make for any man be he
ever so greal and rich.

All the time that he was talking to her—
and thinking of something else—Meerita’s
eyes were on his face. The somberness had
left the depths of them. There was a glow
there instead.

“What do you think?” she asked him
softly.

“What I’m telling you,” he went on with
his discourse. “ And even if we did see
something rear up out there among the hya-
dnth it was nothing but an old tree-trunk,
half water-logged and covered with water-
grass. I've seen it before. You know—
when some old ’gator goes rooting along
the hottom—"’

But again he was thinking how lovely

she was. Her pallor was gone. Her lips
were a tender pink. Iler teeth were small
and white.

“What do you think?” she queried again.

This time he fell silent. His eyes were
on hers. He answered her question—but
silently. saying silently that which he
wouldn't have dared to say aloud.

“You are lovely. You are white. I
thought the world was empty, but now I
know that it is full and overflowing. I love
you.”

Aloud he said:

“ Come away.”

It was she who led the way. They had
walked for a considerable distance before

2A
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Kenwood noticed that they had left the
trail by which he had come. It was a trail
that led up into somc part of the island he
had not hitherto seen. He heard a hum-
ming. He remarked a perfume different
from any he had hitherto noticed. He saw
a great dome of white flowers ahead of him
shimmering in the sunlight. The trail bore
sharply up a sudden slant, Here the pre-
historic dwellers in this place had built
themselves a mound. On the summit of the
mound was an ancient moringa-tree in
bloom with bees and humming-birds all
about it.

Kenwood saw Meerita's eyes light up
with a look of adoration.

The tree was a fit object of adoration,
Kenwood thought, especially when they had
come up and were standing under the dron-
ing white cascade of its widespread
branches. She let this beauty creep in upon
him for a while.

*“ T come here,” she said, “ when I want
10 know—iwhen I am sorry—when 1 am
glad. Now I am glad. Now I want to
know.”

“ What do you want to know, Meerita?”’

“1 want to know what you think—what
you feel—what you say—in there ”—she
put one of her small hands over his heart—-
“you know—when you talk about the
Great Serpent.”

The droning of the bees and the heavy
perfume of moringa bloom was about them.

“I don’t believe in death signs,” said
Kenwood.

She smiled slightly.

“T am not afraid to die,” she said in her
soft voice; ‘“not if the thing you say in
there is true—if what you say in your heart
is true.”

*What did I say in my heart?”

“ You know.”

“What?”

“You say it.”

With a sudden impulse Kenwood lifted
his two hands to the sides of Meerita's
head. He left them there, touching her
softly. '

“1 said in my heart,” he declared softly,
“ that I love you, and I do—I do.”

“Then I am not afraid to die.”

“Why should you die?”



162

“ Together we see the Great Serpent.”

“ But, Meerita—"

“ And I am of the Semineles. You are of
the yot-hotkee.”

“ You also are white—as white as I am,”
said Kenwood.

“So you said in your heart. So my
own heart it has said.” There was a tiny
subdued sob in Meerita’s voice. ‘‘ And here
under the Spirit Tree I hear it again: ¢ You
are white! You are white! You are all
the same as George Kenwood!’ But I am
Seminole. No Seminole girl marry a white
man. You understand? Kill her. Kill
him. I think so—that is why—you and I
we see the Great Serpent.”

His hands moved slowly and caressed
her temples. She pressed against him. Her
own hand came up to his face with a touch
that was soft and electric as he kissed her
forehead. He kissed the curved and droop-
ing fringes of her eyes. He was breathing
deeply. So was she.

“ No one will hurt you while I am here,”
he said. “ And when I go away from here
we'll go together.”

“ Like egrets?”

“T do not understand.”

““ Indians say this: Two lovers die—you
understand—all same you and me—then
they become egrets—and like that they live
and know what love is—until they fly away
to the west.”

“Who told you all this?”

“ Blind Heron, the medicine-man.”

Kenwood closed his eyes and tried to
think. As he did so, he felt Meerita draw
sharply back from him, utter a name in
Seminole.

CHAPTER X.
BLACK 1BIS. _

S Kenwood turned he saw an Indian
he had never seen before. He stood
also under the wide arch of the tree.

He was not much older than Kenwood’s
self. And Kenwood’s first movement was
one of welcome. It was followed by a quick
reflex of caution.

“ Black Ibis!” Meerita translated the
name she had spoken.

‘as she had done a while ago?
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Black Ibis was unlike any Seminole thas
Kenwood had ever seen. It was mot only
that he was six feet tall, heavy, and dark.
The greatest difference lay in the expression
of his face. He was sullen. His head was
down, He was looking out of the tops of his
eyes. As he stood there in his striped shirt,
his bare legs braced far apart, he suggested
a mad bull. He was a picture of dull rage

*“ Hello,” said Kenwood.

Black Ibis gave no answer.
there unbudging.

Into Kenwood’s thought there came a
glint of what Meerita had said about the
Great Serpent—the death sign. Kenwood
had left his own rifle in Porru’s camp—a
polite way of indicating that he had been
there and intended to return. Did the death
sign of the Seminoles work as swiftly as all
that?

Black Ibis was armed. He carried a
heavy, modern rifle in his two hands, pen-
dant in front of him. The index-finger of
his right hand was on the trigger now. It
occurred to Kenwood that should the notion
occur to Black Ibis to use his rifle he could
do it at an instant’s notice. A fleeting
thought. And Kenwood’s eyes had traveled
to the Seminole’s belt where a foot-long
butcher-knife hung in a leather sheath.

“In a pinch,” said Kenwood to himself,
“T might get to that knife—if he didn’t
stop me with his rifle first.”

Was Meerita reading his thoughts now,
She spoke
up—in English-——out of politeness, doubt-
less, to the white man who was present.

“ How is your mother, Black Ibis? Is
she well?”

The Indian did not answer. He kept his
sullen eves on Kenwood with a deepening
scowl.

“ The lady asked you a question,” said
Kenwood softly. “ Why don’t you answet
her?”

“ Holowaugus!”’

Black Ibis spat the word out. It was
a vulgar Seminole word—rendered vulgar
by overuse among the whites. It meant
““no good,” but it was the nearest thing
to an oath the language contained.

Again Meerita sought to save the situa-
tion.

He stood
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“ Me think o Black Ibis littla bit dlunk,”
she said with a gaiety that was more than
a little strained. - Ale think so, Black
Ibis dlink lavghing water—"

“Tayee!” he commanded
“Enough!”

Kenwood felt a glow of heat in his breast,
It was like a forge-fire responding to the
bellows. But he saw that it was a good
time to control himself. Meerita had spok-
en the word. Black Ibis was drunk.

*What you want?” asked Kenwood.

-The Indian stared at him with brooding
insolence.

“ Me want you go,” he said.

“Why?”

“ Me no like! You /lolowaugus to hell!”

“You go back to camp, Meerita,” said
Kenwood softly.

* Her no go!

hoarsely.

X, »
You go!

The girl turned to Kenwood with a fright- )

ened smile. It was her look, more than
anything else, that teld Kenwood that the
situation was dangercus, that warned him
to be more than ever on his guard.

“What right have you to tell me to go?”
asked Kenwood quietly.

“Her no go! You go!” Black Ibis re-
peated as the girl made a2 movement to
leave.

“ By what right—"

“Her my /ialigee—her my wife!”

The girl’s eves told Kenwood that the
statement was a lie. Even so the statement
was a stab to him. It was monstrous, but
it cast a lurid flash on the possibilities of
the future.

“ Me big hunter,” said Black Ibis. “ You
savwy?  Me kill fuswulimtbe—"

“QOh!" came a gasp from Meerita, “ He
say he shoot egrets.”

“ All same yvou!” said Black Ibis.
same her!”

The brown and sinewy hands that held
the rifle were trembling,

There is one sound than which no sound
will ever he more thrilling to the dwellers
of the South. To them it is what the roar-
ing of the lion is to the denizens of the Afri-
can bush. 1t is familiar, yet it is never
commonplace. To him who hears it for the
hundredth time it is all the same as it is to
him who hears it for the first time: and to

“ All

163

him who hears it for the first time there
comes the same quickening of the pulse, the
same tensing of nerve and muscle, the same
recognition of danger as if his experience
had been full of such sounds.

Kenwood had heard the sound the first
day he had come to the little pine-island
where his camp was located—ihe whir of
a full-grown Florida rattlesnake—upward
of seven feet in length—with the girth of
a python. He had listened to the music of
the rattles then with a species of fascination
—as to death-music from which he was safe
—like that fascination with which one lis-
tens to a roaring flame.

He heard a whir of rattles now. But
at the same time some sort of message
reached him irom Meerita—a message for
him to hold himsel{ in readiness.

“ Chitlo-micco!” he had heard her cry
just before the sound began, and he had
recognized the Seminole word for rattle-
snake.

Kenwood held steady.

Not so, Black Ibis. No Seminole will kill
a rattlesnake—or any snake—unless driven
to do so. .An armed truce. The Seminoles
walk barelegged through the rattlesnake
country. Few are bitten. But it must have
roused Black Ibis's wonder ‘that a snake
should have intruded itself here, most of all
that it should be showing anger. He
whirled.

Before he could discover his mistake—
that there was no snake-—that this was a
mere trick that the daughter of the Charmer
had learned—Kenwood had flung himself
forward, had snatched the Indian’s rifle.

Black Ibis made a single pawing gesture,
The sound of rattles had stopped. Black
Ibis let out a grunt of rage. He slid his
knife from its sheath with a movement that
was as deadly smooth and swift as a tiger’s
might have been. But he saw that he was
too late.

Kenwood had backed away, swinging the
muzzle of the rifle around and he held the
Indian covered.

“ Stop,” he said, “or I kill!'”

Again Kenwood had his vision of the
Great Serpent—the giver of the Big Sleep.
Perhaps there was more than most men
thought in these old Indian stories, after all.
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“ Come on, Meerita,” said Kenwood;
“we'll go back to camp—and Black Ibis
can follow us there—und get his gun—
when he is sober.”

“ Me think—"

And Meerita had tried to jest, but she
broke down with a little sob. They were
passing through a tangle of wild orange-
trees, and the trees were in flower. Black
Ibis and the moringa were far behind them.
The camp was just ahead.

Kenwood paused and looked down at her.
His own heart was heavy-—on her account
it was. His thoughts were troubled. He
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disguised all this, and was more successfu
than she had been. -

“It was wonderful the way you imi-
tated that rattlesnake,” he said. “ You al-
most had me frightened. Savvy? Br-rr!
Flighten!”

She laughed a little, but the tears came.

“ Me think,” she said with desperate
courage, “ you better go. Black Ibis, he is
bad! He will kill you.”

He kissed her. * When I go, you will
come along.”

“1f you die,” she cried in tumult,  then
I come along. But I want you to live! 1
want you to live!”

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.)

CHILL mantle of loneliness was upon
Mr. Rufus Tibbs.

Except for the dapper young clerk
behind the counter, Rufus was alone in the
box-like little lobby of the New Era Hotel.
1t was the dusk of a soft spring evening in
Tulsa, Oklahoma.

From his seat in a leather rocker, Rufus
directed a dreary gaze through the plate.
glass front of the hotel. His beady, close-
set eyes failed to sight a face or a figure
that was familiar. Even the smell of the
town, which he had been drawing up all
day in his beak of a nose, was an alien
thing.

In disgust, he threw away his black cigar
and wiped his wide-slitted mouth with a
thandkerchief. The tang of tobacco smoke

was acrid and bitter in his mouth. During
his last four years of seclusion he had lost
his taste for perfectos. Life, itself, seemed
off key. He could see the interior of a
drug-store across the street. Four great,
up-standing men were partaking of ice-
cream soda.

The clerk, having finished his mysterious
business with the register, came out from
behind his desk, crossed to the window,
and looked upon the outer world.

“ Going down to the Auditorium to-
night?” he inquired, affably, of the guest.

“ Anything comin’ off?” It was a sus-
picious query; yet it was tinged with a
note of hope.

“ Community singing bee. Five hundred
voices. Great stuff!”
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An eye, the glitter of which had brought
the pallor of terror to better men than the
hotel clerk, grew listless and dull. The
flower of hope withered and died. Some-
thing strangely like a great sorrow trem-
bled in the voice oi Rufus Tibbs.

“ Son,” he asked, ** what made you think
T'd want to go to a singin’ bee?”

The round, innocent eyes of the youth
rested upon the seamed face, the black
Prince Albert coat on the stubby figure,
the white necktie, and the almost minis-
terial soft hat that rested on the beetling
brow. He suspected nothing.

“IWell, if vou don’t care for singing
there’s always the movies,” he said, ami-
ably. © There’s a symphony concert at
Osage Hall and an art exhibit from New
York down- at the big hotel on the other
side of the street. The Tulsa Fashion
Show opens to-morrow, and—"

Rujus lifted a tired hand.

“ That’s enough. I ain't interested in
them things. But tell me, does Pond Cree
Dave or Smiling Dick Burke or Gentleman
Joe ever drop up this way?™

The clerk shook his head. “ T never
heard of any of those gentlemen,” he said.

“Ever hear of Sandy McGee or Buck
Malloy or a one-eyed half-breed named
Howlin” Dan Bolliver?”

“ Befora my time, 1 guess. I just come
out here from Indiana a year ago.”

It was not easy to understand why such
famous names, even so, were unknown.
“Thunder! I'll bet you ”—Rufus shot it
out as a challenge— I'll bet vou never
even heard ol me—Rufus Tibbs?”

“Sorry,” he murmured, shaking his head.

A desire to talk—to talk of himseli——
came upon Ruflus. The impulse was born
out of a silence that had been forced and
protracted. .

“In the place T just come from,” he
said, - the chaplain give me a book with a
story in it about Rip Van Winkle. Ever
read it?”

The clerk assented.

“That’s me. T come back around here
and everybody I know is gone. It took
'em twenty years to forget /im, but T ain’t
séen a soul to-day that remembers me, an’
it's only been four years.”
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His auditor dropped, with a friendly air,
into the chair beside him. “ What was
vour line, sir?” he asked.

“1 was a bad man. I was a rootin’,
tootin’ con-of-a-gun from the Panhandle.
There wasn’t a man livin’ that was faster
on the draw. I could draw a pair of shoot-
in’ irons before you could bat your eye.
Some said I was a quicker man than Silver
City Pete. 1t was a natcheral gift, backed
up with years of practize. I'd been deal-
in’ poker and whipped a gun out before the
last card I dealt hit the table.”

A mild form of horror shuddered through
the clerk. “ It's a wonder vou didn't shoot
some one,” he said, reprovingly. The
Tibbs countenance darkened with a spasm
of pain.

“1 did.”

“You mean—you .mean you Xkilled a
man?”

“ No, not exactly. I sorta missed him,
It went right through his left ear. That
was always my failin’: T shot a little high
and to the left. Always did—irom a boy.
If it hadn’t been for that one weakness—"

Ruifus sighed and ran his fingers medi-
tatively between the buttons of his vest:

“T used to think it was my irons that
wasn’t true, and I kept changin’ ’em; but
it was something lackin’ in me. It was
something up here.”” He tapped his fore-
head. * The bullets wouldn’t go where I
sent ‘em,

* I've pointed a gun just as straight at
a man’s head as I'm pointin® my finger at
vou now, and they wasn’t more’n eight or
ten feet away. I'd pull the trigger, and
every time 1'd shoot high and left.

* If it hadn’t been for that I'd been one
of the men that nobody around here would
ever forget. Say—I might even been hung.
I had a nerve like steel, an’ my eye was as
mean as the worst of ’em. In a way my
life’s been blighted. It got so, in late years,
that they didn’t even take the trouble to
dodge, most of ’em.”

Here the clerk, who had been listening,
aghast, interposed a moral question.

“ You surely didn’t want to shed human
blood, just to prove your marksmanship,”
he objected. “ Why didn’t you shoot at
targets?”
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“ I did,” Rufus assured him. “I prac-
tised all the time, out in the open. It
warn't any use. I got a kink in my make-
up that makes me shoot high and left.”

“ But it was for a murderous design,”
the young man insisted. “ I can’t under-
stand it.”

“ It was the time and the place,” Rufus
explained. I never shot af a man in cold
blood. But you know how it is. There’s
more or less shootin’ where there’s gamblin’
and drinkin’. T never pulled a gun on a
man in my life but what he reached first
for his.

“The last man I shot at was this here
Sam Briggs. He come into the casino
down at Shamrock and got himself loaded
up on red-eye. He butted into a game
where I was dealin’ and we had words—
savvy? I never made a move till he pulled
out his six-gun. I guess I never made a
faster draw in my life than I did that night.
Just as T pulled the trigger he moved his
head and I micked his ear.

“ 1t was the first time I ever hit a man
in my life, and it was the first time I ever
been arrested. The sheriff got me a half-
hour afterwards.”

The clerk observed that the case seemed
to be a clear one of seli--defense. Rufus
waved the fact away as though he were
tossing a card across a table.

“They framed me up,” he asserted.
“Swore I pulled first, and they made the
jury believe it. Assault with intent to kill
—four years. T didn’t mind the sentence
so much as I did the insultin’ manner the
judge had. ¢ Tibbs,” he says, ‘it’s a shame
to send a man up that’s as poor a hand
with a gun as you are. You ain't really
dangerous to the State, but you're annoy-
in’. They tell me you've shot out more
panes of glass than any man in Oklahoma,
and that the only man that's really safe in
the room when you're shootin’ is the one
you’re shootin at. Some day you're goin’
to kill a bystander by accident and we'll
have to hang you. You’re goin’ to be four
years older when you’re a free man again.
That’s all.” Them was the words that
broke my spirit.”

And, as though to prove his shattered
strength, he sunk his chin onto his chest
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and lapsed into moody silence. It is a
solemn thing to listen to the heart story of
a failure. The clerk, touched, held his
tongue until Rufus himself was forced to
speak.

“T still got a couple of hundred dollars
what I had when I went in,” he said.
“ There don’t seem to be but one thing to
do, and it goes against the grain like sin;
but I'll have to do it. The whole country’s
settlin’ down. Me and the men I used to
work with are out of date. We're back
numbers. I had my chance to be-one of
the most notorious men in the country,
but that’s all in the past. No use cryin’
over spilt milk.

“I'm goin’ some place farther west
where they don’t know me, and turn over
a new leaf. I'm goin’ to make a new start
an’ get a job.”

“ Perhaps you could get something here
in Tulsa,” the clerk insinuated, sympa-
thetically. Rufus shook his head mo-
rosely.

“ Too many memories,” he said; ““ mem-
ories sweet and memories bitter. I'm leav-
in’ it all behind.”

The speech was fraught with prophetic
sincerity. Six months later, with the book
of life open at a fresh page, Rufus was be-
ginning to find a balm for his hurts. In
the first flush of his liberty he had opened
his heart to the readiest man, and by so do-
ing had given himself the impetus of the
spoken work.

The Tulsa confession had given him the
spur: had sent him into new fields. Fol-
lowing his outburst to the hotel clerk he
became as taciturn as an oyster. He was
a sphinx; he was a clam. Secret sorrow
had sealed his lips. For aught anyone in
Lone Pine, Wyoming, knew, he might have
sprung, without a past, from some fathom-
less void. In his silence and secrecy, and
his soft-spoken demeanor, he was, perhaps,
the meekest man in town.

It was his cherished belief that the Rufus
Tibbs of pyrotechnic Oklahoma had ceased
to exist. The old flamboyancy, the gar-
rulousness of other days, the ancient ego-
ism, apparently, was extinct.

To the naked eye the metamorphosis
seemed complete. A few odd volumes of
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classics, acquired Heaven knows where, had
given his mind new and weighty problems
for grapplement. Ancient worlds and peo-
ples, opened up to him for the first time,
became vividly interesting. He read for
long stretches, until his eyes became tired,
and, without knowing it, he took on some
of the ineffable quaintness of the scholar.

After forty, however, reformations are
seldlom thorough.  Lifelong habits of
thought and action leave faintly traced
paths in the mind that are not erased with-
in short spaces of time. For one thing, he
still packed his gun, swung high in a hol-
ster on his left breast under his coat.

Not being versed in psycho-analysis, he
was not aware of the connection between
his present employment and his blasted
career. Without knowing the why of it,
he had sought and found employment that
was bound by a thread to his unregenerate
days.

Lone Pine, while not large, was pros-
perous. Messrs. Mvers and Ryan oper-
ated therein a mercantile establishment
which served a trade territory of forty
square miles. For the modern rancher
they carried a line of necessities up to and
including such bulky implements as farm
tractors. For the modern rancher’s wife
they ranged their stock upward from go-
carts to diamonds. In the intermediary
field they maintained an assortment which,
according to their advertisements, met
every need of man and beast.

Much of their stock was valuable—and
portable. Hence Rufus. Sitks, jewelry,
and the like were too valuable to leave un-
guarded. A few weeks before the advent
of the Oklahoman into Lone Pine, some
one had driven a motor truck into town,
jimmied a flimsy window at the hack of
the store, and later vanished out into the
far-stretching pall of the night. The value
of the loot was near five thousand dollars.

All of which leads up to and explains
why Rufus Tibbs, with his noisy vore, had
the opportunity of settling down into an
occupation that was all silence and solitude.
He became a night watchman. Irom eight
oclock at night until seven in the morning
he was charged with the duty of guarding
the interior of the establishment,
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His time was his own. - He had promised
his employers that, if necessary, he would
do and die in their bebalf. The manner of
his hypothetical demise was left purely to
his own invention.

The first few nights hung long and lone-
some on his hands. There had been a ten-
sion in the air, and his hand had leaped to
his holster a dozen times at the sound of a
mouse behind a packing case. His own
steps echoed hauntingly through the place,
and he fell into the habit of peering into
the shadows flung from masses of goods
piled high on counters and shelves.

Behind the wire netting of the cashier’s
cage were a few chairs, a flat desk, and a
safe. A single oil lamp set on the desk and
turned low furnished a dim radiance in the
place. After some nights had passed, he
grew used to the vigil, and found it not at
all unpleasant to sit with his feet propped
up on the desk, reading by his lamp.

His ear had become accustomed to the
slight, unexpected noises of the night, and,
after a time, he scarcely heard them. Plu-
tarch’s Lives engaged his attention, and he
marveled vastly at the sturdy character
of the men who lived in those days. Un-
schooled in history, the great past unfolded
before him for the first time, and the pag-
eantry of it enthralled him. Altogether, he
was quite content. The owners of the store
when they departed for their homes in the
evening found him preparing to open his
book. When they arrived back at the
store in the morning they frequently found
him deep in its pages, with the light extin-
guished and his chair pulled over to a win-
dow that he might have the advantage of
the early sunlight.

Then, one night, his eyes gave out. The
type blurred before him and he had to put
down the hook. A week passed and there
was no improvement. He ccnsulted the
only optician in town. The resultant ex-
amination was thorough and, painstaking.
Rufus was seated in a chair ten feet away
{rom a large lettered card.

* Read the top line, please.”

“SZ,H K L Y,O0 T—

“Now cover your right eye and read
with the left only.”

“ 8, Z, O, K-
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“ That will do. Now with the right,
please.”

AL S'*”

“Go on.”

“1 can’t. They're mixed up.”

The eye man smiled and fixed a pair of
optician’s spectacles with removable lens
upon the bridge of Rufus’s nose.

“7 can’t see at all with these.”

The expert deftly removed the left lens
and slipped another one into its place.
“ Better?” he asked.

Tt was much better. Successively in-
terchanging the lenses, however, finally
achieved perfect results.

“ You read much?”

“T'm a heavy reader,” Rufus admitted.

“ You've strained your eyves and you
need glasses. We can fix you up right
away. In addition to the strain you have
a pronounced myopic condition—"

A sudden fear that it might be serious
gripped the patient. Tt won’t stop me
from readin’, will it, doc?”

“No. You have a hypermetrophia of
the left eye. You've probably had it for
vears without knowing it. Your vision
doesn’t focus an image properly. It prob-
ably wouldn’t make any real difference in
your life, but you might as well have it
corrected.”

Rufus did not entirely comprehend the
nature of his infirmity.

“T' try to make it clear to you,” the
optician offered. “ Do you see that door-
knob?”

o &,‘es.7’

“ Well, it's not where you think it is.
It’s a little lower and to the right of where
it seems to your sight to be. You don’t
see objects in their correct position. For
instance, if you shot at a man you’d prob-
ably miss him—"

A new eagerness crept into the voice of
the questioner.

“1f I shot at a man, doc; if I aimed
right smack dab at his head, which way
would the bullet go?”

“ Why, it would go high and a little to
the left.”

“ And my eyes have been this way for
years?”

“ Most likely.”
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“You think you can fix 'em—so I could
shoot straight.”

“ The easiest thing in the world. T can
fit you with glasses right now that will ab-
solutely correct yvour vision.”

Fifteen minutes later Rufus Tibbs strode
down the Main Street of Lone Pine with
his head erect, and, perched on the bridge
of his high-arched nose, a pair of gold-
plated spectacles that glistened magnifi-
cently in the sunlight. Appended from one
side was a thin gold chain that terminated
in a hook gver one ear; a precautionary
device to save them in the event of their
being dislodged.

So far as he could tell, the world looked
much as it ever did—viewed materialistic-
ally. Deep satisfaction and a feeling that
was akin to a haunting regret mingled in
his bosom.

In retrospect he was living over certain
poignant episodes in years gone by. If he
had known, if he had suspected his true
state of vision— Resolutely, he put aside
such reveries. The past was dead. In all
probabilities he would never at any time in
the future be called upon to exert his talent
on the lightning draw. Never again, most
likely, would his right forefinger curl
around a trigger with intent to kill. A still,
small desire for another trial, another
chance, urged itself upon him: but he knew
in his heart of hearts that he was through.
Before him the future stretched away into
a dim vista of clean-handed years of peace
and respectability.

That night he fell upon his Plato with
renewed energv. It was easier to read now.
The type was clear and bold, and he
wormed his way through the pages without
any strain whatever. As he read, he fol-
lowed the line with his forefinger.

The light at his back fell softly upon
the printed page. A spring hinge in the
chair enabled him to lean back comfort-
ably. He read:

C:ssar was born Lo do great things, and had

a passion after honor, and the many noble ex-

ploits he had done did not now serve as an

inducement to him to sit still and reap the
fruit of his past labors, but were incentives to
go on, and raised in him new ideas of still

greater actions, and a desire of new glory, as
if the present were all spent,
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He closed the book over a marking fin-
ger and gazed to the metal ceiling, thought-
fully. In a way, he had been like Cesar,
himseli. He had not, of course, achieved
any great exploits, but there had been in
him the same restless desire for great ac-
tions and glory.

It was as though the thing had been
written for his benefit. Although he had
not finished the biography, he was aware of
the ominous, downward trend of it. Casar,
he knew, was going to pay the penalty for
overreaching himself.

“1 might have done the same thing my-
self il I'd had glasses in them days,” he
toild himself. “I might have conquered
and all of that, and been famous; but in
the long run I'm better off, I guess.”

He read avidly for another hour.

“ But reaped no other [ruits from it than_
the empty name and invidious glory.”

People were always the same, Rufus
opined. He removed his spectacles, wiped
them with his handkerchief and placed
them on the desk, carefully. Yes, sir—
there had been bad men in those days, even
as in his own. There had always been the
rich and the poor, the powerful and the
weak.

He philosophized. The same desires,
the same passions;, and the same actions
marked the man of two thousand years ago
as characterized his descendants of to-day.
It was the same plowing under of all that
was flesh. The whole process and business
of life seemed strangely futile. Yet, there
was that little spark of the inexplicable in
man that flamed through the ages and gave
some vague justification to all of his feeble
efforts.

His mind drifted far from all that was
mundane and close at hand. A soft noise
behind him reached his ears, but he was
too engrossed in his reflections to turn his
head.

“Up with ’em!”

It was a hoarse, commanding voice.

“TUp high—and keep ’em high!”
chanically, Rufus obeyed.

The intruder swung around before him;
a hulking figure of 2 man with the lower
part of his face concealed behind a hand-
kerchief knotted behind the head. In his

Me-
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hand he grasped a well-directed revolver of
blue steel.

Something sickened within the philoso-
pher. It was not fear. Instead, it was the
chill despair of failure that swept over him.
Again he had fallen short of his possibili-
ties.

His mind had soared from his job. Had
he been on the alert it would have been
childishly easy to have thwarted the rob-
ber. With all of the circumstances against
him he could have beaten the man to the
pull of the trigger, and with his new glasses
—he did not even have them on/

“ What do you want?” he asked, help-
lessly. ‘

The eyes above the mask gleamed ma-
liciously.

“What do I want? Say! D’ye think
I come in for a can of sardines?”

However fast Rufus may have been in
his highly specialized form of manual dex-
terity, he was gifted with no like agility ol
mentality.

“No, I suppose not,” he said, thought-
fully.

The stranger swept a swift glance around
the store.

“ Alone?” he growled,

Rufus nodded.

“ Got the combination of the safe?”

113 NO.”

“ Where do they keep the diamonds?”

“In there.” Rufus inclined his head
toward the big steel box.

The other paused to consider the situa-
tion. I suppose I might as well tie you
up and stuff a gag down vour neck,” he
said, slowly. He hesitated again. “ May-
be it 'd be better to knock you over the
head and throw yvou over in a corner. Keep
’em up!” He waved his gun slightly and
advanced a step, but there was a hint of
indecision in his manner,

With a quick motion the man reversed
the revolver in his hand, clubbing it with
his strong fingers clutched around the bar-
rel. If, at that moment, Rufus had been
wearing his spectacles it would have been
over in an instant. Before the robber
could possibly have restored his own wea-
pon to the normal firing position, his po-
tential victim could have flashed out his
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own gun and planted a shot wheresoever
he willed.

Appareuily 1t was not to be. Rufus
knew too well what the result of such a
move would be were he to attempt it, rely-
ing on his old baffling eyesight. A wild
shot; a return a moment later from the
other and he would lie crumpled in his
chair.

Still, the bandit hesitated. He had not
expected to find a watchman in the place.
Like Rufus, ke thought slowly.

“ 1 don't know exactly what to do about
you,” he admitted, as he spun his revolver
in the air and caught it neatly by the han-
dle. His eve caught sight of the book on
the table and shiited back again to the
worried countenance of the little man who
sat before him, with his feet still on the
desk.

Then came a glimmer of recognition into
his eves. A certain tense mnervousness
seemed to drop from him, and a {faint
crinkle of many lines appeared at the out-
side corners of his eyes, as though he were
smiling behind the mask.

“Well! Well!” he exclaimed.
you doin’ here, cull?”

Rufus blinked. = I'm the night watch-
man,” he said. —-

The other snorted. “ So you're the
night watchman, are you? A fine bird for
a job like that—you!”

There was no mistaking his meaning.
1t was an insult in tone, substance, and de-
livery. It is one thing to rob 2 man. In a
way and after a certain code, it is one of
the things that has a place in the conduct
of men, one to another. But to insult him
at the same time--there you have some-
thing which lies without the bounds of or-
dinary and conventional crime.

To insult 2 man when he is in a position
to resent it is not without a certain flair of
sportsmanship. To insult him when he is
helpless is, well—it reveals the character
of the insulter. A dark, futile flush spread
over the rugged features of the insulted.

“ Are you looking for trouble®” he de-
manded, forgetting for a moment his un-
happy plight.

A mocking laugh was his answer.

“This is rich,” the other chuckled in

“ What
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amusement; in vindictive glee. “T1 sup-
pose somehody killed the cat and they put!
you in here to watch for mice. Say—are
you a regular watchman, gun and every-
thing?”

The eyes of Rufus Tibbs beaded a2
straight line, squarely to the spot where
the bushy eyebrows of his tormentor met,
His heart, as he gazed, beat angrily against
the holster strapped over his breast. The
coordination of thought, impulse and ac
tion was, theoretically, perfect. He could
have, in the split of a second, translated
the thing which was in his mind into ac
tion. If it had happened fifteen minutes
carlier; if he had been surprised when he
was reading it would have meant another
fee for the coroner.

His visitor swung a heavy leg across the
desk and half sat on it.

*“ I guess this is goin’ to be an easier job
than I looked for,” he said, with nasty sig-
nificance. ‘‘ I'm goin’ to tell vou somethin’,
Tibbs. I'm goin’ to clean out this dump,
and I’'m goin’ to do it right. What’s more,
T'm goin’ to make you help me. I got an
automobile outside, and you’re goin’ to help
me load it up—understand?

“You don’t know me, but I know you,
I got your number. You’re just a liitle
runt that thinks he’s bad—but you ain't.
You're kinda quick on the trigger, but you
couldn’t hit the side of a house with a shot-
gun. I guess vou lose your nerve when
vou pull a gun and get to shakin’ so much
that vou nearly drop your gun. Howsom-
ever, that don’t signify.

“ What does is this: if you pull a gun on
me I'll kill vou dead, and I'll get away,
too. Furthermore, if you behave yourself,
and do what I tell vou, 1'll go off and leave
vou alone to go on with your readin’.”

He flicked the book contemptuously with
the end of his weapon. “ Get me?”

Rufus bored the speaker with a vain
¢tare, hoping for a clue to his identity.

“Where did you know me?” he asked.

The masked head jerked southward.
“ Back there. T knew vou when you was
just a cheap little four-flusher, doin’ a lot
of loud talkin’ and settin’ yourself up to be
a bad man. I hear yvou been doin’ some
time in stir, too.”
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A thought that the man might have
known him in prison fleeted through the
smaller man’s mind. Even so, he was unable
to account for the animosity of the other.
None of his prison mates, so far as he could
-tecall, bore him any animosity. There was
-only one enemy he had ever had: a man
with whom he had exchanged bitter hatred.
"That man was Sam Briggs.

The man with the weapon caught a sud-
den change in the expression of Ruius.
““What you lookin’ like that for?” he de-
manded.

A smile, wolf-like in the manner of the
lips drawn back over the teeth, preceded
the reply.

“I just happened to get a glimpse of
your ear,” Rufus said, with a strange soft-
pess. “1 just happened to see a nick in
the left one that I put there a few years
ago. Howdy, Briggs?”

“You're wise, are you?” It was a leer
of contempt. “ Put a mark on me, did
you? Well, I'm goin’ to even that up to-
pight. I'm goin’ to bump you off, Tibbs.
I'm goin” to clean out this joint, and then
I'm goin’ to put your light out. I'd do it
right now, but I want to give you a little
time to enjoy the sensation of thinkin’ it
over.”

The words seemed to make something
inside of Rufus Tibbs numb. Tt was the
end. He felt it, and he believed it, and
for a moment he nearly broke under the
strain. Then, from somewhere in his be-
ing, from some source with which he was
not thoroughly acquainted, a cold pride
rose up and took possession of his facul-
ties. Without any great effort he was able
to manage a smile.

“Yes, that's like you, Briggs,” he said.
“You alwavs was yellow. It'd be just like
you to shoot down a man in cold blood
when he didn’t have a chance to come
back at you.”

The murderously inclined one snapped
his fingers impatiently.

“T11 tell you what I'll do,” he said. “1I
was just throwin’ a scare into you. I
didn't mean that. You got the combina-
tion of this safe. Come through with it
and I'll let you off. Word of honor.”

For the first time in his life Rufus be-
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came subtle. The loostly handled weapon
of the other was tempting him, luring him
on. If he could succeed in restoring his
spectacles to his nose—

“ Suppose I did have the combination,
Briggs; and suppose I turned it over to
you; how would I know that you wouldn't
go ahead and put out my light? You know
yourself that I ain’t got no reason to trust
anything you say or do.”

In the thick brain of Sam.Briggs crafty
thoughts were chasing each other in circles.
His threat had come from the depth of the
heart. He earnestly wished for its fulfil-
ment, vet he realized it might complicate
his exit from the environs of Lone Pine.
Also, there was no especial advantage in
having murder added to his record. A
streak of caution in his nature began to
sway his plan,

“1 ain’t such a bad fellow, Tibbs,” he
laughed, with an effort at geniality. “I
guess, maybe, I was a little hasty in what
I just said. You see, you and me ain’t
lost no love for each other, but I guess
there ain’t no sense in goin’ too far with
things.

“ Natcherally I got some hard feelin’s
toward you. It ain’t exactly pleasant to
be shot through the ear—"

“ Nuther is it pleasant to spend four
years in prison walls for the same,” Rufus

interjected.
‘“ Exactly. I'm willin’ to call it quits on
that score. I come into this here town to

do a little peaceable job, and T wasn’t fig-
urin’ on findin’ you. 1 got the upper hand,
though, and T mean to use it. You kick
in with the combination and T’ll tie you up.
You won’t be none the worse thought of.”

He paused, expectantly. With all the
guile of which he was capable he had set
out a proposition which, to him, seemed
thoroughly sound.

“You don’t need to keep your hands up
in the air,” he said, affably. “1T guess you
got too much sense to try to pull a gun on
me—a man’s that’s got such a bad eye for
shootin’ as you have.”

Slowly, with the surge of a great joy in
his heart, Rufus lowered his arms, flexed
them at the elbows, and spread his fingers
wide apart, drew them together and con.
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tracted them several times against his
palms.

With his right hand he gingerly picked
up his spectacles, and with his leit he lifted
his handkerchief which lay beside them.

“ Wearin’ glasses now, eh?” Briggs
spoke with an assumption of {riendliness,
calculated to take away the sting of his
letha! threat of a few minutes previous.
His gun hand, however, did not relax.

Rufus held his glasses to his lips,
breathed on them and held them up be-
tween his eyes and the lamp as he polished
them with the handkerchief.

“Yes, sir—I found out I had trouble
with my eyes. Got to readin’ here at
nights, and I guess the light wasn’t very
good. Ever read much, Briggs?”

By tacit agreement, both seemed to be
avoiding the main theme. Like two busi-
ness men discussing the weather when their
wits are at combat on a totally disassoci-
ated topic, the enemies dropped, for a mo-
ment, into social amenities.

“ Can’t say that I ever done much read-
ii’, Rufe,” Briggs admitted.

“That’s unfortunate,” Rufus said sym-
pathetically.  “ Still, you'll have twenty-
five years or so to take it up, where you’re
goin’.” I

“ Where I'm goin’? Say—"

Rufus Tibbs calmly gave a final gloss to
each lens and, with the utmost nicety, ad-
justed the spectacles with his left hand,
from which, also, dangled the handkerchief.
Just for an instant the white cloth was be-
tween his breast and the eyes of the robber,
but in that instant his right hand slid be-
hind the pendant fabric with the swiftness
of a striking serpent.

A hot spurt of flame darted out, a roar
reverberated throughout the store, a puff
of smoke rose in the air, and the hand that
had held the menacing blue steel dropped
limp and bloody.

“ The reason I missed you back in Okla-
homa was because I had bad eyesight,”
Rufus remarked. “ I got my eyes fixed up
here in Lone Pine, Briggs, and I can shoot
the eve out of a flv by candle light, now.”

The wounded man shobtk his dripping
hand.

13

*You crossed me!” he grated.
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“T'll tell you about that, Briggs,” Rufus
said, thoughtiully. I might have de-
ceived you a mite about my intentions,
but I didn’t cross you. I meant to pot you
right along. But what you did to me back
there in Oklahoma—that was dog-gone yel-
low. You pulled a gun on me first and
then you went in court and swore 1 drew
on vou. You framed up on me, and you
sent me up for four years,

“1 suppose 1 ought to kill you, now.
Always thought I would if I got the chance,
Guess I won’t, though. Guess Tl just
send you up to the pen and let you get
started in on your readin’. Greatest thing
in the world to give a man an education.”

Rufus glanced at the little clock that
was ticking on his desk.

‘ Guess that shot ’ll raise somebody in a
few minutes,” he said. ‘ An’ speakin’ of
shootin’, you shore hurt my {eelin’, Briggs,
by sayin’ I was a poor shot. I'm goin’ to
convince you I'm right.”

Gently, he reached over and removed
the other’s hat.

“ Now, you just set here in the light, and
I'm going to back up to the other end of
the store. I want you to set steady, and
don’t move your head, ’cause I won’t be
responsible if you dodge. Steady, now!”

Backing away cautiously, Rufus Tibbs
placed the length of the store between
them. The form of Briggs was silhouetted
with sharp distinctness in the murky halo
of light from the oil lamp.

An expert revolver shot had no necessity
for aiming. He fixes his eye on the target
and does the rest by instinct.

Rufus waited a moment and then fired.

“You'll look better, now, Briggs,” he
called back. “You got the right ear
marked like your left one.”

“ Tibbs,” said Mr. Ryan, later, “that

- was a fine piece of work you put over. I

didn’t know you had it in vou. Always
thought you was a sort ol bookworm. 1
guess if vou’d have put in your time rough-
in’ it around you’d have been a regular
gun-fichter, eh? Guess this is the first
mixup you ever been in, eh?”

*“ Briggs is the only man I ever shot in
my life,” Rufus admitted.
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A “DIFFERENT”

CHAPTER X.
MAN OR FANTOM?

T was Hobart who came to first. His
l voice was good to hear. It was nat-

ural; it was sweet and human: but it
was pregnant with disappointment: “ We
are fools, Harry; we are fools!”

I could only stare. I remember saying:
“The Blind Spot?” .

“Yes,” returned Hobart, * the Blind

Spot. Baut what is it> We saw him go.
Did vou see it?”

“It gets me,” I answered. “He just
yanished into space. It—"" Trankly I
was afraid.

“It tallies well with the supplements.
The old lady and Jerome. Remember?"
“And the bell>” T looked about the

room.
“Exactly. Phenomena! Watson was
right. 1 just wonder—but the bell? Re-

member the doctor? *‘The greatest dayv
since Columbus.” No, don’t cross the room,
Harrv, T am a bit leary. A great discov-
ery' I should say it was. How do you
account for it?”

 Supernatural.”

Fenton shook his head.

“By no means! It is the gateway to the
universe—into Cosmos.” His eves spar-
kled. “ My Lord, Harry! Don’t you see!
Once we control it. The Blind Spot!
What is beyond? We saw Chick Watson
go. Before our eves. Where did he go to?
It beats death itself.”

I started across the room. but Hobart
caught me with both arms: “ No, no, no,

SERIAL

Harry. My Lord! I don't want to lose
vou. No! You foolhardy little cuss—
stand back!™

He threw me violently against the wall.
The impact quite took my breath. On the
instant the old rush of temper surged up in
me. From babyhood we had had these mo-
ments. Hobart settled himself and await-
ed the rush that he knew was coming. In
his great, calm brute strength there was
still a greatness of love.

“ Harry,” he was saying, *“ for the love of
Heaven, listen to reason! Have we got
to have a knock-down and drag-out on this
of all nights? Have I got to lick you
again? Do vou want to roll into the Blind
Spot?™

Why did God curse me with such a tem-
per?> On such moments as this I could
feel something within me snapping. Tt was
fury and unreason. How I loved him!
And yet we had fought a thousand times
over just such provocation. Over his
shoulders I could see the still open door
that led into the street; the heavy fog was
hanging through the opening: out of the
corner of my eye I caught the lines of a
form stepping out of the shadows—it
crossed the room and stood beside Hobart
Fenton. It was Rhamda Avec!

I leaped. The fury of a thousand con-
flicts—and the exultation. For the glory
of such moments it is well worth dying.
One minute flying through the air—the old
catapult tackle—and the next a crashing
of bone and sinew. We rolled over, head
on, and across the floor. Curses and exe-
crations: the deep bass voice of Hobart:

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for May 14.
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“ Hold him, Harrv! Hold him! That’s
the aye! Hold him! Hold him!”

We went crashing about the room. He
was the slipperiest ‘thing I had ever laid
hold of, But he was bone—bone ‘and sinew;
fhe was a man! I remember the wild thrill
of exultation at the discovery. It was bat-
tle! And death! The table went over,
we went spinning against the wall, a crash
of falling bookcases, books and broken
glass, a scurry and a flving heap of legs
and arms. He was wonderfully strong and

“active, like a panther. Each time 1 held
him he would twist out like a cat, straight-
en, and throw me out of my hold. I clung
on, fighting, striving for a grip, working for
the throat. He was a man—a man! Ire-
membered that he must never get away. He
must account for Watson.

In the first rush I was a mad man. The
mere force of my onslaught had borne him
down. But in a moment he had recovered
and was fighting systematically. As much
as he could he kept over on one side of
me, always forcing me toward the inner
room where Watson had disappeared. 'In
spite of my fury he eluded every effort that
T made for a vital part. We rolled, fought,
struck aud struggled.

I could hear Hobart's bass thundering:
“Qver! Over! Under! Look out! Now
you've got him! Harry! Harry! Look
out! Hold him, for the love of Heaven!
1 see his trick. That’s his trick. The
Blind Spot!™

It was like Hobart tearing through cen-
ter in the days of old. We were rolled
clear over, picked, heaved, shoved against
the front wall. There were three! The
great heaving bulk of Fenton: the fighting
tiger between us: and myseli!  Surely such
strength was not human: we could not pin
him: his quickness was uncanny; he would
uncoil, twist himself and throw us loose.
Gradually he worked us away from the
front wall and into the center of the
roon.

We knew his game now, both of us. He
was working us toward the inner room and
his cursed Blind Spot.  He would throw us
into the abyss. We were all in rags and
tatters, 1 was torn and bleeding. The
tense face of Hobart, his veins standing out,
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his muscles bulged, all as flitting as vision.
The Rhamda twisted. We went whirling
around, the three of us rolling over—
through the door.

Could any mere man fight so? Hobart
was as good as a ton; I was as much for
action. Slowly, slowly in spite of our ef-
forts, he was working us toward the Blind
Spot. Confident of success, he was over,
around, and in and under. In the spin of
a second he went to the aggressive, He fair-
ly bore us off our feet. We were on the last
inch of our line; the stake was—

What was it? We all went down. A
great volume of -sound! We were inside
a bell! My whole head buzzed to music
and a roar; the whir of a thousand vibra-
tions, the inside of sound. I fell face down-
ward; the room went black.

What was it? How long I lay there I
do not know. A dim light was burning.
I was in a room. The ceiling overhead was
worked in a grotesque pattern: I could not
make it out. My clothes were in tatters
and my hand - was covered with blood.
Something warm was trickling down my
face. What was it? The air was still and
sodden. Who was this man beside me?
And what was this smell of roses?

I lay still for a minute, thinking. Ah,

ves! Tt came back. Watson—Chick Wat-
son! The Blind Spot! The Rhamda and
the bell! Surely it was a dream. How

could all this be in one short night? It
was like a nightmare and impossible. What
was this smell of roses? I raised up on
my elbow and looked at the form beside
me. It was Hobart Fenton. He was un-
CONSCiOUs.

For a moment my mind was whirring: I
was too weak and unsteady. 1 dropped
back and wondered absently at the odor
of roses. Roses meant perfume, and per-
fume meant. a woman. What could—
Something touched my face--something
soft; it plucked tenderly at my tangled hair
and drew it away from my forehead, It
was the hand of a woman!

. " You poor, foolish boy!
boy!™”

Some place 1 had heard that voice: it
bad a touch of sadness: it was familiar: it
was soft and silken, like music that might

You foolish



THE BLIND SPOT.

have been woven out of the moonbeams.
Who was it that always made me think of
the moonbeams? I lay still, thinking.

“He dared; he dared; he dared!” she
was saying. “ As if there were not two!
He shall pay for this! Am I to be a play-
thing? You poor boy!”

Then I remembered. T looked up. It
was the Nervina! She was stooping over
with my head against her. How beautiful
her eves were! In their depths was a
pathos and a tenderness that was past a
woman’s, the same slight droop at the cor-
ners of the mouth, and the wistfulness;
her features were relaxed like a mother’s—
a wondrous sweetness and pity.

“ Harry,” she asked, “ where is Watson?
Did he go?”

I nodded.

“Into the Blind Spot?”

“Yes. What is the Blind Spot?”

She ignored the question.

“T am sorry,” she answered—* so sorry.
I would have saved him. And the Rhamda;
was he here, too?”

I nodded. Her eyes flashed wickedly.

“ And—and—you— Tell me, did you
fight with the Rhamda?> You—"

“ It was Watson,” I interrupted. ¢ This
Rhamda is back of it all. He is the vil-
lain. 1 would hold him. He can fight like
a tiger: whoever he is, he can fight.”

She frowned slightly; she shook her head.
More than ever I noted the sadness and
the wistfulness; her beauty was unlike any
other: her eyes, so black, were for all that
soft; in their depths lurked pity and ten-
derness-——a great longing. 1 wondered
vaguely what it was; who was she?

“You young men,” she said. “ You
young men! You are all alike! Why
must it be? I am so sorrv. And you

fought with the Rhamda? You could not
overcome him, of course. But tell me, how
could you resist him? What did vou do?”

What did she mean? T had felt his flesh
and muscle. He was a man. Why could
ke not be conquered—not be resisted?

“I do not understand,” T answered.
“He is a man. I fought him. He was
here. Let him account for Watson. We
fought alone at first, until he tried to throw
me into this Thing. Then Hobart stepped
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in. Once I thought' we had him, but he
was too slippery. He came near putting us
both in. I don’t know. Something hap-
pened—a bell.”

Her hand was on my arm: she clutched
it tightly; she swallowed hard; in her eyes
flashed the fire that I had noticed once be-
fore, the softness died out, and their glint
was almost terrible.

“He! The bell saved you?
throw you into the Blind Spot!
dare!”

She looked up and about the room, as
if she too would essay a test with the
Rhamda. “ He would dare!”

I lay back. I was terribly weak and un-
certain. This beautiful woman! What
was her interest in myself?

“ Harry,” she spoke, ‘“ let me ask you. I
am your friend. If you only knew! I
would save you. It must not be. Will
you give me the ring? If I could only tell
you! You must not have it. It is death
—yes, worse than death. No man may
wear it."”

So that was it. Again and so soon I was
to be tempted. Was her concern feigned or
real? Why did she call me Harry? Why
did I not resent it? She was wonderful;
she was beautiful; she was pure. Was it
merely a subtle play for the Rhamda? I
could still hear Watson's voice ringing out
of the Blind Spot: ‘“Hold the ring!
Hold the ring: ™ I could not be false to my
friend.

“ Tell me first,” T asked.
Rhamda? What is he?

“ No.”

Not a man! I remembered Watson’s
words: “ A fantom!"” How could it be? At
least I would find out what I could.

“ Then tell me, what is he?”

She smiled faintly; again the elusive ten-
derness lingered about her lips, the wistful
droop at the corners. '

“That T may not tell you, Harry. You
could not understand. Would that I
could.”

Certainly I could not understand her
evasion. I studied and watched her—her
wondrous hair, the perfection of her throat,
the curve of her bosom.

“ Then he is supernatural.”

He would
He would

“Who is this
Is he a man?”
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“XNo, not that, Harry. That would ex-
plain everything. One cannot go above
Nature. He is living just as you are.”

I studied a moment.

““ Are you a woman?” I asked suddenly.

Perhaps I should not have asked it; she
was so sad and beautiful, somehow I could
not doubt her sinceritv. There was a bur-
den back of her sadness, some great yearn-
ing unsatisfied, unattainable. She dropped
her head. The hand upon my arm quivered
and clutched spasmodically; I caught the
Jeast sound of a sob. When I looked up
her eyes were wet and sparkling.

“Oh,” she said. “Harry, why do vou
ask it? You are the only man who has
ever guessed. A woman' Harry, a wo-
man! To live and love and to be loved.
What must it be! There is so much of
life that is sweet and pure. I love it—I
love it! I can have everything hut the
most exalted thing of all. I can live, see,
enjoy, think, but I cannot have love. Your
humblest maiden is a queen beside me. You
knew it from the first. How did you know
it?  Would that T were woman. Your life
is beautiful. How did you know? You

said-- Ah, it is true! I am out of the
moonbeams.” She controlled herself sud-
denly. “ Excuse me,”--she said simply.

“ But you can never understand. May I
have the ring?”’

It was all like a dream—her beauty, her
voice, everything, But I could still hear

Watson. I was to he tempted, cajoled,
flattered. What was this story out of the
moonbeams> Certainly she was the most

beautiful girl T had ever seen.
1 asked such a question?

1 shall keep the ring,”’ 1 answered.

She sighed. A strange weakness came
over me; 1 was drowsv: I lapsed again into
unconsciousness; just as I was fading away
I heard her speaking: “I am so sorry!”

Why had

CHAPTER XI.
BAFLILED.
AS it a dream? The next I knew
somebody was dousing water down
my neck. It was Hobart Fenton.
* Lord,” he was saying, ** I thought you

know better.
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were never coming to. What hit us?> You
are pretty well cut up. That was some
ficht. This Rhamda, who is he? Can you
figure him out?> Did you hear that bell?
What was it?”

I sat up. Hobart was hathing my face,
We were both in tatters. Hobart had
washed my hands.

* Where is the Nervina?” I asked.

“ The who?” He was bewildered. “ Oh,
I guess she’s down at the café. Thought
vou had forgotten her. Wasn’t her mate
enough? It might be healthy to forget his
Nervina.”

He was a preity sight; his clothes were
ribbons; his plump figure was breaking out
the seams. He regarded me critically.

* What do you think of the Blind Spot?”
he asked. “ Who is the Rhamda? He put
us out pretty easily.” '

“ But the girl?” I interrupted.
gir]? Confound it, the girl?”

It was some time hefore 1 could make
him understand; even then he refused to
helieve me.

“It was all a dream,” he said; “all a
dream.”

But I was certain.

Fenton began prodding about the room.
I do not believe any apartment was ever
so thoroughly ransacked. We even tore up
the carpet. When we were through he sat
in the midst of the débris and wiped his
head.

*It's no use, Harrv—no use. We might
It can’t be done. Yet you
say vou saw a string of incandescence.”

“ A single string; the form of Watson; a
blur—then nothing,” T answered.

He thought. He quoted the professor:
“*Out of the occult. 1 shall bring vou
the proof and the substance. It will be
concrete—within the reach of vour senses)
Is that not what the doctor said?”

‘“'Then vou believe Professor Holcomb?”

“ Why not? Did we not see it? I know
a deal of material science; but nothing like
this. I altways had faith in Dr. Holcomb,
After all, it is not impossible. First we
must go over the house thoroughly.”

We did. Most of all, we were interested
in that bell. We did not think, either of
us, that so much noise could come out of

2A

“ The
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rmothing. Tt was too material. The other
;we could credit to the occult; but not the
“sound. It had drowned our consciousness;
_perhaps it had saved us from the Rhamda.
 But we found nothing. We went over the
. house systematically. It was much as it
. had previously been described, only now a
* bit more furnished. The same dank, musty
_smell and the same suggestive silence. We
* returned to the lower floor and the library.
It was a sorry sight. We straightened up
. the shelves and returned the books to their
- places.
: It was getting along in the morning. Ho-
* tiart sailed at nine o’clock. We must have
new clothing and some coffee; likewise we
must collect our wits. I had the ring, and
had given my pledge to Watson. 1 was

muddled. We must get down to sane ac-
tion. First of all we must return to our
| Tooms.

The fog had grown thicker; one could
almost taste it. I could not suppress a
-shudder. [t was cold, dank, repressive.
" Neither of us spoke a word on our way
down-town. Hobart opened the door to
our apartment; he turned on ‘the lights.
We had always kept a small outfit with
which to warm up a light lunch. We both
of us did a deal of night work and often
-made hot coffee as morning approached.

In a few moments we had our hot, steam-
ing cups. Still we did not speak. Hobart
-sat in his chair, his elbows on the table and
his head between his hands. My thoughts
ran back to that day in college when he
had said: ** I was just thinking, Harry, if I
had one hundred thousand dollars, I would
solve the Blind Spot.”

That was long ago. We had neither of
-us thought that we would come to the
fact.

“Well,” T spoke, “have you got that
“hundred thousand dollars?  You had an
idea once.”

He looked up.

“T've got it yet.
is merely a theory.
ble.”

He had a pretty solid head on his fat
bodv. He had no use for sophistry; he was
too material, too wedded to bolts and pis-
tons. I was interested.

3 A

T am not certain. It
But it’s not impossi-
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“ Well, what is it?” ]

He took another drink of coffee and set-
tled back in his chair.

*“ It is energy, Harry—force.
but energy—and Nature.”

“Then it is not occult?” I asked.

“ Certainly it is. I did not say that. Tt
is what the professor promised. Something
concrete for our senses. If the occult is, it
can certainly be proven. The professor
was right. It is energy, force, vibration.
It has a law. The old doctor was caught
somehow. We must watch our step and
see that we are not swallowed up also. Per-
haps we shall go the way of Watson,”

I shuddered.

“1I hope not. But explain. You speak
in volumes. Come back to earth.”

