


William S. Hart — known to all of us as
“Bill’—holds an OMAR just as easily

as he does bridle, gun or lariat

OmarOmar spells Aroma
OmarOmar 75 Aroma

Aroma makes a cigarette;
They’ve told you that for years
Smoke Omar for Aroma.

Thirteen kinds of choice Turkish and
They always go _foeef’l"— six kinds of selected Domestic tobaccos
Merry Christmas and are blended to give Omar its delicate

H New Y ..

B:-“d :?::yButet‘:r ‘e“ and distinctive Aroma.
Gilbert and Sullivan

and

OMAR and AROMA @ %m%‘g

—which means that if you don’t like
OMAR CIGARETTES you can
get your money back from the dealer
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The Victrola is the g¢ift
of all music to your home

Wherever the dawn of Christmas morning
finds a Victrola, there are gathered the greatest
artists of this generation. All have contributed
their art to the Victrola, positive that it is the one
instrument which brings to you their authorita-
tive interpretations in the tones of actual reality.

Will there be a Victrola in your home this e 14T Lonk on the label!

VICTOR TALKING MACHINE CO.. Camden, ¥. A

Christmas? $25 to $1500.

Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden,N.J.

In answering thia advertisement (t {s desiradle that you tion this
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21 Jewel
L(/?urli(zyton-

djusted to the Second 21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels
djusted to Temperature 25 Year Gold Strata Case
djusted to Isochronism  Montgomery Railroad Dial
djusted to Positions- New Ideas in Thin Cases

Only One Dollar Down will buy this  that of other high-grade watches.
masterpiece of watch manufacture. Besides, you have the selection of the
The balance you are allowed to payin  finest thin model designs and latest
-small, easy, monthly payments. The styles in watch cases. Don’t delay!
Burlington — a 21-Jewel Watch — 13 Write for the FREE Watch Book and
sold to you at a price much lower tha our SPECIAL OFFER today.

WDhile This

w r l t SpeczaIOﬂEr@ﬁ

this coupon. Find out about

eat special offer which is being e for only a limited time. You

wxll irnow a d%reat deal more about watch buying when vou read this
book. You will be able to “steer clear”

. of the over-priced watches which

are no better. Remember, the Burlington Watch Comnv

Burlington is sent to you for only One e, s e ey, Mamiont
Dollar dowrsx, bglEce in smallfmonthl Plesse send me (without obligations and prepaid) yous free

ayments. Send the coupon for watc o S T e W down
Eook and our special offer TODAY! * ngeon We

Name

Burlington Watch Companv
Depe. 489 19¢h Scroet and Marshall Blvd., Chicage Address
Cu-dhnMdrcu 62 Albert 8

In answering this advertisement it s desirable that you mention this magazine.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

WE WANT IEN AND WOMEN Who Are Desirous of Making

BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. I want 100 men
and women quick to take o raincapes and
waiting !or you.

made $813.00 in
one month. Nissen § hours; Purviance $207.00
in seven days. $5.000 a year profit for e\ght average orders a
day. No delivering or collectin, &. coat free. No
experience or capital required. Write %u!ck for information.

Comer Mfg. Co.. Dept. Y-145. Dayton,

MAKE 600% PROFIT. FREE SAMPLES. Lowest priced
Gold Window Letters for stores, offices. Any! can it
Large demand. Exclusive territory. Big mture. Side line.
Acme Letter Co., 2806 F Congress, Chicago.

$25.00 to $200.00 Week Clear Profit from the start in a
munent business of their own. Mitohell’'s Magio Marvel th-
g Compound washes clothes spotlessly clean in ten to
lnut.e:. One hundred other uses in every home. Nothinx elae
like it. Nature’s mightiest cleanser. Contains no lye, d
or wax. Fastest selling article ever sold through u%n
SIIIIDMI make sales easy. Enormous repeat oxdon % proﬂl.
uilve torﬂtory We guarantce sal No
capital or experience required. Baker,
month. You un do as well. S8end for Free Sample and proof.
L. Mitchell & Co., Desk 331, 1308- 1314 E. 6lst, Chicago, Ll

WE START VOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. Sowl, Extracts,

Perfumes, Toilet Goods. Ex Co..
200 Olive, St. Louh. Mo.

AGENTS, %W TO $200 A WEEK, Free Samples. Gold-
Letters for Btore and Office Windows. Anyone can do’
Big demand. Liberal offer to general agents. Metallic Letter Co.,
431H N. Clark Bt., Cbhicago.

AGENTS: WIRELESS UMBRELLA. I am
hour, taking orders for this newest invention.
g&.ﬂt 8ix lnch midget %tﬁlons(rnor free. Parker Mfg. Co.,

ms'lnz $2 an’
for 5-part

AGENTS—Our Soap and Toilet Artloh Plan is n vondu.
our Free Bample Case Offer. Ho-Bo-Co, 137 Loocust, St. Louis, Mo."

cnzw MANAGERS—AGENTS. OPALINE PAINTINGS ARE
A ‘KNOCKOUT. Make old territory new. Seasoned picture men
double their sale. Beginners make $1.00 an bour smf more wlm
rigs. Greatest hit ever made. mples and expenn
mrnllhed. Wrlte today. Consolidated Por'.rlit L-g

Dike Street, Dayton, 1029 W. Adams St.. Chlcago.

AGENTS! "1921's GREATEST SENSATION. 11 plece wuet WE START YOU in business. furnishing ev Hen snd
article set selling uka blazes at $1.75 with $1.00 dressmaker's | Women, $30.00 to $100.00 weokly operating our ‘° System
shears free each customer. Line up with us now for 1922 Bpecialty Lllld! Factories’’ anywhere. Opport\mlty ll!otime'
E. M. Davis Co., Dept. 58, Chicago. booklet free. W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 93, East Orange, N J'.

LIVE AGENTS MAKE $i0 DAY SELLING Eum LARGE SHIRT Ageats to sell

advert! and kmown. ails - today.

STRA,INER and Splash Preventer for every water faucet.
sight. Widely ised ot
A. D, BSeed Filter Company, 73 Franklin, New York.

MANUFACTURER wants
wearer. Kxclusive patterns. Big

complete llne of shirts ¢ to
di Mills, 503 Broadway, New York.

values. Free

‘EARN $3,500 TO SIOM A YEAR.
lxporience UNnecessary. ckl& "?\n.lir’
Frce Emplo; ent. ice to
book, list of lines and full par-

Dept. 133-W, Chlcuo n.

SALESMEN:
City or Tnveun:
through our Baf stem.
Members. Send fcr esmanship
ticulars. Nat. Salesmen’s Tr. Ass’n.,

MEN WANTED—TO SELL W. 8. N, DEPENDABLE FRUIT
TREES and shrubbery. Big demand. Complete cooperation. Com-
miuion paid weekly. We deliver and coilect. Write for_ terms.

Willems, Sons’ Nurserles, Carter Bullding, Rochester., N. Y.

ARE YOU THE MAN in your locality to make big money
with Fi-Re-Zist Extinguisher? Efficient and inexpeasive; every-
body can afford one; sells on sight. Agents sample $1.
Sclect Products Co., 600 V. 131st Street, New York.

SALES AGENTS. Men or Women. Year round position. No

layoffs. Take orders for Jennings New Guaranteed Hosiery.
Must wear and ‘&lve satisfaction or' replaced free. Write for
outfit. Jennings Mfg. Co., Dept. 109, Dayton, Ohio.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

EDITORIAL SERVICE. Mss. criticized, revised. typewrl
marketed. Work of professional and amateur writers handled

with equal consideration. H. . Ellingson, Authors’ Repre-
sentative, Box 523, Colorado Springs. Colo.
PLAYs ETC., ARE WANTED for

STORIES, POEMS,
nl blioation. Good ideas bring bu money Submit Mss., or write
terary Buresu, 110, Hannibs

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful llme book . of money

$10 WORTH OF FINEST TOILET SOAPS, perfumes, toilet
watecrs, spices, etc., absolutely free to agents on our refund
plan. Lacassian Co.,

Dept. 614. St. Louis, Mo.

$1.95 FOR MADE-TO-ORDER PANTS—Special 30-day
offer to prove our marvelous values in m-do— to-measure
tailoring. Amn Wanted. Earn $30 to $35 Extra Every Week,
taking orders for our high-class, made-to-measure clothes.
No experience necessary. Write for samples today. The
Progress Tailoring Co., Dept. M-104, Chicago.

AGENTS: We pay 872 s week tak orders for Reversible
Raincoats. Something brand new. Easlest seller ever intro-
duced. No cwlul requlred \ou take the orders; we dollver
and collect an ssion on same day. Bav
customer over 8"0 \\rlw qu!ck. Thomas Mfg. Co., Chn 1704.
Dayton. Ohlo.

$10.00 A DAY Easily Earned: Seven Bar Boxea Assorted
Soaps. Christmas Perfumes, Combination Chrlmnns Boxes.
Selling like hot cakes. Men, women, 100% profit. Old established
firm. Crofts & Reed Co., Dept. 170, Chicago.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE
and reoord of iaveation blank.

ILLUSTRATED GUIDE
Scnd model or sketch

its patentable nature.

Free. Highest References. Prompt ' Atteation. Bauon ble

Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. If you have an inw ea:lun write for our Guldo
‘‘How To Get A Patent.” model or sketch
description, and we will give our opinion as to ué mtenublo

making hints, estions. ideas: the A B C of successful Btory g
and Movle Pla'y“"‘vrmng b lutelf) free.l 9SeAm‘lb for iour nature. Bandolph & Co., 630 F, Washington, D
Row1 Vit addrees Autbors” Prem. Dot ubum, K. T PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE, HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. Promptness assured. Send drawing or
model for examination and opinion as to _pateatability.
AUTOMOB‘LES Watson E. Coleman, 624 F Street, Washington, D. C.
Automobilo Owners, Garagemen, Mechanics, Repairmen, send PATENTS PROCURED-—TRADE MARKS REGISTERED—

for free copy of-our current lssue. It contains helpful, instructive

A comprehensive, experienced prompt service for the protection

information on ovsrlmullnu. b ltlon troubles, wiring, c ar
storage batteries, eto.

Over .5 illustrated. Bend for free
copy today. Automobile Dlnest. 501

Butler Bldg.. Cincinnati.
AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT. Unlimited ommml-

for Civll and Government Work. 5000 gradus
V‘me at once for our blf free onulom Cleveland Auto Behool.
1819 E. 24th 8t., Cleveland, Ohlo

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE]|,

ur_ideas. Preliminary advice gladly fur-
nlshed without chnrle. Booklet of information and form for
tuncloshw idea free on request. Richard B. Owen, 68 Owen

ashington, D. C., or 2278-J woolwonh Bldg., N. Y.

SONG POEMS WANTED

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG.. We will eompone lhe
music, secure copyright, and prlnt Submit poems on
ject. SBeton Music Company, 920 8. Michigan Ave., Boom 190.
Chicago.
_WRITE A SONG POEM. You can do it. Write about Love
Hom Childh Comio, or any subject, d

LAND! LAND! 20, 40, 80 acre tracts in Michi%.n Rich cll!
loam sofl; $15 to $35 per acre. Smlll pmt. down,
Investigate this nportunlty Wri for free booklet u)d.ly
Bwigart Land Co., Y-1245, First Natl Bk. Bldg.. Chicago.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTDPLAYS \VANTED BY 48 GOHPANIES. $10 1'0 llﬂ
EACH PAID F PLAYS8. No correspond course
rience needed detnll sent free to bwlnners Bell your ldau.
ucers League, 388 Walnwright. Bt. Louis, Mo.

an
todu music and guarantee bllculon
Edwud Trent, 652 Be-per Block, Chicago. o
New ¥ rk

Writo tho Words for a Song. We compose music an
to secure publlcntlon on a royalty basis by
L Brosdway
w York.

antee
music publisher. BSubmit poems on lﬁv
Composing Studios, 238 Fitzgerald Bullding,

SONG WRITERS—If you have song pocms or melodies wrlu
me mediately. I have absolutely the very best proposition

offer you. Don’t hesitate—act now. Ray Hibbeler, D147,
4040 Dickens Avenue, Chicago.

Classified Advertising ocontinued on page 6.

In answering ony aduertisemont on the page i <9 desiradle that yos wmentfon ths magasine.
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OST of your time is mortgaged to work,
meals and sleep. But the hours after
supper are yours, and your whole future de-
pends on how you spend them. You can frit-
ter them away on profitless pleasure, or you
can make those hours bring you- posmon, money,
power, real success in life.

Thousands of splendid, good-paymg positions
are waiting in every field of work for men -

trained to fill them. There’s a big job waiting
for you—in your present work or any line you
choose. Get ready for it! You can do it with-
out losing a minute from work, or a wink of
sleep, without hurrying a single meal, and with
plcnty of time left for recreation. You can do
it in one hour after supper each night, right at
home, through the International Correspon-
dence Schools.

Yes—You Can Win Success in an
Hour a Day

Hundreds of thousands have proved it. The
designer of the Packard “Twin-Six,” and hun-
dreds of other Engineers, climbed to success
through I. C. S. help. The builder of the
great Equitable Building and hundreds of
Architects and Contractors won their way to
the top through I. C. S. spare-time study.
Many of this country’s foremost Advertising
and Sales Ma.nagers prepared for their pres-
ent positions in spare hours under I. C, S,
instruction.

For 30 years, men in offices, stores, shops,
factories, mines, railroads—in every line of
technical and commercial work—have been
winning promotion and increased salaries
through the I. C. S.

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 matter how

limited your previous education, the simply-

written, wonderfully-illustrated I. C. S. text-

books make it easy to learn. No matter what

career you may choose, some one of the 300

I. C. S. Courses will surely suit your needs.
Make Your Start Now!

When everything has been made easy for
you—when one hour a day spent with the
I. C. S., in the quiet of your own home, will
bring you a bigger income, more comforts,
more pleasures, 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, without
obligating yourself in any way, put it up to us
to prove how we can help you. Just mark and
mail this coupon. .

——————T.AROUTNIII ——— . S S e c—
INTERNATIONAL COIIBSPONDENCB SCHOOLS

BOX 2234-B

t cost or obllnt‘}g’n please explain how l

‘Withou! lor
the ition, or m defore which I have mu&od an
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Brings You
This Stunning

ich Silk Seal
Plush Coat

Send only $1.00 with the coupon
for this handsome silk plush coat
with big fur collar. Don’t miss this
splendid bargain. Send coupon.

Real Fur Collar

This smart, up-to-date 8| model coat is made
of rich, glossy, silk seal J) ush. ‘The collar is gen-
uine Manchurian fur, deep, silky, selected pelts.
Coat lined with satin finished Venetian. Coat can
be worn looseback or belted all round with self
belt tying in sash effect in front. Length 36inches.
Black only. Sizes 34 to 44 and Misses 1§ to 20.

Order by No. F-36. Send $1.00 with the coupon,
$4.85 monthly. Total price, $29.98.

Six Months
to Pay

Buy the Elmer Richards way. Dress

well and pay in small monthly sums. No

charge for credit. This coat comes on
val. Money back if you ask for it. If you
keep it you are not out a penny. Send cou-
ith $1.00 P. O. order or a dollar bill, e

:nd Coupon Now

ner Richards Co.
2279 West 35th Street, Chicago, Illincis.

9e$1.00. Send Seal Plush Coat with Fur Collar No. F-36.

... If 1 am not satisfied with the coat, I can return it and
"money back. Otherwise, I will pay special price, ﬁ.sﬁ.
r terms of $1.00 with coupon, balance $4.85 monthly.

................................................. sesccecessse

----------------------------- teseccsesrscscassecscsnessteend

In answering this adveriisement i is desirable that you mention thie magazine.
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Auther of “ Trallin’,” “The Untamed,” “ Tiger,” “The Guide to Happiness,” ete,

CHAPTER 1.
THE GUNMAN’S SON.

T was characteristic of the two that when

I the uproar broke out Vance Cornish
raised his eyes, but went on lighting his

pipe. Then his sister Elizabeth ran to the
window with a swish of skirts around her
ong legs. After the first shot there was a
lull. The little cattle-town was as peace-
ful as ever with its storm-shaken houses
staggering away down the street.

A boy was stirring up the dust of the
street, enjoying its heat with his bare toes,
and the same old man was bunched in his
chair in front of the store. During the
two days Elizabeth had been in town on
her cattle-buying trip, she had never seen
. him alter his position. But she was accus-
tomed to the West, and this advent of sleep
in the town did not satisfy her. A drowsy
town, like a drowsy-looking cow-puncher,
might be capable of unexpected things.

“ Vance,” she said, “ there’s trouble
starting.”

1A

“ Somebody shooting at a target,” he
answered.

As if to mock him, he had no sopner
spoken than a dozen voices yelled down
the street in a wailing chorus cut short by
the rapid chattering of revolvers. Vance
ran to the window. Just below the hotel
the street made an elbow turn for no par-
ticular reason except that the original cat-
tle-trail had made exactly the same turn
before Garrison City was built. Toward
the corner ran the hubbub at the pace of
a running horse. Shouts, shrill, trailing
curses, and the muffled beat of hoofs in
the dust. A rider plunged into view, now,
his horse leaning far in to take the sharp
angle, and the dust skidding out and away
from his sliding hoofs. The rider gave
easily and gracefully to the wrench of his
mount.

And he seemed to have a perfect trust
in his horse, for he rode with the reins
hanging over the horns of his saddle. His
hands were occupied by a pair of revolvers,
and he was turned in the saddle.
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The head of the pursuing crowd lurched
around the elbow-turn; fire spat twice from
the mouth of each gun. Two men drop-
ped, one rolling over and over in the dust,
and the other sitting down and clasping his
leg in a ludicrous fashion. But the crowd
was checked and feel back.

By this time the racing horse of the
fugitive had carried him close to the hotel,
and now he faced the front, a handsome
fellow with long black hair blowing about
his face. He wore a black silk shirt which
accentuated the pallor of his face, and the
flaring crimson of his bandanna. And he
laughed, joyously, and the watchers from
the hotel window heard him call: “ Go it,
Mary. Feed ’em dust, girl!”

The pursuers had apparently realized
that it was useless to chase. Another gust
of revolver shots barked from the turning
of the street and .among them a different
and more sinister sound like the striking of
two great hammers face on face, so that
there was a cold ring of metal after the
explosion—at least one man had brought
a rifle to bear. Now, as the wild rider
darted past the hotel, his hat was jerked
from his head by an invisible hand. He
whirled again in the saddle and his guns
raised. As he turned, Elizabeth Cornish
saw something glint across the street. It
was the gleam of light on the barrel of a
rifle that was thrust out through the win-
dow of the store. :

That long line of light wobbled, steadied,
and ‘fire jetted from the mouth of the gun.
‘The black-haired rider spilled sidewise out
of the saddle; his feet came clear of the
stirrups, and his right leg caught on the
cantle. He was flung rolling in the dust,
his arms flying weirdly. The rifle disap-
peared from the window and a boy’s set
face looked out. But before the limp body
of the fugitive had stopped rolling, Eliza-
beth Cornish dropped into a chair, sick of
face. Her brother turned his back on the
mob that closed over the dead man and
looked at Elizabeth in alarm.

It was not the first time he had seen the
result of a gunplay, and for that matter it
was not the first time for Elizabeth. Her
emotion upset him more than the roar of
a hundred guns. He managed to bring her

a glass of water, but she brushed it away
so that half of the contents spilled on the
red carpet of the room. ’

“ He isn’t dead, Vance., He isn’t dead!”
she kept saying.

“ Dead before he left the saddle,” re-
plied Vance with his usual calm. * And if
the bullet hadn’t finished him, the fall
would have broken his neck. But—what
in the world! Did you know the fellow?”

He blinked at her, his amazement grow-
ing. The capable hands of Elizabeth were
pressed to her breast, and out of the thirty-
five years of spinsterhood which had
starved her face he became aware of eyes
young and dark, and full of spirit; by no
means the keen, quiet eyes of Elizabeth
Cornish.

“ Do something,” she cried. “ Go down,
and—if they’ve murdered him—"

He literally fled from the room.

She did not follow him with her eyes.
Out of the street a jumble of voices beat
through the window. She closed the sense
of their words out of her mind. In spite
of the noise, a great stillness had come on
her. She saw the course of a crack up the
wall until it sprayed out in a maze of lines .
on the ceiling. She dwelt with a blank
intensity on the picture of the president
which hung just opposite. She dropped
her eyes to the rug and studied the pattern
of roses and distorted Cupids—red roses
and blue Cupids!

All the time she was seeing nothing, but
she would never forget what she had seen
no matter how long she lived. Subcon-
sciously she was fighting to keep the street
voices out of her mind. They were saying
things she did not wish to hear, things she
would not hear. Finally she recovered
enough to stand up and shut the window.
That brought her a terrible temptation to
look down into the mass of men in the street
—and women, too!

But she resisted and looked up. The
forms on the street remained obscurely in
the bottom of her vision, and made her
think of something she had seen in the
woods—a colony of ants around a dead
beetle. Presently the door opened and
Vance came back. He still seemed very
worried, but she forced herself to smile at
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him, and at once his concern disappeared;
it was plain that he had been troubled
about her and not in the slightest by the
fate of the strange rider. She kept on smil-
ing, but for the first time in her life she
really looked at Vance without sisterly
prejudice in his favor. She saw a good-
natured face, handsome, with the cheeks
growing a bit blocky, though Vance was
only twenty-five. He had a glorious fore-
head and fine eyes, but one would never
look twice at Vance in a crowd. She knew
suddenly that her brother was simply a
well-mannered mediocrity. She had been
in the habit of looking up to him, because
he had some of the finer touches which
were lacking in her own nature. She knew
now, and it had really never occurred to
. her before, that a man must be something
more than well-educated and intelligent.
She was surprised by her own judgment.
Indeed, Elizabeth was very far from know-
ing what had happened to her.

“ Thank the Lord you’re -yourself again,
Elizabeth,” her brother said first of all. “1
thought for a moment—1 don’t know
what!” .

“ Just the shock, Vance,” she said.
Ordinarily she was well-nigh brutally frank.
Now she found it easy to lie and keep on
smiling. “ It was such a horrible thing to
SCCI”

“1 suppose so. Caught you off balance.
But I never knew you to lose your grip
so easily. Well, do you know what you've
seen?”

“ He's dead, then?”

He looked sharply at her. It seemed to
him that a tremor of unevenness had come
into her voice, but now he saw that she
was still smiling, and he dismissed the
momentary suspicion.

“Qh, dead as a doornail, Elizabeth.
Very neat shot. Youngster that dropped
him; boy named Joe Minter. Six thousand
dollars for Joe. Nice little nest egg to build
@ fortune on, eéh?” )

“Six thousand -dollars!
mean, Vance?”

“ The price on the head of Jack Hollis.
That was Hollis, sis. The -celebrated
Black-Jack.”

“ But—this is only a boy, Vance. He

What do you
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couldn’t have been more than twenty-five
years old.”

“ That’s all.”

“ But I've heard of him for ten years,
very nearly. And always as a man-killer.
It can’t be Black-Jack.”

“1I said the same thing, but it’s Black-
Jack, well enough. He started out when

be was sixteen, they say, and he’s been

raising the devil ever since. You should
have seen them pick him up—as if he
were asleep, and not dead. What a body!
Lithe as a panther. No larger than I am,
but they say he was a giant with his
hands.”

He was lighting his cigaret as he said
this, and consequently he did not see her
eyes close tightly. A moment later she was
able to make her expression as calm as
ever.

‘ Came into town to see his baby,” went
on Vance through the smoke. *Little
year-old beggar!”

“ Think of the mother,” murmured Eliza-
beth Cornish. “I want to do something
for her.”

“You can’t,” replied her brother with
unnecessary brutality.’ ¢ Because she’s
dead. A little after the youngster was
born. I believe Black-Jack broke her
heart, and a very pleasant sort of girl she
was, they tell me.”

‘ What will become of the baby?”

He found her dreaming with her work-
worn hands loosely clasped together and
her elbows resting on her bony knees. She
was not a graceful woman. For ten years,
now, she had done a man’s work in man-
aging the ranch which their father had left
them eovered with mortgages. She had
lifted those mortgages, but she had given
her young womanhood to the labor. This
touch of tenderness was an unturned page
in her nature, and Vance wondered at it.
Mechanically he attributed it to an after-
math of shock.

“ It will live and grow up,” he said care-
lessly. “ They always do, somehow. Make
another like his father, I suppose. A few
years of fame in the mountain saloons, and
then a knife in the back. One or two
rattling murders to give us reading matter,
and then the end of him!”
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The meager body of Elizabeth stiffened.
She was finding it less easy to maintain
her nonchalant smile.

113 W‘hy?" .

“ Why? Blood will out, like murder,
sis.”

“ Nonsense! All a matter of environ-
ment.”

“ Have you ever read the story of the
Jukes family?”

“ An accident. Take a son out of the
best family in the world and raise him like
a thief—he’ll be a thief. And the thief’s
son can be raised to an honest manhood.
I know it!”

She was seeing Black-Jack, as he had
raced down the street with the black hair
blowing about his face. Of such stuff, she
felt, the knights of another age had been
made. Vance was raising a forefinger in an
authoritative way he had.

“ My dear, before that baby is twenty-
five—that was his father’s age—he’ll have
shot a man. Bet you on it!”

“T'll take your bet!”

The retort came with such a ring of her
voice that he was startled. Before he could
recover she went on: * Go out and get that
baby for me, Vance. I want it.”

He tossed his cigaret out the window.

“Don’t drop into one of your head-
strong moods, sis. This is nonsense.” '

“ That’s why I want to do it. I'm tired
of playing the man. I've had enough to
fill my mind. I want something to fill my
arms and my heart.”

She drew up her hands with a peculiar
gesture toward her shallow, barren bosom,
and then her brother found himself si-
lenced. At the same time he was a little
irritated, for there was an imputation in
her speech that she had been carrying the
burden which his own shoulders should
have supported. Which was so true that
he could not answer, and therefore he cast
about for some way of stinging her. That
is always the way when a man is backed
against the wall in an argument. He
strikes out more or less blindly, and tries

to beat his way out of the dilemma through'

brute force.
“T thought you were going to escape the
sentimental period, Elizabeth. But soomer

or later 1 suppose a woman has to pass
through it.”

A spot of color came in her sallow cheek.

‘“ That’s sufficiently disagreeable, Vance.”

A sense of his cowardice made him rise
to conceal his confusion.

“I'm going to take you at your word,
sis. I'm going out to get that baby. .I
suppose it can be bought—Iike a calf!”

He went deliberately to the door, and
laid his hand on the knob. He had a
rather vicious pleasure in calling her bluff,
but to his amazement she did not call him
back. He opened the door slowly. Still
she did not speak. He slammed it behind
him and stepped into the hall. Plain stub-
bornness would make her go through with
the thing now, he knew. For a moment he
hesitated under an impulse to go back and
argue again, but his own stubbornness in-
tervened.

CHAPTER 1II.
ELIZABETH THE INDOMITABLE.

WENTY-FOUR years made the face
T of Vance Comish a little better fed,

a little more blocky of cheek, but he
remained astonishingly young. At forty-
nine the lumpish promise of his youth was
quite gone. He was in a trim and solid
middle-age. His hair was thinned above
the forehead, but it gave him more dignity.
On the whole, he left an impression of a
man who has done things and who will do
more before he is through. If one looked
very close it was seen that his eye was too
dull. And in that case one felt that here
was a strong man unawakened to a knowl-
edge of his own strength.

He shifted his feet from the top of the
porch railing to the cross piece,and shrugged
himself deeper into his chair. It was mar-
velous how comfortable Vance could make
himself. He had one great power—the
ability to sit still through any given inter-
val. Now he let his eye drift quietly over
the Cornish ranch. 1t lay entirely within
one grasp of the vision, spilling across the
valley from Sleep Mountain, on the lower
bosom of which the house stood, to Mount
Discovery, on the north. Not that the
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glance of Vance Cornish lurched across this
bold distance. His gaze wandered as
slowly as a bee buzzes across a clover field,
not knowing on which blessom to settle.

Below him, generously looped, Bear
Creek, tumbled out of the southeast, and
roved between noble borders of silver
spruce into the shadows of the Blue Moun-
tains of the north and west. It had the
proportions and dignity of a river, but
somewhere near its source in the old days
a hunter had dropped a grizzly, and the
name of his giving remained, extending to
the larger stream below.

Here the valley shouldered out on either

side into Sleep Mountain on the south and
.the Blue Mountains on the north, half a
dozen miles across and ten long of grazing
and farm land. The tillable portion, to be
sure, was not a large percentage. It ex-
tended hardly beyond the arms of the
southward swing of Bear Creek, but this
was a rich, loamy bottom-land scattered
with aspens.
' Beyond, covering the gentle roll of the
foothills, was grazing land. Scattering
lodge pole pine began in the hills, and
thickeped into demse yellow-green thickets
on the upper mountain slopes. And so
north and north the eye of Vance Cornish
wandered and climbed until it rested on
the bald summit of Mount Discovery. It
had its name out of its character, standing
boldly to the south out of the jumble of
the Blue Mountains.

It was a solid unit, this Cornish ranch,
fenced away with mountains, watered by
a river, pleasantly forested, and obviously
predestined for the ownership of one man.
Vance Cornish, on the porch of the house,
felt like an enthroned king overlooking his
dominions. As a matter of fact his hold-
ings were hardly more.than nominal.

In the beginning his father had left the
ranch equally to Vance and Elizabeth,
thickly plastered with debts. The son
would have sold the place for what they
could clear. He went East to hunt for
education and pleasure; his sister remained
‘and fought the great battle by herself.
She consecrated herself to the work, which
implied that the work was sacred. And to
her, indeed, it was.

She was twenty-twe and her brother
twelve when their father died. Had she
been a tithe younger and her brother a ma-
ture man, it would have been different. As
it was, she felt herself placed ir a maternal
position with Vance. She sent him away
to school, rolled up her sleeves and started
to order chaos. In place of husband, chil-
dren—love and the fruits of love—she ae<
cepted the ranch. The dam between the
rapids and the water-fall was the child of
her brain; the ploughed fields of the cen-
tral part of the valley were her reward.

In ten years of constant struggle she
cleared away the debts. And then, since
Vance gave her nothing but bills to pay,
she began to buy out his interest. He
chose to learn his business lessons on Wall
Street. Elizabeth paid the bills, but she
checked the sums agaimst his interest in the
ranch. And so it went on. Vance would
come out to the ranch at intervals and
show a brief, feverish interest, plan a new
set of irrigation canals, or a sawmill, or a
better road out over the Blue Mountains.
But he dropped such work half-done and
went away.

Elizabeth said nothing. She kept on
paying his bills, and she kept on cutting
down his interest in the old Cornish ranch,
until at the present time he had only a
finger-tip hold. Root and branch, the val-
ley and all that was in it belonged to
Elizabeth Comnish. She was proud of her
possession, though she seldom talked of her
pride. Nevertheless Vance knew, and
smiled. It was amusing, because, after
all, what she had done, and all her work,
would revert to him at her death. Until
that time, why should he care in whose
name the ranch remained so long as his
bills were paid? He had not worked, but
in recompense, he had remained young.
Elizabeth had labored all her youth away.
At forty-nine he was ready to begin the
most important part of his career. At sixty
his sister was a withered old ghost of a
woman. Her strength was in her eye alone.

No wonder that he fell into a2 pleasant
reverie. When Elizabeth died, he would
set in some tennis-courts beside the house,
buy some blooded horses, cut the road
wide and deep to let the world come up
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Bear Creek valley, and retire to the life of
a country gentleman.

His sister’s voice cut into his musing.
She had two tones. One might be called
her social register. It was smooth, gentle
—the low-pitched and controlled voice of
a gentlewoman. The othet voice was hard
and sharp. It could pierce the clamor of
the round-up with trenchant orders; it
could drive hard and cold across a desk,
and bring business men to an understand-
ing that here was a mind, not a woman.

At present she used her latter tone.
Vance Cornish came into a shivering con-
sciousness that she was sitting beside him.
He turned his head slowly. It was always
a shock to come out of one of his pleasant
dreams, and see that worn, hollow-eyed,
impatient face. He had had his pleasure
in life, and his sister had paid for it. He
forced himself to smile as he met her eye.

‘ Are you forty-nine, Vance?”

“I'm not fifty, at least,” he countered.

She remained imperturbable, looking him
over. He had come to notice that in the
past half dozen years, his best smiles often
failed to mellow her expression. He felt
that something disagreeable was coming,
and he ran off easily at a tangent to turn
the conversation. '

“ Why did Cornwall run away this morn-
ing? I hoped to take him on a trip.”

“ He had business to do.”

His diversion had been a distinct failure,
and had been turned against him. For she
went on: “ Which leads to what I have
to say. You’re going back to New York
in a few days, I suppose?”

“No, my dear. I haven’t been across
the water for two years.”

«’ Paris?"

“ Brussels.
more spirit.”
. “ Which means money.”

“ A few thousand, only. I'll be back by
fall.”

“ Do you know that youll have to mort-
gage your future for that money, Vance?”

He blinked at her, but maintained his
smile under fire, courageously.

“Come, come! Things are booming.
You told me yesterday what you'd clean
up on the last bunch of Herefords.”

A little less grace; a little

“ Well?”

When she folded her hands she was most
dangerous, he knew. And now the bony
fingers linked and she shrugged the shawl
more closely around her shoulders. After
a life of wild, hard labor in a rough coun-
try with rough men, it was strange to see
these prim, old-maidish habits settle on her
as the years slipped by.

“ We're partners, aren’t we?” smiled
Vance.

‘“ Partners, yes. You have one share and
I have a thousand. But—you don’t want
to sell out your final claim, I suppose?”

His smile froze.

[13 Hl?"

“If you want to get those few thou-
sands, Vance, you have nothing to put up
for them except your last shreds of prop-
erty. That’s why I say you’ll have to mort-
gage your future for money from now on.”

“ But—how does it all come about?”

He had not a very manly way of letting
business appear a complete mystery to him
when he was driven to the wall. It usually
made his sister halt under the impression
that she was taking an unfair advantage.
But to-day she merely flushed a little
deeper.

“I've warned you. I've been warning
-you for twenty-five years, Vance.”

Once again he attempted to turn her.
He always had the impression that if he
became serious, deadly serious for ten con-
secutive minutes with his sister, he would
be ruined. He kept on with his semi-
jovial tone.

“ There are two arts, Elizabeth. One is
making money .and the other is spending
it. You've mastered one and I've mastered
the other. Which balances things, don't
you think?”

She did not melt; he waved down to the
farm-land.

“ Watch that wave of wind, Elizabeth.”

A gust struck the scattering of aspens,
and turned up the silver of the dark-green
leaves. The breeze rolled across the trees
in a long, rippling flash of light. But Eliza-
beth did not look down. Her glance was
fixed on the changeless snow of Mount Dis-
covery’s summit.

“ As long as you have something to spend,
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spending is a very important art, Vance.
But when the purse is empty it’s a bit
useless, it seems to me.”

“ Well, then, I'll have to mortgage my
future. As a matter of fact, I suppose I
could borrow what I want on my pros-
peCtS.”

A veritable Indian yell, instantly taken
up and prolonged by a chorus of similar
shouts, cut off the last of his words. Round
the comer of the house shot a blood-bay
stallion, red as the red of iron under the
blacksmith’s hammer, with a long, black
tail snapping and flaunting behind him, bis
ears flattened, his beautiful vicious head
outstretched in an effort to tug the reins
out of the hands of the rider. Failing in
that effort he leaped into the air like a
steeplechaser and pitched down upon stiff-
ened forelegs. -

The shock rippled through the body of
the rider and came to his head with a snap
that jerked his chin down against his breast.
The stallion rocked back on his hindlegs,
whirled, and then flung himself deliberately
on his back. A sufficiently cunning maneu-
ver—first stunning the enemy with a blow

and then erushing him before his senses re-

turned. But he landed on nothing save
hard gravel. The rider had whipped out
of the saddle and stood poised, his hat
jammed hard on his head and the wind
curling the brim—a glorious specimen of
young manhood, straight as amn aspen,
strong as the trunk of a silver spruce and
mnew flushed and joyous with the battle.
The fighting horse, a little shaken by
the impact of his fall, nevertheless whirled
with catlike agility to his feet—a beautiful
thing to watch. As he brought his fore-
quarters off the earth he lunged at the
rider with open mouth. A sidestep that
would have done credit to a puglisit sent
the youngster swerving past that danger.
He leaped to the saddle at the same time
that the blood-bay came to his four feet.
The chorus in full cry was around the
house, four or five excited cow-punchers
waving their sombreros and yelling for horse
or rider according to the gallantry of the
fight. And it was, indeed, a battle royal.
The bay was in the air more than he
was on the ground, eleven or twelve hun-

-horse is a devil!

dred pounds of might writhing, snapping,
bolting, halting, sunfishing with devilish
cunning, dropping out of the air on one
stiff foreleg with an accompanying sway to
one side that gave the rider the effect of a
cudgel blow at the back of the head and
then a whip-snap to part the vertebre.
Whirling on his hind legs, and again flinging
himself desperately on the ground, only to
fail, come to his feet wtih the clinging bur-
den once more madedeningly in place, and
go again through a maze of fence-rowing
and sunfishing until suddenly he straight-
ened out and bolted down the slope like @
runaway locomotive on a downgrade. A
terrifying spectacle, but the rider sat erect,
with one arm raised high above his head
in triumph, and his yell trailing off behind
him. From a running gait the stallion
fell into a smooth pace—a true wild pacer,
his hoofs beating the ground with the force
and speed of pistons and hurling himself
forward with incredible strides. Horse and
rider Iurched out of sight among the silver
spruce. )

“ By the Lord, wonderful!” cried Vance

He heard a stifled cry beside him, a cry
of infinite pain.

“Is—is it over?”

And there sat Elizabeth the Indomitable,
Elizabeth the Fearless, with her face buried
in her hands like a girl of sixteen!

“ Of course it’s over,” said Vance, won-
dering profoundly.

She seemed to dread to look up.

“ And—Terence?”

‘“He’s all right. Ever hear of a horse
that could get that young wildcat out of
the saddle? He clings as if he had claws,
But—where did he get that red devil?”

She straightened, slowly letting her hands
fall, and looked down the slope with eyes
half frightened, half wistful. For the mo-
ment she was young, beautiful. Vance
Cormish bit his lip.

“Terence ran him down—in the moun-
tains—somewhere,” she answered, speaking
as one who had only half heard the question.
“ Two months of ‘constant trailing to do
it, I think. But, oh, youre right! The
And sometimes I think—”
She stopped, shuddering. Vance had re-
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turned to the ranch only the day before
after a long absence. More and more, after
he had been away, he found it difficult to
get in touch with things on the ranch. Once
he had been a mecessary part of the inner
life. Now he was on the outside. Terence
and Elizabeth were a perfectly completed
circle in themselves.

CHAPTER 1IIL
THE LAST OF THE COLBYS.

“YF Terry worries you like this,” sug-
gested her brother kindly, “ why don’t
you forbid these pranks?”

She looked at him as if in surprise.

“ Forbid Terry?” she echoed, and then
smiled. Decidedly this was her first tone,
a soft tone that came from deep in her
throat. Instinctively Vance contrasted it
with the way she had spoken to him. But
it was always this way when Terry was
mentioned. For the first time he saw it
clearly. It was amazing how blind he had
been. “ Forbid Terence? Vance, that
devil of a horse is part of his life. He was
on a hunting trip when he saw Le Sangre—"

“ Good Lord, did they call the horse
that?”

“ A French-Canadian was the first to
discover him and he gave the name. And
he’s the color of blood, really. Well, Ter-
ence saw Le Sangre on a hilltop against the
sky. And he literally went mad. Actually,
he struck out on foot with his rifle’and
lived in the country and never stopped
walking until he wore down Le Sangre
somehow and brought him back hobbled—
‘just skin and bones, and Terence not much
more. Now Le Sangre is himself again and
he and Terence have a fight—like that—
every day. I dream about it; the most hor-
rible nightmares!”

“ And you don’t stop it?”

“ My dear Vance, how little you know
Terence! You couldn’t tear that horse out
of his life without breaking his heart. I
know!” :

“So you suffer, day by day?” -

“I've done very little else all my life,”
said Elizabeth gravely. ‘ And I've learned
to bear pain,”

He swallowed. Also, he was beginning
‘to grow irritated. He had never before
thad a talk with Elizabeth that contained
so many reefs that threatened shipwreck.
He returned to the gist of their conversa-
tion rather too bluntly.

“ But to continue, Elizabeth, any banker
would lend me money on my prospects.”

“ You mean the property which will come
to you when I die?”

He used all his power, but he could not
meet her glance. In spite of himself his
eye was forced down to the flashing aspens
and to the leisurely silver trail of Bear
Creek among the spruces.

“You know that’s a nasty way to put
it, Elizabeth.”

“ Dear Vance,” she sighed, “a great
many people say that I'm a hard woman.
I suppose I am. And I like to look facts
squarely in the face. Your prospects begin
with my death, of course.”

He had no answer, but bit his lip nerv-
ously and wished the ordeal would come to
an end.

“ Vance,” she went on, “ I'm glad to have °
this talk with you. It’s something you have
to know. Of course I'll see that during
my life or my death you'll be provided for.
But as for your main prospects, do you
know where they are?r”

« Well?”

She was needlessly brutal about it, but
as she had told him, her education had been
one of pain.

“ Your prospects are down there by the
river on the back of Le Sangre.”

Vance Cornish gasped.

“I'Nl show you what I mean, Vance.
Come along.”

The moment she rose some of her age
fell from her. Her carriage was erect. Her
step was still full of spring and decision,
and she carried her head like a queen. In
spite of his confusion of mind and his
worry Vance admired her. True steel tells
in the rapier and true blood in a woman.

She led the way into the house. It was -
a big, solid, two-story building which the
mightiest wind could not shake. Henry
Cornish had merely founded the house, just
as he had founded the ranch; the main por-
tion of the work had been done by his
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daughter. And as they passed through her
stern old eye rested peacefully on the deep,
shadowy vistas, and her foot fell with just
pride on the splendid rising sweep of the
staircase. They passed into the roomy vault
of the upper hall and went down to the
end. She took out a big key from her
pocket and fitted it into the lock; then
Vance dropped his hand on her arm. His
voice lowered.

“You've made a mistake, Elizabeth.
This is father’s room.”

Ever since his death it had been kept
unchanged, and practically unentered save
for an occasional rare day of work to keep
itin order. Now she nodded, and resolutely
turned the key and swung the door open.
Vance went in with an exclamation of won-
der. It was quite changed from the solemn
old room and the brown, varnished wood-
work which he remembered. Cream-tinted
paint now made the walls cool and fresh.
The solemn engravings no longer hung
above the bookcases. And the bookcases
themselves had been replaced with built<in
shelves pleasantly filled with rich bindings,
black and red and deep yellow-browns. The
old-fashioned mantel no longer topped the
fireplace. Mounted heads were here and

there. A tall cabinet stood open at one side-

filled with rifles and revolvers and shotguns
of every description, and another cabinet
was loaded with fishing apparatus. The
stiff-backed chairs had given place to com-
fortable monsters of easy lines, flowing close
to the floor. There were two tall floor
famps and a desk lamp, all with shades of
light yellow with meager tints of rose show-
ing through the silk lining. Vance Cornish,
as one in a dream, peered here and there.
“God bless us!” he kept repeating.
“ God bless us! But where’s there a trace
of father?” v
“1 left it out,” said Elizabeth huskily,
“ because this room is meant for—but let’s
go back. Do you remember that day
twenty-four years ago when we took Jack
Hollis’s baby?” _
- “ When you took it,” he corrected. “I
disclaim all share in the idea.”
. “Thank you,” she answered proudly.
“ At any rate, I took the boy and called
him Terence Colby.”. -

“Why that name,” muttered Vance,
“ 1 never could understand.”

“ Haven't I told you? No, and I hardly
know whether to trust even you with the
secret, Vance. But you remember we
argued about it, and you said that blood
would out; that the boy would turn out
wrong; that before he was twenty-five he
would have shot a man?”

“ Dimly. I believe I said some of those
things.”

“You said them all, Vance. You said
more. You reminded me of the Jukes fam-
ily; you tried to prove that it’s the blood
that makes the man, and I held out that
environment is the thing.”

“T believe the talk ran like that.”

. “Well, Vance, I started out with a the-
ory; but the moment I had that baby in

_my arms it became a matter of theory, plus,

and chiefly plus. I kept remembering what
you had said, and I was afraid. That was
why I worked up the Colby idea.”

“ That's easy to see.”

“TIt wasn’t so easy to do. But I heard
of the last of an old Virginia family who
had died of consumption in Arizona. I
traced his family. He was the last of it.

.Then it was easy to arrange a little story:

Terence Colby had married a girl in Arizo-
na, died shortly after; the girl died also,
and I take the baby. ‘Nobody can disprove
what I say. There’s not a living soul who
knows that Terence is the son of Jack Hol-
lis—except you and me.”

- “How about the woman I got the baby
from?”

“1 bought her silence until fifteen years
ago. Then she died, and now Terry is con-
vinced that he is the last representative of
the Colby family.”

She laughed with excitement and beck-
oned him out of the room and into an-
other—Terry’s room, farther down the hall.
She pointed to a large photograph of a
solemn-faced man on the wall.

. “You see that?”
- “Who is it?” ;

“I got it when I took Terry to Vir-
ginia last winter—to see the old family
estate and go over the ground of the historic
Colbys.” .

She laughed again, happily.
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“Terry was wild with enthusiasm. He
read everything he could lay his hands
on about the Colbys. Discovered the year
they landed in Vu'glma bow they fought
in the Revolution; how they fought and
died in the Civil War. Oh, he knows every
landmark in the history of ‘his’ family,
Of course, I encouraged him.”

“T know,” chuckled Vance. ‘ Whenever
he gets in a pinch I've heard youw say:
¢ Terry, what should a Colby do?’ And
Fve heard you say a dozen times: ° Terry,
no matter what else may have been true of
them, the Colbys have always been gentle-
men.! ”»

Vance laughed uproariously.

“ And,” cut in Elizabeth, “you must
admit that it has worked. There isn’t a
prouder, gentler, cleaner-minded boy in the
world than Terry. Not blood. It’s the
bleod of Jack Hollis. But it’s what he
thinks himself to be that counts. And
now, Vance, admit that your theory is exe
ploded.”

He shoek his head.

“ Terry will do well enough. But wait
1ill the pinch comes. You don’t know how
he’ll turn out when the rub comes. Tken
blood will tell!”

She shrugged her shoulders angrily.

“Youre simply being perverse now,
Vance. At any rate, that picture is one
of Terry’s old ¢ ancestors,” Colonel Vincent
Colby, of prewar days. Terry has discov-
ered family resemblances, of course—same
black hair, same black eyes, and a great
many other things.”

“ But suppose he should ever learn the
truth?” murmured Vance.

She caught her breath.

“ That would be ruinous, of course. But
he’ll never learn. Only you and I know.”

“A very hard blow, eh,” said Vance,
“if he were robbed of the Colby illusion
and had Black-Jack put in its place as a
cold fact? But of course we’ll never telt
him. In the mean time, what’s all this
mysterious changing of rooms mean, Eliz-
abeth?”

Her color was never high. Now it be-
came gray. Only her eyes remained burn-
ing, vivid, young. A woman who has never
married and given of her life to make the
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lives of others, always retains one feature
of undying youth—eyes, hair, smile, voice,
perhaps. That one feature remains forever
young and blazes out at one, now and then,
through the mask of age:

“ Remember you said his blood would
tell befare he was twenty-five; that the
blood of Black-Jack would come to the
surface; that he would have shot a man?”

‘ Still harping on that, Elizabeth? What
if he does?”

“Y’d disown him, throw him out penni-
less on the world, mever see him again.”

“ You're a Spartan,” said her brother in
awe, as he looked on that thin, stern face.
“ Terry is your theory. If he disappoints
you, he’ll be simply a theory gone wrong,
Youlll cut him out of your life as if he
were an algebraic equation and never think
of him again.”

“ But he’s not going wrong, Vance. Be-
cause, in ten days, he’ll be twenty-fivel
And that’s what all these changes mean.
The moment it grows dark on the night of
his twenty-fifth birthday I'm going to take
him into my father’s room and turn it over

him-”

He had listened te her patiently, a little
wearied by ber unusual flow of words. Now
he eame out of his apathy with a jerk. He
laid his hand on Elizabeth’s shoulder and
turned her so that the light shone full in
her face. Then he studied her.

“What do you mean by that, Eliz-
abeth?”

“ Vanee,” she said steadily, but with a
touch of pity in her voice, “ I have waited
for a score of years, hoping that you'd set-
tle down and try to do a man’s work either -
here or somewhere else. You haven’t done
it. Yesterday Mr. Cornwall came here to
draw up my will. By that will I leave
you an annuity, Vance, that will take care
of you in comfort; but I leave everything
else to Terry Calby. That’s why I've
changed the room. The moment it grows
dark ten days fram to-day P’m going to
take Terry by the hand and lead him into

-the reom and into the posntmn of my fa-

ther!”

Whoshaﬂssy‘that there was not just a
touch of umsisterly triumph, unwomanly
hardness, in the gaze which Elizabeth fixed
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upon her brother? There was some excuse.
She had worked long and struggled bitterly,
and all these years he had waited in idle
comfort for her death to reap the harvest of
her work. But more was revealed to her
than she had expected. Under her keen
eyes it seemed that the mask of youth
which was Vance Cornish crumbled and fell
away.

The flight of the years which he had
hitherto escaped and outrun suddenly over-
took him. A new man looked down at her.
The firm flesh of his face became loose. His
whole body was flabby. She had the feel-
ing that if she pushed against his chest
with the weight of her arm he would topple
to the floor. That weakness gradually
passed. A peculiar strength of purpose
grew in its place.

“ Of course, this is a very shrewd game,
Elizabeth. You want to wake me up.
You’re using the spur to make me work.
1 don’t blame you for using the bluff, even
if it’s a rather cruel one: But of course it’s
impossible for you to be serious in what
you say.’

“ Why impossible, Vance?”

“ Because you know that I'm the last
male representative of our family. Be-
cause you Know my father would turn in
his grave if he knew that an interloper, a
foundling, the child of a murderer, a
vagabond, had been made the heir to his
estate. But you aren’t serious, Elizabeth;

I understand.”

He swallowed his pride, for panic grew
in him in proportion to the length of time
she maintained her silence.

“ As a matter of fact, I don’t blame you
for giving me a scare, my dear sister. I
have been,a shameless loafer. I’'m going to
reform and lift the burden of business off
your shoulders—let you rest the remamder
of your life.”

It was the worst thing he could have
said. He realized it the moment he had
spoken. This forced, cowardly surrender
was worse than brazen defiance, and he saw
her lip curl. An idler is apt to be like a
sullen child, except that in a grown man
the child’s sulky spite becomes a dark
malice, all-embracing. For the very reason
that Vance knew he was receiving what he
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deserved, and that this was the just reward
for his thriftless years of idleness, he began
to hate Elizabeth with a cold, quiet hatred.
There is something stimulating about any
great passion. Now Vance felt his nerves
soothed and calmed. His self-possession
returned with a rush. He was suddenly
able to smile into her face.

“ After all,” he said, “ you’re absolutely
right. T've been a failure, Elizabeth—a
rank, disheartening failure. You’d be fool-
ish to trust the result of your life-labors in
my hands—entirely foolish. I admit that
it’s a shrewd blow to see the estate go to—
Terry ”

He found it oddly difficult to name the
boy.

“ But why not? Why not Terry? He's
a clean youngster, and he may turn out
very well—in spite of his blood. I hope

. s0. I really expect that he will. The Lord

knows you’ve given him every chance and
the best start in the world. I wish him
luck!”

He reached out his hand, and her blood-
less fingers closed strongly over it.

‘“ There’s the old Vance talking,” she
said warmly, a mist across her eyes. “I
almost thought that part of you had died.
But it’s just as Terry says—Vance is a
good sport!”

He writhed inwardly to have the boy’s
judgment quoted to his face.

“ That’s mighty kind of Terry,” he said
aloud. “ By Jove, Elizabeth, think of that
boy, coming out of nothing, everything
poured into his hands—and now within ten
days of his goal! Rather exciting, isn’t it?
Suppose he should stumble at the very
threshold of his success? Eh?”

He pressed the point with singular in-
sistence.

“ Doesn’t it make your heart beat, Eliz-
abeth, when you think that he might fall
—that he might do what I prophesied so
long ago—shoot a.man before he’s twenty-
five?”

She shrugged the supposition calmly
away.

“ My faith in him is based as strongly
as the rocks, Vance. But if he fell, after
the schooling I’ve given him, I'd throw him
out of my lifg——foreverl ”
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He paused a moment, studying her face
with a peculiar eagerness.

Then he shrugged in tum. “ Tushl
Of course that’s impossible. Let's go
down.”

"CHAPTER 1V.
VANCE PLANS,

HEN they reached the front porch,
deep-set, running across the entire
face of the building, they saw

Terence Colby coming up the terrace from
the river road on Le. Sangre. And a
changed horse he was, One ear was for-
ward as if he did not know what lay in
store for him, but would try to be on the
alert. One ear flagged warily back. He
went slowly, lifting his feet with the care of
a very weary horse. Yet, when the wind
fluttered a gust of whirling leaves beside
" him, he leaped aside and stood with high
head, staring, transformed in the instant
into a creature of fire and wire-strung
nerves. The rider gave to the side-spring
with supple grace and then sent the stallion
on up the hill.

Joyous triumph was in the face of
Terry. His black hair, rather in need of
the barber, was blowing about his fore-
head, for his hat was pushed back after
the manner of one who has done a hard
day’s work and is ready to rest. He came
close to the veranda, and Le Sangre lifted
his fine head and stared fearlessly, curious-
ly, with a sort of contemptuous pride, at
Elizabeth and Vance.

“The killer is no longer a luller,”
laughed Terry. “Look him over, Uncle
Vance. A beauty, eh?”

Elizabeth said nothing at all. But she
rocked herself back and forth a trifle in
her chair as she nodded. She glanced
over the terrace, hoping that others might
be there to see the triumph of her boy.
Then she looked back at Terence. But
Vance was regarding the horse.

“ He might have a bit more in the legs,
Terry ”

“ Not much more. A leggy horse can’t
stand mountaini work—or any other work,
for that matter, except a ride in the park.”
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“T suppose you're right. He’s a picture
horse, Terry. And a devilish eye, but 1
see that you’ve beaten him.”

“ Beaten him?” He shook his head.
“ We reached a gentleman’s agreement. As
long as I wear spurs he’ll fight me till he
gets his teeth in me or splashes my skull
ta bits with his heels. Otherwise he’ll keep
on fighting till he drops. But as soon as
I take off the spurs and stop tormenting
him, he’ll do what I like. No whips or
spurs for Le Sangre. Eh, boy?”

He held out the spurs so that the sun
flashed on them. The horse stiffened with
a shudder, and that forward look of a
horse about to bolt came in his eyes.

“ No, nol” cried Elizabeth.

But Terry laughed and dropped the
spurs back in his pocket. '

“I should say not. Le Sangre has
crowded a week’s work into twenty min-
utes, and I feel as if I'd been fighting a
tornado. Come, boy!”

The stallion moved off, and Terry waved
to them. Just as he turned the mind of
Vance Cornish raced back to another pic-
ture—a man with long, black hair blowing
about his face and a gun in either hand,
sweeping through a dusty street with shots
barking behind him. It came’suddenly as
a revelation, and left him downheaded with
the thought

“ What is it, Vance?” asked his sister,
reaching out to touch his arm.

“ Nothing.” Then he added abruptly:
“I'm going for a jaunt for a few days,
Elizabeth.”

She grew gloomy.

“ Are you going to insist on taking it to
heart this way?” :

“ Not at all. P'm going to be back here
in ten days and drink Terry’s long life
and happiness across the birthday-dinner
table.”

He marveled at the ease with which he
could make himself smile in her face; and
he also marveled that she did not see
through him. Instead, she was ﬂushmg
and nodding with pleasure.

“ After all,” decided Vance, ‘ most
womenarefools,andElizabethisnoex-
ception.”

“You noticed that,” she was saying,
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“his gentleman’s agreement with Le San-
gre? I've made him detest fighting with
the idea that only brute beasts fight—men
argue and agree.” -

“ I've noticed that he never has trouble
with the cow-punchers.”

‘“ They’ve seen him box,” chuckled Eliz-
abeth. “ Besides, Terry isn’t the sort that

trouble-makers like to pick on. He has an
ugly look when he’s angry.”
“ H-m,” murmured Vance. “I've no-

ticed that. But as long as he keeps to his
fists he’ll do no harm.. But what is the rea-
son for surrounding him with guns, Eliza-
beth?”

“ A very good reason. He loves them,
you know. Anything from a shotgun to a
derringer Wis a source of joy to Terence.
And not a day goes by that he doesn’t
handle them.”

- “ Certainly the effect of blood, eh?” sug-
gested Vance.

She glanced sharply at him.

“You're determined to be disagreeable
to-day, Vance. As a matter of fact, I've
convinced him that for the very reason he
is so accurate with a gun he must never
enter a gun-fight. The advantage would
be too much on his side against any ordi-
nary man. That appeals to Terry’s sense
of fair play. No, he’s absolutely safe, no
matter how you look at it.”

“ No doubt.”

He looked away from her and over the
valley. The day had worn into the late
afternoon. Bear Creek ran dull and dark
in the shadow, and Mount Discovery was
robed in blue to the very edge of its shining
crown of snow. In this dimmer, richer
light the Cornish ranch had never seemed
80 desirable to Vance. The wind had fall-
en away in this holy time of the day, and
in the quiet the steady rush of the waterfall
that tumbled over the side of Elizabeth’s
dam drew nearer to them.

- Sunset was beginning to color the white
spray already, and along the rapids where
Bear Cgeek tumbled down out of Sleep
Mountain there was a stain from a red
cloud hahging high in the west. It was
not a ranch; it was a little kingdom. And

Vance was the dispossessed heir.
- He knew ths‘ he was being watched,
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however, and all that evening he was at
his best. At the dinner-table he guided the
talk so that Terence Colby was the lion
of the conversation. Afterward, when he
was packing his things in his room for his
journey of the next day, he was careful to
sing at the top of his voice. He reaped a-
reward for this cautious acting, for the
next morning, when he climbed into the
buckboard that was to take him down the
Blue Mountain Road and over to the rail-
road, his sister came down the steps and
stood beside the wagon.

“You will come back for the birthday
party, Vance?” she pleaded.

“You want me to?”

“ You were with me when I got Terry.
In fact, you got him for me. And I want
you to be here when he steps into his
own.”

In this he found enough to keep him
thoughtful all the way to the railroad while
the buckskins grunted up the grade and
then spun away down the long slope be-
yond. It was one of those little ironies of
fate that he should have picked up the
very man who was to disinherit him some
twenty-four years later.

He turned the matter over in his mind
when he was on the train. He decided
that he had no grudge against Elizabeth.
She had earned the ranch for herself, and
she had a right to dispose of it as she saw
fit. But she was overstepping. The law
might have something to say in his favor
if she attempted to lét him off with an an-
nuity and give all the rest to the foundling.
However, he had no desire to fall back on

- the law save as a last resort. He had a

deep-seated desire to upset Elizabeth with
her own weapons.

He carried no grudge against her, but he
certainly retained no tenderness. Hereafter
he would act his part as well as he could
to extract the last possible penny out of
her. And in the mean time he must con-
centrate on tripping up Terence Colby,
alias Hollis.

Vance saw nothing particularly vicious in
this. He had been idle so long that he
rejoiced in a work which was within his
mental range. It included scheming, work-
ing always behind the scenes, pulling

-
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strings to make others jump. And if he
could trip Vance and actually make him
shoot a man on or before that birthday,
he bad no doubt that his sister woudd
actually throw the boy out of her house
and out of her life. A woman who could
give twenty-four years to a theory would
be capable of grim things when the theory
went wrong.

It was early evening when he climbed off
the train at Garrison City. He had mot
visited the place since that cattle-buying
trip of twenty-four years ago that brought
the son of Black-Jack into the affairs of
the Cornish family. Garrison City was
mightily changed. In fact, it had become a
city. There were two solid blocks of brick
buildings next to the station, a network of
paved streets, and no less than three hotels.
It was so new to the eye and so obviously
full of the “booster ” spirit that he was
appalled at the idea of prying through this
modern shell and getting back to the heart
and the memory of the old days of the
tawn. He found the work even harder than
he had thought,

At the restaurant he forced himself upon
a grave-looking gentleman across the table.
He found that the solemn-faced man was
a traveling drummer. The venerable loafer
in front of the blacksmith-shop was feeble-
minded, and merely gaped at the name of
Black-Jack. The proprietor of the hotel
shook his head with positive antagonism.

