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cash or $55 in monthly installments now
buys the identical Oliver formerly $100.

Send No Money

No money isrequired with the coupon. Thisisa real free
trial offer. All at our expense and risk. If youdon’t want
to keep the typewriter just send it back, exprees collect.
‘We even refund the outgoing transportation charges, so
youcan't lose a penny.

Mail the Coupon

Note the two-way coupon. It brings you an Oliver for
free trial or our catalog and copy of our booklet ““The
High Cost of Typewriters—The Reason and the Remedy.’’

1;30 OLIVEQ Vpewriter Gmpony

738 Oliver Typewriter Bldg.. Chicago, ill.

THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY,
938 Ollver Typewriter Bldg.., Chicago, IlI.

Oliver No. 9 Typewriter for fivedays’ free
Q Shlg;aeo:.new I keep it l ‘will pay $85 as follows: §3 at the
°{o°;'mu i 2 Soa oot u”pddf 3 PF Donake camn
e n in you until
settiement at end to deduct ten per cent
and remit to you $49.50.

1 1 decide not: to keep it, I will ship it back at your expense
.ttheendofﬂved:g. P
My shipping point is.

Do not send lmnchlneotunﬂllorder it.
the Remedy,”’ your de luxe cat

Mail me your
ters—'
log and further information.

Name

8 Addr

City. State
O a tion or Business
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ARGOSY-ALLSTORY
W E E K L Y

| voL. cxxxvm CONTENTS FOR NOVEMBER 19, 1921 NumBER 4 |

" The entire of this ine are d by ight, and must ot be reprinted without the publishens’ permission.

FIVE CONTINUED STORIES

—Stay Home . . . . . . . . EdgarFrankln. . .
A Five-Part Story — Part One

— Folly's Harvest . . . . . Elizabeth York Miller

A Four-Part Story — Part Two

—The Bull-Dogger . . . . . . . Kenneth Perkins
A Four-Part Story — Part Three

.~ The Super-Swing . . David Fox .
A Seven-Part Story — Part Four Erplom of the Shadowers, Inc.

~Trailing Back . . « « « « . Charles Alden Seltzer
A Six-Part Story —Pan Slx

NOVELETTE
~ Sourdough Blood . . . . . . . . Jack Bechdolt . . .

SEVEN SHORT STORIES

" Two Bits for Barmy . . . . . . . Wil H. Greenfield .
L Fisherman’s Luck . . « « « « . Gordon Stles

_This is the Life . . . . . . . . Manning J. Rubin.
—Top-Liners . . . . . . . Rose Henderson
—he Low Cost of meg .+« « « . Grant H. Code . .
—Strategy . . . . . . . . . Herbert Louis McNary
- The Impossible Posse . . . . . . Jack Whitman .

HEY called him Frenchy because he could savvy “Dago,” but he
was really a Virginian. He was afflicted with

“GIPSY HEELS"

and that’s what his biographer, George Noble, has called the story that starts Next
Week. Both Frenchy and George Noble are tall-water sailormen, of a breed that is
dying now that * tin tea-kettles ” sail the seven seas. If you like adventure, and
the sea, and sailors, and the multi-colored ports of the world, don't miss the first
instalment next week.

E» —— —

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, asd TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AVENUE, E. C., LONDON
Faaxx A. MUXsRY, President RicaARD H. TITHERINGTON, Secretary Ci HER H. Pore, Tr
Single coples, 10 cents. By the year, $4.00 In United States, its dependencies, Mexico and Cuba; $6.00 to Canada, and $7.00 to Forelgn
should be made by check, express money order or postal money order. Currency should not be sent uniess registered
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. COPYRIGHT. 1911 .

Entered as second class matter July 15. 19%0, at the Post-Office at New York, under the Act of March 8, 1879

COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITADN

———




ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

[

Have You Seen
How this test beautifies the teeth?

Millions of people have
accepted this offer—have made
this ten-day test. They have
found a way to whiter, cleaner,
safer teeth.

We urge you to do likewise.
Watch how your teeth im-
prove. Learn what this new
method means to you and
yours.

Remove the film

Teeth are tarnished by a
film. By that viscous film you
feel. It clings to teeth, gets
between the teeth and stays.

REG.V.S.

The New-Day Dentifrice
A scientific film combatant,

PAT. OF?.

Pepsadénd

whose every

Old ways of brushing do not
end it.

Film absorbs stains, making
the teeth look dingy. It mars
the beauty of millions. Baut it
also is the cause of most tooth
troubles.

Film is the basis of tartar.
It holds food substance which
ferments and forms acid. It
holds the acid in contact with
the teeth to cause decay.

It forms a breeding place
for germs. They, with tartar,
are the chief cause of pyor-
rhea. Very few people who

- fight that film,

brush teeth daily escape these
film-caused troubles.

How to fight it

Dental science, after long
research, has found ways to
Authorities
have amply proved those
methods. Leading dentists
everywhere now advise their
daily use.

They are embodied in a
dentifrice called Pepsodent.
And other most important
factors are included with
them.

New protections

Pepsodent combats the film
in two effective ways. It also
aids Nature in ways considered
essential.

It stimulates the salivary
flow — Nature’'s great tooth-
protecting agent. It multiplies
the starch digestant in the
saliva, to digest starch deposits
that cling. It multiplies the
alkalinity of the saliva, to neu-
tralize the acids which cause
tooth decay.

Twice a day, Pepsodent is
bringing millions these much-
desired effects.

The test is free

Simply mail the coupon for
a 10-Day Tube. Note how
clean the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the vis-
cous film. See how teeth
whiten as the film-coats dis-
appear. Watch the other good
effects.

You will realize then that
this way means a new era in
teeth cleaning. And we think
you will adopt it. Send cou-
pon now.

10-Day Tube Free *

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Dept. 269, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

0000000000000 00000000000000000000000000000000000000000sn .

application brings five desired effects. Ap-
proved by highest authorities, and now ad-
vised by leading dentists everywhere. All
druggists supply the large tubes.

00000000000 0000000000000000000000000000000000c0ncsnsocnns

D T R PRI Y sesscsccsnan cescesnassscce .

Only one tube to a family.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

1345 FOR A STYLISH IADE-TO-YOUR-.EA&URE
3-PIECE SUIT—regular $25.00 value. We are
bargain offer to prove our remarkable values in tail eru
Jor our big sample outfit showing how agents make 5.00 to
40.00 extra every weck taking orders for high-grade talloring.
Spencer Mead Company, Dept. L-204, Chicago.

BIGGEST IONEY-.AKER N A.EnlCA. I want 100 men
rs for rain

and women quick to take orde: coats, pes and
waterproof aprons. Thousands of orders iting for you.
$2.00 an hour for spare time. McDonough made $813.00 Ia
one month. th: f iance $207.00

Nissen 319 00 in urs ;

seven $5.000 a year profit for euht average orders &
du . No del vering or collscun" coat free. No
capital requlnd. Write qulck for information.

AGENTS: New 2 in | Reversible 1]
dress coat. other side storm Blo’nmou. Two

Comor Mfg. Co Dept. Y-144. Dayton, Ohio.

coats for the price of one. Saves $20. Positiv
waterproof or money back. mmission paid same {o take
orders. No capital required. sunple mml;hed. Great seller.

money for agents. Parker Mfg. . 406 Rue Street, Dayton, 0

CREW IANAOERS—AGENTS. OPALINE PAINTINGS ARE
A KNOOKOUT. Make old territory .new.

AGENTS—Our Soap and Toilet Article Plan is a wonder. Get
our Free Sample Case Offer. Ho-Ro-Co, 137 Locust, 8t. Louis, Mo,

double their sale. Beginners make $1.00 an hour lm] more wi wll.h
made. les and

Greatest uz uvet Samp! expense
ished. W Comolldu.od Portrait Co., Desk A-n.
1029 W. Adunl 8t.. icago.

AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR. Sell Mendets, a
patent patch for instantly mending in all utensils. Bample
uchrd fno.N Colletu Mmu! acturing Company, Dept. $06-B,
Amste A

BlG MO EV AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUVI
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, m: $L.3K.
Ten o daily easy. Write for particulars and free

erlcu Monogram Co., Dept. 84, East Orange, N. J.

"AGENTS COINING MONEY selling Universal Gas Bavers for
every gas stove. Wonderful device, .Cuts gas bills in half.
Increases heat. Popular prices. 100% profit. Exclusive territory.
Write quick. A. B. Moore, Gas S8aver Company, Topeks, Kansas.

PUTNAM MADE $120 FIRST WEEK selling patented vest
{ockoc windshield cleaner; motorists greatest nced: one rub
glass clear 24 hours: guarantecd year: agents profit
140% Securlty Mftg. Co., Dept. 506, Toledo, Ohio.

LARGE SHIRT HANUFAGTURER wants Agents to sell
complete line of shirts dircct to wearer. Exclusive patterns. Big
values. Free samp! el. llsd.hon Mills, 503 Broadway, New York.

AGE T8 —A INVENT l (] ll :
HARPER'S FIBRE BROOH lnd ten-use brush
eops, washes and dries upstairs windows, scrubs poreh
cemnxs and does seven other things. Big profits; easy seller. Free
trial offer. Harper Brush Works, Dept. Y, Fairfield, Iowa.

WE PAY $8 A DAY MEN OR WOMEN taking orders for
high class made to order tallored neckwear. A strictly h
guaranteed proposition. Big money for spare time. Write
for sample outfit. Better-Made Cravat Co., 1310 Clinton
Building. Columbus, Ohio.

$10 WORTH OF FINEST TOILET SOAPS, perfumes, toilet
waters, spices, etc., absolutely free to uenu on our refund
plan. Lacassian Co., Dept. 614, St. Louls,

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

AMBITIOUS WRITERS—SEND TODAY FOR FREE COPY
AMERICA’S LEADING MAGAZINK for writers of Photoplays,
Stories, I’'oems, Songs. lnnructlvo. belpful.  Writer's  Digest,
601 Huxlcr nul]dlng L“

WE START YOU in business. furnishing e\mm
0.00 to $100.00 weekly opent
speclnt! Candy Factories’” aunyw gpommlu llfd-

booklet free. W. Hillyer Bludnle. aner9 East Orange, N. J.

MEN WANTED—TO SELL W. 8. N DEPENDABLE FROIT
TREES and shrubbery. Big d fon. Com-
mission pald weckly. We deliver :nd collect. Wme for terms.
Willems, Sons’ Nurseries, Carter N. Y.

Wanted: 8alesmen now calling on the Tollet Goods, Hardware,
House ishings, Tobacoo and Infants’ Wear Trades to handle
our different specialtics. Liberal commission—good territories
open. E. T. Gilbert Mfg. Co., Capron Street, Rochester, N. Y.

AGENTS—New Auto Specialty. Full sized sample lbcoluw!
free. Easy to get orders. Neff made over $60 first weck. Write
quick. B, Turrill, Sales Dept. 201, Station A, (,lncmm.u Ohlo.

MAKE 600% PROFIT. FREE SAMPLES. Low-t &
Gold Window Letters for stores. offices. Any!
Large demand. Exclusive territory. Big future. Bida nne.

Acme Letter Co., 2806 F Congress, Chicago.

Sales Agents. Steady big paying business representing newest
ﬂnnnteed hosiery. Full or part time. Experience unnecessary.
0 layoffs. Write qchk for samples and control of county.
Jennings Mfg. ('o.. Dept. 409, Dayton, Ohio.

FASTEST Sglﬁi SELLING GUARANTEEOD AUTO NECES-

SITY. 00, costs you 50c. $10 to $20 daily Every
domonnntlon s sale l-.xclushn territory. W. W. (,ompl.ny.
Dept. A., 432 Railway Building., Chicago.

Build Permaneat Bulmnl rollo“lng our Sure Succeu Plan
introducing Guaranteed Hoslery and Underwear from factory to
family. Attractive outfit assures quick sales. Large profits. In-
vestigate for yourself. C & D Co., 13 A, Grand Rapids, Mich.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

MEN WANTED TO EARN $3.000 TO $10,000 A YEAR.
Prepare quickly and easily through our amazing system for
rroﬂublo and permanent busincss reclalming waste paper for
argest manufacturers in country. Boys do the work—you simply
Practically no investment netemry——n few dollars
will start you. Bimply send name for big free opportunity

—a post card will do. The Traub System, 349 Traub
Kansas City, Mo.

direot.

EDITORIAL SERVICE. Mss criticized. revised, typewritten,
marketed. Work of professional and amateur writers handled
with equal consideration. H. K. Ellingson, Authors’ Repre-
sentative, Box 523, Colorado Springs, Colo.

STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC., ARE WANTED for
gubl)cltlom Good ideas bring bl; money. Bubmit Mss., or write
terary Bureau. 110, Hannibal, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful little book of money
making hints, suggestions, ideas; the A B C of successful Story
and Movie-Play writing. Absolulelﬁerru. Send for §)ur ©copy
now! Just address Authors’ I'ress, pt. 19, Auburn, Y.

START A PAYING BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN. Be & busi-
ess man. Any location. §000 new Tire \ulunmnz and Repair
Stations ne:ded. Business always good. Are you ambitious?
200 will start you. Write at once. Wonderful opportunity.
..qulpment Co., 41 Canal, Cincinnati,

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS. If you have an lnvenuon ‘write for our Guide
Book, ‘“How To Get A Paten d model or sketch and
description, and we will give our opinion as to its pateatahle
nature. Randolph & Co.. 630 F, Washington, D. C.

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT. Unllmlted opportu-
pity for Civil and Goverument Work. 5000 succ
Write at once for our big free caulolne. Clovell.nd All(o School,
1819 E. 24th 8t., Cleveland. Ohio.

GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENTS

Plays. musical comedies and revues, minstrel choruses, black-face
skits, vaud.ville acts, monologs, dialogs, recitations, emennlnmenr.s
musical readings, stage handbooks, make-up goods. Bigcatalog free.

T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash. Dept. 43, Chicago.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

LANDSEEKERS! ATTENTION! 20, 40. 80 acre tracts In
clover district of Michigan; rich clay loam soil, $20 to 835 per
sore. Small pmt. down, bal. long time. Write for free book

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED GUIDE
BOOK and evidence of conception blank. Send model or sketch
and description for our opinion of its patentable nature. Free.
Highest ferences.  Prompt _ Attention. nable Terms.
Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. Promptness assured. Send drawing or
model for examination md opinion as to _patcntability.
Watson E. Coleman, 624 Slrm Washington, D. C.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

57 Different Stamps from Guatemala, Finland, Peru, India,
Russia, France, C(zecho-8lovakia, Philippines, etc., perforation
gauge, millimetre scale, ruler, price 1ists to approval applicants,
10c. Send now. Lead(r Stamp Co., Dept. W, 8t. Louls, Mo.

STAMPS FREE. 60 all different for the namea of two col-
lectors and 2c postage. 30 Sweden stamps 10c. 20 Denmark
stamps 10c. 2 Fiume Triangle stamps 5c. 10 dlﬂerent Foreign
Coins 20c. Toledo Stamp Co., Dept. A, Toledo, Ohio, U. 8. A.

of
facts. Swigart Land Co., Y-1245, First Natl. Bk. Bldg., Chicago.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES: $10 To ﬂﬂ
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course
rience nooded details lent free to beginners. Bell your ldno.
ucers League, 388 Wainwright, Bt. Louis, Mo,

TELEGRAPHY

Telegraphy (both Morse and Wireless) and Railway Accounting
taught quickly. Big salaries. Great opportunities. Oldest and lar-
gost school ; establizhed 46 years. All expenses low— oan earn large
part. Catalog free. Dodge’s Institute, 26th St., Valparaiso, Ind.

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.
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I Guarantee
To Train You

Until You Are Placed
in a Position Paying

0t0°300

— Chief Draftsman Dobe

Write and I'll tell you how I make you a first-class, big-money-earning drafts-
man in a very few months! Ido thisby amethod no other mannor institution
can imitate. Igiveyou personal training at home by mail. And I mean just
what I say—I train you until you are actually placed in aposition paying from
$250.00 to $300.00 per month. Six thousand draftsmen are wanted every
month. Hurry up and register so yo

=5

I Give YOU
FREE
This $25% Qutfit
of Drafting Tools

High-grade plated instruments. Every

one you need. Packed in a handsome

plush lined case. Just the kind I use

myself. Write to me, I'm giving it
and absolutely free.

Send This Free
Goupon To Me!

It costs you nothing but a stamp to send the coupon
for my free book, “Successful Draftsmanship™ that
tells you all. It tells you how my students get the

d. positions and how I can afford to train you
until you get YOUR position. Remember, 6,000 men
wanted every month. Sohurry. Register earlybecause
Ican take only a few students. Send coupon NOW]

Chief Draftsman Dobe
Dept. 1458 4001 Broadway, Chicago

Per
Month

u can start earning.

“lllllllllllllllllllllll !
[ ]

=  Chief Draftsman Dobe

— Dept. 1458, 4001 Broadway, Chicage, IlL.
m  Without any obligation whatsoever, Dlease mail
— mﬁb&oalg sf your lgberal "Persox:gl"fnn:rf:g
= tion”’ offer to a few students, '

[__]

]

=

— Name...........cuiveeeuiemiviininernennennnns
]

=

= Address..................ueueuenennenunanes sese
[}

]
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Earned $6000 Last Year-
Rebuilding Autos!
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by Edgar Franklin

Author of “Regular Posple,” “The Chase of the Concession,” ele.

CHAPTER 1.

TROUBLE IN THE FAMILY.

o OU going to mope up here alone
Y all evening?” Millicent thrust
the auburn glory of her coiffure

around the edge of the door.

Although she was merely the lean daugh-
ter of his plump landlady, and this thing
of having her stick her head into his room
whenever the door happened to be ajar was
an every-day occurrence, James Berry
jumped at the sound of her voice and even
dropped the cigarette he was smoking.

“I—eh? What?” he said jerkily.
“I’'m not moping.”

“ We thought maybe you'd like to come
down-stairs and take a hand of five hun-
dred, Mr. Berry?”

“T would, but—I can’t, you see. Not
to-night. I'm going out presently.”

“Oh, you just don’t want to!” Milli-
cent pouted, for even at thirty-three and
with freckles that had defied every lotion

1A

on the market, she could never quite rid
herself of the idea that she was rather
piquant and possessed of a certain power
over the young male.

Now, ordinarily James would have re-
sponded in a light, gay vein, softening the
blow of his refusal with a merry quip or
two, because he was a kindly soul and had
suffered through many a long evening of
cards in the parlor of that high-class
boarding-house rather than risk hurting
any one’s feelings. But to-night there was
not even a hint of his chaffing smile; in-
deed, for one startling instant, he seemed
actually about to bare his teeth savagely
in Millicent’s direction and to bark at her.
He controlled that impulse, however, and
said briefly: )

“T’d ke to, of course, but I can’t to-
night. I have an—an appointment.”

Quite seductively Millicent tilted her
head to one side.

“ Well, until it’s time for you to leave
for your appointment you might—"
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“It’'s time now; I'm supposed to be
there at eight!” James snapped.

At last the strangeness of him had
reached Millicent. She ceased her pouting
and her wheedling and grew suddenly con-
cerned.

“ Oh, you’re nervous, aren’t you?” she
cried.

“Huh? Yes—possibly,” James grunted.

“ Trouble, Mr. Berry?” Millicent asked
ever so sympathetically. ,

One scowling instant James had dropped
back into the depths of perturbing thought;
now he swirled back to the surface, staring
at the lady.

‘“What d’ye mean— trouble? Who
the—"" he rasped, and then caught him-
self. “ I—beg your pardon, of course. I
didn’t mean to shout like that. I—no, I'm
not in any trouble, thanks.”

“You are, though,” Millicent insisted.
“1 can see that, and—oh, dear, I wish I
could help?”

“Yes, I wish to Heaven you could, but
you can’t!” James exploded. And there-
after he looked Millicent in the eye stead-
ily, almost weirdly. “ Is there—ah—any-
thing else that I can do for you this eve-
ning?” he inquired sweetly.

The lady, rebuffed, dropped her lids and
backed the single pace that took her into
the corridor once more.

“No,” she said very gently.
my—my intrusion, Mr. Berry.
know.”

A final second or two she hesitated,
plainly in the hope that James would recall
her and bare his obviously surging soul for
comfort. James merely mustered a smile
and, breathing heavily, waited for her to
go; and the door closed, and he threw up
his hands and resumed his promenade up
and down the big, comfortable room,

Well, at least he was alone again. He
had wounded the poor soul, very likely.
Later on he’d have to do something or
other to atone. Perhaps. Flowers—candy
—some sort of junk. Hé couldn’t say what
just now. Indeed, in his present mental
turmoil, he did not care one small, partic-
ularly condemned hoot. James stopped and
glowered viciously at the closed door, then
laughed harshly and lit another cigarette.

“ Excuse
I didn’t

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

Nervous! Well, he was nervous, fast
enough! Any man has plenty of license
to be nervous when his partner, his life-
long friend, has gone raving crazy and ac-
cused him of— Yes, that was what How-
ard had done! He'd gone stark, staring
mad. There could be no other answer.
Howard, of all people, seriously as he took
himself, jealous as he was by nature and
all that— James fetched up before the
mirror and stared at his reflection.

What in the name of all the gods was
there about him to smash Howard’s trust?
How had he changed? To himself at least
he looked just the same, and he certainly
didn’t look like that sort of creature. James
gazed steadily. No, he didn’t look like
that sort of creature at all; he was merely
the same rather slight young man of
twenty-six, perfectly dressed, rather band-
some in his mild way, frank and clear of
eye, intelligent of nose and forehead. He
was, in fine, exactly the same person that
he had been before Howard Dawson blew
up this afternoon!

What, then, save insanity, had caused
Howard Dawson to blow up?

Nothing in the business affairs of Daw-
son & Berry, surely. Their dandy little
factory here in Wallington, their little New
York office—both were functioning per-
fectly as usual. Not @ question or an
argument of any sort had come up in many
weeks.

And yet, just before five, Howard had
stormed into the office, had called his old
friend virtually every fighting name in the
language, had promised to drag him
through the divorce court as corespondent,
had hinted frenziedly at other punishments
and reprisals which would later on fall to
James’s astounded lot, and which seemed
to run from mere shooting to burning at
the stake—and then had fiercely stormed
out again! .

Since then? Why, a small lifetime
seemed to have passed since then. James
had called up Howard’s home and asked
rather feverishly to hold speech with Dor-
othy, Howard’s dainty bride of just a
year; and from a maid who gurgled grief
he had learned that Dorothy Dawson had
returned to the -home of her parents, on
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Pindar Street. And telephoning there, an-
other maid had informed him that little
Mrs. Dawson’s parents were out of town
until to-morrow, and that Mrs. Dawson
herself flatly refused to converse with any
one. Just before six o’clock, old Judge
Starr, their attorney, had-called up James
at the office; and in his usual brief way had
ordered him to report at the Starr resi-
dence at eight sharp, there to participate
in a conference of * all parties interested ”
and see if “ something couldn’t be done to
keep it all out of court.”

And that was really all James knew
about the trouble between the erstwhile af-
fectionate pair, his own very best friends.
Where in Heaven’s name he could have
been dragged in passed him altogether,
but— James started again, because the
clock was striking eight.

His eye turned rather wild. Whatever it
was, he would have to go and face it
now; and James dearly loved peace and
violently detested dissension. He found his
hat, groaned, gazed at the ceiling for a
moment before switching off the lights, and
tried to tell himself that everything was
quite all right; that overwork had kinked
Howard’s mentality a little, and that before
now the good old judge had calmed him
down. Yes, that was it—overwork! He'd
been fussing too much about that contem-
plated South American branch of Dawson
& Berry, or something. James switched off
the lights with another groan.

Soothing and placating the judge might
be, but could James have drifted instantly
into the judge's shabby sitting-room just
then he would have found little that was
reassuring in the external Howard Dawson,
even after he had spent ten minutes in the
judge’s presence.

Howard sat in the big old horsehair
armchair, his hands clasped in a white-
knuckled fashion that denoted deep emo-
tion repressed with difficulty. His eyes
were two ferocious slits. He scowled black-
ly. And Howard was a large, rather heavy-
featured young man, and when he scowled
like that it seemed to mean something defi-
nitely unpleasant. The judge, on the other
hand, was short and plumap and elderly and
benevolent, a person who had seen much
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and learned the priceless value of calm in
all things. He blinked a little as Howard
unclasped his hands suddenly and de«
manded:

«“ Say!
them?”

“ They’ll be here in due time, Howard,”
the judge assured him placidly. ¢ They
both said they would—your wife and Jim
Berry, both. You go on and tell me the
rest about this South American branch es«
tablishment of yours. Down in the repub-
lic of Orinama, hey? City of San Palo?’?

“ What? Yes, of course.” T

“ Pretty live town, ain’t it?”

“ Livest thing commercially on the whole
darned continent!” Howard rapped out,
“ Going to have Rio and Buenos Aires
backed off the map for business in another
twenty years, they say—and I believe it.”

“ You'll—you'll put up your own build-
ing down there, I take it?” the judge rums-
bled on encouragingly.

“ We've got track of a place we can rent
for a while—heard of it through a big cus~
tomer of ours down there—Gardez is his
name—big man down that way, I believe.
What we ought to have is a good-sized
warebouse, too, of course. Cost too much,
though. It ’d mean thirty-five or forty
thousand dollars before—"

He stopped short. His savage glare
should have blistered Judge Starr; but it
was not the judge’s fault that his entire
countenance had vanished in the cavern of
a gigantic yawn. The judge was always
like that after dinner. His genial old face
slowly returned to the normal; the judge
blinked. He had lost the precise thread of
the discourse, but he went on nobly with
the task of keeping Howard’s mind off his
immediate troubles.

“ Well, I dunno,” remarked the judge.
“I'm an old fogy, Howard, but it seems
plumb foolish to me for you to run away
off to South America to start up another
branch of your business. Seems to me it
might be better to stay home and—"

“ Hah! Does it really?” Howard hurled
at him. “ You’ve got the ‘stay home’
idea, too, bave you? Berry has it! It’s
as easy for Berry to consider expanding as
it would be for you to grow a pair of

Aren’t they coming—either of
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wings and fly out of that window. Stay

home! Well, I'm not like that, thank
Heaven! I'm for spreading out, and all
this__”

He was on his feet, his hands thrown
out. The judge gasped.

“ Well—well, Howard—"

“Oh, it doesn’t matter! Let’s drop the
subject. It doesn’t matter!” the senior
partner laughed terribly. “ There’ll never
be any expansion, any South American
branch of Dawson & Berry now! There’ll
be no Dawson & Berry this time to-mor-
row! Tl split the firm in the morning,
judge! I'm done with that hound! I'd
no more sit in the same office with him
another hour than I'd live in the same
house with my wife another hour!”

“ But—but you may be wrong, Howard,
and__”

“I’'m not!” young Mr. Dawson shouted.
“1 know what I know, and I'll see it
through. I'm started now, and the devil
himself_couldn’t stop me! I'll divorce ker,
and then I'll rip the very flesh from #Ais
bones! They may hang me, but—"

“ They’re a sight more likely to come in
here and arrest you for disorderly conduct.
Stop that yelling!” the judge snorted tes-
tily. “You act like— Well, Mary?”

“ Please, sir, it's Mrs. Dawson,” his
rather pale housekeeper faltered.

“'Tis, hey?” grunted the judge. * Show
her in! And as for you, young man, you
start yelling at ker, and I’ll bust a chair
over your head! I've known Dotty Ankers
since she was in her baby carriage, and I
know mighty well she’s just as good and
sweet as she ever was, and— Good eve-
ning, Dorothy!”

He beamed upon the extremely pretty,
fair, slender girl who had entered. He
seemed about to say more, but the little
tableau before him held him dumb. .

Little Mrs. Dawson, pausing just inside
the door, permitted her glorious blue eyes
to sweep her husband, up and down and up
again, with such a wealth of proud, icy
contempt that he might well have reeled
backward. He did not reel. His narrowed
eyes narrowing further, Howard gritted
his teeth and held himself only by the
most tremendous effort; his hands worked,
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his nostrils dilated with fury; but he said
nothing. Then, with the most infinitesimal
sniff, Mrs. Dawson turned her back on him.

‘ Mr. Berry not here, judge?”

‘“ He ought to be here any minute,” the
judge answered. “ You—that is, Howard
—well, it’s probably better to let all rest
till Jim shows up, I guess. Lord! Seems
as if he might have managed to get here on
time when— There’s some one ringing!”

A low howl rattled in Howard Dawson’s
throat. The judge stared warningly at
him.

James Berry entered.

He seemed even smaller than usual as
his rather scared gaze rested on them. He
nodded to Dorothy, who smiled with cold

. sweetness. He looked almost heartbroken-

ly at Howard; and the judge was clearing
his throat energetically.

“ Sooner we get down to brass tacks
here, the sooner we’ll have this fool mess
settled!” he stated, plumping down behind
his writing-table. “ Now—lemme see!
We’re gathered together, so to speak, for
the purpose of finding out—”

“ Wait a minute!” young Mr. Dawson
cried. “I'll state the case in fewer words
than you-can. I accuse—"

“You dry up!” snapped the judge.
“Ill do the talking here for the present,
and whatever the rest of you have to say
you can say later on. Now just—just all
be seated, will you? That’s better. Now,

.the whole trouble here seems to be—you’ll

have to excuse plain speaking; I've known
you all since you were kids—the trouble
seems to be that Howard here suspects
you, Dorothy, of carrying on a pretty vio-
lent flirtation with Jim Berry this last week
or so.”

Mrs. Dawson’s really exquisite lips
curled; she inspected her husband once
again, and found him even more distaste-
ful. James leaned forward.

“ Judge, before you begin, let me sdy
just one thing,” he said 'miserably. “I
don’t know what he’s talking about, and I
know Dot doesn’t either, He—”

“ Here! Here! You can’t get away with
that stufi!” young Mr. Dawson broke in
sneeringly. “ Your team work’s bad! Shke
chose to brazen it out, Berry! She looked °
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me in the eye and informed me that it was
no concern of mine and told me to think
what I liked! Hah!”

“ But—" James began limply.

Little Mrs. Dawson, having faced her
husband, chin up, laughed bitterly and
enigmatically, and, turning then to James,
dimpled sweetly.

“T refused to explain,” she said. “I
shall refuse to explain to my dying day.
- 1 refuse to let you offer one word of ex»
planation, Jim!”

“Well, it don’t seem a wise sta.nd to
take, somehow,” the judge grunted impa-
tiently, “ but let’s get on with this thing
and see if we can’t straighten it out. James,
the specific thing that’s worrying Howard
and causing him to entertain a lot of un-
warranted presumptions is that he’s been
informed that you and Dotty have been
meeting secretly in out-of-the-way spots,
this last ten days or so; and the folks
that saw you and told Howard about it
said that you both looked pretty animated
and interested in one another. They
usually do say something like that. Now,
lemme see; Monday, Howard alleges, you
met by the ball park and took a long walk
in the country, returning late. Wednesday,
according to these notes I made of his talk
this afternoon, Dotty picked you up in her
car, Jim, and you went off in the country
again. Last Saturday morning, he says,
you met kinder sudden, down near the
Second National Building, and sneaked off
quick—somewhere or other. And yester-
day—Monday, that is—you met again
and—"

" He paused to gaze at James over his
glasses. A most remarkable change had
taken place in the junior partner’s expres-
sion. The worried lines were vanishing,
the clouded eyes clearing.

“Is that what ails him?” he cried,
« Why—"

“ Jim!” Mrs. Dawson cried sharply and
flushed a little. ¢ You promised me that—
that if he were to be told, 7 should tell
him!”

Howard snarled aloud. James stared a
little.

“Eh? Ves, that’s true; I did!”

“ He will never know!” Dorothy stated _
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evenly and faced the old gentleman with a
whimsical smile. “ Go on, Judge Starr, if
you think there’s any use in going on.”

The judge ceased frowning, ceased
scratching his head with the penholder, and
grunted.

“ H-m—there’s evidently more here than
I know about myself,” he muttered.
“ However, summing up the case, it appears
that this afternoon Howard asked Dotty
for an explanation of the matter, and—"

“ Oh, no, he didn’t! He didn’t ask any-
thing!” Mrs. Dawson interrupted crisply.
“He came raging into the house like a
madman; he bellowed some sort of gossip
that some women down-town had been tell+
ing him; he—he swore/”

“ Well, there was trouble, anyway,” the
judge sighed patiently, ¢ and afterward you
went to your mama’s, Dotty, and Howard
came down here, expecting to get a divorce
before night. So, having known all of you
all your lives, and your mamas and papas
before you, I got you together to see if we
couldn’t set things right without any fool -
court business. And I still think we can.
Now, lemme see. Dotty, it -looks to me
as if you’d ought to just speak up frank
and tell your side of the story and what it’s
all about. Hey?”

“1 have nothing to say!” Dorothy re«
marked frigidly.

¢ Oh, but look here, Dot!” James put in,
“1f you just—"

“1 have absolutely nothing to say. And
I have your promise to say nothing—what+
ever a man’s promise may be worth.”

“ Well, a promise is a promise with thig
man, Dot,” James sighed grimly.

There was an uncomfortable little pause
of fifteen seconds. Dorothy yawned.

“ May I go home now?” she asked lan-
guidly. “ Mother’s chauffeur’s waiting fon
me, and it’s rather damp out to-night.”

Her chin elevated more than ever, she
considered her husband as ome might have
considered a very small, very 'loathsome
worm—yet it must be said for Floward that
he was a good deal calmer now. He cleared
his throat and brought his voice down to &
normal pitch.

“You realize that this—this means the
breaking up of our home?” he asked.
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“ Ah? It wasn’t much of a home, with
as little trust as that in it, was it?” Doro-
thy murmured.

“ It always was an ideal home until this
—this happened,” Howard said with some
difficulty. “ Dorothy, if you wish to con-
fess frankly and freely—"

“If I wish to do what?”

“ Well, explain, then,” young Mr. Daw-
son amended grudgingly. “I'm prepared
to forgive a good deal.”

“ Sweet of you, really,” Dorothy mur-
mured contemptuously. ‘I have nothing
to Say.”‘

James, who had been summoning his
forces this last minute, stepped forward.

“ Dorothy, that stand’s all wrong,” he
said earnestly. “1I can believe that you're
sore at him and all that, because How-
ard’s a loose talker when he gets mad. But
just to say nothing in this case is worse
than absurd and—" »

“ Jimmy, if you had heard the things
Mr. Dawson dared to say to me this after-
noon you would know that there’s nothing
¢ absurd ’ about it!” Dorothy snapped. “ I
have nothing to sayl!”

Lips curling, she studied her husband
again. Howard turned rigid.

“ This is the end, judge,” he said.

“Jt looks to me more like the begin-
ning—of a rotten mess!” the judge sighed.

“1 have grounds for a divorce in this
State?”

“ Not on the evidence, Howard. Get a
court to grant you some sort of separation,
1 suppose, if you're all going to leave things
as they are.”

“ Make it a separation, then. I leave
the details to you,” young Mr. Dawson
said, and picked up his hat. “ Berry! Our
business connection is ended, of course. I'll
buy out your interest in the firm,.or you
may buy out mine, if you can and wish to
do that. Think it over and have your
attorney communicate with me in the
morning. 1 decline to deal with you per-
sonally, of course. Good night.”

He was going! It may not have aston-
ished the two gentlemen, but it certainly
seemed to astonish Howard’s bride. Her
eyes dilated as she viewed his broad, re-
ceding back; visibly, her cold and cynical
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amusement evaporated. In simple truth,
there was one little item which Dorothy
had altogether overlooked: she remained
just as madly in love as ever with her
large, brutal husband! That sort of thing
frequently pops in to complicate a situation.
Dorothy, bosom heaving suddenly, stared
after Howard.

And he really was going! He had
marched to the door; his hand was on the
knob,

And suddenly a flood of angry tears burst
from little Mrs. Dawson and her voice came
shrilly:

“ Howard! You come back!”

“ What?” young Mr. Dawson barked.

“ Yes, come back! I—I’m going to con-
fess!”” sobbed the bride.

CHAPTER 1L
THE GHASTLY TRUTH. .

OWARD’S hand slid from the knob.
He turned back, scowling, and hesi-
tated. Little Mrs. Dawson was con-
vulsed with grief of the most genuine sort;
there could be no question at all of this.
Her shoulders shook, her lovely face was
in her hands, her choking gasps filled the
room! And now she was fumbling around
for a handkerchief; now, having found it,
her great eyes flashed at Howard Dawson,
hurling at him outraged love and accusation
and a variety of other things. Howard
shuddered. When she looked at him like
that he was as jelly—for it chanced that
Howard was just as enamored as ever of
his bride.

James Berry was grinning frankly. How-
ard glared at him and clenched his fists.
There, in that dapper little rat, one saw
the hardened Don Juan brought to the nth
power! Not enough was it that he had
sought to disrupt a happy home, not enough
that his luckless, doubtless almost innocent
victim was sobbing out her heart before his
eyes; James Berry, the human hyena, must
needs grin at his sickening work! A dread-
ful sound rumbled in Howard’s chest;
James merely grinned more broadly and the
sound gathered volume—and just there the
good judge bustled between them with:
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“T wouldn’t bother to get het up again
just now if I was you, Howard. It looks
to me as if we were geoing to get at the
truth in another couple of minutes. Now
just let’s all control ourselves and do it in
proper, peaceful shape. You better sit
down again, everybody. That door closed?
All right. You—you want to talk now,
Dotty?”

Mrs. Dawson shook her head.

“ Let—]xmrny tell—about it!” she con-
trived.

She nodded at James and retired behind
her handkerchief again. The judge hurried
back to his table and dipped his pen, for
in cases of this character it is well to have
a few lucid netes for future referemce.
James Berry turned his mild gaze rather
quizzically. upon his partner; one might al-
most have fancied that the gaze contained
a hint of evil satisfaction.

“ You want te know what is behind alt
this?” he said.

“ Pm waiting to hear!” Howard snapped.

“ Well, it was nothing—nothing under
the blue sky'——but that confounded South
American warehouse!”

114 what? »

“ Yes, Dorothy was plamming the big sur-
prise for you, you bonehead!” the junior
partner said informally. “ She was buying
it for the firm!”

“ She was—what was she deing?” How-
ard gasped.

“ She was trying to please vou, because
she knew your heart was set on the beastly
thing—and you've broken her own heart
because she tried! She took the forty thou-
sarid dolars she imherited from her Aunt
Jermie last year and turned the securities
inte eold cash; that’s what we’ve been con-
ferring about in seeret, as it happens. You
weren’t to know a word about it until the
day before you sailed for San Palo, next
week. Then she was going to spring it—
and you could go down and open up with
all the style and all the flourishes you liked.
Her own little fortume, invested inm gilt-
edged securities,”” James said distinetly.
‘“ And she’s risking it on your South Ameri-
can hunch., Get t?”

For the mement, apparently, Howard
did not get it at all. He sat with heavy
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jaw sagging and the most complete confu-
sion in his eye. The judge frowned.

“ Well—say! See here! I don’t want to
give unasked advice, but blamed if I think
that’s wise. That money was all invested
in the finest kind of paper!”

“ Of course it was wise!” little Mrs. Daw-
son flashed at him. “ Don’t you suppose
Howard knows best about the business? I
—1I don’t understand myself why it’s neces-
sary to have a warehouse down there at
first, but if Howard says it is, #t is! He’s
always right about the business; and they
couldn’t afford it now—the firm, I mean—
and capital’s hard to get, and that money
was only drawing seven or eight per <cemt
and—it was wise!”’

“ Um—ah—yes, doubtless,” the judge
said mildly. “ Only I wish you young folks
had sort of talked 1t over with me before
you did it.”

“Yes, and if we had, the chances are
you'd have told Howard, diréctly or indi-
rectly,” Dorothy said impatiently. “ That’s
why we even had an outside lawyer attend
to the details—Jack Foster, you know.
That’s what took us dowm to the Second
National Building on Saturday.”

“ ARl the same, forty thousand dollars
ain’t growing on every bush these days,” the
judge msisted doggedly. “ For a foreignlily
stunt like that, anyway.” - -

He ended with a shrug. James sighed

"~ and smiled.

“ Well, maybe Howard’s the only one of
us who sees the necessity for starting up
in South America, but likely enough he’s
right. Personally, I'd prefer to stay home
with the business—then again, we do export
a lot of stuff down there and we’ll probably
export more when we’re on the ground.
Anyhow, Dorothy’s twenty-one and boss of
her own affairs and—hey!” he snapped at
his partner directly. ¢ Arem't you ever
coming around enough to tell Dot how
much of an ass you think you arep”

“ This is—is all—absolutely all you two
have been running around together for?”
Howard Dawson said thickly.

“ No, you poer nut, we were planning to
elope as welt!” James snapped. “ As soon
as Dot had bankrupted herself to please
you, we meant to leave for Honotulu and—"
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Howard had turned from him. Howard
was looking at his bride—and his bride,
incidentally, was looking at Howard; and
after perhaps two seconds Howard’s lately
somersaulting brain settled into place with
a heavy thud and its owner left his chair
hurriedly and, rushing across the sitting-
room, dropped on his knees beside almost
the prettiest young woman in Wallington’s
twenty thousand population.

“ Dolly—dolly, dear!” he gasped broken-
ly. “I—oh, my Lord! I know you can’t
forgive me, but will you—will you try to
forgive me? I'm an—infernal idiot, Dot—
I'm the biggest jackass that ever lived and
I ought to have my tongue cut out for the
things I said to you this afternoon. But I
love you so, Dot, that just the hint that you
—you might ever care for somebody
else—" -

“ S-sh!” said little Mrs. Dawson very un-
steadily, and slipped an arm about his neck.

Her husband clutched her feverishly to
him. As concerned Howard, the judge and
James Berry had passed out of existence
and he and his bride were essentially in
the middle of a desert.

“ Dolly, darling, you did all that for me
and I—I bawled at you and accused you
of everything under the sun! I don’t de-
serve vou, Dot! I never did deserve you!
I ought to be taken and—and—”

“ Drawn and quartered!” James supplied
happily, for he dearly loved to see the end
of a row. “Let it go at that, old man.
I guess she forgives you.”

It was entirely evident that she did. Wit-
nesses notwithstanding, Howard had insist-
ed upon kissing his bride at just this point
and his bride was offering no resistance at
all. They murmured softly for some sec-
onds, during which the judge still scratched
dubiously at his head with the penholder;
and then, with a wrench, Howard rose to his
feet and turned toward his partner and old
friend, James Berry. The tiniest space of
time, Howard hesitated visibly. His men-
tality was not of the sort that whisks,
humming-bird fashion, in lightning flashes
from thought to thought. Definite impres-
sions reached it slowly; but once imbedded
they sank deep—and however false subse-
quent events might prove the impressions,
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scars had a great habit of remaining. Not
ten minutes ago Howard had been planning
to sprinkle James's whole future with an
assortment of painful disasters!

But the hesitation vanished and How-
ard’s hand went out.

¢ Jim, old man, I beg your pardon,” he
said.

“ Forget about it!” James laughed and
wrung the hand. “T guess a good part of
the blame was ours, sneaking around like
that.”

* No, it was my fault for going up in the
air just because a couple of old hens made
me listen to ’em,” Howard said with almost
conscious nobility. “ But Dot’s so much -
to me that—well, it’s all over now, any-
way.”

“ And the firm still goes on existing, does
it?”

“You bet it does, Jimmy!” Howard
laughed and unbent altogether.  For a
while there, I—gosh! I was mad!”

“ Yes, we all assumed you weren’t putting
it on,” James said dryly as he dropped
the hand and looked around. “ Well? Is
the meeting adjourned?”

“1 take it the session’s over,” the judge
chuckled, “ and ending pretty satisfactory
for you, Jim, seeing that Howard here
hasn’t brained you. That’s what it is to
be one of these gay bachelors, though, I
s’pose—always heading into some sort of
mess!”’

He chuckled again. James glanced
sharply at him and at the others and then
smiled suddenly and with wonderful bril-
liance!

“1 say, I suppose you folks can keep a
secret as well as most people? All right,
then. I'll give the alibi another little touch
that may astonish you a bit: I'm to be mar-
ried myself pretty soon!”

“ Jimmy!” Dorothy squealed delighted-
ly. “Who?” )

“ Well, we have to keep it dark for the
present. Her guardian has a sort of grip on
her matrimonial plans till she’s of age—
and that’s too long to wait. That is, he can
put the grand kibosh on the matrimonial
stuff if he can make any valid objection
to the chap she picks. It—it’s Betty
Carson!”




STAY HOME.

“ Betty!” cried Dorothy, and shook him
by the right hand, while Howard shook
him by the left and the judge patted his
shoulder.

“So that’s why I asked if the meeting
was over,” James suggested. “I had some
idea of running around there for a few
minutes if we finished early enough.”

Mrs. Dawson was looking at him in a
steady, significant fashion he could not at
all fathom. Now, abruptly, she turned to
her husband with:

“ Howard, dear, you run out and tell
the chauffeur that I'm walking home—to
our home—with you! Will you?”

Howard hurried off. Mrs. Dawson, with
what impressed James as remarkable speed,
smiled at the judge.

“1 wonder if I might have a glass of
water before we go?”

“You can have all the water we got in
the house and maybe a little chunk of ice
thrown in, child,” the judge responded, and
waddled away through the door at the left.

And now, in downright melodramatic
fashion, Mrs. Dawson had darted to James’s
side and was whispering:

“It worked, thank fortune! Jimmy,
what did you do with those fool notes?”

“ What—what notes?”

“ The three or four I wrote you, making
those appointments, of course,” Mrs. Daw-
son said impatiently. ‘ You destroyed
them?”

“No, I didn’t, Dot. They’re in a pigeon-
hole, T believe, in my desk down at the
office.”

“ Well, tear them up the very first thing
in the morning, please! Get there before
Howard and tear them up!”

“T1l do that, of course,” James smiled.
“ But I wouldn’t worry about them, Dot.
There is nothing in them that couldn’t quite
properly pass between two people who have
known each other since they were born.”

“T know there’s not, but tiere isn’t any
telling hew Howard would construe them,
if he happened on them in his present state
of mind,” Mrs. Dawson said with a nervous
little shudder. “I was feeling terribly
happy and exuberant when I wrote those

things, you know. I think I began one of

them, ¢ Jimmy, boy,” or something of the
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kind, and another—oh, please be sure to
tear them up.”

Her scared eyes shot toward the door
for an instant.

“ He might think they mean—anything,
you know!” She shivered. ‘1 never even
suspected that Howard could think and feel
and say things like that.”

“ As a matter of fact, Dorothy, neither
did ¥!” James muttered gravely. “I—”

“S-sh!” breathed the bride, and turned
to the approaching judge with what was
doubtless an excellent simulation of the
eagerness felt by a lady about to perish for
want of water. .

Howard was returning, too., One could
almost read his thoughts as he paused in
the doorway. When Howard had left the
room the whole width of the apartment
had separated James and Dorothy; now,
for no plain reason, they were standing
not a foot apart—and Howard forced un-
worthy suspicion from his brain, advanced,
and they shook hands with the judge and
thanked him for his kindly offices, and there
was a great peace upon that little company,
so lately torn by grizly emotions. -

At the gate both Dorothy and Howard.
shook hands with James again; then, since
their way lay north along Prescott Avenue
and James’s lay south, they parted.

Dorothy’s little hand was slipped through
her husband’s arm. She snuggled close to
him and Howard purred over her for that
first block. All reconciled, they were on
their way back to the little home which

. had been wrecked at four that afternoon.

“Isn’t it lovely about Betty and Jim?”
Dorothy murmured.

“ Um—yes. Mighty nice girl!”

“Isn’t Jim a nice fellow, t00?” Dorothy
laughed.

“ You think so, eh?”

“Well? Don’t you?”

Howard said nothing at all. Mrs, Daw-
son glanced up at him.

“ Howard, honestly, you’re not really
jealous of Jim?”

“ Jealous of that rat!” young Mr. Daw-
son snapped. I should say not!”

Gently the hand slipped from his arm.

“Then please don’t be absurd—and
please don’t growl at me like that!”

N
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“ Don’t fret about me!
absurd about me!”

This initial conversation of their new
life was not beginning happily at all. Little
Mrs. Dawson stared very soberly down the
dark street ahead as they walked. Of
course he was still amnoyed; Howard went
into rages slowly and came out of them
slowly and probably some vague prejudice
against Jim would cling to him for a day
or two. But it did seem as if, with the
facts in hand, he might have had a word of
commendation for the bride who had con-
tributed her all to the firm! The little
hand slipped under his arm again.

“ Dear, we’s partners now — business
partners, I mean.” _ 4

“ Yes,” Howard said unenthusiastically.

“ Aren’t you glad?”

“I'm not crazy about the idea. I dom’t
like the way you handled it, Dot. You
should have come directly to me.”

‘“ But it was meant to be a great big sur-
prise for yon!” said Dorothy, and her lips
trembled.

“ It was!” the senior partner responded
grimly; but a complacent little mote crept
into his voice as he murmured, “ Er—Jim
did approve the idea after all, ¢h? I bad
a notion that, away down at the bottom,
he was pretty strong for that San Palo
warehouse himself!”

“ Oh, but he didn’t!” Mrs. Dawson said
unguardedly. “ He advised against it!”

& Rcally?”

“ Why, ves, he said he thought it was
better to keep the business at home in the
United States and so on, and that we didn’t
know what we’d be running into in South
-~ America and all that silliness and—"

“ Well, just now, are you trying to de-
fend him or trying to excuse him—or just
what?” Howard asked with hot curiosity.

The hand came down from his arm with
a sharp snatch. Also, Dorothy stiffened
in a fashion that would have wamed a gen-
tleman less preoccupied than her husband.
These many moons, perhaps, she had com-
ported herself as if Howard were some sort
of deity—but it just happened that her
own spirit had not quite expired!

“I'm not trying to do either; I'm trying
to be friends with you, and you choose to

There’s nothing
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make yourself ridiculous!” she retorted with
unexpected fire. “ I'm not even asking you
to thank me for doing my best to please
you by furnishing capital you couldn’t pos~
sibly raise anywhere else!”

€« Ww.?”

“It’s the truth, isn’t it?”

Young Mr. Dawson was keeping himself
in hand with the utmost difficuity.

“ Dorothy,” he said sonorously, * when I
want your naoney, I'll come to you and ask
for it. When you wish to invest in the
firm, you'll come to me and learn whether
the firm needs any funther capital! This
business isn’t infallible; we stand the same
chance of going on the rocks as every other
firm in the world. Everything else apart,
I haven’t the slightest idea of runming the
risk at some future date of having your
parents and your uncles and aunts and
cousins accusing me of swindling you ocut
of your inheritance!” And he crashed stun-
ningly to the point with, “ I am very sotry,
but the firm is forced to decline the capital
you offer!”

“Oh, is itP Well, it #sn’t at ail!” Mrs.
Dawson said serenely. “It happens that
Jimmy’s the treasurer of the company, you
know, and he sold me forty thousand dol-
lars’ worth of treasury stock at par, and it’s
down in my personal safe deposit box at
the Second National Bank this very minute.
So you may run along and get your ware-
house whenever you're ready, Howard,” she
concluded in a drawl that might well have
been considered grounds for murder.  The
money is there!”

After that she hummed a pleasant little
tune. Four distinct times Howard Dawson
sought to speak, sought to frame words
which would deal fittingly with this aston-
ishing situation. On each occasion he met
only direst failure. Flexible though the -
English language may be, it is adequate
only to a certain point.

They covered the remaming two blocks
in complete, terrible silence. Humming
still, Mrs. Dawson led the way into the
oozy little home, bade the waiting maid re-
tire when she chose and shaded a bored
yawn as she picked up a magazine. Mr.
Dawson stood for one full minute and bit
his lips; even now he was not quite con-




STAY HOME.

vinced of the impossibility of saying the
things he felt; but after that minute, ap-
parently, the conviction came to him.

Howard frowned mightily, found the
evening paper, selected his favorite volume
of Dickens, took six cigars from the box on
the stand and without comment retired to
the ground floor spare room, stalking ma-
jestically out of sight and closing the door
with a lack of any slamming effect which
was in itself eloquent. Although he had
never tried it before during their married
life, this, as Howard’s mother had long ago
confided to Dorothy, was a pet trick of
Howard’s when tremendously offended.
Presumably, the august presence would not
reappear until morning. For some seconds
little Mrs. Dawson regarded the closed door
with glittering eyes and quickened breath.

Eventually, though, she relaxed—and
having begun to relax continued to wilt
until she was no more than a miserable
little huddle of girl in the big chair, chin
down, eyes large and moist and gloomy.

After all, perhaps it was her fault—some
of it. Perhaps she should have gone to
Howard first, because he really was a very
wise and wonderful business man; Jimmy
was terribly energetic and efficient and all
that, but without Howard the firm couldn’t
have lasted three months; this was part of
Dorothy’s religion.

And those gossipy women had driven him
crazy! They were enough to drive any one
crazy, if one chose to listen and to believe.
And Howard’s was no light, frivolous little
nature to hear the honor of his home as-
sailed and pass it off with a shrug; Howard
was a very strong and terrible person, ele-
mental, almost a caveman, if one liked; the
sort of man who, in the prehistoric days,
doubtless strewed the whole landscape with
mangled corpses before quite feeling that
a slur of this kind had been avenged accord-
ing to the code! No, it really wasn’t How-
ard’s fault and she shouldn’t have prodded
him on the way home.

Only—who in the world could ever have
thought that it was in Howard to say such
things as he had said this afternoon? And
to think such things! Whatever he said
he was jealous of Jimmy Berry. Here-
after Jimmy, as it were, would be under
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the miscroscope for an indefinite period;
and any little thing that Jimmy did which
suggested the slightest intimacy with Mrs.
Dawson—b-r-r-r! Dorothy shivered and

“then turned actually cold! Those ridiculous

notes she had written to James—schoolgirly
gush, which expressed the childlike happi-
ness she had felt in aiding her husband, and
which the said husband, if he ever found
them, might possibly enough take to indi-
cate a deeper friendship than he had ever
suspected.

She may have been right about these
notes; more probably, in her nervous state,
she magnified the possibilities; but the fact
remains that the notes preyed heavily upon
little Mrs. Dawson’s mind. It would be
just the evil luck for Howard, searching for
something in James’s desk to-morrow morn-
ing, to find them and—

Presently she rose and, tiptoeing to the
spare room door, listened. There was a
sound of heavy breathing within which in-
dicated that Howard, doubtless exhausted
by his emotions, slumbered.

CHAPTER IIL
THEY- RARELY COME SINGLY.

ALKING briskly from the judge’s
old-fashioned home, James Berry
found himself in a distinctly con-

fused mental state. Predominantly he was
happy to a degree; but underneath there
ran a current of the most profound and
nagging dissatisfaction.

The happiness hailed in part from the
fact that all was well again between his two
old friends, but in far greater degree from
the other fact that each quick step brought
him that much nearer the home and per-
son of Betty Carson. In James’s estima-
tion, this young woman was beyond any
question the most beautiful female so far
born to the human race and the tenderest
and as well the most wonderful of soul and
the most brilliant of mind.

So far as the beauty part of it went
James may not have exaggerated so great-
ly: the firm of Dawson & Berry seemed
to have rare luck and taste in the matter
of wives and sweethearts—and emphatical-
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ly Betty was a tender flower. Again it is
entirely probable that she owned a first-
class soul; but as to the brilliance of her
mind and the marvel of her general charac-
ter there might have been opinions. Betty
seemed in many ways a survival of that
clinging vine type which began to disappear
during the reign of the late Queen Victoria.
Her health was far too fine to permit of
the overtiring and the promiscuous fainting

which made such great appeal in the dear.

old days; but when it came to the matter
of weeping easily and of leaning with shy,
awed adoration upon the masterful male,
Betty ranked with the best product of
1875!

She was not conscious of these facts, as
such; neither was James conscious of them;
but they remained facts, nevertheless, with
all their possible bearing upon the present
and the misty future. James knew only
that she was earth’s greatest prize, incred-
ibly—if secretly for the present—reserved
for himself. He sighed lightly as he walked;
there were but three more blocks!

The dissatisfaction was another matter
altogether and wholly concerned himself.
By nature James was far, far too mild. He
knew it perfectly-—knew it better every day.
The failing did not seem to be fear, physical
or moral; rather was it an exaggerated
loathing of everything that savored of strife
and dissension. ~

Why was he eternally like that? Why
had he not been cast in the brutal mold—
able to thresh about and roar down opposi-
tion and cow the other fellow completely?
Why in this specific case, sound im the
knowledge of Dot’s perfect innocence and
his own, had he not hurled ountraged thun-
der at Howard Dawson until Howard took
a turn at cringing? Well, he was not that
sort for the simple reason that he was not!
With comscience crystal-clear he had gone
to the judge’s as nervous as the traditional
¢at! And instead of demanding of How-
prd how he dared—oh, what of it? James
shook off the mood and turned to sweeter
thoughts of Betty, not even one block dis-
tant now.

Dear little Betty! Dear little orphan
Betty, who lived with her Aunt Martha
in that big house on the far corner! James
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laughed aloud, for pure joy. She herself
was captured! Her guardian, Uncle Henry
Mason, was not won by any means; in fact,
the job of winning had not even been start-
ed, and it promised to be a considerable
one. Uncle Henry occupied a rather pain-
fully strong position in this little romance.
Betty’s father, long since gone before,
seemed to have lacked faith in the motives
of the race and in the good judgment which
might have been expected in time to ma-
ture in Betty herself; but he had retained
the fullest faith in his brother Henry. To
the best of James’s understanding, Uncle
Henry seemed to have everything but the
power of life and death over Betty until
she was twenty-one and over her very com-
fortable patrimony in certain unpleasant
contingencies, for a long period after that!
To marry Betty one had also to conduct the
successful wooing of Uncle Henry.

Not that the same thing hasn’t happened
before thousands of times; not that their
careful little plans were not perfected to fit
this case, either! James chuckled. Aunt
Martha, a being as plastic and tender as
Betty herself, was in the secret and had
helped with the plotting. Like most of us,
Uncle Henry had his vulnerable spots.
Well, according to these plans, James Berry
was to be thrust gradually upon Uncle
Henry’s notice, on each occasion deftly
tickling one of the spots—until eventually
Uncle Henry would form the conclusion
which should have been obvious at first;
to wit, that James Berry probably came as
near as possible to being the ideal young
man,

It promised to be a long and difficult
job, with Uncle Henry’s sour nature making
all kinds of slips painfully possible. But—
gh, the reward! James sighed pleasantly.

" To-morrow, he believed, they were to start

the ball rolling by bhaving him for dinner,
with Uncle Henry also expected. The day
after that—James paused in the beloved
pathway. The door of Aunt Martha’s home
had opened for an instant and closed again
without a sound; through the dusk a slim,
adored figure sped toward him.

And James held out his arms, thrilling in
advance; and some ten seconds later James
realized that he had wasted a perfectly good
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thrill, because the gentle maiden had not.

thrown herself into the arms. She stood,
indeed, five feet away; she also sobbed
softly!

“ Why—my Lord!” gasped James in not
exactly knightlike speech. ‘ Betty, darling!
You’re crying!”

A shuddery gulp was his answer.

“What is it, dear?” James inquired
feverishly and sought again to enfold her
in his arms—and felt her draw away!
“ Betty! Don’t you—don’t you want me
to touch you?”

Another shuddery gulp came through the
soft night.

‘ Something’s happened!” James stated.
“ Betty, you come in the house and—"

“ No!” the young woman said quickly.
“You can’t go in there!” -

“ Why not?”

“ Uncle Henry’s there!”

“ To-night? I thought he wasn’t com-
ing over till to-morrow night. Well—what
of that? We’re going to be great friends,
I hope.”

“ He hates you!” Betty remarked.

“ Fhp Wh}’?”

“T hate you, too!” Betty added.

“You? You—why?”

“ For just the same reason,” Miss Car-
- son explained, and her voice choked with
new tears.
you do it? How could you?”

“ Do what?” James asked faintly.

“ Make yourself a town scandal? That’s
what he says you are—a town scandal! He
doesn’t even suspect that we—we wanted
to be married; and he says that—that men
like you ought to be tarred and feathered
and ridden out of town on a rail! He says
everybody’s talking about it and you ought
to be made an example!”

Beads stood out on James’s forehead, al-
though summer was just beginning and this
was a rather cool evening.

. “I—don’t get it!” he said hoarsely.

“ Running around everywhere, all the
time, with Dot Dawson!”’ Betty forced out.

“That!” James cried. “ D’ye mean to
say that that’s being discussed publicly? I
thought it was Howard’s imagination more
than anything else, but—oh, Betty, you
don’t believe that lie?”

“ Oh—oh, Jimmy, how could,
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There was a tense little pause.

“Is it a lie?” Betty asked faintly.

“ The dirtiest, nastiest confounded lie the
vile old hens of this town ever invented!”
the junior partner declared savagely. “I
don’t know who- they are, but I'll find out
and if they can’t pay damages I'll put ’em
in jail till—” .

His voice gave out, which was partly be-
cause the slim form was in his arms at
last, trembling.

“Oh, Jimmy! Please! Not so loud!
You—you’re so terrible when you’re
angry!” Miss Carson pleaded, and placed a
hand over his lips.

“ Angry! Who the—who wouldn’t be
angry?”’ James demanded, the words slight-
ly muffled. “I swear, I'll—""

“ Jimmy! . Jimmy!” Betty begged pite-
ously, and clung to him. ‘ Please don't
do anything foolish! Please, dear—while
you're so furious! They’ll hear you!”

[{4 But—”

“Oh, it was terrible!” Betty explained
further, with some difficulty, and wept free-_
ly now on his shoulder. “ Uncle Henry

* phoned that he was coming over and aunt
and I just planned to work your name into
. the conversation, you know, and—and say

how nice you were; and then when you did
come in yourself—" Grief consumed her
for a moment. “ And almost the first thing
he said was about what the younger genera-
tion of men was coming to and how you
ought to be whipped at the post and—
Jimmy, it wasn’t true?”

“ Not a word of it!”

“You never went anywhere with her—
alone?”

“ Why—no, I can’t say that,” James re-
plied. “We did go off a couple of times,
but it was to talk over something she was
planning for Howard.”

“Oh! You did then?” Miss Carson mur-
mured, and drew away a little. ‘

“ It was just—about business.”

He could feel moist eyes flashing re-
proach at him through the gloom.

“ Business!” Betty echoed faintly.

‘“ Betty, youre not going to believe
there’s a word of truth in that rot?”

“T know what you tell me,” Miss Car-
son answered rather enigmatically.



478

There was another tense little pause.
Twice James reached for his beloved, twice
his beloved twitched herself away from his
lately cherished touch. She was swallowing
audibly; as mearly as he could see she was
picking at her handkerchief and looking
at the ground,

“ Do you know what brought uncle over
to-night?” she asked.

Of course not.”

“ Will Potter wants me to marry himt?”

James Berry reeled.

“ Has he proposed to you?”

“ No. He—he went to uncle first. Uncle
approves of him!”

“But you—you—you don’t, Betty!”
James forced out.

“Will doesn’t—do such things!” Miss
Carson submitted just audibly.  He fsn’t
that kind. And if I thought that yox had,
T’d marry him just to hurt you!’ she pur-
sued, and her voice rose hysterically, “I
would! I'd marry him and then—then kill
myself!” Miss Carson concluded pleasingly,

Momentarily James was beyond words.

“Uncle may—just meke me marry
Willl” Betty added, and a less disturbed
mind than James’s might have suspected
that she was administering punishment.
“He always has made me obey him in
everything. I'm—weak. I know that,
When 1 could—trust you and lean on you—
you’re so strong—"

“ Betty, come here to mel”? James com-
manded, his voice returning hoarsely.

Betty stepped aside deftly.

“And if I ever showld marry any one
uncle didn’t approve—any one really unfit
and—and disreputable—he needn’t ever
give me a perny of my money!” concluded
Miss Carson, almost with satisfaction.

“ Betty! If it’s money you're thinking
of—"’ James began in amazed bitterness.

“Jt—oh, it isn’t! Jimmy, it isn’t!” Bet«
ty cried suddenly, and voice and resolution
seemed to break together and she moved
swiftly nearer to James; and very possibly
the wondrous flower of complete reconcilia-
tion was about to burst into bloom when the
door of the house opened and Aunt Martha
called:

‘ Betty! Are you out there?”

“ P-st!” said Miss Carson, and stepped
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between James and the light and answered s'
Y YGS, aunt.” l
“ What in the world are you doing?” !

“ Just walking,” called Betty. “It’s so
stuffy inside.”

“ Well, you better come in, deary”Aunt
Martha pursued, lowering her voice.
“ Uncle Henry likes to see you when he’s
here, you know. He’s asked twice what be-
came of you.”

The door closed softly. Miss Carson’s
heart resumed its earlier pounding.

“I'll have to go in,” she said swiftly.
“No, you mustn’t come. It would ruin
everything forever. And—oh, you had to
do that just when we had it all planned
out so beautifully!”

“ But I didn’t do it! I—wait a second,
Betty! Il call you up later.”

“Don’t! TUncle Henry’s staying all
I can’t get to the phone without
his hearing.”

“Then Il come the very first thing in
the morning and—"

“ No, not before noon at the earliest,
Miss Carson advised as she moved away.
“ But come then and—and convince me!”

“You bet I'll convince you!” James
panted.

“ Because,” added Betty, and her voice
turned curiously sharp and ominous,  if
you don’t come and convince me—"

The door opened again, suddenly this
time, to reveal a broad, gray-haired indi-
vidual in the informal shirt-sleeves of the
family circle. His head moved as his eyes,
mercifully very near-sighted, tried to pene-
trate the gloom. .

“ Ee-lizabeth!” called Betty’s uncle.

“ I’m coming right in, uncle,” Miss Betty
responded sweetly and quickened her steps.

And now the door had closed and—James
Berry was just rising from his crouching
position behind a bush. He breathed very
heavily,. Why the dickens had he dived
in there and crouched like that? Well,
mainly, as it appeared, because it had
seemed the politic thing to do at the mo-
ment. The situation was all awhirl in his
brain as yet, but it appeared that a personal
encounter with Uncle Henry on this partic-
ular evening meant disaster of the most
complete kind!
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Yet, to have ducked out of sight that
way! Would Howard, for example, have
ducked? He would not! What would he
have done then? Obviously, Howard would
have pounded into the house after Betty
and asserted his right as an innocent, free-
born American citizen—with whatever con-
sequences. Then why did not James Berry,
equally free-born, equally innocent, do the
same thing?

James ground his teeth and started di-
rectly for the door. James, almost imme-
diately, slowed down again. In his mad de-
sire to raise himself at least to the average
of belligerent brutality, was he about to
blast whatever hope remained to his little
romance? On the evidence in hand—yes.
Cold wisdom refused him any other answer.
Then just for the sake of demonstrating
that he really dared face Uncle Henry
Mason he meant to—James ceased grinding
his teeth and faced about. He walked to
the gate and through it to the street with-
out any undue clatter of steps.

Some little space he devoted solely to de-
testing himself; two blocks and he had
cooled—had even cooled unpleasantly. As
regarded Betty, matters could not well have
been left in a more unsatisfactory state.
She doubted him now, with what justifica-
tion might be; so much her words had
proved quite clearly. So deeply did she feel
that she had suggested several horrible pos-
sibilities to James, should he fail to clear
himself completely with her and with her
esteemed Uncle Henry. James shivered; he
had not thought it possible that Betty could
even think things like that.

But she was right. Instinctively, James
flew to her defense. No high-spirited, self-
respecting girl like Betty, filled with the lies
that were evidently being told about James,
could have felt any other way. Only he
did wish that the garden interview had
ended a little more happily. “ Because, if
you don’t come and convince me—" Her
voice had been very odd as she said it;
there were vague threats in that unfinished
sentence that froze James Berry.

However, he was not yet licked by any
means. At half past one to-morrow, by
which time Uncle Henry would have re-
turned to his farm, ten miles out of town,
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James would report for the first session of
explanation and defense. And he would
have to talk well and convincingly. James
groaned as he turned into the best boarding-
house in Wallington.

He passed Millicent, who hurried from
the parlor, without a word. Millicent sighed
noisily and gazed after him as he ascended;
it was with an effort that James refrained
from slamming the door.

And now—so far as one may consider a
boarding-house home—he was at home.
What did he mean to do with the rest of
the evening? It impressed James gloomily
that, the way things seemed to be running
to-day, the safest thing would be to crawl
into bed and trust that the house might
not burn down before morning.” He scowled
at the snowy spread and turned away. He
was far too much upset for sleep as yet.

Why not go down and join their beastly
card game then? James growled aloud. He
would sit opposite plump Mrs. Farnley for
about five minutes and then, with a howl of
pure emotion, hurl the cards at her face!
There was no use trying to be cheery and
sociable this evening; he did not feel cheery
and sociable.

He switched on his reading-lamp and laid
several magazines beside it. This move
seemed equally futile; the makers of these
particular copies had put nothing at all in
them worth reading. James tossed the third
one aside and gazed at the rug for a long
time,

Then he brightened up suddenly. There
was work aplenty at the office, and it was
work he loved. Crazy old Howard meant
to sail for San Palo a week from to-morrow
and there were simply reams of data still to
be completed that must go with him. Now
there was a good idea. And it was sooth-
ingly quiet in the factory office at night,
and if he didn’t turn sleepy within an hour
or two he could go on working peacefully
until morning. James jerked up from his
chair and switched off the light again.

He covered the three blocks to Sayer
Street, the two down to the tracks, and hav-
ing crossed the latter, stood beside the big,
dark factory itself. He thrilled a little; he
did that every time he approached the works
of Dawson & Berry; this large pile of bricks
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and all that it signified were much for two
young men to have attained in a bare three
years’ time. Just now, for no very plain
reason, it appealed to him as a haven of
refuge from an unkind outer world.

He looked around for Gannet, the burly
watchman, who was supposed to pass most
of the night outdoors, here and in the square
central yard. Gannet was not visible.
James found his key and moved through the
gloom, past the yard gate and to the office
door. Peace came upon him. Here at least
was ome spot where nothing unpleasant
could happen to round out a bad day. He
fitted the key and, having closed the door
behind him, fumbled his way up the black
stairs, for the fiftieth time making a mental
memorandum to have a lighting switch in-
stalled in that lIower vestibule.

And on the third step James halted.

Up at the head of the stairs was the glass
panel of the general office door. His eyes
had just risen to it and, at the very second
of their rising, a light had been switched
off at some point beyond. The feverish
effect whirled back to James’s brain! Gan-
net did not enter the offices until his twelve-
o’clock round; those were orders, and Gan-
net obeyed orders. Employees were for-
bidden to enter the office after hours with-
out permission from a member of the firm
—and in addition none of them possessed a
key. And, still more, that light had been
burning in the cashier’s room, where stood
the frail old safe they had taken over with
the building itself.

. James then had erred in assuming that

his troubles were over for the day. A light
in there at this hour meant just one thing—
burglars!

CHAPTER 1V.
. CAUGHT!

ANY seconds James Barry listened.

Not a sound reached him from

above. He remained upon the third

step for a time and pondered the situation
with entire calm.

It was humanly possible, of course, that

Gannet had come into the offices from the

rear for some reason or other—although
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why should Gannet have turned off the light
just ten seconds after the lower door had
closed andibly? James pricked up his ears
again. Very faintly, from the general of-
fice, came a familiar click-click-click-click!
That eliminated Gannet. That was the
watchman’s recording clock, and four clicks
signified that Gannet had just pressed the
button at station number four, which was
the shipping office out by the railroad spur,
on the other end of the building and two
hundred feet away.

Then could it be Howard? Hardly. He
had seen Howard start for home, and there
could be no earthly doubt but that Howard,
at this moment, was more or less sweetly
engaged in patching up certain domestic
difficulties.

No; the answer 4o that vanishing light
was shaping itself quite swiftly now in
James’s mind. There was the unusual sum
of eighteen hundred dollars in cash up in
the old safe to-night. There was also to be
considered one Thomas Cowan, who had
been assistant cashier until four o’clock this
afternoon, at which point he had been dis-
charged with quite a flurry all around.
Thomas, a husky young man, was a stran-
ger in town; Howard had hired him, and
he had lasted just one inefficient week. Now
he was back to clean up the office and move
on to some other burg!

That was it. James Berry took one step
downward, on his way to sutmmmon Gannet
and an officer, if necessary. Just one, and
then James paused. 'Why summon any-
body? Something in James which had been
sorely outraged arese and suddenly com-
manded him to go up there and do the cap-
turing single-handed! 1In the blackness be
smiled weirdly. It was really the best idea
that had come to him in months. That was
the sort of moral exercise he needed more
than anything else in the world. And for
once in a way the prospect of physical com-
bat was like wine; much activity had ren-
dered and kept James’s muscles-in really
wonderful shape, and had young Mr, Cowan
been eight feet tall instead of six the amtici-
pation would have been that much more
pleasing.

So, quite absorbed in this little effort to
vindicate, at least partly, himself to him-

1A
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self, James turned back and began the
ascent once more; and his step was as
soundiess, his senses as keen as those of any
red savage of the olden days.

He made the top of the flight without
a single creak. There was a spring lock
on the general office door; his fingers on
the key were lighter and daintier than a
single hair from the head of an unusually
small¥fairy—and he was inside the general
office and still without a creak to his dis~
credit. James smiled again and listened.

Some one had moved over there! And
“over there,” to his skight astonishment,
was not the cashier’s office either; it hap-
pened to e the cerner reom to the rear,
in business heurs occupied by the partners
themselves. James changed his course and
tiptoed en through the gloom.