“ That’s easy, Harry. I can give you
my theory in a few short words. You have
studied physiology, haven't you? Well,
that’s where you can get your proof—or
rather let me say my theory. What is the
Blind Spot?”

*“In optics?”

“We’ll forego that,” he answered.
refer to this one.”

I thought a moment.

“Well,” 1 said, “I don’t know. It was
something 1 could not see. Watson went
out before cur eyes. He was lost.”

Nothing

“I

*“ Exactly. Do you get the point?”

141 NO.”

“It is this. What you see is merely en-
ergy. Your eye is merely a machine. It

catches certain colors. Which in turn are
merely ratios of vibration. There is noth-
ing to matter but force, Harry; if we could
get down deep enough and knew a few laws,
we could transmute it.” ‘

“ What has it to do with the occult?”

“ Merely a fact. The eye machine catch-
es only certain ratios of energy. There are
undoubtedly any number of ratios; the eye
cannot see them.”

“Then this would account for the Blind
Spot?”

‘“ Exactly. A localized spot, a condition,
a combination of phenomena, anything en-
tering it becomes invisible.”

“Where does it go to?”

“That's it. Where? TIt’s one of the
things that man has been guessing at for
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the ages. The professor is the first phil-
osopher with sound sense. He went after
it. 'Tis a pity he was trapped.”

“ By the Rhamda?”

“ Undoubtedly.”

“Who is he?”

Hobart smiled.

“ How do I know? Where did he come
from? If we knew that, we would know
everything. ‘A fantom,” so Watson says.
If so, it only strengthens our theory. It
would make man and matter only a part
of creation. Certainly it would clear up a
good many doubts.”

“ And the ring?”

‘It controls the Blind Spot.”

“In what way?”

“ That’s for us to find out.”

“ And Watson? He is in this land of
doubt?”

“ At least he is in the Blind Spot.
us try the ring.”

He struck a match.

It was much as it had been in the res-
taurant, only a bit more startling: the blue
faded, the color went out, and it became
transparent. For a moment. There was
an effect of space and distance that I had
not noted before, almost marvelous. If I
would describe it at all, I would say a
crystal corridor of a wvastness that can
scarcely be imagined. It made one dizzy,
even in that bit of jewel: one lost propor-
tion, it was height, distance, space immeas-
urable. For an instant. Then the whole
thing Dblurred and clouded. Something
passed across the face; the transparency
turned to opaqueness, and then—two men.
It was as sudden as a flash—the materiali-
zation. There was mno question. They
were alive. Watson was with the professor.

It was a strange moment. Only an hour
before one of them had been with us. It
was Watson, beyond a doubt. He was
alive; one could almost believe him in the
jewel. We had heard his story: “ The
screen of the occult; the curtain of shad-
ow.” We had seen him go. There was an
element of horror in the thing, and of fas-
cination. The great professor! The faith-
ful Watson! Where had they gone?

It was not until the color had come back
and the blue had regained its luster that

Let
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either of us looked up. Could such a thing
be unraveled? TFenton turned the stone
over thoughtfully. He shook his head.

“In that jewel, Harry, lies the secret. I
wish I knew a bit more about physics, light,
force, energy. vibration. We have got to
know.” .

“Your theory?”

Tt still holds good.”

I thought.

“ Let me get it ciear, Hobart. You say
that we catch only certain vibrations.”

“ That’s it. Our eves are instruments,
nothing else. We can see light, but we can-
not ‘hear it. We hear sound, but we cannot
see it. Of course they are not exactly par-
allel. But it serves the point. Let us goa
bit further. The eve picks up certain ratios.
Light is nothing but energy vibrating at a
tremendous speed. It has to be just so high
for the eye to pick it up. A great deal we
do not get. For instance, we can only catch
one-twelfth of the solar spectrum. We
have been too much from Missouri, We
believed only what we could see. Science
has pulled us out of the rut. It may pull
us through the Blind Spot.”

‘ And beyond.”

Hobart held up his hands.

“Tt is almost too much to believe. We
have made a discovery. We must watch
our step. We must not lose. The work of
Dr. Holcomb shall not go for nothing.”

“ And the ring?”

He consulted his watch.

“We have only a short time left. We
must map our action. We have three things
to work on--the ring, the house, Bertha
Holcomb. 1It’s all up to you, Harry. Find
out all that is possible; but go slow. I
shall be in the offing. Trace down that
ring: find out everything that you can.
Go see Bertha Holcomb. Perhaps she can
give you some data. Watson said no; but
perhaps you may uncover it. Take the
ring to a lapidary: but do not let him cut
it. Last of all, and most important, buy
the house of the Blind Spot. Draw on me.
Let me pay half, anvway.”

“T shall move into it,” T answered.

He hexitated a bit.

“1 am afraid of that,” he answered.
“ Well, if you wish. Only be careful. Re-
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member I shall return just as soon as I can
get loose. If you feel yourseli slipping or
anything happens, cable.”

The hours passed all too quickly. When
day came we had our breakfast and hurried
down to the pier. It was hard to have
him go. His last words were like Hobart
Fenton.- He repeated the warning:

“Watch your step, Harry; watch your

step. Take things easy; be cautious. Get
the house. Trace down that ring. Be sure
of yourself. Keep me informed. If wou

need me, cable. I'll come if I have to
“swim.”

ilis last words; and not a year ago. It
seems now like a lifetime. As I stood upon
the pier and watched the ship slipping into
the water, I felt it coming upon me. It
has grown steadily, a gloom and oppression
not to he thwarted; it is silent and subtle
and past defining—Ilike shadow. The gray,
heavy heave of the water; the great hull
of the steamer backing into the bay; the
gloom of the fog bank. A few uncertain
lines, the shrill of the siren, the mist set-
tling; T was alone. It was isolation.

I had been warned by Watson. But I
had not guessed. At the moment I sensed
.t It was the beginning. Out of my heart
I could feel it-—solitude.

— In the great and populous city I was to
be alone, in all its teeming life I was to be
2 stranger. It has been a year—a year!
It has been a lifetime. A breaking down of
life!

I have waited and fought and sought to
conquer. One cannot fight against shad-
ow. It is merciless and inexorable. There
are secrets that may be locked forever. It
was my duty, my pledge to Watson, what I
owed to the great professor. 1 have hung
on grimly; what the end will be I do not
know. 1 have cabled for Fenton.

CHAPTER XII.
A DEAL IN REALTY.

UT to return. There was work that T
should do—much work, if T was going
after the solution. In the first place,

there was the house. T turned my back
to the water-front and entered the city.
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The streets were packed, the commerce of
man jostled and threaded along the high-
ways: there was life and action, hope, am-
bition. It was what I had loved so well,
Yet now it was different.

I realized it vaguely, and wondered. This
feeling-of aloofness? It was intrinsic, com-
ing from within, like the withering of one’s
marrow. I laughed at my foreboding; it
was not natural; I tried to shake myself
together.

I had no difficulty with the records. In
less than an hour I traced out the owners,
“ an estate,” and had located the agent. It
just so happened that he was a man with
whom [ had some acquaintance. We were
not long in coming to business.

‘* The house at No. 288 Chatterton?”

I noticed that he was startled; there was
a bit of wonder in his look—a quizzical
alertness. He motioned me to a chair and
closed the door.

‘ Sit down, Mr. Wendel; sit down, H-m!
The house at No. 288 Chatterton? Did I
hear you right?”

Again I noted the wonder; his manner
was cautious and curious. I nodded.

“ Want to buy it or just lease it? Par-
don me, but you are sort of a friend. I
would not like to lose your friendship for
the sake of a mere sale. What is your—”

““ Just for a residence,” I assisted—*“a
place to live in.”

“I see. Know anything about this
place?”
“ Do you?”

He fumbled with some papers. For an
agent he did not strike me as being very
solicitous for a commission.

“Well,” he said, “in a way, yes. A
whole lot more than I'd like to. It all de-
pends. One gets much from hearsay.
What I knew is mostly rumor.” He began
marking with a pencil. “ Of course I don’t
believe it. Nevertheless I would hardly
recommend it to a friend as a residence.”

“ And these rumors?” ’

He looked up; for a moment he studied;
then:

“ Ever hear of the Blind Spot? Perhaps
vou remember Dr. Holcomb—in 1903, be-
fore the quake. It was a murder. The
papers were full of it at the time; since
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then it has been occasionally featured in
the supplements. I do not believe in the
story; but I can trust to facts. The last
seen of Dr. Holcomb was in this house. It
is called the Blind Spot.”

““Then you believe in the story?” I
asked.

He looked at me.

“Oh, you know it, eh? No, [ do not.
It’s all buncomb; reporters’ work and ex-
aggeration. If you like that kind of stuff,
it is weird and interesting. But it hurts
property. The man was undoubtedly
murdered. The tale hangs over the house.
It is impossible to dispose of the place.”

“ Then why not sell it to me?"

He dropped his pencil; he was a hit ner-
vous.

“ A fair question, Mr. Wendel—a very
fair question. Well, now, why don’t I?
Perhaps I shall. There’s no telling. But
T’d rather not. Do you know, a vear ago
T would have jumped at an offer. Fact
ig, I did lease it—the lease ran out vester-
day—-to a man named Watson. 1 don’t be-
lieve a thing in this nonsense; but what I
have seen during the past year has tested
my nerve counsiderably.”

“What about Watson?”

“Watson? A year ago he came to me
in regard to this Chatterton property.
Wanted to lease it. Was interested in the
case of Dr. Holcomb; asked for a year’s
rental and the privilege of renewal. I
don’t know. I gave it to him: but when
he drops in again I am going to fight al-
mighty hard against letting him hold it
longer.” )

“Why?”

“Why? Why, because I don’t believe
in murder. A year ago he came to me the
thealthiest and the happiest man I ever saw;
to-day he is a shadow. 1 watched that
boy zo down. Understand, I don’t helieve
a damn word I'm saving: but T have seen
it. It’s that cursed house. I say no, when
I reason; but it keeps on my nerves: it's on
my conscience. It is insidious. Every
month when he came here I could see dis-
integration. One year ago he was an ath-
lete: to-day he is a shadow. There is noth-
ing left of the boy but a soul. It is pitiful
to see a young man stripped of life like
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that; forlorn, hopeless, gone. He has never
told me what it is; but T have wondered,
A battle: some conflict with—there I go
again. 1It’s on my nerves, T tell vou, o
my nerves. If this keeps up I'll burn it

It was a bit foreboding. Already T could
feel the tugging at my heart that had done
for Watson. This man had watched my
friend slipping into the shadow: I had come
to take his place.

*“ Watson has gone,” 1 said simply;
* that’s why I am here.”

He straightened up.

“You know him then. He has not—"

“ He went last night: he has left the.
country. He was in verv poor health
That's why I am here. 1 know very well
the cloud that hangs over the property; it
is my sole reason for purchasing.”

““You don’t believe in this nonsense?”

I smiled. Certainly the man was per-
verse in his agnosticism; he was stubborh
in disbelief. It was on his nerves; on his
conscience; he was afraid.

*“T believe nothing,” 1 answered; * nei-
ther do I disbelieve. I know all the stary
that has been told or written. I am a
friend of Watson. You need not scruple

in making me out a bill of sale. It’s my
own funeral. 1 abide by the conse
quences,”

He gave a sigh of relief. After all, he
was human. He had honor; but it was af-
ter the brand of Pontius Pilate. He wished
nothing on his conscience.

Armed with the keys and the legal title,
I took possession. In the davlight it was
much as it bad been the night before. Once
across its threshold, one was in dank and
furtive suppression; the air was heavy; a
mold of age had streaked the walls and
gloomed the shadows. I put up all the
curtains to let in the rush of sunlight, like-
wise I opened the windows. If there is
anything to beat down sin, it is the open
measure of broad daylight.

The house was well situated: from the
front windows one could look down along
the street and out at the blue bay heyond
the city. The fog had lifted and the sun
was shining upon the water. T could make
aut the ferryboats, the islands, and the long
piers that lead to Oakland, and still farther
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-beyond the hills of Berkeley. It was a
" long time since those days in college. Un-
der the shadow of those hills I had first
"met the old doctor, I was a boy then; I
was 3 man now.

I could not but think of that day in Eth-
s 2b.  { had doubted then, and had been
a bit of a skeptic. With the clutch at my
Jeart-strings I could now sense the truth
that had weighted the wisdom of Dr. Hol-
cwmb. It was foreboding; there is not a
_thing on earth as terrible as loneliness and
isolation. I turned into the building.
“Even the sound of my footsteps were for-
eign: the whole place was pregnant with
stillness and shadow; life was gone out. It
was fearful; I felt the terror clutching upon
me, a2 grimness that may not be spoken;
there was something breaking within me.

J had pledged myself for a year. Frankly
I was afraid.
But 1 had given my word. I returned

Ao my apartments and began that very day
the closing out of my practise. In a fort-
night T had completed everything and had
moved my belongings to the room of Chick
Watson.

CHAPTER XIII.
ALBERT JEROME.

UST as soon as possible T hurried over
Jto Berkeley. 1 went straight to the

bungalow on Dwight Way; I inquired
for Miss Holcomb. She was a young wo-
man, now in her twenties, decidedly pretty,
a blonde, and of the intelligent bearing
that one would expect in the daughter of the
professor.

Cominz on such an errand, T was at a
loss juzt how to approach her. I noted
the little lines about the corners of her
eyes, the sad droop of her pretty mouth.
Plainly she was worried. As I was remov-
ing my hat she caught sight of the ring upon
my finger.

“Oh,” she said; “then vou come from
Mr, Watson. Hew is Chick?”

“1 did not say, Miss Holcomb. Why do
you think? But it is so. Mr. Watson "—
1 did not like lying, but T could not but feel
for her; she had already lost a father—
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“Mr. Watson has gone on a trip up-
country—with Jerome. He was not feel-
ing well. He has left this ring with me. ¥
have come for a bit of information.”

She bit her lips; her mouth quivered.

“ Could you not get this from Mr. Wat-
son? He knows about the stone. Did he
not tell you? How came it into your pos-
session? What has happened?”

Her voice was querulous and suspicious.
I had endeavored to deceive her for her
own sake; she had suffered enough already.
I could not but wince at the pain in her
beautiful blue eyes. She stood upon her
feet.

‘“ Please, Mr. Wendel; do not be clumsy.
Do not regard me as a mere baby. Tell
me what has happened to Chick. Please—"

She stopped in a flow of emotion. Tears
came to her eyes; but she held control. She
sat down.

“ Tell me all, Mr. Wendel. It is what
I expected.” She blinked to hold back her
tears. “ It is my fault. You would not
have the ring had nothing happened. Tell
me. I shall be brave.”

And brave she was—splendid. With the
tug at my own heart I could understand
her. What an uncertainty and dread she
must have been under! I had been in it
but a few days; already I could feel the
weight. At no time could I surmount the
isolation; there was something going from
me minute by minute. With the girl there
could be no evasion; it were better that she
have the truth. I made a clean breast of
the whole affair.

“And he told you no more about the
ring?”’

* That is all,” T answered. “ He would
have told us much more, undoubtedly, had
he not—"

She gulped back her sorrow; she was
under a brave control.

* You saw him go—you saw this thing?”

*“That is just it, Miss Holcomb. We
saw nothing. One minute we were looking
at Chick, and the next at nothing. Hobart
understood it better than I. At least he
forbade my crossing the room. There is a
danger point, a spot that may not be
crossed. He threw me back. It was then
that the Rhamda came upon the scene.”
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She frowned slightly.

“ This Rhamda. He is the great man
papa was to have for luncheon. I am
afraid; sometimes I fear that papa was the
victim of plain villainy. But I would not
say s0. Most of the time I think that he
made a great discovery: this Rhamda, he
holds the secret; perhaps for our own good.
Somehow 1 am afraid of the occult. Do
you blame the Rhamda?”

“To a certain extent,” -1 answered. “ He
is certainly a prime factor: whether his
presence that night had aught to do with
the miracle or was just accidental, T cannot
say. But I do know that both he and the
Nervina are concerned over this ring.”

She arched her eyebrows.

“ Tell me about the Nervina. When
Chick spoke of her I could always feel
jealous. Is she beautiful>”

“ Most beautiful, the most wonderful girl
1 have ever seen, though 1 would hardly

class her as one to be jealous of. She is
above that. She is vital and super-
beauty; but she is not evil. If T would

take her at her word, she is the maiden of
the moonbeams; but I am not sure that
I was not dreaming. Above all she wants

the ring. I have promised Watson, and of
course 1 shall keep it. But I would like its
history.” —

“1 think I can give you some informa-
tion there,” she answered. *“ The ring, or
rather the jewel, was given to papa about
twenty years ago by a Mr. Kennedy. He
had been a scholar of papa’s back in Chil-
licothe, Ohio, when papa taught district
school. He came here often in those days
to talk over old times. Papa had it set in
a ring; but he never wore it.”

“ Why?”

“T do not know.”

“ How did Watson come to lick it up
with the Blind Spot?”

“ That, I think, was an accident. He
was in college, you know, at the time of fa-
ther's disappearance. In fact, he was in
Ethics 2b. I was attending high school.
Our love was just in its inception. He
came here often, and during one of his vis-
its T showed him this ring. That was sev-
eral vears ago.”

1 see.”
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“Well, about a year ago he was here
again, and asked to see the jewel. We were
to be married, you understand; but I had
always put it off because of father. Some-
how I felt that he would return. It was
in the late summer, about September; it
was in the evening; it was just getting dark.
I gave Chick the ring, and stepped into the
garden to cut some flowers. I know it was
in the evening because I had such a difficul-
ty in selecting the blossoms. I remember
that Chick struck a match in the parlor.
When I came back he seemed to be ex-
cited.”

“ Did he ask you for the ring?"

“Yes. He wanted to wear it. And he
suddenly began to talk of papa. It was
that night that he took it upon himself to
find him.”

“ I see. Not before that night? Did he
take the ring then?”

“Yes. We went to the opera. I re-
member it well, because that night was
the first time I ever knew Chick to be
gloomy.”
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“Yes. You know how jolly he always
was. When we returned that night he
would scarcely say a word. I thought he
was sick; but he said he was not; said he
just felt that way.”

“1I understand. And he kept getting
glummer? Did you suspect the jewel? Did
he ever tell you anything?”

She shook her head.

“No. He told me nothing, except that
he would find papa. Of course, I became
excited and wanted to know. But he in-
sisted that I could not help; that he had a
clue, and that it might take time. From
that night I saw very little of him. He
leased the house on Chatterton Place. He
seemed to lose interest in myself; when
he did come over he would act queerly. He
talked incoherently, and would often make
rambling mention of a beautiful girl called
Nervina. You say it is the ring? Tell
me, Mr. Wendel, what is it> Has it really
anything to do with papa?”

I nodded.

“T think it has, Miss Holcomb. And I
can understand poor Chick. He is a very
brave man. It is a strange jewel and of
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terrible potence; that much T know. It
devitalizes: it destroys. I can feel it al-
ready. It covers life with the fog of decay.
The same solitude has come upon myself.
Nevertheless I am certain it has much to
do with the Blind Spot. It is a key of
some sort. The very interest of the Rham-
da and the Nervina tell us that. T think it
was through this stone that your father
made his discovery.”

She thought a moment.

“ Had you not better return it? It is
really terrible, Mr, Wendel. You are a
strong young man. While you still have
health? If you keep it, it will only be one
more.”

“You forget, Miss Holcomb, my promise
to Chick. I loved your father, and I loved
Watson. It is a great secret, and, if the
professor is right, what man has sought
through the ages. I would be a coward to
forego my duty. If I fail I have another to
take my place.”

“Oh,” she said, “it is horrible. First
papa; then Chick; now it is you; and after-
ward it will be Mr. Fenton.”

“ 1t is our duty,” T returned. * One by
one. Though we fail, each one of us may
pass a bit more on to his successor. In tihe
end we win. It is the way of man.”

I had my way. She turned over all the
data and notes that had been left by the
professor; but I have never found a thing
in them that could be construed to an ad-
vantage. My real quest was to trace down
the jewel. The man Kennedy’s full name
I learned was Wudge Kennedy. He had
lived in Oakland. It was late in the after-
noon when 1 parted with Miss Holcomb
and started for the city.

1 remember it well because of a little
incident that occurred immediately after
our parting. I was just going down the
steps when I looked up one of the side
streets. It was flanked by fraternity houses.
A few students were loitering here and
there. But there was one who was not a
student. T recognized him instantly, and T
wondered. It was the Rhamda. This was
enough to make me suspicious. But there
was one thing more. Farther up the street
was another figure.

When I came down the steps the Rhamda
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moved, and his move was somehow dupli-
cated by the other. In itsell this was
enough to clear up some of my doubts con-
cerning the fantom. His actions were too
simple for an apparition. Only a man
could act like that, and a crude one. I
did not know then the nerve of the Rham-
da. There was no doubt that I was being
shadowed.

To make certain, I took the by-streets
and meandered by a devious route to the
station. There was no question; one and
two they followed. I knew the Rhamda;
but who was the other?

At the station we purchased tickets, and
when the train pulled in I boarded the
smoker. The other two took another coach
—the stranger was a thick-set individual
with a stubby, gray mustache. On the boat
I did not see them; but at the ferry building
I made a test to see that I was followed. I
hailed a taxi and gave specific instructions
to the chauffeur.

“ Drive slowly,” T told him.
we shall be followed.”

And I was right; in a few minutes there
were two cars dogging our ‘wheel-tracks. I
had no doubt concerning the Rhamda; but
I could not understand the other. At No.
288 Chatterton we stopped, and 1 alighted,
The Rhamda’s car passed, then the other.
Neither stopped. Both disappeared about
the corner. 1 took the numbers; then I
went into the house. In about a half an
hour a car drew up at the curb. I stepped
to the window. It was the-car that had
tracked the Rhamda’s. The stubby indi-
vidual stepped out; without ceremony he
ran up the steps and opened the door. It
was a bit disconcerting, 1 think, for both.
He was plain and blunt—and honest.

“ Well,” he said, “ where’s Watson?
Who are you? What do you want?”

“ That,” T answered, * is a question for
both of us. Who are you, and what do you
want? Where is Watson?”

Just then his eyes dropped and his glance
fell on the ring. His jaw fell and his eyes
widened.

“ My name is Jerome,” he said simply.
“ Has something happened to Watson?
Who are you?”

We were standing in the libraiy; T made

“T think
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an indication toward the other room. “In
there,” I said. ‘““ My name is Wendel.”

He took off his hat and ran the back of
his hand across his forehead.

“ So that pair got him too! I was afraid
of them all the while. And I had to be
away. Do you know how they did it?
What’s the working of their game? It's
almighty devilish and certainly clever.
They played that boy for a year: they
knew they would get him in the end. So
did I. He was a fine lad, a fine lad. I
knew this morning when I came down from
Nevada that they had him. Found your
duds. A stranger. House looked queer.
But I had hopes that he might have gone
over to see his girl. Just thought I'd wan-
der over to Berkeley. Found that bird
Rhamda under a palm tree watching the
Holcomb bungalow. Tt was the first time
I'd seen him since that day that things
went amiss with the professor. In about
ten minutes you came out. 1 stayed with
him while he tracked you back here; I fol-
lowed him back down-town and lost him.
Tell me about Watson.”

He sat down; during my recital he spoke
not a word. He consumed one cigar after
another; when I stopped for a moment he
merely nodded his head and waited until I
continued. He was sturdy and frank, of
an iron way and vast common sense. I
liked him. When I had finished he re-
mained silent; his grief was of a solid kind;
he had liked poor Watson.

“1 see,” he said. ‘It is as I thought.
He told you more than he ever told me.”

‘“ He never told you?"

“ Not much. He was a strange lad—
about the loneliest one I have ever seen.
There was something about him from the
very first that was not natural; I could not
make him out. You say it is the ring.
He always wore it. I laid it to this Rham-
da. He was ever meeting him. I could
never understand it. Try as I would, I
could not get a trace of the fantom.”

“ The fantom?”

“ Most assuredly. Would you call him
human?” His gray eyes were flecked with
light, “ Come, now, Mr. Wendel, would
you?”

“Well,” T answered, “I don’t know.
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Not after what T have seen. But for all
that, I have had proof of his sinews. I
am inclined to blend the two. There is a
law somewhere, a very natural one. The
Blind Spot is undoubtedly a combination
of phenomena: it has a control. We do
not know what it is, nor where it leads
to; neither do we know the motive of the
Rhamda. Who is he? If we knew that,
we would know everything.”

“ And this ring?”

“T shall wear it.”

“Then God help you. I watched Wat-
son. It’s plain poison. You have a year;
but you had better count on six months.
We must look up this Wudge Kennedy.
He gave the jewel to the professor. But
the doctor did not wear it. Not so you
could notice. You had better count on
half a year; the first six months are not
so bad; but the last—it takes a man!
Wendel, it takes a man! Already you are
eating your heart out. Oh, I know—you
have opened the windows; you want sun-
shine and air. In six months I shall have
to fight to get one open. Tt gets into the
soul; it is stagnation; you die by inches.
Better give me the ring.”

“ This Wudge Kennedy,” I evaded, “ we
must find him. We have time. One clue
may lead us on. Tell me what you know
of the Blind Spot.”

“Very easy,” he answered;  you have
it all. I have been here a number of
years. You will remember I fell into the
case through intuition. I have never had
any definite proof, outside the professor’s
disappearance, the old lady, and that bell;
unless perhaps it is the Rhamda. But
from the beginning 1 have been positive.
Taking that lecture in ethics as a starter,
I built up my theory. There is a Blind

Spot. We have that from the professor.
All the clues-lead to this building. It is
something that I cannot understand. It is

out of the occult. It is a bit too much for
me. I moved into the place, and waited.
I have never forgotten that bell, nor the
old lady. You and Fenton are the only
ones who have seen the Blind Spot.”

I had a sudden thought.

“The Rhamda! I have read that he
has the manner of inherent goodness. Is it
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true> You have conversed with him. I
have not had the pleasure.”

“He has. He did not strike me as a
villain. He is intrinsic, noble, out of self.
I have often wondered.”

I smiled. “ Perhaps we are thinking the
same thing. Is this it> The Blind Spot
is a secret that man may not attain to.
It is unknowable and akin to death. The
Rhamda knows it. He could not head off
the professor. It is something that must
be held from mankind. He simply em-
ploved Dr. Holcomb’s wisdom to trap him;
now that he has him secure, he intends to
hold him. It is for our own good.”

“Exactly. Yet—”

« Yet?”

“He was very anxious to put you and
Fenton -into this very Spot.”

“That is so. But may it not be that
we, too, knew a bit to much?”

He could not answer that.

Nevertheless, we were both of us con-
vinced concerning the Rhamda. It was
merely a digression of thought, a conjec-
ture. He might be good: but we were both
positive of his villainy. It was his mo-
tive, of course, that weighed up his char-
acter; could we find that, we would uncover
everything.

CHAPTER XIV.

A NEW ELEMENT.

UDGE KENNEDY was not so

easily found. There were many

Kennedys. About two-thirds of
Ireland had apparently migrated to San
Francisco under that name and had lodged
in the directory. Of course Wudge was an
uncommon name. We went through the
lists on both sides of the bay, but found
nothing; the old directories had mostly
been destroyed by fire or had heen thrown
away as worthless; but at last we unearthed
one. In it we found the name of Wudge
Kennedy. He had two sons—Patrick and
Henry. One of these, Hank, we ran down
in the Mission. He was a great, red-
headed, broad-shouldered Irishman. He
was just eating supper when we called:
there were splotches of white plaster on
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his trousers and white rims about the edge
of his nails.

I came right to the point: “ Do you
know anvthing about this?” I held out
the ring.

He took it in his fingers; his eyes popped.
“ What, that! Well, guess I do! Where'd
you get it>”" He called out to the kitchen:
 Say, Mollie, come here. Here’s the old
man’s jool!” He looked at me a bit fear-
fully. “You are not wearing it, are vou,
man?”’

“IWhy not?” T asked.

“ Why? Well, I don't know exactly, I
wouldn’t wear it for a million dollars. It
ain't a jool: it’s a piece of the divil. The
old man gave it to Dr. Holcomb—or sold
it, T don’t know which. He carried it in
his pocket once, and he came near dying.”

“ Unlucky?” I asked.

“ No, it ain’t unlucky; it just rips your
heart out. It would make you bate your
grandmother. Lonesome! Lonesome! I've
often heard the old man talking.”

“ He sold it to Dr. Holcomb?
know why?"

“Well, yes. ’Twas that the old doc had
some scientific work. Dad told him about
his jool. One day he took it over to
Berkeley. It was some kind of thing that
the professor just wanted. He kept it.
Dad made him promise not to wear it.”

“1 see. Did your father ever tell you
where he got it?”

“ Oh, ves. He often spoke about that.
The old man wasn’t a plasterer, you know
—just a laborer. He was digging a base-
ment. T was only a kid then. It was a
funny basement—a sort of a blind cellar.
There was a stone wall right across the
middle, and then there was a door of wood
to look like stone. You can go down into
the back cellar, but not into the front.
If you don’t know about the door, you will
never find it. Dad often spoke about that.
He was working in the back cellar when he
found this. ’Twas sticking in some blue
clay.”

“Where was this place?
member?”

“Sure. 'Twaz up on Chatterton Place.
Pat and I was kids then: we took the old
man'’s dinner.”

Do vou

Do you re-
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* Do you know the number?”

* It didn’t have no number: but I know
the place. 'Tis a two-story house, and was
built in 'ninety-one.”

I nodded. * And afterward you moved
to Oakland?”

s \Yes')!

* Did your father ever speak of the rea-
son for this partition?”

* He never knew of one. It was none of
his business. He was merely a laborer, and
did what he was paid for.”

“ Do you know who built it?”

“ Some old guy. He was a cranky cuss
with side-burns. He used to wear a stove-
pipe hat. 1 think he was a chemist.
Whenever he showed up he would run us
kids out of the building. I think he was a
bachelor.”

This was all the information that he
could give, but it was a great deal. Cer-
tainly it was more than I had hoped for,
The house had been built by a chemist;
even in the construction there had been
mystery. I had never thought of a second
cellar; when I had explored the building I
had taken the stone wall for granted. It
was so with Jerome. It was the first defi-
nite clue that really brought us down to
earth. What had this chemist to do with
the phenomena® After all, back of every-
thing was lurking the mind of man.

We hastened back to the house and into
the cellar. By merely sounding along the
wall we discovered the door; it was cleverly
constructed and for a time defied our ef-
forts; but Jerome cut it open by means of
a jimmy and a pick. The outside was a
clever piece of sham work shaped like stone
and smeared over with cement. In the
dim light we had missed it. We had high
expectations.

But we were disappointed. The apart-
ment contained nothing: it was smeared
with cobwebs and hairy mold; but outside
of a few empty bottles and the gloomy
darkness there was not a thing. We
tapped the walls and floor and ceiling. Be-
yond all doubt the place once held a secret;
if it held it still, it was cleverly hidden.
After an hour or two of search we returned
to the upper part of the building.

Jerome was not discouraged. -
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* We are on the right track, Mr. Wendel;
if we can only get started. I have an idea.
This chemist—it was in 'ninety-one—that’s
more than twenty years.”

* What is your idea?”

“ The Rhamda. What is the first thing
that strikes you? His age. With every
one that sees him it is the same. First a
certainty of years, then a flitting notion of
youth. He is elusive. At first you take
him for an old man; if you study him long
enough, you are positive that he is in his
twenties. May he not be this chemist?”

“ What becomes of the doctor and his
Blind Spot?” '

‘ The Blind Spot,” answered Jerome, * is
merely a part of the chemistry.”

I whistled. The thing was getting devil-
ish.

Next day I hunted up a jeweler. I was
careful to chose one with whom I was ac-
quainted. I asked for a private consulta-
tion. When we were alone I took the ring
from my finger.

*“ Just an opinion,” I asked. * You know
gems. Can you tell me anything about this
one?”

He picked it up casually, and turned it
over; his mouth puckered. Ior a minute he
studied.

“That? Well, now.” He held it up.
“ Humph. Wait a minute.”

“Is it a gem?”

“1 think it is. At first I thought I knew
it right off; but now—wait a minute.”

He reached in the drawer for his glass,
He held the stone up for some minutes,
His face was a study; queer little wrinkles
twisting from the corners of his eyes told
his wonder. He did not speak; merely
turned the stone round and round. At last
he removed his glass and held up the ring.
He was quizzical.

* Where did you get this?” he asked.

“ That is something I do not care to
answer. I wish to know what it is. Isit
a gem? If so, what kind?”

He thought a moment and shook his
head.

“1 had thought I knew every gem on
earth. But I don’t know! This is a new
one. It is beautiful—just a moment.” He
stepped to the door. In a moment another
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The jeweler motioned
toward the ring. The man picked it up
and again the examination. At last he laid
the glass and the ring both upon the table.

“ What do you make of it, Henry?” asked
the jeweler.

“Not me,” answered the second one.
“Never saw one like it.”

It was what Watson had said. No man
had ever identified the jewel. The two men
were puzzled; they were interested. The
jeweler turned to me.

“ Would you care to leave it with us for
a bit; you have no objection to our taking
it out of the ring?”

1 had not thought of that. I had business
down the street. I consulted my watch.

“In half an hour I shall be back. Will
that time be sufficient?”

* I think so.”

It was an hour before I returned. The
assistant was standing at the door of the
office. He spoke something to the one in-
side and then made an indication to myself.
He seemed excited; when I came closer I
noted that his face was full of wonder.

“We have been waiting,” said he, ‘ for
almost an hour; we did not examine the
stone; it was not necessary. It is truly
wonderful.” He was a short, squat man
with a massive forehead. ¢ Just step in-
side.”

Inside the office the jeweler was sitting
beside a table; he was leaning back in his
chair; he had his hands clasped over his
stomach. He was gazing toward the ceil-
ing; his face was a bit of a study, full of
wonder and speculation. He nodded.

“Well?” T asked.

For answer he merely elevated his fin-
ger, he pointed toward the ceiling.

“Up there,” he spoke. * Your jewel or
whatever it is. 'Tis a good thing we were
not in the open air. 'Twould be going yet.”

I looked up. Sure enough. Against the
ceiling was the gem. It was a bit discon-
certing; though I will confess that in the
first moment I did not catch the full signifi-
cance,

The jeweler closed one eye and studied
first myself and then the beautiful thing
against the ceiling.

“ What do you make of it?” he asked.

man stepped in.
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Really, I had not made anything; it was
a bit of a shock; I had not grasped the full
impossibility. I did not answer.

“ Don’t you see, Mr. Wendel? Impos-
sible! Contrary to nature! Lighter than
air. A jewel, a substance hard as a dia-
mond, solid and lighter than air. We took
it out of the ring and it popped out like a
bullet. Thought I'd dropped it. Began
looking on the floor. Could not find it:
looked up and saw Reynolds, here, with his
eyes popping out like marbles. He was
looking at the ceiling.”

““There's your jewel up there,” he says,
¢ on the ceiling.” ”

I thought a moment.

“ Then it is not a gem.”

He shrugged his shoulders. *“ Not if
I am a jeweler. Who ever heard of a stone
without weight? It has no gravity, that is,
apparently. I doubt whether it is a sub-
stance. I don’t know what it is.”

It was puzzling. I would have given a
good deal just then for a few words with
Dr. Holcomb. The man, Kennedy, had
kept it in his pocket. How had he held it
prisoner? The professor had had use for
it in some scientific work! No wonder!
Certainly it was not a jewel. What could
it be? It was a solid. It was lighter than
air, Could it be a substance? If not; what
was it?

“ What would you advise?”

In answer he reached for the telephone.
He gave a number.

“ Hello. Say, is Ed there? This is Phil.
Tell him to step to the phone. Hello! Say,
Ed. I want you to come over on the jump.
Something to show vou. Too busy? No,
you're not. Not for this. I'm going to
teach you some chemistry. No; this is
serious. What is it? T don’t know. What's
lighter than air?> Lots of things? Oh, I
know. But what solid? That’s why I'm
asking. Come over. All right. At once.”

He hung up the receiver.

‘“ My brother,” he spoke. It has passed
beyond my province and into his. He is
a chemist. As an expert he may give you
a real opinion.”

Surely we needed one. It was against
reason. It had taken me completely off
my feet. I took a chair and joined the
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others in the contemplation of that blue dot
upon the ceiling. We could speculate and
conjecture; but there was not one of us
deep enough to even start a theory. Plainly
it was what should not be. We had been
taught physics and science; we had been
drilled to fundamentals. This went back
of our beginnings. If this thing could be,
then the foundations upon which we stood
were shattered. But one little law! Back
in my mind was buzzing the enigma of the
Blind Spot. They were woven together.
Some law that had eluded the ken of man-
kind.

The chemist was a tall man with a hook
nose and black eyes that clinched like riv-

ets. He was a bit impatient. He looked
at his brother.

‘“ Well, Phil, what is it?”” He pulled a
watch. “1I haven’'t much time. Have you

something serious?”

There was a contrast between them. The
jeweler was fat and complacent. He mere-
ly sat in his chair, his hand on his waist-
band, and a stubby finger elevated toward
the jewel. He seemed to enjoy it.

“You're a chemist, Ed. Here's a test
for your wisdom. Can you explain that?
No, over here. Above your head. That
jewel?”

The other looked up.

“ What’s the idea? New notion for deco-
ration? Or”—a bit testily—“is this a
joke?” He was a serious man; his black
eyes and the nose spoke his character—ork
and no play.

The jeweler laughed gently.

“Listen, Ed—" Then he went into ex-
planation; when he was through the chemist
was twitching with excitement.

“ Get me a ladder. Here, let me get
upon the table; perhaps I can reach it.
Sounds impossibie, but if it’s so, it’s so; it
must have an explanation.”

Without ado and in spite of the protests
of his brother he stepped upon the polished
surface of the table. He was a tall man;
he could just barely reach it with the tip
of his finger. He could move it; but each
time it clung as to a magnet. After a
minute of effort he gave it up. When he
looked down he was a different man; his
black eyes glowed with wonder.
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* Can’t make it,” he said. “ Get a step-
ladder. Strange!”

With the ladder it was easy. He plucked
it off the ceiling. We pressed about the
table. The chemist turned it about with his
fingers.

“I wonder,” he was saying. “It’s a
gem. Apparently. You say it has no grav-
ity. It can't be. Whope!” He had let
it slip out of his fingers. Again it popped
on its way to the ceiling. He caught it
with a deft movement of his hand. “ The
devil! Did you ever see! And a solid!
Who owns this?”

That brought it back to me. I explained
what I could of the manner of my posses-
sion.

“1 see. It is very interesting. Some-
thing 1 have never seen—and—frankly—
something strictly against what I've been
taught. Nevertheless, it is not impossible,
We are witnesses at least. There are many
things that we do not know. Would you
care if I take this over to the laboratory?”

It was a new complication. If it were not
a jewel there was a chance of its being
damaged. I was as anxious as he; but I
had been warned as to its possession.

I shall not harm it. I shall see to that.
I have suspicions and I'd like to verify
them. A chemist does not blunder across
such a thing every day. I am a chemist.”
His eyes glistened.

“ Your suspicions?” I asked.

“ A new element.”

This gem. A new element? Perhaps that
would explain the Blind Spot. It was not
exactly of earth. Everything confirmed it.

“ You—a new element? How do you ac-
count for it? It defies your laws. Most of
your elements are evolved through tedious

process. This is picked up by chance.”
“ That is so. But there are still a thou-
sand ways. A meteor, perhaps; a bit of

cosmic dust, there are many shattered com-
ets. Our chemistry is earthly. There are
undoubtedly new elements that we do not
know of. Perhaps in enormous proportion.”

I let him have it. It was the only night
I have ever been away from the ring. I
may say that it is the only time I have
ever been free from its isolation.

When I called at his office next day I
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found that he had merely confirmed his
suspicions. It defied analysis; there was no
reaction. Under all tests it was a stranger.
'The whole science that had been built up
to explain everything had here explained
nothing. However, there was one thing that
he had uncovered—heat. Perhaps I should
say magnetism. It was cold to man. I
have spoken about the icy blue of its color.
It was cold even to look at. The chemist
placed it in my hand.

*Is it not so?”

It was. ‘The minute it touched my palm
I could sense the weird horror of the isola-
tion: the stone was cold, like a piece of
ice. It was the first time I had ever had
it in direct contact with the flesh. Set
in the ring its impulse had always beén
secondary.

“ You notice it> It is so with me.
then. Just a minute.”

He pressed a button. A young lady an-
swered his ring; she glanced first at myself
and then at the chemist.

“ Miss Mills, this is Mr. Wendel. He is
the owner of the gem. Would you take it
in your hand? Tell Mr. Wendel—"

She laughed; she was a bit perplexed.

[ do not understand "—she turned
to me—* we had the same dispute yester-
day. See, Mr. White says that it is cold;
but it is not. It is warm—almost burning.
All the girls think as I do.”

“ And all the men as 1 do,” averred the
chemist, “ even Mr. Wendel.”
“Is it cold to you?”

* Really—"

It was a turn I had not looked for. It
was akin to life—this relation to sex. Could
it account for the strange isolation and the
weariness? 1 was a witness to its potence.
Watson'! I could feel myself dragging
under. I had just one question:

» Tell me, Miss Mills. Can vou sense
anvthing else: T mean beyond its tempera-
ture?”’

She smiled a bit. “ I don’t know what
you mean—exactly. It is a beautiful stone.
I would like to have it.”

“You think its possession would make
you happy?”

Her eyes sparkled. * Oh,” she exclaimed,
“I know it would! T can feel it!”

Now

she asked.

18y

It was so. Whatever there was in the bit
of sapphirine blue, it had life. What was it?
It had relation to sex. In the strict line of
fact it was impossible. 'When we were alone
I turned to the chemist.

“Ts there anything more that you un-
covered? Did vou see anything—in the
stone?”

He frowned. ‘“ No. Nothing else. This
magnetism is the only thing. Is there any-
thing more?”

Now I had not said anything about its
one great quality. He had not stumbled
across the image of the two men. I could
not understand it. 1 did not tell him. Per-
haps I was wrong. Down inside of me I
sensed a subtle reason for secrecy. It is a
bit hard to explain. It was not perverseness;
it was a finer distinction; perhaps it was
the influence of the gem. I took it back
to the jeweler and had it reset.

CHAPTER XV.

AGAIN THE NERVINA,

'T was at this point that T began taking
notes. There is something psychological
to the Blind Spot, weird and touching

on to the spirit. I know not what it is;
but I can feel it. It impinges on to life.
I can sense the ecstasy of horror. I am not
afraid. Whatever it is that is dragging
me down, it is not evil. My seasations are
not normal. ' )

For the benefit of my successor, if there is
to be one, I have made an elaborate detail
of notes and comments. After all, the whole
thing, when brought down to the end, must
fall to the function of science. When Ho-
bart arrives, whatever my fate, he will find
a complete and comprehensive record of
my sensations. I shall keep it up to the
end. Such notes being dry and sometimes
“confusing I have purposely omitted them
from this narrative. But there are some
things that must be given to the world. I
shall pick out the salient parts and give
them chronologically.

Jerome stayed with me. Rather I should
say he spent the nights with me. Most of
the time he was on the elusive trail of the
Rhamda. From the minute of our conver-
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sation with Kennedy he held to one convic-
tion. He was positive of that chemist back
in the nineties. He was certain of the
Rhamda. Whatever the weirdness of his
theory it would certainly hear investigation.
To myself it is too much of Ponce de Leon.
Perhaps I might say—of the devil. But
Jerome stayed with it. When he was not
on the irail over the city he was at work
in the cellar. Here we worked together.

We dug up the concrete floor and did a
bit of mining. I was interested in the for-
mation,

From the words of Wudge Kennedy
the bit of jewel had heen discovered
at the original excavation. We found the
blue clay that he spoke of, but nothing
else. Jerome dissected every bit of earth
carefullv. We have spent many hours in
that cellar.

But most of the time I was alone. When
not too worn with the Joneliness and weari~
ness 1 worked at my notes. It has been a
hard task from the beginning. Inertia, lack
of energy! How much of our life is impulse!
What is the secret that backs volition? It
has been will—will-power from the hegin-
ning. I must thank my ancestors. With-
out the strength and character built up
through the generations, I would have suc-
cumbed utterly.

Even as it is 1 sometimes think T am
wrong in following the dictate of Watson.
If T was only sure. 1 have pledged my
word and my honor. What did he know?
T need all the reserve of character to hold
up against the Nervina. I'rom the begin-
ning she has heen my opponent. What is
her interest in the Blind Spot, and myself?
Who is she?> I cannot think of her as evil.
She is too beautiful, too tender; her concern
is so real, Sometimes I think of her as
my protector, that it is she, and she alone,
that holds back the power that would engulf
me. Once she made a personal appeal.

Jerome had gone. I was alone. I had
dragged myself to the desk and my notes
and data. It was along toward spring and
in the first shadows of the early evening.
1 had turned on the lights. It was the first
labor 1 had done for several days. 1 had
a great deal of work before me. I had be-
gun some time before to take down my tem-
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perature. I was careful of everything now,
as much as I could be under the depression.
So far I had discerned nothing that could
be classed as pathologic.

There is something subtle about the Ner-
vina. She is much like the Rhamda. Per-
haps they are the same. I heard no sound.
I have no notion of a door nor entrance.
Watson had said of the Rhamda, “ Some-
times you see him, sometimes you don't.”
It is so with the Nervina. I only remem-
ber my working at the data and the sud-
den movement of a hand upon my desk—
a girl’s hand. I was a bit bewildering. I
looked up.

I had not seen her since that night. It
was now eight months—did I not know, I
would record them as years. Her expres-
sion was a bit more sad—and beautiful.
The same wonderful glow of her eyes, night-
black, and tender; the softness that comes
from passion, and love, and virtue, the same
wistful droop of the perfect mouth. What
a wondrous mass of hair she had! From
the first I had been struck with her beauty
—the lines of her face and figure—the long-
ing that could not be suppressed—some-
thing elusive and ethereal. I dropped my
pen. She took my hand. 1 could sense
the thrill of contact; cool and magnetic.

“ Harry!”

She said no more; I did not answer: I
was too taken by surprise and wonder. She
was so far above all women: there was
such a tenderness in her eves and such a
pity. She was as the Rhamda; she was dif-
ferent. I could feel her concern as a
mother’s. What was her interest in my-
self. The contact of her hand sent a strange
pulse through my vitals; she was so beau-
tiful. Could it be? Watson had said he
loved her. Could I blame him?

“ Horry,” she asked, ¢ how long is it to
continue?”

So that was it! Merely an envoy to ac-
cept surrender. T was worn utterly, weary
of the world, lonely. But I had not given
up. I had strength still, and will enough
to hold out to the end. Perhaps I was
wrong. If I gave her the ring—what then?

“1 am afraid,” I answered, “ that it must
go on. I have given my word. It has been
much harder than I thought for. This
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jewel? What has it to do with the Blind
Spot>™

It controls it.”

“ Does the Rhamda desire it?”

“ He does.”

“ Why does he not call for it personally?
Why does he not make a clean breast of
it> It would he much easier. Fle knows
and you know that I am after Dr. Holcomb
and Watson. I might even forego the
secret.  Would he release the doctor?”

“ No, Harry, he would not.”

“1 see. If I gave up the ring it would
be merely for my personal safety. I am
a coward—"

“ Oh,” she said, “ do not say that. You
must give the ring to me—not to the
Rhamda. He must not control the Blind
Spot.”

“ What is the Blind Spot> Tell me.”

“ Harry,” she spoke, “I cannot. It is
"not for you nor any other mortal. It is a
secret that should never have been uncov-
ered. It might be the end. In the hands
of the Rhamda it would certainly be the end
of mankind.”

“ Who is the Rhamda? Who are you?
You are too beautiful to be merely woman.
Are you spirits?”

She pressed my hand ever so slightly.
“Do I feel like a spirit? I am material as
much as you are. We live, see—every-
thing.”

“ But vou are not of this world?”

Her eyes grew a bit sadder; a soft long-
ing. _

“ Not exactly. Harry, not exactly. It
is a long story and a very strange one. I
may not tell you. It is for your own good.
I am your friend ”—her eves were moist—
“I—-don’t you see?>—boy--I would save
you!”

I did not doubt it. Somehow she was
like a girl of dreams, pure like an angel:
her wistfulness only deepened her beauty.
It came like a shock at the moment. I
could love this woman. She was—what was
I thinking? My guilty mind ran back
to Charlotte. I had loved her since boy-
hood. T would be a coward—then a wild
fear. Perhaps of jealousy.

“ The Rhamda? Is he your husband?
You are the same—"
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“Oh,"” she answered, “ why do you say
it?” Her eyes snapped and she grew rigid.
“The Rhamda! My husband' 1f you
only knew. I hate him! We are enemies.
It was he who opened the Blind Spot. I
am here because he is evil. To watch him.
I love your world, I love it all. I would
save it. I Jove--"

She dropped her head.
was she was not above sobbing.
the history of this beauiiful girl?
was she?

I touched her hair; it was of the softest
texture I had ever seen; the luster was like
all the shades of night woven into silk.
She loved, loved; I could love—I was on
the point of surrender.

“Tell me,” 1T asked, “just one thing
more. .If I give vou this ring would you
save the doctor and Chick Watson?”

She raised her head; her eyes glistened;
but she did not answer.

“ Would you?”

She shook her head. “1I cannot,” she
answered. “ That cannot be. I can only
save you for—-for—Charlotte.”

Was it vanity in myself? I do not know,
It seemed to me that it was hard for her
to say it. Frankly, I loved her. I knew
it. T loved Charlotte. I loved them both.
But I held to my purpose.

‘“ Are the professor and Watson living?”

“ They are.”

“ Are they conscious?”

Whatever she
What was
Who

She nodded. ‘ Harry,” she said, “ I can
tell you that. They are living and con-
scious. You have seen them. They have

only one enemy—the Rhamda. But they
must never come out of the Blind Spot. I
am their friend and vours.”

A sudden courage came upon me. 1 re-
membered my word to Watson. I had
loved the old professor. I would save them.
If necessary I would follow to the end.
Either myself or Fenton. One of us would
solve it!

“1 shall keep the ring,” I said. “1I
shall avenge them. Somehow, somewhere,
I feel that I shall do it. Even if T must
follow—"

She straightened at that.
a bit frightened.

“Oh,” she said, “ why do you say it?

Her eves were
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It must not be! You would perish! You
<hall not do it! I must save you. You
must not go alone. Three—it may not be,
If vou go, I go with you. Pardon my ex-
citement; but I know. Perhaps—oh,
Harry!"V

She dropped her head again; her body
shook with her sobbing; plainly she was a
cirl. No real man is ever himself in the
presence of a woman’s tears. I was again
on the point of surrender. Suddenly she
looked up.

“ Harry,” she spoke sadly, “I have just
cne thing to ask. You must see Charlotte.
You must forget myself: we can never—
you love Charlotte. I have seen her; she is
2 beautiful girl. You have not written.
She is worried. Remember vour love that
has grown out of childhood. It is beautiful
and holy. I wish to save you. Remember
what you mean to her happiness. Will you
go?ﬂ,‘

That I could promise.

* Yes, 1 shall see Charlotte.”

* Thanks.”

She rose from her chair. I held her
hand. Again, as in the restaurant, I lifted
it to my lips. She flushed and drew it
away. She bit her lip. Her beauty was a
kind T could not understand.

“You must see Charlotte,” she said,
“and you must do as she says.”

With that she was gone. There was a
car waiting; the last I saw was its winking
tzil-light dimming into the darkness.

What did this girl mean to me?

CHAPTER XVIL
CHARLOTTE,.

EFT alone I began thinking of Charlotte.
I loved her; of that I was certain. I
could not compare her with the Ner-
vina. She was like myself, human, pos-
sible. I had known her since bovhood.
The other was out of the ether: my love
for her was something different; she was of
dreams and the moonbeams: there was a
film about her beauty, illusion: she was of
spirt.
I wrote a note to the detective and left
iz upon my desk. After that I packed a

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

'suit-case and hurried to the depot. If I was

going I would do it at once. I could not
trust myself too far. This visit had been
like a breath of air; for a moment I was
away from the isolation. The loneliness
and the weariness! How I dreaded it! I
was only free from it for a few moments,
On the train it came back upon me and in
a manner that was startling.

I had purchased my ticket. When the
conductor came through he passed me. He
gathered tickets all about me; but he did not
notice myself. At first T paid no attention;
but when he had gone through the car sev-
cral times I held up my ticket. He did
not stop. It was mot until I had touched
him that the gave me a bit of attention.

“Where have you been sitting?” he
asked.

I pointed to the seat.
slightly.

“There?” he asked. “ Why?
say you were sitting in that seat?
did you get on?”

‘ At Townsend.”

“ Queer,” he answered; he punched the
ticket and stuck a stub in my hat-band.

He frowned

Did you
Where

“Queer. I passed that seat several times,
It was empty'”
Empty! It was almost a shock. Could

it be that my isolation was becoming physi-
cal as well as mental. What was this gulf
that was widening between myself and my
fellows?

It was the beginning of another phase,
I have noticed it many times; on the street,
in public places; everywhere. I thread in
and out among men. Sometimes they see
me, sometimes they don’t. It is strange.
The oppression of the thing is terrifying—
the isolation; I feel at times as though I
were slowly vanishing out of the world!

Tt was late when I reached my old home;
but the lights were still burning. My
favorite dog. Queen, was on the veranda.
As I came up the steps she growled slightly,
but upon recognition went into a series of
circles about the porch. My father opened
the door. T stepped inside. He touched
me on the shoulder, his jaw dropped.

“Harry!” he exclaimed.

“Was it as bad as that? How much
meaning may be placed in a single intona-
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tion. T was weary to the point of exhaus-
tion. The ride upon the train had been too
much. I was not sick. Yet I knew what
must be my appearance.

My mother came in. IFor some moments
I was busy protesting my health. But it
was useless; it was not uniil 1 had partaken
of a few of the old nostrums that I could
placate her.

“Work, work, work, my boy,” said my
father, ** nothing but work. It will not do.
You are a shadow. You must take a vaca-
tion. Go to the mountains; forget vour
practise for a short time. You must keep
your health.”

1 did not tell them. Why should I? T
promised vaguely that I would not labor so
hard. I decided right then that it was my
own hattle. It was enough for me without
casting the worry upon others. Yet I could
not see Charlotte without caliing on my
parents.

As soon as possible I crossed the street
to the Fentons. Some one had seen me in
town. Charlotte was waiting. She was the
same beautiful girl I had known so long;
the blue eyes, the blond, wavy mass of hair,
the laughing mouth and the gladness. But
she was not glad now. It was almost a
repetition of what had happened at home,
only here a bit more personal. She clung
to mg almost in terror. 1 did not realize
that I had gone down so much. I knew
mv weariness; but I had not thought my
appearance so dejected. I remembered
Watson. He had been wan, pale, {orlorn.
After what brief explanation I could I pro-
posed a stroll in the moonlight.

"It was a full moon; a wonderful night;
we walked down the avenue under the elm-
trees. Charlotte was beautiful, and wor-
tied; she clung to my arm with the eager-
ness of possession. I could not but com-
pare her with the Nervina. There was a
contrast; Charlotte was fresh, tender, cling-
ing, the maiden of my bovhood; I had
known her all my life; there was no doubt
of our love.

Who was the other? She was something
higher, out of mystery, out of life—almost
—out of the moonbeams. I stopped and
looked up. The great full orb was shining.
I did not know that T spoke.

4 A
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“ Harry,” asked Charlotte, “ who is the
Nervina?”

Had I spoken?

* What do you know about the Ner-
vina?" 1 asked.

 She has been to see me. She told me.
She said vou would be here to-night. I
was waiting. She is very beautiful. I never
saw any one like her. She is wonderful!”

“What did she say?”

“She! Oh, Harry. Tell me. I have
waited. Something has happened. Fell
me. You have told me nothing. You are
not like the old Harry.”

“ Tell me about the Nervina. What did
she say? Corae, Charlotte, tell me every-
thing. Am I so much different from the cid

arry?”’

She clutched my arm {earfully;
looked into my eyes.

“ Oh,” she said, “ how can you say it?
You haven't laughed once. You are melan-
choly; vou are pale, drawn, haggard. You
keep muttering. You are not the old Harry.
Is it this Miss Nervina? She was so inter-
ested. At first I thought she loved you;
but she does not. She wanted to know
all about you, about our love. She was so
interested. What is this danger?”

I did not answer.

“You must tell me.
said that you must give it to me.
it?”

“Did she ask that? She told vou to
take the ring? My dear,” 1 asked, “if it
were the ring and it were so sinister would
I be a man to give it to my loved one?”