“ Of course, Garrison City has its past,”
he admitted, “ but we are living it down,
and have succeeded pretty well. I think
T've heard of a ruffian of the last generation
named Jack Hollis; but I don’t know any-
thing, and I don’t care to know anything,
about him. But if you're interested in Gar-
rison City, I'd like to show you a little plot
of ground in a place that is going to be the
center of the—"

Vance Cornish made his mind a blank,
let the smooth current of words slip off
his memory as from an oiled surface, and
gave up Garrison City as a hopeless job.
Nevertheless it was the hotel proprietor
who drepped a valuable hint.

“ If you're interested in the early legends,
why don’t you go to the State Capital.
They have every magazine and every book
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that so much as mentions any place in the
State.”

So Vance Cornish went to the capitel
and entered the library. It was a sweaty
task and a most discouraging ene. The
name ‘“ Black-Jack ” revealed nothing; and
the name of Hollis was an equal blank,
so far as the indices were concerned. These
were not the days when the magazines flung
out an army eof scouts who skirmished
fram the north pole to the south, from the
pearl-diver to the Matterharn, on a tireless
hunt for adventures and adventuxers, facts,
or talk about facts. It was before the days
when writers learned to give intimate pok-
traits of statesmen at tea or débutantes
playing golf.

Ten years later, had he lived so long,
Black-Jack Hollis would have been hunted
to the ground by fearless photographers
and treed by daredevil reporters and mn-
mortalized in numberless pages of bad
prose. As it was, he was preserved in
legend only, and Vance Cornish could make
no vital use of legend. He wanted some-
thing in cold print.

So he began an exhaustive search. He
went through volume after volume of travel
—the musty travel books which drenched
the market in the late seventies and the
early eighties, with photographs of the au-
thors in tight gray trousers and frock coats
on the first page and thousands of words of
watered Macaulay. He stayed grimly by
his task; but though he came upon mention
of Black-Jack, he never reached the ac-
count of an eye-witness of any of those
stirring hold-ups or train-robberies.

And then he began on the old files of
magazines—magazines which were so hope-
lessly anmtiquated that they still thought
they could hald a reader with page-long
poems instead of tag-ends of verse for dec-
oration. And still nothing. He was about
to give up with four days of patient labor
wasted when he struck gold in the desert— _
the very mine of information which he
wanted.

“ How I Painted Black-Jack,” by Law-
rence Montgomery.

There was the photograph of the painter,
to begin withb—a man who had discovered
the beauty of the deserts of the Southwest,
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But there was more—much more. It told
how, in his wandering across the desert,
he had hunted for something more than
sand and rocks at dawn and at sunset—
raw-colored sands and purple mesas bloom-
ing in the distance.

He had searched for a human being to
fit into the picture and give the softening
touch of life. But he never found the
right type. He found white men and In-
dians in plenty, but never the face for
which he had been looking. And then luck
came and tapped him on the shoulder. A
lone rider came out of the dusk and the
desert and loomed beside his camp-fire.
The moment the firelight flushed on the
face of the man he knew this was the face
for which he had been searching. He told
how they fried bacon and ate it together;
he told of the soft voice and the winning
smile of the rider; he told of his eyes, un-
speakably soft and unspeakably bold, and
the agile, nervous hands, forever shifting
and moving in the firelight.

-The next morning he had asked his vis-
itor to sit for a picture, and his request
had been granted. All day he labored at
the canvas, and by night the work was
far enough along for him to dismiss his
visitor. So the stranger asked for a small
" brdsh with black’ paint on it, and in the
corner of the canvas drew in the words,
“ Yours, Black-Jack.” Then he rode into
the night.

Black-Jack! Lawrence Montgomery had
made up his pack and struck straight back
for the nearest town. There he asked for
tidings of a certain Black-Jack, and there
he got what he wanted in heaps. Every
one knew Black-Jack—too well! There
followed a brief summary of the history
of the desperado and his countless crimes,
unspeakable tales of cunning and courage
and merciless vengeance taken.

Vance Cornish turned the last page of
the article, and there was the reproduction
of the painting. He held his breath when
he saw it. The outlaw sat on his horse
with his head raised and turned, and it
was the very replica of Terence Colby as
the boy had waved to them from the back
of Le Sangre. More than a family, sketchy
tesemblance—far more.

~
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There was the same large, dark eye; the
same smile, half proud and half joyous;
the same imperious lift of the head; the
same bold carving of the features. There
were differences, to be sure. The nose of
Black-Jack had been more cruelly arched,
for instance, and his cheek-bones were
higher and more pronounced. But in spite
of the dissimilarities the resemblance was:
more than striking. It might have stood
for an actual portrait of Terence Colby
masquerading in long hair. That is, if one
did not have the original to look at.

When the full meaning of this photo-
graph had sunk into his mind Vance Cor-
nish closed his eyes and shut his hands.
“ Eureka!” he whispered to himself.

There was something more to be done.
But it was very simple. It merely consist-
ed in taking out a sharp pocket-knife and
covertly cutting out the pages of the article
in question. Then, carefully, for fear of -
loss," he jotted down the name and date
of the magazine, folded his stolen pages,
and fitted them snugly into his breas
pocket. :

He stood up from the table armed as
with a gun, and he walked out of the room
with a springy step. His threatened youth
'was returning to him. That night he ate
his first hearty dinner in four days.

CHAPTER V.
AMMUNITION.

ANCE’S work was not by any means
accomplished. Rather it might be
said that he was in the position of

a man with a dangerous charge for a gun
and no weapon to shoot it. He started out
to find the gun.

- In fact, he already had it in mind.
Twenty-four hours later he was in Crater-
ville. Five days out of the ten before the
twenty-fifth birthday of Terence had
elapsed, and Vance was still far from his
goal, but he felt that the lion’s share of the
work had been accomplished.

Craterville was a day’s ride across the
mountains from the Cornish ranch, and it
was the county seat. It consisted of a
wretched group of frame buildings stagger-
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ing between great masses of black rock for
protection. It was one of those towns
which spring into existence for no reason
that can be discovered, and cling to life
generations after they should have died.
But Craterville held one thing of which
Vance Cornish was in great need, and that
was Sheriff Joe Minter, familiarly called
Uncle Joe. His reason for wanting the
sheriff was perfectly  simple. Uncle Joe
Minter was the man who killed Black-Jack
Hollis.

He had been a boy of. eighteen then,
shooting with a rifle across a window-sill.
That shot had formed his life. He was
now forty-two, and he had spent the inter-
val as the professional enemy of criminals
in the mountains. For the glory which
came from the killing of Black-Jack had
been sweet to the youthful palate of Min-
ter, and he had cultivated his taste. As-
siduous practise gave him skill with weap-
ons, and a perfect knowledge of the moun-
tains and a fair share of craft completed his
equipment.

-He became the most dreaded man-hunter
in those‘districts where man-hunting -was
most common. He had been sheriff at
Craterville for a dozen years now, and still
his supremacy was not even questioned.
And having made the region “ bad times ”
for the lawless element, the sheriff often
threatened that he would move elsewhere
and try to find better hunting—a threat
which always frightened Craterville and its
neighbors.

Vance Cornish was lucky to find the
sheriff in town presiding at the head of the
long table of the hotel at dinner. He was
a man of great dignity. He wore his stiff
black hair, still untarnished by gray, very
long, brushing it with difficulty to keep it
behind his ears. It grew far down and
over his collar, turning up a little at the
ends. This mass of black hair framed a
long, stern face, the angles of which had
been made by years. But there was no
sign of weakness. He had grown dry, not
flabby. His cheeks were somewhat sunk-
en; his mouth was a thin, straight line, and
his fighting chin jutted out in profile.

He rose from his place to greet Vance
Cornish. Indeed, the sheriff acted the part
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of master of ceremonies at the hotel, having
a sort of silent understanding with the
widow who owned the place. It was said
that the sheriffi would marry the woman
sooner or later, he so loved to talk at her
table. His talk doubled her business. Her
table afforded him an audience; so they
needed one another.

“ You don’t remember me,” said Vance.

“I got a tolerable poor memory for
faces,” admitted the sheriff.

“T’'m Cornish, of the Cornish ranch.

The sheriff was duly impressed. The
Cornish ranch was a show-place. He ar-
ranged a chair for Vance at his right, and
presently the talk rose above the murmur
to which it had been depressed by the ar-
rival of this important stranger. The in-
creasing noise made a background. It left
Vance alone with the sheriff.

“ And how do you find your work, sher-
iff?”” asked Vance; for he knew that Uncle
Joe Minter’s great weakness was his love of
talk. Every one in the mountains knew
it, for that matter.

“Dull,” complained Minter; “damn
dull. Men ain’t what they used to be, or
else the law is a heap stronger.”

“ The men who enforce the law are,”
said Vance.

The sheriff absorbed this patent compli-
ment with the blank eye of satisfaction and
rubbed his chin,

“ But they’s been some talk of rustling,
pretty recent. I'm waiting for it to grow
and get ripe. Then I'll bust it.”

He made an eloquent gesture which
Vance followed. He was distinctly pleased
with the sheriff. For Minter was wonder-
fully preserved. His face seemed five years
younger than his age. His body seemed
even younger, round, smooth, powerful
muscles padding his shoulders and stirring
down the length of his big arms. And his
hands had that peculiar light restlessness of
touch which Vance remembered to have
seen—in the hands of Terence Colby, alias
Hollis!

“ And how’s things up your way?” con-
tinued the sheriff.

“ Booming. By the way, how long is it
since you’ve seen the ranch?”

“ Never been there. Bear Creek Valley

1A
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has always been a quiet place since the Cor-
nishes moved in; and they ain’t been any
call for a gent in my line of business up
that way.”

He grinned with satisfaction, and Vance
nodded.

“If times are dull, why not drop owver?
We’re having a celebration there in five
days. Come and look us over.” .

“Maybe I might, and maybe I
mightn’t,” said the sheriff. “ All depends.”

“ And bring some friends with you,” in-
sisted Vance.

Then he wisely let the subject drop, and
went on to a detailed description of the
game in the hills around the ranch. That,
he knew, would bring the sheriff if anything
would. But he mentioned the invitation no
more. There were particular reasons why
he must not press it on the sheriff any more
_than on others in Craterville.

The next morning, before train-time,
Vance went to the post-office and left the
article on Black-Jack addressed to Terence
Colby at the Cornish ranch. The address-
ing was done on a typewriter, which com-
pletely removed any means of identifying
the sender. Vance played with Providence
in only one way. He was so eager to strike
his blow at the last possible moment that
he asked the postmaster to hold the letter
for three days, which would land it at the
ranch on the morning of the birthday.
Then he went to the train.

His self-respect was increasing by leaps
and bounds. The game was still not won,
but, starting with absolutely nothing, he
had marshaled forces which had at least
an even chance of winning. No wonder he
smiled a self-congratulatory smile. In six
days he had planted a charge which might
send Elizabeth’s twenty-four years of labor
up in smoke.

He got off the train at Prestod, the sta-
tion nearest the ranch, 4nd took a hired
team up the road along Bear Creek Gorge.
They debouched out of the Blue Mountains
into the valley of the ranch in the early
evening, and Vance found himself looking
with new eyes on the little kingdom. He
felt the happiness, indeed, of one who has
lost a great prize, and then put himself in
a fair way of winning it back.
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They dipped into the valley road. Over
the tops of the big silver spruces he traced
the outline of Sleep Mountain against the
southern sky. It was, in reality, a whole
range, but the summits formed one long,
smooth, undulating line which dimly sug-
gested the body of a sleeping woman, her
hair flowing down a soft slope in a blue
mass of lodge-pole pine, and the rest of her
figure loosely covered with drapery.

But no imagination was needed to feel
the peace and symmetry of that pleasant
mountain. And who but Vance, or the
dwellers in the valley, would be able to
duly appreciate such beauty? If there
were any wrong in what he had done, this
thought consoled him: the ends justified the
means,

Now, as they drew closer, through the
branches he made out glimpses of the dim,
white front of the big house on the hill.
A prospect as peaceful, he felt, as the
quiet outlines of Sleep Mountain above it.
Here was just such a place as he could
have built for himself to spend the gentle
end of his life. That big, cool house with
the kingdom spilled out at its feet, the
farming lands, the pastures of the hills, and
the rich forest of the upper mountains.
Certainty came to Vance “Cornish. He
wanted the ranch so profoundly that the
thought of losing it became impossible.

CHAPTER VI
PRIDE,

UT while he had been working at a
distance, things had been going on
apace at the ranch, a progress which

had now gathered such impetus that he
found himself incapable of checking it.
The blow Tell immediately after dinner that
same evening. Terence excused himself
early to retire to the mysteries of a new
pump-gun. Elizabeth and Vance took their
coffee into the library.

The night had turned cool, with a sharp
wind driving the chill through every crack;
so a few sticks were sending their flames
crumbling against the big back log. The
lamp glowing in the corner was the only
other light, and when they drew their
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chairs close to the hearth gieat tongues of

shadows leaped and fell on the wall behind
them. Vance looked at his sister with con-
cern. There was a certain complacency
about her this evening that told him in ad-
vance that she had formed a new plan with
which she was well pleased. And he had
come to dread her plans.

She always filled him with awe—and
never more so than to-night, with her thin,
homely face illumined irregularly and by
flashes. He kept watching her from the
side, with glances.

“T think I know why you’ve gone away
for these few days,” she said.

“To get used to the new idea,” he ad-
mitted with such frankness that she turned
to him with unusual sympathy. It was
rather a shock at first.”

“Y know it was. And I wasn’t diplo-
matic. There’s too much man in me,
Vance. Altogether too much, while you—"

She closed her lips suddenly. But he
knew perfectly the unspoken words. She
was about to suggest that there was too
little man in him. He dropped his chin in
his hand, partly for comfort and partly to
veil the sneer. If she could have followed
what he had done in the past six days!

“ And you are used to the new idea?”

“ You see that I'm back before the time
was up and ahead of my promise,” he said.

She nodded. :

“ Which paves the way for another new
idea of mine.”

He felt that a blow was coming and
nerved himself against the shock of it. But
the preparation was merely like tensing
one’s muscles against a fall. When the
shock came it stunned him.

“ Vance, I've decided to adopt Terence!”

The fire became a confused play of red in
a cavern of black. His finger-tips sank into
his cheek, bruising the flesh. What would
become of his six days of work? What
would become of his cunning and his fore-
thought? All destroyed at a blow. For if
she adopted the boy the very law would
keep her from denying him afterward. For
a moment it seemed to him that some devil
must have forewarned her of his plans.

“You don’t approve?” she said at last,
anxiously.
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He threw himself back in the chair and
laughed. All his despair went into that
hollow, ringing sound.

‘“ Approver It’s a queer question to ask
me. But let it go. I know I couldn’t
change you.”

“I know that you have a right to ad-
vise,” she said gently. “ You are my
father’s son and you have a right to advise
on the placing of his name.”

He had to keep fighting against surging
desires to throw his rage in her face. But
he mastered himself, except for a tremor of
his voice.

““ When are you going to do it?”

“ To-morrow.”

“ Elizabeth, why not wait until after the
birthday ceremony?”

‘“ Because I've been haunted by peculiar
fears, since our last talk, that something
might happen before that time. I've actue
ally lain awake at night and thought about
it! And I want to forestall all chanc&. I
want to rivet him to me!”

He could see by her eagerness that her
mind had been irrevocably made up, and
that nothing could change her. She wanted
agreement, not advice. And with consum-
mate bitterness of soul he submitted to his
fate.

“1T suppose you’re right. Call him down
now and I’ll be present when you ask him
to join the circle—the family circle of the
Cornishes, you know.”

He could not school all the bitterness out
of his voice, but she seemed too glad of his
bare acquiescence to object to such trifles.
She sent Wu Chi to call Terence down to
them. He had apparently been in his shirt-
sleeves working at the gun. He came with
his hands still faintly glistening from their
hasty washing, and with the coat which he
had just bundled into still rather bunched
around his big shoulders. He came and
stood against the massive, rough-finished
stones of the fireplace iooking down at Eliz-
abeth. There had always been a sort of
silent understanding between him and
Vance. They never exchanged more words
and looks than were absolutely necessary.
Vance realized it more than ever as he
looked up to the tall, athletic figure. And
he realized also that since he had last
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looked closely at Terence the latter had
slipped out of boyhood and into manhood.
There was that indescribable something
about the set of the chin and the straight-
looking eyes that spelled the difference.

“ Terence,” she said, * for twenty-four
years you have been my boy.”

“Yes, Aunt Elizabeth.”

He acknowledged the gravity of this
opening statement by straightening a little,
his hand falling away from the stone
against which he had been leaning. But
Vance looked more closely at his sister. He
could see the gleam of worship in her eyes.
She patently loved every inch of that clean
young life.

“ And now I want you to be something
more. I want you to be my boy in the
eyes of the law, so®that when anything
happens to me your place won’t be threat-
ened.” ’

He was straighter than ever.

" “1 want to adopt you, Terence!”

Somehow, in those few moments they
had been gradually building to a climax.
It was prodigiously heightened now by the
silence of the boy. The throat of Vance
tightened with excitement.

“T will be your mother, in the eyes of
the law,” she was explaining gently, as
though it were a mystery which Terry could
not understand. “ And Vance, here, will be
your uncle. You understand, my dear?”

What a world of brooding tenderness
went into-her voice! Vance wondered at it.
But he wondered more at the stiff-standing
form of Terence, and his silence; until he
saw the .tender smile vanish from the face
of Elizabeth and alarm come into it. All
at once Terence had dropped to one knee
before her and taken her hands. And now
it was he who was talking slowly, gently,
explaining something that might be difficult
to understand.

“All my life you've given me things,
Aunt Elizabeth. You've given me every-
thing. Home, happiness, love—everything
that could be given. So much that you
could never be repaid, and all I can do is
to love you, you see, and honor you as if
you were my mother in fact. But there’s
just one thing that can’t be given. And
that’s a name!”
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He paused. Elizabeth was listening with
a stricken face, and the heart of Vance
thundered with his excitement. Vaguely
he felt that there was something fine and
clean and honorable in the heart of this
youth which was being laid bare; but about
that he cared very little. He was getting
at facts and emotions which were valuable
to him in the terms of dollars and cents.

“ It makes me choke up,” said Terence,
“ to have you offer me this great thing. I
tell you, it brings the tears to my eyes to
have you offer me your name. It’s a fine
name, Cornish. But you know that I can’t
do it. It would be cowardly—a sert of rot-
ten treason for me to change. It would be
wrong. I know it would be wrong. I'm a
Colby, Aunt Elizabeth. Every time that
name is spoken I feel it tingling down to
my finger-tips. 1 want to stand straighter,
live cleaner. When I looked at the old
Colby place in Virginia last year it brought
the tears to my eyes. I felt as if I were a
product of that soil. Every fine thing that
has ever been done by a Colby is a strength
to me. I've studied them. And every now
and then when I come to some brave thing
they’ve done I wonder if I could do it., And
then I say to myself that I must be able to
do just such things or else be a shame to
my blood.

“ Give me a name? Oh, Aunt Elizabeth,
I know what a great honor and kindness
you'’re doing to me; but even if I should
change my name to Cornish my blood
would still be Colby through and through.
That would be the name I’d respond to like
an anthem. Change my name? Why, I've
gone all my life thanking God that I come
of a race of gentlemen, clean-handed, and
praying God to make me worthy of it. That
name is like a whip over me. It drives me
on and makes me want to do some fine big
thing one of these days. Think of it! I'm
the last of a race. I'm the end of it. The
last of the Colbys! Why, when you think
of it, you see how I can’t possibly change,
don’t you? 1If I lost that I'd lose the best
half of myself and my self-respect! You
understand, don’t you? Not that I slight
the name of Comnish. for an instant. But
even if names can be changed, blood can’t

be changed!”
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She turned her head. She met the gleam-
ing eyes of Vance, and then let her glance
probe the fire and shadow of the hearth.

“Tt’s all right, my dear,” she said faintly.
“ Stand l.lp.”

“ I’ve hurt you,” he said contritely, lean-
ing over her. “I feel—like a dog. Have
I hurt you?”

“ Not the least in the world. I only of-
fered #t for your happiness, Terry. And if
you don’t need it there’s no more to be
said!” :

He bent and kissed her forehead.

“ Now run back to your greasy guns and
forget about this.”

The moment he had disappeared through
the tall doorway, Vance, past control, ex-
ploded.

“ Of all the damnable exhibitions of pride
in a young upstart, this—"

“ Hush, hush!” said Elizabeth faintly.
¢ It’s the finest thing I've ever heard Terry
say. But it frightens me, Vance. It fright-
ens me to know that I've formed the char-
acter and the pride and the self-respect of
that boy on—a lie! Pray God that he
never learns the truth!”

CHAPTER VII.
VANCE’S LETTER.

HERE was not many guests. Eliza-
beth had chosen them carefully from

" families which had known her father, -

Henry Cornish, when, in his reckless, ad-
venturous way, he had been laying the ba-
sis of the Cornish fortune in the Rockies.
Indeed, she was a little angry when she
heard of the indiscriminate way in which
Vance had scattered the invitations, partic-
alarly in Craterville.

But, as he said, he had acted so as to -

show her that he had entered fully into the
spirit of the thing, and that his heart was in
the right place as far as this birthday party
was concerned, and she could not do other-
wise than accept his explanation.

Some of the bidden guests, however,
came from a great distance, and as a mat-
ter of course a few of them arrived the day
before the celebration and filled the quiet
rooms of the old house with noise. Eliza-

beth accepted them with resignation, and
even pleasure, because they all had pleasant
things to say about her father and good
wishes to express for the destined heir, Ter-
ence Colby. It was carefully explained
that this selection of an heir had been made
by both Elizabeth and Vance, which re-
moved all cause for remark. Vance himself
regarded the guests with distinct amuse-
ment. But Terence was disgusted.

“ What these true Westerners need,” he
said to Elizabeth later in the day, “is a
touch of blood. No feeling of family or
the dignity of family precedents out here.”

It touched her shrewdly. More than
once she had felt that Terry was on the
verge of becoming a complacent prig. So
she countered with a sharp thrust.

“You have to rémember that you’re a
Westerner born and bred, my dear. A
very Westerner yourself!”

“ Birth is an accident — birthplaces, I
mean,” smiled Terence. “It’s the blood
that tells.”

“ Terry, you’re a snob!” exclaimed Aunt
Elizabeth.

-1 hope not,” he answered. “ But look
yonder, now!”

Old George Armstrong’s daughter, Nelly,
had gone up a tree like a squirrel and was
laughing down through the branches at a
raw-boned cousin on the ground beneath
her.

“And what of it?” said Elizabeth.
‘“ That girl is pretty enough to please any
man; and she’s the type that makes a wife.”

Terry rubbed his chin with his knuckles,
thoughtfully. It was the one family habit
that he had contracted from Vance, much
to the irritation of the latter.

“ After all,” said Terry with complac-
ency, “ what are good looks with bad gram-
mar?"

Elizabeth snorted, literally and most un-
femininely.

‘ Terence,” she said, lessoning him with
her bony, long forefinger, “ you’re just
young enough to be wise about women.
When you're a little older you'll get sense.
If you want white hands and good gram-
mar, how do you expect to find a wife in
the mountajns?”

Terry answered with unshaken. lordly
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calm. “T bhaven’t thought about the de-
tails. They don’t matter. But 2 man must
have standards of criticism.”

“ Standards your foot!” eried Aunt Eliz-
abeth. * “ You insufferable young prig.
That very girl laughing down through the
branches—F’ll wager she could set your
head spinning in ten seconds if she thought
it worth her while to try.”

“ Perhaps,” smiled Terence. “In the
mean time she has freckles and a vocabu-
lary without grewing pains.”

Aunt Elizabeth was speechless. She
glared at Terence. Her own vecabulary
was not impeccable; she had done too much
work with and ameng men.

“ What in thunder are you going to try
to find in women?” she asked. “ Deo you
think you can cut a slip on Fifth Avenue
and ask it to strike root and blossom out
here?”

“ Why not?” answered Terence serenely.
“ You did that very thing, you know.”

Aunt Elizabeth was silenced. She
rubbed her long nose.

“ Are you going to hunt for a woman
like me—an iron-woman?” she asked with
attempted sarcasm.

“It’s the mind that counts,” asserted
Terence.

“ All men are fools,” declared Aunt Eliz-
abeth; “but boys are idiots, bless ’em!
Terence, before you grow up you’ll have
sore toes from stumbling, take my werd
for it! Do you know what a wise man
would do?”

“ Well?”

“Go out and start a terrific flirtatien
with Nelly.”

“For the sake of experience?” sighed
Terence.

“ Good Heavens,” groaned Aunt Eliaa-
beth. “ Terry, you’re impeossible]l Where
are you going now?”’

“QOut to see El Sangre.”

“ Fo ride bim?”

“ Of course. Or talk to him.”

“Talk te a horse?” ‘

“ Lats of ways of doing that. El Sangre
has a vecabulary—fully as large as Nelly’s,
I give you my word. And what he says
means moze.”’

He went whistling out the door, and she
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followed him with confused feelings of an-
ger, pride, joy, and fear. She went to a
side window and saw hin go fearlessly into
the corral where the man-destroying El
Sangre was kept. And the big stallion, red
fire in the sunshine, went straight to him
and nosed at a hl.p pocket. They had al-
ready struck up ‘a perfect understandinrg.
Deeply she wondered at it.

She had never loved the mountains and
their people and their ways. It had been
a battle to fight. She had fought the bat-
tle, won, and gained a hollow victory. Aad
watching Terry caress the great, beautiful
borse, she knew vaguely that his heart, at
least, was in tune with the wilderness. In-
deed, she thought there was something
strangely similar in the wild horse and the
untamed youth—the same strength uncon-
scious of its pewer for evil or for goed.

“1 wish to Heaven, Terry,” she mur-
mured, “ that you could find a master as
El Sangre has done. You need teaching!”

Which was, of course, entirely true. But
it was a decided reflection on the upbring-
ing she had given him. Often she had a
feeling that he escaped her. That there
was toe much of himn for her to grasp with
one effort of eye and mind and heast. And
in moments of bitterness she knew that it
was because she was not his mother in
bloed. She had net paid the great price of
pain and doubt and hope, and therefore she
could not reap the great reward. When
she turned from the window she found
Vance watching her.

He had a habit of obscurely melting into
a backgroand and looking out at her umex-
pectedly. All at once she knew that he
bhad been there listening during all of her
talk with Terence. Neot that the talk had
been ef a peculiarly private nature, but it
angered her. There was just a semblance
of eavesdropping about the presence ef
Vance. Feor she knew that Terence un-
bosomed himself to ker as he would do in
the hearing of no ejher human bemg.
&lowever, she mastered her anger and
smiled at her brother. He had taken all
these recent changes which were so much to
his disadvantage with a goed spirit that
astonished and teuched her.

“ Do you know what I'm going to give
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Terry for his birthday?” he said, saunter-
ing toward her.

“Well?” A mention of Terence and his
welfare always disarmed her completely.
It was the one conversational thrust for
which she had no parry. She opened her
eyes and her heart and smiled at her
brother.

“ There’s no set of Scott in the house.
I'm going to give Terry one.”

“Do you think he’ll ever read the
novels? I never could. That antiquated
style, Vance, keeps me at arm’s length.”

“ A stiff style because he wrote so rapid-
ly. But there’s the greatest body and bone
of character. Except for his heroes. Terry
reminds me of them, in a way. No
thought, not very much feeling, but a great
capacity for physical action.”

She felt like saying that this was a rather
qualified compliment. But she knew the
nature of Vance made him mix the good
and the bad together. If he lifted a man
up one moment he wanted to knock him
down the next. She listened while he ex-
panded his theme.

“You see, what Terence needs is some
sort of intellectual interest. He’s only edu-
cated on the surface. Give him a lot of
horses, and trails to ride 'em on, and he
never thinks about books and the inside of
his mind. Give him enough open country
and he'll never do anything but see and
hear things without listening to what wise
heads have to say.”

“1 think you’d like to be Terry’s ad-
viser,” she said.

“ T wouldn’t aspire to the job,” yawned
Vance, “ unless I could ride well and shoot
well. If a man can’t do that he ceases to
be a man in Terry’s eyes. And if a woman
can’t talk pure English she isn’t a woman.”

“ That’s because he’s young,” said Eliz-
abeth.

“ It's because he’s a prig,” sneered Vance.
He had been drawn farther into the conver-
sation than he planned; now he retreated
carefully. “ But another year or so may
help him.”

He retreated before she could answer,
but he left her thoughtful, as he hoped to
do. He had a standing theory that the
only way to make a woman meditate is to
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keep her from talking. And he wanted
very much to make Elizabeth meditate the
evil in the son of Black-Jack. Otherwise
all his plans might be useless and his seeds
of destruction fall on barren soil.” He was
intensely afraid of that, anyway. His hope
was to draw the boy and the sheriff together
on the birthday and guide the two explo-
sives until they met on the subject of the
death of Black-Jack. Either Terry would
kill the sheriff or the sheriff would kill
Terry. Vance hoped for the latter, but
rather expected the former to be the out-
come, and if it were, he was inclined to
think that Elizabeth would sooner or later
make excuses for Terry and take him back
into the fold of her affections. According-
1y, his work was, in the few days that in-
tervened, to plant all the seeds of suspicion
that he could. Then, when the dénoue-
ment came, those seeds might blossom over-
night into poison-flowers.

In the late afternoon he took up his po-
sition in an easy chair on the big veranda.
The mail was delivered, as a rule, just be-

- fore dusk, one of the cow-punchers riding

down for it. Grave fears about the loss of
that all-important missive to Terry haunt-
ed him, for the postmaster was a doddering
old fellow who was quite apt to forget his
head. Consequently he was vastly relieved
when the mail arrived and Elizabeth
brought the familiar big envelope out to
him, with its typewritten address.

“ Looks like a business letter, doesn’t it?”
she asked Vance.

“ More or less,” said Vance, covering a .
yawn of excitement.

“ But how on earth could any business—
it’s post-marked from Craterville.”

“ Somebody may have heard about his
prospects; they’re starting early to separate
him from his money.”

‘“ Vance, how much talking did you do in
Craterville?”

It was hard to meet her keen old eyes.

“Too much, I'm afraid,” he said frank-
ly. “ You see, I've felt rather touchy about
the thing. I want people to know that you
and I have agreed on making Terry the heir
to the ranch. I don’t want any one to sus-
pect that we differed. I suppose I talked
too much about the birthday plans.”
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She sighed with vexzation and weighed
the letter in her hand.

“ T’ve half a mind to open it.”

Ris heart-beat fluttered and paused.

“ Go ahead,” he urged, with well-assared
carelessness.

She shook down the contents of the en-
velope preparatory to opening it.

“It's mothing but printed stuff, Vance.
I can'see that, through the envelope.”
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“ But wait a minute, Elizabeth. It
might anger Terry to have even his business
mail opened. He’s touchy, you know.”

She hesitated, then shrugged her shoul-
ders. :
“ ¥ suppose you're right. Let it go.” She
laughed at her own concern ever the mat-
ter. “Do you know, Vance, that some-
times I feel as if the whole world were ¢on-
spiring to get a hand on Terry?”

€To be continmed NEXT WEEK.)

candy counter, Chester P. Boyd had

longed to be in business for himself.
As a mere boy, he had studied the careers
of Rockefeller, Carnegie, Horatio Alger,
and the celebrated early bird that caught
a worm, and in consequence of the knowl-
edge thereby acquired he had formed a
mighty resolution to. work for himself
rather than pile up pelf for some tyrannical
employer.

While still in school, Chester had actual-
ly acquired a business of his awn, too; built
it up from nothing, in fact, and by virtae
of its success became something of a finan-
cial magnate in his own social set. It was
not the sort of business that a national
bank or a commercial agency would have
Iooked upon with favor, being only the lo-
cal agency for a famous advertising peri-
odical that also printed some reading mat-
ter, but it was sufficient to provide pleasant
metallic tinklings in his trouser-pockets and
buy loflypops for half the girls in the block,

EVER since he was chin high to a

e

John Holden

and for a matter of three or four years that
was alt that Chester required.

After he had been graduated from high
school, hewever, Chester was forced to the
conclusion that pedling a periodical from
door to door was no suitable eccupation for
a man of the world who must array himself
in evening clothes, and purchase flowers
and theater tickets, and take dancing and
ukelele lessons. It was undignified, and the
dividends were no longer satisfactory. His
parents, too, imsisted that he should enter
some banking or other recognized business
institution.

Chester pleaded that he would rather
start a news-stand, or perhaps a hat-clean-
ing establishment; but his parents were
adamant, and also lacking in cash, so the
result was that Chester began to serve a
life sentence behind the fron bars of 2 Wall
Street bank. His first duty was to act as
chauffeur to an adding machine; but he was
informed that if he attended strictly to
business he might hope to work upward to
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a responsible position in fifteen or twenty
" years.

Although he realized that it was an honor
" to be able to enter the magnificent portals
of a great bank every morning, just as
" though he were a trust magnate, Chester
" was nevertheless not entirely contented.
" The job of being a minute cog in a big
" wheel was not half so alluring as had been
his own personal business of enticing nickels
from reluctant pockets. There was no thrill
in the task of manipulating a counting ma-
chine. The sight of money lying around in
the tellers’ cages like so many bundles of
cigars ceased to hold his interest when he
came to a full realization of the fact that it
was as non-spendable as Captain Kidd's
doubloons. The old hankering to have a
business of his own grew upon him. He
turned again to the stories of Carnegie, the
early bird, Alger, Rockefeller, et al, and
one day he bought a little book entitled
“ How to Win Success.”

Oddly enough, it was this book that pre-
cipitated a crisis in Chester’s life. He car-
ried it around in his coat pocket, and dur-
ing a lull in business one day he took it out
and was reading a chapter entitled “ The
Value of Attending Strictly to Business,”
" when he felt a gentle tap on his shoulder
and turned to face the stern countenance
of the third assistant secretary to the vice-
president.

“Is that all you've got to do?” the 3rd
a. s. to the v. p. inquired.

“Yes, sir— for the moment,” Chester
stammered.

“Let me see that book.” Chester had
employed his finger as a book-marker, so
the admiral of the adding-machine fleet was
able to note which chapter he had been
reading. “ That’s good advice; why don'’t
you take it?” he demanded.

“ 1 was—er—going to,” replied Chester.
His pink and white cheeks were all pink
now.

“1 see.” The boss appraised Chester
for a silent moment. “ Comeé over to my
desk,” he said, and Chester went.

‘ Has it ever occurred to you, Mr. Boyd,
that perhaps you are out of place in this
institution?” he queried.

“ Yes, sir,” said Chester in the straight-

* fashion.
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forward manner of one who never employs
words to conceal thought rather than re-
veal it.

“Oh, it has, eh!” the boss exploded.
“ Well, sir, the same thing has occurred to
me. You are a good man, Boyd, but ob-
viously you are unfitted for a banking ca-
reer. You are too independent. You place
your own interests ahead of the bank’s, and
that, sir, is something that we cannot tol-
erate in this institution.”

Chester was on the point of remarking
that Carnegie, the early bird, and even the
famous founder of the bank itself had ap-
parently been more intent upon their per-
sonal success than upon the success of
others, but he allowed the opportunity to

pass.

“In fact, I have reluctantly reached the
conclusion, sir, that the quicker you leave
this institution the better it will be for all
concerned,” continued the official. “ You
will receive two weeks’ additional pay in
addition to your salary to date, Mr. Boyd,
and this evening we will say good-by to
you.”

“ All — all right, sir,” stammered Ches-
ter, and with a very red face and an all-
gone feeling in the region of his backbone,
he returned to his adding machine.

He flung his book on how to win success
into a wastebasket, finished his day’s work,
and made his exit from the bank with no
more job than a park hobo, and hardly any
more capital to start a business of his own
than is possessed by the common or prairie
variety of jack-rabbit.

Nevertheless it was to a business of his
own that Chester’s thoughts persisted in
turning. On his way home he purchased a
copy of the periodical that, back in his

* schooldays, had provided him with lollypop

money and looked through it in haphazard
He found that it had grown so
fat and prosperous that it was now a con-
siderable task to find a column of reading
matter among the advertisements, so he did
not bother to search, but contented himself
with the vivid proclamations of the merits
of Leather Medal Flour and Roughmobiles
and Tar-and-Feather Floor Mops and so
on. Then, in a pregnant moment, he hit
upon the modest little announcement that
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was destined to change the course of his ca-
reer as a stone diverts the streamlet that
later grows into a mighty river:

BE YOUR OWN BOSS

Why work for wages when you can own a
business of your own? Our local representa-
tives average from fifty dollars to five hun-
dred dollars a week. You can do the same
taking orders for our justly famous Kant-
Kreak Boots and Shoes.

Boots and shoes! That sounded like a
pretty good line of merchandise to the
young man who must needs do something
and do it soon. It was dignified; there was
good money in each sale that one made;
everybody had to have them.. Undoubtedly

it would be a better business than pedling -

a five-cent periodical that the average per-
son did not need any more than a cat needs
fins. He had been able to make money
with five-cent sales of a luxury; why, there-
fore, should he not be able to make an ex-
cellent income with seven-dollar sales.of a
necessity?

The more Chester thought about becom-
-ing a local representative for Kant-Kreak
" Boots and Shoes, the more did the propo-
" sition appeal to him. He read and studied

all the details of the once-in-a-lifetime op-
portunity.

One did not need to pile up useless ex-
pense by opening a store. Goodness, no!
-The Kant-Kreak plan had that old-fash-
- ioned method of merchandising beaten forty
ways, as the saying is. One simply made
pleasant calls on ladies and gentlemen in
their homes, and in a few well-chosen words
explained to them the stupendous merits of
the celebrated Kant-Kreak shoe. The rest
was a.mere matter of taking their money
and wiring in rush orders for more shoes,
which orders, the advertisement stated,
could now be filled with neatness and des-
- patch. The best of it was that one could
- sell to the same customers again and again,
and thus build up a business that, after a
while, would run on its own momentum,
like a flivver going down hill.

Accompanying the announcement there
was the picture of one Jaroslav P. Poin-
dexter, standing beside a truck full of Kant-
" Kreak shoes. Not many months before
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this ‘gentleman had been a simple farmer’s
boy, it appeared, with no more knowledge
of the boot and shoe business than a centi-
ped possesses, and look at him now! His
previous month’s sales had totaled one
thousand eight hundred and eighty-three
dollars, with numerous feet in his territery
that might still be enticed inside the best
shoe on earth. It was the chance of a life-
time, and one had better apply for territory
immediately before it was all taken up like
.oil land in Oklahoma. No great amount
of capital was required. Fifty dollars
would provide one with a stock of twelve
pairs, and that, considering the fact that
they sold like bread in a famine, would be
- sufficient for a start.

At home that evening Chester totted up
hi§ available cash and found that it amount-
ed to seventy-five dollars, just enough to
enable him to get under way. He recollect-
ed that various captains of finance had been
celebrated for their prompt decisions, so,
without wasting more than half an hour in
- thinking the matter over, he sent fifty dol-
/lars to the Kant-Kreak people and asked

that he be assigned a medium-sized up-
State town in which to start his new career.
There were altogether too many shoe-stores
in New York; also the advertisement had
- hinted that the smaller cities and towns of-
- fered the best shoe-selling opportunities.
With gratifying promptness Chester re-
ceived twelve pairs of Kant-Kreak shoes,
assorted ladies’ and gentlemen’s sizes, and
upon examination they seemed to be per-
fectly good, sensible shoes. They did not
possess the ridiculous high heels that one
sometimes sees on Fifth Avenue, also they
were gratifyingly free from such silly affec-
- tations as holes in the toes and a harness-
like arrangement of straps. They looked
good to Chester. He was further gratified
- by receiving the identical territory that he
applied for. All in all, it was an enthusi-
astic young man that set off for the scene
of his coming commercial triumph.
It was late in the evening when Chester
alighted from a train at his destination and
- took the first steps toward becoming a mer-
. chant prince. These steps led him up the
main street, suit-case in one hand and shoe-
case in the ather.
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He noted that the city seemed pretty
well provided with shee-stores, but these
did not cause him much uneasiness. No
Kant-Kreak shoes were stocked; just gaudy
contraptions all fussed up with scrolls and
scallops for men, and silly spool heels and
crazy color combinations for women. As
if men wanted to bedeck their feet in shoes
that Jooked like waffles, or women wanted
black and white shoes with red heels]
Doubtless people bought them because they
could get nothing else. He would show
them what a really sensible shoe was.

At the Y. M. C. A,, Chester was directed
to a rooming-house. He proceeded thither,
and after submitting to a cross-examination
by a sharp-featured lady who theught he
- was pedling hooch, he was given a room.
He set his alarm-clock for an early hour
and went to bed, all buoyed up with hope
and eager anticipation for the morrow.

Next morning he rose early and had some
business cards, bearing his new address, run
off at a quick-print shop. Then he picked
out a prosperous-looking residential street
that boasted iron deer on several of its big,
green lawns, and boldly walked up to the
front door of the first house.

His ring was answered by a surprised-
looking colored girl.

“ Good morning,” Chester said. “I am
introducing the celebrated Kant-Kreak
shoe. If you will let me show it to you—"

“Naw, I don’t want no shoes,” inter-
rupted the girl, and made a motion to close
the door.

“It’s the lady of the house that I really
want to see,” Chester insisted.

“ She don’t need no shoes neither—she’s
got shoes—and ’sides she ain’t up yet.”

Chester was loath to surrender even in
the face of such discouragement. His
printed instructions had assured himt that
sales could often be made to persons who at
first seemed disinclined to buy.

“ Pethaps if I called later—” he sug-
gested, and handed her his business card.

“ Naw, 't won’t do you no good. Mad-
am she don’t never buy from ne pedler.”

Pedler! The word had a shgulaﬂy dis~
agreeahle sound. Chester’s air was not
qmtesop.mnyashepmceededtothencxt
house.
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A sleepy-eyed woman came to the door
in a dressing-gown.

“1 buy my shoes m regular stores,” she
said sharply, and closed the door in his
face.

A milkman, on his way from the back
door te his wagon, overheard the remark.

“ Heh, buddy,” he said. “ You can’t sell
anything this early in the morning. Folks

ain’t awake yet. Take a tip from me and
wa:t till long about ten o’clock.”

“ Thanks—er—TIX believe I will,” Chester
said, and in rather a crestfallen manner he
retraced his steps to his rooming-house.

Again his thoughts reverted to the early
bird of song and story whose example he
bhad endeavored to follow; but while it was
evident that early hours were desirable in
the worm-catching business, it did not seem
to follow that they were equally praise-
worthy in the shoe-selling trade. ,

At ten o’clock Chester resumed his inter-
rupted canvass by calling at the third house
on his chosen block. To his gratification a
polite lady welcomed him inside and lis-
tened attentively to his selling talk, then
thh the same cold politeness she said:

“ Thank yeu for explaining your proposi-
tion, but I prefer to patronize local trades-
men rather than outsiders.”

He called at the fourth house and was
gently repulsed; he called at the fifth and
was turned down quite rudely. The sixth
and seventh were equally barren of results,
and at the eighth a dog put teeth marks in
his sample case.

In the afternoon his luck was better. A
lady whe said she was divorced and glad of
it examined his shoes with interest and said
she would be glad to have a pair only her
alimeny was overdue, and couldn’t Chester
let her have a pair on credit? Chester
could not, whereupon she remarked that
this was a bard world and probably he
would starve to death pedling shoes, what
with the better styles down-town and all.
Not that she cared a snap, all men being
brutes anyway who weuldn’t pay their ali-
mony if they could wriggle out of it, and
probably Chester 'was as bad as the rest or
worse, he baving a wicked eye like the male
vamp in some film she had seen but couldn’t
remember the name of.
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Chester was so entertained by this chat-
- ter that he did not begin to lose heart again
until he had been turned down at five other
houses. He finished the day with no busi-
ness done, and with a sneaking suspicion
that perhaps a popular five-cent periodical
was a better selling proposition than a
seven-dollar pair of shoes after all.

His landlady seemed quite interested in -

his career.

“I've had all kinds of fakirs stopping at
my place, from corn doctors to fortune-
telling Hindus, but never till you came did
I have a shoe salesman,” she said. “ Did
you sell 2 lot of them?”

“ Not as yet,” stated Chester with all the
nonchalance he could muster up, which was
not much.

“No, and I guess you won’t. There’s
lots of good shoe-stores in this town.” She
added in a kindly manner: “ Now if you'd
like to accept a nice genteel job in a brick-
yard, I know where you might possibly
get on.” . .

Chester declined with thanks and dig-
nity, and went to his room.’

He was no quitter, so in the morning he
resumed his canvass with all his erstwhile
jauntiness. But as the day wore on his
step became a plod, and he lugged his
sample-case from house to house in the
manner of a.convict dragging a ball and
chain. Nobody wanted Kant-Kreak shoes
except a kindly-featured old lady who
called him a bonnie boy and took a mother-
ly interest in him, and he did not happen to
have her size.

Folks told him that his shoe could not be
any good or the regular stores would stock
it; that his styles were forty years behind
thes times; that the toes were too blunt;
that thes toes were too pointed; that his
heels were too low; that his heelsswere too
high; that everything under the sun was
wrong with his proposition; that if he want-
ed to sell shoes why didn’t he get him a,re-
spectable job in a shoe-store?

Chester was minded to admit, defeat at
the end of the second day, but upon reflec-
tion he decided to apply to his venture the
rules of baseball, which decree that one isn’t
out until he had missed the ball sthree
times; and upon the third day he resumed
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his canvassing with small hope and large
apprehension.

Ringing a door-bell was now a task that
he dreaded as much as a green soldier
dreads going over the top. Between one
house and another he slowed his steps down
to a creep so that the expected and dreaded
repulse would be longer delayed.

At noon he had sold nothing and had
definitely decided to abandon his task, but
fear of being self-convicted as a quitter was
upon him, so he resolved to plod through
the afternoon regardless of what happened.
He did plod, too, until four o’clock, and
then the amazing thing that he was des-
tined to remember all his life occurred. He
“fang the door-bell of a big house set well
back from the street in a luxurious vista of
green grass and shrubbery that was without
any disfiguring iron dogs or deer, and in a
moment the door was opened.

But not this time by a sour-featured-
dame with scom in her eyes and barbed
remarks upon her tongue. On the contrary,
it was the most engaging girl that Chester
had ever seen since leaving New York who
answered his ring. The golden sheen of the
sun was in her hair, merriment danced in
her alluring brown eyes, and her voice, as
she invited him to enter, was like the rich,
golden tone of some precious violin. From
somewhere in the house behind her came
peals of laughter. Evidently something un-
-usual was going on in this palatial home,

“I am introducing the famous Kant-
Kreak shoe,” Chester started his customary
patter. “ It possesses style and comfort,
distinction and pep, and the price is no
higher than for ordinary shoes. It cannot
be bought in common stores, but is being
introduced to a select—"

“Fine! We'll all have a look.” His
prospect asked him to come in, and called
to the merrymakers: “ Oh, girls! Look
who’s here!”

Half a dozen fair charmers crowded into
the room and ranged about Chester and the
first girl.

“ What’s doing, Elaine?” they wanted to
know, and in the manner of a circusebarker,
Elaine told them. :

“ We have with us to-day,” she orated,
““a genuine, blown-in-the-bottle salesman.



28

Often we have heard of the silver-tongaed
oratory of these gifted gentlemen, who are
able, it is said, to charm even the birds off
the trees, but never, I'll venture to say,
have we had the priceless oppertunity of
observing one in action at such close range.”
She looked at Chester’s business card which
he had handed her. ¢ Ladies, I therefore
take pleasure in introducing for your ap-
proval Mr. Chester Boyd, shoe salesman
extraopdinary, who will now demonstrate
hew he lures unwary dollars from. the
pockets of the proletariat — or something
like that. Go ahead, Mr. Boyd.”

“ No, gir!” A bobbed-haired little fem-
inmine imp spoke up commandingly. “ He's
got to sing for us first. No- fair luring dof-
lars till he sings. Will you sing, Mr,
Boyd?”

Mr. Boyd could amd wouid. In fact,
Chester rather welcemed the opportunity.
TFhe gaiety of this little party, in such sharp
contrast to the inmumerable rebukes he had

suffered, was contagious. He felt so grate--

ful for being recogmized as a human being
that he was willing te do almost anything
that was requested of him. So he sang a
popular song, while Elaine accompanied
him. an the piano, and his little audience
applauded loudly.

Even then, however, the girls were not
in a buying moeod. They asked Chester if
he could recite something, and after he had
done so the young lady who had command-
ed the first song insisted upon. exhibiting a
new damce she had recently learned. Then
some ene else samg, and in fact the gather-
ing seewred to forget that Chester was a
sglesman instead of & regular member of
the party. Time after time he was abeut
to interrupt the gay preceedings, but he
sensed thet commercial activity weuld not
e weltome at the moment, and ke kept
putting aff the tagk of getting dewn to busi-
ness. Finally he put pleasure behind' him,
amd with an effort began:

‘“Ladies. as k told Miss Elaime at the
start, I have here the finest shoe—"

‘Fhat wes. as far as he gat. From the
strest canve the leud honking of auteme-
biles, and the girls flew tos the windesvs.

‘'Fhere are the beys! Lket’s gol” some
one shouted, and in two seconds Chester’s
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audience had grabbed up hats and wraps
and were flying down the pathway to where °
three men in three big cars: awaited them.

Elaine, teo, donned her wraps, though
she did not immediately rush awag.

“ I’mr sorry,” she said to Chester,  bast
you see how it is. You couldn’t get the
girls to listen to shoe talk now.”

“ €ouldn’t you—" Chester did not. com-
plete the sentence. He realized the utter
futility of doing se. It was only two pain-
fully apparent that Elaine, too, had: no time
te. waste an shoes.

“ Some other day, perhaps;” she said;
but Chester knew there would be ne athrer

‘day for him. He picked up his grip and

preceded her out the door. She walloed
about ten steps with him and thanked him
for entertaiming her amd her friends, and
then, evidently feeling that slte: had deme
her full duty toward him, she ran the re-
maining distance: to the impatiently waiting
cars, and in five seconds the entire pacty
was honk-hgnking down the street, leaving
behind: them: the mest discouraged salesman
in the entire United States.

Diseouragement, in fact, dees not begin
to describe Chester’s feeling. Never in all
his life had he felt se utterly cast dowa.
The gaiety of the party, the proximity ef
the exceedingly attractive girl called Elaine
who hed given him a thrill the moment ke
looked at her, the prospect of making sev-
eral seles—all this had lifted him to heights
of delightful expectation. Following that,
his swift and sudden descent into the blaek
pit of failure left him temporarily dazed.
And with his sense of failure cante also the
humiliating realization that he had been
used merely as a temporary mesns of en-
tertainment, ta be east aside like an out-
worn- toy the instant the girls tired of him.

It was a consistent climax te his three
days of faflure! In the language of base-
ball, he had struck out three times. Fer
him the game was: finished. ke would seil
his shoes anywhere for whatever they would
bring and! return: to: New ¥York, penniless,
jobless, and disconraged, te: joiin the: alseady
swoller ranks of the wnemployed. Be
wallied joto the mearest shee-store amd
ashedﬂnpzmneﬂwhmﬂwhmanuﬁu
em his stock.
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The man took them for his bargain coun-
ter at two dollars a pair, and after hearing
Chester’s story, remarked:

“You were licked before you started,
young man. In some country sections you
might work up that proposition into a good
thing, but in a town like this, with a dozen
or more up-to-the-minute shoe-stores, you
never had a chance. Why, if you had suc-

_ceeded in selling only one pair a day I'd
give you a job right here in my store at
fifty per cent more salary than the ordinary
shoe clerk gets.”

There was no train out of town until
midnight, so, after a frugal supper, Chester
returned to his room and threw himself
down on his bed to endure as best he might
the several hours that he must still spend
in this detestable town. He found a grain
of comfort in the fact that at least he had
closed up his shoe business without getting

_ into debt or other trouble.

comfort was not to be his for long. After
an hour or so of gloomy introspection he

was suddenly yanked out of his reverie by -

the sharp clang of the door-bell and the

. authoritative voice of a man demanding of .

_the landlady if any one named Chester
.Boyd was in. Chester heard her reply that
he was, and then the man gave her peremp-
tory orders to send him down to the parlor
immediately. The woman crept up to
_Chester’s door, and in the manner of an
executioner at a condemned man’s cell, in-
formed him that he had better collect his
wits, for his caller did not look like a man
who could be trifled with.

‘Thinking over any possible crime that he
could have unwittingly committed, Ches-
ter's knees suddenly grew weak as he re-
flected that it might be a misdemeanor to

peddle shoes in this town without a license..

They grew weaker still as he sighted a big
motor-car in the dusk outside. He was
prepared for the worst as he entered the
patlor, and as he sighted the keen eyes of
the well-dressed, gray-haired man who con-
fronted him, he did not doubt that the
worst was what he would get.

“ Mr. Boyd?” the man queried sharply.

“Yes, sir,” answered Chester in a thin,
weak tone. '
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“ I understand that you have been selling
shoes from house to house.”
Chester smiled wanly.

yes.”

“ Didn’t you succeed?”

“ No, sir.”

“ Why not?”

Chester repeated what the shoe merchant
and others had told him, to the effect that
his stock was not sufficiently varied and up-
to-date to compete with local shoe-stores,
particularly as many persons preferred to
patronize the town merchants,

“1 see,” said the man. “ You stuck to a
losing game for three days and then you
gave it up. Well, what I want to know now
is, how did you approach the women and
young girls who answered your calls, and
what did you say to them?”

A dreadful premonition that perhaps he
had unknowingly said something amiss as-

“ Trying to—

-sailed Chester.
And yet it seemed that even this small -

“ Why—er—1I said practically the same
thing to all of them,” he hedged.

“ Say it to me.”

“ But I haven’t got the shoes any more.”

“ Say it without them.”

So Chester braced up and recited his sell-
ing talk as convincingly as though he were
still in the business. The man, in the réle

-of prospective buyer, advanced reasons for
-refusing to buy, and Chester countered with

the best arguments at his command. He

_did not become excited and he was careful
-to retain his suavity of manner. - He felt, as
-he proceeded from one clinching argument

to another, that he was regaining some
measure of his self-respect by reason of the

.fact that his arguments were ggod ones.

He enjoyed the clash of wits, as indeed he
always had. The thought came to him that
perhaps, with another and more promising
line, he might still make good as a sales-
man.

. The man brought the sales talk to an
abrupt conclusion, and then questioned
Chester as to his previous business expe-
rience. Chester told him how he made good
money in his school days, and how he was
a square peg in a round hole at the bank.
The man wanted to know why Chester had
persisted in his losing shoe business for
three days when he was practically certain
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that it was a failure at the end of the first
day; and Chester replied that, having made
a start at anything, he was not the sort of
person who surrenders while there is still a
remote possibility of victory.

The man sat silently appraising young
Boyd until the latter grew uncomfortable.

“ Has it ever struek you,” the stranger
queried at last, ¢ that you might be able to
make good as a road salesman for—well,
say, truonks and bags and other leather
goods?”

“ It certainlty has,”’ Chester replied. “ In
fact, I think that’s just what I'm cat out
for. 1 like to sell things to people; like to
argue with them; like to move around from
place to place as a road salesman does.”

The stranger grew still more serious.

“ Mr. Boyd,” he said, *“ I’ve been study-
ing you while we’ve been talking, and I also
think that you might make a good road
salesman. You have an engaging person-
ality, you know how to present an argu-
ment, your manner is convincing, and above

all you have demonstrated on the streets of .

our town that you possess that prime requi-
site of a salesman, which is persistence. At
any rate, I am willing to give you a try-out.
My name is Moore, I have a leather-goods
factory in this town, and I am in need of a
salesman. I will pay you a salary and com-
mission, too, so you will virtually be in busi-
ness for yourself. What do you say?”

Chester could scarcely believe his ears.
“ What will I say?” he repeated incredu-
lously. “I'lt say that I'll be absolutely de-
lighted to take it, and I feel sure that Ican
make good.”

Mr. Moore rose. “ Then it’s settled,” he

U U
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stated. “ Come to my office in the momn-
mg and we’l arrange the details.” He
shook Chester’s hand and was going out the
door when Chester thought of something.

“ By the way, Mr. Moore,” he queried,

“ what caused you to look me up here?”

The manufacturer smiled. “ Come out-
side to my car and you'll see for yourseH.”

Chester did so, and nearly dropped dead
with amazement as he recognized therein
the girl who had invited him into her house
without even looking at his wares. Elaime!
The thrill that he experienced when he first
laid eyes on her was as nothing compared
with the wave of emotion that seized him
now. ,

“1 understand that you two met this
afternoon,” Mr. Moore explained. “ Elaine,
this & my new road salesman. Pm glad
now that you imsisted on my looking him
up, because I believe he’s just the sort of
energetic, ambitious young man I've bheen
hunting for.”

“ 1 want you to accept my humble apol-
ogy, Mr. Boyd, for treating you as I did
this afternoon,” Elgine said. “ It was very
unfair of me, and I felt very badly about
it when I had time fully to realize what I
bhad done. So when daddy mentioned, at
dinner, that he needed a salesman, I made
what amends I could by insisting that he
should interview you at the address given
on your card. If the two of you can get
along together I will be very pleased in-
MI’

Six months later Chester was still getting
along quite nicely with Mr. Moore, and

even better with his charming daughter.

U U

ALAS!

AWOMAN like a white, white flame,
With the heart of a rose—

Lips brimming cups of honeydew,
Eyes dark as sloes,

Passionate locks of sunny gold . . .
With grief my soul is rife.

Of course she kas to be—
Some other fellow’s wife!

Margaret G. Hays.
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Axthor of “Gas—Drive In,” “ Good Relerences,” * Once Again,” “ Yoo Much Efficiency,” ete.

WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

HE Wreck’s other name is Henry Williams. He has just driven a flivver from Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania, to Montana in pursuit of health. Convinced that he is 2 nervous wreck suffer-
ing from insomnia, he is recuperating at the Bar M Ranch, and when Sally Morgan, the

daughter of the ranch owner, decides to go thirty-five miles to the railroad and then to Chicago, to
buy the trousseau for her marriage to Sheriff Bob Wells, the Wreck places himself and his flivver
at her disposal. They set out across the prairie, miss the road that is supposed to cross the
trail, spend the night out, go hungry and succeed in losing themselves. Then the flivver runms
out of gas and comes to a stop. After being stranded for some time, the Wreck sees a large motor-

car approaching, and decides to stop it.

Knowing the ways of some motorists, he demands Sally’s

gun, which she reluctantly gives him, protesting against any use of it.

CHAPTER V.
THE NERVOUS GUNMAN.

T was a big black machine, long and
l squat and heavy, with luggage on the

running-boards, luggage on the rear,
three spares, and four occupants, one of
them a chauffeur in uniform. The Wreck
ignored the chauffeur, although he kept a
furtive eye on him. He stepped close to
the side of the tonneau and addressed him-
self to one of the three persons who sat
there.

“ I’'m asking you again for a few gallons
of gas,” he said. “I've got to have it;
that’s all. You can spare me some without
any trouble.”

“T don’t want that kind of help,” said
the Wreck, still controlling his voice. “I
want ga.s.”

The heavy voice laughed.

“ We’re not running a tank wagon. Why
don’t you carry enough gas with you?
That’s what other people have to do. You
people with flivvers are always running
short of something. Move your car.”

“ We people with flivvers,” declared the
Wreck, slowly, “ are not gas hogs. If I had
as much gas as you've got in your tank I
could run from here to New York. You're
burning about a gallon every three or four
miles. That’s what I call being a damned

‘hog. 1It’s you birds that keep up the price.

All ’'m asking is five gallons and I'll pay

“ And P’m still telling you to go to the - for it. Do I get it?”

devil,” answered a heavy voice from the
central figure. “ We haven’t got any gas
to spare. And you’d better get busy and
roll that flivver out of the road and let me
get by. If you need any help, my driver
is here.”

“You do not.”

There was an abrupt change in the
Wreck’s demeanor. He stepped back a
pace, pulled his cap close over his eyes and
brought to view an object he had been con-
cealing behind his back. Even in the

This story began in ﬂthe Argosy-Allstory Weekly for December 3.
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gloom it was possible to get an idea of what
it was.

¢ Stick ’em up!” he barked. ““ All hands.
Be in a hurry, now.”

There was a feminine shriek from the
tonneau, and the Wreck then and there
first learned that one of them was a woman.
But it was no time for courtesies.