Well—he was in there now and the party
of the second part had not greeted him with
a jovial hail. And, all the same, the party
of the second part was somewhere in this
room! A sixth semse, just acquired, in-
formed James of the fact as positively as
could have been done by a printed bulletin;
he was not alone in this room!

Yet, how in blazes was Cowan living
without breathing? How could a hulk like
that pass minutes without moving a single
muscle? Because the pause surely had
lengthened into minutes now. James was
near to suffocation; another thirty seconds
of this breath-holding trick and he’d ex-
plode! And ten thousand betraying little
twitches were trying to come into being all
over him—and st#l! Cowan had not moved
again!

It was—why, it was no less than ridicu-
lous! James had counted, long before this,
on such a pitched battle in the darkness
as would have been heavenly balm to his
lacerated self-respect, even if it did cost the
firm one or two hundred doBars for new
office furniture. And instead of engaging in
‘battle he and Cowan, with not a dozen
feet between them, were standing like a
pair of stone images and—aha! Cowan
had breathed at last!

Just one little strangling gasp it was that
had escaped him, but that one had been all-
sufficient for James Berry. ' Cowan was
right over there by James’s own desk; and

2A
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James’s muscles tightened gloriously and,
arms outstretched and ready, he shot
through the gloom with the spring of a
maddened panther,

A whoop of pure joy escaped him. No
range-finder ever could have directed him
more accurately; he had crashed headlong
into Cowan, startling him so that he
screamed in a high, thin voice, denoting ter-
vor! The littlest flicker of time then and
his powerful arms were about Cowan and
James was squeezing, squeezing, with the
happy idea of beginning the argument with
the fracture of half a dozen of Cowan’s
ribs.

But—an astonished little gulp issued
from James. In amother tiny fraction of
one second twe distinct thoughts shaped
themselves in his brain: if this form crushed
hard in his arms was Cowan, Cowan had
failed terribly since their last meeting, five
hours ago, and Cowan was offering no re-
sistance whatever. He had tured limp,
in fact, and— ‘ '

Over by the door the aged switch rasped
loudly.

Light flooded the office. "James Berry’s
wild eyes winced before it and he bent his
head instinctively, Yet, the eyes did not
close completely; sufficient vision remained
to James that he perceived the lovely fea-
tures of Dorothy, white, eyes closed, upon
his bent and clutching arm! Dorothy!
Yes, it was Dorothy, fast enough. From
the doorway came a horrid laugh.

“ That time I got you!” Howard Dawson
stated distinctly.

Moments such as these mock at any im-
mediate, intelligent analysis. James rather
prided himself, and that with some justice,
on his presence of mind in exciting emer«
gencies and the habit his brain had of func~
tioning nicely while the owners of other
brains galloped about in wide circles, emit-
ting incoherent cries. It was not function-
ing now, though. As an organ of thought,
it had merely rolled over on its back and
pointed all four legs at the skies.

This was Dorothy in his arms! And it
could not be, because it was Cowan. And
on the other hand, it seemed the sheerest
absurdity to insist that it was Cowan, be-
cause it was, in fact, Dorothy. Neverthe-
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less, Cowan had been in here robbing the
safe a few minutes ago, and James had
stolen in to capture him and—about there
the first suggestion of a lucid ray pene-
trated the hot, swirling fog: just why was
James assuming so confidently that Cowan
had been here? He did not know; with-
out releasing the slim little figure in his
passionate embrace, James looked dumbly
about, eventually staring at his partner.

If one wished to be soothed and cheered,
Howard was really nothing to look at just
then. Drawn face, flashing eyes, visible
teeth and all, that expression of Howard’s
carried a powerful suggestion of the Demon
himself, just rising from the home region
in a particularly ugly mood. There was,
too, something of the maddened giant ape
about him; part of Howard had dropped
back a million years or so, and the fact
was betrayed in the queer way his shoulders
sagged forward and his arms hung, open,
clawing hands at the ends of them.

James’s brain tried-hard to gather speed
as it absorbed this picture. James sought
to smile and finally did so, inanely, insanely.

“ H-h-hello!” James said brightly. “ You
—you here?”

“ Damn you! Drop her!” was Howard’s
elemental command.

James’s arms loosened instantly. Instant-
ly, too, they tightened again. As it hap-
pened, Mrs. Dawson, what with fright and
the recent violent onslaught, was still un-
conscious; she slid sickeningly downward,
and James hauled her up again with a sud-
den shudder. Was it possible that he had—
had killed her? Every ounce of strength
in him had gone into that initial squeeze;
he had planned with it to wrench the Cowan
anatomy as nearly as possible in two and—

little beads of pure relief appeared on .

James’s forehead. At least, he was no mur-
derer, for Dorothy was stirring. Her lids
twitched; her eyes opened, widely, wildly.
Briefly, she struggled, pushing against
James; she recognized him and relaxed.

“ Why—why, Jimmy—” Dorothy fal-
tered.

“It's—all right,” James managed.
“ You’d better—er—stand up now!”

He propped her up at full arm’s length.
Mrs. Dawson steadied herself.
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“ Howard! You’re—here, too!” she said
dizzily. “ You—came together?”

“None of that!” the senior partner
barked. “I'm a trusting fool—yes! But
not a complete imbecile!”

“ Howard,” James protested, ‘ she—I
guess she fainted. She doesn’t—"

“ You talk to me and I'll kill you before
T've said what I want to say!” the husband
replied. “I've been a blind idiot; I*con-
cede that. But my eyes are open now and
I won’t have my intelligence insulted with
the story you two—two things have ready!”

James Berry turned to ice. His head
cleared in the most abrupt and complete
fashion. He understood now just how
things must look to Howard Dawson. So,
evidently, did Howard’s bride; but where
her outraged womanhood should have
blazed forth she merely caught at the desk
for support and choked audibly. The hot,
indignant surge just coming up in James
died at the sight of her; she should have
radiated innocence; instead, every inch of
her spelled guilt! :

Howard laughed again.

“ You thought I was locked up and asleep
for the night, woman?” he said. “ Well,
I felt something like this in the very air!
I heard you listen at my door. I theard
you go to the desk and get my spare factory
keys out of the little drawer, although I
couldn’t imagine then what you were doing
with them. I wasn’t a block behind you
all the way down here!”

“ Howard!” his bride’s strangling voice
began. “1I came to—"

“Yes, and so did /e, didn’t her”
wheezed the senior partner, and his self-
control was slipping visibly. ‘“ And wasn’t
it odd that I should have been bright enough
to suspect that he’d be here, too? Wasn't
it ‘queer that I waited over in the shadow
of the freight-house?’”’” His hands clenched;
two steps he took toward them; when his
voice came again it was no less than hor-
rible. “Oh, you!” Mr. Dawson choked.
““ The only two people in the whole world
I trusted absolutely! And even after you
knew you’d been discovered you thought
the wool had been pulled over my eyes and,
this very night, you had to meet again down
here and laugh about it! Well, by the
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Almighty—" roared Mr. Dawson and,
quite happily, gave over the idea for the
moment of slaying them in cold blood and
stared at the floor, all littered with torn
fragments of paper.

A single, vicious flash he directed at his
bride, who had started forward as if to
keep him from the fragments. Mr. Dawson
swooped and gathered half a dozen and
glared at them. A flush of fury rose through
his pallor.

“ Your writing, hey?” he snarled. “So
- that was the reason for this little meeting,
was itP—tearing up the love letters before

the fool husband could stumble on them.
What'’s this thing? ° Jimmy, boy!’” be
gasped. “ Say, I—"

“ Howard, listen to me!” Mrs. Dawson
begged hysterically, but coberently at last,
“ ‘They are not love letters. ‘They’re notes
1 wrote to Jimmy making the appointments
last week. I didn’t dare use the phone here
because you're in the same room, and I
didn’t want you to suspect a thing. That
¢ Jimmy boy ’ is idiotic, of course, but I was
so happy when I wrote—"

Something in Howard’s awful smile halt-
ed her. Howard was comsidering another
fragment.

“ ¢ And oh, how I love—’ is all I read on
this one!” he sneered.

“Yes, yes!” his bride agreed. “I said,
‘ how I love to see Howard when he’s really
surprised,’ ot something like that. Ask
Jimmy. Jimmy can tell you, Howard!
And you were so ridiculous and so excited
this aftemoon that I knew you’d misinter-
pret those things if you ever found them,

“and T stole out of the house to—"

“ Yes, and / came down here to work!”
James put in with commendable force.
“You and your craziness sent me too far
up in the air 4o think of sleeping, and I
came down to get more of yowr beastly
South American plans in shape; I meant to
put in the night here! I bad no more idea
Dorothy was on this side of town than—
why, Howard, I thought it was a burglar,
of course. I—I was trying to catch him!”

His words, too, faded out before the
steady glare of Mr. Dawson. That gentle-
man's hands were open again now; once
more his awful smile bad appeared.
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“Don’t try; I understand,” he said
steadily. “ You know what is going to
happen to you two, don’t you?”

“ Howard!” cried his wife. “ Don’t—"

“ The Dawsons rarely take these things
into court; thank fortune, Starr kept me
out of that!” Howard pursued and twitched
up his cuffs. “ The Dawsons settle these
matters on the spot, and this one’s about to
be settled so completely—" '

He was moving down on them, too, and
if ever murder sparkled in a man’s eye it
sparkled in Howard’s just then—and on
the stairway a heavy step sounded sud«
dealy; a door slammed down-stairs and the
steps continued, mounting two at a time.

Mr. Dawson’s teeth shut. with a click,
A struggling moment, and he was smiling,
however strangely, as be faced the door;
and in the opening the large form of Mr,
Gannet, watchman, loomed up suddenty.
His broad, good-natured face scowling, his
right hand gripped his revolver—and the
scowl turned to a smile and the gun went
down.

“ Well, you—you’ll have to excuse me,
gentlemen,” he puffed. “I thought for sure
I had a burglar that time!”

“ No, just the—er—the firm, Gannet,”
Howard said.

“ No trouble, Mr. Dawson, that brought
you down?”

“ No trouble whatever,” answered How-
ard. “ We just—dropped in for a minute.”

Gannet pushed back his cap, pocketed
his weapon and grinned broadly.

“ Well, why not, to be sure, seeing it’s
your factory, sir,” he said. “ Only if it’s
all the same to you, Mr. Dawson, I wish
you'd lJet me know if you expect to be
around at night—for a while, adyway,
There’s a gang of five hoboes come down
on the through freight night before last,
and they’ve been hanging around the tracks
ever since, I was speaking to Murphy,
the company detective, about 'em maybe an

"hour ago. They claim they’ve got work

promised here in town, but—I dunno. You
gotter keep a pretty sharp eye on them
kind. Oh, by the way, Mr. Dawson, that
load of inch-'n-half galvanized pipe come in
around eight, and I signed for it without
checkin’ it up. Driver wouldn’t wait; had
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a sick kid home, he said, and I thought
you’d rather I took a chance than wait till
they got ready to deliver it again. And—
what was that other thing? Something I
was going to leave a memo about. Oh,
yes, them four cars that was promised for
Friday. Railroad called up—”

Gannet spoke further, much further. At
best his working hours were lonely and
when opportunity for necessary conversa-
tion appeared, it was improved; he men-
tioned a new box of gaskets, left spilled
on the floor, and recommended the dis-
charge of the plumber’s helper; he dragged
in a drill-press which had turned tempera-
mental past any handling and flayed its per-
formance and design with many words. In
all, he consumed ten minutes, and with
curious effect; when Gannet left the dread-
ful light had died from Howard’s eye.

Not, be it understood, that he rushed
forward and shook their hands and begged
forgiveness for his recent overheated mood.
Far from it! But, ceasing to be apelike,
Mr. Dawson was stiff and straight when
the lower door closed behind Gannet; and
James Berry brightened with lightning

“ You’re almost yourself, anyway!” he
said quickly. “ Now hear the truth and—"

“ T know the truth!” Howard said harsh-
ly. “I suppose you know—and you, too,
Dorothy, that you owe your lives to that
man?”

“ Maybe, but—"

“I'N talk,- Berry,” his partner inter-
rupted bitterly and so far unbent as to
fold his arms. “I've had the chance to
think a little; it’s probably as well. And I
was born very sane; you may thank your
lucky stars for that!”

ey did not contradict him just then.

“‘These things happen, I suppose,” Mr.
Dawson went on. * Perhaps some of the
fault is mine; perhaps I should have kept
a sharper eye on you; but—gad, Berry!
It never occurred to me that any woman
could consider you attractive! I thought
I knew every thought in Dorothy’s head.
I was wrong about that, but I refuse to
wreck three lives and a splendid business
for what may be curable and cured!”

“ It sounds very splendid and judicial and
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condescending,” Dorothy began hotly, “ but
if you’ll just step down from your pedestal
and try—”

“ Be silent!” Howard thundered, so ter-
ribly that his bride actually winced and
drew back. “T’ll oversee the cure. You'll
both do all that lies within you to help. I
want your very solemn oath on that!”

“ Oath?” James gasped.

“ Here and now you will both swear to
do your utmost, to the very limit of your
power, to break off and orush out every
atom of this ghastly, this damnable attach-
ment! Do you swear that?”

His fingers were working again. A quick
glance passed between Dorothy and James;
whatever it was that had boiled over in
Howard’s mentality this was really an eve-
ning when one stretched a point to placate
Howard.

“I—er—swear it!” the junior partner
said mildly.

~“You, then?” Mr. Dawson demanded,
and pointed a shaking forefinger at his
bride.

“Yes, I—I swear it, too!” Dorothy’s
faint voice agreed.

Howard smiled very unpleasantly.

“ We'll begin by cutting you off entirely
from seeing one another, I think,” he went
on. ‘ Berry, on the seven fifteen to-morrow
morning, you are leaving Wallington for-
ever. You'll go to New York and take per-
manent charge of our office there. Thorn-
dyke can come up here and do what you’re
doing and—" ’

‘ Oh, but—I say, I can’t do that!” James
cried, for even during these last turbulent
minutes the unfortunate affair of Betty Car-
son had begun to ache again in his bosom.

“You can’t?”’

“No, not to-morrow morning, old chap.
Later, perhaps, if you feel it to be neces-
sary—which you won’t when you've cooled
down. But—” .

Mr. Dawson’s chest heaved slightly; his
nostrils also dilated.

“ Just why can’t you?” he demanded with
forced calm.

" “ Well, you see, Howard, it’s like this,”
James said swiftly. “ This fool gossip got
to old man Mason’s ears somehow and he’s
—er—well, a bit down on me at present.
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Poesn’t know Betty and I are planning to
get married, and I've got to spend a lot of
time and careful work right here in town
getting into his good graces before we spring
it on him. You see, don’t you? 1I'q like
awfully well to go if it ’d make you any
happier, but my job is here. And if I did
leave suddenly it would look as if there
was something to tkis affair, which there
isn’t, and that you’d chased me out of town.
Betty herself would take it like that!”
James gave a shudder of real apprehension,
“No, I can’t go, but—"

“ Wait, Berry!” Mr. Dawson command-
ed. “I can’t even understand—and, thank
Heaven, I can’t—the sort of beast that car-
ries on affairs with two women at the same
time. It’s Betty’s money you’re after, I

4
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suppose. But I cen tell you this: if I don’t
see you leave Wallington on the seven fif-
teen to-morrow morning, I'll go to old
Mason myself and tell him your plans about
Betty and tell him the rotten truth as well,
And I’ll see Miss Carson and tell her pre«
cisely what you are! And if that isn’f
mud}—”

“ But you—you can’t do that!” James
cried angrily. “I told you about that in
confidence.  Why, youre bound in
honor—"

“ Honor!” sneered Mr. Dawson. “ You
talking of konor!’ Then, noting James’s
pallor, he permitted his dreadful eye to
grow penetrating again. “ Well, well,” he
barked, “ d’ye want to go home now and
pack?”

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)

ARRY ALTEMUS was my dearest

chum and companion at school and

in college when I believed him a
type of the artistic soul that only a few of
the illuminaté could understand. In after
years I came to know him as a cultured
crook, full of the resources of perverted
intelligence, an appalling combination of
magnetism and criminality.

You couldn’t help liking him, and there
was a guilelessness about him which moved
the ungodly to derision. In him nature
.and education combined to produce a para-
gon in an era illustrious for its ckevaliers

d’industrie. South Carolina had given him
birth, and he had been sent abroad to
Bordeaux to be trained as a physician. In
France he studied letters and became pro«
ficient in French, German, and Spanish.
He read everything on alchemy from the
days of Albertus Magnus, was a photog-
rapher of no mean order, and a machinist
knowing as well how to produce a collodion
film as to bore a cylinder. He had dived
into the mysteries of chemistry, and came
out with flying colors as a laboritician.

It was Barry who came to me in 1910
with his discovery of a new metal, a deriva+
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tive of alumina, which was obtained by a
secret hardening process calculated to make
the solvent of which the ancient alchem-
ists dreamed look like the proverbial thirty
cents, Barry defecated fluids with it, he
told me. That is to say, he took out of
them every metallic and every deleterious
substance. At the present time he claimed
he could take an electrode made of this new
metal, attach a wire from an electric lamp
to it, dip it in a pan of swill milk, turn
on the electric juice, and extract every
tubercular microbe in the lacteal fluid.
He was also working at a certain tena-
cious obstacle that prevented the extrac-
tion of gold from sea-water, and when this
was overcome he would be untellably
wealthy.

Barry planned to take a dozen pumps
and dynamos, a hundred electrodes and
wires, say, and go out into the ocean on a
steamer. As the vessel sailed the ocean,
water would be pumped into tanks from
the bow, the forty cents in gold which
is said to be in every ton of sea-water
would be extracted, and the defecated
water suffered to run back into the ocean
through a pipe projected over the stern of
the vessel.

I laughed at Barry.

“How you can get credulous fools to
finance such schemes,” said I, “is more
than I can imagine. Why don’t you get
into something honest? The confidence-
game is moss-grown and unprofitable, and
you know it.”

“ Well,” he grinned, “I've just finished
a two-year bit for forgery, and I'm here to
tell you that the bunco stuff hasn’t as yet
put me in stir. That's why I'm going to
back it, though I pride myself on being a
rather slick penman.”

“ Can’t you make money honestly, Barry
Altemus?” I exploded. * You are a sci-
entific searcher who is forever peering into
the twilight regions beyond knowledge and
familiar speculation, and there ought to be
something genuine in the fruits of your
labors. You cannot get anywhere forging
checks or swindling fools. I've made
money honestly without a tenth of your
talents.”

As cool as a winter evening, he suffered

me to abuse him with rare stoicism. His
lawless course in life caused me profound
displeasure and disappointment, and I never
missed an opportunity to tell him so.

“If I had money now I could make
money,” he said at length. ‘“But I'm
broke, as you may have surmised from the
fact that my visits to your home always
synchronize with meal hours. I have a
real scheme, one I would give to you if I
thought you would finance it. The trou-
ble with you, Jimmy Nelson, is that you're
a bit overworshipful of the penny. The
prospect of the proverbial rainy day clouds
your sunniest afternoons.”

“ Facts do not trammel the processes of
your contortionate intellect,” I retorted.
“Tll invest in anything legitimate that
looks good, but I'll not play the dupe.
What’s on your mind now?”

“Eggs!” he rejoined succinctly.

“ The egg market has been cornered,” I
remarked. “ And if things keep on the
common people will pass up the egg, that
fruit not being immensely popular accord-
ing to my observations.”

“ Rats!” exclaimed Barry. “I'd say
you were talking like a rube, only a rube
would know more about hen fruit than
that. Don’t you know that as a general
thing a city of this size consumes about
six million eggs a week? When Eastertide
comes along this number is almost trebled,
for Easter wouldn’t be Easter without
eggs. Pancakes on Shrove Tuesday; hot
cross buns on Good Friday, and ham and
eggs on Easter morning! The laws of the
Medes and Persians are no more inflexible
than this gastronomic spring-time rule, and
in this city alone some three million eggs
will be sacrificed on Easter morning.”

“Well,” T remarked innocently, * you
seem to know something about eggs.”

“ Why should I be ignorant on the sub-
ject of eggs when I can make them? I
presume you will admit that a hen has a
fragmentary knowledge of hen fruit.”

“ Pardon me; I didn’t know you were
devoting your energies to the manufacture
of hen fruit.”

‘“If that is intended for sarcasm, Jimmy,
it leaves me unscathed. I have been dream-
ing and living eggs for months. A philoso-

—_— e A
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pher who, when it came to succinct expres-
sion, had the capacity of putting a good
deal in a small compass, once remarked
that the reason he could do with so little

sleep was that when he slept he paid at-:

tention to it.

“There is a lot of wisdom suitable for
general use in this statement of the case,
Concentration of effort! And I have been
concentrating on eggs. Pretty soon the hen
—a crude makeshift at best, Jimmy—will
be of use only for purposes of fricassée or
decoration. For I can make eggs that will
laugh at time and never grow stale.

“¢If a thing goes up,” said Confucius in
one of his first moments, ‘ that is a sign
that a thing can come down.” Just at the
time, therefore, that hen’s eggs at sixty
cents a dozen are disappearing into the
blue, the chemical eggs can descend from
the same general direction. I will be a
great favorite with the masses if I can
devote my time to this egg-making
scheme.”

“ You will be one of the greatest bene-
factors of the human race!” I cried, for I
could see the immortal pen of History en-
tering his name on her scroll of transcend-
ental events. ‘At the present price of
eggs you can become a multimillionaire in
no time.”

“I suppose it is my opportunity,”
sighed Barry, “but I am afraid I shall
have to let it go by for a while. I am en-
gaged at present upon the perfection of
that new metal I was telling you about last
week. There is only a slight impediment
in ‘the way as it is, and it will mean in-
calculable riches, whereas the artificial egg
means mere millions.” '

“ Mere millions!” I gasped, annoyed
that I had shown no sense of flattery at
his presence. “ Good gracious, Barry,
don’t try to think in bigger figures!”

“But I must! What are millions com-
pared with countless billions?”

“ But you are passing up a great bo-
nanza, Barry! And it would be a boon to
humanity!”

“T should worry about humanity!” said
Barry disdainfully. “ A buginess man
like you might—but what’s the use? It
may be my opportunity—"
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“ It becomes your duty,” I cutin. “T1M
be your partner and furnish the capital.”

“ Nothing doing, Jimmy. My time be-
longs to a greater project, and I shall play
for billions. You can always get busy at
the sign of the double ‘I’ superimposed
upon the ¢S.. I'll turn the scheme over
to you, if you'll finance it and pay me
enough to go on with my new metal. What
say?”

“ Do you mean you will sell me the for«
mula outright?”

“ Just that. Is it a go?”

“ How much do you want?”

“IM take two thousand dollars down,
and thirteen when you get the thing work-«
ing'” .

“ Well,” said I, ¢ you must give me in-
dubitable proof that you can make eggs,
and the formula.”

“ Both within the hour, my cautious
one,” agreed Barry. “T can convince you
that I can imitate the chemical process of
the hen in the laboratory. An egg, Jim-
my, is only a compound of nitrogen,
oxygen, sulfur, and hydrogen. Formerly
we were able to do little with the uncom-
bined nitrogen in the atmosphere, but now
that I have heen able to harness it, the
possibilities are incredible. Come with me,
James, and learn how to dispense with the
festive hen!”

So I went with Barry Altemus to his
laboratory, and inside of an hour I had
been taught how to make an artificial egg
that was in every way—taste, quality, and
appearance—the peer of the natural ar-
ticle. I did not pay him the two thousand
dollars until I had myself manufactured
and eaten with relish the chemical product
of Barry’s patient genius. He left town
that night, and the following afternoon I
received this letter:

It was abominably careless of me, Jimmy,
but I believe I neglected to tell you \hat the
artificial product of the chemical hen costs
more than thirty-seven cents apiece to pro-
duce, as you will discover if you attempt to
manufacture. Some day I might be able to
cut down the costs, so keep the formula until
I see you again.

And that was not until one black,
storm-racked night in April, 1917, just

.
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after the United States entered the war
against Germany and her allies. Barry
came knocking on my kitchen door, and
when I opened it to him stalked in with a
gray smile and a look that was as depre-
. cating as anything that had ever appeared
on that granite face.

“ Some crust, eh, Jimmy!” he greeted
me. “ But you must remember you chal-
lenged me to fleece you, and I only did
you in for two thousand when I might just
as easily have nicked you for ten or
twenty. You know that, don’t you, old
pal?”

“Sit down,” I said dazedly.
have you been keeping yourself?”

“In seclusion, Jimmy. I broke out of
the State prison at Hanover last night, and
T’ll not be taken alive!”

“ Barry,” I said, and I wondered at the
tenderness of my own voice, “ I'll put you
up for the night and give you anything you
need, but you can’t stay here.”

“Don’t want to, Jimmy! I broke jail
to do my bit for Uncle Sam, that’s all!”

Unmasked skepticism was so patent in
my face and manner that he hurried on:
“ Of course you can’t believe me, Jimmy,
but I want to fight for, not against, hu-
manity. I'm doing a four-year bit, so I
can’t wait till I'm free again.”

“If you are in earnest, Barry, I can do
something for you. You’d probably be
caught if you attempted to enlist in the
regular army now, but I think I can put
you in our lone company of the National
Guard that leaves in the morning for some
training camp up-State. Will you go
straight, Barry?”

“ After what has happened, you are
willing to accept my word?” )

“1 am—and I don’t know why, unless
it is because you are that type of criminal
who is most difficult for the conventional
mind to fathom—a man of high abilities,
almost a genius, who chooses the paths
without the law rather than those within.
I know that you have been operating for
the past fifteen years, and have been serv-
ing your second prison sentence; but I
also know, from memorable experience of
other, happier days, that you never broke
a solemn promise you made to me.”

¢“ Where
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Barry was briefly silent, apparently in
reminiscent mood.

“ Never to pull another trick!” he solilo-
quized aloud. “ Never to know again the
fun of—”

“ The fun of duping your fellow men—
your friends!” I cut in satirically. “ There
are some people whose present impotence
never weakens their belief in how strong
they are going to be to-morrow. Like the
sniveling little boys they used to be, they
will shake their fists at stronger men and
cry ¢ Just wait!’ It is time for you to make
up your mind whether you want to be a
soldfer or a crook!” -

“I must be a soldier, Jimmy—nothing
else counts. If it were not for this war, I
could never bring myself to quit the life
I've been leading. But it’s for Old Glory,
God bless us, and that’s enough. I know
there are hundreds of other prisoners where
I came from who, if given the chance,
would fight like hell for Uncle Sam and
march back to their cells when the game
was over. That is the way I feel, Jimmy,
and that’s what I mean to do. If I’m not
bumped off it will be two bits for Barry, old
pal—the army and the jail.”

I held out my hand with a quick gesture

of impulsive friendliness.

“And you will never forge another
check?”

“ Never!
friend!”

And never fleece another
1I.

THE next morning I took Barry Alte-
mus to the local headquarters of the
National Guard and introduced him as a
distant cousin by the name of John Bar-
ry. Clean-shaven, nerveless, low-voiced
and dignified, he was hailed as a welcome
addition to our segment of the National
Guard, and when the troop-train pulled
out of Ferrisville he had been sworn in and
uniformed. .

A week passéd, and I was beginning to
plume myself as a saver of men when a
letter came from Captain White, of the
Ferrisville Guards, which entirely con-
vinced me that fellows like the inventor of
the chemical hen only serve their turn by
adding to the general fertility of the soil
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when they are dead and buried. Captain
White wrote:

I am sorry to inform you that your
cousin John Barry has deserted. He was a
rare good soldier until we were ordered to
move further up the State for guard duty, and
then he moved completely out of the picture.
If your physical disabilities did not prevent,
I would love to have you in his place, but I
know that, like hundreds of others, you can
creditably do your bit at home. Your cousin’s
strongest wish was to get a crack at the Huns,
but I hardly think bhe has gone over there

" alone. .

And neither did I. Barry Altemus had
been as close to my affections as the flesh
to my bones, but I had nothing save un-
witerable contempt for a deserter. I had
commiseration and forgiveness for the
crook, but only loathing and contempt for
the coward.

Fully nineteen months later 1 persuaded
Colonel Roy St. Leger, of the First Cana-
dian Rifles, to deliver his lecture in Ferris-
ville. We had no auditorium large enough
to contain all who wanted to hear the fa-
mous warrior, so he was obliged to speak
in the open from a stand I had caused to
be erected near the railroad station. -

Flitting about in the crowd with sleep-
less vigilance, caring for the comfort and
auricular deficiencies of our older citizens,
I somehow contrived to get uncommonly
interested in a neighbor’s flattering com-
ment upon the arrangements made when
the Ferrisville band burst into the glorious
strains of “ The Star-Spangled Banner.”
As we stood uncovered the while the na-
tional anthem tingled the blood in our
veins there suddenly arose a great clatter
of shrill, vehement voices.

‘“ Knock it off his head!”

“ Where’s he trying to push to?”

“ Knock him down!”

There was a whirling eddy of human
bodies not twenty yards from the speak-
er’s stand, then a man was flung savagely
to the ground and trampled upon by fren-
zied feet. I caught a glimpse of his face
as he went down, and before I thought
the words had tumbled out of my mouth:
‘“ Barry—the deserter!”

In an instant, from all around me, came
harsh cries and harsher threats:
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“ He wouldn’t take his hat off, the cur!”

“ Barry—the deserter!”

“ Let’s lynch the skunk!”

“ Barry, the deserter, wouldn’t remove
his hat!”

“ Soak him for me!”

“Barry, is it?” 1 heard Colonel St.
Leger cry, and in a twinkling his two hun-
dred pounds of clean bone and sinew cut
a path to the side of the prostrate man.

“ Stop this, men!” he thundered. * Stop
it, or by Heaven I'll—” His hand dropped
to his sword-hilt.

The band ceased playing; the mob of
breathless men who had stamped Barry
in the mud paused, panting and defiant. The
crowd stood still in statued expectation.

“This man is under my protection!”
rasped the colonel, his eyes hard as steel
marbles. “I know his story from his own
lips, and you shall hear every word of it,
too! He is a hero I am proud to have
served with—a man who has just been
mustered out of the English army with
honorable wounds and record. Mr. Nel-
son, may I trouble you to assist our friend
Barry to the waiting-room over there?”

Too dazed for speech, and for a space
too astonished for action, I took Barry
Altemus, bloody and bewildered, into the
little waiting-room, made him comfortable
on a bench, and looked the questions my
lips refused to frame.

“ The chemical hen’s come back to roost,
Jimmy!” he gasped. “I1 had to desert
when they sent us up to Hanover to guard
the prison, but I enlisted with the Cana-
dians. I came back as soon as I-could.”

Outside a vast torrent of cheers broke
from the crowd as St. Leger concluded a
graphic recital of Barry’s exploits, and
again the strains of “ The Star-Spangled
Banner ” throbbed through the air.

Barry lurched to his feet.

“Take my hat off, Jimmy!” he cried
out. “ Both arms are paralyzed, you know.”

I removed his hat, my cheeks frankly
wet, and he grinned at me with something
of his old devilishness.

“Can’t forge any more checks now,
Jimmy!” he said grimly. ‘ And maybe I
can improve on the chemical hen while I'm
doing the unfinished bit up at Hanover!”
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WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

INETEEN-YEAR-OLD Mary Glenn upsets the expectations of her family and suitor, Donald
Foshay, by beceming infatuated with a certain Captain Victor Little. Angered by her father’s
dtsa.ppmval of the man, whose reputation is none too good, Mary agrees to clope with him if

he cannot win het father’s conmsent to the match. When old John Glenn ejects him from the
house Mary goes to London and secretly marries him. The ceremony is barely finished when the
warning of a man mamed May sends Captain Little from her. He promises to write, but does
not, andMarybecomwoonvmoedthat she has made a dreadful mistake, especially when she
comes to love Donald and is not free to marry him. Ignoramt of her marriage her father and
Donald plan to help her forget Little by causing to be printed a notice of his death in India, which
she believes. Soon after she marries Donald, A son is born to them, and Mary feels safely happy

until one day she is seen by Mr. May, who follows her home.
, trembling in fear that her past will rise to destroy her happiness.

receives him

He sends in his name and she

CHAPTER VII.

THE LIE.

“ HAT do you want?” Mary de-

\ x / manded.

Mr. May’s oily features were
set in an amiable grin. Not for nothing
" had he lived by his wits as far back as
memory carried him. It had taken him
about ten seconds to size up this situation
with an accuracy that did his power of ob-
servation credit.

The woman was afraid of him, and that
could only mean one thing—there was a
man in the background, possibly a husband
who had not been told of her youthful ad-
ventures. And here were prosperity and
pearls all ripe for the plucking.

“ What do you want—why have you
come here?” Mary demanded again.

“ Well, it’s this way, ma’am,” he began

slowly. “ You remember the last time we
met, you wanting to know something of
Captain Little, and me saying I'd be glad
to forward any letters for you—”"

“That isn't why you've come here—
followed me, I suppose,” she interrupted,
her voice sharp but shaking horribly.
“You know very well that Captain Little
is dead.”

“Oh, is he?” Mr. May seemed gen-
uinely surprised. In fact, he was surprised.
“ When did he die, ma’am?”’

“ It will be two years ago this October,”
she said a little more steadily.

Mr. May’s eyes opened wide and he
pursed his lips in a silent whistle. Was
she trying to bluff him? If so, two could
play at that game. Very well, he had no
objection to agreeing that Captain Little
was dead. It didn’t matter one way or
the other as far as this lovely young lady

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for November 12,
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was concerned; she was just as much afraid
of being found out.

. “ And so you have married again, ma’am.
Very comfortably, I should judge, by the
look of things. H-m—well, it does my
heart good to see any one so prosperous
in these ’ard times. H-m.”

“You want money, I suppose,” Mary
said, nearly choking with indignation.

Mr. May endeavored to be facetious.

“ Now, ma’am, was there ever a time
when I didn’t? But there it is, sometimes
you’re up and sometimes you’re down, and
at the present moment I'm considerably
down. That’s the word for it—down. I've
a cheerful disposition; always look on the
bright side. And when I saw you to-day,
tripping it so light-’earted, I says to my-
self, now there goes Captain Little’s sweet
young widder, and me being such a friend
of her late husband, it ’d be a natural
pleasure to her to loan me a ten-spot or
so. That’s what I said to myself, ma’am,
and I can see it in your eye that I wasn’t
mistaken. Just a loan, ma’am. I've a lit-
tle speculation in mind—a twenty-to-one
shot and a certainty—and to-motrow or
next day I could pay you back.”

Mary snatched up her hand-bag, which
was lying on a table, and opened it with
trembling fingers.

Mr. May watched her greedily.

“ Of course, twenty pounds would be of
more use,” he suggested with a gentleman-
ly cough.

She poured the entire contents of her
purse and note-case into his hands, taking
care that her fingers did not come into con-
tact with his. There was a little over
twenty pounds all told.

“ Now go, please, and don’t ever come
" here again. I don’t want to be paid back.
I don’t want ever to see you again. Do
you understand?”’

He stuffed his wealth into a pocket, re-
garding her meanwhile with an abstracted
air.

“Yes, I think I understand,” he said
slowly. “ Thank you kindly, ma’am, and
good day to you. You've saved a desper-
ate man from a watery grave, that’s what
you have. I'm sure it ’ll always be a pleas-
ure to you to remember that.”
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Afterward she had a confused memory
of ringing for Johnson and of Uriah May
being shown out, bowing and scraping in
a manner which told its own story to the
disgusted butler. Johnson knew that the
queer visitor had come for money and ob-
tained it. It was none of his business,
of course, but still he could not help won-
dering, and as the day progressed he won-
dered more and more.

Now, there is this to be said on beha.lf
of a blackmailer—for the first day or so
after he has levied his tax one may feel
reasonably safe. One may even hope that
he will not come again. Perhaps he will
find a heart, resurrect a dead conscience, or
—most to be hoped for—inherit a fortune
of his own. But none of these things hap-
pen very often.

From the start Mary had made a fatal
mistake. She should have had him turned
away from her door-step by the police if
necessary and if he had dared to risk their
being sent for.

It was just touch and go with him
whether she was a good subject for black-
mail or not. He did not know. He did
not even know her name—as yet.

Even had she gone so far as to see him,
and then straightway laughed in his face
when he made his veiled demands, he
would have slunk away with a sigh for just
one more notch in his record of failure.

But she had been afraid, and he saw that
at once. _

He came jauntily out of the little house

"with money in his pockets, a man again—

and to-morrow was Derby Day. He was
really quite grateful to the former Mrs.
Little.

Now, what could her new name be?
Who was her husband? Queer, her saying
that Captain Little had been dead for
nearly two years. Of course, he might be
dead now, for all Uriah May knew. Their
paths hadn’t crossed for a good while. But
not two years ago—oh, no, decidedly not.
This was going to be an interesting and
undoubtedly remunerative game, much
better than horse-racing had proven lately.

Mr. May crossed the street and took a
good look at the house from which he had
just emerged, making a mental note of its
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pumber. It was then that he first saw the
steel bars protecting the nursery windows.
His eyebrows went up.

“There’s a kid!” be commented.
“'That’s funny. I wonder if she ever was
married to Little? Or did he only just say
so? H-m—that’s doocid funny. I know
real pearls when I see ’em. What made
her take up with Little?r Wonder where
he is—wonder if he’s really dead. Rub-
bishy chap—always on the brag, and al-
ways on the wrong horse. No judgment.
I liked him, and then again 1 didn’t.”

From the servants’ sitting-room in the
front basement a severe eye was fixed apon
him, although he was unconscious of it.
Johnson would very much have liked to
go over and boet him out of the square.

In the drawing-room Mary lay back in
a chair with a bottle of smelling-salts held
to her nostrils. After it was all over and
the man had gone, she came perilously
near to fainting. Instinct told her that
he would come back again for more money.
Her secret was no longer her own. She
shared it with this vile little man. Per-
haps he would be content with compara-
tively small sums which she could manage;
but there would always be the dread, the
uncertainty, hanging aver her.

Wouldn’t it be better,to tell Donald at
once?

A shiver ran over her. Ever since their
marriage the slightest reference to Victor
Little had been anathema to Donald.
There were some things which even he,
generous and big-hearted as he was, found
it hard to forget. That dreadful night, for
instance, when he had walked the terrace
while she was keeping a love tryst with
Victor in the Privet Maze. Also, it had
hurt Donald terribly because she had chung
so to the memory of her first love even
after he had abandoned her, and would not
marry the man she had come to love until
assured that Victor Little was dead.

More than that, even the fact of having
kept her secret so long made it almost im-
possible to confess now. She might have
done so at first. Indeed, in this moment
of anguish, she realized that for her own
peace of mind she should have told Don-
ald.
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When the telephone bell rang she began
to understand the long reign of terror that
was before her. She sat rigidly, waiting
until Johnson had answered it and came up
to give her the message.

“ The master says he will be detained at
the office, madam, and not to wait tea.
He'll be home about seven.”

“ Oh, thank you,” Mary replied, sud-
denly as limp as a rag. “ And I don’t
want any tea.”

What was it, exactly, that she bad ap-
prehended? Would it be like this to her
very grave—that every time the telephone
or door-bell rang, or a shadow crossed her

path, she would half die of fear?

There was that delightful dinper she hnd
planned, and the new frock, which the
dressmaker had sent home at the cleventh
hour.

Donald would expect to find her more
than usually cheerful to-night; and, in-
deed, it would be a poor return for his
generous kindness were she to show a sorry
face.

Besides, just for the moment, everything
was all right.

She dragged herself up-stairs, put on a
tea-gown, and then ascended the next flight
to the nursery.

It was Jimmy’s bath-time, usually the
most cheerful hour of the day. The little
fellow crowed and held out his arms to her.

“ He knows you, madam. He’s that cun-
ning already,” said Ellen.

Mary smiled wanly and sat down on a
low chair, her chin propped in her hands.
The nursemaid did not know what to make
of it, and glanced shyly at her once or
twice before venturing to hope that she was
feeling quite well.

“ Oh, yes, Ellen—except a little head-
ache. The sun was very strong this after-
noon, and I walked home all the way from
Piccadilly.”

“There, now—you didn’t ought to’ve
done it,” sympathized Ellen. * Perhaps a
lay-down before dinner 'l do you all the
good in the world.”

“ Perhaps it will,” Mary assented list-
lessly.

"When she was alone in her bedroom she
burst into tears. Was her whole life to be
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ruined for one mad hour of girlish folly?
It was too cruel to contemplate. The very
love she bore her husband and her child
was tainted with the bitterness of that old
folly. Surely, it could not be called by a
harsher name. The sin, if sin there were,
had been in not telling Donald, and in the
beginning she had kept silent as much for
his sake as her own. Why should Donald
suffer any more than was necessary just
because she had been an utter and complete
fool?

Languid from the fit of weeping, she in-
spected the new frock, and finally whipped
herself into a proper mood to greet her
" husband.

It was a lovely little dress, cream lace
over very pale pink, and the pearls gave
it a superior air of distinction. The house-
maid had just hooked her into it when she
heard Donald’s voice and step in the hall.

A lump came into her throat. Was she
going to cry again?

She greeted him with exaggerated gaiety;
it was almost theatrical.

During dinner Johnson got a severe

shock. '
- “ And what have you been doing with
yourself this afternoon?” Donald asked as
they settled -themselves at the beautifully
arranged little table.

“ Oh, nothing, absolutely nothing,” Mary
replied.

“ How dull! No visitors?”

“ Not a living soul,” she said.

Then, for one fleeting second she caught
the butler’s eyes and a flush of shame
dyed her face. :

Johnson had heard her tell her husband a
deliberate lie.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
BETTY FINDS A RING.

HEN. three weeks had passed and

Mary saw no more of Uriah May,

her fears began to die down. She
breathed again, as it were. Life was re-
suming its normal trend, and Donald, to
whom her nervousness and slightly hag-
gard face had given great worry, was glad
to see that she was improving.
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There had been just an idea that she
might be on the verge of a nervous col-
lapse.

“I think you're better, darling,” he said
one morning when she announced that she
had had a really good night’s sleep.

“I'm sure I am. Isn’t it silly of me,
Donald, to have nerves at my age?”

“It's because youre a little country
girl,” he replied, “ and I'm a pig to keep
you tied here in London when you and
Jimmy would be ever so much healthier
and happier at Glenn Towers.”

“Not happier,” she corrected gravely.
“1 shouldn’t be happy anywhere without
you, Donald.”

He gave her a big hug and then surveyed
her solemn little face with tender anxiety.
During those past three weeks she had
puzzled him very much. He could put his
finger on almost the moment from which
the change dated—from when they had
parted after buying the pearl necklace.
Mary had not been quite the same when
he came home that evening. There had
been a note of forced gaiety in her voice,
a shrillness in her usually sweet laughter,
an hysterical tendency to start and weep
at nothing.

“ Dear, I've been wondering if you really
are happy—I mean as happy as you hoped
to be,” he said, hating that tragically sol-
emn look in her eyes.

Her lips quivered. “ How can you say
such a thing? I'm the luckiest, happiest,
and proudest woman in the world.”

“ Thank you, dear. All the same—you
must have a change. Father Glenn will be
delighted to have you and the boy for a
visit, and I can always manage week-
ends.”

“1I can’t leave you,” she whispered tear-
fully. “ Don’t ask-me to, Donald.”

“ Don’t think I waent you to go.”

“Oh, I know you don’t. You’re only
thinking of me—but you see, I'm thinking
of me, too. I shouldn’t have a moment’s
peace of mind—”

She broke off short, appalled at the
thought of what she had been on the point
of blurting out. But Donald was quite un-
suspecting.

“You flatter me, madam,” he said,
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making her a deep bow. “1I shall soon be
taking a larger size in hats.”

In the end they compromised about her
going to Glenn Towers. She and Jimmy
and Ellen were to go on ahead and Don-
ald was to beg a week from the office, or
rather more, since it would last from one
Saturday until the second Monday fol-
lowing.

Although she should have to do without
him for two or three days, it would amount
to her having a fortnight, and most of it
with him,

There was just one little fly in the oint-
ment, and that was a pretty one—to wit,
the Honorable Mrs. Frederick Glenn.
Betty was still keeping house for her
father-in-law, and still slightly piqued be-
cause Mary had got Donald after all. But
that was a small matter; the victor ean
afford to smile. Only the victor was net
at the present moment in a gmiling mood
about anything, and even at the best of
times Betty could irritate her, especially
by being too friendly with Donald.

However, the first part of the program
passed off as arranged.

Oh, it was rather good to be back in
the beautiful home of one’s childhood.
The servants, most of whom were like old

. family friends, went into such ecstasies over
Jimmy that Betty feared her Pekingese
pets were in danger of being slighted. But
she, too, thought Jimmy a wonderful child,
and she was very friendly and sweet to
Mary—suspiciously -so, if Mary had taken
the trouble to think.

“It’s simply lovely having you here,”
she said, as though Glenn Towers and all
within it were her property. ‘“Now do
hurry and change. I'm dying for a nice,
cozy chat with you. Tea will be ready in
about ten minutes.” Then she added, a
little irrelevantly: “ We're having duck-
lings for dinner—our own—with early peas
from the garden.”

After all, Mary thought contritely, Bet-
ty wasn’t such a bad sort, if one only took
her the right way. Of course, she was a
little frivolous and selfish, and sometimes
she was ¢ catty” about other women—
but, then, so are all of us on occasions.

It seemed easier to forget Uriah May
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away off here In the country, and if only
Donald could come now, at once, Mary
felt that she really would be cured of her

What if May called again when she was
not there, and Johnson told Donald about
it, and that the man had called before?
What if he dared to approach Donald?

But she tried to put those sickening
fears from her, hurriedly removed the stains
of travel, and went down to join Betty in
the living-hall. Her father had driven over
to the near-by market town that moming,
and was not expected back until gix or
seven,

“1 wanted you all to myself this after~
noon,” said Betty in the most flattering
way. “So I've given orders that we are
not at heme. Anyway, I expect you’d
rather rest. You don’t look awfully well.”

“I'm well enough,” Mary replied.
“Just a little run down. London really
does agree with me, but of course I love the
country.”

“T’d change places with you any day,”
Betty remarked with 2 wry smile. “ Dur-
renmead is a dull hole, and the peoplel
How any one can stand them passes my
comprehension. Always poking their noses
into one’s affairs and prying about. One
can’t so much as be seen with a man with+
out all the gossips clacking.”

Mary smiled mischievously. -

“1 agree there is a fair amount of talk
in this neighborhood—but what special
scrape have you been getting into, Betty?”

Betty laughed, too.

“ Oh, any amount. Nothing special,
I'm always furnishing food for scandal.
Speaking of food reminds me we'’re going
to have ducklings for dinner.”

“You've already told me that,” Mary
interrupted.

“T know. But I want to tell you some-
thing awfully queer. This particular pair
were chosen for slaughter because they felt
their own swimming-bath wasn’t smart
enough, and they would persist in breaking
bonds and establishing themselves at the
Lily Pond. So now we’re going to eat
them, and perhaps that will teach them a
jolly good lesson.”

“ Poor little chaps,” said Mary, slightly
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puzzled as to what all this was leading
to, if anything. Betty’s chatter. was apt to
be inconsequential.

Suddenly Betty opened her right hand
and held it out to Mary.

In the palm lay a band of bright gold—
a wedding ring.

“ Cook found this in one of the duck-
ling’s insides,” she said. “Isn’t that—
queer?”

Mary knew that she was expected to ex-
amine the thing, but she would almost as
soon have touched a viper; she knew that
she ought to exclaim with surprise at this
uniquely obtained ornament, but the words
would not come.

“It’s a wedding ring,” Betty informed
her.

“ Yes—it looks like one,” she managed
to reply.

“ Somebody must have lost it in the
Lily Pond, and one of those inquisitive
ducklings found it instead of the worm he
was looking for.”

“Yes, of course,” Mary said hoarsely.

She knew that she was as pale as death,
and her whole body felt as though turned
to ice, but as an animal will tear at the
paw which holds him to the cruel trap she
still hoped desperately for escape. Per-
haps careless Betty hadn’t thought of look-
ing to see if there was an inscription. She
forgot that Betty, though careless, was as
inquisitive as the duckling which had been
the cause of the trouble.

“Do look at it. There’s something
written inside—awfully queer. ° Victor to
Mary, June 6th—’” ’

The eyes of the two women met, and
Betty laughed. It was a soft laugh, low
and very terrible; it was the laugh of a
woman who held not only a wedding ring
in the soft palm of her little hand, but
the heart of her successful rival.

“T've looked up the date,”’ said Betty,
her voice as hard as nails, “ and it’s short-
ly after Clarissa was married. About the
time you were so frightfully in love with
Captain Victor Little, and everybody
thought you were going into a decline or
- something. You kept Donald hanging
about, playing with him, until your father
got news of Captain Little’s death.”
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“ Why not say straight out what you
think you've discovered?” Mary said
quietly.

This was infinitely worse than having
Uriah May hanging over one’s head. May
was as a tender young kitten to this
tigress who had been balked of her prey.

Again came that soft, indescribably
cruel laugh.

Useless for Mary to deny that “ Victor
to Mary ” followed by that incriminating
date meant anything but exactly what it
did mean. The names together with the
date proved a clear case. But not neces-
sarily did it prove that she had actually
married the man.

“ My dear Mary, I think you’re being
ungrateful,” said Betty. She had changed
her tone and was cooing now. “If I had
wanted to be unpleasant and make trouble
for you, I could have shown the ring to
your father; if it had been in my mind to
make serious mischief I could have shown
it to Donald. Instead of which—”

“ Donald knows all about it,” Mary in-
terrupted fiercely.

She was in a corner now, and must lie.

“Donald knows you were married to
Captain Little?”

“ He knows that I was engaged to him
—that we were to have eloped. Captain
Little gave me the ring to keep. I—I
had changed my mind about eloping. Still,
1 felt bound to him—Ilong after he had gone
away. You see, Betty, Captain Little threw
me over.”

“And so you took Donald as sort of
second best,” sneered Betty.

“ Oh, no, no!”

“ What else was it? How complimented
Donald must have felt.”

Here was Betty, who had wanted him
herself, roughly bruising their wonderful
love, telling her that she had thrown con-
tempt upon Donald, calling him * second
best.” '

“ And when you learned that Captain
Little was dead, you threw your wedding
ring into the Lily Pond and married Don-
ald,” Betty went on. ‘ Has Donald ever
seen that ring?”

({3 No.”

“If he saw it, isn’t it rather likely that
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he'd think you had carried your elepement
plaos to their logical conclusions?”

The object of this controversy had beea
~ deposited upon the tea-table, and at this

point Mary leaned forward and picked it
up, slipping it into the pocket of the jersey
she was wearing.

“1 cannot say what Donald would
think,” she replied, “ but I don’t feel that
it’s necessary for me to test his love. Don-
ald does love me. I'd rather die than hurt
him. Oh, Betty "—her voice rose on a
passionate note— weren’t you ever unwise
or foolish in your life? Didn’t you ever
do anything that you wished with all your
heart and soul you could unde? I sup-
pose everybody has. I was mad—infatu-
ated—completely last to sense or reason;
whatever you like to call it. I'd met so
few men outside the family, and Denald
had always seemsed ene of the family. I
had to grow up before I knew that I loved
him; that he was the ope man in the
world I ever oould really love. You've
no idea how wildly happy we've been,
Betty.”

Betty’s blue eyes were very hard. She
had no wish to hear about the happiness
of Mary’s wedded life. It infariated her.
“ What are you telling me all this for?
What is it leading up to?” she demanded.

“J dom’t know really.” Mary made a
gesture of hopelessness, “I only thought
perhaps you’d be kind enough to keep this
discovery to yourself—"

“ That you were married secretly to
Captain Little?”

“ No, no!” Mary crimsoned. She was
a dreadfully poor liar. “Only that I had
meant to elope with hxm, and that he’d
actually bought this ring.”

“But you said Donald knew that,”

sneered Betty.

Poor Mary had indeed floundered; the
most credulous child would know that she
was not telling the truth, but having set
her hand to this plow, she must pursue the
crooked furrow.

“ He doesn’t actually know about the
ring,” she said tremulously. “ And it was
all so long ago, Betty. Donald can’t bear
any mention of Captain Little. It upsets
him dreadfully, and if any one told him
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ebout this he’d only be hurt. Don’t you
understand?”

“1 understand, at least, what you want.
You want the whole thing hushed mp—
forgotten.”

“ fsn’t it the only merciful thing to do?”

“Are you begging me for mercy?”
Betty’s voice was scornful.

“If it comes to that, I am,” Mary re-
plied.

The little blond woman laughed, rocking
herself in a very ecstasy of mirth.

“ Oh, how incredibly funny you are! I
can’t help it. You are ridiculous, Mary.
Of course I haven’t the least intention of
telling Donald or anybody.”

Mary’s bands flew to her face, and she
burst into hysterical sobs.

“ Then why did you torture me so?” she
cried. “If you only knew how I have sui-
fered already!”

“I thought you were so happy.”

“1 was until—until quite recently. And
that ring turning up so unexpectedly—it
seems as thought fate was determined to
punish me for something I—I never meant
to do; samething that should be dead and
buried now beyond all recall.”

She speke almost as though to herself,
and her lovely young face fell into an ex-
pression of pathos and melancholy that
should have melted a heart of stone.

“ Dear me, what a fuss you’re making!”
said Betty, who bated any display of emo-
tion. ‘ For Heaven’s sake, go on being
happy. Don’t let anything I’ve said in-
terfere with it. Be as happy as—h-m—
your conscience will let you. I, for one,
certainly disapprove of husbands and wives
raking up their pasts for each other’s dis-
comfort. Or even the present, if it comes
to that,

“I’'m sure poor Frederick and I would
have separated if we'd been confidential
about many of our little peccadillos. And
men are generally more unreasonable than
women. Personally I advise you #oi to
whisper a word to Donald about that ring.
Heaven knows what he’d think. Now, run
up-stairs and wash your face, my dear.
You look a perfect sight.”

Mary gladly availed herself of this ex-
cuse to get away.

2 A
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In the solitude of her room she tried to
reason away the new terror. Perhaps Betty
had not really meant to frighten her. She
could not quite make Betty out. Now she
was as desperately anxious for Donald to
remain in London as she had been to have
him come to Glenn Towers.

She knew that she would not have one
easy moment while he was here.

A dull headache assailed her, the veins
in her neck and forehead throbbed strange-
ly, and it occurred to her in a flash that
what she had been fearing was actually
going to happen. She was going to be ill.

CHAPTER IX.

BETRAYAL.

doctor called it a mild attack of

l brain fever. Mary was delirious and

babbled strangely of Victor Little

and a man whose brown bowler hat of-

fended her. Once she said to the man in

the brown bowler, who apparently stood

leering at her from the foot of the bed:

“ If only you'll go away and promise never

to come back again, I'll give you my pearl
necklace.”

Donald heard some of these ravings, and
whenever the poor girl mentioned Little’s
pname he winced as though a sharp blow
had been dealt him.

Her cries to the supposedly dead lover
were all”on the same note: * Oh, why
didn’t you write me, Victor? Why did you
go off and leave me with never a word?
The silence was so cruel—so terribly cruel!
What had I ever done to you, Victor, to be
treated like that?” _

Donald would set his teeth and go quick-
ly out of the room. Never once did she
mention his name.

It was an anxious time, and when, in
September, Mary emerged from convales-
cence, she found that the illness had taken
serious toll of her youth. She was beau-
tiful, but too spiritual-looking for this
world. She had little strength and less will
to do anything.

Everybody was kindness itself. Her fa-
ther and the host of brothers and sisters
vied with each other to coax her back to
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her old self. Donald, of course, was her
slave.

Yet one person at Glenn Towers marked
a change in Donald. Betty, too, had heard
some of the things poor Mary had raved
in her deirium; and it was Betty who un-
derstood why Donald’s eyes had lost their
merry twinkle and could not regain it even
after Mary had been pronounced well on
the road to health agam

Donald knew that in the background of
Mary’s life there still lurked the sinister
shadow of the man she had loved before
she discovered that she loved him. He
knew that she was unhappy because of Vic«
tor Little, even though she believed the
man to be dead.

But even in delirium Mary had kept the
vital part of her secret. Something stand-
ing guard in her unconmscious brain had
warned her not to talk about her first

marriage.

During this period of anxiety it had been
quite natural for Donald and Betty to see
a great deal of each other. Betty was
greatly harassed by the procession of
nurses and relatives which came to Glenn
Towers. True, it was the housekeeper who
had to do with the actual arrangements,
but Betty liked to think that the whole re«
sponsibility rested on her own shoulders.

Whenever possible she coaxed Donald to
let her take him for a drive in her little
car, and he went only to please her be-
cause she complained of being completely
worn out with worry.

Betty was also very motherly with little
Jimmy, and made a point of fussing over
him whenever Donald was at hand.

Being but a mere man, these maneuvers

. took him in. Besides, he shared an un-

pleasant secret with Betty. She, too, had
heard some of those ravings about Victor
Little.

He was hurt to his very soul, poor Don-
ald, and Betty’s sympathy was very sweet.

While Mary was still convalescent and
had to go to bed early, Donald would come
down after saying good night to her and
stroll for an hour or so with Betty on the
terrace.

The nights were golden with moonlight
and just cool enough to be enjoyable.
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Betty was what is described as a man’s
woman. She was quite another person in
the company of men—an agreeable, soft
little person, almost too young in the lore
of life to have experienced wifehood and
widowhood. With the exception of old John
Glenn, who saw through her and tolerated
her for the sake of his dead son, all the
men of the family rallied to Betty’s stand-
ard. There had been more than one domes-
tic scene because of some sister-in-law’s
jealousy.

And Betty played them this way and
that, as suited her purpose. ’

But a tragic thing was happening.
Whereas in her early widowhood Betty had
fixed covetous eyes upon Donald mainly
because he would one day be the richest
shareholder in Glenn & Foshay, Limited,
now she was falling head over heels in love
with him.

During the critical period of Mary’s ill-
ness she had wondered—she could not help
herself-—even speculated a little. If Mary
were to die— .

But Mary did not die.

One night on the terrace Betty gravely
discussed with Donald the secret they
shared.

It was none of his doings. He would
have died rather than have spoken of it
of his own free will, but Betty compelled
him insidiously. He always remembered
that night with a shrinking feeling. The
tender spot was touched, even firmly
pressed.

Mary was almost quite well now. She
had been rather cross when they sent her
to bed; also—which no one knew—terribly
apprehensive about something in the air
which he could not define. It was just
a feeling that Betty was at heart a traitor.

Donald came down to the terrace in al-
most a light-hearted mood. Betty did not
know that what occasioned it was Mary
clinging to him with her old-time fervor
~ and demanding to be assured of his ever-
lasting love. ’

“ She’s a troublesome child,” he said as
Betty invited him to hold a match to the
cigarette she always smoked with him after
dinner. “ Said she wouldn’t go to bed—
pretended to be afraid of the dark.” He
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chuckled. It had been a long time since
that boyish laugh had escaped him.

Betty’s hand shook, and the cigarette
was lighted badly. She puffed hard at it.
That note in Donald’s voice filled her with
sick dismay. - Had she hoped to part the
young husband and wife? Did she realize
that it would not be an easy task even for
one so skilled as she in the arts of seduc-
tion. '

“I've often wondered, Donald, if you
have ever had the key to Mary’s inner
life,” she began musingly. “ You say she
is a troublesome child—you think of her
as a child—but I would describe her as a
deeply troubled woman.”

The man caught in his breath with a
sharp, rasping sound.

“ What do you mean?” he asked.

“1 think you know what I mean. That
man, Little, was more to Mary than—than
just an ordinary sweetheart.”

Donald’s nails dug into the palms of his
clenched hands.

“ Mary was in love with Captain Little,”
he said gravely. “ They were secretly en-
gaged. He didn’t treat her very well, for
which I am grateful to him.”

* Are you?” Betty asked. Then, before
he could resent what might seem to be a
suggestion of impertinence she added quick-
ly, “ Oh, if only poor dear Frederick had
been as understanding and patient with my
little sins as you are with Mary’s, then we
would never have quarreled at all.”

“1If your sins were no bigger than Mary’s
then Frederick must have been rather un-
reasonable,” Donald replied.

She looked at him slyly, with a sidewise
glance, and saw that his lips were quivering
for all he spoke so evenly,-and then wave
upon wave there surged up in her breast a
violent, almost annihilating hatred of Mary.
She tried to feel that it was righteous indig-
nation such as the Almighty Himself must
hold toward a young wife who in some way
was certainly deceiving the best husband in
the world.

“Well, of course you knew that Mary
was on the point of eloping with Captain
Little,” she said guilelessly.

“ Good Lord, what can you mean?”

Betty clapped a hand to her mouth with
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a charming gesture that was, nevertheless,
wholly theatrical.

“ I'm so sorry, Donald! I shouldn’t have
mentioned that—I mean, Mary said you
knew all about it. Oh, what a stupid little
fool I am! My tongue will be the death of
me one of these days—but, honestly, Don-
ald, as I live and breathe, Mary told me
that you knew she and Little had arranged
to elope on a certain day. Donald, don’t
look like that! I can’t bear it. Do you
imagine for one moment that I'm lying, or
that I've wilfully betrayed a confidence?”

He said nothing, gave her no cue as
to his innermost felings, and so in a fury
of heart-sickness she was compelled to con-
vince him.

She did lightly, in her own way.

“I'm afraid you don’t believe me, but
since I've said so much—far too much,
really—I must say more. Otherwise, I don’t
know what you’ll think of me, Donald. I
mean, it sounds as though I were trying
wilfully to slander Mary.”

“I don’t know. I don’t know!”
voice had a dull hopeless sound.

Betty crept close to him and laid a little
hand on the arm nearest her.

“ Donald, dear, I don’t want to make you
suffer—”’

“You have already; you may as well go
on. Otherwise—"

“Yes, yes! After all, it’s nothing, really.
The whole thing’s over and done with, isn’t
it? The man is dead, and Mary is your
wife.”

His

“ 1 think you started out to tell me some-

thing,” he said coldly.

She laughed with a nervous air. “ Only
because you seemed to doubt me when I
said—what I'd been told you already knew
—ithat they had once planned to elope.
Why, he'd even bought the wedding-ring
and had it inscribed with their names and
the date.”

Donald was tempted e tell Betty that
she lied, but he forbore.

“Ts that a fact?” he said, trying to be
_ pleasantly sarcastic.

And at that Betty’s hatred of Mary seized
her as a gale shakes slender trees. She
was in the clutch of it.

“A fact? Very well—if you want
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¢ facts’ and drive me to it! Would you like
to see that wedding-ring, which we assume
was never used? Still, Mary treasures it.,
I can tell you where to find it—if you
doubt me. It’s in the pocket of a yellow
silk jersey she was wearing the very day
she was taken ill. The jersey hangs in the
big Dutch wardrobe in her bedroom—she’s
probably forgotten that she left the ring
there, and I suppose one of the maids put
the jersey away when they undressed her
that afternoon.”

Mary had forgotten.

Afterward she wondered how she oould
have been such a fool—and, above all, how
for one little moment she could have trusted
Betty.

Donald had said good night and left her
in bed, but now vitality was returning with
greater strength than showed on the surface.
She had rebelled at being put to bed so
early, and baving napped generously
through the day she was uncomfortably
wakeful.

That queer, uneasy feeling would not let
her rest. Betty was up to something. Don-
ald was Mary’s man, and so delicately
strung were the cords which bound them
together that Mary responsively caught
every alien suggestion.

Scarcely had Donald left her when she
got up again, flinging aside the bed-covers
aggressively, and creeping back into her
clothes with a stealthy, childish air of doing
something which was forbidden.

She was not ill any more; why should
they send her to bed at half past eight?
Donald and Betty—why should they insist
upon her going to bed when she didn’t feel
a bit like it—unless—

They were on the terrace, deep in their
absorbing oconversation, when she came
down.

She crossed the drawing-room, her little
slippered feet making no sound, and she saw
them there together and heard what they
said; she saw Betty’s traitorous hand rest-
ing on Donald’s arm, while the guileless
blue eyes, tear-brimmed, implored him; she
heard herself betrayed.

And it seemed to her that Donald shared
in her betrayal.

After all, what did anything matter now?
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Fifteen minutes later Donald came softly -

into her bedroom and was vastly surprised
to find her sitting bolt upright in a chair
when he had expected her to be asleep.
The room was lit in a spectral fashion by
only two candles, and in her white dress-
ing-gown with her hair all unbound, Mary
looked like the unhappy ghost of the pro-
verbial haunted chamber.

Donald halted on the threshold and she
bade him enter. Her voice was cold and
clear. The expression of tragedy on his face
maddened her, but she had definitely de-
cided upon her line of action.

“ Please come in. I know why you are
here. I couldn’t sleep and I dressed and

- went down-stairs. You didn't hear me—

you and Betty were too busy discussing me
—but I heard what you were saying. Yes,
it is quite true, I had planned to elope with
Victor. I told you I had made him vows
which I could not break. But it is not true
that I've been treasuring that hateful
ring—"

She went on, speaking evenly, telling him
the truth in everything but that one essen-
tial fact, that she had actually gone through
the ceremony of marriage with Victor Little.

And then the miracle happened, as it very
often does between a husband and wife who
love each other dearly.

Donald believed her.

He was all contrition and anguish as he
flung himself on his knees and buried his
face in her lap. .

“ Of course I knew!” he cried with in-
finite self-reproach. “ Only I'm so infer-
nally jealous. The very thought of the fel-
low drives me insane. If ever I meet him
again—"

“ My dear, you forget that he’s dead.”

Donald made no reply. Suppose he were
to tell Mary that, as far as he knew, Victor
Little was not dead?

CHAPTER X,
MR. MAY PLAYS DESTINY.

RIAH MAY led an interesting and
varied life. When in funds he fol-
lowed the race-meetings; Epsom,
Newmarket, Doncaster were all homes to
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him. Yet he really possessed what might
be called his own home, although he never
invaded it unless there was a little money
in his pockets, for otherwise he would not
have been tolerated.

There was a Mrs. Uriah May, but it was
not she of whom he stood in fear. She was
a faded, gray woman who scarcely ever
opened her mouth, and went about like a
shadow doing all the disagreeable tasks of
the household for no greater reward than
her bed and board. Sometimes—when she
could get it—she took in a bit of tailoring
to help make both ends meet.

If she had chosen to recall those happy
days there was a time when she had been
the mistress of five well-trained servants
and had ridden in her own carriage. She
was a widow when May first captured her
fancy—in what circumstances it does not
really matter—a fairly rich young widow.

They had come down now to four rooms
in a great, gloomy house in a shabby neigh-
borhood on the outskirts of Westbourne
Grove, and it was the martinet of the little
family who paid the rent and called the
tune.

Mr. May possessed a daughter who had
been christened Amabel. Could he have
looked well into the future at the time of
her infancy, he would not have chosen such
a meek name for her. Privately he called
her “hell-cat,” but never aloud.

At the period of this story Amabel May
was aged about twenty-two, a clever, dark-
browed girl sometimes beautiful and always
shrewd, and she earned good wages in the
ladies’ costume department of a fashionable
drapery establishment.

Amabel hated her father and adored her
mother. She was one of the few people in
the world that Uriah could not cheat at
some time or another, and when he elected
to rest at home he had ¢o pay his board or
promptly be turned out. Amabel stood no
nonsense from him, and he was mortaily
afraid of her.

That lucky touch of his with Mary had
resulted in quite a long run of good for-
tune. Strange to say, the twenty-to-one
shot he had fixed upon a “ certainty ”’ came
romping home; and it was not the only suc-
cess he had that week at Epsom. At the
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end of it he found himself with something
like five hundred pounds in his pockets.

Being a generous man he made his wife
a surreptitious present of two pounds, and
took her to a moving-picture show, followed
by tea at the Corner House, which was
rather a romantic procedure. He lived at
home for a fortnight and never grumbled
once at being mulcted for his board.

Then, with the bulk of his wealth still
intact, he went over to Ireland—where he
wasn’t so well-known—and opened a book
himself. It took more than a month to
clear him out, but from the first luck was
dead against him.

He came home sadly reduced, and Octo-
ber found him back in the dingy house in
St. Mallow’s Square with only a couple of
pounds or so to face the prospect of the
future. As he remarked frequently, life
was all ups and downs.

It was a Saturday afternoon, raining; he
had caught a cold, and Amabel was at home.

Mr. May had appropriated a corner of
the sitting-room table for his own needs,
and adorned with a woolen stocking reeking
of camphor pinned around his throat, was
seeking- with some difficulty to compose an
important letter.

Mrs. May was in the kitchen—her usual
retreat on the few occasions when father
and daughter happened unfortunately to
foregather at the same time—and Amabel
was sitting near a smoldering fire nervously
stitching on a crépe de Chine blouse which
she hoped to complete in time to wear to a
dance to-night. Her ¢ best boy "’ was call-
ing for her at seven o'clock, and the blouse
was not nearly finished yet.

Occasionally she glanced under level
black brows at her father and scowled, won-
dering what villainy was afoot.

Mr. May’s detective powers had enabled
him, without much trouble, to discover that
the former Mrs. Little was now a Mrs. Don-
ald Foshay, of the well-known firm of Gienn
& Foshay, Ltd., East India merchants, and
that, moreover, she was a Glenn by birth.

When he thought of the beggarly twenty
pounds he had got out of her, he feit
cheated. Of course she did not know how
really valuable his silence was, and it might
be necessary to tell her. Indeed, the market
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price of it was going up by leaps and
bounds. Only last week, by a curious coin<
cidence, a certain rumor he had followed up,
resulted in his getting into touch with a
man he had wanted very much to see.

He composed his difficult letter with one
eye on the clock. If this man kept his ap-«
pointment, he’d be calling here in about an
hour. Mr. May threw an apprehensive look
at Amabel, sighed, dipped his pen in the
ink, and proceeded with the task in hand.

“ Never trouble trouble ’til trouble troub-
les you,” is a good adage, and if the worst
came to the worst he could take his visitor
around the corner to the Angel Arms for
their confab.

“ Dear Madam,” he wrote for the second
time, forgetting that he had decided upon
a curter beginning.

“ Oh, bother it!” He crumpled up the
second sheet, and Amabel remarked sweet«
ly, “ You must be very rich to be able to
waste paper like that.”

“It’s an important business letter, my
dear,” he informed her.

“ Business!” 1t is impossible to give an
adequate description of the scorn in her
voice. -

Mr. May bent to it now, being terrified
to risk wasting another sheet of paper.

Mapam:

Forgive me for intruding upon you, but
things has come up making it necessary. I
am by the way of obtaining a comfortable
little business which would set me up for
life, if only I could get the loan of a thousand
pounds. Two thousand would be-even better.

Happening to think of you I knew you
would not refuse my request. Two thousand
pounds would not be much to a lady in your
posishun. As you do not wish me to come
to your house, will you come to mine? It is
perfectly proper. My wife is on the premises.

I will expect you—

He broke off to-nibble his pen and brood
upon Amabel’s sour young face. He must
nominate a time when there could be no
possible interruption from her.

—I will expect you at three o'clock on this
coming Tuesday.

And am, madam,

Your obedient servant,
URIAE Mavy.

This missive, sealed in a properly ad-
dressed letter, he slipped into the pocket
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of his coat and went out to post, in spite
of the rain and his sore throat. She might
get it by the last post and it would give her
something to think about over the week-
end.

When he had gone Amabel rose quickly,
crossed the room, and made what she could
of the clues he had left behind him. They
were not many, but one was important.
It was the address of Mrs. Donald Foshay
on the scrap of paper where he had jotted
it down, and the impression on the blot-
ting-pad told her that he had been writing
to Mrs. Donald Foshay.

Now Amabel was considerably surprised.

She knew Mrs. Foshay very well. Indeed,
in the establishment which employed Ama-
bel May, Mary was a frequent customer,
also the particular customer of Miss May
in the ladies’ costumes.
- Amabel had been twice to the gay little
house to bring a selection of frocks to be
tried on, and on one occasion she had met
Jimmy.

To her harassed and slightly warped
conception of life, the little house of happi-
ness, Jimmy and beautiful Mary Foshay
had given something infinitely pleasurable.
She was not envious of Mary. She only re-
joiced that such things really did exist in
a world which she herself had found just
a little hateful—such things as love, beauty,
happiness, and wealth, all going hand in
hand.

What had her father to do with Mrs.
Foshay? One could depend upon it that
it was not anything good.

When Uriah May came back from the
pillar-box his daughter was sewing furious-
ly on her blouse, scowling worse than ever.

- She looked up at him, and their eyes met.

In Heaven’s name, what had he done to
her now? He knew she hated him; it was
no new tale; but so far he’d been paying
his board regularly, and that was the only
rock on which they ever split to any serious
extent.

So long as he paid she generally kept
her mouth shut. She kept it shut now, but
certainly the look in her eyes was discon-
certing.

The visitor Mr. May expected was a little
late.
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As time drew in Amabel stitched more
furiously than ever. Would she be able to
finish the blouse? To use an expression
which might have been her father’s—it mat-
tered, and it didn’t. She possessed other
blouses.

He knew that she was going out and he
longed for the moment when she would have
gone. He could deal with his wife, but not
with Amabel.

Still she worked, unmoved from her fury
of stitching, and when the door-bell rang
Mr. May answered the summons.

As he feared, it was not Amabel’s young
man, but the visitor for himself.

They exchanged stilted greetings in the
shabby passage lit by an evil-smelling oil
lamp. :

“ What’s it all about, May? This is a
beastly evening to drag a fellow out. I'm
not so well, you know.”

" “T can see that, captain. And I'm not
feeling any too well myself. It's no good
asking you inside. My family, you under-
stand—all over the place. We'll just trot
across to the Angel Arms—nothing to whet
your whistle here—and talk it over.””

“ Talk what over?”

“You'll be interested when you hear,”
said Uriah May.