“ 1t would not hurt me?”

But T would not. Something warned me.
It was anything to get it out of my posses-
sion. The whole thing was haunting, weird,
ghostly, Always I could hear Watson. I
had a small quota of courage and will-
power. T clung to my purpose.

It was a sad three hours. Poor Char-
lotte! I shall never forget it. It is the
hardest task on earth to deny one’s Joved
one. She had grown into my heart and
into its possession. She clung to me ten-
derly, tearfully. I could not tell her, Her
feminine instinct sensed disaster. In spite
of her tears I insisted. It had been my last
word to Watson. Come what may I would

che
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stay with duty. When T kissed her good
night she did not speak. But she looked up
at me through her tears. It was the hard-
est thing of all.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE SHEPHERD,

HEN I returned to the city next
morning I took my dog. It was a
strange whim; but one which was

to lead to a remarkable development. I
have ever been a lover of dogs. I was lone-
lv. There is a bond between a dog and
this master. It goes beyond definition: it
it roots down into nature. 1 was to learn
much.

She was an Australian shepherd. She
had bheen presented to me by a rugby plaver
from New Zealand. The Australian dog
is about at the head of dogdom, the result
of countless generations of elimination,
WWhen man chooses for utility he is inexor-
able in selection. She was of a tawny black
and bob-tailed from birth.

What is the power that lies behind in-
stinct? How far does it go? I had a notion
that the dog would be outside the sinister
clutch that was dragging me under.

Happily Jerome was fond of dogs. He
was reading. When I entered with Queen
tugging at the chain he looked up. The
dog recognized the heart of the man:; when
he stooped to pet her she wound her stub
tail in an effusion of affectionate acceptance.
Jerome had been reading Le Bon’s peculiar
theory on the evolution of force. His re-
searches after the mystery had led him into
the depths of speculation; he had become
quite a scholar. After our first greetings I
unhooked the chain and let Queen have the
freedom of the house. I related what had
happened. The detective closed the book
and sat down. The dog waited a bit for
further petting; but missing that she began
sniffing about the room. There was nothing
strange about it of course. I myself paid
not the slightest attention. But the detec-
tive was watching. While I was telling my
story he was following every movement of
the shepherd. Suddenly he held up one
finger. I turned.
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It was Queen. A low growl, guttural and
suspicious. She was standing about a foot
from the portiéres that separated the library
from the other room—where we had lost

“Watson, and where Jerome had had his ex-

perience with the old lady. Tense and
rigid, one fore paw held up stealthily, her
stub tail erect and the hair along her back
bristled. Again the low growl. 1 caught
Jerome's eves. It was queer.

“ What is it, Queen?" I spoke.

At the sound of my voice she looked
about and wagged her tail: then stepped be-
tween the curtains. Just her head. She
drew back: ‘her lips drawn from her teeth;
snarling. She was rigid, alert, vitalized.
Somehow it made me cold. She was a
brave dog: she feared nothing. The detec-
tive stepped forward and pulled the cur-
tains apart. The room was empty. We
looked into each other’s facez. What is
there to instinct? What is its range? We
could see nothing.

But not so the dog. Her eyes glowed.
Hate, fear, terror, her whole body rigid.

“ 1 wonder,” I spoke. 1 stepped into the
room. DBut I had not counted on the dog.
Her intellizence was out of instinct. With
a yelp she was upon me, had me by the
calf of the leg and was drawing me back.
She stepped in front of me: a low, guttural
growl of warning. But there was nothing
in that room; of that we were certain.

‘“ Beats me,” said the detective. “ How
does she know? Wonder if she would stop
me.” He stepped forward. It was merely
a repetition. She caught him by the trou-
ser-leg and drew him back. She crowded
us away from the curtain. It was almost
magnetic. Now we could not hear a sound.
We were both positive; and we were both
uncertain. From the very beginning there
had been mystery in that apartment. We
could see nothing, neither could we feel;
was it possible that the dog could see be-
yond us? The detective spoke first:

‘“Take her out of the room. Put her in
the hall; tie her up.”

“What'’s the idea?”

“ Merely this, I am going to examine
that room. No, T am not afraid. Tl be
almighty glad if it does catch me. Any-
thing so long as I get results.”
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But it did us no good. We examined the
-Toom many times that night: both of us
In the end there was nothing, only the
weirdness and the uncertainty and the mag-
netic undercurrent which we could feel, but
could not fathom. When we called in the
dog she stepped to the portiéres and com-
menced her vigil. She crouched slightly
back of the curtains, alert, readv, waiting,
It was a strange thing fromn the beginning.
Her post of honor. Irom that moment she
never left the spot except under compul-
sion. We could hear her at all times of the
night: the low growl, the snarl. the defiance.
She was restless: it was instinct; out of
her nature she could sense the strange in-
sidious pregnance.

But there was a great deal more that we
were to learn from the dog. It was Jerome
who first called my attention. A small fact
at the beginning; but of a strange sequence.
This time it was the ring. Queen had the
habit that is common to most dogs; she
would lap my hand to show her affection.
It was nothing in itself; hut for one fact—
she always chose the left hand. It was the
detective who first noticed it. Always and
at cvery opportunity she would lap the
jewel.  We made little tesis to trv her. I
would remove the ring from one hand to
the other; then hold it behind me. She
would follow.

[t was a strange fact: hut of course not
inexplicable. A scent or the attraction of
taste might account for it. However, these
littie tests led to a rather remarkable dis-
covery. Were it not that I was a witness
and have repeated it many times I would
not relate it. What is the line hetween in-
telligencer nd 'nstinct?

One night we had called the dog from
her vigil. As usual she came to the jewel;
by a mere chance I pressed the gem against
her head. Tt was a mere trifle; yet it was of
consequence. A few minutes before T had
dropped a handkerchief ¢n the opposite side
of the roomi; I was just then thinking about
picking it up. It was only a small thing,
vet it put us.on the track of the gem’s
strangest potence. The dog walked to the
handkerchief. She brought it back in her
mouth. At first T took it for a mere coinci-
dence. 1 repeated the experiment with a
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hook. The same vesult.. I looked upr =t
Jerome. '

* What's the matter?” Then when I ex-
plained: *‘ The dickens! Try it again.”

Over and over we repeated it, using ¢if-
ferent articles, pieces of which I was certain
she did not know the name. There was a
strange bond between the gem and intelli-
gence, some strange force emanating from
its luster. On myself it was depressing:
on the dog it was life itself. At last Jerome
had an inspiration.

* Try the Rhamda,” he said; “ think of
him. Perhaps—"

It was most surprising. Certainly it was
remarkable. It was too much like intelli-
gence; a bit too uncanny. At the insiant
of thought the dog leaped backward. Such
a transformation; she was naturally gentle.
In one instant she had gone mad. fad?
Not in the literal interpretation; but figur-
atively. She sprang back; snapping. her
teeth bared, her hair bristled. Her nostriis
drawn. With one bound she leaped between
the curtains.

Jerome jumped up. With an exclamaticon
he drew the portiéres. I was behind him.
The dog was standing at the edge of the
room. She was bristling; defiance, hate,
vigilance. The room was empty. WWhat
did she see? What!

One thing was certain. Though we were
sure of nothing else we were certain of the
Rhamda. We could trust the canine’s in-
stinci. Every previous experiment that we
had essaved had been crowned with success.
We had here a fact, but no explanation. If
we could only put things together and draw
out the law. T thought of Fenton. If
we had only his good, sound head. He was
an accumulation of data; from bovhood
he had had genius for coaxing the concrete
out of facts and abstractions. It was nct
work for a lawyer nor a detective. but for
a man of science. It is hard to forget the
dog and that moment. She was vicious,
her whole body hristled with vibrancy and
defiance. It was instinct; the subtle force
that goes beyond the five senses. I was
positive that she could not see; but :he
knew. Was it the Rhamda?

It was merelv a confirmation. Frem the
first we had been certain. The heginning
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had been coincident with- his appearance at
the ferrv. I had been waiting and not with-
out dread for him to strike: He had in-
terfered with Watson. I recalled that night
in the restaurant. Why had he not struck
at myself? Was it the Nervina? A happy
thought came to me at the moment. I
would try the Nervina.

With a bit of persuasion we coaxed Queen
back into the library. T would again test
the strange potency of the gem. I spoke
to Jerome.

It was as I had suspected.

Instead of madness the dog went into an

effusion of delight. It is a fact almost too
remarkable to relate. \What was this qual-
ity that lurked in the jewel? What was the
jewel?> T had taken it to chemists; not a
one could tell me. The Nervina—a friend.
It was true. 1 bad always half believed:
but I had still doubted. Now I was sure.
Tt was certainly an assurance for Jerome
and myself. We had a bit to go on. Ter-
haps we could patch up the facts and weave
out some sort of discovery.
" Tt was late when we retired. [ could not
sleep. The restlessness of the dog held back
my slumber. She would growl sullenly,
then stir about for a new position: she was
never quite still. T could picture her there
in the library, behind the curtains,
crouched, half resting. half slumbering, al-
ways watching. T would waken in the night
and listen; a low guttural warning, a sullen
whine—then stillness. 1t was the same
with my companion. We could never quite
understand it. Perhaps we were a bit
afraid.

But one can become accustomed to most
anything. It went on for many nights
without anything happening. until one
night.

It was a dark night, exceedingly dark,
with neither moon nor starlight: one of
those nights of inky intenseness. Tt was
about one in the morning. 1 had been
awakened about half an hour before. By
the light of a match I had jooked at my
watch. Tt was twelve thirty-five. T re-
member that distinctly. 1 cannot say just
exactly what woke me. The house was
strangely silent and still; the air seemed
stretched and laden. It was summer. Per-
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haps it was the heat. T only knew that T
awoke suddenly and blinked in the dark-
ness.

In the next room with the door open I
could hear the heavy hreathing of the de-
tective. That was all that there was to
break the stillness, a heavy feeling lay
against my heart. 1 had grown accustomed
to dread and isolation; but this was differ-
ent. Perhaps it was premonition. I do
not know. And yet I was terribly sleepy:
I remember that. 1 struck a match and
glanced at my watch on the bureau—-twelve
thirty-five. No sound—not even Queen—
not even a rumble from the streets. I lay
back and dropped into slumber. Just as I
rifted off into sleep I had a blurring fancy
of sound, guttural, whining, fearful—then
suddenly drifting into incoherent rumbling
fantasms—a dream. I awoke suddenly.
Some one was speaking. It was Jerome,

* Harry!"”

[ was frightened. 1t was like something
clutching out of the darkness. 1 sat up.
I did not answer. It was not necessary.
The incoherence of my dream had heen ex-
ternal. The library was just below me. I
could hear the dog pacing to and fro, and
her snarling. Snarling? It was just that.
It was something to arouse terror. She had
never growled like that—it was positive, I
could hear her suddenly leap back from
the curtains. She barked. Never before
had she come to that. Then a sudden lunge
into the other room—a vicious series of
snapping, barks, yelps—pandemonium—I
could picture her leaping—at what! Then
suddenly T leaped out of bed. The barks
grew faint, faint, fainter—into the distance.

In the darkness I could not find the
switch. I bumped into Jercme. Our con-
tact in the middle of the room upset us—
we were lost in our confusion. It was a
moment before we could find either a match
or a button to turn on the lights. But at
last—T1 shall not forget that moment; nor
Jerome. He was rigid: one arm held aloft,
his eves bulged out. The whole house was
full of ~sound—full-toned—vibrant—mag-
netic. [t was the bell.

I ,jumped for the stairway., But 1 was
not =0 quick as Jerome. With three hounds
we were in the librarv with the lichis
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turned on. The sound was running down to
silence. We tore down the curtains and
rushed into the room. It was empty!

There was not even the dog.
gone! In a vain rush of grief I began call-
ing—and whistling. It was a flooded mo-
ment. The poor, brave shepherd. She had
seen it and had rushed full into its race.

It was the last night that I was to have
Jerome. We sat up until davlight. Tor
the thousandth time we went over the house
in detail, hut Yhere was nothing. Only the
ring. At the suggestion of the detective
I touched the match to the sapphire. It
was the same. The color diminishing. and
the translucent corridors deepening into the
distance; then the blur and the coming of
shadows—-the men, Watson and the pro-
fessor—and my dog. Of the men, only the
heads showed; but the dog was full figure:
she was sitting, apparently on a pedestal,
her tongue was lolling out of her mouth
and her face full of that gentle intelligence
which only the Australian shepherd is heir
to. That is all—no more—-nothing. 1f we
had hoped to discover aught throuzh her
medium we were disappointed. Instead of
clearing up, the whole thing had grown
deeper.

1 have said that it was the last night that
I was to have Jerome. 1 did not know it
then. Jerome went out early in the morn-
ing. T went to hed. I was not afraid in
the davlight. T was certain now that the
danger was localized. As leng as 1 kept
out of that one apartment I had nothing
to fear. Nevertheless, the thing was mag-
netic. A subtle weirdness pervaded the
building. T did not sleep scundly. T was
lonelyv: the isolation was crowding in upon
me. In the afterncon I dressed and stepped
out on the streets.

I have spoken of my experience with the
conductor. On this day 1 had the certainty
of my isolation; it was startling. In the
face of what I was and what T had seen it
was almost terrifying. It was the first time
1 thought of sending for Hobart. T had
thought T could hold out. The complete
suddenness of the thing set me to thinking.
I thought of Watson. It was the last
phase, the feebleness, the wanness. the in-
ertia! He had gone down through exhaus-

Queen had
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tion. He had been a far stronger man than
I in the beginning. 1 thad will-power,
strength of mind to hold me if it would
continue.

1 must cable I'enton. While I had still
an ego in the presence of men, I'must reach
out for help. It was a strange thing and
inexplicable. I was not invisible. Don’t
think that. T simply did not individualize.
Men did not notice me—till I spoke. As
if I were imperceptibly losing the essence
of self. T still had some hold to the world.
While it remained I must get word to

Hobart. I did not delay. Straight to the
office I went and paid for the cable.
Cannot hold out much longer. Come at
once. Harry.
I was a bit ashamed. I had hoped I
had counted upon myself. I had trusted

in the full strength of my individuality. I
had been healthy—strong—full-blooded.
In the fulness of vitality one would live
forever. There is no to-morrow. It was
not a vear ago. I was eighty. Tt had been
so with Watson. What was this subtle thing
that ate into one’s marrow. T had read of
hanshees, lemures and leprechaunes; they
were the ghosts and the fairies of ignorance;
but they were nct like this. It was im-
personal, hidden, inexcrable. It was mys-
tery. And I believed that it was Nature.

I knew it now. Even as I write I can
sense the potence cf the force about me.
It has overcome the great professor. It
has crushed down Watson. Some law, some
principle, some force that science has not
uncovered. The last words of the doctor:

*“T shall bring the occult into the con-
crete: for your senses. You shall have the
proof and the substance.”

What is that law that shall bridge the
chaos between the mystic and the substan-
tial?> I am standing on the bridge; and I
cannot see it. What is the great law that
was discovered by Dr. Holcomb? Who is
the Rhamda? Who is the Nervina?

Jerome has not returned. I cannot un-
derstand it. It has been a week. I am
living on Dbrandy—not much of anything
else—I am waiting for Fenton. T have
taken all my elaborations and notes and put
them together. Perhaps I—
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This is the tast of the strange document
leit by Harry Wendel. The following
memorandum is written by Charlotte T'en-
ton.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
CHARLOTTE’S STORY.

DO not know. It is so hard to write
after what has happened. I am but a
girl; and I cannot think as men do;

much less analyze. 1 do not understand.

Hobhart says that is why [ am to write it.
It is to be a plain narrative. Besides he is
very busy and cannot do it himself. It was
Harry's intention and is that of Hobart
that the world shall know of the Blind Spot.
There must be some record. I shall do my
best and hold out of my writing as much
as 1 can of my emotion. T shall start in
with the Nervina.

It was the first I knew: the first warn-
ing. Looking back 1 cannot but wonder.
No person I think who has ever seen the
Nervina can do much else: she is so beau-
tiful! Beautiful? Why do I say it? 1
should be jealous and I should hate her:
it is the way of woman. Yet I do not.
VWhy is it?

It was about eight months after Hobart
had left for South America. I remember
those eight months as the longest of my
life: Dbecause of Harry. I am a girl and I
like attention: all girls do. Ordinarily he
would come over every fortnight at least.
After Hobart had gone he came once only.
Instead of calling personally, he wrote let-
ters. We were to be married, and of course
I resented the inattention.

It seemed to me that no business could
be of enough importance if he really loved
me. Even his letters were few and far be-
tween. What he wrote were slow and weary
and of an undertone that I could not
fathom. I had all of the girl’s wild fears
and fancies. I—Iloved Harry. T could not
understand it. T had a thousand fearful
thoughts and jealousies: but they were
feminine and in no way approximated even
the beginning of the truth. Inattention was
not like Harry. It was not until the com-
ing of the Nervina that I was afraid.
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Afraid? T will not say that—exactly.
1t was rather a suspicion, a queer undercur-
rent of wonder and doubt. The beauty
of the girl, her interest in Harry and my-
self, her concern over this ring put me
a bit on guard. I wondered what this
ring had to do with Harry Wendel. She
did not tell me in exact words or in literal
explanation: but she managed to convey
all too well a lurking impression of its
sinister potence. It was something baleful,
something the very essence of which would
break down the life of the one who wore it.
Harry had come into its possession by acci-
dent and she would save him. She had
failed through direct appeal. Now she had
come to me.

She was very beautiful, the most wonder-
ful girl 1 had ever seen, and the most mag-
netic. If I may follow Harry’s words, she
was superfeminine. Certainly she was that.
A bit too wistful and of spirit to make one
jealous. She did not say a word of the
Blind Spot. All T knew was her wonderful
beauty. and the tender delicacy of her man-
ner.

And the next day came Harry. It was
really a shock. Though 1 had heen warned
by the girl 1 was not half afraid until I
saw him. He was not Harry at all, but
another. His eves were dim and had lost
their luster; when they did show light at
all, it was of a kind that was a bit fearful.
He was wan, worn, and gone to a shadow,
as if he had gone through a long illness.

He said that he had not been sick. He
maintained that he was quite well physical-
ly. I was afraid. And on his finger was
this ring of which the girl had spoken. Its
value must have been incalculable. Wher-
ever he moved his hand its blue flame cut a
path through the darkness. But he said
nothing about it. I waited and wondered
and was afraid. It was not until our walk
under the elm-trees that it was mentioned.

It was a full moon, a wonderful. mellow
moon of summer. He stopped suddenly
and gazed up at the orb above us. It
seemer] to me that his mind was wandering:
he held me closely—tenderly. He was not
at all like Harry. There was a missing
of self, of individuality: he spoke in ab-
stractions.
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* The maiden of the moonbeams?™ he
spuke.  \What can it mean?”

And then I asked him. He has already
told of our conversation. It was the ring
of which the Nervina had told me. 1t had
te do with the Blind Spot—the great secret
that had taken Dr. Holcomb. It was his
duty that he had sworn to another. In
the ring lurked the power of disintegration.
He would not give it to me. [ worked hard,
for even then I was not afraid of it. Some-
thing told me—1 must do it to save him.
It was weird, and something 1 could not
understand——but 1 must do it for Harry.

L failed. Though he was broken in every
visible way there was one thing as strong
as ever—his honor. He had ever that. It
had always been the strong part of Harry;
when he had given his word there was
naught could break it. He would neither
lie nor quibble; he was not afraid; he had
been the same in his boyhood. Vhen we
parted that night he kissed me. 1 shall
never forget how long he looked into my
eves. nor his sadness. That is all. The
next morning he left for San Francisco.

And then came the end. A message;
abrupt and sudden. It was some time after
and it put a period to my increasing stress
and worry. It read:

City of Peru docks to-night at eight forly-
two. Meet me at the pier. Hobart coming.
Harry.

It was a short message and a bit twisted.
Under ordinary circumstance he would have
motored down and brought me back to greet
Hobart. It was a bit strange that I should
meet him at the pier. However, I had bare
time to get to the city if I hurried. -

I shall never forget that night.

It was dark when I reached San Tran-
cisco. 1 went up by the way of Oakland
and Niles and took the ferry across the
bay. I was a full twenty minutes early at
the pier. A few people were waiting. I
looked about for Harry. He was to meet
me and I was certain that I would find
him. But he was not there. Of course
there was still time. He was sure to be on
hand to greet Hobart.

Nevertheless, T had a vague mistrust.
Since that strange visit I had not been sure.
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Harry was not well. There was something
to this mystery that he had not told me.
1 am a girl. of course, and it was possible
that I could not understand it. Vet I would
that I knew. Why had he asked me to
meet him at the pier? Why did he not
come? When the boat docked and he was
still missing 1 was doubly worried.

Hobart came down the gangplank. He
was great, strong, healthy, and it seemed to
me in a terrible hurrv. He scanned the
faces hastily and ran over to me.

“Where's Harry?” He kissed me and
in the same breath repeated, ‘“ Where'’s
Harry?” .

“ Oh, Hobart!” I exclaimed.
the matter with Harry? Tell me.
something terrible! 1 do not know.”

He was afraid. Plainly I could see that!
There were lines of anxiety about his eyes.
He clutched me by the arm and drew me
away. 7

* He was to meet me here,” I said. “ He
did not come. He was to meet me! Oh,
Hobart, I saw him a short time ago. e
was—it was not Harry at all! Do vou
know anything about it? He said he would
meet me at the pier. Why did he not come?
What is it?”

FFor a minute he stood still, looking at me.
I had never seen Hobart frightened: but
at that moment there was that in his eves
that I could not understand. He caught
me by the arm and started out almost on
a run. There were many people, and we
dodged in and out and among them. Ho-
bart carried a suit-case. He hailed a taxi.

I do not know how I got into that car.
It is a blur. 1 was frightened. The whole
thing was unusual. Some terrible thing
had occurred, and Hobart knew it. 1 re-
member indistinctly a few words spoken
to the driver. *‘Speed, speed, no limit;
never mind the law —and Chatterton!”
After that the convulsive jerking over the
cobbled streets, a climbing over hills and
twisted corners. And Hobart at my side.
“ TFaster—faster,” he was saying; * faster!
My Lord, was there ever a car so slow!
Harry! Harry!” T could hear him breath-
ing a prayer. * Oh, for a minute.” An-
other hill; the car turned and came sud-
denly to a stop. Hobart Jeaped out.

“ What is
It is
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A\ somber two-story house:; a light burn-
ing in one of the windows, a dim light,
almost subdued and uncanny. 1 had never
seen anyvthing so lonely as that light; it
was gray, uncertain, scarcely a ficker. Per-
haps it was my nerves. I had scarcely
strength to climb the steps that led up from
the sidewalk. Hobart grasped the knob
and thrust open the door: I can never forget
it. The dim light, the room, the desk and
the man! Harry!

Harrv! 1t is hard to write. The whole
thing! The room: the walls lined with
books: the dim, pale light; the faded green
carpet, and the man. Pale, worn, shadowed,
almost semblance. Was it Harry Wendel?
He had aged forty years. He was stooped,
withered, exhausted. A bottle of brandy
on the desk before him. In his weak, thin
hand an empty wine-glass. The gem upon
his finger glowed with a flame that was al-
most wicked: it was blue, burning, giving
out sparkles of light—Ilike a color out of
hell. The path of its light was unholy—
it was too much alive.

We both sprang forward.
him by the shoulders.

* Harry, old boy: Harry! Don't you
know us? It is Hobart and Charlotte.”

It was terrible. He did not seem to
know. -He looked rightat us. But he
spoke in abstractions.

Hobart seized

“Two,” he said. And he listened.
“ Two' Don’t you hear it>” He caught
Hobart by the arm. * Now. listen. Two!
No. it’s three. Did I say three?> Can't
vou hear? ’Tis the old lady. She speaks
out of the shadows. There' There! Now,
listen. She has been counting to me. Al-

Soon 'twill be four.”
What was it about?

ways she says three!

What did he mean?
Who was the old lady? I looked around.
1 saw no one. Hobart stooped over. I be-
gau crying. He began slowly to recognize
us. It was as if his mind had wandered
and was coming back from a far place.
He spoke slowly: his words were incoherent
and rambling.

 Hobart,” he said: ** you know her, She
is the maiden out of the moonbeams. The
Rhamda, he is our enemy. Hobart, Char-
lotte. T know so much. I cannot tell you.
You are two hours late. It is a strange
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thing. 1 have found it and 1 think [ know.
It came suddenly. The discovery of the
great professor. Why did you not come two
hours earlier? We might have conquered.”

He dropped his head upon his arms: then
as suddenly he raised up. He drew the ring
from his finger. ’

“ Give it to Charlotte,” he said. *“It
will not hurt her. Do not touch it yourseli.
Had I only known. Watson did not
know—-"

He straightened: he was tense, rigid, lis-
tening.

* Do vou hear anything? Listen! Can
vou hear? ’Tis the old lady. There—"

But there was not a sound: only the rum-
ble of the streets. the ticking of the clock.
and our heart-beats. Again he went through
the counting.

“ Hobart!"

“Yes, Harry.”

“ And Charlotte! The ring—ah, yes, it
was there. Keep it. Give it to no one.
Two hours ago we might have conquered.
But I had to keep the ring. It was too
much, too powerful, a man may not wear
it. Charlotte "—he took my hand and ran
the ring upon my finger. * Poor Charlotte,
vou have loved me, girly. all vour life. I
have loved you. Here is the ring. The
most wonderiul—"

Again he dropped over. He was weak—
there was something going from him minute
by minute.

“ Water,” he asked.
some water— "’

It was too pitiful. Harry. Our Harry—
come to a strait like this' Hobart rushed
to another room with the tumbler. 1 could
hear him fumbling. 1 stooped over Harry.
But he held up his hand.

“ No, Charlotte, no. You must not.
Ir—r

He stopped. Again the strange attention,
as if he were listening to something far off
in the distance: his hollow. worn. lustless
eyes grew to pin-points. He stood on his
feet rigid, quivering: then he held up his
hand.

 Listen!”

But there was nothing. 1t was as it
was hefore: merely the murmuring of the
city night, and the clock ticking.

“Water? Hobart,
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“It is the dog! Do you hear her> And
the old lady. Now, listen, * Two! Now
there are two! Three! Three! Now there
are three!’ There—now.” FHe tumed to
me. * Can you hear it, Charlotte? No? It
is strange. Perhaps—" He pointed to the
corner of the room. ¢ That paper. Will
you—"

I shall always go over that moment. I
have thought over it many times and have
wondered at the sequence. Had I not
stepped across the library what would have
happened? What was it?

I had stooped to pluck up the piece of
paper. A queer, crackling, snapping sound,
almost inaudible. T have a strange recollec-
tion of Harry standing up by the side of
his desk—a flitting vision. An intuition of
some terrible force. Tt was out of nothing
—nowhere—approaching. 1 turned about.
And T saw it—the dot of blue.

Blue! That is what it was at first. Blue
and burning, like the flame of a million
jewels centered into a needle-point. On the
celling directly above Harry’'s head. It
was scintillating, coruscating, opalescent:
but it was blue most of all. It was the color
of life and of death; it was burning, throb-
bing, concentrated. I tried to scream. But
I was frozen with horror. The dot changed
color and went to a dead-blue. It seemed
to grow larger and to open. Then it turned
to white and dropped like a string of in-
candescence, touching Harry on the head.

2m

What was it? It was all so sudden. A
door flung open and a swish of rushing

silk. A woman! A woman' A beautiful
girl!  The front door opened. And the
Nervina! It was she!

Never have I seen any one like her.
She was so beautiful. In her face all the
compassion that a woman is heir to. For
scarcely a second she stopped.

* Charlotte,”” she called.
Oh, why did you not save him! He loves
you!” Then she turned to Harry. “It
shall not be. He shall not go alone. I
shall save him: even beyond—"

With that she rushed upon Harry. It
was all in an instant. Her arms were out-
stretched. The dimming form of Harry
and the string of incandescence. The splen-
did impassioned girl. Their forms inter-
mingled. A blur of her beautiful body
and Harry’s wan, weary face. A flash of
light, a thread of incandescence, a quiver—
and they were gone.

“ Charlotte

The next I knew was the strong arms of
my brother Hobart. He gave me the water
that he had fetched for Harry. He was
terribly upset, but very calm. He held the
glass up to my lips. He was speaking.

“Don’t worry, sis. Don't worry. I
know now. I think I know. I was just
in time to see them go. I heard the bell.
Harry is safe. It is the Nervina. I shall
get Harry. We’ll solve the Blind Spot.”

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)

U

)

THE RISING SUN

A IFAR. faint dawning on the edge of night,
A low earth-murmur, then a blush of light;

A bird’s first call on thine adored name,

A flood of color from a well of flame;

Then earth, submissive to thy sovereign might,

Wakes. and the darkness in its westward flight

Hastens before thee, while the stars depart,

Yielding the heavens to thy wondrous art,

Flooding the zenith with transcendent hues,

The whole reflected in the lowly dews

Gemming the earth until their being vields

To thy full power, great lord of flood and fields’

Alan Brackinreed.



o EMPORA mutantur, et nos mula-
mur in illis.” That's Latin for the
sage dictum that time changes and

changes us zlong with it, or that life is just

one darned thing after another, according
to whether one prefers a literal or a free
translation. 1In either case the meat of the
assertion is the same. Any one can prove
this for himself if he likes. Everything
changes from one's view-point to his skin.

This, however, is not a dissertation on
either time or its changes, save as the lat-
ter affected Miss Gertrude — otherwise
“ Gertie ”—Bain.

Gertie contemplated making a change,
which was not surprising considering its
nature and the f{act that she was nineteen
vears of age, dark-haired, Dblue-eyed, with
a nose slightly inclined to turn up the least
bit in the world, rather than at it, and a
figure not apt to be overlooked, since it
was well worth looking at.

Gertie Bain intended changing her es-
tate, which was that of head, chief, or fa-
vorite manikin, as you like, for Joseph
Klessinger—ladies’ suits and cloaks.

She intended getting married.

While we have led up to this intent on
the part ¢f Miss Bain in a somewhat face-
tious manner, it is no joke. Marriage never
is. Gertie herself regarded it as the biggest
thing in her life. In fact, it had changed
her entire outlook on existence; had sub-
stituted in it for thoughts of movies, the-

aters, dances, and kindred interests, out-
side of her employment by Joey Klessin-
ger, others having to do with the environ-
ment of a four-room flat, which she and
Terry Sullivan had their eves on already—
and jts equipment with sufficient furniture
to “ start on,” at so much down, and so
much a month.

Gertrude was not going to change in one
particular we may note. She was sticking
to ber race. She was Irish, and so was
Terence. He was a shipping-clerk recently
taken into Klessinger's employ, and he
roomed at Gertie’s boarding-house. That,
indeed, is how the whole thing started.
Gertie was easily the prettiest thing at the
boarding-house table, and Terence had an
alert hazel eve to beauty under his reddish
brown hair—and a tongue for the pursuit.

Gertrude had the dreams of almost any
average young woman of her age, and Ter-
ence was a well-set-up young chap, a pleas-
ant companion, a good dancer. Two weeks
after he went to work for Klessinger, and
rented a room at the boarding-house, they
became tacitly engaged.

This in itself made a change in Gertie;
seemed in some subtle way to enhance her
beauty; set a soft and slumberous luster in
her eves; a soft and at times incompre-
hensible smile on her lips; awoke a soft
and almost brooding tenderness in her heart
—a vague, impersonally sympathetic feel-
ing toward the world. Being happy in her
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"contemplation of the future. she apparent-
Iy recognized happiness as an inherent hu-
man right. ,

And it was not long until a good deal of
her conversation with Terence ran like this:

“Oh, Terry. I saw the swellest imitation
solid black walnut dining-roem set to-day,
we can get for twenty dollars down, an’
do you think you'd prefer a green or a rose-
colored rug?”

“Sure,” Terry would grin, “ you suit
yourself, Gertie. ’'Tis a great little home-
builder vou’ll make, I can see.”

And Gertie, frowning: “ The rose is more
liable to fade. Mayvbe we'd better get a
green one.”’

You see Gertie had a brain and used it.
It was that as well as her shape made her
of more than average value to Joe Kles-
singer. in the selling of spring and fall and
winter models, both to in and out of town
trade. Someway a garment, once it was
slipped onto Gertie, got all tangled up with
that intangible something called * person-
alitv.” and produced an entirely different
effect from what it afterwards had on the
corporeal materialization ol — say  Mrs.
Packer, whose husband had made his for-
tune in lard. Gertie had a way of wearing
even her own belongings as if she enjoved
the job, rather than as though it bored her
or made her tired.

The preliminaries being as it were
simed, she decided she ought to notifly
Joev of the impending change in the per-
sonnel of his emplovees and her own man-
ner of living. She took herself to his office
and rapped.

“Come in'” Joev bawled, and when he
saw her: * Oh—how do vou do this morn-
in’. Miss Gertie? You're lookin’ sort of
rosy. Is vou happy or mad?”

Joev was old enough to say a thing like
that to a girl of nineteen, and he was also
partially bald.

Gertie had as a matter of fact been a
bit flushed over the nature of her errand,
and she became even more rosy vet. = I--
just wanted to tell you I'm leaving vou on
the first, Mr. Klessinger.” she said. “I'm
—going to—get married.”

Joey blinked. “ Well, well, now, Ger-
tie,” he declared, “ I'm sorry and — I'm
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glad. I'm sorry you is goin’ to leave us,
an’ I'm giad you is goin’ to be happy. And
—if any time, which nebic/ 1 ain’t sayin’
it should happen, you understand — you
should want a job again, you got one right
here any time you want it. So you're goin’
to get married? Well, well—somebody is
a lucky dog. I wish you both joy, Gertie,
from the bottom of my heart. You been
with us between two an’ three years—ain’t
it? I’ll tell the cashier to make vou out a
little check, for good luck.”

“ Oh, Mr. Klessinger!” Gertie exclaimed,
and because he was really old enough to
have been her father one and a half times,
she bent and kissed him on the bald spot.

Joey grinned. ' That tickled, Gertie,”
he said, ** An’—you ain't been usin’ lip
rouge, have vou, Gertie, because—my wife
is always watchin’ me, an’ askin’ me why
I don’t wash my head as well as my face.”

Gertie laughed, assured him her labial
salutation had left no trace, shook hands
with him and got herself out of his office.

And that evening, in the cloak-room,
where she had repaired to put on her hat
and coat before starting home, she noticed
the trace of tears on Minnie Andrew’s face.

Minnie was a maker. That is, she
helped to concoct the so-called * confec-
tions 7; it was Gertie's function to exhibit
to the trade. Gertie knew her bv sight,
and the nature of her emplovment, and
more than that, not much else.

But she was altogether too happy those
days idly to meet grief in a fellow mortal
without trying to learn its cause.

“What's the matter?” she asked, fol-
lowing Minnie into the hall outside the
cloak-room.

“I'm fired.” There was a dully resent-
jul note in Minnie’s voice.

Gertie eved her. The term Minnie had
used was one with which, as applying to
hersell. she was totally unfamiliar. But
she knew its meaning none the less.

“Tough luck,” she declared.

Minnie nodded. Her lips drooped. Once
more she threatcned to weep. ¢ It’s
worse'n that. T ain’t saved a cent, an’ I'm
back a week in my rent. If my landlady
gets wise that I've lost my job. she’ll throw
me out. I don’t know what to do.”
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Gertie considered. “ Ain’t you got auy’
maney?” she finally inquired. )

“ 1 will have after I get my time, but—
if T pay my rent—I won’t have -nuthin’
much left to live on.” ‘
« “Why'd they fire you?”
asked.

“ Oh—I pulled a boner—sewed a Jeft
sleeve in for a right, an’ the old cat—the
lorewoman, of course—hopped me, an’ I
wouldn’t take her lip. No lady would.
1'd oughter slapped her face, ’stead of talk-
in' back. You’d a thought I'd committed
murder, the way she raved.”

Gertie considered again. The whole
thing was as plain to her as though she
had witnessed it herself—a careless bit of
work, a reprimand, overly severe, perhaps
—an impulsive response. Her final judg-
ment took verbal form:

Miss Bain

“ Bunk! I know Adams. She’s a good
sort at heart. Go back an’ tell her you’re
sorry.”

* Apologize?” Minnie bridled. She was
a light-haired—one had almost said light-
headed—slip of a thing, with china-blue
eves. Retouched, her face would have
made a good magazine cover. Lots of
those things are drawn from models. “I'd
rather see her dead. She don’t need to
think she can bawl me out and get away
with it. 1 got some pride.”

Miss Bain {rowned. She might very
well have walked away then and left Min-
nie to recover her senses, if she could; but
she was simply too voung, too happy, too
iull of the wine of living.

. * Then come home with me,” she said .

on impulse. “ You can sleep in my room,
an’ vour money will go farther that way,
till you get another job.”

“.You mean that?” Minnie brightened.
She was ol the type easily cast down and
as readily picked up. ‘“Honest? Gee,
but vou’re good! I oughter land a job in-
side a few days at most, an’—I—TI'll pay
vou back, somehow. Where d'you live?
T’ll go over an’ sneak out what I can of my
ciothes an’ come up.”

Gertie gave her the address of her hoard-
ing-house and left her in the street. She
went home, explained matters to her land-
lady, and that night there was a new guest
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at table-—a little blond creature with a,
ready tongue, and an equally ready laugh.

And now please do not overlook the
opening paragraph of this account, where-
in is set lorth the changes time is wont to
affect.

That first night, Gertie introduced Mis
Andrews as her friend, and Terry included
her in an invitation to the movies, sitting
between the two girls, and dividing his at-
tentions between blonde and brunette with
an impartiality that frequently left him
speaking to Minnie about the time thar’
Gertrude made a remark.

“Terry’s a fine feller, T think,” Mis
Andrews announced when she and Gertie
reached their room, and were preparing to
retire.

“So do I. I'm going to marry him,”
Miss Bain agreed.
“ Gee!” Minnie giggled. ¢ Then you

won't have to work.”

“ Well—I wouldn’t say that.” Gertie
smiled and clasped her arms about her
knees. “ There's work enough in keeping
house, and—I suppose I'll have one or two
babies.”

“ What!” Miss Andrews widened her
china-blue eves, then blushed. “ My Gawd
—how you talk!”

“Why not?” Once more Gertie Bain
smiled. “I'm a woman, ain’t I? And
Terrv’s 2 man, Even the best families—
have families, don’t they®> My mother
had me, and yours had you, and Terry had
parents, of course. "What ’id you expect
me to have—a Pomeranian pup?”

‘Oh, well,”” Minnie shrugged. * Tl say
vou certainly have the luck. Some people
do. To-morrow I suppose I've got to hunt
a job.”

How hard she hunted it is really difficult
to say, but it is a fact of record that she
was still in a jobless condition at the end
of a week. In that particular there had been
no change. Nect, however, that time was
failing of its customary effect, but that the
thing was manifesting itself in a different
direction, to he exact.

Workless Miss Andrews may have re-
mained, but were one inclined to speak
paradoxically, he might write it down,
that in so far as Terry Sullivan was con-
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cerned, she had certainly been getting in
her work. Terry, even to a casual ohserv-
¢r, was on the fence.

Gertie, not being blind, was heartily sick
of her bargain in saddling herseli with a
non-supporting roommate, but had been as
vet unable to bring herself to the point of
throwing her into the street—the more as
nothing really overt had occurred. Still it
was rather in vain that she told herself
over and over that Terry was no more than
temporarily taken with a pretty face. She
couldn’t help noticing that he suddenly
seemed to lose interest in the subject of
dining-room sets and either green or rose-
colored rugs, when she broached such mat-
ters once or twice, and it filled her with a
vague unrest. A lot ol the sheer joy of
living went out of her demeanor in those
davs. The light it had waked in her eyes
burned less steadily than on the day she
had gone to tell Joey Klessinger she was
leaving. Sometimes it was actually cloud-
ed by doubt.

And as clouds generally presage a storm,
either physical or psychic—this one event-
ually broke.

Gertie, returning from work one evening,
found herself confronted by a penciled
note:

DeAR GERT:

I suppose when you read this right at firsl,
vou'll say I've played vou a dirty trick. But
Terry and I was meant for each other. He
s1y's 50, too, and that even if he was fond of
vou before he met me, it’s a lot Dbetter this
way than if he had found it out after it was
too late. We're going to he married this after-
noon, and fix up a fat. Comec and see us
afler you get over being mad at—

There followed an address. It was that
of the flat Gertie and Terry hac been look-
ing at for weeks—Decause all this happened
before the days when you didn’'t look at,
but for a flat—or put your name on a wait-
ing list—when things ran along in a sane
and normal [ashion, as some one may re-
member they did.

Only—Gertie was neither exactlv sane
or ncrmal after she read that note. She
sat down on the bed without even remov-
ing her hat. A strong and cruel hand
seemed gripping her heart. squeezing it, till
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it struggled ‘with one heavy throb on the

‘heels of another—till it strangled her for

breath.

Minnie and Terry were married. Terry
was taking her to “ their ” flat. She was
thrust aside, cast off, displaced by the girl
she had taken in and sought to befriend
when she was jobless, practically homeless,
with no place to turn. Minnie had said
then she would repay her somehow, and—
she certainly had. She had taken Terry
from her with her baby [ace, her clinging-
vine ways, and she was going to live in the
flat Gertie had mentally furnished with the
imitation black walnut, set forth on a green
tapestry rug.

There was nothing of the clinging vine
about Miss Bain, and perhaps it was just
as well for her there was not. After a time
she realized that she was still wearing her
hat, and took it off. But she did not go
down to supper. That was too much. She
didn't feel up to facing what would need-
less amount to a battery of eyes. Instead,
she went over and opened a trunk. lifted
out certain things she had been collecting
againsl a future date—things she had
meant to wear the day she became Terry’s
wile, and alterwards. But now—-that was
all changed. Though Gertie didn’t think
of it that way at all—time had wrought its
effect. She shed a few tears over the bits
of crépe and lace and satiny ribbons, and
put them back.

The next day she changed her boarding-
house aiter she came from work. And the
next day alter that she went in to see Joey
Klessinger again. She stood very straight,
and there was a different look in her eyes
than on the former occasion—a little set
line about her mouth.

“ Mr. Klessinger,” she said, “ I've come
to tell vou I'm not going to get married
alter all.”

Joey was wise, and—human. He didn’t
ask questions. “ Well, well, Gertie,” he
declared, smiling, “ I'm glad of it. You're
a fine-lookin® girl, an’ you got brains. Now
vou wait a little an” you an’ I will have a
talk about something else.”

Gertie had no notion of what he meant,
and she didn’t find out for several months.
She went back and continued to exhibit
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herself in different Klessinger models, and
she kept scruptlously away from even the

neighborhood of the flat where Terry and.

Minnie had settled down, on Sundays or
in the evenings when she sometimes went
for a walk. For say what you will, Gertie
was changed, too, and she no longer cared
greatly for theaters, movies or dances in
those days—and even though some of the
vounger and unattached men in her new
boarding-house took notice and invited her
out for the evening on various occasions,
she generally refused.

Then one day Joey sent for her, and she
went to his office to find him smiling.

 Gertie,” he began, after he had invited
her to be seated, “ it is come time for that
little talk I told you we was goin’ to have
the last time you was in here. You see,
Gertie, it is like this. In Chicago is a
voung sciimaliel who owes me for a line of
goods, an’ he is about ready to go bank-
rupt, so I'm goin’ to butt him out, an’ I
got to have somebody to lock after my in-
terests,. So—I'm goin’ to send you out
there an’ put vou in charge of the sellin’
end of the business.”

“Mr. Klessinger!” Gertie exclaimed.
“Why—I never!” She was very much
surprised. This was the very last sort of

chance for which she had been looking in
her affairs, and it rather knocked her off
her feet for the moment.

“ Maybe you never did, but—you’re go-
in’ to now, Gertie.” Joey bheamed. “I
been watchin’ yvou, Gertie. You ain’t just
a wax figure for showin’ off clothes, you
ain’t. You got somethin’ in your head.
Nebich vou can sell clothes in Chicago, so
well as in N°Yark. You can build up this
here business an’ help me sell it out again
at a profit, maybe. This here young man
will stay on after I buy him out, an’ you
can sort of keep an eye on him also, Gertie,
an’ see he does what is right. It is a swell
chance for a hright young woman. Well,
Gertie, well?”

Gertie considered after she had got her
breath. 1t was a chance, indeed. To get
away—-{rom evervthing—f{rom this town,
and Terrv and Minnie, and their flat she
was always avoiding—to change everything
—step into a wholly new environment.
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~ I go,” she decided, “ of course. You
want me to put this place back on its feet,
and then vou’ll sell it?”

“Sure.” Joey nodded. “I ain’t in-
tendin’ to stay in the retail trade, you un-
derstand. Aber—I ain’t expectin’ to take
a loss if I can get somebody I can trust to
help me out.”

“Tll do it. Oh—DMr. Klessinger, I’ll do
it!”  Gertie stood up and took a rather
deep and somewhat unsteady breath. She
was a trifle flushed.

“ Good,” said Joey. “1I thought you
would. So then you will go next week, an’
—TI'll write this young businesser you're
coming.”

‘ All right,” Gertie agreed. “ And you
won’t be sorry. Oh—Mr. Klessinger!”
All at once she choked and bent down and
kissed him on the bald spot, just as she
had done months before.

Joey grinned. ¢ That tickled, Gertie,”
he caid. * But—it was a nice sort of tickle.
Maybe 1 shouldn’t send you to Chicago
after all — maybe I should keep you in
N’Yark if you’re going to act like that.”

For the first time in a long time Gertie
Bain laughed.

After that time passed. It is a way
time has. Gertie went to Chicago. She
took charge of the sales force of Arthur
Goelet’s defunct Smart Clothes Shop. First
she eleaned it out, and then she filled it
up. She injected ““ pep ” into its person-
nel and into Arthur himself. She found
him considerably depressed, as he might
be under the conditions, but he appeared
to find mitigating circumstances in the
situation after he and Gertie had met.

Time, vou see, was still on the job.

To tell the truth, Gertie didn’t pay much
attention to Arthur, however, right at first.
She was too busy—too much centered on
her job of unscrambling an egg and thereby
saving Joey’s liability out of Goelet’s
wreck. But she liked him well enough, and
after it began to be apparent that business
was picking up, there came a time when a
somewhat speculative light began to dwell
at intervals in her eves. It was inspired
by the recollection of Klessinger’s remark,
that aiter the Chicago business was back
on its feet, he meant to sell it out. More
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and more Gertie began to consider the-ad-
visability of buying it herself, provided
she could induce Joey to let her pav for it
out of the profits, as she thought she could.

Those profits were not to be disregarded
at the end of the first year. But oadly
enough Goelet was almost morose about it.

“ [ always knew the business was here,”
he said.

“ The trouble was you didn’t go after it
right,” Miss Bain declared.

“] can see that—now,”
sighed.

Gertie eyed him. His florid face was a
triffe flushed, and as he met her glance, he
blinked and ran his fingers through a mop
of almost tawny hair.

“ See here,” she said, “ I'm thinking of
buving the shop myself. Mr. Klessinger
wants to sell it, and—1'd rather use your
name, of course. Are you game to make
it a partnership, Mr. Goelet>”

“[ am. I'm willing to make it a part-
nership for life. Gertie-——why dou’t you
use my name if you want to? I've been
wanting to ask you to do it, but—I haven’t
had the nerve. You let me give you my
name and you use it all vou want to.”
Arthur grew still more red in the face, and
rather short of breath.

“ Why—Arthur!” Miss Bain exclaimed
—and—young Goelet not having as vet
developed a bald spot, she kissed him on
the mouth.

They sat down and wrote a letter to
Joey.

And Joey replied:

Mr. Goelet

Dear GERTIE:

Sure you can buy the shop. I been hoping
you would. Artie Goelet is a nice young fel-
low. I knew his father. Good luck.

The second vear showed a bigger profit
than the first. Gertle and Arthur’s flat
was furnished in genuine walnut Instead
of imitation, and the bedroom rug was the
color of roses. But Gertie was slill on the
job.

She was on it one day some two and a
half vears after she had left New York,
when the door opened and a somewhat
washed-out appearing blond woman came
in to apply for work in the alteration de-
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partment. There was something vaguely
familiar about her to Gertie, but she didn’t
exactly place her.

~Not so the newcomer. Her weary,
china-blue eves widened the moment she
confronted Mrs. Goelet, and she gasped a
startled recognition:

“ You—my Gawd!”

Gertie puckered her forehead. “T seem
to have seen you somewhere, my girl,” she
began.

And the other cut her short. “D’ye
mean you don’t make me?> Why—I was
Minnie Andrews. I—"

“Oh, yes.” Gertie nodded. “1I do re-
member you now. But— what are you
doing in Chicago?”

“I'm huntin’ work to keep myself an’
my baby—though if I'd knowed vou was
Mme. Goelet I wouldn’t have come in here,
of course.”

Gertie nodded again. Into her eyes
there crept a far-away look. They nar-
rowed. “ No—I suppose not. I've been
married [or over a year now. My hushand
and I own this place. But what’s the mat-

ter> Is Terry sick or something?”
“ That bum!” Minnie sniffed. ““ I don't
know and I don’t care.” She glanced

about her and suddenly went on: * Some
people sure do have the luck. T've had a
fierce time, myself. We hadn’t been mar-
ried six months before he was lampin’ every
swell-lookin’ jane he seen. An’ I wouldn’t
stand for that, of course. We fought like
cats and dogs, an’ then he up an’ leaves me
flat, just before my baby was born, an’ I
ain’t seen or heard from him since—damn
him.”

“Terry left you and the baby?”

“Sure,” Minnie said. And then her
whole expression altered, softened, grew
momentarily less tense.  But—say, Gert
—she’s awful cute. I ain’t sorry I got her
—on the level. She’s—a sort of reason to
keep on goin’.”

“ And you want work?”

“Want it? I got to have it. T want to
keep her with me. I don’t want to farm
her out in a ’sylum or somethin’. Honest
to Gawd, Gert, if you could see her—”

“Well—"” All at once Gertrude Goelet
appeared to make up her mind, “I've an
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jdea” Arthur and I can give you - emD]oy
ment if vou need jt.”

“You can?” Terry Sullivan's wife ques-
ticned in a somewhat striderit voice. * You
mean vou will—you’ll give me work, after
—aiter what I done? Honest, Gert—
vou're white clear through. You got a
geod heart—an’—I'll—I'll make it up to
vou somehow.”

“Don’t.” Gertrude Goelet staved her,

All at once the changes time had brought
about struck her, and struck her hard.
Minnie had indulged in a somewhat simi-
lar protestation on an occasion in the past
—-just before she took Terry Sullivan off
her hands. In that Minnie had literally
saved her from a fate that might otherwise
well have been hers. Thanks to her she
had made a lucky escape, was a happy
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wife, with a successful business, a duck of
2 home, and a husband who adored her.
She laughed. “ You don’t need to worry
about that. It’s all in the way vou look at
it, of course: but—considering what you've
told me, the way it looks to me, I already
owe vou a lot.”

“ Well—TI'll be darned!” An expression
of startled comprehension writhed its way
across Minnie's face.

“ And,” said Gertie, smiling, “ 1 always
try to pay my debts. Come on back 1
the work-room and we’ll see if you can tell
a left sleeve from a right.”

Had she been possessed of a working
knowledge of Latin, she might have added:
“Tempus omnia revelat” — time reveals,
makes all things plain.

As a matter of fact, it does.

U U

SWEET GIRL GRADUATE

HE has the knowledge that girls get in college,
Iinds everything in the bocks;
Lovely to gaze upon, she looks amaze upon
Ale, when T ask if she coouks.

She is the hoss of me as to philosophy;
“Hegel she thinks is immense,
And yet this she-scholar will spend a whole dollar
For goods that are worth thirty cents!

Bacteriology, Greek,
cite without hitch;

She can re

and psychology

But it is actual matter-o’-factual
Truth, that she can’t sew a stitch!

She would just dote upon having a vote

upon

Questions of civic finance;

Yet, what she best can do, ves, and with

zest can do,

Is to play tennis and dance.

Were she not charming, I'd think most

alarming

A learning so largely ideal:

But some one will marry her,

and he will carry her

Into the realm of the real.

Then college theory

straightway will flee, or he

Is for a man an apology:
And all her learning to solid use turning

Will make good ( perliaps) every *

ology
George Jay Smith.
4 A
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PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

HILT traveling up the Nile. Ross. an American, hecame acquainted with Professor S. Tohias

Jonas. an elder)y instructor in an American Jewish theological colleze, but at heart an

adventurer, who was in LEgypt to scarch for the sacred seven-branched candlestick of the
Jews, which from cerlain inscriptions he thought 1o have heen laken to Lgvpt for safe-keeping
alter the destruction of the temple by the Romans. Jonas was accompanied by Arminius, a
villaineus guide; and aboard the boat was Mme. Nataiie Caraman, the heauliful Lnglish mistress
of a Russian adventurer, Doigourollski, known as the ** King Maker,” who had faded into obscurity
after the death of Menclek., Emperor of Abyssinia. Ross saved the hife of an Arab traveler when
Mme. Caraman. disguised, tried to assassinate him. Later this man cscaped from the hoat.

On reaching Khartum. Professor Jonas disappezred, and while searching for him Ross met
1 white girl, apparentiy an escaped slave. who asked his help and said that she had missed the
way she should have taken {o meet  Ras Abouna.” lLater she was drageed into a house, and
Ross. following, saw Mme. Caraman beating a mule with a whip: he also found Professor Jonas,
who had bheen tuken to the house by Arminius, who told him that it was a hotel. Together they
escaped, but could nol rescue the girl, Luter Ross learned that the house was occupied by the
Hizh Priest Amos: and suspected that Mme. Caraman was engaged in a plot to obtain some
informuation in connection with treasure from Prolessor Yonas. Ross ioined with Jonas in an
espedition to find the seven-bronched candlestick, and they took passage up the Blue Nile to
Bahr-el-Azrek.

On the hoat were a couple supposed 1o Lie a sheik and his bride, but when the bride tried to
kil him, Ross discovered that she was Lillith. the <irl he had tricd to heln. who had been forced
tn the act.  After @ fight he and Jonas and the girl escaped from the boat and were rescued by
the traveler whose life Ross had suved. who was Ras Abouna. a prince of Abyssinia, who had led
the revolt aguinst Meanclek. They staried for Thoth. When Ross spoke to Lillith of love, and of
resiorine her 1o her people, she repeated an old cath and said: ~ This is mine until T have avenged
my father’s murder.” .

Near a pass in the mountains they ‘were attacked by black warriors led Dy Mme. Carawan,
and all but Abouvna- who had gone for help—captured. Ross was left to die by torture, but was
resceed by a deai and dembh man. whe 2uided him 1o St. Michael's Sanctuary, where he heard
Mie. Caraman successfully tempt Dolzouroiiski-—who was living a hermic life-—to again sel foot
on the vath of ambition.

As they Jeft the sanctuary they were attacked. but Delxourefiski and Mme. Caraman escaped.
The atvacking troops were led by Ras Abouni.

CHAPTER XV, me. and T could not break it, even with
you.
“Now I can gpeak. [ am truly Ras
I placed his hand across his lips in  Abouna. and heir to the throne of Judah,
salutation. 1 am Ras Abhouna,” which you call Abyssinia.
he answered. * Because I have T am the lawful heir, for my father was
lived long in exile, surrounded by spies and the first-born son of King John. He was
enemies, the habit of concealment was upon  slain by Menelek in battle. 1 fought for
This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for May 7,
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what was mine. My little army, fighting
against ten times its number, led by that
otd jackal whom they called the Lion of
Thoth, clove its way through them into the
mountains.

“T was treacherously betrayed by the
jackal’s mate, the foreign woman. 1 was
tortured in prison. 1 escaped her. Now
fortune has joined the issues again, and this
time T win or die.

“T1 have come back,” he continued.
throwing up his arms with a gesture so in-
stinct with majesty that I looked at him,
as astounded at the transformation of the
Abvssinians who had gathered about me.
“1 have three hundred of my followers
here. and thousands more are waiting for
my call.

“ [ seek the throne that is mine, but
first T seek the city of Thoth and what lies
hidden in Thoth, for the secret is now to be
laid bare, according to an old prophecy.
and truly it has been said that he who holds
the secret of what lies in Thoth holds sway
over judah.

* Here is the nest of that traitor Amos
and his hlack priests, who guard the sacred
treasures. Now it is his intention to de-
liver them to the jackal, who has broken
sanctuary. And therefore it is my intention
to demand a parley with him, and force
him to deliver them to me.