“ All up—everybody! You there, in the
front seat! That’s the idea. I want to see
eight hands up all the time. And I don’t
want to see any funny movements, either.”

He had to take it for granted that eight
hands were up; he could not count them
very clearly in the dark, particularly as hig
eyesight was none too keen. But that, of
course, was something they did not know.

“Listen hard, now,” he said, briskly.
“ When I tell you to do something, do it
quick and don’t give me any back talk. I
want everybody out pf that car, on this
side of the road. d just keep those
hands up; I'll open the doors. It’ll be aw-
ful good for your health if you bear in
mind that I'm nervous. I'm apt to get ex-
cited. Everybody out, now; one at a time.
Line up!”

The driver came first, his arms stiffly
aloft. Then three figures in single file from
the tonneau, the last one wearing skirts.
The person with the heavy voice coughed
nervously.

“ We’ll give you five—"

“Shut up!” commanded the Wreck.
“You'll give me anything I want. You
three—” He indicated the passengers with
a wave of the gun. “ You three step out in
front of those lights where I can keep a
good eye on you. That’s business. Stay
there. Now, driver, got a can?”

“ Ah—ah—yes, sir.”?

“ Get it—and be careful you don’t get
anything else.”

The man in uniform moved cautiously
to the side of the car and unstrapped a five-
gallon container from the running-board.

“Tt’s full, sir,” he said.

“Full, eh? Carrying extra gas and
wouldn’t give me a drop, eh. All right, you
pick up that can and march—straight up
the middle of the road.”

For a few seconds it puzzled the Wreck
what to do with the trio who still stood
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with their hands up in the glare of lights.
He solved it by ordering them to a point
midway between the two cars, where he
made them sit down and told them not to
budge.

“ My partner up here in the flivver,” he
explained, “is looking at you over a pair

" of sights. He’s a pretty good shot. He’s

nervous, too.”

The man with the five-gallon can walked
ahead until the Wreck halted him within
half a dozen paces of the stalled car. The
Wreck stepped ahead to speak to Sally. He
found that she had dismounted and was
standing by the roadside, beyond the beam
of light.

“ You crazy—”

He placed a hand roughly across her
lips.

‘ Shut up!” he whispered. “ Stay where
you are and say nothing. I'm running
th's.”

Sally was boiling, but she obeyed. It
seemed the only way to keep him from
some other wild folly.

The Wreck called to the man with the
can and, as he reached the flivver, told
him he would find a funnel on the floor.

“ Pour that stuff into the tank, and see
to it that you don’t spill any of it.”

It gave him a small thrill of satisfaction
to find himself smartly obeyed. Then he
marched the chauffeur ahead of him, back
to the big car. As he passed the group in
the road he tossed them a cheerful word of
caution.

“ My partner,” he said, “ noticed one of
you didn’t keep his hands in plain sight.
{He says he wouldn’t like to have it happen
again.”

The Wreck and the driver went directly
to the rear of the gas-eating monster.

“ How much in that tank?” demanded

the Wreck.

“ About fifteen, sir.”

“ Pet-cock in the bottom? You’d better
have, if you don’t want me to shoot a hole
in the tank.”

“Y-yes, sir, We got a pet-cock.”

¢ Stick that can under it and let her go.”

Presently the driver announced that the
can was full, and the Wreck verified the
statement,

2A
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“ All right. Dump it out n the road.”

The driver stared through the darkness,

“ Dump it out!” And the Wreck exe-
cuted the order himself by kicking the can
over.

“ Now fill it again,” he commanded.

The second filling was accomplished.

“ That'll do. That leaves you five gal-
lons. It’s too much for a hog, at that.
Come along with the can, now.” :

They made a second trip to the flivver
and emptied a second dose into the tank
under the seat.

“Now we go back again,” said the
Wreck. “ And when I tell you to do some-
thing, I don’t want any questions asked.”

“ N-no, sir.” :

_ Once more at the side of the big car, the
Wreck ordered his servant to lay aside the
five-gallon can.

“ Got a tire pump on that engine?” he
inquired.

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Rotten luxury. But it’s going to save
your back a lot of work. Get busy now and
let the air out of those tires. All of it!”

The driver hesitated, from bewilderment
rather than insubordination. But bhe
jumped to the task when the Wreck prod-
ded him with the muzzle of Sally’s six-
shooter. The tires flattened themselves un-
der the wheels, each with a long, shrill sigh.

“ Open up those valves on the spares,”
directed the Wreck.

The spares also sang a swan song.

“There. That'll keep you busy for
awhile. Come along.” ’

They joined the group of sitters in the
middle of the road. Standing with his back
_ to the headlights and carefully shielding his
own face from illumination, the Wreck con-
templated his victims for a moment.

“You!” he said, suddenly, with a sig-
nificant gesture of the gun. * The big one
who didn’t want to sell any gas. Stand
up!”

The owner of the heavy voice rose slowly
to his feet, looking slightly anxious. Most
of the belligerence had departed from him.

“I've a good mind to give you a trim-
ming,” said the Wreck, “ but I haven’t got
time to do it right. I've met all kinds of
hogs in my time, but youre in the blue-
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ribbon class. Maybe you don’t know you’re
getting off light, but take it from me you
are. If you think a flivver is funny, I'm
going to give you a chance to play with it.
Hump yourself!”

He urged the large man in the direction
of the flivver, leaving the remainder of the
group behind him. Sally had climbed back
into the seat, and the Wreck joined her.
He switched on his headlights and took the
wheel, but he still had the gun in his hand,

“ Now, you just lay hold of that crank
and get to work, hog.”

The gentleman with loud signs of wealth
seized the crank and yanked it violently.

.““ Spin it,” ordered the Wreck.

He spun it, but there was no answer from
the engine.

“ Spin it some iore.”

Not even a sputter.

“ Spin it again—harder.” '

Still there was no response. The large
man panted heavily and wiped his forehead.

“ You going to keep me here all night?”
demanded the Wreck. “If you don’t spin
that crank—"

There was another furious spell of whirl
ing. Sally pinched her companion.

“ How can he start it when you haven’t
turned on the ignition?” she said.

“ He can’t,” said the Wreck. “ Doggone
it, what did you butt in for? I wanted to
see him spin it.”

He reached over, threw the switch, and
the engine was off with a night-splitting
clatter. The big man staggered wearily
toward the side of the road. His gait was
accelerated when a mud-guard nudged him
roughly as the flivver sprang into life.
They heard him shout something; it sound-
ed like a threat, although they could not
catch the words. Then the Wreck took a
solid grip on the wheel and began to drive.

Once Sally looked behind her. The head-
lights of the motionless car had faded to
small points. She glanced at the Wreck.
It was not possible to see his face clearly,
but she could imagine the expression. He
would be gritting his teeth and staring truc-
ulently at the road, quite in his glory. It
was five minutes before she spoke, and then
she cut loose.

“ You've done it now!” she exclaimed,

4
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“You sure have fixed the pair of us this
time. Have you gone stark mad?”

“ Don’t argue,” advised the Wreck. .

“ Don’t you know what you've done?
Don’t you realize anything? Do you think
you can get away with a thing like that?
Why, you’ve committed a crime!”

He shrugged impatiently. How women
did talk! .

“ A crime!” repeated Sally, dwelling on
the sinister word. “Do you know that
people have been shot for things like that,
or strung up, or sent to prison for life?

Haven't you any sense at all? And you

dragged me into it!”

“ Didn’t. I told you to keep out of it.”

“But I was there, wasn’t I?¢ And I
heard you tell them that I was holding a
gun on them. What difference does it
make that I wasn’t? You've had me just
as guilty as you are yourself. And if-they
catch us—”"

She left the sentence unfinished, for it
was leading to things too awful for con-
templation.

“ Who in blazes is going to catch us?”
+e demanded. “ They won’t. 1t 'l take them
half an hour to blow up those tires, and
they’ll burn pretty nearly a gallon of gas
doing it. That'll leave them about four
gallons, and after fifteen miles or so they’ll
go dead, like we were. Don’t you worry
about getting caught.”

Sally shook her head in despair.

“ You seem to think you can stick your
head in the sand like an ostrich.” she
said. “ You don’t seem to grasp anything
at all. I actually believe you don’t realize
that you’ve committed a highway robbery,”

“ Call that a highway robbery?” sneered
the Wreck. ¢ If that’s a highway robbery,
then everything out here must be getting
very much on the pink tea.”

“ We don’t stand for criminals, if that’s
what you mean. We run them out of
the country, or send them to jail—or hang
’m.”

He was rather pleased at the informa-
tion that they might hang him. It jibed
with his mood, which was one of deep
disgust and resentment. You couldn’t
please women, no matter what you did.
They cried for something, and when you
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got it for them they did not have grati-
tude to thank you. Why, they actually
reproached you for it! Well, they would
wait a long while before he did anything
else for them, decided the Wreck. He
included the entire sex, too.

“Why, we'll be caught before daylight!”
exclaimed Sally.

“Bet you five dollars.”

“ To-morrow, anyway,” she went on, ig-
noring his challenge. “And they'll have a
perfectly good case against us. You held
them up with a gun—my gun.”

“ They ought to have been Leld up. They
had it coming to them. They ought to have
been shot full of bullets,” said the Wreck,
fiercely. ¢ Traveling around the country
with all the gasoline in the world and
wouldn’t give a drop to anybody. That’s
the last time I'll ever start anything by
being polite. You only get the laugh. I
guess we'll do some of the laughing now.”

“If you think I am going to laugh,”
said Sally, “you’re all wrong. I'm not
goin to cry, either. But I'm just trying
to make you understand that you've done
a very, very serious thing. And all you do
is to go on raving about your rights, as if
you were actually proud of what you did.”

He decided to have no more argument
awvith her; she was absolutely impossible.
But the sense of outrage was too deep
and sharp for his resolution. He thrust
his spectacles close to her face and glared
at her through the gloom.

“Will you stop bawling me out?” he
demanded. “ First you bawled me and
bawled me because I ran out of gasoline,
and because I didn’t get out and walk a
couple of hundred miles looking for it.
Then when I produce the gasoline, you
bawl me out for getting it. You holler
if we stay in one place and you holler
if we go on. You'’re just bound to holler,
anyhow. When I put you on that rail-
road train you'll still be hollering. You
needn’t think you can maul me around.
I'm not the sheriff.”

Sally was red with anger, but of course
he could not see that. She sat with her
fists clenched and her lips set tight. Every
time he said anything about the sheriff he
sneered. And he had no right to! Be-
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sides be talked as if she were a common
scold—when she was only trying to bring
him to his senses.

“I'm trying,” she said, with a show of
dignity, “ to explain things to you for your
own good. But all the thanks I get—”

“ For Heaven's sake, cut it out!” His

voice rose to a shrill falsetto. “Doggone it,
you’ll get me so fussed I can’t do anything.
Just as everything is going along all right,
you start in making me nervous.”
" Sally found herself speechless from
amazement. Nervous! He had held up
four people at the point of the gun, rob-
bed them of gasoline, subjected one of
them to the indignity of cranking his fliv-
ver, and then left the whole outfit strand-
ed in the middle of Montana. He had
done it with all the aplomb of an old hand.
And when, she wanted to make him under-
stand the enormity of the thing, he com-
plained that she made him nervous!

The flivver went on steadily through
the night. She had not the least idea
where they were going, but she was thank-
ful they were going somewhere. She
wanted to get very far away from the
big black car and its four passengers. Oc-
casionally she stole a glance behind, guilt-
ily apprehensive that vengeance was al-
ready on the trail. She did not yet appre-
ciate how thoroughly the Wreck had per-
formed his mad work.

The Toad rose and fell and meandered,
but it was too dark to obtain much infor-
mation about the country. Sally had a
strong impression, however, that they went
uphill more than they did down, and that
the land was steadily mising and growing
rougher. But the road was very good and
the flivver was setting the best pace she had
yet seen. .

“ Hungry,” demanded the Wreck, sud-
denly, after an hour of silence.

Sally roused herself and prepared for
battle. Of course she was hungry; she
was starving. But there was no decency
in reminding her of it. She had been
doing her best to forget it.

“ Eat this,” he advised, without waiting
for an answer.

He took a somewhat tattered sandwich
from his pocket and handed it to her,
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. “Go on and eat it,” he said, sharply.
“I had mine a while back. I held out a
couple of them at lunch time.”

The Wreck was lying. He had held out
one sandwich, not two, and with the very
idea that he was now putting into execu-
tion. Sally had a suspicion that he was
lying; she was certain he had not eaten
anything for hours and hours. But she
recognized a sort of peace offering in the
dry and crumbly object, and wrath sud-
denly melted out of her. .

“ Tl split it with you,” she said, prepar-
ing to divide it.

‘“Eat it all. I don’t want it. I wouldn’t

" have it. For Pete’s sake, eat it/ Have I

got to jam it down your throat?”
Sally ate, it smiling in the darkness.

CHAPTER VI
AN ACT OF PROVIDENCE.

T was after sun-up when he aroused her
l by a touch on the arm. Sally’s eyes
blinked rapidly as she straightened in
the seat. The flivver was moving along at
a slow pace, intended to promote the com-
fort of a sleeping passenger.

‘ ’Morning,” said the Wreck. * Sorry to
wake you, but I wanted your expert opin-
ion.”

“ ’Morning,” yawned Sally; then shook
herself into full wakefulness and inspected
him. “ Have you been driving all night?”

If he had, she was prepared to acknowl-
edge a tremendous respect for his endur-
ance, for he was not flying any signals of
weariness. But he shook his head with a
grin.

“1 stopped for a while, after you got
asleep. I didn’t need any sleep; I just
can’t sleep. But I let the engine cool out.
There wasn’t any hurry, anyhow,”

“ Nobody—passed us?” She asked it
anxiously.

The Wreck shook his head and laughed.
He was in fine spirits for a man with guilt
on his soul.

“ What I wanted to ask you about was
this wire fence,” he said. “ We've been
following it for a couple of miles. What'’s
it mean?”



36

Sally inspected the fence, which fol-
lowed the line of the road.

“It’s somebody’s wire, of course,” she
answered. ‘It means there must be a
ranch around somewhere.”

“ Do they have breakfast at ranches?”

“ They better had!”

“ My idea, t0o,” he said. “ Whereabouts

would this ranch lie, reckoning without the -

aid of any mountains or other visible land-
marks?”

That brought a smile to her face. Plain-
ly, the Wreck was in excellent fettle this
morning. He was disposed to be almost
playful. .

“ I'd say it’s on the same side of the road
as the fence,” replied Sally. * And if we
haven’t passed any gate yet, we'd better
keep on until we hit one. There’s sure to
be one.”

He nodded and continued to drive, while
Sally studied the country. It was not
mountainous, but decidedly hilly, and she
knew at a glance that it must lie at a con-
siderable distance from the Bar-M. There
was nothing within a wide radius of the
Bar-M that looked like this. In the draws
it was well wooded, but there was a lot of
open range and twice she had glimpses of
water. She decided that they were very
much to the eastward of Black Top, al-
though she had no idea in which direction
the Wreck had been driving during the
night.

Presently her thoughts returned to the
big car and its passengers, and she caught
herself looking backward over the rolling
road, wondering what had become of them.

“ Here's a gate,” said the Wreck.

There was more than a gate. There was
a plain road, running under it and off into
the hills beyond. Without waiting for a
consultation, he climbed down, opened the
gate, then drove the flivver through. He
was going straight ahead when Sally
stopped him.

“ Always close the gates after you out in
this country,” she said, jumping out,
“ They’re put there for a reason. Cattle.”

“1 was in a hurry for breakfast,” he ex-
plained.

The private road was a long one, as
Sally judged it would be; she knew some-
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thing about the size of ranches. If you
were a stranger and stuck to the public
road, you never saw half of them. It was
nearly a quarter of an hour before they
came within sight of anything but Mills and
hollows.

Then the ranch buildings flashed abrupt-
ly into view as the road emerged from a
patch of young spruce. Sally studied the
picture with a professional eye. The ranch
house, the stables, the outbuildings, the
corrals, all classified themselves swiftly
under her survey.

“That’s a pretty big house,” she com-
mented. “ Looks sort of new too. They’ve
got a nice location. See the way those hills
rise, off yonder, back of the house. Pretty,
isn’t it?”

“I can’s see anything but bacon and
eggs,” said the Wreck.

“ Here’s hoping you see them.”

“Well, if I don’t—"

Sally checked him.

“See here, Henry Williams,” she said,
“don’t you start anything this morning.
You've done enough for a while. You'd
better talk very small and be mighty polite.
You’re still in the State of Montana.”

“Tll behave, if you don’t rile me,” he
promised. “ But I've certainly got to be
fed.”

“ And when they ask questions, we're a
couple of tourists. Don’t forget that,” said
Sally, significantly. “I'm supposed to be
a dude, too.”

The flivver came to a stop in the door-
yard, just as a man emerged from the
house. He was a tall, lean man, with a
scraggy mustache, and he stood studying
them for several seconds, in evident sur-
prise, before he approached.

“ Good morning,” called Sally, with a
wave of her hand.

“ Mornin’, ma'am.”

As he walked over to the car he was
still scrutinizing them with a pair of steady
blue eyes.

“Are you the proprietor?” inquired
Sally.

She knew better than that, but she was
trying to play a part.

“I’'m the foreman, ma’am.”

“Ohl  Well, I'm sure you're the very
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person I want to see. Can we get break-
fast?”

The foreman rubbed his chin and gave
her a further appraisal.

“ It sort of depends,” he said. “ Can
you cook?”

“Yes!” It was a chorus from two in
the flivver.

For a few seconds the foreman trans-
ferred his gaze to the Wreck, who seemed
to have acquired sudden interest in his
eyes.

“ It happens, ma’am, that we ain’t fur-
nished with a cook. We had a Chinee, and
a Chinee helper. But they blew on us yes-
terday. But there’s plenty of grub, and if
you want to cook it, help yourself.”

He waved a hand in the direction of the
kitchen. There was a scrambling exodus
from the flivver. The Wreck beat her to
the kitchen door by a couple of yards.
The foreman followed.

“T'H show you where everything is,” he
said. “ Tell you the truth, I'm kind of
hungry myself. The boys had to rustle
their own breakfast this mornin’, and they
didn’t make out none too well. I et some
of it and I know what I'm talkin’ about.
So if you don’t mind, ma’am, while you’re
cookin’ up something, make it liberal in
quantity. My name’s Charley McSween.”

He looked expectantly at the Wreck.

“ My name’s Williams,” said the Wreck,
taking the hint.

The foreman shook hands and glanced
in the direction of Sally, who was already
clearing a place on the stove.

“ My wife,” said the Wreck.

“ Pleased to know you, Mis’ Williams.”

Sally had whirled about, her cheeks sud-
denly pink. She shot an amazed glance at
Henry Williams and received a look of
warning in return. Charley McSween
laughed.

“I've seen honeymooners before,” he
said. “1 was married once myself. It
ain’t nothin’ against anybody.”

Sally opened her lips to say something,
broke into a queer laugh and turned to the
stove again.

It was the kind of breakfast that comes
once in a long, long time, when you are
ready for even the meanest and find your-
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self sitting down to the best. The Wreck
ate with a concentration that was appalling.
Even the foreman, who was accustomed to
all sorts of appetites, watched with an ad-
miring eye. Sally and the Wreck were
still eating when Charley McSween pushed
back his chair.

“I'm sayin’ that was a regular break-»
fast,” he declared, as he wiped his mouth.
‘ The lady sure knows how to fry bacon.
I kind of like to have my eggs flopped
over; but that’s nothin’ against her, be-
cause I didn’t say so. Coffee was A-1. I

can’t say as I usually eat toast, but I've
got no objections to it. Can you make bis-
cuits, ma’am?”

“ Of course I can,” said Sally. “ But I
couldn’t wait for them this morning.”

“1 figured you could make ’em,” nodded
the foreman. “ Can you cook meats? {1
don’t mean plain fryin’, but all kinds of
ways?”’

“ Quite a number of ways,” she smiled.

“I bet you can do tricks with eggs, like
makin’ omelettes and scrambles and things
like that.”

“I can do some tricks,” she confessed.

“1 bet you can,” he said admiringly, as
he arose from the table. “1I sure did enjoy
that breakfast. If you folks will excuse
me for a little while, I've got some things
to do. Just set around and make your-
selves comfortable. In case you feel like
cleanin’ vp—”

He glanced at the pile of dishes in the
sink,

“ Of course we'll wash the dishes,” said
Sally. “Well be glad to.”

Charley McSween nodded and saumtered
out of the kitchen. Sally leoked the Wreck

in the eye. .

1 suppose you thought you had to say
that,” she remarked.

“Only reason I said it,” he answered,
retuming her look, *couples touring
around in flivvers are supposed to be mar-
ried.”

‘“ Reckon you're right,” she admitted.
¢ Oh, well, it’s not important. You might
bring these breakfast dishes over to the
sink. I'll wash and you wipe.”

He was not very dexterous at wiping, but
he got through it without breakage. She
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put an apron on him, much to his irritation;
but he submitted because she explained
that it was a sort of regulation in kitchens.

“1 don’t suppose you've noticed things
around here very much,” she said, “ but
this is a pretty swell kitchen for a ranch.
Fhat stove cost 2 lot of money; look at it.
And running water in the sink. There isn't
anything around here that isn’t high grade.
Did you see that other cupboard over
there? It’s full of china—not crockery, but
china. T don’t know where he gets his
bacon, but I never saw that quality served
out to ranch hands before. They must live
high.”

The Wreck wiped the last dish, escaped
from the apron and glanced at his watch.

“ Only nine o’clock,” he said. “ We've
got all day to make that train.”
© “I'd clean forgotten,” declared Sally.
“ But we'll find out all about it from Char-
ley McSween.”

Charley reentered the kitchen presently,
tilted a chair against the wall and sat down.

“ We'll have a little talk,” he announced.
¢ Better set down.”

Sally drew a chair for herself, but the
Wreck propped himself against the table.
He wanted to be ready for emergencies.
Somebody might have spread an alarm.

“ Do you believe in acts of Providence?”
asked the foreman, after a moment of
thought.

The pair from the flivver exchanged
glances.

“ No,” said the Wreck,

“Yes,” said Sally. .

“'That makes it fifty-fifty,” declared
Charley McSween, “ which is a pretty fair
break. As for myself, I believe in ’em.
Il tell you why.”

He paused long enough to light a pipe
and get it going properly.

“ As I said a while back, we had a Chi-
nee cook here and a Chinee dishwasher.
Ordinarily we don’t run to fancy cookin’.
But I got that pair of Chinks for a special
reason. I'm expectin’ the boss. As near
as I can make out from his letter, he’s
about due to-day. He don’t come often,
but when he does he has to be fed right.

“ But these here Chinks jumped on me
yesterday. Some of the boys got to foolin’
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with ’em and scared ’em ’'most to death.
So they jumped and left me flat, with the
boss comin’. What was I goin’ to- do?
You can’t run out and pick up cooks like
jack-rabbits. And when you do get 'em
they’re mostly very plain workers. I said
to myself, ‘ Charley McSween, you're in a
hell of a fix. You ain’t got a cook and you
ain’t got time to go and fetch one’ And
all the time I was rememberin’ how par-
ticular the boss is about his meals.”

He spent a few seconds in thought and
resumed.

“ Maybe you can see why I asked you
about acts of Providence. Only this morn-
in’ I said to myself, ¢ Nothin’ but an act
of Providence will replace them unutterable
Chinks.” And right then and there Provi-
dence steps up and says, ‘ Here’s a lady
that can cook rings around any Chink that
ever grew a pigtail, along with her husband
who can wash dishes fit for the most par-
ticular kind of royalty to eat off of.” I'll
leave it to you if it ain’t so.”

Sally smiled, but the Wreck’s face had a
suggestion of grimness.

“ Are you suggesting,” he asked, “ that
my wife and I go to work in your kitchen
and get meals for your boss?”

“You've got the idea,” said Chatley
McSween. “ Meals for the boss—and the
boys.” .

“ Well, get it out of your head. Nothing
doing.”

The foreman turned to Sally with a
slightly pained expression.

“1 don't think your husband grasps it,
ma'am. He don’t seem to quite lay hold of
the situation. Here I am with the boss
comin’, and no cook. Somebody’s got to
get those meals. I can’t cook ’em. There
ain’t one of the boys can cook good enough.
They can rustle things for themselves, but
they don’t know any city tricks. I've got
to have a cook.”

Sally smoothed her apron and smiled

‘“It's too bad,” she said. “ I can see what
a fix you’re in. You've been very kind to
us. We've had a wonderful breakfast and
we'd just love to oblige you. But we hap--
pen to be catching a train. We're—going
East. In fact, we’re really behind our time
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now. So I don’t see how we can, Mr. Mc-
Sween, although otherwise we’d be glad to
help you out. Wouldn’t we, Henry?”

The Wreck eyed her critically.

“ It doesn’t make any difference whether
we would or we wouldn’t,” he said. “ The
point is, we don’t.”

The foreman drew at his pipe for half a
minute and stared 3t the floor.

“ P'm sure sorry you feel that way about
it,” he mused. “ I sort of figured you were
just honeymoonin’ around, with nothin’
particular to do, and that you'd kind of
pitch in. Tl pay you good, understand.
Tl pay you regular Chink wages. I ain't
makin’ any distinctions because you don’t
happen to be professional to the business.”

“ Can’t be done,” said the Wreck, with
an impatient gesture and another look at
his watch. “ We happen to be catching a
train just now. Speaking of paying, of
course we'll pay for our breakfast.”

Charley McSween dismissed the idea
with a gesture, and studied the pair with
reflective eyes. Then he sighed.

“ It ain’t for me,” he said, “ to go flyin’
into the face of an act of Providence. I'm
a believer in meetin’ Providence half way
when she turns up a card for you. I'm
sorry—I’'m plumb sorry—that you, ma’am,
and your husband don’t feel like you ought
to stay. But we’ll make it as pleasant for
you as we can, and we won’t keep you no
longer than is necessary.”

Sally arose to her feet with a gasp of
surprise and sought the eyes of the Wreck.
He was boring a glance in the direction of
Charley McSween.

“ Let me understand you,” he said. ¢ Are
you talking about keeping us here, whether
we want to stay or not?”

“ That’s the unfortunate idea,” said the
foreman, regretfully.

The Wreck laughed nervously.

“You'll be quite busy keeping us,” he
said. “ Come on, Sally.”

Charley McSween unlimbered himself
from his chair and stood up.

“You don’t get it all yet,” he said.
“You don’t either of you understand the
workin's of Providence. Now, it seems
that when Providence fetched you here, and
the lady proved that she could cock, and
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the gentleman proved he could wash dishes
and dry ’em, it wasn’t for no ordinary hu-
man being to set himself up to say, ‘ No.’
So I says to Providence, ¢ What are we
goin’ to do to persuade these young mar-
ried folks to take hold of this here emer-
geney job and see it through?’ And Provi-
dence says, ¢ Leave it to me.’

“ Now, it seems Providence knows how
to operate one of these flivvers. So Provi-
dence takes that flivver and runs it down
into one of the sheds. Havin’ done that
much, Providence conceives, the idea of
takin’ off one of the front wheels, which is
also done in a workmanlike manner, with
po damage to parts. Said wheel, havin’
been removed from the shed, is hid else-
where, nobody but Providence knowin’
where it was put.”

Charley McSween spread his hands with
an eloquent gesture.

“ Now you get an idea of the way Provi-
dence works,” he said.

The Wreck stepped to the door of the
kitchen and looked out into the yard.
When he came back he was removing his
spectacles.

“T can lick you,” he said to the fore-
man.

“No, you don’t,” said Sally, as she
stepped in front of him. “ Not yet, at any
rate. Mr. McSween, kindly leave the
kitchen. We want to have a little talk
about things.”

Charley McSween moved hastily toward
the door.

“ The cook’s always boss in the kitch-
en,” he said.

CHAPTER VIL
IN LIEU OF CHINKS.

HE Wreck wanted to follow Charley
McSween outside, but Sally had a
grip on his arm that he could not

loosen without being rough. She dragged
him to a chair, pushed him into it and stood
on guard.

“You listen to me before you do any-
thing else,” she said. “ You’re going off
half-cocked all the time, and I won’t have
it
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He eyed her savagely.

‘“ Are you suffering from the idea that
I can’t lick him?”

“ Maybe you can, Henry Williams, I
never said you couldn’t. But you’re not
going to start in now.”

“ What'’s the reason I can’t start now?
I’'m not going to take up a lot of time at it.
‘Do you want me to wait until he gets his
-gang around him?”

Sally regarded him severely; he seemed
.50 much like a bad little boy that some-
times she despaired of getting anything rea-
sonable out of him.

. “You're always ready to fight some-
body,” she said. “ And there isn't any sense
1in it. Besides, what good would it do us
right now? Suppose you do whip him; if
it makes you feel any better I'll admit that
you can whip him from his feet up. But
suppose you do—that doesn’t help to find
the wheel he took off the car, does it?
We'd have to stay around here anyhow
until he got ready to give it back to us.
You can’t run a flivver on three wheels.”

“ 1 might,” he said, stubbornly.

“ Well, if you could, I wouldn’t ride in it,
50 that settles that, It might give you a
lot of satisfaction to get into a fight with
him, but it wouldn’t get us anywhere. It
would only make a lot more trouble, and
we've got enough now.” .

“ It doesn’t bother me any.”

“ That’s just it,” said Sally. It doesn’t
seem to make any difference to yon how
much trouble you stir up. But we can’t
afford to have any more right away—and
we're not going to have it.”

The Wreck regarded her with a look of
intense disgust.

“ Do I look like a dishwasher?” he de-
manded. “Do you think anybody can
make me wash dishes?”

“ Suppose I asked you to wash them?”

He shook his head irritably.

“ You haven’t got any right to ask me.”

“Yes, I have. I'm in this thing as much
as you are and I have just as many rights
as you have. And if it’s necessary for you
to wash dishes, then you ought to be glad
to wash them, for the general good.”

Sally puzzled him. She appeared to be
abandoning herself to a situation that was

did last night?
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-preposterous and intolerable.
seem like Sally at all.

“ What about your train?” he inquired.

“The train’s got to wait for the pres-
ent,” she answered, with a shrug.

“You mean to tell me you're going to
stick around here and take orders like a
trained seal? You're going to cook for
this outfit?”

She reached for a chair and seated her-
self opposite him.

“ Do you realize, Henry Williams, that
I'm trying to save you? I don't claim any
credit for it, because I'm trying to save
myself, too. Have you forgotten what you
Do you want to go roam-
ing out on the road again, to be picked up
and sent off to jail? Well, if you do, I
don’t. We've got to hide somewhere until
this thing blows over. And if you can
think of any better place than this to hide,
I can't.”

“1 only took a little gasoline,” he said,
impatiently.,

“ And you only held them up with a gun,
too. And scared the life out of them, and
made them sit in the road, and humiliated
them, and let all the air out of their tires.
‘And you didn’t pay for the gasoline, either;
so that’s stealing. You'd better take it
from me, you've done something to hide
for. T know Montana, if I don’t know
much else. You can’t do things like that
any more.”

The Wreck scowled at the floor.

“ How about a bird who steals the wheel
off your car? Can he do things like that?”

“ No; he hasn’t any right, of course.
But it’s done, and I'm not sure but that’s
also an act of Providence, as Charley Mc-
Sween says. I have a hunch that what we
need right now is a hide-out, and this gives
us one without hunting for it. Besides, we
can eat here.”

‘“ And how long do you think we’re going
to stay parked here, Sally Morgan?”

“ Ob, not long. That depends. I'm sure
we’'ll get the wheel back for the car by the
time we ought to start.”

He pondered the prospect gloomily. The
thing to do, of course, was to lick Charley
McSween; no man was expected to endure
what Charley bad inflicted. If be did not

It did not
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have Sally Morgan on his hands he would
do it in a minute. But the Wreck had a
sense of guardianship and responsibility. It
was not a conscious sense, perhaps; rather,
it was instinctive. He was responsible until
he put her aboard that train, or until he
carried her back to Dad Morgan’s ranch.
After that he would be free to settle scores
with anybody he pleased, but until then he
recognized certain restraints.

. He was not so entirely a creature of im-
pulse as Sally believed him. There was a
streak of calculation in him; it could not
be called caution, but it involved a certain
degree of premeditation and reckoning of
consequences. He could see Sally’s point
about the hide-out. It irked him to ac-
knowledge that it had merit; he would not
publicly-admit it. But he was honest with
himself. .His fundamental urge was to
thrash Charley McSween until he produced
the missing wheel and then to rush Sally
away to the nearest point on the railroad,
where he guaranteed to stop any transcon-
tinental flier that might happen along,
even if he had to stall the flivver in the
middle of the track. But it anight not be the
quickest way of getting Sally out of a mess.
. Perhaps it might be better to think things
over a bit; not that he wanted to, but that
it might be his unpleasant duty.

“ There’s a telephone here somewhere,”
he said, looking up suddenly. 1 saw the
wire.”

“Yes; most of the ranches have
phones,” nodded Sally.

“You could use it, if you wanted to.”

“ What for?”

“1 thought you might want to talk to
your folks.”

“I wouldn’t for a million dollars,” said
Sally, emphatically.

It was plain that he did not understand.

“ Why, don’t you see, they think I took
the train day before yesterday. And if
they find eut I'm still in Montana they’ll be
worried, and they won’t understand. Ma
would just sit and fret and say nothing,
and Dad would go around telling every-
body he met. No, indeed; they’d better
keep on thinking I made the train. Be-
sides, I couldn’t tell them everything, any-
how.” o .
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“Why couldn’t you tell them?”
- “Well, I couldn’t tell them about the
hold-up, could I?”

“You didn’t have anything to do with
it'”

She regarded him with astonishment,
. “But I was there,” she declared. “ And
I hope you don’t think I'm a squealer.”
* The Wreck studied her with fresh inter-
est. No, of course he hadn’t thought she

would squeal. But he knew that she did

not approve of the hold-up, and he had,a
fixed notion that she did not approve of
him, either.

“ You bawled me out for it,” he remind-

ed her. .
- “Of course I did. I think it was a terri-
ble thing for you to do. But that was just
between the two of us. You don’t suppose
I'm going around shouting about it to any-
body else? I haven’t any doubt I'll be
bawling you out some more, about other
things; but that doesn’t say I’'m going- to
run and tell.”

There was a slightly offended look in her

eyes. She could not conceive how he got
the idea that she might desert him, or give
him up to the law, just because he had
done something foolish.
. “I’m much obliged,” he said, awkwardly.
. She recognized that as a combination
apology and tribute, but it made her smile.
He never knew what a ridiculous person he
was. She felt that what he needed was a
keeper, a guardian, a mother and a stern
parent, all rolled into one.

“I’'m not worrying about myself one
bit,” she assured him. “ I’'m worrying more
about you.”

The Wreck bristled.

“ What in— Why in blazes would you
warry about me?”

“ Well, you were expecting to go back to
the ranch, weren’t you?”

“ That’s nothing. I told them I might
not be back the same night.”

“1 know,” said Sally. “ But it’s the sec-
ond day after that. And you haven’t got
me to the train yet. And then you've got
to find your way back to the ranch—and
I don’t believe you ever can.”

He flung himself into a-two-armed ges-
ture of protest.



42

“ Anywhere I've been once I can go
again.™ he said. “I could drive from here
to Pittsburgh with my eyes shut. Don’t
worry about me.”

“But Dad and Ma will think you’re
logt.”

“'Then let Dad and Ma do the worry-
3 ”

“We'll have to get you a road map, if
there is such a thing, before you start
back,” said Sally, “ because youll have a
terrible time if you try to cut acress coun~
try again.” :

“QOh, I take a bearing from Black
Top,” observed the Wreck, wickedly.

He grinned and Sally smiled. She was
glad that he seemed to be in a better hu-
mor. But even at his worst, she had never
succeeded in getting really angry at him,
Several times she bad thought she was, only
to discover that her anger was tempered
with a half-amused tolerance. And she
knew that the Wreck himself, in his most
vielent moments, showed a strain of chiv-
alry that was not to be mistaken, What
he might be like back in Pittsburgh she had
no idea, but here in Montana he was a
source of incongruous entertainment.

Sally was not concerned very much
about her own predicament. It mattered
very little that she failed to get the train on
a particular day; it was just an annoyanee.
It would not be an overwhelming catas~
trophe if she had to go back to the Bar-M.
Everything could be explained as soon as
the present trouble blew over. What gave
her real worry was the Wreck himself. She
had assumed an attitude toward him al-
most identical with his own attitude towarg
her, although she was more keenly con-
scious of it than he. She had a sort of
guardianship responsibility. It would never
do to let him suspect it; he would have a
paroxysm at the mere suggestion. But the
sense of duty burdened her, none the less.
He was. a stranger in a strange land, ab-
surdly ignorant of its ways, and he was
under the protection of the Bar-M, even if
he did not know it. As the sole representa-
tive of the Bar-M, Sally Morgan shouldered
it all.

The Wreck was headed for the door when
she called him to a halt,
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“Where are you going?’* she asked, sus«

“ Just for a look around the place.”

“ Youre not going to hunt up Charley
McSween?”

“ I'm not going to dedge him.”

“ Well, youre not going to fight with
him,” she said, fumly.

“ Not if he leaves me alone.”

“ It doesn’t make any difference whether
be leaves you alope or not. You're not
going to fight; not to-day, anyhow. We
can’t afford it.” '

“ F'm ne door-mat,” he grumbled.

“ Certainly not. Nobody thinks you are.
But— Henry, you are rot going to fight.”

It was not the fact of her quiet emphasis
that most impressed him. It was being
called “ Henry.” Back at the ranch they
called him “ Mr. Williams,” and “Wreck,”
and “ Mister,” and “ Henry Williams” and
aotber things. It bad never occurred to any-
body to admit him to the comradeship of
“ Henry.” Coming at last, it made a rather
favorable impression on him. It was the
first time anmybody bad called him “ Hen-
ry ” since he Jeft Pittshurgh. He did not
feel quite so far from home.

“ Oh, all right, maw,” he drawled, as he
went through the door. “1I ain’t goin’ to
_ﬁght.”

Sally sat in a chair and screamed. She
bad not suspected the Wreck of a teasing
sense of humor. Why, he was actually
making fun of her!

“ There’s hopé- for that dude,” she said,
as she got contral of her laughter. “ But
he’s altogether too wild for this country.”

She busied herself for a while in the
kitchen, confident that he would keep his
promise. There was a lot of tidying up to
be done; the boys had evidently left the
place without a thought of straightening
things out, after they had rustled their own
breakfast. Sally was a good housekeeper;
even better than Ma, for, while Ma was
practical, Sally was both practical and
scientific. The kitchen was well arranged,
with all sorts of conveniences; in some re-
spects it was better than her home kitchen,
which had made & considerable modern ad-
vance over most ranch kitchens. She liked
bousekeeping, when there was not too much
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of it, and, best of all, she liked to cook.
Charley McSween had imposed less of a
hardship than he suspected.

When the kitchen satisfied her, she start-
ed on an exploration of the rest of the lower
floor. There was a pantry, with more china
in it, which caused her eyes to widen.

“ This #s a swell outfit,” she murmured.
“H'm. Limoges! Well, now, what do I
know about that?” :

There was a dining-room, too, that did
not appear to be used for any purpose
except serving meals. Of course, the boys
did not eat there; they had their grub in
the kitchen. A dining-room implied -a sort
of effete exclusiveness that impressed her
deeply.

Beyond the dining-rooom was an enor-
mous living-room; it occupied at least half
of the area of the ranch house. She liked it
at once, not only for its spacious dimen-
sions, but for the comfort, even luxury,
with which it was furnished. There was a
great stone fireplace, and curtains at the
windows, and Navaho rugs, and furniture
with leather cushions, and lots of pictures
on the walls—mostly pictures of Indians,
and cowboys, and other things that she
knew about. But best of all, there were
books—hooks scattered about on the tables
and whole shelves of them against the walls.

She roamed about the big rooms as Alice
roamed in Wonderland; not amazed at any-
thing she saw, but marveling that it should
all be there in the middle of the range coun-
try, where most living-rooms run to plain-
ness and simplicity, and too often to drab
barrenness. She studied the pictures, she
examined the titles of the books, she sat on
the leather cushions, she absorbed the at-
mosphere of the place, gratefully and de-
liberately.

“ This,” she told herself, “is what I'm
going to have some day, only mine will be
exactly my own. I'm not critical, but I can
do even better.”

Finally she picked up a book that she
did not believe would be disappointing,
dragged one of the big chairs close to a
window and curled herself into a knot of
luxurious comfort. She followed the story

for a chapter or two, forgetting the Wreck
and the flivver and the train going East.
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But after a while her mind became pleas-
antly dull and hazy, and a gentle weight
on her eyelids closed them. She was aware
only of the fact that she was going to take
a nap and she found joy in it.

Probably she dreamed. But she was never
quite sure of it, because if it began as a
dream it ended as something that really
happened. There was a rhythmic throbbing
in her ears, and as she came slowly and re-
luctantly to consciousness it grew stealily
louder. There was a mechnical regularity
about it that reminded her of the windmill
at the Bar-M, but she realized an instant
later that she was not in her own home.
And it wasn’t a windmill, either; it was
more like an engine. Her eyes were blink-
ing now. Why, it was an automobile!

Sally uncurled herself and straightened
up in the big chair. If Henry Williams
had resurrected that flivver, if he had found
that wheel, if he had been in a fight with

‘Charley McSween—well, then he was going

to have some first-class trouble on his
hands. Her ears were sharper now; she
was completely awake. She listened a sec-
ond or two longer. No; it was not the
flivver. It was a different kind of an en- -
gine, more orderly and dignified—wealthier.

She leaned forward and pushed aside a
corner of the curtain. The thing that made
the noise had just come to a stop outside.
Sally stared at it with round eyes.

“ Why, I believe— Oh, it is!”

She flipped out of the chair with the sud-
den speed of a cat and raced in the direc-
tion of the kitchen.

“ They’ve trailed us!” she gasped, as she
ran.

CHAPTER VIIIL
HIDING OUT.

S Sally charged into the kitchen by
way of the pantry, the Wreck was
coming in through the door that

opened on the yard. He stared at her in
plain surprise; he did not know she could
run so fast.

“ What'’s the hurry?” he asked, mildly.

“ We’re trailed!”

“ Trailed? What do you mean?”
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“ Have they seen you?”’ she panted.

“ Who? What are you talking about?
I haven’t seen anybody but some horses
down in a corral.”

“ Well, we’re trailed all right, Henry
Williams. “ They’re out in the front now!”

“ Who's out in front?”

“The people you stuck up—the big
car!”

The Wreck lifted his eyebrows, looked
thoughtful for an instant, then began
squaring his shoulders.

“ Oh, all right,” he said.
’an up again-”

Sally groaned.

“ We've got to get out of here,” she said,
sharply. “ We've got to make a getaway.
We'll get a couple of horses down at the

“We'll stick

corral before they see us. You'll just kave-

to ride.”

It was a despairing thing to contemplate
the Wreck on horseback, but it seemed the
only chance, .

“ Oh, I can ride,” he said. “I can ride
anything. Only it’s easier to stick ’em up.
Here’s what we’ll do.” His eyes glistened.
“We'll take their car!”

Sally shook her head angrily.

“ No, you idiot!” she cried. “ We'll take
horses, if ‘we get a chance at them. Hurry!”

She had seized him by the hand and was
dragging him in the direction of the door
when in walked Charley McSween. Sally
stopped and eyed him appraisingly. If the
Wreck insisted on whipping him, this
seemed to be the chosen time. And if it
was necessary, she would help.

“1 was just lookin’ for you,” said Char-
ley, addressing the Wreck. “I want a
hand with some baggage outside.”

“ Huh?” inquired the Wreck.

“ Baggage,” repeated Charley.
boss is here.”

Sally and the Wreck exchanged a slow
glance. Then she pinched his fingers tight-
ly, and he knew it was meant to be some
sort of a signal.

“ Where are your men? Can'’t they han-
dle baggage?” she demanded.

“The boys ain’t here, ma’am. So I'm
askin’ him,” with a nod toward the Wreck.

“ Well, my husband doesn’t handle bag-

gage.”

{4 The
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Again she pinched the Wreck’s fingers.

“ What’s the reason he don’t handle bag-
gage?” inquired Charley. ¢ Ain’t it digni~
fied?”

“ He’s—he’s not strong,” said Sally.

The Wreck began to squirm and look
truculent.

“I admit he ain’t exactly powerful
lookin’, ma’am. But a while back he said
he was goin’ to lick me, so I thought maybe
he could rassle a couple of trunks without
sustainin’ any personal damage.”

“ No; you’ll have to get somebody else,”
said Sally. )

Charley made no effort to conceal the
disgust in his soul. He inspected the
Wreck from his horn-rimmed spectacles to
his shoes, following the examination with a
gesture of contempt.

‘“ Seein’ as your wife won’t let you,” he
remarked, “ I suppose me and the chauf-
feur ’ll manage.”

The Wreck never knew how he managed
to maintain any self-control, but he blamed
it all on Sally. All he did was to shout:

“1If you think I’'m a baggage-smasher,

- you just wait and see what happens to your
M ”

dishes.

Charley went out with a remark to the
effect that he did not have to pay for the
dishes. The Wreck and Sallly stared at
each other.

“ You—you stuck up the owner of the
place!” she wailed.

“ He was a hog,” said the Wreck, with
fine simplicity. :

He was not worrying about the owner;
his mind was occupied with plans to re-
venge himself for the insults of Charley
McSween.

“ Of all the awful luck,” continued Sally,
in an awed whisper. “ To think that we

- walked right into his hands. I knew there

was something queer about this place the
minute I took a look around the house.”

“ Well, what do we do now? Swipe the
horses?”

Sally considered, then shook her head
slowly. ’

“ Noj; I think we'd better wait now. I
don’t believe it’s quite as bad as I thought.
You see, they didn’t trail us here, after all.
They were coming, anyhow. Probably they
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don’t know we’re here; if they did, we’'d
have heard from it before this. We've got
to figure this thing out now—carefully,
The main thing is to keep them from seeing
you. That’s why I wouldn’t let you go out
to help with the baggage.”

He was not a good hand at playing a
waiting game, and said so. He was still in
favor of going out and taking the big car,
a feat which presented to him no considera-
tions of dismay. But Sally sharply ordered
him to put the idea out of his head.

The situation bewildered her, but she
did not think it had yet reached a crisis.
Nobody in the car had seen her; it was
very unlikely that they even knew their
hold-up man had a girl with him. So long
as she could keep the Wreck out of their
sight and so long as the flivver remained
locked up in a shed, there was still a chance
to figure something out. But how utterly
exasperating it was! Just when she was
satisfied that they had blundered into a
safe hide-out, she discovered that they had
really walked into the lion’s den.

“ What worries me right now,” she
mused, “is that Charley may say some-
thing about the way we came in this morn-
ing. That might easily get them asking
questions.”

“He won’t,” said the Wreck, sourly.
“ He isn’t going to let his boss know what
a close squeak he had in the kitchen. Il
bet money on that.”

“ Hope you're right. But Henry, if they
ever do discover us—"

“ Fireworks!”

It comforted her a little to observe that
he was still the same confident Wreck, al-
though she might have remembered that he
was always thus and that it did not neces-
sarily signify anything. He was confident
when he first mounted the sorrel horse, but
the horse had at least an even btea.k, if not
the better of it.

“ The thing to do, of course, is to keep
them from seeeing you,” she said. “ You'll
have to stay in the kitchen all the time, I'm
afraid. . I don’t suppose they’ll come in
here.”

“ They’re not going to coop me up in a
kitchen,” he growled. * Besides, it was
dark last night, anyhow. They didn’t get
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a good look at me. I had my cap pulled
down.”
“It’s the glasses, Henry, They mark
you.”

“I can't help it if I have to wear them.”

“ Oh, I don’t mean that,” she said hast-
ily. “But they identify you. Nobody
could miss them.”

“ Make me look like an owl.”

“ Nonsense. Don’t be so sensitive, They
look very well, bu

“ They don’t look well,” said the Wreck,
harshly. * They look like the devil. Don’t
you start soft-soaping me, Sally Morgan.”

“ Oh, all right; they look like the devil,”
she retorted, desperately. “ But just the
same, they’re one of the reasons why
you've got to lay low. And you've got to
keep out of trouble for awhile; I mean
ﬁghts and arguments. You can’t go mill-
ing around every time somebody says some-
thing you don’t like.”

He showed sulky symptoms, and Sal«ly
hoped he would keep on being sulky for .
awhile; it might keep him quiet. If she
was going to pull him out of this mess,
thought Sally, she would have to humor
him; for she saw the situation as one de-
manding shrewdness and finesse. As for the
Wreck, he was brooding over restraint. If
he was going to get her out this hole, it was
an affair that called for action. They had
the same goal in view, but the methods
were hopelessly divergent.

Charley came into the kitchen again.

“ We got that baggage in, thanks to no-
body that washes dishes,” he said. “And
now, ma’am, I'll have to ask you to hustle
dmnet They re real hungry.”

“ They’ll have dinner just as soon as I
can get it,” said Sally, promptly.

The Wreck regarded her with a look of
amazed disappointment. Was she going to
turn to and cook for a hog? It was enough
to be drafted as cook for an unknown, but
to do chores for your enemy was humilia-
tion. He was about to speak, when she

" stopped him with a look.

“Seems they didn’t get any regular
breakfast, except crackers, which they had
with ’em,” explained Charley. ¢ That
leaves ’em kind of hungry. They got hung
up on the road. In fact, they got held up.”
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“You don’t mean it!” exclaimed Sally,
who was digging into the flour barrel, as
a first step in the direction of making
biscuits.

“Oh, it don’t seem like it was serious,
ma’am. That is, there wasn’t anybody got
shot. Feller just took watches and valu-
ables and left ’em flat without any gas.”

Sally ventured a look at the Wreck.
He seemed to be curiously elated.

“It’s been done before,” said Charley,
who was slightly bored. “It ain’t any-
thing to what they used to do. Only the
boss is pretty well stirred up, which maybe
is natural enough. He comes from the
East, where they don’t know anything
about such things.”

The Wreck was standing near a window,
polishing his spectacles. It was Sally’s first
conscious glimpse of him without the horn
rims. He gave her a swift impression of
being another person. But there was no
time to study him; Charley was too inter-
esting.

“ Who is the boss?” she asked, trying to
be indifferent.

“His name is Underwood,” said Charley.
“He’s from New York. It’s funny the
way those New Yorkers buy themselves
places that take such a pile of travelin’ to
get to. And he don’t come here oftener
than once a year. This time he drove all
the way. It don’t sound reasonable, but
he did. He’s got his boy and girl with him.
I expect he’ll stay a few weeks.”

Charley watched her as she began to mix
the flour.

“ His bein’ from New York is why I was
so particular about the cookin’. I had
Chinks here last year and they did real
well. So I went and got another pair this
sommer; but, as I told you, the boys got
kind of juvenile with ’em and they lit out.
It seems that a Chink expects you to take
him serious. It beats hell.”

“ The boss must have money,” suggested
Sally.

“Yes, ma'am; he’s lousy with it. He
raises fancy cattle, only that ain’t the way
he made his money. He took it from some-
body in Wall Street.
finer cattle in Montana. They don’t know
how he made his money. They don’t care,

But there ain’t any-
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I can’t say that I care anything myself.
I'm liberal in my views. If I were you,
ma'am, I'd sort of give ’em plenty to eat,
but I'd make it look as much like New

York as I could.”

“Oh, I'll give them lots,” said Sally.
“ Don’t you worry, old—"

It slipped half way from her lips—* old-
timer.” It was awfully hard to play ten-
derfoot when Charley was around. But
Charley gave no sign that he noticed any-
thing.

“ That’s -right, ma’am; feed ’'em liberal
and fancy. I can see you're goin’ to make
an awful hit with the boys.”

He went out again, satisfied that dinner
was under way and that Sally would be a
credit to his discrimination in cooks. She
was flying around the kitchen like a ma-
rionette on wires, attending to three or four
things at once, but without the least trace
of confusion. ,

“ Poke that fire up, Henry; put a lot of
wood on it and get it going. I want a hot
oven. There’s a pile of wood outside the
door. Fill the kettle over at the sink pump
and put it on. I’ve got fifty things to do,
and you've got to help with some of them.
Better put your apron on, too; you’ll get
all mussed up if you don’t.”

The Wreck went about his task with a
scowl.

“ The big lying hog,” he said. I never
touched their watches and valuables.”

“ They’re just excited,” explained Saily,
as she hunted for a rolling pin. “ People
always exaggerate. Charley doesn’t suspect
us, anyhow, so there’s that much gained.
Don't fill the kettle too full; it’ll beil over.”

“I'm not. Il be ha.nged if I'd break
my neck cooking for them.”

“ That’s nothing. I've cooked for lots
of people. Besides, we're stalling for time.
We're going to give them the best meal we
know how.”

“ Chinamen’s work!”

. “ It would be a good thing for us if we
were Chinamen,” said Sally, blandly.
“ Then we’d have a complete alibi.”

He grumbled his way through the chores,
but she could not complain that he was
inefficient. Although he seemed constantly
at the point of disobedience, the Wreck fol-
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lowed his orders. He even kept a faithful
eye on the stove, while she went into the
dining room to set the table. She took a
swift peep into the living - room while
engaged in this task, but the Underwood
family was evidently up-stairs,

“ Underwood?” she mused. “ Can't say
that I remember hearing the name around
here. Fancy cattle, eh? I've heard of
somebody around here who raised prize
Herefords. I'll bet it’s the same one. But
if it is, we’re a long way from the Bar-M.
We haven’t any neighbors like that.”

She fussed over the table as though she
were a hostess; she set out the best china
in the pantry, polishing the plates lovingly
and carefully.

“ Wall Street,” she said.
he’s fussy about his meals.”

There were footsteps on the staircase
that came down into the living rooms, and
Sally, with a final look at the table, fled
back into the kitchen.

“ They’re coming down,” she informed
“ We've got to hurry. Thank
Heaven, biscuits don’t take long. You keep
an eye on that coffee, and don’t let it boil.
Stop it just when it starts. I haven’t time
to cook any meat; besides, I don’t know
where they keep it. They're going to have
an omelette.”

It was a very large omelette that she
made, fluffy and thick, a rhapsody in yel-
lows and golden browns. The Wreck eyed
it with jealous disapproval, but she did not

“ No wonder

give him time to express an opinion. She -

had him opening a can of soup and pouring
it into a saucepan for heating, There was
time for that much, anyhow.

“IN cook them a regular meal next
time,” she promised. “ But this will have
to do for short notice.”

- Her enthusiasm for the odious task de-
pressed him.

“ Don’t work your head off,” he advised.
“You'll get no thanks for it.”

“ Oh, I've got lots to do yet,” said Sally,
cheerfully. “ For one thing, I've got to
wait on the table.”

The Wreck nearly upset the coffee pot
in his anger.

“ You will not!”’ he exclaimed.

“Of course I will.”
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“T'll not have you waiting on hogs, Sally
Morgan. They can wait on themselves.”
“ Don’t be ridiculous. They don'’t eat in
the kitchen. Somebody’s got to carry it to
theln.”.
. “ Al right, then, I’ carry it to ’em.”

She stared, then shook her head vehe-
mently.

“You can’t. You've got to dodge them
as long as you can. There’ll be a blow-up,
as sure as a gun, the minute they see you.”

“Well, I'm going to wait on them, if
anybody does,” he said, doggedly. “ What’s
the use of dodging around? We may just
as well find out now as any other time.”

“ See here, Henry Williams! If you—"

She stopped, studied his face with a new
interest and remembered something. Reach-
ing out, she lifted off his spectacles, then
stepped back a pace for another inspection.
Her scrutiny lasted several seconds.

‘It makes you look tremendously differ-
ent,” she said. “Can you see anything
without them?”

“1I can see you,” said the Wreck, blink-
ing.

“ Wait a minute.”

She ran to a closet and came back carry-
ing a starched white jacket.

“ It must have belonged to one of the
Chinamen,” she said, “ but I t.th it will
fit you. Put it on.”

She managed to get him into it, after
fierce protest. Then she viewed him again.

“I really believe,” she said, slowly,
‘“that you can get away with it. With
that, and the apron, and no spectacles, you
don’t look the least bit like a nervous wreck.
You don’t look like a hold-up man, any-
how.. And if you're sure you can get
around without falling over things, I believe
T’ll let you try it. But be awfully, awfully
careful about your voice. Try to disguise
it, if you can. Don’t forget yourself and
bark at them.”

“1I never bark.”

“ You did then. But you mustn’t. Just
keep remembering that we're still hiding
out. I think they’re at the table now. You
can take in the soup, and don’t forget to
serve things from the left.”

He picked up a tray and began navigat-
ing cautiously in the direction of the dining
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room. Sally watched him anxiously. Tt
was an awful risk, she thought; but if he
passed the test she would feel a lot safer.

CHAPTER IX.
THE FOUR-IN-ONE BANDIT.

HERE were two persons in the dining-
room when the Wreck entered with
the tray. He could make them out

with reasonable clearness as he drew nearer
to them. One was the girl, Underwood’s
daughter. If you liked colorful blondes,
she was just the right sort; slim, with a
delicate prettiness that belonged to the city.
Opposite her sat a youth who appeared to
be a year or so older. He was well set up
and rather good-looking, even if there was
a surly set to his features. He was drawing
things on the table-cloth with the tine of a
fork.

In the living-room there was a table,
close to the dining-room door, and on the
table was a telephone. Somebody with a
heavy voice was using it; the Wreck identi-
fied the voice instantly. It belonged to the
large man who would not share his gasoline.
The girl and the youth were listening, and
the Wreck, putting down his tray, listened
also, pretending to be busy by wiping the
soup plates with a napkin.

“ Well, you've got to get him,” said the
heavy voice, with & note of irascible author-
ity. “1I don’t care if you have to try every
place in the county. He ought to leave
word where he goes. This is Underwood
talking. What? Yes, <ertainly. Oh, you
understand now, do you? Well, you
get him. Leave word every place you try
that he’s to call me. He knows who it is.
And you tell tell him it’s important, see?
Tell him it’s the most important job he
ever had. I don’t call people up for noth-
ing. Get busy.”

There was the snap of a receiver roughly
replaced and the creaking of a chair.

“ Haven't they located him yet, father?”
called the girl.

“No; and I don't believe they’re half
trying.” Underwood was entering the din-
ing-room. * First they thought he was over
at Fisher, Now they think he’s gone back
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to the county seat. I don’t care where he
is. I want him.”

The owner of the ranch seated himself at
the end of the table. The Wreck observed
that he lowered himself into his chair with
a slight stiffness of movement. It pleased
him to think that he knew the cause. The
mudguard of the flivver showed a tell-tale
warp, where it had nudged him violently.
There was no mistaking Underwood, even
without the aid of spectacles. The Wreck
had seen him in the white glare of road
lights, toiling desperately at a crank, and
the heavily jowled face was forever marked
in his memory.

“ I don’t see why you can’t have Charley
call in the men and start them out on the
road,” observed the youth.

“ They’ve got work to do here,” growled
his father, as he spread a napkin. “ And
it’s not their job, anyhow. It’s a sheriff’s
job.”

The Wreck, who was ladling soup at the
serving table, never spilled a drop. He
merely prolonged the task, as he listened.

“ It seems to me he ought to have some
deputy you could get hold of,” suggested
Harriet Underwood, .

“I don't want his deputy. I don’t do
business with deputies. I want the man in
charge. Lord knows, I pay enough taxes
in this county to get a sheriff when I want
one. He must be a fine sheriff to let a state
of affairs like this go on.”

“ Well, I guess you could get another one
elected, if you wanted to,” remarked the
young man, with an effort at lightness. .

His father glared at him.

“Don’t be an ass, Chester. What we
want now is a sheriff—on the job. We're
not running next year’s election.” .

The Wreck, having ladled soup into three
plates, picked one of them up and turned
toward the table. This was the crisis, and
there was no longer any use in trying to
postpone it. He laid the plate in front of
Miss Underwood, and then, for the first
time since he had entered the room, he
seemed to attract family attention.

The girl gave him a casual look and pick-
ed up her napkin. Chester’s examination
was equally brief. Servants were a matter
of no great interest, either to himself or his

3 A



THE WRECK.

sister. But the scrutiny of Jerome Under-
wood was more prolonged. The Wreck
blinked painfully and wished that he had
his glasses he wanted to r ead’the big man’s
expression more accurately.

He had fetched a second plate of soup
and laicdit before the ranch owner before a
word was addressed to him.

“You didn’t work here last summer,”
announced Underwood.

« NO, sir.”