As he spoke he was pulling on an ulster
and hiding the offensive neck bandage under
a silk muffler.

Amabe] poked her head out of the door
and took a good long look at her father’s
caller. When she had retreated the caller
said, “ Well, T hope she knows me the next
time we meet.”

“That’s my daughter,” explained Mr.
May. ¢ She always has to find out what’s
going on.”

“ Pretty girl.”

“You wouldn’t think so if you lived with
her. Handsome is as handsome does,” said
Amabel’s father.

The small bar parlor of the Angel Arms
was empty, although the bar itself was full,
and the two men seated themselves at a
small table in the corner. Mr. May ordered
drinks, a bottle of stout for himself and a
double brandy for his guest.

The other man struggled out of his over-
coat and was revealed as the wreck of Cap-
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tain Victor Little. It is doubtful if Mary,
passing him in the street, would have recog-
nized him. Drink and dissipation had ab-
solutely done for him, as was evident in his
bloated face and palsied limbs. There was
also a haunted expression about his eyes
which hinted at some deeper mental worry,
which might have been responsible for his
drinking himself to death.

“ Bless me, but you do look a fair crock!”
exclaimed Uriah May with more truth than
tact. “ What’s the matter with you?”

Little laughed discordantly, “ What isn’t
the matter with me, you mean. Now I'm
free at last, damn it, and haven’t got six
months to live. Well, I'll make it a merry
six months. There’s a little money and I'm
going to have a hell of a time and blow
every brass cent of it.”

“ That’s right,” said Mr. May soothing-
ly. “ Keep your pecker up. Who knows?
Doctors don’t, and that’s a fact. You might
die and you mightn’t, although in the long
un 1 suppose all of us has to go.” He
heaved a deep sigh. “ Oh, well, let’s talk
about something more cherful.”

“ What did you want to see me for?”
Little asked.

Mr. May laid a finger to his nose.

“ Remember that young lady what you
was going to marry—the one in your flat
that day?”

Little nodded indifferently, but a gleam
came into his eye. Perhaps he had not
allowed himself to think of Mary Glenn
since force of circumstances over which he
had had no control had torn him from ther
side.

“ T was married to her,” he said.

Mr. May looked astonished and gave
vent to his almost soundless whistle.

“ The dickens you were, captain!
that was rushing it a bit, wasn’t it?”

“ No doubt.” A

Mr. May coughed softly. “ I—er—hap-
pened to run into her the other day. She
thinks you’re dead.”

“ Well, T soon will be.”

“ She’s married again; got a kid, too.
She did a bit of rushing, too.”

Victor Little suddenly stiffened, and the
hand which held the tumbler of brandy
came down on the table with a bang. He

Well,
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leaned forward, and ugly blue veins showed
on his temples.

"¢ Married—again!” he exclaimed thickly,
¢ She wouldn'’t dare.”

‘“ Ah, that’s just what she has,” said
Uriah May.

“Do you know who she’s married to?”

‘ Chap name of Donald Foshay.”

Victor Little’s face went purple with
anger, :

“ I know the fellow. He gave me a thrash-
ing once, I've never forgotten. So that’s
the man. Well, by God!” v

Mr. May shifted his position uneasily as
Little’s shaking hand mopped the purple
face and the thick lips twitched. No doubt
about it, the captain was a horrible wreck.
What a lesson on the evils of drink. Mr.
May rapped on the table and when the
barmaid responded, he ordered another re-
lay of refreshment, brandy for himself this
time, as well as for the captain. They
both of them needed pulling together for the
important business in hand.

“ He thrashed me—once,” Little repeated
as though to himself.

“ What cheek!” sympathized his friend,
“ Well, you can get even with him now,
can’t you?” ‘

Obviously poor dear Captain Little re-
quired to be led by a better brain than he
himself possessed. He looked so dull, as
though he did not take it in.

“Look here,” May went on briskly.
“ Anyway, you'd like to see her, wouldn’t
you? The girl’s fond of you still, I'm sure.
Wouldn’t you like to see her?”

“I—"" the other hesitated.

“ Wouldn’t you? If it could be arranged
safely, you know, by a mutual friend. Now
what about Tuesday, half past three at my
house? Amabel will be at her shop and my
old woman 1l keep herself out of the way.
You and—er—the former Mrs. Little could
have a nice little chat over old times and
what not. It seems such a pity that just
because two loving hearts ’ave drifted apart,
as you might say, that they can’t go on be-
ing friends.”

Victor Little groaned. “1I loved her.
Yes, I truly did love her, May.”

Mr. May grunted expresively.
so sympathetic that it burt him.

He was
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“ Half past three on Tuesday then. Shall
I come and fetch you?”
“ No, I—I'll be there,” Little said.

CHAPTER XI.
. CANCELED CHECKS—AND NAMES.

ONALD and Mary were back in the
little house off Eaton Square, but
things were not quite as they had

been before. A shadow had stolen over
their happiness. At first it seemed no big-
ger than little Jimmy’s hand, but it grew.

Complete harmony would have seemed
to be restored. It had been a shock to Don-
ald to discover that Mary had at one time
actually fixed a date to elope with Victor
Little, but as he reasoned with himself,
she had been frank enough about her feel-
ings for Little. She had not treasured that
ring, at all, as Betty intimated. She had
cast it from her, and it had only been re-
turned to her in the curious circumstances
already narrated on the very day she was
stricken with illness.

But while Donald could reason himself
out of his jealousy, it was desperately hard
for him to account for the sudden change
which had come over Mary. There was no
doubt about it that she had changed. Not
that she loved him less dearly—it seemed
almost as though she loved him more—but
she was timorous, fearful and given increas-
ingly to those dreadful fits of weeping.

And, though at times she clung to him
piteously, at others she seemed to want him
out of her way.

There was another matter troubling him
which he could not discuss with Mary.

After that dramatic scene at Glenn Tow-
ers when Betty had filled him with all sorts
of ideas he had spoken to her rather stern-
ly. She was not, he said, to spread the
story of that wedding-ring around the fam-
ily. He forbade her to; and Betty had
looked at him with soft reproach in her big
blue eyes. :

“ As though I would, TConald!” she ex-
claimed.

“ Well, see that you don’t,” he said
crossly. :

He did not know that Betty was in love
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with him, but very soon he began to find
himself, quite against his will, forced into
a sort- of friendly intimacy with her.

She had grown tired of Durrenmead and
wished to come to London for the winter.
It was a reasonable enough request, but
old John Glenn had no sympathy with it.
He himself was going to Italy, and it was
rather selfish of him to insist upon Betty
occupying Glenn Towers in solitary state
during his absence, but that was what he
tried to do. He had made her a personal
allowance of* four hundred pounds a year,
and he refused to increase it by a penny,
so that with her extravagant habits it would
have been impossible for her to take even
a modest flat in London, unless help were
forthcoming from another quarter.

So it was not only Mary who was being
blackmailed, but Donald as well. Because °
she was keeping the secret of the ring Betty
began to ask him for money. At first it was
a moderate sum to pay an overdue dress-
maker’s bill. Then she came to London
and established herself in a small but very
expensive flat in King Charles’s Court, and
almost at once she got into money diffi-
culties.

Donald found himself being rung up by
her at odd moments. She appeared several
times at the office without invitation and
made him take her out to lunch; and before
he knew how it happened at all he was
stopping at King Charles’s Court on his
way home as much as twice a week and
sometimes oftener.

He thought he understood why he had
been singled out as her financial adviser,
even though there were pleni7 of other
brothers and brothers-in-law quite as well
qualified for the task; but there it was, he
thad allowed himself to be blackmailed, and
now he had gone too far to refuse her.

His salary was big, but when—to dry
Betty’s tears and insure the holding of her
tongue—he felt obliged to hand over to her
anything from ten to fifty pounds a week,
the affair began to get on his nerves. Al-
ways she protested that it was the last
time, that he was ever so good, and she
herself overwhelmingly grateful—but the
last time was not yet in sight.

Accordingly, there were two worried peo-
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ple in the little house which had once been
a house of happiness; two people with
secrets they could not share with each other.
For Donald had not told Mary anything
about all those checks, nor of his frequent
calls upon Frederick Glenn’s widow.

It must not be supposed, however, that
it could be kept an entire secret from the
family. The sisters and sisters-in-law did
not like Betty, and they wondered how she
could afford to live so extravantly.

Thomas Glenn saw them lunching to-
gether one day in the big city chop-house,
and he told his wife, who told all the other
wives with the exception of Donald’s.

Often the hovering figure behind the
drawing-room windows waited until tea
time was long past before the taxicab
dashed up with Donald, and on those occa-
sions he was in such a cross mood that to
question him as to why he was so late was
fatal.

There had been three quite serious quar-
rels in the little house.

Then something definite happened.

It was a Saturday afternoon—destined
to be a very fatal Saturday in several re-
spects—and there could be no excuse to
detain Donald. He had telephoned, how-
ever, saying that he could not get home for
lunch and that he might possibly go straight
from the office to Beckenham for a couple
of rounds of golf. Mary was not to worry
if he was late.

She lunched that day with Mrs. Thomas
Glenn, and all through the theal Beatrice
had made veiled remarks about the source
of Betty’s income.

“If you ask me,” Beatrice said with a
meaning laugh, “ 1 think she’s passing the
hat around the family. You know what
men are.”

Of them all, Mary had most reason to be
jealous of Betty. She went home nursing
the idea Beatrice had planted in her mind.
Only last week Donald had grumbled at the
size of the housekeeping bills, and never
before had such a thing happened. He
had also said he could not afford to order
himself some new winter suits and an over-
coat.

Mary went straight up-stairs to Donald’s
little den and sat down at his desk, which
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he kept rather untidily. Most women will
agree that it is a wife’s privilege to do what
she did. Donald never looked anything up,
and it was an easy matter to find the last
batch of canceled checks which had been

" returned from the bank, together with his

pass-book, only a few days ago.

All told, there were seventeen checks
made out to the Hon. Mrs. Frederick Glenn,
ranging in amounts from five to a hundred
pounds. ' :

Mary sat back aghast.

Donald—her Donald—was like all the
other men in the world!

She rose up, readjusted her veil to hide
the pallor of her face, and ordering a taxi
had herself driven to King Charles’s Court.

Donald’s patience had been strained to
the breaking point that morning, and when
he rang up to say he could not be home
for lunch and might play golf in the after-
noon, he stated the innocent truth.

A business associate from out of town
had claimed him for lunch, but shortly after
one o’clock it came on to rain, and the
downpour increased to such an extent that
golf was impossible. -

Twice during the morning Betty had rung
up to implore him to look in on her that
afternoon, “just for a minute or two.”
There was some technicality about her lease
that she wanted explained. She felt that it
was going to be too expensive for her to
continue living at King Charles’s Court,
but the landlords were being most unpleas-
ant on the subject of subletting. And here
she was, tied to the flat for the winter un-
less she could sublet; and how was she to
live in it if she couldn’t pay her rent?

Donald assured her that there could not
possibly be any difficulty. No reasonable
landlord could refuse to allow her to sub-
let if she found a satisfactory tenant.

But this was not what Betty wanted, and
he knew it. He was beginning to detest
her. After all, it was a very feeble threat
she held over him. Did it really matter
what lies and rumors she spread?

In a way it did. For the man, Victor
Little, was not dead. Roger Wilton, the ini-
tial cause of Little’s coming to Glenn Tow-
ers, had seen the fellow quite recently at
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the Junior Paddock Club. Clarissa’s brain«
less husband had rather a weakness for the
- turf, and the Junior Paddock was one of
his favorite haunts, He told Donald on
one of the rare occasions when they hap-
pened to meet, that he had seen Captain
Little and that the man had obviously
“ gone to the dogs.” b

It would not be at all pleasant if Betty
started spreading vague rumors about
Mary’s past interest in this creature when
he was alive and here in London. Some-
how, Donald had got into the habit of
thinking of him as dead, and it was a shock
to learn that he wasn’t. Donald’s sole
thought was to protect his dear young wife
and regain with her that wonderful happi-
ness which seemed to be slipping away from
them in such an inexplicable fashion.

The second time Betty rang him up he
said he would try to find some time dur-
ing the afternoon to call upon her, unless
he went to Beckenham. It was then that
he decided definitely to clear his brain with
golf.

But the rain put an end to that idea.

He lingered as long as he could over
lunch, experiencing in a minor degree the
sensations of a man going shortly to the
scaffold. It was becoming humanly im-
possible for him to give Betty any more
money. The one person he could have
taken in his confidence, his father-in-law,
was far away, and letters explain badly.
Also, it isn’t in the nature of an honorable
man to tell tales on women. Could he
even discuss with old John Glenn the prob-
lem of being blackmailed by Frederick’s
widow?

It was well after three when Donald
found himself on his way to King Charles’s
Court.

How he hated the place! Could Betty,
had she set out with the idea, have hit
upon anything more flamboyantly expen-
sive? She had even jobbed a motor-broug-
ham for her exclusive use.

Who was paying for all this?

The answer was—a weak idiot, his own
fatuous self. .

And he couldn’t afford it. It wasn’t fair
to Mary, nor to his son. One day he would
be a rich man, but he wasn’t one yet, and
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even a rich man may find an ever-increasing
demand upon his purse, apart from normal
expenses, & tedious and unprofitable busi-
ness. The Foshays, like the Glenns, were
a conservative, quiet-living family, and it
went against Donald’s grain to provide
senseless luxuries for a woman who already
had a fine old country house at her disposal
with plenty of society thrown in, could she
find either, or both, to her taste.

He ‘called at King Charles’s Court that
afternoon with every intention of having
the whole matter straight out with Betty.
He might even mention what both of them
knew to be the unpleasant truth—that she
was trading upon his regard for his wife’s
good name. Perhaps that was putting it
a little too strong. Mary’s good name had
never been in question; merely the details
of a love affair in the past which seemed
to have an astonishing and wholly dispro-
portionate influence upon the present.

There was no doubt about it that Betty
was expecting him.

He bhad scarcely been admitted to her
circumscribed—if hopelessly expensive—
suite when he became aware that he was ex-
pected.

Outside the rain was falling monotonous-
ly. The chill of approaching winter was
prematurely in the air. In Betty’s small
drawing-room ‘a wealth of flowers bloomed
and scented, logs burned in the grate, throw-
ing forth blue, green, and orange flames.
She must have drenched them with incense,
for the atmosphere was pungent.

Betty glided into the room wearing an
arch expression and a fearsome tea-gown
arrangement of jade green and peacock-
blue. Long jade earrings dangled from her
pretty ears and she had ¢ bobbed ” her hair!
If there was anything Donald disliked more
cordially than another it was a woman of
mature years with short hair.

“Are you thinking of going on the
stage?” he asked. :

Betty preened herself at a mirror, fluffing
out the short flaxen mop with her heavily
ringed little hands.

“ Don’t you like it?” she asked. “ Every-
body else does. I must have personality—
I must express myself, Donald.”

Donald left unsaid what he wanted to
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say. It would have sounded as if he was
lacking in politeness. Also he had not
come here to discuss Betty’s appearance,
however charming that might be.

“ Sit down, my dear,” she said, indicat-
ing one of the two chairs which had been
drawn companionably to the fire.

“ Thanks. It’s scarcely worth while. I've
got to rush straight off again—"

“ Oh, Donald, how unkind of you!”
Betty pouted and her eyes filled with tears.
‘I wanted so to have a cozy little talk with
you. You needn’t worry that any of the
relatives will come dashing in. I left word
with the head porter that I'm ¢ not at home.’
Except to you. Of course he knows that
I'm always. at home to you.”

Donald frowned. Confound the woman!
She certainly did her best to make him
feel and look a fool. And why put into
words what secretly bothered him very
much?—that if any of the relatives did
come dashing in they would be inclined to
think that he ought to be spending the
afternoon with his own wife instead of with
Frederick’s widow. Which was exactly how
he felt himself.

Nevertheless, he accepted her invitation
to sit down. This might be a longer busi-
ness than he had hoped for. Betty was out
for blood this time. He could pretty well
gage the size of the check she would angle
for by her elaborate method of approach-
ing the subject. And he determined that
she was not going to get it.

‘“ About this affair of your lease—" he
began abruptly. “T’ll see the landlords
if you like. I'm quite sure they’ll allow
you to sublet. Let me have a look at the
lease—or is it only an agreement?”

Betty’s eyes brimmed over.

“ But where am I to live?” she wailed,
spreading her little hands in a gesture of
hopelessness.

“ Glenn Towers is at your disposal, isn’t
it?”

“ That hole' Really, Donald, I can’t
think why you're so unkind to me. Every-
body’s simply beastly to me. Was it my
fault that Frederick ran through every
penny we had and left me a pauper? And
that rich, stingy old man ”—she referred
to her father-m-law “simply rolling in
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money and allows me only a miserable four
hundred a year.” .

Donald shifted uncomfortably. “ Well,
you see, Mr. Glenn has a rather large fam-
ily. He may be rich, but certainly I
shouldn’t call him stingy. All of the girls
have the same allowance, and now that
you're a widow Re’s treated you exactly as
one of his own daughters i

“I believe you’re trying to preach at

me!” she gasped indignantly.

“Not exactly. Only—well, you must
cut your coat according to your cloth,
Betty.”

‘ That means, I suppose, that you're nat
going to help me out any more when I get
into difficulties.” Her voice was hard now.

“But you're always in difficulties,” he
said lamely. “T hate to say so—no doubt
you’ll think I'm stingy, too—but my means
simply won’t run to it. Do be a sensible
girl and go back to Gleen Towers. You
won't have any expenses there at all.”

“You want to get me away from Lon-
don—"

“Not in the least. It’s quite plain that
you cannot live in London on your income,
but there’s no reason why you shouldn’t
visit here as much as you like. Any of the
girls would be glad to put you up—"

“ Would they? Would Mary?”

“T’'m sure Mary would be delighted.” .

Betty laughed harshly. “Little you
know. Why, they all hate me, every
blessed one of them. They’re jealous of
me, Donald—all afraid I'll make eyes at
their precious husbands. And Mary is the
most jealous of them all.”

Donald flushed and drummed impatieng.
ly on the arms of his chair. What Betty
said was true, and he knew it. She was a
great and growing puisance; a wilful child
who yet would not permit herself to be
treated as a child. He longed to shake hen

“If you could only allow me a fixed sum,

Donald,” she said brazenly. “ Say a thou-
sand a year—” :
“ A thousand a year! Good Heavens,

" Betty, are you mad? Why, I haven’t much

more than three thousand myself. We
don’t even keep a car, as you know.”
“T suppose that’s a hit at me—"

“Not a bit. But with the best will in
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the world I can’t do anything more for
you. It isn't fair to Mary and the boy.
You've already run me unpleasantly short.”

- I have run you short? Ha, I like that!
Why did you ever give me any money,
then?”

‘She had certainly put him into a most
uncomfortable position, a.nd mentally the
sguirmed.

“Don’t think I've minded lending a
hand. I don’t begrudge it, Betty—only I
simply can’t go on doing it. I haven’t got

the money.”

“You can get it.” Her voice held a
deadly note. “You can ask your father
for it.”

“ That is something I haven’t the slight-
est intention of doing.” He got up, affect-
ing a jaunty air. ‘ As the editors say, this
correspondence is now closed.”

“ Not quite.”

.She also rose and faced him breathlessly.

. Donald had hoped to be spared the ugli-
ness of open threats, but now he realized
that from the very first everything had tend-
ed toward it.

“ Are you a blackmailer?” he asked.

. “ Perhaps 1 am.”

<1 was beginning to fear so. Well, go
ahead, my dear, and do your damnedest.
However, I may as well warn you that
there is such a thing as a law of libel.”

. “ Ah, you're threatening me/”’ Betty ex-
claimed with her softly cruel laugh.

“ No, I'm only warning you.”

-“ You’ve been afraid of me all this time
because you didn’t want the family to know
how far your precious Mary had carried
her little affair with her first lover—”

“ Be silent. How dare you speak of
Mary in that way!”

“I’m beginning to think that you don’t
know yourself,” Betty went on, paying no
heed to his violent interruption. “ Did it
never occur to you to go to Somerset House
and look up the marriage records? Oh, no,
you’re far too trusting—”

“ My God! What are you saying?”

“You can easily prove it for yourself.
It wasn’t merely that Mary had planned
to elope with Captain Little. She actualy
did elope with him. They were married
on the 6th of June two years ago, at a reg-

- meet her at the station.
"have left Captain Little directly after they
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istry office. Lucky for her that he died
so opportunely; that gave her the chance
to marry you and say nothing about it.”

But Victor Little was not dead, and any
moment Betty or even Mary herself might
make that unwelcome discovery.

Donald dropped limply back into the
chair from which he had risen. The room
had reeled dizzily around him.

“You look dreadful!” Betty exclaimed.
“ Drink this quickly.”

Her voice and hand shook as she urged
him to take a tumbler of whisky. She had
expected to shock him, but she hadn’t
meant to kill him, and it seemed to her that
ceally she had dealt him a death blow.

She was an utterly selfish little woman,
but she was in love with Donald and the
sight of him with a face as gray as stone
set in lines of dumb anguish, stirred com-
passion in her. She had meant to hurt
Mary, whereas she had come near to killing
him.

To her relief he accepted the drink she
offered, and drained if off quickly in great
choking gulps.

In that moment Betty became a woman
with a heart; she rose above the petty
cruelty of her nature.

She dropped to her knees beside him and
cradled her head against the arm of his
chair.

“ Oh, Donald, I’'m so sorry! I'm a dread-
ful pig! Please forgive me. I—I didn’t
think you’d take it like this. What does it
matter, really? The man died so soon
afterward, and I don’t believe she could
ever have lived with him as his wife. Just
to—to amuse myself I looked up those
dates. It was on the 6th of June that she
came to visit Tom and Beatrice. I looked
up my old diaries. Perhaps you’ll remem-
ber being at Ciro’s that same night for
supper, and Frederick and I were, too.
Mary hadn’t. been expected until the next
day, and Beatrice was awfully cross about
her not telegraphing, so that some one could
Well, she must

were married.”

“ She was married to him!” Donald ex-
claimed tonelessly.

“But he’s dead, and she’s your wife-

p—— < e
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now. It’s all forgotten. And, Donald, I'm
not really a pig. I give you my solemn
word of honor I'll not whisper a werd of
it—even to Mary—and I'll go back to
Glenn Towers and behave myself, and I
don’t want another penny out of you. I
can sell a piece of jewelry to settle up
things here. I've got a lot of stuff I don’t
even wear. Those black pearls I bought
when Frederick died will fetch a large sum
of money, and I can’t bear the sight of them
now.”

Betty was certainly making a handsome

apology for her cruelty. She groveled be-
side him, tugging at his sleeve, while her
head was cradled childishly in her other
arm.
Donald sat sunken in gray-faced apathy.
All that she said meant nothing to him.
It was mere dust and ashes. Mary was not
really his wife; she was the wife of that
man he had once thrashed so soundly for
daring to meet her secretly against her
father’s orders.

And then, suddenly, there came a sharp
pain in Donald’s heart, a sensation as of
being physically stabbed. It was not im-
agination, it was real. If a man’s heart
can bleed through mental anguish, then
his certainly did. During Betty’s impas-
sioned speeches he had been thinking only
of Mary—Mary, the wife of that man;
not his, Donald’s, wife at all, but Victor
Little’s; Mary, who had been fondly tricked
into believing Little was dead.

He remembered with a shudder now how
old John Glenn and he had actually joked
over the method of “killing” the fellow.
Must not be allowed to die fighting for
his country. That would make him a hero.
So they “killed ” him with apoplexy after
a too hearty meal. It had seemed “ more
logical.”

But~hard upon the thoughts of Mary
came the image of little Jimmy, and that
was when Donald’s heart began to bleed
his very life away. Their little son, his
son and Mary’s, would not be entitled le-
gally to his own father’s name. That dear,
innocent, comic little chap, already trying
to hitch himself to his wabbly feet and
sitting down with a painful bump when the
experiment failed—grinning cheerfully in
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spite of the bump and trying it all over
again—Jimmy was a child without a
name.

CHAPTER XII.
MARY DECIDES.

RIAH MAY had left Mary undis-
turbed for so long now that she was
~ beginning to feel fairly secure where
he was concerned. Her haunting jealousy
of Betty put May out of her mind to some
extent, and when she discovered those can-
celed checks—seventeen of them—her
fears were partially confirmed. She was
furiously angry with Betty, for in a dim
way she understood why Donald had been
paying her those astonishing sums. Also,
instinct told her that Betty was in love
with Donald, or as much so as a woman
of her volatile nature could be in love.
That raimy afternoon—the same after-
noon that Uriah May was plotting to bring

“her into touch with the man she believed

was dead—Mary drove to King Charles’s
Court with the firm intention of telling
Betty what she thought of her. It wasn’t
merely a question of the money. Mary was
‘as generous as anybody, and more so than
most people, but she had a valid and wife-
ly objection to such things going on behind
her back.

The head porter whom she encountered
first in the expensive block of flats was
a smug fellow, and she did not in the least
like the way in which he informed her
that Mrs. Glenn was out.

It was quite possible that Betty was out,
but some time she would return, and Mary
could wait all the afternoon if necessary.

The lift porter said exactly the same
thing, and it almost seemed as though he
might refuse to take her up. He did take
her up, but after a shrug which should have
gained him immediate dismissal for bad
manners. _

Betty’s personal maid answered the door.
She was a sly-looking, middle-aged woman
whom Mary detested, and she did her best
to block the way.

It was here that a suspicion of the truth
flickered into Mary’s mind. She pushed
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by the woman, who fled down the corridor
like a homing rabbit.

The drawing-room door was ajar, and
as she reached it Mary heard Betty’s voice,
low and pleading.

“ Donald, dear, you mustn’t be unhap-
py; I can’t bear it. I'll go back to Glenn
Towers, and both of us will forget that this
ever happened. Mary mustn’t know.
After all, you kave been happy—haven’t
you? And there’s the dear little baby—
for his sake, Dopald! Jimmy’s really a
darling—"

The man, sunken in the chair, groaned,
Mary caught a fleeting glimpse of his ashen
face, and of Betty kneeling on the floor
beside him, tugging at his sleeve. It is
scarcely necessary to dwell upon what con-
clusion Mary drew from that scene or from
what she had heard.

She crept away, glad that the fright-
ened maid was nowhere in evidence, and
walked down the five long flights of stairs
to avoid the shoulder-shrugging lift«
porter. .

And from King Charles’s Court in West~
minster she walked back to Eaton Square
in the pouring rain without an umbrella.

There was scant room for doubt im
Mary’s mind but that she bad lost her
husband’s love.

It must have begun with her illness; or
did it date even farther back than that?
Yet Donald had always been 30 tender and
loving toward her. Perhaps remorse had
made him so.

The shock was terrible—far too terrible .

for tears. She felt as though her heart had
been turned to stone.

Johnson, the butler, was having an af-
ternoon and evening off duty, and the
parlor-maid answered Mary’s ring, ex-
claiming with dismay when she saw her
young mistress drenched to the skin,
though apparently impervious to it.

“ Oh, madam, you'll be ill again! You've
been walking in all this rain.”

The fact was obvious.

Mary made some remark to the effect
that it did not matter, and went up-stairs
to her bedroom, where she took of her wet
clothes mechanically and donned a white
cashmere wrapper edged with swan’s-down,
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Her face was no less white than the gowny
her ruddy brown eyes glowed with a somber
light, and the heavy masses of her hair
dragged back a little untidily.

She had better kill herself, make an end
of it, and then Donald could marty Betty
and be happy.

There was a fire in her bedroom, and
she drew a divan to it and rang for the
maid.

‘“ Ask Ellen to bring Master Jimmy down
to me,” she said.

She wanted the baby all to herself for a
little while. It might be for the last time.
Ellen brought him, and Mary said she
would ring when he was to be taken away.
As he held out his arms with the gurgling
cry which was supposed to be “ Mummy,”
the ice in Mary’s heart melted. She held
him in her lap, letting him tumble about,
clutching her face and neck, making love
to her as only Jimmy could make love,
while the tears streamed from her eyes.

She had lost Donald’s love, but she still
had little Jimmy’s. It would be many
years before another woman stole Jimmy
from her, and even then it wouldnt be
quite the same sort of theft. Perhaps
Jimmy would love her, too, after he mar-
ried. What would happen to this precious
baby of hers if she were wicked enough to
kill herself? Beyond a doubt he would
grow up to think of Betty as his mother—
Betty, the thief and traitor.

Mary’s heart grew hard again, and the
tears ceased to flow. She kissed him fierce-
ly in a devouring passion of mother-love,
Never—never/!

The thing that troubled her most was
that she did net know how she was going
to face Donald with this terrible knowledge -
in her possession. She had a fastidious
horror of scenes.

She had no intention of accusing him in
a vulgar way. There would be no re-
proaches. How can any woman so lower
herself as to reproach the husband who has
ceased to love her? Love is a winged
thing, and when it has taken flight recrimi-
nations and bitterness will not bring it
back.

Yet Donald must be told that she knew
he cared for her no longer. It would makd
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it easier for him. It must be a terrible
strain on him to have to pretend that he
cared.

All these weeks this thing had been going
on, and she, the deceived wife, had never
suspected. But Beatrice knew, and doubt-
less other members of the family. Beatrice
had given her a very clear hint about Bet-
ty. There was humiliation as well as grief
unspeakable in this loss of her husband’s
love. And to Betty, of all people!

Her lips pressed to Jimmy’s fair curls;
she wept again, homesick this time for her
father and Glenn Towers. Should she
snatch up her baby and Ellen and go to
her father in Italy?

One thing was certain. She could not
bear to continue living under the same roof
with Donald. That was too refined a tor-
ture to contemplate.

Her whole life was entirely ruined.
What Uriah May had begun the Honorable
Mrs. Frederick Glenn had finished—be-
tween them the wreck of a woman’s life.

And if Mary suffered, what of Donald?
His anguish was the more bitter because it
was founded upon one of the cruelest facts
that had ever been dragged to the light of
day. She had been forced by a chain of
circumstances into believing that the hus-
band who really adored her had, for some
_ senseless reason, fallen in love with an-
other woman. Mary suffered, but she was
wholly deluded.

Donald’s anguish could never be as-
suaged. Mary was not his wife, and their
child had no legal right to his name. And
when he came to think it over with a cer-
tain measure of calmness he did not dare
to blame Mary. Of course she hadn’t told
him of her first marriage, but love gave him
‘knowledge of her pure heart. She had kept
silent because the revelation of the thing,
which was only an incident in her own life,
would have hurt him too much. She hon-
estly believed Victor Little to be dead, but
until that was proved to her satisfaction she
had listened to no tale of love from the
man she had come to adore.

A fierce protective knowledge was in
Donald’s heart. He knew instinctively that
Mary had never really been any man’s wife
but his own, and he made a great secret
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vow to keep her. She was his wife in
everything that counted. Yet he must see
Victor Little and get the creature out of the
country again, and that promised to be a
loathsome business. “ He laughs best who
laughs last.” Donald shivered. Would
Little be vengeful over that thrashing? .

There was also the legal aspect of the
affair where it concerned the baby. Would
Donald have to ‘“adopt” his own son?
The lawyers must be consulted, and per-
haps Mary would need to be told that she
was not legally his wife.

But he was going to keep her. His jaw
set determinedly on that point. Nobody
should take her away from him. Only, he
needed a little time to think things over,
and of course there must be legal advice, a
most unpleasing prospect.

Perhaps that first marriage could be
decently annulled and his own with Mary
legalized, but he was not at all sure how
Mary would take such a makeshift 'ar-
rangement.

Until he had been to the lawyers—he
meant to get the best advice possible—he
determined to give her no hint that Victor
Little was alive, and he devoutly hoped
that none would reach her.

The rain was letting up a little as he left
King Charles’s Court. In the end Betty’s
rare exhibition of common sense had
cheered him up to a small extent. :

At the same time, he felt quite as dis-
inclined to meet Mary with this terrible
secret in his heart as she dreaded an em-
counter with him. They were at terrific
Cross-purposes.

The little house was very still when he
let himself in with his latch-key; it seemed
to brood to the quiet tick of the ora.nd-
father clock on the landing.

On the hall-table lay some letters and a
telegram. He picked up the latter and
examined it, starting a little, the lines of
trouble deepening in his face. With the
open telegram in his hand he went up-
stairs to his wife’s bedroom and knocked
gently. There was no reply, and when he
pushed the door open he saw Mary, her
face tear-stained, curled up on the divan
with Jimmy in her arms. They were both
of them fast asleep. One of the baby’s
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feet was bare, and the mother had enclosed
it in her hand. They lay cuddled together,
his two treasures—an adorable and yet a
very tragic picture. -

“ She’s been crying again,” he thought.
‘T wonder why?”

He leaned over and touched her disor-
dered hair very softly, and kissed her on the
forehead. '

She sat up with a jerk, hugging the baby
to her, her eyes tortured beyond expression.

“ Oh, you've come home,” she gasped,
with a frightened, furtive air.

% Yes, dear, and I've got some rather bad
news.” He spoke in a low tone so as not to
wake the little fellow, who still slumbered
peacefully. ‘ Dad’s had another stroke.
I must go to Liverpool at once. Poor old
chap! I'm afraid this is going to be se-
rious.”

James Foshay, Donald’s father, had de-
voted himself personally for some years
past to the Liverpool branch of their exten-
sive firm, Unlike his partner, he could
not bring himself to take much ease in his
old age; but he was not by any means a
well man. And although it might be that
James Foshay was on his death-bed, both
the young husband and his wife could not
help but feel relieved that they were to be
parted for a few days.

Donald handed the telegram to Mary,
who read it through, scarcely seeing the
actual words. They avoided each other’s
eyes—they who had loved and trusted each
other as they would have trusted heaven
itself.

“Yes, of course, you must go at once,”
she said, clearing her voice, which was
rather husky. “ And unless you really wish
me to come with you—"

“ No, I don’t think you ought to,” he
interrupted hastily. “ You’re not strong
enough yet, and it’s a tiresome journey.
I'l wire you at once how things are with

the old man, and if necessary you’ll come.”

“ Oh, yes,” she replied. “ Just ring the
bell for Ellen, please. I'm so sorry John-
son is out, but Marshall will pack for you.
What about dinner?”

“ Oh, I sha’n’t bother. There'll probably
be a dining-car on the train.”

Again she was relieved. It would have
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been too great a strain just now to sit
through a meal with him. The respite would
help her to get things into their true per-
spective; to find, perhaps, a small measure
of calm and courage with which to face the
blank prospect of the future.

CHAPTER XIIIL
AMABEL’S YOUNG MAN.

MABEL MAY finished her blouse
just in the nick of time, It still
needed a hook and eye, but that

lack could be easily remedied by a brooch.
Amabel’s “ best boy,” as she called him,
was a recent acquisition, and this was the
first time he had been invited to her home.
They were to have a high tea and then go
on to the Palais de Danse in Hammer-
smith,

Mrs. May had been engaged most of the
afterneon in preparing certain delicagies for
tea. She was very fond of Amabel, and
very grateful as well, for she knew that she
owed the very roof over her head to her
daughter’s brain and industry. Sometimes
it seemed that Amabel had kept that roof
and the shabby household goods together
by sheer force of will.

Uriah May had despoiled his wife, but
he had met his match in Amabel. She had
actually bought the furniture from him and
preserved the deed of sale; and now, if
he were to partake in this festive tea, it
would cost him one-and-sixpence in hard
cash, '

There was no sense in remarking to Ama-
bel that it was “ a nice way to treat your
father.” Remarks of that sort left her
completely unmoved. She was of age, it
was all hers—what there was of it—and
she considered it very kind of her to ac-
cept him as an intermittent lodger.

Amabel had gone to her bedroom to
dress, and when Uriah May returned from
the Angel Arms after his confab with Cap-
tain Little he found the tea-table laid, the
hearth freshly swept, and the fire burning
merrily. A bunch of yellow asters had ap-
peared to grace the occasion, and Mr. May
decided that he had better wash his face
and replace the woolen stocking around

3A



FOLLY’S HARVEST,

his neck with a collar, even if it were the
death of him.

“ Amabel’s so particular,” said Amabel’s
mother, giving him the hint.

“ Particular be—blowed!” he exclaimed.
Behind his daughter’s back he could al-
ways assert his independence of her. ¢“ Who
is this fellow she’s going out with, any-
way?”

“ A very nice young gentleman indeed,
I am told,” said Mrs. May. “ Wears eve-
ning clothes.”

“ H-m,” sniffed Amabel’s father. “ Some-
times you can tell a man by his clothes,
and sometimes you can’t. Is that girl
thinking of getting married?”

“I don’t know,” Mrs. May replied
mournfully.

“ Who's going to take care of you if she
does?”” he demanded. “ You know what my
health is—and business is the very devil just
now.”

“T know,” sighed Mrs. May. *Still, I
might get a position as housekeeper some-
where. The child ought to have her chance
to be happy.” o

Uriah May had a sense of humor, and he
laughed. “ Happy!”

The door leading to Amabel’s room
creaked, and he disappeared haughtily into
the kitchen to wash up and adorn himself
with fresh linen. A clean collar was sheer
waste at a family meal, but still he could
not be outdone by the very nice young
gentleman who wore evening clothes.

When her father came back refreshed,
Amabel was sitting pensively by the fire
with a novel on her lap.

Even Uriah May, much as he detested

" her, could not fail to observe that she had

her pretty moments. The new blouse was
of pink crépe de Chine and set off her dark
coloring most attractively, and she had a
rose-pink cloth skirt to match, so that it
made a complete costume. She wore silk
stockings—at least Mrs. May supposed
they were real silk—and a smart pair of
buckled shoes. Over the couch lay her
mackintosh and a white chiffon scarf, her
gloves and bag, all ready when it was time
for her to go.

~Her father looked her over critically, try-
ing to think of something to say that would
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jar her out of her serenity. He never could;
it was always she who jarred him. He had
tried it over and over again.

“ Well, why don’t you ask me for my
tea-money in advance?” he growled.
“ Only I'm going to dock you tuppence for
this collar.”

Amabel laid aside her book and smiled.
“ There is nothing to prevent your having
your tea in the kitchen,” she said. “ But
as a matter of fact I meant to invite you to
be a guest to-night.”

Mr. May was so astonished that he stut-
tered: “ Th-that’s uncommonly generous
of you. Wh-why this sudden enlargement
of the heart?” ‘

“ Well, you see,” said Amabel, “I can’t
very well ask Mr. Johnson to pay for his
tea, and it doesn’t seem quite fair to make
my own father do it when I am giving a
sort of party.”

“ Humph! So this pretty fellow’s name
is Johnson, is it? May he come to tea often

if it means a free tuck-in for me. What’s
his business?”
“ He’s—oh, there’s the bell. Will you

answer it, father?”

Amabel again picked up her novel and
gave a good imitation of being absorbed
in it, while Mr. May went into the passage
to open the door.

A very smart, clean-shaven young man
stood on the steps sheltering under an um-
brella.

Uriah May invited him to enter, and in
the passage the two stared at each other.
They had met before. This was the supe-
rior servant who had kept Uriah waiting on
Mrs. Foshay’s door-step that afternoon, and
only admitted him under pressure from the
lady of the house.

Although the recognition was mutual, it
seemed better to avoid open reference to
it. Still, Mr. May could not help grin-
ning.

“ I’'m Amabel’s father,” he said when he
had recovered himself. ‘ Come in, 'Er-
bert.”

“ My name is Alfred,” Mr. Johnson cor-
rected solemnly.

“ Oh, well, then come in, Alf, and leave
your brolly here. Might spoil the Persian
rugs if you was to take it inside.”



514

The visitor was conscious of a faint sen-
sation of disgust. He had taken an im-

ense fancy to Amabel, and the invitation
to tea at her own home marked an impor-
tant step in the progress of their friend-
ship. But it had never occurred to him
that this particular Mr. May was her fa-
ther.

He shed his coat and stood revealed in
the correct clothes of which Amabel had
bragged to her mother. Mr. May admired
him immensely. Still, a butler wasn’t any
great catch for Amabel. All the better.
It wasn’t likely they could get married very
soon. He wondered if Amabel knew that
the fellow was a domestic servant.

“ Come on. In ’ere,” said Uriah, hos-
pitably urgent. ‘ Nothing stronger than
tea to offer you, I’'m afraid.”

“ Thanks, I never take anything strong-
er,” Johnson replied bluntly, and went
down a little in Mr. May’s estimation. Just
the sort of prig that Amabel would fancy!

But Uriah May possessed all the social
graces and made himself master of cere-
monies; a little too much so to please Ama-
bel, who found the situation trying. Her
silent mother had no more than a word to
say for herself, Mr. Johnson brooded and
ate sparingly, and Uriah May talked.

He tried all sorts of things, but drew
a blank every time. Mr. Johnson con-
fessed to an.appalling ignorance of even
the rudiments of racing. He had never
placed a bet in his life. As for cards, his
mother had brought him up to regard them
as “ the devil's pasteboards.” He did not
even smoke.

“ Well, my mother never would let me
learn to dance,” said Mr. May, with a sly
kick under the table at Amabel.

“ 1 like dancing,” Mr. Johnson said apol-
ogetically.

“ And is there anything wrong in that?”
Amabel demanded with some heat.

“Not at all—not at all,” her father
hastened to reassure her.

Amabel pushed back her chair.

“ T think we might as well be going,” she
said, looking pointedly at Mr. Johnson, who
rose with alacrity.

Mrs. May heaved a deep sigh and began
immediately to clear the table.
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Uriah saw them off with a geniality that
suggested the speeding of a honeymoon
couple.

He came back chuckling and rubbing his
hands.

“ Amabel’s awfully cross with you,” his
wife said meekly.

- “ Well, if it’s put off Mr. Johnson I don’t
mind. We don’t want any goody-goodies
in the family. Besides—she’d be demean-
ing herself. The fellow’s only a servant.”

Mrs. May started. “ What can you
mean, Uriah? He’s the night clerk at a
smart hotel. I know for a fact. Amabel
told me.”

“You mean that’s what he told her,”
corrected Mr. May. “I happen to know
all about him; and he wasn’t any too
pleased to be caught out, either.”

“ Yow're a strange man,” said his wife,
with another overflowing sigh. “ You seem
to know a lot about—about so many peo-
ple.”

Her husband took the compliment mod-
estly. “All in the way of business, my
dear. I'm a specialist.” )

Between the hours of three and half past
nine a very commonplace routine was being
enacted elsewhere. It was a routine that
goes on endlessly .in every corner of every
country of the globe, so one calls it com-
monplace, but it is anything but that.

It begins when some one drops a letter
into the red pillar-box. Then comes the
postman, who unlocks the box and dumps
everything—including one’s special letter—
into his strong gray bag. So, to the near-
est post-office, where the first sorting is
done. Then comes the big red van, so
important that only to fire-engines does it
give right of way—his majesty’s mails—
and one’s letter proceeds another stage on
its journey.

At balf past nine that Saturday night
the postman mounted the steps of the gay
little house off Eaton Square, and, giving his
rat-tat, dropped a solitary envelope into the
letter-box.

It was a cheap, slightly soiled envelope,
and the address, to “ Mrs. Donald Foshay,”
was embellished with uneducated flourishes.

Mary had retired to the drawing-room
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when Urigh May’s letter was brought up
to her,

Donald was on his way to Liverpool, and
she sat alone with her thoughts. Beatrice
had rung up, asking her to dinner when
she heard from her husband that the elder
Foshay was so seriously ill; and so also
had a sister, hitherto unmentioned by name,
Sally Evans, who lived in West Kensing-
ton. Mary had declined both invitations,
She dined alone, if it could be called dining,
and then wandered about the drawing-
room trying to recover her sanity.

Who would have thought, such a little
while ago, that life could suddenly have
become so impossible?

She now looked back upon her brief pe«
riod of happiness as cruelty unspeakable,

It had led but to this!

It would have been much better had she
never known the meaning of happiness.
Vastly more unendurable to have had some-
thing precious and lost it than never to
have possessed it.

She had loved and she had lost, and all
that stood between her and death was that
splendid little fellow up there in the nur-
sery. Somehow he must beal this wound
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in his mother’s heart. She must just trust
to his baby hands and forget everything
else. And then appeared the parlor-maid
with Uriah May’s letter.

Mary knew from the look of the envelope
that it was from him. She had been ex-
pecting another demand, but now that it
had come she found herself laughing.

What on earth did it matter? If Donald
knew that once, long ago, she had seemed
to compromise herself with Victor Little,
what did that matter? It would give Don~
ald an excuse, if he needed one, to cast her
entirely aside. She was convinced that even
May did not know she had really gone
through a ceremony of marriage with Little.
She read his pretentious demands with a
scornful smile,

Ves, she’d go to see him on Tuesday. She
was in a mood to lead him on to expect
anything of her, and then to lay her trump
card on the table—that she did not care in
the very least what he did.

But she did not know the trump card
he himself possessed—that up his sleeve he
had Victor Little in the flesh; not dead
these two years and more in India, but alive
and here in London:

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)

“ HAT’S the queerest fish I ever
caught.” Atwell detached from his
line a gleaming mesh-bag, drawn

from the depths of the lake. “I wonder

who dropped that overboard.”

He let fall his catch upon the seat of
his old motor-boat, where it lay a little
shapeless pile, while he packed his tackle
neatly away in the locker. Then he ex-
amined his prize.
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The bag was silver, without chasing, and
the clasp had a businesslike snap that de-
noted good workmanship. Atwell hated
mesh-bags, but somehow this one seemed in
better taste than others he had noticed.
That thought flitted through his mind as he
poured out the contents. A small, pulpy
wad of bills—twenty-eight dollars in all,
a half-dollar and three nickels, a seal ring
bearing the initials “ G. M.,” a box contain-
ing a powder-puff and some paste, which
undoubtedly represented the powder, a tiny
dog-collar carrying the license No. 4637,
N. Y. C, and around which was tied a
little bow of black silk.

That was all. The only clues to the
ownership of the bag appeared to be the
license number and the letters on the seal
ring.

Contemplating the collection before him,
the fisherman concluded that the black rib-
bon on the collar denoted the loss of a pet
dog. That was obvious. By looking up
the records it would be a simple matter
to locate the owner of the purse, and Atwell
decided to do so on his return to New York.
He replaced the contents of the bag, put
the latter in the locker and headed the boat
for his modest camp.

Leonard Atwell was a wholesome person
to look upon. ‘Well over medium height, of
strong build, with skin permanently tanned,
keen gray-blue eyes, and hair which would
be kinky if allowed to grow long enough.
His air was one of quiet steadiness, mixed
with a suggestion of latent activity suffi-
cient to dispel any impression of indolence.
At that, he told himself that his greatest
desire was to be indolent—to be downright
lazy, and that he never would do a tap of
work if it were not necessary.

That may or may not be true. Atwell
had been trained as a newspaper man, had
knocked about in many parts of the globe,
and finally had developed a market for his
articles which permitted him to maintain a
comfortable apartment in New York and to
spend occasionally a few days at the rough
camp he had acquired on the shore of an
Adirondack lake. Further, he boasted a
secretary, a man of sixty, who had gladly
left a newspaper copy-desk to dig out sta-
tistics and attend to other bothersome de-
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tails loathed by Atwell. He was noiseless
and accurate, and his name was Bailey.

The usual scene of leisurely activity greet-
ed Atwell next morning when he ran his
little boat alongside the landing at the rail-
way terminus at the head of the lake. Six
or eight people from various points along
the shore clustered about the baggage-room
of the small frame station, and Bill Parker,
official cap on one side and a formidable
chew on the other, issued checks as calmly
as if the safety of all four trunks did not
depend upon his complete accuracy. The
locomotive puffed as briskly as if a trans-
continental train were behind it instead of
a baggage car, day coach, and one Pullman.

Turning his boat over to a freckled youth
whom he addressed as Bobby, Atwell made
his way toward the platform. He was cross-
ing the dusty roadway when a huge touring-
car swung around the turn of the cliff under
which the station nestled. Atwell avoided
being run down by a catlike jump, but lost
his balance and landed in a heap as the ma-
chine stopped with a joit. He scrambied
to his feet and turned toward the car.

“You're not hurt, are you?” anxiously
inquired a burly man, sitting beside the
driver. “ The horn didn’t work.”

“It’s all right,” said Atwell good humor-
edly; “no damage done.”

“ Oh, I'm so glad,” came in silver tones
from the rear seat.

Atwell looked up with a start. He hadn’t
noticed the other passengers before. Now
he saw a pair of solemn brown eyes in which
genuine concern was giving way to equally
genuine relief. Above the eyes waves of
soft brown hair were pressed down by a
snug-fitting motor hat. A provoking nose,
a generous and altogether attractive mouth,
an exquisitely firm little chin peeping
through the opening in the turned-up collar
of a dust coat—these rewarded Atwell’s
hurried scrutiny. '

‘They were satisfying, but he wanted to
hear her speak again and he turned with a
half bow toward her and a bored-looking
young man beside her. That individual
puffed his cigar steadily and said nothing,
although he acknowledged Atwell’s presence
by a slight inclination of his head.

‘“That is a horribly dangerous turn,” con-
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tinued the musical voice. ‘I often wonder
there aren’t more accidents.”

“ Yes, it is bad,” agreed Atwell. He tried
desperately to think of something more to
say. He wanted to hear her talk. But
just then the engine whistle emitted two
sharp blasts. He picked up his bag with
one hand, doffed his hat with the other and
sped for his train. ‘ Good-by,” he cailed.
And a haunting “ Good-by and good luck ”
floated back to him as the big motor moved
off.

Sturdily the engine attacked the tortuous
upgrade that led out of the valley. Atweill
opened a magazine and settled himself for
the long daylight journey. But he could
find nothing worth reading and soon aban-
doned the effort. He moved close to the
open window and inhaled deep breaths of
the warm, spicy odor of the fir woods, gaz-
ing idly at the gorges and cliffs through
which the train treaded its way. Once, on
an opposite elevation where the twisty road-
way ran, he saw a.cloud of yellow dust.
He wondered if that was his motor party
and decided that probably it was. :

He found himself speculating as to who
these people were and where they were go-
ing. Most likely they came from ofie of the
dozen camps along the lake. Who was the
girl? Was the young man her husband?
What a voice! And eyes! He heard her
words over again and was surprised at the
thrill the recollection gave him. He told
himself it was because he never would see
her again. He stumped into the smoking
compartment and lighted a cigarette.

His thoughts wandered to the mesh-bag
" reposing in the bottom of his grip. G. M.,
G. M.—who was G. M.? He must look up
that license number at once and restore
the property to its owner. What did G. M.
stand for? He found himself making all
sorts of combinations—Gladys, Gertrude,
Gwendolyn, Genevieve, Grace, Munson,
Marsh, Mason, Murray, Martin. Stupid
business. Stupid Marsh, stupid Gwendolyn.
And Atwell dozed.

A dozen letters awaited him when he let
himself into his apartment in Gramercy
Square at eleven o’clock that evening. He
glanced over them hastily, abstracting a
couple of checks, noted with satisfaction
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that Bailey had completed the notes he re«
quired for an article on the advisability of a
Danube federation, realized that he was
healthily tired, and tumbled into bed.

Bailey was on the job bright and early
next morning. He explained the notes he
had taken of a score of telephone calls.
Together they went over the Danube ma-
terial. Then Bailey made ready for a trip
to the public library. As he was leaving
Atwell called him back.

“ Wait a minute,” he said, and went into
the bedroom, returning with the mesh-bag.
He extracted the dog-collar while Bailey
looked on wonderingly.

“ Go to the dog license bureau,” directed
Atwell, “and find out the name of the
holder of license No. 4637.” Bailey made
a note of the number and disappeared.

On his return he found Atwell hard at
his typewriter and the Danube article well
on its way to completion. He laid a memo-
randum on the table and settled himself to
straighten out the jumble of notes he had
brought from the library. Atwell worked
steadily on. Finally, with a triumphant
tap, -he pushed back his chair, stretched
his arms and yawned, not from sleepiness,
but from satisfaction. Then he crossed
to Bailey’s table and picked up the memo-
randum. “ Edith Wilson, 507 West Eighty-
Second Street,” he read. -

At first Atwell was minded to hand over
the mesh-bag to Bailey with instructions to
deliver it to the said Edith Wilson. Then
it occurred to him that the name did not
correspond with the initials on the seal ring,
and at the same time another and far more
startling idea took possession of him.

What if Edith Wilson should turn out
to be the girl of the motor-car—and the
silver voice? Again the queer thrill he had
experienced on the train ran through him
and his blood stirred with a pleasant cur-
rent of excitement. No, he wouldn’t send
Bailey. He would go himself. The thing
might easily be possible. :

Only a few people owned camps or cot-
tages around the lake. The bag had been
lost from a boat without doubt. There
was a chance. And again the words were
borne to him, “ Oh, I'm so glad!” Perhaps
she would say that when he returned her
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bag. Ves, the chances were all in favor
of him now. By the minute he grew more
certain that Edith Wilson was the girl in
the automobile.

Atwell ate his lunch hastily and was
sorry afterward that he had done so. It
occurred to him that he couldn’t decently
call on Edith Wilson at half past one in the
afternoon. So he pottered about impatient-
ly until three o’clock, slipped the mesh-bag
into his pocket and set out in a taxi, which
drew up in due course before a substantial
brown-stone house very much like its neigh-
bors. Atwell paid off the cab, mounted the
steps and rang the bell. While he waited
he furtively adjusted his tie and ran his
handkerchief lightly over his face.

The maid who answered the bell was not
particularly smart-appearing, but Atwell re-
flected that servants were at a premium
and difficult to obtain at that. He inquired
if Miss Wilson was in, and was shown at
once into a long, gloomy drawing-room at
the right of the narrow entrance hall. “If
you'll sit down I'11 call her,” said the girl,
and was gone.

Atwell studied the room. It struck him
as a relic of one-time splendor. The furni-
ture was old and worn, but unquestionably
it once had been the acme of style. There
were finely carved chairs of lancewood and
rosewood, ornamental, but useless for sitting
purposes. A massive sofa and a cabinet in
Flemish oak were of early eighteenth cen-
tury design. On the whole, the place was
a perfectly good antique shop, Atwell
thought.

Ten minutes passed and he was beginning
to feel as heavy as his surroundings. He
half wished he hadn’t come. At the best,
the girl probably would thank him for re-
turning her property and he would mutter
a polite remark or two and leave. Yet—
and yet, a single sentence spoken by that
glorious voice would be worth a greater
effort than he had made. There was a
flutter on the stair and a sound of footsteps
approaching. Atwell stood up and faced
the door. Then she came in.

“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting,”
she said, “ but—"

Atwell made a gurgling sound in his
throat and stared. That thin, metailic voice

brought him out of his dream with a rude-
ness that jarred. Forty-five at least. Hair
of the ex-chestnut variety, badly faded.
Lusterless blue eyes. Efforts properly to
apply powder and rouge a total loss. Egyp-
tian figure draped in a short, modern gown,
beneath which razorlike shin-bones showed
through sheer hosiery. Atwell gaped
stupidly.

“ But,” continued the lady, ¢ I was dress-
ing.” Here Miss Wilson insinuated a little,
embarrassed laugh and coyly dropped her
eyelids. “1I suppose.you came about the
room, in answer to my advertisement. You
see, I have been pretty hard hit by the war.
I suppose everybody who lives on invest-
ments has found it the same with prices
where they are. But I have always lived in
this house and decided to hang on to it
whatever happened. So I rent a few rooms
to cultured people such as you and manage
to get along. Now—"

“ But I—" began Atwell, only to'he over-
whelmed by the torrent.

“ Oh, I know what you are going to say,”
laughed Miss Wilson. “ You are going to
deny that you are a cultured person and tell
me that you are just a plain, ordinary
man. That’s modesty on your part. Why,
anybody could see—but T suppose you are
anxious to inspect the room. If you—"

“1 don’t want a room,” blurted out At-
well desperately. “I found a mesh-bag
with a dog-collar in it and the license bureau
gave me your name when I looked up the
number. Here it is.” He drew forth the
bag. .
“ Why, that isn’t my bag, and my dog
isn't lost. Here, Shakespeare.” And a
Scotch collie came bounding in from some-
where in the rear.

“ Apparently there has been some mis-
take,” said Atwell, taking a step doorward.
He pulled out his note-book. * Isn’t your
license No. 4637.”

Miss Wilson bent over Shakespeare and
examined his collar. “ No,” she answered,
‘“it is 4367. Oh, that’s where the trouble
is. The numbers are transposed. And you
have had all your trouble for nothing. You
poor man.”

Atwell made short work of the balance of
the interview and floundered into the street.
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“Wow!” he breathed as he made for the
subway, bestowing upon the Wilson home
one violent, backward glance.

“ Batley,” he snapped as he burst into
his apartment twenty minutes later, “ how
the devil did you come to make a mistake
in looking up that dog license?”

Bailey glanced up in surprise at the un-
wonted manner of his employer. “ Why,
did I make a mistake?” he asked.

“1 should say you did!” said Atwell with
a shudder. “ Now, hike over to the license
bureau and get it right this time. The
number is 4637, not 4367.”

An hour later a fresh memorandum re-
posed upon Atwell’s desk. This one read,
“ Doris van Vechten, 97 East Sixty-Eighth
Street, N. Y. C.”

Atwell handed the dlip back to Bailey
and the mesh-bag as well. The secretary
was to deliver the bag to Miss van Vechten
on his way home. It might not be Miss, it
might be Mrs. Atwell didn’t care. He
was through. What an idiot he was to
connect the girl of the motor party with
the mesh-bag, anyway. There wasn’t a
chance in a million. The August heat must
have gone to his head. Let Bailey do it.
So Bailey did it.

* Well, what luck with the bag?” inquired
Atwell when Bailey appeared next morning,
“ Did you find the lady who belongs to it?”

“1 did,” said Bailey. ‘ And she’s some
lady, too!”

“ That so? What does she look like?”

And Atwell sat squirming in his cdhair
while he listened to a remarkably able and
-faithful description of eyes and hair and
especially a voice. There was no doubt
as to whom Bailey was describing.

“ And, by the way,” he concluded, “ she
asked me when you left the lake. Said she
thought she had met you there.”

“ Did she?”—eagerly. ¢ Perhaps I have
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seen her.” Bailey was staring at his boss.
He couldn’t quite account for this outburst
of enthusiasm, Atwell lighted a cigarette
and strolled over to the window. Bailey
busied himself with some papers.

The world looked pretty dingy to the
man at the window. There was too much
litter in the street. He had not noticed
before how shabby the iron fence around
the park was. Needed painting, and the
pickets were broken in any number of
places. The cornice of the adjoining house
was crumbling.

Well, let it crumble. It probably would
fall down and kill somebody soon. Let it
fall. Good job. How had Gramercy Square
ever looked neat to him? The telephone
rang and he stepped over to answer it.

“Is that Mr. Atwell?” Those were the
words. Clear and sweet they came, with
a bell-like purity. Atwell gripped the desk
with his disengaged hand. “ Yes,” he an-
swered shakily. '

“ This is Miss van Vechten,” ran the sil«
ver message. ‘‘I wanted to tell you how
thankful I am to have my bag again. My
mother’s seal ring was in it and I would -
not have lost it for the world. And there
was poor Binney’s collar, too. I think, from
what your secretary told me, that you were
the man our car almost ran down at the -
lake when we were starting for New York
on Monday. Do you remember me?”

“ Do I—" began Atwel.  Oh, yes, in-
deed,” he finished lamely. The blood was
pounding in his ears and he tingled to his
finger-tips. He needed air. He listened
thirstily for more words. They came.

“If you care to drop in some time, say
this afternoon, I showld like to thank you
in person.”

“ That’s fine of you,” said Atwell, recov-
ering. “ You bet I'll come.”

“ Oh, I'm so glad,” she hung up on.
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CHAPTER L

PARTNERS IN DISASTER.

HE impenetrable blac:kness, a stygian
pall such as no midnight had ever

known, was dissolving. Earth and
sea began to take their places out of chaos,
dimly sketched in the copper light of a
dawn that was contrary to nature. Earth
was a dirty, grayish white, as if shrouded
in a soiled snowfall, and as the inky cloud
rolled back slowly and normal sunlight re-
turned the black trees of a thin forest that
clung to precipitous slopes were etched
against this.
In time, pure sunlight picked up the

snow-fields of the peaks that shouldered

abruptly into the Pacific and dripping
downward slowly revealed what the convul-
sions of the world in its birth-pangs had
wrought.

It was the aftermath of a day of ter-
rors. Far off to the westward among that
group of changing islands that rise and sink
along Alaska’s coast a new peak had risen
to the accompaniment of tremors and vol-
canic fires, the inky blackness, swift, livid
electrical discharges, and the blasts of a
hurricane.

The vast cloud of choking smoke and gas
that poured from this convulsion had
rushed with a fearful swiftness across sea
and land, preceded by the shrieking flight

of thousands of sea-birds. Now it was
rolling back, but it had left behind a deep

-powdering of pumice that lay like snow,

in places drifted deeper than the worst win-
ter falls.

Light found a man who had been lying
among the rocks of a lonely shore that
bordered a bay several miles in depth. It
witnessed his groping return to animation

- and his first struggles to cast off the evil

effects of the tempest that overwhelmed
him.

Like everything on that coast, he was
grimed deep with ashes, but when one of
his earliest impulses had led him naked into
the cold salt water he emerged again white
and shining, a powerful figure of youth.
Hastily he donned rough and serviceable
clothing. Dressed, he appeared in a faded
red sweater topped by a loose, heavy shirt,
khaki trousers, high boots, and on his
square-angled head, thrust forward ag-
gressively, a battered tweed cap clinging
jauntily.

The man was blond with a deeply tanned
face. His eyes were gray and rather wide
set. Nose and mouth were carved squarely,

and the jaw and chin suggested a bulldog

determination.

For the strange scene about him this
castaway spared plenty of wondering
glances that finally ended in a philosophic
smile. His lips puckered into a cheerful,
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habitual whistling, and with sudden pur-
pose he began to scale the rocks bordering
his narrow strip of beach.

From a high point of land that took him
hours to reach he was able to look far
about him.

He could see the empty ocean as far as
the distant black clouds rolling back to
their place of origin. Behind him was the
rock wall of the shouldering peaks that
were white-headed with perpetual snow and
ice. To his left, the indented bay stretched
back to its ending in a small glacier, and
just opposite made its return curve in a
slightly more gentle- shore of rock and
forest. :

Where the land met the sea in its far-
thest point, almost opposite to the observer
but several miles removed by the water of
the bay, he saw what he sought.

A small schooner had been piled onto
the reefs and lay exposed by the low tide.
Even from that distance the eye could un-
derstand that it was wrecked beyond all
hope, wrecked fantastically. The man who
was looking for this vessel had a keen vis-
ion, keen enough to distinguish in time
moving forms against the white powder-
ing of ash, and he nodded with satisfaction.
He knew who was moving there.

A survey of the land on his own side
of the bay gave him less cause for congratu-
lation. Where it met the water it broke
off in steep cliffs, and for one to detour
around the head of the inlet meant a painful
journey along the mountain slopes and over
the glacier. This journey the lone man
started with very little loss of time.

It proved as difficult as he had foreseen—
and more so. Darkness found him little
advanced and tending a supperless fire.
Another day saw him at it again, but more
-leisurely, for he had to forage food as well
as travel.

The third day he crossed the glacier, a
task that required infinite caution, for the
thick powdering of ash over the snow wiped
out all signs of crevasse and rotten spots.
Morning of the fourth day found him at his
destination. The wreck was deserted.
Study of the tracks in the sand showed
where four men had taken up a beach trail
and vanished.
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. If the lone man had made that toilsome

journey seeking companionship and help,
his disappointment must have been deep.
There remained only the schooner, split
open on the rocks, bent and broken and
rent apart by the fury of the wind and
sea.

Yet, left with this abandoned heap of
shattered wood and twisted metal, with. no
means of escape from the wilderness unless
he chanced walking as the other four had
done, he appeared well enough satisfied.

Sated with food he had looted from the
wreck, he sunned himself on a rock and
stared thoughtfully at the hulk, gray eyes
narrowed in thought, his lips puckered into
their habitual whistle. '

The Dora had called at Kanak Island

with the mail. Sarah Truett drove from
her father’s ranch on the west side to the
trading town and wharf with a speed and
recklessness that showed supreme faith in
the powers of her rusty and battered little
car. :
Because Sarah was the daughter of Hill-
man Truett and a lifelong friend of the old
sourdough postmaster, she was first to re-
ceive mail. Of letters there was but one,
and she instantly knew that was from her
father.

She stuffed the missive into a pocket of
her mackinaw coat, tossed a bundle of news-
papers into the car, and whirled it around
on the dusty road for the return drive.

The day was pleasantly warm—and
pleasantly cooled by a brisk sea-air. Sarah
had tossed aside the man’s felt hat she
usually wore, and as the little car streaked
up the road and over low hills the mass
of her red hair worked free of bonds and
bannered out behind her.

Her fair skin had tanned a smooth, light
coffee color, and the rush of air brought a
fine flush into her cheeks. Her black eyes
snapped with life.

She was a sturdy figure of young woman-
hood, this native daughter of Alaska. The
blue flannel shirt that served her as shirt-
waist suggested by its folds and curves the
resilient strength of deep chest and firm
muscle. Walking, she appeared taller than
the average woman, and the man’s hat, the
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plaid mackinaw coat, the flannel shirt, short
skirt and high boots heightened a semblance
of sturdiness and outdoor efficiency incon-
gruous to the piquant beauty of her face.

The drive of five miles to the Truett
ranch took the battered little car a very
few minutes. Sarah abandoned it in the
road and hurried to the porch of the pleas-
ant dwelling that stood in a neat flower-
garden overlooking a little harbor and the
broad sweep of ocean.

She turned her attention at once to the
letter, and as she read her face grew grave.
Hillman Truett had written:

~ It’s been pretty tough sledding, and I guess
I was a fool wasting my time with these
financial crooks when Angus McDonald has
always been willing to help me out—always
been renewing his offer if ever I found I need-
ed a lift from him. So I'm starting for
New York to-night to see my old tilikum.
1t’'s been a long time since Angus and I had
a look at each other. Reckon he’s about
ready to retire on his millions by now, but
I'll bet you he's never forgotten our early
days in the ruby sands proposition at Lituya
Bay, nor the Dyea trail either!

Seems like a mighty long trip and a mighty
long way to go from home, Sally, but it’s
what I should have done in the first place,
instead of wasting. time in Seattle and Frisco.
1 won't be any longer than I need—six days
to New York, a day or maybe two, with
Angus—then six days back to the coast again.
And then I'll come straight home, Sally. I
figure I can make it just about in time,
allowing a week for accidents.

Believe me, I'll be on hand to take up
that option before the thu'ty -first, and with
Angus McDonald’s backing, we'll make the
Kanak ledge the richest low-grade proposi-
tion in Alaska. I guess the Treadwell will
look sick beside us, hey, Sally!

Meantime keep a bright eye on that Pacific
Development crowd so’s they don’t grab the
ledge before our option is up, and don’t run
“Liz” into any more stone walls and scratch
up the bright beauty of my own Sally.

With love,
Dab.

Sally whistled thoughtfully when she had
read the letter.

“ New York! Good gracious, what a way
to go, even after money! I used to think
Frisco was bad enough when I went to
school there. But anyhow he’ll get the
money. Angus McDonald won’t ever go
back on his promise. I'm glad—glad!”
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Her mind pictured her father’s long
journey and the results of it. The ambi-
tion of Hillman Truett’s later years was to
develop Kanak ledge, a property of low-
grade ore which he believed would make
him rich, and so accumulate the fortune
he wanted to leave to his daughter when
he was called over the long trail. Most
of his life Hillman Truett had spent in
Alaska. The Klondike had staked him and
his old partner, Angus McDonald, to
enough gold to insure a comfortable ex-
istence.

Angus McDonald used his stake to found
a great business and a great fortune back
East, whence he had come. Truett bought
the ranch on Kanak and continued to ad-
venture in various ways until closé to his
own hearthstone he discovered the possi-
bilities of a greater plenty.

Others owned Kanak ledge, and Truett
held it on option. To begin its develop-
ment he demanded far more money than he
could realize and hence his trip to the
““ outside.”

From thoughts of this sort Sarah turned
finally to the thick packet of newspapers.
Several weeks’ accumulation, sent on by
a Seattle newsdealer, showered about as
she cut the strings of the wrapper. There
werk Post-Intelligencers from Seattle, and
Oregonians from Portland, the San Fran-
cisco Chronicle, and a half-dozen magazines
current a month previous.

With an instinct that belied her mannish
dress, she pawed among the sheets and
volumes for one bright monthly that told
what women wear on Fifth Avenue and
other streets of fashion.

And stooping to retrieve this prize from
the porch floor, her eyes encountered a
news item that seemed to leap at her:

ANGUS McDONALD DEAD

Former Alaskan Whe Amassed Huge For-
tune in Chain Stores Stricken Suddenly.

The telegraphic despatch following was
a brief statement that the former Alaskan
and millionaire had succumbed in his home
near Roslyn, Long Island. The death had
occurred the day following the mailing of
Hillman Truett’s letter.
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Beaten.

Hillman Truett had lost his last chance.

Death that snatched Angus McDonald
made a mockery of his hopes.

The paper crumpled in her gasp; Sarah
sat very straight and still, looking some-
where beyond the horizon. Her cheeks had
paled and her wide, black eyes were sober
and a little frightened.

For her father and his shattered plans
she felt a vast, maternal pity—the pity of
a loyal only daughter for a widower father.
But there was more than deepest sympathy
in his grief to worry her. Hillman Truett,
to hold his options on Kanak ledge, had
endangered all that he owned. The ranch
was mortgaged. Other securities were sold
outright.

Angus McDonald had been his last hope.
With that hope gone, they were faced with
ruin,

If her father had been a younger man,
Sarah Truett would have laughed at ruin.
To laugh at disaster and to build success
from failure’s ashes was her heritage of
sourdough blood. But Hillman Truett was
now an old man—perhaps too old to begin
again.

She stared blankly beyond the distant
blue horizon as if her eyes would go for-
ward to meet new days and read what they
were bringing her.

And while she looked, absorbed in her
father’s worry, four men who had walked
from Kanak plodded along the road toward
the Truett ranch.

CHAPTER 1L
A CHANCE TO HELP.

HE barking of the dogs drew Sarah’s
attention to this quartet of visitors.
They were advancing now toward the

porch where she sat, one of them ostensibly
in the lead, the other three some paces be-
hind.

The leader was a man worth attention
anywhere. His height was unusual, fully a
half foot above six feet, but in spite of this
he appeared a man below medium stature,
so great was the girth of his body. It was
only when the eye found a comparison with

-to handle it.”
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his companions that one realized what a
huge bulk of humanity he was.

As he approached this man removed a
round, black felt hat, exposing a perfectly
bald and glistening pate that was tammed
a deep, rich brown like the rest of his face
and hands. The only sign of hair on that
startling expanse of skull was the eyebrows,
black brows that dived together at the
bridge of the nose, making a V above his
small, shrewd eyes.

The stranger’s nose curved boldly in a
parrot-beak hook, and the chin beneath
curved up to meet it. The mouth between
was thin-lipped and tight. He wore a suit
of blue serge, rather neat in effect, a gray
flannel shirt, and a black string-bow tie.
One knew at a glance that he was a man
who followed a profession, and it was a
safe guess to say that prof&sxon was the
sailing of ships.

He inquired politely if he addressed Miss
Truett. “ I'm here to talk business if that’s
your gas cruiser out there in the bay—
which. I've been told it is.”

“ That’s mine—ours rather—that’s the
Sally.” Sarah followed his keen glance to-
ward the anchored power-boat.

“ Looks big enough to handle a bit of
cargo,” the stranger suggested.

“ Depends on the cargo and who’s going
Sarah Truett implied that
explanations were in order, and the big man
took the hint.

“Miss Truett, I'm Bradden—Cap’n
Bradden, of the trader Seal. She was a
gas schooner, but now she’s a heap o’ junk.
That’s why I'm here. That little fellow
there’s my mate, Mr. Spicer, and the other
two boys was in the crew. If you don’t
mind I'll sit down. Tramping ain’t in my
line, and we done what these islanders call
five miles to get out here.”

Sarah nodded consent, and the big man
sat, mopping his head vigorously. His com-
panions followed his example, stretching on
the grass within ear-shot.

Sarah Truett studied the four shrewdly.
She had been used since early childhood
to various sorts of men, and relied on her
own good sense to catalogue them properly.

“ Well, Captain Bradden, what about
the Sally?”
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“ Why, just this, miss—would you con-
sider a proposition for a charter? I need
that boat—”

“ We never charter the Sally. My father
and I use her on our own business—and
pleasure.”

“ But supposin’ it was to help distressed
seamen, Miss Truett—kind of a neighborly
accommodation?”’

“1 don’t recall you as a neighbor, cap-
tain. And I think I know every soul a
hundred miles around Kanak.”

Bradden smiled shrewdly. ¢ That’s fair
enough!” he nodded. “Let me tell you
about us. I been a trader and such like
the past fifteen years up along the penin-
sula and among the Aleutians, Miss Truett.
Ask anybody at Kodiak or Dutch Harbor
if T ain’t. This Seal was my boat, all I
had, and now she’s smashed up on the
rocks in Cultus Bay, all on account of that
hell-roarin’, gosh-awful volcano that busted
loose last month. It sure fixed us, hey,
boys?” :

His three companions nodded, and the
little fellow, Spicer, added with a crooked
grin: ¢ Busted us flatter'n smoked salmon
belly, cap.”

“ What money I've got, Miss Truett, is
tied up in my cargo, and that cargo’s over
there in Cultus Bay in the Seal. When that
volcano tied loose we was heading down
for outside, but it got so thick we never
knew where we was pretty soon. Then
come the wind and raised merry hallelujah
with us and flung us onto the rocks. If I
could get the Sally I could save my cargo—
and I'd be willing to 'pay you well for the

- charter.”