* And asg for the Jackal of Thoth, wheth-
er this sanctuary be made by God or devil,
I swear to tear him from it and hang him
in Adis Ababa for his crimes against this
land.”

“You know why I have come here, O
Ras?" I asked.

“ Ave,” he answered. ‘ Have no fear
for the old man, vour friend. But as for
the maiden, finding her, you may well wish
that you had never come upon so perilous
an undertaking. ~ But how did you escape
from Dar Fok—for I learned the manmner
of the death that was planned for vou?’ he
continued.

Thereupon I told him of the tongueless
man, and how I had seen him in Amos’s
house in Khartum, when Natalie drove him
out with the lash. He listened in apparent
indifference, but I fancied he was more in-
terested than he was willing to acknowledge,
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and, when I had finished, I asked him if he
knew who the man was. :

“ Aye, my friend, I have heard of him,";
he answered. ‘* One of those touched by
God, and therefore feared by the Bedouin
and unmolested. There are many such in
these deserts.”

* And why does he hate Dolgourofiski?” ;
I asked. j

Ras Abouna’s face darkened. ** The old
jackal has tortured many men in his day,"
he replied. * Come, my friend, ride back
with me to my camp, for at noon I intend
to approach Amos upon a mission of em-
bassy.”

One of the Abyssinians brought me the
mount of one of the two dead men. which
was only slightly injured. The other, which
had heen fearfully gashed across the throat,
was put out of its suffering. and, carrying
the bodies of the slain, we rode back to
Abouna's encampment.

It was a well-armed little force that he
had mustered. In addition to our cavalty
troop, there were two hundred trained in-
fantry, some with breastplates, and all
wearing twenty-five or thirty vards of thick
cotton material wound about the body, and
calculated to stop the strongest spear-
thrust.

Some carried spears, and all had swords,
and the little round Abyssinian shield.
Most of them were as fair as Ras Abouna
himself, being, in fact, of the dominant race
and tried legionaries, who had fought under
their leader in former wars.

The remaining soldiers were of little
value, consisting of a miscellany of fuzzy-
haired Somalis, armed with long spears, and
nearly naked, and Gallas, savages famous
for their habit of cutting their steaks from
the living animal, a process which I was
fortunate enough not to see. They were the
camp-followers and guardians.

A square tent with a pennon flying, lo-
cated in the midst of the black goatskin
tents of the warriors, showed me Abouna’s
headquarters. We dismounted before it.
and he made me enter, and, after a meal
had been served, to which I did ample jus-
tice, he told me of his plans.

There were already some half-dozen can-
didates in the field, princelings of Shoa,
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. Tigre, and Amhara, and in the confused
“state of the internal politics of Abyssinia
it was only too probable that the adven-
turer Dolgouroffski; by his own prestige,
would succeed in seizing the secat of gov-
' gmment at Adis Ababa and making the at-
tempt to dislodge him difficult.

It was therefore Abouna’s intention to
demand that the castle of Thoth be turned
over to him, when, with the aid of Profes-
sor Jonas, he would possess himself of the
treasures and royal insignia, which would
mite the whole country under him.

“ And further,” he added, looking at me
-with a shrewd smile, “ since I have no wife,
it is my purpose to wed the maiden Lil-
lith, whom they call Queen of Sheba; for,
apart from the political advantage of this
step, I found her very fair in the desert.
Did not you, O my friend?”

The revelation that Liilith was herself
none other than the mysterious queen, was
half-forgotten in the revulsion of feeling
that his words occasioned in me. And yet,
to do myself justice, I believe this was less
on my cwn account than on hers. Tor to
restore Lillith to her own people had be-
come more in my eyes, a stronger hope,
than making her mine.

Ras Abouna, who had been reading my
face, laughed, and clapped his hand on my
shoulder

“When princes choose their brides, oth-
ers must step aside,” he said, not boastful-
ly, but with perfect sincerity. “I know
that vou desire this maiden. Nevertheless,
think how many more there are in your own
country, and the loss will be forgotten in
the henors that shall be yours when I am
emperor in Adis Ababa.”

He dismissed the subject. T could see
he did not calculate on any permanent re-
sentment on my part, and sat chatting on
the subject of his hopes and ambitions for
an hour longer. Then, excusing himself, he
left me to my meditations, while he went to
issue orders to his forces.

My meditations were not pleasant ones.
Yet. with the immediate hope of meeting
Lillith and the professor, I managed to dis-
miss fears for the future. In the middle
of them a servant entered bearing robes and
a curious contrivance with the hilt of a
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sword,
coiled.

“ Gifts from the Negus Negasti,
said the servant,
drew.

Ras Abouna had lost no time in assum-
ing the title of Emperor of Abyssinia-—lit-
erally, Lord of Lords!

The point of the spring was he]d in a
catch. T urlocked it, wondering what it
was. Instantly, with a clear, bell-like note,
it straightened into a slender, tapering
sword, of exquisite workmanship, flexible,
supple, and vet tempered, as I could see,
to the hardiness of a diamond.

Marveling at it, T put on the cailis and

resembling a huge watch-spring,

lord,”
salaaming as he with-

the long body-roll of cotton, slung the

sword by its rings and strap bencath my
arm, in the Abyssinian fashion, and cov-
ered myself last with a splendid quarry of
vellow silk, edged with some white fur like
ermine. There was no hat, for the Chris-
tian goes bareheaded, and my hair, grown
somewhat long, tempered the fierce heat of
the Abyssinian sun.

I had just finished robing when Abouna
came into the tent. ,

“ Did my humble gifts please you?” he
asked, smiling. “ Truly, you look bom to
play the part.”

I thanked him warmly and expressed my
admiration, particularly of the sword.

“ Aye,” he answered gravely, ““it is of
ancient workmanship, and has been worn
by many an «affa negus before you through-
out the centuries.”

It was then that I caught his meaning.
The robes, the sword, were the insignia
of the Chief Justice, known as the afie
negus, or * Breath of the Emperor.” Ras
Abouna considered that my acceptance of
the gifts had bound me to his cause.

“ Ccme, friend,” he added, “ for time
passes, and we must be in Thoth by late
afterncen, either by the grace of Amos or
without it."”

e went outside the tent. Abouna’s lit-
tle force. except the camp-followers, who
were left in charge of the tents, was al-
ready marshalled, in full array, and carry-
ing their bags of teff flour and dried ante-
lope meat over their shoulders.

We mounted, rode to the head of the
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troop that awaited us, and set ofl past the
church and up the steep handle. TLooking
down as I rode, I could see the glint of
black, stagnant water, an immense distance
down the rim of the bowl. Before me the
umba’s polished sides rose, even more
smooth and flawless than theyv appeared on
the preceding night. The conical mountain
now resembled a huge egg in an egg-cup,
and nothing but volcanic action could have
created it.

As we neared the summit of the crest
Abouna halted his men, and ordered them
to aline, to pe prepared for any sudden
assault by a force concealed beyond.
There was a moment of suspense: then the
crest was surmounted, and we found our-
selves looking down a gentle slope toward
a drawbridge that spanned the gulf, and
led into a path winding within the very
heart of the mountain.

But the drawbridge was down, and the
gate raised and held back by heavy hempen
cables. As we approached it a strange pro-
cession advanced out of the depths be-
vond.

[t consisted of five hlack priests. all at-
tired in long robes of the same color. The
foremost held a large white flag, which he
waved solicitously before us.

Ras Abouna gave the-eommand, and we
trotted down the incline, forming column
before the bridge. The leading priest ad-
vanced and spoke in Amharic. Abouna
listened, nodded, and turned to me.

** He says Thoth is a sanctuary, and un-
guarded,” he remarked. * The High Priest
Amos welcomes us.  Well, we shall see!”

Crossing the bridge, we left a picket of
half a dozen men there and, dismounting,
followed the priests within the mountain.
They took down flaming pine torches from
the walls, and led the way, lighting the
gloom, while we walked warily, our reins
in the left hand, our swords, unsheathed. in
the right.

The cavernous ways through which we
passed seemed carved out of the solid rock.
Great stalactites hung from the roof, which
was high overhead, and the path wound like
the labyrinth of a maze. At intervals we
saw other passages to right and left.

Presently 1 realized that we were lost
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within the mountain. 1
Abouna, who nodded.

“1 should have posted guards at the’
crossways,” he acknowledged. ‘ However, 1
we must go on. These men will hardly play{
their lives against our own.”

At a short command from him, the oldJ
priests were forced to link their hands each |
within the bridle reins of one of our leading
troop. They offered no protest at this. .

The path wound round and round, once
or twice. T suspected. coubling upon itself.’
In the light of the flares I saw that Ras
Abouna’s face had grown very thoughtful,
And I think it was pride, rather than pol
icy, which forbade him to demand that we
be guided back. 1 began to be consciots |
of a faint smell of sulfur. or naphtha.

At last, when it seemed that the labyrinth i
would never end. there came the gleam of |
daylight ahead. Tt brightened, the cavem !
fell away, disclosing the most amazing
scene that one could have imagined.

We emerged into a vast hollow within
the heart of the amba, whose towering sides
surrounded It in an almost perfect circle,
Again it was evident that this was of vol-
canic origin: this was, in fact. the crater
itself, the subsidence of the glowing, molten
mass of lava hardening into the smooth
surface of a lake. But on this fertile lava
soil, along which ran a rivulet, bordered
with date-palms, a fairv garden grew.

The yellow spheres of ripening oranges
and lemons gleamed through the dark-
green leaves, scented with luxurious blos-
soms. Red figs and mulberries lay every-
where beneath their trees, upon the velvety
sward. Vast borders of jasmine, eglantine,
and flowering pomegranates ran in a tangle
surpassing any gardener’s art. And in the’
center rose a splendid palace.

No wonder that, emerging out of the
tunnel, dusty and blinking at the sunlight,
we stopped in amazement.

T saw Abouna cross himself. * This is
no work of human hands.” he whispered.
“ This is the Land of Sorcery, of which I
have heard whispers. though no living man
has penetrated those labyrinths and re-
turned. May we be not as they'

“This is the magic temple of the ac-
cursed Falashas. who are neither Jews nor

whispered 1
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{ Christians, nor honest Moslems either.
i~They are the ancient gods of this land whom
F these black folks worship, those who in-
" habit the mountains and bring plague and
¢ devastation upon all.”

With a simultaneous gesture the five old
¢ men extinguished their torches. Suddenly,
Lout of the distance, shrilled the music of
rombiltas, the Abyssinian pipes, but sweet
tand soit as any pipes of Pan. And then,
{ advancing through the glades, barefooted,
. dressed in long robes of white, with gar-
‘lands in their hair, came a bevy of maid-
ens.

They were as black as the priests them-
selves, vet not negroid, though the Falasha
.had a strong negroid admixture. Their
_straight black hair was bound at the neck
“with colored ribands, and flowed down their
backs. their bodies swayed in rhythmic uni-
son to their pipes, and, tripping before us,
they led the way toward the palace.

The building was of the porous lava,
giving it a soft, gray color and an effect of
Jindescribable lightness; it seemed like a
fairy structure, floating among the intense
green of the trees, and yet it must have been
rooted deep in the solid rock. For the mas-
sive pile spread fanwise in all directions
from a great central dome, capable of hous-
ing as many persons as one of our mam-
moth hotels.

I perceived, too, that, though the ground
bad seemed level, there was actually a gen-
tle dip toward the center, and the central
hall of the palace stood in the exact center
of the circular lake of lava stone.

Before the palace stood a single pillar,
perhaps fifty feet in height, shaped like an
obelisk.,

T looked spellbound at the beauty of
Amos's habitation, and somehow I, too, had
the same sense of evil as Abouna, and,
though she was so near, Lillith seemed in-
finitelv {ar away.

The trees fell away some distance be-
fore the palace entrance, which consisted
of a series of seven broad, wide steps, and
a platform in front of two great swinging
doors of precious wood. Halting at the
foot of the steps, Abouna ordered off a de-
tail to take the horses to drink at the rivu-
let, and graze upon a stretch of level
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meadow, and, gathering the rest of his
body-guard into files, strode on beside me
toward the entrance doors, in the wake of
the priests and priestesses.

These latter, preceding us, filled the air
with the soft music of their pipes. The
moment that the doors, closing behind us,
cut off the hard sunlight, we seemed
plunged into profound darkness.

Then a curtain of heavy wool was drawn
aside, and we saw that we were upon the
threshold of the temple, which was just
discernible as a vast vault of gloom, save
for the heart of it, where a strange nether
ilumination lit the faces of the few about
the altar. There was the sense of a multi-
tude within the temple, but it was impos-
sible to discern how many of them there
were, or to see anything but a chiaroscuro
of shifting forms and patterns.

We stopped, and I saw Abouna run his
left hand along the rings of his sword-
strap. But, if treachery was meditated,
there were no present signs of it. I began
to see more clearly the altar and the figures
about it, and I became conscious once more
of the naphtha odor, more strong than in
the labyrinth.

In the center of the vast place was a
great throne, set high atop a flight of cir-

_cular stairs, and between the legs of some

enormous monster of stone, whose leering
face grinned at us from the very vault of
the roof. At the foot of these stairs was
another throne, about which the priests and
priestesses were grouped.

On this sat the High Priest Amos, wear-
ing his breastplate, with the gems flashing
through the gloom. Now green, now blue,
now ruby, now gold, now violet, and now a
prismatic blend of color, they flashed,
twinkling, scintillating, till his breast
seemed fringed with lambent flames. The
cascade of white beard tumbled about his
throat, and he neither turned his head nor
stirred in his place as we entered.

At his feet, among the priests, stood an-
other old man, wearing long robes of white,
It was Prefessor Jonas.

As he approached the throne and halted
a few feet away he looked at me, but made
no sign of recognition. But I had no eves
for him. Tor, in the great throne under
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the belly of the monster, robed all in white,
with a gold circlet about her forehead, was
Lillith.

CHAPTER XVI.

A PROPHECY.

ND she, too, looked at me vacantly.
and there was no recognition in her
eves. But I soon perceived that they

were fixed so that the eyes seemed to re-
gard v all and vet saw none, as the eves
in a picture.

Thus we stood, and not a word ol wel-
come was spoken until Ras Abouna placed
his hand across his lips and addressed
Amos.

“ O all-seeing one, as they call vou.”
he began. * if vou are also all-hearing. vou
know why we have come here.”

~ Aye, I know why you have come here.
Ras Abouna.” answered the high priest in
monotonous accents.

He did not stir as the mechanical voice
rumbled from his lips. Rather to my as-
tonishment, I found myself able to follow
the Geez in which the conversation was
conducted—Jargely because Geez. Aramic.
and Arabic, which last T understood well,
have a common origin. =~

* So many men, and but one motive,”
continued Amos, as if a very tired old man
was speaking. ‘“ One has the lust of gold,
one of women, but all of dominion. These
things are shadows that pass away.

 Nevertheless, because I knew your de-
sire, I had you conducted hither, O great
Ras who would be called Negus of Judah.
Moreover, I know your suspicions.”

* Aye, high priest,” said Abouna eagerly.
¢ Surely, had they not been well founded, I
had not come to invade your sanctuary!™

“ They are baseless, Abouna. Ever since
Sheba went unto Solomon this sanctuary
has been for those who hold themselves
aloof from worldly things.”

* Yet it has been told me that you plan
to deliver the sacred treasures to mine ene-
mies, O high priest,” said Abouna. * And.
as yvou know, I am she lawful heir to this
Empire of Judah.”

At this a scornful mocking broke out
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from somewhere in the darkness about the
throne. Ras Abouna scowled angrily: 1
tried to discover whence it came, but could
see nothing.

“T am an old man. Ras Abouna, and
past the age of judgment. 1 desire nothing
on earth. The treasures are in God’s keep-
ing. Who has found them since they were
sealed by the craft of Solomen?™

Ras Abouna turned toward Professor
Jonasz. * Here is one who can find them,”
he said fiercelv. * Plav with me no longer.
O all-seeing. for assuredly my memories of
exile are bitter ones.”

As he spoke he ran his hand along the
sword-rings under his arm again. and his
face quivered at the thoughts that coursed
through his mind.

“ Bring me no threats. Abouna.™ said the
old man in mild rebuke. ** No blood may
lawfully be shed within this sanctuary of
Thoth. else would a hundred thousand
swords leap from their scabbards at my
command. 2

** Therefore was the labyrinth made, that
violent men should never profane the treas-
ures of Judah. As for this old. wise man,
I know nothing of him, save that he
sought sanctuary at my gates, together with
the Holy Sheba, whom evil emissaries had
lured away.”

Ras Abouna strode forward and raised
his arms.

“* Play with me no longer, all-seeing,” he
said fiercely. * Hear my words! These
treasures must be mine, or I will pull down
this palace about your ears, and take vour
priests for slaves, and vour maidens for
my warriors, and blot out the memory of
your foul witchcraft from the land!

** For well we know that it is neither the
God of the Christians, nor of the Yehudin,
nor of Mahmoud, to whom you pray, but
the evil jinn of fire who raised up this
paradise of fire for vou. And if, as you
say, the site of the treasures is indeed not
known to you. then place this old, wise
man at my disposal. that he may discover
them.”

FFor a few momerts the inscrutable eyes
of the black priest met Abouna's in silent
match. Then Amos bowed his head.

“1f indeed vou are the lawful ruler of
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this land,” he quavered, “ and would bring
God’s curse upon you, seek the treasures in
your own way!” b

At the words a shout of ringing triumph
was raised by the men-at-arms behind us.
Abouna smiled in triumph.

* Assuredly 1 do not fear the curses of
vour god,” he answered. *‘ Be it so, then.
To-morrow, with the aid of this wise man,
we shall seelk the treasures, and, having
found tkem. trouble you no more.”

* Ave, and to-day, being the last of
pagman, before the opening of the Mas-
karran month, we have prepared a feast,”
answered the high priest. “ And e have
made places for vou at our banquet, know-
ing that vou would come.”

“ S0 be it, all-seeing: but know you how
we depart?” asked Abouna.

“ That shall be shown,” returned Amos,
rising slowly out of his throne.

The old, hlack figure was awesome in its
dignity, in the strange setting. I was sure
now that there was a multitude of specta-
tors in the darkness. I seemed to feel their
hate hurn in me. I saw that a certain su-
perstitious dread had descended on Abouna,
for all the bravado of his voice.

The high priest turned toward the throne
on which Lillith was seated. 1 noticed that
she had not stirred a muscle since we en-
tered, but sat as if in some cataleptic
trance. .

Slowly the old man raised his hands
above his head and extended his arms to-
ward her.

O hely queen,” he chanted, * Sheba,
spcuse of Solomon of Judah, Sheba the un-
dving, keeper of the treasures, thou hast
heard the question of the great Ras
Abcuna, Lord of Kaffa, who hath come
hither to iearn of thee, and to take that
which thou guardest and must restore only
to bim who hath laid on him the restoration
of Ziom.

* How shall lie depart? Answer him, by
the prophecy of her who never sleepeth, hut
liveth with thec incarnate!”

And the voice that came from Lillith’s
threzt in answer filled me with awful fear.
For ii was the voice of a very aged woman,
piping and thin with years and yet sweet
and piain and clear.

“zeek mor
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T have seen the phenomena of * posses-
sion”” and ‘‘speaking with tongues ™ at
Spiritualistic séances, and I believe, as
most investigators do, that, though the in-
terpretation may be faulty, there is a gen-
uine residue of fact beneath the frequent
fraud. And I knew that these modern phe-
nomena of our civilized races are as old as
time, and common among the Abyssinians,
as among nearly all primitive races.

It was not the weirdness of the voice
within the gloem of the great temple that
made me chiver, nor vet the sight of Lillith,
entranced and rigid there under the contrcl
of the old black magician.

It was the tones of the voice, the perscn-
ality that seemed to emanate from the wo-
man I loved, for it was the heart of all
the evil in that place of devilish beauty.
Lillith stood up, stiff as a marhle statue,
one hand upon an arm of the throne, one
hand groping in the air toward me. That
hand seemed the only part of her that was
alive, as if herself was concentrated in it,
and the rest of her body in the grip of the
evil thing that spoke from her throat.

“We have heard,” she shrilled. * \We
have heard, and we answer not only the
great Ras Abouna of Kaffa, but all others
who seek the treasures of Sheba. For many
have come here in all the times that have
passed since Sheba went unto Solomon, and
sought, and found not, and their bones
strew the haunted ways.” )

Almost the very words that Professor Jo-
nas had quoted to me from the Talmud:

* They have sought and never found,”
she shrilled, * for it was the curse laid upon
them that their quest should produce, not
eold, nor jewels, but only envy and strife
and bloodshed, uniil the day of Zion's lib-
eration dawneth.

“ Thus, then, we proplesy. We answer
Lenjamin, the great Ras of Tigre. For he
shatl seek and never find. And we answer
Amaiek, Ras of Amhara. He shall neither
find. And we answer Mangashe,
the Ras of Shoa and the high Kafian
lands--"

I saw Abouna start and quiver, and
strain his eves upon the speaker.

" The Ras Mangashe shall find not what
he seeks. but what he doth not seek,” the
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voice went on in bitter mockery. * And
we also answer Abouna, the great Ras of
Kaffa, for he shall find and seek, and, what
he seeks, that he shall find.”

A heavy sigh broke from Abouna’s lips,
and 1 saw the sweat was streaming down
his face. _

“ Ave, and as for these lesser ones who
seek, they too shall And, yet not as Ras
Abouna findeth!” shrilled the girl from the
high throne. * They shall find those who
came upon this quest before them, and
thev shall learn of them. They shall de-
part accursed, hecause they would rob
Sheba’s sanctuary.”

And she sank back into her throne. At
that moment the stench of the naphtha
seemed to fill the temple. The priestesses
ran up the steps of the throne and raised
the girl to her feet. 1 saw them holding
her as she lay rigid in their arms. her own
outstretched, her body rigid.

Up rose old Amos. O Ras Abouna,
vou have sought and learned,” he said.
¢ Surely the prophecy was pleasing to vou?
Now, therefore, will you not put aside all
thoughts of violence and bloodshed, and
feast with us and our company, and after-
ward take possession of what is vours?”

Abouna swung toward him. * A play for
children, this prophecy of vours, Amos!™ he
cried. ¢ Think you to entrap or turn me
from my purpose by such plav-acting??
Why, I have seen better mimics playing
for travelers on the Adis Ababa road!

“And vet, I think, your player forgot
her prompting, for surely her prophecy was
pleasing. Now, since I have Christian men
who [ear neither vou nor your devils, lay
aside vour own thoughts of treachery, put
away vour feast. and conduct me to the
treasures immediately.”

“ Aye?” answered Amos, with devilish
scorn,  And he said no further word, but
swept his arm with a swift gesture across
the hall. And suddenly. from great win-
dows -on either side of the building, heavy
curtaing were drawn aside. And T saw that
the temple was packed with Dands of
amed., «ilent men, drawn up in companies,
facing us all about and straining like hounds
upon a leash toward us.

The flood of light stunned me lor the

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

moment, and the whole picture was tenzely
dramatic in its suspense, which dissolved,
breaking the tableau into a thousand pieces
as the armed multitude clapped hands upon
their swords and surged down on us, baying
and uttering ferocious war-cries.

With an answering shout Abouna’s men
formed aboutl us, drew their own blades,
and resolved themselves into an impene-
trable phalanx, facing four-square. One
moment the oncomingz forces seemed to
hesitate: the next they were beating against
our barrier of swords. and blade clashed
upon shield and struck fire from blade.

But before a mortal wound had been in-
flicted a great shout went up, and from
the ranks facing Abouna there sprang forth
a keen, lithe warrior, with a fierce, hawk-
like face, a gold circlet on his head, buck-
ler on arm, and sword in hand.

“Back!” he shouted to ‘his followers.
“Surely it may not be said that Ras
Amalek needed more men than Ras Abou-
na’s to overcome him. Come, fight with
me, O traitor and imposter, and spare your
men from slaughter!™ he added to Abouna.
“If you be he whom you claim to be, and
not the impostor whom vou are declared
to be, remember how I unhorsed vou on
Axum’s field. that day of Menelek’s battle,
when, with the Lion of Thoth to lead us,
we drove your poor sheep along the moun-
tain roads. Do you remember me?"

Ras Abouna strode forward to the front
line of his men. “ Aye, I remember you,”
he answered, * who pledged yourself to
fight for me, King John's son and your law-
ful lord, and turned traitor upon the field of
battle. Aye. I remember you, Amalek the
traitor!”

Each word of his enemy seemed to lash
Abouna to the heart. He trembled, quiv-
ered, snorted like a whipped steed as he
faced hix old enemy within the temple. The
memories that seemed to bind him to the
past, as Dolgourofiski and the tongueless
man, must have heen bitter and remorse-

Tess.

* Ave, Ras Amalek. traitor of Shoa,” he
shouted, * truly the priestess prophesied o!
vou that you shall neither seek nor find.
Thus T answer vou' ™

He swept his men aside, and, as Ras
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Aimalek rushed at him with his sword raised
high above the left shoulder to cut him
down, he flung his left arm upward, re-
ceived a blow that clove the metal as if it
had been wood, and, with a mighty stroke,
shore Ras Amalek’s head clean from the
trunk.

The head, stili wearing the ironic and
contemptuous sneer, rolled to the Boor. The
headless trunk tottered and fell forward, the
fingers which held the sword-hilt still quiv-
ering.

The Shoans raised a shout of terror and
recoiled. And, like a coiled spring, our pha-
lanx leaned toward them, ready to unloose
itsell.

But the clash never came. For as the
retreating Shoans became mingled among
another body of troops that menaced us
irom one flank, I heard a cry. and a tall
chief with a short black beard strode for-
ward alone, looked into Abouna’s face, and
suddenly cast down his sword and clasped
him in his arms. )

My brother,” he cried, " do you not
know Mangashe, Ras of Kalffa, who fought
beside you in the wars against Menelek,
and was ever vour true servant? 1 hold
vour kingdom at your disposal, ruling it in
your name; yet at the first I thought you
an impostor, for all men said that you had
died.”

With a great cry Abouna let his sword
fall and returned his brother’s embrace.
And at this Mangashe's foliowers, who
numbered almost as many as ours, swung
about and alined themselves among our
men, while the rest drew back, scowling
and threatening, and recognizing that they
were no match for our united army.

From his throne Amos watched the
strange scene—kin recognizing kin, and
friends old friends, half mad with the joy
of the meeting, for Abouna’s followers had
led a hunted life for many vears far from
their own; while the other parties stood
back with scowling faces, handling their
two-edged swords.

Amos looked on with expressionless face,
and vet I understood what had occurred.
These were the rival princelings of Abys-
sinia, who had come to Thoth, perhaps on
the preceding day on the same quest, per-
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hap: at Amos's invitation; in either case to
fall upon Abouna’s forces, and so put one
competitor out of the way. Had the broth-
ers not met, it would have gone hard with
us.

Abouna turned to him. ¢ This blood
that has profaned your sanctuary is of your
shedding O high priest!” he cried, shaking
his sword.

Amos flung up his hands in deprecation.
“I am one among many; I am a lamb
among wolves! ™ he cried. T know noth-
ing of bloodshed. T am a holy man. Let
there be peace among vou.

*“ Take your treasures. you who can find
them, and go vour ways. To-night let there
be the Maskarram love-icast here! Until
then. take your solace in the gardens with-
out. But it is my wish that there be no
more slaying! ™

The rival leaders whispered to their fol-
Jowers. For a few moments it seemed
doubtiul what would happen. Then the
bands, watching one another narrowly, be-
gan to disperse toward the entrance. Out-
side. they formed into ranks. while slowly
Ras Amalek’s Amharans, chanting a dirge
and striking their swords upon their shields
in slow refrain, carried their dead leader’s
body into the center of the stretch of green
sward.

Branches were quickly torn from resi-
nous pine trees that grew upon the lower
slopes of the rocky wall, dead boughs were
gathered, and the structure of a great
funeral pyre was huilt.

Meanwhile two warriors, with a bow-
drill, were kindling fire in a heap of pith
and wood shavings. When all was in readi-
ness, the body of the fallen leader was
placed upon the structure, his sword in his
hand, and the casqued head against the
shoulders. Slowly the smoke curled up-
ward.

The Amharans sang their requiem, the
rest watching in silence. as if by customary
truce, until the leaping flames ascended, the
pyvre crumbled, and the fire died out in a
dull glow. A new leader began to move
among them, talking in low tones: it was
evident that Ras Amalek’s death would be
washed out in the blood of many, and only
the occasion was awaited. The sullen war-
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riors hardly stirred, and the sun sank lower
toward the wall of rock that iringed the
gardens.

CHAPTER NVIL
ARMINIUS,

L1 the while this weird scene was heing
enacted I had steed within the en-
trance to the temple. [ watched Lillith

heing fed down from her throne. Her {ace
was bloedless, and irom her automatic
movements I thought that she was still

entrancedd, but her eves. lighting on mine,
shot forth a glance of recogaition, and so
malignant, so full of hate, that I was
crushed by it. 1 stepped quickiy aside,
and she passed me, escorted her at-
tendant priestesses, and. entered an apart-
ment behind a hanging curtain in the rear
of the temple.

I was so downcast that the scene lost its
reality. I was no longer even sure of the
past. I half fancied that our adventures,
even my meeting with Professor Jonas, was
a mocking dream, born of my sufierings in
Dar ['ok Pass. And then, as I watched the
old man, I saw him make an almost imper-
ceptible gesture to me.

Amos had left the temple. and the pro-

fessor was lingering in the vicinity of the
great colcssus above the thrones. I went

tov.'a.rd him through the thinning throng,

¢ he led the way hehind the altar into a
\mml room, which looked. from the gar-
ments hdngmg on the walls, to be a robing-
room for the priests. When we were alone
he shut the door quickly.

*Thank God vou are safe. Ross!"” he
szid eagerly. f Amos doesn't know that
vet. nor did he recosnize you for a white
man In these robes of vours. I've got a
few minutes to tell you what I know.*

“hey've treated me well here. and, be-
cause 1 felt sure vou couidn’t have died—
vou remember what I told you atr Dar Fok?
—T smioothed vour path hy shewing Amos
the inscription frem the hase of the Wall of
Wailing in Jerusalem. and he thinks I'm
with him."

* He hadn't it. then®" T asked.

' He had it, Rosy, but he could not trans-
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late it. The priests had made up a transla-
tion for him. But it was all wrong. You
see, Assyriology iz a modern science, and
nobody could translate those arrow char-
acters until about fifty years ago. How-
ever, I've not been able to locate the second
part of it.

= Well,” he continued, * during my three
days here, hy feigning ignorance of Geez,
and only a passing acquaintance with Am-
haric, I've learned a good deal. Amos and
the Caraman woman hatched a plot in
Khartum to put all the rival chiefs out of
the way—probably on the very night when
we Dblundered into the house there.

“ The leading Rases were summonecd
here to advance their claims. It was be-
lieved that they would fall upon each other
and mutually destroy each other's power.
Then Dolgouroffski and the Caraman wo-
man would have a clear field for their en-
terprise.

* When Ras Abouna took the field--well,
he was merely an incident. The more Amos
gets into his trap the merrier. But when
Ras Mangashe recognized his brother and
joined forces with him, it gave the old devil
a shock. I don’t know what he’s planning
now, but we must be wary.

“Now, I haven’t been here long, but
I've used my wits, and I've learned a good
deal. In fact, the sage Tobit was con-
fronted with much the same situaticn in
the palace of the demon queen Astarte at
Baaibek.

“This place is an old volcano. The
throne in the temple is in the exact center
I’robably the first
devil whe built Thoth discovered that the
gas, which is forced out of the seething
rocks hencath, becomes sometimes ignited
and sometimes goes out, for they have a
way of illuminating the temple with it,
which I haven't found out.

* There must be a tiny cleft heneath the
throne, through which the gax filters. But
—vou've heard of the Delphic Oracle?”

“You mean—"

“You remember how the Greeks and
Romang. and all the ancient world, for the
matter of that. used to send emissaries to
copsult the oracle at Delphi in time of
national danger? It wasn't a fake. Tt con-
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sisted of a priestess who became possessed
by the god. according to popular belief,
when she sat upon her tripod over a certain
place from which a gaseous emanation rose.
Well, this is the same thing. That girl, Lil-
lith. was hypnotized by Amos, but she was
first rendered unconscious by -the influence
of the gas—not wholly <0, but enough to
make her responsive to his suggestions.”

With that T recalled Lillith’s words:
“ The smoke of the pit takes all memory
away.” And I vowed that T would see her
dead before me rather than forced to play
that role again.

“ That’s why the priests choose their
¢ Sheba * from among captives, and always
a girl of tender years. Do you see, Ross?
They first instil the legend into the childish
mind, until it takes firm hold. Then she is
ripe for the perturbation of their devilish
sway over the superstitious minds of the
natives. You know what that idol in the
temple is?” he continued. lowering his voice
involuntarily.

“ No.”

¢ Moloch!'™”

“ The god of human sacrifices?”

“Yes. But let us not speculate on what
is done there, Ross,” he answered. * These
are the gods for which Selomon turned aside
from the true worship. Theyv are the an-
cient devils of the Pheenicians. The whole
place is a nightmare of evil. And we must
get that girl out of this hell—and the treas-
ures too, if it can he done,” he ended
shrewdly.

“ There is little time for delay, for Amos
will put into execution whatever schemes he
has in mind at the earliest moment. Ar-
minius is here. I have plaved up to
him—"

And as he gpoke the door opened, and
Arminius entered. clothed in the robes of
one of the priests, and approached us, smil-
ing. a veritable maitre d'hotel. oilv. obse-
quious, unctuous, and all humility and con-
fidences.

“ 1 saw you in the temple. Mr. Ross,” he
hegan. * You didn't see me? Perhaps you
dlidn’t recognize me like thiz.” He pointed
to his robes and grinned. * But [ saw vou
come in here with the professor.

= Now we'll talk business. 1 know how
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vou got away from Dar Tok. and I want
vou to understand I hadn’t anything to do
with that affair. [ Jost my temper and
kicked vou, because of the trick you played
me in Khartum. I'm sorry—and we'll call
it square.

“We've got to. You'll agree that this is
no place for three civilized men like us.
Lord, T never dreamed what Caraman was
letting we in for! We've got to forget
the past and put our cards on the tahle.

*“I'm a prolessional dragoman. 1 don’t
care who becomes Emperor of Abyssinia. 1
don’t care whether it’'s Abouna, or whether
he has his head sliced off.

1 got in with the Caraman woman in
Cairo. T had a little hold over her for
something that happened in the past, and
I worked it. Who wouldn't have done?
And she promised me good pay to bring the
professor to Thoth,

~ 1 vielded. You see, I thought vou
were just a crazv loon, professor, and 1
madle it a bargain that you weren’t to come
to no harm. Then vou butted in. Mr.
Ross. and upset things considerably.”

He licked his thick lips and grinned,
quite unashamed, into my face. as if he had
explained everyvthing. ’

7 Well,” he continued, ““ when I got here
and found the thing was true, you might
have knocked me down with a feather. The
Caraman woman's party was chased by
Abouna’s men. We had just time to make
this place, and T was mighty glad not to
be cut up by those dirty Abyssinians

“ Caraman didn’t come; she had another
hand to plav. And T was damn glad to be

rid of her. You can imagine, Mr. Ross, 1
don’t fancy this husiness one bit. T ain’t
stuck on Mrs. Caraman, neither. 1 want
what’s in it. She hasn’t paid me. I want

what’s coming, and I want to get home to
Cairo.

“ Now, here’s what I’m driving at. Old
Amos thinks the professor here can find his
treasures for him. He’s planning some
dirty business. just as he planned to trap
Abouna here. but the professor’s safe
enough. and there’s nothing against you.
And they all know me.

" Professor Jonas here has got some sort
of clue. and we think the crazy girl has goi
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one, too. Between uz all we can puzzle

the thing out. We're three white men, Mr,
Ross, and we'll stand in together.

** The professor and I are agreed that to-
night, when the crowd’s drunk, we'll cap-
ture the crazy queen and make her come
with us. We want you, too, because yvoure
handy in trouble.

““Am I right or wrong, professor?” he
concluded, looking at Jonas, his head a lit-
tle on one side, his little eves surveying him
behind the ridge of his great nose.

“ That's about the size of it, Ross,” said
Professor Jonas. *“ We came here to get
the treasures and the candlestick, and we
mustn’t be sidetracked. We've zot to take
advantage of this situation and not get
mixed up in it. We've got our own hand
to play, as they've got theirs. and we don't
care what happens to that girl, or your
Abyssinian [riend either.”

CHAPTER XVIIIL
THE

STARED at the old man in consterna-

I tion. Was he speaking his feelings?
Had T entirely misconceived Professor

Jonas's character? It was true that he had
never appeared to me in the light of a
model of chivalry. Professor Jonas was
merely an unpractical dreamer, with an
extraordinary plucky streak in his nature,
but then again he had all the impulses of
a born adventurer. Still, there was no rea-
son why he should take kindly to my infat-
uation for Lillith. Even in my indignation
T cquld see a cerfain soundness in his atti-
tucle.

* I'my with you for the treasures, proles-
sor,” 1 answered,  but Lillith comes first,
and [ won't play falz¢ with Abouna. He
saved our lives, remember.”

“You saved hiz on board the steamer,”
he returncd. - That evens it.”

“Yes—if love and friendship are pur-
chasable and can be weighed.” T retorted.
T won't go back on him. And the girl
is more to us than the treasures. A human
soul is heavier than gold in God's scales,
professor.”

I had got thus far whes I saw Professor
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Jonas looking at me with a significant ex-
pression. Of a sudden I understood. He
had told me he was playing up to Arminius.
I had jorgotten that in my anger. I saw
Arminius scowling at me.

The professor saw that I understood, and
‘hastened to make peace. ‘ He’s with us,”
he said to the Levantine. “ Of course, we'll
do what we can for the girl, and we won't
play false with Abouna. DBut-—the treas-
ures first—eh, Mr, Arminius?”

*“ You're right, professor,” answered Ar-
minius, clapping him on the back, I
reckon our friend here understands, That
is settled, then. Il go with you, Mr,
Ross.”

He edged toward the door, and we went
out through the temple together. On the
way Arminius halted for a moment.

 We can count on you, Mr. Ross, e¢h?”
he asked, scowling at me under his heavy
evebrows.

I nodded, though it brought a lump into
my throat to do it, So he left me at the
temple doors. The sun had set; it was
growing dark with all the swiftness of the
low latitudes, and the pyre was glowing

somberly. 1 went to where Ras Abouna
stood with his brother. He beckoned to
me.

“T have told my brother of you, and
pledged your loyalty,” he said. “ Listen,
now, for we have made our plans, and we
must act more quickly than our enemies.
To-night, at the feast, we drink but Iittle,
and yet enough to disarm suspicion. When
all are drunk, and I give the signal, we
shall fall upon our enemies and put them to
the sword, being careful that neither Amos
nor the old, wise man, your friend, nor the
women, be injured. For, with their aid,
we shall make ourselves masters of Thoth
and its ireasures. RBut let that be no care
of vours, my affe ncgus——only sit on my
right hand at the banquet and watch war-
v

As he spoke the doors of the tempie,
which had been closed, were opened. The
priestesses appeared. their ambiltas to their
Jips,

Inside T saw that the great hall was
aglow with a white pillar of flame that
teaped from Lillith's throne,
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So startling was the scene that friends
and foes forgot their quarrels and their un-
ions, and ran toward the temples, all min-
gled together, and jostling and shouting
like schoolboys. But outxide the door their
leaders sprang before them and began to
assemble them.

Meanwhile, Abouna and Mangashe,
forming their men in ranks, pushed
through the Ambarans and Tigreans, and
our hosts moved down the hall, beating a
‘measured clanging with their swords upon
their shields.

Tables were set all down the great tem-
ple, with benches before them. At the head
of the longest, almost opposite the leaping
pillar of fire, were three places, with brass
dishes and drinking-horns mounted on silver
stands.

The central place was a throne--a device
of Amos’s to stir up a quarrel, doubtless.
Abouna seated himself in it, with Mangashe
upon his left, and signified to me to sit on
his right hand. Our men, foliowing, began
to cast down their shields, and to unstrap
their armor, keeping their swords under
their arms, however, as Ras Benjamin and
the new Amharan leader, Sebastie, led their
followers up the hall.

The two chiefs strode toward us, their
faces black as thunder, while their men
surged and pressed forward ominously be-
hind them. Ras Benjamin scowled at
Abouna.

“Who hath crowned thee emperor, that
thou shouldst sit in the seat of the over-
lord?” he demanded fiercely. “Am I a
dog, that I should suffer this humiliation
from one who was but now a hunted fox in
the mountains?”’

“ Nay, have yvou not warriors, equal in
number to mine and Mangashe’s?” an-
swered Abouna in bitter mockery. * For-
get not that Amalek of Amhara was brave
and of renown—nevertheless, he neither
sought nor found.”

Ras Benjamin clapped his hand upon
his sword-hilt with a furious gesture, and,
with a shout, our warriors sprang to their
feet, seizing their shields and brandishing
their swords. But Abouna never stirred
from where he sat, within easy thrust of
Benjamin’s sword: and. after an instant’s
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hesitation, Ras Benjamin swung on his heel
and stalked away to another table, followed
by his Tigreans, while Sebastie and the
Ambhara men did likewise.

The scene of that feast burned itself in
fire upon my brain. For on his throne, pre-
siding, vet never changing posture nor re-
garding any one, sat Amos, like an old
statue of an old, black god, his wrinkled,
carven face lit by the fire. Tt roared forth
from Lillith’s empty seat, a tongue of
whitest flame, smokeless, rising and falling
like a fountain, and making the whole in-
terior of the temple a glare of light, inten-
sifving a hundredfold the blackness of the
shadows,

Those shadows played in pantomimicry
upon the walls, like figures on a Greek
frieze, warriors gesticulating, challenging
each other, drinking, hacking the great
barons of beef and camel meat served by
the priestesses. And over all was the ring-
ing of shields, the ever rising uproar, and
the shouting, and the brooding, growing
sense of innumerable meditated treacheries,
all gathered up and dominated by the black,
silent form on Amos’s throne. It was hard
to guess how many dreams of rule were
born that night, how many schemes were
planned, how many hopes were destined to
perish.

In the midst of the tumult T was aware
that some one was at my side, twitching
at my sleeve. I looked up, to see Armin-
ius, wearing a white burncose. He leaned
toward me.

‘“Are vou about ready, Mr. Ross?” he
whispered. “ We’re going to try what I
spoke to vou about in a little while. These
ape-men will be killing each other in half an
hour; slip out behind the altar, and we’ll
be waiting for you.

“ We know where the mad queen sleeps,
and there’s only two women guarding her,
and an old black fellow. There’ll never be
a chance like this again. We can soon set-
tle them.”

He licked his thick lips in delight of
battle---the battle that suited him: two girls
and an old man.

I nodded. T had not the least intention
of abandoning Abouna, unless Lillith was
in imminent danger: but I thought Profes-
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sor Jonas had already prepared to answer
Mr. Arminius in the right way, and I was
following the lead that the professor had
given me.

I believed that I could best serve our
interests by remaining faithful to the man
who had saved my life and brought me to
my destination, at least for the present,
And T was sure Lillith knew nothing of the
treasures, and that Arminius's kidnaping
plan concealed something behind it, and
that he was playing a lone hand.

CHAPTER XIX.

IN THE MOONLIGHT.

HE tumult increased continually.
Huge horns of mesu, honeymead,
were carried from table to table by

the priestesses, and the warriors, filling
their own from these, and draining them,
flung the dregs into one another’s faces,
with shouts of laughter.

A dozen fights began and subsided. The
air of tension grew. Only about Abouna
was comparative order, for we all watched
and waited for the signal which could not
be long delayed. Already our men were
furtively buckling their armor and reaching
for their shields.

The priestesses, having served the wine,
mingled among the soldiers, jesting and
drinking with them; yet I saw that they
were inciting them against one another, and
I knew this was a part of Amos’s plan,
Everything was part of the same far-flung
design, and carried out beneath the watch-
ful eyes of the black, brooding figure upon
the throne.

Surely Abouna would give the signal
now! For already men were slashing at
each other in mock combat that needed lit-
tle to become earnest. But, just as I saw
Abouna bend and whisper into Mangashe’s
ear, our enemies took the initiative, and
robbed us of ours.

For Ras Benjamin, a giant with gold
bands over his hairy arms, together with
Sebastie, rose and staggered down the hall
toward us, with some of their men, and
they halted in front of Abouna.

“If you be truly the Ras Abouna, John's
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son,” cried Ras Sebastie, ‘“why should
blood flow to prove it? Prove yourself,
and we will obey you. Show your old
strength and skill, known to us all. For
more than one warrior in the land of Judah
can cleave a man’s head from his shoul-
ders, but there is only one who can hurl
his spear over the obelisk before the pal-
ace.”

“ Aye,” cried Ras Benjamin, “if you be
truly Ras Abouna, prove yourself before
yvou prove your right to the overlordship of
Judah!” '

Ras Abouna looked calmly at them, and
stilled the murmuring of his men with a
gesture. ““That I can do,” he answered.
* But surely you, Sebastie, will join me
in this contest, for if your arm has the
strength of vour tongue, which you inher-
ited from your mother, that famous shrew,
none can overcome you. And you, O Ras
Benjamin, whose father I pierced through
the back in battle, will you not act with me
in this bloodless play?”

He mocked and taunted them in this
wise, and, to my surprise, they answered
with great meekness,

“ Surely, O Ras Abouna, there need be
no strife of words between us,” said Ras
Benjamin. “ For, if vou prove yourself by
this test, known to all of old, none will op-
pose your claims. Therefore do you and
your brother lead out your warriors, and
we will do the same, wearing swords, but
leaving our shields and armor within the
temple, so that there may arise no suspi-
cion of treachery.”

I was sure that some trap was planned.
I looked in warning at Abouna, but he was
too disdainful to be suspicious.

“So be it,” he answered. And, calling
their warriors, who rose reeling from their
places, the bands went out of the temple,
leaving their shields and armor at their
places by the tables,

I would have backed our men against the
Tigreans and Ambarans, even had hoth
parties been sober; as it was, I could see
no chance of treachery, though my suspi-
cions would not be allayed. And, glanc-
ing at the black figure in the throne, I saw
a look on its face that sent them leaping up
again,
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A ring waz quickly formed about the
obelisk. Ras Mangashe drew up his men
on the side nearest the palace. On their
right were the Tigreans, opposite him ours,
opposite the Tigreans the men of Ambhara.

When the parties were marshalled in their
places, Ras Benjamin, as challenger, stepped
out of the ranks and took his stand near the
edge of the sward, planted his feet, and
swung his arm backward.

The long Abyssinian war-spear rose inte
the air, as if about to top the column, but
struck some dozen feet beneath the sum-
mit, snapped against the stone, and fell to
the ground.

Amid mocking taunts from Abouna’s and
Mangashe’s men, and angry cries from the
followers of the rival chiefs, the Amhara
leader took his stance. This time the spear
struck the edge of the obelisk, a score of
feet beneath the finial, and. glancing aside,
fell clattering to the temple steps.

Then, when Abouna took his place, the
storm of cheering from the Kaffa men was
hushed to an intense expectation. He flung
off his quarry, and stood robed only in the
padded cotton sheathing about his flanks
and loins. Every muscle on his body, which
was like a carven statue. seemed to stand
out.

Slowly he raised ‘his arm. The rippling
muscles passed over it like a wave as he
flung the spear upward.

1t rose until it seemed no larger than an
an arrow overhead, sailing majestically
through the still air, sped true six feet above
the finial, and dropped. Thunderous shouts
broke forth from our men as Abouna
stooped for his quarry.

Suddenly from behind the column came
groaning, shouts, tumults, and a confused
stampede. I saw a group clustering about
a figure on the ground. We ran toward it.

Ras Mangashe lay dead. his brother’s
spear transfixing his hody to the earth,
through the heart.

And in that awful moment I remembered
Lillith’s prophecy: ¢ He shall find not
what he seeks, but what he doth not seek.”

With a wild outburst of grief Abouna
rushed forward and threw himself upon the
corpse. He tugged out the spear, but there
followed no gush of blood. Ras Mangashe
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had been killed instantly hy the falling mis-
sile.

Abouna raised the body in his arms and
looked solemnly into the lifeless face, while
Mangashe's followers, who had set up a
loud wail, drew back, muttering among
themselves. In a moment Abouna’s forces
were unsupported.

Abouna leaped to his feet. “ Hear me,
ve men of Kafta. and all of you. This ill
comes from the sorcery of this accursed
place:” he cried. * Come with me, O my
brother! Thou and I shall do what we
have already planned this night: vet first,
if 1 have contrived this, or wronged thee
in any wav since we stood at our mother’s
knee together, let those lips of thine con-
demn me!'”

It was the old challenge of the involun-
tary homicide, the test ordained by imme-
morial custom. The Kaffa men gathered
around, looking with superstitious expecta-
tion into the face of their dead leader.
Abouna placed his brother’s body quietly
upon the ground again.

“ Henceforth T reign alone in Judah!”
he cried. taking up his sword. “ Who is
on my side now to make an end of the
witchcraft of Amos, and to destroy this hell
of the old fire-gods who have brought this
evil upon us>”

Ras Benjamin strode out from the alin-
ing ranks behind him. * Thou has spoken,
O fratricide!” he cried. “ But God hath
abhorred thee. Aye, God hath judged
thee! Thou, who hast made plans for
empire, look now to their fulfilment!”

And, with a swift gesture, he swept his
silken gquarry aside, disclosing himseli in
complete mail, while simultaneously his
followers, as if this had been a preconcert-
ed signal, cast down their robes, and showed
themselves in breastplates, with their
shields on their arms.

The plot was thus unveiled. Tf possible,
peaceably, and by unmasking him whom
they believed an impostor; otherwise by
this treachery Ras Benjamin had planned
to end Abouna’s claims forever.

Grasping their swords, and velling mad-
1y, the Tigre and Amhara men flung them-
selves against our own, who, taken bv sur-
prise, had nothing but their swords.
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We were, furthermore, outnumbered by
two to one, for Mangashe's men had drawn
away. sullen and irresolute. and by no
means disposed to nght the battle of even
an involuntary iratricide. Our plight was
desperate.  Yet, at Ahouna's ringing com-
mand. the Kaifans leaped together to meet
tne onset.

And then I was in the thick of it, at
Abouna’s side, 1 think it was my breast-
; that saved for afierward I
‘ound it ripped and rent in & dozen places,
and my body was livid with great bruises
‘rem (he sword-points.

Side by side we clove our passage to-
ward the temple, I seeing nothing clearly,
and vet intensely conscious of the savage
faces. rolling eves, mad with hate. and
great bodies half hidden behind breasiplates
of gleaming armor. Behind us the column
¢f Abouna’s men pressed Forward.

And the spirit of an ¢ld viking seemed
to take possession of Ahouna as the, Tigre-
ans and the Amhara men pent us in, with
Mangashe's holding sullenly aloof. Foam
Jecked his lips. and, dripping with blood,
he leaped into their midst alone, striking
terrific blows that shore through their ar-
mor as if it had Leen paper, and forcing
his way toward Ras Benjamin, cursing and
taunting him.

Benjamin glared at kim, while the sweat
drippedt down his face. and his huge, hairy
hands wielded hiz great swerd irresolutely.
Then he turned awav: and at that neither
the Tigre nor the Amhara men had further
stomach for the fight.  With vells our men
surged onward. and we gained the temple

nadding me,

sLeps.

Then 1 became aware that the Are of
Lillith's threne had gone sut. The interior
ot the e ¢ almost in compiete dark-
ness, heing 1 eniy by the rays of

that stragy

the moon, tedd through the hieh
windows,

It was bright encugh 1o show e that
*he great wooden doors were half a foot in
thickness, and strongly hound with iron.
with grooves for heavy bholts. and holts
with heads as laree as a child’s, Only ar-
tillery or rams could force them.

S0, as our ba_\'ino’ adversaries encircled
ihe steps below, I -ugged av one of the

doors, and some of our men, understanding,
aided me: so we got them closed, and shot
the bolts home just as the Tigreans, under
Ras Benjamin, now mad with fury at his
cowardice, Aung themselves against the bar-
rier from without.

The stout doors held them like steel.
Abouna took command, ordered his men to
secure shields and armor, and posted guards
at the windows. I thought it was his in-
tention to sally out again as soon as his
warriors were ready,

But at that moment I saw Professor Jo-
nas at my side. He shouted to me and
pointed toward the rear of the temple. T
followed him, fear hammering in my heart.
We ran pa\t the great idol, and into the
rohing-room. Beyond another door we
came upon Amos's harem.

This consisted of a series of small cham-
bers, stocked with all the furnishings of
Oriental palaces. There was Parisian fur-
niture, there were grand pianos, brought,
Heaven knows with what labor, through
the labyrinth. There were mechanical
toys—a golden rooster chanted the hour at
us: there were phonographs, gewgaws in-
describable, oleographs and fine paintings,
Manchester cloth and priceless rugs.

We ran through a whole series of plunge-
bath rooms, fed by a running :prmrr The
place was lit by hanging oil lamps, but
there was no sign of a living soul, though
I couid almost feel the evil personalities of
those who had just left them.

At the end of the bhath-rooms was a
heavy door. DProfessor Jonas held up his
hand to halt me, and, going softly up,
struck twice on the panel.

A slot flew open.  He placed his {ace
against the orifice and whispered. = Slowly
the docr began to open, not upon hinges,
but turning, as if upon a central pivot.
We flung our weight against it.

The force that controlled it scemed to
be mechanical, vet governed by mind, for
the movement stopped, and the door began
to turn backward—then suddenly gave way
hefore us.

The room beyond it was unlit, save by
the reflection from the one by which we
had entered. 1 saw a hundred scampering
forms, priestesses, and old black priests.

9 A
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We ran forward. Next moment we re-
coiled from our reflections in a sheet of
steel-hard plate glass. And now I began
to discern that the walls were polygonal,
and a continuous sheet of crystal lined
them, reflecting us from fifty points of
view. There might have been one priest
and one woman within the room, or a score
of each. The fleeing forms mocked us and
cursed us.

Then came a creeping shadow trailing
out from some hidden angle—an aged man
with a cascade of white beard, and a girl

with rigid limbs and white face and closed

eyes, that moved beside him like a sleep-
walker. Lillith and Amos!

And, behind them, the slinking form of
Arminius!

It was but a moment's flash, for, with
it, the door by which we had entered closed.
Yet, as the darkness enveloped us, there
came the faintest glimpse of moonlight op-
posite me, where had seemed to be only
the mirrors on the walls, quick and elusive
as the flash of a closing camera shuiter.

With it the snap-snap-snap of an auto-
matic. I felt the wind fan my cheek. We
hurled ourselves forward.

Then, whether by accident or luck, I
found the egress. As I stumbled against
an angle of the mirror, T must have touched
the spring inadvertently, for a piece of the
wall revolved upon a central axis, showing
a doorway beyond, and moonlight.

At that instant I had the instinct to look
back, and lowered my head as a knife
flashed over my shoulder.

T caught the outstreiched hand and twist-
ed it. A girl fell, cursing, upon the floor,
and another, and an old priest, each drop-
ping one of the ugly Abyssinian knives.
The professor had passed me. The three,
without stooping for their weapons, leaped
to their feet and ran like hares into the
looming darkness of a tunnel in the rock
bevond.

T followed. Thev disappeared to the
right; bui from the left I heard a girl cry
faintly. 1 saw Professor Jonas at my side.
A panting race, the impact of bodies—and
somehow T had Lillith in my arms, and the
professor was sitting on Amos’s head, while
the old man struggied and cursed and

6 A
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whimpered; and beyond I had a fnal
glimpse of Arminius, scurrying away.

Whether his proposal had been sincere,
whether he had read my thoughts, whether
he vielded to the temptation to play a lone
hand at the last moment, I never knew,

Nor couid 1 think then, for Lillith fought
in my arms like a fury, and there was one
of the daggers in her hands that cut my
fingers as I wrestled to take it from her,
She did not know me, but she was no longer
entranced, and I think she took me for Ar-
minius.

1 called her by her name, telling her
mine. No change came over her face, and
I had the horrible impressicn that I held
an image moved by springs, for her strug-
gles had all the horrible mechanism of an
automaton.

Then suddenly her whole body collapsed,
and she lay, a dead weight, in my arms.

I raised her and carried her back into the
moonlight. Near me I could hear water
trickling, and I found a little spring in the
rock wall, and some metal vessel. I filled
it and bathed her hands and face. She
opened her eyes, they rested on mine; she
knew me. She put her arms up weakly,
and I put my own about her.