It was a bitter wrench, but the Wreck
kept his voice low and respectful.

‘ What’s your name?”

“ Williams.”

“ Where are you from?”

“ Pittsburgh, sir.”

“ Just working here for the summer?”

« Ves, sir.”

Underwood nodded and picked up his
spoon. The Wreck moved off toward the
serving table and got another plate of soup,
He felt as though he were treading on air.
He did not believe he was going to mind
waiting on the hog, after all; it was se
much satisfaction to fool him.

The head of the ranch ate his soup with
purposeful speed, pushed back the plate
and began drumming on the table with the
tips of hisethick fingers.

“It’s a fine telephone service we get out
here,” he grumbled. “I suppose that girl
hasn’t bothered her head about it since.”

“ But of course it may take time to locate
him, father,” said Miss Underwood.

“ Tt ought not to. What’s a sheriff for?
He’s. supposed to be within call, if I
know anything about his business. Here’s
a bunch of highway robbers running around
the country, and I dare say he’s never
heard about,it. And they talk about im-
proving the roads for tourists!”

Jerome Underwood’s voice trailed off in
a low growl and he continued to drum with
hisefingers.

“ Well, I wanted to take a shot at the one
in the road and you wouldn'’t let me,” com-
plained Chester.

“ That would have been fine business,
wouldn’t it?”’ observed his father. “ He'd
have shot every last one of us before you
coulds lift your finger. You never had a
chance after you got out of the car. If you
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wanted to take a shot at him, why didn’t
you do it before you climbed out?”

“ But it was just a bit unexpected, fa«
ther. We didn’t think—”

Underwood silenced his son with a ges-
ture.

“ Of course we didn’t think,. We didn’t
think that the country was running wild,
with a lot of desperadoes doing as they
damn please. But we found out different-
ly, didn’t we? Ypu shoot at him! Why,
there were three more of them up by his
car. I saw them.”

“ Timothy said he didn’t see anybody
else,” said Miss Underwood.

“ Timothy’s a blind ass. What do you
expect of a chauffeur who is scared so stiff
that he forgets how to work a tire pump?
T say there were three men, lined up at the
side of the road—with guns. Why, if it
hadn’t been for them I'd have had the other
one.”

The Wreck collected the soup plates and
piled them carefully.

“You could have jumped on him while
he was trying to get his car started,” ob-
served Miss Underwood, with a nod.

Her father mumbled something that did
not appear to be a reply. The Wreck was
feeling jubilant. He would not have missed
waiting on table for the world. Now he
knew how deeply he had bitten into the
pride of Jerome Underwood; for even in
the intimacy of the family circle Under-
wood had not confessed his humiliation at,
the crank of the flivver. He had been hid-
den from the family sight as he toiled, and
now he was hiding the story. Too bad,
thought the Wreck, that he had not march-
ed the whole fa.mxly up where they could
see.

He carried the soup-plates back to the
kitchen, where he found Sally standing in
the middle, of the floor, her hands clasped
and an anxious look on her face.

“Is it all nght?” she whlspered.

“ Sure it is,” he said.

The grin on his face meant more than
his words. Sally hreathed deeply and ex-
haled a long sigh.

“1 was getting anxious,” she said. “ You
were gone so terribly long. Didn’t they ask
you & lot of questions, or anything?”
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“ They're too busy telling each other
how they were held up by four men,” he
observed.

“ Four?”

“ Yes—the liars. Four desperadoes, Un-
derwood says. Me—" The Wreck peered
down at his white jacket and apron and
“Me—I'm four despera-

Sally did not join in the smile. She was
ready to admit that he was one desperado,
at the very least.

“ Tell me everything they said, Henry.”

“ I’ve got to go back. Give me the next
tray-full. Tl tell you about it afterward.
I'm getting some information now.”

Sally hurried with the tray and the
Wreck went back to the dining-room. Un-

derwood was still drumming on the table.

He glanced at the tray as it passed him,
ceased drumming and riveted his eye on the
omelette. Even a dyspeptic, which the boss
of the ranch was not, would have viewed
it with attention. The Wreck was actually
proud to carry it, for not only was it an
pbject of beauty in itself, but Sally had
found things to garnish it with, so that it
was art in a frame.

Two minutes later Underwood looked
.up from his plate and fixed his glance on
the Wreck.

“ Say, who made this omelette?” he de- -

manded.

“ The cook, sir.”

“ Bxscuxts, too?”

« YeS, »

“ And the coffee?”

“ Yes, sir.”

The large man helped himself to another
mouthful and lingered over it.

“ Not the same cook who was here last
summer,” he announced.

<« No Sll' ”

“ Who is he?”

“Jt's a lady, sir—my wife.”

The Underwood family sighed comfort-
ably, in unison.

‘“ At last, father, we've got somebody
who can cook,” said Harriet. ‘ Remember
how awful it was last summer?”

The boss of the ranch nodded and
reached for the omelette platter.

“ Tell your wife that she’s a good cook,”
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he said. ““Tell her to keep it up. Tell her
to have fried chicken to-night, and browned
potatoes, and beans, and corn, if she’s got
any—and more biscuits. Understand?
More biscuits. Coffee, too. And I want
her to make some pie. If she hasn’t got
stuff to make pie out of, we’ll send for it.
And tell her to cook a lot of everything.” -
- Harriet Underwood frowned and glanced
at her brother.

“ Remember, father, the doctor said—”

“ The doctor’s in New York,” interrup-
ted Underwood.  What he doesn’t know
will never get into his bill. Don’t forget,
Williams—whatever you said your name
was—have your wife keep right on cook-

The Wreck, passing the biscuits again,
acknowledged the command with a nod.
He was hungry himself and he hoped there
would be something left of the omelette,
although he could see that the chances were
against him. He did not need to be told
that Sally Morgan could cook; he knew it
before they did, back at the Bar-M, where
Sally often shooed her mother out of the
kitchen and ran things to suit herself.

‘ People can eat more out in this coun-
try,” observed Underwood, apparently talk-
ing to himself. “It’s the dry air and the
altitude. Back in New York—"

There was an uncertain tinkle of the tele-
phone bell in the next room. He lumbered
hastily out of his chair in answer to it.

“ Yes; this is Underwood. Got him, have
you? . .. All right. Put him on. ... That
the sheriff? Great Scott! you’re a hard
man to get. . . . Never mind. This is Un-
derwood. Get me? What? . . . Yes;
that’s right. Off in the northeast corner of
the county. Now, listen:

“I was held up last night in my car.
About thirty miles from the ranch, I should
say. West of it, on the main road; there’s
only one road. We didn’t come here di-
rect; drove around by way of Duncan. The
road’s better. Had my son and daughter
with me, and a driver. Are you getting
this? . . .

“ Four men. . . . Yes; four! Blocked the
road with their own car and held us up.
We never had a chance. Took wafches,
valubles, money. What? ... Took every-
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thing we had that was worth carrying off.
Stole all the gasoline out of our tank and
left us flat on the road. Let the air out of
our tires with a knife. How’s that? . .,

“ How the devil can I give you a descrip-~
tion? It was pitch dark. They had hand-
kerchiefs over their faces. I'm not sup-
posed to furnish a set of Bertillon measure-
ments, am I? You didn’t expect me to
take fingerprints, did you, with a gun stuck
under my nose? You're what? . ..”

. There was an inarticulate rumble from
the living room, then a booming of the
heavy voice.

“ You’re surprised?’’ roared Underwood.
“You didn’t think there was anybody
working the road over this way? Well, if
you’re surprised, what do you think I am?
Doesn’t a property owner get any protec-
tion in this county? I'm no tourist. I've
got a place here. If you want to know
whether I pay any taxes just look up the
books. What? ... Oh; you know about
me, do you? Well, I’'m damned glad some-
body knows about me. Now, the best
advice I can give you is to get busy. . .
How’s that? . . .

“How do I know what direction they
went in? They started east when they
left us; that’s all I know. I want action—
understand? I'l pay any reward and any
expenses that are necessary, but I want
action. I'm going to find out whether &
taxpayer in this county has any protection
against highwaymen. , . . All right. You’re
getting on the job at once; is that it? ..
Yes; I'll be here for some time. 1'll expect
to hear from you without much_delay.
Your name is Wells, isn’t it? ... Al
right.”

The Wreck, who was pouring coffee far
Chester, spilled some into the saucer, but
recovered himself. So the sheriff’s name
was Wells!

Jerome Underwood came back into the
dining-room, wearing the expression of a
man who has achieved a stroke of business.

“ Made it pretty strong, didn’t you, fa-
ther?” sugested his son, with a faint smile.

‘ Strong? Certainly I did. You don’t
suppose 1 wanted to give him the idea that
it was a tea party, do you? When I’ve got
a hand I play it to the limit. I don’t want
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him loafing around and taking things easy.
I want him on the job. He knows who I
am. If he doesn’t it won’t take him long
to find out.”

-He made another dive at the omelette.

“ Says he’ll get a posse on the road at
once. Well, he’d better. A posse! What
they need out here is a few New York
policemen.”

The Wreck, seeing no immediate need of
his services, disappeared through the pantry
in the direction of the kitchen. He had a
queer look; as much a look of triumph as
anything else

Sally jumped up from a chair by the
window and shot a glance of inquiry at
him.

“ Where are my spectacles?” he demand-
ed. “My eyes hurt.”

She found them and the Wreck began
to look like himself again.

““ Now tell me everything,” she ordered.

“ He’s been at the telephone, raising the
country against four desperadoes,” said the
Wreck. “ He’s made a regular yarn of it by
this time. 1 guess they’ll hang us for sure,

“ They’d better wait till they catch us.”

The Wreck contemplated her for a few
seconds. He wondered just how she was
going to take the news.

“ He’s a good liar; he piled it on. And
he pulled all the old stuff about influence,
and how much taxes he pays, and all the
New York dope. He made me thank God
I came from Pittsburgh.”

‘“ Could you get any idea of what’s being
done about it? asked Sally, with the practi-
cal aspects uppermost, in her thoughts.

“ Oh, there’s a posse getting on the job,”
said the Wreck, wearily.

“A posse,” mused Sally, nodding.
“Yes; I'd imagine that. Who did he have
on the phone?”

“ He was talking to the sheriff.”

“The sheriff. Uh-huh. Well,
means—"

Sally stopped and stared at the Wreck.
Something had startled her.

“ What county are we in?” she de-
manded.

He shrugged. He never tried to keep
track of counties and he did not know. But

that
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she read something in his eyes that caused’
her to clutch at his arm.

« Henry Williams! He wasn’t talking
tO—'"

“Yes, he was. That’s exactly who he
was talking to.” '

She walked back to the chair by the
window and sat down, suddenly limp. For
half a minute the Wreck was unable to
figure just what sort of reaction she was
having. It seemed to him that every pos-
sible emotion flashed into her face, one suc-
ceeding the other so rapidly that all was a
confused blur. And then, with her head
tossed back and her eyes wide with merri-
ment, she began to laugh.

“(Qhl” she gasped. “Oh, Henry, did
you ever hear of such a joke? Bob Wells;
Bob—out with a posse—to catch me/”

« Il admit it’s a joke,” said the Wreck,

cheerfully.
. “Why, it's a perfect scream! I might
have known we were in the same county;
it’s so terribly big. But I never even
thought about it. And now he’s got the
sheriff—Bob Wells!”

She passed into another spasm of laugh-
ter while the Wreck watched. Any time
they wanted to laugh about Bob Wells the
Wreck was a willing listener.

« ] start out for a trousseau, and I get
turned into a hold-up man, and I'm chased
—by Bob Wells!”
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“It’s great,” he affirmed, solemnly.

Then he saw that another change was
coming. She was getting control of herself
and the laughter was fading. There was a
questioning look in her eyes, a chewing of
her under lip.

“ H-m. It’s rather embarrassing at that,”
she said, slowly. “I don’t know that it’s
so funny, after all. It complicates things.
Bob Wells is an awfully good sheriff. When
he goes after people he’s a perfect blood-
hound. He got a murderer last year that
nobody ever dreamed he could get. And
if he should ever find us—"

She broke off and plunged into another
period of reflection. Presently she was
frowning, and the Wreck saw that she was
clenching her fists.

“ Henry Williams,” she said, standing
up and facing him, “I don’t like it. I
don’t like it one bit. Bob Wells hasn’t got
any business to be chasing me!”

There were times when even the Wreck
could be just to a foe.

_ “But, Sally, how does he know who he’s
chasing?”

“ Doesn’t make any difference. I said I
didn’t like it, and I don’t I won’t stand
for it. Bob Wells—chasing me!” And
she again clenched her fists.

The Wreck had never been able to make
anything out of women, and now he knew
that he never would.

(To be continued NEXT WEEK.)
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SONG OF THE SKATER

lN the still, frore night,
When the stars blink white,
And the great trees crack with cold,
And the long black stream
Is red with the gleam
Of the skate fires manifold;

Then swift is the steel
On the skater’s heel,
And the skater’s call is blithe,
While the deep woods ring
To the songs they sing,
And the swift skates hiss like a scythe.

Harry L. Koopman.
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HERE were three of us in the begin-
ning, We drifted together, not be-
cause of any sympathy of character

or taste, nor even on account of that subtle

-attraction for which opposites are pro-
verbially noted—though I doubt if three
men of more varied characteristics could
have been got together—but solely because
of the similarity of position in which fate
had chosen to place us. For to the best
of our knowledge, we none of us had a rela~
tive in the world.

Jim O’Mara was Irish, loquaciously en-
thusiastic on any and every subject, opti-
mistic under every circumstance—a blond
young giant both good-natured and quick-
tempered. Bogden Walenitsky, on the other
hand, was of a Polish near-noble family
whose relatives had been systematically
hanged, shot and knouted eut of existence
—a slight, dark youth, silent and morose
for the most part, and a nihilist at heart.

For myself I am just an average Amexi-
can, blessed neither by good looks nor great
wealth,

Jim christened us the “ Islands.”

We had been meeting more or less casu-
ally at a little cosmopolitan table d’kite
‘where we could quarrel as much as we
pleased so long ai we stopped short of
actual violence, and the question of form-
ing a defensive and offensive alliance had
come up.

“’Tis a good idea, boys,” said Jim.
“ And we'll call ourselves the ¢ Islands.’
Emerson or some other literary lad says
we are all ‘islands shouting to each other
across seas of misunderstanding.” It’s is-
lands we are, all right—bleak and bare
desent islands without kith, kin, or pig to
bless ourselves—glory be for that—and as
to the ‘ seas of misunderstanding,’ sure it’s
oceans and oceans of it and nothing else
we have all the time.”

So the Islands we became, and for sev-
eral months things drifted along pleasantly
enough; then—we fell in love. Individual-
ly and collectively we fell in love—and of
course, with the same girl. .

She was the sister of Jack Broughton,
an artist acquaintance of ours; and we met
her first at the litfle restaurant where we
all dined. Jack’s studio became very popu-
lar with us after that; though it was several
weeks before we would admit, even to each
other, that Valarie was its chief charm.

At first Valarie treated us all with equal-
ly polite indifference. I soon realized, how-
ever, that my commonplace attractions
stood no chance against the charms of the
handsome, vivacious Irishman, or the dark,
romantic beauty of the little Pole; so I was
early eliminated from the race and left
to heal my broken heart as best I might.

But between Jim and Bogden the rivalry
waxed hot and furious.
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One day as I sat in my office—I was a
struggling young lawyer then—longing for
the clients that as yet were so few and far
between, the telephone-bell rang, and I
heard Jack Broughton'’s voice hoarse with
excitement.

“ For God’s sake, Will, come up here at
once!” he cried. “ Something terrible has
happened!”

“ What?” I answered. “ Come where?”
I knew he had no telephone in his studio.

“ Jim O’Mara’s place,” he replied. “ I'm
there now—I can’t tell you over the phone.”
I heard the click as the receiver was hung
up.

Jim occupied two rooms in a part office,
part studio building on Fourteenth Street—
a small bedroom and a huge half-library,
half-studio, that he called his workshop.

Broughton met me at the door, and with-
out.a word pointed to the room. It had
never been a very orderly spot, but now it
looked as though the proverbial cyclone
had struck it. Practically every bit of
. furniture was out of place; the glass doors
of the bookcases were broken and the books
strewn on the floor; chairs were upset;
rugs piled in a heap on the couch; the desk
was broken open—its shattered lock still
clinging to the roll-top; and papers were
scattered everywhere. On the laboratory
side the wreckage was as bad—broken glass,
upset bottles, and scattered instruments.

In the bedroom bureau drawers had been
dragged out on the floor and their contents
thrown beside them. The bed was in dis-
order; and a small steamer trunk that had
been under it was open and empty.

“ Burglars,” I said. “ Some one has been
here and gone through the place—in a
hurty, too, I should say.”

“ Not ordinary burglars at any rate,”
Broughton replied. “ Nothing of value is
missing. Besides, look around—Ilook there.”
He pointed to a stain on the polished floor.

“Blood!” I cried. “ And here’s more.
Notice that test-tube. Some one with
bloody hands has handled it!”

“ Look in the wash-basin.”

I ran into the bedroom; the basin was
half filled with water of an unmistakable
reddish-brown tinge, and a towel beside it
was streaked with red.

.
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For a moment I could do nothing but
stare, dumb with horror, at Jack.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said as soon
as I could speak. “ We must get the police
at once.”

But to my surprise Jack demurred, sug-
gesting that we go to Walenitsky’s first. At
Bogden's studio, which was only a few
blocks away, we received no answer to our
knocks; but the janitor knew us well and
let us in.

Jack threw aside his overcoat and hat
and sat down, in spite of my protests that
we should waste no time waiting, but should
notify the police at once.

“ 1 want to talk to you first,” he insisted.
“ You do not know all I know. Sit down.

“ For some time past you have rather
avoided Valarie and me,” he began directly.

I would have interrupted, but he went on
swiftly:

“Don’t apologize, Will. Let us talk
frankly. I know the reason. What you
don’t know is how Jim and Bogden have
been progressing in their quite obvious
rivalry over Valarie.”

“No, I don’t,” I agreed briefly.

“ They've been growing more and more
bitter,” he went on earnestly; and the anx-
iety in his tone was unmistakable. ‘ So
bitter that lately I've feared an open breach.
Walenitsky is more silent than ever, and,
charming as he can be to us when he wants
to be, to Jim his mamner is little less than
insulting. O’Mara’s attitude of good-nat-
ured, somewhat contemptuous raillery
makes him worse. As to Valarie, I confess
I don’t understand her at all—#ker attitude
is quite non-committal.”

“ There's not much new in all that,” I
interposed. “1I expected it.”

“No,” replied Jack. * But this is more
definite. I was out last evening. When
I returned, about eleven, I found Valarie
in tears. Jim and Bogden had both been
there — quarreling, I think, though I
couldn’t get much out of Valarie. This
morning I went around to see Jim. The
door wasn’t locked. I went in and found
the place the way you have just seen it.”

“ Great Heavens!” I cried. “ You don't
think Bogden—"

“ Wait,” Jack interrupted. “ The jani-
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tor of Jim’s house told me this morming
that Jim and the ¢ foreign gentleman,” as
he calls Bogden, went up to Jim’s roams
together about eleven last evening—evident-
ly just after they left Valarie. Shortly
afterward—when he went up to turn down
the hall gas-jet—he heard them talking in
loud tones-—quarreling evidently. This
morning—early—about seven thirty, the
janitor says Jim called him up to his rooms
to carry down a trunk. Jim took the trunk
in a taxi and drove away. When it was
Bogden left—if he did leave—alive—the
janitor doesn’t know. He doesn’t know—
yet—what Jim’s rooms look like now. I
questioned him very casually.”

“ Then you think—"" I began hoarsely.

“1 don’t know,” he answered. * It looks
bad, but I—I can’t believe it of Jim. He
might have killed him accidentally in a
fight. But he wouldn’t run away. He
wouldn’t have—done that/”

For an hour we talked the matter over,
but with no satisfactory results. Finally
we decided that the only thing left was to
call in the police.

We were about to start for the door
when it was suddenly thrown open, and a
policeman, followed by two men in plain
clothes and the janitor of Jim’s building,
burst, into the room.

“ That’s thim,” shrieked the janitor as
soon as he saw us, “ Thim’s the bloody
murtherers, sir.”

‘I don’t know how it happened, but the
next thing I realized was that a pair of
steel handcuffs had suddenly grown on my
wrists; Jack was similarly decorated, but
he was the first to recover himself.

“ What does this mean?’” he demanded
“ What are we arrested for?

¢ Shut up!” commanded one of the plam-
clothes men shortly. “ The charge in the
warrant says ‘burglary,” an’ that 'H do
for yous. Come on now, ar FIi fan yer.”

“ What hev yer done with Mr. O’Mara,
yer bloody murtherers?” yelled the janitor.

“O’Mara!” gasped Jack in amazement,
for naturally we had been thinking we were
implicated in the murder of Bogden. * You
told me O’Mara went away in a taxi at
balf past seven.”
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“ An’ he came back,” snapped the jani-
tor. “ As yer well know that kilt him, an’
tore his rooms all up.”

“ This is absurd,” I cut in.
he didn’t come back.”

“ He surely did,” maintained the excited
janitor.

“ How do you know he did?” I demand-
ed. “ Did you see him?”

“No, I didn’t see him. But how else
did his trunk get back in just the place I
took it from at the foot of the bed. An’
who smashed up his rooms that was all right
at seven thirty? Answer me that, yez—"

“ Aw, can the hot air,” growled the plain-
cdothes man who had spoken before,
“ Come on youse.”

And shackled to our captors, we were led
away.

I don’t know just which of the numerous
humiliations the next few hours brought
hurt Jack the most; but not the least, to
me, were the persomal references of the
yellow press. I had never before realized
that my “ eyes weze set near together under
a slanting, narrow forehead and were those
of a typical moral degenerate”; and the
fact that Jack had a “ typical criminal
nose,” and “ears that proclaimed unmis-
takable homicidal tendencies,” was but
slight balm. ‘

However, the time passed somehow, be-
tween being mugged and having the de-
tectives paraded before our cells who looked
at us as though we were some new animals
at the zoo, and receiving a few degrees at
hea;dquanexs and elsewhere.

Toward six o’clock the lawyer for whom
T had sent made his appearance, and we
were taken up-stairs to see him. He was,
fortumately, evidently a friend of the chief,
for we were soon afterward, for the second
time that afternoon, taken into the latter’s
room.

The chief this time was far more pleasant
to us than when he had questioned us be-
fore—and my respect for our lawyer leaped
skyward.

“ Conceding all that you say to be true,
gentlemen,” said the chief when I had re-
peated our story, * it looks to me as though
your friend O’Mara had made away with
Walenitsky for some—"

“ Of course
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But at that moment a detective entered
with word that a man who insisted he could
give important evidence on -our case was
outside.

As the door reopened a moment later
Jack and I leaped to our feet.

“ Walenitsky!” we cried simultaneously.

“A lively corpse!” remarked the chief
as Bogden threw himself hystérically upon
us.
“ I've come to confess!” he cried excited-
ly. “1 did it—not kill him—no—but I
tried to rob him. He had a letter—a paper
—I wanted. I went to see him last night,
and I met him on the corner by his house.
I demanded the—paper, and he laughed.
I went up to his room with him, and we
quarreled—feught. We broke things, and
I cut my hand on the doors of the book-
case—see?” He held up a bandaged hand.
“ Then he bound it up for me and told me
to go home and—and soak my head.”

He paused for a moment to let this in-
sult sink in. “ But I had to have that—
paper—so I watched the house and he went
out early in the morning. Then I slipped
in and went through everything. That’s
all. These gentlemen did not have anything
to do with it.”

“ What was that—letter?” asked the
chief.

. “It was @ paper,” Bogden answered sul-
lenly. “T cannot tell you what it was. He
had threatened to use it in a dishonorable
way.” )

“ Look here, Walenitsky,” persisted the

chief. “ I am inclined to believe your story.

But even so you are in a grave position.
You have confessed to burglary—and if
(’Mara does not turn up you may have
to answer for murder. Much may depend,
for you, on that letter.”

But Bogden only shook his head.

¢ Another one with evidence on this case,
chief,” announced a detective. “It's a
lady.”

Bogden, Jack, and I sprang again to our
feet; there was but one lady in the case.

‘ Show her in,” said the chief. “ And if
the rest of the city comes with evidence,
show them in, too. We may as well have
this out at once.”

Valarie entered, looking more beautiful
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in her trouble than ever, and flung herself.
in her brother’s arms.

“I've come to tell you it wasn’t they,”
she cried, turning to the chief. It was—
it must have been—" For the first time
she saw Walenitsky.

“ You here!” she added. “ Oh, Bogden,
why did you do it?”

 Miss Broughton,” said the chief before
Bogden could reply, ¢ Mr. Walenitsky has
confessed that he searched O’Mara’s rooms
looking for a certain letter. Its contents
may be of great importance to him.”

“T came to tell—” began Valarie; but
Bogden interrupted excitedly. :

“No, no! It is not necessary!”

“ Why not?” asked Valarie in surprise.
“1 came here to tell that J had sent you
for the letter. I had to clear my—my
brother, even at your expense. I'm glad
you confessed—I believed you would if you
knew that they—he was in trouble through
what you did.”

She went on with dignity, addressing her-
self to the chief:

“ Mr. O'Mara had done me the honor to
ask me by letter to marry him. I answered,
also by letter, refusing him. But I went
further. I told him I—I loved some one
else. And I told him who it was, and that
—that he thad mnever proposed.” She
paused, her face scarlet; but in a moment
went bravely on:

¢ Jim came last night to say good-by—
he accepted my refusal without question—
he was going away for a while, he said. He -
told me, more as a joke, I think, that he
considered it his duty to let the—the other
man know. I should have known he
wouldn’t. But after he had gone I was
afraid perhaps he might. So when Bogden
ca‘ne__"

. ¢ Wait a moment,” interjected her brpth-
er. “Weren't Bogden and Jim with you
together last evening?” .

“ No,” she answered. “ Jim only stayed
a short time. So when Bogden came—"

“T was wrong on that,” Jack again inter-
jected to me.

“T asked Bogden to go to Jim,” Valarie
went .on, heedless of this second interrup-
tion. “I told him to ask Jim to please re-
turn the letter or destroy it, as I was afraid
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he might send it to some one I wouldn’t
have see it for the world. Bogden didn’t
know what was in the letter.”

“No, no, I didn’t!” cried Walenitsky,
burying his face in his hands. “ Oh, I am
a fool-—quite a fool! I, too, proposed to
you and you refused me. I was sure you
had refused Jim, too. And I thought that
in revenge he had—ah! ‘I am a fool, and
you can never forgive me.” ,

“It seems to me,” said the chief, “ that
Mr. Q"™Mara has yet to be accounted for.”

“ Mr. O’Mara,” announced the detective.
“You told me to bring them all in, sir,”
he added as Jim entered, bag in hand.

“Tve come all the way from Philadel-
phia to surrender myself, sir,” began
O’Mara gravely to the chief, ignoring our
vociferous greetings.

"~ ‘““For what?” asked that official in spme
surprise.

“ For being murdered under false pre-
tences, sir. I'm the corpus delicti in this
c&‘”

The chief laughed. “ Did you bring your
trunk?” he asked. ‘It was the main piece
of evidence against these gentlemen.”

“The trunk’s in Philadelphia,” ex-
claimed Jim in disgust. “ Sure I just heard
the story from this man here—” He in-
dicated the detective who had shown him in.
“The fool janitor couldn’t imagine I might
bave two trunks. I suppose Bogden pulled
the other one out from under the bed.”

“ But,” I cried, “ the janitor said your
room wasn’t disturbed at seven thirty this
moming.”

U U
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“The bedroom wasn’t,” Jim replied.
“ We had the scrap in the workshop. I let
the janitor into the bedroom from the hall.
That’s the only room he saw this mornin’.”

‘ Counselor,” said the chief, rising and
turning to our attorney, “I will take the
responsibility of paroling the prisoners in
your custody. You can arraign them to-
morrow moming and I will see that the
complaining witness and the officers who
made the arrest are on hand to secure their
discharge. As to Mr. Walenitsky, there is
no charge against him, unless Mr. O’'Mara,
wishes to make one.”

- A suggestion Jim declined.

“In that case,” continued the chief, “ 1
think the matter is closed. Except,” he
added dryly to Valarie, “ we have not dis-
covered the—other man.”

“By Jove, that’s so!” cried Jack with
brotherly brutality. “ Why, Valarie, you
only know three men at all well. You've
refused Jim and Bogden—there’s only—"

¢ Shut up, you fool!” cautioned Jim; but
it was too late. '

For a moment my head reeled, and I felt
all their eyes upon me. Then I forgot them
altogether.

“ Valarie!” I said faintly. “ Valarie!”

T wanted to say many other things; but
that seemed to tell her everything that was
in my heart, for she hid her face on my,
shoulder before them all. .

“ Seas of misunderstanding,” I heard Jim
say. “ Oceansof it. But we’ve done shout-
in’ over it now—we've crossed over for
gOOd.”

U U

IN A NEW YORK APARTMENT

AMAN with heavy boots and a dog is trampling overhead;
A woman isstrying to sing her soul out—out of tune—below;
The servant,rattles the dishes in a tin pan in the near-kitchen.

The bell rings, announcing a guest, or a bill;
The telephone jangles: “ Hello!” a wrong call.

Two canaries hop back and forth in a narrow cage;
Some plants are trying to grow in a little shell;
Three goldfish swim round and round in a tiny bowl.
1 sit, with hat on—awaiting what, oh, my soul?

Daisy Vail
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SLENDER tongue of light pierced
the thin board partition and fell

athwart the peaceful features of
Roderick Evans Lee. He aroused suffi-
ciently to feel that his head touched wood
and that the bare soles of his feet were flat
against the cold foot of the bed. He con-
tracted to the extent of relieving the pres-
sure upon his head and withdrawing his
feet once more beneath the sheltering blan-
kets.

“Too short,” he reflected, having refer-
ence to the blankets.

“ Too short.” The thought was echoed
by a voice from beyond the board parti-
tion.

“ Now, you wotld hardly call two hun-
dred short, would you?” said a second
voice. ‘“ Not for a little play like that.
Anyway, that’s the last word. You can
calt it or leave it. Two hundred dollars
flat.”

Roderick Evans Lee opened one eye and
blinked into the tiny shaft of light.

“That stud game is getting tougher
every minute,” he told himself. “Two
hundred flat.”

“Do I get it now?” the first voice in-
quired hopefully.

“ Well, practically now,” the other re-
turned soothingly. ‘ Thursday is only
three days off, so it’s almost the same as
right now—only you don’t get it until
Fhursday. You leave that little trail all
plain and distinct, and you meet me ané
get the two hundred. Just as simple as
that.”

“ What’s the idea?” asked the first.

Lee had an idea that he knew that voice.

“Two hundred dollars is the idea,” an-
swered the other. ‘ That’s the only idea
that concerns you. If ever you gather up
any other and newer ideas, just keep on the
safe side and don’t try to figure them out.
Like you said, 'm a stranger to you. I

aim to stay one. The only time youl like-
ly see me again is Thursday. That’s the
size of it. I'm gone.”

Lee applied his eye to the nail-hole
through which strayed the fugitive thread
of light and attempted a survey of the
adjacent poker-room. A two-foot circle of
the opposite wall was all that rewarded his
efforts. The stranger was as good as his
word. He was gone. Lee heard the click

‘as the other went out and softly closed the
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door behind him. He settled back to re-
sume his interrupted slumbers.

“ Same one is going to act up unlawful-
ly,” he reflected. *“ Some one else is to
Teceive a piece of soft money for making a
nice plain trail. They’ll follow the trail,
and at the end of it will be the goat. He'll
spill the beans and tell everything he
knows. He will make a clean breast of it,
and tell all about how a stranger hired him
to make some tracks. Of course, they’ll
believe him and’let him go—after anywhere
frem thirty days to ninety-nine years, ac-
cording to whether it’s chicken stealing or
homicide the stranger is about to indulge
in.” Sleep stopped further speculations.

A few hours later the rattle of pots and
pans announced that the kitchen staff of
the EBte Hotel was on the job for another
day, and that it was time to arise. As he
dressed Lee permitted” his mind to dwell
upon the happenings of the night.

H
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“ That voice,” he mused. “ I've an idea
that the goat is well known to me. He’s
trifling, shiftless, and altogether good-for-
nothing. I don’t like him hardly any, but
some way I don’t wish him any harm. It’s
funny that I feel all that, and yet can’t
seem to place him. If I badn’t been so
dead sleepy I'd have gone out and asked
the stranger what he was up to. But a
man must have sleep, and anyway it’s too
late now.”

With this philosophical conclusion he re-
paired to the wash-room, splashed his face
and hands energetically, and descended to
breakfast.

II.

LATE in the afternoon of the second day
thereafter Lee rode into the yard of the
Wilson ranch-house on the valley road ten
miles below Basin.

The unpainted shack gave evidence that

some one struggled against odds to make it
neat and attractive. Rock-bordered flower-
beds flanked the slab porch, and a few tiny
shoots already were peeping through in de-
fiance of the cold of early spring nights.
“The little square windows were softened by
white drapes.
- The girl on the porch wore a simple calico
dress, freshly ironed and open at the neck,
exposing her white throat. Her dress and
her drab surroundings seemed only a back-
grouny, throwing into relief the living grace
of face and figure of the girl herself.

Roderick Evans Lee swung from his
horse and gathered Betty Wilson close in
his arms. Eventually he held her off at
arm’s length and viewed her reverently,
only to sweep her back to him for a still
longer period.

“ Fifty miles is a long way when a man
js busy, Betty,” he said at last. “And a
month is a long time, no matter how you
view it. Are you going back with me this
trip, Betty?”

“It’s the same old thing, Rod,” she re-
plied. “I can’t go yet. Eddie is so wild.
If T don’t stay here and make a home for
him, he’s liable to do anything. I want
to go, Rod, you know I do, but I have to
stick by Eddie.”

“Damn Eddie!” Rod muttered to him- .
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self; but to the girl he said: “ We'll take
Ed along.”

“ He wouldn’t stay, Rod. He’s only a
boy, and he’s proud of the fact that he runs
a ranch of his own. He’s not as wild as
he was—honestly, Rod. You know how
they are, and Eddie’s just a boy.”

‘ Some boy!” said Rod. “Yes, I know

how they are. Where is Eddie now?”
. ““He came home early yesterday morn-
ing, and left again,” she answered. “ He
had to make a two-day trip to look for
strays.”

The subject of their thoughts appeared
at the gate, riding one horse and leading
two others. He greeted them indifferently,
but the voice struck a chord in Lee’s mem-
ory. It was the voice he had heard the
night before—the voice of the man who
was going to make a clean trail.

‘ Enter—the goat,” Lee remarked.

“1 don’t understand what you mean,
Rod,” Betty said curiously.

“I just this minute remembered some-
thing I hadn’t thought about since night
before last,” he explained. “It flashed
across my mind just now like lamplight
through a nail-hole. And to-morrow is
Thursday.

“ Betty,” he continued, once more hold-
ing the girl at arm’s length, “ I'll have to
collect some of Eddie’s loose ends and see
if T can’t shape him up into one lump of
something or other. 1 heard rumors in Ba-
sin about the sherifi’s sort of easing Eddie
through a scrape or two. I'm not acquaint-

.ed with the sheriff, but it struck me as

unnatural that he should find much joy in
keeping Eddie out of jail through pure hu-
manity. '

“Later, after he finds out that he has
to ride out here real often to confer with
you about how the boy is coming on, it
will develop that his interest goes deeper
than Eddie. The sheriff has seen you some-
where or other, honey. In order to keep
you from feeling under obligation to any
one, I'll love to undertake the case my-
self. Possibly I can pick this brother of
yours up by the back of the neck and lift
him out of trouble for keeps.”

The girl gripped his arms tight and
looked up at him.
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“If any one on earth can do it, Rod,
you're the one,” she said.

“TNl workk Eddie over,” he promised.
“Now I've gone and remembered some-
thing else. Here I've just seen you for the
first time in a thousand years, and I have
to leave right mow. That little matter I
just thought of makes it necessary to start
for Basin in something less than one min-
ute. Il stay over and come out again to-
morrow, Betty girl.”

He kissed the girl good-by, and she stood
and watched him out of sight. In less than
two hours he was scanning the register of
the Elite Hotel. He noted the room num-
ber of one Robert McDonald, and ascended
the stairs,

The two greeted each other as old
friends.

“ 1 was afraid I'd missed you, Red,” said
McDonald. “1 was a day late, in addition
to the fact that it might take a letter a
month to reach that back-country ranch of
yours.” '

“ Mail service twice a week, Mac, you
old pessimist. At least there have been
weeks when I'd go after it that often. Last
week was one of that kind—and here I
am.”

“ Sit in this easy chair; 13 the bed,

Rod,” said McDonald. “ Start in and tell-

me know.”

“glnmwlj:oking for a job, Mac,” Lee in+
formed him. “I haven’t had any excite-
ment for a long time, so I thought I'd go
to work for the express company.”

“ Why don’t you go back to the rangers
if things are dull?” Mac asked. “ Why, the
express is nothing!”

“ Rangering is too sustained, old man,
and I can’t spare the time. So if you don’t
mind Tl just hire out to you for a couple
of weeks and quit when I get ready.”

McDonald looked at him steadily and
nodded.

“ You're hired, Rod. Name your own
price,” he said. g Now let’s hear it.”

“ Why, you've guessed already that I
know things!” Rod exclaimed admiringly.
“ When, as a matter of fact, I don’t. 1It’s
like this: When your letter reached me,
saying you would be in Basin, I says to my-
self; ‘They are sending Mac to Basin,

Now, just why does the express company
send their very best man to a hole like
Basin? They have been rapped heavily
and consistently in this locality for the last
year—that’s why,’ I answered. ¢ They
know history repeats, and they want Mac
here when she starts repeating. That’s

plain as voices through a wood partition.’

“ While I waited around here yesterday
I kept looking over the register to see if I
could connect voices with names. I dom’t
believe there was a name there that would
fill the bill. That voice wasn’t registered,
Then it dawned on me. ‘Mac’s a smart
one,” I told myself. ¢ Wise old Mac! He
timed this trip just right. She’s starting to
repeat right about now. If I only hadn’t
been so dead sleepy,’ I says. ‘I can’t put
a stop to it now. Something will bust with-
in a hundred miles of here. Then they’ll
find the tracks of three horses, and if
they work out the trail theyll pick up the
goat. He deserves hanging on general
principles, but he’ll get it done to him on
the wrong count,” I says. ‘I'll just have
Mac fix me up some papers. I’ll help Mac
out, and keep the goat from having his
neck stretched a foot long. After he’s had
the fear shoved into him a mile deep, may-
be I can steer him into better ways,” I
says, ‘ and help myself most of all.””

McDonald nodded.

“ Two thousand if you land them after-
ward, Rod, and five if you land them first,”
he offered.

“ All T want is a free hand to act in my
own irregular way, Mac,” said Lee. “In
addition to helping an old friend I have a
selfish ax of my own to grind. If I go to
tracking the goat I'll only put them wise
and gum things up. Il do it after the
job instead. Of ocourse, it’s your business
to prevent. If you want to throw a guard-
line around every express office on the line,
go to it, but you’ll only scare them off.
They’ll pull it later when you’re off guard.
Besides, I may be wrong.”

“T’Il sit tight and see,” McDonald de-
cided. “ You've got a free hand to do as
you please with the company behind you,
Rod. Go toit.”

Rod went to it by riding out to the Wil~
son ranch and spending the following after-
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noon and evening building love castles with-

Betty Wilson. It was nearly midnight
when he arrived at the Elite Hotel and
turned in.

Half an hour before daylight he was
aroused by some one sitting on the edge of
the bed.

‘“ History has repeated, Rod,” explained
McDonald. “ Not an office this time,
though. Two men blew the safe on No.
16, westbound, at one o'clock. It was only
five miles west of here, too. The wires were
cut, every one. The hand-car crew they
sent out to find the break found it a mile
this side of the hold-up—and didn’t have
sense enough to know there was trouble up
ahead and investigate or send a man back
to report. No. 16 pulled on into Willard
and reported the hold-up about three.
They’ve had deputies on the roads into
there, but couldn’t wire Basin until nearly
five. Wires had been cut at two poles,
leaving a clean miss of a hundred feet. The
sherift leaves with a posse in twenty min-
utes.”

“ I’ll be there,” said Rod, kicking off the
bedding. “ Introduce me as a friend from
the sticks, Mac.”

" Twenty minutes later the posse struck
a steady trail trot up the valley road.

“ We'll be the first on the spot,” Sheriff
Jackson announced. “1It’s forty miles to
Willard, and theyll check it up to me.
They may send out a car of deputies to
look it over, but that will be about all.”

In the first faint streaks of dawn the
posse passed the spot where the linemen
still worked on the hundred-foot gap in a
dozen wires.

“ No use to look there; they’ve trampled

that place flat,” said Jackson; and they.

jogged on up the road without a pause.
Half a mile beyond the sheriff swung his
arm in a half circle, and the men scattered
" through the brush. Five minutes later a
deputy pulled up his horse and waved his
hat. The balance of the posse closed in
on him.
. ““Here’s where their horses was tied,”
the deputy stated, pointing.
The steriff made a businesslike search of

the place.
“ Three horses,” he reported. “ They
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likely tied them here and hoofed it back
to Basin on the tracks. They rode the
train out and stopped by here. Damn!
There’s been a bunch of range horses down
here visiting around, and they’ve trampled
the ground up until we’ll never locate
which way they came from. But we're
more interested in which way they left.
We'll cut their trail going out.”

The men scoured the right of way
minutely. They were unanimous in de-
claring that the tracks were made by but
two men., '
© “The third horse is a packhorse to
carry the stuff,” the sheriff instantly de-
cided. “ Circle, boys,” and they rode in
ever widening loops until one deputy struck

= the trail,

To the south the valley was flanked by a
lofty range from which, at irregular inter-
vals of five miles or more, mountain streams
tumbled down through the foothills to the
little river in the valley. Over the foot-
hills between two of these streams the trail
led them.

“ They're going to ride for it,” declared
the sheriff. “ They’re not even trying to
break their trail.” '

“ The sheriff is reputed to be the best
trailer in the State,”” McDonald said to
Lee.

Three miles up in the foothills the trail
angled to the right and dipped to the bed
of the creek. The point where it struck
the stream was in a little upland valley.
Here, for half a mile, the creek rested in its
tumultuous descent 'to the river and mean-
dered about through the flat meadows.

Range cattle and horses fought flies in
the willows or fed on the rank spring grass.
The trail where it entered the stream was
already faint from the crossing of stock. It
did not come out upon the other bank.

“ H-m,” said the sheriff, “ what’s the use
to break their trail now? If they went
back down they only wasted time in com-
ing here at all. 1If they went up "—and he
pointed to a distant gap in the range—* if
they went up, they can’t hide their trail..
A mile up, this creek narrows to a cafion
that a lizard couldn’t climb out of. A trout
can hardly stay in the water for boulders,
let alone a harse. There’s just one way out
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—a single trail up through the Gunbarrel
Gap. Anyway we can soon find out,” he
went on. “ Up above, the range stuff won’t
be thick enough to blot out the trail. A
mile will tell the story. Come on.”

Half a mile up-stream they found the
trail of the three horses.

“Thc ’re going to ride for it and take
to the hllls ” the sheriff prophesied once
again. “ They’ll cross the gap and hide
out in the Mogollons, where there’s nothing

-but game trails for a hundred miles.
They’ve a four-hour start of us, and they’ll
make it over, too, unless—I don’t see just
why they took to the creek. Maybe they
counted on that to fool us and they rested
in the cafion until daylight. It’s a-bad trail
at night.
head them, boys. Let’s go.”

McDonald turned to Lee with a faint
smile. ‘

“ Jackson is the best trailer in the State,
Rod,” he said.

“I've just remembered something,” Lee
answered. “I've got to dangle right along
back to Basin. If you’ll excuse me, Mac,
Tl start right now.”

The sheriff looked after him and laughed
shortly.

“ Your tall friend seems to have lost in-
terest in things,” he remarked to McDon-
ald. “ The prospects of a gun fight in the
cafion mebbe didn’t appeal to him. It
would be a bad hole at that. Well, let’s
go!” and he led the posse up the Gunbarrel
trail.

Late that night they trotted wearily back
into Basin and McDonald sought Lee in
his room.

“ They made it across,” he said. * Jack~
son trecked them every foot of the way.
We'll have to send a bunch over with grub
for a week’s stay and try to hound them
out. Jackson is a good trailer, Rod.”

* “T had a hound once that was the best
cold trailer I ever laid an eye on,” Lee re-
marked. ‘ He could follow a trail that was
three days old as easy as if it was fresh.
But he was unobservant — that dog. It
didn’t matter a damn to him whether he
was tracking a pack rat or a roan colt.”

“Or a goat?” McDonald suggested.

“ Something like that,” Lee admit.ed,

“This job was effected by three folks, Mac,
not two,” he continued. * One-third home
talent and two-thirds away from home tal-
ent. The local one-third caught and sad-
dled three range horses and held them there,
meanwhile milling a bunch of loose stock
around to cover where he’d come from. He
never got off his horse or made a track. The
imported two-thirds rode Sixteen out,
stopped her, and blew the safe. Then all
three rode for the hills—up until they took
to the creek. They probably stayed in the
creek for all of fifty feet o so. Then the
local member likely hazed a bunch of range
horses down their back tracks to the creek,

and with all ‘that stock in the valley it
would be impossible for the posse to un-
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We've still a possible chance t8 goravel their trail. That creek crosses the

road a few miles from Basin. There’s an
old wood road runs up it for two hundred
yards at the mouth. They rode down there,
unsaddled the horses and turned them loose,
loaded saddles, blankets, and bridles into
a car they had left there and rolled on back
to Basin in the moonlight without using
mny lights. Simple, wasn’t it?”

“Very,” said McDonald. “ And Jack-
son followed the three-day-old trail of the
jgoat above the meadows where there was no
stock to blot it out. Is that it?”

“ Jackson can see a trail, but he doesn't
not.ice what he ses,” rejoined Lee.

“ There’s only three sizes of saddle horse
shoes used much around here. Oughts,
ones and twos—and there’s almost an inch
difference across between each size. Funny
that a good tracker such as he is didn’t no-
tice that all three of those horses wore twos
up to the creek and after that two of them -
had on oughts. Then that packhorse
theory about the third horse. Going
through the trees they spread out a téme or
two with a tree between each horse. A
packhorse led with a rope is apt to get all
tangled up if he goes on the off side of a
tree— and men don’t turn a horse loose at
night with thirty thousand dollars packed
on his back. All three of those horses had
some one sitting up in the middle of them.
How much did they get, Mac? Was it
thirty even.”

“Even money,” McDonald affirmed. .
“Six little sacks of gold twenties—five



TRACKS.

thousand to the sack. There was no cur-
rency shipment and they didn’t touch the
small stuff. What makes you think two of
them are strangers to this country, Rod?”

“You remember Jackson remarking
about how they walked and led their horses
a good deal as if they were saving them for
a long run? I noticed they only walked
where steep side hills made them nervous
about sitting up in the saddle. And the
third man didn’t get off once. Then when
they got on again they didn’t care two
straws which side of the horse they used for
mounting purposes. A couple of places
where the dirt was soft it was plain where

_ they had wandered around and got up fromr
the right side. A six-year-old in this coun-
try knows better than to climb the right
side of a horse.

“ Let the sheriff worry about all the trails
in the hills, Mac,” he continued. “ We'll
sit around town and see what happens right
here at home.” ’

11 1

THE next morning Lee rode out to the
Wilson ranch and watched his opportunity
to corner Ed Wilson alone in the barn.

“Now youve gone and raised hell,

haven’t you, Eddie?” he inquired.

“ What do you mean, raised hell?” Wil-
son demanded sullenly.

“ Oh, drawing down nice money for mak-
ing tracks around loose in the hills for one
thing. Holding up trains for another. Lit-
tle boyish pranks like that.”

Wilson made a sudden move behind him,
but changed it to an upward stretch when
Lee’instantly shoved a gun into the pit of
his stomach.

“Tut, tut, Eddie,” Lee admonished,
“youll do that some day at a man who
don’t realize how slow and awkward you
are, and he’ll shoot your belt buckle

through your backbone before he even

stops to think.”

“ 'l show you how slow I am!” Wilson
threatened.

¢ That’s right, Eddie. You’re about due
to slow up considerably from now on out,”
said Lee. “ You're going to remember that
you're twenty past and wish you were three
and a half. Turn around.
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-¢ 8it down on that box, Eddie, and fold
your hands in your lap,” he went on after
removing Wilson’s gun. “Now look at
this. That pretty little badge explains that
I’'m a secret agent for the express company.
It’s my painful duty to hand you a thou-
sand years at hard labor for sticking up
Sixteen. What do you think now about
slowing up?”

Ed Wilson paled. ‘ Honest, I didn’t
have a hand in that, Rod. I'll swear it,”
he said.

“I'm just here to arrest you—not to
judge you,” rejoined Lee.  Save your evi-
dence for the jury.”

“Give me a chance to explain. Don’t
jail me, Rod,” Wilson begged. “ Give me
a chance. Il tell you how it was.” He
went to pieces under Lee’s steady, unblink-
ing stare and poured forth the tale of the
stranger who had bought him, the man who
had hired him to make tracks.

“The jury will probably fall for every
last word of that, Eddie. It sounds likely.
You're going strong—and your finish will
be stronger,” said Lee. “ We'll have to
think up something better than that. Come
now—think again. You tell that pipe
dream to the jury and they’ll deliberate al-
most 8 minute before deciding to hang you
four miles in the air.”

“This will go hard with Betty—seeing
you jail me for something I didn’t do,” Wil-
son muttered brokenly. “ It’s pretty tough
on sis.” .

“ Yes,” Lee answered, ¢ and sis has had
it tough for some time back. Ever since
your dad died you’ve managed all the
drunken festivities in Basin while Betty
stayed home and did her single-handed best
to run the ranch.”

“T've told you the living truth,” the boy
stated. “T’ll swear it. Don’t you believe
me when I say every word is true?”’ .

“Sure. Sure I believe you, Eddie. So
will the judge. Eddie, you're right up to
the end of the plank. You've got as good
a chance to get hung as any mortal I know
of. If it wasn’t for Betty I'd let you swing.
If you'll do just as I say, I can maybe get
you off.”’

“ Name it, Rod,” Wilson begged. “I'll
do anything. I'm in your hands. I'll—"
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“ Just a minute,” Lee cut in. “ You’re
all wrought up and excited. If I don’t pick
you up now some one else probably will
soon. Il instruct you what to say and
do, and the first time you vary from it by
as much as a whisper, I'll quit you cold—
and you’re a dead bird any time I do.
Now, Eddie, you listen to me.

“ First, you’re going to hand out that
two hundred. I don’t want any one to find
it on you and get you mixed up in lying
about where you got it. You've earned it,
and some day I'll hand it back. Next, we
will go up and tell Betty about how you're

*going to be a much better boy than ever
before, and that when she goes home with
me in a couple of weeks you’ll be going
along. We'll mentian that we’ve decided
to go in together and for you to have an
interest in the business—amount to be de-
termined later. I’ll send some one down to
drive up your stock—that way they won’t
increase too fast on the road like they
might if you started out to bring them up
yourself.

‘“ Then if you get arrested later don’t you
gabble on about any stranger that tempted
you. Dead men tell no tales, Eddie, and
you'll be deader than a mackerel as soon as
you loosen your trap. If you know enough
to hurt him the stranger will find some way
to slip you a pill. If he passes you, the
jury will elevate you higher than a kite for
falling for temptation. Your one hope is
to act grouchy and swear you don’t know
a thing. The first time you make a cheep
to the coptrary I'll drop you like I would a
sand wasp.”

As Lee rode back toward Basin he car-
ried the mental vision of a girl whose eyes
were happy over the sudden reformation of
an erring brother.

“Eddie said he came back across the
range by way of the Sunlight Pass,” he
mused.  There’s enough stock in Sunlight
Basin to cover his trail until a coyote
couldn’t track him. If he doesn’t converse
too much he’s riding easy—except in his
mind.”

Upon his arrival in Basin he hunted up
McDonald.

“1 happened across the goat, Mac,” he
said. “He coughed up his little story like

e

I knew he would. But what he knows
about the man that hired him won’t help
us any. He gave me a minute description
which will fit half the men in the State.”

“ The sheriff sent a posse across the pass
to beat out the Mogollons for a week,” re-
turned McDonald. “ Maybe they’ll find
out something.”

“ Yes, they’ll find the way out or some-
thing,” Lee answered. “-Those fellows
didn’t cross, Mac. They had been staying
here at the house of the local member, and
after they held up Sixteen they came back
here. They may have slipped out by now
~—possibly, but the home guard will tip his
hand some way before long. Maybe then
we can get a line on the other two. I've a
life-size hunch they’re still visiting him and
won'’t try to leave for a few days.”

Three days later the sheriff rode into
Basin with Ed Wilson, handcuffed, riding
just ahead.

McDonald chanced a remark.
goat,” he guessed softly.

“And I've bet my life no man could
track an elephant through Sunlight Basin
after this lapse of time,” Lee answered.
“ Jackson is a better trailer than I gave
him credit for.”

They crossed to the county jail.

“He’s one of them,” said the s.henff
jerking his thumb toward the sullen pris-
oner. “I worked out his trail myself.”

“I had a hunch,” said Lee, “but I
wasn’t sure. I tried to figure out three
horses tracks that come down through the
Sunlight Basin myself. I couldn’t unravel
it at all. You’re the eagle-eyed little track-
er, Jackson. Did you notice where I’d been
messing along on those tracks till I lost
’m?”

The sheriff nodded and laughed good-
naturedly.

“ It’s my business to stick to a trail, once
I find it, son,” he answered.

Twenty minutes later a girl dropped
from her horse in front of the county jail
and entered the office where the three of
them were interviewing the prisoner.

“ Eddie!” she exclaimed reproachfully.
“ What have you been doing this time?”

“ I’'m sorry, Miss Betty, but things point
that maybe Ed was mixed up with stopping

4 A
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Sixteen the other night,” Jackson explained.
“ He sticks to it that he don’t know a thing
about it. I hope it’s so.”

She gazed at them, her eyes wide with
fear.

“ He didn’t—oh, I know he didn’t!” she
begged. “ Tell them it’s not so, Eddie.
Oh, I'll give everything I own to prove it!”

The sheriff stepped across and laid his
arm protectingly about her shoulders,
“Try not to worry, Betty,” he soothed,
“T’ll track down the two men that did it
and try to clear Eddie if it’s within human
possibility. Tl get them,” and he gave
her an encouraging little squeeze.

Roderick Evans Lee strolled across and
picked the sheriff's arm from about her
shoulders, placing it gently back at his side
and leaving his own arm where the sheriff’s
had been.

“You mind what the sheriff says, Betty
girl, and don’t you worry,” he reassured
her. “ He'll catch those hold-ups like he
promised.” He patted her shoulder and led
her from the building. '

“You run along home now, honey, and
forget it,” he said. “ Eddie has reformed
like I told you, gnd I can clear him any
time I want—but he’s safer in jail for the
next few days. Take my word for it—and
that I'll get him out.”

McDonald found him later in his room.

“You seem pretty self-satisfied, Rod,”
he remarked. “ Good news?”

Lee blew a long slender stream of cigaret
smoke and nodded contentedly.

“ We can just loaf around now and rest
on the job,” he said. “ The sheriff has
committed himself to bring in those two
hold-ups. That relieves us of further re-
sponsibility. He'll get them. He said.so
himself. Then he’ll turn Eddie loose and
folks will be grateful. He’ll get those stran-
gers dead or alive—mostly dead in all prob-
ability because they’ll sure put up a fight.”

McDonald regarded him with a flicker
of amusement in his gray eyes.

“ Jackson is the best trailer in the State,”
he remarked.

“ Oh, without a doubt,” Lee flung back
sarcastically as he left.

He rode to the Wilson ranch and found
Betty worried and distressed.

5A
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“I just rode along out to talk Eddie
over,” he said. I thought you might be
nervous about his case. Nothing to it at
all. I happen to know enough to show he
wasn’t mixed up in that. I can prove it,
too. Do you feel better now?”

“ 1 know he didn’t do it. He’s wild and
foolish but not really bad. But can you
really prove that, Rod?” she asked.

“ Cross my heart and promise,” he af-
firmed. ¢ The sheriff will probably let him
go of his own accord, and if not I'll get him
out myself. Then you and Eddie and I
will start for my place for keeps. Is that
a bet, honey?”

She leaned against him and nodded.
“T1l start the minute Eddie is cleared,
Rod,” she promised.

“ Then you just begin to make plans and
be happy, girl. Leave the rest to me.”

He rode back into Basin in the first
showers that preceded a three-day rain.
The first night it drizzled, and for the next
two days and nights it fell in torrents, wash-
ing the surface of the hills. On the third
day the sun shone once more and the sheriff
took to the hills to search for any fresh
trails that might look suspicious.

In the afternoon he came back and
sought McDonald, who sat with Lee in the
hotel lobby.

“ Well, Mac, we’ve come to the end of
the trail,” he said. “I've run them down.
That is,” he qualified, “ I've found them.
It’s a kind of a funny deal—fight among
thieves, I guess. I was up on the divide
looking the country over with the glasses
and there they lay—right out in the open
where you could see them for miles. Dead
as a last year’s bird’s-nest, both of them.

“ T went on down. They was both stran-
gers to me, but right there between them
was one of those sacks of twenties, and
of course it was plain then who they were.

“1 looked at their guns and both had
two empty shells,” he went on. “1 finally
doped it out like this: They were on that
long bare ridge that flanks Gunbarrel
Cafion to the left. <The ridge is like the
cafion itself in one respect—you can’t get
off of it anywhere from the point to where
it butts up against the divide any more than
you can get out of the caifion itself. - It’s
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rim-rocked on both sides the whole length.
That meant they must have hid out on
this side after all and started on foot at
night to make it across. They could be
seen on that bare ridge for ten miles in
daylight. They likely started the night it
set in to rain, knowing the storm would
oover their trail. They took one sack and
cached the rest. Maybe one had a griev-
ance—maybe he wanted it all for himself—
we’ll never know which. Anyway, he
dropped his pal. The one that dropped
got his killer from the ground—and there
they are. I've tumed it over from all
angles and that’s the only way I can figure
it out. What do you think, Mac?”

McDonald nodded an agreement.

“Tt looks as if you’ve doped it, Jack-
son,” he said. “ Anyway, as long as we've
got them any old thing will suit me.” . He
turned to Lee. “ Jackson is the best tracker
in the State, Rod,” he added.

. Lee looked at him curiously. * Correct,”
he admitted shortly. “I'Nl ride out with

you when you go to pack them in.” He

strode out and crossed to the county jail.

“ The stranger that hired you has gone
under,” he said to Wilson. ¢ There’s still
another that you don’t know about, but he
knows about you making a few tracks. IfI
pick him he can’t make a peep on that
soore without losing his own case. You're
riding easy, Eddie, as long as you don’t
get talkative and you’ll be riding easier
yet—floating in the air, in fact—if you let
any one pump any conversation out of you
like you spilled to me. Don’t forget that
fact.”

He joined Jackson, McDonald and two
deputies who led pack-horses, and the five
of them started up the Gumbarrel ridge.
The prints of the sheriff’s horse were plain
in the fresh dirt where he had ridden down
half an hour before. On both sides the
ridge fell abruptly away from the crumbling
rim rocks, in places dropping sheer to the
bottom on the cafion side. With the ex-
ception of the trail the sheriff had left as
he dropped down from-the divide there was
no vestige of a track near the two men.
The rain, beating on the bare ridge, had ob-
literated all previous signs.

‘“ Here’s the end of the trail and the
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mystery’s all cleared up,” said Jackson,
looking down at them and shaking his head.
“It sure is queer what men will do for
gold. I'd give a pretty sum, though, to
know where they hid the rest. Slim chance
to find the cache. Maybe two hundred
years from now some squatter will start a
garden and spade up lots of money. Well,
let’s pack them up, boys, and have it over
W'lth b2

“That’s all that’s left of the imported
talent,” Lee remarked as they rode back
down the ridge.

Both McDonald and the sheriff turned
in their saddles and regarded him, McDon-
ald with a queer smile and the sheriff with
a puzzled frown.

“ Imported?” Jackson asked. “Oh, I
see. They're strangers in these parts sure
enough, if that’s what you mean.”

“ Are they strangers to you, Mac?’* Lee
inquired.