“ What is your cargo?”

“ Well, now, it’s ivory, Miss Truett—
fossil ivory.”

[{3 Ivoryl »

“ Yes, ma'am, the finest fossil ivory ever
came out of Alaska—and believe me, miss,
T've seen it all. Sixty tusks, and it’s worth
the top market price. Not a rotten spot in
it—regular billiard-ball stuff. It’s worth
fifty thousand if it’s worth a cent.”

Sarah Truett looked more thoughtful.
For the first time this man’s story inter-
ested her. It was not uncommon for va-
rious sorts of men to try to charter the
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Sally. Hillman Truett’s cruiser, built for
pleasure and adventure and occasional
trade, was widely known, but most of the’
propositions that came to them offered lit-
tle chance of profit. To salvage a cargo of
ivory—especially choice ivory—might be
an opportunity worth while.

It occurred to her now that here was
the Heaven-sent chance to win back some
of the money so badly needed by her father
—perhaps enough to stave off disaster, to
safeguard their home and their little for-
tune.

Outwardly she gave no indication of
these thoughts.

“You were cast up when the volcano
broke loose? That was two weeks ago,
captain. Has it taken you two weeks to
come from Cultus Bay?”’

“Two weeks! We’re lucky we ever got
away! Our boat was smashed up—we had
to walk. We walked to Yunaska, ten un-
godly days of it! Then we found there
wasn’t no boats anywhere about this for-
saken country except the Sally, so we
shipped over on the Dora. I den’t deny
we’re anxious to get at that cargo pretty
smart, Miss Truett. It ain’t going to help
us any leaving it lay there on the beach.
so_”

“You’d have to handle the cruiser your-
selves. Our two boys are gone—"

“ We’d aim to do that!”

“ And "—Sarah drew a deep breath and
wondered if her pounding heart betrayed
her anxiety by outward signs—* an{ you
would have to give my father and myself
a half interest in the value of all you sal-

vage. If you want the Sally on those
terms—"’ :
“Good Lord!” Bradden’s exclamation

was fervent in its expression of outraged
feelings. It implied that the bargainer was
the incarnation of greed—more than that,
crazed by lust for gain. It expressed fully
the scorn and derision of an honest sailor-
man.

~ “Those are the terms,” Sarah repeated.
“ A half share. The Sally is not for char-
ter; personally we don’t care whether you
get that cargo off the beach or not. If
you can find a boat, go ahead and welcome,
but it’s my guess you won’t get anything
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this side of Juneau—maybe not this side of
Seattle. You know what it will cost you
then.”

She said no more, sitting quietly and re-
turning Bradden’s stare without emotion.
The three men on the grass stared at them
both, eager spectators.

Captain Bradden—* Baldy ” Bradden as
Sarah came to know him—had a wicked,
unwinking gaze that was hard as nails. Oc-
casionally his thin lips gave an irascible
twist as if he longed to tell the red-haired
bargainer his plain opinion of her. But he
said nothing, merely stared.

And Sarah Truett stared back indiffer-
ently, until it was Bradden who gave up.

“ You’d ought to have been one of these
beef trust maggots the papers talk about,”
he sighed finally. “ You got your foot on
my neck, miss, and your fingers in my
eyes. What’s a man going to do but stand
for a gouging? You win.”

“ Then we'll sign a little agreement,”
Sarah answered with perfect composure, but
the hand in which she wrote their contract
twitched with excitement.

Baldy Bradden stretched out his hand
for the completed draft of their agreement,
but the red-haired genius of finance waved
him aside. ‘I have thought of one more
condition,” she announced.

Bradden glared. “ Well?”

“ B shall go with you on the Sally.”

“You! Why, you're crazy—why, miss,
you can’t do that. Ome lady with four
men—why, that ain’t proper—" .

“Rot!” She smiled scornfully up at
him.

“ Don’t worry about me, Captain Brad-
den. D've lived in Alaska most of my life,
in camps and on the trail and sometimes in
a lot worse places than your company.
T'll take care of myself—and besides I have
no intention of letting four strangers walk
off with the best cruiser in western Alaska.
I go.”

“ All right, all right, all right!” Baldy
Bradden tossed his hands in a gesture of
irritation. ¢ Bring your aunts and cousins
and dogs and cats for all I care—anything
you say—”

“ Quite right,” Sarah murmured; “ sign
here, please.”
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Bradden signed, breathing hard through
his nose as he did so. That done he fixed
her with his bright, small eyes. ¢ Now,
miss, if you can pack your trunks and pow-
der your nose in a reasonable length of
time.”

“I can do that,” Sarah agreed.

“ About how long?”

“ Why, say fifteen minutes.”

Bradden’s lips stretched in a sudden grin
of admiration. “ Well, that’s fair enough—
but the cruiser won’t be ready for, anyhow,
a couple hours, I take it—”

“ Ready this minute; the Sally’s always
kept ready.” Sarah’s reply was business-
like, but proud. The cruiser was one of
their cherished possessions.

“You go aboard, captain,” she con-
tinued. “Look over everything, and when
I hail send the dingey for me.”

The four men went aboard the Sally.
They found that Sarah had told the truth.
It was a smart craft, and ready for imme-
diate use. She was a gas-powered -cruiser,
just a little too utilitarian in line for a gen-
tleman’s private yacht and much too smart
for a trader. The Sally was admirably
adapted to the use of Hillman Truett, who
had cruised and prospected thousands of
miles of little known coasts and islands of
Alaska, sometimes doing a little trading
with the natives as well.

The four were little more than aboard
and finding their way about when Sarah
Truett hailed from the beach. She was
ready.

By way of preparation she had called the
Indian woman who looked after the ranch-
house, told her where she was taking. the
Sally on business and left a few brief in-
structions. Then she went to her own room.
She did not powder her nose nor pack any
trunks. Instead, she snatched up an extra
sweater and donned heavy shoes. Then
she opened a table drawer and picked out
a small automatic pistol. To this she added
a box of ammunition and stowed both away
in the pocket of her mackinaw coat.

Now she was ready for the journey—
ready for anything.

Bradden paid her'a warm compliment as
she climbed aboard.

“1 bet there ain’t another woman in the
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world can gef ready to go anywheres as
quick as that!”

Sarah acknowledged this with a brief nod.
She went direct to the pilot-house. To
Bradden she said, “ Tell them to cast loose
from those floats. We're wasting time
here.”

The Sally uttered one brief hoot of fare-
well to her home port. With engines hum-
ming she slipped briskly from her moor-
ing buoys and poked her nose toward the
sea,
Sunset found her sinking Kanak Island
below the western horizon while the eyes
of the four men and one girl were turned
toward the east, whither lay Cultus Bay,
the wrecked schooner Seal and a fortune
in ivory.

What else awaited them there was
shrouded in the veil of to-morrows, a veil
more impenetrable than the darkest night
shadows running to close them in.

CHAPTER III
MYSTERY AND MUSIC.

ARAH TRUETT was quite used to
setting off on expeditions to all sorts
of strange places on short notice. For

twenty years of her total of twenty-three
she had been her father’s partner, and Hill-
man Truett had the true prospector’s rest-
lessness.

She had not boasted idly when she told
Baldy Bradden that she had been in many
odd situations and in strange company. She
was quite capable of taking care of herself
—anywhere. To go adventuring with four
strangers gave her not the slightest worry;
only a pleasant sense of excitement at the
thought of winning in one stroke enough
to insure her father against total disaster.

Three of her four partners in adventure
did not accept her 3o philosophically, When
the men Bradden had brought with him
learned that the girl would sail with them
there was an anxious consultation. What
its outcome was Sarah could only guess.
Nothing was said to her, but she was the
object of many speculative looks.

Of Bradden’s three companions the mate,
Spicer, was the only one who showed a dis-
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position to talk. Spicer was a merry, care-
less, black-haired, dark-skinned little fel-
low. Some accident had robbed him of the
use of one eye, but it took a great deal to
deprive him of his habitual cheerfulness. He
seemed to lack all the dignity of a navigat-
ing officer, though on a schooner so smait
as the late lamented Seal officers and men
are on easy relations,

The two sailors were Gus, a long, sallow
German with melancholy brown eyes and
a weak chin, and Carter, a compactly built
buman bulldog who looked and was both
stupid and surly.

‘On the Sally, Sarah occupied her own
stateroom; Bradden berthed in Hillman
Truett’s little cabin, and Spicer and the two
men forward. The cruiser was easily man-
aged, and at the outset Sarah Truett showed
them she knew as much about navigating
her boat as any of them. She divided
watches with Spicer and Bradden.

One of them was constantly at the
wheel; one of the others always watching
the engines, a task of some responsibility
but little labor,

They were a day at sea without sight of
land, and except that she lacked her father’s
companionship Sarah might easily have im-
agined the Sally on one of her usual expedi-
tions.

Shortly after noon of the second day they
picked up the coast line. Using the glasses
Bradden declared he could make out the
landmarks of Cultus Bay, and the circula-
tion of this news set them all to staring.

The day had been flawless, with scarcely
a hint of breeze, but now as afternoon ad-
vanced there appeared along the horizon
behind them a low, thin, dim line that
told of advancing fog. But before that fog
came they should have reached their des-
tination, and the Sally would lie safe and
snug near the wreck of the unfortunate
Seal.

A blue sky and placid sea are emough
to raise anybody’s spirits and add to that
the silhouette of a new and wild coast and
the prospect of picking up a fortune in-
ivery, and you have enocugh to understand
why Sarah Truett hummed gaily to herself
as she handled the cruiser from the diminu-
tive pilot-house.
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Bradden and Spicer had gone to the
cabin below and presently she saw Gus
go aft, evidently to join them. It was Car-
ter’s trick at the engines.

The appearance of this surly partner in
the pilot-house caused her a little surprise.
Carter came from the engine pit, wiping his
hands on a bit of waste. He stared silently
toward the nearing coast, ignoring the girl
beside him. If the notion of returning
to the Seal to save the ivory roused in him
any of the interest the others had showed,
he certainly gave no sign. He merely
pressed his sullen face against the glass and
looked.

Ignoring this rude companion Sarah
steered and hummed and smiled with antici-
pation. The engines drummed rhythmical-
ly, and the wash sang a steady pzan of
progress.

Carter turned abruptly and stared full
in her face, a long, speculative stare. In
spite of her effort to return this glance with
composure Sarah felt a thrill of alarm—
of wonder at the man’s behavior. Speech
was forced on her.

“ Well?” she demanded sharply.

Carter’s reply was curious. It came
abruptly.

“ Say, what in hell ails you; you crazy?”

“Not so’s you'd notice it,” Sarah
snapped, her cheeks flushing, eyes snap-
ping. “ Next time you talk to me, speak
more civilly.”

Carter ignored this advice.

“ Ain’t you even got good sense?” he
growled. “ Who told you to come this
trip?"

“ My own common sense. Do you think
T’d let four strangers run off with my
boat?”

. “Never heard of Baldy Bradden?”

“1 never did.”

« Hmnph! »

Carter was silent a long time.

Sarah’s resentment grew. The man was
rude and annoying. He had no business
in the pilot-house with her. The object of
his questioning she could not guess, but the
manner of it called for a rebuke.

“ Suppose you go back where you be-
long,” she suggested crisply. “ Those en-
gines need attention.”
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Carter gave her no answer. He was
staring again at the coast line.

“ Carter, I said get out of here.”

Carter muttered something under his
breath.

“ What'’s that?” Sarah demanded.

“1 said, you got a hell of a lot to learn,
that’s all.”

An instinctive warning made Sarah delay .
her reply. There was something odd in
Carter’s manner. His very persistence, rude
as it was, suggested that he had some other
purpose than a mere desire to annoy her.
She wondered for a fleeting instant if Car-
ter was trying to tell her something—to
warn her.

“ Just what do you mean?”

His reply was a snarl. “ Oh, hell, find
out for yourself, if—"

He had time to say no more. Spicer had
crowded into the little pilot-house and
Spicer’s hand fastened in Carter’s shirt-col-
lar. He whirled Carter about and thrust
him angrily toward the engine pit.

“ You get down there where you belong,”
Spicer panted. “ And keep a civil tongue
in your head. If I ever hear you swear at
a lady again I'll cut your filthy tongue out,
you dog!

“Don’t you stand for any annoyance
from them roughnecks, Miss Truett,” Spicer
urged eagerly. “ They’re a pair of bums,
like all the crooks that call themselves sail-
ors nowadays. I'll teach him to cuss before
a lady, damn his eyes—”

Sarah smiled. ‘ He meant no harm.”

“Don’t you think it! He’s a no-good
loafer, that’s what he is—ought to be on
the chain gang. Wait tlll Bradden hears
about this.”

Evidently Bradden did hear of the inci-
dent, for presently Sarah saw the big, bald-
headed captain and Carter together, and
Bradden was talking angrily. Carter looked
sullen, and what he had to say seemed to
annoy the captain even more. For a mo-
ment she thought blows were to be struck.
Perhaps it was the presence of a lady that
spoiled the fight. Bradden and Carter both
turned to look at her in the pilot-house,
and Carter went below with his usual sulky .
face.

Bradden joined Sarah in the pilot-house.
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“ There she is, Miss Truett, over there on
the point — that’s what’s left of my
schooner.”

They were closing in with Cultus Bay.
Using the glass Sarah could easily see the
wreck piled fantastically on the rocks. Be-
hind it rose the thick ranks of fir and
spruce, climbing abruptly toward the snow
. line. To the left of the point was the wind-
ing inlet of the bay, stretching back to-
ward the muddy expanse of the small
glacier.

The broken schooner, canted at an angle
of forlorn helplessness, added to the scene
the one touch needed to emphasize its wild
loneliness. Under a bright sun, in fine
weather, Cultus Bay looked actually
sinister.

At Bradden’s suggestion the cruiser
passed in around the point of rocks where
the wreck lay and found an easy anchorage
in its lee. They made snug, and all five
came ashore in the dingey. By this time it
was past six o'clock, but day would linger
for some hours in that northern latitude
if the advancing fog did not blot dt out.

The five of them showed a nervous ten-
sion due to rising excitement. The two
sailors rowed, and every time their uneven
strokes splashed water Bradden cursed vol-
ubly. Spicer’s one eye was brilliant as it
searched the shore line.. Sarah maintained
the greatest outward composure, but her
cheeks were bright and she studied her com-
panions closely.

Carter’s rudeness had set her to tzhmkmg
—and wondering. Her right hand, thrust
into the coat pocket, closed about the smadl
automatic. She would take no chances.

Landed, they scrambled over the rocks
toward the wreck, a walk of some little dis-
tance, leaving the dingey pulled above high
tide mark. Their brisk pace ended in a run
as they approached the Seal. Bradden and
Spicer led, with Sarah not.far behind. The
two sailors came lurching after.

In the moment of their frantic hurry the
evening turned gray and dull. Rolling up
from the west came the bank of fog and
its cold breath cooled their heat.

The schooner was canted toward them,
its decks open to their view. The rocks
bad gashed a great hole along the stout
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fir planking, impaling the Seal like a beetle
on a pin. The cargo hatch gaped at them,
a vacant, open eye.

Spicer was the first to scramble to the
deck, and Bradden was at his heels. Their
first act was to peer into the gaping hatch.
In this posture they continued until some-
thing unusual about the fixity of their atti-
tude brought a shouted inquiry from Gus
and Carter. Neither man answered; they
merely stared into the hold. Presently
Bradden lowered himself within.

The two sailors pushed past Sarah and
scrambled onto the wreck. Among the four
men there broke out a sudden squall of
qmtions and answers, shouts and curses.
A curious spectator, the girl waited on the
rocks below, a little uncertain.

Bradden reappeared through the hatch.
His face had flushed an ugly red that spread
along the bald skull. He was in a passion
of fury that deprived him of speech.

“ What is it?” Sarah called. “ What'’s
wrong? Captain Bradden—Mr. Spicer—
what’s wrong?”’

Her inquiry attracted no attention. The
quartet were snarling at one another. She
climbed aboard and peered into the hold
of the Seal.

At first the rapidly fading light showed
her only blackness; then a litter of loose
stuff, broken packing-cases, scattered raffle
that had washed in a heap against the sides.
But of ivory tusks, the treasure in mastodon
bone that Bradden had promised, there was
no trace.

“T tell you he must of done it!” Spicer
was shouting angrily. “ The dirty, yellow,
low-lived crook—"

“You talk like a damn fool!” Bradden
roared, exasperated by the mate‘s persistent
repetition of the phrase. ‘ He’s dead, ain’t
he? Well, what the hell—”

“ He may be dead, but it’s gone, ain’t
it?  Well, then!”

“ Captain Bradden! Captain!” Sarah
was shaking the big man’s arm, clamoring
for attemtion. But the captain ignored her
and continued his wrangle with the mate.

“71 tell you somebody’s come along and
found it—that’s how it is. Somebody’s
robbed us of what’s ours and, by God, I'll
find him and make him pay back!”

4 A°
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- “ Somebody’s come! Who's coming to
" Cultus Bay, tell me that?” )

“ All gight; how’s a dead man going to
move sixty mastodon tusks, tell me that?
Huh, a dead man!”

‘The words stopped the speech of all four.
Gus and Carter looked uneasily into the
thickening fog and back at the dark wood
behind them. Bradden walked again to the
hatch to peer down as if unable to believe
his own yision. Sarah followed, determined
to have an explanation.

_“ Well, Bradden, what does this mean?
Where’s your ivory?”

¢ How the merry, blue blazes—" Brad-
den choked off his impatient speech and
seemed, by an effort, to control his irrita-
tion. *“ How do I know?” he amended sul-
lenly. It was here, now it ain’t! Sixty
tusks of it—finest fossil ivory I ever seen
any place—a good fifty thousand dollars’
worth. You listen to Spicer and you’ll
think spooks carried it off—or it.grew wings
and flew back home. I don’t know. It’s
gond, ain’t that plain? It’s gone and I'm
busted, but if I ever find the man that
got it, God have mercy on his soul!”

Bradden’s knotted fist raised to empha-

size his threat of vengeance. The pointed
brows gathered above his small eyes, glar-
-ing red with anger. A high tide of fury
suffused his strange face.
. He turned his back suddenly and climbed
from the wreck. A few paces away he
halted, brooding, and the thickening mist
gradually blurred out his figure to a wraith-
like shadow.

“ Anyhow, I’'m going to have a look,”
Spicer declared loudly. ‘ Come on, boys.”.
With Gus and Carter he quit the shattered
Seal. They moved aimlessly among the
rocks and vanished. = .

Sarah Truett leaned against the rail of
the tilted wreck, stunned by the abrupt teal-
ization of failure. She had gone chasing
treasure, seeking a golden fleece providen-
tially dangled before her eyes at the moment
her father needed help—and the prize had
vanished. .

Wherevef®it had gone, the ivory was not
in the Seal. The voyage had been a waste
of timé—a pursuit of the will-o’-the-wisp.
Her rainbow’s end was no pot of gold—only
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ashes 'of despair on a wilderness coast where
the fog was rolling thick and cold.

For perhaps half an hour the young wo-
man continued to stare into the gray mys-
tery, a victim of disappointment. Then
the sourdough blood began to tell. She
managed & laugh—rather a forlorn chuckle,
but at least an expression of mirth at the
turn of eveats.

“ Dad will surely tease me about this!”
she exclaimed. “ I'll never hear the last
of it—an ivory hunt and no ivory!”

‘“ Spicer! Oh, Spicer, boys—hello!”

Bradden was hailing.

From somewhere distant there came an
answer.

“ Come back, you fobls!
wreck—hello—hello!”

Guided by his shouts they heard the
three returning. Sarah joined the captain.
“We’d best be getting aboard, Miss
Truett,” he greeted her. * This fog’s thick-
er than a Heinie’s head—and whatever
we’ve got to, do we can decide on the boat.”

Bradden spoke soberly now, without
trace of his earlier fury. His manne.
seemed almost apologetic.

Their progress along the beach toward

the dingey was awkward. The place was
littered with boulders and slippery ledges
and in that thick fog all sense of direction
vanished.
. It seemed to Sarah they had gone twice
the necessary distance without finding trace
of the small boat. Vet the search per-
sisted. Foot by foot they combed the sand
and rocks, and again arguments arose.
They retraced their course, they cigcled
and crisscrossed the trail—and without suc-
cess. The fog that had swallowed the land-
scape about them seemed to have taken the
boat as well. Either the dingey was lost—
or it had gone to join the vanished ivory.

Irritation at the delay waxed to the ex-
ploding point, then died away. The hard
fact confronted them: the boat could not
be found and they were stranded in the
fog.

They eyed one another without words,
huddled into a dumb companionship of be-
wilderment and misery.

Bradden was first to recover.

“ What do we want of the boat?” he

Back to the
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growled. “If we had it chances are we
couldn’t pick up the cruiser till the sky
clears, and when it does we can find the
dingey. Boys,” what we need’s a good hot
fire so we can sit warm till this blows over.”

Back among the rocks there was a plenty
of drift. They kindled a prodigal blaze
that sent its roaring tongue of flame a
good twelve feet into the air and dyed the
cloud in which they sat with the pink of
dawn.

Five silent companions huddled about
this flame. Each in his way seemed driven
to an exasperation beyond speech by the
loss of the ivory cargo and the added puz-
zle of the missing dingey. Bradden’s head
was sunk, chin on chest, and his gaze avoid-
ed them all. Occasionally, by the ruddy
light, Sarah noted that his former anger
surged back again to twist his face into an
evil picture while he muttered and mowed.
Spicer, after one or two feeble attempts at
joking, had subsided at full length. He
seemed to doze. Gus and Carter sat close,
exchanging an inconstant mutter and
snatching nervous glances about them. And
Sarah watched the flames gravely, her mind
a thousand miles from current perplexi-
ties. Disappointment and present discom-
fort she accepted as fact and dismissed—
her liveliest concern was the future and
what it would bring to the father who was
all that the world held dear.

It was very still and a little uncanny,
this waiting in the fog. The drone of dis-
tant surf, the fire’s fluttering and the lip
of water on their sheltered beach were
sounds accepted and forgotten.

Sarah’s ears were first to catch another -

sound, a sound that caused her a quick
glance about to make sure none of her com-
panions had uttered it—and then an at-
tention that was both surprise and incred-
ulity.

In a moment the others about the fire
were listening, too. The two sailors stared

with wild eyes; Bradden’s jaw had dropped

and Spicer sat upright, his one eye shining.

From somewhere, where no man could
say in that baffling mist, there floated notes
of music. A man or woman was whistling
softly and a little monotonously. The air
was the waltz from ¢ The Merry Widow.”
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The music came very sweetly, seemed
to draw a little closer, faded into distance.
Once it broke in mid-bar for an interval
of several minutes, resumed again and so
faded from their hearing.

While it lingered, and for some minutes
after it died, the listeners said not a word,
nor moved.

Bradden gaped, Spicer stared vacantly,
the two sailors seemed on the point of
rising for flight. Sarah leaneq forwa.rd,
rapt with strained attention.

It was Spicer who broke the spell

The little mate sprang to his feet as if
he would dash into the fog and tear_ the
veil from this newest mystery.

“You heard it?” he demanded of Brad-
den. “ You heard, boys? 1It’s him, I tell
you, it’s him! By Almighty Heaven, he’s
out there—Whistling Bob!”

CHAPTER 1V.
WHISTLING BOB.

T the mate’s words, Bradden looked

up with a shadow of his former im-

patient manner. “ You're cracked,”

he snarled, but the tone was uncertain.

“ You—you've.gone nutty about him, I tell
you!” .

“ Lieber Gott im Himmel—" Gus began
to repeat a prayer in German. His blue
eyes were round and staring.

Carter moved fearfully -until he stood
closer to the group. His face was pale be-
neath the stubble of beard and the smear
of engine grease.

“How could it be him?” Bradden in- -
sisted again. He spoke like a man holding
an argument against his own- convictions.
“ Ain’t he gone—drowned—dead? Sure,
he is! Besides, if it was him—"

“ Didn’t I tell you; didn’t I tell you so
as soon as I seen that ivory gone!” Spicer
crowed shrilly. “T says it was him and
by ”

“ Well, what of it!” roared Bradden.
“If it’s him we ain’t got cause to worry.
He’s alive—dead men don’t go round whis-
tling, do they? No, you bet your sweet
life they don’t. We'll damn soon find out.
'l hail.” He raised his voice, standing
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erect in the fire glow, his face turned to-
ward the mystery of the.shrouded sea.

“ Ch, Bob, hello-0-0-0! Hello-o-0-0!1"

The fog gave back no answer. There
was no-echq from Bradden’s outflung hail.
It seemed bhnketed, driven back npon them
by the steaming air.

“ Hello-0-0, Bob!” Bradden hailed again,
tn broke off with an angry exclamation.
“ What damn foolishness! If you believe
in spooks hail him yourself, Spicer.”

“New, nein,” Gus muttered, shaking his

head. Whatforshmﬂdhedoso? Can

a dead man talk?”

“ Spicer says he can whistle,” Bradden
chuckled savagely.

“You can't f6ol me just the same,”
Spicer insisted. “{ heard that.”

“ Bradden,” Sarah demanded peremptor-
ily, “ what are you talking about? I want
to know—I've got a right to know. Who
is Whistling Bob? What's all this non-

“ Nonsense, that’s what,” Bradden

growled back. -

“ That doesn’t go with me, Braddea. I've
put up my boat for your salvage scheme;
we get here and there’s nothing to salvage;
then you begi talking about something you
won’t explain. Now let's have the story
straight!”

The red-haired girl stood face to face
with the irascible captain. Her black eyes
sparkled with determination. Her manner
suggested that her questions would be an-
swered or somebody would suffer.

Bradden read the look and became once
more diplomatic. “ We'’re all getting a
little touched, I guess, what with bad luck
and this damned fog,” he apologized. “1It’s
nothing to lose any sleep about anyhow,
Miss Truett. This Whistling Bob was—"

The interruption came in a sound they
instantly recognized. It struck consterna-
tion to them all. They heard the popping

.cough of a gas-engine. The explosions

blurred into a steady purr and there fol-
dowed the hoot of a ressed air whistle
—a e, mocking salute.

Held fascmatzdtheyhsbaiedtoﬁnsnxi
continued to listen until the gradual reces-
sion of sound told them that its cause
tiad Wwithdrawn. Ahd they realized that
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their cruiser, the Sally, had slipped anchor
and left them—marooned.

“ Now you've lost my boat!”

Sarah Truett drew herself up, a picture
of queenly indignation, as she accused the
captain. Her accusation was not strictly
just, but Bradden was at least the indirect
cause of all these misfortunes. And the
loss of the cruiser, for there was noadoubt-
ing that the whistle they had heard was
from the Sally, capped their previous wor-
ries with an ugly disaster. Without a boat,
on that wild coast, hardship and hunger
were certain; death not at all improbable.

Spicer had dashed into the fog toward
the water, shouting incoherently, as if to
call back the cruiser.” The two sailors fol-
lowed, and their clamor grew more distant,

Bradden sat down weakly on a log. This
last surprise had shaken his nerve. He
looked gray and tired and he had nothing
to say.

His stupefaction ifritated the girl. Sarah
was sick of mystery and riddle; frightened
byﬂlepasstmceofthmrbadluckand
growing angrier every tninute.

“Look here, Bradden, I'm through fool-
ing. It’s time we had a showdown. You
got me into this thing on false pretense;
youhldoutsmned:mgfmmtheﬁmt Now

*we're in a fine mess—stranded, helpless.

I've lost a valuable boat; I'm liable to lose
my life before I get through with your busi-
ness. Right here’s where we make a new
start, and we'll make it by getting this o:y
straight. Begin with this Whistling

Baldy Bradden looked up with a dull eye
and sighed.

“ Well? ” she suggested angrily. Her
right hand gripped hard about the small
pistol in her pocket, not that she expected
to use it, but because she felt an over-
powering désire to hammer Bradden with
it.

“ Aw, you don’t even know your boat’s
gone,” he protested feebly. “ You're

Sarah’s answer was a scornful laugh.‘
“Come on, start the yam,” she com-
manded. “If I'm going to suffer at least
Il know why. Speak up, Bradden.”

‘“ Hell’s torment, am I running this thing
or are you? ”
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‘“ Oh, you ran things, all right —ran us
onto the beach. A fine mess you’ve made
of it. I trusted you to have plain, homely
common sense and a fool I was to do it!
From now on I'm going to know what’s
going on—is that plain? ”

“ Damn you, you've got a nerve,” Brad-
den roared, reddening at her sarcasm.

“ Nerve! What about your nerve, drag-
ging me out here on a fool chase when you
knew there were odds against you. Nerve!
A burglar’s a scared rabbit alongside you.
Now talk—talk fast and plain.”

“ All right, Miss Truett, all right! I
never told you about this Bob, because I
figured he was dead and didn’t count no
more in our plans. If that’s him out there
in the fog, which it sure does sound like
him, why he ain’t dead and what’s more he
ain’t nothing.to worry us, no, not if there
was a dozen like him. He’s a bad actor,
but I ain’t worrying about the likes of him.

“ This Whistling Bob is just an everyday,
low-down bum—and a crook. I did him
a favor and he double-crossed me. That’s

what a man gets for doing a favor to his

kind! Well, when we get our hands on his
neck we’ll know how to treat him—

“ When we do! ”

“ Don’t you worry, Miss Truett, we’ll get

him. I got a pretty good idea, putting two-

and two together, what this Bob’s up to.
He aims to get away with my ivory, the
dirty yellow dog! He tried that once be-
fore and lost out; he’ll lose out again. I’ll
‘adimit he kind of got my goat at first, but
now I'm sore—”

“ None of which answers my question,”
Sarah interrupted. ‘ Who is he?”

“ Why no, it doesn’t!” Bradden looked
thoughtful for a moment. ¢ Well, Miss,
he’s an adventurer, so far’'s I know. He
come aboard the Seal at Dutth Harbor as
one of the crew, we being short a man. We
went on this ivory trip, trading for the
stuff with a bunch of natives out to the
“ westward. I didn’t know nothing about
the man—didn’t care, in fact. But when
he saw' that fine lot of tusks he must of
figured it was a good chance to get away
with a big haul.

‘“ One night after we'd left the 1sland he
tried to kill me and Spicer—”
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« Why? »

“ Figured he’d .grab the Seal and put her
ashore some place near a market for the
stuff, I suppose.”

“ And the crew? ” .

“Oh them! I dare say he had some
scheme to get rid of them when he
was through—I tell you the man’s a crook
all through, a low-lived, dangerous_ralal
that don’t think no more of sticking a knife
into you than he does of eating.

“But he didn’t put anything across with
us! We were too damn smart for his kind
and we kept a sharp watch on him after
that night! Then when we was driving in
here in that dirty weather the volcano
kicked up this Bob was lost overboard—
and a good riddance it was. Of course we
figured he was dead—gone— ”

“And evidently you figured wrong? ”

“ That’s it, Miss Truett; that’s just it as
I see it. Spicer was right—

“ Well, by the eternal, he admits it! ”

Spicer, who had come up to hear this,
could not restrain his crowing triumph.,

Bradden nodded silent acquiescence. He
seemed to lack the spirit to dispute with
the mate.

“Yes, I guess if a man~guesses often
enough he’s bound to hit it once in a while.
\It must be Bob—"

“Of course it is. Ever see a pest like
that die when you wanted him to!” Spicer
seconded.

“No, he’s too crooked to stay dead,”
Bradden sighed. “ But hell, what do we
care! Here’s the way I figure it out: Bob
got ashore and when we left he cached the
ivory somewheres—"'

“Some job for one man,” Spicer ob-
served.

“ Yes, some job, but one man could do
it if he was built like him—and persistent
like him, Spicer.”

The mate nodded thoughtfully.

“So he cached the cargo somewheres.
near,” Bradden resumed, “ figuring I sup-

'pose that he’d get away from here and

make some deal to recover it. Instead we

show up looking for our goods and he steals
our boat—”

“ Why? ” Sarah asked the question.
“ Why! Because he’s naturally crooked,



that’s why. Flames of torment, he’d steal
anything he could get his hands on and
think it was a fine joke to leave us here
‘to die—that’s Bob! Probably he figures
he can load up the ivory and get away with

it—probably he dees, the fool! T’ll show
him—”’

“ Then you don’t think he’s gone far
with my boat? ”

“Don’t stand to reason, Miss Truett.
If a man’s stole a good cargo boat and
there’s twice her value in ivory ready for
the taking, he ain’t going to leave it on the
beach. No, sir.”

“ Then we’ll find him and make him give
up the Sally!”

“We will. We'll do just that. You
hear, Spicer, you hear me, boys? The
lady’s dead right—and when we Bet our
hands on that whelp—"

“ Ought to be shot,” snarled Spicer.

“PTIl kil him with my bare hands,”
Bradden grumbled.

“ Tie-him to a tree and let him starve,”
suggested Gus. .

“ Nonsense,” declared Sarah briskly.
“ You all talk like children. When we get
the boat back and the ivory in it, we'll take
this cheap crook to the nearest United
States marshal and turn him over to the
law; that’s plenty enough trouble for him.”

The four men exchanged a long, doubt-
ful look. None offered any comment.

“ Well,” Sarah added\after a time, “ we
can’t do a thing until ‘the sky clears.
Meantime I can use some sleep.” _

She deliberately chose a level spot in the
sand, beside a rock that radiated back the
warmth of the fire and curled up with per-
fect composure.

Her companions eyed her curiously—a
red haired girl whose cheeks glowed with
health, unusually graceful mow in her un-
conscious relaxation to.sleep. But even
asleep her hand curled tightly gbout the
little pistol in her pocket.

Bradden summoned them by a look and
a jerk of the head. They walked softly
away from the fire and held a long, mut-

consultation. Their talk would have
in'ter ted Sarah, had she been there to lis-
ten, for mostly it concerned her.

Sarah wakened to find the fog gone. The
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sky was flushing pink with dawn behind
the snow covered peaks. She went at once
to the sea to freshen herself and the sting
+of the cold water raised her spirits per-
ceptibly.

Nowhere in the bay was there any sign
of the Sally, nor did a survey of the sea
outside give any clue to the cruiser’s where-
abouts.

When she returned to the fire the men
were stirring. The four were in distinctly
bad humor that was aggravated by the
petty irritations of an uncomfortable night.
Bradden, however, had regained much of
his lost poise. He led the way to the wreck
where they made the encouraging discov-
ery that there was enough tinned food to
maintain life for some time.

There they also found signs in plenty
that some other person had been using the
stores, and suspicions of Whistling Bob re-
ceived further confirmation.

“Never mind,” Bradden rumbled.
“We'll find that pup. He won’t stray far
from theMggry. That’s our job, boys; let’s
be at it.”

It was agreed that they divide. Spicer
and the two sailors went south along the
sea beach, having in mind a cove a couple
miles dlstant.

Bradden and Sarah were to concentrate
their attention on Cultus Bay. There shots
in rapid succession would call them to-
gether.

“I've a mind to beat the woods close
about here,” said Bradden when the others
had left. “ No man is going to carry
mammoth tusks very far, not by himself.
If I can find that stuff I’ll know something
worth while.”

“ The ivory’s your worry,” Sarah agreed.
“ What interests me is the Sally. I want
my boat back, and any Whistling Bob who
thinks he can get away with what’s mine
is going to change his mind mighty sud-
den.”

“ That’s the talk, miss,” grinned Brad-
den. “But look now, don’t take no
chances. If you find track of Bob or the
cruiser, signal for help. He’s a bad one,
that Bob. Don’t go in alone.”

Sarah nodded and set out, her face grimly
earnest. Bradden watched the jaunty figure
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until ‘it disappeared among the rocks. He
smiled peculiarly. Then the smile changed
to a look of sober speculation.

“ By Godfrey,” he exclaimed, “ suppose
she does come up with him!”

At times following_.the beach, at times
skirting through the nearby forest, Sarah
Truett would have enjoyed the day had her
errand been less pressing. The morning
was fine and growing warmer and the woods
were lovely.

But in her thoughts always was the men-
"acing presence of the criminal who had
stolen her cruising boat—a man whom even
Bradden seemed to fear. Her purpose was
war, not pleasure, and as she went she
vowed vengeance on the unknown.

A long morning’s tramp brought her into
the neighborhood of the small glacier that
broke off at the head of the bay. Here
there was no beach, only rocks sloping
steeply into the water, and she was obliged
to detour along the hillside among clumps
of hemlock, fir and spruce, stunted growth
that sprawled fantastically among a wilder-
ness of boulders. Underfoot still lay a
deep powdering of the volcanic ash, and the
branches that twined across her way shed
clouds of dust as she passed.

The day had reached afternoon and she
was tired and hot. Her quest seemed
fruitless—a waste of time. Only tke
thought of her smart cruiser in the hands
of another, and that other an unscrupulous
man who would wreck it or sell it with
equal unconcern, spurred her. She had
vowed to find that man and she would!

And even in the moment of despair she
came upon him.

Her first warning was like that of the
night before music. The whistling was dis-
tant and faint, an elusive echo of harmony.
Listening, crouched in a thicket of spruce,
she ‘made it out and her blood began to
run hot with anger.

The man was there, somewhere ahead,
whistling unconcernedly, his air that same
“ Merry Widow ” waltz. -

For intervals the sound would cease, then
resume again, the idle whistle of a man
busy at some task and apparently without
a worry in the world.

Sarah began a cautious advance.
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She held her pistol ready for use as she
darted from one shelter to another, wary
against any surprise.

Bradden’s words were forgotten. She -
had no thought of giving the signal arranged
among them. Her one purpose was to find
this thief of boats and to win back her own.
Her bright eyes sparkled that purpose; her
pink cheeks flaunted danger signals and
her red hair bannered to the world a warn-
ing of the wrath of a determined young
woman.

Thus, peering down from the rim of a
steep ledge, she found him—Whistling Bob.
And floating serene in a tiny bay, walled
on one side by the crumbling yellow ice
of the glacier, on the other by the rocky
mountain side, lay the Sally, unharmed.

The cruiser had been made fast to a
shelf of rock just below where Sarah
crouched. The clean cut stone made a na-
tural wharf, and it was broad enough to
give room to the man who was loading
aboard, with infinite labor, but w hearty
good will, various curving tusks of ivory
taken from a neat pile that had been cleared
of a rough covering of boughs.

There also floated in the tiny harbor a
serviceable raft of heavy timbers that ex-
plained at a glance how it was a lone man
had looted the fossil wealth from the Seal.

Saral’s interest was less for the method
than the man who had done the thing—
and added to the«doing the unspeakable in-
solence of stealing her cruiser.

. She studied him intently—a blond man
of powerful build and a good six feet and
a half in height. Over his faded red
sweater he wore a heavy drill shirt that
draped about him like a coat. On his head,
sticking up aggressively from that square-
angled skull was a battered tweed cap. The
thrust of the head from its strong column
of neck, the uncompromising line of its
sharply carved jaw, his hard cut features,

- wide gray eyes narrowed with concentrated

vision, and the deeply tanned face with its
rough stubble of beard, painted Whistling
Bob a desperate character.

But desperate looks roused no fear ‘in the
red-haired goddess of vengeance.

She studied out a way to reach him by
a short detour. Five careful minutes
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brought her around the ledge and clese
upon him, unseen. The little pistol poked
forward aggressively, and her voice was
edged with grim threat when she spoke.

“ Put 'em up, Whistling Bob. I've got
voul” &

‘CHAPTER V.
VENGEANCE.

HISTLING BOB was stoopimg.iow
to seize one of the ivory “tasks
when Sarah spoke. His back was

toward her.

In one quick, catlike movement he
straighteneq and whirled about with an
agility surprising for a man of hisgize. But
- whatever his first intention, it. changed
miraculously when he saw who confronted
him. : %
. His gray eyes widened and the line of

that grim mouth softened with astonish- .

ment. His big hands went slowly over his
head while he goggled at her.

They stood a moment tense while a slow_
transformation brought somethmg like a’

" grin to the man’s lips.

“ A woman!” he panted. /I surrender.”

He studied his captor wtg growing inter-
est. She was worth it. Though her hand
held an ugly little weapon and her face
and bearing proclaimed a deadly purpose,
Sarah Truett lost nothing of her attractive
charm/ by the pose. Fighting madness only
glorified her lively beauty.

With an evident effort the captive cam-
manded his voice for further questioning.
“ Are you—one—of that—gang, or—or

-~what? ”

“T’'m the person who owns that boat, if

that happens to interest you—and I own

half of that ivory you stole, too—I’ll thank °

you to hapd them both back.”

“Then -you are—one of Bradden’s
crowd! Where in the name of bright an-
gels did he find you?”

“ Never mind where he found me. I've

Wound you—that’s the point—and I've got
you with the goods. You'’re going to pay
for this before you’re thmugh I'll tell you
that muc -

o Well, by the Lord, I like—” Whis-

tling Bob changed his mind andleftun?d
what it was he liked. His face grew sul«
len.  “ Well,” he exclaimed, “you've got
the drop on me—what is it you want?”

“ For the present you can keep right on
with what you’re doing. You’re saving us
work—go ahead.”

“ You mean load that stuff?”

“1 certainly do.”

Whistling Bob lowered his hands slowly.
Sarah circled him warily and seated herself
on the cruiser’s deck, where the pistol could®
follow his every move.

Deliberately, his manner abstracted, the
captive stooped to the task. He shouldered
a heavy tusk, and, bowing beneath its
weight, dragged it with infinite labor to the
batch, where it went to join its fellows.
During the entire operation his eyes scarce-
ly left Sarah’s face. He walked back
thoughtfully, looking over his shoulder, to.
get another load.

Another tusk went into the Sally’s hold.

“ Say,” he exclaimed, “ you know I've
been doing this all morning—it’s no child’s
play.”

[{3 No?"

“ No.
breath—" \

“You've had time to take a dozen. Sup-
pose you hustle a little now.” -

His stare was met by a glance that
showed no sympathy. He read the message
of her black eyes and groaned. ‘It takes
a woman to get away with it—it sure
doe51 b2

Bowed beneath another load, he passed *

I intended knocking off for a

.her, toiling painfully.

“It doesn't seem to me you showed
much sense in handling them,” Sarah criti-
cised. “You might have made it easier.”

“ Perhaps you’d like the job!”
. “ Perhaps. If it was mine I'd have rigged
a tackle from that tree-trunk that curves
out up Lhere in the rock and swung them
in.’ b

© Again he sta:ed this time with a shade
of admiration. “ Humph, that’s not such
a bad idea—suppose I do it?” .

“1t’s hardly worth it now, I think. Keep
on as you are. There’s only a few left.”

Whistling Bob moved toward the pilg

" with black looks. He bent to his work
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and the sweat streamed over his face as
he muscled the clumsy, curved burden to
his shoulder. The big tusk slipped from
its uneven balance; he strained to hold it,
but it had gained momentum. It thudded
to the ground.

He straightened, an angry glint in his
eyes.

“ Look here, I'm sick of this damn fool-
ishness!”

“ Are you?”

“ Yes, I am—and what’s more—"

“ Well, go on—what’s morep”

143 I qult' »

* Oh, you do!” -

Sarah climbed briskly from the cruiser
and approached him. He stood glaring, his
big chest laboring, hands clenched. The
large, square head was thrust forward, and
his face was ugly.

Sarah advanced with a nice deliberation
that was graceful in its menace. She held
the weapon ready for use and her glance
telegraphed trouble. Her face had gone
rather white now and the red lips were

pressed into a firmness that marred its

beauty.

She stopped only when the breast of her
ceat brushed his shirt, and she seemed to
crouch a little, lookmg up at him.

“You think you can bluff me,” she
snarled. “ You think you can, do you,
you cheap bully? I know you, Whistling
Bob, know all about you and your kind.
You're a yellow dog—yellow clear through
—and I’ve got your number. You stole my
boat and my ivory—now you'll make good.
Don’t you think for a second I’'m not afraid
to use this gun, and when I do I'll pick out

.a spot where it will hurt. Now, you get

busy—"

“No!” His voice was hoarse.

“ Get busy—this is my last warning.” =~

A nervous tremor shook his big body.

“ No,” he panted, and his ]aw set more
stubbomly

The pistol raised* a fraction of space,

seeking a deadly mark. Sarah’s finger’

tightened on the trigger. Inwardly shaken,
she was outwardly steady. as steel.
“ Your last warning, Bob.” - -
“ No, and to hell with you!”
Both stiffened with surprise, listening.

-
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Somewhere in the distance a shot had been
fired, then another. There came a faint,
echoing cry.

The little automatic roared—bang-bang-
bang. The bullets were deflected just
enough to miss the man before her. One
raveled out his shirt. Sarah remembered
the signal.

Before the pistol was still the hand that
held it was caught in a crushing grip and
her arm forced to one side and held there.
Wistling Bob had hegghelpless.

" : l‘*.

S bold stare swept her appraisingly,.

and a little gleam of appreciation showed
in his eyes as he noted her breathless de-
fiance.

“ Now,” he ordered with a gold purpose,.

“T’ll take that little gun.”

His fngers- bit cruelly into the tender
cords of her wrist. She ground her teeth
#ubbornly, determined to cling, but flesh
could not stand that pain. The pistol
dropped. Still holding her hand, he
stooped quickly and recovered it.

“We’ll be moving,” he announced.
“ Get aboard—ahead of me.”

“I won’t!” .

By way of answering, his arms enfolded
her. She was swept from her feet and
carried, a helpless bundle, onto the Sally.
He thrust her into-the pilot-house. -

“ Take that wheel, and keep her clear of
the rocks.”

“T1 won’t.”

“ What, again? Yes, you will, because
I'm going to start her, and you don’t care
to smash this boat.”

There was a key to the door of the pilot-
house. He turned the lock and dropped
the key into his pocket.
through the hatch to the engine pit with
a superb disregard of her.

The hum of engines made the ecruiser
tremble. The Sally strained at her moor-
ings.

Whistling Bob appeared on deck, a knife
in his hand. He stooped to slash the stram
ing ropes.

Sara.h darted for the hatch that led to

the engine pit. “That, too, was fast—it
hooked from the other side. She was fairly
tf¥Pped. :

The knife made short work of the mogpr-

Then he went-
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‘ ings. The cruiser leaped ahead. Instinct
and habit, stronger than her anger, forced
Sarah’s hands over the wheel. Whatever

came, she could not see her cruiser dashed -

against the rocks. They headed out into
the little bay. .

Back through the engine trap came Whis-
tling Bob. Without a word he detached
her hands from the wheel and thrust her
aside. He steadied the Sally into a yinding
channel that led between a wall of ite and
a wall of rock to the wider water of Cultus
Bay.

“ What are you going to do w1th me?”’

Sarah snarled the question from the corner

where he had thrust her with a rudeness
that left her shaken.

“Don’t know.” His attention was bisy
with the narrow water. “If I gave you
what you deserve, I'd take you out to sea
and drown you. You clawed my arm raw.”

“T'll do more than that if you touch me
again.”

He laughed scornfully.

. “You don’t dare keep me on this boat.”

“ Can’t say I’'m anxious to! But here—
hold this wheel—look at that damn ice!”

He unlocked the door and jumped for
_ the deck. A clumsy block, broken from the
glacier, was spinning slowly across their
path, threatening them. Whistling Bob ran
forward, a pike pole ready to thrust aside
the menace.

Sarah held the cruiser on her course -

until the Sally was free of the ice and pok-
ing her nose into the open water. Then
she stopped the engines dead. :

For emergency purposes, when one man
might have to handle the boat, a control
had been installed beside the wheel. A
simple electrical switch would stop, but not
start, the power. When she pulled this
switch the-engines stopped. ’

Her plan was completed as. Whistling
Bob burst through the dopr. For her he
had only a brief look of contempt while
he snapped on the switch. Then he turned
and disappeared into the engine pit.

There was a small stool kept in the
pilot-house — a substantial, home - made
piece of furniture,

Sarah slammed the hatch behind her
captor and thrust the stool across it. The

’
I

- 637

furniture formed a bar that was wedged
between a stanchion and a corner of an
angle-iron. The engines ®Rtarted again—
the cruiser advanced—and there came a
terrific battering against the blocked hatch.
The girl at the wheel smiled and shrugged.
She wondered just how long it would be be-
fore Whistling Bob remenered he had the
outer door key in his pocket.

Several minutes passed in an uproar. The -
man below was furious and charging the
hatch with the impetus of a battering-ram.
The Sally’s air-whistle was hooting, three
short, quick blasts, then three more and
a.nother three.

From ashore three plstols popped an an-
swer. They had heard her and under-
stood!

She thrust open the small window and
shouted her loudest: “ Bradden—Spicer,-
quick! This way!”

Hoot-tgot-toot echoed the whistle.

Ahead she saw a bit of sand, a bar that
promised soft ground. She turned the Sal-
ly’s nose for it and snatched a lashing that
hung ready on the wall.

She must fight for time—delay him every
second possible.

While she slipped the knots fast, lashing
the wheel, the battering against the hatch
ceased.

Beside the locks, the pilot-house door
fastened from the inside with a hook. She
made that secure.

The cruiser was going at top speed,
straight for the sand. She noted with a
thrill that the bar was close to shore., If
only they found her in time they could’
wade aboard.

. She kept the siren going.

Whistling Bob was on deck. He turned
the key in the locked door, his face white
and furious.

Against his angry jerk the brass hook
held firm.

He seized the knob with both hands and
braced himself for a terrific pull. The
flimsy wooden fabric creaked and groaned.
He pulled again, and the screws that held
the latch tore from the wood. The door
flew open with a violence that almost sent
its assailant over the side.

An arm like a steel bar pushed Sarah
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back, spinning, into the far corner. Whis-
tling Bob jerked the clasp-knife from his
pocket and beéflt to cut the lashing that

fastened the wheel on a course toward the .

sand.

A whirlwind of fury landed on his broad
back. Arms entwined about his neck and
tried to pinion M hands.

Sharp finger-nails clawed at his face.

Choking and bellowing his rage, the big
man reared back and whirled, trying to
grasp her. Sarah was swung from her feet
but she clung tight.

Thus burdened, he reached the wall
switch and twisted it. The engines died.

The Sally’s bow was close onto the sand.
Two men had burst from the cover of
woods, Bradden and Spicer. They were
scrambling for the beach. ¢

With a staggering effort the pinioned man
forced the girl’s grip loose. They came face
to face. For just a second a murderous
insanity peeped from Whistling Bob’s gray
eyes,

Thea with his knife he slashed the cord
that bound the Sally’s wheel. He put the
helm hard up, but in the moment of its
doing the cruiser struck ground and slith-
ered gently onto the bar. The shock of
her grounding sent them both staggering.

Now Spicer and Bradden were wading,
and each brandished a pistol.

The big man darted outside again,

snatching up the pike pole and working -

.desperately to free the cruiser. The two
men wading stopped to open fire on him.
To, the bullets he gave no heed, straining
with all his weight and strength to shove
the Sally off the bedding of sand. The boat
seemed to budge and lift to the heaves
that threatened to break the hardwood pole.

Sarah flew at him, clutched his arm,
shook it. The wading men ceased their fire
at the sight of her. Her hair streamed
wild. She looked like one of the mythical
Furies.

Whistling Bob caught her.and raised her
high. With a toss he could have dropped
her over the side. He seemed about to do
this.

Bradden and Spicer waited gaping to see
murder done.

The odds were still in favor of the blond
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giant. Freed of the gu-l he could have got-
ten the cruiser afloat in short time, sooner
than the pair in the water could reach it
For him the thing was"simple, but he did
not do it. Instead his arms relaxed and he
set her down gently.

“ Damn it,” he groaned, “ you’re a wo-
man—that’s got me beat!”

The breath was sobbing in his throat.
He shaking violently.

Abjuptly he turned his back and walked
a few paces from Sarah. There he waited
with arms folded for the appearance of the
two armed men.

They scrambled over the side shouting,
and found a silent pair—the disheveled girl
and the bitter man.

*“ Now, you pup,” Bradden shouted,
“ we'll show you what comes of trying that
rough stuff here. Stick em up, Bob—
higher. All right now, Bob. Don’t start
anything or we'll il you full of holes.
You’re our meat now—we caught you.”

Whistling Bob gave the captain a hard
look—a glance bitter with contempt.

“You lie,”~he snarled. “ It was that
damned woman got me.”

CHAPTER VI.
THAT DAMNED WOMAN!

ARAH TRUETT turned to Bradden.
She addressed him curtly. “ Most of
your ivory’s aboard,” she said. “ The

rest is back there in a little bay—a fine time

I had getting it.”

The captain surveyed her disorder with
a grim smile.

“1 should say you did!” he exclaimed.
“ Why’d you take a chance?”

“ Because I was too busy to wait for
you,” she snapped, and retired to Tepair
damages to her toilet. ;

Bradden lost no time looking over the
cargo in the Sal]y s hold. He counted every
tusk.

“ There’s eleven missing,” he announced
when Sarah reappeared. “ We got to get
them.”

They waited a few minutes longer, and
Gus and Carter came out of the woods at
a run. When they were aboard and saw
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the prisoné® their eyes grew wide. They
grew wider when Spicer told them who had
whipped Whistling Bob.

By now Bob’s hands were tied behind

his back and his feet hobbled. He sat

on the hatch, staring straight before him.
He had not a word to say, and his face was
set in a hard, speculative stare. Only
when Sarah passed did the gray eyes show
any gleam of interest.

A little labor, aided by a flooding tide, -

put the Sally free of the sand bar. They
started back for the little cove where the
ivory was cached, and Bradden stood beside
Sarah in the pilot-hofise.

Bradden was inclined to be boisterous in
his compliments. Bit by bit from her brief
replies he gathered the story of Sarah’s
fight.

“By the sacred seal of Solomon,” he
cried. “ Did you ever hear the beat cf it?
She does it single handed—licks him—
Whistling Bob! And there’s some says
women don’t deserve to vote! By Jonah,
miss, you're a wonder!”

For some reason she could not have ex-
plained his praise was distasteful to Sarah.

~There were things about that struggle she
preferred to forget and Bradden’s windy
admiration nettled her. She preferred the
silent stoicism of the prisoner.

“ Forget about that,” she adwsed him.
“1 got him, that’s enough—1I told you I
could take care of myself.”

“ Yes,” Bradden grinned, “ I guess you
can! Say now, miss, what’'d Bob have to
say? ” . —

“ Say? Nothing.”

“ I mean about us—about the ivory he
stole. Didn’t he have some lie ready—
some kind of defense now? ”

“ Not a word.”

“ Not a word! Huh—humph, well now!
Nothing at all, hey?”

“ Nothing at all. Why should he? T got
him with the goods.”

“ Yes, that’s right, you got him with the
goods. And—and he didn’t even have the
nerve to deny it? ”

“ No, he didn’t deny it.”

“ Well, he’s a queer one—a queer fish.
When he’s in action he’s a regular Kadiak
bear, I'll say that. But get him licked—
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get the drop on him and he’ll quit flat and
cold—he’ll lie down without a whimper.
Look at him now, sitting there without a
word—yellow all through.”

Sarah glanced at the prisoner, but said
nothing.

“ But we got to look out for him,” Brad-
den resumed eagerly. “We can’t take
chances on him! He’s bad, bad clean
through, Miss Truett. Right now I'll bet
he’s figuring how he can get the drop on
the bunch of us and murder us while we
sleep. You got to look out for his kind!”

“ There are five of us to do it.”

“ Yes, that’s right, I guess we can do it
all right. Five of us—but don’t take no
more risks—you took too many already.
And if he talks, don’t you believe. him.
He’s a slick liar, this Bob—a slick liar.”"

Sarah nodded absently. Her attention
was given to the narrow channel through
which the Sally was entering the little cove.
“Tell the boys to stand by to make fast,”
she suggested.

Ashore again, with the Sally moored to
the natural wharf, their attention went at
once to the pile of ivory tusks. All of the
missing were there, ready for loading.

“It’s the devil’s own job,” Bradden
mused. “ And the boys are tired—plumb
beat out. I guess we’re all pretty tired,
’specially you. Suppose we lay over to-
night—it’s late anyhow? We can load in
the morning and get away before noon.”

Sarah nodded assent. She was tired and
a little weak with the reaction of strain.
She felt a shameful desire to crawl away
to her little stateroom and lie on her bunk
—-yes, and to cry! She wanted to cry—
wanted to so badly that a lump was in her
throat and her eyes burned. '

“ Sure, we’ll sleep ashore comfortable for
one night,” Bradden went on eagerly.
“ Come on boys, let’s make camp,”

“ Hello!” cried Spicer. ‘ What’s the big
idea? ”

“ We're all pretty tired,” Bradden re-
peated with a significant look at the mate.
“We'll load in the morning and to-night
we sleep ashore, where it’s comfortable and
room to stretch.”

The four ffien exchanged glances and set
about the task of making camp.
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Sarah started to go aboard the cruiser,
noted the prisoner sitting against a tree,
and changed her course to pass him. His
" lips were puckered and he whistled softly,
with air of a man who had much to think
about. ‘

He lifted his glance to meet hers, staring
curiously and with eyident admiration.

An impulse stopped her beside him.
" ¢ Thirsty—or—or anything I can do?”

“ Huh? No, nothing— Thanks.”

“I—I hope I didn’t hurt you—very
badly I mean? ”

He grinned. “ You clawed pretty freely,
but that’s all right. No worse than a bob-
cat would have done.”

“Oh!” She reddened and turned away
hastily. He watched her speculatively un-
til she disappeared into the Sally’s cabin.
Then he shook his head and a frown of
puzzlement gathered above his eyes.

In her own cabin Sarah ceased to be the
fighting swashbuckler and became all
woman. She had her cry; she cried until
her tired nerves were satisfied. Then she
curled up serenely and went sound asleep:
It had been a trying day.

Ftom this sleep she woke suddenly. At
first she thought night had fallen, for the
porthole beside her was black. But there
was a thread of reflected light under the
door that told of the sun in the heavens.
Then she heard a2 murmur of voices and
knew that somebody bad planted his broad
back against the little port while he
stretched his legs before him on the deck
of the Sally. There was a murmurous con-
versation going on among the four men.
It was this sound that wakened her.

A phrase caught her wandering attention.
- Its familiar ring interested her and she rea-
soned drowsily that it had figured previ-
ously in her waking dreams.

“Law of flight, that’s the American of
it.” The voice was Bradden’s. “ It works
like this: 'there’s a prisoner and nobody
don’t want to take the responsibility for
shooting him. So they fix it he can escape,
then he gets shot by accident—Xkilled while
he’s breaking arrest, you see? It’s a little
trick I learned one time along the Mexican
border.”

“ That’s a cute one!” Spicer exclaimed.
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“ By the holy Christmas, that’s a good
scheme, Bradden.”

“Yes, P figure it is. It does away with
taking any risks. You see, boys, we got to
figure it this way: suppose some boat should
come along, maybe some revenue cutter.
"Taint likely, but you never can tell. Well,
if we’re here with the Sally and Miss Truett
who owns her, and there ain’t nothing wn-
usual or out of the way happened to make
her suspicious, why we got a clean bill—
anyhow we got somebody to speak up for
us that can get a hearing. That girl and
her dad are damn well known along this
coast. On the other- hand if we do some- _
thing off color—rough stuffi—if we was to
deliberately shoot this Whistling Bob, now
—why—you see how we’d stand withi her!”

An incoherent grunting from his hearers
answered this.

. “Look how it is to be smart,” Gus ex-
claimed. “ By golly, I wish I had a head
like that.” ,

“Yep,” sighed Spicer, “ thais what I
call slick—neat, but not gaudy as the say-
ing gm’l

“ Well, what the hell’s all this got to do
with him? ” Carter grumbled. “ What do
we do? - I don’t figure sense out of your
talk.”

“ Oh lord, listen to him. I®et he’s got
more wory in his head than there is in the
cruiser—

“ Shut up, Spicer. Here’s what we do.”
Bradden lowered his voice. Sarah, e list-
ener now and interested to hear every word,
pressed her ear close against the glass that
separated her from Bradden’s back.

‘“ When it comes night,” said the gap-
tain, ‘“ we all lie down to sleep, but one of
us is ready to shoot in a hurry. Before we
turn in we pretend to look after Bob’s ropes
and retie them so’s any fool could slip ’em
off. Then, when he makes a break for it,
which he sure will, why we drop him—and
that put’s that yellow dog out of our way
for good, so we don’t have to go to no
courts and prove where we got this ivory
or anything, see? We got a good reput-
able witness to show he was killed trying
to escape__n

“Yes, but T thought—" Carter began
the objection.



SOURDOUGH BLOOD.

“ Deon’t try to think,” Bradden bade him.
“ One thing at a time. Now you got that
straight in your head? ”

144 Yes.”

“ All right. All you got to do is keep
yourself out of the way. I’ll do the shoot-
ing— I'll do it gladly.”

“ Good enough,” exclaimed Spicer. “I’ll
look aftet his tie ropes. Where’s that girl?
Ain’t she had enough sleeping yet? ”

“Yep, time to eat. I'll wake her.”

.Sarah heard Bradden rising. She lay back
hastily on her bunk.

When the captain knocked she answered,
after a suitable pause to”suggest wakening.
Presently she confronted him with hér us-
ual cool, confident glance. She gave no
sign that she had heard, yet inwardly she
was shocked and angry.

She was angry that these men should
dare decide the fate of a prisoner without
consulting her—an equal partner with
Bradden. She was shocked by the cold-

blooded brutality of them. They meant to

murder Whistling Bob, nothing less.

That Bradden hated the man was ap-
parent, just as it was plain the ocaptain
feared him. Sarah guessed shrewdly that
Bradden’s version of the trouble on the
Seal left many things-unsaid.

She never- doubted for a moment that
this man was unscrupulous and dangerous
—after her encounter with him she had no
reason to doubt it. But she had no inten-
tion of standing by to acquiesce in treacher-
ous murder.

Her first thought was to denounce Brad-
den and forbid the plot. A glance at the
huge captain as he came to wake her put
that notion out of her head. She was one
—and a woman—against four men.

Should she warn the prisoner? She de-
termined to seek an opportunity.

Opportunities - were difficult to find.
They prepared a meal and ate it. When
they were done Sarah volunteered to feed
Whistling Bob, who still sat with his back
to the tree, staring intently at nothing.

“ No, no, miss, I'll do that,” Spicer ex-
claimed. “ Don’t you go messing up with
that thug any more—no call for it!”

The mate took the busihess into his own
hands in a way that left her no alternative.
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Later, when they all sat about the fire,
Sarah yawned elaborately and announced
she would seek her own berth aboard the
cruiser. The four watched her figure fade
from the fireglow. Whistling Bob still sat
by his tree, in the shadow. His hands were
tied behind his back; his feet hobbled by
a rope made fast about his ankles. These
bonds were long enough to permit him to
take short steps, but to attempt escape in

“them, in that rough country, would be

suicidal. .

Sarah paused beside him and stooped
down in a pretense of having dropped some-
thing.

“ Whistling Bob,” she murmured.

€« Yes? »

“Not so loud. Listen to what I say.
T'm warning you that that gang—”

“Lost something, Miss Truett? »

Spicer had followed close behind her.

“ My . handkerchief; but I have it now,
thanks.”

“ Good enough, miss. Now Bob, let’s
have a look at them ropes again. Got to
tie you up for the night. We’d sure hate
to lose your pleasant company.”

The mate set about his task with a
genial, bustling manner that made Sarah’s
blood run cold. He was paving the way
to this man’s death and he did it with the
cheery matter-of-fact air of a mother tuck-
ing up her child for the night. What man-
ner of murderer was this chatty, chipper
little fellow? .

She lingered a moment, uncertain what
to do. Her impulse was to shriek her
warning and defy. them all—but common
sense told der that to do that would only
provoke a clash with Bradden and his
crowd—a . crisis that might turn them
against her. _

'She had thrown her lot with these four;
for the present at least she must depend
on them.

She trusted them, except to disapprove
of a murder in cold blood, no matter how
richly the prisoner deserved that.

So instead she bade Spicer good-night
and went aboard the Sally. She sat on the
edge of her berth and thought hard, her
brows knotted, her hands clasping and un-
clasping nervously.
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She had no choice, but to take some ac-
tion. To do otherwise was murder—noth-
ing less. And bad as he was the man had
spared her when he could have killed her.
A moment he had beld her life in his hands
—could have sacrificed her and made good
his escape. Instead he had let her beat
him, “because she was @ woman.” Be-
sides, humanity, common decency de-
manded of her that she act—

_She might have believed that the talk
she heard was idle—the characteristic
bloody boasting of Bradden and his like,
but for Spicer. The mate was carrying out
his part of the program. Soon they would
all lie down and wait for their prisoner to
discover his loose bonds and make a break
for freedom. Then—

A moment she turned sick with the
thought of it. Her knees were weak, her
head swam. . But her training told. “It
was up to her,” as -her father would have
put it. She would do something—do some-
thing though it cost her own safety. "

With the resolve came @ new idea—a
plan.

She pressed her face close to the little
port-hole, watching the men about the fire.
Her wait was a long one, sickening in its
anxiety.

The flames were burning lower. At last
she saw Bradden rise and stretch signi-
ﬁcamly: )

The men had taken blankets ashore,
and she saw them arranging them. That
was her signal for action.

Her high boots she slipped off, that she
might move more quietly. Each step an
agony of caution she stole from her little
stateroom, through the cabin to the deck
of the cruiser. The Sally was trunk cab-
ined; that is, the house rose a couple of feet
above the deck, making a bulwark behind
which she crouched, peering.

Bradden summoned the prisoner close
to the flame and tossed him a blanket.

“ Sleep where you please,” he said, “ but
mind you don’t try any tricks again. We've
got a line on you now, my man, and it'll be
damn dangerous for you if you make any
breaks.” The captain’s tone was neces-
sarily hearty—it might well be intended to

reach her ears in the cruiser cabin.
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Finally they were done with their eternal
wrangling about the best place to lie. They
composed themselves for sleep and some one
of them soon began to snore, probably a
counterfeit of the real thing, but reassuring
enough to a man not warned.

Sarah slipped ashore where the shadow
was deepest. She picked her way fear-
fully, crouching, at times crawling, every
dry stick an obstacle that must be avoided,
until she was close to the self-elected
murderér, Bradden, but outside the zone of
light. There she settled herself for a long
vigil. : X

Now they were all asleep, or seemed
asleep. The night was black with great,
glittering stars and a keen little wind stir-
ring. Somewhere a tree toad or cricket be-
gan a monotonous cheep-cheeping. The
waiting girl shivered in spite of her warm
coat.

She grasped her pistol tightly, ready for
action.

And still pothing happened until it
seemed that night must have worn away

-and dawn would soon come. A bit of

mist off the water came crawling toward
the dying coals of their camp fire.

Deadly tired from the hard -day Sarah
fought against sleep-that sought to stupefy
her. In spite of her will she nodded. Then
her heart stopped and turned to ice within
Ber breast. The prisoner was stirring!

His blanketed form was moving, very
deliberately, but moving at a crawl farther
into the shadow. Soon he would be op-
posite her, but twenty Yeet or more to ‘the
right.

And another blankét stirred—Bradden.
The sight of those two muffled, swathed,
shapeless bodies inching along, dropping
flat for a moment or more at a time and
inching on again, was eery.

Bradden, pursuing, came straight at her.
She crouched, ready, in his path. -

It had been Sarah’s pian at this juncture
to declare herself as the innocent bystander,
to give an alarm in such a way as to dis-
concert Bradden and spoil his shooting—to
keep concealed from him that she had over-
heard their planning. )

But plans and a red-haired temperament
do not always jibe.

3
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In the instant Whistling Bob rose for
free flight, casting his blanket behind him—
and Bradden rose with leveled weapon,
Sarah was on her feet and had fired. Her
target was the pistol in Bradden’s hand and
the shot was a hit. The weapon went fly-
ing from his grasp and left him nursing ach-
ing fingers, dumfounded at the apparition
that rose from the brush.

A crashing- of branches that died out

rapidly—Whistling Bob was gone. Sarah
had not counted on this!
“ Blistering blue blazes!” Bradden

roared.  Spicer, Gus, Carter—after him.
He’s got away. After him!” -

The close-wrapped forms about the em-
bers, already in commotion at the sound
of a shot, stumbled to their feet and urged
on by the captain’s fluent profanity began
a blundering chase that was doomed to
failure at birth. Bradden advanced on
Sarah with a shout.

“ What in damnation d’you mean by that
shooting? You know that Bob’s got away
—clean away? Why ain’t you in your
bunk where you belong? You might of
killed me!”

“ You’re lucky I didn’t.” Sarah’s.voice
was cool.

“ What’s that!”

“ You heard me. Now talk sense.”

‘ Sense, you know what you did—you let
him get loose—"

“1 dida’t tie him—that’s up to you.
I was up and I saw somebody making a
break from the fire. I thought you were
Whistling Bob—”

«’ Huh! ”»

“1f you wanted him why didn’t you tie
him tighter? You got what was coming
to you for your carelessness.”

They faced one another beside the coals.
Bradden frothed with rage, but the girl’s
nimble wit kept him outdistanced. He
groped for explanations that would give him
color for the abuse he longed to shout at
her and bewilderment added to his exaspera-
tion.

“ Well, damn it all, this is a fine mess—
the prisoner gone—"

“ What if he is? Listen, I've heard
enough roaring for one night. He was my
prisoner anyway. 1 took him, and if he

’
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wants to run off I don’t care. We've got
our ivory.”

“ But Bob—but—but—"

“ That’s how I feel. Good night.”

She turned and left him with regal inso-
lence, going serenely aboard the Sally.

Bradden gaped after her. The men re-
turning empty-handed, clamorous with
questions, were treated.to some of the choice
remarks she had bottled within him. Out
of it all ome .phrase came clear to her,
“That demned woman!”

Sarah smiled a vast satisfaction and pre-
pared herself for sleep~ She_had won her
point. Her interest in them was ended.
Let them say what they pleased!

CHAPTER VIIL
AN EXTRA ACE.

RADDEN'S voice, profanely directing
the handling of a big ivory tusk, wak-
ened Sarah. The four were beginning

the task of loading the last of the Seal’s
former cargo. When Sarah came on deck
the captain gave her a sullen stare and the
rest of them pointedly ignored her.

She went ashore to prepare a meal, pre-
ferring the camp-fire to the little galley of
the cruiser. She was smiling and wel-
pleased with herself and the world. That
her partners were resentful of what she had
done for Whistling Bob did not worry her
in the least.

She was glad the man was gone. His
presence would have made the return trip
to Kanak unpleasant for her. No telling
what violence he might commit. And as for
punishment, the long, hard beach trail to
Yunaska, the nearest settlement, was pun-
ishment enough. Besides, by the time he
reached there she could have the federal:
marshal looking for him.

She was glad, too, that they would soon
be at sea—that they soon would sight again
the island shore which was home. She had
enough of adventuring and longed for peace.
The ivory was recovered, the venture was
successful, she would be satisfied to see
the last of Bradden and his profanity and
the cold-blooded Spicer and Gus and Carter.

She wondered if Whistling Bob was
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breakfasting—and where? He would not
dare return, unarmed, to molest them this
morning, but perhaps he was near, peering
even ‘now from some hiding. Maybe he
" was sorry for his crimes. - What fun could
a man find in being an outlaw! She pic-
tured his coming loneliness—the man-killing
trail he must take—and felt a stirring of
sympathy for the huge, blond man.
Bad as he was, he was human. Had

he appeared just then Sarah would have

offered him passage back on the Sally. She
was a generous fighter and ready to forget
the wrongs of past-yesterdays. -
~ She strolfed back to the ivory cache.
There were but a half-dozen tusks left. On
the cruiser the captain, Spicer, and Gus
were quarreling about the disposition of an
unusually long tusk. Carter was loafing
ashore.

Carter looked up with his insolent, slow-
witted stare. “ You think you’re so damned
smart,” he growled in a guarded undertone.

Sarah turned away, giving no sign she
had heard. Best to ignore the fellow’s boor-

“Yah damned smart!” Carter sneered
again, and laughed significantly.

Sarah went aboard the cruiser and stood
beside Bradden. “ Ready soon, captain?”

Bradden scowled at her, but he answered
with an effort to be civil, ““ Soon enough.”

She desired no conversation with him.
They watched Gus and Spicer in silence.

“ Carter,” Bradden shouted, “ come here
and lend a hand, you lazy dog! Tl cure
you of that soldiering! All right, Spicer—
better look up the stuff ashore and make
sure we ain’t leaving anything.”

The mate disappeared with a cheerful
grin that included Sarah in its sunny
warmth.

The last tusk went aboard and they
closed the hatch. They loosed the moor-
ings. At last they were ready. With a
thrill of pride Sarah realized that shé had
won—that the prize was in her grasp. Now
hey father need not worry!

“ Hey, Miss Truett, that your sweater
hanging over there by the camp-fire? Bet-
ter hustle for it!”

Sarah, about to enter the pilot-house, fol-
lowed Bradden’s gesture. “I thought it
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was aboard,” she cried, and leaped nimbly
to the rocks. She sped toward the camp-
fire—reached to snatch the sweater—and
wheeled about astounded.

- The cruiser’s engines had started. She
was under way! Already the boat had
nosed out into the little harbor. ,

Sarah called a shout of alarm and started
to run toward the rock ledge. She stopped
suddenly at a shout from the Sally’s deck—
a shout of warning.

“ Stay right where you are—another foot
and we’ll fire, Miss Truett.”

The voice was Spicer’s. The little mate
and another—Gus—showed their theads
above the bulwark of the low cabin. Each
had a pistol trained at her breast. :

Spicer was grinning affably. Even Gus
smiled. Bradden was not in view—evi-
dently at the wheel. '

“ Good-by, miss,” Spicer shouted.