CHAPTER XX.

“ HE MUST DIE AT MY HANDS!?

e Y lord, I dreamed that you were
with me,” she murmured.

* Yes, Lillith, never to part,” I

answered,
*“ Where are we, lord? Surely not in
Dar Fok?” She looked about her in be-

wilderment. I have awakened often out
of a nightmare, to find myseélf in such a
place,” she whispered, shuddering, ** and
always there was Amos or one of the wo-
men with'me. Hold me tighter, my lord,
that I may know you are surely with me,
and that it is no dream.”

T held her, and gave her water to drink,
and presently I saw that full consciousness
was returning.

* Lillith,” I said, *“ do you remember ali?
Our meeting? Our separation?”’

“Yes, lord. But then there comes ’—
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she shuddered again—*“ the smoke and
smell of the flaming pit.”

“Tt shall never return, Lillith. We hold
Amos, the high priest, here, and all the
wickedness of Thoth is ended.”

But i sighed inwardly as I spoke, for I
dared hardly hope that we could ever win
free to the outer world again.

“Lillith,” T said, “ you told me once that
some day you would tell me who you are,
and how you came to be a captive here,
And I remember your words, ‘ When the
old fourfold oath ceases to bind; when
North comes unto South and is united to
her; when the riddle devised by Solomon
is solved.” That oath is broken.”

“That cannot be, lord, until the old
prophecy is fulfilled, and Thoth falls into
the flaming pit, to be consumed there.”

I listened in dismay. Did Amos still
hold her will, even though he was our cap-
tive. ““ And the rest, Lillith?” 1 asked.

“ My lord, when the secret of the treas-
ures is disclosed, then, if Thoth be fallen,
I may speak to you.”

“ Who placed this oath upon you?”

“ It was the oath I swore to those who
would have killed my father.”

“ But they killed him; therefore that
oath binds no longer.”

A confused look came upon her face.
“T1 was a child then,” she answered. *1
do not remember clearly.”

And yet I had the instinct that she was
concealing something from me.

“ Listen, now, Lillith,” T said. “We
shall soon make our way from here—you
and I, and comrades whom you remember;
he who is my friend, the wise old man
with the white beard. And he whom you
went forth to seek—the Ras Abouna.”

She started and trembled, as if the name
brought back memories of dread to her.
“ Aye, my lord,” she whispered. “ Tt was
for my dead father’s sake that T would
have delivered Thoth unto Abouna, know-
ing that Amos hated him. But that was
when, for many days, the smoke had ceased
to rise out of the pit. and 1 remembered
what T had long forgotten.”

** Then. Lillith,” T said. ** can vou guide
us from Thoth? Or perchance you have
the clue to the treasure-chamber?”
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“ I can do neither, lord, for even the all-
seeing Amos cannot find the treasures,
though he ever seeks them.”

“ He has a clue.” -

“ There is a clue, and there was a copy
which I stole when 1 escaped from Thoth,
and gave to you in Dar Fok. You have it,
lord, yet it could never be interpreted.”

And suddenly T bethought me of the
piece of silk that Lillith had placed within
my belt in Dar Fok Pass. The knowledge
of it had always been latent in my memory,
but the rush of events had kept me from
the immediate thought of it. I pulled up
my belt, which T wore next to my skin,
from beneath the cotton sheathing, and
opened it.

The English sovereigns were untouched,
but the piece of folded silk was gone.

I looked from the empty pocket of the
belt to Lillith in consternation. T had never
taken off the belt: nor could it have been
removed from me in sleep without my
knowledge.

It must have heen stolen by the tongue-
less man, while T lay unconscious. T raised
my eyes to meet Lillith’s.

It has been stolen from me," T <aid.

‘“ Stolen?” she asked.

“ By a mad wanderer, whose tongue is
gone, and whose wrists are marked with
white rings of flesh. Have vou knowledge
of such a one?”

“Yes, I have seen him, lord,” she whis-
pered. “ For, as T told you, I could not
read the clue, and there is none can, save
that the priests know a way out of the
labyrinth from tradition, besides that other
one which runs to the gateway.

**Now, when 1 fled from Thoth I
plunged blindly into these tunnels in my
terror, running on and on and on, without
a purpose in my heart, save to escape from
Amos. And then, when 1 had run for hours
through the darkness, and had fallen uncon-
scious, and awaited death. one met me and
picked me up in his arms, and carried me
into the sunlight. And 1 -awoke and saw
such a man tending me in a cave among
the mountains. And it was he who told
me that we were on our way to seek the
great Ras Abouna. who would avenge my
father’s wrongs and mine.”



MY LADY

“ And then, Lillith?”

“T feared him, lord, and I fled from the
cave secretly, while he was gone hunting,
and went to seek this Ras Abouna alone.
But I took the road to Khartum, and al-
ready the all-seeing one awaited me there.
And the rest is known to my lord.”

I took her hands in mine.  Call me not
‘lord,” Lillith,” 1 said.

“ What, then?”

“ Your lover, Lillith, who is to be your
husband.”

“Of what use, my dear lord?” she an-
swered, sighing. “ For that can never be,
since Thoth has stood here since the begin-
nings of time, and the oath holds me.”

“ 1t shall be, Lillith,” I answered fer-
vently, and 1 took her in my arms and
pressed my lips to hers. I swore that it
should be. and, as I vowed this, I heard
a chuckling near me, and, looking up, saw
Amos, his face horribly cohvulsed and his
eyes full of malignant mirth.

Lillith started away with a little scream
of fear. The old man sidled toward her
and mumbled something in her ear, causing
her to crv out in terror. Then, as I start-
ed forward, the guards came up and dragged
him away.

And now, looking about me, I saw that
T was standing in a little open place in the
rear of the palace, with rock tunnels run-
ning out of it in several directions into the
darkness. At the same moment Professor
Jonas and Abouna came toward me out of
the building.

“ Thank God, the first part of our work
has been carried through successfully,
Ross,” said the professor, wiping the sweat
from his face. *“ I'm not much of a con-
spirator, and sometimes I almost think I
haven't a very practical understanding of
life.

*“ But we've done it. We've got the girl,
and we've got Amos, though the women and
priests have escaped us. We’ve sent out
scouts, and they report that our enemies
have withdrawn behind the groves, and so
there’s a breathing-spell. And Abouna here
and T have talked things over.

*“ He’s going to attack, and he thinks
we’ve got our enemies at our mercy, unless
Mangashe's men join them, and they’re
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debating by themselves what course to pur-
sue. It’s two to one, but Abouna’s men are
veterans.

“.Now we've decided that you shall take
this girl through the tunnel, compelling
Amos to guide you. Andros, Abouna’s lieu-
tenant, will accompany you and hurry to
gather reenforcements, which are only two
days’ journey away, awaiting the summons,
And you’ll start immediately.”

I looked at Lillith, and the temptation
beset me sorely. But I couldn’t go. Itold
them so. ** You shall go, professor,” I said.

“I, Ross?” he cried indignantly. *“ What
do you mean?”

“ You're the most valuable member of
our expedition, professor. And it’s your ex-

pedition. You've got the candlestick to
consider.”
‘“ Fiddlesticks!” he returned angrily.

“ Take the girl and go, Ross.”

We fought it out, and I could no more
budge him than he could budge me. Abouna
watched our argument grimly, seeming to
understand the gist of it. Presently he
spoke a few words.

 Abouna suggests that Andros shall take
the girl,” he said. * But it’s vour duty,
Ross. However—"

Abouna called to one of the guards and
despatched him for Andros. Then he turned
to me.

* O my affa negus,” he said suavely, “ do
vou not know that she who is to reign with
me in Adis Ababa should fitly be entrusted
to your care? However, since you will not,
my captain of the guard shall take the
maiden.”

His words struck a chill to my heart,
for somehow I had forgotten what he had
said to me of his designs to marry Lillith.
1 stood looking at him in perplexity, almost
resolved to challenge his decision there and
then. But Abouna had given the order to
bring forward Amos, and, before any rash
words leaped to my lips Amos was being
led forward, snarling like a vicious old mon-
grel, his black face awry-with hatred and
fear.

One of the soldiers prodded him with
his sword, and the old man leaped into the
air, chattering in terror. When. his eyes
fell upon Abouna, in his armor, and carry-
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ing shield and sword, he must have thought
that his last hour was come, for he rolled
his eves convulsively. and beads of sweat
came out upon his parchment cheeks.

* Hark, now!™ said Professor Jonas.
“ Thoth has fallen, and your iniquities are
at an end forever, and your life forfeited,
unless the emperor show vou mercy.”

=1 am a merciful man,” Amos stam-
mered. I know nothing of bloodshed.
It is abhorred in Thoth. This place is sanc-
tuary for the oppressed of all races.”

* Possibly,” replied the professor dryly.
“Yet, if it is to be sanctuary for you, cer-
tain tasks are laid upon you. Tirst, you
shall guide this maiden and Andros "--who
now appeared—** from the labyrinth, not
by the main gateway that leads to St.
Michael’s sanctuary, but by that other path
which doubtless exists, for there was never
a fox but had two entrances to its earth.
And afterward, at the proper time, you
shall conduct us to the treasure-chamber of
Judah.”

Amos tittered like a cracked bell. * Many
have sought the treasure-chamber in past
vears, but none has found it,” he answered.

* And many have died in seeking it,”
said Professor Jonas gravely. *‘ and also
those who guided them. You hold the
clue.” —_

=t iz a le.
snarled.

* Nevertheless, if vou would live, you
shall produce it when it is required of you.
But now, as touching the guidance of this
ladyv- -perhaps, being so old. vou would
prefer to die. for life ceases to have much
gavor to old men like vou and me. Is it
not so?”

' Nay, life is still sweet to me, lord,”
babbled Amos in terror. “ 1 will do as
.. you demand, for now 1 see that Thoth has
truly fallen, and 1 do not want to die. 1
knew the egress, vea, and can discover the
secret of the treasures. I will guide this
maiden and the warrior here, and afterward
will show vou the way to the treasures.”

“ So be it,” answered Abouna, who had
bheen listening gravely to the conversation.

[ turned to Lillith as the guards appeared
with pine flares. * Are you ready to go,
dear?” 1 asked in English.

Theve 1s no clue.” he
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I caught an almost imperceptible glance
between the girl and Amos. Then, to my
consternation; she replied:

* No, my lord, I will not go.”

And, ax I looked at her in amazement,
she continued:

*“ The oath that I swore holds me. I
cannot go."

“ But.you broke that oath. if it existed,
when you fled from Thoth,” I returned.

“ T will not go,” she answered.

And that proved to Dbe the end of it.
Whether she was still, in a measure, under
the influence of Amos’s power, conveyed in
that menacing look, or whether she feared
to violate her oath, she would not go, nor
could we persuade her. At last Abouna
interposed.

“ The maiden’s judgment is sound,” he
said. ** Perhaps she is safer here than wan-
dering upon the desert, for surely the vic-
tory is mine. Let it be as I have spoken,”
he continued to Andros.

The Abyssinian and one of the guards,
carrying a pine flare, disappeared into the
tunnel, with Amos between them. I waited
till the light was gone and the distant echo
of their footsteps had died away. Then I
saw that I was alone with Lillith and the
professor.

He looked at the girl, tightened his lips,
and shook his head; he was plainly discon-
certed at this new turn of affairs. Sud-
denly Lillith raised her eves to mine.

“If T did wrong,” she said, * leave me
and go, you and the old wise man here:
for you are not of Abyssinia. and there is
no reason why you should endanger your
lives. And. as for me, one short moon ago
I was unknown to you, and as nothing,
Forget me, then, and leave me."

“ Why would vou not go. Lillith?” [
asked. '

* Nay. my lord. do not ask me---"

“If I be vour lord, Lillith, I command
yvou.”

She seemed to straighten herself, and her
eves flashed fire into mine. 1 will speak
truth, then,” she replied. * Amos, the all-
seeing, whispered to me that by his arts
he had divined that he whom men call the
Lion of Thoth has left sanctuary, and is at
hand with his army, to seize Thoth and
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make me his bride, to reign with him in
Adis Ababa. ’

" Now, since it was this-old Lion that
slew my father, and since my father left no
son, he must die at my hands, as I would
once have slain you, believing that you had
aided him. It is this holds me, more than
my oath. and for this I must await him.”

I was aghast at her disclosure of the
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bloody code that bound her. Professor jo-
nas raised his eyes and fixed mine for a
full half-minute thoughtfully. Then he
shook his white head.

“ Let us go back, Ross,"” he said. ** This
is getting beyond me. And 1l can’t think
of any precedents for such a case. If only

I hadn’t lost my Talmud on that damn
river-boat!'”’

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.)

the Terrors, snatched the square pink
envelope from the hand of Runt Ma-
gee, bat-boy, and ground the offending
missive into the earth with his heel.
 Pink letters and pleasant thoughts!”
ranted Snappy.  That's a fine mess to
feed to a baseball team that’s got a record
as a bunch of fighters. Lemme tell you
something, Runt, the next time that sap-
head Malcolm Watford tells you to bring
me one of them things, vou tell him to
chase himseli.” ’

Runt Magee grinned. * Swell chance
of me doin’ that—and him the manager.”

Snappy Lassiter choked. * Mike Dono-
van's the manager of this team. and--"

= And he's in the hospital with a busted
leg,” supplied Runt. ** Malcolm's dad is
the owner of the Terrors, and he says Mal-
colm’s the manager while Mike's laid up.
Me--1 do what the manager savs.”

Runt gazed thoughtfully at the mal-
treated pink missive which Snappy disgust-
edly kicked to one side. Being compara-
tively young in years and old in the service

SN_\PPY LASSITER, first baseman for

o
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of the Terrors, Runt felt entitled to ex-
press his opinion on all occasions. With
his almost perpetual grin further distorting
his' far-from-handsome face the bat-hay
spoke:

“If T was you I'd quit kickin’ about
Malcolm and his pleasant thought stuif.
You can think about somethin® else while
the boob’s s¢pielin*—and vou don’t have to
read them pink letters.”

Snappy swore. ‘‘ And I'm not going to
read ‘em!’"”

Runt chuckled as Snappy stalked away.
“ All right,” the bat-boy muttered. ** Me
—I ain’t so particular about what I read. I
already looked at all the funny sheets any-
how.”

It required but a second for Runt to re-
trieve Malcolm Watford’s original idea of
putting joy into the soul of a disgruntled
ball-player. And then with painful effort
the hoy read:

LET NO UNPLEASANT THOUGHT MAR

YOUR DAY.
The great poet Longfellow said. " Let the
dead past bury its dead.” Forget the error
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ol yesterday—cast aside the petly trifles
which cause you to do the things you should
not do. Think pleasant thoughts—do pleas~
ant things. Be pleasant.

Runt dropped the typewritten slip to the
ground and shook his head slowly.

*“It’s a good thing,” he muttered, ** that
Snappy didn’t read that. After that error
he made vesterday, if he’d 'a’ read this,
callin’ his attention to it, somebody'd
come mighty near bein’ murdered, and 1
think his name ix Malcolm Watford.”

The other players were in equally as un-
pleasant frame of mind as Snappy Lassi-
ter. Each one had received a typewritten
pink slip enclosed in a pink envelope. and
each slip, in addition to the appeal for
pleasant thoughts, contained reference to
some particular fault or weakness of the
recipient.

Bat-Breaker lawrence, one of the hard-
est-fighting, warmest-tempered men that
ever played in a bush league, was rapidly
approaching a state not unlike hydropho-
bia over the note handed him by the bat-
boy. Bat-Breaker's note read:

PLEASANT THOUGHTS BLEGET PLIIAS-
ANT DEEDS.

Thought is parent of the acl. Your
thoughts control your actions and your ac-
tions influence others. A beast can fhght.
Man should be above the beast. Let your
thoughts soar upward like the tuneful
meadow lark and let yvour voice sound as
music in Lhe ears of your mates. Pleasant
thoughts bring harmony.

“ Harmony' "~ velled Bat-Breaker. ¢ Har-
mony hell! How can there be harmony
when that ass is around stirring up some-
thing all the time?> Of course 1 bawled
Gantt out yesterday. He had it comin’ to

him. He'll say so himself if he’s got any
sense—-"
~1f who's got any sense?”  Marvin

Gantt, for two years catcher for the Ter-
rors, advanced belligerently, the light of
battle shining in his eves.

Snappy Lassiter was the peacemaker.
He opened peace negotiations by *placing
himsel{ between hix two teammates. Some-
thing in his tone caused hoth men to hesi-
tate.

“You fellows cut out that stuff!” com-
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manded Snappy. ¢ Bat-Breaker threw
wild, of course, but—"

* Who threw wild?”" yelled Bat-Breaker.

“ You did.” said Snappy calmly. * You
threw wild, but Gantt could have got it
if--"

“T1 could have got it if-—" screamed
Gantt. * You're dead right there's an * if ™!
A big if!  And I’'m not going to stand--"

Snappy smiled tolerantlv: * We've all
got to stand a lot, Marvin. T get peeved
myself. sometimes. That fellow’s pleasant
thought stuff nearly runs me crazy. We
were bad enough off without having him
fastened onto us to mess things up: but we
would have got through somehow --"

*You bet we would!” interrupted
Gantt. ** Mike wanted you to manage the
team. You could have managed it, too.
Snappy—"

" Maybe!” snorted Bat-Breaker. ¢1
ain’t sayin’ vou ain't all right. Snappy: but
with a bunch of nuts like there is on this
teany--"

“ And I could name one of the nuts right
now!” shouted Gantt. glaring at Bat-
Breaker Lawrence.

Bat-Breaker raised a huge, hairyv arm on
one end of which was [astened a terrible
hand. * You go right along with your
naming—vou insignilicant— -

“ Forget it!” Snappy’s voice betrayed
his impatience. ** You fellows are making
fools of yourselves, Here we are—a team
that was leading the league a week ago,
now one game hehind Wildview — which
isn't natural — it isn't right. We've got
the strongest team in this Lord-forgotten

league. And we've got to show that we've
got it. We've got exactly one week to get

down to business and back in the lead.
This is Wednesday — next Wednesday is
Malcolm's birthday, and if we are in the
lead Tuesday night, and win Wednesday's
game, we get the bonus—"

“ A bonus for winning a game on that
simp’s  birthday,” growled Bat-Breaker.
“1'd rather give somebody a honus for
breaking his darn fool head. Whoever's
fond enough of that lump of nothin® to
give a bonus becausc it's his birthday is a
fool.”

Snappy grinned. “1 agree with you
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fully and completely. But old man Wat-
ford thinks more ol his son than we do.

And it's him that's givin’ the bonus. He’s
got the money to do it with. He's the

owner of a factory here, which is the hig-
gest in this part of the country. And he
owns the Terrors. Besides. we need the
money. Mike needs his—"

Gantt nodded:  You bet he doex,
we've got to get it for him.”

Snappy was absolutely correct when he
elucidated regarding Mike Donovan's need
for certain little disks manufactured solely
by a gentleman with iong, strageling whis-
kers and striped pants.  Mike was travel-
ing an up-hill road-—a road hristling with
bumps and rough places- a road which
held no syvropathy for broken legs.

Donovan was a jair ball-player--not a
star, or even a big league possibility---just
a pretty 2ood short-stop.for such a team as
the Terrors. But Mike's real value to the
team lay in his ability to manage the hunch
ol likable, and at the same time scrappy
bush-leaguers on the Terrors’ payv-roll
When Mlike assumed charge the vear be-
fore it was about mid-season. and the team
was defving ail eflort to oust it from cellar
position.  Under his guidance the former
laughing-stock ef the league finished in
third place. and the citizens of Glendon—
home of the Terrors—had never fully re-
covered from the shock.

This feat clinched Donovan’s job as
manager. Old man Watiord — Glendon'’s
big business man and owner of the Terrors
—avanted a winning team, and in Donovan
he believed he had the man who could give
it to him.

This suited the team and it suited Dono-
van. Tt pleased the team because every
man on it ltked Donovan---it tickled Dono-
van because he needed the money. He was
putting himsell through college prepara-
tory to practising law, and plaving ball
during the summer months was ahout the
best way he knew to amass the necessary
funds.

The illness of Nlike's vounger brother
during the past vear had cut into the man-
ager’s savings. The Donovans were sev-
eral rungs below the limousine ciass in the
matter of wealth, and Mike was being con-

And

THINKS. 231

tinually called upon to help out in emer-
gencies.

Every man on the team knew of Dono-
van’'s need for money, and realized that he
could use to good advantage every penny
of his share of the honus money offered by
old man Watford. provided the team should
be leading the league by the night of Au-
gust 7—and win the game on August 8.

The club owner had made no offer of
bonus money for winning the pennant.
* That.”” said he, * will take cdre of itself.
You boys are going to win the pennant.
But this is my way of celebrating my boy’s
birthday—1 want to celebrate it right.”

But few of the bovs had known Wat-
iord's son when this offer was made, and
those who did know him had seen but little
ot the son and heir during the past few
vears. Malcolm had been away at college
most of the time since the organization of
the Terrors, and when he finished college
had gone traveling.

The 1st of July the team’s real troubles
began. Always scrappy, but ordinarily on
fairly good terms with each other, every
member of the team. with the exception of
the plaver-manager, hecame possessed of
an ingrowing grouch. It started when the
team lost three games in succession—a
double-header and a single. Each man
placed the blame on some other team mein-
ber. Then came a poker game which near-
Iv ended in a free-for-all knock-down-and-
drag-out. From that time forward wordy
warfare progressed rapidly, and Mike Don-
ovan had his hands full holding the team
together.

AMike, however, knew his men. He knew
just how to appeal to the best that was in
them,.and it looked as if he might pull the
team through with flving colors.

On Julv 15 Malcolm reached home.
That was the day Mike broke his leg. The
accident occurred when Mike made a poz-
sible two-baze hit and was <liding for
second.

This calamity put Mike in the hospital
and the team without a manager. Dono-
van wanted Snappy Lassiter to manage the
team during his enforced absence, feeling
that the lively first-baseman was the one
man on the nine who might save the situa-
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The other fellows liked Snappy. He
Full of pep. A
but

tion.
was thoroughly alive.
fighter when fighting was necessary,
after all a fairly level-headed chap.

But old man Watford had a different
idea. His son Malcolm should manage the
team. Right then Malcolm was in bad
with the Terrors. Every man on the team
Enew that Malcolm was the hoodoo that
caused Mike to break his leg!

Malcolm had played ball—a little while
—on the scrub team in college. From that
time forward he had possessed no ambition
to be a player, but was positive that he
was the greatest manager that ever
breathed.

Watford was fair enough regarding Mike
Donovan. Malcolm would draw no sal-
ary; this would continue to go to Mike,
and Mike would share in the bonus just
the same as i he were playing.

The boys had no kick to make regarding
this phase of the situation. But they didn't
want Malcolm as manager. They wouldn’t
have him as manager.

And Edith lLane took a hand.
Lidith was stenographer in old man Wat-
ford’s office. and it was generally under-
stood that she and Mike Donovan would
be married whenever Donovan should be
firmly established as a lawyer.

1f the boys hadn't been so fond of Mike
it is more than likely thev would have been
jealous. As it was, they simply bestowed
upon Edith their silent worship, and were
glad that Mike was the man to win her.

Edith was a pretty little brunette- -raven
hair—-big, sparkling eves—a smile that no
man could withstand. She told the boys
that they must overcome their dislike for
Malcolm- -and fight to win. Like children
caught at some mischiel, they agreed.

Maicolm was not a player-manager: he
wax a disorganizing manager. It didn't
take him long to discover that the team to
a man was nursing a grouch, and this sort
of thing was pie for the son of the club
owner. What he didn’t know about human
nature, according to his belief. no one need
try to learn. He quickly divined the weak-
ness of each man and sought to overcome
that weakness by a process of his own.
Pleasant thinking, according to Malcolm,
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was the antidote for all human ills. It
never occurred to him that once left alone
the boyvs might develop some pleasant
thoughts on their own account. He was
the original pleasant thought artist of the
world, and every one must be pleasant ac-
cording to his formula.

Once each day Malcolm called the boys
together and read a chapter from a little
book which he always carried. This book
was entitied * Pleasant Thoughts.” When
he struck an unusually stubborn subject,
as in the case of Bat-Breaker Lawrence,
Malcolm had certain pages of this book
typewritten and turned over to the victim
—usually accompanied. by a wordy expla-
nation from the Pleasant Thinker. And
each morning there was delivered to the
players a pink envelope bearing a special
pleasant-thought message for the day.

Malcolm’s person was as immaculate as
his thoughts. A little above medium height
and much below medium thickness and
breadth, he made up for any deficiencies
that his vanity allowed him to believe
might exist by appearing upon any and all
occasions faultlessly attired. He never be-
came excited. He never displayed the
slightest hint of anger. He was simply the
kind of man calculated to drive a bunch
of boys like those making up the Terrors to
the bughouse.

Three days after Malcolm assumed
charge of the team the boys were confront-
ed with a new source for worry. Edith
Lane, who had been typing Malcolm’s
pieasant thoughts, appeared to have fallen
for the new manager’

This was hard to believe, hut there was
nothing else for the wild-eved Terrors to
do. They knew what they knew. There
was no telling what a girl would do. All
of them had experience enough with the
gentler sex to know that. Didn’t she al-
low Malcolm to hang around her nearly all
the time? Certainly she did. Didn’t she
appear to enjoy his asinine remarks? Again
—certainly.

This was a heart- breakel Mike in the
hospital — helpless — unable to put up a
fight. And this bunch of nothing trying to
cop his girl. And succeeding!

They were disappointed in Edith. Theyv
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expected better things of her. Each Ter-
ror shook his head and swore softly to him-
self that he’d have Malcolm’s life blood for
this treachery. After which he'd tell Edith
what he thought of her and never look at
another woman as long as he lived.

Any girl who could forget Mike Dono-
van for such a thing as Malcolm must cer-
tainly be lacking in the upper story.
Handsome—well-—er—no, Mike wasn’t ex-
actly handsome, but he was no scarecrow—-
likable Mike, to be treated like this.

Old man Watford's baseball club was
just about as pleasant to associate with as
a hornet’s nest. Just let somebody start
something! The Terrors might not be ax
great in numbers as the hornets, but they
eazily outclassed the warlike insects when
it came to bottled wrath and a strong sense
of imposition.

And so matters went from day to day.
The players hating Malcolm-—hating them-
selves, each other—everybody. Only their
devotion to Mike. and the knowledge that
he was getting a raw deal, held them to-
gether. They were determined, much as
theyv disliked Malcolm, to get that bonus
money—so that Mike might share.

August 3 the Terrors again wriggled into
the lead. Not because of exceptionally
good playving, but because of poor playing
on the part of their opponents. Had there
been a real team in the remaining five clubs
making up the league. the Terrors under
existing circumstances wouldn’t have had
a chance. But it was, ordinarily, by far
the best team in the league. and there were
times when it couldn’t lose ii any one want-
ed it to. And there were enough such occa-
sions to keep Malcolm’s pleasant thinkers
near the top.

On August 6 the Terrors lost, tying with
Wildview. August 7 the Terrors won and
Wildview lost, putting the Terrors again in
the lead and the honus ready to go in the
plavers’ pockets if thev won on the eighth

Malcolm’s birthday-.

Snappy Lassiter went to his room that
night in a bad frame of mind. Snappy
knew that he had made a foolish play in
the afternoon game - a play which almoxst
lost the game for the Terrors. And he
didn’t feel any better when he found a pink

‘siter and Marvin Gantt.
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envelope under his door, the contents of
which read:
COME, GENTLE SLUMBER. AND MAKL
PLEASANT MY THOUGHTS.

A hot temper and an exciwable disposilion
arc terrible things. [ will cast these evile
aside and lose myself in pleasant thought.
On the morrow I will awaken and trip blithe-
ly to the ball park where 1 will strive with
all the strength within me to be pleasant.
Thus shall we win the way.

** The low-down skunk! " frothed Snappy-.
* 1 know what he means--the contemptible
toad! He thinks 1 got mad to-day when
that bunch wa¢ guyin' me for that play.
'Course 1 got mad! Who wouldn’t?”

Snappy wasn't the only Terror to re-
ceive a pleasant thought message that
night. They all got 'em. And each mes-
sage hit a sore spot. Never was man more
hated than Malcolm as each player glared
at what he had drawn in the shape of the
manager’s latest effort. How could they
win next day’s game and get the bonus
money with that fool thrusting such stuff
as this upon them? Men had been mur-
dered for less.

The boys had stood just about all of
Malcolm and his pleasant thoughts they
could. Since the day he assumed manage-
ment of the team he had barked pleasant
thoughts at them from the side-lines—he
had preached pleasant thoughts hefore and
alter practise-—he had administered pleas-
ant thoughts in every conceivable manner.
The bovs were on fire with resentment.

Their nerves were near the snapping
point—-there was too much at stake to have
this nuisance torturing them with his fool
ideas at this time.

An indignation meeting was held that
night in the room occupied by Snappy Las-
The number of
orators was twelve. There were twelve
plavers on the team.

“ I'm in favor,” said Bat-Breaker Law-
rence. ** of runnin’ the pest out of town—"

* That's a fine idea!” snecred Gantt.

2 You know what ’d happen to us if we did

anything to old Watford's pet.”
Bat-Breaker glared. ** That's enough

from you.” he snapped. 1 ain’t forgot—"
* Well. forget it now.” hegged Snappy.
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“You boys haven't done anything lately
except remember unpleasant things.”
Snappy’'s face was set, his tonc firm, even

—iense—-2as he continuved. ' Boys,” said
7e. - we've got to win to-morrow!  Mike
must have his share of the bonus! The

boy needs it! You all know what it means
i¢ him. He’s lost his girl—that’s trouble
encugh. We can't let him think we laid
down on him. We've got to quit scrapping
among ourselves like a bunch of Kids.”

Red Nichoison, third-baseman, rose to
ais feet. * OI course we want to win,
Snappy. But how in the name of common
sense can we co it with that pest out there
calling attention te our every fault and
spieling his pleasant thought stuff? 1 tell
vou, I believe that if I-get another one of
them blasted pink envelopes I'll go raving
mad. 1 dream about the beastly things at
night. I think of them ali day—"

* Same here!” came from dilferent parts
¢7 the room.

* And the simp’s up at Lane’s right now
wrving o marry Mike's girl.” chimed in
Eddie Reid, the Terror’s rignt-fielder.

With much language of an inflammable
nature the hoys agreed that this was true.
And the move they agreed cn this the fur-
ther away seemed their chance o winning
:he morrow’s game. Private grievances
were dug up. Twe or three List fights were
narrowly averted. The meeting ciosed
something after the manner of a stray dog
convention. ’

IL

SprcraTors at the Malcolm-birthday
pall-game neaily fell off their seats when
the Terrors trotted out on the field. their
‘aces wreathed in smiles, heseeching their
manager, whose countenance resembied a
thunder-cloud, to take a grip on himself
"and think pleasant thoughts.

Everybody in Glendon knew that this
game was in celebration of Malcolm's birth-
dav. just as evervbody in that little rown
knew that they were seeing the plavers
smile [or the first time in weeks.

The players were doing more than smile.
Thev were laughing—iree. hearty. joyous
laughter—a reminder of the old days when
Mike Donovan was at the helm.
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And Malcolin? He had for days begged
his players to be pleasant, and now, never
at any time had a one of them nursed such
a grouch as the manager carried. Malcolm
even swore! And every time Malcolm
swore the boys yelled and begged him to
think pleasant thoughts.

Exasperated beyond human endurance,
Malcolm whirled on Marvin Gantt. ** An-
other remark and we’ll mix!” he yelled.

Gantt smiled. * Step, Malcolm, old boy,
and think. Raise your eyes to the beauti-
ful skies and think pleasant thoughts!”

“You go to hell!” screamed Malcolm.
* You {ellows aren’t out here to be come-
dians. You're here to play ball.”

They had him going. And he went.
Malcolm ranted and raved. The game was
well worth witnessing. The Oakdale team
joined the Terrors in pleading that Mal-
colm be pleasant. The grand stand took
it up. The bleachers invented new words
to express their appreciation.

The game was warm. Both teams fought
to win. But the Terrors for the first time
in weeks were not fighting among them-
selves, They were playing as one man,
And they won. Score three to one.

I11.

Late that evening Snappy Lassiter read
for the twenty-fifth time a small pink slip
which had come to him just before the
game in one of Malcolm's pink pleasant-
thought envelopes and which he promised
himself to keep forever. It read:

Bovs:

Malcolm will hardly send you any pleasant
thoughts to-day, so T will. 1 know exaclly
how all of vou feel toward him and I've
been doing everyvthing in my power to show
him, by gentle means, what a fool he is, so
the team will have a chance. He is hopeless,
so T've adoptled dificrent tactics.

I've just told him in plain language what
a boob he is and he's thoroughly mad for
the first lime in his life. Kecp him that way
and win the came.

You bovs stop scrapping with each other.
Make things warm for Malcolm if you want
to. Give him pleasant thoughts. Mike and I
are betting on you. We're thinking pleasant
thoughts about vou.

Emth LANE.
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CHAPTER XIX.

IN TLHIE WIND CAVIE.

AKT SADAHANA WORUNG rapidly
L recovered irom the efiects of Bor-
geson’s blow and his fall. The old
man possessed the remarkable vigor ol
the savage who has lived cleanly in the
mountain air, and soon began to display an
agility astonishing for one of his vears.
Erskine and Kantoor had difficulty in keep-
ing up with him.

“ Hadn’t vou better suggest that we go
a little <lower?” Bruce finallv inquired of
the orchid hunter. —_——

“We have no time to lose. mynfeer,”
Kantoor panted. ** The man’s friends will
probably have found him by this time. and
be in pursuit.”

“ How large a party have thev?” Erskine
asked. The orchid-hunter translated his
question.

I.aki Sadahana took a tebnku, or string,
from his pouch. He rapidly placed six
knots on one end, and eight on the other.
Then he showed the string to his inter-
locutor with a brief explanation.

* Six Malays and eight Dyaks,” Kantoor
interpreted. * The Dyaks are of the Seri-
bas clan. who are good fighters.”

“ Have thev rifles?” Erskine inquired.

“ He says five of the Malays have rifles.
hut thev are not very good,” Kantoor an-
nounced alter the customary exchange.
“ Their chiel. Serif Massar. and the white
man, * Borg-saam.” have good rifles.”

“ Borg-saam —- probably Borgeson.” Lr-
skine commented. — He looked like a Scan-
dinavian.”

= We're not so badly off alter all,” Bruce
observed gaily. * We have one good rifle,
which is as many as they’ve got.”

* A\ DMalay with a bhreech-loader in g
country like this isn't to be despised.” Lr-
skine declared gloomily. * Those beggars
handle their antiquated weapons pretty
well.”

He turned to Kantoor.

“ How much farther is it to this refuge
he speaks of?” he inquired. Kantoor put
the question.

“ About a hall-hour’s journev.” the or-
chid-hunter eventually announced. It is
a cave. known as the Lobong Angmn. or
Wind Cave.” Supplementing lLaki Sada-
hana’s explanation. he said:

* We'll probably find it inhabited by
swifts. and the floor covered with the de-
posits ol centuries.” He turned once more
to the witch-doctor.

* What ix the white man doing here?”
he inquired. * What does he seek?"

“ He seeks the nests of the birds that
the men with vellow faces eat,” Laki Sada-
hana explained.

“ Are there not such nests in the Wind
Cave?”

“There are. but the opening is vervy
small, and few know of it.,” Laki Sadahana
declared. * No Dvak will enter it because
oi the spirits. Yet the lantu token have
always heen kind to me. who serve them."”

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April 30.
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Kantoor interpreted their colloquy.

* Borgeson and his Malays are not apt
to be frightened away by spirits,” Erskine
observed troubledly.

** We must chance it,” Kantoor replied.
It is the safest refuge he knows of, unless
we return to the jungle, which isn't to be
thought of.”

Leaving the trail, the witch-doctor led
them through chasms and rough protuber-
ances of cliff in a course that trended stead-
ilyv upward. DPresently he stopped at the
edge of a sharp precipice that dropped
sheer dewn a distance of jour or five hun-
dred feet. Catching hold of a bush he
lowered himself to a ledge about five feet
below the rim of the sheer cliff. The next
moment he popped out if sight like a jack-
rabbit. )

Bruce rubbed his eves. “Ti I hadn't
seen it T could not have believed it,” he
exclaimed jubilantly, It will take a clev-
er hound to follow us there.”

Rambuta followed. She shyly urged the
“tuan” to go first, but Bruce was smiling-
ly firm. He held her hands as she dropped
down the ledge. Her face lifted to his for
an instant as her feet touched the rock and
a flush of color transTused it. Bruce came
perilously near succumbing to the tempta-
tion to kiss the cherry-red lips, so close to
his. Only the presence of the others re-
strained him. Probably she saw what was
in his mind, for she dropped swiitly and
disappeared behind a scarp of rock.

Kantoor was next, then Erskine. Bruce
made a long survey of the back trail before
going down. There was nothing to indicate
a human presence. Lowering himself to
the ledge, he perceived a small opening in
the side of the cliff, just large enough to
admit a man’s bodv. A iew feet bevond it
widened and deepened rapidly. Stooping
low, he ran to the end of the passage, which
opened on a huge vault.

The roof towered high above them, and
was peopled with innumerable birds that
swirled in a noisy cloud, disturbed by their
entrance. The walls were of gray lime-
stone. It was murky within, for the only
Jight came from the passage whereby they
had entered, and a narrow crack, or fissure
in the rock high above.
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Bruce considered the military possibili-
ties of .the cave with a critical air.

“I dont like the looks of this,” he
vouchsafed to Erskine, * They might trap
us here and starve us to death.”

* The priest says there is another pas-
sage opening on the opposite side of the
mountain,” Erskine replied.

*“ Good. We can always escape. But
how about the cleft above? It looks to me
as though there were three entrances to he
watched.”

** That opens under a broad ledge of
rock, in a deep chasm, the priest told us,” "
Erskine explained. * All we have to do is
to watch the passage by which we entered.
A man lying in there could see any one
stepping down to the ledge and pick him off
before he could enter. This is really quite
a fortress.”

* How about fire?” Bruce inquired.

“ Fire and smoke are the only foes we
have to fear,” Erskine replied gravely. “If
it comes to that we’ll have to pass through
the mountain. But I haven’t the slightest
expectation of their finding us here.”

“ Tl take the first watch,” Bruce an-
nounced. * That will leave you and Myn-
heer Kantoor free to make us all comfort-
able.”

It was tiresome and unpleasant, lying on
the rock floor of the passage, strewn with
the droppings of untold generations of
swifts. At times the ammonia odor was al-
most overpowering. Were it not for the
girl, Bruce thought, it would be preferable
to face Borgeson and his crew in the open,
and settle the issue. But she must not be
exposed to further danger. He wriggled
uncomfortable and eased his aching limbs.

The murmur of their voices reached him.
At times he heard the clear, silvery tinkle
of the girl’s voice, eagerly interrupting. He
had not known the Kayan language could
be so melodious. The natives themselves
spoke it in a flat monotone that made it
difficult to distinguish their meaning, even
when one had acquired the essential
phrases.

His thoughts reverted to Rambuta. The
girl was a beauty, he acknowledged admir-
ingly. She was as white as he himself; her
periect features had not a single Malay or
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Dyak characteristic. There could be no

question of her Caucasian origin. What a

wisation she would cause at Palm Beach

or Newport, he reflected, and smiled.

“Now don’t get notions, Bruce West-

! field,” he admonished himself. * You can
' make provision to have the girl educated,
- if vou like, but let her stay on this side of

| the water. What would mother and Janet
say?”
He chuckled at their consterndtion

should he present her.

The murmur of voices continued. Bruce
looked back enviously. He recollected that
Kantoor had said that a mystery involved
the girl. Probably the witch-doctor was
explaining it now. Wasn't it nearly time
for his watch to end?> A burning curiosity
to hear her story possessed him. To him-
sell he said, however, that he was eager to
confound Erskine, who had twitted him
about his wood-nymph.

After what seemed an interminable in-
terval he heard a scuffling in the passage
back of him, and turning, saw Kantoor
approach.

“ Have you heard anything, mynheer?”
the little orchid-hunter whispered hoarsely
with a tragic air as he neared.

Bruce smiled. ‘ Nothing, Mynheer
Kantoor,” he replied. * That is, except
vour chatter below.”

“We have had a bit of lunch,” the
Dutchman explained. ‘' Eggs, and rice
that Laki Sadahana had stored here. He
is a very provident man, the manang. At
least we shall not starve.”

“Is there water?” Bruce inquired.

“ There is a spring farther back,” Kan-
toor replied. ‘ But they are waiting for
you, mynheer.”

Bruce needed no further urging. He
crawled back along the passage and re-
joined the others. Rambuta welcomed him
back with a shy smile that hid the thump-
ings in her bosom. 1In her eves he had as-
sumed the dimensions of a demigod since
the fight with Borgeson. The trader had
heretofore seemed to her to be the most
terrible and irresistible of men, since every
human being she knew cringed before him.

Luncheon over. Erskine and Bruce sat
apart.
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“ Did you learn anything concerning her
origin?” was Westfield's first question.

“ Not much,” the lawyer replied briefly.
“ The witch-doctor says she is a Karen-
child, :.whatever that is. It seems that they
attribute- any lightness of color that may
occur among them to a reversion to their

“early ancestors, who emigrated here from

the Hindu Koosh ages ago.”

* 1 don’t believe it,” Bruce declared ve-
hemently. “ There’s not a trace of Dyak
in her face. Dress her in American clothes
and place her in a New York drawing-
room, and you wouldn’t be able to tell her
apart from any of the girls of our best fam-
ilies. Except that she has more beauty
than the average,” he amended.

“ T have thought so myself,” Erskine de-
clared. He looked at the girl with a curi-
ous, fixed intentness. There were lines of
strain in his face; the terrible experiences
of the past few weeks had apparently worn
his nervous system to a fine edge.

Bruce followed his gaze. A pleased,
winsome look gathered on his features as
he studied the fine, delicate profile, her
dark eyes sparkling animatedly as she con-
versed with Laki Sadahana, her cherry-red
lips -widening into a smile as brilliant as
the bloom of the flame-oi-the-forest tree,
and her slender fingers curving gracefully
as she pushed back stray strands of glori-
ous brown hair that rippled down her
shoulders in joyous abandon.

Rambuta glanced in their direction. She
started and flushed as she noted their in-
tent gaze, and then she flashed a radiant
smile on Bruce. Erskine stole a look at his
protégé — noted his eager eyes, and
frowned. His gaze reverted thoughtfully
to the girl.

“ No, she’s not a Dyak,” he murmured.
“T wonder—she can’t be more than six-
teen.” His lips met tightly, as if in pain.

“Ten or fifteen years ago there were
pirates along these shores.” Bruce observed,
his thoughts running in parallel lines with
the lawyer’s. ** They wouldn’t think much
of looting a vessel in those days and killing
all on board. They might have taken her
in that way.”

He did not notice the spasm of pain that
crossed Erskine’s face.
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1 suppose so,” the latter agreed in a
hoarse, strained voice. “ It's getting close
here, isn’t it? The ammonia smell is quite
sickening. 1 hope we sha'n’t have to stay
here long.”

“We're agreced on that!” Bruce ex-
claimed earnestly. I thought to myself
awhile ago, when I was lying in the pas-
sage, that if it wasn’t for the girl we might
make a break for it.”

“ The manang suggests that we stay for
a day or two,” Erskine observed. ‘‘ He
propesed to leave after nightfall and go to
one of the Kayan villages about a day’s
journey away to summon help.”

“I'd vote that we go with him, if it
wasn’t for Rambuta,” Bruce declared.
“ But we mustn’'t expose her to any further
risk; the country is too open. In the jun-
gle she would be safe.” His eyes twinkled
merrily. I ought to have my revenge for
the chaffing vou gave me about my wood-
nymph, uncle. Isn’t she all I said of her
and more?”

“1 should say your imagination didn’t
do her justice,” the lawyer responded dryly.

Bruce stole another covert glance at the
girl. She was looking at him, and smiled
back delightedly. Presently he turned to
Erskine with a pucker in his brow.

“ Somehow she reminds me of some one,”
he said. * Some one I know very well.
It’s the oddest thing! But I can’t exactly
identify the resemblance. Have you no-
ticed anything of the sort?”

Erskine choked.

“ Don't!" he cried hoarsely, and started
to rise. At that instant the sharp cry of a
rifle sounded in the passage.

“They're here,” Bruce shouted, leaping
to his feet in mingled relief and exultation.
“ Now we can finish the matter.”

CHAPTER XX,
THE TRADER’S STRATAGEM.

RUCE scrambled up the passage until
B he joined Kantoor. The little Dutch-
man’s eyes were sparkling brightly

and his lips were set in a firm, hard line.
*“ God forgive me, but I have killed a
man,” he said in a hoarse whisper as Bruce
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crawled alongside of him. “ He was stand- |
ing on the ledge there, and I was going to
shoot him in the legs when he bent down
suddenly and got my ball between the -
eyes.” He shuddered.

“Was it one of that scoundrel’s crew?”
Bruce asked.

“ Ja, mynhecr, 1 heard his voice,” Kan-
toor assured.

“ Then don’t worry about God forgiving
you,” Bruce returned lightly. “ The devi
has had all that crowd marked as his own
for a long time.”

“ We are in the presence of death, myn-
heer,” Kantoor rebuked sternly, °Slay
not; vengeance is mine, I will repay,’ saith
the Lord.”

“ Let me have your gun,” Bruce rejoined
quietly,. He had momentarily forgotten
the little Dutchman’s deep religious nature.

Erskine crawled up to join them.

“ Do you need any help?” he asked.

“ One of us can hold this place,” Bruce
rejoined. “ Some one ought to watch the
other end of the cave, for it's possible that
they may know it has two openings. Then
the third man should maintain laison be-
tween us.”

“ Let me take your revolver, mynlcer,”
Kantoor requested in a low voice of West-
field. ‘7T will watch the other end of the
cave.”

*“ Possibly, in view of the fact that you'd
rather not shoot a man, we’d better let Mr,
Erskine take it,”” Bruce ventured.

“The sword of Joab was not defiled
until he soiled it in the blood of Abner, the
son of Ner, and Amasa, the son of Jether,”
Kantoor rejoined gravely. It is permit-
ted man to defend himself against the doers
of iniquity.”

‘“ As you wish, mynheer,”” Bruce respond-
ed, giving him the weapon. He realized
the inner battle the little man had fought
and won. There was rare stufi in the or-
chid-hunter, he acknowledged admiringly,
the stern conviction and courage that made
Cromwell’s Ironsides.

Kantoor crept away. Bruce and Ers-
kine, concealing themselves in an abrasion,
awaited the next move of the enemy. They
heard a low-voiced consultation above, the
words of which were indistinguishable.
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Then the muzzle of a rifle was suddenly
thrust into the passage and a brown hand
pulled the trigger. The ball shot past them
into the open vault. The colony of swifts
within set up a shrill clamor, and scores of
them swept by them in a [rightened flight
for the open air.

“T'Il discourage that sort of a thing,”
Bruce whispered grimly, sighting along the
rifle he had taken from Borgeson. .

“Let them shoot,” Erskine rejoined
warningly, pulling him away. ¢ They’re
only wasting ammunition, and they possi-
bly may be none too well provided. When
they find they’re accomplishing nothing
they may become more rash and we can
deal with them more effectually.”

Bruce saw the logic of the argument.
They lay behind the rock while shot after
shot rang startlingly through the cavern
and the alarmed swifts poured steadily out
of the funnel.

Presently the figure of a Malay appeared
at the farther end. He leaped into the
opening and flattened himself against the
wall. His fierce, ugly visage turned in
their direction, striving to pierce the gloom.
Perceiving them, he uttered a triumphant
vell and raised his rifle. The next mo-
ment Bruce’s weapon spoke and he spun
forward, lying face down in the cleft.

A howl of rage rose above. Bruce dis-
tinguished the voice of the trader, rising
above the clamor, in a very torrent of abuse
and profanity. He was trying to drive the
Dyaks and Malays forward in a concerted
rush, to overcome by weight of numbers,
knowing that those who went first would
inevitably be shot down, but hoping to pre-
vail at the end. They sullenly refused.
Bruce heard a voice in Malay respectfully
addressing Borgeson as the clamor finally
ceased, and the trader’s angry response.

* We ought to have Kantoor here,” he
observed to Erskine.

“1 think he’s telling the white man that
the men refuse to.risk their lives in such a
reckless venture, and suggesting another
plan,” Erskine responded quietly. “ 1T
caught a2 word here and there, not enough
to learn what he suggests, however.”

Whatever the Malay’s suggestion was, it
prevailed. Bruce heard another torrent of
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profanity, roared in a bull-like voice that
sent the Dyaks and Malays scurrying. He
could hear the patter of their footsteps on
the rocks.

Something touched his feet; reached up
to his knees. He turned swiftly. The girl,
Rambuta, crouched at his feet, her eyes
staring wildly in terror. At every [resh
outburst from above she trembled like a
battered aspen-tree.

“Tuan?” she gasped faintly, pleadingly,
drawing nearer to him.

*“ This is no place for you, Rambuta,”
he started to say, with a peremptory mo-
tion indicating that she must return to the
security of the cave: but a second look into
her face restrained him. She was appar-
ently in a very panic of fear at the sound
of the trader’s voice, and felt safe only so
long as she was near him. A glow of pleas-
urable exultation filled him. He thrilled
at the thought that some human creature
felt such extreme dependence on him.

‘“ Hadn't she better go back?” Erskine
observed.

“ She'’s too badly frightened,” Bruce re-
sponded. ¢ That brute must have been a
very devil to her. 1 only hope 1 can lay
hands on him again.”

He ground his teeth in a burst of pas-
sion and hatred for the big, sneering bully
above, who hid behind his cringing slaves.

An hour passed without a resumption of
the attack. Rambuta crouched behind
them, one hand resting confidingly on
Bruce'’s ankle. Sheltered by that stalwart
form, she knew she need not fear. Her
thoughts reverted to the terrible battle in
which he had crushed and beaten down the
man who claimed her, and she thrilled once
more at his prowess and the power behind
his blows.

“ Tuan,” she murmured caressingly.
“Thou hast been good to me, mighty
tuan.”’

The words were unintelligible to Bruce,
but he could not mistake her meaning. He
leaned back and patted her hand. Her
eyes met his in girlish adoration and wor-
ship. He thrilled with pride and turned
resolutely back to his task ol watching the
circle of light ahead.

The light was suddenly shut off. A bun-
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die of brush-wood and alang-alang, the
long-leafed grass of the wilderness, had
been dropped down before it. A long pole
reached down and thrust it in, clogging the
entrance completely. More brushwood [ol-
lowed. .

* They're going to smoke us out!” Ers-
kine exclaimed. * I was afraid of this.”

A flame leaped through the grasses.
Wisps of smoke began curling in their di-
rection.

“We can't do any more good here,”
Erskine deciaredt * \We'd better get out of
this.” .

They crawled down the passage. Be-
hind them followed a rolling column of
smoke that spiralled to the roor of the
vault. Once more the birds resumed their
shrill protest. Their wild flight caused the
smoke to scatter and settle lower.

Erskine looked speculatively up at the
ceiling.

“We'd better call Mynheer Kantoor and
hold a council of war,” he suggested. * It
won’t be long before they find that cleft
above and close it, if it’s humanly possible.”

The little orchid-hunter joined them.
He, too, had noticed the smoke, which was
rapidly filling the cave. As he neared he
began to question Laki Sadahana.

* It's fully a hali-hour’s journey through
the passage to the other side of the moun-
tain,”” he announced. * ILaki Sadahana
says we will have to hurry or we'll be over-
come by smoke. There is a strong draft
through there irom this side, and it's al-
ready carrying smoke down. T think we
had better start at once.”

A shower of limestone [ragments, birds-
nests, and other débris fell around them.
Looking up they barely discerned through
the thick haze a log lying across the cleft
in the roof.

“Ha! They've found our chimney,”
Erskine exclaimed. * They’ll have it
closed soon. The sooner we leave the
better.”

They picked up their weapons and hur-
ried forward, the witch-doctor taking the
lead. He constantly urged them to make
haste. Rambuta walked between Erskine
and Bruce, timidly touching his arm from
time to time. But when he gallantly oi-
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fered it to her she shrank back and shock
her head in timorous refusal.

* You're an odd bunch of contradictions,
like all your sex,” he mused humorously.
"1 can’t quite make vou out.”

The passage was rough, and at times o
low that they were forced to crawl. At
first the smoke was light, occasioning them
small discomfort. But presently it became
heavier. The Dyaks were evidently suc-
cessful in their effort to close the vent.

The white men began to cough. Ram-
buta and Laki Sadahana, accustomed to the
illy ventilated Dyak houses, were able to
endure the acrid fumes longer. but after a
time they, too, found their lungs filling.

* Faster!” the witch-doctor urged.

They passed a depression in the rock
where a pool of water had gathered. On
Erskine’s suggestion they dampened their
kerchiefs and {astened them over their
faces. Laki Sadahana paused with ill-con-
cealed impatience.

*“ We must hurry or Asep, which is the
breath of the flame, will overcome us,” he
croaked warningly.

* Go on,” Erskine assented.

The smoke was now so thick that it was
impossible to see one another. Bruce, who
was closing up the rear, stumbled along un-
certainly over the rough floor, several times
barely saving himself from falling. He

knew only in the vaguest sort of way that

the girl clung closely to him, supporting
his tottering footsteps now and then. He
offered her his kerchief, but she refused it.

The smoke smarted and reddened their
eye-balls. It was a thick fog of biting
fumes, an enveloping bianket that wrapped
them in its thick folds and cut off their
breath. 1t whirled and swirled about them,
thicker each moment, a fiend that clawed
at their eyes, smarted their lacerated hands
and Jaces, obstructed their air passages,
and thrust its red-hot digits into their burst-
ing lungs. That is a quality of thick smoke.
Water brings a roaring in the ears, a mo-
mentary strangling sensation, a medley of
fantastic visions, and then a sweet oblivion.
Many gases do the same. But smoke is a
personal enemy, that inflicts a maximum
of excruciating torture upon its helpless
victim before it overcomes him.

6 A
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Bruce began to lose all sense of direc-
tion. He knew vaguely that somewhere in
the whirling murk before him the others
were still pressing en.  Dimly he heard
Erskine calling him, and habit led him to
answer. ’

He scarcely recognized his own voice, it
was so hoarse and thin. He wondered how
much farther they had to go. Odd calcu-
lations on the number of paces before them,
the increasing thickness of the smoke, and
the limit of human endurance mingled in
inextricable confugion in his brain. He
thought of the girl and reached towvard her,
She grasped his arm,

The world flared scarlei. Out of the
murk a burst of flame came and sucked
him within its enveloping jolds. He stum-
bled, fell. Then ke knew no more.

When consciousness returned he found
himself staring into a dome of azure blue.
To the left the tall escarpment of Mount
Kini Balu rose serenely, cloud-mantled. A
thin ribbon of water ran beside him, tum-
bling among the rocks like a playful child,
and losing itself finally in the tree-growth
below.

Rambuta's face leaned cver him. A glo-
rious smile chased away the look of anxious
concern that had gathered him. She rose
with an excited cry, of which he under-
stood only the word ‘‘ fxan,” now grown so
meledious to his ears.

They clustered around him.

 Feeling better?” Erskine inquired so-
licitously.

Bruce breathed deeply and expeiied the
accumulation of smoke fumes from his con-
gested lungs. His chest ached, and throb-
bing pains ran through his forehead, but
to these he gave no thought. It was good
to be In the Dblessed, irec mountain air
again and breathe the pure atmosphere
{loating down the gray slopes of Kini Balu.

* Iit as a fiddle,” he declared cheerily,
sitting up.  * Are we all here?”

“ Every one of us,” Erskine assured.
“ You dropped less than a hundred feet
irom the entrance. It was this litile girl
who carried you out.”

He patted Rambuta’s shoulder.
smiled happily at her tuan.

"“ She’s more than evened the score be-
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tween us,” Bruce declared gratefully, of-
fering his hand. Rambuta took it shyly,
wondering at this pleasant custom of the
white man. Bruce paused, at a loss how
to express himself.

* Tell her I'm grateiul, will you, Myn-
heer Kantoor?” he requested. * First
thing I'm going to do, when we get a little
time together, is to learn enough Malay to
teach you English, my dear.”

CHAPTER XXI.

THE KAYANS RESCUE.