“In a way, yes,” McDonald answered.
“But I can tell you who they are if you
really care to know. They’re yeggs of na-
tional reputation. They finished a ten-
year stretch apiece about a month or so
ago and dlsappeared ”

The next morning the “sheriff freed Ed
Wilson and started him on his homeward
way with a few words of advice.

“You weren't on any picnic over where
I picked up your trail,” he said, “and I
doubt if you were up to any good. I
wouldn’t get all soused and converse about
whatever devilment you were working on
just then. I promigsed Miss Betty I'd cut
you loose as soon as I found you didn't
have a hand in stopping Sixteen—so you
can ride out and tell her I've kept the
promise.”

“You're a prophet, Rod,” McDonald
complimented as he watched Ed Wilson ride
out of town. ¢ There were two strangers
once—and the sheriff brought them in.
There was a goat and the sheriff made him
free. But some way I've felt all along
that he could do it. I've always claimed
that Jackson was the best tracker in the
State. Possibly I've mentioned it before.”

“ Why, yes,” said Lee, “ it does seem to
have a familiar ring to it. Come to think
of it I'm almost certain I've heard you re-
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mark about that little matter before. I'm
going to ride out and hunt up some one
whose conversation isn’t limited to one sin-
gle phrase.”

“ There are times,” McDonald answered
with his quizzical little smile, “ there are
times, Rod, when I actually feel that your
perceptions are not as keen as they once
were. You don’t recognize a catchy little
phrase when you meet it.”

“I’'m going to arrange my wedding tnp,”
said Lee, “ and those arrangements must
mclude the goat.”

Late that afternoon he reappeared in
McDonald’s room, and bowed.

“ Mac, you may take my hand and wish
me well,” he said. “ I’'ve made the hill.”

“I've seen the lady once myself,” said
McDonald. “I wonder if you realize what
a lucky dog you are.”

“ Mac,” Lee answered humbly, “ Mac,
you have pronounced a great and solemn
truth.”

Iv.

‘SoME three days later Lee rode into Basin
from the west, untied a heavy sack from
behind his saddle and carried it to Mc-
Donald’s room, depositing it upon the bed.

“ There,” he said, “in the large sack
are five little ones and in each little one
you will find five thousand dollars of the
company’s money. That will help put the
express company on its feet.”

“T rather thought you'd find it,” Mc-
Donald rejoined. “I had an idea you’d
gone out after it when I missed you to-day.
Tell me what you think about it.”

“ Mac, when we were boys together you
occasionally had an idea of your own,” Lee
objected. “ Now suppose you tell me what
you think about it?”

McDonald turned on his dry smile before
answering.

“ Why, I think that Jackson is the best
tracker in the State,” he reflected.

“ The devil!” Lee exclaimed. Then he
suddenly slapped his leg and laughed joy-
ously. -

“ Why, you son-of-a-gun!” he said softly.
‘ Here you've been telling me what you
thought all along, but my perceptions are
like you said—dull. The best tracker in
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the State would never follow a false trail—
by accident.

“T’'m going to go you one better at your
own game, Mac,” he continued. “If he
found my track on Eddie’s trail through
Sunlight Basin like he said, then Jackson
is the best tracker in the whole wide world.
I was up in Sunlight once about four years
ago.”

“You mentioned that they mwust have
turned their horses loose and brought their
saddles into Basin in a car, Rod,” McDon-
ald contributed. “1I started out to have
a look at all the two hundred cars in Basin,
You’d hardly believe me, Rod, but the very
first one I looked at had horsehair smeared
all over the floor as if it had maybe been
loaded with saddle blankets at some time.”

“ It doesn’t pay to be such an awful
good tracker,” said Lee, “ unless you al-
ways Mve up to your reputatlon Come
on, Mac, let’s go.”

They sa.untered down the street and into
the saloon where the sheriff and two depu-
ties were having their regular afternoon
game of sola for the drinks. Lee sat down
in the vacant chair across from Jackson
and started to talk.

“ Listen, I don’t like to break into your
game, but I’'ve found out something that
you ought to know,” he said excitedly.
“I've a theory that there were three men
in that Sixteen job. One planned from
the start to double-cross his pals and get
it ali himself. He never once got off his
horse or made a track to show there were
more than two. Then when they started
across he deliberately shot down the other
two and took it all, leaving only one sack
to link them up as the men that stopped
Sixteen. He pulled off each of their guns
a time or two and it looked as if they’d
quarreled among themselves. Of course it’s
only a theory,” he apologized, “ but how
does it sound to you?”

“It’s a little late for theories on that
case,” Jackson said. “ Besides, I'm afraid
it doesn’t fit. Not one of us ever saw a
single track to indicate there was a third
person concerned. Where did he go—and
where’s the gold?”

“ He didn’t go—he came right back to
town, and the rain washed out his tracks



68

like he knew it would,” answered Lee. “ He
tossed the five sacks off the rim rocks
where he could ride up the cafion and gather
them in when it was safe. I was up there
myself to-day and I found where a man
had been off his horse and prowled around
under the foot of the cliff at a place where
it falls straight and sheer from the ridge.
That’s what first put the idea into my
head. Those tracks were made yesterday.
I'll bet a good tracker could find where
he cached the gold under that big flat rock
in a patch of ground pines.”

Not by the tightening of a muscle did
the sheriff’s face change, but there crept
into his eyes the stare of the calculating,
cold-blooded Kkiller.

“You're good at explaining,” he said.
“ Maybe you’d better start in right now
explaining to us where you were that night
yourself.”

His hand dropped to his side as he spoke,

L]
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but he suddenly froze rigidly in his chair
and slid both hands, palms down, out upon
the table.

For Roderick Evans Lee had hooked his
heel over a round that was one notch higher
on his chair and this slight move elevated
his knee some four inches. The gun which
lay along his leg peeped over the edge of
the table at the sheriff.

“ That’s a queer coincidence,” he said.
“You know, Jackson, I was just about to
ask that same question of you, because
you're sure the third member of that there
trio! Stick out your mitts while Mac here
adjusts the bracelets.”

McDonald” handcuffed the best tracker
in the State.

“ §-long,” said Lee, “ I got to get on to
my honeymoon. An’, Mac, you can tell
the company to ship that reward—by ex-
press, pronto! Betty Il be needin’ some
trappin’s.”

[+

TO AN OLD FAMILY PORTRAIT

lF

you could think, if you could speak,
I wonder how your voice would sound?

And what opinion you would hold
Of those who idly crowd around?

Why are your eyes, with passive gaze,
Fixed on us as we laugh or weep, -

As though you seemed to stand aloof
And mystic self-communion keep?

Can all we say and all we do,
And all we are or might have been,
Be naught to you, as though we were
Unknown, uncared for, and unseen?

"Tis ages since the artist’s brush
Upon a snowy canvas drew

Your features; then revered and loved,
Now only known by name to few.

It may be ages since you left
To enter on your endless trance:

But day by day we love to build
Around your face some fresh romance.
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WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

ED COURTENAY, known to his shipmates as Frenchy, has nm away from home to avoid marry-
ing a girl of his father’s choice whom he has never seen. Aboard shp, as a tall-water sailorman,
he has made friends with Long Slim, and they have drawn up a “round robin ” swearing that

they will stick together through everything. Dick Courtenay, Ted’s brother, his father having died,
feaving his fortune partly to Jed providing he marries Ethel Waterford, Dick’s sister-in-law, searches
everywhere for Jed. At last he sees him in Buenos Aires, butlosshlmmthecrowdwhen
Frenchy rescues Ethel’s dog and is struck with her beauty and charm. Dick follows Long Slim
and endeavors, through him, to trace his brother. Long Slim lies valiantly to throw the pursuer
off the trail of Frenchy, but Dick later turns up at their ship and compels his brother, despite his
objections, to go to his home. Long Slim accompanies him as a bodyguard. Dick is called away
and they procced to his palatial home, where they are received by many servants and where,
through a misunderstanding, Long Slim is taken for Jed Courtenay, and Frenchy, the real Jed, is
supposed to be his servant. Frenchy again meets Ethel, who likes him a great deal better than

“the supposed Jed whom she is expected to marry. A crisis comes in her dislike of the common

sailor when he is accused of having thrown Frenchy down-stairs. Ethel declares she will never
marry Jet.

Frenchy falls in love with Ethe, and Long Slim flirts violently with her maid, bat as the
problems of their mixed identity become more perplexing, first Frenchy and then Long Slim
take to their heels. After they have gone, and shipped to Galvestor, Texas, Dick Courtenay
returns home expecting to find his brother. He finds instead that Ethel hates the supposed Jed
and will never marry him. Then Dick is constrained to tell her the terms of the will, which make
her the sole heir if Jed does not marry her. Feelmgthatuwoddbeunfuttojedtotakehxs
money, even though she does not like him, Ethel resolves to give half of it back to him. But to
do so they must first find him. They begin the quest at once, at the same time that Frenchy is -
being stowed away in Galveston on a bark bound for London in acoordance with Long SHm'’s
ideas of protecting his friend.

CHAPTER XIilI. could frame a question Jerry Oakey oblig-
ingly introduced the stranger as the man
ARRANGING THE CHESSMAN. who had been taken on in his—Frenchy’s—

well up when a voice gave Frenchy greeted the annoumocement explained the

NEXT morning the sun was already place; and the verbal rough-house that

an invitation to uncover his head tall-water joke.

and eat something. “Ye reckoned ye was to be Mr. Fifty

He obeyed the first part of the com- Dollars, my son,” chuckled Long Slim, “ but

mand, and the first person his eyes fell I felt I couldn’t nchow spare ye, as the
upon was the stranger of the night before man said.

t the Dutchman’s. Before his stiff kips “We didn’t'savvy as how Shm ad it in

This story began in the Argesy-Allstory Weekly for November 26,
69
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’im for to plan aht anythink like that ’ere,”
said Dan Canary, half choking with laugh-

ter. ““ Aye, Slim’s a rare clever un, is Slim!”.

”

“ Aye, a rare clever one is Slim,” said
Frenchy as he lowered himself from the
bunk where he had been stowed over night.
He went to his bag, and emptying it out on
the deck, showed that Long Slim’s ‘“ proper
fitout ” thad been concealed in the bottom
beneath his own; and both might have been
taken ashore without hindrance, by virtue
of the sick discharge.

“ Man!” cried Jerry Oakey, rubbing his
stubbly chin reflectively. ‘Ye might of
been Mr. Fifty Dollars yourself, Slim.”

“ Only that ¢ Slim’s a rare clever un, is
Slim,” ” murmured Frenchy gently.

According to the view of Joel P. Airth,
master, Frenchy didn’t exist during the pas-
sage of the Elizabeth Lazenby from Gal-
veston to London. He had been paid off
at the former port as had a squarehead—
by name Roops Drebbin; by rating a lamp-
trimmer and cattle-pusher in steamboats—
and only one new hand, a Yank, “ a pore
sailorman,” who called himself Robin Para-
dise, had been shipped.

The canny Scotsman skipper had an eye
on promotion, and it was important to save
“siller ” for his owners, so he decided to
sail short-handed rather than incur Galves-
ton’s ruinous prices. Frenchy’s appearance
aboard the bark gave the skipper a full
complement for’ard, and also allowed him
to do a magnanimous thing in permitting
Frenchy to work his passage to England.

When Frenchy discovered he was logged
as a “consul’s passenger,” at a shilling a
month, he ventured to remonstrate, only to
be reminded that he was a fugitive from
justice, and to be told he ought to be
thankful he wasn’t “ at the hel-lum of a
wheelbarrow in the coal-bunkers of a tin
tea-kettle, or a Puffin’ Billie.”*

Long Slim and the others condoled with
him, but Frenchy smiled brightly and said
it didn’t matter greatly, for inasmuch as
Long Slim was responsible for the failure
of the “ jump,” he, of course, would hand
over his pay to Frenchy on being paid off
at Limehouse.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

The others in their watch thought this
was a good retort, and stoutly maintained
that this was the least Long Slim could do,
and without a doubt he ought to do it—
so much do sailormen approve of financial
adjustment, provided it causes some one
trouble, and affords them a subject for
laughter. .

Long Slim was displeased and showed
his displeasure as he usually did, by refus-
ing to lend his razor to any shipmate, and
declaring he would “ keep hisself to hisself.”

Frenchy. was apparently unimpressed,
and a mighty friendship sprung up between
him and Dan Canary. In the second dog-
watch they were frequently surprised in
corners with their heads close together;
and when they were not together each had
been observed to indulge in a smothered
laugh, though nothing funny had happened
so far as the onlookers could see.

All this naturally produced a good deal

.

of irritation among the crew, in both °

watches, and some very biting remarks were
made, addressed to nobody in particular,
but thoroughly understood by the trouble-
makers.

Long Slim was more incensed than the
others for, added to the fear which he
shared with the other men, that there might
be a mirth-provoking joke floating round
loose, was the torture of seeing his own
special pal so thick with some one else.

“ Wot’s the game betwixt you an’ that
‘ere fathead?” he plainted one day when
Dan had just been sent aloft to overhaul
the buntlines of the fore-to’ga’n’sl and
Frenchy was making sennit under the
fo'c’s’le head, while stifling chuckles at
something Dan had ‘just whispered to him.

“ Game?” asked Frenchy, looking at
Long Slim as if he didn’t know he was
there. “ Fathead? What fathead?”

“That ’ere bloomin’, bally cockney,-

”

“ Oh,” said Frenchy thoughtfully. “ Dan
Canary?”

“ Well, my son, wot’s the game?”

“ There’s no game that I know of.”

“You an’ him’s allus laughin’,” said Long
Slim resentfully. “ Why don’tee git the joke

* British Isles’ lingo for towboat.



GIPSY

offen your mind so’s all the lads can jine in
sociablelike?”

Frenchy gave his shipmate a disapprov-
ing glance. “I’'m surprised at you, Slim.
But, then, I don’t blame you, because you
don’t know what I know about Dan.”

“ Wot d’ye know about him? An’ why
should he tell you, an’ not tell to the other
lads?”

“TIt’s a thing he can’t tell to everybody.
I'd have explained to you, but it seemed as
if you'd rather not be talked to, so I let you
alone.”

Frenchy, having contrived to get Long
Slim completely in the wrong, was saunter-
ing away to the fo'c’s’le to have a draw at
his pipe under the guise of seeking a drink
of water, when he was implored to come
back and sing his sanguinary song.

“ Well, you see poor Dan’s married,” he
began.

“Wot o’ that? Lots o’ pore sailormen
15-”

“ Aye! But his wife’s a tartar. She takes
all his money, and won’t ever let him go
out when he’s at home.”?

“1 don’t see nothink in that ’ere for to
laugh at, as the man said.”

“ There isn’t anything for him to laugh
at, but I was laughing at him. It’s so silly
for a grown man to let any woman boss
thim like that.”

“ But he’s all the time a-laughin’ at sum-
mat,” returned Long Slkim, still with sus-
picion.

“Oh, aye! That’s a joke we've been
cooking up. If it goes through it 1l be rare
fun.” And Frenchy laughed frankly and
heartily.

“T ain’t heard tell of any joke yet,” Long
Slim reminded him coldly. “ Whoever is
it on?” -

“On his wife.”

“ Well, stop your chessy cat business, an’
git on wi’ the song.”

“ Dan’s never been to a music-hall in
London since he was married, twenty years
ago, and I'm going to take him to one.”

“ How be ye a goin’ to do it?”

“I’'m going to take one of the lads with
me, and call on Dan at his house, and—"

“ One o’ the lads!” exclaimed Long Slim
jealously. “ Which one?”
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“Oh, I don’t know. I reckon I can find
some one to go.”

“ Wot'’s the reason I can’t go?”

“If you want to, why—" said Frenchy
somewhat grudgingly.

“’Course I want to go.”

“Well and good.” Frenchy seemed to
be yielding against his inclination, and then
and there Long Slim determined that only
death should deter him from being one of
the party of two to rescue Dan Canary
from an exacting wife, and to give him
at least one evening of unalloyed joy.

“ No fear, Dan, my son,” he reassured
Canary, A. B., a little later. “ No fear!
Me an’ Frenchy ’ll get ye clear.”

“ Aye,” said Dan, surprised and pleased.
“ Be you a goin’ to be in on this?”

Long Slim nodded and winked, more or
less like an owl. :

“I've been layin’ a course wi’ Frenchy,
an’ it 'l be all clear sailin’.”

“T ham glad!” declared Dan, feelingly.
“ Hif you take a hold they’ll be no mistake,
sartin. Hit’s so long since I've been to the
theayter I sha'n’t know ’ow to be’ave me-
self.”

“ Wotever did ye git married for, my
son?”

“Hi ain’t sorry I'm marrit. A man
wants a ‘ome. ’'E should ’ave a missus.
The honly thing I'm sorry for is Hi didn’t
wait a few years an’ marry Judith.”

“ Whoever’s Judy? That ’ere ain’t a
name. All women is Judies.”

“ Judith his my wife’s sister,” registered
Canary, A. B.

In the next hour Long Slim heard more
about Miss Judith Lamb than he had ever
heard about any woman before. She was
beautiful, she was good, she was clever,
she was a peerless cook, a perfect house-
keeper, and a marvel of economy. Dan
Canary, the Dublin-Australian was given to
understand, spent most of -his time when
ashore in defeating the cunning machina-
tions of suitors for his sister-in-law’s hand;
and how the missus contrived to continue
the defense during his absence was a little
more than he could figure out. The eulogy
was interrupted -by eight bells going, and
the night watches began.

As Long Slim started to relieve the look-
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out he sighed heavily and said, “I wish
I had a Spanish onion, as the man sald
Dan ”»

Before the Elizabeth Lazenby was tied
up at “Lim’us” Basin, Dan pointed out
to Long Slim and Frenchy a woman stand-
ing on the dock, and indicated that she
was his “ Old Dutch.” She was not really
old, but neither was she young. She was
a fierce and determined-looking person with
a grim mouth and large hands.

Canary, A. B., had already taken on a
meek and chastened demeanor, and all his
shipmates noticed that he hastened prepara-
tions for his departure. One or two of the
more adventurous of them timed their
movements so as to be close to him when
he went over the side.

“ Hi’'ve been a-waitin’ ’ere half an hour
for ye, Dan Canary,” they heard Mrs.
Canary say in a tone which charged her
husband with responsibility for the delay.

“ Hi—Hi—" he began,

“Don'tee go to makin’ hexcuses now.
Ye're late as ye allus are, an’ talkin’ abaht
it won’t myke up for the time Hi've lost
stannin’ here. Like as not the tea is sp'iled.
Come along ’ome, you!”

“ That your mother, Dan?” asked Jerry
QOekey kindly. “ Why don’tee give us a
knockdown to her?”

Dan turned as pale as a “ pore sailor-
man ” can. - Mrs. Canary seized his arm,

and glared at his shipmates with evident.

hostility.

“If this ’ere’s the kind o’ rubbidge ye
’ave to mix with, Dan Canary, Hi ain’t no-
wyes surprised at your want o’ manners
when ye do come ’ome,” she said.

“ Give ye adoo, Dan! See ye to-night at

the Cat’s Cradle,” sung out Jerry Oakey,-

cheerfully waving his hand.

“ Dan Canary, just ye tell that ’ere con-
vick ’e won’t see ye at the Cat’s Cradle,
no, nor nowheres elst.”

Dan would probably have done as he
was told, but Jerry had considerately taken
himself off.

“Is Judith marrit yet, ’Arriette?” the
returned seaman asked, adroitly leading her
from a temporary grievance to a permanent
one.

He received a snarl for an answer, which

L
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familiarity enabled him to construe as a
negative,

* Ye mykes a mistyke, ole ’oman, not for
to let me ’ave some o’ my shipmates come
alongside. Some on’ em might fancy ’‘er.”

“ Hi've seen two o’ your shipmates to-
day,” answered Mrs. Canary haughtily.
“ An’ too much is a plenty.”

“ They hain’t all like that un, ’Arriette,”
he eagerly assured her, and when she made

.no reply he felt he had driven home the

entering wedge.

Next day came pay-off in the Board of
Trade office. Neither Frenchy nor Long
Slim was surprised by Dan’s absence, nor
at the presence of the lady who had re-
ferred to Jerry Oakey as “ a convick,” and

- who received some money and marched out

with it.

Long Slim looked thoughtful as she sailed
past him, and muttered: * Pore Dan!”

“He’s a goin’ to have one night off, sure-
lie,” added the tall mariner firmly.

When the crowd had thinned out
Frenchy asked Long Slim for his share of
the Argentine money, which, as well as his
own, was intact. They tried to get it
changed into English notes, but the officer
in charge was tired and didn’t want to be
bothered, so he pretended to suspect the
genuineness of the scrip, and declined to ac-
commodate them.

“You'll have to go to the South Ameri-
can bank,” he said briskly, waving them

- aside.

Frenchy was annoyed, but too unsophis-
ticated to assert himself, so he pocketed
the two rolls, and, followed by Long Slim,-
left the place.

“ Wot now, Frenchy, lad?”

“I'm going to look for lodgings, and
you'd better go and get your tickets for
to-night. When you’ve got them, meet me
at the Cat’s Cradle.” :

“Ye’re a goin’ to look for wot?” asked
the Dublin-Australian with pardonable
amazement.

‘ Lodgings,” answered Frenchy calmly.

“ Lodgin’s> Wot’s the matter with a
boardin’-house?”

“I'm sick of boarding-houses. They rob
you and drug you with bad whisky, and—
and—everything else. No, I'm going into
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lodgings, where I can have what I like to
eat, and-pay no more than the market
price.” '

“But how ever will we get a ship

H p))

Frenchy did not explain that he had no
intention of getting another ship until Long
Slim was married; he merely asked:

“ How does Dan Canary get a ship?”

Long Slim had no answer for this, and,
feeling vaguely dissatisfied, started for the
Paragon Theater of Varieties. When he
met Frenchy a couple of hours later, at the
Cat’s Cradle, lodgings had been found, and
there was nothing to do but to eat a meal
before setting out for Mr. Canary’s home..
The tall mariner left the ordering of the
repast to Frenchy, stipulating only for a
Spanish onion, which he reluctantly con-
sented to forego when it was pointed out
to him that he was going to the theater
and owed something to the feelings of those
who, through no fault of their own, might
find themselves in his immediate vicinity.

He was inclined to assert his rights as
“a free-born ” Englishman—never before
had he claimed to ‘be an Englishman—but
Frenchy, knowing what he knew, was
firm, and the Spanish onion was barred.

CHAPTER XIII.
LONG SLIM’S LITTLE TREAT.

FTER supper the tall mariner drew
Frenchy into a corner. With an air
of grandeur and mystery combined

- he pried from an inner pocket three tick-
ets for the Paragon Theater of Varieties.
These he deftly sheltered in his great palms
and concealed in such a way that only the
~ tip ends were visible. After an interval,
during which Frenchy gazed at them in
silence, Long Slim, with much chuckling,
restored the precious bits of pasteboard to
their hiding-place. Then, for the next fif-
teen minutes, to refresh his memory, he re-
hearsed their artful plans.

By dint of much inquiry, roundabout
and non-committal, in the neighborhood of
the Basin, at last the shipmates reached a
dwelling, which they hazarded must be that
of Dan Canary. They were right. Dan.
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himself replied to their knock. He exam-
ined their feet with anxiety while they were
scraping off the mud. Walking on tiptoe,
despite the fact that he was wearing
worsted slippers, he led the way to an inner
room.

“ Proper boarding-house, this,” observed
Frenchy as he sat down, keeping an eye
fixed, with a faint suggestion of apprehen-
sion, on a long shelf on the wall, where
stood proudly row upon row of empty
medicine-bottles, arranged with care and
precision.

“ Puts me in mind of a sailors’ Bethel I
once seed in Calcutta,” came a voice with
a tinge of dissatisfaction from the other
side of the room, where Long Slim was
peering between the bare, empty leaves of
a large plush-covered photograph album.
One of the speaker’s hands rested gingerly
on a globular glass case which contained a
profusion of artificial flowers.

“ Softly, softly!” entreated Dan, shifting
his feet as if they had corns, and putting a
significant finger on his lips. “ The missus
is a puttin’ up of pickles in the galley
there.” He waved his hand timorously in
the direction of the door. .

“ The music-hall is to ‘ turn to’ in half
an hour, my son,” said Long Slim, plunging .
boldly to the point, with a furtive grimace
to Frenchy, who nodded his support.
“ Get yourself in shape, my son. I'm a
goin’ for to stand a little treat to-night.
Pull on your boots, an’ we'll be off. Bear
a hand, now, else we’ll be late! Remem-
ber, my son, it’s my little treat.”

Dan raised a protesting hand, but before—
he could frame a response the door opened.
His jaws closed with a weak show of re-
sistance and he lowered his eyes to the
carpet, quickly uncrossing his knees with.
the air of a schoolboy caught thieving in a
cherry-tree. He allowed both slippered feet.
to rest demurely on the floor.

Frenchy and Long Slim turned to learn
the cause of the interruption.

“ These ’ere gents is shipmates from the
Lazenby, missus,” said Dan to a sturdy fig-
ure which stood, arms akimbo, in the door-
way. “Long Slim, from Melbourne, wot
studied for to get heddication to Dublin
Univers’y, an’ Frenchy, wot—" He paused,
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not knowing Frenchy’s favorite fo'c’s’le
origin. “A fine sailorman is Frenchy,
ma’am,” he concluded.

“ Make yourselves comferble,” said she,
advancing into the room. “Hi like to
’ave Dan, there, ’ave ’is shipmates to call.
Hit won’t do for ’im to be a knockin’ abaht
the streets. ’E might be took up or run
over wiv those ’ere sea-legs o’ his. Ship-
mates o’ Dan’s is allss welkim to my
,Om-”

The expression of the visitors’ faces in-
dicated mild surprise at the last remark,
but, with discretion, they forbore from
making public their thoughts. Dan con-
tinued to study the pattern of his slippers.

Mrs. Canary had a pair of intelligent
eyes with an odd gleam of mischief in them,
which contrasted strangely with the stern
lines of her face and general bearing.

“ A fine sailorman is Dan, ma’am!” ven-
tured Long Slim in the tones of one who
intended to stand by his principles,
whether or not it marred his prospects.

The assertion was not contradicted.

“ Aye, my son, a fine sailorman is Dan,
ma’am,” continued Long Slim, this time
raising his voice and boldly driving the
argument home by clapping both palms on
his knees, and leaning forward as if he
were listening to a hail from a boat half a
mile away.

The pause which followed this intrepid
defiance began to grow uncomfortable,
Frenchy caught Long Slim’s eye, and nod-
ded vigorously, yet never so slightly. The
Dublin-Australian waved his hand above
his head to give notice that the signal was
understood. Then he shut both eyes and
allowed himself to slide gently from his
chair to the floor, the while emitting a rasp-
ing cough.

As he lay there both hands pounded the
floor with considerable force, and at regu-
lar intervals he drew up one knee, then
permitted his leg to straighten out. Finally
he laid his right hand on the left side of
his waistcoat, muttered “ brandy ” and
“ whisky ” a good many times, and lay
quite motionless, breathing in strident gasps
through his nose.

Frenchy was the first in the room to re-
gain his presence of mind, “It’s one of
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his fists!” he exclaimed, hurrying to the
side of the prostrate mariner and leaning
down to apply his ear to the heaving chest.
“ Aye, the signs are plain. It’s no great
damage,” he added reassuringly as he raised
his head, “but you and I, Dan, will have
to shoulder him and carry him back to his
bed in the lodging-house.”

Intense alarm was depicted on Dan
Canary’s face. Removing his dlippers, he
laid them reverently. on the table beside
the well-guarded artificial flowers, and
started to glide noiselessly from the room
in his stockinged feet.

When his hand was on the door-knob
Mrs. Canary halted him.

“ Dan,” she commanded in even tones,
with the manner of a sovereign, never
shifting her position an inch, “put ahn
your slippers this minute. Ye'll be ’avin’
a cold next. Would ye like for to ’ave
me a nursin’ of ye through the hinfluenzar,
like the Prince of Wales at Hepsom
Downs?”

Her spouse made no response, but the
alacrity with which be resumed his slippers
went far to remove any suspicion that he
was a malingerer.

Mrs. Canary moved with stately tread
into the “galley” and returned with a
bowl of cold water, which she instantly
dashed into Long Slim’s face, plentifully
bespattering Frenchy, who had no time to
draw aside.

“ Mop up that there water quick, Dan!
Smartly, now, afore it hurts my carpet,”
she cried over one shoulder as she stooped
and yanked Long Slim into a sitting pos-
ture by his two wrists. Then she began
to thrash one of his arms back™and forth
like a pump-handle, meanwhile rolling up
his sleeve and slapping his forearm till the
tan thereon took a deeper shade.

The rapidity with which Long Slim re-
covered and sprang to his feet was aston-
ishing. Indeed, he was so nimble that he
took his self-appomted physician quite by
surprise, and had fortified himself behind
two chairs in a corner before she had re-
gained her perpendicular.

“ Where am I?” he asked plaintively.
“Is it Sunday? Is the watch called? Was.
it all hands?”
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Mrs. Canary was not a whit disconcert-
ed by the apparent delirium. In a busi-
nesslike way she approached his stronghold,
and addressed him in coaxing tones: “ So,
man! So, man! So, Mr. Long Slim!” she
soothed in the manner of a milkmaid, as
she laid her hand on his collar; and before
the tall mariner realized it he was drawn
half-way to the ¢ galley.”

The Dublin-Australian looked about
him piteously and frantically . for relief.
Frenchy’s interest was focused on the shelf
of medicine-bottles, before which he stood
in a constrained, awkward attitude. His
face was not visible, but from the heaving
of his broad shoulders and the smothered
sounds coming from his direction it was evi-
dent. that no little effort was required on
his part to make a thorough examination
of the medicine labels.

As for Dan Canary, who, as has been at-
tested, was a fine sailorman, he was study-
ing his slippers with more admiration than
their appearance warranted. It was ob-
vious that he had not yet completely de-
ciphered the strange legends inscribed
thereon with beads.

Two willing hands issued from the kitch-
en doorway, and with the assistance of
Mrs. Canary’s maiden sister Long Slim’s
journey to the * galley ”” was made smooth-
ly and with despatch.

Miss Judith Lamb was a pocket edition
of her sister, with flexible covers, so to
speak, in the shape of a less severe cast
of countenance and less muscular hands.
In decision of character, however, she was
not deficient. Without waiting for direc-
tions, she drew a steaming cup of senna tea
from a kettle which was simmering on the
range, and thrust it in the “pore sailor-
man’s ” face. In fear lest that, too, was
to be capsized upon him, he grasped it
quickly with both hands.

“It’s a fit,” explained Mrs. Canary to
her sister. “I've ’andled ’em many’s the
time wiv Dan, there. A tub of ’ot water
for ’is feet an’ a mustid plarster on ’is back
will make ’im a well man in a sennight.
The tea will keep hoff those there chills.”

The sight of tiny streams of water run-
ning from his jacket diverted her mind
from further prescriptions. “ We must dry
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it!” she exclaimed as she snatched the cup
of senna tea from his hands, set it on the
range, and, unaided, stripped him of his
outer garment in a manner which denoted
long practise.

Perceiving the two women with their
backs turned, deep in consultation in a far
corner of the kitchen, Long Slim resolved
on a stratagem. Still as a mouse, he re-
gained the cup of tea, and, lifting his chair
by the back with a vague idea of using it
to divert suspicion in case he were caught,
shuffled furtively toward a cupboard, sur-
mounted by a beautiful glazed jug, on
which paper cherubims were pasted.

The contents were transferred successful-
ly to the jug, but the triple task of holding
the empty cup to his lips, replacing the
chair, and keeping one eye on his guard-
ians, all at one time, proved too much for
one “ pore sailorman.” There was a loud
crash and a prophetic phrase, muttered
somewhat above a whisper, by the tall
mariner, expressing certainty as to his
future state.

The teacup, obeying the law of gravity,
worked not the slightest damage to the
overturned chair.

“The chill ’as come!” screamed Mrs.
Canary, rushing to Long Slim’s side, and
putting him into his jacket in a way which
caused considerable pain to a large blister
he had gained on his wrist from contact
with the range. ‘ There is nothink left!”
she cried excitedly. “ Quick to the dispen-
sary wiv ’im, Judith, my dear! No time
is to be lost. Do you run for your bonnet,
an’ mine, up aloft.”

Preparations were made for the trip
abroad, before the mirror, by each woman
in turn, one of them always guarding the
Dublin-Australian. He made no remon-
strance by word, look, or behavior. In-
deed, he rather welcomed a trip to the dis-
pensary, or any other place where he might
come upon allies less passive than his ship-
mates from the Elizabeth Lazenby.

Like a youngster being started on.his
travels to his first boarding-school, the
valiant defender of Dan Canary’s nautical
acquirements was swept into the living-
room, a female grasping either arm firmly.

“ Dan,” said Mrs. Canary in final, meas-
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ured tones, “ Mr. Long Slim is a sicker
man than I thought. We must tyke ‘im
to the dispensary this minute. ’E must be
in a medical man’s hands. Stay still here,
you, an’ guard the ’ouse whilst I'm gone!
Don’tee stir one step awye from it!”

As the outer door was heard to close it
seemed as if some draft of reviving air had
been let in and wafted to Dan Canary. He
tiptoed to the window stealthily, drew aside
one of Mrs. Canary’s immaculate curtains,
and peered into the street until he was
satisfied that none of the departing trio
had the slightest intention of returning.

He let go the curtain with a contented
sigh, took off the beautiful slippers, and
hurled them from him viciously, and re-
mained impenitent when one knocked one
of the cherished medicine-bottles from the
shelf and broke it. He sped out of the
room without a word of explanation, and
returned presently with his sea-boots, which
he yanked on as if it were “ all hands on
deck!”

“ Now, then, lookee sharp, Frenchy!
Come ahn, says I!” he bellowed.

“ Where away, Dan?” :

“Let’s get outer this! Well go to a
music-"all our own selves, or mayhap a pub.
Anywye, let’s go summers.”

“'ast heavin’, Dan! Didn’t the mis-
sus go to the Board of Trade for you to-
day?”

“Yuss!” acknowledged Dan grumpily.
“ But ye hain’t a goin’ to let that ’ere stand
in the wye of a night ashore, be ye?”

“I wouldn’t if I could help it,” said
Frenchy in some embarrassment, “ but you
see Slim’s got all the oof except this m-n*
paper.”

“Wot!” roared Canary, A.B. “Ain’t
ye got nothink at all?”

“ Not a brown,”} confessed Frenchy de-
jectedly. ‘

“ Wotever be we a goin’ to do?” the
householder asked in dismay. But he re-
ceived only a nonplused shake of the head
by way of answer. His eye fell on the
broken medicine-bottle. He went into the
“ galley ” for the brush and dust-pan, and
carefully swept up the splinters of glass.
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Then he got out a cribbage-board, and
the shipmates passed a desolate evening
counting “ fifteen twos.”

No police constable would have grounds
for speaking to Long Slim and his two at-
tendants about loitering in the streets or
blocking traffic. Swift and straight they
sped toward their destination. When five
minutes had passed, Mrs. Canary with her
disengaged hand began fumbling in the
pocket of her dress. Suddenly she paused
in her stride, and so abrupt was the stop
that Miss Judith Lamb found herself in
that delightful position occupied by the
small boy at the end of the line when
““snap the whip ” is played.

The pilot held high her left hand, and
in it could be seen three slips of colored
pasteboard. If one had peered intently the
words “ Paragon Theater of Varieties ”
might have been discerned on them.

“ D’you know wot these ’ere is for, Mr.
Long Slim?” she asked in a severe voice.

The tall mariner intimated that he was
well aware of their purpose, and the march
was resumed.

“’0w luck it is,” she went on, altering
her tone to one of extreme graciousness,
“that Dan, there, ’ad thought to tell ye
my little sister was a livin’ at my ’ouse, so
ye could fetch jest the coe-rect number o’
tickets. ’E said as how some time ye'd be
comin’ up for to hess-cort me an’ Judith,
an’ I ’alf fancied ye might come to the ’ouse
to-night.”

“ Aye, it were all planned, my son,” be-
gan Long Slim. Then he felt a little guilty,
and immediately after, a little apprehensive,
as he thought what might have happened if
his prearranged fit had been detected, and
added hastily: “ It were all Frenchy’s idee.
A fine sailorman is Frenchy, ma’am!”

“Hi could see that,” said Mrs. Canary
amiably. ‘“A borned leader o’ men. A
kind shipmate ’e is, too. I fancy ’e knew
that Dan, there, ’ad no ’eart for the ’alls.
So Mr. Frenchy come along for to stop an’
keep ’im comp’ny, an’ to myke it pleasant
for ’im a talkin’ over Cape ’Orn storms, an’
all the rough vittles ye have to eat, an’ the
wet beddin’ ye ’ave to sleep in.”

* Moneda nacional—Argentine paper money.

t British copper—farthing.
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Long Slim looked at the stars and re-
marked affably: “ A fine night, miss an’
ma’am. A proper fine night, as the man
said.”

Mrs. Canary appeared oblivious to the
weather, and neither confirmed nor denied
this rash conjecture.

“ When ye ’ad that there fit, Mr. Long
Slim”—she paused and looked so intently
at him that it was painful for the Dublin-
Australian to meet her gaze—* the tickets
fell outer the hinside pocket o’ your jacket,
an’ woulder been crushed only I ’ad to pull
’em outer the wye.”

“ Thankee kindly, ma’am,” said Long
Slim humbly. “ It were all a blank to me,
an’ I can’t say wot happened.”

“Ye mind fair now, though, Mr. Long
Slim? Ye mind now, don’tee?” By the
way Mrs. Canary turned and peered into
his face it was evident that he was meant
to say “Yes,” so he answered dreamily,
&« Aye, my son.”

“An’ ye don’t feel hindisposed no
more?”

“No fear, ma’am. I feel as proper as
any homeward bounder.”

“'Ow glad I am to ’ear it,” said Mrs.
Canary thankfully. “ An’ ’ere we be at
the Paragon. Walk in ahead, Judith, my
dear, an’ Mr. Long Slim an’ I will be ahn
your ’eels.”

The performance naturally appealed to a
mariner just in from half a year’s knocking
about salt water and Latin America, but as
it progressed Long Slim’s enjoyment was
- marred slightly by apparitions which kept
thrusting themselves between him and the
stage. A considerable part of these appa-
ritions was furnished by brandishing fists,
behind which capered Frenchy and Dan
Canary. His powers of imagination were
not severely taxed in conjuring up a vision
of the reproaches his shipmates would heap
upon him when they were next encountered,
and the steps they might take.

As the three theatergoers filed out of the
music-hall a confusion of emotions held
Eong Slim. He felt sorely in need of some-

body to sympathize with him, yet didn’t’

feel as if Frenchy or Dan Canary could fill
that rdle, nor that he would be capable of
pointing out to them that he was the heav-
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iest sufferer by the evening’s work. He
had liked parts of the music-hall perform-
ance, but he was in no mood for discussing
it with his present companions. His im-
perfectly defined code of etiquette and gal-
lantry left him in doubt as to whether he
would be justified in taking to his heels
and seeking more congenial amusement in
a public-house.

Mrs. Canary’s voice disturbed his bewil-
dered meditations. “ Such a nice hevening
as we've ’ad, Mr. Long Slim,” she said
sweetly, ‘It was mortal kind of ye for to
hess-cort two lone, lorn ladies. Now ye'll
wait houtside ’ere for ’alf a mo? I ’ave a
little shoppin’ to do.”

Before Long Slim could reply the self-
reliant housewife had bustled into a shop,
leaving Miss Judith Lamb behind—a pre-
caution against further necessity for “ first
aid to the injured.”

- The Dublin-Australian, standing on the
extreme edge of the pavement, with his
back to Miss Judith Lamb, cocked his head
aloft and sniffed several times as if to ascer-
tain whether the wind might have hauled a
point or two while he was off duty in the
music-hall. Apparently satisfied that all
was well in the heavens, he cleared his
throat and asked: “ Have ye a likin’ for
the theayter, miss?”

Miss Judith Lamb confessed to a par-
tiality in that direction.

“If the night air would be cold for ye,
my son, ye might step inside that ’ere shop
with your sister.” He turned and looked at
her.

Miss Judith Lamb giggled," and an-
nounced that he must be fond of being &
sailor.

The lights in the window of a pub down
the street danced in aevay that made them
look like beckoning fingers. They had such
an effect on Long Slim that he began to
stamp vigorously, first with one foot, then
with the other, the while swinging his arms
across his chest and expressing surprise at
the coldness of the night air.

“ Proper weather for to git a heavy cold,
this. I should git on the lee side within
if so be I was a young lady,” he observed,
finishing his efforts to restore circulation.

It was learned that Miss Judith Lamb
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was wearing a waist lined with red flan-
nel—a ‘ hand-me-down ” from her sister
Martha.

Long Slim bravely concealed his interest
in this piece of sartorial news, and stole
stealthily toward the door of the shop,
craning his neck, and alowing reckless
thoughts of escape to enter his head.

Out sailed Mrs. Canary, carrying a good-
sized package in her arms.

“ Mr. Long Slim is fair cold,” reported
Miss Judith Lamb.

On receiving this intelligence, Sister Mar-
tha playfully .shook her finger in the tall
mariner’s face, and started along at a brisk
pace, depriving him of any opportunity of
commenting on the disclosure.

“Sister Martha!” Mrs. Canary halted
at the sound of her charge’s voice. * Mr.
Long Slim was afeared I might of been
takin’ ’eavy cold a waitin’ on ye.”

“ Well, to be sure! An’ so ye mighter.
It’'s werry genteel of ye to mind that, Mr.
Long Slim. We'll go in ’ere an’ set that
right direckly.

“ Come along of us, my lad!” she added
as she saw his hesitation. But the invita-
tion was unnecessary, for Miss Judith had
hold of his arm.

After prolonged consultations and bar-
gaining, the young woman was put in a
new jacket which cost five and twenty
shillings, and then a gorgeous hat was put
upon her head, and Long Slim was induced
to pronounce his approval.

Miss Lamb held up a blue blouse and
asked the sailor how he liked it. When
he falteringly said he didn’t know, she
threw it aside in disgust and bade the shop-
keeper to mind what he was “ abaht and
bring summat the gentleman would fancy.”

A red one was displayed, and this time,
in confusion, Long Slim had to admit it
was “ as good as if it had o’ been bespoke.”
It was bought at six and nine. Boots and
gloves were selected, only after he had
nodded his acquiescence, which by this
time had become purely mechanical.

There was a whispered colloquy, and he
heard Mrs. Canary direct in a loud whisper
that “ they ” were to be sent to her house
on the morrow, but “ the houtside things ”
she would take with her.

R
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Money changed hands, and by the time
Sister Martha had told the Dublin-Austra-
lian that the amount she had laid out was
five pounds nine shillings and threepence,
they had all left the shop and they were
all carrying parcels. To the “ good sailor-
man’s ” intense embarrassment and incon-
venience, Miss Judith Lamb was clinging
to his.arm, while her sister trudged on
ahead.

“Hi ’adn’t thought to ye, Mr. Long
Slim,” the leader called out, looking over.
her starboard shoulder at the convoy in her
wake, “ that when the tickets fell outer your
jacket—when ye ’ad the fit—your pay.
came halong with ’em. We cyme awye in
such a 'urry that I quite disremembered to
tell ye abaht it—six pounds eleven.”

Long Slim abandoned any lingering
thoughts he might have had regarding
flight to a public-house, and quickened his
steps. When he was close behind, Mrs.
Canary wore ship and deposited her parcels
in his hands without easing her pace. The
tall mariner must needs assume the addi-
tional burden and devote all his energies
to pursuit, lest he should lose sight of his
pilot and never be able alone to find the
house where his six pounds eleven lay.

Conversation took the form of a mono-
logue during the remainder of the journey,
and before Mrs. Canary had finished telling
how she first became enamored of Dan, the
front door was reached.

It seemed, according to the lady’s story,
that she had been fascinated by her future
spouse when she spied him on the deck of
a “ full-rigged ship ”’ skimming swiftly, un-
der full sail, up the Thames to the London
docks.

She described how he was “a perched
atop o’ the cabin, a smokin’ an’ a dancin,
just like a reel sylor on the styge.” The
back of one hand was on his spine, the
palm of the other on his diaphragm. He
was flinging out his heels and his bell-
mouthed trousers valiantly as he hopped
nimbly from one foot to the other, in time
with each shifting of his hands—* a reely,
truly hornpipe.”

Long Slim had in mind many questions
concerning the performance, had there
been an opportunity to put them.
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Frenchy and Dan were surprised, three
parts asleep, playing their sixty-sixth game
of cribbage mechanically, as the party
walked in.

To brighten them up Mrs. Canary made
an effusive explanation of her gratitude to
Long Slim for his generosity in providing
the evening’s entertainment.

The tall mariner stood shrinking in a
corner, holding fast to the parcels, as
praises were showered upon him, He re-
frained from speech, but blushed like the
red, red rose. -

Frenchy manifested great annoyance,
glaring stolidly in front of him while he
crushed the cribbage pegs between his fin-
gers, utterly regardless of Mrs. Canary’s
frowns of displeasure.

The individual who, according to report,
had danced himself into her heart on the
smiling waters of “ Lim’us Basin,” rose to
his feet, and as he did so his sea-boots
swoshed.

“ Dan, there! Where’s your slippers?
D’ye think H’'m a goin’ to slave my fingers
to the bone a makin’ of ye slippers?”

“Never ye mind abaht my slippers!”
said Mr. Canary sternly. “ Wot I wants for
to savvy is wot ye mean by goin’ to theay-
ters an’ playin’-houses wi’ any gentleman
as ain’t your lorful husband.”

To the astonishment of both visitors,
Mrs. Canary shrank into a corner trem-
bling.

“ Mr. Long Slm—" she began faintly.

“ Mr. Long Slim, eh? Ho! Yuss! Hi'll
Mr. Long Slim ’im with them ’ere pet
nymes!” snarled her “ lorful husband,” ad-
vancing toward the Dublin-Australian.

With a shriek, Miss Judith Lamb threw
herself between the two men. “ Ye sha'n’t
’urt ’im!” she wailed, trying to clasp Long
Slim in her arms. The cargo he carried
held her off.

“ Gimme them things!” cried Mrs. Can-
ary, practical in the moment of impending
tragedy. “ Ye’ll smash ’em.” She took
the parcels and deposited them on chairs,
leaving her sister free to faint on Long
Slim’s chest.

“Hi sha’n’t 'urt 'im, sha’n’t I?” asked
Dan venomously. “ We'll see whether ’e’s
a goin’ to hexplain wot ’e means by traipsin’
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abaht the streets o’ Lunnon along of my
Ole Dutch.”

The utterly miserable object of the house-
holder’s wrath thad nothing to say for him-
self. He leaned against the wall, and Miss
Judith Lamb leaned against- him.

“ Lookee here, Dan,” ventured MTrs.
Canary. “Wot's the good of your carry-
in’ ahn like that? Can’t ye see it wasn't
me ’e was arter? It was Judith. Hi
couldn’t let my own little sister go hout
with a young gentleman alone, could I?
It wouldn’ter been ree-spectable.”

“ Eh?” shouted Dan in a voice wherein
were beautifully blended profound incredul-
ity and a desire to be convinced.

“Hi ain’t never yet let ’er do it,” she
continued, “ hand I never will. My pore,
dear mother said, ¢ Martha,” she says,
‘watch hover your sister Judith.’ An’ I
says, ¢ Mother, Hi will,’ an’ Hi ’ave.”

Miss Judith Lamb moaned.

“Don’tee go for to let ’er fall, Mr. Long
Slim,” Mrs. Canary admonished. “ There,
there, Judith, my dear, don’tee let yourself
go. Hi'm sure Hi know ’ow ye feel, an’
Hi knows how Hi feel to ‘ave my lorful
husband go for to turn ag’in’ me.”

“Nah, ole ’oman, I ain’t turned ag’in’
ye. 'Ow was I to savvy Slim ’ad took a
fancy to Judith?”

“ Ye’d oughter know, heverybody does,”
cried his indignant helpmate.

“ Frenchy, lad,” beseeched the wretched
Long Slim, and Miss Judith Lamb leaned
her thirteen stone against him, and moaned
again. Frenchy refused to be interrupted
in his contemplation of the pattern of the
carpet.

‘“ There, nah, Judith, dear! Cheero!”
Mrs. Canary’s voice was comforting in the
extreme. “In course Mr. Long Slim ain’t
the sorter man we ’oped ye’d marry; but
ye'’re so set ahn ’im that me an’ Dan, there,
ain’t a goin’ to say nothink ag’in’ ’im.”

“Me!” roared the Dublin-Australian,
making a desperate and ineffectual attempt
to get out of the corner. “ Wot abaht wot
were set down on that ’ere paper?”

“ Nah, Mrs. Canary,” said Dan in mild
reproof, “ ye ’adn’t oughter said that ’ere.
Ye've ’urt Slim’s feelin’s. E’ll think as
how ’e ain’t half good enough for Judith,
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an’ tyke ’is ‘oock. We don’t want pore
Judith’s ’eart broke, says 1.”

“ Lookee here!” bellowed Long Slim with
a semiquaver in his voice.

“ Keep your ’air ahn, Skim,” advised
Canary, A. B. “ Nobody meant no ’arm.
‘’E’s a good sailorman is Slim, Martha,’
says L.”

“ Hi ain’t said nothink to 'im. Hi know
’e’ll be a good perwider. Look at all them
traps ’e’s bought for ’er.” Mrs. Canary
undid the parcels containing the jacket,
hat, blouse, and gloves. “ The Aun-der
things is to be sent to my ’ouse to-morrow.
Fi’ pun nine an’ thrippence the lot cost,
an’ three an’ sixpence for the weddin’ brek-
fuss we're to ‘ave right nah; to say nothink
o’ them tickets for the theayter. Nah Il
lay the table an’ we’ll ‘ave a bite for to
eat.”

The housewife gathered up the supper,
which consisted of blood pudding, finnan

. haddie, eel pie, nubbins and prawns in gen-
erous quantities, fruit tarts, and a bag of
oranges.

Frenchy looked up from the carpet in
dismay, and caught Long SHm’s eye fixed
upon him. There was absolutely no ex-
pression in it. The Dublin-Australian was
stunned.

Dan Canary went to his shipmate and
shook his helpless hand.

“ Well, Slim,” he said, “ Hi allus knowed
ye was o the right kidney, but Hi never
ex-pected as how ye was a goin’ to be my
brother-in-law. You ’ave be’aved oncom-
mon harnsome, that ye ’ave, says 1.”

“ Aye, uncommonly handsome,” put in
Frenchy grimly.

“ Come ahn, nah!” shrilled Mrs. Canary
from the “ galley.” “ Heverythink's “andy.”

At that welcome announcement Miss
Judith Lamb opened her eyes, and ceased
leaning on the tall mariner. She seized
one of his arms, Dan took the other, and
so he was led into the “ galley,” where the
feast was spread.

Canary, able seaman, turned his head
and winked knowingly at Frenchy, who
was so ‘enraged at the loss of the “ fi’ pun
nine an’ thrippence, an’ three an’ sixpence
for the weddin’ brekfuss we'’re to ’ave right
nah; to say nothink o’ them tickets for the

-

theatyter,” that he had forgotten this was
merely the outcome of his intrigue with
Dan Canary to get Long Slim “ spliced.”

He hadn’t expected that the performance
was to cost them practically all they had
outside of the Argentine “ shinplasters ”;
but, feeling that the result was cheap after
all, even at this price, he determined to
be cheerful — at least, as cheerful as he
could. )

He surveyed the festive board, and noting
the absence of liquid refreshment, imme-
diately expressed a desire to drink Miss
Judith Lamb’s health.

Mrs. Canary was a strict blue-ribboner,
but, as the occasion was unusual, she sug-
gested that Dan, there, should go out and
get “ three penn’orth o’ porter. An’ fhat,”
she added, “ ud leave Mr. Long Slim "—
which she abridged to “ Slim ” with an arch
smile—* just eighteen bob, if ye reely feel
ye’d like it back.”

Long Slim came out of his trance long
enough to reach out his vulturelike claws
for the money displayed—and then volun-
teered “ to go out an’ git summat o’ harf-
an’-harf.”

Miss Judith Lamb gave a little squeal
of protest, and Sister Martha ordered Dan
to take the cherubim-decorated jug and
“not to be more’n five year an’ a half,
seein’ as they was hall a-waitin’ on ’im.”

The able seaman was not long. Indeed,
Mrs, Canary had just time to fetch from
the best parlor five wine-glasses from the
display shelf, and set them on the table
when he returned. )

There was about enough porter to fill
the glasses without making them brim over,
and Dan was in the midst of a long drawn-
out toast to the giver of the little treat
and to his sister4n-law, when Frenchy, too
thirsty to wait, picked up his glass and
drained it. :

With a frantic expression he set it down,
clapped his hand over his mouth, and sought
his hat with feverish haste. As he rushed
through the hall to the outer door the
word “ poison ” floated back to the * gal-
ley.”

Long Slim, as he heard the outer door
open and close, sprang to his feet; and, in
spite of the clinging hands of Miss Judith
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ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.



GIPSY

Lamb, and the united remonstrances of Mr.
and.Mrs. Canary, ran out of the house.

He found Frenchy leaning against a
lamp-post, and a police constable eying him
suspiciously from across the street.

“It’s not poison, my son. No fear
encouraged the tall mariner, his own sor-
rows forgotten in his consideration for his
friend’s physical sufferings. “ Them Judies
tried for to give me medicine in that ’ere
galley, an’ I slipped it into that jug unbe-
knowns. Nobody thought for to heave it
out. No fear, my son! 1It’s only ¢hat.”

“ Onidy that, eh?” groaned Frenchy.

At that moment Mr. Canary’s door
opened, and that householder sent a hail
into the night, followed by a hoarse, gut-
tural semijodel, such as is used by Nor-
wegian windjammers hauling on a weather
main-brace in the middle of the Western
Ocean.

The police constable, in no very sub-
dued voice, announced that “thonest folk
had better be abed,” and struck a light for
his bull’s-eye lantern.

Panic settled like a black pall on Long
Slim. He gripped Frenchy by the arm, and,
in spite of groaning protests prompted by an
outraged stomach, dragged him along the
street at a pace which induced the police
constable to follow them—until he was out
of breath, and they were out of sight.

1 ”

CHAPTER XIV.
IN THE STREETS 0’ LUNNON TOWN.

OR the first time in his life Long Slim
passed a sleepless night in bed, after
taking two ladies to the theater, or, if

one must be more exact, after two ladies
had taken him to the theater. Added to
the terror of his own situation was remorse
for Frenchy’s illness, for which he felt
somewhat to blame.

Frenchy s sleeping calmly enough, but
there was no saying how he would feel when
he waked. How were they to get out of
this mess? the tall mariner pondered. -

It seemed to him a great mistake their
taking lodgings instead of going to a proper
boarding-house, where a ship might be got
at a moment’s notice. But, then, perhaps

6 A
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it was better not to be in a boarding-house,
he reazoned, for Dan Canary would be sure
to know all the boarding-houses; and there
was a chance he didn’t know the locality
of their lodgings.

Oh, if they were enly going to sail that
morning, he thought longingly.

Long Slim rose quietly and dressed him-
self without a sound—all except his boots.
He couldn’t draw those on because he
knew they would creak. So he opened the
door quietly and crept down the stairs.
When he had closed the street door behind
him he drew on the wooden-pegged boots
from the slop-chest of the Lazenby, seem-
ingly oblivious of the derisive glances of
the passers-by.

He took a few steps toward the shipping,
and stopped in dismay. Dan Canary, he
realized, was more likely to be in that quar-
ter than any other; and, without exception,
Dan Canary was the last person he wanted
to see.

The Dublin-Australian took off his cap,
and ran his knotted fingers through his
hair in search of an idea. The only one
that came to him was that he must avoid
sailors’ haunts, and, turning, he walked in
the opposite direction.

The streets were crowded with people
going to their work and they annoyed him
by jostling him. To be quit of them, he
got into a bus and let it take him where
it liked. He sat, still and unseeing, search-
ing a way out of his miserable situation.,
The guard touched him on the shoulder and
demanded more money.

“I paid my shot,” snarled Long Slim,
indignant.

It was explained to him that he had rid-
den his copper’s worth, and must pay again
if he wanted to go further on that bus.
But no lubber was to be allowed to “ come
it over” a tall-water sailorman in that
fashion, and in a huff the elongated passen-
ger alighted. He found himself in a street
more crowded than the one he had left,
and feeling suffocated, turned sharply to
the port hand and followed what seemed
hardly more than an alley at the start, but
came to a place where he could breathe.

He never cast a glance at the green of the
trees, which was to be seen, but walked
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straight across the well-made road and’

leaned against the bulwarks over the water.
It was a mean little body of water, for he
could see houses on the other side, and right
and left he saw bridges spanning it; but it
was water nevertheless.

The boats on the surface looked little bet-
ter than “tin tea-kettles” and “ Puffin’
Billies.” They were small and grimy, and
no more to be compared with a proper wind-
jammer than Miss Judith Lamb was to be
compared with a ¢ Spanish onion.”

So then and there the tall mariner de-
termined, if he ever got a chance to choose
his destination again, he would go to Buenos
Aires.

“ Sefior Jed?” questioned a gentle voice
close to him.

He turned around and saw Honoria
standing near by.

“ Eet eez the sefior!” she said in amaze-
ment.

“ Aye, my son, it’s me,” answered Long
Slim, fully persuaded he was dreaming.
“ But, is it you?”

“Eet eez me—yo—Honoria—myself.
Pero, how do you come here? The sefiorita
say maybe you be here een this beeg Lon-
don—but I do not believe.”

“T come in the bark Elizabeth Lazenby
o’ course. How the—h-how in the name of
—of Davy Jones’s Locker did you git ’ere?”
asked Slim.

“ The Sefiorita Ethel say she must find
you. Her brother, the Sefior Courtenay,
tell her you maybe come to this beeg Lon-
don. Pero, I do not believe. And they are
right. You are here.”

“ That ’ere loco Judy said as how she
had to find me? Wot do she want 0’ me?”

‘“ She say she must find the Sefior Jed
Courtenay—-she must—must find heem.
And here you are.”

“ Aye, it’s Frenchy she’ll be wantin’, my
son.”

“ No, eet eez not that one, Sefior Henchy.
Eet eez the Sefior Jed Courtenay she must
find.”

“ Did she tell ye wotever she wants?”

“1 don’t know all about eet, but I theenk
eet eez about some moneda.”

“ Hell’s bells!” groaned Long Slim as he
thought of the roll of “ shinplaster ” Dick

‘

had given Frenchy. “ But that ain’t more’n
ten or twelve quid. She ain’t come all the
way to Lunmon Town for to kick up a
shindy abaht that ’ere stuff, sure-lie/ An’,
anyways, that ’ere lubber wi’ the whisker
give it him ahtright. But, no fear! 111
git it an’ give it back to her, so it 1l all be
clear sailin’.”

“Eet eez mot that, Sefior Jed. The
sefiorita has some moneda, and she want to
geeve eet to you, I theenk. I know leetle—
bot some theengs I hear.”

“ Whoever is she? That ’ere Judy I
seed a-walkin’ wi’ Frenchy the mornin’ ye
give me the coffee?”

“Si! I not see, bot I hear she walk
weeth heem that moming.”
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“ Aye, my son! She’s loco. I savvied
that afore.”

“ Loco? The senorita? No! Nada!
No, sesior!”

“ Well, have it your own way, as the man
said. I say, d’ye remember the coffee ye
give me that ’ere mornin’?”

“ Does the sertor?” ‘The girl, after the
fashion of girls, lowered her eyes and
smiled. .

“Don’t I? But, lookee here! Stow that
‘ere senor business. I'm Long Slim, tall-
water sailorman, from the Uninted King-
dom. Mind that, my son!”

“You are Seftor Jed Courtenay.”

“ Blowed if I be,” he said petulantly.
“1 wisht I had some o’ that ’ere coffee
now.”

“ When the sesior comes back to Buenos
Aires I make you som’ more.”

“ Are ye goin’ back there now?"’ he asked
gloomily. If there were any more trouble
looming on the horizon for Frenchy, how
could he ever go back to Buenos Aires
again, according to his code.

“ Not onteel the sefiorita see you and
geeve you that moneda. ™ After that, quien
sabé?” ‘

“Your sefiorita’s got no blunt for me.
Lookee here!” He made up his mind to
trust the girl with a secret that weighed
heavily on him. “I ain’t Jed Cortny. 1
told ye that afore. D’ye mind that ’ere
young chap as was wi’ me?”

“ The Sefior Henchy?”

“ No, not Henchy—Frenchy! Well, he’s
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Jed Cortney, or Erasmus Jed, or wotever
ye like, as the man said.”