“ Hope the walking’s good!” ‘

Another head popped up—Carter’s.

“Yay!” he jeered. “ Thought you were

S0 damned smart!”

The Sally circled and headed for the.
channel. In five minutes the jack staff at
the stern had disappeared behind a corner
of rock.

Then Sarah realized. J

They had left her deliberately! The
thing was planned to its last detail of the
sweater hung on the bush—that must have
been Spicer’s final errand ashore. They
were running away from her—with the
ivory and her boat! She was marooned.

And all the time she had her pistol
handy and had not fired one shot in retalia-
tion. Surging anger brought this reminder
and she raced for the nearest point of promi-
nence. *~

Breathless she reached the top of a bold
rock and saw the Sally growing smaller.
She sent a dozen shots after it, and for an-
swer there floated to her ears a faint yell of
derision.

She stamped her foot and bit her lips -
to keep back tears.

It was ievable they would do this
thing. Even now she wondered if they in-
tended some crude joke. Vet she knew
better, and Mhally she scrambled from the
point of rocks and walked slowly back to

5A
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‘the coals of their camp-fire. She sat down
and staredeat these embers, a lonely, dis-
illusioned young woman in mannish apparel.
For a little while her bravery and swagger
was forgotten. She suffered.

“ How d’you like ut being ditched by
your pals?”

Sarah looked up with a sharp intake of
breath. Whlstlmg Bob had approached
-without noise. His sudden apparition
frightened her.

He saw that her eyes were still wet with
tears and his manner became more gentle.
“Sott of tough luck when the gang goes
back on you, isn’t it? Well, if you run
with wolves you got to look out for the
laws of the pack.” ,

“ Look here, you.” Sarah’s cheeks were
reddening. The fighting light reappeared in
her eyes. “T’ve got a gun in this coat
pocket and it’s pointing your' way. There’s
a lot of room in Alaska—a whole lot. I'd
suggest you use some of it.” o

“ That’s silly talk.” '

“If you think so, just linger arpund
here!”

«Y shall.” Whistling Bob was unruffled.
He stood looking down on her, unsmiling,
but quite at ease. Toallwa.mingsigns

she displayed he might as well have been.

deaf, dumb, and blind.

“1 came hepe to talk to you and I'm
going to do it. I want to see if we can’t
team up together.”

Sarah’s cheeks reddened and an angry

" exclamation trembled on her lips.

“ Wait,” he cautioned. “ Don’t mésun-
derstand me. I’'m not proposing anything
except, maybe, if you feel that way, we
could join forces and thelp ourselves out of
this hole. The gang ditched you, didn’t
they? I don’t suppose you feel particular
bound to them by chains of gratitude?”

113 Weu?”

“Well, I know something of considerable
value that I'm willing to trade you for a
little support when I need it.”

“ You're wrong there. You haven't a
thing to trade that will in any way interest
me—"

“Stop that talk, that silly, chattering
babble!”” he growled. & Don’t be a fool--
listen. We sit hete and fence like idiots

6 A
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when every mmute counts. That gang will
be back here pretty quick.”

“ Back here!” Sarah stared with wid-
ened eyes.

“ Yes, and if we expect to profit by it—
to get ourselves out of this mess, we've
got to do something quick—"

“Back here—returning? Who says
they’ll come back—”

“1 knmow it.”

“ You know—oh, what a fool I am to
listen to you! Now get out—" -

“I tell you. the Sally will come back,
sometime before dark, and if you’ll give me
a chance Il prove it to you. Wait!”

He strode away into the trees and re-
turned in a moment carrying something
that shone with a familiar glint of polished
brass. “ That’s why, they’ll come back,”
he declared and laid at her feet thebrass-
cased compass of the Sally.

Sarah watched it, amazed and speechles,
as if it omight of its own volition do some
extraordinary feat.

“ You recognize it, I see.”

“ How—how,” she spoke in a wlnsper,
“ where did you get that?” .

“ Stole it.” -

‘“Stole it—stole the Sally’s compass—
when?”

“ Early this morning, after I—say, listen,
now, will you let me explain a little? Wil

_you hear me out?”

She nodded.

“ Well, beginning with last night. I saw
what you did to Bradden—how you saved
my life—"

“1 save your life! Why, I—"

“ Yes, I know, but you didn’s intend let-
ting them murder me in cold blood, did
you? No. And I'll not forget-that. Then,
after they quit blundering about in the dark,
looking for me, I oame back near the fire.
I.wanted to know what they were up to—I
had to know because I figure I need every
trick I can turn to beat their game.

“ Well, from what I heard, I gathered
they were planning to leave somebody be-
hind—and that somebody—you.”

“ Why did they do that—why—"

“If you don’t know, I'm sure I don’t.
At a guess I should say your had made
them pretty sore when you shot the gun

’
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out of Bradden’s hand. Never mind the
whys just now, it’s the fow we have to
figure out.

“ My immediate job was to find a way
to shoot a little poison into their scheme and

do it quick. So I happened to think of’

the compass and I came aboard and got
ft—a ticklish time I had, too. It was al-
most light by then. I figure with the com-
pass gone they’ll come back—they’ll have
to. Bradden knows better than to try navi-
gating without a compass, especially along
this coast where fog rolls up so quick—"

“ But—but why didn’t they discover it
was missing—long before this?”’ Sarah puz-
zled. -

“T figure it this way. They wanted to
get off in a hurry, had to in order to fool
you. So I just hung an old coat I picked
up over the binnacle. But sometime pretty
quick, just as soon as they get over this
flurry and Bradden or whoever’s steering
returns to normal habit, he’s going to lift
that coat off—and he’ll make a discovery
that will curl his hair.” Whistling Bob
chuckled.

“If they come back—what?” Sarah’s
interest in this man of resource had become
eager. She began to understand the possi-

bilities of what he had done; was eager .

to develop his plans. Absorbed in the idea,

‘she ignored the question of personality and

from that moment, though nothing was said,
both understood they had joined fortunes.
“ They’ll come looking for me—and in a

tearing burry.” The blond man grinned

a little. “I aim to hail them from the
beach outside, say at the wreck of the Seal,
that’s the likeliest spot. I'll let them know
where I am and by picking my own bat-
tle ground I’ll force them to send the dingey
ashore. After that—” He shrugged.

“ You—you’ll try to kill them all!”

“T wouldn’t mind.” His look grew sav-
age. “No, I wouldn’t mind if I finished
the lot of them. They've got that coming
to them after—well, anyhow, I figure if we
work together at this maybe we could steal
their dingey and make a break for it—"

“ You mean—oh, to win back the Sally
—to turn the tables on them!”

“If we're lucky—or maybe we could
drive a bargain—well, I wouldn’t count too

much on that. Of course you know them
better than I do?” N

The last was a question. It implied that
Sarah was one with Bradden and Spicer
and company. She resented that and at
the .same time was forced to acknowledge
there was truth in it. She was, or had
been until recently, their partner. For a
moment her attention wandered. Where
was the truth din this affair? Among all
those desperate men, whom could she
trust?

She rose, resolved. ‘ Let’s be going then
—back to the Seal.” *

They took the trail rapidly, sparing no
breath for talk.

As they hurried their eyes scanned the
sea for a sight of the Sally. The cruiser
rode too low for long visibility. They could
not find her.

They reached the wreck, and ‘Whistling
Bob surveyed it with eyes narrowed in
thought, whistling the monotonous waltz.

“Two of us can put up a pretty fair
fight here,” he mused, “if only there was
more than one gun!”

“We'll do our best with it,” cried Sarah.
“ That little pistol will do a powerful sight
of damage if you give it half a chance.”

“Bully! That’s the way to talk!” Her
companion’s eyes lighted. His face looked
a little boyish with that keen, appreciative
grin that showed even white teeth. His
manner had lost something of 1ts hardness
and susplcion

It is hard to resist intelligent apprecia-
tion. Sarah Truett could not help a little
answering smile nor the sparkle in her eyes.
Her spirits were rising fast. There was, at
least, promise of another chance to: fight
for life—to win back what had been stolen
from her.

And she had an ally—a strong ally.

That this new partner was a desperate
man—a man who by his silence confessed
himself under a cloud, probably as bad a-
man as Bradden had described him—she no
longer cared. He was also asfighting man.
She knew that. And the more desperate a
man is, the better he can fight—if he be
all man. And this one answered that re-
quirement.

Then suddenly she pointed. ¢ Look—
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they’re coming. I saw the flash of white
spaint out thefe— Yes, there she is—the
sauy“!n

They watched a few minutes in tense
silence, and verified that first glance. It
was the cruiser, and she was turned toward
them—coming back.

“ Oh, *Bradden!” Sarah addressed the
cruiser, dwindled to a toy by distance.
“ Come back, Bradden—hustle! I'm cer-
tainly glad to see you again!” She exam-
ined her small weapon with a grim affec-
tion. Suddenly her gaze turned to Whis-
tling Bob.

“I'Rr say thxs for you, Mr. Whistling
Bob—you've got something in your head
besides meat, and you sure know. how to
use it!” .

- The compliment caused him to open the
gray eyes wider.

“ Huh,” he stammered. “ Humph—
thanks. I've found out this much—when
you're playing in a crooked game it’s a
darn good idea to keep arnt extra ace up your
sleeve. Right now this compass is my extra
ace—that and you.”

CHAPTER VIII,
- 7/
) EVENING THE SCORE.

R a moment man and girl stared in
silence at the approaching cruiser.
They stood shoulder to shoulder on
the beach, a striking pair, looking fit for
anything. Roughly clad, each had a cer-

tain poise and confience that comes of '

the combination of brains with hardihood.
And facing the prospect of a fight for life
against double odds, each was smiling a
grim delight. They were glad to have any
“chance at all.

Whistling Bob was first in action.

“ We've got to decide how we want things .

to happen—and make them happen that
way,” he declared briskly. * First, we
want that gang to meet us here on the
point. Yl build up a smudge so they can’t
miss us.” .

“ And we'll have a flag!” Sarah added.
“Just to show ‘them we're game!” At
Bob’s nod she climbed aboard the wrecked
Seal and from the tallest of the stumps of
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masts fastened her spare Sweater. The
garment was a gay orange-and-black thing,
and the breeze spread it out, a defiance to
the world.

Bob meantime was studying the lay of
the beach about them. Hge explained to
Sarah how they could make the most effect~
ive resistance.

The Seal had been driven bow-first onto
the point of rocks and lay canted toward
the waters of Cultus Bay; that is, toward
the left as one faced from the sea. It was
at this side also that the rocks ended and
there was a strip of sand where a boat
could land with least trouble.

The tide was ebbing, uncovering the reef
for a considerable distance beyond the
wreck. These rocks were broken and rag-
ged, affording good shelter and forming a
natural bulwark against the sand beach be-
yond.

“ Right here’s the na,tural point of de~
fense,” Bob explained, lqading the girl un-
der the stemn of the wreck to a little hollow
among the rocks. There was room for
both, and the boulders rose almost chin-
high about them.

. “That’s good enough, if they don’t take .
a notion to land the dingey to the right of

the wreck,” Sarah agreed.

“I see that they don’t do that. As I
have told .you, we’ve got to pick, our battle-
ground if we’re going to get away with thig
thmg ”

“Do you really think—we stand—a—-
chance?”

He eyed her curiously.

Sarah flushed.

“ I’'m not afraid, I don’t mean that. I—-
I just wondered—"

“Well,” he grinned, “ about as much
chance as a wooden-legged man running
thfough a swamp, trying to beat an air-
plane; but if you know a better plan—"

“ Nope. That’s chance enough for me, as
long as it has the prospect of evening score
with that gang!”

“ Fine! I knew you'd say that.” -

He twrned away quickly to throw more
sea-weed on their fire, so that it sent aloft
a tall, wavering column of smoke.

The Sally was approaching rapidly,
They were able to make out the figure of
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a man on her deck, who stared toward them
evidently through the binoculars.

“ Best get into our fort,” said Bob.
“ Got enough ammunition?”

“Luckily I have.
my coat-pocket when we first landed, just

" on the chance I might need it.”

‘ Be-careful, then—and don’t fire until I
say so. Now to get them ashore!”

Whistling Bob climbed to the ridge of
rocks and walked slowly toward the sea,
to the outermost stepping-stone. He
waved his cap above his head from time to
time, seeking to attract all the attention
possible.

As the Sally swept in closer and some-
body aboard recognized his presence with
a couple of wild shots, he turned back to-
ward land, walking and climbing slowly in
the direction of the sand beach. The
cruiser altered its course in response.
Presently it was stopped. The anchor
dropped. .

‘““ They’ve got to come ashore »_he was
talking to himself now, rapidly, earnestly—
“ simply must come; but will they all risk
it, or just a couple of them? It’s going to
make a mighty big difference—if only
they’re boiling mad and don’t think too
much.”

Inspired by this thought, his fingers went
to his nose, outspread in that gesture of de-
rision which speaks a universal tongue. If
those aboard the Sally were watching him
they might have thought this man on the
sand gone daft. For ten minutes he con-

tinued to gesture insults, a fantastic, ridicu-°

lous series of capers that in other circum-
stances would have been laughable.

And as he gestured he shouted taunts—
not that he expected they would be heard
aboard the cruiser, but because it was in
keeping with the part he played. He
worked earnestly and hard.

“Damn ’em!” he panted breathlessly,
tired with this frantic, grimly necessary
foolery. “ Damn ’em all, the whole yelp-
ing pack of ’em. If they’ve got any fight-
-ing blood at all, they’ve got to.get sore
now!” ,

He had a speedy answer.

Round the Sally’s stern the dingey swept
~—and it carried four men! It was rowed

I slipped that into"

.fanity. He ended with:
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with a desperate haste, and as it neared
the beach a ragged, scattering fire sent lead
whistling over the rocks.

Bob retreated slowly until he had dis-
appeared from the view of the men in the
dingey, hidden by the boulders. As the
small boat touched sand he hailed.

“ Hello the boat—hello-0-0, *Bradden!
Hello, all of you, you sulfured; half-witted,
blundering imbeciles! Back again so soon,
are you?”

“ Bob!” Braddens bellow made the
place ring. “ You Bob—you can come out
of that and get shot, or we’ll come get you,
whichever you want. You hear?”

“I hear, Baldy, I hear you! Did you
miss something off the Sally, Baldy, hey?”

Bradden’s answer was a stream of pro-
“ Take your
choice, you forsaken fool—come out or
we'll get you—it’s all the same to us.”

The four of them clustered by the dingey,
staring toward the rocks. Each man car-
ried a pistol read¥ for instant use. Baldy
Bradden’s mule skull glowed like a Bolshe-
vist battle-flag.

That compact group made an excellent
target. Sarah’s finger twitched on the trig-
ger. But she obeyed orders and forbore to
fire. -

“Here I am!” With a shout Whistling
Bob leaped from his hiding, standing fully
exposed on the rocks before them. His
very boldness disarmed them. A moment
they gaped, and before their fingers could
answer the murderous impulse he had
spiked their guns for a time at least.

“ Shoot if you want, boys—but you’ll
never find that compass if you do! Get
it straight—I’ve got the compass hid. You
could' look all-day for it, and all month,
and that’s all the good it would do you
Go ahead and kill me, though, if you care
t.O ”

“ Gus, Carter—put down those guns!”
Bradden bade hastily.

“ Well, Bradden, what’s your terms for
the Sally’s compass?”

A moment Bradden fidgeted. It was plain
his desire was to mouth more defiance, but
Bob’s words had made him worry.

“ These terms,” he shouted. ‘ Give us
back the compass, and we won’t touch you.
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Youcandonsyoudamnpl&se exoeptyou
can’t come with us.”

43 m‘d m gul?”

“ Oh, her! Keep her—we don’t want
her! I guess she knows that by now.”

Baldy Bradden had no idea bow close he
came to sudden death at that moment.

Lucky for him that Sam.hTruetthada
level head!

“ That’s your best terms, eh, Bradden?”

“ That'’s all. the terms you get. And
think - quick—I’ll give you a half-grown
minyte to do it in.”

on’t need it,” grinned Whistling Bob.
“You can all go to hell!”

As be said it he leaped back nimbly,
sinking cut of sight a few seconds ahead
of the lead that was spat after him.

“Let her go. Shoot, miss, shoot!” he
ordered, and began #rapid crawl around
the boulders toward the refuge under the
stern of the wreck.

Sarah’s pistol took up the challenge. Its
immediate effect was to send four men into
hiding. They ran to the shelter of the near-
. est rocks and dropped behind them.

Then for several minutes there was no
sound at all. Whistling Bob crouching be-
side her, teeth bared in a grin, had inched

i high enough to peep through a
crack of the barrier. *From the other side
of the same boulder Sarah peered, ready for
the first target that showed. Her hand was
steady, eyes bright, and cheeks flushed.

A flutter of cloth to the right of where
the fonr were hiding brought a shot from
her.

“ They’re Pwing that way, behind the
wreck,” she whispered.

“ Sure,” he answered. ‘“ Some of ’em are
going to try circling and taking us from the
rear., That’s all right—figured they'd try
that. Now let’s see how many’s left.”

He raised his arm boldly above the shel-
ter and waved it, shouting as he did so.

The arm was withdrawn with a jerk, and
its owner looked mefully at his finger. It
was bleeding.

“ Just nicked it,” he murmured. “ No
harm— Listen, two of them, 1sn’t w?”

“Yes, two. Then—" . -

“ The other two must be ﬂa.nkmg us,
Now I wonder which is which?” He
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shouted: “ Oh, Bradden, had enough yet,
you big hunk of cheese?”
Bradden answered promptly and at

‘length and punctuated his remarks with a

few foolish shots.

“ Must be Spicer arf® one of the others
is sneaking around.” He grinned at Sarah.
He was interrupted from further specula-
tion by a rapid fire from Sarah’s automatic.
Both saw that the two men left in front of
them were advancing. Their pistol shots
were drawing doser, but they kept them-
selves well hidden. -

“ Front and rear attack. Well, time to
do something.” Bob crouched closer to
her, whispering,

“I'm going after that boat—and Brad-
den. Can you hold out here, keep that
gang occupied a few minutes?”’

* She podded.

“ Remember, they’re coming from the
other side, too, from somewhere round the
bow of the wreck. Look out!”

“Yes. And you—"

“It’s a long shot, butImgomgtophy A
my hunch. I think I can grab that boat.
And when I yell, you come hell-bent? Can
you do that—and bring the compass?”’

43 I’ll try.” * '

“Sure you will—you’re game! Well,
then, good-by.” He eyed her a moment in
silence, hesitating.” |

“ Say, look here, though—maybe this
isn’t right. I den’t like it somehow—leav-
ing you. Maybe I'm wrong. I tell you,
you hadl Bradden and offer him the com-
pass and me—see if you can’t make some
better bargain. Go on!” ’

For a second she turned her head from
her watching, a curious glance that won-
dered if he was serious. He was. Her
cheeks flushed redder.

“ You think I'd do that—you dare think

such a thing! Get out of here and get
Sti.li he hesitated. ifIwassnre it was
the best thing—"

“Don’t be a fool. About one minute
more and you'll iose the chance.”

He began to move, dodging low, crawl-
ing at times, his direction a slow_circle that
would bring him in behind the men who cut
them off from the dingey.
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She whispered after him: * Good-by—
good luck!”

Crouched under the overhanging stern of
the wreck, her attention fixed on the rocks
ahead, Sarah became aware of the whistle
«of a bullet behin® her. Now she had to
defend in two directions!

It was Spicer and Carter, who made the
detour. They had rounded the bows of the
wrecked Seal and were among the rocks
there, their intention to' creep up on the
two defenders. Carter’s eagerness to shoot
betrayed their position and spoiled the sur-
- prise.

A moment Sarah kept the immediate
vicinity of this pair in a decidedly un-
healthy state. Then there came a shout
from Bradden.

Bradden rose from the sheltering reef be-
fore her, and Gus with him. They made
a rush toward her. The pistol sputtered
a waspish protest that sent them into hid-
ing before the advance had covered twenty
feet. As they flattened out a yell from
Gus signaled she had done some damage.

Spicer and Carter were coming up be-
hind her. A shower of splinters from the
planking overhead brought alarming news
of them.

At this particular moment Sarah Truett
was fighting, one against four. Two were
in- hiding before her, advancing at a slow,
but steady pace; two.were coming from
round the Seal, flanking her position on the
right.

Whistling Bob was gone. She could not
see him in the one or two glances she had
spared to find him. He was unarmed, but
she knew his purpose was murderous, and
even unarmed she would match him against
any but Bradden.

But there came no sign from him. Per-
haps he had been hit, or perhaps—for just
a little time she considered the thought—
perhaps he had quit! The odds were
against them anyway — the man an un-
known quantity except so far as his power
to make trouble—suppose he had slipped
away—given up—abandoned her!

She had very little time to entertain this
notion. It needed all her attention to de-
fend at both sides—a bewildering task, and
one that grew worse every second.
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Whistling Bob had flattened out among
the crevices of the reef. He crawled as fast
as possible, but he had to be very careful,
and he was obliged several times to stop
while he made sure of direction. The maze
of boulders and jagged teeth was a little
bewildering.

But he gained his point, and while Sarah
was Keeping the air about the wreck hot
with lead, he reached the place where he
crouched ready, overlooking the depression
in which were two of the attackers, Gus and
Bradden.

Bradden’s back was toward him. Gus
was huddled against the stones, holding his
right arm with his left hand. The arm was
limp and blood trickled from a torn shirt-
sleeve.

Whistling Bob reared- himself wup,
crouched for a sprif®. The wounded man’s
rolling eyes at that moment recognized the
sudden apparition. He yelled shakily—a
yell of terror. But before -Bradden could:
turn about Bob had leaped. _

He leaped squarely on Bradden’s back,
and somehow even as he landed, he man-
aged to spare a kick for Gus that sent the
sailor into a limp heap.

Under the impetus and weight of the fly-
ing body, Baldy Bradden went face do
on the rocks. PoWerful fingers grip
about his throat and compressed savagely.
The big captain choked.

His assailant was well exposed now, but
since Spicer and Carter were on the other
side of the wreck, there was none to shoot
at him.

To Sarah, Bob yelled, “Hold ’em —a
minute more—a couple minutes. Hold ’em
~—then when I yell, beat it]”

-With a violent effort Bradden’s body up-
heaved, and the man who rode his back
slipped aside. One of Bradden’s great
hands gripped his leg. He reared himself
upward, the breath gurgling in his throat.

There was a flash of time in which Whis-
tling Bob lost his equilibrium — his grip
loosened—and in that flash Baldy Bradden

“had contrived to free himself of . the at-

tacker.

Bradden’s right arm, his hand clutching
a pistol, had been bent and held beneath
him when he fell. Now it was free again
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and the barrel pressed tightly against his
antagonist’s body. The captain’s finger
crooked and tightened about the trigger.

The hammer that rose to send that bul-
let stopped by a minute fraction short of
the point of discharge. The gripping fin-
ger relaxed and Baldy Bradden’s huge body
lay inert. '

Whistling Bob had found time to land
one blow—a blow of the fist against the
captain’s temple. Bradden quit fighting.

“Now!” Bob roared, leaping erect.
‘“ Beat it—for the boat.” At the same time
he ran toward the stern of the wreck.

Sarah was up at the word. She clasped
the compass tightly to her breast and ran,
scornful of the bullets that whistled about
her.

Carter and Spicer, too, were on their
feet. They rushed in pursuit, shouting—
and from round the sterg pf the Seal came
Bob.

Bob carried Bradden’s pistol. Carter
went down at his first shot. Spicer
dropped, but unhurt. From his hiding he
sent a few wild shots, nothing more.

The man and girl scrambled across the

slippery reef heedless of this feeble fire.

They pushed th® dingey free of sand and
Bob seized the oars.

As -the boat swept off the beach and
nosed toward the Sally, Spicer ran into
view. The mate’s fire was now deliberate.
He lodged a bullet in the stern of the small
boat.

Sarah’s reply was even more disconcert- V

ing. They saw the hat fly from his head.
Spicer turned and ran for the rocks.
For once the mate was not laughing.

CHAPTER IX.
ARMISTICE.

T YHE dingey touched the Sally’s side
and both climbed aboard. The row
had been a silent one.

Sarah seated herself on the coaming of
the trunk cabin and kicked her shoes
against the woodwork, aimlessly. She suf-
fered a strange reaction from excitement, a
listlessness that made even the simple act
of living a labor. She had won, but there
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was no elation in the victory. Even the
thought of starting the Sally for home was
lacking in thrill.

Her partner in triumph stood regarding
her with a whimsical grin. “ Well,” he re-
marked finally, “ what next? Going some
place and sell the loot, I suppose?”

“ The loot—oh! That reminds me, we’ll
have to row ashore again—I forgot some-

“ Go ashore! Well, it must be mighty
important if you want to risk more trouble
with Spicer and the rest of ’em. They may
be hurt, but they’re not dead—as you’ll
find out if you try going ashore.”

“ Well, T must go anyhow. I've got to
search the cabins in that wreck — search
Bradden if he’s still around, because some-
where 1 figure there must be papers to show
who owns the ivory—and when I find that
out we're going to look up the owner and
see that he gets it back.”

“ We are!”

“ Yes, we are.” She looked at him with
a significant, steady gaze. * That’s just
what we are going to do—and remember I
still carry the gun. Now, let’s go—" !

“ Wait! Miss Truett, suppose I told you
that stuff is mine?”

Sarah “smiled wearily. “Don’t you
think;” she asked wijth sweet scorn, ¢ that
it's a little late for that remark? You
might have done better than that—I credit-
ed you with some originality!”

Bob reddened. “ Late as it is,” he said,
“I'm going to make that claim—" :

“ That’s enough! Listen to me, Whis-
tling Bob, I’'m taking charge of this ivory—
not you. Don’t start anything. If you
figured you were going to grab the stuff—
-or share it with nfe, forget it! Untit I find
who does own it, it stays safe in the hold
of the Sally. All I do know is that it didn’t
belong to Bradden—I’m sure of that now—
and it doesn’t belong to me, nor you. But
I’ll tell you what I will do, and gladly—”

(13 well?”

“When we do find the owner we can
claim some sort of reward, salvage. I’ll
split that with you, fifty-fifty and glad to
do it. And—and Il forget to tell just who
and what you are. You've earned it. Is
that fairp” '
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Whistling Bob stared, round-eyed. Then
he grinned. “ That sure is,” he exclaimed;
“ that’s more than fair, and—and thank
you!”

“ Well, I—I thank you,” she answered
seriously. . “ I should have spoken of that
before. You fought splendidly—you saved
. my life—it was—was—oh, bully!”

“ Thanks,” he said dryly. “ Let her go
double and we’ll omit the bouquets! Now,
about those papers—it may not be neces-
sary to go ashore. Bradden’s cabin on the
Sally—didn’t he bring any baggage with
him? He must have done that or—well,
T've already searched the wreck for those
papers and I swear to you they’re not
there.”

“ Then perhaps he has them,’* Sarah puz-
zled, “ or, wait — yes, Bradden had one
thing, a tin box, a sort of black cash box—
of course, they must be in that!”

“ They are in that,” declared Whistling
Bob.

Sarah went below to the cabin Bradden
had used. She reappeared in a few min-
utes, carrying the black tin box. “TI'll just
keep this by me,” she announced coolly.
“ Meantime, start the engines. We'll slip
that anchor and get away from here I—I
—the sight of this bay makes e a little

ck' ”

“Sick!” he echoed. “ Sick! I hope I
never see that forsaken piece of Alaska
again in. all the years I expect to live—
never. I’ve been alone on it—three weeks
- almost—alone. All I ask of life is that it
bring me forgetfulness!”

He swung about, hurrying away to tend
the cruiser. Sarah went slowly to the pilot-
house, clasping the tin box.  Poor devil,”

she thought; ““ somehow I can’t help but

feel sorry for him—whatever he is!”

The cruiser had been under. way about
an hour when Bob looked into the pilot-
house from the engine-room hatch. He
found Sarah Truett absorbed in the perusal
of a paper—one of a number she had spilled
out of the black tin box.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed at sight of him, “ I
was just about to call you. Something cu-
rious has happened, and—"

“ You found who owns the ivory!”

“ No—not "exactly; but I have a clue,
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and—and who in the world do you think—
but then, you wouldn’t know him, I sup-
pow'”

“ Well, who is it?” ‘

“I believe it is—I'm not sure, but it
looks as if the owner might be Angus Mc-
Donald — Angus McDonald, the Alaskan
millionaire!”

“No! You think that?”

“ Well, here’s a cablegram to Bradden—-
look!” .

The brief message on a government re-
ceiving-blank, read:

BRADDEN,
DUTCH HARBOR.

SEAL'S CHARTER O. K. BILL ME
FOR ALL EXPENSES.

ANGUS McDONALD.

“ What must have happened,” Sarah
went on, “is that McDonald outfitted the
Seal for this ivory hunt, and Bradden, act-
ing as his agent, tried to steal it. Ves,
that’s plain enough—”

“ But the charter itself—the agreement
—is there no copy?”

[ NO'H

“ Nor the log?”

“Not a thing bearing‘on ivory or the
Seal except this cablegram. The rest is a
few letters written to Bradden at various
times — old receipts, useless junk. Look
here, perhaps you heard talk aboard the
Seal—or perhaps you know—is that right;
did McDonald charter the Seal?”

He stared at her and his face clouded.

“Why ask me?” he grumbled. “ You
wouldn’t believe me anyhow!”
“No,” she agreed tartly. “ That’s true

enough, but—but this is so staggering—
McDonald chartering the Seal—Angus Mc-
Donald—oh, I don’t know what to make
of it!” )

“ Why not Angus McDonald, if he want-
ed to charter her? He can afford it—"

“You don’t understand, of course not!
But Angus McDonald meant so much to us
—to my father and me; he could have done
so much to help us. ’I‘hen to find lns name
here—"

“ Angus McDonald could help you! Tell
me how, please.”

Sarah Truett launched into the story of
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Kanak ledge and her father’s struggle to
find capital. She told of the old friendship
and McDonald’s promise. ‘ And now,”
she sighed, a catch in her voice, ““ Angus
McDonald is dead—"

“Dead! Angus McDonald—dead?”

“Yes, dead! The paper that had the
news came the very afternoon I chartered
the Sally to Bradden. It was that news led
me to make the charter—to come on this
wild errand. Because I hoped—I hoped to
help my father to win back a little of what
he had lost—" '

“ You are certain he is dead? No doubt
of it?”

‘ The despatch was in the Oregonian, an
Associated Press item from New York.”

Whistling Bob looked out of the window
for a long interval. His jaw was set hard,
and in his eyes there showed a look of shock
and hurt.

He turned from her side without a word
and weftt back to the engme-room His
shoulders sagged she noted.

“ Wait,” she called. “ What is it?”

Bob gave her no answer.

The morning was fine, clear with hot sun-
_ shine after two days of storm. The Sally,
delayed a day by troublous weather, at last
was in sight of the Kanak island shore, and
the pair who peered from the open pilot-
house windows found time once more to
consider something besides the immediately
pressing business of keeping the cruiser
afloat and safe.

The last forty-eight hours had been like
a bad dream. Capping the hours of excite-
ment and peril at Cultus Bay, they pretty
thoroughly exhausted even the unusual
strength of the blond man and left dark
circles beneath Sarah Truett’s fine eyes.

From the time the storm broke there had
been little said between them except the
most elementary and necessary discussion
of their needs. But in common peril they
had found mutual dependence that bred a
sense of long acquaintance—a friendship.

Whistling Bob’s first appearance after a
few hours of badly needed sleep was wel-
comed by a warm smile from the red-haired
girl. Together, they watched the hills of
Kanak growing larger, and Sarah told of
her pleasure at coming home.

-
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“I feel like the prodigal son,” she
laughed. “I'm broke, and I've certainly
been among thieves; but—well, home looks
awful good to me. If my dad was only
there to welcome me I'd do without the
fatted calf part of it—poor dad, I thought
I'd have something to cheer him up; enough
to fix things—"

“ You have the ivory—

“ Which isn’t mine, as I remmded you
before.”

“ Yes, that’s so! Tough luck!
—it’s hell to be honest, isn’t it?”

Sarah nodded soberly. "

“ And—well, say, Miss Truett, I owe
you an apology. You know I ralled you
some pretty hard names—”

“You did?”

“ Well, when I said you were pals with
Bradden and that lot—but I thought you
were!” .

“ 1t did look that wa.y——I can understand
that.” Sarah smiled ruefully. I was pals
with them, but net smart enough to see
what kind of a sucker they were playing me
for. Well, let’s forget that—to-day’s a new

Say, it’s

"day, and there are a lot of other good fish

in the sea—somewhere.”

“ Sure,” he encouraged, “ no use helpmg
out the undertaker’s business till you can’t
help yourself. Kind of too bad you’re so
cussed honest—still, maybe $ou’re right.”

“ You’re a good sort, Whistling Bob! I

don’t know just what sort of a crook you

are, yet, but you’ve been on the level with
me. Bradden was an awful liar, anyhow
—did you really try to kill him and Spicer
and grab the ivory?”

Bob grinned rermmscently. “1 sure did!
But then—oh, rot why tell it! I can’t
prove anythmg

“T’1l believe you., Honestly, I mean it.
If youll tell the yatm—"  _

“ Nope. Not until I've got proof. Mea.n-
time, don’t think I'm altogether rotten,
will you?”

She answered him gravely, her eyes more
eloquent than the words. “I shall never
think that—again.” :

Both studied the island in silence. They
could see the little town of Kanak, strag-
gling up the hillside, its painted houses
shining in the sun.
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“ Hello,” cried Sarah,  there’s a. steamer
in—a big one! Looks like the Northwes-
tern. 1 wonder what brought her to the
island?”

She shifted th€ Sally’s course toward the
town.

CHAPTER X.
PEACE.

ARAH'’S intention had been to land the
Sally in her own harbor at the ranch.
Sight of the steamer suggested the pos-

sibility of news from her father, and now
her head was thrust eagerly from the win-
dow as if she must run ahead of the Sally
in her impatience.

The man beside her studied tbat eager
face with sidelong glances. He was aware
of the charm of this girl who.could fight so
well and lose with such good grace.

He felt an overmastering impulse to say
something—to try to tell her of the. feeling
she had inspired—and remembered in time
how futile it would be to attempt that sub-

ject now. In spite of the self-restraint he

impqged, his fingers touched a fold of her
sleeve and found comfort in the unobtru-
sive caress.

“ Good fathers, look!
glasses!”

Sarah Truett stared a moment.

“Jt is—there on the dock—that’s him.
My dad! Oh, oh—” The Sally’s siren be-
gan to hoot. They saw him tum—stare—
and wave.

Whistling Bob pushed Sarah from the
wheel. “ Run outside and look at him,” he
commanded. ‘ I’ll dock her for you.”

Sarah needed no prompting. From the
bow of the cruiser she leaned forward, al-
ternately blowing kisses and waving her hat
in the air with shouts that attracted atten-
tion from everybody in the harbor.

The man in the pilot-house smiled in
sympathy. Then his face sobered.’ “ The
lucky old rascal! Think of having a girl
like that so glad to see you!”

He brought the Sally in along the piling
of the dock that loomed above them, berth-
ing on the side opposite from the big pas-
senger steamship. The form of Hillman

Give me those
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Truett, white haired, broad of shoulder,
tanned, leaned over the string-piece amd
shouted questions that his daughter an-
swered in an unintelligible jumble of
phrases.

A ladder led to the dock above. Sarah
Truett jumped for it as the Sally rubbed
by, and she swarmed aloft to welcoming
arms that snatched: her from her feet.

“ You old sourdough!” Sarah hammered

- her father with her two fists while his arms

about her left her breathless. “ You look
better to me than a million dolla.ts in dia-
monds, all of that!” .

“ And you, why, kid, I wouldn’t trade

you for all Alaska; no, not with Siberia:

thrown in!”
“X know, don’t have to tell me,”” Sarah
forestalled her father’s story. ‘It was hard

sledding and—and—never mind, dad, there
are lots of other claims, plenty of chances
for a white man|”

“You — you heard, then, girl,*about—
McDonald? About his death?”

“ Read it infthe papers.”

“ You know that licks me? Kanak ledge
—well, I guess we might’s well put a tomb-
stone over that scheme—"

“ Lots of other ledges, dad.”

“ Yes—yes, I guess so. Kind of tough,
though. I saw the papers before I got to
Chicago. Knew it wasn’t' much-use going
on, 30 I back-trailed to Seattle and waited
for the steamer.”

“ But why the Northwestern? Did you
charter her?”

“ No, that’s funny, too. Angus McDon-
old again! Came up with a Seattle lawyer.
He’s up here to make a search—Sarah girl,
there’s just a ghost of a chance yet—for us,
I mean—if this chap can find Angus Mc-
Donald’s boy—his son—"’

“ McDonald—Robert McDonald!”

The exclamation came from the shrewd
business man who had peered idly at the
Sally. Whistling Bob looked up quickly,
exclaimed his astonishment, and ran up the
ladder to take the stranger’s hand.

“1t is, no mistake, Robert McDonald!”
the stranger declared, his eyes dilated with
surpnse

“It is. T'm glad to see you again, Mr.
Hanley. I—I heard that—my father—"

o
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The lawyer nodded. “ I'm very sorry.”

They walked away together. Father and
daughter, auditors of their talk, looked
dazedly after them, turned to stare at one
another as if for assurance that this was
reality, but found not a word to say.

Finally they turned away together.
“ Sarah,” Hillman Truett’s voice shook,
“we can’t go back to the ranch yet. Not
till I see that boy—talk to him. If—if
only I can make him listen for five minutes,
make him understand who I am, what I am
—how his dad and I were tilikums—"

“ Oh, Truett!” Hanley the lawyer laid
a detaining hand on the older man’s arm.
“ This is my client, young Robert McDon-
ald. Found him, Truett—found him like
a miracle. He—he has asked me to present
him to you—and your daughter.”

Whistling Bob gripped Hillman Truett’s
hand, and the old sourdough, looking into
his eyes, knew before a word was said, that
his financial troubles were past. -

“ My daughter—this is Sally,” Truett
announced proudly.

“ Whistling Bob,” said Sarah Truett
humbly, “ I feel like a—an angle worm—
one that somebody’s just stepped on. I
feel as humble as that!”

They boarded the Sally and started
around the island shore to the Truett ranch.
On the way Hanley told of his telegraphic
orders to make an immediate search of
Alaska for Robert McDonald, who had
been in the north more than a year, sup-
posedly hunting and adventuring; how in-
fluence of Angus McDonald’s wealth had
put the steamship at his disposal, and how,
to oblige Truett, whom he knew of old, he
had caused the landing at Kanak, where
the search found its incredible termination.

Sarah Truett then told of the charter of
the Sally and the story of the ivory cargo.
And finally they turned to McDonald to
clear up what was yet unexplained..

“ Simple enough,” he smiled. “I'd been
in Alaska more than a year, playing mostly,
squandering my father’s money. I hated
to leave, the north gets into my blood, it’s
where I belong—but I got ashamed of my
idleness. It was up to me to show a little
ability at business.
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“I’d heard about this ivory cache — it
was in a little unnamed bay along the main-
land, a natural mine of fossil ivory, embed-
ded in a bluff. Thousands of mammoth
bhad perished there in some prehistoric
swamp, I suppose, and left their bones. I
visited the “place in a launch and verified
the find. It was anybody’s ivory—a natu-
ral mine.

“So I went back to Dutch Harbor and
chartered the Seal. We selected only the
choice tusks; of course a lot of the stuff was
rotten and broken and of little value. When
we left with that cargo I felt pretty cocky,
as if I'd done something to show my father
I wasn’t altogether plain fool.

“ Bradden had an eye on that ivory from
the first. He and Spicer and those choice
cutthroats, Carter and Gus, intended all
along to steal the stuff some way. I
guessed as much from one or two things I
heard, and one night, when they tried to
pick a quarrel, I got the jump on them and
gave them more than they were looking for.

“1 thought when they quit they had had
enough. They obeyed my orders and the
sailing looked smooth. Until: the day the
volcano tuned up. In the midst of that
rumpus somebody, and I strongly suspect
Bradden and the mate—assisted me over
the rail, with the result that I came ashore
in Cultus Bay.

“ As for the rest of it, when I found' the
ivory in the Seal I figured they would come
back. So I beat them to it again by taking
the stuff away. And luckily the lady pirate
who returned with Bradden turned out to
be a girl who isn’t afraid to fight for the
square deal.”

When the questions were done, Whistling
Bob excused himself and walked forward
on'the Sally. Then he was heard to whistle
that eternal waltz song. Sarah disappeared
and was seen to join him.

“Look at them,” sighed Hanley to Hill-
man Truett. “ Look at that pair! Strength -
and beauty and brains. ' They’re alive, man,
alive every minute. You can’t beat that

kind!”
“ They’re regular Alaskans,” Truett
agreed. “ You're right, Hanley, you can’t

beat ’em. It’s their sourdough blood.”

(The end.)



CHAPTER XI—(Continued).
THE GULCH.

OSSOP was standing now hap-
hazardly in the full glare of the
moon. His ugly crooked legs were

silhouetted clearly against the sand.

The girl closed her eyes and heard the
hoarse bark of the gun—a single shot
which reverberated a dozen times in the
little gulch. Then she opened her eyes
fearfully. A new sort of thrill went through
her. She realized that Winborne was play-
ing his own sort of game—a sportsmanlike
game, dangerous, skilful, exciting—the sort
of contest dear to his own heart.

Mossop was still standing unhurt, but be-
wildered, casting fearful glances in every
corner of the ravine. The huge Indian
darted out of the shadow and crossed the
ravine like @ bounding animal. Mossop
started to run one direction—even while
the banging of that one shot was still in
his ears. Then he stopped, looked around,
baffled, crazed, and dashed toward another
side of the clearing. The shot could have
been fired from any corner, he knew that.
It had most certainly been fired by some
one close to him, some one right in the
heart of the cafion.

If the Indian had had a revolver instead
of a shot-gun, Mossop might have come to

an immature conclusion. Was the Indian
going to murder him? He took out his own
gun, glanced around for the safest hiding
place, and then rushed across the rattle-
weed and sand into the very crevasse where
Winborne and the girl were hiding.

He waited there pressing himself against
the wall so that he was in the pitch dark-
ness, except for a pointing ray of moon-
light which singled out &e brim of his
slouch hat.

Winborne gave his revolver to the girl.
“I'm poing down to fight Mossop. It’s
too easy to pot him. This gun is for you
to use on the Choctaw.”

Without any further comment he leaped
off the edge of the rock where they were
waiting, and dropped dewn out of the pitch
darkness onto Mossop’s back. The girl-
could see nothing of the fight that ensued;
it was merely a brief moment of the bang-
ing of fists which sounded like sledge-
hammer blows in the stillness of the bar-
ranca. A moment later a shot cracked out,
and ricocheted over the rocks and sand of
the opening.

This struck a new sort of fear in the
girl’s heart, one that was not a part of
horror. Could this shot have meant that
Mossop had hit Winborne? Without any
further consideration for her own safety
she peered over the ledge of the rock.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for November 5.
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Mossop had fired, that was clear, for his
hand with the gun was still in the air, where
Winborne held it viselike. The little man
fired again wildly so that the bullet skipped
across the granite bluffs, and spattered a
trail of chips. But the vise on his wrist
tightened, the gun dropped and he crumpled
up with pain. Winborne then took him by
the collar, yanked him to his feet and
hurled him bodily over the bank. He rolled
some distance down the bare adobe slope
and tumbled into the upturned arms of a
sojuaro cactus where he lay sprawled and
helpless, ripping the air with maledictions.

Posey, looking over the edge of the rock,
_ bad scarcely realized that this fight was
finished when she saw the Indian dart out
into the moonlit clearing and look fran-
tically around for the safest way to flee.
Realizing that Winborne was blocking the
way which led down the cafion toward
the horses, the huge panic-stricken Choc-
taw bounded toward the upper end of the
ravine with the speed of a scared rabbit.

As Winborne burst into a laugh, the girl
let herself down over the edge of the rock
and, clinging for a moment with out-
stretched arms, dropped to the ground.

Winborne, knowing that he had already
disarmed Mossop, and that the latter would
have to find his six-gun before he could re-
sume any trouble, went to the girl. Taking
her hand he sped with her to the dry creek
of the gulch and the two hurried over the
boulders and sand to the thicket below.

Here they found the two horses which
Mossop and the buck had ridden. Mos-
sop’s horse was the white one they had
seen before. The Choctaw’s mount was
Winborne’s own pinto which he had
tethered at the sycamore bole on their first
arrival at the mesa.

“ We're fixed now for a good ride,” he
said to the girl. “ We got rid of those two
pests without killing them—"

“That was the greatest part of the
fight,” the girl said. *“ That you fought
with your bare hands.”

Winborne looked down at his fist which
was covered with blood. Posey wiped it
with her handkerchief, and saw how badly
it was crushed. Winborme ripped his
sleeve with his knife and she bandaged the
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wound. This was the first mute under-
standing that Winborne had of his own
feelings for the girl.

In the beginning of the evening he had
played his part of the old-time pal. There
was a new relationship now which budded
out naturally almost imperceptibly—but
with as much power as a weed sprouting in
the crevice of granite and splitting a cliff.
He had gone into the cow-town and sworn
that he would protect the daughter of old
Texas Donnel, and now he had fought for
her, and he had been wounded for her.
That was a delightful thought. It was the
first stage—the granite cliff feeling the dis-
tant indescribable power of the plant.

“1T have finished bandaging it now,” the
girl said. “ When we get some water, I
will clean it and bandage it again.” -

“You can ride on this white horse,” he
said, lifting her up. “ We've got to plan
now for good traveling. And if this horse
isn’t sure on the trail, it’ll be a hard ride.”

“ But those two men are helpless now,”
the girl objected.

“Not exactly. That half-pint Mossop
can find his gun. And. he’s got a good
mount. When he stole both of our horses,
he must have given “this pinto of mine to
the Indian. What he did with the horse
you were riding I don’t know. But we've
got to remember that he has it somewhere.”

“Then what are we going to do?” the
girl asked hopelessly.

“ Ride south,” Winborne said, mounting
his own horse and leading the way down
out of the cafion to the sage plain.

He was completely ignorant of the coun-
try, but one thing he knew: the county
road led southward to Mesquite, and the
railway. He did not tell the girl that half-
way to their destination, on the bench-land
directly ahead of them, lay the town of
Volcano.

CHAPTER XII.
THE RIDE TO VOLCANO,

HE two riders loped down the plain, -
rounding the mesa, toward the south
until they finally came to the county

road. . This was easier riding for the horses,



558

and the girl’s stretched out to an easy gal-
lop, although Winborne was forced to keep
his knees constantly pressed mto the flanks
of his lagging pinto.

They reached the crest of the little
bench-land after a telling ride> From this
eminence Winborne looked back and saw
a horseman, a tiny speck in the moonlight;
and heard the tiny sound of hoofs—mov-
ing across the plain.

Winborne said nothing, but pressed on
trying to ketp pace with the white horse.
Down on the other side of the bench-land
and across the big moonlit expanse of the
cattle-pass they rode until Winborne’s pinto
. beat heavily and slowly on the gallop of
the next rise. From here he looked again,
and waited for a mopent, giving his little
mount a chance for a few deep breaths.
On the crest of the bench-land they had

left two miles behind, the horseman was

following. This time it looked as if there
were two, but the moonlight, glaring as it
seemed, was deceptive.

For a half hour’s ride as the road cut
straight across the gently rolling plain,
Winborne could see the pursuers. Yes, he
was certain ‘they were more than one. It
looked now as if th'®e were three riders,
but the light was still misty and the back-
ground of the thin white road against the
black sage was puzzling. A dip into the
dry wash of a creek which cit into the
alkali phein like a huge scar, then a
stumbling climb up the road to the rise
beyond, and Winborne looked back again.
_ Three little dots were moving along the
white road in file, about a furlong apart.

In the other direction, a few miles ahead
on the edge of the next little table of land,
was the town of Volcano, its yellow lights
winking in the clear desert air.

At the first sight of this line of lights,
Winborne felt that they had come to a
stone wall, and that the pursuers behind
were driving them to bay. To enter Volcano
was a dangerous move. Posey had passed
through Volcano on the stage when she
arrived from the east with McGraw, and at
that time everyone had come out eager to
see the “ bride ” of their cattle king. And
judging from the lights, practically every-
one was now awake, even though it was

N
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past midnight. The two fugitives were thus
caught between Mossop’s gang and the
town.

It was impossible to choose in the few
desperately fleeting moments they had be-
fore reaching the town, just which danger
it would be more advisable to meet. There
was a way whereby girl would meet
neither and Winborne d meet both.

Winborne realized that his horse could
not possibly keep pace with the, girl’s. He
decided to separate from her and to decoy
the pursuers away from her. The road, he
argued, was the only background against
which at all times the pursuing riders could
be detected. The plain with its patches of

buckeye and other chaparral offered a fairly *

good protection—that is, if the observer’s

eye were attracted somewhere else.
Hence if the girl rode out on the plain,

and Winborne continued riding on the road

~ toward Volcano, he could inveigle the pur-

suers to follow him. An added advantage
to this plan occurred to him: if he could
ultimately shake his pursuers and enter
Volcano as a spy, he could probably get

some. idea about McGraw’s campaign to.

recover his bride. As it was now, he
realized that he was helplessly playmg his
game in the dark.

He showed the girl a little gorge whlch
offered her her first gateway of escape from
the road.

“ Follow it unhl it opens out on the
plain,” he said to her. “ Cirele around
Volcano until you get to the road on the
other side. There is where we’ll meet. Just
make a big half-circle around the town—
never getting any closer to it than you are
now.”

“But if you don’t come?” the girl -

asked pertinently.

“TH come—maybe a little late. But
I'll be there. If I don’t meet you two miles
beyond Volcano Il ride on until I come
to the first ranch beyond. You do the same,
and that’s where we’ll meet.”

“ But the men at the ranch—"

“ There won’t be any men at the ranch.
Everyone who can fight is. up at the wed-
ding. If you do meet anyone ask for
shelter and proteetion; say you’re running
away from Volcano. Stall for a few
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minutes until I come.” He led the white
horse into the ravine. “ I’ll be there, remem-
ber that—perhaps after a fight. But
remember that I'll be there.”

The sound of the riders pursuing them
came up suddenly over the last hill. The
girl wheeled her horse and trotted down
the dark ravine, while Winborne came up
to the moonlit road. He dug his heels into
the pinto’s flanks, galloping loudly toward
Volcano. At every rise he looked back to
assure himself that the three riders were
keeping the road. When they came to the
little black gulch where Posey had branched
off, Winborne drew up.his horse and
watched expectantly. If they turned off
and disappeared in the gulch to follow the
girl, he knew that it would mean he must
return, chase them and fight. If they fol-
lowed him, he could go on to Volcano.

With a feeling of enormous, though tem-
porary relief, he plugged on toward the
town, for he saw distinctly that the pur-
suers had kept to the road. He felt
intuitively that it would have been easier to
fight the three men out there on the plains
alone, rather than in the town where he
was liable to meet McGraw, Foreman Cyll
and the sheriff. But when he knew that
he had decoyed the three pursuers from the
girl, and that Posey was riding alone and

¢ free, he felt a tingle of victory and dug into
his horse as he mounted the Volcano road.

CHAPTER XIII.
MR. BULLDOGGER AND DAN M’GRAW.

‘ J OLCANO at midnight was always a
hullabaloo of carousal, fighting and
mechanical pianos. But when Win-

borne entered it, he found that it had lost

the more blatant notes of its swagger. In
the full moon, and the yellow lights which
streamed from the windows of its main
street, he could see groups of men talking,
women watching in every doorway, and
packs of horses tethered to the smubbing

posts, champing and waiting. .

The wedding of its foremost citizen, Dan

McGraw, had materially changed the aspect

of the town. Perched on the bluffs which
overlooked the desert horizon, it was like
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a little seaport momentarily expecting the
raid 'of pirates.

One thing Winborne knew definitely: if
he expected to rejoin the girl on the further

side of the town, he must get another

horse. The pinto he had been riding had
already suffered at the hands of Pliny
Mossop—or the Choctaw. Winborne saw
that another mile would all but kill the
horse. The heavy beating of the hoofs, as
if the horse were throwing all its weight
against advancing, showed plainly that it
was rapidly giving out. Indeed when the
first house was reached, Winborne decided
to dismount.

He understood the signs of the horse’s
trouble. A very heavy breathing, a terri-
fic abnormal expansion of the flanks, in
trying to get its wind, were unmistakable

" signs of heaves. The animal would plunge,
- almost stumbling, and then quiver as if its

own breathing were cutting into its stomach
like a knife. Upon the first sign of the
beast’s coughing, Winborne dismounted,
and fled to the protection of an empty lot,
while his horse wandered and stumbled up

toward the main street of the town whers

there were lights and noise and people.
From behind the shed, Winborne watched
a crowd gather about his horse, and a few
moments later he saw Pliny Mossop and
two cow-men gallop into town.
Winborne felt now that he must act

-quickly. News of his arrival in the town

would spread. But even at that he felt con-
fident he could hide in some shed, except
for the fact that he rejoin the girl.

He cut across the empty lot, keeping
always well within the shadow of the
houses, which' he felt sure was ample pro-
tection from the moonlight. His general
direction would have brought him out on
the further side of the town, but one thing
complicated this plan. He must at all
hazards get another mount.

There were plenty of horses in town, but
the trouble was every one he saw was in
the full light of the street, and within sight
of a crowd of men. It was not until he was
well across the town, skirting behind the
sheds, and darting across the lonelier side
streets, that he came within view of a
corral where he noticed several fine mounts,
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saddled and standing loose. The only
trouble with this situation was that they
were in the full glare of the light which
shone out of the ‘windows of a saloon.
Winborne crept along the side of the
building and crossed to the opposite side
of the corral, where from the darkness of
a doorway he could look directly through
one of the panes. It appeared to him that
the place was empty with the exception of
. one man who was busy scattering saw-
dust on the floor. This gave him courage
enough to creep, over to,the wmdow and
make a closer inspection.

It was a raw-looking place—an un-
varnished bar, kitchen chairs and gaming
tables, still covered with suds. The man
looked mere like a butcher than a barkeep,
with an apron around his waist and a patch
over one eye From his general appearance ~
it was a fairly safe surmise that he had na,
attended the wedding at McGraw’s. In
this case he would not be apt to know Win-
borne. The latter decided to go-in, ask
for a drink and, if possible, find out ]ust
what course Dan McGraw and his gang
#were pursuing in recovering the lost bride.
It would be a hazardous game, but infinite-
ly less hazardous than plunging blindly on

- toward Mesquite without having the slight-
est idea where McGraw was.

Another point was this: Winborne was
aware of the seriousness of appropriating
a horse. If he could offer the bartender a.
big sum, and ask for a mount, he would
not leave a crime behind him which would
arouse the whole countryside. On that
range, he reflected, stealing a horse was
considerably worse than stealing a woman.
Besides this the mounts he had seen in the
corral were no ordinary cattle-ponies. He
noticed one in particular which suggested
the lines of a race-horse. Even in the
moonlight, the straight back, the close
coupling and cobby barrel were evident.

‘Winborne walked rapidly around to the
front of the saloon, keeping as much out
of the light as possible, and ignoring the
fact that directly across the street there
was a crowd of men.

“ Outside, partner,” the barkeeper said.
“ We're closed up. Got orders to keep men
out’n here.”
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“1 want to talk to the guy that owns
that black gelding out there.”

The man stared at Winborne quizzically.
« What the hell! That’s Dan McGraw’s
racer.’

meome gﬂped, and felt a sudden
qualm in his stomach at this tum of events
—a qualm which must have left him pale.

“Dan McGraw’s getting married to-
night—how is it his horse—"

The other interrupted.  Ain’t you
heard tell of what’s happened? McGraw’s
wife was stole by a bandit. And Dan’s
got the best six horses and the sharpest
shooters in the county, and they’re search-

" ing this very town now.”

Again Winborne felt the same qualm.
But this time it was for the girl who was
alone out on the county road.

The bartender studied him with a widen-
ing of the eye. There was no other mark
of suspicion more telling than that one
bulging eye. Winborne jumped immedi- -
ately to the subject at hand.

“ Have you got a good horse—some-
thing that I can buy. Here’s a roll.” He
threw down some bills on the counter and

laft them there.

“You don’t mind my axing, partner—"
the man began. ~

Winborne looked him in the’ eye as he
moved close up to the bar. “ What do youg
want to ask?”

The man flinched. It was clear now
that he suspected and that he was fright-
ened at being in the bar alone. “ Will you
have a drink?”

The barkeep sidled up behind the boards
and took down a bottle and glasses.

“ There’s big doings to-night, Il tell
you that. - The whole town’s waiting up for
the shootin’.” He went on so rapidly and
nervously that Winborne knew without the
slightest doubt that the man was merely
killing time. “And down to Mossop’s
there’s another fight goin’ on. Butch
Bellowes and his two side kickers was here
before~Dan come to town.”

,Winborne cared nothing about this topic.
Butch Bellowes and his little grievance over
Mossop’s bet amounted to nothing now. It
was the girl that filled his whole conscious-

ness with thoughts and fears. He held his &
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drink up to the barkeeper and tossed it
off. The latter went on:

“ And Butch Bellowes was planning to
raid Mossop’s ranch. He'll burn the ole
place down. Take my word on that. I
hear tell of how little Pliny Mossop takes
all the money he’d oughter to pay to Butch
and his other two ranch-hands, and blew
it all in on a phony bet ag’n’ McGraw’s
bull. And I hear tell as how the bull killed
a___), .

. Winbome interrupted him suddenly. The

barkeeper, in his rapid babble, had struck
a new note. Winborne knew that the man
was merely playing for time, probably with
the knowledge that some one was about
to enter the saloon at any moment.
while he was gossiping on he had said some-
thing which caught Winborne’s ears with a
terrible significance.

‘ Butch Bellowes, you say has gone down
the county road to raid some ranch?”

“Yep, and he'’s pretty well lit up, too.
He came in here and tanked up—him and
Giardino and Brindel—crooks, all of ’'em.
They’re goin’ down to Mossop’s sheep
ranch.”

Winbome’s fear concerned the girl now—
a fear considerably more poignant than any-
thing that could concem himself. He re-
called that he had told the girl to circle
the town and come back to the county road
and then ride on east until she should come
to the first ranch.

“ Where is this ranch of Mossop’s?” Win-
borne asked breathlessly.

“ Down the county road—about an
hour’s ride east I should say. It’s the first
ranch beyond the town,” 7

As it dawned upon Winborne that he had
sent the girl directly into the midst of a
big fight, the fight that was going to take
place at Mossop’s, he realized that he must
immediately get the fastest horse in town,
irrespective of consequences.

“ Come around here on the other side
of the bar,” he said quietly to the saloon-
keeper. The latter sensed the change in
the stranger’s voice, and looking down at
the bar saw that a six-shooter was peeping
up over the edge of the wet pine board.

“Look here, stranger,” the barkeeper
said, ““ it ain’t no use your spillin’ that war

7A

But -
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talk around here. You don’t seem to know
where you are. This here is Soggy Ander-
son’s place., Soggy is gone out now to join
McGraw’s posse. And consider this here
little point before you pull that trigger.
McGraw has made this joint his headquar-
ters. He’s out in the street—likely mot a
block away and a gun-shot would bring him
and the whole town jamming in here. And
take a look out there in the corral. Them’s
the fastest’ horses in the county—horses
which belongs to McGraw’s posse.”

He stopped short and listened, and Win-
borne listened with him. There was the
sound of a group of men approaching the
front door of the saloon, talking noisily.

A flicker of a smile came across the bar-
keeper’s mouth. It was not a grim smile,
of defeat, but something that had in it
an element of triumph. At that moment
the man for whom he had been waiting
was outside, and with him his posse. The
bartender knew that Dan McGraw was at
the threshold.

“ That money on the bar is for a horse,”
Winborne specified unmistakably. “ You
will get me a mount and no palavering.
It Il be taken care of and sent back to you
without fail. Now hop to it or I'll drop
you.”

“ Sure, I'll get you a horse, mister.” The
barkeeper’s voice had changed. “I’ll get
you a horse! Ain’t no cause for gun-fight-
in’ over it. I'm just a peaceable barkeep,
mister, what never looks for no gun-play.”

The litth& fellow turned his back on Win-
borne and started to walk cautiously away.
His smile was still on his face, he was think-
ing of a big reward: the reward McGraw
had offered for the bandit who had stolen
his bride.

The front door banged open, there was
a shuffiling of heavy feet, rapid talking and
a crowd of men entered. The leader was
Dan McGraw.

He seemed to tower above the rest, a
gray image, as if hewn out of iron. His
face was gray and his lips colorless, jaws
set and his black eyes narrowed to burn-
ing points. He paused suddenly when he
saw the two men, dropped his crop, and
lowered his brows so as to stare more in-
tently at the apparition his eyes saw, but
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which his brain doubted. This saloon was
Soggy Anderson’s, a member of his own

-posse. How could it be possible that his
enemy had come here?

Winborne, who had been prepared for
McGraw’s entrance, was not so paralyzed:
he grabbed the little barkeeper, and taking
him by the neck and the seat of his cordu-
roy breeches, hurled him bodily iinto the
face of the first man who had entered.
This man was McGraw, who fell back part-
ly against the door and partly into the
arms of Beefy Cull. Both of them drew
clumsily and fired without knowing where
they were hitting. A splintering in the roof
and a breaking of wine bottles checked up
the shots.

At the opposite end of the saloon was
a crash of glass where Winborne had hurled
a chair through the panes and vaulted out
into the open.

McGraw picked himself up, cursing,
stumbling past the bar and hurling a rapid
string of fire through the window. His
gang followed, and one by one, they jumped
through the smashed opening and out into
the corral in time to see Winborne spring-
ing onto a black gelding. McGraw gasped
in his rage when he saw his enemy—the
stranger who had run off with his bride—
actually steal his favorite horse. . Before
he had settled in his saddle Winborne dug
into the sleek black flanks and the horse
sprang ahead, terror-stricken.

McGraw rushed after them yelling,
emptying his revolver. His shots went high
in the dark because of an intuitive fear of
hitting his horse and because of the fact
that Winborne was crouched low over the
withers preparatory to taking the fence.
As he reached the end of the corral Win-
borne stood up in his stirrups, gave the
horse its head and leaned forward. His
mount took the leap perfectly—as McGraw
knew only too well it would—and horse and
rider disappeared through a crowd of bucka-
roos down the main street of the town.

McGraw leaped upon the first horse at
hand, but because of his weight and the
smaller mount, he knew that he could not
clear the fence. His posse meanwhile vault-
ed to their saddles, one running ahead to

open the gate. Much time was lost and
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they knew that Winborne had the fastest
mount in the range. Their only hope was
that he would be impeded in his flight
through the crowded town. But here they
made a mistake, Instead of impeding Win-
borne, the town was not aware of what had
happened until the black gelding had gal-
loped down the street and sped out east-
ward on the counfy road. The street was
crowded with people as soon as he passed,
and it was the posse that lost time be-
cause of the gathering mob—not Winborne.

It seemed as if every man in town had
leaped to horse. A rabble of cow-herds and
ranchers and townspeople mounted on every
kind of cayuse, followed McGraw and his
posse. For a mile’s chase over the little
plateau on which the town was built, the
herd of clattering horses swept on. On
the second mile the fastest horses kept
ahead in a rapidly dwindling group. Final- .
ly it was only Dan McGraw, Sheriff Cal-
mody, Foreman Cull, and Soggy Anderson,
the keeper of the Paradise Bar, who formed
the vanguard of the chase. The rest of the
mob strung back a line of mustangs and
pintos, then rangy little cow-horses, and
finally a parade of banging, rattling buck-
boards and heaving old nags.

As soon as he dropped down into the
level of the plain again, Winborne pressed
his horse on for a ride of _about a mile
and then cut off in the first creek bed he
reached. This would have been a foolhardy
thing to do under ordinary conditions, be-
cause it was almost certain that Dan Mc- -
Graw could see far ahead on the moonlit
plain and ascertain more or less exactly just
where Winborne had branched off. But
Winborne’s fear of drawing.the posse too
near Mossop’s ranch was the deciding fac-
tor. He followed the dry-rutted creek bed
for a half a mile, finding it heavy traveling
for his horse, which was a racer, not a
cow-pony, and unused to rough ground.

The creek led up to a marrow cafion,
where Winborne found it necessary to dis-
mount and lead his horse. He climbed by
means of a little branch creek and cut up
toward a precipitous hill. From this point
he could see that the posse had left the
county road and had taken his trail through
the creek bed. Although he had expected
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this he was at a loss to know what step he
must now take. The plain toward Volcano
was begimming to be dotted with riders.
There was a chance, he knew, of dodging
his pursuers up there in the hills until
morning, but that would be of no use.

The girl was riding eastward on the coun-
ty road or else waiting for him at Mossop’s
ranch, where Winborne understood there
was going to be a fight. His only move
now was to round the little hill and stake
everything on the chance that the posse
would lose some time in hunting for him
at the top of the creek where they were
headed. He wheeled his mount and fol-
lowed a rough cow trail eastward, cutting
back to the county read as swiftly as the
racer could travel in the rough sage-cov-
ered couniry.

He came back to the road at a distance
of about three miles east of the point where
he had branched off. When he raced on
toward Mossop’s ranch he looked up to the
hill he had just left and saw the night rid-
ers who were pursuing him, sithouetted
clearly against the moon.

CHAPTER X1V,
POSEY AT MOSSOP’S RANCH.

HEN Posey Donnel left Winborne
and branched off in the little gulch,
she lost sight of the lights of the

town. It was not until she followed the
gulch to its end, where it spread out in a
broad alluvial fan on the plain, that she
was again able to get her direction. She
circled the town, keeping a radius of about
two miles. It was a rough ride with no
sign of a trail, and only the instinct of thes
cow-horse—brought up on the rough plains
—&kept him on his feet.” Even so, he con-
stantly stumbled on- the chuck-holes and
rocks. .
Later in the night—she had no idea of
the time—Posey regained the county road,
and the horse plunged on toward the Mos-
sop sheep-ranch. If Posey herself had
known that she was riding directly toward
Pliny Mossop’s outfit she would not have
given her horse so full a rein.

A half an hour later, jolting down into
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a small caiion, the horse and rider arrived
within sight of the little checkerboard. of
shacks and corrals. The place was deserted
and the only sound that met Posey’s ears
was the moaning of the wind. Other than
that, and the sound of the horse’s hoofs
beating heavily, there was a deep, perfect
silence which seemed a part of the moon-
light and of the sweet ever-present odor of
sage.

But it was not the silence that the girl
feared. If the ranch were completely de-
serted, a possibility because of  the marriage,
it would have fitted in admirably with her
scheme. But in the main shack a yellow
light beamed out in strong contrast to the
soft blue monochrome. All other bunk-
bouses and stables were dark.

As the girl rode into the corral in front
of the main house, a half-breed shepherd
dog barked loudly. This would call out
the rancher, Posey knew, so for a2 few mo-
ments she kept her saddle. After an in-
terminable wait she saw a bald-headed man,
in black shirt-sleeves, vest and overalls,
coming to the window. .

Old Spud Terhuge, .Mossop’s father-in-
law, was known by the shape of his head,
which was supposed to resemble a potato.
Old Spud, observing that it was only a girl,
and not, as he had feared, a robber, opened

.the door, and surveyed her as she alighted

and walked toward him.

“ Where in tarnation did a gal like you
come from?” he asked.

“ They told me up at Volcano that you'd
give me shelter here for the night,” the
girl stammered.

Spud eyed her city dress for a moment
with every mark of disapproval.

“I'm in trouble. I've got to come in.
I'm afraid.” .

“ You’re runnin’ away?” the old man
asked with a surprising prescience.

« Y&_I___))

“ What be you runnin’ away from?”

“I—" the girl stammered. “I’'m run-
nin’ away from up there.”

« Stole somethin’?”

“No. I—” She saw him studying her
dress again with weak but merciless eyes.
“I'm from the Paradise Dance Hall. The
proprietor there hired me to dance, but—"
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“ Ah!” The old fellow nodded his head

wisely. “I know! I know! He's a bad
lot—Soggy Anderson’s his name. I know!
He’s a bad one!”
- The girl followed him into the hot little
room, and by the full light the old man
turned on her again and looked into her
face. His expression changed from grim
satisfaction to a new curiosity. The face
puzzled him.

“ No,” he shook his bald head assuredly.
“1 don’t believe you. You ain’t one of
them dance-gals from the Paradise Hall. 7
know.” He continued to look at her. “ You
ain’t one of them gals that dances jigs up
to Anderson’s. I know too dam’ well.”

“ But I'm running away,” the girl plead-
ed. “ Hide me in here. I can’t go out on
the range again. And they’re searching for
me. Let me hide here—until—"

“ You've come to a bad place. They’s
goin’ to be gun-fightin’ here before sun-up.
That’s why I ain’t turned in yet. And
that’s why I was afraid to go out when the
dog barked that there was some one in the
corral.”

“ Gun-fighting!”- the girl exclaimed.

“But that may be all the more reason
you should hide here. Butch Bellowes and
the others will be hangin’ about. You
mustn’t meet up with them.” He returned
to his other problem. “ How is it you say
you're a dance-gal when you ain’t.”

“But I am one. I’m running away from
Anderson—Soggy Anderson.”

« Well, he’s a bad 'un. Whether you’re
runnin’ to him or from him, he’s bad.”

“ Why is there gomg to be gun-ﬁghtmg?”
the girl asked again.

 Mossop blew in all his coin at the mar-
riage at Volcano. Lost it gamblin’. The
men are sore.® Ain’t been paid sence last
season. And this here Butch Bellowes has
got ’em started on the war-path. They’re
talkin’ of burnin’ down this here ranch.
Chlpo rode down to tell me about it—and
then he shagged out, which is the way with
a Mex. Look here now ”—he fixed a chair
at the table. “I’'ll warm up some coffee.
It '} cheer you up a bit, and bring some
color to your face.”

The girl was anxious to hear him talk.
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her primary object since leaving Winborne.
In fact, every moment that he was speaking
the girl was thinking of Winborne and
praying that he would come.

“ How long does it take to ride from
Volcano?” she asked suddenly.

“ Oh, an hour, I reckon.”

“ But I mean directly, the shortest way.”

“Oh, I always ’low for an hour. But
I've done it often in three-quarters of an
hour. Pliny can do it better’n that on his
roan.”

‘ But I mean, the fastest way, galloping.”

“ 1 never timed it thataway. It’s a good
stretch. Racin’ it you couldn’t beat balf an
hour.”

From that time on Posey never* ceased
looking at the big tin. alarm-clock on the
mantelpiece. She knew that every minute
now meant that Winborme was delayed.

“ You and me has been thinkin’ along the
same lines,” old Spud said. * I've been try-
in’ to figure out just how long it ’ll take
Butch Bellowes and the gang to git down
here from Volcano.”

He paused for a moment and cocked his
head. The girl went to the window. In
the still night air they could hear the hul-
labaloo of some night riders galloping down
into the guich.

“ Thar’'s Butch- now! Consarn him!”
Spud cried. “I know his voice. And I
can tell where he’s been when he ripsnorts

like that! And Giardino, too! The old
booze-fightin’, shaggutted wop! They’re
comin’! They’re comin’! Into the dark

with you, and I'll see what this here shot-
gun of mine can do.”
The men had already whirled in from the
road and were galloping up to the trough.
» Butch Bellowes leaped from his saddle and
ducked his head into the water, letting his
frothy horse drink its fill. Posey could see
Giardino’s tall, ungainly form and mop of
black hair, as he threw his hat into the
air with a whoop and joined Bellowes at
the trough. And she could see the deeply
lined face of the youngest—a boy of eigh-
teen—as he tethered the three mounts to
the post.
“ Get away from that thar window afore
they see you!” old Spud cried out to the

She knew it was killing time, and that was  girl.
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She turned around to look again at the
clock. Winborne was delayed. There was
no doubt about that now. If he had gone
through Volcano he could have arrived at
the Mossop outfit a half an hour before
Posey herself. As it was she had preceded
him by half an hour. He had been delayed
one hour.

She turned to the old man. Spud’s face
had paled. He was shaking all over, and
his old wrinkled hands appeared absolutely
helpless. It seemed to Posey as if he would
never get the two bullets into his gun. As
he stood in the middle of the room, fum-
bling helplessly, a loud knock at the door
made him drop one of the bullets. He
stared around dumfounded, and then point-
ed to the dark kitchen. Posey obeyed his
frantic gesture and hid, keeping the door
half open. A second, more importumate
knock sent Spud fleeing in Posey’s direc-
tion.

“I’'m afraid to open the door,” he cried
piteously. “It’s Butch Bellowes. Helll
kil me. He knows I got money. He’s
after it! He’s after my money.”

“ Open up thar, grandpop!” Butch called
out. “I got a question for you to an-
Swer. »

“He seen me, through the winder. It

ain’t no use.”

Butch fell to kicking and banging at the
door while the other two looked in at the
pane. One of them broke the glass with
his fist. And a moment later Bellowes, with
the whole weight of his big shoulder, tore
the bolt and fell into the room. Old Spud
shuffled frantically to the table and picked
up his gun. ‘But Butch, laughing uproar-
jously, jumped for the barrel and whipped
it out of his hand.

“T wasn't goin’ to do nothin’, Butch!”
Spud cried. “ 1 ain’t got nothin’ ag’in’ you,
Butch. You've always been—"

“ Take this old jack-rabbit out and tie
him to the waterin’-trough!” Butch shout-
ed to Giardino as the latter entered. “ Un-
less ”—he turned to old Spud Terhune—
“ unless he wants to tell us where Pliny
Mossop is.’