EACTION expresses itself in contra-
R ries. The taciturn individual be-

comes talkative, the garrulous pre-
serves a stricken silence when a strain is
removed. This is the elasticity of human
nature, which alone enables man to endure
the vicissitudes to which his bedy and his
mind are so frequently subject. No other
creature could survive the terrific buffet-
ings of fate which so many of the human
species are called upon to endure, not once,
but many times in their span of existence.
Thus it was a supreme mercy that made
man alone, of all creatures, a rational be-
ing, and gave to others a lesser sensitive-
ness and capacity for pain.

Bruce was the average well-bred Amer-
ican, a good companion, but uninclined to
loquacity. Many of his friends, indeed,
deemed him reserved. He carried himself
with a quiet dignity, and oftentimes his
smile and a quiet, pleased light in his eyes
expressed more than his lips. Yet he had
found a normal and healthy enjoyment in
lile as he quictly joined in the wvaricus
amusements of his selected coterie of inti-
mates and was upiversally liked.

In the wilderness his former taciturnity
had gradually sloughed from him. He be-
came more cheerv and familiar. This was
more or Jess duc to the fact that Erskine,
who had been the life of jolly little dinners
at the club and was often said to be young-
er in heart than many of the young men
about town with whem he associated, de-
veloped a tendency toward glocmiress and
long silences. Bruce secretly felt that his
uncle had burdened himself with an un-
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warranted responsibility for his welfare,
due to the fact that the latter had suggest-
ed the journey. He feared that Erskine
was {retting over the situation they found
themselves, and was wearing out his nerves
with anxiety. For this reason he felt it his
duty to disseminate cheer and divert the
lawyer’s thoughts.

No sense of duty, however, nor artificial
cheerfulness was responsible for his con-
duct the next few minutes. Releasing
Rambuta’s hand he turned to Kantoor and
asked:

*“ Are we quite safe, mynleer?”

“ Tor the present, yes, mynleer,” the
orchid-hunter gravely acknowledged.

*“Then to the devil with care.” Bruce
gaily rollicked. Throwing his head back
he sang lustily, in a rich barytone, the
chorus:

For it's always fair weather,
When good fellows zet together—

Rambuta clapped her hands joyfully at
the close. She turned to Kantoor with an
earnest plea, her brown eyes sparkling ani-
matedly. Thrusting her slender fingers in-
side her slendang she produced -a Dyak
harp, made of bamboo, an instrument pop-
ular with the women of Borneo, and signi-
fied that she would play.~

‘“ She wants you to sing again, mynlieer,”
Kantoor explained. “ But that is unwise.
We are not so far away from our enemies
but that they may hear us and guess our
escape.’

“ How far?” Bruce demanded matter-
of-factly.

** Not more than a half mile, as nearly as
I can estimate from what Laki Sadahana
tells me. But they will have to pass
through the same tunnel we passed through.
Deep chasms and precipices obstruct the
road over the ridge, and render it wholly
impassable. That gives us a long lead il
we start now, for they will have to wait
until the smoke clears away before they
can enter.”

“Where are we
manded.

“ There is a Kayan village about a day’s
journeyv distant, Laki Sadahana says. The
village is strong, with about two hundred

going?”" Bruce de-
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spears. Laki Sadahana assures us that we
will find protection there.”

1 hate to leave this country without
making another try for orchids,” Bruce
said gloomily. “ Tt will take thirty days
before we can get up another party to pene-
trate the interior. I'm afraid time will be
running rather short to enable me to make
good on my bet with Jimmie Allemann.”

* There’s no chance of our doing any-
thing until we have made ourselves strong
enough to cope with this man Borgeson,”
Erskine pointed out quietly. * You must
remember we have already lelt the orchid
country behind; it lies on the other side of
the watershed. Besides,” he added signifi-
cantly, “ there’s another consideration. We
must bring this young lady to a place of
safety.”

Bruce’s face cleared.

“Of course,” he
thoughtless of me.”
glanced at Rambuta. She repaid him with
an adoring stare. It was the schoolgirl
type of adoration, Bruce knew; the tribute
of innocence to the hero of the hour. He
flushed again, conscious of his deficiencies.

“ You are going to be mightily disap-
pointed some day, young lady, when you
know more about me,” was the thought
that formed in his brain.

Unconsciously, however, he squared his
shoulders and resolved io measure up to
her esteem.

*“ We might as well be going, then,” he
declared, with affected unconcern. Erskine,
who had noted the byplay, smiled, and
then looked thoughtfully at the girl.

Rambuta, looking up presently, caught
his glance. It held the puzzled stare of the
searcher---of one who is vainly seeking to
tear away the cobwebs from a forgotten
recess in the chamber of memory. The
look, and the puzzled frown that accom-
panied it, startled her. She pressed closer
to Laki Sadahana, twining her arm within
his. Erskine quickly diverted his glance,
and the odd expression ol pain once more
flitted across his face.

* 1 wonder—" he murmured, and gazed
silently into the rose-tinted masses of fleece
cushioning on Kini Balu. But they told
him nothing.

agreed. It was
He flushed, and
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They had not gone far when night fell,
and they were forced to camp. Camp was
pitched in a recess between two ridges of
rock. A tiny fire was built under a canopy
of leaves, that it might not hetray them to
their enemies.

‘A halt just at this time is. awkward,”
Erskine commented. * The cave will be
clear of smoke by to-morrow morning, and
they'll soon discover we're not in it:-They'll
follow us hotfoot, for that man Borgeson
isn’t the type that gives up easily. Be-
sides, he'll be rabid with desire to even up
for the thrashing you gave him, Bruce. We
must start at the first sign of light to-mor-
row.”

He asked Kantoor to communicate this
decision to Laki Sadahana. The witch-
doctor nodded an emphatic assent.

* He says that by noon we will reach a
more heavily wooded country,” Kantoor
announced. “ Rambuta will stay behind
then and give us warning of the approach
of our enemies.”

“ No, she sha'n’t,” Bruce emphatically
negatived. “ T'll act as rear-guard myself.”

Laki Sadahana grinned when this was
communicated to him. His reply caused
a smile to appear on Kantoor’s features.

“ The manang says that vou are strong
and brave, but that in the jungle you are
an old man who walks with a stick,” he
translated. “ I am sure, myn/eer, that his
suggestion is a wise one. The good Lord
has endowed the child with a marvelous
strength in her arms, and the agility of a
monkey. We should be foolish not to make
use of her powers. Remember how she
laughed at us and kept out of our sight
when we were in the forest.”

Bruce could not but concede the wisdom
of the suggestion. He mentally resolved,
however, to lag behind the others as far as
he dared and give Rambuta such protec-
tion as his rifle could afford.

As they descended the slopes ef the To-
hen Batu. the great watershed, their prog-
ress became appreciably slower. The coun-
try took on a varied aspect, huge outcrop-
pings of rock interspersing with deep ra-
vines. Vegetation took a foothold in every
crack and crevice of the rocks, which a
plentiful erosion, due to heavy tropical
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rains, and the contributions of wind and
birds filled up almost as rapidly as they
appeared.

Kantoor was the only one of the ihree
white men at ali at home in such country,
and even he confessed that he found the
descent laborious. Several water-courses
also retarded them, for it took time to find
a safe crossing, the streams being largely a
succession of deep pocls and swift rapids,
where a fall on the slippery rocks threat-
ened death.

Laki Sadahana surprised them all by his
vigor. He constantly urged them to make
haste, and looked Dback anxiously from
every coign of vantage from which they
were able to observe the back trail. .

*“ Gur enemies are slothful or they would
have overtaken us by now,” he confessed
to Kantoor. “ The men of the Seribas
clan who are with them are swift travelers,
for they live in a hilly country such as this.
We could go faster were it not for your
companjons. The young warrior is swift
enough, but the ¢ld buffalo staggers like a
cow that has just mothered.”

There was truth in his observation on
Erskine. The lawyer was rapidly nearing
the end of his powers. Starvation and
fever had weakened him, and he lacked
the recuperative powers of the junglebred
Dutchman and his youthful companion.
He found the utmost difficulty in maintain-
ing the pace Rambuta and Laki Sadahana
set through the rough, broken country, and
was unfeignedly glad when they halted at
noon.

“Will you be able to make it, uncle?”
Bruce asked anxiously.

Erskine smiled wanly.

“ I think so, my boy,” he replied. “If
I can’t, go on and leave me. I'll crawl into
the bush somewhere and hide until you get
back with the Kayans.”

“ And leave vou to the mercy of that
brute?” Bruce exclaimed indignantly. X
should say not. Mynheer Kantoor and T
will make shift to carry vou in some way.”

*““That would be utter foolishness,
Bruce,” the lawyer returned quietly. *“ We
would almost certainly be evertaken then,
provided our enemies are following us, as
1 have no doubt they are. If they should
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find me, small harm will be done. They
have no grudge against me, and I think
even Borgeson would hesitate to kill a
white man. He’ll know he can’t trust his
slaves not to repeat the story.”

“We won't argue the question,” Bruce
returned obstinately. * But we’ll either all
reach the Kayan village, or none of us will
get there.”

The noon rest was brie[. Laki Sadaha-
na, who, by virtue of his knowledge of the
country, had assumed a tacit leadership,
permitted them only a few brief mouthfuls
of the boiled rice he had prepared in the
cave and carried with him, and then he set
out again on the steady, tiresome pace that
was beginning to tell so on the white -men.
After an hour Erskine faltered.

“1 guess I'm done for,” he said faintly,
when Bruce leaped toward him with a cry.

“ Throw your arms over my shoulders
while I get a good grip on you,” Bruce di-
rected, removing his rifle to his left hand.

“ Go on,” the lawyer commanded ener-
getically. “ 1 can take care of myself.”

“ Not without you,” Bruce declared
stubbornly.

“ Let me help, mynheer,” a quiet voice
spoke at his side. It was the orchid-
hunter. ¢ Laki Sadahana can carry our
guns, while we cradle Mynheer Erskine be-
tween us. I wiil show you.”

He crossed hands, and bade Bruce do
the same. Then he directed Erskine to
place an arm over each of their shoulders.
The lawyer protested, but Kantoor silenced
him with the statement:

“ Mynheer, you must do as I say or we
shall all perish.”

It was Bruce who first faltered under the
added strain.

“ Let us rest just a minute or two,” he
suggested after they had gone about a
fourth of a mile. Kantoor nodded assent.
He was saving his breath.

Laki Sadahana, who had been scanning
the treetops in their wake, suddenly started.

¢ Rambuta comes,” he exclaimed in a
low voice. His keen eyes immediately
scanned the forest to ascertain the possi-
bilities for defense. Not far away lay the
huge bole of a fallen kenari-tree. He urged
them thither.
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*“ They come,” Rambuta fluttered
breathlessly as she swung down a huge
creeper into their midst.

Laki Sadahana received the news with a
cool nod of his head. -In his younger days,
before he had become celebrated as a ma-
nang, he had participated in many a raid.
Somewhere, in a hidden corner of his her-
mitage, there hung a row of knotted human
heads. But of these he never spoke, even
to the old men who visited him.

“ Haste thou, my daughter, and summon
the Kayans of the Meribong,” he said.
““Thou wilt find them not more than an
hour’s journey distant. Not far ahead
there is a great river. Iollow its course
down-stream till you come to the village of
the Meribong. Tell them it is Laki Sada-
hana who calls.”

“ But the young tuan?” she cried in fear-
ful anxiety.

“He is a warrior; his place is here,”
Laki Sadahana replied. “ Haste now, Ka-
ren-child.”

Bruce had listened to the dialogue with-
out understanding it.

“ Where is she going?” he demanded
when he saw her spring into the trees.

“To get help,” Kantoor replied laconi-
cally. “ Now, mynheer, if you will be so
good as to hide yourself behind this piece
of timber. They may be here any mo-
ment.”’

They lay in breathless silence. Laki
Sadahana’s jungle-trained eves and Kan-
toor’s scanned the forest.

There was a rustling of leaves ahead. A
Dyak skimmed swiftly along the plainly
marked trail. Behind him swung two Ma-
lays, armed with rifles of an antiquated
pattern. Their fierce eyes glittered venom-
ously.

They reached the spot where Rambuta
had rejoined her firiends. The Dyak’s
skilled eyes quickly read the story—LErs-
kine dropped by the men who were carry-
ing him, and the rush into the brush for
shelter. His eyes roamed over the jungle,
coal-black, luminous.

“Ah-doe! Ah-doe!” he shrieked, shril-
ling, lifting a pointed finger.

Bruce’s rifle cracked. One of the Ma-
lays dropped his rifle and clapped his hand
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to his breast. IHe gazed al them with an
expression of pained amazement that rap-
idly glazed, stepped a pace forward, and
plunged down. ‘The other Malay dnd the
Dyak guide promptly plunged into the
protecting cover of the brush.

* Good Judoment Bru\.e Erskine coni-
mended in a whisper. * You got the man
with the gun. Watch, now, and den't let
them recover it.’

IFar back in the forest ‘Tlddeb they heard
Borgeson’s voice shouting orders to his
slaves, Then silence fell again, broken
only by a rustling in the brush. Suddenly
iwo guns spoke &almost simultancously.
Two leaden slugs buried themselves spite-
[ully into the.soft timber of the fallen tree.

Bruce peered cautiously through the
screen of leaves he had made for himself.
He was unable to detect an alien presence.
A moment later Laki Sadahana pulled his
sleeve and pointed silently to a low shrub,
stirring slightly. Looking carefully, Bruce
presently discerned a thatch of black hair,
He pointed his rifie quickly and fired.
There was no further stirring in that bush,
but they were forced to take cover under
the storm of bullets that swept in their di-
rection.

Among the crashing discharges Bruce
presently detected an alien note. It was
the staccato challenge of 2 magazine rifle.
A moment later a buliet neatly flecked a
leaf from his screen and passed just be-
neath his chin. He quickly moved away
from the dangerous spot.

* That devil’s got a rifle and my range,”
he murmured to Erskine in response to the
latter’s whi<perﬁd question. ** 1f T can only
locate him now.

Another Malay exposed hlm\clt They
were crawling nearcr. But Bruce paid no
attention to them. He was resolved to get
the man with the rifle. The latter was
their most dangerous foe, he perceived:
with him gone the others would soon be
put to rout. Through Kantoor he asked
Laki Sadahana’s assistance in locating Bor-
geson.

A Dyak so far forgot himself as to crawl
into the open. It was his last adventure.
Kantoor accounted for him, using up the
last shot in Bruce's automatic,
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Laki Sadahana presently crawled near
them.

“There is no white man here,”
ported through Kantoor.
must be farther back.”

A butliet from the rifle grazed Kantoor’s
head. He pitched forward, but recovered
instantly. A blue crease ran above his
right ear.

“Are you hurt?” Bruce inquired anx-
iously. The little orchid-hunter ignored
the question.

" He is in the tree, there, above us, myn-
lieer,” he cried excitedly, pointing into the
lower branches of a tall mahogany. Bruce
saw a rifle pointed in their direction, held
in a tanned, hairy hand that enveloped
barrel and stock with the grip of a gorilla.
Whipping his own weapon to his shoulder,
he fired. The rifle clattered down, and a
fearful oath sounded from the tree. They
could hear blood pattering on the leaf-mold

he re-
* The white man

below, though the trader kept himsell
hidden.

“ Hurrah!” Bruce cried. “ We've got
them now!”

His triumph was shot-lived. A gun
sounded to their right, and Erskine
dropped, uttering a low groan.

“Uncle!" Bruce cried. *“ Are vou hurt?”

“Only in the shoulder,” Erskine re-
sponded. *‘ Look out, boy, they’re flanking
us.”

It was true. One of the Malays had
circled about the log and was taking them
in the rear. Their position had become
untenable.

Laki Sadahana poured a rapid torrent

of Dyak at Kantoor, pointing to the jungle
ahead.

* He says we must fal! back,” Kantoor
explained. ‘ There's a river ahead. If we

can cross it ahead of these devils we can
make a stand there.”

“ But Mynheer Erskine is
Bruce cried agonizedly.

The gun ahead acain cracked. The
heavy leaden slug barely missed Bruce,
burving itself in the log. At the same mo-
ment a poisoned dart dropped over their
shelter. '

* Hurry'!” Laki Sadahana urged.

Bruce caught up Erskine. The strength

wounded,”



246

of ten men suddenly filled him, he felt a
voiceless fury welling through him at the
scoundrel who assailed them with savages
when beaten in fair fight. He dashed
through the woods, pulling the lawyer
along, his breath coming in great gasps.

A Malay dashed into the path ahead of
him, uttering a triumphant shout. He
raised his rifle, but the charge it held was
never fired. TUttering a berserker roar of
rage, Bruce dropped Erskine and leaped on
the brown man with clubbed rifle. The
Malay sought to evade the blow by lifting
his own gun, but his feeble defense was
swept aside as though it were straw. The
stock crashed on his cranium, crushing the
skull, and broke off. Bruce threw the use-
less weapon away and picked up Erskine
again.

He scarcely remembered what followed.
His lungs, nigh to bursting, his eyes star-
ting from their sockets, his blood traveling
a furious course through his veins and his
head throbbing madly, he plunged through
bush and bracken toward the stream. He
did not know that Kantoor, valiantly main-
taining a rearguard, intimidated the on-
rushing natives with the empty automatic,
a weapon they had fortunately been taught
to respect. Prodigal of ammunition, they
had wasted their last shot, and had out-
stripped the bearers who were to provide
them anew. But they dared not close.

The river stretched before them. From
bank to bank it was a good forty yards.
Pandanus and water hyacinth grew rankly
along hoth shores, and in the middle a
swift current flowed, clear and strong, pred-
icating unfordable depths. Bruce uttered
a moan of despair.

The Malays and Dyaks edged in. Kan-
toor had made his bluff with the pistol once
too often, and they guessed the white man’s
plight.  Another minute and it would be
all over, Bruce thought. He looked around
for a fallen limb, or aught that could serve
him as a weapon.

Around the bend below them a long
canoe suddenly shot. Laki Sadahana ut-
tered a shout of joy. Behind it came an-
other, then a third, a fourth, and a fifth.
All were bankongs, war praus, long, slim,
keelless craft, with crocodile-headed prows,
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and they were loaded to the rail with Ka-
yan warriors armed to the teeth. Many of
them had guns.

The bankongs swung shoreward. Kayan
warriors leaped out into the rmud and
dashed ashore. The Malays and Seribas
did not wait. They had no stomach for
further fighting. Silent as ghosts they
plunged into the protecting screen of jun-
gle, hoping to elude their eager foes. The
Kayans followed as swiltly and silently as
they, bloodhounds on the trail.

Laki Sadahana approached them with a
gaudily tattcoed warrior. He was a full
six feet in height, dressed in the bright-
colored head-dress and chawat that the
Dyak loves so well, and carried a long and
heavy spear. Laki Sadahana introduced
him as Kaya Meribong, head of the tribe.
He gravely took their hands in greeting, to
show that he was accustomed to the ways
of the white man.

“They are kutu (lice),” he declared
grandiloquently, in response to a question
from Kantoor. “ My warriors will sweep
them off the earth. The white man they
will bring to the village, that he may be
sent to Brunei, and judged according to
the white man’s law.”

Rambuta stole up shyly behind him.
She had come in one of the war-boats.

“ This makes the second time you've
saved my life, little girl,”” he said to her in
English. “ You’re heaping up obligations
for me.”

Whereat she smiled and dimpled in per-
fect understanding. What need for words
when her tuan’s eyes told her he was glad.

Erskine’s wound was treated by Laki
Sadahana. The war-boats brought the ne-
cessary caustics to cleanse and heal the
wounds of any who might be hurt, and
none was more skilled in their ministra-
tion than the old witch-doctor of Kini
Balu.

The Kayans began to filter back from
the jungle. Several of them had gory
heads hanging to their belts. Bruce sick-
ened at the sight. Afterward Kantoor told
him that he had counted twelve.

Two prisoners were brought in, Borge-
son and his lieutenant, Serif Massar. The
latter’s /adji-tulband had protected him,



THE FAIREST FLOWER.

for the Kayans recognized it as the insignia
of a man of more than ordinary impor-
tance. Borgeson was nursing a sore hand,
for Bruce’s bullet had gone through the
palm. He carried himself with his custo-
mary truculence, however. Serif Massar
was the bland, impassive Malay, who
feared no death, but only dishonor—the
dishonor of doing those things his religion
forbade him.

“What will be done with the prisoners?”
Bruce asked Kantoor.

“ They will be taken to the village,”
Kantoor answered. * From there, I pre-
sume, they will be transported down-river
{0 Brunei to stand trial. Kaya Meribong
is an advanced Dyak, who knows the
weight of the white man’s hand and covets
the friendship of those in power.”

CHAPTER XXII.
KAYA MERIBONG’S JUSTICE.

~2TAT evening Bruce Westfield and his
companions experienced a character-
istic Dyak welcome. The strident
beating of a Chinese gong, struck heavily
at intervals by a wpoden mallet, announced
their coming to the villagers. One of the
warriors had been sent in advance to com-
municate the gladsome tidings of the al-
most bloodless victorv. The women and
children trooped out to meet them, and it
was quite a triumphal procession, headed
Ly Kava Meribong and the warriors who
had taken heads, that finally entered the
clearing where the pangalr, or long-house,
stood.
The house was similar to the one they
ad visited earlier, Bruce noticed, with the
single exception that it was larger. Kaya
Aeribong proudly informed them, through
Kantoor, that it was a village of forty-nine
doors: in other words, included that num-
ber of families. Bruce noticed with amuse-
ment that the Dyaks had picked the mud-
diest spot they could find for their dwel-
ling. The foundation was composed of
long rows of bamboo poles, driven to re-
sistance.
There was only one floor, raised about
eight feet ahove ground. Tn the mud be-
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low pigs wallowed to their heart’s content,
and chickens roosted forlornly on cross-
pieces bound with rattan.

In separate pens, carefully cleaned and
tended, Bruce saw several gamecocks, the
apparent pride of the village. A dozen
Dyak warriors eagerly offered to show
them these battle-scarred veterans of the
cocking main, and were highly pleased at
the polite enconiums Kantoor offered in
behalf of himself and his associates.

Kaya Meribong escorted his guests into
the long-house with stately ceremony, and
bade them be seated before the fire in the
center of the dwelling, where Dvak girls
had spread newly made rattan mats in
their honor. Other girls brought jars of
{uak and rice wine, and cups.

A stalwart Dyak, who had distinguished
himself in the recent fray by taking a head,
took one of the cups and a little wine, and
squatted in the center of the circle, which
by this time included all the people of the
village. The more prominent were in the
inner fringe, close behind the white guests
and Laki Sadahana and his daughter, and
the descendants of slaves on the outer
periphery.

Bruce took particular interest in the cos-
tume of this warrior, the blue chawat, with
its red, white, and green-striped border, the
beaded necklace of cowry-shells, alternat-
ing with silver dollars, the bracelets and
kneelets of silver and brass, highly pol-
ished, and the elaborate head-dress sur-
mounted with a circle of hornbill feathers.

The Dyak began singing in a low mono-
tone.

*“ What is he saving?” Bruce whispered
of Kantoor.

* Hush!” the latter replied. “ Do not
smile or frown, and listen attentively. He
is voicing the welcome of the village and
their joy that they came in time to rescue
us.”

The singer finally paused for lack of
breath. ** Ara Wi Wi Ara,” the villagers
chorused. When they had ceased the sing-
er took up his song again. At intervals, to
enable him to accumulate new ideas, the
villagers chorused “ Ara¢ Wi Wi Ara.”

At length, after what seemed to Bruce
an interminable interval, the singer lifted
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his cup and pressed it to Kantoor's lips.
The Dutchman, by reason of his being the
spokesman, was assumed to be the leader
of the expedition by the Dvaks. Kantoor
drank gravely and passed the cup to Ers-
kine, who reclined on a rude couch beside
them. ‘Erskine’s lips barely touched the
beverage, and then he passed the cup to
Westfield.

Bruce sipped the liquor tentatively. "1t
was extremely sour, like some French
wines, and rather flat and insipid. Bruce
doubted whether the alcoholic content was
any larger than that of American beer,

“ Must take a Dyak a long time to get
drunk on that stuff,” was his inner com-
ment.

After the cup had been passed to Laki
Sadahana and Rambuta, and had gone the
rounds, amid much shouting and hilarity,
a prudent girl stepped outside and wasted
two cups of good fuak by throwing it to
the pigs as a libation to any hantu token
who might be hovering in the vicinity.

Another Dyak then began a recitation.
Others followed. Bruce stirred restlessly.

“ When is this going to end?” he whis
pered to Kantoor.

The Dutchman frowned as a warning for
silence. Such interruptions, he afterward
esplained, were offensive~to the Dyaks,
who feared that the spirits might be dis-
pleased.

Presently the supper hour neared. The
quintet of guests looked forward to it with
livelv anticipation. Their fare had been
meager the past twenty-four hours. Kaya
Meribong served a bountiful dinner--rice
cooked in individual packages wrapped in
leaves, roast duck, roast pig. turtle eggs.
monkey-tail soup, bananas, jak fruit, cus-
tard apples, and durian.

To sample all these viands taxed the
white men’s gastronomic ability, yet cus-
tom required it, as Kantoor informed them
in a low voice. Somehow they managed to
acquit themselves creditably in the ordeal.
Erskine, by reason of his wound. was for-
tunate enough to be excused.

After supper came dances and music.
These continued to a late hour at night.
At the urging of Laki Sadahana, Rambuta
consented to dance the head dance. bhut

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY

WEEKLY.

only after the prisoners had been removed.
The mere recollection of her last previous
performance at Tama Kwayang's village,
with Borgeson looking on, caused her to
flush with shame.

Bruce watched her marvelous execution
of the intricate steps of the dance with as-
tonishment and admiration. Her grace, her
agility, and her beauty held him spell-
bound. She was his wood-nymph, his sprite
of the forest. Were it not for the dark
circle of faces surrounding him, he told
himself, he might readily fancy himself in
some Keatsian glade. At the conclusion
of the dance he drew a long breath and
turned to Erskine.

* That was the most astonishingly beau-
tiful thing I have ever seen,” he declared
enthusiastically. “ What a sensation she
would create in New York.”

Erskine glanced at him keenly.

“Would you care to see her on the
stage?” he asked quietly. ’

“ Never!” Bruce declared emphatically.
His face expressed his horror at the
thought. *“ Why, she’s only a child.”

Erskine smiled with quiet satisfaction.

“Yes, she’s only a child,” he agreed.
" We must not forget that.”

There was a gentle significance in his
voice that caused Bruce to look at him
queerly.

Engrossed in conversation with Erskine,
Bruce failed to notice the earnest, search-
ing glance that Rambuta directed at him
the moment she concluded the mad whirl
of her dance. He would not have known
what had provoked it il he had. But pres-
entlv he worked his way through the knot
of warriors and women surrounding her
and spoke to her. She looked up, startled.
Her features held the half-afraid lock of
the child whom cruel experience has taught
to distrust.  But it quickly disappeared as
he expressed his frank and honest admira-
tion at her performance.

“ My tuan is not like the other tuan,”
she whispered to herself in a transport of
happiness as she went to her quarters a
little later. During the long night watches,
while she lay awake and listened to the
droning of the night wind among the lofty
forest tops. she repeated the words:
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“ My tuan is not like the other twan.”

The next morning Borgesen and Serif
Massar were summoned before Kaya Meri-
bong for a hearing. Laki Sadahana acted
as accuser. No more was necessary, for
the influence of the hermit of Kini Balu
was paramount. The Dyaks of Meribong
knew no greater manang than he.

Laki Sadahana made the accusation in
measured tones. He related all that had
transpired since Borgeson first approached
his hermitage. The accusation was made
in the Malay tongue, in order that the
white man and his lieutenant might have
no -difficulty in understanding. When he
had concluded, Kaya Meribong asked Bor-
geson if he had anything to say.

“ All I've got to say is that I’m a British
subject,” he returned with his customary
arrogance and truculence. ‘If anything
happens to me or to Serif Massar here, my
friends will see to it that a company of
soldiers comes here and hangs whoever is
responsible.”

The veins on Erskine’s forehead stood
out when the trader’s reply was made
known to him. But Kaya Meribong exe-
cuted quick justice.

“The customs of the orang blanda are
known to the Meribong Kayans,” he re-
turned solemnly. ‘ Thou shalt have what
thou asks. A guard of my Kayans shall
take thee and thy accusers down the river
that thou mayest stand before the white
judge, thou and thy sub-chief. But not
until the third moon from now is full, be-
cause there has been a pestilence on the
river, and it is malan. Until that time ve
shall remain bound here.”

“ Good!”" Erskine exclaimed when Kaya
Meribong’s decision was communicated to
him. *“ He has ‘appealed unto Cesar:
unto C:esar he shall go.” But I doubt if
the scoundrel iz a British subject. as he
claims.”

The lawyer in Erskine [ound huge satis-
faction in the kjai's justice. His satisfac-
tion, however, was short-lived. Kantoor
approached, shaking his head gloomily.

“T know not what we shall do, my
friend, il the kjai’s saying be true,” he de-
clared. “If Borgeson cannot be brought
down-river hecause it has become malan,
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or taboo, it stands to reason that they will
not permit us to go, either. I shall inquire”
of Laki Sadahana.”

The witch-doctor confirmed the ill news.
A party of white men, he stated, had ap-
peared on the river a few months before.
One of them had succumbed to the small-
pox. Several natives had become infected
and had carried the contagion with them to
three or four villages along the stream.
Thanks to obat, medicines received from
the whites at Brunei, the scourge had been
arrested, but feeling still ran high against
white men, and no orang blanda would be
permitted to travel up or down stream
until the omens became more favorable.

‘“ Can’t we hold a reading of the omens?”
Bruce suggested, when the situation was
communicated to him. He was even more
upset than the others by the news.

Laki Sadahana smiled. ¢ You forget,
tuan,” he said, “ that there are several vil-
lages through whose negri we must pass.
Each village has its own witch-doctor who
reads the omens. One of them is sure to
find unfavorable signs in the pig’s liver
that he is called upon to read, particularly
since we have no presents to distribute.
Then we would be held at that village until
the omens changed. It is far better to re-
main here, where the plague has not been,
than to go to the afflicted places.”

“Laki Sadahana is right,” Xrskine
agreed.  We are up against it. We will:
have to stay here and enjoy the kjai’s hos-
pitality for the next three months.”

“I'll lose my bet without a doubt,”
Bruce exclaimed in chagrin. Yet his dis-
appointment did not appear to be keen.
His glance strayed toward Rambuta, crush-
ing rice with the other Dyak girls on the
veranda of the long-house.

*“ There is still a chance, mynjieer,”” Kan-
toor declared. ‘' I have a suggestion. The
stream is closed against white men, but not
against natives. Could we not send a Ka-
van or two down with a letter to the Amer-
ican consul at Sarawak and explain our
predicament? We have our letters of
credit. With those he could buy whatever
we need and send them to us. The names
of Erskine and Westfield are sufficient
guarantee.”
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* Splendid, mynlecer! A capital idea!”
Bruce exclaimed enthusiastically. * You've
saved the day! Now if we can only ar-
range with our good host for the use of
some of his Kavans, everything will be
lovely!™

T will do that,” Kantoor promised.

“ Then I'll write a letter to the consul at
once. The sooner they go the better.”

Four Kayans set out that very day, in
a large prau.  They were given an enthu-
<lastic farewell. for the white men had
premised rich presents of tobacco and
beads when thev returned with their
freicht.  Kaya Meribong estimated that
tha trip down-river, the wait for the arrival
»f the goods {rom Sarawak, and the return
up-stream would take about a menth.

“ That will give us two months’ time to
cross the Tohen Batu again, gather our
orchids, and return.” Mynheer Kantoor
pointed out.  If we are successiul in our
search early, we might save time by strik-
ing southward through Kotei and thus ac-
complizsh what no white man has ever done
hefore: cross Borneo from side to side
through the thickest jungle.

“1In the mean time I’ll have an oppor-
{unity to teach our pretty little ward En-
glish,” Bruce thought. * Her mouth looks
as thought she could conjugate the verb
*love ’ most attractively.”

CHAPTER XXIIL

WOUNDS THAT CANNOT TIEAL.

alorm of the village gong awoke

Bruce from his beauty sleep. He
dressed hurriedly and rushed out to ascer-
tain the cause of the disturbance. He
found a circie of Dyaks talking and ges-
ticulating wildly about the cubicle where
Borgeson and Massar had been interned.
O the two prisoners there was no sign
whatever.

A few questions disclesed what had hap-
pened. The white man and his lieutenant
had in some manner loosed their bonds.
Probably the rattan had stretched, giving
them play for their fingers, and patience
had sceomnlished the rest. One of the

O X the third morning therealter a wild
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‘tambangans was gone, too, showing plainly

the course they had taken.

A bankong was quickly loaded with Ka-
van warriors and sent in pursuit. The
braves returned late that night with a crest-
fallen air, and empty-handed. Borgeson,
knowing that he would be followed, had
covered his trail with the skill of a native.
He and Serif Massar had portaged from
stream to stream in the weli-watered coun-
try until they finally emerged into another
negri, where pursuit dared not follow with-
out securing permission. The rimboe had
swallowed them up.

Erskine suggested sending word to the
British authorities at Ambong, in order
that the two might be apprehended when
thev reached the coast.

“ Not that I think it will do much good,”
the lawver observed, “ because ten to one
Borgeson will have slipped through their
fingers before the net can be drawn tight
enough to hold him. He knows the coun-
try, and he knows the coast. Such scoun-
drels always have friends who are adept at
evading the law. However, we ought to
take the chance.”

The messenger was despatched, bearing
a lengthy letter from Erskine, which Bruce
also signed. The name of Westfield car-
ried weight in every corner of the globe
where white men lived.

Erskine recovered rapidly from his
wound. It was little more than a flesh
wound, and Laki Sadahana proved a mas-
ter physician. Erskine had many valuable
suggestions, however, frcm other self-ap-
pointed doctors, one of whom sagely coun-
seled that he chew betel and expectorate
the juice on the wound. Tt was a sure cure,
he argued. because it satisfied the hanty
token, who had no teeth nor gums where-
with to chew their own betel.

The days passed swiftly and romantical-
ly for Bruce. In the moiring he botanized
with Kantoor; while Rambuta assisted the
village girls in their tasks of winncwing,
husking, and grinding rice, weaving mats
of rattan, and stringing beads. The work
locked heavy to Bruce, particularly that
of grinding the rice in a rude dugout trough
in which it was pounded with a heavy pole,
a mortar and pestle effect similar to that
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used by savages in so many portions of the
world. He noticed, however. that the girls
seemed to be happy in their work, and real-
ized that he would demean himseli im-
measurably in the Kayans® esteem if he oi-
fered to take her place.

After lunch came the hour for siesta,
when the equatorial sun rode high and the
stifling air lay heavy on the valley. But
shortly after four o’clock the monsvon be-
gan to blow, cooling the flats, and then he
and Rambuta scampered over the fields of
paddi toward the near-by timber line.
There, ensconsed hetween the buttresses of
a huge tapang, they studied languages—he
Dyak and Malay, and she English. Some-
times she whisked into the treetops and
brought back orchids. Many a rare blossom
she plucked and gave him. but not the
flower he sought.

Rambuta’s progress astonished Bruce.
At times he almost suspected that the giri
was mocking him, and that she had ac-
quired a previous knowledge of the lan-
guage which she was concealing for some
reason or another. But a look at her frank,
eager eyes, avid for information, dispelled
such illusions. Eventually he perceived
that her brain was a fertile field lain fallow
till now, and wholly uncluttered with the
trash which the average child in a civilized
community accumulates before reaching
adolescence. His own progress was slower,
but at the end of two weeks they were able
to converse together with reasonable [a-
cility.

Erskine watched these daily excursions
with a troubled brow. He said nothing to
Bruce, however, although the latter per-
ceived his concern. Erskine. in fact. was
growing moodicr day by day. He became
more and more addicted to long periods of
silence, in which he gazed steadily north
toward the invisible seacoast. as though a
longing for home obsessed him which he
was unable to shake off. Bruce chaffed
him about it on one occasion. striving to
induce greater cheer. But the lawyer
shook his head.

“Tt's not home I'm thinking about.
Bruce,” he said. *' It's something else.
Some day T'll tell yvou. But not now.”

He spent much time. too. observing
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" Rambuta, staring at her in a strained, half-

eager fashion, in which the puzzled look
which Bruce had noted before frequently
occurred; the look of one who is searching
to find something he is half doubtiul ex-
iste.  Bruce called Kantoor’s attention to
it. The little Dutchman caught his arm
and pulled him aside.

 Mynheer Bruce, there are sorrows in
some lves that are like raw wounds, which
will not heal,” he said gravely. * To touch
them only increases the pain. 1 trust vou
will say nothing, but go your own way.
You have known Mynheer Erskine nearly
all yvour life, you say. I tell you that you
do not know half the nobility of that man.”

Bruce spent a thoughtful hour in the
jungle that morning. He pondered on the
mystery and wondered how it concerned
Rambuta. Could it be that the girl
brought up recollections that cut his friend
to the quick? Erskine had lived in the
East: had he married a child of the forest
like Rambuta and lost her? He had never
married since coming to New York fifteen
vears before. Women pronounced him an
incorrigible bachelor, but he had never
mentioned aught concerning his past life::

A few days later Erskine encountered
them as they were strolling back from the
woods. Rambuta was carolling blithely an
air that Bruce had taught her—a folk-song
whose liquid melody carries a thrill to
American hearts wherever they may be
found:

Way down upon the Swance River,
Far, far away—

Erskine stopped short, lifted a startled
hand to his breast, and staggered. His
face was white as the bark of a birch.
Catching Rambuta roughly by the arm, he
asked:

* Where did you learn that, girl? Quick.
tell me!™

Rambuta shrank from him in
Bruce came to her rescue.

“ You're frightening her. uncle,” he
warned sharply. “ What is it vou wish to
know?”

 Forgive me,” Erskine apologized hus-
kily, pulling himself together. * Ask her
where she learned that song.”

alarm.
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.
=1 taught her.”

=~ Oh!” Tt was more than an exclama-
tion of disappeintment: it was the sob of a
heart-broken man.  Erskine’s shoulders
sagged and his head drooped. He turned
wearily away.

Bruce sprang toward him. _

“ What is it, uncle?” he cried in warm
svmpathy. ° Is there anything 1 can do?”

Erskine shook his head.

* No, my boy: no,” he negatived sadly.
1 thought for a moment-—that air—-her
voice scunded like some one I knew, vears
ago.”

Rambuta stole forward timidiy. She
placed a tiinorous hand on his lecve, mur-
muring in her newly acquired English:

“ Tiuun, 1— am—sor-ree.”’

Sobs shook Erskine. He sauk to the
eround and buried his head on his breast.
Rambuta nesiled down beside him, warm-
ing his body with hers. At intervals she
niurmured in deep syrpathy:

“1 am sor-ree, izan.”

Bruce wailed away. There was noth-
ing he could do, he perceived, except lo re-
spect the privacy of deep grief.

Nothing was said about the incident
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when Erskine returned 1o camp. But
Bruce noticed the next day that the lawyer
no longer avoided Rambuta. A few days
later he learned that he had a schoolmate;
Erskine, too, was brushing up on his al-
most forgotten Malay. Sometimes he neg-
lected his lesson to stare long and thought-
fully at the girl. But Bruce felt no stir-
rings of jealousy. Eventually, he felt, Ers-
kine would admit him into his confidence.

Days passed thus. Eventually the boai-
men they had despatched to Brunei for
supplies returned. Their requisition had
been honored, and two heavily laden crait
landed below the long-house. A plentiful
disiribution of presents followed, and the
while men becaime more popular than ever
in the village. The messenger to the Brit-
ish authorities also returned with the in-
telligince that Borgeson had boarded a
coaster for Sarawak the day before his ar-
rival at Ambong. He broughi assurance
frem the governor at Ambong that the
trader would surely be apprehended.

But Erskine knew better. DBorgeson
<ould not blindly flounder into the net
spread Tfor him by Raja Brooke. He called
a council of war,

(To be continned NEXT WEEK.)
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THE COLLEGE STAR

IS name appears on all the lists
01 those who vied in sports;

He shook a pair of wicked fists;

He starred on tennis-courts:
His inshoot was a thing of dread

To each opposing batter:
Professors thought him light oi head,

But—co professors matier?

At baskethall he caged the sphere
With superhuman art:

He vaulted high and fast and clear;
And sned like anyv dart

On cinder paths until he won;
His fame is common knowiedge.

His learning may be underdone,
But-—rah, rah, rah for college!

Elias Lieberman,
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(Sequel to ‘“The Mouthpiece of Zitu’)

CHAPTER XXI.

HELMOR PLANS,

EN days, at most twelve, before
T Helmor’s spurious sign should be
cut on a lying stone. And then one
would bear it down to that dungeon where
Naia waited a promised rescue, and with
it as authority demand the child. And
after that. Croft sickened as he left Ptah’s
chamber—sickened at the thought of what
might have happened save for Maia's lis-
tening ear as she lay on the straw inside
the door of the dungeon—Naia’s mention
of the words the blue girl had overheard to
him.
But-—suddenly he stiffened. In ten days
a great deal might be done. Helmor might
be warned as he had said to Naia—or—
the rescue might actually be performed.
Helmor might he warned as before in a
dream—yet to make plain to the Zollarian
monarch all by which he was threatened,
it would need to be an elaborate dream in-
deed. And to speed the blimps to Berla
would necessitate a start with crews but
lly trained. And even were Helmor
warned, how much would it avail, when
his mind was matched against that of Kala-
mita, unless he might be induced to act
directly against her, unless she and Band-
hor and Panthor were arrested and con-
fined. And could such a warning as Croft
was able to give inspire the man on Zol-

Jaria’s throne to such a move—or if it did
s0, would it not precipitate internal trou-
bles in Berla, perhaps as fatal to Crof:’s
own purpose as Kalamita’s schemes? Torn
on the horns of such a dilemma, his spirit
writhed.

In the end he made his way back to the
palace and into Helmor's chamber. The
man would be asleep, he fancied, but once
he had gained his apartments he met with
a surprise. Far from asleep, Zollaria’s em-
peror sat in consultation with Gazar, the
soothsayer he had summoned to him the
night of his first dream of danger, and a
man Croft had once defeated on a bloody
field, and learned later to know by sight
at the end of the first Zollarian war as
Helmon, Helmor’s son.

Helmor’s face was dark with illy sup-
pressed rage, blended with something like
consternation, to judge from his words.
““ Thou sayest that Panthor, my cousin, en-
tered the house of Bel, upon their heels.
What makest thou of it, Gazar? Speak
thou who for vears have been to me eyes
and ears.”

So that was it. Soothsayer Gazar might
be, but he evidently combined the work of
espionage with his other vocation, as it now
appeared. Croft gave him full attention as
he began speaking slowly.

“ Helmor knows the claim his cousin
makes for his house in Zollarian affairs.
Were Bandhor to support him it were ill

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April 16.
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indeed. And Bandhor is the brother of

Kalamita—whose power would appear to
have made drunk her spirit as her beauty
had made drunk the hearts of men. Also
there is the matter of the Tamarizian’s
child.”

“ Bandhor, Kalamita, Panthor—’tis a
pretty trio, my father,” Helmon said.
“The woman grants her favor lightly

where her interest is involved—and Panthor
is a man and ambitious—even as Ptah is a
man, though a priest. Also has she a debt
of hate to be repaid against this Mouth-
picce of Zitu—whom 1 love not myself.
Lies anything definite against them, O
Gazar?”

“ Nay ”—the old man sheok his head—
“naught as yet save what one may sus-
pect—"

 Then "—Helmor leaned toward him to
speak in lowered tones—* what would
Gazar advise?”

‘“ Look to the woman and the child. To
ne it is known that Bandhor has been
ameng his guard. Let it be changed from
sun to sun, C Helmor, neither captained
by or including the same men twice. So it
appears tc me he shall be safe for the
present, unicss some unforeseen happening
transpire. Let D"anthor be watched closely
by trusted men—watch for 2 meeting be-
tween any two cr all of the four we have
mentioned to-night, again.”

“1It is well.” Helmor leaned back in his
seat. ‘‘ See to it, Helmon, that the guard
be changed. Distribute also a largess to
the palace guard—announce additional pay
to the soldiery in Berla of twenty mina, for
the Zitran, and afterward as much. Gazar
—-have me these others watched. By Bel,
our cousin may find it recuircs more to cast
Helmor from his throne than the schenies
of a woman and a priest.”

“Zitu.”  Croft breathed the word in his
spirit.  Helmor of Zollaria was far {rom
asleep indeed. Alore than that, now that
he was awake he was well served. Panthor
would seek an engraver of stones inside the
next day or two, at latest, and Panthor
would be watched. Helmor had more than
one pair of eyes.

Croft’s confidence returned. After all,
Kalamita and Ptah were not the only ones
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in Berla who were playing the game of
statecraft, it would seem—and each day
Naia and Jason would be watched by a
fresh guard. More than that, additional
pay would in a measure see the morale of
the city’s garrison restored. Once more as
at the noon hour on the day before, Croft
found himself swiftly uplifted as on in-
visible wings, his spirit filled with thankful-
ness to Zitu—the Father of all Life—with
a voiceless pxzan of praise, for his everlast-
ing justice, the inscrutability of his ways.

In such a mood he returned again to
Naia, and told her what had occurred--
watched her astral fires pale and quicken,
as side by side they bent above the child.

“ By Ga and Azil,” he swore, ** we shall
not lose him. 1 go now to return in the
flesh to Berla, by Zitu's aid inside Panthor’s
limit of days.

' Zitu go with you and return again with
vou, beloved,” said Naia of Aphur, with the
fire of her womanhood, her motherhood, in
her purple eyes.

Back, back to Himyra, sped the spirit of
Jason Croft. It crept into the form on the
couch of molded copper and opened its
eyes. It urged it up atingle with the knowl-
edge it brought and all it involved. Tt sent
it seeking an attendant, to bid the guards-
man find the apartment of Robur and rouse
him from his slumbers and summon him to
the Mouthpiece of Zitu's chamber at once.

And when Aphur’s governor appeared
with sleep driven swiftly from him, Croft
told him all he had seen and heard.

“ Wherefore,” he made an ending, “ we
go north from Himyra in three suns.’

“Three?” Robur stared. “ But, by
Zitu, Jason, think you their crews may
learn so quickly to control them?”

Croft nodded. * They are eager. Inthe
morn 1 explain to them that there comes a
need of haste. On the fourth day we go
north with such as are able to follow. The
rest may remain. Also, we take six of the
airplanes with us.”

“ Aye,” Robur said—" yet can they ily
not to such a distance. Short of Berla must
they descend for fuel.”

* At Scira, at Niera,” Croft told him,
giving the routing of the planes as well as
an answer. “ Send in my name a message
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to Scira—that with morn a swift galley de-
part for Niera, bidding Mazhur send a
quantity of the fuel north along the high-
way to within a day’s march of the northern
border of the state. In these things, Rob,
lies my reason for calling you to me. Much
must be arranged ere we start.” Long be-
fore this night he had planned each step
of the journey in his mind, and he was
ready now that the time for the actual work
approached.
i :’\).e.?.‘
inlo Robur’s eyes.

A look of steely purpose crept
* As ever, Jason, my
friend, you are ready. The message shall
be sent without delay.” He rose.

“We will take with us the man who
sends it, also,” said Croft. * Let it be un-
derstood. Once we are over Berla it will
be needful that there be one who shall
understand the signals of the flash-lights I
have made, since according to my plans I
shall land a plane in the square before Hel-
mor'’s palace.”

Robur’s eyes widened swiftly. “ T/ou
wilt land a plane before hisz palace!” he
exclaimed.

“ Aye,” Croft answered, smiling slightly.
“ Who else? Think you 1 shall trust the
final mission to another? Wherefore I
shall require a man on one of the blimps,
to read any such message as I may give.”

The glances of the two men continued to
hold for a breathless moment, and then
Robur said with feeling: * By Zitu—thou
art a brave man, Jason, yet 1 sense not
vour plan in this. They will but fall upon
thee--"

“ Nay.” Croft shook his head. “ Nay,
Rob—and you think so. vou sense not
my plan indeed. Ere I make a landing be-
jore the palace of Helmor, a part-—a small
part of Berla—Dbut one adjoining the space
about the palace, shall be ablazc. In the
light of that conflagration shall Jason of
Tamarizia descend-—and call upon Helmor
for the surrender of the ones he holds to
ransom, under penalty of seeing the re-
mainder of Berla destroyed. Think you he
will long falter, or seek to injure my per-
son? Nay, he will make the better
choice.™

For it was so he had planned it in the
instant he gazed on the vast expanse of
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pavement fronting the palace, this same
night when he had hung above it in spirit
only. Then he had pictured it backed by a
roaring wall of unquenchable fire, in the
leaping radiance of which the flare of the
fire urns faded, by the light of which Hel-
mor of Zollaria might cast his eyes up and
behold the menace floating above him and
all Berla, against the sky.

And so he told himself now once more
as well as Robur, the thing would be ac-
complished. In the light of that ruddy il-
lumination he would descend to demand a
parley with Helmor in person. It was so
he would regain his wife and son--that
Naia of Aphur—-and Jason, Son of Jason,
would be rewon. The fire of his determi-
nation, of his completed plan, blazed back
at Robur with the light of a mighty pur-
pose—a thing conceived in weary weeks
of ceaseless thought and labor—a thing not
to be any longer changed or swerved from
its course.

Before that light Aphur’s governor paled
slightly and set his lips.

* Aye,” he said a trifle gruffly because of
his blended emotions, “ now I understand
thee, Jason. But it would take Zitu’s
Mouthpiece to undertake it in such fash-
ion. And what does Robur of Aphur to aid
the success of the venture?”

Once more Croft smiled. He laid a hand
on his companion’s shoulder, ¢ He watches
from the sky for any message I shall flash
with the signal-lamp 1 shall carry—which,
being interpreted to him by the man of the
message tower, he shall see translated in-
stantly into deeds. So shall he safeguard
Jason’s life—perhaps.™

** Perhaps, aye,” said Robur. ** So he it.
I shall send the message as Zitu’s Mouth-
piece directs. As for the rest, 1 like it
not.”

Turning, he stalked from the room with
a gloomy face.

To himself Croft admitted perforce that
his plan was in the nature of a somewhat
desperate chance. Yet he believed that he
had read the Zollarian spirit aright—felt
assured that he was predicating Helmor’s
actions correctly, when the final issue
should be his to face, that he had erected
his counter move on a firm foundation of
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human nature—was counting not overmuch
on the mental attitude to be induced by
the menace of a fiery dissolution rained
down upon defenseless heads cut of space.

Robur returning with the assurance that
he had despatched a messenger with his
orders, found him no whit less firm in his
resolution, and they discussed all details
attendant on the departure of the blimps
through the further course of the night.

Morn ushered in three days of well-nigh
ceaseless toil) of practise with the giant air-
craft by day—of an overhauling of them, a
correcting of minor faults by night, of con-
sultations with the fliers in which every
sfep of the expedition was explained to
them by Croft--of a grooming and testing
of the :ix planes that were to accompany
the monster dirigibles north.

Mutics of -Cathur sent back word the
first day that the galiey for Nicra had
put forth. That same night Croft and
Rebur visited the wireless tower, and Croft
demonstrated his signaling lash.

The man, trained to receiving and send-
ing, rcad the code with little trouble,
transcribing more than one message cor-
rectly and then iflashing them back to
Croft. Then seating himself again at his
key he sent word to Zitra that the expe-
dition was about to set forth.

There followed two more straining days
wherein Croft gave it out that only four
blimps would be taken, and those manned
hy the crews that showed the greatest apti-
tude in their work. Four he had decided
wouldghe enough for the venture, and at
dawn on the morning of the fourth day
thev rose like monstreus glistening bubbles
above Himyra's walls) and pointed their
blunt nose: north.

Three days to Niera, to reach which the
swiftest galley took five. So he had planned
it.  And at Niera ne would descend. Long
before he had taken the necessary steps for
that-- sending what apparatus he would re-
quire to the capital of Mazhur—that it
might be ready for any need.

The night before had seen the airplanes
depart for Scira on the first leg of their
flight. From there they would go to Niera,
and there the entire expedition would once
moere meet.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

Three days, he thought, as he watched '
Himyra drop away beneath him with the u]
gaping, cheering crowds, that had gathered
to see the blimps depart. Three days and
four were seven. A day at Niera, to over-
haul any weakness that might have devel-
oped in the flight acress the Central Sea,
a half day to the northern borders of Maz-
hur, the last jump, before the final hop
off for the planes. And from there to Berla
—four hundred miles or a trifle over. He
allowed eight hours for that.

Higher and higher soared the blimps. A
streng wind raged about them, bucking the
roaring kick of the propellers. Higher yet,
he gave command. Higher and still high-
er, seeking a favorable current, higher and
higher. until it was found—-then north—
north-—where once more as always the lode-
stone of Naia of Aphur's being drew him
-—north and north. He was going north at
last!

The*thought fired him. There was no
sense of motion. Even as in the astral.
body, it was as though he himself stood
silent and all beneath him moved. Over-
head the monster gas-bag glinted like a
thing of silver under the Sirian ray. Below
him lay the no longer yellow ribbon of the
Na, framed in the green band of the irri-
gated lands.

To the north the Central Sea showed
sparkling in the morning sunshine. And
Leyond the Central Sea was Mazhur-—and
beyond Mazhur—Naia—-Naia and Jason,
Son of Jason—-captive in a hostile land.
And Naia's hair was golden—as golden as
the sunshine that glinted now on his fash-
ing armcr—and her eyes were as blue as
the blue stones upon his breast, marking
out in flawless outline the Cross of Life
Eternal - -the Cross Ansata--and Azil's
wide-stretched wings,

A wonderful, a mighty, a vast exaltation
of the spirit seized him. He was going to
her, borne swiftly out across the Central
Sea on a favoring wind, as though Zitu
himself had filled the lungs of his Omnipo-
tent purpose, and were wafting him on his
mission of salvation with a strong, henefi-
cent blast.

Purposely he had placed the wireless op-
erator aboard the blimp under command of

TA
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Rob. That night they exchanged signals
—flashing message and answer between
them, as the tireless engines roared. The
moons of Palos rose and turned the Central
Sea to indigo and silver—glinted on the
monster racing-bags. Far down their
shadows raced across the tossing waves be-
neath them, like the shadows of weird
clouds.

Far ofi—a blot on the glinting waters a
galley showed. Croft found himsclf won-
dering just what emctions the sight of the
four huge aircraft might cause aboard. At
least he was sure the moons of Palos—
those moons by whose light he had first held
Naia of Aphur in his arms and kissed her
—had rever before bekeld a simiiar sight.
For a leng time after he had ceased signal-
ing to Robur’s blimp he sat brooding, star-
ing off across the moon-burnished surface
of the waters which showed on every
side.

And then, wrapping himself in a robe,
since the night was chill at that elevation,
he laid himself down and after a time, to
&l appearances, he slept.

In reality, he came to earth as he had
come the night on which he had decided
on the step upon which he had now set
forth. He came and roused me and told
mce all that had occurred on Palos during
the intervening months since we had spoken
together last.

And the thing fired me, woke in me an
intense desire, so that as he paused I cried:
“ Croft, let me be present-—let me see the
end of the thing at least.”

He smiled. ‘ Man,” he said, “ 1 knew
you'd say that, and the thing will be at
night, three, four, five— six nights after
this. Listen for my call then, Murray, and
after that—you’ll have to shift for your-
self.”

I nodded. * Just the same, T'll stick
pretty close to you,” I declared.

“You can do it in the shape you’ll be
in,” he retorted, smiling. “ On the last
hop off from just south of Helmor’s coun-
try, I'll be aboard a plane. Rob knows his
work, and he'll captain the blimps. They’ll
slip over Berla after dark and light up the
buildings fronting the palace square. There
is a bit of country outside the city, Il
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make just about dusk and land. TFrom
there when I see the light of the fire, I'll
simply zoom up over the walls and alight
in front of Helmor’s doors—or that’s the
way I've got it planned. So you see it’s
lucky you're going to be capable of speedy
motion, Murray, if you expect to go
along.”

“ But see here,” I objected, “ won’t it
be pretty risky coming down outside the
city like that?”

He shook his head. “ You haven’t quite
learned Palos yet, Murray. I'll hit a tract
of uninhabited country, of course. If I
were a Zollarian, I could pull the same
stunt in the desert outside Himyra's walls,
Now, do you understand?”

1 said T did, and he left me. And that
is the way in which I came to witness the
ending of the duel between Zollaria and
Tamarizia, but more particularly between
Kalamita and Jason, the Mouthpiece of
Zitu, I shall endeavor to describe.