“ What? What do you tell me, seror?”

“ Them’s the sailin’ directions. But that
’ere is a secrut—sealed orders. D’ye mind?
Them locoes in South America means to
do ’im a mischief, an’ your missus mustn’t
never clap eyes onto him.”

“ Then you weel not get the moneda?”
she asked wistfully. “ The serior weel not
be reech?”

“QOh, I gets a good pay-off now an’
then, if ever we get clear o’ this ’ere West-
ern Ocean pond ructions.”

“ Pero, what eez that to me?” she cried,
becoming angry. “ The cochero of Seior
Courtenay had as mooch, bot now he eez
gone because I geeve you the coffee by the
weendow.” Her black eyes were swimming
with vexation.

* Gone! Where? An’ whoever is he,
anyhow?”

She explained to him the iniquity of the
coachman, and made him see that he was
responsible for her failure to get a good
husband. Of course he was not sorry to
learn that there was not to be an alliance
between his ¢ Spanish onion ” and a “ bally
coach-steerer ”’; but that did not prevent
him from abusing in good round terms the
absconder, and expressing his opinion of a
man who would let slip a “ chamst for to
tie up alongside a piece o’ calico like this
’ere.!)

She drew a little nearer to him, and he
stood his ground. She warned him not to
speak so loud as some one might be pass-
ing. She held her ear close to his lips, be-
ing anxious to catch the words. It is not
to be wondered at that he kissed her. And
how could she help it? She held no tray
this time to drop upon his head, and wasn’t
in the proper position to do so if she had.

Long Slim was very happy.

‘“ Where shall we leeve when we are mar-
ried?” asked she with a woman’s instinct
for the practical.

He had been on the point of putting his
arm around her waist, but at the word
“ married ” he straightened up, and sunk
his hands in his pockets.

She understood—or thought she did,
which is much the same thing—what had
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caused the change in him; and overwhelmed
him with reproaches. He could play with
her heart, murmured she; he could kiss her,
he could storm against the cochero; but
what was he doing? He had become a dif-
ferent man at once when she had mentioned
the little word ‘ married.”

In vain he protested; in vain he attempt-
ed to reassure her. She said he was a pig,
an animal, a wretch. She would not be-
lieve him, she would not even listen to him.
She became a little quieter only when he de-
clared he wanted to marry her, and that he
would if he could.

“If he could? What did he mean? Was
he already married?

No, of course not, but—there was noth-
ing to do but tell her the whole story of
the unfortunate round robin. -

She laughed at him, but they found a
bench to sit on, and he showed her the
round robin; and when he told ther those
words came from the Bible she grew a little
awed. ‘ . .

“ Pero, you can marry weeth me eef he
heemself marries,” said she after long con-
sideration. ;

“ Aye,” replied the Dublin-Australian
mournfully, “but he ain’t the kind for to
marry. ’E’s got no use for Judies of any
sort.

“Y he eez truly the Sefior Jed Courte-
nay?”’

‘“ Aye, but that ’ere’s a secrut, mand ye!”

“ Where eez he?”

“’E’s lodgin’ wi’ me down Lim’us way.
Wherever d’you hang out?”

“Yo? Me? Weeth the senorita een that
‘otel there.” She pointed to e hugé struc-
ture near by, which more or less terrified
Long Slim. He knew he would never have
the daring to go into such a building as
that and ask for her. So he told her he
would “stand off an’ on, the same evenin’,
a little arter eight.bells,” at the spot where
they were sitting.

She was very angry, and threatened never .
to speak to him again, since he could think
her capable of such a thing; but she was
too curious to see what he was doing with
his knife to a sixpence, to leave him. He
managed to break the silver piece in two
and gave her ome-half, while he tied up
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the other in the corner of his red handker-
chief. He explained that he had thus made
the engagement irrevocable, and seizing a
moment when nobody was looking, stole
another Kkiss.

With an instinctive knowledge of dra-
matic values, or psychological moments, or
something of the sort, he was about to leave
her, when she had something more to say.

“ Do not forget to come thees noche, for
the sefiorita goes away manana, and, of
course, I go, too.”

“ Goin’ away?” cried Long Slim blankly.
“ Where be ye goin’?”

“The sefniorita has amigoes een a coun-
try called Cardeef, een Wales, and we go
to them mafsiana por la manana.”

“ Cardiff? Aye, bloomin’ well I savvy
that ’ere place, an’ Tiger Bay, too. Well,
my son, see ye about eight bells!”

And this time he really went away with-
out repeating his farewell salute—an omis-
sion which caused Honoria to toss her head
resentfully.

CHAPTER XV.
WATCH YOUR STEP,

HEN Frenchy woke up the sun was
W shining into the round-robiner’s

lodgings, at least it was doing as
much in that line as it is able to do in
Limehouse. He was somewhat surprised
at finding himself alone. While he won-
dered at Long Slim’s going out without
speaking to him, he hoped he had gone
to call on Miss Judith Lamb. This hope
was but a faint one, however, and he felt
sure considerable maneuvering must be
done befare that lady changed her name.

He got up and dressed himself, and still
there was no sign of Long Slim putting in
an appearance.

Neither was there any breakfast nor any
means of getting any, for Frenchy had no
funds apart from the Argentine “ shinplas-
ters.” He waited half an hour, growing
hungrier and more impatient every moment,
and then decided he might as well go out
and get the junk in his pocket changed into
British gold.

(To be continued

u
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The young American went down the nar-
row stairs into the street, but where to find
a place to accomplish his purpose he didn’t
know. He thought of applying to Dan
Canary; then when he recalled the ease
with which Long Slim had been separated
from close to six pounds on the previous
evening, he deemed it more prudent to con-
ceal his financial conditions from a good
sailorman blessed with so practical a better
two-thirds and sister-in-law.

To a dapper little gentleman approach-
ing him in & long black coat, buttoned down
the center of the front, and a standing
collar hitched on backward, Frenchy ex-
plained his difficulty. He received polite
attention and explicit directions for finding
a place, which was undoubtedly just what
he required, in Ludgate Hill, followed with
a pressing invitation to attend services at
such and such a meeting-house.

This latter he promised to do, which
was wicked, for he had no intention of keep-
ing his promise. The things he said under
his breath at having to walk the whole
distance for lack of bus fare would have
barred him from the services anyway.

However, there was no other way to get
a breakfast, so he put as good a face on
the matter as he could, and in a reasonably
short time found himself at the door of a
somewhat celebrated tourists’ office.

The able seaman picked up a handful
of gold sovereigns, which had been laid
before him, and was hurrying away from
the window when he felt a light touch on
his arm. His first thought was just what
any sailor’s would have been in the circum-
stances—that he was in some sort of a
sailor boarding-house near the docks, and
that somebody he’d not noticed had designs
on his money. _

He turned around with a scowl on his
face. _

The scowl disappeared, and its place was
taken by an expression of the most absoluté
surprise, which, in turn, became one of
joy, so marked, so sincere, that nobody see-
ing it could believe that more than one
person in all the world was capable of in-
spiring it.

“You!” he whispered.

NEXT WEEK.)



OU probably heard about the big
Y fight that was pulled off some little
time ago on thirty acres of New
Jersey geography now or formerly belong-
ing to a Mr. Boyle. Most everybody heard
about it. I refer to the late affair between
the heavyweight pugilistic champion of
Dry Country 'Tis of Thee and a gentleman
representing La Belle France and suburbs.
And while the alleged battle of the cen-
tury was being built up in the newspapers,
you no doubt lamped several statements to
the effect that the great French athlete’s
volatile and highly efficient manager was
popularly credited with possessing the so-
called hypnotic orb—two of ’em, in fact—
and how it was darkly rumored that a
number of the renowned French box-
fighter’s pugilistic victories was largely due
to the paralyzing effect of the hypnotic
managerial optics on the foreign cham-
pion’s opponents. .

Whereupon, with a laugh, and the re-
mark that it was “ good publicity stuff,”
you no doubt turned to the financial page
or the current advice to the lovelorn, ac-
cording to taste.

But as for me—well, I admit freely that
T've got a one-track mind, so to say, and I
don’t claim to be no authority on taxation,
taxidermy, hydraulics, hygiene or hypno-
tism—particularly hypnotism. I've always
stuck pretty close to my own line of busi-
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ness, which I've sometimes heard referred
to as graft, and outside of that I don’t care
what happens. o

Howsoever, as for this hypnotic stuff, I
don’t make no bones about admitting that
I ain’t so sure—no, sir, not so sure. There
may be something in it.

You see, there was once a time when I
had a little experience with regard to the
science of hyprotism—not to mention, just
yet, a highly interesting and singular men-
tal phenomenon which come off as a sort
of by-product of said experience—and I’ll
tell the world that when it comes to the
mystical manifestations and supernatural
convolutions of the human cerebellum, so
to speak, it ain’t fitting for no man to be
too independent and incredible.

No, sir. All facts with regard to same
should be received with an open mind, and
without prejudice. You never can tell.

Anyhow, for reasons which will soon be
apparent, reading that hypnotic dope in con-
nection with the now historical Battle of
Boyle’s Thirty Acres, at once brought back
to mind the time me and Bernard Mc-
Quade returned to the City of New York,
after an absence of some years. Be sure
that during that absence, me and Bernie
McQuade had frequently sighed soulfully
for the sights and sounds of Broadway,
and the smells of certain ‘subsidiary thor-
oughfares. But we did not return. While
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not exactly invalids, me and Bernie was
pretty sure that the atmosphere of the
great metropolis wouldn’t be good for us.
It might even prove fatal. So we stayed
away.

The fact is, mine and Bernard Mc-
Quade’s departure from the city, some
years previous, was due to our promoting
in a highly successful and comprehensive
manner a concern entitled The Consolidated
Sea Products Company, Incorporated —
without first taking the precaution to buy
a hook, line and sinker. That was an act
of supreme carelessness.

Naturally, the only sea products pro-
duced by the company was what are some-
times vulgarly known as suckers. Even-
tually me and Bernie heard—just in time
—that our marine activities had been called
to the attention of the police, and knowing
we didn’t have a leg to stand on, we used
’em for another and somewhat important

* purpose. We went away from there.

However, after a period of time passed
in South America, Chicago, and other
foreign parts, we concluded that we might
now once more adorn the streets of Man-
hattan in comparative safety — which
amount of safety, being fully equal to that
enjoyed by the other inhabitants, seemed
fair enough.

Believe me, we was glad to get back to
the old burg. But we found that, during
our absence, the world, according to its
custom, had moved. Most of our former
friends and professional acquaintances was
absent from the city, some indefinitely,
others more or less according to good be-
havior.

We was out of touch with things, and

days passed without our finding any place
to head in—in a business way, you under-
stand. Pretty soon we begun to run out of
money.
- One morning, having deteriorated there-
to from places of greater magniloquence
and effeteness, me and Bernie was setting
in the lobby of an inconspicuous and un-
genteel hotel. I was smoking a germicidal
cigar and meditating upon kings—and cab-
bages. Bernie was reading a newspaper.
After @ while he looks up from the paper,
and says he:
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“ Cas, delays are dangerous. It looks to
me like it’s going to take us some time to
find an opening in our particular line of
business. Meantime, everything’s going
out and nothing’s coming in. I've got a
suggestion to make.”

“ Make it,” says I.

“ As a sort of ad interim oceupation, so to
speak,” says he, “let’s you and me take a
whirl at legalized assault and battery.”

“ Granting that there is any such thing,”
says I, “ who do you want to beat up?”

“You don’t get me,” he says. “1 mean
the boxing game. I've just been reading
in the paper here about the money these
fighters and managers are getting nowa-
days. You know something about it your-
self, and you got to admit there’s money in
it—big money!”

“ There is,” says I. “TI’ll go out right
now and sign you up for ten rounds against
Kayo Bailey, the Brooklyn Bearcat. Con-
sidering the shape you’re in, you’ll last
maybe one calendar minute, and you won’t
never be the same again, but—"

“You will not,” says Bernie. * What
I propose,” he says, “is this: we'll ap-
proach the hostilities from the managerial
end, as it were. We'll dig up some guy
with an elementary brow and a cast-iron
jaw, and we’ll manage him. Win, lose,
draw or get pinched, it won’t make no dif-
ference to us—except the last. There’s
three squares per_in it till something turns
up, and maybe if we can get hold of a
scrapper of some ability we may win big.”

“ Always providing we can get the fights,”
says I. ““ Also, first catch your scrapper.”

“ Are you with me,” asks Bernie.

“ Till Niagara Falls,” says 1.

A day or so before, as it happened, we
had met up with a former acquaintance of
ours, one Edward Lunn by name, who was
at one time quite a prominent lightweight.
Howsoever, most of Eddie’s prominence
was now confined to his waistband, and he
was no longer actively engaged in the fistic
profession—as a principal, that is. But, he
informed us, he was getting by, after a
fashion, as an attaché of Brown’s gym-
nasium, which place was heavily patronized
by professional boxers when preparing for
their bouts.
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Naturally, in view of the business in
hand, it occurred to me and Bernie to look
up Mr. Lunn. We did so. We found him
in what was technically known as the rub-
bing room of Brown’s gymnasium. He was
unoccupied and pleased to see us.

“ Eddie,” says Bernie, “ owing to the
higher education of the rube, general busi-
ness depression and other things, me and
Cas are thinking of going into the fighting
business, as managgrs.”

“ Don’t do it,” says Mr. Lunn forceful.

“ Why not?” asks Bernie.

“ It ain’t no game for a gentleman,” says
Edward.

“ We are no gentlemen,” Bernie informs
him,

“ Speak for yourself, John,” says I

“ Which being the case,” Bernie goes on,
‘ do you know of any good, handy and also
durable scrapper who stands in need of ex-
pert management?”

“You might do business with Texas
Turner,” says Eddie doubtful.

“ Why is he called ¢ Texas '?” I inquires.

“ Because his real name is Clarence,”
says Mr. Lunn. “ He was born and brung
up and mostly lived in Vermont. Names
don’t mean nothing in this business. But
I dunno as you’d want to have anything to
do with him after all. He’s an in-and-
outer. That’s the reason he hasn’t got no
manager right now. He’s a pretty good
scrapper, but—he’s an in-and-outer.”

“ Meaning,- I suppose,” says Bernie,
“ that you can’t never tell when he’s going
to come through. One time he’ll put up a
good scrap and the next time he’ll lay
down.”

“ That’s it,” says Mr. Lunn. “ He gets
cold feet, or a yellow streak, or something,
and it’s all off. His last manager bet three
thousand on him to win against Sailor
Burke. Turner goes into the ring shaking
like a chorus girl in a fit of the ‘ Indigo
Blues,’ or something, and the Sailor knocks
him for a row of binnacles, aye-aye-sirs, or
the like, in sixteen seconds. So now he
ain’t got no manager. At that, when he’s
going good he’s no slouch of a scrapper,
and if you don’t do no betting—”

“He'll do,” says Bernie. Despite the
fact that I had my doubts, I let him win
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it. “Where does Clarence hang out?”
asked Bernie.

“ Come with me,” says Mr. Lunn.

On the main floor of Brown’s gymnasium
Mr. Lunn pointed out to us a large in-
dividual who, in a perfunctory and absent-
minded manner, was going through the mo-
tions of what is known to the trade as
punching the bag.

“ That’s him,” said Mr. Lunn.

We looked him over carefully. Clarence,
alias “ Texas ” Turner, was a heavyweight
—physically speaking. He was a big, raw-
boned individual, with massive shoulders
and ears, one of which last was of the
vegetable variety. Generally speaking, he
seemed as green'as his native State’s hills.
If me and Bernie had met him on the
street, we’d have been doing business with
him in less’n two minutes.

“ Seems to have plenty of altitude and
longitude,” says I, “but seems to lack
esprit de corps, or something.”

On closer examination, while being in-
troduced to Mr. Turner, we was able to
make a shrewd guess as to what that some-
thing was. There was a weak look about
the mouth of Texas Turner, and a dull,
shallow look in his eyes. I estimated his
hat-size at exactly five and no eights. And,
thinks I, all this bird lacks to become a
first-rate pick-and-shovel stiff is the will-
power and the brains.

However, we had Eddie’s word for it
that Clarence swung a wicked fist when so
minded, so we went ahead with the obse-
quies. We had no trouble doing business
with Clarence. He seemed to realize that
the strategic tactics and ubiquitous diplo-
macies of business was beyond his mental
depth, and, of course, me and Bernie im-
pressed him as being thoroughly conversa-
tional with same—which we was.

We visited a law-shark and had a con-
tract drawn up. That contract didn’t give
me and Bernie none the worst of it.

“ And that’s that,” says Bernie as we
was leaving the law office and twenty-five
bucks which we had been set back for the
legal document.

‘“ All except one thing,” says Mr. Lunn,
who had come along to give us the benefit
of his experience in matters of the sort.
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“ What’s that?” says I.

“The license,” says he.

“ What license?” says I. * Say, we ain’t
going to marry Clarence! What d’you
mean, license?”’

‘ Before you can operate as managers,
explains Mr. Lunn, “you got to get a
license from the Boxing Commission.”

“1 see,” says I. “ There’s a supervisory
board consisting of members of the ruling
party, with revolutionary powers, maho-
gany furniture, a blond stenographer, office

”

boy, perquisites, and everything. Who do -

we see and where?”

“J. Reeves Reynolds,” says Mr. Lunn.
“ He’s the secretary of the Commish. His
office is just off Broadway on—" He com-
pleted the address which just now I seem to
disremember.

“ J. Reeves Reynolds, Secretary,” says I.
“ We'll see him at once.”

And, despite the fact that me and Ber-
nard McQuade was constitutionally op-
posed to personal encounters with authori-
ties of every kind and description, we
forthwith saw Mr. J. Reeves Reynolds,
Secretary. We didn’t have no trouble
about the license. Mr. Secretary Reynolds
took the matter under advisement, and at
the next meeting of the board me and
Bernie was duly authorized to act as box-
ing managers, in witness whereof and under
the statute made and provided.

We give Mr. Lunn a job as official
trainer, at a moderate stipend, with a
promise of future raises in case of success.
Then we went looking for a fight, and
found one. Texas Turner won that scrap
by a knockout in the second chukker. He
wasn’t even extended.

To make a long story short, Clarence
won six more battles hand-running, and in
the hollowest of manners. He fought like
a champion. Me and Bernie regretted the
time we’d wasted in the confidence busi-
ness. Mr. Lunn got a raise in salary. The
only person who remained uninoculated
with the virus of success was Clarence.
Clarence remained the same. No change.

A picture of Clarence appeared promin-

“ently in one of the leading dailies. There

was also quite a write-up. The writer said
that apparently Clarence had everything.
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He said that Clarence was coming fast. We
agreed with him,

On the strength of this publicity we were
enabled to sign Clarence up with one Bat-
tling Berkowitz. Now, Battling Berkowifz
had frequently been mentioned in the pub-
lic prints as a championship possibility.
From which you can understand that the
coming battle was of no little importance.
Anyhow, it was.

One day, shortly after the arrangements
for the Turner-Berkowitz affair was con-
cluded, Bernie and me watched Clarence
go through his daily work-out. In a word,
Clarence showed up like a million dollars.
Yes, sir; as that boxing expert had re-
marked in his paper, Mr. Turner appar-
ently had everything.

“ Bernie,” I says to him as we was leav-
ing Brown’s gymnasium, ¢ that bird is sure
going great.”

“ He sure is,” agrees Bernie. -

“He'll knock Mr. Battling Berkowitz
into a cocked hat, whatever that means,”
says I. -

“T'l say he will,” says Bernie, * what-
ever it is.”

“That . in-and-outer idea of Eddie’s
must’ve been all wrong,” says I.

‘“ Forget it,” says he.

We did. We bet all the money we
owned, and as much more as we could beg,
borrow or steal, on Clarence, alias
“ Texas ” Turner, to beat Battling Berko-
witz. Yes, sir, as the saying is, we shot
the works.

On being informed as to our activities
in the betting ring, Mr. Lunn remarked as
follows: “ All right,” says he, “ and here’s
hoping you win. But if you lose, don’t
never say you wasn't warned. I told you
this guy was an in-and-outer, and you
hadn’t ought to’ve done no betting.”

Whereupon we laughed. Howsoever, a
trained ear might have detected that there
was a certain amount of nervousness min-
gled with said merriment. If so, it was
justified.

For the day before the battle, dropping
into Brown’s gymnasium for the purpose of
viewing Clarence’s final workout, we at
once discovered that a great and sudden
change had come over Mr. Turner. He
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was sitting on a large medicine ball in an
attitude which laid him open to a suit for
disfranchisement of copyright by the cele-
brated sculptor, M. Rodin, whose master-
piece, entitled ‘“The Thinker,” is well-
known to every high-school pupil and sev-
eral others. Furthermore and in addition
to Clarence’s deeply pensive and dejected
attitude, we noted with alarm that the hue
of health had departed from his face, leav-
ing same a sort of deceased pea-green shade,
except around the mouth where the colora-
tion more resembled that of the abdominal
regions of a fish. In other words, he was
extremely pale around the gills. There was
large dark circles under his eyes. From
time to time a slight tremor passed over his
frame. He looked bad.

A short distance from Clarence stood
Mr. Lunn. He was in the act of uttering
language. None of that language was fit
for human consumption.

“ Say, what’s the idea here?” asks Ber-
nie, anxious.

“Look at him!” ejaculates Mr. Lunn,
disgusted, pointing a contemptible finger
at the cowering Clarence. “ Didn’t I tell
you?” he demands. ¢ Scared stiff!” he
diagnoses Clarence, scornful. ‘ The quit-
ter!” - .

“ Clarence,” says I, “ can this be true?”

Whereupon Texas Turner disassumes
himself somewhat from his despondent
posture and delivers himself thus: “I ain’t
no quitter,” says he. * Leastwise, I—well,
I guess if anybody felt like I do, they
wouldn’t do no different. I ain’t right. I
feel sick. I—it’s a kind of hunch. Seme-
times I get ’em. And I feel just like I
done before I fought Sailor Burke. I got
a hunch then that that guy was goin’ to
murder me, and, believe me, he did! -And
now I got a sort of feelin’ that this Battlin’
Berkowitz is goin’ to beat me up something
fierce—and he will. You can’t tell me
nothing different. And, believe me, folks,
it ain’t no joke. I was in the hospital three
days_”

“ Nonsense!” says I. “ Why, Tex, this
man Berkowitz is made for you. Youll
beat him in a round.” .

“ I won’t do no such thing,” states Clar-
ence with finality. “1I got a hunch he’s
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goin’ to murder me, and he will. That set-
tles it.”

“Now, see here, Clarence—” I starts,

but Bernie interrupts.

“ Leave him to me,” he says with an air
of excitement, like as if he’d suddenly made
a great scientific discovery. * Leave him
to me! 1It’s a clear case; and he’s an ideal
subject!”

“If you mean,” says I, “ that it’s a clear
case of cold feet, and he’s an ideal subject
for a little genteel oral manhandling, with a
view to verbalizing some of the ocher out
of him in what might be called a cursory
manner—if that’s what you mean, I'm with
you. And if that ain’t what you mean,
what do you mean?” ,

“T tell you,” he says, “later. Clar-.
ence,” says he, “ garb yourself. We’re go-
ing on a little visit to the home of a famous
hypothetical specialist. He'll do wonders
for you.”

“ He’ll need to,” says I.

On the evening of the following day Mr.
Lunn, Bernie, and me and Clarence, and
one other, duly arrived at the boxing em-
porium conducted by one Abe Feldblum,
alias “ the Shamrock Sporting Club.” The
fifth member of the party was a short, fat
person with a shade-grown and entirely
bald complexion, and who wore spectacles
with lenses of such thickness that they
seemed to impart to his eyes a peculiarly
luminous and arresting look, so to say. His
name was Adolph Steinhelber, M.D.

The Texas Tumer-Battling Berkowitz
affair being the main event on the evening’s
table of contents, we was shown to one of
the star dressing-rooms. Clarence’s morale
had improved in nowise since the collapse
of yesterday—which was complete. He
showed every symptom of a gastronomic
due to be shot at sunrise.

We was a trifle late in arriving at the
scene of the hostilities. Howsoever, we
thought there was plenty of time for all
purposes. As it turned out, there was not.
We was hardly inside the dressing-room
when one of the club employees informs us
that one of the preliminary bouts had last-
ed but one round, and one of the other
curtain-raisers had been scratched, and we
was next—and to get a move on.
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Clarence had no more than got into his
fighting togs when another messenger bursts
in. “Hey,” he yells, “ain’t you guys
ready yet? That bunch out there is get-
ting hard to hold!”

Sounds of rising impatience was wafted

to our ears from the arena.
© “Qut!” says Bernie to the alarmist.
“ We'll be there in just a minute.”

“ Shoot ‘it into him, doc,” says Bernie
to Adolph Steinhelber, M.D., when the
messenger had gone. “ Turn on the juice.
And make it strong—and snappy! We got
no time to lose!”

“Sit down, Turner,” says the doc to
Clarence, and set down facing him. * Look
me in the eye!” says he to Clarence in a
domineering manner.

And Clarence looked.

As I may not have said, Bernard Mc-
Quade was a man of moods and tenses—
and fads. While me and Bernie was part-
ners he run the entire gamut from Belgian
hares to Buddhism—including photography
and the saxophone. Just then Bernie was
dabbling in the occult—mesmerism, hypno-
tism, and allied topics.

When Clarence’s health failed at the crit-
ical moment, Bernie at once seen where our
one and only hope lay in what he called,
if I ain’t mistaken, hypnotic suggestion.
Science has proved, said Bernie, that hyp-
notic subjects, when normal, will often
carry out suggestions, or the like, made to
’em when under the influence. Anyhow,
that’s the gist of it.

So Bernie drags Clarence off to this Doc
Steinhelber, who was a regular pill-pedler
that was messing round with this hypnotic
stuff on the side, and had picked up quite
a reputation at it. And the doc agrees with
Bernie that Clarence is an ideal subject,
and it’s a grand chance for an experiment,
and he’ll make that experiment and won’t
charge nothing for his services—which last
was sure appreciated by me and Bernie.

For that matter, believe me, if that ex-
periment hadn’t been free, I'd have been
heard from; for I didn’t take no stock im it
whatsoever.

Anyway, Clarence looks the doc in the
eye. The doc makes a couple of passes in
front of Clarence’s face, and Clarence im-
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mediately becomes rigid and his eyes
glassy. He was easy. The doc had tried
him out the day before. And I admit that
the doc’s eyes, intensified, so to say, with
them heavy eye-glass lenses, would have
stopped a harder man than Clarence,

“ Turner,” says the doc, “ you are invin-
cible!”

“ Excuse me, doc,” says I, “ but hadn’t
you better adopt a shorter and uglier termi-
nology? Invincible don’t mean nothing to
that bird! Tell him he’s going to knock
the other guy’s head off. He’ll understand
tm »

Bernie burns me up with a look, and
hisses for silence, and the doc goes right
on, paying no attention to my hypnotic sug-
gestion.

“ Unconquerable!” says he to Clarence.
“You cannot be defeated! You are a
superman,” says he. “ You have the cour-
age of lions, the strength of 2 dozen men!
You can prevail against numbers! A sin-
gle opponent—he is nothing! His blows
cannot harm you, for you can feel no pain!
Victory is yours! You cannot—"

The door of the dressing-room crashed
open, and there come a yell:

“ Hey, what’s the matter with you guys?
Say, there’s goin’ to be a riot if—”

“ Saw off, doc,” says Bernie.

The doc makes a couple of passes, and a
sort of shudder passes over Clarence’s
frame. We yanked him to his feet and
rushed him to the ring. Battling Berkowitz
was waiting. The preliminaries was hus-
tled through. The gong clanged. That
fight was but the affair of a moment. For
Clarence, after taking two on the chin, and
one on the beak while wading into his man,
forthwith unhooked a haymaker which
which dropped the Battler for what was
plain to all was the long count! Clarence
was invincible! The dope had worked.

But even while me and Bernie was cele-
brating, Clarence strode to where the ref-
eree was counting out the Battler, and with
one blow knocked that referee unconscious,
through the ropes and into the lap of a fat
sport-page reporter—thus rendering his
previous victory null and void. Clarence
was unconquerable. The place was in an
uproar. So was Bernie and me. Two of
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the Battler’s handlers sprang into the ring
and made for Clarence. That was the last
they knew. Clarence prevailed against
numbers!

Then a large, prosperous and political-
looking person appeared in the ring and
approached Clarence, making protesting
gestures and noises. Clarence clipped that
party on the chin just once. He went down
—and out.

Things were bad enough already, and
that last struck me as an entirely unneces-
sary complication—for that large, prosper-
ous, political-looking person was none other
than J. Reeves Reynolds, secretary of the
Boxing Commission!

Our goose was cooked. There was no
doubt about that. The ring filled with
struggling humanity. By good luck me and
Bernie was able to grab Clarence and smug-
gle him out of the building and into a
taxi. On the ride, Bernie explained that
the happenings was no doubt due to the
fact that, owing to haste, Clarence was still
in a sort of semihypnotic condition when
he entered the ring. Beyond that he would
not venture to state, says he. It was no
case for a mere layman.

“No,” says I, “it’s a case for the po-
lice.”

We'd lost Mr. Lunn in the shuffle. But
we was scareely back in our room at the
hotel when Mr. Lunn charged in. “T fig-
ured I'd find you here,” says he. * Now,
listen—quick. Of course you guys realize
you've lost your license. Nobody knows
just what happened. They figure Clarence
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was doped or something. Anyhow, leave it
to this guy Reynolds.

“ And now get this,” he goes on. “I
was standing right next to Reynolds when
he come to. And I heard him tell a friend
that ever since you two birds come to him
about your license he’d been wondering
where and when it was he’d seen you be-
fore. Well, while he was ‘out,” from the
effects of that K. O. which Clarence handed
him, says Reynolds to this pal of his, it
must ’ve all come back to him. Anyhow,
when his brain clears, the first thing he
realizes is that you was the fellows who
some years ago sold him a bunch of stock
in a fake concern called the Consolidated
Sea Products Company, or something. He
says you was using different names then,
and your appearance has changed consid-
erable, but he’ll take his cath you was the
people that sold him that bunk stock. And
there’s no telling when he’ll be here with a
cop.iYou guys better go—and keep going'”

As I said in the beginning, me and Ber-
nie sold stock in that marine project to a
very large number of people. Otherwise,
we’d have no doubt remembered Mr. J.
Reeves Reynolds. Furthermore, as time
went on, no doubt Mr. J. Reeves Reynolds’s
appearance had also changed to a consider-
able extent. No, we wasn’t to blame for
not recollecting Mr. Reynolds—but that
had no particular bearing on the situation
at hand.

“Very interesting,” says I. “ Psycho-
logical papers please copy. We'll go!”

We did. :

U

THE WILLOW ROAD

HE willows 'round the river bend
Turn silvery and gray,
While shadows creep—an azure mist
Shading from mauve to amethyst—
Across the grassy way.

In lovely symmetry, the trees
Wave graceful boughs and long,
Outlined against the west—and, hark!
High on the topmost twig, a lark
Pours out its vesper song.

Mazie V. Caruthers.
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Eugdene P, Lyle, Jr.

URDER may be a fine art, as De
Quincey was charmingly pleased

to maintain, but Hugo Weems was

" not an artist. He was only an artizan,
stolidly executing the conception of an-
other. Jack Chenault - was the artist.
Chenault furnished the inspiration and in-
centive, the plan and the method. He even
contributed the material—that is the vic-
tim. It was a wry little irony that would
have appealed to Jack Chenault.

Weems was a night watchman at the
time. This was when the concrete piles
were being put in as a foundation for the
new Jean Bart Hotel. As yet Weems had
not much to watch, not much more than the
contractor’s office, which was a shed built
astride the curb, and the red lanterns which
he hung out at sunset to warn aside traffic.
The shed was snug and warm, with a stove
and electric light, on the dark narrow street
at the rear of the hotel site. Here Jack
Chenault, roaming the cheerless misty night
of the seaport town like an unquiet spirit,
wandered in on Weems for a turn, or for
as long as he found entertainment, at bear-
baiting. He and Weems were cousins, but
no love had ever been lost between them.

Their very occupations connoted anti-
thesis, and antipathy. His job as watch-
man suited Weems. He was an inert mass
of a man. But he could serve. Like the
stone over the tomb, he could serve. He

was scarcely past thirty, yet seemed fixed
unchangeably in an indeterminate middle
age. He was a large man and impassive,
like a craggy headland beaten upon by the
waves. His features were gaunt and hard
and untouched by fires within, usually, but
now came a dull smoldering into the tawny
clouded eyes as the door burst open and
Jack Chenault’s slim figure was limned
against the night.

Jack Chenault’s garb bespoke him the
opposite man—a rover. He had been a
newspaper reporter, with a quick eye for a
story, and a curling flash of a smile for the
human frailty that produced it; yet himself
bitten with restlessness, wanting something
else. War was something else, and he had
wanted in. Not in the trenches, though.
Too much slime. Personally Jack Chenault
was as clean as laundered cambric. Then
again, trenches meant holding fast. But a
destroyer meant moving about. And if the
German fleet came out! But the German
fleet did not come out until whistled out
like kenneled hounds, and now Jack Chen-
ault wanted out. War being over, he
wanted once again to shake his loose foot
according to his private whim. There is
one other item: the young man had a wife.

Closing the door behind him, Jack
Chenault instantly sensed the quality of his
welcome, and was cheered. The bear prom-
ised sport. The old moth-eaten blond bear
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—faugh! How Nance stood for him was
beyond him.

Lithe, quick, tense with seething life,
Jack Chenault came into the glare. His
very cleanness was a taunt, a clean-toothed
sneer. As he dug into his coat for his
cigaret case, a folded sheet of newspaper
dropped from his pocket. He picked it up,
laughing.

“ Something here, old Bruin. Not bad.”

His voice raced and leaped as if ridden
by an imp of mockery. His tone was that
of deigning to instruct a clod. But big
blond Weems sat in his chair, his feet on
a desk in the middle of the room, huge,
inert, giving no sign except that the tawny
coals smoldered deep in their thick-boned
sockets. Chenault vaulted over the desk
beside him, and smoothed out the sheet of
newspaper. It was a page of Sunday sup-
plement, luridly arresting, vivid with
colored illustrations mid scrolls and ara-
besques and descriptive lettering.

“ Oh, see, Hugo, they are going to build
the Kremlin! Now isn’t that nice? Ves,
very nice, for now the Kremlin will arise
on this spot to the glory of the Czars im-
perishable. Yes, but wait! What shall
there be to sanctify the noble pile? Ah,
here! See the beautiful peasant girl. Is
she not a peachy love? But lo, behold
these fierce Cossacks! They are dragging
her down into this hole dug for the corner
stone. What, are they going to bury her
alive? Yes, the cruel Cossacks are going
to bury her alive. They will lower the
great stone, inch by inch— Ah, a neat
thing! It happened, Hugo, hundreds of
years ago. Yet listen! Listen and may-
hap at this very moment you can hear the
stones shriek to the glory of the Czars. Or
is it madmen, Bolshevik wild men, tearing
stone from stone—"

The fantasy set Jack Chenault pacing

about the office; it explained why he had

kept the page of newspaper. But he came
back to the lumpish and unmoved Weems.
“Y-a-s, a neat thing, Hugo, but—ah,
gaudy, don’t you think? Barbaric, you
know.”
“ Barb’rous? Hunh!” growled Weems.
‘ Barbaric,” Jack corrected him gently.

“ Like the girl’s kirtle. " Like Tartar music.
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Like Cossack saber play. Too holy much
swagger. But we must not be severe.
Quaint children, those Russians. And they
really did very well. Only one fault, as I
see.”

“ Fault? What fault?”

‘“ Simple lines are always best. Cut the
flourishes. Remember, Hugo, if you should
ever go in for this sort of thing.”

“T’d like to know what faylt?”

“Oh, would you, Hugo?” Mockery
now danced in Jack’s reckless black eyes.
He was devilishly handsome. Byron, Poe,
wild mischief! “ No, think it out for your-
self, Alack, if you but had the creative
instinct, old cousin! You would climb
high. Always room at the top of the scaf-
fold. You have the temperament. Ideal!
Heart, granite. Arteries, veins in marble.
And nerves? Poof! They are threads of
petrifaction. Murder will out? Laugh,
Hugo; laugh at the silly fable! No drip-
drip can ever wear you down. Why not
have a try? Test your talents. Sure, keep
the paper. Oh, only as a study of course!
Building a little old Kremlin here, aren’t
you? Chuck a votive offering down one of
those pile holes, some dark night like
this—”

Weems pawed the paper off the desk into
the waste basket.

“ You jumping jack!
a thug—”"

“A thug?” protested Jack Chenault.
“No, an artist. I thought we were dis-
cussing art, not morality. But as to moral-
ity—well, they say there’s good in the
worst of us. Nothing to it, Hugo. If I
could believe there was good in you, I'd—
I'd even believe there was in myself! Yes,
and I'd nurse it along, too. I'd get it to
sprout under glass, till it was hardy enough .
to stand up under a nip of frost in a cold
world.”

Abruptly he stopped short. The devil-
try had ebbed from his face, leaving it
bleak and cheerless and rather puzzled—
awed, almost. Inadvertently he had gotten
under his own hide with his reckless goad
of mockery. Besides he had tired of the
poor sport. Turning up his collar to his
ears, he slammed wide the door to depart.

In the flood of light from the open door-

You take me for
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way he was recognized by two shipmates
passing on the opposite side of the street,
and one of them hailed him:

“ Yo-ho, sailor, got your discharge papers
yet?”

Evidently it was a standardized greeting.
Evidently Jack Chenault’s fretting to be
out of the service was notorious.

“ Go on, you drunken pirates,” he jeered
them amiably. “ And why wait for the
papers? What’s to prevent my turning up
missing?” _

In the office, Hugo Weems looked up as
though a buzzer had been set going. It
had, somewhere within him. He lifted his
head, listening. Jack Chenault was not
crossing over to join his mates; no, because
Weems heard him as he jumped down into
the muddy vacant lot which had been
cleared and excavated for the building of
the hotel. The sailor would be going his
restless way alone, cutting through to Com-
mercial Street in the dark gap between high
buildings. Then Weems saw something
that glittered in the waste basket. It was
Jack Chenault’s cigaret case—a thin, flat
case of blistered gold. Jack had laid it on
the desk, and Weems, in crumpling up the
sheet of newspaper, had thrown both paper
and case into the waste basket.

Weems stooped and recovered the pretty
trifle with some vague, sullen notion of re-
turning it. He could have called from the
doorway, but that would have brought his
tormentor back, and he chose to overtake
him instead. Down in the lot, punctured
like a cribbage board with pile-driver holes
not yet filled with concrete, even Jack
Chenault would be going slowly, cautiously.
But the night watchman knew a safer way.
A sand heap and then the concrete mixer
almost blocked the lonely street, and from
the concrete mixer there was a wheelbarrow
runway descending into the lot. Down this
Weems hastened noiselessly. It came to an
end under heavy timbers which supported
the pile driver’s raised tracks. Here he
stopped.

The darkness was velvet black; thick-
ened, besides, by a drizzling mist. But the
man who waited could hear low, whimsical
blasphemy, as the other man out there
pulled one foot after the other out of the
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mud. With a sense of mounting hate,
Hugo Weems pictured the insouciant
young devil stepping into one of the gap-
ing round holes. He delectably savored
Jack Chenault’s emotions while falling, fall-
ing. And the waiting, afterwards! Hugo
Weems was certain that that would be
terror, even for Jack Chenault.

“ Pull for the shore, sailor, pull—”

Chenault was almost at the runway, and
Weems could have touched him. Weems
put out a hand with the cigaret case, and
started to speak. But he did not speak.
What he did was as if he had planned it
through the years. The thing was as fami-
liar to him as that. He did it mechanically.
His sudden insane rage was only a mere
mechanical driving force. He struck. The
next instant he was upon the floundering
man, fingers at his throat. There came a
moment of pause when Weems believed
that Chenault was dead, until he felt the
heart fluttering. He was relieved at that.
He was relieved that his own hand had not
done murder. Others should do the mur-
der, unwittingly. In some queer distorted
way this took from him the guilt of the
deed. The sophistry of Cain was at work
even before Cain’s act had been consum-
mated.

He used Jack Chenault’s handkerchief
for a gag, and his own belt for binding
the arms of his sides. There was a faint
writhing of the body as he lowered it feet
first into the nearest of the black round
holes, held it by the shoulders for a moment
to center it, and let go. He heard the ex-
pected swish through space, although some
projecting impediment had for the briefest
second broken the fall. This he attributed
to a ragged edge, bent inward, of the metal
sheathing left in the hole after the long
conical core of the pile driver had been
drawn out. But the body had not lodged.
It had gone on to the bottom.

In the bright warm office, Hugo Weems
sat and pictured to himself Jack Chenault’s
emotions. He made a night of it thus, and
as the night wore on, rain pattered on the
roof and guttered off into puddles under
the eaves. But nothing of this chilled his
heart. He sat with lowered head, a round
head with thickly tufted hair like a yellow-
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ish clay ball. His broad cleft chin on his
chest moved with a silent grinding motion
of his jaws, and the clouded yellow eyes
were focused on a point in vacancy. Jack
Chenault was right. Weems had the tem-
perament. Mass and inertia! A craggy
headland!

Once his scalp contracted suddenly into
horizontal furrows across his brow and
abruptly he flung back his head.

“ A neat thing!” he laughed.
thing!”

As yet he had not once thought of his
motive for the deed. Hatred, because of

“ A neat

his satisfaction in having gorged it to reple- .

tion at last, might seemingly have been the
only motive. But this would have been to
flatter Jack Chenault unduly. No, Jack
Chenault, for all his devilish ingenuity in
taunt and insult, could not have overcome
the sodden inertia, and goaded the man’s
soul to such psychic enterprise had there
not been something working in the mass—
working unseen and long, like borers in the
heart of the oak, until one day a spiteful
gust brings on the crash. A woman, and
ease for his sluggish carcass, dull festering
desire of these was his motive, and hatred
of the man who stood between the gust of
passion. Yet even so he might not have
moved except that he had been shown the
way; a more industrious mentality had done
the work. With contemplation the long
night terough, he was stirred to admira-
tion.

‘ A neat thing!” he laughed.
thing!”

With the first drab streak of dawn he
arose and set forth to bring in his lanterns.
The rain had partly flooded the sunken lot,
obliterating foot tracks, which was well.
Everything was well. There was no one to
see, and he went down the runway into the
lot, peering into unfilled holes, using his
flashlight; and though the battery was
weak, he at last vaguely distinguished at
the bottom of one of the tapering holes a
huddled formless hulk of blue.

But he lingered until the men came to
" work, and afterward, until the negroes with
wheelbarrows
mixer had filled all the holes at the end of
the runway with the slush of broken rock.

‘“ A neat.

laden from the concrete.
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It was nearly noon when he turned away
and asked the boss for a week’s lay-off.

1L

LATER, in the room where he had his
slovenly lodging, he changed to his plain
best clothes, and came forth a decent-look-
ing, and even, in his huge purposeful way,
a substantial, respectable figure. He pres-
ently arrived in a residential quarter of the
city where many mansions had broken out
with a black-sanded, gilt-lettered eruption
that diagnosed itself as ‘“ Rooms and
Board ” or simply “ Rooms.” At one of
the latter, bearing a number not unfamiliar
to him, he stopped and rang the bell.

“ Want to see Mrs. Chenault,” he said,
and brushed past the maid into the parlor
of the house.

He was not left waiting long, but rather
was it apparent that the flushed young
woman who came down to him wished the
interruption speedily over with. Tears
only partly dried showed wet on her lashes;
and though her eyes were misty, they
snapped very ominously for somebody.
She closed the doors; then stood softly tap-
ping the toe of one compact little shoe
upon the rug. She was a girl with red hair,
if that helps to explain—a dark, lustrous
red, the ends in coppery warm rebellion
about her temples. She had been at work,
up above in her two light-housekeeping
rooms on the third floor front, and she
looked very competent and earnest. She
wore her collar open, her sleeves short, a
man’s old kid gloves, and a checkered
apron; and by contrast, there were high
heels and silken ankles.

Hugo Weems scowled steadily upon &er.
This was the woman.

“ Nance, Jack’s left you.

Her reply was astounding.

“Don’t T know?” She flung out her
loosely gloved little hands as if they were
discussing the usual didoes of a stormy
tempered child. “It’s funny, though, his
going without a fuss to start him. No
crockery thrown, nothing!” She was sizz-
ling mad, yet pathetically forlorn. “ Some-
thing seems so horribly incomplete about it
all,” she sighed.

Skipped.”
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“ Then you knew—that he was going?”

“ Oh, he was good enough to write!”

“ He wrote you—when?”

“ Tt was dated yesterday, and—"

“ Yesterday? Yes, yes, of course!”

“ He left it here last night. Nobody saw
him. The letter was there on the stand
in the hall this morning, and two that had
come for him were gome.”

“Of course,” Weems repeated. “ Then
he was here last night before he saw me.
Couldn’t he have stopped long enough to
tell you good-by?”

“1 think he might have,” said Nance,
batting her eyes. “ But that’s Jack! He’s
been so0 queer lately, ever since I came hese
to be with him between his trips with the
convoy. 1 could, you know, having my
own little income, but he acted as if—as if
he wasn't terrifically glad to see me.”

Weems grunted. “ Humph, another wo-
man!”

“No,” she blazed back; * another
man!”

Weems's tight scalp twitched. “ What’s
that you say?” He took a heavy step to-
ward her. ‘ What'’s that you say—another
man?”

She seemed to be appraising him, anc
then she said:

“ You are the other man, Hugo Weems.”

His tawny clouded eyes burned like dall
coals suddenly blown upon. She saw and
shrugged her shoulders.

“1 am telling you,” she said, “so that
you will not come here again. I did not
mind so much before, you being Jack’s
cousin, and Jack did not either, until he
began putting two and two together and
calling them five. Your coming here, to
this city, after I did, that was one. And I
—well, I reckon I furnished several myself.
Jack was so difficult, and you being con-
venient, I held you up to him. I called
you granite, and called him quicksilver.
And when I saw it fretted him, I kept on,
till he got it into his wild head that—that—
Well, he says in his letter—the magnani-
mous idiot! —that he has cleared out so 'l
be happier. But,” she added with wither-
ing candor, opening the door, “ you are
going to do some clearing out too, dear
Cousin Hugo.”

-
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He, the rock of her metaphor, did net
move.

“Jack won’t come back,” he stated
bluntly. “ Not this time, Nance.”

She smiled from a superior knowledge of
Jack. “I shall be waiting for him right
here,” she said.

“ But he can’t come back. He is a de-
serter from the mavy. Now, here’s what
you do. You get yourself a diverce, and I
will do the waiting. I'm going to wait for
you, and you know it.”

She dropped him a curtsy for his con-
descension. Then, “ You poor squash!”
she said wearily, and left him there.

IIL.

Two hours later Hugo Weems boarded a
westbound train. In his pocket he carried
a letter from a Lexington, Kentucky, attor-
ney, which he had received the morning
before. Jack Chenault would have received
a similar letter if he, Hugo Weems, had not
reversed the cogs in the mills of the gods.
And now Hugo Weems was going to Lex-
ington, and not Jack Chenauit.

“ A neat thing!” he quoted out of the
dead man’s mouth.

The dead man? For a moment, as bhe
was leaving the train at Lexington the next
morning, Weems thought he saw the dead
man. A lean young fellow in lime-stained
overall’s and mechanic’s cap had just
climbed nimbly into the smoking-car, up
near the head of the train.

Weems had had but a glimpse, but the
impulse to race after the man and look
him in the face was like a nagging gamin
at his side. With almost a snarl he brushed
away the impulse. Nevertheless, going his
way up Lexington’s principal street, he
caught himself staring fixedly whenever a
slender boyish figure appeared in the pass-
ing crowd.

The attorney whose letter had brought
Weems to Lexington was a dry and shabby
little old man in a dingy old-fashioned law
office amid imposing firms of lawyers; and
he was alone, thoughtfully whittling a pine
stick into the waste-basket, when Weems
entered.

“ Remember me, Mr. Kilbumn?” asked
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Weems, putting down his copper-riveted
suit-case of glazed imitation leather.

The little old lawyer looked up, and a
shade of startled repugnance crossed his
face; but he was instantly as dry as parch-
ment again. .

“ H-m. 1 reckon I do, Hugo, seeing you
was raised here,” he said. ‘ Sit down, won’t
you?” .

Weems settled heavily upon a chair be-
side the desk. “ I got your letter about
Uncle Caesar’s will, Mr. Killburn,” he be-
gan at once, purposefully, without preéfimi-
nary. “So he’s dead, eh? No children;
nobody. Had to finally remember his
nephews, did he—Jack Chenault and me?
But what’s he mean—what you say here in
your letter? Ain’t I the oldest? And yet,
here he goes and tries to leave everything
to Jack Chenault! Not that it matters a
damn, though,” Weems added.

Mr. Killburn eyed his visitor in cold dis-
taste, but let none of it appear in his
humorously plaintive drawl as he replied:

“ H-m. Reckon you’ll just have to make
allowances, Hugo,” he said. ‘ Everybody

had to make allowances for Casar Chen-
ault. And then again, Hugo, it was his

property, you know. What's more, what
he wanted done with it is mighty liable to
be done. I am his executor, and he was
my friend. Now, about his last will and
testament that don’t quite meet with your
approval. '

“The old gentleman’s success came late
in life, you remember, so that when he
founded what he called his estate he was
a little mite too late to found a dynasty to
go with it. But just the same, he did not
want it broken up, d’you see? He’d gotten
right fond of those acres of Burley tobacco
out there, and his blue-grass with the
blooded colts frolicking around, and the
stately old house he’d made comfortable
once more, and the modern barns and
stables, not to mention a few bales of gilt-
edged fodder in the exchequer. No, sir, he
didn’t want any of all this broken up, any
more than if it was his monument. And
it is his monument! It’s his little kingdom,
sir, and there can be only one heir.”

“ All right—but why don’t the oldest
get it?”

TA
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“ New, now, Hugo, you should read up.
Things like the Salic law, primogeniture—
all these interesting little curlicues. Your
Uncle Casar did, until he could teach me a
few. I don’t reckon there ever was a duke
or king so strictly legitimatist as that old
file got to be.

“ Now, the trouble with you, Hugo, is
that you’re not in the male line of descent.
No, sir, you can’t deny that you are only a
sister’s son, the son of Casar Chenault’s
sister, while Jack is the son of his brother.
Therefore it’s Jack who comes into the es-
tate, providing — providing he presents
himself here as claimant within one year
from the date that the will went to probate;
in other words, one year from the date of
my letter to you and to him.”

“ But what if he don’t show up? What
if Jack Chenault don’t show up?”

Mr. Killburn’s old eyes lifted searching-
ly. “Why won’t he show up?” he de-
manded.

Hugo Weems never winced. “ Jack
Chenault won’t show up,” he stated stolid-
ly. “He’s a deserter; he daren’t risk
p,ison."

“H-m,” mused the lawyer. * Then he
will lose the estate. I mean to say that,
if at the end of the year he hasn’t been
here, he will lose the estate.”

“ And then what?” .

“You will get it, Hugo. The will gives
it to you, in that case.”

“ What I understood, from your letter,”
said Weems. “TI’ll be coming here again
at the end of the year, Mr. Killburn, to
get———”

“ All that’s coming to you, of course,”
the lawyer conceded, dry as a prune.

Hugo Weems returned east by the next
train and went back on his job as night
watchman.

He was well content. The woman in his
affair would not see him, but he was still
well content. Nance Chenault had sent for
an aunt to live with her until Jack came
back. But in a year she would not be so
sure that Jack was coming back. And by
that time Weems could offer her a paradise
in Kentucky. Meantime he could wait.

He could wait! He could carry his se-
cret. Did he not have his victim’s word
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for it? And he was safe. No murder was
suspected. Jack Chenault’s threats to de-
sert were remembered, but he was not
searched for. Due to certain items of gal-
lant conduct with the convoy, his applica-
tion for discharge had been granted, though
he could not have known this when last
seen by two of his shipmates the night of
his disappearance. He was considered,
therefore, to have taken matters into his
own hands before receiving his discharge
papers. .

But, even if murder were suspected, still
was Weems safe. There had been no wit-
nesses, and no circumstantial evidence
_could convict unless the body were pro-
duced. And to produce the body— Weems
imagined their doing that, and laughed.

He was safe, even from himself. He did
not need to fear the morbid fascination of
confession. Grant that he did confess—
what of it? No twelve men would hang
him on his unsupported word, nor was it
likely that the commonwealth would tunnel
into underground pillars of stone, sapping a
magnificent hotel’s foundation, to find the
bones that his crazy tale declared to be
there.

Increasingly the beauties of Jack Chen-
ault’s work of art grew upon him. It was
perfection unmarred. Jack had cynically
mentioned a flaw, but Hugo Weems knew
better. There was no flaw. Nothing mor-
tal, whether in plain clothes or blue, or an
accuser within his own breast, could bring
a tremor to his nerves or pallor to his
cheek. And yet—

And yet he wished, as time passed, that
he had obeyed the impulse for a closer
look at the slim young fellow in whitish
overalls that he had seen boarding the train
at Lexington. That would have laid the
presentiment cold, he believed. But since
then the presentiment was constantly recur-
ring—the presentiment that this, that, or
another slim young man seen indistinctly
in a crowd might prove to be Jack Chen-
ault. ’

More and more often he felt a touch of
ice at his spine, thinking he saw Jack Chen-
ault. And Nance Chenault’s calm certainty
while waiting for Jack Chenault made it
worse. Finally the time came when Hugo
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Weems gave way to impulse. Catching
sight of a slender young fellow across the
street, he bolted after him, overtook him,
and—the young fellow looked nothing like
Jack Chenault. After that Weems was al-
ways doing this. .

Equally against his will, and increasingly
to his distress, he battened on his job. By
now the splendid Romanesque new hotel
was going skyward, story by story, a thou-
sand ton on a thousand ton. That mount-
ing grave-marker of stone and steel was the
one poor antidote he had—the ponderable
evidence that Jack Chenault could not rise;
Jack Chenault in his pillar of stone deep
under the earth.

One morning, when the night watchman
had lingered as usual to note the inexorable
adding of weight, a section of cornice being
hoisted slipped from the tackle and fell,
shattering into fragments on the pavement.
To his consternation, Weems clapped his
bands to his eyes, shivering drunkenly. He
dreaded to look, although he recognized the
fear upon him. Absurd, fantastic, yet it
was there.

He could not bear to look lest the shat-
tered rock reveal human bones embedded
there. Beside him gay, mocking laughter
rang out—as like Jack Chenault’s as two
notes struck upon the same key. Weems
turned murderously on the bystander, but
checked his clenched uplifting hand. The
man was only a push-cart fruit-vendor
laughing in sheer relief that the falling cor-
nice had killed no one. But after that
Hugo Weems walked with this fear, un-
reasoning yet terrible, of shattered stone,
like the torturing fear another might have
of a closed room or an edged tool.

Iv.
WHEN months had passed, the new Jean

Bart Hotel towered in its rich completion.
The opening night had arrived, to be made

an occasion commensurate with the city’s -

pride in the sumptuous edifice, and this
despite the rain, at times torrential, which
accompanied a northeaster of days’ dura-
tion.

In the basement the former night watch-
man labored, stoking the furnace. He was

¢
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gaunt, begrimed, raw-boned, a hulking
giant of a man; yet, for all the tireless
strength of his stringy sinews, he seemed

the wreck of a man, as if a sickness were

upon him.

His muscles tw:tched and jerked beyond
his control. At a step behind him or a
voice in some remote corridor, his head
went to attention as if snatched by wires,
and his eyes held a wild, startled look.
Almost, it seemed, he was about to whimper
for mercy. At other times he was merely
sullen, his lips muttering obscenely.

He would do any work, he had said, and
in contemptuous pity they had put him to
shoveling coal. In a dungeonlike place,
mid sooty columns rising from a blackened
bed of concrete, the man who had been
the sluggish night watchman toiled, dread-
ing the intervals of rest. Even when toil-
ing he ceaselessly calculated which sooty
column would be the projection of a certain
column of concrete beneath, tapering deep
into the earth.

At midnight of the gala opening night,
his shift being done, he was ordered out of
there, but he deferred the eviction as long
as he might. In the service washroom he
bathed his body from the waist up, and
gave to his toilet a care unusual with him.
Going up the steps to leave by the ser-
vants’ entry, he heard strains of music. He
had been hearing music since early in the
evening, when his shovel was not clattering
or in a lull of the beating rain and grum-
bling thunder. Faintly heard, the music
had sounded ethereal then, but now he
perceived that it was festive, a rushing and
feverish blare. It was music of a dance.
There was dancing.

Dancing! Hugo Weems’s deeply seamed
features twisted into an awed and fearful
grimace. The fools did not know—they did
not know! Yet Jack Chenault would have
Jaughed; it was a merry whimsy that would
have been to Jack Chenault’s notion. And
if he did laugh—Jack Chenault in his pillar
of stone there beneath!

Hugo Weems was of a mind to see the
dancing. Why, he did not know, but the
grisly irony of it drew him. By a back hall
he came, unobserved and unrebuked, into
the dazzling brilliance of the lobby.
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Guests invited from the city’s smartest, wit-
tiest, and prettiest were gaily lending to the
occasion all that made for éclat—a house-
warming notable, by every token known to
the society reporters also among those pres-
ent. Dancers overflowing from the café
were an eddying whirl about an electric
pool in the center of the rotunda. A statue
of Jean Bart rose out of the pool, a huge
rock its pedestal. Done in stone after the
manner of Rodin, rugged and strong,
France’s gallant sailorman stood, not un-
genial, above the revelry. Lightning rent
the heavens above, while in the earth be-
neath—

Weems backed limply against a marble
counter of an alcove recess, where he
leaned and never ceased to stare until a
voice behind him spoke his name. His
head jerked round as though pulled by in-
visible wires. Yet it was a woman's voice,
shocked and compassionate.

“ Hugo+Weems! What in the world—”

Except for pity, he knew at once, she
would not have spoken. And for his part
he looked upon her without emotion—nohe;
least of all, desire. He was dully curious
about this, but it was so. Yet she was
more than pretty. There had been a
change of some sort in ber. It was as if
the high tempestuous spirit of old were
mellowed by an abiding patience and a
habit of much thinking. The fine fighting
light could not now be imagined in her
eyes, although loyal and courageous they
were, as ever; and there was a hint of
sadness about the mouth. . .- -

She was not numbered among the guests,
yet this far we may describe her: that in
her beautiful red hair she wore a sharpened
lead pencil, upon her arms starched sleeve-
protectors from wrist to elbow, and a
tracery of fatigue in her creamy skin. On
the marble counter were pads of telegraph
blanks, and a table within the marble booth
was equipped with two telegraph instru-
ments,

“ How's tlns Nance?” he asked.
you pounding the brass again?”

She lifted her combative .chin a little.

“ Don’t think it’s for the maney,” she
warned him. “It’s to keep me busy while
—I wait.” The sadness became almost

3 A“
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more than a hint, but she banished that,
and a quizzical little smile blended with
the mist as she said: “ Suppose—oh, sup-
pose Jack happened in with a story, then
T’d send it for him! I would, I would, like
I did when—when I first laid eyes on that
blessed rascal.”

“ You are—you are still waiting for him,
Nance?”

She nodded, and then was held by his
strange look. “ Hugo Weems, what is the
matter with you?”

His palsied hand went out to her like a

’s.

“T'm rich, Nance. I'd forgotten, but
that calendar on the wall behind you—the
date there! I'd clean forgotten, but ac-
cording to that calendar the year was up

fast week, and it's mine—all of Uncle

Czsar’'s money is mine, soon’s I go and
claim it. But, Nance, I want you to have
it. I want you—"

She stood back from this gripping fingers.
She breathed unsteadily, a good woman be-
lieving herself wantonly hurt.

¢ It’s yours by right, Nance,” he pleaded
doggedly. “ Uncle Cazsar first left it to
Jack, but seeing that Jack—"

“So?” she stopped him. * So that ex-
plains it—those checks Mr, Killburn has
been sending me? You had him do it!
Oh, oh, you underhanded rotter!”

“ Checks?” he echoed stupidly.

He could not understand. He had had
no communication with Mr. Killburn since
that one time in his office. Why should
the executor of Casar Chenault’s estate be
sending checks to Jack Chenault’s widow?

Then the dazzling light of the rotunda
was overcast as by a smoked glass. Some-
where in the happy throng a voice, thinned
to a yelp of panic, broke stridently above
the music and merry-making and sounds of
the storm.