“He ain’t been here, Butch honest!
‘Don’t hold me to account for the da.m little
weasel! He ain’t been here all day!”

. laughed.
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“ Then what’s that horse doin’ out thar
by the trough all steaming?”

“He didn’t ride down on it, Butch,”
Spud stammered weakly.

« LYiD" ”

‘ Honest, Butch.” He saw that Butch
would not believe this, so he played a dif-
ferent card. “ Friend of mine who’s a two-

.gun man and a hopping fighter with a ner-

vous hand, he rode down on the white
horse.”

“ Lyin’, I told you! Pliny Mossop’s here
and we’re goin’ to get him. Make up your
mind to that, old 'un, ’cause we’re goin’ to
cowhide you till you tell us where he is!”

Posey could hear the old man sobbing for
them not to hurt him. The pathos of his
trying to protect her—and in such a ridicu-
lous way—began to cut her.

She opened the door so that a narrow slit
of light shone into the room where she was
hiding. Her room was dark; the room with
the men was light; so that she could peep
through the crack without any danger of
being discovered. All she could see through
that narrow space, however, was a part of
the figure of old Spud and his white, trem-
bling face. She saw his ashen lips inco-
herently begging the men not to touch him.

Butch Bellowes had one of the old man’s
scrawny, dried-up hands and was twisting
it.

“Now I reckon youwll tell us!” he
“If Pliny didn’t ride down on
that horse, who did?”

“1I said a friend of mine, Butch—a two-
gun man.”

“ Where is he? If it’s a two-gun man,
what for is it he’s hidin’ from us! You're
lyin: 1

“You're like to breakin’ my arm,

Butch!” the man wailed.

“ Tell us!”

Posey knew that all the old man had to
do to free himself was to say that a girl
had ridden down on that horse, and that
she was hiding at that very mament in the
next room. But old Spud would not tell,
no matter what happened. She honored
him for this and she resclved she could not
look on his torture any more. And yet,
‘to save him took nerve.

‘“ All right, then, old wart!” Bellowes
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snarled out. “If you won't tell us where
Shorty Mossop is, we’ll just give you a
little -cow-hidin’]”

“ No, no, Butch!” Spud cried in terror.
“I'm an old man, Butch; I couldn’t stand
a cow-hidin’; it would kill me. I ain’t never
done nothin’ to you, Butch. I'm a good old
man!”

“ Tie him to the snubbin’-post and whip
him till he delivers over the guy what rode
" that white horse,” Butch decreed.

Posey decided that no matter what hap-
pened this atrocity must not go on while
she stood by without raising a murmur.
She expected Joe Winborne back at any
moment, and it was an even chance that
she could play for time until his arrival.

Wop dragged the old man to the door.

“They’s somebody in thar!” Brindel
shouted, pointing to the roonr where Posey
was hiding.

Wop and Butch turned to look just as
Posey Donnel opened the door deliberately
and stepped into the room.

CHAPTER XV.
THE ENCORE.

OSEY had already decided to come
out and play a game of her own, to
save the old, weeping man.

“ What’s the noise about, boys?” she
asked coolly.

The men stood back, silent. It was im-
possible to tell whether they were against
or merely amused at this new turn of
events. Brindel, the youngster, whose
wrinkled face made him seem twenty years
older than he really was, was the first to
smile. Butch Bellowes, feeling himself the
spokesman, thrust his thumbs into his belt
and shook his shoulders slightly in a quiet
chuckle.

“ What the—"

“ You didn’t know I was here, did you?”
the girl remarked.

“Can’t say that I did. Thought you
was up to the weddin’ hittin’ the lumber to
amuse them cow-herds.”

“T was. But I'm on my honeymoon
now ”

All three men burst out in a guffaw,

Bellowes.

-
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“1If you're on a honeymoon,” Butch Bel-
lowes inquired, * how is it your bridegroom
is up to Volcano searching the town with a

- posse?”’

“Dan McGraw in Volcano!” the girl
gasped with a new horror. In her frantic
concern for the safety of Winborne, she
groped blindly for an answer to Butch
“ Why of course, he’s up there
with his posse. He went there—” Posey
faltered. Her mind wandered from its vain
attempt to explain why she was at the
Mossop ranch while -her “ bridgegroom ”
was in Volcano. It wandered again to Win-
borne. She felt sure now that Winborne
and McGraw had met, and beyond that
picture she could not think.

“How long has McGraw been in Vol-

cano?”’ she asked piteously.

“ This bein’ the weddin’ night and you.
the bride, it looks kind of as if you're the
one who had oughter answer that ques-
tion,” Butch laughed. He tumed to Brin-
del and Wop. It looks to me, mem, like
we come here for to do somethin’ that ain’t
exactly what Chief Calmody would call
legal. We come here for to get our wages
by robbin’ this here old seed wart.”

“We've got a right to rob him,” Wop
objected. “ The money’s ourn.”

“ But if we do, what’s”) gom to happen?
I asks you, men? Here is a lady and a
old bleak-top man to fight agin us, and
we comes and burns down their shacks and

takes the old seed’s money”

‘ Fight agin you?” Spud cried panic-
stricken. “I ain’t got nothin’ agin you,
Butch. I won’t fight old Butch—not me.”

Bellowes went on as if he had heard no
interruption. * Well, men, I figures this-
a-way: there’d be a little neck-tie party if
we got caught at it. Ay what?”

“What you drivin’ at, Butch?” Wop
snarled. “ We ain’t been paid, have we.
The money’s ourn, ain’t it?”

Stew Brindel sided with the radical wing.
“ Course the money’s ourn. Mebbe we can
let the burnin’ go, because of the gal bein’
white. But the money—it’s ourn.”

“ What money? I got no money!” the
old man cried again desperately.

“But I got a better idee,” Butch ob-
jected. “It’s a idee what'll mean a lot
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more dust than the mehsly little wad this
here old guy’s got.”

“ You won’t rob me,” the man screamed.
“You haven’t come here to rob and burn
—anot a poor old man!”

“ The facts of the case is this,” Butch
went on. ‘ Instead of pullin’ off somethin’
what’il end up in a tight-rope act, just for
the sake of a few hundred dollars, I don’t
see why we can’t get a good deal longer
roll, by doin’ somethin’ which is, as the
Little Chief would say, completely within
the law.”

Posey caught a gleam of light which

.made Butch Bellowes’s words assume a

terrible significance.

“It’s plain to me,” Butch elucidated,
‘that this here lady has ran away from
Dan McGraw, and that Dan, ransactin’

* Volcano all night, has been really searchin’

for his lost bride.”

¢« What do you mean by that!” Posey
blurted out.

“1 guess you know well enough what I
mean by that!” Butch mocked.

“I don’t! I don’t! You're crazy. Youve
been sousing ¥l youre crazy blind,
drunk!” the girl cried, her chest heaving
with her defiance.

“We'll take you back to McGraw,”
Butch decreed softly.

“We better make sure we're right,”
Wop counseled. “ Suppose we ain’t sized
the game up right. Suppose we forced the
lady back to Volcano and found we was
wrong? McGraw would cow-hide us so’s
they warn’t nothin’ left but Hamburger
steak.”

“ And some bones for the buzzards,”
Brindel counseled further.

“Well this is the way well work it,
men,” Butch said. “ We'll keep the gal
here and treat her lady-like. And one of
us will ride up to Volcano, find McGraw
and tell him.”

“It’ll be a hard thing to tell,” Wop said
gloomily. “ You'll have to put it in a way
so’s you'll get a big reward out’n bim, in-
stead of a big noseful of buckshot.”

“ Leave that part to mey Butch replied.

“ And McGraw might object seein’ as
how the lady what’s bein’ held in custody
is his’n and not our’n.”
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“ Mebbe instead of one bird goin’ up to
McGraw,” Butch admitted, “ it’d be better
for two to go and onme to stay. Brindel,
you bein’ the next best shot will ride up
the county road to Volcano with me and
back me when I meets up with McGraw.”

“It’s a delicate game,” Brindel replied.
“ I'm thinkin’ we’d oughter consider all the
ins and outs of it.”

Butch’s suggestion struck the same chord

of fear in Posey’s breast. The girl still
clung frantically to the hope that Win-
borne was coming down the county road
from Volcano. But it was now perfectly
obvious he had been detained. What if
Butch found McGraw, and told him where
he could find the girl? What if McGraw
came before Winborne—and to the very
place where the girl and Winborne were to
meet!
" Posey resolved that above all else she
must kill time—and keep the men at the
ranch until Winborne came. After that,
she knew, nothing mattered.

Butch walked to the door while Brindel
dallied, rolling a cigarette.

Old Terhune mumbled: “ Ain’t got
nothin’ against you, Butch. Ole Butch
Bellowes ain’t the kind of guy who would
rob a ole man. No, sir, he ain’t.”

Wop Giardino flopped into a chair and
stretched himself comfortably. This was
the moment that Posey selected to go to
the mantelpiece for a jug of asparagus gin.

“ Got some glasses?” she asked of old
Spud. “ Maybe the boys will want a little
drink before they tell Dan that they’ve
caught his wife.”

Butch turned back somewhat surprised.
Wop laughed outright, and young Brindel
immediately answered, ¢ Sure thing!
There’s plenty of time, Butch. Let’s
have a couple of rounds. The gal herself’s
invitin’ us.”

‘ She’s kiddin’ us,” Butch snarled.

“ We'll make her dance—if she wants a
party!” Wop growled.

“ Why certainly,” the girl herself chimed
in, “ That’s fair.”

“It’s fair all right, bein’ as how we
didn’t get to see you dance at the weddin’!”
~ “That was a shame,” Posey laughed.
“T’ll dance for you right now—out in the
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open corral where the moonlight is shin-
ing.”

“ Whoop-ee!” Brindel cried. “ Giar-

dino here’s got 2 mouth-organ and old Spud
will oblige us with his banjo!”

“That’s a go!” Posey agreed.

“1 ain’t in no rush to meet up with Mc-
Graw,” Butch announced. “We can at
least have a few minutes of fun, ay, men?”
“Do I hear any objections to this here
ceremony?”’

“No.” From the other two. “The
jamboree first and then the fireworks.”

Old Spud Terhune did not have to be
dragged out this time to play his dog-eared
ragtime repertoire. He toddled eagerly to
the kitchen where his banjo hung on a wall
nail. Eagerly he shuffled out on the ver-
anda and crumpled up on the steps, his
banjo well up against his chest so that his
beard barely brushed it. With one crooked
old leg crossed over the other he pounded
out the time, and plunked away at the old
Southern tunes. He watched the slim,
beautiful girl dancing out in the dust of
the corral, snapping her fingers at the men,
mocking her shadow.

He plunked away fervently without
understanding the beauty of the dance.
The one thing he understood and felt was
the terrific tenseness of one who waits. It
was a moment of his life—rhythmical and
exciting, as it might have been—which was
more oppressive than all his years of wait-
ing, as he himself phrased it, waiting for
the great two-gun man, who always came
_and who always won.

To Butch Bellowes the dance had no
such funereal suggestion—merely a dlip of
a girl—a beautiful thing, so fantastic and
dream-like in the moonlight—that to his
befuddled brain it was scarcely possible to
tell which was the shadow, which the girl.
The music thrummed deliciously in his ear,
the snap of the girl’s fingers set him sway-
ing, and the nimble feet, the scarf, the
flash of the shoulders in the moonlight were
a fleeting thrill in his moment of crime:
a girl dancing in the full beams of the
moon, surrounded by a gang of outlaws.

_ And Posey herself was thrilled as she
danced. The patter of the feet, the
thrumming of the guitar, the hysterical
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whining of the mouth-organ, were synco-
pated as barbarically as any savage "tom-
tom. And there was an undertone to it, an
undertone which Posey perhaps imagined
at first: the beating of horse’s hoofs; every
measure of the dance, she felt, would bring
Winborne closer..

Such a thing could tame a savage breast,
perhaps, but only for a time. Butch
Bellowes could catch a momentary glimpse
of beauty, could perhaps respond mildly
through his distorted vision. But it could
not go on. He would want faster dancing,
a faster rhythm, a louder stamp of the old
rheumatic foot of the banjo player. He
would want something more like tom-toms,
and yet even louder—the crash of cymbals,
the shooting of guns.

As Posey continued breathlessly in her
dance, fearing to stop, but obviously droop-
ing, Butch Bellowes’s enjoyment waned.
Posey had tried and had gained a few
precious moments, perhaps, but beyond that
she had failed. She was now dancing auto-
matically. Butch was restless. The scene
for him was no longer approaching a
climax—although for Posey, who was sure
she could detect the undertone of horse’s
hoofs, it was. As old Spud Terhune
plunked mechanically on, repeating his last
song over and over again, his wrists struck
less sharply, his old knees weakened.

Butch suddenly jumped up and ran to
the center of the corral. ‘ That’s enough!
The jane here’s been stringin’ us guys!
She’s wanted to kill time. Are we so soused
we can’t see that! And the old Spud’s on
her side. Tie him up thar, Wop, and
Brindel, you get the broncs. I'm goin’ to
lock up this gal and you’re to watch over
her till I gets back!”

Spud Terhune was dragged to the snub-
bing-post and Butch took the girl’s wrist in
his big viselike hand. She fought him as
he tried to drag her toward the ranch-
house, but she was as helpless as old Ter-
hune himself. Just as they reached the-
door, a streak of light barked hoarsely
from the shadow of a shack to the north of
the corral, and Butch released his hold on
Posey’s wrist, whirled about and drew. As
he tried to lift the gun up it dropped from
his hand and he fell, clutching his shoulder.
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Wop and Brindel, baffled into a moment’s
inaction, realized that they were caught in
the open yard with an unknown enemy
somewhere behind the sheep-houses, who
had been biding his time. Wop released
the old man, and fled into the shelter of the
stables; Brindel followed, and a moment
later Butch struggled to his feet and stum-
bled after them.

The sound of the gun rang in Posey’s
ears. It was the first time in her life that
she heard a shot without horror. This
time, ugly as the hoarse cracking bang had
sounded, it was like a part of her dance.
There was a crude gripping harmony to it.
She knew that Winborne had come; and
she felt that someone was coming back to
her whom she had known all her life and
who had been separated from her for an
interminable, heart-rending time.

The girl had been fascinated from the
first. by Winborne, but she had not thought
till now what his return would really mean.
There was an awakening that took place
within her when the tall figure of @ man,
mounted on a black horse, came out into
the open. Winborne still held the smoking
revolver in his hand and looked around to
every corner for signs of the men. At the
lower end of the stable slinking forms
emerged on horse-back and galloped out to
the road. In the dim light he was able
only to see the indistinct forms, but he was
certain that three horses loped up through
the narrow gulch to its northern opening.

. Although he could not see the riders he
concluded that Butch, Wop, and Brindel
had all fled.

CHAPTER XVI.
GRUB-STAKE FOR TWO.

ERHUNE, considerably cowed by the
appearance of the stranger, and ob-
serving that he was the girl’s lover,

shuffled up to the door and invited the two
to come in.

‘“ That cactus-eatin’ Butch Bellowes has
been havin’ the-D. T.’s,” old Spud remarked
to them as he poured out a drink. “ Actu-
ally he makes the remark that this here
young lady is the gal what was marryin’
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Dan McGraw to-night and that she’s run-
nin’ away from him.” As he could evoke
no answer to this except a smile, he went
on: “Will you two be stayin’ here to-
night?”

“ We’re goin’ now,” Winborne answered.
He pulled out a smal roll of bills and laid
them on the table. “Look here, Mr.
Rancher. There’s some money, and I want
you to get me three cow-horses that can
make rough traveling. I want them now.”

“But you already got McGraw’s geld-
ing,” Terhune replied, bewildered.

“It’s no good to me the kind of journey -
I'm going to take. I wait three of your
roughest cow-ponies, the kind that 'l cover
any ground, rocks and mountains and
desert.”

Both old Spud and the girl stared ques-
tioningly.

“ And you’ll grub-stake us,” Winborne
went on. “A regular outfit—coffee-pot,
cups, salt, flour, and a side of bacon. And
in about half an hour there’ll be a man

- down here asking for me. His name’s Dan

McGraw.”

“ Dan McGraw comin’ here!” Old Spud
was more dazed at each new word the
stranger spoke.

“You’ll tell him we’ve ridden on to the
station.”

“ Three cow-ponies and a packin’ outfit
just to make the two-hour ride to the sta-
tion?”” the old man gasped.

‘“ That’s what I said. Saddle them up.”

“ I'm tellin’ you it’s only a two-hour ride.
For why all this grub-stake?”

“ We're going to the station at Mesquite.
Now hop to it, old "un!”

“But a two-hour ride—”

“I'm in a hurry. So shut up!”

“ All right, mister. All right. I'l get
you anything you want, but a2 man
who'll—” He stopped, catching sight of
Winborne’s face. “ All right, mister. Il
saddle ’em up slick, mister.”

Winborne and the girl followed Spud to
the barn, and saddled two of the little
broncos while the old rancher tied up the
packing outfit.

“ All three men have gone with their
nags,” Spud said when he came back.
“ Guess old Butch climbed on his cayuse
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_and beat it, too. Dam’ his hide! I hope
he croaks!”’

When the old man was again out of their
hearing, Winborne turned to the girl.

“ McGraw and Pliny Mossop and the
whole gang gave me chase. I cut out
across the plain and doubled back so that I
lost them. But the last I saw of them
they were heading back for the county
road. Which way they go I don’t know—
but if they meet those sheep-herders that I
just chased out of the corral they’ know
where to come.”

~ “Aren’t we going to the station now?”
the girl asked.

Winborne shook his head.  McGraw
knows I'm with you. He's got the whole
town after us now, and the only thing to
do is to drop out of sight and wait. We've
got to hide—perhaps for several days. Then
we can take a chance at going West.”

“ But where’ll we hide?”

“ Down in the desest there's the ghost
of an old mining town which sprang up in
the boom days. It's the last place theyll
think of looking. 1 don’t question that.
My only doubt is, are you game to take
such a trip—and at a time like this? It’s
a different country and the road’s a bad
one; it’s the desert pure and simple, and
it may be a long time before we get out.”

The girl did not consider the seriousness
of the choice she had to make until he had
pointed it out to her. She had to choose
now between this man and going back into
the arms of McGraw—the groom whom
she did not know, the man against whom
everything within her had revolted.

“ There is this other possibility,” Win-
bomme said, realizing that she could not
speak. “If you can’t go back to McGraw
—seeing that he knows you have run away
with me—there is another way. Hide here
in this house and wait. T will wait out here
in the corral and when McGraw comes I'll
go out to meet him. That would mean
a fight between the two of us—a good
chance for either one if it’s a fair fight.
But it’s bloodshed. The winner would be
the worse loser. If I killed McGraw the
sheriff would take me and I would lose

»

The girl looked up with a surprised light
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in her eyes. Winbome had posed as her
lover. But not until he said this was the
girl satisfied that he was no longer posing.
He had said something—or it was his tone
of voice—which made her suddenly believe
in him. )

“ You mean that you would be willing to
die—except that you would lose me? = And
that T must decide that or else choose the
long trail into the heart of the desert?”

Old Terhune shuffied noisily into the
barn with his arms full of packages and tin
cans. Winborne turned to his horse to
straighten out the snares in the saddle blan-
ket once more. A The girl waited, holding
her little roan bronco until Winborne should
bridle it. ,

“1 got you some chile-and-beans and
canned tamales,” old Spud announced.
“ Coffee, onions and bakin’ powder. Yeu'll
only have time for one feed on the way to.

" the cattle depot, but it I be some ban-

q‘letl ”»

Winborne himself ad;usted the pack-sad-
dle. Old Terhune could see how carefully
he tied on the pack, so that it would reach
no further back than the skirts of the sad-
dle, and high enough so that the horse’s
wind would not be pressed out of his sides.

“You sure are fixed for a good ride,”
Spud announced as Winborne and the girl
jumped up into their saddles. They
plunged out into the corral, and the pack-
horse followed at the end of a lariat. Win-
borne looked around the corral once more,
and ran his eyes along the crest of the hills
to the northern end of the gulch.

“ Better keep a gun on you,” Winbome
said as a parting warning to the old man.
“You'll be having visitors before another
hour’s up.”

With that he dug into his bronco and gal-
loped out to the county road. The pack-
horse loped after, and the girl, clinging to
her jolting little mount, folowed.

Terhune watched thern, ‘scratching his
bald head in his perplexity. That they
were taking the road toward the cattle depot -
at Mesquite was certain. But for the life
of him he could not understand why they
wanted a week’s grub-stake! He shambled
back to the barn for the light and then
walked through the long stable to the door
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at the lower end. When he passed by one
of the stalls he saw out of the corner of
his eye a yellowish dark Napatan boot. He
was conscious of the fact that it had moved,
and this made him afraid to turn around to
look. He stood stock still, his heart beating
heavily, and presently he heard a man mov-
ing in the straw, and lumbering to his feet.
Terhune turned around, holding up the lan-
tern so that it fell on the ashen face of
Butch Bellowes.

“Get us a drink, old 'un,” Butch said.
“ *Tain’t bleedin’ any more—just a crease.”

“ I help you,” Terhune cried, petrified.
“I'll help you, Butch. Old Spud Terhune
will always help his friend Butch., Guess
mebbe your horse loped after the others
without you, Butch. Thought you was
gone.”

“ Winborne’s the guy that potted me.”
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Butch’s voice changed considerably. “ And
I'm goin’ to get him. I'll get him long be-«
fore sun-up. Hear what I say. Now
where’s my six-gun?”’

“ Was you in here while they was sad-~
dlin’ the broncos?” old Spud asked, his eyes
bulging.

“ Right here in the stall next to ’'em,
hidin’ in the hay. I heard every word they
said and where they’re goin’, which it is
dam’ unlucky for them! When Dan Mc-
Graw gets here, him and me will get our
heads together.”

He stumbled out to the front of the
stable, while old Spud followed with the
lantern.

“ Now then shag into the house and get
me some arnica—and a shot of scat,” Butch

‘decreed as he fell down on his hands and

knees in the corral to hunt for his gun.

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.)

HE main reason I patronized the Im-
perial restaurant was that Sam was
the first waiter I had seen in that

section who picked up a drinking glass from
the outside instead of from the inside. As
soon as I stepped in the doorway that day,
Sam spied me. He punched a check for
the other victim, pocketed the dime auto-
matically, and then slung a glass of water
before me.

“ What’s on the bill to-day for a hungry
man, Sam?” T asked.

Sam, he smiled. It was as large as two
ordinary smiles. I thought the crack would
strain his ears. Then his teeth separated
into two rows, and behind them loomed a
space that looked like the Mammoth Cave
on a cloudy day.

‘“ Boss,” said Sam, “ yo’ sho’ly am lucky.
Yo’ am jest in time to git a dish of that
country sausage we got to-day. A fresh
shipment, suh, d’reck f'um th’ farmi”

Sam to this day don’t know how close he
came to leaving behind a widow and five
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orphans. 1 was just able to control myself.
1 crashed the glass on the table and picked
uap a fork and shook it at him. «

“ Darn your hide!” I shouted. “ If you
mention ‘ farm’ again to me you're going
to think a2 nmle kicked you. Gimme some
bacon, eggs, buttered toast, baked apple,
coffee, and shut up!”

“ Boss, I didn’t mean no harm, suh,”
worriedly came from Sem.  Ewv'ybedy's
been tickled to death wid dem farm saus—"

“That 1l do!” I cat in. “I’m different
from everybody — see? Comsmit that to
memory. Fill my order and remember that
the next man that mentions #farm’ and
¢ country ’ to me is going to a land frem
which he won’t ever come back—and don’t
forget to have the taast buttered.”

1 didn’t like to be rough to Sam, but you
know how it is when somebody brings up
your favorite aversion. If you had been
caught at bootlegging, would you care to
attend a lecture on prohibitien? If you
had been divorced four times, would you
want some ignorant fool to talk abeut mar-
ried bliss? But I'll tell yon how it come
about.

Just to be fair, I'll admit that at one
time I didn’t hold any particular grudge
against rural life even in its most extreme
forms. 1 suppose there ain’t a man living
that won’t take off his hat and salute when
the band plays “ Back to the Farm.” Maost
of us hanker a bit after cornfields, cows,
chickens, and a weekly newspaper. I was
that way myself before we struck Charles-
ton, South Carclima.

When I say “we,” I mean the Bolton
Sales Company, of which I was the Bolton
and the company, and Teddy Rawls was
the Sales. The Bolton Sales Company goes
from city to city, holding special sales for
stores that need money. We puts a big red

_sign in front of the store, stacks up price-
cards showing in big black figures how reg-
ular two-dollar sheets are offered for sev-
enty-nine cents. We advertises for one hun-
dred salesgirls, from which we selects about
seven, uses up most of the available adver-
tising space in the local papers, gets two
policemen stationed at the entrance, and
then we admits the eager populace free of
charge.
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Charleston was where me and Teddy
found omt that there was something in life
besides reduced prices. We—

1 want to say right here, that in my opin-
ion Teddy Rawls was the greatest master
of the English language that evet lived.
I'm not claiming that he was literary, like
Shakespeare, but give ‘esa both a stpck of
goods to sel, and let ‘em advertise in their
own way, and the women would be buying
Teddy Rawls out before Brother Shake-
speare could find 2 word fo rime with
“wvalue.” Teddy didn’t depend altogether
on the English langnage, either. He had
Ris own way of making wards to fit the
occasion.

He was the Babe Ruth of advertising.
He had the nohlest gift in the world—the
knack of crowding a store with women and
men falling over themselves to spend
money. He could take an ordinary three-
dollar waist and trim it so with words that
women would skip their weekly imstalments
on the electric washing-machine to buy ’em.

Our first week’s effort in Charleston was
a bowling success, and we enabled a men’s
wear merchant te retire from business and
take his family to the mountains for the
summer. Then we put on a sale for the
Emporium, and it happened. We did a
wonderful business the first day, but the
second was dead, miserable.

‘“ What in the name of mischief has gone
wrong with you, Teddy?” I demanded,
after the doors were closed and we were
checking up. # That ad you had in the pa-
pers this morning was awful. There wasn’t
no crowd here to-day at all. I was morti-
fied when I read that ad with our name to
it. It-was as weak as if you hadn’t written
it. It was flat, stale, punk.”

“Y—TI think it was afl right,” muttered.
Teddy, but he sort of stammered and avert-
ed his gaze, and I grabbed his shoulders and
yelled at him:

‘“ All right! All right?” T let go of him
and brought a copy of the morning paper
from the counter. “ Here’s the ad,” I
snapped out. “ Read it, and if you think
the ad is all right, why wasn’t there no re-
sults? It’s dead, it’s rotten. It ain’t noth-
ing but a scrap of paper.”

I shoved the sheet at Teddy, but he let
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it slide to the floor. He rubbed his hand
wearily across his forehead, and when his

eyes met mine, I seen a worried look in his.

“ Yes, the ad’s punk,” he painfully ad-
mitted, and he looked like the results of an
overdose of moonshine; “ but I couldn’t do
any better, and the same ad is in to-night’s
paper. I can’t explain it. Just couldn’t put
my mind to it. Sorry, Bob.”

He sunk his face into his hands, sighed,
twisted his feet around the legs of the chair
that he fell into, and looked as miserable as
a man who indorses a note for a friend and
gets stuck. Naturally, I felt sorry for the
lad. In fact, I was almost scared. It was
his ads that was chiefly responsible for our
success, and he had never written one like
that before.

“ Tell me what’s wrong, Teddy,” I sug-
gested, pulling his head out of his hands.
“ Maybe I can help you.”

Silence.

“ Of course, Teddy,” I said, “ your per-
sonal affairs are not mine, but when any-
thing affects the Bolton Sales Company like
this, it’s up to you to tell me what’s wrong.
Aside from that, you ought to talk out to
an old friend.”

Teddy looked up, give me a stare, hesi-
tated, and then surrendered.

“I'm going to tell you,” he said; “but
remember this—you’re my boss, and you're
my friend; but if you let loose any of your
funny remarks, you’re due for one to the
jaw. That'’s straight goods—get me? None
of your sarcasm and wit, none of your bit-
ing observations.” He glared at me, then
blurted out: “ I'm in love!”

It was like a blow in the solar plexus.
Or even worse. I felt weak, dizzy, disgust-
ed, done for. The lad’s confession shocked,
horrified me. I didn’t want to believe it;
and yet I could tell by the guilty look on
his face that it was true. For a few sec-
onds I couldn’t operate my mouth. I
choked when I first tried to-speak, but soon
I came to.

“ 1 won’t make any sarcastic remarks, no
biting observations,” I told him. “It
wouldn’t do no good. No use for me to
tell you how many kinds of an idiot you
are. No use for me to—"

I broke off at that point, because Teddy,

-
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was getting up out of the chair, and he had

a “ Halt, there!” look on his face. And he
had one hundred and fifty pounds to my
one hundred and thirty. .

‘“ At any rate,” I hastily resumed, “ love
is your mess if you want to get mixed up
in it, but this sale is my business. I'm pay-
ing the advertising bills. Why can’t you
be in love and write advertisements at the
same time? Edgar Allen Longfellow,” I
reminded him, “ was knee deep in love, but
it didn’t keep him from writing ¢ The Last
of the Mohicans,’ did it? Julius Cesar,
John D. Rockefeller, and others were in
love, but if anything it made them do their
work better. You'll starve og your variety
of love.”

“Ob, you don’t understand,” growled
Teddy, and he said something under his
breath that I was sure glad I didn’t hear.

“ The public don’t seem to understand,
either;” was my rebuttal. “ Do you think,”
I sarcastically asked, “ it would be all right
to run a postscript to our ads—‘P. S.—
Please excuse rotten ad-writing, because
our adman is in love ’?”
 Teddy smiled, but it was the sickest smile
I had ever seen. Then he sighed, and start-
ed scraping the floor aimlessly with his
right foot.

“It’s this way, Bob,” he finally ex-
plained, and I could see he was glad of the
chance to confide in some one he could
trust, “ I've fallen dead in love with Molly
Rupert, the girl who works in the office of
the Daily Democrat. She’s the only thing
in the world that matters. I used to think
that meals, money, taxes, drinks, and things
counted, but they don’t. I'm unanimously
fond of her and I can’t think of anything
else. Every time I try to write, her eyes
get in the way. They’re big and brown,
and beautiful.”

The lad had untied himself from the
chair and was pacing up and down the short
aisle between rows of red-ticketed merchan-
dise.

“ You ought to see her, Bob,” he plead-
ed. “She’s prettier than a paragraph set
in Cheltenham old style, and her voice is
more musical than a cash register ringing
up nine dollars and ninety-eight cents,
She’s a rare value, but—but—"
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He besitated, cut out the walking, and
stood up like a lost infant.
“ But?” I encouraged.

man.”

“I can’t convince her of my desirabil-
ity,” he said despairingly. “I can’t seem
to create a demand for myself as far as she
is concerned.”

“ No wonder,” I told him, *“ the way you
" act. What’s her antipathy?”

“ Blamed if I know,” Teddy moaned.
‘“ She doesn’t fall for the line that most
girls fall for. That’s one reason why I'm
so dead in love with her. She answers my
specifications of what a real girl ought to
be—but evidently I don’t strike her that
way. Idon’t know how to make a hit with

“ But it out, old

her. She isn’t silly, like other girls. She’s
pretty, but sensible.”
“ Sensible?” I echoed. ‘ Maybe that’s

why you don’t attract her.”

“ Whaddaya mean?” :

“Your natures are too opposite,” I ex-
plained. “If you had sense you wouldn’t
let the Romeo in you kill the Andrew Car-
negie that’s also there. You’re just a rank
amateur in love. You don’t know the first
principle of it, as any girl connected with a
newspaper would fall swiftly for a man
that can write ads like you can. It’s fortu-
nate you've got me to help you out. I
mean to make it my business to win this
girl for you. I'm an expert at that sport.
But you’ll have to do your work better.
Do you promise?”

Teddy stared, then grabbed hold of my
shoulders.

“ Are you kidding?” he demanded, and
there was a pathetic look of hopefulness on
his face.

“ Of course not"’ I assured him.
you promise?”

“ Absolutely!”

“ Then compose yourself and some bet-
ter advertising,” I shot into him. “If
you’ve turned in your ads for the morning
already, go down to the papers and touch
them up. To-morrow evening you take me
to see the girl. All I want is a line on her

[{4 ])0

nature, her habits, and characteristics, then

T'll pave the road to her heart for you. In

my day,” I added convincingly if not con-

servatively, “I had many a girl wild over
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me, and the girl con’t live that I can’t
fathom. I .could manage ’em like magic,
and it soon got so monotonous I grew tired.
Just a gift of mine. I'll fix it up for you,
infant.”

“ You really mean it?” wistfully.

“ Sure! Just make a date for to-morrow
evening, fix up decent ads in the mean time,
and the girl is yours. We’ll visit this pair
of eyes to-morrow, and if I can’t locate a
vulnerable point in her heart I'll make a
will in your favor and commit suicide.
Rest easy, Teddy,” I concluded. “I can
hear the wedding be

II.

So the next evening Teddy and I
marched over to see Miss Rupert, the girl
who had made our sales fall off on Tuesday.
We walked foir two blocks after we left the
street-car, and finally Teddy stopped.

‘“ Here,” he whispered reverently, as if
it might be a church we were to visit. When
he rang the bell, a little kid opened the
door.

‘“ Hello, Harold,” greeted Teddy, as he
handed the youngster a package from the
toy-store. ““ Is Miss Molly in?”

“ Yeth, thir,” said Harold, joyfully grab-
bing the package. “ Come in, thir.”

He led the way, put our hats down, then
beat it up-stairs. I could see right off, the
way things was arranged, that it was a
house kept by refined, educated, friendly
folks. It was a real home, and I began to
think less harshly of my advertising man.

The girl met us in the hall. There was

‘only a pretty little table lamp burning, but

it gave enough light for me to see that re-
gardless of Teddy’s faults he didn’t lack an
eye to looks.

“ Good evening,” came quite the sweet-
est voice I had ever heard down South.
And she had one of the tiniest and neatest
hands I ever shook, and many’s the four
fingers and thumb that’s moved in unison
with mine.

“ Good evening, Miss Rupert,” Teddy

said. “T want you to meet a good friend
of mine—Mr. Bolton. This is Miss Ru-
pert, Bob.” *

She smiled cordially, and darned if I
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didn’t mean it when I said I was glad to
- meet her.

“ Teddy has told me many nice things
about you, Miss Rupert,” I informed her,
“ but I see now he was conservative.”

I was telling the truth, too. No doubt
about it, when a Dixie dame is comely and
sweet you don’t have to look twice to ap-
preciate the fact.

“ An unusual accomplishment for an ad-
vertising man, isn’t it?” and she laughed
her symphony of a laugh.

« Defend yourself, Teddy,” I advised the
lad.

1 had business to attend to. I proceed-
ed to take a look around the room to get a
line on the girl’s nature, to dig up clues to
what hobbies she might have. You can
always judge a girl by the way she fixes up
a living-room.

The first thing that struck me was a large
painting on the wall, showing a farm scene.
There was a blue sky, with a daub or two
of clouds. In the foreground stood a mis-
erable shanty, with an old lady sitting down
in a rocking-chair on the porch, peeling po-
tatoes. In front of this shack were some
kids playing in the grass, and some chick-
" ens picking at the worms. And in the
back was a mortgaged farm with a son-in-
law driving a pair of lazy mules.

Exhibit number two was another little
picture showing a bubbling brook, with
some stepping-stones over it, because the
county was too stingy, I suppose, to build
any sort of a bridge. There was some trees
on both sides, and I guess there was lots of
malarial mosquitoes that was too small to
show up. Just an ordinary scene, but put
up in a neat bronze frame.

And on a table lay a magazine which the
girl had evidently been reading. Rural
Folks was the name of this snappy publica-
tion. ¢ Fighting the Potato Blight” ran
the title of the thrilling romance where the
magazine was open, and on the opposite
page 1 spied a line drawing showing a
meadow with a dinky little lark flying next
to the border, while under the illustration
nestled a rime entitled: “ In the Spring.”

It didn’t take no ouija to tell me right
then and there that the girl was daft on the
subject of farm and country. It was star-
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ing at me from the walls, and shouting to
me from the table; and it strikes me, too,
that the girl didn’t seem like the kind—the
jazzy, dressless, flighty variety—that likes
the gay city and uses the kind of perfume
which the Egyptians in the advertisements
affect. I turned to her.

‘“ You appear to be fond of the country,
Miss Rupert,” I said, smiling approvingly.
“ We'’re just alike there. I was born on a
farm.”

“You were!” she exclaimed, breathless-
ly. “ How wonderful!”

Sure enough, I was on the right track.

“Yes,” was my comment. “I owe my
good health ‘and my disposition, in fact all
that I call my own, to the fact that until T
was a young man I lived the rugged, heal-
thy life of the farm boy, and breathed the
sweet, pure air of R. F. D. number eight.”

And there was Teddy, mouth open, eyes
about to pop open, and doing all but shout-
ing “ Liar!”

“ How fortunate you were, Mr. Bolton,”
the girl said. “ Do tell me something about
your experiences.”

“ Oh, there ain’t mueh to tell,” I an-
swered. “I used to get up in the morning
at four o’clock, and after reading the paper
do the chores, milk the cows, wake the
chickens and feed ’em, oil the -plows, water
the crops, and turn the worms. Then after
breakfast I used to breathe the wonderful,
bracing air for an hour or two, take a
plunge in the ole swimmin’ hole, and then
rake the hay. It was great!”

‘“ And how were the crops?” was her next
question, as she gazed at me in fascination,
like I was her hero.

“ Scrumptious!” I told her. “It was a
world of fun, Miss Rupert, as I look back
upon them days. Great big crops of wheat,
canned corn, oranges, boll weevils, flax,
hominy, beans, and puffed rice. And such
orchards — pears, watermelons, tomatoes,
apples, grapes, prunes — everything. And
such meals!”

“ It sounds so thrilling.”

“ Fresh eggs, milk, chicken, and turkey
three and four times a day, home-made
cider — obh, ‘it’s the life. You remember,
when you was a kid, visiting us, don’t you,
Teddy?”
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“ Er—yes,” replied that simpleton un-
easily. He looked troubled.

The ambition of my life at that moment
was to land a sledge-hammer on Teddy’s
head. Here I was subjecting my soul to
everlasting fires, and him standing up like
a statue, not having sense enough to fall in
line. The girl, in the mean time, was re-
garding me — well, not suspiciously, but
mysteriously. I don’t know whether my
stuff was convincing or not, and just to ap-
praise the situation I idly turned over the
pages of the magazine. .

“If T had been in your place, Mr. Bol-
ton, I'd never have left the farm,” said the
girl. “ Would you have, Mr. Rawls?”’

“ No, indeed,” telegraphed Teddy. “I'd
have stayed there. ”

“ The world i$ too citified, in my opin-
ion,” Miss Rupert preacbed, sitting down,
and facing us two with eyes seeming to be
everywhere. “ 1 think that what we need
is more of the simple life. Too many girls
are in offices that ought to be milking
cows, and too many young men are filling
the pool-rooms nhat ought to be driving
mules.”

“ No question of that!” I agreed. “ The
government ought to make every youngster
spend at least a week or two on the farm.
How,” I asked, “ can you expect a kid to
know anything about bees, turnips, tractors,
and meadows and them things just by go-
ing to school and reading books? What do
you think of it, Teddy?”

“ Why,” answered the hopeless idiot,
« I’'ve never given much thought to the sub-
ject. T've always thought that the city and
the farm were both necessary. We buy the
wheat and cotton from the farmers, and
they buy their machinery and clothes from
us. I'm a city man by heritage, I guess,
Both my parents were born in Philadel-
phia. So was I1.”

"« Nothing to brag about!” I yelped at
him, praying that he could read my mind.
“You can lead a jackass to the road,” I
told myself, * but you can’t make him fol-
low it.” I frowned at the imbecile, and
then went on as follows: “ You forget that
the greatest men in the world—Luther Bur-
bank, Sergeant York, Christopher Colum-
bus, and others—were born on farms.
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There ain’t nothing as good as agriculture
for making a man.”

Thus ran the conversation, but Teddy
simply couldn’t cdich the cue. Whenever
he got an opening he brought in the ro-
mance of modern commercialism, the bat-
ting averages of the American League play-
ers, and his views about Federal taxes. We
didn’t leave until about twelve o’clock, just
as 1 was on the verge of exploding from
suppressed goat getting. As soon as we
were out of hearing distance I grabbed the
lovesick idiot by the shoulders and shook
him until he got a trifle indignant.

“ Teddy,” was my verdict, * when they
dished out brains in St. Louis you must
have been in Philadelphia. In my day I've
seen some helpless, senseless, empty-headed,
batty, insane, hopeless animals shaped like
human beings, but you hold the title to the
world’s championship.”

“ How'’s that? Whaddaya mean?”

Can you beat it?

“ Helluver lot!” I jabbed. “ Why, you
one hundred per cent numbskull, it took me
only five minutes to read that girl like a
book, to find out what appeals to her. I
found the key to her heart while you were
flying way up in the air. Her pet hobby!”

“ What'’s it?” Teddy demanded, show-
ing sudden interest. “ You must be a wiz-
ard, Bob.”

« If you want to get her interested,” I
divulged, ¢ from this time on, you’re a rube
a hayseed, a poet. You're a lover of na-
ture, a son of the soil.”

“ What’s the game?”

I just helplessly shook my fists into the
air and spluttered before I could talk.

“ Ain’t you got a fragment of sense?” I
demanded. “ Didn’t you hear me perjure
myself, and didn’t you see how that girl
swallowed all the bunk I handed out about
the country, and about farm life and all
that rot? She’s one of those numerous city
folks that’s never seen a farm and thinks
it’s the life. You've got to humor her, got
to talk fondly and sympathetically about
it, like I did, and you’ll draw ber to you as
surely as your ads draw the crowds to the
stores—when you write ’em right.”

“ But what do I know about farms and
all that junk you were talking about?”

TA
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Teddy asked. “I can'’t tell a cow from a
sheep, or a grain of corn from a pumpkin.
I’'m not sure you’re on the right track,
Bob.”

“ Confound your hide!” I yelled, and
somebody opened a window to see what was
going on. “I tell you the girl’s dippy on
those subjects, and you’ve got to humor
her. That’s how Otkello won Juliet. Talk
farm and rurality to her—chickens, cows,
hay, fresh eggs, larks singing, bees hum—
ming, meadows, crops. And tell her how
the last thing you did when you left St.
Louis was to plant a garden in your back
yard. Then pop the question, marry her,
and forget all about it.”

Teddy Rawls thought painfully for some
three or four minutes, and then he surren-
dered.

“ Maybe you’re right,” he officially an-
nounced, “but I doubt it. IT try it,
thowgh. I'm no expert on girls, like you,
but I don’t think I'll get away with jit. I
hate farmers, and roosters, and bugs, and
mules, and weeds, and I don’t like to de-
ceive Molly. I'm just naturally a city man,
but I'd talk about astronomy;, relativity,
and certified public accounting if I thought
it would win that queen. Isn’t she some
girl, though? TNl try your advice out,
Bob.”

“That's the stuff!” I exclaimed.
“ You’ve shown sense at last. But it 'l win
the girl for you if anything will. And in
the mean time, get back, and stay back in
advertising form. Youll please bear in
mind that’s what I’ve taken all this infer-
nal trouble for.”

Believe me, it did me good to know that
I had prevented a good man from going to
the dogs, and to know that Teddy’s punch
and pep was saved, and that the Bolton
Sales Company could continue to draw the
big crowds. Could you blame me for being
proud of the way I solved Teddy Rawls’s
problem?

III.

THE very next evening Teddy trotted out
to try the new weapon. He bought a tre;
mendous box of candy, a book of pastoral
poems, and sallied forth. I started to stay

8 A.
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awake to learn how he had fared and all
the details of the victory, but one o’clock
being as late as I cared to dissipate, I re-
tired without seeing the peasant any more
that night.

The next morning I woke up twice; once
when the hotel clerk called me at seven
o’clock, and again when I read our adver-
tisement in the morning paper.

Talk about punk advertising—wow!
Teddy’s latest simply nauseated, stunned
me, gave me a chill and fever. A dead
Chinaman could have written a better oné.
It was weak, flat, stale, a rehash of all the
old arguments the public had rejected ten
years ago.

I paced up and down the room, my tem-
per rising about five degrees a second. I
was just framing up the kind of raking I'd
give Teddy when the idiot pounced in on
me, all smiles, and started shooting off his
mouth before I could say a word. Then he
lamped the look on my face.

“I know this ad is punk and all that,”
he told me in a hurry, “ but honest, Bob, it
won’t bappen again. It was just the wor-
rying about Molly, but Bob, old boy, con-
gratulate me!” He smiled from ear to ear,
and added: “ Your plan worked beautiful-
ly, Bob. We'’re engaged!”

[¢3 What! »

“ Absolutely!” Teddy said. “1I started
talking about all that sort of farm stuff last
night, and first thing you know we were
just as friendly as if we had known each
other for years. You're a wizard, Bob.
You put me on the right track. The wed-
ding takes place in two months. Ain’t it
great, old scout?”

“ Oh, I knew I'd fix it up for you,” I ad-
mitted. ““ And now I hope you'll be sane
once more. I don’t want any more ads like
this infernal mess here.”

“ No danger of that,” Teddy said. “It
won't happen again. In fact, Bob, I'm giv-
ing up my job. T resign.”

“What!” I yelled, in horror.
resign?”

“ Can’t help it, Bob,” was Teddy’s an-
swer. “ You see, Molly promised to marry
me only on condition that we settle down in
the country, and buy a farm. She’s want-
ed to do that all her life.”

“You



Part IV Ay David Fox

Auther of “The Man Whe Cenvicted Himself.”

WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

HE Shadowers, Inc,, an association of seven crooks who are specialists in as many kinds of |,
crime, have orgammd a discreet detective agency. Robert Frost, butler to Phineas Sneed, a
wealthy recluse, presents his master's card and asks them to call upon the latter to mvsugatz
a threatening anonymous letter. They find Sneed reluctant to help them beyond giving them
the letter. He is unwilling to allow them to examine a safe which he claims to have invented and
which he admits has been tampered with. He also refuses to give them any information con-
cerning the mechanic who installed the safe and who has since supposedly died.

Phil Howe, the Shadowers’ safe expert, takes charge of the case. He turns the anonymous
letter over to the handwriting expert, who believes it was written by an old man at the insistence
of a younger. He deduces from evidence in the letter that the old man is English and the
younger American. On the envelope Phil discovers the numerals—* 0-4-2-6,” which he recognizes.
He then has one of the Shadowers establish himself in Coney Island to search for two old troupers,
man and wife. At the same time Phil discovers that 2 man who has taken the office next door
is attempting to spy upon them. Rex Powell, head of the Shadowers, moving among former friends
of high social posmon. learns that a young man named Raeburn is enormously interested in Mr.
Sneed and also in the activities of the Shadowers. He further discovers that Sneed has recently
visited a certain sanitarium for the hopelessly insane. At dinner he sees Sneed dining with another
Shadower, Lucian Baynes.

Through his assistants Phil tries to locate an ex-convict called the Gull He does not find
his man, but he learns that his prison number was “ 0426,” that he was loved by the daughter of
Jim Peterson, that he was a skilful mechanic and bad invented a device called the Super-swing,
which is strangely similar to Sneed’s pnvate safe, and that he was railroaded to jail by the false
charges of a corporation lawyer who is now Sneed’s personal counsel. Phil has just learned this
when a telephone call from Lucian Baynes, who is stopping at Sneed's hotel, informs him that
something has happened in the latter’s apartment and that complete details will follow.

CHAPTER XI. than Sneed himself, or were there five years
ago and have retumed lately,” Lucian
PHINEAS SNEED COMES ACROSS. Baynes declared,

" IRST I had better tell you that It was early the next morning, and he
hunting a needle in a haystack had arrived at the office fresh and immac-
would be a sinecure to picking out ulate to the point of fastidiousness, to find

the writer of that anonymous letter from that the other five Shadowers, worn and

among the people, guests and employees, weary from a conference which had lasted
who have either been at the hotel longer until the dawn, had preceded him. Even
This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for October 29,
- 578
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Ethel had yawned as widely as her small,
red mouth would permit as she greeted him,
for the others had forgotten her in the heat
of their discussion until, the protracted ses-
sion at length adjourned, they had filed out
to discover her still at her post, but asleep
with her golden head pillowed on her desk.

“You have the lists of those who
have actually been at the Burlingame as
long as Sneed, though, bhaven’t you?” Phil
asked.

“ Here they are. As you can see, they
take in the majority of both guests and em-
ployees. All of them Bave access to the
hotel stationery, and any one of them,
given a motive, could have written that
letter. But about last night.” Luce set-
tled back in his chair. * The first I knew
that anything unusual was going on in our
client’s apartments was when Albert came
for my dinner tray and the old chap was
muttering to himself and so agitated that
he could scarcely gather the dishes together.
I asked him what was wrong, and although
he was reluctant to tell me at first, saying
it was a rule of the house that the em-
ployees must not gossip about the guests,
he finally admitted that Mr. Sneed had
‘had a sort of fit.” I told him to bring
me some fresh coffee—which gave me a
chance to telephone to you—and when he
returned with it I offered him a bracer
from my flask. That loosened his tongue
a bit, and I managed to gather that there
had been rather a scene when he served
Sneed’s dinner.

“ Our client had been in a towering rage
about something when he appeared with
the tray, and old Robert had seemed balf
dead from fear of him, while even Jane
was pale and ‘all of a tremble” It was
she who admitted Abbert to the apartment,
and Sneed turned on him as soon as he
saw him, with some wild sort of accusations
which the waiter couldn’t make head nor
tail of, to use his own expression. In the
midst of a violent tirade Sneed had fallen
back into a chair, frothing at the mouth,
and seeing that Robert was useless Albert
had started down-stairs to report the mat-
ter to the management so that a physician
could be called in, but Jane had stopped
and told him that if he said anything about
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it to any one it would mean his own dis-
missal frem service.
“It was plain that the poor old chap
didn’t know what he ought to do, but I
told him that frem what he had said Jane
seemed able to cope with the situation and
he had best leave it in her hands.”
“Is that alt?” Phil demanded in obvieus

- disappointment,

“ All for last night, and I didn’t think
it advisable to call attention to myself by
offering my services, even though Sneed
had dined with me the night before. This
merning—not an hour ago, in fact—when
Albert brought my coffee, he was his usaal
calm, punctilious self again, but he seemed
embarrassed, and on my asking about Sneed
he assured me that the old gentleman was
quite recovered and had given him the
largest tip he had ever received from him.
Sneed had questioned him pretty sharply,
bhowever, as to whether he had mentioned
his seizure the night before to any one or
not, and Albert besought me respect-
fully, but with evident anxiety, to repeat
nothing of what he had told me, saying
that it was as much as his place there was
worth.

“Of course, I reassured the poor old

fellow and let him go, but when the

chambermaid came a few minutes later I
could see that she was all excitement about
something. She is middle-aged, Irish, and
voluble, and it took merely a question or
two on my part to set her going. One of
the private maids employed by a guest
in the hotel had disappeared during the
night. Inquiries had been made for her
through the office, but no one had seen
her, and it wasn’t known when nor how
she left. She was a respectable married
woman, not over-young, and one that kept
herself to herself; but her going like that,
without a word to any one, had caused a
lot of talk among the help employed by the
hotel.”

Luce paused and added:
guessed it; it was Jane.”

“ Gone dunng the night,” Rex repeated
meditatively. ‘ From my brief observation
of her on Saturday, I should not have fan-
cied her the type to run away from any-
thing, and it is evident from the waiter’s

“1 see you've
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story that she was the only one of that
ill-assorted trio last night to keep a level
head, whatever the situation was which had
arisen. Could Sneed have sent her some-
where to get her out of the way for a
time?”

“JIsn’t it rather more likely that he dis-
missed her in temper?” George suggested.
¢ Aren’t we making too much of this possi-
bly trifling domestic scene?”

Cliff opened his lips to voice an opinion,
and Henry hitched forward in his chair
when all at once the buzzer sounded softly
but insistently, and with a warning glance
about at the others Rex touched the spring
concealed beneath the edge of the table at
his place. Instantly Ethel’s clear tones
came to them raised in brisk inquiry:
“ What is your name, please? I’ll see if the
head of the firm is—” .

“ Confound the girl!” Sneed’s unmis-
takable, high-pitched voice exclaimed iras-
cibly. “I want to see Powell at oncel
What does my name matter?”

“ Nothing to me, I am sure, sir!” It
was evident that Ethel’s nerves were a
trifle on edge that morning, though her
tone was sweetly deferential. “1I have in-
-structions not to announce any one unless
the name is given, so if you don’t care to
do that—"

. “I'm Mr. Sneed—Phineas D. Sneed!
" And I warn you, young woman, that I shall
report you for insolence.”

“ Yes, sir.”” Ethel still spoke quietly, but
she clipped her words with a certain precis-
ion which made Henry chuckle audibly. A
moment later the telephone rang, and she
announced through that medium: ¢ Mr.
Phineas D. Sneed would like very much
to speak to Mr. Powell if he is disen-

“ Show Mr. Sneed in, Ethel,” Rex re-
sponded and turned quickly to the rest.
“ Luce, you and Henry go into your own
rooms and listen in from there. He needn’t
know you as one of us yet, and he has never
seen Henry.”

Lucian obeyed, and Henry had barely
squéezed himself through the aperture
leading to his laboratory when the other
panel opened, and Ethel, with her head held
high and a bright little spot of color in
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either cheek, ushered in the wizen, almost
ridiculously dapper form of their fuming
client.

“ Good morning, gentlemen.” He glanced
half suspiciously about him with his small,
feverishly glittering eyes, and then, placing
his hat and stick upon the table, he ac-
cepted the chair which Rex drew forward.
“T would have sent for you to come to me,
but the matter is one that I prefer to discuss
outside the hotel.”

If Phil had thought him looking badly
when he had called upon their client on
Sunday afternoor, the change was now
startlingly obvious. His pallid face was
waxen, and a bluish tinge had settled about
the thin lips, while between sentences he
caught his breath sharply. On their first
interview he had appeared more aged than
his years, due seemingly to his foppish at-
tempts to create an opposite impression,
but now it was almost as though an ani-
mated mummy had thrust itself upon them,
bringing with it a chill as of the tomb. An
uncanny sense of repulsion seized upon
them, but Rex replied in even tones:

*You have news for us, Mr. Sneed? Or
is it that you have come to tell us some-
thing which you forgot to mention on Sat-

urday when you promised to be utterly

frank with us?”

Sneed started slightly and his deeply
sunken eyes fastened themselves upon his
interrogator.

“J am here, sir, because it has- become
vitally necessary for me to disclose certain
facts which I withheld at my own discre-
tion during our first interview. I placed
the anonymous letter which I had received
into your hands and commissioned you only
to find the author of it and turn him over
to me, giving you all the information possi-
ble without baring a most painful matter
that I have been at great odds to keep se-
cret for years,

“I admit my mistake. I should have
seen the writing on the wall, for now the
letter has faded into insignificance beside a
greater trouble which has descended upon
me. Gentlemen, when I told you that I did
not know who wrote that letter, I spoke the
truth, for the writing itself is utterly unfa-
miliar to me; but I do know at whose
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instance it was written, and to what it
refers.”

“ You ought to!” Phil blazed out, un-
able to control himself longer. “ It was
through you that he was railroaded, wasn’t
it?” .

“ Railroaded?” Sneed lifted his eye-
brows and his boring glance shifted. “ The
scoundrel went of his own free will where
opportunity offered, and I have no reason
to deny that the opportunity was placed
his way through my instrumentality. But
I see that you know more than I had
thought. Have you found the fellow? Have
you?” *

His thin, reedy voice rose almost to a
scream, and he tottered to his feet, but Rex
interposed.

“ We have not, Mr. Sneed, and I would
suggest that you calm yourself and give us
those facts which you withheld from us at
the start.”” He added sternly: “Al the
facts, if you please, or here and now we will
wash our hands of the case.”

“ You—you couldn’t do that, Mr. Pow-
el” Sneed sank back in his chair, and
his tones took on a pleading whine. “ You
cannot desert me now in my extremity. I
will make a clean breast of everything, but
you can understand my former reticence
when you realize how I have striven to keep
my secret, the self-imposed exile in which
I have lived for these past five years in
order that I might guard it—years that can
ill be spared from life when a man reaches
my age! You will respect the feelings of a
—a father!”

His chin sank upon his breast, and Phil
uttered a startled exclamation as he stared
from Cliff to Rex, but George was gazing
fixedly at their visitor.

“ We were unaware that you had any
children, Mr. Sneed,” Rex remarked at
last.

“ So is the world.” The old man’s veice
was a mere whisper. ‘I have a daughter,
however—unhappy child! You noticed the
peculiar arrangement of my rooms, and no
doubt inferred that I had the apartment
so built through an exaggerated fear lest
some one would break in and rob me; it
did not occur to you that it might be to

prevent the escape of a maniac who, al--
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though she might at any moment become
dangerously violent, was still dear to me,
and who I would not place under restraint
in an institution while there remained a
spark of hope that her reason could be re-
stored.”

* Great Seott!” Phil ejaculated, and then
catching himself up he added slowly:
“ But you've given your daughter’s case up
as hopeless just lately, haven't you, Mr.
Sneed?”

“I have, sir, but unfortunately I did
not act quickly enough. Last night she es-
caped from my apartment.”

“ Escaped? Alone? Unaided?” Rex
demanded sharply. “ Your two servants
formed a sort of body-guard for her, did
they not? How did she manage to elude
them, and who could have aided her? If
you have kept her sequestered for five
years___))

‘“ The scoundrel who caused that letter
to be written!” Sneed’s voice broke in
shrilly upon him. Then he clenched his
hands until the gloves strained over his
gaunt knuckles, and went on more calmly:
* Eva—my daughter—has been at schools

‘abroad, first Switzerland, then England,

since my wife died years ago. Her mind
became affected when she was about seven-
teen, and she has been subject to recurring
periods of dementia ever since, but in those
early days they were so mild in form that
they would have passed for mere moodi-
ness.

¢ She was permitted during a brief vaca-
tion to visit at the home of a school friend,
and there she met and became infatuated
with the man of whom I speak. He is an
adventurer, a thoroughgoing blackguard,
and he had doubtless learned that my
daughter would come into a large fortune
some day. He had the effrontery to write
to me and ask for my daughter in marriage,
and I hurried to England, investigated, and
broke up the affair.”

“ Just a minute, Mr. Sneed.” George
spoke in a soothing, sympathetic tone.
“ When did this occur?”

“ Five years and a half ago, when Eva
was nineteen. It was immediately after-
ward that her dementia assumed an active
form, and I was obliged to place her in a
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nursing home, a sort of private hospital,
until I could return and make arrangements
for her personal care over here.

“TIt was then that I leased the entire
top floor of the Burlingame, where I had
already been residing for some years, and
had it built over to suit my new require-
ments, I was sure that Robert and Jane
would be faithful to me. I went back to

England and brought my unfortunate

daughter home. But we are wasting time,
gentlemen! All this can be explained af-
terward.”

“We must know everything before we
can begin to search for your daughter,”
Rex announced firmly. “You say that
you broke up the affair between her and
this man?”

“T took her away, and then arranged
that a position be offered him which would
take him out of England. A year or two
later I learned in a roundabout way of his
death, but with the tenacity of the insane
Eva would never believe it and clung to her
infatuation.”

Sneed paused, and then his agitation
mounted once more as he exclaimed: “ Un-
til that letter came I did not know that
he was still alive! He must have managed
in some way to communicate with her, and
in her distraught condition she has run
away to join him! Ske was the ¢ treasure’
to which he referred in that letter, and he
would marry her in spite of her mental
ocondition simply to acquire control of her
inheritance from me. Think how such a
character would treat an insane wife, and
you will realize that no time must be lost in
restoring her to mel” .

“ What is she like? Have you a com-
paratively recent photograph of her?”
asked Rex.

“ None since she was a very young girl,
She is of medium height and slender, with
brown hair, blue eyes, and a clear, pallid
complexion. There is nothing distinctive
about her except perhaps a certain vacuity
of expression due to her mental disease,
and in her lucid intervals she appears
normal in every way, with a gentle, retiring
manner.”

“ And in the recurring periods of demen-
tia?” Rex continued his interrogation while
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the others listened. * Are there any preced-
ing symptoms to denote when an attack is
coming on? What form does this dementia
take?”

“ There are no premonitory symptoms.
Eva may be calm and rational at one mo-
ment and the next wildly hysterical, the
dementia taking the familiar form of dis-
trust and fear, with delusions of horrible
shapes about her, and she struggles in ter-
ror with creatures born only of her poor,
crazed brain.

“Tt is sometimes necessary to restrain
her lest she do herself harm, and Jane is
strong and capable, but ‘always gentle and
patient with her. These attacks have been
recurring more and more frequently of late,
the hallucinations taking a wilder and more
dangerous form—dangerous to herself and
others.”

Sneed paused and then, turning abruptly
to Phil, he asked: “ How did you know
that I had given my daughter’s case up as
hopeless?”

« Where did you go a week ago last Sun-
day, Mr. Sneed?”” Phil countered with un-
expected finesse. “ It was at the timg when -
you thought an attempt was made to rob
your safe, do you remember? You told us
that you had motored out of town to look at
some property.”’

Sneed’s lips curled back over his suspi-
ciously white, even teeth, and he clawed at
the arms of his chair.

“So you have been prying into my af-
fairs! I thought as much when you called
on me and were so insistent about learning
where I had gone.” His voice cracked.
“You were not engaged to investigate me,
but the author of that letter. What have
you done to find him? At this very instant
my daughter may be in his hands. If you
must know, I went to make arrangements

“for her care at a private sanatorium in the

country, but you seem to have already fer-
reted that out. We’are wasting time in mere
quibbling.”

“'Then suppose you give us the exact
details of what happened last night?” Rex
put in, adding suavely: ‘ When did you
first learn of your daughter’s escape, and
how long afterward did Jane, too, disap-
pear?”
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“You know that?” Sneed seemed for
a moment to shrink visibly before their
eyes. “ There is some one in the hotel spy-
ing upon my household?” )

“ There is some one in the hotel also
who is connected with th® author of that
anonymous letter, Mr. Sneed, for it was
written upon the stationery supplied by the
management of the Burlingame,” retorted
Rex.

“Can it be possible?” gasped the old
man. “ You are sure of this?”

“We have proved it, and it is a part
of our duty to protect our clients,” Rex
" returned coldly. “ You have not answered
my questions, Mr. Sneed.”

“ About my daughter’s escape?” He
passed his hand bver his veined fotehead
as though striving to collect his thoughts,
but it appeared to George’s watchful gaze
that beneath that screening gesture his
eyes darted from face to face in keen ques-
tioning. “You know that the rooms of
my apartment are built on four sides of a

square, roofless court, and I told you ‘it

was for the purpose of ventilation, but in
reality that court is a sort of patio-or
garden for my daughter’s use, that in her
sane moments she might have air and ex-
ercise. Since her last—and worst—attack
of dementia two weeks ago she has been
more tractable and seemingl} normal than
for some time past, and she spent nearly
all of yesterday afternoon out on her roof-

“ Jane took tea to her there at about
five o’clock, and when she went to remove
the tray Eva was apparently asleep in her
chair. As chronic insomnia is one of the
afftictions incident to her condition, Jane
forbore to awaken her until dinner-time,
and when she went again to the garden my
daughter had vanished. A minutely thor-
ough search of the apartment failed to re-
veal her, and the door of the reception-
room as well as that at the foot of the stairs
in my private hall, which is the only means
of communication with the lower part of
the hotel, had neither of them been tam-
pered with. ‘

“ Gentlemen, I have nothing left to con-
ceal now, and my only desire is to give you
any assistance that lies in my power fo
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further your search. My daughter’s dis-
appearance and the manner of it are an ab-
solute mystery to me!”

“ You were at home?”

“1 have not left my apartments since
Sunday evening, when I retwmed from
dining with an acquaintance, until I came -
to you an hour ago.”

George coughed slightly and Rex ex-
changed glances with him, and then leaned
back in his chair.

“ Mr. Snéed, did you yourself see your
daughter out in the roof-garden yesterday
afternoon?” George took up the inquiry.

“No. There are only two doors leading
to it, one from the kitchen in the left wall
and the other in the north wall, from the
servants’ sitting-room. Eva’s own bed-
room is just back of the library, where I
took. you to see my safe, and in order to
reach the roof-garden she had to pass
through her - dressing-room, which imme-
diately adjoins the kitchen, Do I make
myself clear?”

“ Perfectly; but we will have to see the
apartment and the arrangement of the
rooms far ourselves before we can under-
take our search,” George replied. “ When
did you see your daughter’ last?”

Sneed hesitated for a fraction of a min-
ute, and then spoke hurriedly as though to
cover the momentary pause.

“On Sunday morning. I omitted my
usual daily visit with her yesterday because
I had feared my presence might excite her
and bring on another attack of her trouble,
for on Sunday she had been insistent that
I permit her to take a drive, a request
which I was, of course, compelled to refuse.
T heard her voice, though, out in the garden
when Jane took the tea-tray to her. I had
followed Robert from my own private
apartment into the servants’ sitting-room
for a moment to give him some trivial
instructions. But surely you camnot sus-
pect that Jane—"

« She, too, left later without her hus-
band’s ostensible knowledge or yours, did
she not, Mr. Sneed?” interrupted George.

¢ She was not in her room this morning
and discreet inquiries about the hotel failed
to find any one who had seen her,” the old
man admitted. “ Personally, it is my firm
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belief that she has gone to search for my
daughter, perhaps on some clue which Eva
may have let fall in a moment of delirium.
Jane reproached herself bitterly last night
for negligence, but she was in no way to
blame for my daughter’s escape.”

“ Did any one enter or leave your apart-
ment from five o’clock until your daugh-
ter’s disappearance was discovered?”

“ No one to my knowledge.” Again there
came that odd hesitation in Sneed’s voice.
“ Do not forget, though, that my safe was
tampered with in broad daylight only a
‘little over a week ago. That has nothing
to do with this affair, as I assured you, and
1 was uneasy about it merely because it
showed that the defenses with which I had
surrounded my daughter were not as im-
pregnable as I had thought. If any one
could enter and leave my apartment unmo-
lested and unseen I feared that Eva, with
the cunning of the insane, might some time
contrive to run away.”

‘I wonder, then, that you did not caution
your servants to keep a more careful watch
over her,” George remarked.

“You forget that Eva has been so well

lately. I did not dream that in a lucid
moment she would attempt to escape from
my care, nor that this'man or any agents of
his could reach her even if he knew where
she was; remember, I thought until that
letter came on Saturday that he was dead.”
Sneed rose. ¢ Gentlemen, I can tell you
anything more that you wish to know while
I am showing you over the apartment, and
if you must see it before you begin your
search, in Heaven’s name, let us lose no
more time!”

“ Mr. Sneed is right,” Rex remarked,
raising his voice a trifle that the unseen lis-
teners might take their cue. “ We will all
four of us accompany him now and you can
decide later, Phil, what part each of us
shall assume in the search.”

George, Cliff, and Phil preceded him with
their client and he delayed for a moment
to leave a few instructions with Ethel for
Henry and Lucian, so it happened that the
others had already reached the elevator
when he emerged into the main corridor.
The door in the opposite office was ajar
and its occupant stood on the threshold
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gazing after the quartet so intently that
he did not observe Rex, nor note the cur-
iously inquiring glance which rested for an
instant upon himself. His eyes seemed fas-
tened upon George’s unconscious back with
an expression of such utter ferocity mingled
with pain as a man might wear who had
plumbed the nethermost depths, and Rex
paused. At that moment the young man
wheeled and met his gaze, then retreated
hastily and the office door was closed in
his face.

- CHAPTER XII.
- THE MAN IN THE CASE.

N reaching the Burlingame Sneed
conducted the four Shadowers up to
his own apartments, admitting them

with his keys, and they caught no glimpse
of Robert as they pasled to the right of the
reception-room through their client’s bed
and dressing rooms to the comfortable sit-

* ting-room he had provided for the servants.

There they came upon the old man seated
with his head in his hands and, although
he rose with instant respect at their en-
trance, he regardéd them with lack-luster
eyes which seemed to hold no sign of recog-
nition in their apathetic gaze. His bald
head nodded* more tremulously than ever
and his bent, palsied form shook so that
he appeared scarcely -able to stand.

‘“ Has Jane returned, Robert?” Sneed de-
manded.

“No, sir. There’s been—nothing, sir.
No word.” His voice had sunk to a hoarse
whisper and he spoke in little gasps.

Without a second question Sneed opened
a door in the south side of the wall and led
the way out into the brilliant sunshine
of the quadrangle. It was paved with con-
crete, but masses of flowering plants in
boxes and tubs stood all about, their group-
ings intersected with little winding, sanded
paths in a passabR imitation of a garden.
A pergola was built out from the farther
side and beneath it a low wicker chair
and tea-table, the former heaped with gay-
colored cushions, gave a feminine touch
to the scene.

* “T endeavored to omit nothing for my
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poor daughter’s comfort during her brief
periods of sanity.” Sneed’s high, thin tones
took on an almost tearful note. “ I would
have purchased a dog or cat as a pet for
her, but I feared that in some sudden mo-
ment of violence she might attempt to
strangle it and it would turn and injure
her ”»

“Isn’t that an empty bu'd-cage hanging
over the tea-table?” asked Chff who stood
nearest to him. :

Sneed nodded.

‘It contained a Hartz Mountam canary,
a rare songster, and I thought it might
cheer her up, but she opened the door
and set it free, and Jane found it dead in
the path; it had dashed its life out against
the walls.”

Rex, who had been talking in an under-
tone to Phil just behind them, came up in
time to hear the last sentence and he
glanced up at the walls. They were at
least fifteen feet high and of a somber brick
which the . thick vines trained against it
tried vainly to conceal. Nothing showed
above but the square of blue sky and none
of the windows of the taller buildings which
surrounded the Burlingame could look down
into it. )

“ We will hope that your daughter will
not meet the same fate as her bird,” he ob-
served gravely.

Sneed darted a quick glance at him, but
before he could speak Phil broke in.

“Poes that door lead to the kitchen?”
He was pointing to 2 small door in the
center of the east wall, and Sneed started
toward it.

“Yes., My daughter’s rooms open from
it to the south, and Jane’s and Robert’s
to the north. But where is Mr. Roper?”

As if in answer to the question George
appeared at that moment in the doorway
leading to the servants’ sitting-room, and
Rex remarked:

“ He probably lingered for a moment to
talk to Robert. Since your daughter’s
apartment has already been thoroughly
searched we will only glance superficially
about it and then proceed to business. I
personally shall want a further talk with
you, Mr. Sneed, before we take any active
steps.”
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Sneed glanced quickly at him once more,
but made no comment as he opened the
door and ushered them into ‘the kitchen.
It was a spacious room with a skylight, but
no windows, and Rex noted that the door
to the left, leading into the servants’ sleep-
ing quarters, was heavily bolted and pad-

locked. Their client followed his gaze.

“We found it necessary that that door
should be made capable of being securely
fastened on both sides, for once in a vio-
lent spell Eva managed to escape from
Jane and ran almost around the hollow
square formed by the conecting rooms,”
he explained. ‘ There are similar bolts on
the door leading from the sitting-room to
the quadrangle—”

“1 thought you told us that the only
means of communication with the rest of
the hotel was that door at the foot of the
stairs in your private hall, Mr. Sneed!”
Phil turned suddenly.  Isn’t that a dumb-
waiter in the corner over there?”

As he spoke he gestured toward the cor-
ner just to the right of the door by which
they had entered. A square casing of wood-
work jutted out into the room, with the’
familiar small door cut into it waist-high.

“ Oh, that only goes to the floor below,”
Sneed replied. ¢ The waiter brings my
trays up from the restaurant in the eleva-
tor, and then hoists them up the extra
flight on this, coming up himself by way of
my private stairs after Robert has admitted
him, to serve me. It opens into a sort of
pantry on the floor below, which in turn
adjoins the linen-room. The door is so
small that I doubt if my daughter could
have squeezed through it, slender as she
is, and she certainly would not have been
able to lower herself in the dumbwaiter,
but T had already thought of that as a pos-
sible means of communication and guarded
against it. If you will look closely at the
handle you will see a small lock in it and
the key to it never leaves Jane’s person.
She unlocks it when the trays come up and
relocks it after Robert has removed them.
It is only in his occasional absence that a
hotel waiter ever enters my apartment.”

Phil examined the lock, and then with a
shrug he followed the others, who had passed
into the boudoir, adjoining. A sparklingly
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white bathroom opened from it to the left,
at the eastern side of the building, and a
spacious, triangular clothes-closet cut off
the corner obliquely to the right, while
directly facing them through a doorway
in the opposite wall appeared the outlines
of a gracefully carved white-and-gold bed.

Sneed himself opened the closet door,
displaying quantities of filmy tea-gowns and
negligée garments suspended by hangers
from a center pole, and rows of small satin
slippers on shelves, A delicate perfume
stole out upon the air and a feeling of in-
trusion caused Rex and Cliff to stand aside,
but Phil was attracted by no such refine-
ment of sensibility. He swept the silky
garments away until he had bared the two
sides of the triangle which met in a point
at the rear, but there would not have been
space even for a child to conceal itself, and
he retreated, closing the door.

“ Are these all the clothes your daughter
had?” he demanded. “ What if there had
been a fire?”’