Of what intervened during the next five
days T know of course only by hearsay.
Briefly, Croit made Niera on time, and
came down. The airplanes—five of them,
that is—arrived. The cother had come to
grief and been compelled to remain behind.
e did not wait for it, but pressed on. The
final stopping-place was reached.

Croft, to Robur’s horror, made use of a
parachute with which he had equipped each
ship and dropped safely to the ground.
Robur sailed into the north, and Croft,
waiting until the planes had filled their fuel-
tanks for the final stage of the journey, rose
to follow just after the noontide hour of
prayer. Afterward he told me that the
thing held a strange significance for him at
the time. There was a prayer in his heart
as the plane soared up swiftly—a prayer
for success and the safety of those he loved
—and he knew that, back in Himyra, Gaya
was praying in a similar fashicn for Robur,
for Naia and Jason, and himself. And he
knew that, even if in less definite fashion,
the same prayer was in the heart of the
nation whose manhood drove the blimps
before him—one of whose daring sons
controlled the tising plane on which he
rode.

The hour of prayer. Eight hours he
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had allowed himself to cover the last four
hundred miles. If nothing went wrong he
would come in sight of Berla about dusk—
and he would keep the blimps in sight, of
course. One hour, two, three passed with
the steady drone of the motur in his ears—-
four, five, six. Another, and the blimps
paused and began a majestic circling. Berla
was in sight from their greater elevation,
and twilight was falling. Across it he
winked his signal—and was answered by a
responsive flash. The plane fled on,
swerving to one side to find the spot where
it should lie waiting. Like a great bat
swooping, it sank and went skimming
across the darkening landscape, seeking a
place to alight. In the end it grounded far
out beyond the now shadowy outlines of
Berla’s walls.

Croft leaned back in his seat. Briefly he
spoke to his pilot and seemed to rest, sag-
ging inside his supporting straps. But as
aboard the blimp that first night his spirit
sought the chamber beneath Helmor’s
palace-—found Naia and Jason on the
couch together watching the blue girl of
Mazzer, who once more was weaving pat-
terns out of straws. Naia of Aphur—and
Jason, Son of Jason—on this night of all
nights-—safe!

Croft opened his eyes and lifted his body
more stifly in its seat. *Zitu—I thank
thee.” he whispered, raising his face to the
now night-darkened heavens, and then—he
sent the call for which I was listening on
earth,

CHAPTER XXII.
BERLA.

ERLA of Zollaria. It lay there, huge,
dark, slumberous, safe; secure as the
night, pall wrapped it in all seeming,

undisturbed by any alarm of danger—un-
approached by any force of foes. For what
could harm Helmor’s city, behind its dark-
ly outlined walls? Four hundred miles of
mountain, plain, and desert lay between it
and the Tamarizian border—and as yet,
save for the sending of a delegation to par-
lev, Tamarizia had not moved. Dark, si-
lent. it lay, save for where on either side
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of one of its many gates, the fire urns
flared.

And vet on the darkened terrain beyond
them crouched the squat, wide-winged
shape of the Tamarizian plane, with its two
men, watching, watching. And somewhere
—high above it rode the blimps, of which
there was no sign. Yet they were there,
and the plane was squatted, watching—
and, they were things that swifter than any
method known to Zollaria’s craft—swiiter
than the swiftest racing gnuppas—could
cross mountain and desert and plain.

Then suddenly—without sound, so high
they rode—from out of the blue-black void
of the heavens—there showed a winking
light. Ruddy it was as a falling star—as
it glowed briefly and vanished like a fading
spark. And vet seeing it one knew that
under cover of the darkness, before the
moons of Palos wheeling up like racers of
the night revealed them, the blimps were
stealing in. .

Once more the ruddy pin-point winked,
twice, thrice, and vanished, and as it faded
for the last time it was answered by Croft
himself from the plane. Briefly his torch
glowed and was extinguished and the spot
in the heavens did not appear again. Only
Jason spoke to the flier: “ Be ready,
Avron.”

And the man replied, “ Aye, lord,”
climbed into the pit of the fuselage, and
began strapping himself in place.

Croft followed suit. The two men sat
staring out toward the walls of Berla, where
the fire urns still made flickering flares
against the gates.

And that was all. Save for their breath-
ing, the whisper of the night wind round
them, there was no sound. Silent as death
itself was the blimps’ apprcach, and as un-
suspected, until presently an arc of silver
appeared above the eastern horizon, and
up shot the first of the twin Palosian
moons.

Its upflung rays fell on a wondrous sight.
They struck against the giant dirigibles.
turning them into slowly drifting things of
silver—huge. unbelievable, weird as the
moonlight struck upon them, like monstrous
dreamn shapes——unthinkable bubbles wafted
forward on some unsensed breeze. So they
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must have burst upon the startled sight of
Berla's people, first, soaring high above the
city, circling as though in search of some
definite spot, before they paused, appeared
to hover for an instant, and began settling
down.

“Zitu!” Avron whispered tensely under
kis breath.

i .x},e,f,‘
in  answer.
watch.”

Down, down sank those mighty glistening
shapes from the Palosian skies—down,
down until at length without seeming cause
thev checked their descent, and hung gen-
tiv swaying, until a strange red brilliance
leaped up high over Berla’s walls.

“ Go now—-in Zitu’s name,” Creft spoke
to his pilot.

The motur roared—-the huge plane quiv-
c:‘cd, seemcd to shake off the lethargy of
its waiting. trundled forward, gained head-
way, tilied, and rose.

Up. up in a reaching slant, Avron drove
1- toward the growing radiance before it.
And then, like a klte striking home upon
lts prey, it swept above Berla's ramparts
and p‘vunﬂ"od down beneath ihe moon and
fiame-illumined gas-bags, toward the leap-
ing fires.

They leaped, they blazed. those fires
spreading in a ruddy band of destruction
before Helmor’s palace. They smoked.
The wind of night caught that smoke and

swept it off across the city in twisting,
writhing sireamers and billows, like the tat-
ters of a trailing shroud. T'or an instant
it helf veiled the racing plane, and Avron
coughed. Then the machine burst threugh
it and swam above the square already be-
ginning to fill with a running, shouting,
wildly gesticulating mob, beyond which on
the steps of the palace 1tf~e1f showed a body
of the palace guard.

The fire struck off ruddy flashes from
their massed cuirasses and helmets, pricked
out the livid color of their safiron plumes.
A captain lifted a sword and pointed” to-
ward the hovering gas-bags with a glinting
blade. The roof of a house crashed down
roaring in a fiery dissolution, casting up a
myriad of sparks against the smoke pall
¢! the major conflagration, from which a

said Zitu’s Mouthpiece as though
*“ Watch ye now, Avron—
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sickly, unsteady light was filling all the
square, casting flickering shadows over the
jostling mass of the panic-stricken crowd.

Above that scene the airplane swam with
a chattering motur. The milling masses
heard it and lifted their faces toward it in
a fresh alarm. It turned. It circled back.

*“ Down,” Croft spoke to Avron. “ Land
me before the guard.”

Avron nodded, worked with his controls
briefly. The plane tilted, circled again at
a lower level-- and suddenly with deadened
engine volplaned with the steady-winged
swoop of a hawk tov'a"d the wide espanse
of pavement, to trundie forward and pause.

Before it the guard shifted uneasily, ey-
ing its slowing advance with widened eyes
and paling faces, a slight backward move-
ment of their ranks.

Not so the captain, however,

* By Bel-—he has given one of them into
our hands at least. Upon them!” he roared,
and drew his sword to lead them in an over-
powering charge.

“Hold!” Croft rose in his place and
faced the quick, forward surge of the
guardsmen. “ Naught has Bel given thee,
captain. Wherefore spare thy praises. By
decwu are we come among thee—for speech
with Helmor. Put up thy sword.”

The firelight glinted en him as he left

.the plane and sprang lightly to the ground.

It shone on his burnished harness, it struck
upon his azure plumes. It pricked out the
design of the Cross Ansata and the wide-
spread wings of Azil on his cuirass. And
suddenly the captain lowered the point of
his weapon in a startled recognition.

“Thou?” he stammered.

“Aye,” said Jason gruffly. “1, Jason,
Mouthpiece of Zitu—to hold speech with
Helmor, as thou hast already heard, I,
Jason of Tamarizia—the one man who may
save Berla from destruction—by whosz or-
der what remains once that fire has burned

as much to Helmor, and say also that I
wait a meeting with him—here.”
Followed a tense moment, in which quite
plainly the Zollarian debated his course,
turning his glance from Croft to the slow-
ly swinging menace of the moonlighted
blimps ahove him-—those glinting shapes so
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remote, so detached in their cold, almost
frost-rimmed seeming—and yet as the man
before him said the cause of the ravening
flames in whose light that man appeared.

And as though sensing his thought,
Tamarizia’s Mouthpiece spoke again:

“Think not that save by my order any
part of Berla will be spared—neither thou,
nor Helmor, nor any of ‘her people. That
ye behold done here may be done elsewhere,
Zollarian captain.”

“ By Bel—” The captain sheathed his
sword. Seemingly the situation was too
much for him to handle unaided. ‘“ Re-
strain the people,” he directed a lieuten-
ant. “Hold him securely and in safety
until I have seen this carried to Helmor’s
ears.”

The lieutenant saluted. Turning, the
captain ran flashing up the stairs. His sub-
ordinates growled a command. The guards-
men advanced, split, moved off right and
left, formed a corcon about the plane and

Jason, facing outward toward the crowds in

the square with leveled spears.

Time passed. Jdson of Tamarizia stood
motionless with folded arms. The people
.of Berla pressed up to the very spear-
points, shrieking and mouthing. The con-
flagration roared.

And then the palace doors opened. Hel-
mor and Helmon appeared. Slowly and
without any sign of undue haste they de-
scended the steps until nearly at the foot
they paused.

The Zollarian monarch and Tamarizia’s
strong man stared into one another’s eyes,
and Helmor caught a body-filling breath.

“So,” he said, “it is thou. Word 1 had
of thy presence, yet hardly it seemed thou
hadst dared.”

Not a line of Jason’s set expression al-
tered as he replied: ¢ Wherein Helmor
had right. Naught have I dared indeed.
If Helmor doubts it, let him use his eyes.
Let him gaze on yonder fire, and lift his
vision to the skies. There may he behold
the cause in those engines with which I
have come upon him, by which Berla shall
ere morning lie in ashes, save I and I only
give the word that it be spared. Wherefore
I dare naught in standing thus before him,
to offer him the safety of himself and peo-
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ple. What would it profit Helmor to bid ?
his guardsmen seize me, and thereby 4
lose hiz one remaining chance of safety?™:
Has he any means with which he may *
combat them——any cover bencath which he -
shall lic safe from a rain of unquenchable
fire?™

Helmor hesitated in his answer—hesi-
tated even as those who know that they are
lost. And indeed he must have known it
in that instant as he lifted his eyes to the
heavens and beheld there the unbelievable
creations brought against him teo remote
for any resistance within his power to reach
them, yet near enough to bring swift death
upon himself and his people, as witnessed
by the blazing wall of the city, at the foot
of the palace square. And in that bitter
moment of realization Helmor of Zollaria’s
spirit must have writhed.

Now was humiliation come upon him—
upon him who had sought to bring it upon
others in his time. Staggered by the ap-
palling swiftness of it, he found no words
with which to meet the situation. And as
he lowered his glance and forced it back to
that of the man before him, Croit spoke
again:

“Nor Berla alone, O Helmor. These
things he not of my seeking, nor of Tama- .
rizia’s design. Yet if I return not scathe-
less from this meeting, not only Berla but
all Zollaria as well shall burn. If I retum
not safely that begun this night shall cer-
tainly continue, and Tamarizia- shall hurl
her totai strength against a treacherous na-
tion which seeks by unlawful methods to
further her ends. And in that day Zollaria
as a nation shall go down in a red ruin, from
which she shall not rise.

“We sought not war, O Helmor, nor
aught save only peace. Twice have you
loosed vour strength against us—and twice
has it proved vain. Yet again you planned
our undoing-—and this third time you
struck not as a man against men, but
against the inpocent, the weak and help-
less—ceeking through them to win what
had Dbeen failed of through force of arms.
Helmor of Zollaria struck not at the
strength but at the heart of a man as he
hoped to Zollaria’s and his own profit. But
now must he face strength again.
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“Yet even so we come not in war against
thee or thy nation, save as in so far as it
he needful to prove resistance vain. War
we make not against the defensecless, the
weak, nor wish to—-and we hold it a thing
for sorrow, were the helpless, the innocent,
to perish for Helmor’s or another’s sin.
Wherefore we come before thee and offer
thee peace, O Helmor—a peace which Hel-
mor needs but say the word to win.”

*“ Thy price? Name the ransom of Ber-
la, Mouthpicce of Zitu.”” Suddenly Helmor
appeared to find his tongue. His voice rose
hoarsely. “ By Bel, I would not see my
pecple burn.”

“ Helmor knowest,” Croft said slowly,
“T but require of thee my own. Let Naia
of Aphur and the blue girl, her attendant,
and Jasen, Scn of Jasen, be brought forth
and placed unharmed aboard the machine
Helimor sees before him.”

“ And afterward?” Croft’s utterly con-
troiled demearnor, the mildness of his de-
mands, seemed in a way te disturb Zolla-
ria's monarch, appezared to excite the sus-
picion of seme hidden trap in his mind.

“ Nay, nothing,” the Mouthpiece of Zitu
returned.  “ Have I not said that I come
not in vengeance upon thee? Hark ye,
Helmor, T am not driven by any such in-
tent as that of the woman who having led
thee into this position now plans to cast
thce from a threne. Yet, if ye vield not,
by Zitv, whose Mouthpicce men name me—
thy throne itself and all it stands for shall
be destroyed.”

Helmor started. Croft's intimate knowl-
edge of a plot against his tenure of his
power, seemed to shake him well-nigh as
decply as all else. He stoed silent, once
more lost to all seeming in a gloomy con-
sideration, into which broke the rising
voices of the crowd. IFor they too had
heard from their places outside the ring of
threatening spears in the hands of the
guardsmen, and now they cried to him:
“ O Helmor—yield to him--grant him his
demands nor seek to resist him, O Hel-
mor. Let not Berla be destroyed!”

Those cries beat into his ears a very surge
of plaint and entreaty. And hearing Hel-
mor threw up his head and turned to Croft:

“This is the sum of your requirement,
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Mouthpiece of Zitu, which being granted,
shall lead to nothing else?”

“ Aye, by Zitu, on the word of Jason,”
Croft assented quickly, making the words
both agreement to IHelmor’s query and an
oath.

“ O Helmor—" Once more the plea of a
panic-stricken people.

For a moment Zoliaria’s ruler gazed out
across their terror-whitened faces. And
then he yielded, lifting a hand and up-
flung arm fo calm them.  Peace. Hel-
mor bows to thy wishes in this matter. Go,
Helmon, sen of Helmor, thyself bring {orth
the women and the child.”

“0O Helmor. Hail Helmor! All praise
to Helmor by whom we are preserved!”
In swift transition from plaint to plaudits
once more came the veice of the crowd.
“ Helmor the Wise Orne—the guardian of
his peopie! C Helmor! Aye, aye, Helmor
-—give them to him!”

They surged forward, lifting their haads
in acclaiming gestures as Helmon turned
and began to mount the steps.

He had won, won! Tor an instant as
the Zollarian prince climbed upward, Croft
found hiinself unnerved. He had won the
desperate venture. A few moments, a few
heart beatings only, and he would look into
Naia of Apiur’s eyes, might rest his hand,
if so he wished, upon the crown of her
golden hair, winning like even to ancther
Jason, that golden fleece of his desire. The
thought pleased hin and he smiled, and
turned his glance toward Avron, staring
down unmoved, as it seemed, in all the
tumult from his place in the fuselage.

A few moments—aye, a few moments.
He faced hack to Helmor standing with
gloomy visage, and let his gaze run past him
and up the flight of steps behind him. A
few moments and he would lift Naia and
Jason, Son of Jason, into the pit of the
plane behind Avron and rise with them free
of Berla’s prisoning walls.

And then he stiffened. Helmon emerged
from the palace, and with him, Naia of
Aphur, and Maia walking beside her, and
about them some half-dozen members of
the gnard.

And now no longer was Croft the Mouth-
piece of Zitu, but the father and husband
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as he watched the approaching party begin
the descent of the stairs, noting the slender
lines of Naia’s figure, the deathlike pallor
of her, straining his eyes for a first glimpse
of the child. A moment—a single moment
his leaping heart told him, and they would
be reunited—one moment only remained
of the dreary waiting. Naia of Aphur was
coming toward him—nay, flying toward
him.

For, suddenly, without any svarning, she
was free of Maia's supporting figure, clear
of the guardsmen, past Helmor and speed-
ing swiftly in the firelight down the steps.

Croft opened wide his arms.

And then she was against him, lifting to
his bended face twin eyes so filled with
maddening horror that they struck fresh
terror to his spirit, beating upon the cross
the wings of Azil of his cuirass with tight-
clenched, desperate hands, panting rather
than speaking, into his startled ears the
cry of a mother’s frenzy.

“ Gone, Jason—gone. They have taken
him from me. In the name of Zitu, hasten
to Bel's temple and save him. They have
gone to sacrifice our son!”

Gone! For a heart’s beat the soul of
Jason Croft gave ground. Gone. This,
then, was the end of his scheming, his
months of weary labor. With success in
his grasp he was beaten.

“God!” he cried, not knowing in the
shock of the moment that he spoke in En-
glish, and releasing the grip of his arms
about her body, he seized her by the arms.
His fingers bit into the white, white flesh
upon them. “ But—he lay safe with thee
when darkness fell, beloved.”

“ Aye, aye!” she nodded in desperate
affirmation. ¢ Scarce had Gor gone when
Helmon came to release us—"

“ Gor!” Croft bent straining eyes upon
her.

“ Aye—Gor—-creature of Kalamita. He
it was who tore him from me, after he had
slain the captain of the guard—saying it
was done by Helmor’s order. O Ga and
Azil, canst not understand? To the Tem-
ple of Bel and save him or else let Berla
be destroyed.”

“ Aye, if he dies, by Zitu.”” Croft swept
her within the circle of a single arm, close
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pressed against his side, and turned to
Helmor. '

“Thou hearest, Zollaria,
have ye to words of Gor?”

And in that moment when the balances
trembled with the issue of life and death *
for himself, his people, his nation, as well as :
for the otHer actors in that t.r'ht-nrlpped';
scene, of every blended human emotion,
He]mor more than any time in Croft’s
knowledge of him, proved his right to reign, -
One quick pace he came toward the Mouth.
piece of Zitu, and the half-fainting woman
he supported, and paused with hand on
sword and flashing eyes.

“ Nay, by Bel,” he answered strongly.
“Not by word of Helmor was this thing
come to pass, but by the trickery of an-
other, because of a plot against me, of
which it would seem from his own words,
Jason knows. Helmon, my son”—he
turned briefly to the crown prince standing
pallid and shaken before this fresh turn of
events——“ what know you of this matter?”

And Helmon answered quickly. “ Naia
of Aphur speaks truth. Gor slew ‘the cap-
tain who denied him entrance to the cham-
ber, and cowed the guardsmen with his
mighty strength—sayirg he took the child

what answer g
i
!

by thy orders, O my father; wherein as
thou knoweth he lied.”
“Aye,” Helmor’s features darkened.

““ Yet sought to take advantage of the pres-
ent instance to accomplish the interests of
his mistress. By Bel, I swear it. Let
Tamarizia say if he believes.”

Deep in his troubled soul Croft knew
that he did. The thing was well in keep-
ing with the methods Kalamita would al-
most certainly have employed. Beaten un-
til the moment of the city’s panic in her
efforts to gain possession of the son of the
man she hated, with a hatred defying rea-
son—-it would have been like Ler once the
air craft hovered above Berla to recall Hel-
mor’s words that the child should be given
to Bel in ‘the event that Tamarizia refused
the Zollarian demands or made any hostile
move.

She might well have sent Gor on his mis-
sion, trusting to the excitement to gain
him access to the palace, to Helmor’s former
words to overcome any refusal of his de-
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mands on the part of the guard. Such
things passed swiftly through his braip as
the crowd again took up its clamor: “ To
ihe temple, O Helmor—to the temple.
Death to Gor who has undone us! Seek
and slay him!” -

Jason Croft inclined his azure-crested
halm. ** Aye, Helmer,” he accepted, * Ja-
son believes. This were the work of Kala-
mita, not another. Wherefore---"

*To the temple!” Naia -of Aphur
screamed. * In Zitu's name, waste no more
werds about it!”

“To the temple--to the temple!™ The
words became a beating surf of sound on
the lips of the people. “ To the temple
guickiy, O Helmor!”

Helmor acted. * Ho, guardsmen, attend
me! To the Temple of Bel!” he roared.

CHAPTER XXIIT

THI. TEMPLE OF BEL.

t O the Temple of Bel! To that ebon
dark structure, where in its mighty
enclosure crouched the figure of the

unciean god. It was the one chance—the

one remaining hope of a full success in his
venture, and Jason knew it.

*To Avion—up and remain with him.”
he cried to Naia.

" Nay, jason—nay, my beloved,” she de-

nied him, gasping. * With thee. Keep
me in this at thy side.”
~ Come, then.” He tightened the am

about her vielding waist and crushed her
to him. "There was scanty time to argue.
Already the guard were forming—-massing a
wall of their bodies about them. And there
was a thirg that demanded his attention.
Swiftly he drew his signal-lamp and pointed
it to the skics.

* To the Temple of Bel! Descend above
it!” He sent a message with a hand that,
despite his stern cenirol, was not wholly
steady.  To the Temple of Bel.” he re-
peated, and lowered his eyes to find Hel-
mor’s eyes upon him.

“1 but signed the air-ships to follow us
1o the temple,” he voiced an explanation,
lest the man misunderstand him, and found
himself wondering if the huge craft would
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be able to identify and find it—decided
there was naught he could do to aid them,
that the carrying out of the order lay whoily
in the hands of Robur.

And Helmor seemed to wunderstand,
though he made no answer, speaking instead
to Helmon. ** Remain and guard the ma-
chine. Let no one approach it.”

* To the temple!” Once more the voice
of the crowd—a seething mass now of
jostling, pressing bodies—of white faces and
lifted arms in the flickering light of the
firelight.

Helmor answered the rising ululatien,
“ Aye, to the temnle. Forward, guard!”

Croft lifted Naia of Aphur, holding her
terror-shaken figure before him, cradling it
in his arms agairst his metaled breast. Side
by side he went forward with Helmor as the
guard acdvanced across the square, break-
ing a pathway through the mass oi the
people with their spears. Slowly at first,
and then with a quickened rhythm beat
their feet. Their moving mass gatheréd mo-
mentum as their captain lifted his wveice
and called a rising cadence. The light of
the blazing buildings shone sharp upon the
spear-heads—- shimmmered and flashed on
their glinting harness as they charged
toward the shadowy mouth of a street.

To the temple—the temple! The thud
and clank of their feet, striking in a meas-
ured rhythm, seemsd to beat the words
into Jascn's ears. To the temple—the tem-
ple!  Naia of Aphur was praying. As he
raced inside the cordon of other racing
bedies Croft caught the whisper of her pale
lips beneath his own set, straining face.

“ Ga—-Azil—Ga, eternal mother—Azil—
angal of life—have mercy—spread thy
wings in shelter above him—"

They reached the street and plunged
among its shadows, pounding with a dull
reverberation of many feet along it. To
the temple—the temple. The walls of its
banking structures gave back the echo of
that ceaseless rhythm. He glanced at Hel-
mor. Set of lip and narrew-eyed, his fea-
tures distorted by the rage that burned
within him, the realization of this latest
menace come upon him, the haste that had
made him cast aside all dignity of station,
and sent him thus on foot in a last endeavor
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to offset it, the Zollarian ran with a steady,
unfaltering stride.

“ Zitu-—father of all life—"

Croft tensed his muscles, pressing the
yielding form of Naia closer to his pounding
heart. Save for her whispers, the clank
and thud of the charging body of men,
their heavy breathing, there was no sound in
all the night. Behind them Berla was
burning, with a lessening glare. Here only
the moonlight cut in silver bands and pur-
ple shadows as they raced. He glanced
up toward the azure heavens. His sweat-
misted eyes beheld a drifting shape-—huge,
too regular of outline for a cloud--the glis-
tening, glinting envelope of a Blimp.

“They follow us, beloved—Robur fol-
lows.” He spoke in muffled tones to Naja—-
and found her purple eyes lifted darkly to
his face.

Out ¢f one street and into another raced
the straining Zcllarian guard, and along it,
and into another, and through that into a
second monstrous square.

The Temple of Bel! Croft knew it-—
recognized it, felt his spirit once more fal-
ter as he sensed its dark mass lighted by
some interior radiance that shone redly be-
tween the mighty pillars, pricking out each
massive column in an inky blackness—the
light of Bel’s lighted fire!

Croft sensed its meaning-—that Ptah had
done his part and ignited the sacrificial
flame in the body of tlie monstrous god,
lifted his eyes from the fire-etched line of
the pillars and found smoke curling in
writhing streamers above the temple facade,
lifted his soul in a prayer that Robur would
also see it, mark it a beacon to guide his
searching, and ran on toward the serried
flight of steps before him, reached them
and began to climb.

Up, up, he made his way with Helmor
and the now panting guard. Up, up-—and
what sight of horror would that radiance
between the ebon pillars reveal when they
reached the top?

He sickened before the question, found
himself straining still ever upward. made
dizzy by his anguished thought.

“Ga and Azil—Zitu—father of life-—
have mercy—"

Suddenly he lifted his arms and shifted
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the body of Naia, turning it more wholly
toward him, as though thereby to hide from
her eyes the light of the temple fires.

Up, up—the last step at last. And there,
among the pillars supporting the mighty
colonnade, Helmor's party paused. Before
and below them, the vast pit with its rows
of surrounding steps, wherecn a multitude
might find seats—the idol in its center
showed. Men-—such as Croft had seen on
the occasion of Kalamita's visit to the Priest
of Bel, were working about the ged. Smoke
and flame curled from its flaring nostrils,
as they fed its inward fires—and its hands,
extended flatly, palm up, before its ob-
scene belly shone redly—they glowed.
Heated to a dull incandescent, they waited
the sacrifice.

So much Croft saw in a single glance,
and found his spirit lighten, even as Naia
struggled to her feet and gazed upon the
scene before her—cried out and covered her
eyes.

“ Iorward.” Ie spoke to Helmor. * Bid
the guard surround the idol—seize the men
who attend it and hold them, while we
make search for the child.”

For there was time—time yet to accom-
plish all his purpose. Bel’s glowing hands
were waiting, but not yet had the sacrifice
been placed within them, and deadly pur-
pose wakening swiftly once more in the
mind of Jason, drove out his former fears,
Enough he knew of Bel's worship to know
that no sacrifice were acceptable to him,
unless placed in the hands of the god.

And Helmor seemied to comprehend both
his intent and the situation fully. He ad-
dressed the captain of the sweating guards-
men. *“‘Take a portion of your men—sur-
round the image. Let none approach it.”
Then as the officer, saluting, turned to ful-
fil his orders, he drew back, with face gonc
livid, and faltered. * Stay! Nay, now, by
Bel, I dare not. The sacrifice approaches.
Behold!

Lifting a shaken arm he pointed. Croft
followed the direction of his hand and start-
ing eyes. He tumed his baffled glance to
the other end of the mighty enclosure,
where at the head of the farther tier of
steps a processional appeared.

Ptali! He saw him, mnaked in all his
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wonderful animal strength save for a scarlet
leathern apron about his bulging loins and
a head-dress of ebon plumes, and the glint
of metal sandals and casings of metal on
his feet and monstrous calves. And behind
him a body of lesser priests.

Se much only he saw at first, and then,
as Ptah and his satellites descended the up-
per tier of steps, Kalamita, in all the un-
veiled beauty of her physical form, ap-
peared. Kalamita! Woman of flesh and
fleshy beauty—-Priestess of Adita. Her per-
fect body shone in the light of the sacrificial
fires, an iridescent thing of tinted flesh and
jewels, and behind her Bandhor and Pan-
thor.

They descended a single step—and be-
hind them came Gor in his banded cuirass
of copper, on which the light struck dully,
bearing the sacrifice.

Jason, Son of Jason—he lay upon an
ebon-colored cushion, and even as Croft’s
agonized eyes behkeld him he lifted little
upflung hands and arms.

“ Ga—and Azil,” cried Naia of Aphur in
an anguish of recognition.

Croft whirled on Helmor. * Forward.
There remains vet time to save him!” he
roared.

“ Nay, Mouthpiece of Zitu, I dare not.”
At the end Helmor balked the issue. Life-
long superstition proved stronger than all
other considerations. ‘ Helmor nor any
man may seek to keep from Bel what is
consecrated to him.”

“ Ga—" The prayer of a mother to the
Mother Eternal.

The thing was a matter of a few mo-
ments. Then Croft cast his glance upward
to the skies.

A monstrous, glistening oblong hung
there, slowly turning. He lowered his gaze
and swept it across the floor of the mighty
pit, and from that to Ptah and those be-
hind them. And then his voice lashed back
at Zollaria’s monarch. “ Does Helmor fear
then the fire of Bel-—more than Tamarizia’s
fires?”

And Helmor answered. “ Helmor, Ta-
marizian, performs not a sacrilege against
this god. In his hands be it.”

“ Then let Helmor behold!”
the only chance remaining.

Croft took
Swiftly he
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darted down some half-dozen tiers of steps
and lifted his signaling-torch to the skies.

“ Set fire to the pit of the temple.”

Once, twice, he flashed that message,
even though after the first swift sending,
the Blimp began sinking down. And then
as it hovered lower and lower, bulking ever
more hugely, he turned and climbed back
with' limbs that shook beneath him, to
Naia's side.

For that was the thought born of his
desperate need as Helmor weakened in his
purpose-—to flood the level space between
Ptah and the idol with a mass of impass-
able flame—-to check him, hold him from
the presence of his god with fire, since he
might not do it with men.

Lower and lower sank the air-ship. Like
a mighty cover settling down above the
open enclosure, it seemed. And as Croft
slipped an arm about the swaying form of
Naia of Aphur, it paused. '

Paused, too, Ptah and his fellow priests,
They had caught sight of Croft on the
steps beyond the idol—marked the upflung
posture of his arm. Their eves had leaped
above it and fallen on the glistening shape
descending, as it seemed, upen their heads.
Perhaps consternation seized them—per-
haps they waited merely fo grasp its pres-
ence. But at all events they paused with
lifted faces.

And as they stood—-the floor of the pit
about the idel, bevond it farther and far-
ther, burst into widening lines of flame.
Swiftly those lines stretched out, spreading.
spreading across the sunken level, as the
monstrous shape above it poured down its
fiery rain. In it the image of Bel glowed
yet more hotly, became a thing of a myriad
licking, darting, fiery tongues. The men
who had stoked the fires within it vanished,
writhing, caught beyond any ‘hope of rescue
in the open.

And whether consternation had first
seized the minds of Ptah and his party, it
seized them now. They turned to draw
back before the deadly menace of the sex
of fire before them. Too late—its ever-
widening circle swung its arc against them.
Ptah—DPriest of Bel, shrieked once in mor-
tal anguish, and went down.

On the steps of Bel’'s Temple—on their
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way to Bel's idol—he and his fellows sank
in a horrid dissolution, with a grotesquely
terrible twitching of tortured bodies, a toss-
ing of arms and limbhs. They fell and,
driven by their own contortiens, dropped
one by ore from step to step among the
iapping flames.

Above themn stoed Kalamita— Priestess of
Adita—stcod as cne wholly bereft of mo-
tion, until suddenly she shrieked in a voice
that rang frem end to end of the temple,
turned to flee, and shricked again, and fell
forward, beating at her body—and Gor,
casting aside the child on its ebon cushion,
leaped down and caught her writhing figure
in his arms.

¢ Enouch—-enough!” Croft flashed the
signal upward, and started running cff be-
tween the pillars to reach the further tier
of steps from whence still rang the screams
of Kalamita. And as he ran he drew his
sword, and went on clutching it in a tightly
gripping hand.

* After him! Seize Bandhor, Pantheor,
and the woman, Hold them! DPreserve the
child!” Helmor roused from the fear that
had held him impotent in the presence of
Zcllaria’s now discredited god.

The guard leaped to obey the order.
Croft heard the pound of their feet hehind
him and ran on.

A hundrzd feet, two, three, The fires
bHelow him, having naught to feed them,
were burning themselves out. He reached
the tier of steps down which Ptah and his
fellows had gone to their death. Bandhor

tress’s screams now sunk to moanings—her
once lovely body marked by angry scars
where the spattering liquid-fire had sprayed
from the lowex steps and struck her, vet
held a white, jeweled shape against his
mighty breast.

Toward them, still with his naked sword
in his hand, he made his way. Behind
him came Helmor’s guard. And yet—as
he advanced, oddly enough Croft gave little
attention to them. His eyes seemed cen-
tered beyond all other purpose, on the shape
of the ebon cushion Gor had cast from him
cre he leaped to Kalamita’s aid—that cush-
ion heside which wholly now unheeded, lay
the form of Jason, Son of Jason—-his child.
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Then as he stooped to raise him in hands‘!
that trembled, the guard flung themselves | i
to-\\ ard the two men. :

“ Back,” Bandhor suddenly thundered. :
“ Back, men of Zollaria! It is thy com-
mander speaking.”

And Helmor, bursting through the falter-
ing soldiery, answered, * Nay, not so, Band- ~
hor, thou traitor, any longer—not thou e -
Panthor, but Helmor rules still in Berla.
Seize him--and lead him to the palace,
there to stand trial with Panthor for his
treason.”

Again the guard surged forward, closing
about Bandhor and Helmor’s cousin, and
Croft found a slender form hurled swiitly
against him, white hands clinging to him—
the purple eyes of Naia of Aphur, lighted

_with the wild, sweet fires of fulfilled yearn-

ing, lifted to him across the body of the
chiid.

His heart too surcharged for words, he
smiled upon Ler and laid Jason, Son of
Jason, in her arms.

With the sound of a caught-in sob, a
gesture hungry in its passion, she gathered
him (o her, bent her face above him, rock-
ing him gent!y with a swaying of her slen-
der figure as one groping baby hand crept
up and dug itself into the soft substance
of her breast. Turning with him to the
blue girl of Mazzar whom Croft now sensed
for the first time as having followed from
the palace — dogging faithfully her mis
tress’s fcotsteps to the last.

Ga, the Mother—the Virgin—the Ma-
donna, bending in tender brooding above
the infant—pressing it in leving rapture
against the greater bulk of the form that
had given it birth.

From that sight Croft turned away his
misted eyes to find those of Kalamita fixed
in a stare of well-nigh insane thatred on
him.

She had qtruggled free from Gor, and,
despite the pain of her burns, which in thelr
blindly, upflung cause, had spared not even
the once beautiful mask of her face, was
standing there before him. And as their
glances met her tightly held lips parted.

‘“ Thou—thou,” she mouthed; ¢ theu
Mouthpiece of Zitu—thou man of ice and
fire—thou wrecker of the plans of Kalamita



—thou man like not to any man before thee
—by all the fiends of the foul pit of the
+ underworld I curse thee—may they torture
thy spirit—and that of her, I have kept for
Zitrans from thee, and bring sickness and
* loathsome disease on the child-—may its
flesh rot and iis bones grow hollow like
blasted reeds—thou ravisher of beauty—
may Adita cause thy mate to shrivel quick-
ly—may she cease to please thee, and yet
cling to thee—denying thee the pleasure she
herself no longer gives. May Bel visit
his wrath upon thee for the sacrilege thou
hast shown him. 1, Kalamita—"

* Peace.” The captain of the guard laid
hold upon her. “ Thy pleasure with this
woman, O Helmor?”

And Helmor eying her, answered, * Nay
—unothing. That she who has turned the
minds of men with her beauty should stand
thus now before them, were punishment in-
deed. Release her—Ilet her go her ways.”

“Thy fault—thou Mouthpiece. The
curse of Kalamita on thee!” Once more
she wheeled on Jason.

“ Nay—curse no more,” he told her.
“ Once thou didst challenge Adita to blast
thy fairness and thou didst not accomplish
thy ends against me. And now it is in my
mind that thy fickle goddess has taken
thee at thy word.”

“ Aye, peace!” said Helmor.
to thy palace, woman.”

For a moment Kalamita drew herself up
before him, and then, flinging clenched
hands above her tawny head in an impotent
gesture, she turned to Gor standing stolidly
waiting, and leaning her weight against him,
went with him into the night.

“ Get thee

CHAPTER XXIV.
PEACE.

ND that is all, as Croft would say, 1
suppose— since when he described
Naia’s winning to me at the time of

the Mazzerian War he brought his narra-
tive t¢ a clese with their marriage, until
I demanded that the end of the war itself
be told.

So now one may fancy that to him the
real ending of the matter would have been
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in that moment when he stood there with
Helmor, and Naia, standing with Jason, Son
of Jason, held fast against her breast, and

. Maia, the blue girl of Mazzer, at her side,

and knew that Helmor had no longer any
thought save to see him depart with them
in safety, that he and his city might also
know themselves safe.

But to my mind there is more to the story
—not so much of an individual nature,
as applying to the future of the Palosian
life.

TFor, to the ears of my spirit, which had
witnessed all the crowded events of that
night, came Helmor’s voice addressing
Jason:

“ How now, Mouthpiece of Zita—what
else?”

And Jason answered. “ Naught, O Hel-
mor, save that we return to the machine
before tthe palace, and depart in peace, un-
less by Helmor’s wish.”

“ What mean you by Helmor’s wish?”
There was no sign of understanding in the
Zollarian monarch’s intonation or the now
somber lines of his face, as the last rays
of the fire in the vast pit of Bel’s Temple
struck upon it.

Again Croft answered slowly: “ Naia of
Aphur, wife of Jason, and Jason, Son of
Jason, were seized for a purpose, which
Helmor knows—and the end is—this.”

For a moment he paused and swept an
arm about the mighty interior of the tem-
ple—embracing all—the still-smoking figure
of the idol—the bodies of Ptah and his
fellow priests, now lying charred and black-
ened below him on the serried steps.

And then as Helmor made no response
or comment on that scene of sudden death
and desolation, he resumed. “ Yet have I
said that 1 came not in vengeance against
tthee, nor in war, nor for any reason save
only to regain my own. Wherefore, I say
again to Helmor now that the purpose he
had in mind may be served equally in a
different fashion—and that he say the word
he may gain in peace what he might not
obtain by either treachery or war—and I
say to him also that this night’s work has
preserved not only Naia of Aphur and Ja-
son, Son of Jason, to me, but to Helmor
also, his throne.”
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And now Helmor spoke, nodding quickly.
“ Aye—-Helmor dces not overlook it.
Speak, Mouthpiece of Zitu—how may these
things you hini at he done?”

Having fully cavght his attention, Croft
went on: “ Let Zellaria and Tamarizia make
a pact of peace between them, pledging
thermselves without reservation, to sheathe
the sword from this hour, nor draw it one
against the other again. Let Helmor sub-
scribe to this. and Heimon, Helmor’s son.
Let him proclaim the establishment of
schools, the educaticn of his people. Let
him seek for his naticn strength through the
growth of knowledge, rather than the
strength of arms— "’

Once more be paused and again Helmor
noddsd.  His face lighted swiftly as he
caught Creft’s meaning.

“Aye, by Bel,” he said. “ It is thy
knowledge, Mouthpiece of Zitu, has made
Tarnarizia strong.”

* And not Tamarizia only, but Zollaria
also.” said Jason, ““if Helmor sets his seal
to such a bend.”

“ By Bel,” Helmor exclaimed as all the
suggestion embraced burst suddenly upon
him. ** Come then to the palace. Let us
speak of this more fully. Delay thy de-
parture as guests of Helmor and his people
till morn.”

“ Aye.”’ Croft assented without hesita-
tion, his stern face strangely exalted by the
thought that out of this night of warring
purpose and emotien, peace between age-old
foemen might be born.

Back then they made their way threugh
the streets along which they had rushed so
short a time in so vastly different a fashion
10 regain the square before the palace—
where only the light of the fire-urns now
served to show Avron, still sitting at his
station in the pit of his machine.

And there Croit, lifting *his signaling-
flash, sent a final message to the mighty
shapes still circling over the city. “ Re-
main until the morning. Watch for the
plane at dawn.”

Robur’s answering flash winked prompt-
ly back at kim redly, and bidding Helmon
join them, they entered the palace, through
which Jasen had flitted in the astral pres-
ence so many times.
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Yet different now indeed was the situa-
ticn, as Helmor summoned slave-girls to
attend on Naia, provide for her every com-
fort, and left her with Croft for the me-
ment and he drew her into his arms,

For a long, long moment he held her,
sensing, her nearness—her dearness—the
truth that now again once more not only
in spirit but in body was she his own.

‘“ Beloved!” he whispered, and crushed
her to him.

‘ Beloved!” she whispered in return, and
threw back her golden head to lift her pur-
ple cves to him, fired with the glorious light
of her glorious womanhood.

So for a long moment and then she spoke
again. “ And thcu canst accomplish thy
purpose, beloved—were it not well worth
suffering, indeed? Thinkest thou Helmor is
taken with the notion?”

“ Aye” said Jason, and paused as he
recalled Gaya’s words that out of his be-
reavement, his agony of spirit would come
not only peace to his scul, but a_possible
peace between the nations—and fouad him-
self urndecided, but his gwn thought of such
a peace as he had offered Helmor had been
first inspired by a woman’s attempt to give
him encouragement in a troubled hour of
need.

{Zitu grant it.” Naia nestled against
him. “ Go then and arrange it. I shall
pray for thy success upon my knees.”

Croft left her then, and rejoined Hel-
mor and his son. To that same apartment
in which Jason had inspired his dream of
warning against Kalamita, the Zollarian
monarch led them, and there they toek up
the matter of a treaty between their na-
tions, at the point where they had laid it
down.

Thereafter while the hours passed, Hel-
mor’s expression altered; his eyes grew
darkly, flashing, the deeply graven lines in
his somber visage relaxed as Croft ex-
pounded the advantages to be gained in a
friendly intercourse between his own and
Helmor’s people, suggested with what must
have seemed to the two Zollarians closeted
with him, an inspired mental vision, the
terms of the international coalition, he pro-
posed—teachers from Tamarizia to instruct
the Zollarian workmen—the establishment
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of telegraphic communication—a readjust-
ment of trade relations—the extension north
of Croft’s interrupted scheme for a system
of electrically operated railroads—the open-
ing of shops and schools.

Until at last Helmor, rising in no small
excitement, sent Helmon to summon a
scribe, and demanded the immediate draw-
ing-up of a provisional bond, which Jason
should take with him in the morning for
ratification at Zitra; and began a restless
pacing to and fro as the scribe set to work
upon it, ‘holding his heavy hands clasped
together behind his back as he paced and
turned.

It was a strange night for Helmor of
Zollaria, as he must have thought, wherein
Jason, Mouthpiece of Zitu—the man who
had thrice baffled his purpose, sat with him
in his own apartment, and rather than
crushing him wholly now in his final de-
feat—placed the objects of his seeking in
his hands—a strange night indeed whereon
he owed not only his own throne to his
singular foeman—but the promise of a
greater future to his nation than ever in
all his scheming he had dreamed.

And then—the scribe had finished his
labors. Helmor strode to the table, removed
his signet from his finger and affixed its seal
to the agreement. Through the windows
of the apartment a faint gray light was
stealing—the ‘harbinger of dawn.

He replaced his signet, extended his hand
to Jason. Across the promise of a newer
dawn for their people Helmor of Zollaria
and the Mouthpiece of Zitu struck palms.

And in the light of that double dawn,
the fullness of that double peace, Jascn and
Naia of Aphur; Mais, the blue girl of Maz-
zer, and Jason, Son of Jason, went down
to the waiting machine, between twin rows
of Zollarian guardsmen, accompanied by
Helmor himself, and Helmon, Helmor’s son.

Croft helped the women aboard and
passed up the child. Cased in his suit and
helmet of leather, Avron took his place in
the machine. Then ere he followed, Jason,
Mouthpiece of Zitu, turned to look into
Helmor’s face.

“ Hail Helmor—and farewell and thouy,
Helmon, son of Helmor,” he said.
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“ Hail Mouthpiece of Zitu—and Naia of
Aphur-—and farewell,” they replied.

Croft lifted his eyes to where the giant
bags of the Blimps hung in a circle, silver
now no jonger, but gilded in the rays of
the rising sun. He climbed aboard and
gave the word to Avron. The motur roared.

Up, up shot the plane, leaving Helmor
and Helmon and the soldiery to mark its
swift ascent Up, up it mounted over Berla,
until the sunlight caught it also, turning
its wheeling vanes like the greater shapes
above them to gold. Up, up—the city feli
away beneath it as it swung in an ever-
widening circle, beneath the mighty ships
that all night had waited for its rising.

And suddenly as it turned and pointed
south and fled away like a strong-winged
thoming-pigeon, Naia of Aphur lifted her
voice.

Clear, strong, true, and perfect as a gold-
en bell. it mounted in a pzan of thanks-
giving.

“ Hail, Zitu-— father of all life — and
thanks from a grateful heart. Hail, Azil—
giver of life—who poured life into the mold
of life—from which I was born. Thanks
be to thee for the life that is mine—this
life—I hold from thee—to be mine own.
Blessings—my blessings upon thee, Ga—
that I am a woman—my thanks for the
tears with which, womanlike, I have washed
your feet—not knowing that so I washed
out also sorrow—preparing thereby my
heant as a flask for the mellow wine of life
from which now joy is drunk. Hail to thee
—merciful to all thy daughters who have
been and ever shall be—to thee my thanks.”

So sang Naia of Aphur, and T recognized
the song—as one of which Croft had told
me—as one she had sung on another occa-
sion when she bore him back from the camp
of the Mazzerian army under Bandhor—as
a chant—a prayer, used by Tamarizian wo-
men for one who had lain at the very door
of death, and returned.

Here then I think is the logical end of the
story—iith the great plane driven south by
Avron, and behind him, Maia, the blue girl
of Mazzer, and Jason, Mouthpiece of Zitu,
and Naia of Aphur singing—with Jason,
Son of Jason, held safe in her cradling arms.

(The end.)
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“® DON'T mind helping you out for one
E evening, Harvey,” Tilliston said, * but
I camne down to this tiny tropical town
with the idea of resting up, because I was
fed up with social activities and worn out
with business. All I crave on earth just
now is to relax and think of nothing but
the scent of palm-trees and ponder upon
the preening of poll parrots. My one de-
sire is to indulge in a siesta that will last for

weeks.”

Tilliston and Harvey Boynton were seat-
ed in the pafio of the charming little Hotel
de Cadiz, which faces the water-front at
Ventinio. It was a picturesque old town
with a erumbling coquina fortress and a
scattering of little white-walled, red-roofed

warehouses and latticed laciendas. The
lazy yet prosperous community nestled
peacefully beneath the tall blue-green

meuntain which rose sharply from the
tranquil waters of the Caribbean to the cool
snows which capped its pinnacle. This
dream of a hotel had as yet been discov-
ered only by the élite, and the usual throng
of tourists and violators of the Eighteenth
Amendment were conspicuous by their ab-
sence. Hence Ventinio was a bright place
to rest and do as one jolly well pleased.
That was why Tilliston had come there.

Now, Boynton lifted his glass and sipped
its contents.

=N /
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*“ T realize that you tcddled down here to
get rid of the jazz and accumulate some of
the snooze,” he admitted sympathetically,
“but from all T can hear, you won’t find
Mrs. Dayton Millner overly annoying or at
all difficult to look upon. I’ve mever seen
her, but unless photography has descended
or ascended to lving lengths of which I've
never dreamed, she is quite pulchritudinous
and most interesting. Aside from all of
which, you'll be doing me the biggest kind
of favor if you’ll take her under your manly
wing for a few hours this evening.”

Dick Tilliston sighed. * I'm usually the
goat,” he bewailed. “ Even in my rest pe-
riod, I suppose I must act as substitute for
an active business man with an important
engagement. Just because you have prom-
ised to dine, and I suppose bribe, some im-
portant old bewhiskered generalissimo of a
decadent yet charming little country, I
must act as host to the wife of-——who the
deuce is the lady the wife of, anyway?”

“ She isn’t the wife of anybody——just
now,” Boynton explained.

* Grass widow?” queried Tilliston, some-
what perturbed, and with visions of perox-
ide, paint, and powder flitting through his
brain.

“ No—sod,” Boynton reassured him.
“ You see, the lady was, until recently, the
young and charming esposae of the cunning,
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old, and lately deceased vice-president of
my firm. He left her more codles of dol-
lars than a shad roe has eggs. Her very
own luxurious steam-yacht is lying offshore,
where the little red and green and yellow
lights that suggest floating drug-stores are
bobbing up and down on the harbor wa-
ters.”

“ Can’t you send some sort of message,
saying you're ill, or in jail—or something?”
Tilliston asked, in a final vain effort to be
rid of the obligation. The last thing he
desired in the world was to have dinner
with a good-looking, marriageable, wealthy
widow.

“No can do!” Boynton said promptly.
“She still owns the stock of the old V. P.—
and has its voting power in her diamond-
clustered little fingers. If I should prove
discourteous, I might get discharged.”

“ Why not stick around and marry her?”
suggested Tilliston.

“Not a Chinaman’s chance!” snapped
Boynton. “I'm going to carve out a for-
tune down in this flea-bitten country, and
then return to the States and commit mat-
rimony with a brown-haired siren who dis-
penses tickets at a motion-picture theater
in Brooklyn. A man who marries for money
earns it, and I prefer to earn my money
buying nitrates. Then I can marry for no
reason at all, or not at all, just as I damed
please.”

He arose and looked at his watch. “T’ll
tell ’em out at the desk to let you know
when she asks for me. Just toddle out and
tell her I am all tied up in a conference;
take her to dinner, give her a glimpse of the
moonlight, and put her aboard her launch
when she’s ready to go out to the yacht. I
understand she’s sailing in the morning, so
{ won’t see her again——and you won’t have
to, either. Do try to be sociable, though,
and make a good impression for me.”

* Sweet job!” growled Tilliston. “1 just
naturally hanker after the task of being
agrecable to a woman another man can't
afford to offend and yet ducks because he’s
afraid she’ll propose to him, or something of
the sort!™ But Boynton was gone beyond
recall. _

Tilliston lit a cigarette and finished his
drink.  With a sigh he stretched out his
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long legs and, closing his eyes, dreamed mo-
mentarily of the big copper-mine he had
been running in Nevada for the past two
years.

He had put it over, and it had been a
stupendous task; but his resulting endeav-
ors to spend his earnings during a Chicago
winter season had proved as disastrous to
his health as the grind of the many weary
months of work at the mine had been
beneficial. Now he had slipped away, con-
templating complete effacement of himself,
and a long, lingering loaf. “ And this fool
woman has to come around and rob me
of a soft, sleepy night, when I might be
dozing and smoking on the balcony up-
stairs, winking at the stars with a care-free
heart!”

His reverie was interrupted by an écru
bell-boy in a gold-laced uniform of white
duck. “ Mrs. Dayton Millner is in the
lounge, sir,” the attendant said in perfect
English.

Tillisten arose and surveyed himself in a
mirror on the wall of the opep-air café. He
gave a little twist to his black bow tie, and
made sure that his thin silk dinner-suit was.
properly adjusted. Then, tossing away
his cigarette, he walked briskly toward the
lounge, and almost gasped in astonishment
as he looked upon one of the most charm-
ing, petite creatures he had observed in
many a day.

“ Mrs. Millner?” he asked, almost eager-
ly, as he gazed into two mischievous gray-
green eyes. The touch of a soft, daintily
manicured hand assured him that the vision
was none other, and Tilliston wondered why
Boynton had been so eager to run away.
It could only be hecause he had merely
seen her photograph and had never looked
into those wonderful eyes with their long,
silken lashes.

“They told me that Mr. Boynton had
been called away unexpectedly and that
he had left a message with you,” she said
in a low, well-modulated voice.

“ Er—yes,” stammered Tilliston, con-
scious of a shapely foot that peered from
beneath the long mandarin coat she wore.
“ You see, Boynton is all tied up with some
terribly important affair of the company’s
—your husband’s-—that is I mean—"



27

Do

Mrs. Millner smiled at his embarrass-
ment. “ So he asked you to be a martyr
and take me to dinner?” she interrupted, a
sparlle in her cycs.

“I wouldn't say martyr’s the word!”
Tilliston protested.  ““ Wil you dine with
me?"

“ Il be delighted,” she agreed. ““ And
do take me to some quaint place full of
local color. The yacht only dropped anchor
this morning, and we must be on our way
again to-nmorrow, for I am to be a guest at
the Drayton-3arshall house-party at Palm
Beach rext Thursday. So I want to get an
accurate close-up of picturesque Ventinio
in the few hours that remain te me.”

“ 1 know just the place,” Tilliston told
her with growing enthusiasm. * It’s called
the Cantina Ninguno, a romantic little spot
that might be somewhere in medieval Spain
from its quaintness.”

“ How splendid!” enthused Mrs. Mill-
ner, as he led her through the lobby and
called a waiting volante,

The drive in the soft tropical night was
delightful. The slow-moving vehicle took
them through narrow, crooked streets,
thronged with dark-eved sesiorites and their
lovers; loud-crying vendcrs of flowers and
fruits and sweetmeats; giant ranchers from
the interior, wrapped in their picturesque
blankets, and & sprinkiing of soldiers of the
Veuntinian army.

Mrs. Millner seemed spellbound at the
picturesque novelty of the scene, and now
as they rode out along the smooth coquina
road which followed the sea to the south
both were silent amid the spell of the soft
moonlight illumining the dark waters,

The drive was through a veritahle forest
of flowers and tropical verdure, and after
some twenty minutes they came upon a
quaint, low-lying structure that must have
heen erected by the earliest: settlers. It
was of crumbling stone, built about a
courtyard flanked with balcenies which
gave a view of the ocean and afforded little
nooks where charmingly intimate parties
might be held. But Tilliston frowned upon
these bowers, and asked for a tahle on the
broad lawn which stretched down toward
the rocky shore. Here they were seated
beneath a little grove of palms, the snowy

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

linen and sparkling service illumined only
by quaint candles thrust into antique
sconces.

Hidden away somewhere, a native. or-
chestra played soft, dreamy music on gui-
tars and an accordeon, and in a space sur-
rounced by tables couples were dancing
with all the languid fire of Spanish rhythm
in their steps. Mrs. Millner had thrown
aside her elaborate coat, and now Tilliston
was conscious of a stunning evening gown
which charmingly revealed the pink love-
liness of her shapely arms and shoulders.
He gave the order, and then they danced
together. Rapidly Tilliston was beginning
to realize that he had a most charming
partner.

* It all seems like a dream,” Mrs. Millner
whispered as they swayed to the enticing
air, *‘Let’s forget that we're living in
ninicteen twenty-cne, and play that we’re
folk of old Spain in the days of knights and
fair ladies!”

Tilliston laughed into her glorious eyes.
“All right,” he agreed. * We'll imagine
we dwell in fairy-land, and instead of talk-
ing abcut ourselves we'll act the roles of
our imagination. In other words, we’ll be
just a couple of care-free, irresponsible
kids witheut a trouble in the world. To-
night I'll be a knight instead of a husiness
man?"” '

She nestled closer to him, and as her
hair swept his cheek a little thrill passed
through his body. She seemed the most ut-
terly charming creature he had ever known
—s0 soft, so fragile, so dainty. It wasa
dangerous game they had agreed upon, for
tropical moons and Ventinian music play
strange romantic tricks.

The dance finished, they were at the
table again, and Ninguno, the proprietor,
in his picturesque native dress, was himself
opening the wine—a rare old vintage that
had been in his cobwebby cellars for mere
years than Tillisten could remember. As
he sipped his glass and stared entranced
at his companion he suddenly became
aware of an uneasy feeling.

Almost instinctively his glance wandered
to the balconies above, and in one secluded
bower he observed a gray-haired, swarthy
Ventinian in evening-clothes, dining with a

8 A



A KNIGHT FOR A NIGHT.

young and handsome army officer. The
soldier’s uniform was resplendent with gcld
lace and medals, and his manner and his
features bespoke the arrogant, vain brag-
gart.