“Look! Fire!”

The rhythmic scuff of dancing feet
changed to a rush and scurry. Up in the
mezzanine balcony dense smoke tinted with
queer and changing hues was pouring out
over the lobby. Spectator guests up there
were overturning chairs and tables. Crowd-
ing down the stairs, they chattered of a
burst of flame—something that had gone

"

puff! The manager of the hotel clamored--
among them, the crowd, as usual in such
cases, his worst problem. It was nothing
but painter’s trash, he tried to tell them—
turpentines, oils, varnish-cans, shavings left
in an empty room. Out in a minute. Clear
a space, please. Let those men get the hose
going. Just keep cool. No need for—

But there is always some one who knows
better. An alert young gentleman of the
dancing set climbed up on Jean Bart’s rock.

‘““ Hey, folks, folks!” he shouted, gesticu-
lating as if his soul were at stake. “ Listen,
will you! The shack’s doomed! No mat-
ter—build ’nother shack. But statue?
Beautiful statue, friends—priceless! Got
to save statue—can’t be replaced. Honor
of our city. Got to save Jean Bart!
Who'll help? Who'll help? Who—"

The idea took, and beauty in bare shoul-
ders was there to gasp and applaud. Shirt
fronts were wrecked in the eager jostling
and crowding. There was some inchoate
notion of tackling Jean Bart gridiron style
and dragging him out; but Hugo Weems
shouldered among them. He bellowed at
them in a strange frenzy of rage and terror.

“ Quit it—stop! You'll let him fall, you
fools! You'll smash him! Get mattresses
—mattresses and a repe!”

They got mattresses from bedrooms,
dumping them over the mezzanine rail and
spreading them helter-skelter around the
pedestal. Then, with ropes to steady his
descent, they were tilting Jean Bart off his
rock when a new fury of the night’s rest-
less elements burst upon them.

Torn loose by the gale, a piece of scaf-
folding from the roof came hurtling down
upon the rotunda’s canopy of glass, show-
ering the débris on those below. Unnerved
momentarily, the impetuous young gentle-
man holding Jean Bart’s ropes let go, and
that was the second crash, as Jean Bart
toppled backward. The sailorman of stone
lay broken, its massive fragments still pre-
serving the human outline.

Hugo Weems stared dazedly, then put an
arm across his eyes, and with head down
charged like a blinded bull toward the door.
“Dance, would they? Dance, would
they?”” he sobbed, cursing.

He reached the columned portico out~
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side, which was crowded with guests seek-
ing escape but halted there by the sheeted
downpour. Unmindful of that, Weems
started down the half-dozen steps to the
street when from behind him resolute fin-
gers fastened on his arm and he heard
Nance Chenault saying:

“ Are you crazy? The ﬁres out. Come
back. At least come back till you’re in
your right senses again.”

He turned upon her a look of agonized
question. * The world is crumbling! That
sailorman—that sailorman in there, turned
to stone—"

She shook him angrily, drawing him
back. He yielded dumbly.

“ Anyhow,” he stammered—‘ anyhow,
there’s one rock steadfast in the world—
you! No, not in there! Not in therel”

His distress was so evident that she led
him into the recess of the nearest window,
a little -apart from the group huddled about
the doorway.

Up Commercial Street, from the direc-
tion of the water-front, the new hotel’s
impressive motor-bus was returning on its
initial trip to meet and gather in its first
batch of paying guests. Like a gorgeous
blue gnd bronze beetle it glided along the
glistening wet asphalt, breasting the driven
rain, coming steadily nearer. But neither
Hugo Weems nor Nance Chenault saw or
were concerned.

“You got me wrong, Nance,” Weems
was saying, “ about that I was telling you
in there—about Uncle Cesar’s money. No,
hold on! Wait! I got more to say.” He
caught her arm. She saw that the look he
bent upon her was desperate.

“T hope I did get you wrong, Hugo,”
she said, humoring him. “ Now, hurry,
please. I'll listen, if it will make you feel
any easier.”

Some one in the crowd watching the new
bus spoke up, generously informative to
the world at large:

“1 know now. It’s been down to the
Spanish Line docks. Reckon there’s a ship
just got in.”

The bus arrived and backed to the curb
under the sheltering spread of the marquise.
Cab-starter, head porter, hopeful bellhops,
-all in bright new vermilion, began helping
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passengers from Spain to set foot—a dry
one if possxble—-—m America.

But back in the window recess Hugo
Weems and Nance Chenault scarcely no-
ticed. Weems’s voice, low and heavy,
rasped with earnestness.

“TN fix it, I tell you, so youll have all
that Cesar Chenault left. And I tell you
I don’t want a thing—not a thing, except
to give you what’s yours by rights. You
won’t even see me again. Can’t you under-
stand? I'm not asking you shouldn’t wait
for. Jack—"

“Jack can’t stay away much longer
now,” she said quietly. “ Why, what’s the
matter?”

Weems had uttered a groan—a hoarse,
strangled cry, it seemed.

“Don’t, Nance, don’t!” he moaned.
“ God, I wish he could come back! Hell
for mine—hell for mine gladly—if he only
could!”

A hand and wrist in the beam of light
slanting downward through the window
moved between them. From out of the
shadow it had come, extending there
between them. Along the back of the
wrist a long, jagged scar, reddish and
white, zigzagged up the forearm into the
shining wet sleeve of a raincoat. The rain-
coat would identify its owner, very proba-
bly, as one of the passengers off the Spanish
ship, but for Hugo Weems the hand itself
held other identification—a thing that glit-
tered, a cigaret-case of blistered gold. Sud-
denly every nerve in Weems’s body seemed
to curl and shrivel. Then from the shadow
came a voice—a trembling voice, not trust-
ing itself. '

“ Nance—Nance, old girll”

Weems thrust forward to peer into the
man’s face, but Nance brushed him aside.
She was in the stranger’s arms, sobbing,
laughing, losing her breath, tiptoeing up,
pulling down the man’s head, finding his
lips with her own.

By what narrow margin Weems had
been saved from insanity no one may say,
but only stupefaction was his present state.
He stood and gaped, and as if he walked in
his sleep he put out a hand and touched
the man; then his eyes widened and his
fingers gripped the man’s arm. Weems was
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panting. He seemed to have been running
desperately to overtake this man.

“ Tell me, Jack Chenault—tell me, what
was the flaw? That flaw—tell me, tell me!”
he exclaimed.

Only that, but the question had pos-
sessed his soul At last like a fiend, it had
possessed him. Whether this Jack Chenault
were specter or flesh, that could wait. It
was not important.

Jack Chenault turned and regarded him
over Nance’s head burrowed against his wet
coat.

“ Flaw?” he repeated.

His voice was quiet and measured. It
came with none of the old lilting mockery.
Jack Chenault was a sobered man. His
cynicism, that had hurt him worse than oth-
ers, was gone—dissolved, you would say if
you knew, in the milk of human kindness.
The change was in his eyes. The light of
deviltry, rapiers’ points at play, no longer
flashed there. They were tired eyes, kind
eyes, dark pools of suffering, yet placid in
the steadying calm of renunciation.

“ What flaw, Hugo?” he asked in his
changed, quiet voice.

“In that Kremlin business. You said
there was a flaw. I asked you then.
W‘hat__”

Jack Chenault smiled. “ Now, I remem-
ber,” he said. “ Too gaudy, wasn’t that
it?” Brain and tongue worked as before, of
habit, but the keen edge of mockery was
gone. “Yes, gaudy — burying the girl
alive, you know. Should have killed her
first. Otherwise, can’t ever be sure. Se-
rious flaw. Mustn’t ever let it occur again,
that way, Hugo.”

Absolutely, there was nothing sardomc
in his words as he spoke them; and Hugo
Weems, listening, began to nod acquies-
cence, eagerly, hungrily.

“ That's it]” he burst forth. “7 wasn’t
sure. I always thought I was seeing you,
and it—was driving me crazy. It woreme
away down to these damn jumping nerves,
and down to a soul—something like a rat
—that was always watching and ready to
turn and squeal and run. But ”—he gaped
anew at Jack Chenault—“ but perhaps I
did see you?”

“ No,” said Jack Chenault; “or at least
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you only saw me once—that morning in
Lexington, remember?”

“ The slim fellow in overalls? Then that
was what started it—my always seeing
you!”

“Only that once, Hugo. I was headed
West then, around the world. War after-
math stuff for my paper. Sobering work,
let me tell you.”

“ For your paper?” Nance interposed.
“ But how could you, Jack, if you thought
you were a deserter?”

“But I didn’t think I was a deserter.
When I left that letter for you, Nance,
there were two for me, on the old stand
in the hall. One was about my discharge
from the service, and the other was about
poor Uncle Casar’s death. About his will,
too. So I stopped off in Lexington to see
Mr. Killburn. He had me qualify as the
sole heir right there, after which I deeded
the whole ca-boodle-um over to you,
Nance.”

“You mean,” gasped Hugo Weems—
“ you mean you’d just been there before
me?”

“ Certainly; I wanted to provide for
Nance. And I told Mr. Killburn about—
well, about our last meeting, Hugo; but I
made him promise not to mention to you
that he'd seen me. Reckon the old per-
simmon enjoyed your visit, Hugo.”

“ Why in God’s name didn’t you tell him
to turn me over to the police?”

“No; my way was more—artistic.”
Jack Chenault looked intently into the
other’s face; at the corroding ravages there.
“ A diabolical masterpiece, my way,” he
added. “I—I could almost ask you to
forgive me, Hugo.”

“ Then—all this time—there never was
a chance for me to—to—inherit a cent!”
Abruptly Weems jerked back his head in
a spasm of cracked and hideous mirth. “ A
neat thing!” he laughed. A neat thing—
neat thing—"

Jack Chenault pressed a hand upon his
shoulder. “ There, there,” he said. * Fu-
tility of murder, you know—something you
can’t ever beat. Not you—not any man—
ever! That's the flaw—the flaw—you
poor fool!”

Nance Chenault lifted her head and
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gazed up into her husband’s face with
widening eyes.

“ Murder?” she repeated. “ What are
you saying—murder?”’

He stroked her hair. ““ You didn’t know,
did you, that I am a murdered gentleman?
That I wasn’t coming back?”

- ¢ As if you could help coming back!”

“ Maybe I couldn’t—finally. But I did
have it all mapped out that you’d be hap-
pier, Nance. I honestly did, dear old
Cherry Thatch, and I never supposed you’d
still be in this town. But just now, when
I saw you and Hugo—you two together
here at a hotel—”

¢ Jack Chenault!”

“ Even at that, I had to stop. I stopped
here in the dark for a look at you, Nance.
You wouldn’t have known, and I was going
right on, only— Well, I heard what you
were saying, you two, and so—"

“ And so, Jack Chenault?”

“ Nothing more, Celestial Carrots. Only
—my little old faith in heaven and earth
and all that in them is was restored; that’s
all.” ‘

¢ Jack, I'll never forgive you—never!”
Her arms tightened fiercely about his neck.
“ And I never—never—want to see your—
your—darling face again!”

¢ Spitfire—dear old girl!”

“ What’s this scar?” She proposed to
have a full accounting.

“Oh, that?” He held up his wrist.
“ That’s what saved me.”

Saved him? Again Hugo Weems’s dazed
mind grappled with a question. It was
the one that had not seemed important
before.

“ How could anything save you?” he de-
manded.

‘“ Oh, a plenty saved me, Hugo. Cosmic
forces were at work a million years ago tc
save me. There was the earth cooling off,
mineralization, the deposit of a certain par-
ticular handful of iron ore. That handful
of iron ore became a ragged edge of metal
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projecting from the wire-ribbed lining of a
certain pile hole, and thus it slashed
through a narrow leather belt that bound
the arms of a man shooting feet first down
that particular certain hole. It slashed his
wrist also.

“As T've said, Hugo, the only flaw—
speaking now from the standpoint of art,
not morality—was that the man was alive.
Being a jumping-jack, and with his arms
free, he did not stay down there. He bub-
bled up like Aphrodite—wasn’t it?—out of
the sea. And by the way, Hugo, thank
you for the cigaret-case. Put my hand on
it first thing, climbing out.”

“ What are you telling?” cried Nance
Chenauit. “ Who—"

“You like this story, don’t you, Vesu-
vius?”

“T don’t! Who was the—"

“But you were still down therel”
Weems’s voice broke in hoarsely. “1I saw
you! The next morning I looked, and I
saw—"

“You saw my pea-coat and hat. I’d
chucked ’em down, and borrowed overalls
and jumper from the cab of the pile-
driver—"

But he had to hold Nance.

“ Then it was Hugo who— Oh, the mur-
derer! The coward!” ‘

“No, Nance, no!” Jack expostulated.
“ Wait! Think! What he did was—it
was Fate’s own cure for us both! A bless-
ing, Nance, a blessing!”

Weems nodded sodden assent. ‘ Maybe
so,” he said. * Anyway, I hope so. And
I thank God for the—that flaw. Because
now I'm free. T can quit this—this cursed
Kremlin. I couldn’t before. I was chained
to it. But now I can go. I've been want-
ing to go to my mother. Now I can go.”

“ Yes, now you can go, Hugo,” said Jack
Chenault gently. “ And I—” He bent his
head, whispering the rest to the woman in
his arms. “ And I am in the home port.
Il never go anywhere from here.”

U U
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CHAPTER XIIL

TO THE DEATH

ERE seemed to be a way of domg

| these things. Gardez and Huera

rose, and having squared their shoul-

ders in military fashion shook hands with

much sober dignity and formality. Howard

also arose and seemed to be watching them

for a cue. James dragged himself drearily

out of his chair, to find Gardez hurrying
to his side.

“ Huera will attend the Sefior Dawson,”
he explained. I, yourself, with your per-
mission. You will use the famous rapiers
of my noble grandfather, Pancho Gardez.
You know of them?”

“T suppose I've—heard about them,”
James muttered. “1I don’t just place them
now.” .

“ The one with the little ivory cross set
in the hilt, seor!” Gardez whispered
mysteriously. * This one you must con-
trive to select. There is a tradition. Thir-
teen duels my grandfather fought, and in
twelve of these, by pure fortune, this sword
was in his hand. In each he killed his
man. But at the thirteenth encounter—a
matter so very similar to this that one must
think of history repeating itself—my grand-
father’s opponent selected—”
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“You don’t have to tell me the rest of
it,” James said with a small shiver. “I
can guess it all.”

“ Yes—ay de mi! He died, seiior. But,
ah, she was, I think, well worth this, for
she was very, very beautiful. Beautiful
even as the lovely Sefiora Dawson. Her
portrait hangs in my little study, just over
there. Come! You shall see it!”

“No, not now!” James said firmly.
“ Somehow I don’t think I could appre-
ciate her just now, no matter how beau-
tiful she was. I'm kind of fed up on this
beautiful lady business and—I suppose I
can go to bed, now the obsequies have been
planned? It must be well after one.”

“And sleep soundly, sesior, that the
hand may be of steel and the eye as an
eagle’s!” his host advised.

Huera bowed low and gravely, as James
passed. Howard, somewhat doubtfully also
bowed. Then, marching along as steadily
as might be, James crossed the large room
and passed to the corridor, and climbed the
stairs to his own apartment—and there,
with a thud, dropped into the nearest chair
and devoted a considerable space to time
to gazmg blankly, with round eyes, at noth-
ing in particular!

He was about 1o fight a duel with
Howard Dawson!
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Yes, it wasn't imagination or a dream or
a fever or anything like that; it was just
~ plain, incredible fact! He was about to
fight his first duel or—or else drop out of
the window and hide somewhere in the
slums of San Palo until he could get clear
of their accursed country. Really, if one
were to be perfectly sane, that last was the
sensible thing to do. James groaned
wretchedly; for some reason or other he
couldn’t do it.

And yet—a duel! He was going to some
hellish spot at daylight and grab a sword
and try to butcher old Howard Dawson,
just like something in a romantic drama or
a comedy movie. Although, unless there
was a pronounced drop in Howard’s tem-
perature between now and the time of the
big show, the comedy element wouldn’t
necessarily be so marked. Howard really
did know something about swords!

The detail had not passed through
James’s mind for years, for he had never
felt the slightest interest in fencing, but
first and last Howard had done quite a lot
with tools of that kind. When old Boivain,
the French teacher, had started the fencing
team in the high school Howard had been
there with the bells on, so to speak, com-
ing through the tournament at the end of
the second year with the only two medals
that had been awarded for sword-play in
the history of Wallington. Ah, yes, and
more, too, come to think of it! There in
the Y. M. C. A. gym, he had been mixed
up with that broadsword shark from
Georgia, and with the foils champion of
one of the bigger colleges; James recalled
now that they had spoken of Howard as
a born genius with cold steel!

Well, that made the prospect just so
much more cheering, didn’t it? It did, in-
deed! Howard was mad enough to do mur-
der. And it was an accumulated fury, built
up layer by layer, and no mere sudden rage.
Howard, with a good reliable sword, and
a lonely spot, such as doubtless would be
provided, would have the means of murder "
at his disposal. Following the thing to its
logical conclusion, it really looked as if
Howard was about to do murder, with
James Berry, figuring prominently as the
one murdered!
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James sagged down in his chair, and
sagged farther. His eyes did not grow less
round; his throat grew distinctly dry, so
that be was forced to clear it every few
seconds; his forehead glistened, in spite of
the two electric fans which hummed mono-
tonously, and the cool breeze which was
coming through the window. It was a
thing almost impossible of belief, yet this
night had every appearance of being
James’s last one on earth!

It would have been at least pardonable
had James set about wringing his hands
and bemoaning his fate; twenty-six is an
early age at which to set out upon an in-
vestigation of existence’s next plane, and
James had a good deal to live for on this
one. Such an idea, however, did not even
occur to him. He shook considerably and
perspired freely for a time; but once hav-
ing grasped in full the grim reality of the
whole affair, James merely groaned and
rose, and dragged over to the little desk in
the corner—for there were things to be
done.

There was, first, the letter to Judge
Starr. James thought hard, and wrote
neatly and concisely; frowned over it when
he had sealed it and then, just as neatly,
inscribed it: “ To be mailed in case of my
death.” There came next the letter to
Betty Carson, and this was a long and hard
one. In a few words James outlined the
catastrophe that was scheduled for day-
light and stated his forecast of the outcome
quite frankly; in a few more he bequeathed
a full half-interest in Dawson & Berry to
Miss Carson, stating that Judge Starr had
been instructed to look after the details.

Then James edged closer to the desk,
and went at the vital part of the com-
munication, which dealt, broadly, with his
sentiments toward Miss Carson at this
critical moment. They were, to omit de-
tails, even more fervent than they had been
at their last meeting—and when he had
quite finished the last sentence James
sighed heavily again and gazed through the
window, which faced toward the east. Over
there on the sky-line the first gray hint of
dawn was showing! '

This second letter’s disposal gave James
some trouble. For various reasons, he did
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not care to leave it with Judge Starr’s. He
pondered and finally pinned it neatly inside
his shirt; he pondered again, and removing
the shirt, pinned it inside the back, be-
tween his shoulders, rather than at the
front. James was ever a tidy soul; if there
was onq thing he hated to receive it was
a messy letter!

And now the eastern gray was more than
a hint. James shuffled to the window and
gazed out again. It wasn’t possible! No,
it wasn’t possible—that was all. Before
this Howard Dawson had come to his
senses, or he had told Dorothy about it,
and Dorothy had brought him to his senses
and—no, it wasn’t likely, that he had dis-
cussed the matter with Dorothy, was it?
Well, then, he must have sobered down of
his own accord; Howard was half-mad with
jealousy and all that, but enough of the
normal Wallington business man must re-
main to—somebody knocked! James quick-
ened and started for the door. He knew
it; that was Howard now!

It chanced, however, to be the very dark
butler of the establishment. Quite rever-
ently, as he stepped into the room, he bore
before him, partly wrapped in old silk, an
aged, much ruffled shirt of a bygone day.
Teeth showing delightedly, he bowed be-
fore James Berry.

“The Sefor Gardez, with his compli-
ments, has sent this,” he stated. “ He felt
that you might care to wear it, sesor/”

“ What is it?” :

“JIt is the shirt of his sainted grand-
father, senior!” the servitor breathed. It
was in this shirt that he fought every duel.
Great good fortune attends the wearer of
this garment in such matters.”

For no reason at all James’s skin crawled
as he turned back the silk and examined
the shirt. There was quite a hole on the
left side, just about where the sainted
grandfather’s heart had been, once upon a
time. James shuddered.

“ Well, his luck wasn’t running so aw-
fully strong the last time he wore it,” he
said hastily. * No, thanks ever so much,
but I always fight duels in this kind of a
shirt—just a plain American shirt, you
know, and—no, I don’t want to wear that!”

“As you wish, sefior,” the attendant
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said coldly. “I am instructed to say that
the others will be ready in ten minutes.”

“1 shall ”—said James, and swallowed
hard— be there in about eight!”

So'it had not been Howard—and all the
rest of it was real. James closed the door
with a ghastly smile. Just ten minutes,
and they’d be moving toward the appointed
spot. He ruffled his hair and looked around
the beautiful room, and swallowed again.
Something very serious and umcomfortable
had happened in the pit of his stomach this
last minute or so; an iceberg, he believed,
had formed there and was chilling all the
rest of him. His hands were frightfully
cold; he blew on them—and flashed back
for a second to that particularly cold winter
when he was about eight years old, and
Howard Dawson had taught him to skate
on the old mill-pond. Thag was the first
time he ever remembered blowing his hands
to warm them. Betty Carson was a baby
in her carriage that winter. Wasnt it
funny that he should remember Betty and
her sweet little mother, who had worn a
big sealskin ooat, and whose cheeks bad
been like two red apples when—well, this
wouldn’t do! This wouldn’t do at all!
James felt one hot tear running down the
right side of his nose, and suddenly cursed
horribly!

He was not at all addicted_to profanity.
The sound of it, coming from his own lips,
had something the effect of a stiff drink of
brandy upon a total abstainer. It both
startled and pleased James. He cursed
further and more horribly; he cursed, in
fact, quite incredibly. He gave a wicked
laugh and sought to impinge upon his brain
the fixed conviction that he was a distinctly
tough character, about to go out and put
up such a fight as would go down in the
history of Orinama — the- sort of thing
minstrels would set to music, and old men
tell their grandchildren about, fifty years
hence.

As an experiment in auto-suggestion, no
failure could have been more complete.
Having reached its conclusion, and waited
a second for the warm and confident glow
that should follow, James shook all over
once more—and snarled at himself, and
having combed his bair and taken one last,
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long look in the mirror, jammed on his hat
and descended the marble stairs.

One folded one’s arms at a time like this,
apparently. There near the main entrance,
Huera was standing with his arms folded,
and so was Howard and so was that sinis-
ter-looking stranger, with the black case at
his feet. James’s breath wheezed as his
eye caught sight of the case; it was only a
doctor’s kit, of course, and before long he’d
probably he thankful that it was with them
—but there was nothing stimulating about
it, all the same!

Gardez was just a mass of suppressed
delight! He took James’s arm; he bowed,
and the others filed out of the house; he
whispered:

“The garment of my ancestor, sefor;
you have declined it! You of the north
are a strange people.” :

“I know. But about shirts—I'm kind
of hard to fit—" James stammered.

It is not that of which I would speak,
senor,” the host raced on. “1It is of your
~ opponent. He feels, I think, fear! Thrice

I have observed this!”

“He’s got nothing to be afraid of!”
James mumbled.

‘“ Ah, sefior—this modesty! How well I
know this modesty! It augurs well,”
Sefior Gardez observed happily. ¢ Seel
Watch his eye—hold his eye, seiior! Peer
your hate into his very soul! Then will
his hand turn to water and his arm be
without strength!”

1 Um—wa ”»

An instant Gardez detained him in the
doorway, studying him quite curiously.

“You do mot care to talk, seitor?” he
mused.

“{ don’t feel as if there was anything to
be said just now!”

“So it was with my grandfather before
a duel!” Gardez purred. “This I have
heard, again and again. I never saw him,
you know, sefior. He was young when he
died.”

“So am I. Don't rub it in!” James said
briefly. “ Let’s go get the thing over with.”

One did not converse at a time like this,
either, it seemed. The other three were al-
ready settled stiffy in the car, a trio of
stone images. James endeavored to enter

jauntily and stumbled; Gardez, quite ten-
derly, assisted him to his seat and followed,
and the car rolled off.

In point of distance this ride was
lengthy, yet to James it seemed the shortest
he had ever taken. They merely sizzled
out of San Palo, and whizzed into the
suburbs, and out of them again and along
an extremely white, hard road, which made
for the fastest time—and stopped. They
were in open country, on the narrow plateau
just above the city; to the right lay a wide
space, unfenced, but hedged by thick
growth. Gardez stepped down nimbly;

-James stepped down, but not so nimbly.

And that unbecomingly hurried effect
had not ended with the ride. They were
marching across the open space now; they
had reached the prettiest little dell in the
world. Tropical trees swayed and whis-
pered in the early breeze; there was a noisy
brooklet, somewhere off there, which bab-
bled and plashed enticingly. But more to
the point, there was Howard Dawson who,
while Huera whispered energetically to him,
shed his coat and rolled up his sleeves and
nodded dignified assent. James shed his
own coat and rolled up his own sleeves,
lighted a cigaret, glanced airily at the skies
and, having stated rather carelessly that
they were about to have a fine day, ex-
amined Howard out of the corner of his
eye.

Well—one thing, anyway-—there was a
white spot just in front of either of
Howard’s ears. That meant that he wasn’t
quite as calm as he tried to appear, be-
cause James knew those white spots. And
he was examining James, just as James was
examining him, which was also encouraging.
But his eye was bad. Meeting that. eye
squarely, James ceased to be encouraged,
and found himself turning cold again. He
had seen Howard when he was angry, but
he had never seen that purely cruel light in
his eye before. No, he was out for busi«
ness and—

“The swords, seiior!” Gardez said
gently.

The chauffeur, who vibrated excitement,
who proffering a long black leather case.
The seconds glanced at one another, glanced
at the doctor then; the doctor accepted the
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case and opened it, revealing and extract-
ing about as wicked-looking a pair of
rapiers as had ever been forged. The doc-
tor extended them—and Howard Dawson,
without a second glance, snatched the near-
est one, whipped it tentatively in the air,
smiled his complete approval and stood
with the point resting on the ground, quite
ready. James also took a rapier and,
struck by a sudden thought, examined the
hilt carefully, turning it over several times.
There was no ornamentations on his hilt.
He looked at Howard’s sword; the first
beams of the sun shone upon a very hand-
some, conspicuous little ivory cross. James
turned a strained smile in Gardes’s direc-
tion and his host shrugged.

“ The fortunes of war, Sefior Berry,” he
breathed. ¢ Perhaps—who knows?—in the
matter of my grandfather it was but evid
chance. Let us believe this, seror. We
are ready?”

There seemed no reasonable cause for
further delay. Gardez, having stepped for-
ward, was talking; Huera was talking; the
doctor was talking, and Howard Dawson
was putting in an occasional remark. The
chauffeur, lacking social equality, was talk-
ing to himselff—and by golly! they were
face to face and the show was on!

. James took a new grip on his trusty
weapon, which had been about to fall to the
ground. It was all to happen, and he
hoped that it might happen quickly! Here
was where Dawson & Berry dissolved part-
nership! James shut his teeth— He won-
dered what Betty Carson was doing just
then? Getting up, maybe, if morning
came at the same time up there that it did
down here. Which it didn’t. Or did it?—
There were fourteen unmarked cases of
goods on the-spur platform the day they
left Wallington, and James, who had meant
to tell the shipping clerk that they were for
Simmons & Parr, had forgotten all about
it, and it was dollars to doughnuts they’d
been sent to the Carey-Adams Company,
because they— James’s father had owned a
shirt with a little ruffle down the front;
curious that he should have thought of it
now; probably suggested by that thing of
Gardez’s ancestor— In the boarding-house
every Sunday morning for breakfast they
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used to have buckwheat cakes, and when
Millicent brought them in, which she did
as a rule—

James started. Gardez had . barked
something, and Howard Dawson had
whisked up his sword, giving James quite a
shock, because for a second he fancied it
was coming his way. James raised his own
sword hastily and it struck Howard’s with
a loud crash—causing Gardez to gasp
ecstatic pleasure and Huera to lean for-
ward with what really looked like abnor-
mally keen interest, even for such a time.

And now Howard’s blade was shuddering
and chattering against his own quite dra-
matically, and Howard was gazing steadily,
horribly at him, squinting his eyes and
showing his teeth. James warmed, just a
little, annoyedly. Assuming that a man
didn’t know enough about this business to
do it with decent dignity, was it necessary
to grimace like that? Or was it meant for
a fighting face? If it was that, James could
beat it seventeen ways from the jack with-
out half trying, and make noises as well!

James suddenly bared his teeth and also
his gums; his eyes contracted to a little
pair of blazing points; he snarled! And
Gardez exclaimed, and Howard, plainly
startled, stepped back a pace amd thea
caught himself and stepped forward again
and lunged deftly at James Berry.

It was a wicked jab. For an instant it
frightened the very senses out of James.
He leaped aside and pounded at the in-
fernal blade, with all the strength of his
arm behind his own—and the rapier left
Howard’s hand and shot through the sun-
shine for a dozen yards, to land quivering,
point down, in the soft ground!

Gardez relieved himself of one mighty
shout. The chauffeur squealed. The senior
partner whirled upon the junior partner.

“Don’t kid yourself about that!” he
snapped. “ That was an accident! That
wasn’t skill!”

“I didn’t say it was, Howard,” James
replied. “ I beg your pardon. I—I didn’t
mean to dq it. Get the thing and let’s
get started.” :

“You hear?” Sefior Gardez shouted
triwmphantly at Sefior Huera, who scowled.
“ He will continue! This I have predicted!”
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The amazed-looking doctor was return-
ing with the rapier. He handed it to
Howard, and bowed to James.

“1If you pray to the saints, seior,” Gar-
dez was saying to his local friend, “ask
now their protection for your principal.”

He seemed pleased at the little mis-
chance. To James'’s tortured mind it was
about the most unfortunate thing that
could have happened, because if Howard
hadn’t been hotly infuriated before, he was
now! He grasped his weapon and peered
at James; it seemed that he would have
hurled it straight through James’s body
from where he stood. He darted forward
then and James threw up his blade, and

" just in time. And he was coming forward
again, from the other side, and again
James’s rapier whistled through the air.

And if that wasn’t great luck, what was
it? The steel had missed him by about
two inches that time, but—it had missed
him. What was the idea of this new stuff?
Howard was crouching now, his elbow high,
his shimmering blade pointing in a straight
line at James. He was squinting down its
length; it really looked as if he meant to
pull a trigger presently and shoot the thing.
He—he lunged!

And this was a vicious one! It caused
James to duck and throw up his own sword
with a wild swing, and it struck something
soft, and there was a roar of pain, and
Howard Dawson was jumping back with
blood—yes, real blood!—ugh!—trickling
from his bare arm. .

“ Gosh, old man!” James gasped. “I
never meant to—here! Wait! Hold on!

I think they’re trying to stop the fight!”

And, in fact, Gardez and Huera had
hastened forward and seemed about to
come between the combatants—and they
stepped back again swiftly, because the
blades were hammering and clattering and
clashing quite crazily!

“ Not that—kind of—a fight!” Howard
Dawson panted savagely. “I’ll rip you
up—now if I—swing for it!”

His sword swirled down again and missed
its mark. It was drawn back once more,
with a lightning twist and raised high, the
general idea being apparently to drive it
down through James’s skull and pin him to
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the earth. And perchance this would have:
come up pass, but that James, choking with
excitement, stumbled.

- It was more of a headlong plunge than
a stumble. His foot had caught on a little
hummock just as his blade pointed at
Howard; now, with a yell, James tried to
stay his forward progress, found it quite
impossible and yelled again.

Because now no power under the sun
could keep that beastly thing from driving
right into poor old Howard Dawson’s hav-
ing chest!

————

CHAPTER XIV.
HONOR IS SATIATED.

URTHER impressions hurtled down
upon James’s consciousness in that
dreadful moment. It flashed upon

him that the retrospective performances of
the drowning man have been greatly over-
advertised; to know real, high-speed retro-
spection it is necessary to stumble toward
one’s old friend and partner with the sword
which means his sure demise!

In the littlest twinkling of time James
saw Wallington, the factory, the office,
Betty Carson, her home—saw Howard, the
boy and the man—saw Dorothy, the girl
and the bride—whizzed out of the zone of
retrospection, and, shooting into the future,
saw Howard lying, still and gory, on the
grass before him—saw Dorothy, the widow
—saw himself being lead, heavily manacled,
to one of the black dungeons—saw—

Howard Dawson, with a hoarse shout,
flung up his free and uninjured arm.

Down James Berry’s blade, which
slowed suddenly, there came the most hor-
rible sensation, the most indescribably dis-
gusting thick shuddering—and in the self-
same second instinct prompted James to
hurl himself to one side, and at last he had
gained footing again and was coming to a
standstill, panting, sword still gripped.

“ As the cat plays with the mouse! As
the cat plays with the mouse!” Gardez
cried exultantly. '

His words, of which there were more,
died in Howard Dawson’s shrieck. Howard,
to the best of James’s foggy understanding,
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had thrown away. his own rapier; now he
was dancing around rather insanely, hug-
ging his left arm with his right hand and—
James turned weak. The—the—the blood
was trickling between the fingers of that
right hand!

Together, Huera and Gardez were shout-
ing excitedly. The doctor, having set his
case upon the ground, was opening it with
methodical haste. James turned still weak-
er. He had finished old Howard, without
ever having meant to hurt him; no man

. could bleed like that and live for more than
a few minutes! James’s heart ceased its
beating; and having ceased, resumed again
almost instantly, for Howard’s clutching
and dancing had stopped most abruptly.
His hands were down and working; he was
looking straight at James Berry; and of all
the dreadful expressions with which How-
ard had favored his milder partner in the
last hectic ten days, this one was far and
away the most terrible!

Why, the man was actually, literally out
of his mind! No man with one grain of
reason left in his cranium could ever look
like that! He was mouthing, bellowing,
snorting, all at once. He was gazing
around wildly—and now, apparently, he
had found what he sought. With a series
of maniac leaps, Howard Dawson was at
the roadside and the car; with one maniac
rip he had torn the cover bodily from the
running board tool box. The chauffeur,
chattering indignantly, essayed to follow,
thought better of it and merely stood and
watched. Gardez hurried to James’s side,
smiling brilliantly.

“ Seitor!” he cried. “ You are too merci-
full”

“ Huh!” James gasped, and dashed the
perspiration from his forehead. “ What?”

“ By far, sesior, by far! As he stood,
vanquished, you should have run him
through; so neatly! You have the hand of
the master, the—"

James, watching his old friend, was not
even listening. Fifty different tools How-
ard had sent whirling into the air; now he
had located the one he desired—and he
turned and leaped back toward them, and
in his hand was gripped a monkey wrench,
hardly less than eighteen inches in length!

—~

Gardez stared in utter perplexity; James
stared, but without even a suspicion of per-
plexity. James, in fact, understood so per-
fectly that he could almost feel that wrench
descending upon his head at that second!
Yes, and about five more seconds and the
‘“ almost ” part of it would be eliminated
and—James Berry, with one gasp, whisked
about and started for some other section
of Orinama! ) ,

The sainted grandfather’s rapier all but
tripped him; he threw it from him and
dashed onward. Huera seemed -about to
reach out and stay him; then Huera was
merely one of those in the general area to
the rear of James, and James was letting
out another notch of speed. There was
rather thick growth over this way; he went
through it like a projectile. Ah, and here
was an open space again, with the brook
at the far side! James thudded madly
across the open space, leaped the brook
and thudded onward, up a gentle slope,
and up and up.

Just where he meant to stop he did not
pause to think for some time, but pres-
ently, as breath threatened to fail alto-
gether on the grade, he slowed down for
one little second and glanced behind. The
landscape was pleasingly bare of Howard
Dawson and his wrench. James stopped
entirely.

Gasping, he smiled dizzily. Assuredly,
he had covered a considrable distance in a
short time. He was far above the dell now
and several hundred yards to the north;
gazing downward, the figures in the group
of which he had recently made one were
quite small—but Howard Dawson was
among them. That was really the main
consideration. Howard, so far as he could
see, was standing in very nice, docile fash-
ion while the doctor wound yards and
yards of bandage around his arms.

Phew! James seated himself upon a
rock and loosened his collar. That, indeed,
had been some duel! Was it over now or
was this the pause between rounds? Or, in
a case like this—what was Gardez doing?
Gardez seemed to be beckoning to him,
and—well, it was probably all right.
They’d jabbed something soothing into
Howard Dawson, and he could descend
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without courting disaster at the steel end
of that wrench. James rose and made his
way downhill again, not too swiftly.

What in the Sam Hill was the matter
with them now? The doctor, after one
glance at James, wiggled his nose oddly,
and went on packing his tools back- into
place. Howard Dawson favored him with
just one more awful glare, and did not
move. Huera sneered openly at him and
shrugged his shoulders. Even Gardez’s
plain annoyance was tinged with visible
contempt as he stepped toward James.

“'That, sefior, was—shall we say?—ill
considered!” he stated.

“ What?”

“T have said that you possessed the hand
of the master, seror,” his host remarked,
with a smile of bitter sarcasm. * I should
have added that you had as well the heart
of the timid—"

“ Well?” James said wonderingly.

“ Let the subject be considered as closed.
I apologize, of course, even for the
thought.” '

“ You're sore because I left when I did?
Is that it?”

“Tt is not the part of a gentleman to run
from battle, sesior,” Gardez informed him
icily.

“ Well, is it the part of a gentleman to
grab up a monkey-wrench, and try to brain
a man?” James demanded hotly. “TI’ll go
in for a duel, if I have to, and I'll go in for
a garage fight, if I have to. But I can’t
mix ’em!” _

Gardez’s lips curled contemptuously.

It would have been correct and quaint-
ly amusing, seiior, to have caught his arm
once more upon your blade, and then to
have laughed again in his face!”

“ Maybe so!” snapped James.  But—"

Gardez’s smile stayed him, and froze
whatever further sentiments he may have
been about to express. The smile persisted,
too, until it became quite clear that James
was all through talking. Then Gardez
bowed stiffly and turned back to the group,
and James followed sullenly.

¢ Honor,” his host stated formally, “ has
been satisfied, I think?”

Huera bowed even more formal assent.

“ It may be considered that my princi-
/
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pal is the victor,” Gardez pursued, “ since
he has deliberately spared the life of the
Sefior Dawson.” He addressed Howard,
whose arms, happily uncrippled, were main-
ly bandage. “ You, seiior, will of course
permit the Sefiora Dawson to divorce you?”

“ What?”

“ It would seem—"

“Say, you keep out of my family af-
fairs!” Howard Dawson snarled. “ Where
the hell’s my coat?”

An astounded glance flashed between
Huera and Gardez; the former shrugged
again.

“ This matter were indeed best consid-
ered closed and forgotten with all possible
speed!” Gardez murmured sourly. “It is
the custom, Sefior Berry, to shake the
hand of the opponent.”

“TIl be darned glad to do that little
thing,” James agreed heartily, and ad-
vanced upon his old friend.  Howard, I
—1I guess this was pretty much your own
seeking, but I never meant to carve you
up like that. On the level, I never did.
Do you feel all right or—or sick or any-
thing?"

This last Mr. Dawson ignored altogether
as he fixed a black stare on his old
associate.

“ I don’t shake hands with any one who
pulls all the rotten foul tricks known to
fencing,” he stated. “If I'd had a chance
to brush up on this stuff a little, yox’'d—
here, wait, Berry! Don’t go off. I want
to speak to you,” be pursued, lowering his
voice. “You've about busted up my
family. You’ve probably done a lot more
I don’t know about yet. But if you’d
played this thing fair, I was going to stick
you in the hospital for the present, and
settle the rest of it later on.”

«© Eh?’!

“ Because I've started out to found this
branch, and you or ten thousand like you
can’t stop me!” Mr. Dawson informed his
partner, from between set teeth. “ You—
you blithering idiot! Can’t you even raise
a hand without crabbing this thing worse
than you had it crabbed before? Can’t—"

“Hey! You've raved long enough!”
James interrupted. “ You haven’t known
what you were talking about for a day or
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more. I'm going to have the doctor dope
you good and proper, and then you—"

“T don’t know what I'm talking about?”
Howard hissed. “ Say, if you'd heard what
they were saying while you were running
off like a scared tabby-cat, you'd think T
knew what I was talking about. I was
going to play Huera for the best bet on
this branch business and if he fell down,
then fall back on Gardez. Now you've got
Gardez so plumb disgusted with your white-
feather stuff that he acts as if he meant to
throw us all out of the house. These are
queer, hot-blooded birds down this way,
Berry. We'll never do any business with
him now!”

(13 But__"

“ And I'm going to get you for that, too,

. Berry!” boiled out of the senior partner,
as he moved his arm and winced. “ You've
done all the wrecking you’re going to do
for me! 1 thought I had you dead to
rights this morning; but—I'll. get you,
Berry, and I'll found that branch if—”

“ Senors!” Gardez put in very sharply,
and the tinkle of ice in his voice was more
pronounced. “ The duelo has once been
fought with swords; it must be repeated
with less dangerous words? Yes? Pah!
Let us return to breakfast!”

He stalked away, quite consumed with
disgust. He motioned Huera into the car
before him and took his own seat. The
rest were left to follow.

There was nothing exhilarating about
this homeward ride through the hot morn-
ing sunshine. Once or twice Huera grunted
at Howard Dawson and Howard Dawson
grunted back. The doctor, silent, seemed
both puzzled and amused. Gardez sat with
folded arms and lips compressed, but every
few seconds his eyes opened wide and gave
a snap, and then were half closed again.
James Berry, who was very tired and dis-
tinctly limp, huddled down in a corner and
gazed at the landscape. Since the rest of
them did not care to converse with him, he
certainly did not care to converse with
them, either in an explanatory vein or with
.a torrent of self-justification. So far as
James was concerned, the whole crew of
them could go to—wherever it is that such
blamed i8ols properly belong.
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He was on the side nearest the house.
He stepped out alone when they finally
stopped and walked straight into the cool
foyer and on toward the patio. And so
walking, he came suddenly face to face
with Dorothy Dawson, who started back
and then screamed faintly and turned
ghastly pale.

“ Howard! Howard!”
“ Where is he?”

“ Well, Howard—" James began drear-
ily.

“ What have you done to him? Where
is he? He—he—said he was going to teach
you a lesson and—and he was coming back
alone? What have you done to Howard?”
the young woman demanded, in a series of
unreasonable gasps, while her eyes widened
and widened, and her cheeks grew even
paler. “He— Oh! Oh! He stopped—
on his way out—and he said he was
going to—to wipe the stain from his shield!
He said— Oh! I wouldn’t kiss him good-
by! I wouldn’t even let him kiss me good-by
or—Howard!” shrieked the lady, in con-
clusion, as at last she spied her slightly
damaged husband and sped toward him.

Well, they seemed to be reconciled again,
James reflected acidly. She was, anyway;
he didn’t seem to be bubbling over with
tender sentiments, but at least he was let-
ting her hug him and—oh, to the dickens
with them!

James turned on his heel and plodded
into the patio. The plain fact was that
he wanted a cup of good hot coffee and a
roll, and a chance to go up-stairs and lie
down for a while until he regained his
balance. Their infernal dining-room was
back this way, and—he stopped. That
path seemed to be blocked. Hands clasped
tightly, back almost toward him, Carmen
Huera was standing there tensely; and
James turned about and tiptoed softly—
and stopped again, because quick steps
were pursuing him; and now, as he turned
with a shudder, one .of Orinama’s most
brilliantly beautiful young women was
quivering before him and crying softly:

“ You return alone! Alone! He is dead?”

[{4 Huh?”

“ And without a mark!” the young
woman gasped ecstatically, and somehow

TA

she  choked!



STAY HOME.

bhad captured both his hands as she
breathed: “ Ah! A man—a man/”
Ice-water trickled down James’s spine.
Maybe it was meant for a compliment;
maybe it was just a statement of obvious

fact; but it sounded a lot more like a vic-’

torious battle-cry! He looked around fev-
erishly; he relaxed, because the rest of them
were coming now. Miss Huera slipped a
hand through his arm.

““ See! I could not resist; I must come,
when I knew. They will breakfast now;
afterward, you will tell me!” she said, after
a brief, disappointed stare at the still ani-
mate Howard. ‘“ And then—I have it!
In my car! We shall be alone, seior/
You shall see San Pa.lo and the wild coun-
try behind, an

“Yes, I've been lookmg over some of
that wild country this morning,” James
remarked. “I don’t know that I want—
hello, everybody!” he concluded.

Huera gave him a cold and appraising
glance and passed on. Gardez merely
ignored him. But Dorothy Dawson paused
for an instant and allowed her eyes to flame
at James.

“You coward!” she hissed.
has told me all about it!”

“ Hey? Well—well, perhaps you’d bet-
ter let me tell my side of the case as well,
then!” James Berry rejoined. “It’s just
possihle his memory may not—”

“1 don’t wish to hear your side of the
case—this case or any other case!” Mrs.
Dawson observed rather superbly, and
passed on with her bandaged husband.

Miss Huera’s hand pressed James’s arm
suddenly, as he stared after the bride of
his old friend.

“ Caro amigo, no!” she breathed, hotly
and imperiously, into his very ear. “ You
would stoop to answer this pale, silly wife

- of the weakling! But no! That is absurd!”

“ Maybe — maybe it is!” James mut-
tered. “I'm blest if I know!”

A little geniality all around would have
rendered this breakfast much more pleas-
ant. As a meal, it was well enough, and
James was hungry, but the general at-
mosphere left a great deal to be desired.
The young woman at his side was too
friendly; she had a way of touching James,

8A

“ Howard
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of looking at him, that chilled him more
thoroughly than it had last night. Ridic-
ulous, doubtless, but there was something
in the air about Carmen which suggested
that her plans were all complete now!

But the rest of them were not friendly
at all. Huera was paturally silent; Gardez,
naturally talkative, was even more silent.
Dorothy, who had plainly surrendered,
fluttered beside her husband, even feeding
him when raising his arms became difficult;
and Howard, who in his heart must know
the completeness of his wife’s innocence,
was unbending bit by bit. Only—when
any one of that four chanced to look at
James Berry, it was with an expression
which suggested that some one had brought
in and there abandoned a peculiarly
noisome reptile!

‘What in Hades was the matter with
’em? If they were still fussed up about
the duel, couldn’t they look at him and
then look at Howard, and tell at a glance
which one had come off second best? Or
was it according to etiquette here to treat
the victor as if he’d just stolen a herd of
sheep? Or—was it because James had ab-
sented himself at a moment when holding
his ground would have been sheerest
idiocy? Born utterly practical, even now
James could not wholly grasp that point,
but it seemed to be what was bothering
them, all the same.

Eventually the pall descended to some
extent upon Carmen Huera as well; her
murmurings grew softer and less frequent,
but not less ardent. From them James
gleaned that she meant to call for him at
noon with her car, to show how it was pos-
sible even at that hour to ride coolly to a
certain spot in the uplands where refresh-
ing breezes blew. He gave scant attention;
he desired no more at present than to escape
from that frozen circle. When he rose,
mumbling his excuses, Gardez favored him
with the shadow of a suggestion of a nod;
the rest of them, save Carmen, did not even
glance his way.

And now—praises be!—he was in his
own room and privileged to think it all out
if he chose. James stretched wearily on
the long wicker couch. Did he choose?
He did not—because thinking it ‘out was
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unnecessary. The long and the short of it
was simply that he once again dodged
serious trouble by taking to his heels. A
low groan escaped him. What on earth
should he have done, then, to be cor-
rect? Stood his ground and stuck an-
other hole in Howard Dawson? Slaugh-
tered the poor old maniac in cold blood?
Actually, even now that he knew how they
felt about it, it seemed to James that get-
ting out of Howard’s way just then was
about as fine and charitable an act as a
man in his shoes could have performed!

But the rest of ’em didn’t share that
view! Nope, that was a dead sure thing—
they didn’t. In common with the rest of
creation, they seemed to cherish the view
that a man, once in a fight, must abandon
reason and everything else, and finish the
fight, and—perhaps they were right!

James rolled over drearily and gazed out
of the window. Damn it! They were
right! This thing of using reason and dis-
cretion hadn’t been paying dividends to
James Berry, had it? At this minute he
should have been home in Wallington,
hustling the business along while Howard
squandered money on San Palo branches.
Instead of that, he was groaning in a billion
dollar house in South America, where he
didn’t wish to be, where they didn’t want
him, where—well, what then? Was he—
James yawned—was he a free, adult citizen
or some sort of stuffed dummy, to be put
here and kicked, and then set over there
and kicked again? James scowled and
yawned once more.

And Betty Carson entered the room
quite unexpectedly; and James rose with
languid grace and embraced her. Betty
did not explain how she came to be in San
Palo, and James did not ask; instead, he
drew her down to his side and for a long,
long time they breathed tender sentiment
at one another; and James understood that
her Uncle Henry had just fought a duel
with Gardez’s grandfather, and been killed,
which seemed to amuse James tremen-

dously. But before the duel Uncle Henry

had pinned a letter in the back of his shirt,
explaining that he withdrew all opposition
to James. That was odd, wasn't it? Betty
had the letter with her, and together they
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read it again and— James sat up sud-
denly and blinked.

- He—he had been asleep, of course. Yes,
that was it; and with the second waking
yawn he understood that his fevered brain
had cooled, too, which was much to be
thankful for. He looked at his watch, and
became fully awake. It lacked but twenty
minutes of noon! And at noon that exotic
female was coming to take him for a ride!

Only she wasn’t, if James saw her first!
No! And neither was anybody else, black,
white or yellow, in San Palo going to force
him to do anything else he didn’t want to
do—because James was about to start for
Wallington, in the U. S. A.! The decision,
apparently, had quite fixed itself during
his slumbers; never mind how it had hap-
pened, though: it was fixed now! It might,
too, involve that same old idea of running
away from trouble. That didn’t matter,
either. All James desired in the whole
world was to get back home to Betty
Carson!.

Nor would this be any spectacular, well-
planned escape, involving the hiring of
boats and that sort of thing. Nay, James
would start walking—and take a chance on
the rest of it. And it would work, too; he
knew it! He felt it in his very bones. The
means would present itself, once he was
under way!

He considered his grip. That would
have to stay behind; carrying that thing
would attract attention. He thought of the
marble stairs; they wouldn’t do, either.
There were back stairs, down which the
treacherous Pedro had led him once upon
a time. James glanced at his watch again.
In just ten more minutes now it would be
noon!

The corridor was empty. The little
stairs, which he located after a brief hunt,
were also empty. Somewhere behind him
a piano was playing; it sounded like Doro-
thy._ Just ahead of him a black gardener
was working, as James opened the door to
the free outer world; and the gardener
peered at him for in instant, then bent to
his work again.

And now, as James passed, he had
straightened up once more and raised a hand
—or had he? James seemed to have seen
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something like that out of the corner of
his eye, but as he turned the fellow was
squatting comfortably, quite absorbed in
the shrub before him. Oh, he was imagin-
ing things! He smiled and hurried on, out
to the little gate in the wall—to the street
at the side—up the street, and not a duel
or an ogre or an earthquake or anything
had appeared to stay his progress.

James Berry drew several great breaths.
For the'present he would stick to these
little back streets, which were deserted.
Later, he fancied, he’d dive into the busi-
ness part of town and look for a sturdy
hack of some sort. The city of Molara,
smaller and less important, was only
eighteen or twenty miles up the coast; once
there, the probability was strong that
qua.rantine regulations wouldn’t be quite sg
drastic. There was still nearly five hun-
dred dollars in James’s inner pocket.
Surely, with a little care, he could buy him-
self aboard some smaller north-bound ves-
sel? Well, there was a good hunch! * James
brightened further—and listened.

‘Behind bim came the monotonous
thump-thump of an abused motor, travel-
ing slowly.. It reached his side; a decrepit,
old-fashioned car slowed down; a stupid-
looking person regarded bim without inter-
est and muttered:

“You ride, sesor?”

“ Youre a—a taxi? Hack?”

The stupid one pointed apathetically to
the gaudy license-number on his sidelights

and sagged farther down behind his wheel, .

while the engine thumped on. James nod-
ded happily.

“ That thing go as far as Molara?” he
queried.

‘ Molara, sefior?” cried the driver, and
regarded him reproachfully. “1It is far in
the great heat. Yet—for the Americano,
twenty dollar, seior— Estados Unidos!”

“ You're on!” said James, and opened
the door.

. The old gears rattled and the thumping
quickened; the driver, making himself
comfortable for the ordeal, dropped until
his head touched the back of the seat. And
they were off! Yes, siree! They were
bumping straight north! Ten minutes
more and, if she didn’t fall to pieces, they’d
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be leaving the city. James settled down,
and sighed tremendously —and the car
thumped ahead, up a narrow street, along
a parrow street, into a wider one, upon
which there was only a house or two—and
slowed down.

. The driver, apparently, was trying to get
into first-speed again. James leaned for-
ward to watch him, grinning. And as he
leaned, without more than a whirr, a sec-
ond car, sped to their side and stopped
short, and James, turning suddenly, noted
that not less than three total strangers
seemed about to board his vehicle!

He rose quickly. An instant he spied
what certainly looked like a well-wrapped
length of lead pipe, just above his head!
And then ten thousand stars flashed into
James’s vision and he could feel his knees
giving way. He tried to shout—and found
something stuffed suddenly between his
jaws! He tried to struggle, and found that
he was being wrapped in something thick
and hot and heavy, head and all.

And now he was being lifted bodily!
Now he was being dropped upon a hard
floor! Now, even in his distinctly confused
state, James understood that he was mov-
ing swiftly, and that in a car which owned
no thump at all.

CHAPTER XV.
SOME VERY ROUGH STUFF.

URIOUSLY enough, for a little while
James wasted no energy at all upon
speculation. Purely primal instinct

_governed him: somehow or other he had -

to get air or die! He moved his dizzy
head, seeking to push off the tight swath-
ing; nobody objected. He moved it more
energetically, and a fold just before his nose
gave an inch or two, admitting a grateful
puff of air, not more than forty per cent
choking dust, and of a temperature hardly
over one hundred. Still no one had ob-
jected. So James writhed again, quite full
of the hope that he could throw off the
covering altogether—and just there some-
body kicked James sharply in the ribs and
snapped:
“ Hi, perro! Tranquilo!”
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James subsided. Plainly, he was in the
hands of persons who lacked a proper re-
spect for him—although, as a matter of
fact, this thing of being addressed as
“dog ” did not particularly rouse him just
then. No, the main thing was that he was
able to breathe now, and if he did much
more wriggling it was at the risk of being
entirely covered up again. James moved
his feet cautiously and grew more startled;
somewhere in the excitement those feet
had been tied together. He tried to move
his arms and failed; they too were trussed
together, and the job had been done by
an artist.

So therefore, being unable to move but
privileged to think as much as he pleased,
just what had happened?

For the life of him James could not
guess. There was a flitting suspicion, just
before consciousness became complete, that
Miss Huera, finding him missing, had fol-
lowed and kidnaped him and—no, no, no!
That was all rot, of course. She might be
an unusual girl, but she wasn’t as unusual
as all that.

Nevertheless, who else had done it and
why? That was really the puzzler: why?

Were they carrying him off to hold him
for ransom? It didn’t seem reasonable.
Down this way, so far as he had observed,
about two-thirds of the population were
millionaires already; if a few members of
the other third wanted to augment their
income in this fashion, they would select
a person of known wealth or, even more
likely, one of his-children. "Was it a plain,
ordinary hold-up, then? There was little
more cause for thinking that. The street
wherein James had so unexpectedly changed
cars had been entirely deserted; two min-
utes, at the very most, would have sufficed
to empty his pockets after that brutal rap!

Had he been mistaken for somebody
else? That seemed a good deal more prob-
able. By all accounts, they have some red-
hot little plots in places like Orinama—
vendetta plots, during the execution of
which the captors, carried away by en-
thusiasm, ship the - victim back to his
friends in small instalments—that sort of
thing!

James grew alert and interested, despite

e

the terrific heat, and the difficulty of
breathing. Really, he fancied that he had
found the answer. That thumping taxi
had been no accident, nor had its stop upon
the deserted street; the accidental factor
lay in his own identity. He was enjoying
a party carefully planned for somebody
else! Unless they happened to be the sort
of bloodthirsty criminals who slay from
mere peevishness, about the time they ex-
amined him more closely the loud laugh,
for once, was going to be on some one other
than James Berry. He tried to wriggle
closer to the airhole; he hoped that the
examination might come soon.

There was no indication of this, how-
ever. The swift and easy-riding car must
have covered ten or twelve miles of fine,
hard road by this time, all of it slightly up-
hill, which meant that they were making
in the general direction of the mountains
behind San Palo. James breathed a prayer
of thanks for that road; crushed down in
this huddle, he would have been shaken to
bits on a rough track! As it was—James
gasped aloud and tried in vain to brace
himself. His prayer had been premature!
They were off the smooth road now, and
still climbing at a pace hardly diminished;
but where ten seconds ago their progress
had involved merely a rolling and a hum-
ming, they were pitching and rocking, rat-
tling, roaring, tossing, bouncing! Springs
squeaked, a suddenly opened cutout took
up a machine-gun solo directly under
James’s right ear. Had the steering-gear
smashed, sending them off the road?
Apparently not, since the change:seemed
merely to amuse his hosts; up aloft
James heard gay, spasmodic laughter. Feet
kicked around, too, with entire disregard
of his personal comfort; one of them, set-
tling in the small of his back, found a sat-
isfactory brace for its owner and remained.

There followed a rather prolonged
period wherein, so far as James was
concerned, coherent thought became the
one absolutely impossible thing. Not that
James did not try to think; there was more
that neéded thinking out just now than at
any previous moment in his whole exist-
ence. But as each young thought sent out
its-first green sprout, the car seemed to be

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,



STAY HOME.

driven over a giant boulder, to land with
a staggering crash and roar on again, while
James gasped and choked and wondered
dazedly whether that last shock really had
left one complete bone in his skeleton. In
the end, he did the wisest thing by turning
quite limp, physically and mentally; and
so, for another long space, he merely
thumped about, rolled around, collided
with feet and solid parts of automobile
body, and struggled for breath and—

what was happening now? Ah, they had
: d!

“They ” were men of action, too.
Rough hands jerked up James Berry’s feet
and cut the cords, permitting him to kick
weakly. Hands utterly without respect for
his feelings gripped his legs and dragged
" him half-way out of the car—and stopped
dragging and held a lively conference over
him. Minute after minute Orinaman Span-
ish, far too rapid for his understanding, was
hurled across his swathed figure; then they
reached a decision, and somebody pulled off
the stifling robe and permitted James to
gaze at the sky.

. Without exception, it was the prettiest
sky he had ever seen. Blindingly blue,
radiating furnace heat, nevertheless he
could not recall any patch of sky— He
ceased his dazzled blinking at it suddenly,
for a man’s body was bending over him. -
Without apology, he jerked James’s head
from the floor and quite deftly twisted a
strip of cloth about it, raised it farther
and knotted the cloth at the back, gave a
final jerk, and left James sitting upright,
blindfolded! »

Somebody spoke near by in a sharp and
commanding tone. James, who was taking
in his tenth gulp of real air at the time,
gave no heed whatever. A rude hand
slipped under his armpit and jerked him to
his feet.

Once more the lingual tornado began to
blow. Now that they had him here, they
seemed in some doubt as to just what to do
with James, and—mo, they were not, either.
He had erred again. For reasons he would
never understand, they were about to hurl
him over a cliff; three or four of them were.
picking him up and hoisting him bodily into
the air. Either a cliff, or they were going
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to tear him to bits. The gentleman who
gripped his right ankle was pulling directly
away from the gentleman who gripped his
left ankle. '

“Hey! That's too much of a good
thing!” James shouted as the power of
speech reawakened. * Leggo. there or—"

He committed himself no further at the
time. With a thud that jarred his very
teeth, he had landed astride the only solid
cast-iron saddle ever manufactured.\ His
legs dropped swiftly, his heels met hard
ribs, and the animal beneath him stirred
irritably—and James relaxed. All things in
this world being relative, he was distinctly
relieved.

To judge from the volume of sound, doz-
ens of men were in the immediate neighbor-
hood. Swift, unintelligible pative jokes
were being interchanged apparently. Great
roars of laughter went up. Hoofs pattered
about; sulfuric Orinaman curses were di-
rected at the owners of the hoofs. Rank
cigaret smoke floated to James’s nostrils;
some one scratched a match on the sole of
his shoe, without even asking permission.
Several steps receded from him then; he
listened and, ever so slyly, tried the bonds
on his hands. A sudden rap on the knuckles
reminded him that he was, after all, not
alone.