“ That emergency was provided for from
the first,” Sneed replied jerkily, his fingers

"toying with the black ribbon suspended
from his gold-rimmed pince-nez as though
they ocould never remain still. “ Jane has a
long, dark cloak and a heavily veiled motor
hat, together with a pair of heavy shoes
put away in her closet for my daughter’s
use should it be necessary to remove her
without warning, but that occasion has
never arisen. Eva has required no other
attire than that which you have seen, and I
spared no expense to please her in her lueid
intervals with the pretty things which all

girls like. This is her bedroom, and beyond.

it is a narrow storeroom, the windows in
the farther wall of which face the side street,
as do those of the library, for we are now
at the southeastern corner of the building.”

“Do you mean that the library is just
back of that wall there?” They, together
with George, who had followed them, had
passed into the bedroom, and Phil pointed
to the left. “ Then the triangular space
in which your safe is built must meet one
side of that three-cornered clothes-closet in
m”

“It does, I believe, and this fireplace is
back to back with the one in the library,
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only there I burn real logs, and these are for
gas, with a stop-cock which Eva could not
turn.” Sneed swept the room with a ner-
vous gesture. “I tried to make it all as
attractive and luxurious as I could for her
in her sad affliction, and I think you will
admit, ‘gentlemen, that nowhere is there a
suggestion Qf—er—restraint.”

The bedroom and boudoir were window-
less, but provided, as had been the kitchen,
with huge skylights in the cailing, and
dainty lamps stood all about. The furnish-
ings were simple but charming, and the
soft blues and pinks of the upholstery and
draperies lent a cheerful, girlish note. It
was as he had said: nowhere was there a
hint that for five years this invitingly ap-
pointed apartment had been used as a forci-
ble retreat for one of unsound mind.

They retraced their steps to the kitchen,
and after a glance into the sleeping quarters
of Jane and Robert, proceeded on around
the square to the reception-room once more.
From there Sneed led the way through his
huge living-room into the library and sank
into a chair, gesturing toward others which
stood about. His waxen pallor had taken
on a grayish hue and the shriveled features
and wizen body appeared more mummy-
like than ever.

“You see, it is as inexplicable as I told
you!” he exclaimed. ¢ There &s no way
in which my daughter could have escaped or
been abducted, yet she is gone! 1 realize
the almost insurmountable difficulties be-
fore you, gentlemen, but you are my one
bope! Eva must be restored to me, but the
search for her must be conducted as secretly
as possible; I cannot endure the thought
of notoriety and scandal, the thought that
after all the years of concealment it should
be known that Phineas Dilworth Sneed was
the father of an insane child!

“Of course, I am thinking first of her
own safety and protection from the scoun-
drel of whom I told you, and you have
seen .with what care and affection I have
surrounded her, but to have the sad truth
come out now would be a crowning blow!”

“We'll come to that man in a minute,
Mr. Sneed.” Phil took the floor determin-
edly. “ There are one or two other things
I want to ask you about first. You said
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a while back that the hotel waiter never
entered your apartment when Robert was
here to serve you, but he’s been bringing
your meals up pretty regularly lately when
Robert was home, hasn’t he? He did last
night, anyway, and this morning—"

“You saw Robert a few minutes ago!”
Sneed retorted. “ Did you think he was in
any state to wait upon me? He has been
utterly useless since that letter came on Sat-
urday, and frequently before that when his
doddering ways got upon my nerves I have
-employed the services of the room waiters
from down-stairs. He is getting very old,
and if it had not been for his faithfulness
and that of his wife in their care of my
daughta- I should have pensioned them off
long ago.”

“ You had a little trouble with the waiter
last night, didn’t you?” Phil persisted.

“ Trouble? Jane had only a few mo-
ments before reported to me the disappear-
ance of my daughter and I was beside my-
self with grief and anxiety! Rage, too,
for at once I thought of that letter and
the wretch’s threat to come and claim Eva,
whom he had the effrdntery to call ¢his
own’! I felt that he must have had a
confederate in the hotel if he had managed

to get word to her, and Albert—the waiter,

who has been serving me of late—is the
only one of the staff who ever on any pre-
text whatever enters my apartment. I am
afraid I uttered some accusations against
him in my almost distraught state of mind,
but of course he could not understand, and
I regained control of myself before I be-
trayed the secret which I have guarded so
carefully.”

“You had inquiries made through the
office about Jane, though, Mr. Sneed?”

“ That was a different matter. I could
not understand her departure without a
word; nor convince myself that she had
actually left the bhotel until I had made
sure. I acted hastily, but when I could col-
lect my thoughts I realized that she must
have gone herself to look for my daughter,
and I am certain that she will either return
or communicate with me in a day or two at
most. What did Robert tell you, Mr.
Roper?”

Sneed turned suddenly to George, and
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the latter eyed him steadily but blandly
as he replied:

¢ Substantially the same as you have told
us as far as your daughter’s disappearance
is concerned, Mr. Sneed, only he did not
mention the idea of any man in the case,
of course. In regard to Jane, he said that
even after you had retired to your room
they had talked until far into the night
and he had fallen asleep, exhausted at last,
believing that she, too, had gone to bed.
She did not wake him as usual this morn-
ing, and he found that her bed had not
been slept in, and her bag and some clothes
were gone. She had left no word for him,
and the shock, coming on top of the trouble
about your daughter, seems to have pros-
trated him so that I could get no further
details from him. He doesn’t appear to
bave the least idea where his wife has gone,
nor why. Personally, I think he is too
crushed to realize the situation as yet.”

He had spoken as much for the benefit
of his associates as to satisfy their client’s
curiosity, and now Rex leaned forward in
his chair.

“ Mr. Sneed, you said that you had a
photograph of your daughter taken when
she was a very young girl. A glimpse of
it will be of more value to us than any
amount of description. Will you show it
to. us, please?”

“If you will excuse me.” He bowed
with old-fashioned courtesy, which had been
lacking during their first interview, and left
the room. They heard his footsteps cross-
ing the reception hall, and then the sound
of a closing door. After a moment of
silence, Phil demanded in a subdued tone:

“ What do you fellows think of all this,
anyway?”

“I think that Mr. Sneed would very
much like to know what we think of it,
too!” George replied quickly.  He is sin-
cere enough in wanting us to find the girl
for him, and what details he has told us of
her disappearance must be the truth as far
as it goes, but whether it is the whole truth
or not remains to be seen. There’s one
question in my mind, though: why does
he keep remarking on his kindness to his
daughter, and pointing out the things he
has done for her comfort? What should
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he care about our approval of his line of
conduct for? Is he trying to acquit him-
self in advance of any accusation of harsh-
ness which she may bring against him when
we find her? Why is he playing safe?”

“ We're only hearing his side of the story
now,” Phil remarked. “ I know one thing.
T'm not going to mention the Gull or the
lies Sneed has told us about that safe of
his just yet, but before this case is finished
I will sift that whole affair to the bottam.”

“ Hush!” warned Rex as the door in the
distance was beard to reopen and the queer,
mincing footsteps of their client ap-
proached. He entered and placed in Rex’s
bands a small photograph. It was only a
mounted snapshot, faded and slightly light-
struck, of a young girl in a field of golden-
rod, with an old farmhouse and windmill
behind her, and in the far background a
hill with a curiously shaped rock formation
jutting out from it. The girl was bare-
headed and the delicate oval of her face
upturned in the sun showed features that
while not strictly beautiful, held neverthe-

less a subtly appealing charm. The hair

rolled back in soft waves from a broad,
high forehead, the nose was small and
straight, and the parted, smiling lips abowe
the pointed, cleft chin were exquisitely
curved.

The eyes, however, held the attention

above all else. Big and soft and rimmed
with long, curling lashes they seemed to
look straight imto those of Rex with a
world of meaning i their steady, com-
pelling gaze, as though they bore 2 message,
and bhe searched their depths in vain for
any foreshadowing of the mental cdoud
which was to darken the coming years.

Passing the little photograph along te his
associates, Rex observed:

‘“ As you say, there is nothing partic-
ularly distinctive about your daughter’s ap-
pearance, Mr. Sneed, or was not at the
time that picture was faken. By the way,
when was this?”

“ Ten years agy when she was fifteen,
on the occasion of her last visit to this
country, before I was obliged to bring her
bome, a mental wreck. It was during her
vacation when 1 had taken ber from a
achool in Switzerland, and just before I en-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

tered her in one in Eagland, and she spent
it with an old nurse of hers—since dead—
whom she loved devotedly.”

“1 think that with yowr permission we
will take this with us to show to owr
alienist.” Rex ignored the look of startled
questioning from their client and added:
“ Now, Mr. Sneed, we should kike to hear
about the man ir the case. He was an ad-
venturer, you say, yet he must at least
havebeenatﬂetopassiotagmﬂm
Your daughter was young, unsophisticated,
impressionable, but she does not ook like
the type of girl to have been attracted by
eny man obviously not of her own class.”

“ He was well-educated, if that is what
you mean, and he managed to worm his
way into good society on the other side,”
Sneed admitted reluctantly. “I suppose
he would eppear to be as much of a gentle-

‘man of the modern school as the average

man one meets, and naturally he had as-
sumed a certain charm of mammer; that
was his stock in trade.”

“ Beside desiring to marry your daughter
for her money, as you say, what had he
done which made him impossible as e son-
in-law? Was he a swindler, a crook? Had

he any standing in the business or prodes-

_sional world?” Rex pursued.

“ He professed to be 2 mining engineer,

.and I never heard of his doing anything

actually eriminal, but he had beenr mixed
up in the deals of more than one shady
compeny and was a wanderer on the face
of the giobe, witheut a penny to bless him-
self with!” Sneed’s woice was rising again
to an -irascible squeak. “ He was broad-
shouldered and square-jawed end swag-
gering—just the type to catch the romantic
fancy of a mere chit of a gixl! The
scoundrel!”

“ What was his nationality?”

“ He claimed to be an American.”

“Look here!” Phil had been growing
more restive during the course of the intex-
rogation, and now he broke in irrepreseibly.
“ What is the man’s name, Mr. Sneed?”

“ Just a mimite.” Rex poke quietly,
but a sudden gleam had come into his eyes,
which his associates kmew. “ Had yom
known this man before your daughter met
him?”
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£ J—er—yes.” Sneed stammered in sur-
prise. “ That is, I had met him casually
in connection with the exploitation of some
mining stock over here But what made
you think—" :

“You once showed him your collection

of weapons, or at least told him about
them, didn’t you?”

Sneed seemed to shrink yet more deeply
into his chair and his small eyes narrowed
to mere slits in his wrinkled face.

“I did, yes.” His voice quavered. “I
don’t see how you knew it nor what bear-
ing this has on the affair—”

“You will in a moment, Mr. Sneed. You
tell us that you broke up the ‘attachment
between this man and your daughter, and
arranged for him to be offered a proposi-
tion which would take him out of England.
A year or two later you learned that he was
supposed to have died. That news wasn’t

~wholly unexpected, was it?”

“ What do you mean?” The old man
half rose from his chair and_ then fell back
again.

“It wasn't exactly a healthy country
that you sent him to, was it? The climate
isn’t particularly salubrious for white men,
especially for those from temperate or cool
countries.”

“T didn’t send him!
free willl” Sneed’s tones rose to a thin
scream. “Lots of young Englishmen go
out there every year and mortgage their
souls to get there, on a bare chance of
fortune! But what do you know about it,
sir?” |

¢ The place where this alluring proposi-
tion was situated was Africa, was it not?”
Rex paid no attention to the other’s ques-
tion, and the old man’s staring eyes gave
answer enough to his. He added slowly:
“ The man’s name, Mr. Sneed, was Gerald
Raeburn!”

CHAPTER XIII.
THE SECOND THREAT,

“AM I, or ain’t I, supposed to have
charge of this case?” Phil de-
manded in an aggrieved tone as the

four, after taking leave of their almost col-

He went of his own
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lapsed chent were bowling back to the
office il a taxi. “I didn’t hold out on any
of you guys when I got some dope in the
last case, and here Rex has had this up his
sleeve all the time!” *

“I'm sorry, old man,” Rex apologized.
“It looks bad, I know, but I honestly
haven’t been holding out on you. I've
heard a few things about this Raeburn dur-
ing the last day or two, but I didn’t con-
nect him with the case until just now, when
Sneed spokg of his daughter’s admirer as
being an adventurer and a mining engineer.
I remembered then that another engineer—
whom I met Saturday evening, and golfed
and dined with on Sunday, while I was
trying to dig up some information about
Sneed’s past—spoke of Raeburn, and of
having met him in Africa a year or two ago.
He liked him and said he was a thorough-
bred, but that something must have hit him
pretty hard, for he looked sometimes like
a man who had been through hell.”

“ How did this Raeburn’s name come up,
anyway?” asked Cliff, .

“Well, T had got the crowd to talking
about Sneed—-out at a country club, and
there were several financiers present who
had known the old man in his Wall Street
days—and some one remarked that he
hadn’t even thought of Sneed for years,
but this was the second time in a week he
had heard his name mentioned, and the
first time had been by Raeburn, who
wanted to know if Sneed were still in the
game. He went on to say that the only
thing in life which interested Sneed besides
money was a collection of weapons, and the

« chap who had met Raeburn in Africa spoke
up, and said that Raeburn had known a
man whe had a similar collection. That
was really all T had to go on when I
hazarded that guess—”

“ What is the matter?” George leaned
forward and stared into his friend’s face as
Rex halted suddenly.

“ Great Heavens! It couldn’t be, and
yet—" He spoke as if to himself, in a
tone of mingled amazement and incredulity.
“ Broad-shouldered and square-jawed —
like 2 movie Westerner, Ethel said—"

“Rex, if you don’t come out of that
trance and tell us what has hit you—”"
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Phil began in exasperation, but the other
broke in.

“ Racburn’s name didn’t come up in
that conversation just the way I said it
did! I remember now! There was a man
present to whom I had sent one of the cir-
cular announcements of the Shadowers, and
he spoke of us; said he had shown the cir-
cular to ¢ young Raeburn,” and he had been
enormously interested. Of course I kept
discreetly silent, but can’t you see what
I'm driving at now? Young rgan, splendid
physique, curious about us, has had some
sort of a rotten deal or pretends that he
has__"

“ Holy cat!” Phil exclaimed. “ The guy
across the hall— Say, you’re nearest; tell
this fellow to drive like—oh, we’re here!”

They piled out of the taxi, tossed a
double fare to the chauffeur, and dived into
the Bolingbroke building, but the elevator
cages were empty, and as they stood wait-
ing for a car to descend George moaned:

“If only I had had an inkling of this
yesterday! I could have laid on that
message from the stars so thick that he
would have bolted straight for our office in-
stead of his own. He couldn’t have had a
hand personally in abducting Sneed’s
daughter or helping her to escape, though,

for he was here in his office at the time

she disappeared. We're a fine lot of
sleuths! Here the man we have been
looking for was right under our noses all
the time!”

“ How do you know he was?” Cliff de-
manded. “ He might bhave dictated that
letter, but he didn’t write it, and Phil’s
excitment about this person called the.
Gull set us all off in quite other direc-
tions.”

“J don’t care!” Phil declared doggedly.
“You’ll find before we’re through that the
Gull had a whole lot more to do with this
case than you think now!”

The descent of the elevator put an end
to the argument and they mounted to their
own floor in a silence, which was pregnant
with strained suspense.

Alighting, they waited until the elevator
had disappeared from view and then made
their way down the corridor to the still un-
Jettered office opposite their own suite. To
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their surprise they saw that the door was
slightly ajar, and when no sound came from
within, Phil whispered to George:

“ Go ahead and knock. You're the only
one of us who has talked with him.”

George rapped firmly, but no response
came, and after a glance at the others
he pushed the door open. Save for some
blank papers littering the floor the office was
empty.

“ Stung!”’ Phil wailed while the rest stood
speechless with astonishment and dismay.
“ First Red Peterson’s girl and now this
guy! He made a quick getaway in the
last hour, furniture and all! You fellows
go mto our own place and wait for me; I'm
going down to have a talk with the superin-
tendent!”

He shot off toward the elevators, and the
others, after a final glance around the empty
office of their late neighbor, went slowly to
their own.

‘“ Did you notice that the man across the
hall has gone?” Ethel greeted them as they
entered. “I heard some bumping and
banging going on out there and opened the
door just in time to see a couple of men
carting off his desk and chairs; that’s all
he had in there.”

“ We saw that the office was empty as
we passed.”” Rex spoke with assumed care-
lessness, but after George and Cliff had
joined the wildly impatient Luce and Henry
in the council-room he lingered for a mo-
ment. “ You didn’t see the fellow hlmsdf
did you?”

“Sure, I did!” she affirmed. “ He was
standing in the doorway watching the sec-
ond-hand men—"’

“ Gracious, child! How do you know
they were?” Rex asked, amused in spite
of the anxiety of the moment. * He might
have been sending his stuff to storage—""

“ Did you ever hear of a storage man giv-
ing you money to let him take your things
away?” Ethel demanded imperturbably.
“ That’s what the old gink with the whis-
kers did; gave the man who had the office
a couple of bills off of a roll that would
choke a tunnel, and then he and the other
second-hand guy went away leaving the
man still standing there. I felt awful sorry
for him.”
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« Why?”

“1 guess he must've failed before he
started, whatever business it was he tried to
horn in on, for he looked kind of sad and
angry, too, like somebody had double-
crossed him. He’d ought to have had some
pal around to slap him on the back and teil
him to buck up, but he sort of did that for
himself after a minute or two. He stood
turning his hat over and over in his hands
and looking down at it, and then all at once
he straightened and put his shoulders back
and started off for the elevator without even
stopping to shut the door behind him.”

- “ Did he see you?”’

“ He didn’t see anything except just what
he was thinking about, but he wasn’t walk-
ing in his sleep; he stepped out like he'd
made up his mind and knew where he was
going and what he was after.” She
shrugged and then asked with a change of
tone, “Is that old grasshopper who was
here and called me ‘young woman’ the
guy we’re working now?”’

“Yes, Ethel,” Rex responded gravely,
although his eyes still twinkled.: “ We're
handling his case now.”

Her small chin was lifted ever so slightly.

“ He said he was going to report me for
insolence because I wouldn’t send him in
without getting his name first. Gee, it isn’t
such a pretty one, Mr. Powell, but that he
can keep it to himself and welcome, for
all of me! I hope you get him and get
him good!”

With a nod and smile Rex slid the panel
aside and entered the hexagonal inner office
where he found Henry and Luce listening
raptly to George’s description of what had
taken place during their visit to Sneed.
Cliff sat a little apart studying the photo-
graph of the missing girl.

“ There doesn’t appear to be any sign

of insanity in that face, do you think?”

Rex asked with a gesture toward the slip
of cardboard. “ Has Henry seen it?”

“ You wouldn'’t expect even a real alienist
to get anything from that snap-shot, would
you?” Henry retorted. * It’s clear, though,
if ¥t is faded and it will come in handy as
a means of identification when we find the
girl.”

“1 wasn’t looking at her for the mo-
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ment, but at the olhome and the hill
behind it.” Cliff spoke absently. “ Do you
see that rock jutting out from it shaped
like the head of an animal? There is some-
thing familiar about that view, and I fancy
I must have seen it a long téme ago. Baut
I hear that you pulled off some big stuff,
Rex, and doped out the name of the villain
who has run off with Sneed’s daughter!”

Rex commenced a modest disclaimer
when the panel was thrust violently aside
and Phil strode in, to fling himself into
a chair.

“ That guy across the hall called him-
self ¢ Raynor’ and said he was a mining
promoter,” he announced. ‘ He'd taken
the office for a year, but this morning, just
after we left he went out and ‘came back
with cash to pay the full term of his lease,
and a couple of men in tow to take away
the few sticks of furniture he had put in.
He was pleasant spoken enough, but the
superintendent wasn'’t sorry to see him go;
for he thought it was funny that Raynor
‘had no callers and made no move to have a
phone installed; he was afraid he might try
to run some fake scheme or con game.
Raynor told him that he was suddenly
called West again, but the superintendent
thinks that his mining company, whatever
it was, has failed.”

“So does Ethel,” Rex remarked. “If
you think he is the man we are after, Phil,
that makes three missing persons who we
must find—Eva Sneed, Jane, and Raeburn.”

Phil nodded.

“T didn’t realize what I was wishing on
myself when I asked you fellows to let me
handle this case, but I’'m not going to welch
now. You made a pretty close guess the
ather day, Rex, when you said that if old
Sneed kept a harem he couldn’t guard it
more carefully. It wasn’t a harem, though,
just one poor, loony girl! And, say, there’s
something else I can’t get through my
head; you told Jen Gillen down at Coney
yesterday that the Gull called his invention
the ¢ Super-swing.” How did you know?”

“You said so yourself, the minute you
laid eyes on Sneed’s safe! By the way, are
you going to let that end of your research
drop—those convict number, I mean, that
were on the corner of the envelope?”
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“Not by a lon.g shot! The Gull or
some one acting for him is mixed up in
this affair, but the first ‘thing is to find
Raeburn and the girl.” Phil shook his
head. “I'm up a tree about that guy;
unless he’s en to our working for Sneed
and is playing a part, his manner this
morning certainly didn’t show that he was
as happy as he’d ought to be if he had
got the girl and knew she was safe, but
maybe he thought she was really sane and
now she’s gone suddenly cuckoo on his
hands! His making a getaway this morn-
ing looks funny—"

“ Not to me,” George interrupted. “ He
wasn’t watching us on account of our con-
nection with the case, because he took that
office before Sneed ever called us in and
he’d heard of us, remember, through one
of our circulars which a friend of his had
received. It is my opinion that he meant
to give us a stall and engage us on his own
behalf to find Sneed’s daughter for him.”

“ Then why did he go—*

“T can answer that, if George’s hypothe-
sis is correct,” Rex interrupted. “ When
we left the office with Sneed ‘this morning
you two and Cliff walked ahead to- the
elevator and I followed behind. Raynor,
as he called himself, stood in his doorway
and I thought it was George at whom he
was looking, but I see now that it must
have been Sneed. He had the same ex-
pression on his face that my engineer friend
probably saw there when he said he looked
like 2 man who had been through hell. I
think he was on the point of cousulting
us and then suddenly saw Sneed and real-
ized that we were in his pay; that was why
he lost no time in getting away.”

“ All right, Rex; then we'll lose no more
time in finding him again!” Phil straight-
ened in his chair with an air of decision.
“ 1 want you to get hold of that man who
showed him the circular, and that engineer
who knew Raeburn in Africa and get all
the dope on him that you can, especially as
‘to when he came back to New York, where
bhe has been living and if he has an elderly
English servant or buddy of some sort.
Take Luce with you if you like; he can
mix with those kind of highbrow guys that
you know.”
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“1I think I will,” Rex replied slowly with
a smile. “Luce already knows a friend
of mine who may be useful to us. His great
aunt introduced them; she had taken a
great fancy to the solicitous Mr. Ballan-
tyne-”

“ What the deuce—" Lucian stared.

“It was a little matter of a ruby cross
which disappeared during a voyage on a
trans-Atlantic liner,” explained Rex bland-
ly. “We'l settle the details of our cam-
paigy later. What are you going to do
about the girl herself, Phil? How do you
think she escaped from the Burlingame?”

‘“ There was a guy sent up for pinching
college dough when I was doing my first"
stretch who used to tell me about a nutty
idea that he called  the fourth dimension,’ ”
Phil observed. ¢ If there was any sense to
the darned thing I’d say that was the onmly
way Sneed’s daughter could have beaten
it. If a girl who's half dippy managed it we
ought to be able to dope out how she
worked it; I'll bet another woman could;
they can always get on to each other’s
curves, somehow. Ethel’s a little queen, but
we couldn’t very well plant her in the hotel
as a guest the way we did Luce. She can
be up-stage for a few minutes at a time,
but somebody’d get' her goat and she’d
come back with a line of Third Avenue
repartee and it would be all off. Besides,
I want Henry to take a room there. He
could pass for a Southerner who had heard
of the Burlingame from one of the F. F.
V.s. Got a Southern accent, Henry?"”

‘ Ah have, suh!” Henry responded with
dignity. “1I made a right long visit to
Atlanta, Geo’giah once, though Ah saw ve’y
little of that fair city, suh!”

“You'll do!” George grinned and then
his face sobered as a fresh thought came to
him. “ Say, couldn’t Henry have come
North to have a little visit with his niece
and take her to the Burlingame for a stay?
She can play a brisk young business woman

‘to the life.”

Phil looked at Rex, who nodded.

“ It might work,” the former said slowly.
“Let’s call her in and put it up to her.
She ought to be tickled to death at the
chance to live at a swell hotel like that for
a few days.” -

8 A
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~ But Ethel was not at all enthusiastic at
the prospect, for strictly personal reasons.

“I'd do anything to help your game
along, whatever it is,” she protested. “I
was respectful to that horrid old man this
morning because it’s part of my job here
in this office, but if he should lamp me in
that hotel and give me any more of his
]'p___”

“He won’t, Ethel!” Rex pronrsed.
“ There’s a young lady who is a—a sort of
invalid missing from his apartment. No
one in the hotel except his own servants
knows that she was ever there and we
want to find out, if possible, how she got out
and who helped her. She’s his daughter.”

Ethel’s eyes and mouth opened wide.

“Why didn’t anybody know?” Her
quiek mind flew to the truth. “ What's
the matter with her? Is she a nut?"

“ Just a little weak in the upper story,
my dear,” Henry explained. “ If she should
return and you run into her you needn’t
be afraid of her—”

“ Huh! Four men couldn’t handle my
dad when he was on a regular jag and go-
ing strong, but I could make him eat out
of my hand! I guess I'm not scared of
any skirt, no matter how batty she is!”
Ethel announced in fine scorn. It was the
first time in their association that she had
referred to her antecedents, but the Shadow-
ers forbore to make her conscious of her
revelation by glancing at each other. “I
don’t get on to this game any more than I
did the other, but if you’ll give me the dope
on it and tell the old guy to lay off of me,
Il go right along with—with Uncle
Henry.”

Rex told her as many of the details as
he thought prudent, coaching her in the
part she was about to play, and added di-
plomatically:

“ Phil—Mr. Howe—will get Sneed out .

of the way and give you an opportunity to
examine Miss Sneed’s room thoroughly and
the little roof court or garden where she
was last seen yesterday afternoon. If you
can just put yourself in that girl’s place
and imagine that you were locked up there
for a long time, during part of which you
were conscious and realized everything while
the rest was like a horrible dream—"”

9A
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“T’d get out,” Ethel interrupted briefly.
“T'd beat it if I had to claw the walls
down, and I guess what that girl did I
can do, whether she had somebody to help
her or not. Are we going there right now,
Uncle Henry?”

“ That’s the stuff!” Phil chuckled. “ Tl
fix it for Sneed to come here this afternoon
and his old man-servant will let you in his
apartment. Get a room for Ethel as near
the entrance to Sneed’s private hall and
stairway as you can, Henry, and then you
hang around the lobby and smoking-room
and mix in. We’ll do the rest. George, did
you get anything more out of old Robert
than you told us there in front of Sneed
himself?”

“ Not very much, for he was too dazed
from the shock of his wife’s desertion. He
hasn’t any delusion that she has gone to
search for the missing girl nor has he
seemed to attempt to figure out where she
may be. As a matter of fact, he didn’t
speak as though he thought she were com-
ing back. It’s easy to see that she has
done the thinking for both of them all these
years, and whatever emotion he showed be-
cause of her departure was not grief so
much as downright fear.” George tilted
his chair back and gazed ruminatively at
the ceiling. “ The old fellow is scared to
death about something, and he wouldn’t
talk of Sneed’s daughter at all except to
say that he had only acted under his em-
ployer’s orders. The last he saw of the
girl was- when she passed through the
kitchen on her way out to the roof-garden
early in the afternoon. I'd like to have
another chance to pump him about his
wife—"

‘“ That’s what I want you to do,” Phil
interrupted. “ Find out where she came
from originally and who her relatives and
friends are. Get as much of a line on her
as you can and follow up any lead old
Robert may choose to give you. When
Sneed comes here this afternoon to inter-
view Cliff—"

“ What’s that?” interrupted Cliff in his
turn. “ Am I to be left here to keep house
while all the rest of you take a hand in
the game, even Ethel? I haven’t any ex-
cuse for interviewing the old chap, either.”
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. He spoke in an aggrieved tone, but be-
fore Phil could reply the bell of the main
telepbone in the outer office rang, and Rex
replied to it, for Ethel and Henry had taken
their departure. When he returned to the
others his face was very grave.

“ That was Sneed himself on the wire,
and you won’t have to invent any excuse
for interviewing him, Cliff. He has re-
ceived another anonymous letter!”

“ What!” Phil exclaimed. “Is it in the
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same handwriting? When was it mated?
Is he on his way here now?” :
“No. I told him to come at two this
afternoon, so as to give Henry and Ethel
an opportunity to establish themselves,”
Rex replied to the last question first. * He

says it is the same writing and on the

same paper, but it wasn’t mailed at all.
Robert found it in the lower hall just now
at the foot of the private staircase, and the
ink was scarcely dry upon it!”

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)
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ED WESTON bowed to the perfunc-

I tory applause that greeted the close

of his crack shooting act, scowled as
soon as the curtain hid the audience, and
strode off stage with the silent scorn of the
artist whose highest achievements pass un-
appreciated. It was a sultry September
afternoon, the second day of the Majestic’s
opening week. Weston’s face was beaded
with sweat which brought out high lights
on the grease paint. He hugged his rifle in
the crook of his elbow and ran down-stairs
past a troupe of trained dogs who were
waiting to go on as soon as their stage set
was arranged.

Weston scowled again as he passed the
dogs. He was billed below them, and the
thought rankled. The humiliation was for
more than the moment, too. By unhappy
contrast it recalled the years when he was a
popular top-liner. His act was fifty per
cent better now than it had been then, yet
he was slipping steadily downward. He

threw off his trim hunting jacket and glared
disgustedly at himself in the dressing-room
mirror.

He was a handsome figure, slender and
agile as a boy, though his hair was touched
with gray. And he had the keen, alert face
of the trained sportsman. Realizing the
demand for novelty in the vaudeville game,
he had added new and difficult features
steadily. Yet the act failed to bring its
old response. Imitators had taken some of
his easiest stunts, given them a unique or
spectacular setting, and captured the ca-
pricious public which had once thrilled to
his simple, steady nerve and urerring skill.

There was Tim Badger, who appeared
in cowboy costume, did fancy dances,
twirled a lariat, and shot about half as well
as Weston. There was Desideria, adver-
tised as an Indian Princess from Oklahoma,
with long braids of black hair and fringe:!
skirt and leggings; who shot almost as wel'
as Badger. And there was Angela Roe who
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posed in flesh tights and did a little fancy
sbomg along with acrobatics.

“ They want leg shews and colered lights
and—trained dogs,” muttered Weston.
“ Darn them dogs!”

He mused in the manner of a man who
is much alone and bhas found himself con-
genial company. Indeed, Westowr was
about as solitary on the vaudeville circei¢
as he was at his Rocky Mountain shack
where deer grased within range of his rifle.
Ife spent his summers at the shack, where
he humted, fished, and kept up his target
practise. Yet he loved the stage as he loved
the wild solitudes. He had come te it from
early eircus-riding days. But it had never
had for him the comradeship of the circusn.

Weston held himself aloof from the other
players, as a rale. It was the ansiences
that gave him the companionship he re-
quired. Now he felt them growing celd,
and the realization stung him cruelly. Half
of his Hfe, the warm, pulsing, humsa half,
seemed to be slipping away. He could go
back to his mountain hermitage, but it
would be pallid and desolate in winter. He
could never stand the continual silence and
isolation. He wanted also the glow of
lights, the sea of faces beyond, and the
quick sympathy ef applause. He loved the
sense of bringing semething from the green
trails to the brick-bound cities.

Because he had restricted his life so nar-
rowly to this one human contact he was
staggered at the possibility of lesing it.
And he knew only too well that the mo-
ment he let this hammting fear possess his
nerves he would lose the keen adjustment
that made his performance possible. His
eye mmst not fail him for a second or his
hamd waver a hair’s breadth. He must
know exactly what he conild do. He must
Eeep calm, poised, and eternally fit. ’

Weston gritted his teeth with fresh re-
solve as he mopped eff the grease paint.
Up-stairs the orchestra was stressing the
trained dog tricks and the house roared at,
frequent intervals. Weston dressed in his
street clothes and burried out to his hotel.
He wamted to escape from the theater as
fronr a scene of defeat. He hated the quar-
reling acrobats in the dressing-roont nezt
his own. He hated the dogs leaping about,
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dancing, begging, kneeling at the gesture
of their trainer. Seme of them wore wait-
ers’ caps and aprons. Seme of them werve
dressed like children. Three of them rode
in a doll carriage which another pushed.

“ Why can’t they let a dog be a dog?”
growled Westorr.

In his hotel roem he tried to read. He
bad a new book om weederaft, his faverite
hobby, and he had a mystery novel of the
Northrwest. He had bought batlr boaks tive
day before because he knew he should need
diversion, but they failed to hold his attes-
tiom. Semewhere in the back of his brain
a sullen dread gnawed faintly, the dread of
losing his nerwe, of failing evex in the ham-
ble position in which he was waw beoked.
And he loathed himself for the weakening
fiber, for the doubt that threatened to sap
his poise. He had feit the fear dimly fox
months, but he had tried to smather it, t»
laugh it away. This afterncon he had gone
on with a grips of will that left hime weak
and exhamsted at the end of his act. He
stretghed his hand out before him and de-
tected a faint tremor at the finger-tips.
With an effort he held it steady.

At dinmer that evening he was unable to
withdraw himself as he usually did frem
the chattering crowd around kim. It
seemed as if the players he knew who were
seated about the dining-room stared at him
with amusement or pity. It seemed that
they must know of his failure amd were an~
ticipating his uitimate fall. A wave of bit-
terness and resentment swept him, a feeling
vastly different from his habitual mlerance,
his shy, kindly remoteness. <He ate his foed
mechanically and then went for a walk
througir the strange streets, peering inte
shop windows, glancing furtively at the peo-~
ple he met. All at once he had grewn tired
of being alone, and yet he dreaded meeting
the people he knew. It seemed they must
read his secret fear and would emphasize
it by their own distrust of him.

IE
WesToN made up early that evening and
awaited his turn with the anxiety of am

amatenr. He kept picking up his rifle,
swabbing off an imeginary speclk, putting
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it down again and pacing about the room.
He heard the orchestra tuning up, caught
the dull rumble and chatter of the filling
house. The two acrobats jangled good-
humoredly in the next room. It seemed a
habit with them, this animated verbal com-
bat, a relaxation, a harmless diversion. But
it got on Weston’s nerves.

He studied his watch and realized that
he had half an hour before time to go on,
and in sheer desperation went up-stairs to
watch the bill open. One of the acrobats
came along after him.

“ Say, Bud, that’s a bully act of yours,”
the man observed.

Weston eyed him suspiciously.  Yes, it
is!” he grunted.

“Sure thing! I mean it, Bo. Best
shootin’ I ever see, and 1 know the nerve
it takes to keep it up. Tried a little target
work myself wunst, but I got scared after
a while. Couldn’t keep muh form.”

Weston felt the flood of confidence which
the man’s first words had given him ebbing
away as he brooded over the final confes-
sion.

“Yes, he—he got scared. Lost his
form,” he said to himself as he ran down-
. stairs again and began fumbling with his
gun, looking at his watch and trying to
keep his impatience in check.

Yet he walked on twenty minutes later
with his old air of assurance. He did his
most difficult feats with unwavering accu-
racy. Somehow his personality got the
thing over, and the house came back en-
thusiastically. The question was how long
he could keep it up.

Weston remained in the wings at the
close of his act. He felt a thrill of triumph
through the nervous weakness that shook
him. And he felt again his new need of
companionship. He watched the dogs in
a snarl of waving tails off stage. Some of
them enjoyed it. But others looked pa-
thetically bored. And there was one, a

fine English bird dog who obviously re- .

garded the whole performance as an out-
rageous indignity.

One of the pointer’s tasks was to trundle
the doll carriage. Weston saw the shrink-
ing of the slim, sensitive body as the toy
was pushed up for the dog to take on. “ Get
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up there, Bird,” ordered the trainer. The
dog put his forefeet on the handle-bar and
toddled out grotesquely, a white cap over
one ear, apron strings dangling, and the
audience greeted his reluctant appearance
with shouts of mirth. Clear around the
stage went the little procession, three poo-
dles riding, the pointer pushing, and the
other dogs dancing along on their hind legs.

‘“ Poor Bird, he don’t like it,” said Wes-
ton, as the doll carriage came off at last and
the dog sat down to wait until he should be
ordered out to say his prayers and help
form the pyramid.

At the-sound of Weston’s voice the point-
er looked up with such a human expression
of gratitude and appeal that Weston was
startled. Words could not have been more
eloquent than that beseeching look.

“Naw, he’s a piker,” commented the
trainer. “ Works the worst of any of ’em.
We gotta get rid of him.”

Weston laid his hand on the dog’s shoul-
der. Bird nosed the sympathetic fingers
and started to follow Weston, but was or-
dered back to say his prayers. But Wes-
ton couldn’t get the dog out of his mind.

““ Looks like old Pal,” he mused. ‘ Same
kind of eyes.”

He fell to thinking of Pal, of tramps they
had taken, of game they had bagged. He
had thought he never wanted another dog
after Pal died. But this creature’s misery
haunted him. It was as if a brother of
Pal’s had asked him for help and he was
passing the plea cold-heartedly by. A
proud, intelligent, courageous breed, all
nerves and endurance on an open trail,
faithful unto death to the masters they
served. No wonder poor Bird drooped and
suffered under the ignominy of a white cot-
ton cap, apron-strings, and a doll carriage.

“ Gee, I'd like to show him the time of
his life! Wonder if he’s been trained to
point,” thought Weston.

I1I1.

HE was on hand to watch Bird every bill,
after that first meeting. The new interest
steadied him, made him forget his panic,
and the dog showed that he was ready to
lay down his life for his friend.
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Weston wired his manager for time off
on account of ill health, and at the end of
the week be bought Bird and took him to
New York. The dog was a trained pointer,
and Weston was already looking forward
to their summer at the mountain shack.
But it was about another matter that he
wanted to see his manager.

In two weeks he opened again at Min-
neapolis. As the curtain went up on the
new set the house rippled with applause.
The back drop was an exquisite expanse of
blue lake. The stage represented an au-
tumn forest. A yellow leaf dropped casu-
ally to rest among its fellows besidé a mossy
path. Sunlight dripped through a tangle
of boughs. And in the middle of the stage
stood Bird, rigid as a statue, pointing.

The simple perfection of the scene grew
upon the audience and a second ripple

U
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swept them before Weston ran on in hunt-
ing clothes and began his spectacular target
work. Weston himself felt the old thrill of
the days when he sprang into a circus ring.
He was as cool as a clam, with the singing
ecstasy underneath that told him he
couldn’t fail. His work caught on as it
used to when he first began in vaudeville.
And when Bird brought him apples to quar-
ter and plates to halve, and finally ran on
to lay a dead duck at his feet, the house
howled with glee. :
The act closed with the two hunters
building a camp-fire. The obvious com-
radeship of man and dog got over as well
as the marksman’s skill. Weston bowed
and Bird pointed as they took curtain after
curtain. And out in front of the theater
at the top of the bill flamed “ Weston and
Bird ” in tall black letters,

U

RECONCILIATION

SOMETIMES wonder when and how
You will come back to me,
Across what stretch of burning sand,
Across what sobbing sea?
What word will break the silence long
That now sweet Speech denies,
And what will be the tale that each
Reads in the other’s eyes? -

Will folds of sunshine, golden fair,
Across our pathway flow,

Or will our souls in rapture meet
Beneath the starlight’s glow?

Will flowers bloom, birds sweetly singy
To welcome in the day,

Or will dead leaves be blown across
A sky of tearful gray?

Let it be soon! Come as it may,
Enough there is of pain

Without the added weight of wo
If love like ours were slain;

Come back to life and hepe and joy,
These arms are open wide; . )

Ceome back and find our early love
Thorn crowned, but sanctified!

Clarence Urmy.
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CHAPTER XXIII.
SURRENDER.

UD LUCAS’S surmise that Redmond
B_ had known Jennifer, because of the

horse ridden by the latter, had been
only partly correct. Redmond had caught
a flashing glimpse of Jennifer himself.
Jennifer had ridden within arm’s length of
him on his northward flight during the
fight.

Redmond’s attention had been directed
to a piebald horse, which had been racing,
apparently riderless, out of the agitated
group of horsemen at the river. Because
of the animal’s color he bad involuntarily
picked it from among a number of other
riderless horses. And he had instantly rec-
ognized it, having noticed Jennifer riding
it a short time before his meeting with
Pennington in Loma.

However, he would not have paid any
attention to the animal had he not noticed
a man clinging to the saddle, riding Indian
fashion, with one leg thrown over the
horse’s back, and an arm crooked around
its neck, bringing his body below the beast’s
back, to conceal himself from anyone who
might be impelled to use him as a target.
In the semidarkness Jennifer might have

escaped without being noticed, had the pie-
bald horse sheered off when it approached
Redmond and his men. But the animal
had plunged straight through the group, so
close to Redmond that the latter could have
touched it with a hand; so close that he
had seen Jennifer’s face turned toward him.
Redmond knew Denby had enough men
to subdue the rustlers without his assist-
ance, for at the first fire a number of them
had been shot from their saddles; and he
had a personal interest in Jennifer. There-
fore he called sharply to Lucas, wheeled his
horse, and started in pursuit of the rustler.
However, he had some trouble accom-
plishing the rearward movement, for there
were horses behind him and excited men
who evidently could not understand why
he wanted to get to the rear when all the
action was in front. And so when he finally
got out of the press and headed north,
Jennifer was well on his way into the flat.
Redmond’s horse did well, but failed to
gain on the rider ahead of him. That was
partly because of Jennifer’s familiarity with
the trail, and because Redmond’s horse had
been inactive for two or three hours. He
fell back during the first fifteen minutes of
the ride, but after he began to warm to his
work he regained some of the distance.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for October 15.
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The animal under Jennifer was fast and
spirited. Redmond conld tell that by the
way he lengthened the distance between
them when he reached a section of upland.
Jennifer was two miles ahead of Redmond,
when the latter’s horse rushed over the
north rim of the flat and straightened out
for the run over the big level that
stretched clear to Loma, which lay about
ten miles north of the flat.

Redmond, however, was not particularly
anxions to overtake Jennifer before he
reached Loma. It made little difference to
Redmond where he met the man.

Yesterday morning, in Loma, when he
had seen Jennifer, he felt that his responsi-
bility for the safety of Martha Moyer
should have firsf consideration. He could
not afford to run the risk of being killed in
a fight with the man, to leave the gid in
Loma unprotected, and ignorant of the evil
intentions of Egan. Pennington, of course,
had forced him to fight, and he had been
glad none of the others had interfered.

Now the situation was different. He had
taken Denby into his confidence; Jennifer
and his men had been apprehended in the
very act of stealing cattle, and could not
seek the protection of the law.

- Redmond’s hatred of Jemnifer was al-

most as intense as his hatred of Egan. For
at the trial Jennifer had sworn that he had
seen Redmond sheoot Tim Owens, when as
a matter of fact Jennifer bad not been in
the vicinity at the time of the murder.

His plans for killing Egan, having been
temporarily defeated through his considera-
tion for the feelings.of Martha Moyer, Red-
mond’s passions now centered with terrible
definiteness upon Jennifer. He felt at this
moment as he had felt when he had reached
the K Down to find Sneddon and Craim in
a room of the ranch-house. The accumu-
lated resentment, and the impotent rage of
two years contemplation of the wrong done
him by Egan and Jennifer was again seeth-
ing in his veins, filling him with the urge
to slay.

It seemed Jennifer knew some one was
on his trail, for he did pot spare his horse
on the ride over the level, though he gained
little. '

Redmond did not force his horse. He
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felt certain Jennifer would halt at Loma,
for Pete Goin’s gambling house had always
been headquarters for Egan, Jennifer, and
their outlaw crew in the old days, and Red-~
mond had no doubt that Jennifer would go
straight to the Low Card as a homing pigeop
flies to its loft. If Jennifer could reach the
Low Card without being seen by any of
Loma’s decent citizens, he could induce
Pete Goin to swear that he had been in
Loma all night. Thus he would escape
the net that Denby was drawing arouwnd
the outlaw band. :

Daylight came suddenly while Redmond
was still 2 mile or so from Loma. A
minute before the world had been swathed
in semigloom; now a dazzling white light
bathed it; and Loma, squatting in the sud-
den radiance, seemed as forlorn and ghastly
as a beap of bleached bones in a desert.

Jennifer had vanished. His lead of two
miles bad given him several minutes in
which to make himself invisible—conceding
that he had divined the identity of his
pursuer—and when Redmond finally rode

up to the hitching rail in frent of the Low

Card Jennifer’s horse was not even in
sight.

The Low Card was closed; its windows
covered with rough board shutters. Dis-
mounting, and placing an ear against the
closed door of the place, Redmond listened.
Hearing no sound, he hesitated an instant,
and then ran around the side of the build-
ing, where he knew an outside stairway
ran to the upper story, to a hallway.

Redmond went up the stairway with
huge leaps, turned intp the hallway, and
pounded heavily upon the door of a room.

With his first blow on the door, a voice
penetrated the thin partition—Pete Goin’s,

“ Who’s there?”

“ Redmond,” said the latter. “ Open
up! ”

“ What do you want, Redmond?” Goin’s
voice was belligerent.

“ Visitin’,” said Redmond.

“I'm not receiving this morning, Red-
mond,” came Gqin’s voice freighted with
sarcasm.

“Open up or I'll bust the door down!”
threatened Redmond.

“ That’s different,” laughed Goin. There
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were two or three steps on the bare floor;
then the door swung open, and disclosed
Goin in his night clothing, an ironic, specu-
lative smile on his face.

He stepped back a little, bowed derisively
and started to speak. But Redmond
brushed past him, paying no attention to
his extravagantly polite movement—drew
his gun and strode to a closet, into which
he glanced.

“ Looking for somebody,
sald Goin.

“ Where’s Jennifer?” demanded Red-
mond.

“ Y didn’t know Jennifer was in town.”
Goin’s gaze met Redmond’s steadily, with
cold hostility.

Redmond?”

“You're a liar, Goin! You've got
Jennifer hid out some place.”
Goin bristled with rage. He stepped

close to Redmond. His voice exuded hate.

“T let no man call me that, Redmond!”
he said.

Silently, Redmond leaped for him. The
pistol was still in his right hand; the fingers
of his left gripped Goin’s throat. Goin
was forced back against the outside wall,
against which he was flattened, squirming,
kicking his legs grotesquely, trying to break
the grip of the other’s iron fingers, while his
face purpled and his eyes bulged with
terror.

“ You’re some particular how folks talk
to you, you damned smooth sneak!” said
Redmond. “I'm warnin’ you that I ain’t
goin’ to fool with you. Where’s Jennifer?”
. The grip of the terrible fingers relaxed.
Goin’s body started to sag, but Redmond’s
left hand shifted, and Goin was held to a
perpendicular by a vicious pressure against
his shoulder.

It was some seconds before he could
speak. Meanwhile Redmond’s eyes, gleam-
ing with deadly earnestness, held his.

“I'm giving it to you straight, Red-
mond; I haven’t seen Jennifer since last
night.”

Evidently Redmond believed him. The
pressure against Goin’s shoulder relaxed;
he sank limply to the floor, while Redmond,
without a glance backward, strede to the
door, ran down the hallway to the stairs
and thence to the street.
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Loma’s citizens arose with the dawn.
When Redmond appeared in the street
there were half a dozen men in front of
the Low Card, draped over the hitching
rail, waiting for the doors to open. Farther
down the street were other men, lounging
in front of other buildings. Two or three
of the other saloons were already open.

Redmond strode to the group of men
at the hitching rail in front of the Low
Card. He had sheathed his gun, but there
was a light in his eyes which brought a
queer paleness to the faces of the men who
beheld him.

“ Seen Jennifer?” he questioned.

“ Seen him last night,” answered one of
the men.

“ Not this mornin’?”

The man accomplished &n awed negative,
and when Redmond passed on toward an-
other group of men farther down the street
the man whispered hoarsely to his fellows:

“T reckon Jennifer’s aimin’ to cash in.
Lord, Redmond’s riled!”

“ What did Jennifer do?” questloned an-
other man. :

“ Hell, man—that’s Larry .Redmond!
Forgot you got here after. I reckon it’s
about that trial. Jennifer testified- Red-

-mond killed a man. In the basin, it was—

three years ago. There’s a lot of folks
around here that have got an idea Jennifer
lied about that killin’. Redmond’s just got
back from prison, an’ I reckon he’s got the
same. notion. I'm a heap tickled I ain’t
Jennifer!”

Redmond inquired further about Jenni-
fer. It seemed no one had seen him ride
into town. And yet Redmond was con-
vinced he had entered town. He searched
every building; forcing his way in when
necessary, the menace in his manner si-

-lencing all objection.

His search did not cease with the stores
and dwellings. He explored stables, sheds
and other outbuildings; and at last found
Jennifer’s piebald horse.

Convinced beyond all doubt that Jenni-
fer was hidden in one of the town’s build-
ings, Redmond again searched them. He
had confided his errand to no one, but
as he continued his search several of the
decent citizens, divining his intentions and
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wishing ill to the man they had long sus-
.pected of being leagued with the sinister
power that had ruled the vicinity, followed
him at a respectful distance.

Redmond’s final search brought no re-
sult. Jennifer’s hiding place was a good
one. :
Redmond had been active all night, and
the incessant exertion of the past few hours
had told on him. He scowled at the good
men who had been dogging his footsteps,
so that they discreetly withdrew to their
several abodes—or pretended suddenly to
have business elsewhere, permitting Red-
mond to walk alone down the street.
halted presently, and leaned against the
stone wall of a building. He was disap-
pointed, puzzled. : -

He was still determined to find Jennifer,
and from his present position he could look
down the length of Loma’s one street and
over the flat level country surrounding the
town. He meant to stay where he was
until Jennifer showed himself.

Glancing westward, he saw two riders
coming, racing toward him rapidly. He
watched them as they drew closer, at last
identifying them as Denby and Lucas.

Grimly satisfied, for now he would have -

help in his search for Jennifer, he took a
step toward the approaching riders.

At that instant a voice reached his ears—-
a whisper that seemed to come out of no-
where.

“ Redmond!” it said.

Redmond gazed sharply about. There
was no one near him. Directly across the
street from him were a store and a black-
smith shop and a livery stable. The doors
and windows of these buildings were closed;
the street in front of them was deserted.
At his back was the building whose wall
he had been leaning against, and next to
it on the east was a private dwelling.
Adjoining on the west was another private
dwelling. The doors and windows of both
these buildings were closed, the window
shades drawn.

Farther down the street were several
men, but they were too far away to whis-
per to him.

Again, while he stood glancing uncer-
tainly about his name was repeated, still

He
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in a whisper, in a voice that was strangely
familiar. This time he located the direction
from which the voice came, wheeled swiftly
and saw Slim Morton looking at him from
behind the iron bars of a little window
in the stone wall against which he had
previously been leaning.

Slim grimaced at Redmond when he met
the latter’s astonished gaze, and shook his
head with a violent, negative motion, which
Redmond interpreted as a signal for silence.

“Sh-h!” he whispered again. * Jenm-
fer's in here—in the cell next to me an
Shorty! Corwin’s hidin’ him!”

In an instant Redmond was at the door
of the building. The door opened at his
vicious shove, and he stood on the thres-
hold, facing Corwin, who was sitting at
a desk which stood against the farther wall
of a room that the sheriff used as an office.

Corwin’s back had been toward the door;
he swung around and faced Redmond at the
sound of the door opening,.

“ Why, it’s Redmond!” he said.

The sheriff’s fat face was flushed. But
he settled back in his chair with heavy
deliberation and regarded Redmond with a
disagreeable smile,

“ Come to give yourself up?” he ques-
tioned.-

“Youre a bad guesser, Corwin,” said
Redmond. ““I've come to see Jennifer.”

Corwin cleared his throat and spat thin-
ly on the floor before he answered. Hxs
dlsagreeable smile broadened.

“It’s ag’in’ the rules for-any one to see
the prisoners, Redmond. I got to refuse.”

“ What’s Jennifer in for?”

“ For breakin’ the peace. He got loaded
on Pete Goin’s forty-rod.”

“ When?”

“T don’t reckon that’s any of your busi-
ness, Redmond,” said Corwin. “ But see-
in’ that you’re so damned inquisitive, it was
last night. If you’re that particular, I'll
give you the time. It was exactly nine-
thirty when I brought him in here.”

“So that’s the game you'’re playin’, Cor-
win,” said - Redmond. “ You're tryin’ to
frame an alibi for him. 1t don’t go. Get
up on your hind legs an’ flash the keys to
that door, an’ to Jennifer’s cell!”

Redmond removed his right hand slight-
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ly, and his six-shooter lay in the palm. The
weapon was unaimed, but its dark muzze
seemed to be staring straight at the sheriff.

The latter’s face swelled with impotent
wrath, His hands sought the arm of his
chair, tightening upon them; his muscles
strained; he glanced downward at his own
weapon, then up at Redmond’s. Thea his
gaze went beyond Redmond, to the deor
leading to the cells.

“ Hel!” he said disgustedly.
T've got to give them to you!”

His right hand moved toward his hip
pocket as though to reach for the keys,
then jerked quickly forward as he twisted
i his chair and leaped to his feet.

If he thought the movement would dis-
concert Redmond he had erred. For as his
gun came free Redmond’s weapon crashed
spitefully, the lancelike flame from jts muz-
zle seemed to touch Corwin’s wrist. Cor-
win staggered, screamed with agony,
grabbed his right arm with his left hand
and held it tightly against his stomach,
while his gun struck the floor and was
kicked into a corner by Redmond.

Then several things happened so quickly
to Corwin that afterward he could never
clearly remember them.,

He saw Redmond’s blazing eyes as Red-
mond leaped toward him. Then Redmond’s
right fist, starting low, struck Corwin’s jaw
and he tumbled backward, to land on the
top of his desk. He was not unconscious
and he tried to fight back; but his huge
bulk was twisted and lifted and turned on
the desk-top until he was wound with rope
and flat on his back, unable to move. The
rope, he knew, came from a peg on the
wall of the office; he had hung it there
himself the night before.

He felt Redmond’s hand in his hip
pocket dragging forth the keys to the jail.
Then he was lifted and dumped violently
into a eorner, where he lay, cursing fluently
and watching Redmond ualock the big door
that led into the corridor to the jail’s two
cells.

Redmond’s gun was still in his hand as
he swung the big door epen. He slipped
into the corridor, flattened bimself against
the wall and began to move toward the
nearer of the two cells. Before he could

“ 1 reckon
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reaehtheedgeoftheﬁrsthehwd]enm
fer’s voice.

“Hell!” said the voice. “I hear you
comin’, Redmend. “I'm licked. I aim’
achin’ for none of your damn gum-play!
It’s too cursed certain!”

Slim’s voice instantly followed.

“You've sure put the fear of God into

him, boss,” he chuckled. “ He's got his
sky-hooks grabbin’ for the roef! Come
a-runnin’!”

Jennifer was standing in the center eof
the first cell with his hands raised abowe
his head when Redmond came into view.

Through an iron grating in the stone wall
between the two cells Slim was watching
Jennifer, his face plastered against the bars,
#a huge, exultant smile on his lips.

Jennifer sfood rigid while Redmond un-
locked the cell door, emtered, aad teok
his gun. Apparently Jennifer realized the
futility of further efforts to escape froma
the trap in which he and his fellow rustiers
had been caught.

He stood, silently watching as Redmond
opened the door of the other cell and let
Slim and Shorty into the corrider, and
quietly obeyed when Redmond ordered him
to precede him down the corridor to the
office where the had left Corwin.

When Redmond reached the office Denby
and Lucas were standing in the outside
doorway, staring at the sheriff, who still lay
where Redmond had left him. At sight
of Denby and Lucas, Jenmfer looked glum,
though there was a question in his eyes

Denby answered it.

“It was a clean-up, Jemnifer. There’s
an even dozen left. You masake thirteen.
Unlucky, éh?”

“ Sort of,” said Jenmifer tonelessly. v

“ There’ll be twelve left,” said Redmond.
He was facing Jennifer, his eyes were blaz-
ing with a wanton light that made the out-
law catch his breath sharply.

* There’ll be twelve left in another min-
ute, Jennifer,” he said. “ You sure was
wise in puttin’ up your hands when you
heard me comin’. You knew I couldn’t
kil you then. It’s different now. I'm
warnin’ you fair. I’'m wantin’ you to tell
the truth about the killim’ of Tim Owens!”

For an instant Jennifer sullenly met the
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steady glare of Redmond’s eyes; then he
smiled crookedly.

“T never was strong for that deal, Red-
mond,” he said. “ I’m wantin’ you to know
it now. You’d always been white. I reckon
Moyer had us all locoed. Moyer Killed
Owens. The whole gang saw him do it.
We was hidin’ out in the hills an’ saw you
ride down into the flat where Tim was. 1
lied at the trial. Dugan an’ Pelton an’ all
of Tim’s outfit was in the deal. Moyer
was runnin’ things. They was runnin’ off
stock right under Tim’s nose, an’ Tim
thought they was square. It was when he
found Moyer out that Moyer killed him.
That’s straight.”

“It’s sure refreshin’ to met an honest
man, Jennifer,” said Redmond. “ You talk

like you was goin’ to live a few years longer -

—if you keep on tellin’ the truth. We're
aimin’ to run this town clean, from now
on, an’ we don’t want to have any one
hangin’ around here who’d be tickled to
shoot you in the back for the talkin’ you've
alread done.”

Jennifer’s gaze went to Corwin.

“You white-livered sneak!” raged the
latter, glaring at Jennifer.

Jennifer sneered as he gazed at the
sheriff.

“ 1 wouldn’t want that hangin’ around,”
he said.

‘“ Any one else you carin’ to name?” sug-
gested Redmond.

‘ Pete Goin,” announced the latter, grin-
ning coldly. “ Him an’ Moyer was hogs
on the split. An’ there’s the new judge—
Pond. He promised to work with us. I'm
sort of doubtful about him, not trustin’
him a heap.”

“ Otherwise you wouldn’t have talked as

_much as you have—eh, Jennifer?”

This last remark was from Denby.
was smiling.

Jennife.’s eyes quickened, and he grinned
reluctantly.

“T reckon I had him sized up right,” he
said. _

“You did, Jennifer,” said Denby.
¢ Judge Pond was sent here by the Gov-
emor to help us round you fellows up. He
was to pretend to be with you.”

Jennifer’s eyes glittered with passion for

He
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an instant, then he made a gesture of resig-
nation.

“ I reckon that’s all, gents,” he said.

“ That will be all for a few minutes,” said
Denby. He reached out and took the jail
keys from Redmond. Then he ushered Jen-
nifer back into his cell, ordered Slim and
Shorty to carry Corwin into the other; sent
Slim for the town’s doctor, who would care
for Corwin’s shattered arm, and himself
went for Judge Pond, who returned with
him and properly attested Jennifer’s state-
ment regarding the murder of Tim Owens.

While Denby and Judge Pond were in
the jail, Redmond strode outside into the
sunlight.

He was satisfied with the result of the
night’s work. The outlaw band had been
broken up, and Jennifer’s statement would
set him right with those in the v1c1mty who
‘had doubted him.

But there still remained the problem of

~how to deal with Egan. Martha was still
at the Bar R, and apparently she was
satisfied of his innocence. But he felt that
there would come a day when she would
decide to go back to the K Down, to face
Egan. And then—

He became aware that Shorty was stand-
ing beside him.

1 slipped out to tell you,” said Shorty.
I been dyin’ to tell you all along. Martha
Moyer’s gone. Her brother come for her.
Corwin jumped on me an’ Slim night be-
fore last, when you said we could go to
town. Yesterday mornin’ Corwin took me
an’ Slim down to the Bar R. Mint Moyer
was with us—he’d got in town the night
before.

“ Moyer showed us up—told the girl
she’d been fooled about Dugan an’ Pelton—
that we was them. Your mother admitted
it. An’ Martha wemt back to Moyer’s
ranch with him, feelin’ mighty mad. I
reckon I ought to have told you about it
a_”

Shorty was startled to a pause; for Red-
mond was running down the street toward
the hitching-rail in front of the Low Card,
where he had left his horse; and while
Shorty watched him, he mounted with the
animal in motion and rode eastward.

In five minutes horse and rider had dwin-
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dled to the proportions of a dot in the
green-brown space; and in five minute
more they had vanished completely into a
tiny dust-cloud that seemed to travel with
inconceivable rapidity toward the horizon,

CHAPTER XXIV,
PURSUIT.

HEN Redmond had reached the K
Down in his quest for Egan, and
 when he had been facing Sneddon
and Craimi in the room of the ranch-house
that night, his passions had been violent.
But compared with the cold fury that
gripped him as he raced his horse over the
back trail, his passions of the earlier day
were as water to strong wine.

On that other day his chief emotion had
been hatred; now the hatred had become
intensified, and something had been added
to it—a jealous rage.

As he sent the big horse scampermg over
the level, heading him into the sixty miles
of rugged country that stretched between
him and the girl who was being tricked
by the man who had killed her brother,
and who now must think Egan innocent of

the killing of Tim Owens because of her

discovery of the real identity of Slim and
Shorty, he was determined to put an end to
Egan’s crimes. He meant to kill the man
regardless of what Martha might think of
him,

However, despite his furious impatience
to reach the K Down, he knew his horse
could not travel the sixty miles at the rapid
pace into which he had been forced at the
beginning of the ride, and after a run of
several miles Redmond reluctantly drew
him down.

He walked the animal down a long slope,
conserving his strength for a run across a
lower level, which began at the bottom of
the slope; but after he had traversed the
level at constantly increasing speed, due
to an impatience that he could not conquer,
he gave the horse the reins and permitted
a burst of speed that sent the miles spinning

- rearward with amazing swiftness.

He had taken the south trail; the one

that led through Conklin’s Pass; the one
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Martha and he had traveled on their way
to Legget’s Basin,

A nameless emotion gripped him as he
thought of her reluctance to enter the town,
after he had given her some intimation of
its character. Her manner that night had
told him more plainly than words of the
sturdy honesty that governed her, and of her
loathing of vice and crime in all their varied
forms. Had he given the words she would
have ridden down the precipitous basin trail

_ rather than spend one night in Loma.

Yet, despite her instinctive distrust of
all things that bore an appearance of evil,
she had trusted him from the first, when
she had entered the kitchen of the K Down:
ranch-house to find him at the cook-stove.
He assured himself that he would never
forget her eyes when she had stood in the
doorway looking at him.

That picture of her was vivid. And there
were others that flittered before his mental
vision. All along the trail were places that
he would never forget—spots where they
had halted; others where she had spoken to
him. As the big horse flashed by those
spots Redmond identified them swiftly—
they were mile-posts that marked the prog-
ress of his gradual surrender to her charms.

He told himself that he had been too
eager, too impetuous. If he had delayed
arranging the impersonation of Bill Dugan
and Judge Pelton by Slim and Shorty; if
he had waited until now—when the band
of rustlers had been broken up—he might
have told Martha of Jennifer’s confession.

She would have believed Denby, and she
would not at this moment be with Moyer,
convinced, no doubt, that Moyer had been
maligned, and that he, Redmond, was an
unprincipled scoundrel.

But he was not so much concerned over
what she must think of him as he was
for her safety. So far Egan had treated
her with respect and consideration; but
how long would he continue to do so? Red-
mond hoped Egan would delay whatever
crime he contemplated. But he had little
expectation that Egan would delay, now
that he had the girl again in his power
and was aware that he, Redmound, had re-
turned from prison to seek revenge. Egan
would work fast now!
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At a small river fifteen miles from Loma
Redmond halted his horse and permitted it
to drink sparingly. He himself drank
nothing.

The sun was well overhead when he
reached another river—the place where he
had bathed, where he had seen signs that
she had done likewise, at a spot farther
down the river. Though he was traveling at
a good pace he could still see the imprints
of her bare feet in the baked adobe mud of
the place.

Five miles farther on he swung his horse
sharply southward and crossed a barren
stretch of country—a section of desert
featured by lava beds, huge dead rocks and
hardy weeds. A dust-cloud rose behind him
as he rode, marking his progress, spiraling
upward into miniature whirlwinds, dropping
heavily when the breeze suddenly died
down.

He had cut across this desert because
doing so shortened the distance to the K
Down a little—not much, but perhaps a
mile. A great deal could happen while a
man rode a mile.

His horse was laboring when he finally
got out of the deep sand and struck 2 long
slope that led into some ‘hills, beyond which
loomed the shoulder of a mesa. He walked
the horse through the hills; got off and
ran by his side up the long slope to the
edge of the mesa.

There Redmond swung into the saddle
and urged the horse onward, with a grim
determination to push the animal to the
limit of his endurance.

Toward the middle of the afternoon,
while he was riding in a little flat with the
gun at his back, he felt the big horse stum-
ble. Farther on the animal stumbled again.
Redmond halted him, got out of the saddle
and went to his head.

The beast’s eyes were wild, his nostrils
were blood-flecked; he heaved air into his
lungs with great wheezing gasps; his head
drooped, and his legs were sprawled wide.
Redmond drew the drooping head to him
and sympathetically stroked the quivering
muzzle. The animal whinnied and again
stood erect.

Redmond did not get into the saddle
again for a long time. He looped the reins
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in an arm and strode forward, eastward,
following the dry bed of an arroyo, which
he knew would presently lead to water. He
reached the water after a while—a narrow
stream that he could have jumped across,
but clear as crystal—and for some time
bathed the animal’s head with the sparkling
liquid that he dipped from the stream with
his hat.

After a short time he permitted the beast
to drink sparingly, and a little later he
stood on the bank and watched it roll in
the water.

But all this had taken time. Redmond
cast a troubled glance at the sky. The
sun was just above the peak of a mountain
on the far horizon, seeming to touch it
with a blazing rim.

Redmond estimated that he had ridden
nearly fifty miles. That would still leave
about ten.” He gazed pityingly at the horse,
which had clambered out of the water and
mow stood, somewhat refreshed, but still
trembling.

“I reckon there ain’t any help for it,”
said Redmond.

He threw the saddle on the animal’s back,
tightened the cinches, slipped the bridle on
and swung into the saddle.

They got out of the flat, went up a tim-
bered slope—Redmond walking to save his
mount’s strength—and reached a level
which was featured by low, flat hills, trees
and nondescript brush.

Again Redmond mounted. The horse
seemed to have regained his strength, for
at Redmond’s word he broke into a run.
They had got far into the hill section, and
the horse was still going well, when from
a clump of brush beside the trail came a
streak of blue-white smoke shot with crim-
son fire,

Redmond tumbled forward, limply. The
bullet had struck him in the left shoulder.
He threw himself out of the saddle, ianding
on his hands and knees beside a mesquite
tree. He had twisted himself around, so
that he could reach for the gun at his right
hip. He got the weapon out. But that
action seemed to mark the limit of his
strength. He lunged forward, falling on his
face, his left arm awkwardly doubled under
him; his right hand, still gripping the pistol,
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stretched straight out on the ground, his
head seeming to rest upon it.

CHAPTER XXV.

CONFESSION.

MARTHA MOYER had kept her

thoughts pretty much to herself on

,  the homeward trip. And Egan had
respected her evident desire for silence; for
he rode a little distance ahead of her for
hours at a time, saying no word except
when absolutely necessary. In that man-
ner they traveled many miles.

They rode fast, for Egan was in the lead,
and he seemed, to Martha, to be impatient
to reach the K Down. As a matter of fact,
Martha was several times on the point of
ebjecting to such haste, but as the annoy-
ance was merely physical, she kept silent.

Since the developments of the early
morning, she, too, was eager to get the Bar
R as far behind her as possible. She had
no means of knowing what lay behind Red-
mond’s trickery, but that he bad some deep
motive was obvious, for he had even influ-
enced his mother to take part in the scheme
to -deceive her.

She liked the man who rode ahead of her
very little; the affection she felt for him
was of a negligible quality, if affection ex-
isted at all. For example, though he had
saved her from being imposed upon by Red-
mond, she was not conscious of any degree
of thankfulness toward him. As a matter
of fact, she was slightly enraged over the
contemplation of his manner during his
brief visit to the Bar R. He had seemed
too sure -of himself, too certain that she
would be convinced by his rather dramatie
action in magically producing Slim and
Shorty from out of nowhere. If he had be-
trayed a little excitement when he had
faced Mrs. Redmond she might have felt
more charitable toward him. But he had
stood there derisively smiling, most unhu-
manly enjoying his victory.

So, therefore, she was not enjoying the
prospect of returning to the K Down with
him, though she followed him meekly
enough, and resolutely kept the even pace
be had set.
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Egan took the south trail, and made few
stops. By maintaining a good pace, and
by keeping almost incessantly at it, they
made surprisingly good time, and shortly
after sunrise they were slightly more than
half-way to the K Down.

They +halted for breakfast, which con-
sisted of some dry soda biscuit and several
strips of “ jerked ” beef which Egan had
packed in his slicker against the trip te
Loma, after Martha. The food was washed
down with some weak coffee, made hastily
by Egan in a small coffee-pot which he also
taok out of the slicker.

Egan did not eat much, nor did Martha,
for that matter. She was thinking of Red-
mond’s remarkable cooking on the ride
westward, and of his censideration for her;
of his action in giving her the larger share
of the bacon that morning. She had pre-
tended not to notice his generosity, because
she hadn’t wanted him to think she was
accepting it. But there was a mighty con-
trast between this breakfast and the other.

Egan gulped his food hurriedly and left
her while she still sat on the grass, eating,
He was gone quite a time, and she was be-
ginning to worry about him, when he ap-
peared from the east, walking toward her
along the bank of the river—the river in
which she and Redmond had bethed, un-
known to each other.

Egan smiled at her, but she noted that
his face was flushed. However, she said
nothing as he saddled the horses, ‘and fol-
lowed him quietly as they took up the last
half of their journey.

Martha noticed that Egan did not travel
so rapidly, now; though they held to a fair-
ly even pace. Yet the afternoon was well
along when they crossed the river where
Martha had aoccused Redmond of neglect-
ing her; and the sun was low when they
finally dismounted at the gates of the K
Down corral fence and turned their horses
into the enclosure.

“ Home again—eh?” said Egan, smiling
at her. “I reckon you're sort of glad to-be
back again?”

“Yes—I think so,” she said.

She was appalled at the atmosphere that
now seemed to envelop the ranch-house. It
all seemed dull, drear and lonesame after—
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after the Bar R. In some subtle way the
ranch-house seemed to menace her. It was
not a presentiment; it was merely feeling
that something might happen to her. Of
coyrse the feeling was founded upon her
recently conceived dislike of her brother,
and of course it meant that she liked Red-
mond and was reluctant to come back here
where she might never see him again.

. She felt better when she got into the
ranch-house and saw her personal belong-
ings in her room; but when Egan rode away
shortly after their arrival, telling her he
was going “ down the river a piece,” she
went into the big room where she and Red-
mond had sat while he had told her about
the killing of Tim Owens, and sat there
long, her chin in her cupped hands, staring
into the cheerless fireplace.

She-kept seeing Redmond’s face. Dur-
ing his talk he had stood beside the man-
. tel, smoking; and she remembered that she
had been impressed with the honest gleam
in his eyes while he had talked; with his
seriousness and his quiet vehemence.

She sat in the big room until dusk fell.
Then she got up, lit all the lamps — for
somehow she felt she needed them to help
banish the sense of loss that seemed to af-
flict her—and went out into the kitchen to
prepare supper, knowing that her brother
would be hungry when he returned.

She heard him ride up while she was
standing at the stove pouring water into
the,coffee-pot—water that she had got from
the river after dusk. And when she heard
him washing his face from the basin that
stood on the little rear porch, she mentally
confessed, with reddening cheeks, that she
would prefer getting supper for Redmond.
For despite the trick he had played on her
she liked him better than she liked the man
who was about to enter the room.

She experienced a distinct shock when
Egan came in. Whether it had been be-
cause Redmond had called her attention to
it or whether her instinct had become acute
through her growing dislike of the man,
she felt as though she were facing a strang-
-er who had no right to be in the house with
her.
at the ranch-house she was conscious of a
fear of the man.

For the first time since she had lived
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He seemed different. There was some-
thing new and strange about him. He
didn’t look brotherly as he stood in the
doorway watching her.

His legs were sprawled apart, his arms
were folded over his chest; his chin was
thrust forward a little and his eyes held a
bright, odd gleam.

It wasn’t a gleam of brotherly affection.
It seemed strange, foreign, eager, amused,
merciless. It was an odd, mingled expres-
sion of many emotions, none of them sug-
gesting their relationship.

“ What has happened to you, Mint?”
she questioned. Her voice quavered and
she laughed in an effort to keep him from
noticing it.

“ Nothin’s happened,” he said shortly.

Abruptly he turned his back to her—she
thought he did it so that she could not see
his eyes—and stood for an instant staring
out into the darkness beyond the open door.
Then, without looking at her, he walked
across the room and sat down in a chair at
the table upon which she had already
placed a cover and dishes.

She busied herself at the stove, and in
walking from the stove to the cupboard
and the table, placing things where she
wanted them. Several times as he sat at
the table she threw covert glances at him,
to note that he watched her steadily, fol-
lowing her movements as she walked about
the room.

She delayed as much as possible, for she
was afflicted with a reluctance to sit at the
table opposite him; but at last there came
a time when she could not delay longer for
fear of arousing his suspicions. When the
last dish was on the table she dropped into
a chair and smiled at him.

“T suppose you are hungry?” she said.
“1 don’t seem to be—very much.”

. “You’d better eat,” he advised.