He could not have been more than
twenty-five, and his figure was slender, yet
suggestive of strength. Tilliston’s eves met
the dark ones of the officer, and his blood
boiled. The Ventinian had been staring at
Mrs. Millner with a look that enraged her
companien, and as Tilliston’s expression
plainly showed his anger the soldier turned
away his gaze and a few moments later left
the balcony with his older friend.

Mys. Millner had noticed the exchange
of glances, and smiled happily at Tilliston.
“ So I have really a knight errant with me!
How delicious! T feel just like the princess
who has been stared at by the ogre!”

Tilliston chuckled indulgently. “ It may
be true that a cat may look at a king, but
it isn’t permitted that ogres ogle a queen,”
he told her. “ And if said ogre resumes
ais little pastime it may become necessary
for me to upset cur little romance and de-
scend to the actuality of punching him in
the nose.”

“ Oh, please don’t!” protested Mrs. Mill-
ner. ‘‘ That would spoil everything.”

A moment later they were dancing again.
As they whirled to the soft music, Tilliston
.again became conscious of the Ventinian
officer; and this time Mrs. Millner flushed
under the man’s ardent gaze. The officer
and his grav-haired companion were stand-
ing close by the wall of the little inn, and
as Tilliston and his companion floated by,
Tiiliston caught a Spanish phrase that
overturned his temper. Mrs. Millner did
not understand the tongue and was con-
sequently amazed when Tilliston ceased
dancing abruptly, pushed her a little from
him and, swinging about like a flash plant-
ed his fist squarely into the countenance of
the Ventinian.

The man went down in a heap and in-
stantly the place was in an uproar.

Tilliston found himself roughly seized by
-0ld Ninguno and half a dezen waiters. The
elder Ventinian aided the prostrate man te
his feei, and all about them diners were
talking excitedly. The music ceased, and
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a throng of excited men and women crowd-
ed about the group. Wiping the blood from
his mouth, the officer glared at Tilliston.

“Cavronne!” he exclaimed furiously.
“Carracho pindcco! Spawn of a scorpion,
I'll run you through for this!” He reached
for his sword, but Ninguno put a restrain-
ing hand upon his arm, and the blade did
not come. from its scabbard.

“ Have a care of the police,” he warned.
“ Not a brawl here, seiior!”

Mrs. Millner stepped close to Tilliston
and slipped her shapely arm through his.
* Oh, don't, don’t!” she begged. “I was
not serious. You must not-—"

“ The swine hides behind a bit of lace!”
sneered the officer contemptuously, and the
elder Ventinian leered unpleasantly at Mrs.
Millner, who flushed furiously and clung all
the closer to Tilliston. With one arm about
her slender waist, he shot out his right arm
again, and once more the officer went crum-
bling to the ground.

Then he hastily drew a card from his
wallet and handed it to the soldier’s com-
panion. “If he regains consciousness in
time to meet me again to-night, er early in
the morning, I'll give him a further trcunc-
ing,” Tilliston said furiously. “ You'll find
me at the Hote! de Cadiz.”

Holding Alrs. Millner close te his side,
he strode through the crewd, which gave
way instantly in fear of a blow from his
powerful fist. In the volante he summoaned
from the stand before-the inn, Mrs. Millner
cuddled close to his side. She was crying
softly, and her hand closed cver his. Til-
liston slipped his arm about her, and held
her close, as he might have scothed a fright-
ened child.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I suppose T
shouldn’t have made a scene, but I couldn’t
resist the temptation to give that cad the
trouncing he deserved.”

“1 am afraid 1t will mean trouble for
vou,” she rejoined anxiously. “ They are
hot-blocded, these Ventinians—and they
still fight duels.”

“If he does, it won't be a duel, but a
murder!” Tilliston said grimiy.

‘““ But promise me—no matter what hap-
pens—you won’t fight him!” she begged.
“T could not bear to think of ysur being
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injured because of me! Let us go away
and forget it. You have been splendid,

and 1 can ask no more from my brave:

knight errant.”

“ The fairy story is finished,” Tilliston
laughed. ‘ That punch brought me back
to nineteen twenty-one, and if our gold-
laced friend wants more satisfaction he will
find me waiting at the hotel.”

They were down at the steamship land-
ing now, and as they stepped from the
volante the officer in charge of Mrs. Mill-
ner's yacht stood up and touched his cap
respectfully.

‘I suppose it wouldn’t be proper for me
to ask you to be my guest for the night on
the yacht,” she said doubtfully, “but do
promise me that ycu will be careful and
come out to me in the morning.”

Tilliston promised, as he held her soit,
warm hand in his, and as he looked into
her anxious eyes he felt a wild desire to
crush her in his arms. But he only sighed,
bade her a very formal farewell, and lifted
her into the launch. Then, before the little
craft started away from the wharf, he
turned on his heel and strode along the
path which follows the sea.

He was in no mood to go back to the
hotel just yet. He wanted to walk and
think a bit before returning to receive the
visit of his antagonist’s seconds. That
there would be such a call he had no doubt.
He was not afraid of this man, but the
whole situation annoyed him. To oblige
Boynton he had taken this charming crea-
ture to dinner. Through a fool trick of
fate he had embroiled himself in an un-
pleasant encounter, and now his vacation
rest was practically certain to be inter-
rupted by an engagement with swords or
pistols.

With swords Tilliston would be at a dis-
tinct disadvantage; but few men were his
equal with a revolver. The men on the
ranch had said that Tilliston could shoot a
flea off a coyote’s back without injuring the
animal. '

But he had not gone a hundred yards
along the dark, winding path when he felt
himself seized from behind, and a heavy
blow on his head made the stars and the
moonlight swim.
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It ‘was daylight when he awoke and

‘looked about curiously. ‘From a little

round window came a cool breath of salty
air, and the gentle swaying of his couch
told him he must be aboard a ship. The
pain in his head was not great, and he
climbed slowly from the berth in which he
had been lying.

Just what had happened he did not
know, but he had a shrewd suspicion, and,
finding the cabin door unlocked, went out
on deck to confirm it. A sailor saluted as
he appeared, and inquired as to his wishes.
“ Mrs. Millner gave instructions that your
every need be filled,” the man said respect-
fully.

“ Mrs, Millner!” exclaimed Tilliston.
Then, as he looked over the rail and saw
land nowhere in sight, he demanded to
know where they were.

“ Mrs. Millner issued orders to set sail
the moment you were brought aboard,” the
sailor told him. *“ We weighed anchor at
eleven o’clock, and we are now some five
miles out to sea—"

“But, damn it!” Tilliston protested;

TN be the laughing-stock of Ventinio!

They’ll say I ran away because I was afraid
to meet that swashbuckling, ogling toy sol-
dier in gold lace! Tell the captain to turn
about and make port at once.”

“I’'m sorry, sir,” the sailor said.
that’s against orders.”

“ Then you mean that I am a prisoner?”
Tilliston demanded angrily; and the man
nodded.

Furiously he paced the deck, lighting a
cigarette and smoking it nervously. The
thing was outrageous! This woman was
nothing but a romantic meddler. Whatever
had been her motive in having him waylaid
and brought ashore, she had made a mon-
key of him. Perhaps even now the cables
would be clicking a newspaper story to the
Staies. It would look nice in print! A
pretty tale about an American who had en-
gaged in a broil in a cantine and then run
away aboard the yacht of a rich and pretty
widow! Tilliston could imagine the sen-
sation it would make in New York and Chi-
cago.

But even as he was mapping out his
course he heard a footstep behind him,

“ But



A KNIGHT TOR A

and, turning, looked into the saucy eyes of
Mrs, Millner. She was clad in a downy
sport-coat, and her glerious hair blew re-
helliously in the stiff morning breeze.

“ Good morning, prisoner,” she said with
2 mischievous smile.

“ Good morning, kidnaper,” Tilliston re-
turned, very much out of humor. “ ¥You
must realize that you have placed me in an
impossihle position,” he went on. *“ Please
be reasonable and tell the captain to turn
back. T cannot quarrel with you. Since
vou are a woman, I cannot assert my
rights—"

* And punch me in the nose?”
gested with a merry little laugh.

“ It would be a crime to mar its shape-
liness,” Tilliston said, “ even if 1 were brute
enough to strise you. DBesides, your crew
would promptly murder me. But I'm go-
ing back to Ventinio and meet that young
jackanapes! If you won't give the neces-
sary order, I shall take a life-preserver,
jump c¢verbozrd, and swim for it—"

“If you try, I shall have you put in
irons,” she informed him. ‘ Now, be rea-
sonakle, and come in with me to break-
fast. We can talk it over together.” He
shook his head, but she put a pleading hand
upon his arm. “ Please,” she begged,
“try to fergive me. I simply couldn’t rest
with the thought that you might be going
to veur dezth because of me—and all over
nothing that really matters. That was why
! had the launch turn back and had you
{ollowed by some of the crew.”

But Tilliston was obdurate. With a
sigh and a wan little smile, she went into
the salon, where coffee and toast awaited,
and Tilliston made his way forward to
where the first mate was standing close
by the rail.

“Now, look here, old chap,” Tilliston
said to him quietly, “ let me tell you about
this thing, and then do as any sane man
would. She’s a headstrong, foolish wornan,
and T’m helpless in her hands. But if you'll
put into Ventinio before nightfall I'll give
a thousand dollars to every member of the
crew-—"'

“ Are vou trying to bribe me?” demand-
ed the mate angrily.

“If vou look at it that way,” Tilliston

she sug-

NIGHT. 275

-admitted, “but if T am unot in Ventnio
‘to-night 1

shall have Mrs. Millner and
every member of the yacht’s crew arrested
on the charge of abduction the moment we
do reach shore.” ‘

“ But to disobey. her orders would be
mutiny. She could have us jugged for it,
according to the laws of the sea,” the mate
reminded him.

“ Then your chances of going to jail are
pretty good on fwo scores. If she doesn’t
put you there, [ will. Think it over.”

Noontime came, and lunchecn was served
beneath an awning on the after-deck. A
Jepanese steward brought Mrs. Millner’s
compliments to Tilliston, and begged him
to jein her. Frankly he didn’t want to,
but there was no use acting like a naughty
child, so he took his seat oppcsite her.

She proved a delightlul hostess. Neither
of them rthade reference to the situation
which had brought them together, and Til-
liston talked of his work ¢n the ranch while
Mrs. Millner teld him of her life at New-
port, Palm Beach, abroad, and New Vork.
Tilliston found himself growing interest-
ed in her, and it was cbvious that she was
more than interested in the tall, athletic
man opposite—still incongruously clad in
the silk dinner-suit he had worn the night
before. '

The meal over, she withdrew to her cahin,
and, sauntering along the deck, Tilliston
encountered the mate, who said:

“It's all right. T've spoken to the cap-
tain, and he agrees that it isn’t fair to
hold you out here. Of couise, we're re-
lying on you to keep us out of trouble, but
she’ll be furicus.”

“ Don't worry,” Tilliston assured him.
“TI take care of that. If she prosecutes
yau for mutiny, T’ll counter with my ab-
duction charge. She won’t relish that.
Meanwhile, can vou get a wireless message
to Harvey Boynton at the Hotel de Ca-
diz?” The mate nodded. “ Then tell him
what time we’ll arrive, and see that this
precious swaggering army officer learns that
I'm coming afier him!”

He was with Mrs. Millner beneath the
awning, lazing in a wicker deck-chair, when
the mate approached and handed Tilliston
a sheet of yellow paper. Mrs, Millner
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glanced up in surprise, and a look of suspi-
cion crossed her pretty features. Asking
her pardon, Tilliston hastily scanned the
message. It was Boynton’s reply.
Have announced your return, but you're too
late. I stopped slories of your running away
by telling what a crack shot you are. Captain

Alfredo Alvarez beat it into the mountains at
daybreak. He's scared stiff.

Tilliston smiled, and the mate's eyes
glittered appreciatively as Tilliston handed
the message to Mrs. Millner.

“I dom’t understand,” she said as she
looked at the writing. “ We are headed for
Florida, not Ventinio—"

‘“ Beg pardon, madam,” said the mate;
“we will reach Ventinio about seven this
evening. The captain changed the course
four hours ago.”

With flashing eyes and tense little mus-
cles, Mrs. Millner arose, and her dainty
pump stamped angrily upon the deck.
*“ Who dared to give this order aboard my
own yacht?” she cried out. “ T will have
vou jailed when we reach port—it’s piracy
—mutiny on the high seas—"

b4

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY . WEEKLY.

“ And I'm going to have you arrested for
kidnaping me,” Tilliston broke in calmly.

She looked at him for a moment in as-
tonishment, and the mate disappeared.
Tilliston felt a little sorry as he saw the
tears gather in her eyes.

‘ Please don’t be angry with me,” she
urged. ‘I didn’t mean to make you ridicu-
lous. I only wanted to prevent your being
injured on my account—and—and—oh,
I’m so lonely, in spite of all my money!”

She made a charmingly miserable little
picture as she stood there looking up at
Tilliston, as though the world held not an
ounce of happiness for her. He wanted to
put his arms about her and tell her not to
cry—and then suddenly something dawned
upon him. In a play or a story-book, this
would be his cue to ask her to marry him.
That was it—she wanted him to propose!
And the hero of any well-regulated story
would have jumped at the chance. He
would have instantly posed for a close-up
and a long, lingering kiss!

Tilliston would have done so himsels, if
he hadn’t been a husband—also a father.

4;(7 John Frederick

Author of *Luek,” *Cross-Roads,” etc.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

SAMSON TAKES A TOKEN,
NCE outside the tavern, Samson In-
O tegrity did not spare the spur. He
rode with a red heel, bending far
over the horn of his saddle. The wine had

shut from his mind all except one purpose—
to humble and crush the girl so that she

should never rise again—to reveal her so
that all men could know her.

He thought as he rode of thosc clear blue
eyes and the lies which they veiled. And
he thought of his long days of torture. He
had not slept, for the face of Kate Malvern
rose before him. It had glimmered between
him and the wine-glass. It had appeared
to him and frozen his lips in the midst of

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for April 9,
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the jest.
martyr. And he felt that could he once
repay her for the suffering she had in-
flicted, he would be f{ree from invisible
chains which bound him to the thought of
her; freed from an invisible fire—the mem-
ory of her beauty.

It was not hard to reach old Fortesque
at the hotel of York. Had he come dap-
per and scented, the shrewd old man might
have guessed too much, but mud was
splashed here and there on Samson’s long
cloak, and he panted frem the vigor of his
ride---the very picture of a time-pressed
courier.

Old TFortesque turned the note from
Buckingham over and over. Then he
glanced at Samson.

“You have ridden far?” he asked.

* The distance between heaven and hell,”
answered Samson.

“H-m!” murmured Fortesque. * Well,
vou leok honest, friend, and you come from
one who has often aided me. Yet it is
hard to come to speech with these maids of
honor. They are watched as the hawk
watches the heron.”

“1 doubt it not,” said Samson hurried-
1y, “ but this is a matter of life and death.”

“ Can you not trust me with the mes-
sage?”’

“ No lips but mine may repeat it.”

% 8o, 30! Then follow after me. The
garden is empty—-I was in it not ten min-
utes past. I shall take you there, and then
(o my hest to bring the lady down to you.”

He led the way here and there through
the great house until they went down a
broad flight of stone steps and passed
through a door into the garden. It was
smali, filling hardly more than an angle of

the building, and fenced on the other side

by a low wall.

“If T fail te bring her,” said Fortesque,
“tell him who sent you, that I did my best.”

Samson bowed.

“And as for leaving, when vou have
communicated your message--" )

“Take no care of that. One leap will
carryv mie to the top of vonder wall.”

< Alack!” muttered Fortesque.  These
voutn! These youth! Pray God that no
harm comes of this!”

It was to him what fire is to the’
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He hobbled off, shaking his bearded head
slowly from side to side.

How long he waited, Samson Integrity
had no means of telling, for the minutes
dragged heavily. He walked for a time up
and down one of the paths, until he remem-
bered that a moving figure might attract
unwelcome attention. So he stood, at
length, under the deepest corner of the slant
shadows to which the meoon gave not a
glimmer of light.

And at last she came. A door groaned
faintly and clicked shut; a light step sound-
ed on the flagging of the path. She came
slowly, peering from side to side. She was
wrapped in a thin mantle which fleated
about her—silver stuff, on which the moon-
light played until she seeraed te be drift-
ing toward him in a-cloud of mist. She
pushed back the mantle from her head in
order that she might see yet more clearly,
and there he saw her by that same moon
which had shewed her to him often kefore.

She had not changed. The curve of
throat and cheek were as faultless as ever;
and her face shone, as of old, with a sin-
gular transparency that struck hirm to his
heart. He stepped out.and teok his hat
in his hand; so she saw him at last.

He had made sure that she would start
and cry out when she faced him, and for
that reason he moved back between her and
the door from which she had entered the
garden; she should hear him for at least
one moment before she breke away. But
she did not start to move. She stood a little
straighter; her head tilted somewhai—
otherwise there was not a change in her.

She was close now—aye, perilously close
~—and a great weakness swept over Samson.
He knew now that it was not the temptation
of the wager which had driven him here,
but that hunger which burnes ceaselessly
in him---the wild passion te see her. So
slender and so straight, a skin so glowing,
and so dark and deep an eye—only a fool
could doubt her purity! But then he
caught the hint of a scent of white heather
blossoms.  Somewhere in the garden,
or just heyend, they grew, and their per-
fume stole slowly and faintly upon the small
wind. It roused Samson as the clangor of
steel on steel alarms the warrior.
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She was false—utterly false and fickle
and untrue—and the cruel, subtle, cold
heart beat in her, framing lics to entrap him
even then. A mad impulse seized him to
catch her in a great embrace and crush the
life from her in one motion. The impulse
passed and left him cold from head to foot,
and master of himself.

“1 am sent for on a business of great
import,” said the gir} calmly, “and I won-
der which of thy masters has sent thee,
Samson Northam. Is it the keen Bucking-
ham, or my handsome Lord of Monmouth?”

Aye, she was marvelously calm. Yet her
hands were gripping hard at her sides, only
half concealed by the folds of the misty,
shining mantle. No wonder, thought Sam-
son. Once before I bore her away. How
can she tell now for what reason 1 am
come? '

“ No,” he answered, “ it was the wish of
a fool that sent me here.”

“Tt was folly to come, then,” said the
girl coldly, “ but since I am here, tell me
briely the message, and from whom it
comes.”

“ It comes from Samson Northam,” he
answered, *“ and it is a brief message indeed,
if you will listen to it.”

Her voice altered a little. It seemed as
if she truly feared for the first time.

“ It comes from you? My time is very
short, sir, but the town has heard so much
of me through you, that I should be glad
to hear something in person.”

“ This is that brief message,” he said, and
he lowered his deep, strong voice to a mur-
nur. “ Kate, will you forgive me for all
that I have done?”

To put all to the touch at once, thought
Samson, and test her. If she is moved, then
I know that she is damned forever, for what
honest woman could ever forgive me? And
he watched her narrowly. It seemed to
him that she wavered when she heard him
—<ertainly her eyes widened suddenly and
her lips parted a little.

“ Forgiveness—{rom me?” she breathed.
“ Oh, Samson, have you seen the truth at
last?” _

Samson Integrity bowed his head—for
fear che should see the sudden convulsion
of his face, and he thought inwardly—the
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 thought _running like cold poison through

his blood: ‘ Devil, shrewd, false, cunning
devil!”

He mastered himself and, sinking upon
his knee, he raised his face and looked up
at her.

Truly she was changed now. He saw,
even in that pale light, how the color flood-
ed her cheeks—how her breast trembled
with the beating of her heart. She pressed
a slender hand against her bosom as if to
control the wild pulse.

‘ She is mad with her triumph,” thought
Samson. “ She has deceived all others; I
alone saw through her.- And now she sees
me, also, come like a poor stupid sheep
back to the fold to worship her again as I
worshiped her before. Damnation!”

But he said aloud, giving a deep tremor
to his voice: “I cannot hope for what I
ask. But I have come to show you my
penitence on my knee—Kate—and that
knee has never bowed so low to any mortal
thing except my king!”

How she smiled! Aye, she was trans-
formed. And her parted lips seemed to
drink a wine of surpassing delight!

“I know it—I know your pride!” she
whispered. “ And, oh, I tremble when I
think of you debasing yourself before me,
Stand up, Samson; stand up. I—I am
afraid when I see you kneeling there before
me!”

“ Ah, consummate, lying fiend!” spoke
Samson to his inner heart. “ She would
that the whole world could see. Aye, for
that matter she may have her spies posted
at the windows to watch. She is acting
a part, and she will boast of her skill after-
ward! "

He rose, and stood with head bowed.

“I cannot face you, Kate,” he said.
‘ Shame overcomes me. I have so foully
misjudged you!”

“Do not speak of it!” she murmured,
and she made a little gesture toward him,
palm up. “Only tell me, Samson, what
God-given chance taught you the truth?”

“T will tell you. I sat, even now, in a
tavern surrounded by wine and the sound
of drunken voices. And none drank more
or laughed louder than 1. The haze of
tobacco tangled everywhere until it seemed
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the natural essence of the air. The wine
beat in my temples—the lewd jests rang
through my mind—and then—from an
open window--a gust of the pure air of
the night entered and struck my face. It
blew away the smoke. And I closed my
eyes and breathed deeply of it. Ah, Kate,
it carried the breath of the white heather
blossoms and I saw only one picture—do
you know what it was?”

He looked closely up at her. But ker
eyes were closed; she smiled, she seemed in
spirit to have fown back to the scene he
was describing.

¢ I dare not guess,” she whispered.  Tell
me!”

“ The loveliest thing I have ever seen!”
he went on. “ It was you, as you stood in
the court at Jerry-on-the-Hill when the
wind blew vour vizard and the white, pure
moon shene upon your face. There was
magic in that breath of white heather
blossoms. Ah, Kate, I suddenly knew *hat
no matter what I might have seen or heard,

you are ‘true, you are pure as you are’

beautiful!™

Her eves opened—slowly—and there was
a light behind them.

“Was this all the proof you needed?”
she whispered.

“ All!” he echoed.

She stepped a little closer, and he caught
the scent of a strange perfume which
drowned the fragrance of the heather. So
had she come from the palace-—and of this
odor hew many men had breathed that
night?> And how many had scen the same
Jight conjured up into her cyes?> Ch, beau’
tiful, treacherous Kate!

“ Caimszon, T have prayed on my knees,
many a night that vou would see the truth,
but 1 never dared trulv to hope it. All
my actions showed so black against me.
Will vou hear me explain them?”

“ More lies?” thought Samson, setting
his ieeth. “ More cunning, smooih lies?”

“XNe, no!” he cried. “The doubt is
dead. I know you, Kate!”

She shrank back.

“ You seem fierce and strange all at once.
What has happened so suddenly, Samson?”

“ Because T love you fiercely, Kate—
even as I tried to make myself believe

279

, that 1 hated you. There has been a hunger
"in me and I have tried to drown it with

wine. I have been harkening all these
lonely days for the sound of your voice—
speak to me again, Kate—say anything—
any foolish thing, so that I may hear your
voice!”

Her hands slipped into his—tender, frag-
ile, one pressure would crush and ruin them
utterly!

“1 love you, Samson,” she said. “ I have
always loved you!”

He swept her into his arms, held her
breathlessly close. And over her head he
smiled with agony into the moonlit prospect
of the garden. Se lovely beyond speech—
so damned and black with sin. Her heart
he felt beating against him—alas! It was
only the cold sense of triumph and success-
ful trickery that quickened it. But even
in his supreme anguish he felt a spark of
admiration for the supreme triumph of her
acting. She was great even in her deceit.

He could not endure it long. He would
lose control and place murdercus hands
upon her. )

“And when can I see vou—feor a long
time—so that we can talk and understand,
Kate?”

“Whenever you will. I would go with
you now, to the end of the werld!”

“My dear, my dear! Why have we
deceived one ancther?”

“TFer that first deccit of mine 1 have
suffered tortures, Samson. I have not spent
a single quiet night. There has been a
burden on my heart all the day. But I
am mad to stay here. I am waited for. We
shall be suspected, and then everything
is ruined' Farewell—a litile while!”

She slipped away from him and ran a
pace toward the door. Yet she paused,
she wavered, she came swiftly back to him.

“T fear to leave you, Samson. It is all
so strange and dreamlike here in the meon-
iight in the garden. When the mcrning
comes, how shall T know it has not all been
a vision in sleep?”

“ Give me a token, Kate. Seme small
thing—that locket around your throat!”

She laughed joyously, lightly, and held
it out to him, chain and all.

“ Why have I forgotten?” she said. * In
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deed, it is the best that T could give. There
is a story about it I shall tell you some
time. It’s a miniature of me, Samson, and
I promised him who painted it that I should
never part with it except to the man I love
truly and forever.”

He raised it to his lips.

When he stood erect again she had fled
to the door and stood like a brilliant cloud
with one hand upon the knob.

“ To-morrow, Samson. I shall wait {or
vou. Marning or noon or evening, I shall
be waiting,”

And so she was gone—as if the wind
had blown the mist away.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE BREATH OF HEATHER.

[Y.UT Samson Integrity stood for a long
™Y time staring down at the open minia-
ture which lay in his hand. The
heavy-handed Sir Edward had indeed lifted
the veil. He had painted the soul of a
woman, rather than her face. And it was
such a soul as Samson had dreamed of after
he saw Kate in the courtyard. Well, it did
not prove that such a soul was hers. Nay,
it only meant that two men might see the
same vision. The truth?

Samson Integrity raised his head and
laughed softly and bitterly. God, how
clever she was; and what devil had taught
her  that artless, childish smile?

He turned at length from the garden,
climbed the low wall without difficulty, and
reached his tethered horse. But he rode
back toward the tavern at not a third of
the speed with which he had spurred in
the opposite direction. For his heart was
heavy, and he went with head bowed.

Once more in the tavern.

Either his head had cleared amazingly
and he was out of sympathy with the revel,
or the time of his departure had worked
a marvelous change in the assembly. The
clouds of smoke hung thicker and thicker,
twisting in intricate and solid mazes around
the heads of the boon companions. And
down the table he saw wine-glasses over-
turned, and remnants of half-eaten food—a
half-carved haunch here, and a wine-stained
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loaf yonder.- The vety servants reeled about

‘on their errands with the bottles of wine,

and as they staggered, trays of glasses
clinked and chimed together.

But the faces of the drinkers! Gross,
reddened, transformed! The thick, numb
lips—the wild and glassy eyes—thehideous,
braying laughter!

Samson paused and averted his head
in infinite disgust. He stepped to a win-
dow and threw it wide, and then another.

That clatter was a sufficient announce-
ment of his coming. Heads turned toward
him, and then, as he walked toward his old
place, wild yells of question. Monmouth
rose, reeling where he stood, and called
for silence. Buckingham also beat on the
table and threatened with a brandished
table-knife.

“Silence! Silence! He has returned.
The errant Northam! Holla!”

The raised hunting call was picked up
by twoscore voices and shook the very raft-
ers—then a waiting hush. And Samson
stood looking up and down the table. A
blast of wind struck through_ the clouds of
tobacco-smoke and rolled it away, dispers-
ing it into thin mist. Then full upon his
face breathed the cool, fresh air of night.
As has been said, the tavern stood in the
outskirts of the town, with open fields about
it, and wandering over those fields the night
wind had caught up the fragrance of the
white heather—for this was early June
and every hedge was in full bloom. So, a:
Samson stood with one hand in his pocket.
closing over the miniature, the sweet breeze
struck his face even as he had told Kate
Malvern.

“ The answer! The answer!” cried Buck-
ingham. “ The picture or the forfeit,
Northam, damme!”

Samson’s fingers slowly unclosed from
around the miniature. The hand came out
empty, and empty he showed it to the
Bacchantes.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, standing very
straight, and with that singular smile grow-
ing on his white face, “ I confess to all ears
that I have lost the wager!”

A tumult of voices broke out.
son sank into his chair.

“ Why, God "2’ mercy, man!" cried Buck-

And Sam-
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“Does the loss of a hundre_d go’

-ingham.
so hard with thee? Or are you sick,
Northam?”

“ Sick?” muttered Northam. ‘ Aye, sick
at heart, my lord.”

“ Wine will heal thee, lad. Upon my
honor, it is the chief of all good cures.
Drink deep. Holla, fool tapster, there!
Wine for my friend Northam.”

He turned back to Samson.

“But odds fish, man, I half expected
thee to draw the miniature out of your
pocket. To the very end, I confess, I trem-
bled for fear. If you lose like this, North-
am, what would you be like if you won?
Well, here’s your wine.”

Samson drained the bumper.

“ And another with me,” broke in Sir
Edward Crocker. “ Another to show there’s
no ill-feeling, Northam, because you lost a
wild man’s wager.”

“With all my heart,” answered Samson,
“ and here’s a toast that should go merrily
down your throat. Confusion and short life
to all such fools as thee and me, Sir Ed-
ward!”

CHAPTER XXXVIII
A MESSAGE FROM HER GRACE.

T required a great breach of custom and
| propriety indeed to make people look
askance in the merry days of the third
Stuart; but on this morning at least one
group was stricken with equal parts of sur-
prise and curiosity, for a lady had come
to the anteroom of Samson Integrity
Northam. For he occupied, now, the larg-
est suite in Master Lawrence’s house, and,
like any man of means and fashion, he
kept a waiting-room where insistent visitors
cooled their heels before seeing the master.
There were a full score of others crowded
into the small apartment. There stood
Master Beckett—that same tailor who first
furnished forth Samson in suitable clothes.
He was much improved since that first
time. His own clothes might have graced
the back of any buck of blood and money,
and near him stood a servant carrying a
bundle draped over one arm and watching
Master Beckett obsequiously.
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Truly, Beckett was become a man of
means, yet there was a certain absent look
about his eyes, as if he \ere conning over
for the tenth time ‘the speech which he
would make to the young spendthrift. Per-
haps in that bundle lay a new freak of
fashion which would bring no other reward
than laughter unless it were recommended
by some known man. But if Samson In-
tegrity stamped it with his approval—if
he would wear it for even half a day—be
sure that it would be noted and new orders
flood into Master Beckett’s shop. No won-
der then that he looked so fixedly into the
distance. He reckoned at once his speech
and his fortune.

Neighboring him was a stalwart, low-
browed fellow, glaring gloomily and con-
temptuously about him—no other than that
same ‘‘ Honest 7 Jack who once measured
swords with Samson Integrity. What was
he doing here? Well, 2 man of fashion
must have his attendants and followers of
all ranks. In a dense crowd, some one must
go before and rub elbows with the throng
and shout: “ Make way, fools!” so that
Samson might follow at cool leisure behind.
And suppose there was haggling to be done
with a waterman for a pair of oars down the
Thames? Here, too, such a fierce eye as
that of Honest Jack would be a comfortable
aid to Samson Integrity.

And now Jack waited, returned from some
mission of danger, perhaps, and ready for a
reward or an upbraiding—it was impossible
to tell which from his ever surly eye.

Yonder stood a lean man with straight,
uncombed hair which jutted as much over
his forehead as behind his ears. Tenpence
to ha’penny he has not eaten this three days
more than bread and water—stale bread,
at that. Yet, he wraps himself close in his
threadbare cloak and when he is jostled
he meets the rudeness with a stare of bitter
contempt. What makes him so proud?
There peeks [rom beneath his elbow a roll
of paper—aye, it is a poet! He has come
with his ode or his eulogy, or more likely
his keen satire. Why? Perhaps he has
dedicated it to Master Samson Northam.
Perhaps it is already published and unsold
—a deadweight on the booksellers’ shelves.
But if he can win the ear of Northam, the
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man may repeat some chosen couplet from-
it in the company of the great wits of Lon-
don and refer to ihe source of his wit.” In
that case, the fortune of the poet will be
made—for a month or more.

Terribie feliows, these poets. If they are
coldly treated, they may go forth and thrust
a man through with a single epigram. It
behooves the great fashionables to treat
thern with some cordiality. Even Bucking-
ham znd Monmouth do mot fly above the
reach of such bitter winged shafts.

There are others in the antercom as well.
Tco many to name—one is a herse-fancier
—anether carried a little case in both hands,
with a rare trinket within—anether is a
poor politician waiting for a place—" and if
Master Northam would drop a single syl-
Iable with my lord ”—so all about the ante-
roem they wait—the hungry palm con-

cealed, perhaps, but the hunger manifestly .

urning in their eyes. And they shall reap
a harvest, for there was never a meore cein-
tempitously teierant fellow than this same
Samson Integrity. He will pay a man even
to be rid of him. He will reward a jest
even at his ewn expense.

Upon one central figure all thesec hun-
gered eves attend—it is a gray-haired, state-
Iy person. He has an air which would not
shame the French ambassador. His clothes
are as perfect 9s his manner. Is he some
lord waiting an instant to call en his friend
Nerthami? N, it is only Samson Integ-
rity’s man— Hugh Walters. No slight per-

sonage. If he is pleased his master is
two-thirds won.  So smiles and bows and
nlea words greet Hugh Wealters as he

alides eleganily through the room.
¢ v the door flies open, and all
eves dart toward it. 1t is a2 wemar! A
woman come ic the anteroom of Samson
Integrity! TImpossible to make her out. A
great cloak wraps ber from head to heel,
and a great black vizard completely masks
her face. Yet she is young—for the tiniest
gloved hand holds the cloak together in the
front, and the eyes behind the mask flash
with the fire of youth. Young, and beauti-
ful, no doubt.
Why has she come? Maddened by jeal-
ousy. perhaps, has she brought with her a
flask of terrible acid utterly to destroy those
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ugly features \V‘hqée very ugliness have  be-
come the fashion,” in the immortal words
of clever. Rochester? Or is she only the
lady-in-waiting of some titled beauty who
stops at home, trémbling, white with shame
and red with hope, as she awaits the results
of her embassy?

Hugh Walters approached her. What-
ever her station in life, she was amply
equipped with assurance. She beckoned
him to a corner where they were fairly iso-
lated from the curious ears of the crowd.

“ I must see Master Northam at once,”
she said in a guarded voice.

“In due time,” bowed Hugh Walters.
“ Mr. Northam is not yet risen—and—"

“ The lazy dog!” said this strange mask.
“1 have known him to be more industri-
ous.”

Hugh Walters rubbed his chin.

“If I may take your name—"" he began.

“Are you Walters?” asked the mask
sharply.

“Iam. Do you know me?”

“T've heard your master speak of one
Walters, but he described his man as a fel-
low of discretion.”

‘“ He honored me,” said Walters, flush-
ing.

“ But I have no time to spare.”

“As scon as he wakens—"

“ Then I must go now—-"

“ Madam, I dare nct wake him before he
pleases. It would be worth my place to
do so.”

“It will be worth your place if you do
not. But that is no concern of mine.”

She turned away.

“What shail I do?” cried Walters,
abruptly blocking her exit.

“Let me in to him, most wise Master
Walters.”

“You! Now!”

“And quickly.”

“ There is no other way,” said poor Wal-
ters, wiping a wet forehead in his dismay.
“Can you give me some inkling of your
message?”’

“Am I a fool? Open the door for me,
sir. I have overstayed my time. Her®
grace shall know—"

The title was too much for Walters.

“ Follow me,” he said; “ I'll chance it.”
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He led the way through ‘the crowd and °

softly opened the inner door. Through it
the vizard slipped and closed it against poor
Walters’'s nose. Once inside, she glanced
about to make sure that no other servant
was in the room. Then she barred the
door and threw back the hood of her cleak
and removed the mask, revealing Sally
Leigh.

When she pulled back the curtains of the
four-posted bed she discovered Samson In-
tegrity lying fully dressed, save that one
shoe was off and his tunic and shirt un-
buttoned at the throat. There he had
flung himself on his return from the Sign
of the Twisted Horn, and he had not
stirred. One arm lay flung carelessly out
beside him with something clasped in the
hand. The other arm pillowed his head.
He frowned as he slept, and the wine-
flush still stained his face. Sally Leigh
bent low over him, and then stood erect.

“Very drunk last night,” she murmured
critically, “ And thef’s something mnew.
The stanchest head in London, I'd say.
Who the devil could have put him under?
A relay of heavy drinkers. Yes, he must
have been fairly afloat in wine!”

She sat upon the edge of the bed, still
studying him. She continued in the same
small whisper: “ What is happening to you,
Samson Integrity? More wine and less
sleep from day to day. Thinner face, dark-
er frown. And still, a brave front to the
world— T’d give tuppence to know what'’s
in your mind!”

A small glitter caught her eyes and she
examined the thing which Samson Integrity
held in the one hand. It seemed to be a
locket of large size.

‘“So!” whispered Sally Leigh, with a
start, and strove to loosen the fingers—but
they tightcaed even in his sleep and held
the locket secure.

“I have an idea,” muttered Sally, cant-
ing her head shrewdly to one side, “ that
here is the clue to the mystery. But—oh,
blind, blind! I cannot see you any more
than vou can see me.”

Here she leaned as swiftly as a bird
stoops to pick up a seed, and kissed Sam-
son. At that he moved, sighed, and
opened his eyes. At first they stared blank-

283

ly, with a curious frown, up at her—as a
man in delirium might stare. But presently
he knew her and sat suddenly erect on the
side of the bed.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE CRISIS.

“CYALLY? Here?” he breathed. He
S stood up and looked at her as if in

doubt. “ Damme, girl, are you try-
ing to throw your reputation away?”

‘“ After you've worked so hard building it
up? Sit down, foolish Samson. There lies
the mask I came in. And the cloak finished
my disguise. Besides, poor Walters thinks
I'm a messenger from some duchess, and
the fool is cudgeling his brain to find out
which one. Sit down, Samson.”

He obeyed, with a puzzled sigh, and
leaned his forehead upon one hand.

“Your head rings, eh?” queried Sally.
“ Too much wine, Samson?”

“No,” he muttered, “ not wine enough,
And my head’s too clear.”

“H-m!” And she watched him slide the
locket under the pillow of the bed.

“What mad prank brought you here,
Sally?”

“ A crisis in the battle, Samson. We're
at the end of the rope.”

“ The devil!”

“The very devil it is.
undone.”

“How? Where?”

“ Where?” repeated Sally calmly, lean-
ing back against the foot-post of the bed.
“In the rooms of the queen—no less!”

“ The queen!”

“ Her sainted majesty, Catherine of Bra-
ganza and England. Ugly, isn’t she, Sam- ~
son? I don’t wonder that Old Rowley has
gone astray from such a face!”

¢ Sally, you vixen, out with your story!
How did you come to the rocms of the
queen? Gad, Sally, d’you mean that you've
been formally presented?”

* The very same.”

“On whose arm?”

“ Who but that same silly, fat, pompous,
delightful old fool, M. Carienne?”

“ Why, Sally, this puts the stamp of the

We are almost
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royval recognition on you. You're made,
and we've won the game, Sally. But what
influence brought vou there?”

gh
“ An irresistible one. Old Rowley’s, Sam-

1"

5011,

“ What a hlockhead I am! I might have’

known he'd see you again after that affair
in the garden.”

*“ Right. T knew it, too.”

“But you didn’t tell me?”

*1 tried to warn you of it when Car-
ienne came for me, but vou weren’t here,
My message came back undelivered.”

“ So the hatile’s won!” He laughed and
struck his hands tegether.

“ And lost,” she added, ¢ or nearly lost.”

“ How's that?”

* All went well enough. I had on that
plum-colored dress, and it was so heavy
that it nearly tripped me when I made my
curtsv. But 1 managed it well enough.
The queen smiled on me at first, but when
she had a clear view of me, and saw Old
Rowley loitering about near by, the smile
went out and her eye grew as hard as cut
glass. Poor queen! Every pretty face is
a stab at her heart!”

* And when a face is more than pretty,
she spends a sieepless night over it.”

“If she slept last night,” murmured
Sally contentedly, “ my name is not Sally
Leigh.”

“ But the catastrophe, Sally?”

‘1 said that all went well enough. Tt
was the crowning moment of my life—so

far. Oh, if vou ceuld have seen me, Sam-
son. There is nothing like success for a
woman. And when T glimpsed myself in

the mirrors. [ hardly knew my face. Every
one feit me even at a distance. Smiles
followed me--and stares.”

“ Ave,” nodded Samson, © more then one
poor girl wished yeu a thousand fathoms
deep in the sea, no doubt'”

“If T were ugly as some,” said Sally,
“T’d cultivate tact at least. But they were
stupid!”

‘* Nay, you’d never he without a weapon,
Sallv. But what happened?”

“In the midst of it, a buzz, and then a
silence went around the room. I saw poor

2

little Caricnne making toward me through -

the crowd with a white, scared face.
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‘ Mon Dieu!” he 'moaned when he came
to me. - ‘The devil is loosed. My wits

“ whirlt? ©

“*‘You've been drinking brandy again,’
said I. * Go wrap an iced towel about your
head, monsiewr, and your wits will stand
still again.” |

“* Alas, madame, he whispered. ¢ Look!’

‘“ He pointed out a little bow-legged fel-
low who was in the very act of kneeling
before the queen.

“*And who is that?’

“ Carienne cupped his hands at my ears.
¢ M. Lettraile,” he said. ‘ And when I spoke
to him, Lettraile says that he has never
heard of such a Mme. Lettraile as you. In
the name of God, madame, who are you?’”

“ The devil!” groaned Samson. * Sally,
vou were lost!”

“1 thought so,” she answered, “ and per-
haps I am. Who could have thought there
would be a real French namc such as Let-
traile? Carienne went on in a perfect panic:
“if you have taken a false name, think of
me, madame! 1 shall be ruired, fer it was
I who introduced vou here--eh, le bon
Dieit! here of all places! I am ruined!’

“*You're foolish,” said I. ¢ Bring this
Lettraile to me.’

“ For 1 made up my mind to see this
thing through. T was cold inside, but I
managed a smile for Carienne, and it gave
him an amazing lot of courage.

“*¢Thank God!’ said he. ‘All is not
lost!’

“And in a moment he brought up M,
Lettraile. 1 promise you that every eye
in the room was on us. And the ladies
were licking their lips—the cats! Ugly wo-
men have wicked eyes, Samson! And here
came M. Lettraile, looking very stern, and
full of fine speeches, about to tear the veil
from an impostor Carienne presented him;
all crowded close and kept their cyes en
my face. 1 felt as if I were on a stage.
Lettraile the Real howed very low to Mme.
Lettraile the Sham. I wished for one in-
stant of weakness that I had had you, Sam-
son, to brazen it out with your keen
tongue—-"

“ Nay, Sally, 1 should have been crimson
with mortification and shame—utterly at a
loss!  And you?”
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“ My wits came back. Lettraile, after -
his bow, looked keenly at me .and cleared

his throat. He began to frown, and then
I gathered all my courage and gave him
the sweetest smile I could manage. It
seemed to stagger him. I saw him glance
around in a rather baffled manner. Then:
‘ Madame,” says he ‘I have not had the
honor of knowing another family of the
name of Lettraile in France. No doubt,
if we compare notes, we shall find that we
are cousins?’

“¢Gladly, said I, and smiled again.
*You are from the great city?’

““QOui, madame,’ said he, and bowed
again, ‘ from Bordeaux.’

“Of course I meant Paris, but the vain
little Frenchman evidently thought more
of Bordeaux than he did of Paris.

“¢1 have heard,’ said I,  that there are
branches of the family in Bordeaux. It
was a legend with us in Lyons. Perhaps
vou may have visited some of us there?’

“ He was staggered again. He rubbed
his forehead.

“¢1 grieve, madame,’ said he ‘that I
have never been there. Yet if you could
give me scme of the names of your ances-
try—’

“¢Ah, yes,’ said I; ‘it is a proud line;
1 boast of it, monsieur.’

“ And I looked about me and saw the
ladies biting their lips with disappointment;
and Old Rowley in the background looking
thoughtful. ¢ Surely,’ said I, ‘you have
heard of Philippe Louis Malveisgne Let-
traile?’

“fYes?
Lettraile, rolling his eyes.
have!”

“¢Of course. He, monsieur, was my fa-
ther. And his father was the stanch old
Burgundian, Pierre Malveisgne Lettraile.
Malveisgne is a sort of family name, mon-
sieur. And my great-grandfather was the
famous Henri Malveisgne Lettraile—’

“ It all comes back to me,” said M. Let-
traile, who, I suppose, began to fear that
he should lose caste in London if he did not
know such a long line of famous men.

* I am glad,” said I, ¢ that you remem-
ber. We shall meet again, and speak still
further, monsiewr, but now—’

Ah—to be sure!’ said poor M.
‘I believe I
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“I had made a signal to Carienne, and
we moved away together, leaving Lettraile
dumfounded behind us. Carienne, poor
fool, was overwhelmed with mortification.
I forgave him gracefully, and now he is
my slave. But presently Old Rowley
stopped us. Of course Carienne gave back
for his majesty. '

¢ ¢ My dear,’ says Charles, with a twinkle
in those somber eyes of his, ‘ you are the
cleverest wit in London.’

“¢Of a commoner, your majesty,’ said
I, “perhaps I am.””

“ Sally,” broke in Samson, ‘‘ you are di-
vine.”

“ Almost the first pretty thing you've
ever said to me,” chuckled the girl.
“¢There you hit again,’” said his majesty.
‘ But mark me, medame—I watched your
face when Carienne first came to you with
the news of Lettraile.’

“1 saw that I was lost; I determined to
show my whole game to him.

“¢1 have no doubt,’ said I, ¢ that I have
been read like a book.’

“¢ At least,” said his majesty, ¢ it was a

strange story I guessed at. What am I to
think of it, madame?’
“‘What any accomplished soldier

thinks,” said I, ¢ when an enemy surrenders
at discretion.’

“‘Damme,” says Old Rowley, ‘ what a
girl you are! Then it is true: you are not
a Lettraile?’

“*Not in the least.’

“¢This is grave,’” said he, and frowned.
‘You have been presented to the queen at
my own request! Madame, you have
abused my confidence!’

‘¢ Sire,’” said I, ‘I have only fulfilled a
wager.’

“¢“Ha?’ said Charles, starting back.

“¢«For Mr. Samson Northam,’ I ended.

““The fiend fly away with him!’ cried
Old Rowley. ‘Has the impudent hound
dared— Damme, this must not out!
Europe will ring with laughter.’

“¢Not unless your majesty discovers
me.’

‘¢ But the news will out. This accursed
Lettraile, once he has been baffled, will
write back to France.’

“ ‘Tt only needs to be aired about that



286

I am not Mme. Lettraile, indeed, but I am
another madame whose true-identity must
not be hinted at for reazons of state.” -

“¢Name of God, mademe! said he.
¢ Are vou to beceme 2 state mystery?’

“ ¢ For dread of Europe’s laughter, sire,’
said I.  ‘ For your majesty’s sake alone.’

“ He locked at me for a long moment.
I held my breath. Then the music began
at the farther end of the rcom—-half the
company was waiting for his majesty to
give the sign or set the example before
they danced. I tcok my heart between my
teeth.

“Your majesty can set the seal of his
approval upon me and raise me above chat-
ter,) said L

“¢And how?’

‘¢ By dancing with me new,’ said 1.

* Suddenly he burst out laughing.

“¢ Damme,” he said. ¢ You deserve a
crown—not a mere title. Madame, may I
have this great hener?’

“ And be led me cut!

“ A buzz rese around us—I was dancing
with my king! Ah, Samson!”

She d, raising her head, and her
eves misted with brightness.

““¥You could set London by the ears by
telling the true story of this, maedame,’
sa2id he.

“‘Nay, sire,” said I, ‘I shall keep the
stery to tell to my children.’

“ And there were tears in my eyes while
I spoke. :

“ £ 0dds fish!’ muttered Oid Rowley. ‘1
half forgive Northam for this prank. I
de fairly believe from this moment that a
woman may combine both wit and virtue,
Damme!’

“And so we danced out the measure,
and when Old Rowley left me, what a
crowd besieged me!  The king had talked
with rme, smiled on me, danded with me.
My fortune was made! And even though
Tettraile should receive a thousand des-
patches from Irance, he will never be al-
together believed. Though France may
not accept me, Old Rewley does, and that
is enough. But, ah, Samson, what a king
is ours! Tor all they say of him, a heart
of gold!”

* At least,” said Samson Integrity, “ he
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has coined his affections often enough to
the currency 6f the realm, Well, Sally, but
what will come of it?”

CHAPTER XI.
WHITE HEATHER AGAIN.

ALLY considered the question a leng
S moment.

“ Tt will be a long play, with the dé-
nouement always postpened. Perhaps final-
ly the truth will out—even then we are not
lost. There is hope.”

‘ Particularly if we go abroad,” pondered
Samson.

She caught her breath, started to speak,
and then caught her hand over her lips,
Above that hand wide, incredulous eyes
studied Samson Integrity.

“ What do you mean, sir?” she asked in
a changed voice.

“ Why not, Sally? 1 leave England soon
—why should we not go abroad together?”

 Leave England?”

“Yes. I detest it The muggy Lenden
weather stifles me. Sally, we must be gone.
Tcgether?”

“ But how should we go together?”

“ Aye,” said Samson, taken aback. “A
litile uncenventional. But you will trust
me, Sally, eh? We will go as brother and
sister?”

Her face fell.

“ What has happened that makes you
hate England, Samson?”

“T will tell you everything—perhaps—
and after a time. Meanwhile, I must dress
for the day.” _

He arcse and sauntered away from the
bed.”

‘“ Are there many in the anteroom?” he
queried, facing the door.

“ A crowd,” she answered, and as his
back was turncd she deftly slid her hand
under the pillow and brought out the locket
which he had clasped so tightly even while
he slept. 1t snapped open, and Sally found
herself staring down at the eyes of Kate
Malvern.

The click of the opening locket made
Samson turn, and he saw Sally’s wide gaze
and transformed face.
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“Here!” called Samson. “ What have
you there? Ah, that? A silly trinket and
a silly face, my dear!” '

“If it is nothing,” said Sally, looking
gravely and studiously at him, ““ I’ll keep
it. Tor a curio.”

She would have slipped the locket into
her pocket in the cloak, but Samson arrest-
ed her with outstretched hand. .

“You do wish it?” asked the girl, whiter
than before.

“To remind me of two days of folly,”
said Samson.

But it is a clever man indeed whose smile
can decelve a woman.

Sally Leigh sighed as she gave back the
picture.

“Is it because of her that you leave
England, Samson?"”

“For a girl> Bah!”

“ Samson, you love her!”

“It is false!” he said hoarsely. “I—I

have too keen a sense of humor to love—
her!” ,
“You love her,” repeated Sally remorse-
ly, and yet every word she spoke was stab-
bing. With all her heart she was calling
silently on him to deny it.

But Samson Integrity answered slowly:
“1t is true, Sally. Ilovether. The thought
of her is never away from me. I know her
for what she is—and yet I cannot keep my-
self away from her. But with the sea be-
tween us—perhaps—"

Perhaps it was a deep-hidden sense of
chivalry which made Sally Leigh speak as
she did thereafter. Perhaps it was merely
because she knew with perfect conviction
that she had lost Samson Integrity forever
—aye, had never won him because of this
face on the miniature.

She said: “ Samson, you are the greatest
fool in England.”

“1 know it,” he answered, with a grisly
attempt at lightness, “ and so I am going
to take myself out of England. Think of
her—the common talk of London!”

“ Do you know what that talk is?”

“ All men do!”

“T tell you, Samson, I have heard her
own sister maids of honor talk of her. They
are sharp-tongued enough, God knows, and
they kill a reputation with every other sen-
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-tence, but they have no word against Kath-

erine. Malvern.
pure as snow!”

If a council of the wise men of the earth
had made such a pronouncement to Sam-
son he would have laughed them to scorn.
But on one subject, man holds the verdict
of a single woman higher than the councils
of the wise. And Samson, with trembling
lips, asked of Sally as a beggar pleads for
a crust of bread: “ In God’s name, Sally,
what do you know?”

“ What any good woman knows of an-
other good woman,” said Sally, and dealt
herself her death-wound.

“Is it possible?” cried Samson. ¢ Then
it would mean—oh, God—if she is pure—
if she is sincere—it means that she is wait-
ing for me now!”

‘“ She probably is,” said Sally carelessly,
and, turning, she threw up the window, for
a faintness was sweeping over her.

Samson caught her by the arm and turned
her toward him.

“1 am not a man, sir,” said Salty cold-
ly. “I pray you, do not wrestle with
me!”

‘“ But tell me again, Sally-—Monmouth-—
the whole world knows how he brought her
to London—"

“ And was laughed at for his pains.”

“ But—it cannot be!”

“ Ask Monmouth—ask the devil, for
aught I care!” said Sally. “ All you men
are fools at heart!”

And she caught up cloak and mask and
hurried from the room.

Not a minute behind her came Samson
Integrity, and an instant later, as fast as
fierce spurring could drive it, the fleetest
nag in the stables of Master Godfrey Law-
rence was bearing him toward Monmouth’s
lodgings. ‘

He was known there. Aye, in the ante-
room through which he strode they were
even then repeating the witticisms he had
hurled at Monmouth and Rochester the
night before. Moreover, there was some-
thing in the face of Samson Integrity which
discouraged opposition. His tunic was still
unbuttoned at the throat—his cloak swept
wildly behind him, dangling from one shoul-
der as he strode. And so he came to the

I tell you, Samson, she is
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bedside where Monmouth yawned over his
morning checolate.

** Nerihiarn, upon my word!” exclaimed
the duke. “ And what in the devil’s name
has drageed you out of bed at this hour?”

“"To ask a boon of your grace.”

* Damme,” muttered Monmouth, looking
more closely and then sitting erect in bed.
* What ails thee, Northam?”

“ The hoen, my lord!”

“ Granted. God knows I owe thee some-
what for that matier of Blood's accursed
stupid note. That score is still uncleared.”

“ Then, my lord, tell me in honor what
passul between you and Katherine Mal-
vern.’

\-or\*no"*n frowned.

“ By what right do you ask it, sir?”

“ By the right-of one who is about to
ask her te be his wife.”

Monmouth started again.

“ Devil take me!  Is that where the wind
iez> Ther go ask her with a clear con-

science and an easy heart, lad!”

Samson Integrity sank into a chair, col-
orless, and then he cried: “ Now God be
praised:”

Monmouth, apparently touched, peered
closelv irto ’;\onha:ns face. v

“ And has it been this way always?” he
queried. “ XNay, I knew you were smitten
at the first, but since then you've been
sterming her reputation like a very Rus-
sian. 17 tell you the tale, Northam. It’s
none (o my credit—but let that goi God
witness me, I would not hlot such a lady’s
fair name.

“T hrought her to London, lad, partly
because she loathed the ruffian Harchester;
partly becauvse she trusied me; more than
all, because her fool of a mother wished to
see her daughter installed as Monmouth's
mistress.”

‘Dm.mdtlon' ? aroaned Samson.

* Nay. lad, do not fall on your sword
before LhL battle’s lost. I brought her here
‘n hich expectations. I thought her mind
was one with her mother’s. But when I
had her here she would not harken to the
first word of pleading. Nay, she was ice.
And 1 have not seen her since. 1 should
have spoken before---but all London knew

I had brought her Lere, and all London
would have laughed if it had known that
I had lost my labor.

“ A wretched shame constrained me {rom
speaking the truth. But upon my honor,
Northam, London shall hear the truth be-
fore night of this day. Besides, if there
is anything—nay, the man is mad—"

Tor Samson, with one high-pitched, ring-
ing cry, burst from the room.

It was late that same afternoon that
Saily Leigh sat in her hall of reception
by the window. The whole apartment
stirred with noise of voices. A dozen men
of fashion attended her, and more would
come before dark. IFor many had seen her
the night before dance with Old Rowley
himself, and a thousand others knew the
tale of that dancing. The repute of Mme,
Lettraile was builded upon a foundation of
adamant.

And she? If her heart was heavy, no
man in London could have guessed it.
Never was her smile gayer. Never were
her eyes so recklessly inviting. The very
grace of her gestures made the eyes of all
beholders lighten. It was while faithful
Carienne was placing a cushion behind her
—at her request—that she raised a sudden
finger for silence and canted her head to
listen.

in the silence which obediently followed
all the room heard, clearly, a ringing voice
passing down the street:

* Ride you high, ride you low,
Ride yvou all together,

There is no swecter time, I know,
Than the while heather weather!”

M. Carienne leaned from the window.

“ Tt is that mad blade Northam,” said
the little Irenchman, “and—wonder of
wonders'—he sits in his coacli beside the
Lady Katherine Malvern! ILondon will
hear of it!”

“ And London will drink to it,"” said.Sally
Leigh. *“ What is more full of folly than
two happy fools together, eh? Wine, Greg-
ory. And have the music begin. Now, M,
Carienne, if you will show me that new
step, I shall dance with you. Allons!”

(The end.)
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