But she couldn’t eat. She was too dis-
turbed by his strange manner; over the
stranger thoughts that persisted in crowd-
ing themselves into her brain. She merely
nibbled at the food she took on her plate,
and sought to dispel the illusion that had
seized her upon her brother’s appearance—
that he was a stranger and had no right to
be here.
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He ate rapidly, and when he finished he
laid his knife and fork on the table beside
his plate, leaned his elbows on the table top
and cupped his chin in his hands. He
stared straight at her, his eyes agleam with
the strange emotions she had seen in them
when he had entered the room—emotions
that she could not analyze.

“ Well; we’re back,” be said.
mend dida’t grab yeu off.”

“ What do you mean?”

“T reckon you know well enough what
I mean. I mean that Redmond’s stuck on
yeu; that he took you over to the Bar R
te have you near him. I reckon you un-
derstand that, don’t you—you're of age.”

“T don’t pretend to know what was in
Redmond’s mind,” she denied. “ H he had
any such thought as that it was through no
act of mine.”

" «“Of course not,” he jeered. “ You're
innocent. ¥ reckon after a while you’ll say
yeu don’t like him.”

“T do like him!” she declared, resenting
his tone. “ In spite of everything I think
he is a real man!”

His face crimsoned, his eyes flashed with
a strange malignance.

“ You like him better than yeu like me,
I reckon.”

“ You are my brother,” she said. “ Nat-
urally if I like another man I don’t like him
in the way I like you.  You couldn’t ex-
pect it, could you?”

For a time he sat silent, watching her.
Then he said, abruptly:

“It’s time this thing was straightened
out; time you knowed just where you stand.
There ain’t no sense of foolin’ around any
longer.”

Alarmed at his manner she pushed her
chair back from the table and started to
rise, He gruffly ordered her to stay where
she was.

“ We're goin’ to settle this thing nght
now,” he said. “I’m wantin’ you to know
that Redmond didn’t kill Tim Owens. I
killed kim. I shot him because he caught
me burnin’ a cow’s hoofs, an’ we saddled
the killin’ onto Redmond because we want-
ed to get rid of him.”

“ We?” she said.

“ Me an’ the rustlers you’re so damned

“ Red-
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concerned about!” he said, venomously.
“ Bill Dugan an’ Judge Pelton was in it.
We framed Redmend an’ sent him to jail!”
He la.ughed “ That’s the kind of a yy
you've throwed in with!”

Amazed, speechless from the shock d
this stanhng revelation, she sat, wildly
staring at him.

“ I’ve been some stuck en you ever since
I saw you,” he went on, grinming at her.
“ But I've waited, tryin’ to find the coin
your dad hid, an’ waitin’ for Redmond to
show up se’s I could kill him. } knowed
the first time I seen him that he was wise
to what happened down on the Rio Pecos,
an’ I knowed he’d be back from jail to telt
what he knows. But Redmond’s dead by
now, an’ I'm givin’ it to you straight!”

“ Redmond dead!” she gasped.

“He’s dead if he tried to follow you
here,” he laughed. Sneddon started to
Loma with me-—after Redmond bored
Craim in Conkfin’s Pass. About half-way
to Loma, Sneddon’s horse broke a leg an’
I had to leave him there. I reckom yem
remember when I left you for a while this
mernin’—there by the river when you was
eatin’ breakfast? Well, I was talkin’ to
Sneddon. He was hid out in the brush;
he’d seen us comin’. I left him there, tell-
in’ him to watch for Redmond. Redmond
will hit the breeze here when he hears
you’ve come with me, for he knows what
happened on the Rio Pecos. An’ when he
strikes the place where the north an’ squth
trails meet, Sneddon will down him.”

Terrible cold had invaded Martha's
veins. An icy ring seemed to have been set
around her head, and her brain seemed to
be utterly unable to grasp the significance
of what the man seated before her was say-
ing.

“ Mint,” she said, “ what happened there
—on the Rio Pecos? And what do you
mean by saying you are ‘stuck’ on me?
Why, Mint; you are my brether!”

“ Brother—hell!” he laughed, brutaily.
He suddenly got up—se suddenly and with
so little regard for obstacles that his cheir
went down behind him and he brushed the
table aside with one sweep of his right arm,
so that it overturned, sending dishes crash-
ing to all parts of the room.

Y
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“ Brother, hell!” he repeated, following
her as she retreated toward the door that
led into the big room. “I ain’t your
brother! Do you suppose your brother
could be jealous of Redmond? Do you
suppose he could have watched you like
I've watched you for three months, tryin’
to be patient until the time comes when I
could own you?

“ Well, that time’s come. I've give up
hope of findin’ the damned money. I'm
takin’ you instead. Your brother!” He

laughed stridently and kept coming toward
her. “ Your brother was killed years ago
in th& Rio Pecos. Moreover, I killed him!”

“ Oh, my God!” shrieked the girl. Her
face turned the color of ashes; her knees
sagged. Two or three steps she took to-
ward the door leading to the big room;
then she fell limply forward in a huddled
heap near the stove.

Egan took one step toward her. Then
he stood with statuesque rigidity in a walk-
ing position, one leg slightly in advance of
the other, his arms stiffened, his hands
open, clawlike.

For from the open outside doorway had
come a voice, low, exultant:

[ Eganl’)

Egan turned slowly, his face whitening,
his eyes wide with fear and amazement.

Just inside the doorway stood Redmond.
He looked as a man looks who has run far
and long. He was breathing fast, his chest
swelling with each mighty breath he drew;
his hat was gone and his short black hair
was damp and matted with dust. His shirt
was stained redly where Sneddon’s bullet
had struck; and he swayed a little as he
stood there, looking at the man he had come
to kill.

“ Redmond!”’ whispered Egan.

The exclamation came through his teeth.
Slowly, watching the man in the doorway
with intense concentration, as though he
hoped to fascinate him into one more sec-
ond inaction, he turned so that he faced
Redmond.

Then he reached for the gun at his hip.

The flame from Redmond’s weapon fol-
lowed the jerky little movement of his right
hand toward his holster so quickly that it
seemed simultaneous.
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Egan’s gun dropped from his loosening
fingers. He took one step toward Red-
mond, to run into a second flame spurt that
scemed to strike his breaft. Then he
coughed, thickly, stopped, and pitched for-
ward noiselessly, going down so quietly that
it seemed he was merely tire-'

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE BACK TRAIL’S END.

F the memory of tragedy endured always
the world would wear a solemn visage,
Nature has provided wisely.

Besides, the real tragedy of Martha’s life
had occurred some years before on the Rio
Pecos. The man Redmond had killed had
been a brutal trickster—and Redmond him-
self was sitting beside her on the porch of
the Bar R ranch-house.

Down near the bunk-house were several
of the Bar R men; they could hear Mrs.
Redmond softly singing inside the house;
and near the stable Mary Redmond was
romping with a shaggy dog. The afternoon
sun was coming slantwise over the house,
creating a welcome shade on the porch, and
a steady breeze was sweeping over the ba-
sin, rippling Redmond’s black hair and
blowing some stray wisps of Martha’s into
his face. It was a week after the tragedy
at the K Down. R

Martha turned to Redmond.

Her eyes were marvelously bright and the
satiny skin of her cheeks was tinged with

‘a warm, new color,

“ Larry,” she said, “I knew all along
that you were telling the truth. I wanted
to believe you, but I couldn’t. I think it
was because of the way you treated me that
night in Conklin’s Pass. I hated you,
then.” ,

“ Well, I reckon I don’t blame you a
heap. But you see, I had to be the boss,
then. Next week it will be different—youll
be the boss.”

“ Larry,” she said, blushing, “ that’s too
soon.” '

‘“ All big things happen suddenly,” he
said. “Look at me meeting you at the K
Down. TI’d gone there to kill. Instead, I
fell in love, right off. I reckon the Crea-

RN
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tor’s got his own notions about how to run
things. I'm sure thankin’ him a heap for
havin’ you there when I got there.”

“ You haven’t told me how you escaped
Sneddon,” she said, after a pause. “ He—
Egan—told me he had left Sneddon back
on the trail to kill you.”

“ Sneddon’s still there on the trail,” said
Redmond. “ Some of the boys went over
from Loma to take care of him. I reckon
it ain’t important how I got away from him.
He’s there an’ I'm here.”

“ And you knew all along that Egan
wasn’t my brother,” she said. “ Why
didn’t you tell me?”

“ Shucks,” he said, gently reproving her.
“T’ve been hittin’ the back trail for a good
many years, tryin’ to get right with folks
who thought I wasn’t straight. Now I'm

(The

T is the tragedy of a good many lives
I that marriage turns a love affair into a
business venture. For example, there
was Caroline Harris and Percy Daltdn.
She fell in love with him because he took
her to the theater and dances. He fell in
love with her because she was pretty. Call
the causes trivial if you please. There is
always the bigger cause behind, that the
young people are young and ripe for ro-
mance. They were sincerely in love.
Well, they got married. Percy spent ten
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through with it I'd like to forget it. Things
ahead are more interestin’ than things be-
hind.” :

And then he talked to her of the days
that were to come, of a home he intended
to build for her after a while when his af-
fairs shaped themselves so that he could
afford it. He called her attention to the
great sweep of green brown country before
their eyes; dwelling long upon the beauty
of fleecy clouds and a sky of rarest blue;
and he spoke of the day when they would
ride to Loma to stand before the new judge.

And so they sat, while the afternoon
waned, dreaming of the future. And Mary,
playing with the dog, the cowboys at the
bunk-house and Mrs. Redmond in the
kitchen saw them there, and left them alone
with their dreams.

end.)

\

o

years trying to earn more than he could,
and Caroline spent the same ten years
trying to make a home for him on what
he earned. By the time their marriage
was a success as a business venture, Caro-
line was no longer pretty, and Percy hadn’t
taken her to the theater for ten years. ~
They do these things better in France.
There, marriages are arranged as business
ventures by parents who stand as guaran-
tors for them and who finance the critical
period. Love takes its own course. A
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young mam and a young weman placed in
the intimacy of marriage are likely to fall in
love with each other, provided they haven’t
been in love before. If they should fall in
love with otber persons, due allowance is
made for that possibility and the business
of married life is not disturbed.

Matilda was a lovable young animal of
seventeen, with a wardrobe of snares for
susceptible youth and no more business
sense than a grasshopper.

Fred was a penaniless college graduate of
twenty-two, who, true te good form and
heedful of what was expected of him, had
stifled the eravings for love during six years
of physical matuority while he completed
his education and got ready to begim to
start to stand on his own feet.

When he got out of college the first
thing he did was to propose marriage to
Matilda; the secomnd was to look for a job.
Matilda accepted him. That satised some
of the cravings by those demonstrations of
affection condoned in the newly engaged.
It also made half a man of him in a
quarter of a day by giving him in prospect
responsibilities he saw no way of meeting
adequately for a rumber of years.

Fortunately Rufus MacGreagor also ac-
cepted him as clerk on fifteen hundred a
year in the office of a husiness in down-
towa New York which has nething to do
with our stery.

All might still have been well if Fred had
prolonged the engagement unmtil he had
saved enough to permit him to marry de-
cently and support the lady in question in
that style to which she had been accus-
tomed, that style, mamely, which it had
taken her father the better part of fifty
years to achieve. ©Odd, isn’t it, how yeung
‘men are expected to begm where their
wives’ fathers left off? Engagements often
solve such difficulties by getting drawn out
so long and fine that it doesn’t take much
to break them.

Fred, though, was one of those pig-
beaded young men who thought he had to
pay his bills when they fell due. Accoid-
ingly an early date was set for the wedding,
friends donated all sorts and conditions of
cut glass and silver that would come in
bandy whenever Fred built a palace on
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Fifth Avenue and employed extra help to
pol@h and clean the gifts. The marriage
was solemnized with the usual flowers and
tears, and both spent all they had in the
bank on a honeymoon. Not that they
wanted to see the Adirondacks, but because
a honeymoon was the thing to have.

Then they borrowed enough to furnish
an apartment in a part of New York where
their friends would not mind ealling, and
proceeded to have a real honeymoon with
Matilda doing her own housework,; not that
Fred wouldn’t have paid for a cook if she
had let him, but she wanted to express her
love by working with her own hands.

In the course of a few months it de-
veloped that the landlord was wtterly
heartless, that the gas and light companies,
being corporatiens and therefore incapable
of sympathy, were quite willing to discon-
tinue service at any time and let young
people eat raw food in the dark unless bills
were paid, that the grocer and the butcher
were equally tactless persons, and that it
was probably safer to do without sprees
and pay the bills.

A year later there was adeguate evi-
dence that 'a sor and heir is quite as ex-
pensive as he is adorable; that a princely
increase of ten per cent in salary bears the
same proportion to a young family’s total
expenses as that young family bears to the
entire population of Greater New York;
that if debts increased in successive years
as they had increased durggg past montbs,
Fred would have to begin earning the in-
come of a multimillionaire very shortly in
order to be solvent in time to die in peace.

About this time Matilda began to wish
that Fred didn’t have to work so hard and
to wonder why her former friends didn’t
invite her out any more. The tragedy was
well under way.

Here, Fred, whose foresight had been
sharpened by the contemplation of a col-
lection of souvenirs in the form of bills and
a series of problems in elementary arith-
metic over them every evening as well as
by an uhcommon sympathy and under-
standing of his duty to his wife, proposed
a number of inexpensive diversions to take
the place of expensive sprees that post-
poned the breaking point, but increased the
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certainty of it.
wholly successful, but the young
pretended they were,

At this point: enter the other man.

This story is not based upon the eternal
triangle. The other man was merely one
James Durkin, also clerk in Mac’s office,
a married man of somewhat longer standing
than Fred. The entrance took the form of
an invitation to Fred to bring his wife and
offspring down to Pinocle Flats, a most un-
fashionable part of the Jersey coast, to
spend the week end. v

“ You can send regrets if you like,” Fred
told Matilda. “I let Jim understand I
didn’t know what your plans were. Jim
and Nelly are jolly folks. I had lunch with
them one day when Nelly was in town. But
they’re not quite the sort you are accus-
tomed to.”

“T have a good mind to accept,” replied
Magjlda. “ Car fare to Pinocle Flats and
back will cost less than the theater, and I
have been sick for the sea.”

“You won’t find the sea there, not as
you know it. There’s just a strip of beach
all cluttered up with little houses and a
scrawny town behind. Jim wammed me.”

“T don’t care. Tell him I'll come.”

They came. They stood up all the way
on a local that was made up of cars that
were too shabby to use on any other run.
They walked from the station over streets
that were not paved but were preferable to
sidewalks thadvere supposed to be. They
followed a path cluttered with tin cans and
old rags across lots to the wrong side of
a row of shacks constructed of rough
boards painted long ago and very crudely
then.

They emerged upon a sand beach that
was two parts dirt, and cimbed up wood-
en steps to a porch that was screened with
cloth mosquito netting instead of wire.

In the living-room that occupied the
front half of the house, Jim, who had ac-
companied his guests from the city, was
mobbed by two small boys, quite naked,
and a little girl just able to toddle and half
out of a wet bathing-suit. As Fred thought
it over afterward he gave a good deal of
importance to these three children, and
especially the fact that they were strong,

The diversions were not
&lp]e
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well sunburnt, plump, perfectly healthy,
and gloriously happy. It was his experience
that the children of the people he knew
were none of these things, nor would they
have appeared at ease in the natural cos-
tume of young savages.

Mrs. Durkin hurried out the kitchen to
disperse the trio, one the son of a neigh-
bor, in search of clothes, and to welcome
her guests. She had the bronzed, glowing
face of a young sea-nymph, the athletic
grace of an Indian, and the clean, simple
costume of a cook. She greeted her guests
with something warmer and more genuine
than was often to be found in the drawing-
rooms of the people Fred knew.

“Your bedroom is to be the front
porch,” she said. “I want you to have
as much of the sea as you can absorb while
you are here. You will find those two
Gloucester hammocks the most comfortable
things to sleep in that were ever invented.
I’'m going to put the children on the couch-
es right here. Jim and I are going into
winter quarters; that means the bedroom.”

During the course of the evening Ma-
tilda had time to notice that the front room
was as far superior to her fashionably un-
comfortable parlor as the neighborhood of
Pinocle Flats was superficially inferior to
the block of elegant apartment houses in
the part of town her friends were accus-
tomed to visit. In proportions the room
was a double square. A large brick fire-
place faced the front door, and on either
side were doors leading respectively to the
kitchen and the bedroom. Off one end of
the room a small enclosed porch with a
glass roof was fitted up as a bathroom. The
other end of the room and the entire side
-facing the porch was then open to the sea
air, but could be closed by windows that
were folded up to the ceiling. The rest
of the wall-space was taken up by book-
shelves that extended from floor to roof.
All round the walls ran couches that were
boxed in below to afford locker and shelf
space and provided with springs and mat-
tresses covered with green burlap, so that
they could serve as beds. .

The large table was removed from the
center of the room to the porch to serve
as a dining-table there, leaving the large
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room free for dancing to phonograph music
afterward.

Saturday began, of eourse, after the deep
sleep that sea air brings, with a swim.
After breakfast Jim amnounced that the
day would be spent in a sail up the ceast
in his open catboat to a better beach than
Pinocle Flats afforded, where there would
be a pienic lunch and swimming. Bathing
suits, with which one of the lockers was
filled, were voted the costume of the day.

It was not until Sunday night that Fred,
talking to Jin, managed to bring the con-
versation round to family finanees.

“It’s very sirdple,” Fred explained.
“ Nelly and I came down here on a lark
one day while we were engaged. We were
puazied at that time how we were to make
a go of marriage on my salary. We hap-
pened to strike this place just as am old
fellow was moving out. I talked to him,
and he offered to sell me the shack and
his boat thrown in for a few hundred dol-
lars.
“T told him I could hardly afford a real
hame, much less a sunmner ane to boet, and
then Nelly sprang her big idea.” She is the
brains of our fum. I can tell you that
right now. She said she was crazy to get

curly headed Jack Cummings

greeted his girl wife with an
embrace as bearlike as when he first was
under the influence of her velvet-brown
eyes; and * sweetness ”” had been ready for
the embrace as soon as she had heard Jack’s
key rattle in the keyhole. Almost two

“HELLO, sweetness!” and smiling,
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away from the city, and also had a lot of
ideas about what she could do to this shack.
She wanted to have me buy it and live here
all the time. I did, and we have. We
don’t owe any ane a cent. On the con-
trary, we have saved enough so that we
can afford to move to the city when the
kid here is ready for school. This will be
our summer residence then. I don’t have
the worries about keeping up with the style
that some people have. We make our ewn
style here. And the result is I have more
brains for work and am getting along well.
To let you into a secret, the boss has prem~
ised me a real job the first of the year.”

“ 1 say—" began Fred.

“Is there a shack near this part of the
coast looking for an owner?” Matilda com-
pleted the question.

“ As a matter of fact, there is,” replied
Jim, “ and I could pick up-a catbeat for you
at a bargain. A geod many people are sell-
ing them now to buy the new modet.”

You see the whole story is spoiled. The
domestic tragedy is nipped in a vulnerable
spot. If you like sob-stuff, though, you
probably won’t have to round the corner to
find some. Marriage, like other business
ventures, is subject to bankruptcy.

years of married life, and still, even in the
privacy of their little flat, lovers.

“ Eats ready, Grace?” inquired Jack as
his wife hung his coat and hat in the hall
eloset. “I'm as hungry as a half-starved
kid in a bake-shop.”

*“ I've been keeping it warm on the stove,
Jack. You are late to-night, aren’t you?”
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“Yup. Service is terrible in the rush
hours. You got to be a football player to
even get in the cars. Wish I was one of
those guys that has a chauffeur call for ’em
every night. Some people are lucky.”

Grace glanced at her husband with some-
thing akin to hope in her eyes, but when
she spoke it was without enthusiasm.

“ 1 wish so too, Jack.”

“ Never mind, kitten, a guy can’t have
everything; and there’s no one got a wife
like mine.” And he planted another kiss
on the red lips and gave her a little squeeze.
“Run along now and spread the works
while I remove some of the city proper
from my face and hands.” Jack slipped
into the bath-room, while Grace returned
to the kitchen. .

A few minutes later he came into the
kitchen and dropped into one of the chairs,
and watched his wife scurry from pantry
and stove to table. Save on Sundays, or
when they had company, the Cummings
partook of their meals in the kitchen. Hun-
gry as he claimed to be, Jack seemed en-
tirely satisfied to watch his efficient little
wife hover about him solicitously, and he
waited until she was seated opposite him
before he looked at what the evening meal
was to consist of. Grace watched him fur-
tively while he helped himself.

“ Hash—again?” His tone was hardly
a complaint, but, coming from Jack, Grace
recognized it as a protest.

“Yes, Jack; the rent is due Monday—
and everything costs so much. I have to
plan—" And at the tremulous note in her
voice Jack was penitent.

“That’s all right, kitten,” and Jack’s
blue: eyes smiled cheerfully, “ we can’t ex-
pect to live like millionaires or plumbers on
thirty-five a week.”

But now that she had an opening, Jack’s
little brown-eyed wife was not going to
drop the subject. She was reluctant to find
any flaw in the good-natured, well-dressed
Doy she adored; at least, if she recognized
any faults, she found it difficult to call his
attention to them.

¢ Jack, why don’t you get more money?”

“ Because Lamson & Fletcher, Whole-
salers, Incorporated, want all the money in
the world for themselves, sweetheart.”
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“That isn’t the reason, Jack. They
would pay you more if you were worth
it—I mean if you showed that you were
worth it,” she corrected as she saw her
husband start to grin.

. “ Well, how am I going to show it? I
do my work alt right; but ’'m no wizard.
All T have is common sense.”

‘“ And that’s all you need, Jack. You
think quick and straight, and you take sug-
gestions readily. You. must have some
ideas of your own—" '

“ Yes, and give them to some one else to
get the credit for them?” cut in Jack as he
buttered another slice of bread.

“ That might happen once or twice, Jack,
but if you can show them that you have
some constructive ideas they will come and
ask you for them.”

“ Well, I'll think about it, honey,” and
Jack devoted most of his interest to his
food.  Thirty-five isn’t so tough,” he add-
ed a moment later. “ We live pretty de-
cent. Got a good flat, good clothes and
everything.” :

“ But we aren’t saving anything for un-
usual expenses like sickness or—or some-
thing,” and her eyes softened.

“ Why worry about unusual expenses?”
responded Jack without glancing up, or
else he would have noticed the warm color
that suffused the young wife's cheeks.

“ But, Jack,:there are only two of us
now; but soon—"

Jack replaced his cup in the saucer and
looked at her searchingly. Immediately he
pushed back his chair and was around at
her side of the table.

“ Why, Grace, I didn’t know. You will
have to get a servant and doctors—and
whatever else there is.”

Grace smiled tolerantly as she ran her
fingers through his curly blond hair.

“ Servants and doctors and ‘whatever else
there is’ cost money, Jackie.”

“T1 get it, some way,” declared Jack,
now unnaturally serious. * I’ll get another
job with some real dough. I’'m not tied to
this place.”

“ No,” counseled the wife, “ don’t do
anything rash. Your chances ought to be
good right where you are. There must be
some opportunities.”
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“ Not in the cost depaxtavent,” grumbled:
Jack. “ Thompson’s a wet rag, and there’s:
thzee ahead of me waiting for him to die.”

“ Well, look areund, Jack. There is ne
hucry. Dve been saving. I guess we can
stand hash once in a while.”

“T cam live on kisses with you, honey,”

and he again left his chair that he might

give her a demonstration. “ Gimme an
apron, and T’ll help you. with the dishes,
and we can beat it to a show.”

“ A shew cests toe much, Jack.”

“ Well, the movies, then. The bank-ralb

can: stand that, now that I've been bittenby

the ambition bug.”

“No, Jack; let's go up to the Soeial
,Center. They have free emtertainment.”

“ QOh, Grace. They only have stereopti~
con- pictures there, or if it’s movies it will
be ¢ How the Natives Make Straw Hats in
Bulgaria,” or something equally thrilling.”

Grace laughed an easy, girlish laugh as
she placed the dishes in the pan.

“©Oh, Jack, youre hopeless. It isn’t
-anything like that at all. Mae Halpin gees
up- every’ Wednesday night, and she says
they have & goed picture and a comic, and

. then they have a short talk given by some
prominent business man.”

‘ Oh,. that’s all right,” and in his eager-
ness Jack almest drepped the plate he was
wiping. ‘ Know who’s spilling the coke
to-night? Themas J. Lamsen. himself.”

“Your boss, Jack?”

“ The head of the firm,” corrected Jack.

" “ What fun can I have listening to him?”

“ May be he will say something that you
can use to advantage,”’ declared Grace, an
eager light of anticipation glowing in the
large brown eyes.

“ Maybe he will tell how he came to the
city with a dime, like the rest of them—
and. he’s got the same dime yet.” But Jack

made no- serious- attempt to coel his wife’s

enthusiasm, and eight o’clock feund them
in the assembly hall of the district high
sehoel ready to accept the evening’s entsr-
tainment.

After the picture had been run off the
dizector stepped on the stage and intro-
duced the man with him as “ Mr. Thomas
J. Lamsen, of Lamson & Fletcher’s.” Lam-
son was & tall, rather heasy individual, well
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aleng in years; but there was nothing of
the crabby type about him that Grace had
been led to expect. In fact, he disclased a
sense of humor that astonished Jack more
than: probably any other in: the audience..

“ Success, to my mind,” declared Lam-
son, getting down to. his theme after several
jocular references to the superior quality
of his foodstuffs, “ cemes to the man. with
initiative. It is appalling what a lack of
this. quality there is in. the average man
to-day..

“ Give him work te do, and he will do
it. He never thinks of providing the work
for himself or the relation of his task with
seme one else’s. They say Opportunity
knocks but once. That may be, but he
doesn’t knack until you. give him your ad-
dress. You have to make him come around.
You hare to plan, you have.to use strategy,
to. place whatever you have to sell in the
highest market.”

There was considerable more to Lamson’s
talk, but this was the gist of it, and it was
the theme that Mr. and Mrs. Cummings
discussed on the way home:

“ Did you hear what he said, Jack, about
initiative2 You have initiative and ideas.
There’s your chance.”

“ A lot of good they would do me. Itold
you that any idea I might have would be
cheked to. death by the time that old wo-
man of a boss I have, Thompson, got a look
at it.” Then Jack concluded, with a little
more enthusiasm: “ If Lamson wasn’t just
shooting off hot air, I might have a chance
if any idea I might hatch qut should reach
his attention.” :

Grace was silent for a while, and when
she finally spoke there was more expression
in her eyes than in her voice.

“You mean,” she asked, “ that if you
could get in contact with Lamson himself
that that would be an oppertunity?”

“ Yes,” replied Jack; and then, as though
fearing a trap, he started to hedge. ¢ That
is, if I had some worth-while idea, and

" Lamson could: be really interested—"

But Grace was. determined—maore- deter-
mined than she thought herself capable of
being—and she proceeded to spring the
trap and bold her victim fast, despite his
endeavors to untangle himself.
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“ Jack, didn’t you hear what he said
about giving Opportunity your address?”

‘“ Oh,” protested Jack, “ that was just a
figure of speech, Grace.”

“ Well, hold him to it.
his attention—"’

“ Have a heart, kitten; he doesn’t even
know I work for him.”

“ That’s just it. Make him know you;
use a little strategy, as he said; or—why
don’t you go directly to him to-morrow and
tell him that you heard what he told us
to-night; that you had some ideas, and
that you had to bring them to him, and
that—"

“ Whoa! Wait a minute, wait 2 minute.
Do you want him to think I’'m a nut? He’ll
slam me in the psychopathic ward.”

“No, he won’t, Jack. He will be glad
to think you have the interest of the firm
at heart. If you put it to him right, he
will at least have to discuss it with you;
and that will mean that he knows about
you, at any rate.”

Grace was talking earnestly, trying to
convince herself as well as her husband.

They had reached the house now, and
Jack made no reply: and they entered the
flat in silence; but if Grace thought her
victory complete, she was mistaken. As
soon as he had his coat and hat off and
had dropped into the most comfortable
chair in the parlor Jack rebelled again.

“ Say, Grace, that stuff sounds all right
when you spring it, but you can’t actually
pull it off.”

But Grace was patient; felt that she was
in the right. She crossed the room and,
sitting on the arm of his chair, ruffled
Jack’s hair and attempted to kiss away his
frown.

“ 1t won’t do any harm to try, Jack, and
I'm sure some good will come out of it.”

“ But, Grace,” protested her husband,
“ your whole argument is based on the as-
sumption that I have ideas. Who said I
had any? I can’t think up things on the
spur of the moment that will sound any-
thing but foolish to Lamson.”

“Of course you can, Jack. Wasn’t it
your idea to carry separate cost accounts
for each department, and didn’t you sug-
gest that they have one central filing sys-

Bring yourself to

. to the limit.
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tem, even if Thomson did get the credit
for it?” .

Jack was weakening, but he made ene
final attempt like a patient struggling for
an excuse that will postpone his appoint-
ment with the dentist.

- “ TNl tell what I'll do. I'll observe things
for the next few days, and get some real
ideas, and then I'll go to Lamson.”

But Grace refused to compromise.

“ No, Jack P—and she smiled tolerantly
—* that will be too late. You must go to
Lamson to-morrow morning. That’s set-
tled,” and she slipped off the chair arm and
left the room.

She was up early the next morning and
gave extra attention to her appearance and
to preparing Jack’s breakfast. The coffee
had never been better, and the eggs were
boiled just the way he liked them; and
Grace, neat and dainty and as bright as
the morning sun, quickly dispelled any
gloom that might have settled on her hus-
band when he recalled the task she had im-
posed on him.

She hummed snatches of popular songs
as she fussed over his tie and brushed his
coat. She was unusually cheerful, partly
to encourage him and partly to conceal her
own fears, for she realized that she was
demanding of Jack something she would
never have nerve enough to do herself. She
watched him out of sight from the parlor
window, and spent the rest of the day al-
ternatingly hopeful and fearful.

Jack was not without his share of nerve
and confidence, but if the door to the pri-
vate office of Thomas J. Lamson had not
opened so easily it is doubtful whether he
would have dared to face his boss. Lam-
son glanced up inquiringly; but Jack was
something of a gambler, willing to stake
his all on one chance and play that chance
He gradually recovered his
equanimity as he laid down his cards. .

“ My name is Cummings,” he began. “1
have been a clerk in the cost department
for three years. I heard your talk last
night, and it impressed me, because I think
I have initiative. I am under the impres-
sion, Mr. Lamson, that you put your finger
on what has held me back when you spoke
about giving Opportunity one’s address. I
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have been responsible for some ideas that
the firm has used—the central filing idea
was really mine—but I find it difficult to
reach the proper people with these sug-
gestions.,”

All the time Jack was speaking Lamson
had watched him closely, but nothing in his
expression would indicate the impression
the other was making upon him. Now as
Jack paused Lamson cut in shortly:

“ For example?”

There was no offense in his tone—in fact,
some indication of interest—but it caught
Jack unprepared. However, he had a sav-
ing sense of humor, and unconsciously he
grinned good naturedly: at the same time
he thought fast.

“ Well, Mr. Lamson,” he answered with

a smile, ¢ while I have a few ideas in mind
I have not had a chance to analyze them
closely enough to present them to you just
yet in the right way. I came to you now
because I wished to come as soon as possi-
ble after your talk last night, and because
I would like to get your permission to do a
little investigating.

“Y believe I have a fair share of ob-
servation powers, and I think if I were
permitted to drift around from department
to department I might be able to make a
few suggstions that would mean quite a
saving.”

Lamson looked at his clerk thoughtfully
for some time before he spoke.

“ Well, Mr.—er—Cummings,” he said,
and half smiled, “ when I gave that talk
last night I had no . idea that it would be
brought home to me in this way. However,
T don’t wish to discourage you, and I guess
I can afford the experiment. If you have
any worth-while ideas I would be glad to
hear them.”

So saying, he shifted his gaze to some
papers and gave Jack an opportunity to
egit.

II.

GRrACE met her husband at the door that
evening with an inquiring look in her brown
eyes, but Jack teasingly kept her in sus-
pense until supper was ready.

“ Well, kitten, I tackled the lion in his
den to-day, and told him that I wanted to
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drift around the place looking for ideas,
and he told me to go ahead.”

“Oh, Jack! I knew you could do it.”

“Then maybe you know,” responded
Jack, “just where I'm going to get the
ideas. Thompson thought I was crazy
when I told him about it, and I think he
had a sneaking notion that Lamson himself
was getting dotty in his old age; but I let
Thompson think what he pleased, and
started out to get the ideas—only 1 didn’t
get any.”

“ Never mind, Jackie boy,” his wife en-
couraged him; « don’t let that disturb you.
Take all the time you want, and you will
get something worth while. I can give you
one idea that might be worth something,”
and she left the table and crossed to the
pantry, returning immediately with a small
package of saleratus.

‘“ See that, Jack?” She passed the pack-
age to him. “ That was put up by your
people, and it cost only ten cents; but when
I opened the package it was but three-quar-
ters full. If every woman feels about it
the way I did, why, your firm is going to
lose a lot of its good-will. I wouldn’t mind
paying a little more or getting a smaller
package half as much as being. faken ad-
vantage of like that.”

“1 guess you are right,” admitted Jack
as he turned the package between his fin-
gers. “The price of saleratus has gone up,
and we had a lot of packages on hand; but
there is no need of pulling anything as
rough as this. Well, that’s one idea I can
work on; maybe it will lead to more.”

In the days that followed Grace refrained
from asking too many questions. She knew
that when Jack had news to tell he would
only be too anxious to take her into his
confidence, and she wisely recognized that
too much curiosity on her part would only
serve to make him impatient. Besides, she
had complete confidence in him. She was
convinced of his ability to make good, once
he had the opportunity, and she never for
a moment considered that any of the credit
for any success he might meet with in his
new enterprise should be given to her.

Jack was progressing slowly. He had
made no brilliant suggestions, but one or
two trifling changes had indicated that he
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was on the right track. He was open-
minded, and, besides, he had the proper
attitude for his position. Naturally genial
and cheerful, he was aware of the fact that
most people resent innovations if not ac-
complished tactfully. But Jack was never
offensive.

He never pretended to know it all, and
was so obviously grateful for any informa-
tion that the party interviewed usually en-
tertained a proprietary interest in any im-
ﬁ)rovement involving himself.

While Jack had made .many small
changes that meant a considerable yearly
saving, he had made very few radical sug-
gestions, and he had no way of telling how
his work was impressing Lamson. But one
day Lamson sent for him.

When Jack entered the private officg he
found the president inspecting two cards.
Jack recognized them to be the old and
the new style of cards that the mail-order
departient used.

“ Curomings,” began Lamson, “ I under-
stand that you had this old card replaced
by one of this style. Will you give me the
story of it?”

“Yes, sir,” and Jack went around the
desk to illustrate. ‘ You see this old card,
Mr. Lamson, has the words ¢ Name, Street
Address, and City or Town ’ on three differ-
ent lines. There are sixteen girls in the
mail-order department whose job it is to fill
these out.

“ Now a girl only bas to make out one
to know that the name and address have to
go at the top of the card, but with the
words printed on the card she has to waste
a lot of time filling in on the proper lines.
_ On this new card there is just a blank space
at the top. I timed the girls, and found
out that it takes one-quarter less time with
the new card than with the old.”

“How many girls are there?” asked
Lamson.

“ Sixteen.”

“ How wmuch do they get a week?”

“ Fifteen.”

“ H-m. About three thousand a year
wasted right there, eh?”

“ About that, sir2”

“All rightt Now I have something
special 1 want you to look up. There is

'
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something about our attitude that has made
us lose considerable business. I don’t mean
our general business; 1 mean with the big
concerns. For example, I understand that
Fowler, of Rice & Parkman, broke relations
with us because he was not handled prop-
erly when he sought some information.
That account meant several thousand dol-
lars to us. If you caa find the trouble you

- will save us a lot of money.”

Jack spent most of the day worrying over
this special problem, but without any suc-
cess;, amd Grace guessed that night that
something was bothering him. She said
nothing, however, until Jack chose to take
her into his confidence.

“ Grace, Lamson called me on the mat
this morning and made me a sleuth. Some-
thing’s wrong with the firm when they’re
doing business with the big guys, and I'm te
find out the reason.”

“ Maybe it is the telephone service,” sug-
gested Grace immediately. It must bhave
been instinct, but as she saw that she had
interested her husband, she continued:
“T’ve called you up several times, Jack,
and there’s one operator who is awfully
provoking. It ism’t that she is insulting,
but she seems to indicate that it is an im-
position to ask her to do anything, and
as for getting any information out of her,
that’s impossible.”

“1 know who it is,” grinned Jack.
“ That’s Helen Judson, on the switchboard.
She’s a wonderful looker, and knows it.”

“ Well, you don’t see her when you are
talking to her on the phone,” Grace de-
clared. “T know I wouldn’t be very keen
to do business after I tried to find out
something from her.”

‘“ She ought to change places with Miss
Hutchins. Bradley, the general manager,
was telling me that Hutchy got on his
nerves every time he looked at her. She
must have given up hope of ever landing a
man years ago, and now she dresses for
spite. But she has-a pleasant voice, and
she certainly knows all aboui the busi-
ness. ”

“ Why don t you change them?”

‘“What? Make Hutchy a telephone op-
erator? Why, she gets twenty-five a week
now. ”
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“ What of it?” maintained Grace. “1If
she can mean the difference of several thou-
sand dollars a year in extra business, she
should get good pay, no matter what her
position is.”

“ Gee, I think Il try it, Grace; but I
bet there will be some firewor

The next morning, just before he went to
lunch, Jack made a report to Lamson in
the president’s private office, and when the
latter stepped out Jack picked up the phone
and gave the operator his house number. ,

‘“ Hello, Grace? It worked, kid, and—
what do you know?—I had Hutchy call up
Fowler, of Rice & Parkman, to find out
why he had dropped us, and, between the

&)
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two of us, we swung him back. That tick-
led Lamson silly.”

It was the natural sequence of eﬁ'ect to
cause that shortly after this, when Lamson
chanced to pause at Jack’s desk, he heard
the latter talking over the telephone.

“Yes? Oh, Mr. Fowler, of Rice & Park-
man. Yes, this is Mr. Cummings. Why,
no, I had no intention of leaving. How
much do I get now? Thirt—"

“ Tell him five thousand a year, and hang
up!” directed Lamson. “ What does he
think? That I'm training men for him?
I don’t know what your official position will
be, but I guess you’ll be worth five thousand
to me.”

Y Jack Whitman

ITTLE Roy Mills was rich, healthy and
L reasonably wise. But he was far from
happy. In fact, his whole life might
be summed up as an unhappy quest for
happiness. Short, round-faced and fat, Ro-
mance had passed him by. Not only the ro-
mance of adoring women—he didn’t care so
much about that—but the romance of the
high seas, dangerous adventure, glorious
combats. In him there burned a heart that
fevered for the broad highways and the wide
seas and the purple nights of adventure.
When he sat in his club, fraternizing
sycophantically with wayfarers of the world,
he was as close to happiness as he ever
came. But all of his exploits were vicarious.
He had never bad a chance for himself.

Now, as he drove his roadster skilfully

‘up the winding mountain road, he observed

every detail of the picturesque country
through which he passed. It was a coun-
try that might have come out of a book,
preferably a Bret Harte book. Rugged,
wild, thinly settled, it might well be the
haunt of bandits, the home of outlaws, bad
men, rustlers, gamblers and the whole fra-
ternity of the West of romance.

Roy sat back easily in the car and im-
agined what he would do if he were in
the thick of a fight. Suppose now a big
bandit should leap from his horse just
around that bend in the road, point two
guns at him and command him to throw up
his hands. Would he do it? Well, he
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might, but he would have a card up his
sleeve. - He would show the fellow that ne-
body could get the best of him.

His fingers clenched over the wheel as he
exulted, imaginatively of course, in the joy
of sinking them inte the throat of a dan-
gerous two-gun man. His fancy raced ahead
of the roadster and peopled the dark turns
and twists of the ascending road with the
folk of a hundred novels. If only some-
thing would happen! He’d show ’em what
he could do! :

He recalled savagely the story Arthur
Roderick had told the night befere—a story
as thrilling as a dimé novel and as true as
a record of history, of adventures in inner-
most China. Roy hated Roderick fof his
superb calm, his poise and assurance, when
he himself was agog with dismay at the
mere recital of events. The fellows had
laughed at him, kidded him in his one sensi-
tive spot.

If only something would happen! If he
only had a chance, he could be as heroic
as the rest of them. He would have a story
himself to tell. Imagine everybody’s sur-
prise if, for once, he could really play the
hereo.

The mountain road became more dim as
twilight descended upon it. The heights
above were bathed in mist. The fashion-
able summer hotel where he was to spend
his vacation was still fifteen miles away.
Romance still had a chance. Opportunity
was knocking loudly at her door, but the
lady was slow to answer.

Roy switched on the lights, less from
choice than from his habit of always doing
the safe thing. The car swerved around a
rocky ledge and began a short descent into
a mountain valley, turning sharply with the
road. Outside of the narrow path of light
the way was darker than ever. Here and
there a break in the jagged cliff was black
with mystery. Passing places like this Roy
shuddered and delighted at the same mo-
ment. .

As a right-angled turn suddenly appeared
he threw on the brake and brought the car
almost to a standstill. The rear tires skid-
ded in the gravel, and the engine missed.
Roy cursed himself for dreaming when he
should have been watching the road.
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Before he could start again up the long
climb that now lay before him, a harsh vaice
issued from the dark and he heard the fa~
miliar words of romance, “ Throw up your
hands!” '

Romance was late. It was too bad, for
by being late she caused Roy to miss a
perfectly good chance to be a hero. Right
now he was too busy with the car to be
disconcerted. His was a single-cylinder
mind, and he had been schooled so long in
the practical that he couldn’t dismiss a
missing engine, grinding brakes that might
nat hold, and a rear tire cut on the rocks
of the road just to enjoy himself with a
bandit.

It was with a feeling of deep resentment
rather than welcome that he obeyed the
bandit’s cammand.

“ Keep ’em up!” the voice commanded,
and a figure stepped out of the dark. -

The figure was really small, slender and
even frail. But in the light cast upon the
side of the road a gigantic shadow loomed.
Roy watched the shadow with terror in
his eyes. The bandit was easily six feet
four! And the size of the shoulders! The
length of the arms!

Two guns! Even before he looked Roy
knew that the bandit carried two guns.
He didn’t have to look to know that. And

_they were both pointed at him. The figure

approached, a handkerchief mask conceal-
ing all of the face but the deadly cold eyes,
a broad-brimmed hat drooping low over the
forehead.

Roy felt a gun tickle his ribs. He gasped,
but did not move. He waited. While be
waited he tried desperately to think of
the card up his sleeve. What had he
planned to do in such a situation? For
the life of him he could not remember. The
muzzle of that gun drove everything out of
dis mind but fear.

The bandit had pocketed one gun, ap-
parently, and was systematically emptying
Roy’s pockets. A hand had shot into his
inner coat pocket and had come out with
his billfold, fat with treasury notes. The
cold gray eyes quickly and silently counted
the money. Then a deft, slim hand drew
clinking silver from another pocket and
lifted Roy’s expensive watch.
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Evidently another road, coming up the
mountain from the far side, joined the first
one here. As the bandit lifted the watch
and tugged at the chain thgt held it, a clear
tenor voice floated up to them, singing

happily:

“The sons-o’-guns, that's what I say—
They rustled my pile—my pile away!”

The watch was dropped back into Roy’s
pocket and for the first time the gun wav-

ered from his rib. While he still held his

hands aloft the bandit was lost again in the
dark.

Then as the gay singer came into the
range of his lights, the bandit, mounted
on a small pony, dashed across the range of
his vision, off the road and down through
the brush of the mountainside. His last
cent was gone, but as hjs hands dropped
to his sides Roy was relieved to find his
watch safe.

The singer had finished his song tuneless-
ly and a second later rode up to the car.

“ What’s up?” he asked.

“ I—I—I've been robbed!” sputtered
Roy. * There he goes—down there!™ '

The singer whistled, paid no more atten-
tion to Roy, and turned swiftly down the
trail in pursuit of the bandit.

1I.

CrasHING through the manzanita, stum-
bling, half falling, jumping, the bandit’s
horse descended the mountainside. The
frail rider clung low in the saddle and
urged the sure-footed mustang to greater
speed, for already the pursuer was to be
heard. Riding as fast as the bandit the
man in pursuit neither sang nor whistled.

The bandit reached the bottom of a little
barranca, leaped a stream and dashed to-
ward the cover of a small cabin and barn.
The man in pursuit stopped short, gave a
little gasp, and drew his gun. Then he
rode carefully forward, slowly, as noiseless-
ly as he could, straining his eyes and curs-
ing softly as the bandit approached the
cabin.

A hundred yards from the other the pur-
suer stopped and waited. Up above he
heard the low hum of Roy’s motor. Then a
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flash of light appeared in the little barn
near the house, where the bandit was evi-
dently leaving his horse. A moment later
a lamp was lighted in the cabin, a curtain
drawn, and the pursuer saw no more.

Dismounting and walking softly forward
he proceeded to the rear of the cabin, threw
the reins over his horse’s head, spoke softly
to the animal, and approached the cabin.
He went to a door that was near the win-
dow where he had seen the light and lis-
tened carefully. All he could hear was a
soft murmur. He endeavored to Ilook.
through the cracks of the door into the
room, but could not manage it. Then he
crept to the window and tried to peep under
the curtain. This, too, was a failure.

Further search resulted in the discovery
of a keyhole, through which he could catch
a glimpse of the room’s interior. His mouth
fell open with astonishment at what he saw
there, he almost whistled in surprise, and
then he laughed softly to himself.

He restored his gun carelessly to his hol-
ster, went back to the door and threw it
open, humming casually:

“The sons-o’-guns, that's what I say—
They rustled my pile—my pile away!”

111

WHEN Roy Mills reached the rhouptain
hotel, after the most thrilling driving he
had ever done, he remembered many things

‘he might have done to the bandit. He was

filled with remorse now that the latter had
caught him unaware, off guard, and that
he had had no chance to act. Even if the
bandit was a six-foot-four, two-gun man,
and terribly coarse and brutal besides, in-
telligence and quick wit—had it been quick
enough—would have won against him. He
might have tried that jiu-jitsu trick he had
seen demonstrated in the gym. He might
have laughed at the outlaw. He might have
asked for the makings of a cigarette, non-
chalantly, and then blown the tobacco into
the fellow’s eyes. That's what they did in
the movies. If he had only thought quickly
enough.

At the hotel, however, he decided excited-
ly that although he had missed one chance
he still had another. The bandit was not
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far away—he couldn’t have gome far so
soon. And one man was on his trail. With
a posse he coyld go in pursuit, capture the
bandit, get his money back and probably
have his picture in the next day’s paper—
so all the fellows at the club could see it.

He jwmnped out of the car and ran into
the hotel, stepping indiscriminately upon
the toes of two flappers and one elderly
vacationist. He was perspiring, red of face,
wide-eyed with excitement, and altogether
ridiculous, as he dashed up to the rotund
innkeeper, who was there to welcome him.
But in his heart the white flame of Re-
mance was burning brightly.

“I'm Roy Mills, of Los Angeles,” he an-
nounced. ‘I’'ve been robbed—ooming up
here. Big Mexican bandit—six foot and
over! Brutal-looking cuss! With twe guns!”

Roy spoke louder than he knew and suc-
ceeded in winning the attention of every-
body in the long room. Flappers from
fifteen to fifty, prim school-teachers, youths
in immaculate white flannels, a clerk with
tortoise-shell spectacles—everybody heard
and gathered around Roy. It was the most
enjoyable moment of his life.

Only the manager—a native of the moun-
tains—was unexcited.

“ Robbed? Waal, don’t that beat all!
Thar ain’t been a robbery on that road for
twenty years!”

TFhe clerk, who was a wise guy from San
Francisco, called the manager aside.

“ Bunk!” he whispered. “It’s a new
way to get credit!”

The manager laughed.

“ Not this hombre! He don’t need it—
he could buy this here hotel, chop it up
and sell it for kindlin’ wood! Anyhow, he’s
already paid for his ’commodations here.
We gotta treat him right—myself, I think
he’s liquored or loco, ’cause thar ain’t no
robbers hereabouts, but we gotta believe
fim jes’ the same!”

Having an audience Roy lost no time in
making his speech. What he wanted, right
away, was a posse! He wanted volunteers
to go with him, capture the bandit and
make the country safe for law-abiding men
and women. He inserted a very effective
period about the safety of “our women
folks.” After that there wasn’t a pair of
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white flannel trousers in the hotel that
didn’t yearn to mount a horse and dash
down the trail. The posse was well organ-
ized by the time.the manager rejoined the
group. And Roy was its leader—until then.

There were two difficulties in the way of
its success, said the manager. First, they
were too few in number. Second, they
didn’t know the country well enough. In
order to overcome these difficulties at the
outset he offered the services of his em-

ployees. As to the second difficulty he and

his best guide would go along.

All of the servants except the clerk, who
was too near-sighted to know a bandit if
he saw one, were called from their various
duties. Among them came a Britisher who
had been a very aristocratic butler in his
day, a voluble French ckef, a hissing Japan-
ese houseboy, and two Chinese laundrymen.
Then the manager called Bill Jenkins, his
guide, and the entire force was led out to
the stables to be armed and horsed, fol-
lowed by the admiring flutters of every
skirt-wearer in the hotel.

It was a motley crew, as both Bill Jenkins
and the horses could testify. Bill would
have flatly refused to allow the * furriners
to ride his ponies if the manager hadn’t in-
sisted “ that everything goes, Bill, an’ the
bill will be sent to Mr. Mills.”

At last, armed with pistols of all makes
and calibers, rifles, shotguns, and clubs,
they set forth, cheered by the admiring
ladies. Roy, who had been temporarily
done out of the leadership by the quiet
efficiency of the manager, and Bill Jenkins,
now rose to the occasion and expressed the
sentiments of the posse.

‘“ Ladies,” he orated, “we go forth to
wage battle for you, nor shall we return
until we have taken the enemy!”

Even the Chiramen cheered.

Under the direction of the manager, sup-
plemented by canny trailwise sugges-
tions from Bill Jenkins, the posse descended
the road and spread out over the country-
side. Every man in the party, not exclud-
ing the Orientals, was filled with a firm
determination to bring home his man. The
French chef brandished his weapon with the
same fierce Napoleonic gesture with which
he attacked a lamb chop.
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In the midst of such romantic excitement
little Roy Mills came closer to his goddess
than ever before. He was riding after an
outlaw! He was on the adventure trail!
It seemed too good to be true. His funny
little body slid unconcernedly over the large
saddle, from one too-long stirrup to the
other, and the horse jogged him unmerci-
fully, and he did not care, as he rode beside
silent Bill Jenkins on the road of romance.

The posse that swept down upon the
barranca from all sides was as unlike a
Western posse as one might imagine. At
least ten times some one in the party shout-
ed, “ Here he is—this way!” only to dis-
cover, a moment later, that he was setting
his fellows upon his best friend.-

Roy rode more or less silently, except
when he, too, was startled out of his pose
by thinking he saw the outlaw, and pre-
served as well as he could the expression
of William S. Hart. Being favored with a
round, full face, Roy really looked more
like Fatty Arbuckle.

Bill Jenkins gave out explicit and laconic
orders. He told the men just which direc-
tion to take, he familiarized them with the
topography of the country, and pointed out
the only possible egress from the barranca.
In response to their inane questions he
shrugged his shoulders silently and prayed
that all tenderfeet might be consigned to a
more torrid region that the Mohave Desert.
Bill, after half an hour with the posse, was
frankly on the side of the outlaw.

Bill and the manager and Roy were rid-
ing together. The others had spread out
along the rim of the barranca and were
descending noisily toward the little cabin.

A light burned in the latter, but the
shade was still drawn and nothing could
be seen. Suddenly, however, one of the
man-hunters on the far side of the building
. saw a man plunge out of a lighted doorway,
run to the barn, leap on his horse and dash
away. The man-hunter, judging that the
man was the bandit who had heard them
approaching, raised his shotgun and fired,
carefully closing his eyes at the same time.

When he opened his eyes again he saw a
- riderless horse run past him, and a moment
later the outlaw, half stunned on the ground,
was surrounded by half of the posse.
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An enormous din arose. The man who
had shot. rode up to his prey and insisted
that his was the reward. A Chinaman who
held the supposed outlaw claimed it vehe-
mently in a mixture of pidgin English and
Chinese. His claim was disputed by his
countryman, but they were both silenced
by the insistent shrieking of the French ckef
and the loud dignity of the British butler,
who could get no further in his speech than
“ Hi say—Hi say—”

‘“ What the helll” asked the man on the
ground shaking off his talkative captxvs
and rising to his feet. “ What’s goin’ on
here—a meetin’ of the League of Nations?”

Bill Jenkins, Roy, and the manager rode
up just then, and Roy proclaimed posxtxve-
ly, “ You're under arrest!”

The man addressed silenced everybody
by his loud laughter.

“ Don’t be hasty,” the manager advised
Roy. *“ You gotta identify this hombre first
before we pinch him. Are ye sure this here’s
the outlaw?”

Roy jumped off his horse and ran up to
the man. He gave him a quick glance.

“He's. the man! He’s the man who
robbed me!” he decided. “ I know the big
brute. Just what I told you—a big brute,
over six feet, wearing two guns!”

The charge against him seemed to inspire
the man to greater, louder laughter.

“ Aw, hell!” said Bill Jenkins, recogniz-
ing the clear tenor of the laugh.  This
hombre ain’t no .bandit, you pore little
spindle-legged lubber! This here is the
sheriff of Caliente County!”

‘“ Hello, sheriff!” greeted the manager,
elbowing Roy out of his way and shaking
hands with the supposed bandit.

_ “ What you pullin’ off, Joe? A little en-
tertainment fer your boarders?”

The manager grinned apologetically.

“It’s like this, sheriff. This hombre—
which I thinks is loco—comes up to the
inn and announces as how he’s been robbed.
He wants a posse right away, see, to go and
get the bad man. He’s a pretty rich hom-
bre, see, so I says to myself if he wants it
let him have it. We aim to please. Now
we round you up and you’re it in the little
game of catch. It’s all a pipe-dream, see?”

Roy was about to interrupt when the
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sheriff stopped laughing and put his hand
firmly on the city man’s shoulder. A new
note came into his voice.

“Tt’s you and not me that’s wanted!” he
said. “ You're wanted down in the city
fer bank robbery! Come on with me!”’

Roy gasped and sputtered, but could not
make himself heard above the excitement
caused by the sheriff’s words. The sheriff
winked solemnly at the manager.

‘“ Better take your International Hotel
Workers’ Union back home and put ’em to
bed before some of these weapons go off
and Kkill a tree squirrel!” he advised.

“ That’s what I say,” Jenkins mumbled.

They turned away, but Roy broke loose
from the sheriff and clung to the manager’s
coat.

“ You know me!’’ he pleaded. “ You can
identify me! This charge is absurd. Tell
this man who I am—"

‘ Son,” said the manager, “ I can identify
you jes’ as well as you identified the robber
—and that ain’t very well! You better go
along with the sheriff. He’s a reg'lar feller
and he’ll treat you real nice. But remem-
ber that both of them guns is loaded and
he’s the hombre to use ’em!”

The posse collected itself and left Roy
to his fate and the sheriff.

“Listen, Mr. Man,” said the sheriff as
the last Chinaman rode out of sight. “I
know you ain’t a bank robber, and I ain’t
meanin’ to detain you long. But when you
was so sure about me bein’ the one that
stuck you up I jes’ wanted to show you
how wrong you was. Besides, I wanted to
give you back your roll.”

“ Then you ar¢ the bandit!”

“Naw! I got the bandit over in that
thar cabin, and I'll get your roll back. But
you gotta promise me you won’t never tell
anybody about this here bandit or I won’t
let you in on it. Promise?”

Roy’s imagination leaped ahead. Again
he was touching the skirts of Romance.

¢ I—I promise!” he said excitedly.

The sheriff took him over to the cabin
and opened the door. Roy stepped in. It
was a bare, clean room of good dimensions,
and in one corner an old man with white
hair lay on a bed. His face was turned
toward Roy, and the latter thought he had
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never seen a face more pained. Beside the
bed, kneeling, was the figure of a girl in
khaki riding-trousers. Her back was turned,
but her hair fell down over her shoulders.

The sheriff pointed to the floor beside
the girl, and Roy saw suddenly a wide, flop-
ping sombrero, a red handkerchief that
might be used as a mask, and a small silver
pistol. His mouth opened in amazement.

“Yeah!” said the sheriff. “ Thar’s the
whole story. This little girl, which is goin’
to be’ Mrs. Sheriff, is the bandit and that’s
the two guns that stuck you up. It ain’t
loaded. ’

“ Ye see, this little girl’s daddy ain’t none
too well. In fact, he’s downright sick.
An’ he’s gotta go away fer an operation
which he can get only in the city. Bein’
as how he didn’t have any money—an’ I
didn’t have enough—I went away to bor-
row it. But I was kep’ away longer than I
expected, and this little girl got worried.
So she decided to get the money herself.
Yuh see, mister,” and the sheriff’s eyes were
blurred with tears, “it’s a matter of life
and death!”

The sheriff stepped over to the bed and
picked up a roll of bills. He handed them
to Roy. “I borrowed enough, so we don’t
need this. Thanks jes’ the same!”

The girl had risen and gone to her sweet-
heart’s side. Her face was as lovely gs
her hair. Roy looked into a pair of deep
blue eyes and then into the fine open face
of the sheriff. Here, indeed, was Romance.

Roy blinked and discovered that his ewn
eyes were wet. His hand had touched the
bills, .but now he pushed them back into
the clasped hands of the lovers.

“You might need more than you bor-
rowed,” he said. “ And if you don’t I'd like
to make it a wedding present. Please take
it!”

“1 couldn’t do that!” the sheriff refused.

The old man on the bed groaned, and
both of the youngsters turned to him with
that quick affection that spells utter de-
votion.

While their backs were turned Roy Mills
stole softly out of the house, leaving his
wedding present behind. Although he had
called it that, it was a great deal more.
It was an offering on the altar of Romance.

10 A
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Address, Dept. E-1169. INDUSTRIAL CORRESPONDENCE UNIVERSITY, Inc.. 1504 Locust Street, Philadelphia, Pa. ;
In answering any advertisement om thMs page it {s desirable that you mention this magazine. ‘
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‘From Nine Dollars a Week
To Part Owner of a Business

The life-story of a man who wouldn’t stay down.

How Purwin

got out of the rut and made good in a big way.
By Robert G. Hill

O every man who says that
he “never had a chance” or
that “Fate is against him,” I want
to relate the story of Klemens Pur-
win—‘“the man who wouldn’t stay
down.”
Nine years ago his time card read
K. Purwin—laborer—$1.50 a day.

Today his business card reads—
Klemens Purwin, Consulting En-
gineer, The Stoney Foundry Engi-
neering and Equipment Co., East
66th and Hubbard Ave., Cleveland.

R. PURWIN'S first job was as
a laborer with the American
Steel and Wire Company. His sec-
ond was in a tinner’s shop in Chi-
cago. His third was as a pipe
fitter with the Illinois Central Rail-
road. His fourth with the P. R. R.
Mr. Purwin—or K. Purwin, as he was known
fn those days—was drifting. He was $800 in debt
when he got his next job—this time with the Erie
Railroad at Cleveland.
He told me the other day that when he got his
first pay envelope from this company he sat down
in the corner of the shop and did a heap of thinking.

“Am I always going to work for such a small
salary?” he asked himself. “Other men are getting
ahead—why not I?”

The more he thought about it, the more he real-
ized that the difference was simply this:—they had
trained themselves to do some one thing better than
anyone else. And he—K. Purwin—was just one of
.the thousands of unskilled workers who are always
the first to go when business slacks up.

HAT night, K. Purwin made the decision that

was to change his whole life. Reading through
a magazine he came across an advertisement of the
International Correspondence Schools at Scranton.
It told how the Schools had helped thousands of
men to increase their salary and to make themselves
indispensable in business. How the Schools ccme
to a man in his home, and how they train him in
the spare time that is ordinarily wasted! How any
man—no matter. what his means or previous edu-
cation, can go forward through the help of I. C. S.

‘That night K. Purwin tore out that familiar
coupon, marked it and sent it to Scranton,

Every lesson helped him with his work and in
three months he secured a job as a machinist with the
Ferro Machine and Foundry Company of Cleveland.
After a few months he was made assistant foreman
—then foreman. Then one day he said good-bye to
his overulls and went into the drafting room.

KLEMENS PURWIN

Advancement followed advance-
ment. And today, as I have already
said, K. Purwin, who was once a
laborer at nine dollars a week, is
not only Consulting Engineer for
The Stoney Foundry Engineering
and Equipment Company, but part
owner as well!

T is up to you, my friend, it is

up to you. If you really want
Success, you can have it. Not by
sitting idly by and wishing for it,
but by studying in the spare time
that now goes to waste.

No matter where you live, the
I. C. S. will come to you. No matter
what your handicaps or how small
your means, we have a plan to
meet your circumstances. No mat-
. ter how limited your previous edu-
cation, the simply-written, wonderfully-illustrated
L. C. S. textbooks make it easy to learn.

When everything has been made easy for you—
when one hour a day spent with the I. C. S. will
bring you a bigger income, more comforts, all that
success means—can you afford to let another single
priceless hour of spare time go to waste?

This is all we ask: Without cost or oblization.

Name
T7-1-21
and No.
City. Btate.
—

In onswering this advertisement it (s desiradle tAat you mention this magasine.
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ASPIRIN

Name “Bayer’” on Genuine
y

Take Aspirin only as told in each package
of genuine Bayer Tablets of Aspirin. Then
you will be following the directions and dosage
worked out by physicians during 21 years,
and proved safe by millions. Take no chances
with substitutes. If you see the Bayer Cross
on tablets, you can take them without fear for
Colds, Headache, Neuralgia, Rheumatism,
Earache, Toothache, Lumbago and for Pain.
Handy tin boxes of twelve tablets cost few
cents. Druggists also sell larger packages.
Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufac-
ture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY

Out Every Thursday— Ten Cents

Get Rid of

FAT!

ANY parts marred by ugly,
disfiguring fat can be
quickly reduced to normal.

Don’t suffer the burden of ex-
reduced trom 314 to 452 cessive fat. Doctor Thomas
pounda in short time. Lawton has invented a device
which grips the flesh by gentle suction and the massage effect
breaks down the fat tissue. ‘lhe fat is then eliminated from
the system. This remarkable Fat Reducer, proven by five
years ofsuccessful use, reduces only the parts that need it.
No drugs, starving or exercising are required.

Dr. Lawton’s Guaranteed Fat Reducer

Thousands of men and women have used this Reducer with
wondertul vesults. Non-electrical, simple to use, requiresonly
ten minutes, meht and morning. The effects are simply mar-
velous—new vim and vigor, improved cuculatlon and the quick,
sure loss of fat. Write for the FREE BOOK, “The Sensible
Way to Reduce Fat.”

Dr. Lawton's Fat Reducer will absolutely show reduction
taking place in Your case within eleven days. Results usually
come in from four to five days, but the full trial period is
eleven days. Ifnot satisfied in that time, return the Reducer
at once and every penny you paid will be returned. It is sold
undera MONEY-BACK gwarantee. The complete cost is $5.00
plus 20c. for postage and packing. Nothing.else tobuy. Send
$5.20 foday, NOW, and Reducer with complete directions
will be sent by return mail in plain package. .

Dr. THOMAS LAWTON
Dept. 251, 120 West 70th Street, New York City

Dr. Lawton (shv'rn here)

UGHT
MAIL

dressmaking and
btainable from no
rds on clothes or
C-1160.

t St
Faadelphin, Pe.
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BECOME AN EXPERT

CCOUNTANT

The Profession That Pays Big Incomes

Never before have there been 80 many splendid
opportunities for trained accountants—men whoee
tnininc combines & Imowledze of Auditi!‘:f Cost

B Law, Or
ment and Finance. Fewprofessions offer betteroppor
tunities to young men of ambition and intelligence.
The tremendous business growth of this country has
created arich fleld for the expert.There are onlyabout
000 Certified Public Accountants to do the work of
@ half million concerns needing pmﬂcient account-
service. The expert t is
y in every big executive organization.

Knowledge of Bookkeeping
Unnecessary to Begin

1f you are ambitious, you can train for one of these big
tions. The LaSalle eth will train you by mail under
he direet supervision of William B. Cm-zholl, A. M.
C.P.A., former Conpu\) er and Insttuctor, University of
Illinels, assisted by a large staff of Certified l’ubllc Account-
ants, including members of the Amerlun Institute of Ae-
countants. Y will be given
or review on the subject of bookk
need—and without any expense to you. Our i’g fmbool:
on the uewnhnq wofeulun fnlly uyhlnl how we train

the ground up. ,
mn '.hc sim lelt. boolukwn Pﬂnciplu to the moet ad-
o ¢ t mal hr".l supplied

been ciall d in clear y-t
tand lan mloth-tyoue‘nrud!lymthe
vrindplel by homc study.

Small Cost—Easy Terms

Mail the eonpon now and get our free book which fully

ln the course has

describes our expe: nin; course and tells all about our
Ionoy-Bu:k Gumn A. examinations, state regu-
and how you ean qulhfy fora
high-grade neeounﬁng tion wlthaut interference with
your present position. d in the coupon and find out how

we have helped nearly 300,000 ambitious men, and learn what
we can do for you.

LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Largut ! Training I in the World
D;lpt Il32;llﬁ. talog and fall int Cglcago,lllinoil
ease send me ormatjon regardin,
course and ml:r‘ieec‘l hlovco-mnrked 'n' th -: Xn below, Af-:b:
S?Z ol your book, ‘‘Ten Years’ Promotion in One " all
thout obhc:tmn to me.

Traini i-
Q’H:Eher Accountancy: G % o
ete. Other LnSnlle ‘l‘nlnlng Courses
LaSalle is the I t business training institution in the
world. It offers tra {nx for overyimporhnt business need.
1f more interested of these courses, check here:
0O Busi M t O Banking and Finance

u'l‘nlﬁc ‘)It:’nn‘emut— De.‘l’. A._C:-cun‘ for

[u] Rzllwaoneoundnlud O Modern Foremanship
Station Management [n] P.mmul and Employ-

O Law—Degreeof LL.B. ment Management

0 Commercial Law O Expert Bookkeeping

0O Industrial M, t O Busi English
Efficiency 0 Commercial Spanish

O BusinessLetter-Writing [ Effective Speaking

In ing any dBverts t on tAis page it is desiradle that you mention this magasine.
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“Fighting a Human Vampire!”

What was this mysterious thing that made monsters
out of innocent young girls—that made every mother
clutch her baby to her breast In nameless terror?
What was it that drew strong men trembling into
the realm of the Un-dead—those pitiful creatures
who no longer live, but who are deprived of even
the kindness of death?

Jonathan Harker started to Transylvania on an
everyday business trip. What did it mean when he
neared the end of his journey when the peasants
pressed around him begging him to go no farther?

Why did one woman press into his hand a rosary
and another a crucifix?

What was this thing —darker than his wild-
est fears had ever dared imagine — more ter-
rible than a woman's shriek at midnight —
more baffling than crouching madness in a sick
brain?

What it was you can learn from one of the
classic mystery and adventure tales to which thou-
sands have thrilled—-one of the great host of the
world’s best adventure stories in

THE ADVENTURE LIBRARY

BY WORLD-FAMOUS AUTHORS
STORIES OF MYSTERY—DETECTIVE—LOVE AND FIGHT

Dracala by Bram Stoker

Tales of Sherlock Holmes by Sir A. Conan Doyle
Return of Sherlock Holmes by Sir A. Conan Doyle
The Abandened Room by Wad: h Camp
Arsene Lupin by Maurice Leblanc

The Confessions of Arsene Lupin by Maurice Leblanc
. The Teeth of the Tiger by Maurice Leblanc

NpMAWNE

15 VOLUMES]|
11 LONG NOVELS| i Cleck, the Mast
53 SHORT STORIES| i3 The¥

8. The Crystal Stepper by Maurice Leblanc
The Hollow Needle by Maurice Leblanc
The Devil’s Admiral by Frederick Ferdinand Moore
Cleck of Scatland Yard by Thomas W . Hanshew
3 er Detective by Thomas W. Hanshew
The White Waterfall la.‘llumu Francis Dwyer

by ence H.

New

aseen Hand

15. The Radium Terrers by Albert

Fifteen Volumes With a Thousand Thrills

In these 15 volumes are storles for every mood—adventure,
tragedy, love, comedy, mystery, romance—all woven together
into big thrilling tales that will hold you spellbound from the
first page to the last.

In all literature you can find nothing equaling these for weird
mystery and adventure—nothing surpassing them in romance
and clever situations—nothing so well illustrating the keenest
workings of the trained hman mind.

Low Price—Easy Payments

Because we have not had to pay for editing and plates we have
been able to fvz this smail edition of the ADVENTURE LIBRARY
at an unusually low price. and now we aregiving you this last chance
to tuke advantage of our bargain and the easy terms of payment.
We offer you, if you are prompt. a saving of more than one-third.
‘When these sets are gone you will pay mnuch more.

the coupun puts you under no obligation whatever. If

W. R. CALDWELL & CO., 30 Irving Place, New York

Great thinkers — and busl men
—all say they get the greatest mental relaxation ,
from reading a really good adventure or detec-
tive story.

You, too, can forget the worries and troubles
of the day by having these wonderful books /
near at hand to read and to thrill over when-
ever the mood is upon you. /'_ R. Caldwell & Co.
30 lrving Place

New York
¢ Please send me, all
you find, after examining the books, that charges prepaid, set
you do not like them, you may return / of Adventure Library,
them at our expense. But if you want in 15 volumes, beauti-
them at tbeir present low price and / fully bound in dark ma-
easy terms, you must be prompt. roon de luxe vellum, with
Better be sure than sorry—so sign / duo color art title labels. If
and mail the coupon Y. the ks are not ratisfac-
tory, I will return them at
your expenre within ten days.
/ Otherwise I will send you $1 per
month for 17 months. (816.16 cash.)

r~—--

A.S.-Arg.
=11-19-21

Address . oeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiniienana ..

e
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XMAS
GIfTS

The most pleasant and lasting gift for Xmas time, one that is appreciated from
one end of the year to the other, is a subscription to an interesting magazire.

The Munsey publications, popular for years as most gratifying gifts
for Christmastide, may be sent to your near or faraway friends without
the slightest inconvenience on the part of the sender. The usual
beautiful gift card is sent to convey your greetings, and each issue of
the magazine carries with it a delightful reminder of the sender’s
deep reflection and thoughtfulness.

Munsey’s Magazine For a Year at a cost of only $3.00 is one of the
most sensible holiday gifts you can give. Munsey's carries each month
192 pages of the finest fiction published in any magazine by the best
writers of the day.

Twelve big numbers, one every month, containing every variety of
fiction entertainment, will be a constant reminder of your thoughtful
selection. Just think how your friends will enjoy it!

Argosy-Allstory Weekly: This is the oldest and most popular of
all the fiction weeklies. Fifty-two issues of this wonder magazine will
give your friends a whole year's fiction feast—each issue brimful of
the world’s best stories of love, adventure and humor, and the cost to
you is only $4.00.

A handsome greeting card announcing the gift in your name is
sent with each Xmas subscription upon request.

The sending of Munsey publications is a very delightful way to
spread the holiday spirit throughout the whole of the new year and
it solves so readily the answer to that perplexing question—* What
shall 1 give?”

Send Christmas gift orders at once and specify greeting card so as
to assure promptness in the delivery of both the magazine and the
greeting card on Christmas morning.

SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT

FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 Broadway, New York City

In answering this advertisement it {s desiradle that yow mention this magazine.



Why Brad Barker Owns a “Colt”

“You make an easy target, stranger,” 1 said

“ AND could you really, Brad, shoot a man

—even a burglar?” interrupted little
Mrs. Harcourt, as her brother, the center of an
interested group at the Country Club, was tell-
ing about the attempted Barker robbery.

It was a question the others had on their lips
to ask too. Bradford Barker was known as the
most soft-hearted madn alive. Now he laughed.

“ You see, Kit,” he explained, * that burglar
didn’t trust me as much as you do. There he
was working away, making a.selection of sala-
ble valuables, as I tiptoed into the room.

“‘You make a fine, exy target, stranger,’
T said quietly, and as he turned his head with
a jerk and found himself covered with my Colt
Automatic Pistol he never hesitated a second.
Up went his hands over his head as meek as a’
lamb.

“ No, Kit, you don’t have to go the limit
when you have the power of a Colt to back
up your commands.

“No laws or insurance can prevent my
house being broken into and my goods stolen.
This fellow came in through an open window
and meant to go out the same way in defiance

of laws. But he hadn’t the nerve—none of
them have—to defy a Colt Automatic Pistol
or Colt Revolver. ‘

“You are perfectly safe, Kitty, when you
stand behind a Colt. No one is going to tempt
you too much to shoot. The result is too
certain.

“ So you see why I own a Colt Automatic—
‘ the best that money can buy ’—which pre-
vents loss which neither laws nor insurance
claims to do.”

YOUR dealer will be glad to show you the
various models of Colt Automatic Pistols
or Colt Revolvers and advise you which is the
best for your home protection. They are made
by the historic Colt’s Patent Firearms Manfg.
Co. of Hartford, Conn., Manufacturers. of
Colt’s Revolvers, Colt’s Automatic Pistols,
Colt’s (Browning) Automatic Machine Guns,
Colt’s (Browning) Automatic Machine Rifles.

WRITE to the Colt Company for “ The

Romance of a Colt,” a very interesting
booklet which they will be glad to send you
free for the asking.