Now, off in the direction the steps had
taken, the engine of the automobile started
again. Two doors slammed. Another gust
of laughter went up at a distance and was
echoed all around him.

‘“ Seet—steel!” advised some one to
whom James had never been introduced,
and his mount trudged forward suddenly.

Conversation rattled ahead of James and
behind him; some one rode at his side, too,
and relieved him of an occasional comment
in a rasping voice which suggested that he
was not at all the sort of person one would
care to know.

But at least James was able to think
again and—what, as before, was it all
about? He gave it up. He was traveling,
and not of his own volition: that was the
sum of his present information. Possibly
it wasn’t a case of mistaken identity, after
all. The individual who had blindfolded
him had not gone into any frenzy of amaze-
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ment at the sight of his red and doubtless
somewhat soiled countenance, that was cer-
tain.

Then possibly— James hunched down
farther and merely sighed. Faintly curious
as he might be about the whole matter,
what really absorbed him just then was the
screaming need of a more resilient perch
and a large cotton umbrela; this Orinaman
sunshine, wonderful as an illuminant, per-
mitted one to know precisely how one’s
back would feel if tucked cozily into a red-
hot frying-pan!

And now, as a conservative guess, the
caravan had been moving uphill for a good
bit more than an hour.

General talk had languished. Several ef-
forts of James’s own to establish communi-
cation with the unseen companion who rode
beside him had been rewarded with nothing
better than a brief bark, which might have
meant anything and certainly meant noth-
ing amiable. - Perchance they were on a
tour straight across the continent? Per-
chance, in the course of time, they would
scale the Andes and remove his bandage
and let him glimpse the Pacific? Per-
chance— Aha; there was the sound of
water!

They were pulling in, too. To the best
of James’s guessing, animals were fording a
stream; his own started forward again at
a jerk of the bridle. And a cool puff of
air came to James—and then a cooler one,
and his mount scrambled up something
nearly perpendicular, and they had removed
the sun from his suffering back.

Overhead, parrotlike chatterings, assort-
ed squealings which he could not identify,
came into being; the glorious air was no
warmer, no more moist, than the steam
from an ordinary teakettle. James breathed
deeply of it. They were on a forest trail—
yes, and a steep one.

James’s steed had changed the angle of
his interesting back until staying aboard
required some effort—and some one far
ahead shouted, and several of James’s es-
cort shouted back—and now they were
clattering downhill somewhat crazily.

They stopped finally, and, with a grunt,
the cloth was twitched from James Berry’s
eyes, and as he squinted painfully he noted

"

that a knife-blade was sawing at the bonds
on his wrists. Sight coming fully, he ob-
served that the person at his side was mo-
tioning him impatiently to descend from—
what was the thing, anyway? Ah, yes, from
the ugliest-looking, most underfed burro in
Orinama. James descended very stiffly.

Six men were in his immediate neighbor-
hood, his escort apparently. They were
decorative persons, too, running to high-
colored handkerchiefs for headgear and
mostly with’ well-worn shirts and trousers
far from dressy. They were all rather
young and, as a matter of fact, not so very
bad-looking. James had expected a rather
desperate-appearing company; this crowd
looked like a rather good-humored, adven-
turous collection of half-breeds, leaning to-
ward the original Orinama Indian. They
grinned at James; James found hxmself un-
able to grin back.

“ Now that we're here,” he forced out of
his dry throat, “ just what’s the idea of
it all?”

“ Ha, sefnor!” laughed the ?Oungest of
the company.  You are—gue es la pala-
bra?—guest! You are—"

The rasping person rasped directly at
him, in his native tongue. The youngest
member subsided abruptly; and the rasper,
laying a hand upon James, started him for-
ward afoot. And James was of some mind
to argue the matter out on the spot, but
that the prospect ahead, as they rounded
the giant rock in the path, held him quite
dumb for a moment.

Twenty feet below them, in the midst
of all the thick, dank green of the forest,
there was a natural clearing of two or
three acres. It was rocky at the far side
and near the rocks stood half a dozen
ragged tents, and at least one quite substan-
tial and very rough log hut; a makeshift
field-kitchen, contrived of an aged cast-
iron range and several dubious pots,
smoked lazily beyond the hut; down the
center of the picture a little brook spar-
kled. Eight or ten more of the same gen-
eral type of citizen wandered about the near
tents; they were gazifig this way now and
waving their hands—and James was in mo-
tion again and picking his way down the
slippery little slope.
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He was expected, too. Or else this thing
of picking up San Palo people and carting
them here was just an every-day matter.
At any rate, their appearance created no
excitement at all. Several of the bright
young men strolled forward and glanced
over James as he advanced and commented
among themselves; there was a little
amiable shouting between the expedition
and the resident population, and some gen-
tle laughter. James was halted before the

log hut.
His rasping acquaintance knocked re-

spectfully. Within, some one yawned nois- .

ily, and there was a soft scrape of feet,
and the door opened, and James Berry was
permitted .to gaze upon as picturesque a
person as he had so far met. Rather taller
than himself, not much over twenty-five,
with straight black hair, and straight, really
bandsome dark features, there was some-
thing about the gentleman which stamped
him at once as a personage. .

It may have been the brilliant sash, so
Jjauntily knotted about him; it may have
been that the knees of his trousers had not
yet frayed through, or the fact that his
shirt hinted at some sort of laundry expe-
rience within the memory of man, or it
may have been the long six-shooter which
.was thrust through the sash on the right
side by way of counterbalance to the knife
thrust through on the left. At any rate,
" he bore himself with the languid assurance
of a king—and he failed to impress James
Berry. Aye, even though he looked James
.over from head to foot, he failed to make
any impression at all!

“ El Sefior Berree?” he queried.

_ “'That’s me,” cried the guest of the en-
campment. “ You’re the boss of the gang,
are you? Well, you listen to me, because
I’'m going to give you what they call an ear-
ful back home, and—"

A dark, slim hand waved upward an-
noyedly. The fingers snapped in James’s
very face. The hand indicated the general
region toward the tents. The personage
yawned again and sauntered gracefully into
his hut. James’s escort jerked him about
and marched him away.

“ Hey! What—" James began.

“ Bastante!” remarked his escort shortly.
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“ Bastente be hanged! You—*#kablar any
English, you?”

“ No!” said his escort, and humed him
forward.

The particularly forsaken-lookmg. tent
at the end seemed to be their immediate
destination. James’s escort pitched him
roughly in its direction, then stretched com-
fortably, quite unawed by the fact that
James doubled his fists and panted. Sev-
eral of the company were near; the rasping
person, who seemed to have some authority
himself, snapped a word at them and in-
dicated James with his thumb.. Then he
loitered away.

Young Mr. Berry continued to pant for
some seconds, and then ceased panting;
that youngest member of the band, with the
twinkling eyes, was gazing warningly at
him. He advanced lazily.

“ Sefior, if—please!” he said uncertainly.
“ Muy mucha better you—quiet!”

(3 Huh?"

“You not—hurt, I thmk ” the other la-
bored on, frowning. ¢ ’VIa.ke fight—mucha
-——-mucha.——danger!”

“In a way, I get your meaning,” James
responded. “ But don’t fool yourself about
any one hurting me. I'm a’citizen of the
United States, and before we’re done with
this thing—"

“Seitor! Seitor! You do—not know?”

ped the other. “You—not know—
who is ke?”

“The party up in the log house? No.

‘Who is he?”

“Sefior, it is—Benito Acardo!” the
young man whispered. It is El Pavor!”

“ Huh?” cried James Berry.

“St, seiior! El Pavor—he is feared!
But if you—quiet—you stay so long, I

think.”

He retired then. James Berry, watch-
ing him rejoin his friends, sat down upon
the uncertain camp-stool in the doorway of
the tent.

There was no denying the fact; tempor-
arily, at any rate, he was the victim of
the same old chills! For reasons beyond
any guessing, he had been selected for at-
tention by El Pavor! Yep, the same old
El Pavor the wonien were talking about
last night—the son of a gun that shot up
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wayfarers—stuck knives into planters and
raided ‘their plantations. Um-yes! And
ke, James Berry, was the captive of that
individual!

Numbed, he gazed at the soft turf for
a long, long time.

How had this latest incredible thing
happened? Well—it had happened be-
cause he was trying to pussyfoot his way
out of Orinama and possible further trou-
ble with Howard and that black-eyed she-
devill If he hadn'’t been stealing off, no-
body would have had the opportunity of
stealing him away.

And something of the kind occurred
every blessed time he indulged his life-
long vice and tried to duck trouble!
Didn’t itz Of a certainty, it did. Why,
all his life he’d been pulling the same fool
stunt, over and over again—just stepping
aside for trouble and urging it to pass
quietly! All his life! Yes! Just shaking
and getting out of the way and devoutly
thanking his stars when nothing really
serious happened. And just what had this
policy gained him? Briefly, his love affair
virtually wrecked, his business threatened,
his oldest friendships broken, he was here
probably awaiting execution or something
at the hands of a cheap little hill bandit.

Something rattled in James’s throat; he

looked suddenly at his bare arms. It was
not as if he were weak or a cripple; he
fairly bulged muscle and—all right, then!
And it was doubtless at this instant that
James'’s brain-cells turned completely in-
side out. From this second onward James
Berry’s life was to run on a new plan!
If anybody had any superfluous trouble on
hand, or a few little extra, unused battles
that needed fighting, let him come to James
Berry—or if he couldn’t come, James
would go to him. And any man or wo-
man or gang of bandits or regular army
who felt inclined to hand anything unseem-
ly to James Berry— He bounced up from
his stool!
. The trio also nimbly gained their feet
and wasted several seconds in staring after
the well-knit figure that strode so lithely,
so swiftly toward the log hut.

At the moment, the gentleman who
gasped was engaged in harsh criticism of

.

the black, stout man who pottered about
the steaming pots. He spied the approach-
ing James and hurried toward him; and
just outside the hut he overtook James and
laid a powerful hand upon him.

This, essentially, ended his connection
with the incident. James, looking at him
just once, and that once to gage his dis-
tance, drew back his right fist and then
sent it forward rather swiftly; and its for-
ward movement slowed appreciably as it
met the other’s chin, and without one word
of protest the person stretched restfully
upon his back and closed his eyes to the
hot sky.

And though a normal James should
have paused and trembled and wondered
whether he had committed murder, this one
did not. This one whirled about to greet
the amazed and rather majestic figure of
El Pavor himself, looming in the doorway.
He opened his lips.

“Can that stuff!” James Berry said,
sinking into the depths of 'discourtesy.
“Listen! You’ve got one chance before I
start. I want to leave this place, quick,
with a guide and a horse. Do I go or
not? You know what I'm talking about;
you know enough English for that. Well?”

He who had struck a certain amount of
terror into the heart of the San Palo dis-
trict smiled faintly his supercilious amuse-
ment and raised a graceful hand to sum-
mon his followers. _

“For the last time, do I go?” James
wheezed.

The regal head shook an impatient nega«
tive.

“ All right, then! We’ll see who’s boss
here—and I'll start afterward,” young Mr.
Berry said griefly.

And although there were a number of
well - developed and ostensibly faithful
members of the band somewhere just be-
hind, James once more drew back his fist,
and this time, with mathematical precision,
he settled it between the eyes of Benito
Acardo!

Fallowing which there was a shriek and
a stagger and a crash, which latter was
caused by El Pavor’s sudden sitting down
upon the center of his home floor; and im-
mediately following that there was a swirl
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as the gentleman bounded, however grog-
gily, to his feet; and more than this, there
was a shadowy glitter as he snatched out
his long knife and made directly for James
Berry.

CHAPTER XVI.
REVENGE!

VEN to himself, even in that moment,
the pleasing thing about the new
James Berry was that the knife was

merely a matter of interest and a subject
for some calculation, rather than a cause
for alarm. That first punch had been a
bad misfire; it should have reduced little
old El Pavor to the same peaceful state
as his friend outside was enjoying. How-
ever—it hadn’t, and there were countless
punches where that one came from.

James stooped quite suddenly and
laughed gently. The apparent intention
of. that blade had been to remove his head
from its body; it had merely sliced out a
great section of the Orinaman atmosphere,
and its owner was recovering himself just
in time to prevent its further journey on
through the floor of his cozy little dwelling.
He really was quite a bad one, then, this
El Pavor—wasn’t he? Well, although he
did not yet grasp the fact, he was pitted
against another bad one, who had quite a
quantity of accumulated steam to devote to
this argument. James shot up suddenly
and caught the knife-arm just on its sec-
ond downward swoop and turned it out-
ward, and-gripped the wrist as in all his
days he had never gripped a wrist before.

And now a steely arm had whisked
around his neck—which was an error of
judgment on El Pavor’s part, because
James’s free forearm, crashing up under
the El Pavor chin, bent back the head so
viciously that only a quick release, a quick
backward step, saved the El Pavor spine
from cracking. Catlike in his speed, he
was reaching over for his knife with the
free hand; and that was irritating, because
they couldn’t well devote the afternoon to
a struggle for the possession of that one
blade. James Berry set his teeth and drove
his energetic fingers into the wrist until
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they all but met—and a scream escaped
the bandit chieftain and metal rattled nois-
ily on the floor.

So that part of it was settled, and all
that remained was the coup de grice, which
resided in one or the other of James’s fists.
The fraction of a second he spent in esti-
mating distance again. He wasn’t nearly
enough accustomed to this kind of thing;
he’d get better with a little practise, but
he never should have let the thug put
three yards between them, and— Mo-
mentarily the junior partner had forgotten
all about that long revolver, but it was
coming out now; yes, and if El Pavor
knew anything about shooting-irons—

Well, he didn’t! That was a mercy!
James had been able to hurtle across the
hut and knock the muzzle upward before
he pulled the trigger and made work for
the local roofer—and that with at least
one-fiftieth of a second to spare. But he
couldn’t afford any more of this slow-eyed
playing around; next time the thing might
go off while it was pointing in his direc-
tion.. James hurled himself bodily upon
the terror of San Palo, felt him gasp with
the shock of the meeting, snatched at the
long barrel—yes, and had it, and was twist-
ing!

Over there, the couch in the corner was
wide and low; the loud bump indicated
that James's aim had been accurate. Some-
body’d have to get down on his knees and
poke around a bit before that gun figured
further jn the battle. So, as he had thought
a moment back, all that remained was put-
ting El Pavor out of business and— What
on earth was he trying to do now? He
must have about fifty fingers, and all of
them were wound around James Berry’s
neck! He—well, two could play at that
game. James wrenched and twisted and
gasped—and rather unexpectedly came free
and reached for the active person’s own
throat—and missed it completely.

It was bad! It was rotten! How can
a man who has selected trouble as a career
ever expect to succeed with swch crude
work? A red surge came before the James
Berry vision. He had been irritated be-
fore; he was mad now. From his lips
came such a whoop as caused even El
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Pavor to pause for an infinitesimal instant.
And James was upon him in earnest!

He was maneuvering toward the door.
So much the better. There was more room
out there. James Berry’s right jab sent
him straight through the door and stagger-
ing out upon the turf—and there was a
suppressed yell from the visible gathering
compeny—and there James ceased his ob-
servations. His fists, his feet, had passed
beyond his own control. The fists had but
one mission, which was to reach El Pavor;
the feet also but one, which was to move
the fists to the best position with the least
delay. And—Lord! How many times had
he landed on the tough little cuss, any-
way? His knuckles were raw and tin-
gling, his breath was getting shorter, and
still' old El Pavor was wabbling around,
ahead there, waving his hands, gulping oc-
casionally, but on his feet and—bang/

Well, he wasn’t on his feet now! Nay,
El Pavor had curled up comfortably. His
mouth was open, his eyes closed, the rest
of him spread around limply. James stud-
ted him with the critical eye of an artist.
El Pavor had been quite handsome. He
was not handsome now. In fact, it would
be some weeks before El Pavor could even
walk through a crowd without having peo-
ple open their eyes and draw away. Fine!
Elegant! James thrust out his chin and
examined the company. - There was one
man, a large man, who was muttering omi-
nously and reaching for the knife in his
side pocket.

“You're next!” the new James Berry
announced, and leaped toward him.

Only—why, the fellow was running,
wasn’t he? Surely enough, he had stood
his ground for about two seconds, then
turned and galloped off wildly. And the
rest of them were clustering around James
Berry! Why? He backed off suddenly
and prepared for further action, and then
relaxed ever so little.

Frankly, they puzzled him. They were
a wild and care-free lot, but he had done
some wicked things to their chieftain, and
there was no plain reason for the sparkling
eyes and the not unfriendly chatterings
and the outbursts, every few seconds, of
crazy Orinaman gabbling. They were

stirring anew; the decent-seeming boy whe
knew about sixteen words of English was
hwrrying forward, quite transported with
Joy or excitement or something or other.

Oh—joy, was it? Maybe it was wor-
ship; it looked like that. By thunder, it
was that! The kid was on his knees be-
fore James Berry. Even more, he was
kissing the hem of James’s coat!

“Jefe!” he cried.

‘“ What?” said the new James.

“1t is law—our law!”

“ What is?”

“ Him—who conquer—chief!” the youth ,
pufied. “ We—follow him!”

“Is that right?” gasped James Bermry.

“ 1t is law, sesior!”

“ Well—say, what do ynu know about
that?” James roared, quite consumed with
mirth at the absurdity of the notion. “I'll
say it pays to stick up for your rightsl
I—ha, ha, ha! That’s a funny onel”

“It is—law. Jefe/ I—servant. You
consent—I instruct—"' the boy stammered
on.

“ What? Phew!” The conqueror low-
ered the damp handkerchief from his brow.
‘“ What do you mean? Teach me how to
run the outfit? Well, wait, kid; I gues
you don’t understand why I did all this.
I don’t want to take charge of the gang.
T've had a lot of ambitions, but I've never
wanted to be a bandit chief!”

The boy rose slowly, disappointment
sending down the corners of his mouth?

“ But—it is law, jefe! You do not—
you do not—"

“No, I do not—not by a long shot. 1
may be sore on the world, but I'm not
as crazy as all that. Listen, kid! All I
want is to get back—see? San Palo! Horse
or a jackass or something, and a eouple
of the boys to guide me to the town
Get it?”

The youth nodded sadly and spoke at
some length to his associates, while James
watched impatiently. There seemed to be
much disapproval of his eccentric course;
but at last the thing appeared to have been
settled. Two of the interesting band trot-
ted off. James stepped into the cabin and,
as a slight precautionary measure, re-
trieved both knife and pistol, and, chuck-
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ling, thrust them through his belt. He
emerged to find the rasper partially con-
scious, sitting and swaying in pensive gloom
over the form of his vanquished leader. He
sauntered to the boy, who stared reproach-
fully.

“ Do this thing pretty often, do you?”

James said. “ Hold up people and bring
’em in here, I mean?” :
“ Bring?” The boy's eyes opened.

“But no, sefior! Only—when paid —as
you.”

« Paid?"

« S‘, ;'efe ” )

‘¢ Somebody paid your boss, old El Pavor
over there, to bring me up here?”

“ But—s#, jefe!” the boy said wonder-
ingly. “ To—to capture the Sefior Berree
—mucho dinero—mucho money!”

“ Kid,” James said thickly, “ who paid
him this money? Do you know that?”

“ Who?” The boy’s forehead contract-
ed. “This—I not sure, jefe. I think— e
some time E! Pavor work—as this, for the
Seiior Huera, but—"

“ Huera?"”

“ Si, jefe. But—oh, I not know. Not
now Huera—I do not know. There is
much talk, jefe—among men. A—una
sesora? 1 think she is cause?” He smiled

hopefully. “ Unu bella sefiora, jefe? No
ser—"

“ Wait! You're getting off the track,”

said James. “I want to know wko paid

money—have—me—brought—here!”

The boy, nodding energetically, grew
downright distressed.

“ These—these name!” he cried. “I
hear—so many time, it has been . said.
Pero—ai, jefe! Yo lo tengo! Es nombre
—Dawson!” :

James Berry’s jaw set suddenly; in his
temples there was a strange pounding.
The boy, meeting his hot eye, seemed quite
disturbed.

“ Jefe—it may be—" he stammered.

“Hold on! I've got to get this thing
straight!” James snapped. “ A man named
Dawson paid the money to have me
brought here? Yes?”

“Si, jefe! Marido de la bella sesiora,
no es? You—it comes to me again! Itis
said you—you have love for this—”
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The new chief was paying no attention
at all. The new chief’s complexion, which
had been brick-red for some seconds, was
turning to a peculiarly savage pallor. So
this—this actually was Howard’s job! It
passed belief, and yet it need not do that,
in view of many of Howard’s other recent
acts. Maybe Huera had something to do
with it—maybe not. Likely enough, he
had; for it had been a case of love at first
sight between Huera and Howard, and if
Huera, rich or poor, wasn’t inherently a
bad egg James was preparea to devour him
at one gulp.

But what was the point of it all? What
was to have been the end of it all if James
had remained passive? Had they brought
him up here to put him out of the way
permanently—and why? However deeply
the motives might be shrouded in mystery,
the idea itself wasn’t so far-fetched. What-
ever had happened to him, Howard Daw-
son had been quite prepared to slay his
old friend in that ridiculous duel. Un-
questionably he would have put in the rest
of his life fighting off biting remorse—but
that did not at all alter the solid fact of
his mental state this morning.

The boy talked on, mainly in Spanish
now, gesticulating freely, eyes sparkling.
Berry stared blackly across the clearing.

The pair who had left were reappearing
now and leading a very decent little roan
horse with what looked like a comfortable
saddle. That, it was rather safe guessing,
was El Pavor’s animal, being brought out
for his own use. Yes, they were strapping
the pads on a couple of mules, too, and
glancing in his direction and—um!

It had been his intention, these last ten
minutes, to have himself taken back to the
San Palo neighborhood and there to renew
his interrupted journey toward Molara and
freedom and Betty Carson. This the old
James Berry would have done, giving up
fervent thanks at every mile of the back
track. The new James Berry stood and
rumbled ominously. There was an account
to be squared before he did more traveling.

“ Hey, you!” he barked to the boy at
his side. “ Cut out the song and listen.”

“y es la bella seiiora—" the boy con-
cluded as he ran down. “Si, jefe?”



124

“I've changed my mind!”

143 m?”

“ J—stay—here!” announced the new
James. “ For Heaven’s sake, try to under-
stand me without all that fool gaping, will
you? It's a darned sight easier that way
than for me to try to talk your damed
lingo; take my word for that. I—stay!”

“ With—us?”

€« Ysl ”»

“Jefel” cried the lad, and seized James
Berry’'s hand and kissed it humbly. * This
is great joy, jefé! You—stay! With you
—we make great fear—all Orinama! S§é/”

And he turned and shouted wild words
at his friends, and from various quarters
of the clearing little cheers arose.

“Don’t get excited about it; I'm not
going to make a business of it,” said James.
“ This is just one job, but I want that job
done right or there’ll be hell to pay in this
camp, kid! Get it straight: Dawson!”

“ Marido de la bella sekore, jefe? Sil”
the boy cried eagerly.

“Yes! Well, I—want him here! Get
it? Here! - Bring here! Pronto! . Muy
pronto, in fact! Herel”

He picked off the first bill from the roll
in his pocket. It chanced to be a fifty,
yet the new James Berry merely glanced
at it and tossed it in the general direction
of the boy. And the boy, with what ap-
proached a salaam, swooped and caught it
up and sped across the clearing. There,
for three minutes, he delivered instructions
to the pair with the mules; and they sum-
moned two more and conferred further.
And then, glancing across at James Berry,
who eyed them steadily, there was a con-
siderable stirring, which ended in four
mules being urged up the little trail and out
of sight.

Well—unless any one of ten thousand
things slipped, he would have Howard
Dawson with him in a matter of four or
five hours. And, somehow, he did not feel
that there was any great chance of things
slipping! This was an intelligent and well-
organized and imstructed little company,
evidently with shady connections in San
Palo. They worked well and swiftly; or
they had in the matter of getting him here,
at all events.

‘,‘

And was it all rather bizarre and—just
what did he mean to do with Howard
Dawson, once he had .been delivered?
Well, it might be bizarre enough, but no
more so than his own kidnaping. And as
to what he meant to do to Howard—well,
just what did he mean to do?

Hands behind his back, James pondered.
Get him here first and have a little heart-
to-heart talk with him; Howard was likely
to be in quite a chastened frame of mind
by the time his own hired machine had
finished work on himself! And then it
might be well to inject some such fear into
Howard as Howard, for example, had tried
recently to inject into his partner; and,
decidedly, keep Howard here under comn-
trel until James had managed his de-
parture. That was planning enough far
the preseat? How was El Pavor getting
on?

Thanks to much water, brought fram the

.brook by the rasping person, El Pavor had

revived, eh? He was sitting up now and
dazedly smoothing back his thick black
hair while he took another drink from the
proffered tin cup. His clouded eyes met
James Berry’s, and he staggered to his
feet.

James looked him over rather mare
insolently than he himself had been locked
over by El Pavor a little while ago.

“ How about it, old scout” he demand-
ed. “ Got enough?”

So far as one oould judge, El Pavor was
endeavoring to look disdaim at him.

“Oh, you haven’t, hey?” James cried
brightly, and spat upon his palms and
flexed his arms. ‘ Here’s where you get
some more, .then!” .

The monarch of the mountains tottered
back, three quick steps, and raised a hand,
the while he shook his head. .

“ How about you, then, pretty voice?”
the new leader inquired.

“Es nuestra ley—jefe!” the rasping
person stated grimly and bowed his head.

“Yep. So I understand from the kid,”
James responded cheerfully. “ Well, you
just keep your laws in mind and remember
that I'm boss here, and there isa’t likely
to be any more trouble. I've never held
down just this kind of job before, but I've
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been running a factory for some years, and
I don’t imagine there’s anything about this
chief business I can’t pick up within a day
or so. What’s the stout member got to
eat over there?”

He sauntered on, and the plump black
cook bowed before him. The menu, ap-
parently, included stew. And he was prob-
ably happier for not knowing what was in
it, but it was darned good stew, James
concluded, as he settled on the cook’s own
bench and ate quite informally.

Good bread he’d managed to make, too,
even if it was about the color of the cook
—and wherever they stole the butter, it
was better than the stuff Gardez was able
to buy down in the city. All in all, James
had eneountered many worse meals right
in Wallington; at its conclusion he barked
an order for cigarets, and they were offered
from five directions at once—rank brown
cigarets that were better than none at all.

And now—what did a bandit chief do
with his late afternoons? This one had
worn very nearly to its close. There were
no books to be made up, no goods to be
shipped; apparently the boys were not
committing any further crimes this after-
noon, so that chance of excitement was
lacking. Doubtless it would be a breach
of etiquette and discipline to call in a
couple of the more intelligent-looking and
try to deal a few hands of—whatever they
played. James yawned mightily. If all

afternoons were as quiet as this one, the

" bandit business must be a good deal of a
bore.

He looked around for El Pavor. The
retired terror was hunched down on the
door-step of his log hut, head almost be-
tween his knees, silent as a wooden man.
More than anything else he resembled a
well-beaten dog, and possibly he should
have aroused sympathy in the bosom of
his conqueror. He did not. It occurred
to James Berry that El Pavor really had
no further business in that doorway. That
was the chief’s house. He walked briskly
toward it and El Pavor, meeting his gaze
with his one open eye, rose hastily and
walked off. James seated himself on the
door-step and yawned again, while El
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Pavor settled on the turf at a distance and
once more dropped his head.

A full half-hour James rested his own
head upon the rude door-casing and sur-
veyed the pretty, peaceful scene and pon-
dered. Why had he ever let them take
him away from Betty’s side? Why hadn’t
he marched into her house that night and
cleared himself before Uncle Henry? Why
in the name of all that was wonderful had
he permitted himself to be led out of Wal-
lington, out of the country, like a pup on
the end of a string? To save his soul—
his new soul, that is—James could not tell.
He passed from blank wonder to anger,
and from anger to rage. He looked around;
the boy was standing before him.

“Jefe!” he cried. “ No—so impatient!
They come!”
“Huh?” said his chief amazedly.

“What are you talking about? They
haven't had time to get down there, much
less catch him and bring him back.”

“ You—listen!” said the lad, and point-
ed toward the trail.

James, listening, opened his eyes. There
was some loud talking going on at a dis-
tance, anyway—yes, and there was the
sound of hoofs, too! He rose and strolled
over the clearing, across the brook, to the
mouth of the trail. If they’d acquired the
senior partner in that little time, they were
wonders; but it certainly sounded as if that
was what they had done!

James paused some fifty feet from the
spot where Howard Dawson must first ap-
pear and smiled strangely. Five minutes
hence the senior partner would have been
welcomed with phrases such— James
stared hard.
~ There was only one animal emerging,
and that one a very fine little pony. And
the rider, in breeches and shiny leggings,
was a woman! James Berry gulped,
there was still at least one thing on earth
that could scare him, if only for a second
or two, and that one was slipping from
her steed and—and running toward him
now; and he was looking into two blazing
black eyes and hearing:

¢ Jimmee! I have come to you!”

The speaker was Miss Carmen Hueral

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.)



daily at meal times were not just
to his liking, and he was becoming
thoroughly disgusted with them.

Jimmie was close to his twenty-first mile-
post in years, and he was of esthetic tem-
perament—so he considered himself, at any
rate. He was also of a very romantic na-
ture and a firm believer in love at first
sight. He was no less firm in his convic-
tion that he would know instantly the girl
that fate had set aside for him, which let
him in for a good deal of light-hearted
banter.

There was Dillingworth Peckworth—
nicknamed Dill Pickles by the blond
Fanny, who sat next to that young man—
a particular thom in Jimmie’s flesh. Dill
persisted in calling Jimmie “ Our romantic
James,” and delighted in tormenting him
to the verge of committing manslaughter.
Fanny would openly egg on the assaults
of Dill. She especially annoyed Jimmie by
being slangy. She was pat with such ex-
pressions as * Y'betcha,” “T gotcha,” and,
in displeasure, “ Y’u poor fish!” and when
her teeth were not otherwise occupied,
chewed gum, which she frequently brought
to dinner and stuck under the table edge.
" There was one other at the table, who
completed the little circle of boarders—Til-
lie Brown. Tillie, like Jimmie, had not
been in New York very long. Jimmie liked

THE people that Jimmie had to face

Tillie fairly well—but she was not the girl.
She had brown hair, and eyes rather wide
apart, that were gray, soft and pleadipg
and a little wistful, as though she were
asking you to be friends with her, as she
was already friendly to you and everybody
and everything; just the girl who would
pick up your sorrows or burdens and swing
them on to her own slim little shoulders
and carry them for you without a murmur,
and be glad to do it. But her nose in
its upward gaze formed too much of an
obtuse angle with her lip, and her mouth
was a little too large, and she had freckles.

It was a pity, Jimmie thought, that such
a nice girl as Tillie really was, should be
so plain and should have such an ordinary
name. Anyway, everybody liked Tillie.
Even the landlady’s cross little poodle that
snarled and snapped at every one who
touched it would never think of snarling
or snapping at Tillie. No. If any one
teased the little beast it immediately ran
yelping to Tillie for protection, and from
the safe refuge of her arms showed its
vicious little white teeth in defiance.

To-day Dill Pickles was hot on the trail
of Jimmie’s goat. * Well,” was his opening,
“how fares the romantic James? Hast
met the fair damsel yet?”

Jimmie ignored the challenge.

Fanny tittered. “ Oh, do, Mr. Blake,
tell us all about your be-autiful idear. How
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y'u gonna know her an’ all that. I betcha
she’ll be some looker.”

“ Bunk,” snorted Dill. “ Whoever heard
of a man’s recognizing the one he’s going
to marry right off the reel that way.
Jimmie’s a nut.”

“ Oh, am I?” bridled Jimmie, rising to
the bait. “ Well, it’s been done before.
I'm not the first one with that idea, as you
call it. You’re just too dense to under-
stand, that’s all.”

“ Then please enlighten me,” begged Dill
in mock despair. ‘ We're all just bugs to
know more. Aren’t we, Miss Tillie? What
do you think of it, anyway?”

Tillie, on being suddenly addressed,
blushed till she covered her freckles, and
looked down at her plate. “1I think,” she
answered timidly, ¢ that it’s a very pretty
idea.” -

Encouraged by Tillie’s coming to his de-
fense, Jimmie proceeded to expound. “It
isn’t my idea, as you call it. The belief is
old, that there are two particular people
born for each other; they may be thous-
ands of miles apart at birth, but they must
come together. And if this is so, why
shouldn’t at least one of them know when
they meet? If they are designed for each
other, their souls must be in perfect har-
mony; then why not recognize each other
by a glance, a smile—"

“All right, all right,” cut in Dill;
“ suppose you should pass her on Fifth
Avenue, or any other place, gonna walk
right up to her and tell her all about it?”

Fanny snickered wickedly.

“ A way would open for the two to meet,
of course,” retorted Jimmie. “ For my
part, if I should ever pass tke girl on the
street, I'd make a way. There could cer-
tainly be nothing wrong in my keeping her
in sight until—"

“ Yeah,” jeered Dill. “ Follow her, eh?
And if she was one kind, she’d call a cop
and have you pinched for being fresh, if
she was wise to what you were doing; and
if she was another kind, she’d probably tip
you a wink, and when you got home you
wouldn’t have any more watch or coin.”

And so it went through dinner. After
the meal, the two pests went out to a
movie, and Jimmie strolled in another di-

rection, leaving the plain little Tillie to shift

for herself during the long evening.
Jimmie was fond of his notion. He loved
to think that somewhere in the world was
this one girl. She might be within a few
squares of him now, while he was thinking
of her and wondering what she was like.
She might be in China, anywhere, on the

‘seas; but wherever she was, inevitably the

two must meet, and he, on his part, would
know her instantly. It could not be other-
wise, for it was fate.

On one of his half holidays Jimmie at-
tended a matinée, and on coming out of
the theater he saw the girl. She was with-
in a few feet of him, but separated from
him by a barrier of humanity. Her hair
was of reddish gold, her eyes of deep blue,
veiled by long lashes, which were instantly
lowered at the intent earnestness of his
gaze. He fought his way through to the
edge of the throng and hurried to the
street exit, thinking to reach it before her.
Outside, he eagerly scanned the faces as
they went past him, but she was nowhere
in sight. Jimmie groaned.

When he went to sleep that night the
vision of reddish gold hair and deep blue
eyes was before him. And what eyes they
were! What depths of feeling would they
be capable of revealing! He had seen her
at last, and he would find her—of that
he felt certain.

He was very careful of his toilet after
that glimpse of the girl, and began to
haunt Broadway after the day’s work was
over, searching every face for a sight of
the deep blue eyes and the reddish gold
hair. He was often late for dinner, began
to lose his appetite and missed several
meals. Don’t laugh at Jimmie. There are
thousands of him in the world, and always
will be as long as youth is youth, and
love is love.

II.

ONE evening he suddenly felt sick and
strangely tired. He was elbowing his way
through the crowds and seeing faces, faces,
everywhere, and not a familiar one. The
great, throbbing monster of a city usually
takes a bite at the stranger, soon or late.
Unaware of it, Jimmie was homesick.
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He went to his little room and threw
himself across the bed, declining the call
for dinner on the plea of not feeling well.
He lay there for some time, longing for
something, he knew not what, besides the
girl of the deep blue eyes. In some vague
way the thought of the girl’s eyes and hair
reminded him of morning glories and sun-
rise back home.

There came a tap-tap, tap, and, too mis-
erable to get up, he called, ¢ Come in.”

The door was pushed open hesitantly,
slowly; a brown head appeared, followed
by the plain little face of Tillie. She was
carrying a tray of toast and tea.

“I—I made this myself,” she said
softly. I really was afraid you were sick.
It would be awful to get sick here with no
mother or sister to do things for you—"

“ Thank you,” he said almost crossly.
“I dont care for anything.” Why
couldn’t these people let him alone?

“ See,” she went on, “ I'm going to leave
it here on this table. You'll feel lots bet-
ter if you take a little of it.”

She set the tray down and then went
quietly out, glancing back once with those
wistful gray eyes, which seemed to say as
plain as plain, “ I'm so sorry for you. Do
try to eat a little bit—please,” and was
gone before Jimmie’s muttered thanks
could reach her.

He got up with a shamed feeling and
choked down some of the stuff. The few
thoughts that he gave the kindly little girl
of the gray eyes were soon pushed back
by the eyes of blue.

After Tillie’s visit with the tray, Jimmie
appeared at the table regularly and tried
to stomach the gibes of Dill and the giggles
of Fanny.

Then one hot, sticky afternoon he drop-
ped into an ice-cream parlor for something
cool. He had barely seated himself when
she entered. Tall and slim, she carried
herself with that sinuous motion so often
described as feline. As she sat he studied
her features eagerly.

The brows over her deep blue eyes were
delicately arched; her nose was straight,
with finely-cut nostrils; her lips were thin
and of the Cupid-bow type; her face, oval.
Her hands—Jimmie sighed deeply—ah,

A

what masterpieces of that master crafts-
man, Nature! Slender, with long tapering
fingers, they were the hands of the artist.
How enchanting it would be to see those
hands wandering over the keys of the
piano. No, not the piano; the violin, that
king of instruments in expressing the human
emotions. :

Jimmie feasted his eyes and forgot his
palate.

The girl was through with her ice,
and was leaving before Jimmie came to
himself. He must not let her escape this
time without at least hearing her voice.

He followed her at a little distance, ad-
miring the ease with which she threaded
her way through the throngs. She turned
into Forty-Second, Jimmie faithfully keep-
ing near enough not to lose her. At Fifth
Avenue they were halted by the traffic.
At last! He worked his way near her.
Something must happen to give him the
privilege of hearing her voice.

There came a slight movement in the
crowd, and Jimmie was jostled against her.
Just for a breath her head rested against
his shoulder; he caught the perfume of her
hair, a thrill running through him, tin-
gling to his finger ends.

She raised her head; the glorious blue
eyes looked straight into his; the thin,
curving lips parted, revealing white rows of
even, pearly—

“ Say, y'u big boob! Whatcha tryin’ t’
do? Cantcha stan’ on y’u own feet an’
keep offa a loidy’s?”
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III.

THAT evening Jiminie’s place at the
table was again vacant. Nostalgia and the
blue imps had him in their grip once more.
He was positive that if he went to dinner
he would be satisfied with nothing short of
murdering Dill Pickles, so he wandered
around until past meal time, then started
for his room.

In the hall ‘he met Tillie. Somehow,
Tillie appeared to be different—she was not
plain at all. He was looking at the real
Tillie now and not the shell that contained
her. Then something hit him—hit him
bard. It had been lying around in wait
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for him for quite a time, only he did not
know it. That’s one of little Dan’s tricks,
to sneak around and then suddenly spring
on his victim.

Before Jimmie was aware of what he was
doing he had seized both of Tillie’s hands.
She looked up at him wonderingly, her
gray eyes wide.

“ Tillie,” he stammered softly, “ I—I've
seen the girl I want more than anything in
the world—" \

C
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“ O-oh;” said Tillie.

“It was weeks ago, but I didn’t have
sense enough to know it. I reckon she’ll
turn me down for being such a fool. She
ought to—"

“ You haven’t asked her?”

“N-0. Will—will you— Oh, ha.ng i
all, Tillie, will you go to a show with me
to-night?”

Tillie blushed to the tip of her upturned
nose as she said she would.

Aathor of “The Man Whe Cenvicted Himsell.”

CHAPTER XXI.

ETHEL TAKES A VACATION.

“ ALL I've got to say is that you seem
A to have a darned intricate code

of ethics!” grumbled Cliff. He
was scated before the desk in his study,
idly scrawling detached letters and odd
curves and slanted lines in imitation of
the handwriting in the will which Phineas
Sneed had himself drawn. * You know
you got the dope about the Gull’s death
from Red Jim or his daughter. If they
had nothing to do with the anonymous let-
ters or the murder itself I can’t see any
breach of faith jn your questioning them
about the Gull’s other friends and asso-
ciates. You are sure they are out of it,

but you're equally certain that the letters
at least were partly the work of some one
who meant to avenge his memory. You
were keen enough to find Red Jim and
the girl in the first place—"

“What if I was?” demanded Phil be-
ligerently as he paused in his impatient
stride about the narrow confines of the
room. “I didn’t say I found Red Jim
or got any dope from him, either, but even
if I knew where he was do you think I
would go to him and worm my way into
his confidence to try to find out if maybe
one of his own pals croaked old Sneed for
railroading the Gull to his death? Not
me! I'm not that much curious about how
it happened to try to make a pal turn
snitcher!”

This stery began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for October 29.
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“ We're not turning him over to the au-
thorities, you know, whoever he is!” Cliff
retorted. ‘““ What Rex said about self-de-
fense is on the level and we’d all have to
testify to the evidence that a duel had
taken place. You're running this show
and I should think you would take a sort
of pride in carrying it on to the finish.”

“I'm going to find out who croaked
Sneed, all right, if I can do it without dirty
work, but if I can’t I'm willing to quit!”
Phil’s eyes were ominously bright and he
was about to amplify his remarks when the
panel behind him opened and George ap-
peared.

“ What are you two arguing about?” he
asked, dropping his damp hat unceremoni-
ously on Cliff’s scattered papers and de-
positing his lanky frame in the nearest
chair. “Lord, but I have had a day of
it!”

“ Did you get away with the formalities
safely? Was the death certificate accepted
without question?” demanded Cliff anx-
iously.

‘“ Absolutely. To-morrow I shall remove
my poor uncle’s remains from the under-
_ taker’s to their last resting-place. I don’t
mind telling you, though, my brethren, that
I had some squeamish moments!” George
passed a capacious handkerchief over his
face and emerged from it to ask suddenly:
¢ But what is on the mind of our honorary
member? I see she is at her desk again in
the outer office, but she looks as though
she had been caught in somebody’s jam
closet and the stolen sweets had not agreed
with her.”

“You remember the despatch-box we
took from Sneed’s safe last night?” Cliff
spoke in a cautious undertone. * She is
the only one of us who was alone with it
for a minute, and immediately afterward we
discovered that its lock had been picked
and the contents taken. Added to that she
lied about the injury to her hands and a
few other little details of her stay at the
Burlingame. She doesn’t know yet that
we are on about the despatch-box, but Rex
is going to have it out with her, and if she
refuses to come clean and tell us why
she has tried to double-cross us the Shad-
owers will be looking about for another

-

secretary. She’s a nice kid, and I warned
Rex that she was too young and impres-
sionable to take into our confidence, but
he wouldn’t listen.”

“Too bad!” George shook his head.
‘“ She might have made mistakes, but I
would have banked on her loyalty! Where
is Rex, anyway?”

“ He’s been out since morning on some
trail he picked up yesterday that he thinks
may lead to Raeburn, and Henry and Luce
are back at the hotel in their former roles
to see if they can get any clue to Sneed’s
daughter. Phil has still got the Gull’s
prison number on the brain and I am prac-
tising our late client’s handwriting.” Cliff
moved the rain-spattered hat ostentatious-
ly as he spoke. “ Ridgeway has been liter-
ally hanging on the telephone all day to
learn if he is safely out of the woods, and
I might conclude that altogether a pleasant
time has been had by all!”

“ Somehow, I can’t believe that Ethel
has turned crooked!” Phil ignored Cliff’s
flippancy. ‘ Whatever she thinks of the
rest of us, Rex is a sort of god in her eyes
and she wouldn’t sell him out for all the
money in the world!” !

“I don’t say that she would sell any
of us out, but she’s an obstinate little—"
Cliff broke off to add in a hasty whisper:
“ There's some one in Rex’s consulting-
room. Do you suppose Luce or Henry—"

He had no time to complete the query
for a light tap sounded on the panel, and
the next moment it was pushed aside to re-
veal Rex himself.

“T hoped vou had returned, George!”
There was a note of repressed excitement
in his tones. “ Come in, all three of you.
1 want to present to you our new client!”

Phil and George crowded unceremonious-
ly through the narrow space, and Cliff fol-
lowed in a more dignified manner, but at
sight of the figure standing by the table the
trio halted in common amazement.

“ Raeburn!” Phil exclaimed when he
could find his voice.

“Did you say ‘client’?” Cliff turned
with slightly raised eyebrows to Rex, but
George smiled broadly.

“So you have decided to take the ad-
vice of the great Zadkiel?”
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.

“T have been persuaded.” Their erst-
while neighbor from across the corridor
bowed gravely. ‘ Gentlemen, I am in your
hands. Had I consulted you when I first
learned that your organization existed, much
that has happened in the last few days
might have been averted, but I have lived
through an experience which taught me to
trust no one.” |

“T gathered that from your admissions
to Zadkiel—” George began, but Phil in-
terrupted him.

“Did you ever hear of a fellow called
the ¢ Gull 27

“ Do you know where Mr. Sneed’s daugh-
ter is?” Cliff supplemented.

“ One at a tfme!” Rex warned. “ I have
convinced Mr. Raeburn that our interests
are identical with his and have brought
him here that you may hear his story from
his own lips. It will save time, however,
if I tell you that he knew nothing of Mr.
Sneed’s death nor the manner of it until
I told him, and he is as ignorant as we are
of the whereabouts of Eva Sneed. Need-
lgss to say, he was unaware that her father
kept her sequestered in his own apart-
ments.”

“ And she is as sane as you or I!” Rae-
burn’s enforced self-control was for the mo-
ment lost and his voice broke in a harsh
cry. “Unless that beast has driven her
crazy by his cruelty during the last five
years, her brain is as normal as that of
any woman alive! How she managed to
escape just at this time I cannot imagine,
nor do I dare to think what may have be-
come of her; penniless, weak from long con-
finement and utterly friendless in a strange
city! It was hideous enough, God knows,
to think of her as penned up in some sani-
tarium, but now—"

“ You must try not to t.hmk of that, Mr.
Raeburn, or you will not be able to help
her,” George interposed. “ Sit down and
collect yourself so that you may tell us as
clearly and concisely as possible just what
you know of the events of the past fort-
night. Remember that while we were work-
ing at cross purposes there was small chance
of either you or our organization being suc-
cessful in our search for Miss Sneed, but
cooperating we cannot faill”

v
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He had unconsciously called into play
all the power of mental suggestion which
in the past had rendered his séances so pop-
ular, fraudulent though their aim then had
been, and his resonant voice rang with a
sure conviction. Raeburn’s haggard face
lightened as he seated himself.

“I'm afraid I can tell you little of the
past two weeks that you do not know al-
ready, and nothing which has any bearing
on Miss Sneed’s escape. I dictated the
anonymous letters; I confess that freely,
and a friend of mine wrote them. This
friend is located temporarily at the Bur-
lingame, as you have surmised, but further
than that I shall give you no information
concerning him until I have seen and talked
with him. He has acted throughout solely
in my interests, with a loyalty which, two
years ago, I would not have believed a
human being capable of!” He paused and
then added hesitatingly: “ You have heard
Sneed’s story; perhaps it would be as well
for you to hear mine.”

“ We know much of it now, for we were
able to read between the lines while we were
listening to Sneed, even before we knew that
you were on the level,” George remarked.
“T believe you met Miss Sneed at a house
party in England while she was visiting a
school friend during vacati

“Yes.” Raeburn flushed. “A man
doesn’t find it easy to bear his innermost
thoughts and emotions to others, but I
loved Eva Sneed almost at first sight, I
think, and she cared for me. I know that,
and nothing, not even these years of sepa-
ration and mental anguish could have
changed her! That faith is all that has
kept me from going mad myself! I had
met her father previously here in New
York through a financial deal, and al-
though I liked neither his business methods
nor his personality I did not dream what
a treacherous, despicable creature he was
at heart, nor the depths of depravity of
which he was capable! I wrote to him,
asking permission to marry his daughter.
I was in a financial position to take care
of her in comfort and even some luxury,
with big promises ahead. Sneed replied
in a non-committal but cordially pleasant
manner, and followed by the next steamer.
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“ For a month or two he temporized;
Eva was too young, a mere schoolgirl, and
my future was not yet firmly enough estab-
lished for me to assume responsibilities;
we could both afford to wait for a while
and be sure of our own minds. It sounded
reasonable, and he interposed no objection
to our seeing as much of each other as we
wished, but instead threw his home open
to me and made me a favored guest. Gad,
what a credulous, trusting fool I was!”

Raeburn paused and struck his palm
with his clenched fist. He then continued:

“ My liking for the man did not increase,
but the thought never once occurred to me
that he could be secretly working against
me, bringing all his wealth and influence to
bear on ruining me! Even when my pros-
pects mysteriously failed and my small
capital was swept away I did not suspect
that he was at the bottom of it! His sym-
pathy was so ready, his suggestions for the
future so soundly based!

“ A proposition was made to me to look
into some mines in the Balkans, and when I
returned to England I found that Eva had
been taken ill with some sort of fever and
removed to a nursing home. I was not
permitted to see her, but the reports which
her father transmitted to me were reassur-
ing at first, apd it was only when my im-
portunities became too pressing that he told
me her reason was affected and that she
might never regain her sanity. I was com-
pelled to believe his statement of her con-
dition, for he backed it up with written
diagnoses by physicians of high repute—
forged, I am convinced, but how he ob-
tained them I do not know.

“ What I did not believe, however, was
that her mind was permanently affected.
1 was certain that time would bring about
a cure and that when she came to herself
she would be my own girl again, with her
love for me unchanged!” His voice broke
and for a moment he covered his eyes with
his hand. His hearers said no word, but
waited until he had regained control of
himself and could continue. :

“ That moment would have been well
worth waiting a lifetime for, gentlemen, but
meanwhile my affairs were ebbing lower and
lower. Everything I touched seemed
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doomed to disaster, and still I laid it to a
mere run of hard luck. The reports of
Eva’s condition grew more and more de-
pressing, and although I did not lose faith
I felt that England was stifing me and
as long as I could do nothing for her nor
even see her I would be better out of the
country for a time.

“Then came the South African proposi-
tion. It was so rosy, so alluring, that I
should have suspected the truth there and
then, but the offer came through a firm
of unquestionable standing, and there had
been no whisper of any connection between
it and interests controlled by Sneed. I
jumped at the chance and went to a living
hell!”

Again he paused, but this time there was
no sign of weakness. His firm jaw set and
his eyes flashed as the past rose before his
mental vision, and still his listeners re-
frained from interrupting his train of
thought. After a minute or two he went on
more composedly:

“ The expedition was more in the nature
of exploration than development and toock
me into the very depths of the most fever-
infested district known to civilization. I
was taken with it, of course, as every white
man is, and why I did not succumb, as the
majority do, I don’t know, except that it
may have been because of my determina-
tion to live, to make good and return to
the woman I loved. I had three ywars and
a half of it, three years and a half of such
torment as I could wish no other man must
endure, and then an accident necessitated
my going to Cape Town for a consignment
of machinery and supplies. There I ran
into a miserable wreck of a man who had
been in the London office, but who had
been turned adrift and going to the devil
fast. From him I learned of the whole
vile scheme which Sneed had set in mo-
tion against me and guessed the meotive
for it and the truth about Eva!

“But I was helpless! My body was
wasted and racked with fever and I was
penniless and without influence. My
strength failed and a fresh attack laid me
low for months. I made my way back to
England at last, and so few people even
recognized me that I was able to make in-
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quiries about Sneed and his daughter with-
out arousing undue suspicion. He had
taken her back to America with him; that
was all I was able to learn for a long time,
and then another victim of Sneed’s duplicity
crossed my path. He was a physician,
once reputable, but now a hopeless drunk-
ard, and from him I dragged the truth that
Eva had never been insane, but he had
been bribed with the unfulfilled promise
of a sanitarium of his own, to make the way
smooth for her to be adjudged incompetent!
In an unguarded moment Sneed had told
him that if ever a certain undesirable lover
of his daughter reappeared on the scene
to claim her openly he would crush him
again, as he had once before, and place her
in an asylum from which she could never
be taken!

“ You see now, gentlemen, how my hands
were tied, and why I could not openly go
to the authorities and demand her release.
I could not prove her sanity; I was still a
mere penniless adventurer, while he was a
man who had been prominent in the finan-
cial life of the country for a generation. I
returned to America, but did not reveal
myself to him, for an erroneous report of
my death had gone out from Africa, and
I preferred to have him believe it until I
could strike.

“ Then luck came my way at last; this
Waestern proposition loomed on the horizon,
and I got in on the ground floor. In a
few months I was rich, even for these times
of colossal fortunes, and two weeks ago I
came back determined at last to claim my
own. While out West I had made a firm
friend in whom I was .forced to believe in
spite of my past bitter experience. I had
confided in him to a certain extent, and he
returned a few weeks ahead of me. He
installed himself where Sneed lived—it was
easy enough to locate him—and the first of
the%’ﬁonymous letters was sent.

“In the mean-time I had heard of your
organization, and almost decided to put
myself in your hands, but the demon of
distrust which Sneed's damnable persecu-
tion had planted in my consciousness held
me back, and I took that office across the
hall so that I could watch you and try to
satisfy myself that you were on the level.”
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“You had nothing to do with the at-
tempt made a week ago last Sunday to
break into Sneed’s safe?” Phil could con-
tain himself no longer.

“1 did not even know that he possessed
such a safe until your colleague here told
me about it an hour ago,” Raeburn re-
sponded. “1I obtained as complete a list
as I could of the private establishments for
the insane in and near the city, and made
the rounds in the intervals when I was not
spying upon you; but I was not as dip-
lomatic in my inquiries as I should have
been, I am afraid, and I could obtain no
information. I trailed this gentleman "—
Raeburn gestured toward Phil—“ but the
result only tended to increase my doubt
and distrust. The next day I followed you,
sir, to Coney Island.”

“1 know it, but you didn’t bite until
Monday, and by that time we knew that
you were taking a personal interest in our
activities, and I was ready for you!”
George grinned again. “1 thought I had
succeeded in convincing you that whatever
the nature of your problem was, it would
be safe in our hands, but I must have over-
reached myself.”

“No. I knew it was bunk, of course,
but I didn’t think you had recognized me,
and there is a grain of superstition in the
most practical of us. I have the gam-
bler’s instinct, and I had fully decided to
consult with you on Tuesday moming
when I encountered Sneed himself issuing
from your offices here in your company. I
realized, of course, that he had been before
me in engaging your services, and now I
would have you to fight as well as he,
and I determined to bring things to an
issue. That was when the second letter
was written.”

“But what did you intend to do?”
George asked. “ The signal was given as
you suggested, but had it not been what
move did you contemplate?”

“I hadn’t definitely decided upon the
details, but I determined with the aid of
my friend to force my way into 3Sneed’s
presence, and under threat of death if
necessary compel him to reveal the where-
abouts of his daughter. I was desperate,
beside myself!
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“I don’t say that T would not have
killed him myself if he had resisted me, but
the issue never came. The shades of his
windows were up all day yesterday, as I
knew because I haunted that corner of the
avenue as much as I dared without attract-
ing your attention, knowing that some of
you would be on the watch, but I didn’t
get away with it as successfully as I
thought.” He nodded toward Rex. ‘ Mr.
Powell traced me to the lodgings where I
had gone from my hotel, and it was there
that he found me to-day. I had learned
from my friend of the death of Sneed’s
servant, but Sneed himself was reported
to have gone away for a trip of indefinite
length.”

“1 managed to overhear the conversa-
tion between Mr. Raeburn and his friend,”
Rex observed, and there was that curious
note of repression in his voice which his
associates recognized. “ It was odd, but
this friend made a shrewd guess which was
not far from the truth. He suggested that

_some one else other than Mr. Raeburn
might have had good cause to hate Sneed
and have contrived an opportunity to
break in and kill him; that the hotel man-
agement probably induced Robert to go
away, and arranged for Sneed’s burial in
his name to avoid the scandal that the
news of the murder would cause.”

“Indeed!” There was a world of sig-
nificance in George's unctuous, ministerial
tones. “ Now, I wonder what could have
put such an idea into his head!”

“ He must have known—" began Phil,
but Cliff interrupted him swiftly.

“ He will probably tell us how he came
to surmise that there had been foul play
when Mr. Raeburn has seen him and per-
suaded him that we are all working to-
gether,” he said smoothly, with an almost
imperceptible inclination of his head in
response to an equally slight gesture from
Rex.  There are one or two points about
those anonymous letters, however, that I
would like to have Mr. Raeburn explain,
if he w !l come into my office for a moment.
You and Phil can then be deciding on our
next move to find Miss Sneed.”

Raeburn rose.

“T'Nl be glad to tell you anything I can,
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of course, and I appreciate how you gen-
tlemen have accepted my version of this
whole hideous affair. I confess that this
latest development has swept the ground
completely from beneath my feet, and if it
were not for my new-found confidence in
you I should feel that Eva Sneed were lost
to me forever.”

He followed Cliff into the latter’s office,
and when the panel had slipped back se-
curely into place Phil cried in a low tone
which trembled with excitement:

“Who is this friend of his? That is
what we’ve got to find out, and we’ve got
to prevent his communicating with him
until we do.”

“ That’s it, exactly,” Rex replied. “I
not only heard that conversation; I had
the next room to Raeburn’s, and I rigged
up a contrivance of mirrors which enabled
me to see what was going on in there.
When I see that friend of his again I shall
know him.”

“It is my opinion that you won’t have
to look far!” George observed. “1 will
go to the Burlingame with you now, and
with the help of Luce or Henry we ought
to be able to satisfy ourselves as to the
identity of Raeburn’s friend. I have a
plan which I would like to put into oper-
ation then, and I think it will simplify one
phase of our investigation.”

“ What was that?” Phil started as a
subdued thud came to their ears. “It
sounded like the entrance door slamming!
Raeburn couldn’t have gotten suspicious of
our good faith and beaten it, could he?”

Without reply Rex strode to the panel
leading to the outer office and thrust it
aside. Ethel’s chair was empty, but placed
conspicuously upon her desk was a large
envelope addressed to himself in a rounded,
childishly unformed hand.

Taking it up, he returned with it to the
consulting-room and broke the seal.- Gedrge
and Phil watched his face darken as he
read, and finally he crumpled the letter in
his hand with a gesture of utter despond-
ency.

“ Ethel has left us.” There was infinite
pain in his voice. “ Perhaps I should use
her own words and say that she has given
herself a vacation without pay for an in-
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definite period. T had better read the let-
ter to you.” He smoothed it out and read:

“ DEAR MR. POWELL:

“1 heard what Mr. Nichols and Mr. Howe
told Mr. Roper just now. I could not help it
because they left that little spring under the
desk open so that every word came out to
me and I just could not stand it. I know
you think I am crooked and yellow and that
1 have double-crossed you, and you are going
to send me away if I don’t tell you why I
took the papers out of that tin box. I can't
tell you, not now, and I am not going to wait
to be sent away. I have taken a vacation
without pay and I don’t know when I will
be back. It just kills me to have you think
what you do of me and when I can prove
to you different maybe I will ask you to give
me my job again. I thought I acted right,
but I made a mistake, and you won't hear
from me till I have made up for it. Thank
you for all you have done for me.

“ E.rm."

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE DEBT THAT WAS PAID.

“ UT I don’t understand!” It was late
on Thursday evening, and Raeburn
and George Roper were seated alone

in the latter’s elaborately equipped studio
connected with the suite of offices occupied
by the Shadowers. “I thought we were
all to work together, Mr. Roper. I laid
my cards on the table, and I expected that
you fellows would do the same.”

“ Patience, Mr. Raeburn,” George coun-
seled easily. He spoke with frequent
pauses, and there was an alert expression
on his face as though he were listening.
“You admit that you yourself are at a
standstill; that you don’t know in what
direction you would pursue your search
alone. My associates are merely following
certain vague lines of investigation, and it
would do no good to raise your hopes with
possibilities which may come to nothing.
We never report to a client until we are
at least on the way to a definite result.”

“ And mean time I am expected to sit
with folded hands while the woman I love
may be wandering the streets starving, or
seeking the river?” Raeburn cried. “ Can’t
you realize the torture of my thoughts,
and how interminably every minute drags
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itsef out? Any action would be better
than this!”

George moved slightly in his chair. A
sound, faint but unmistakable, had reached
him, and he replied in a loud, firm tone:

“ That was where you made a mistake,
Mr. Raeburn. You should have thought
of that before you allowed your passion to
run away with you!”

“ My passion! What on earth are you
talking about? What do you mean?”’

“1 mean that you should have remem-
bered your sole hope of locating the girl
was through her father, and when you
killed him—”

“1 killed him!” Raeburn started from
his chair. “ Have you gone mad, Roper?
You know I had nothing to do with his
death; that it was the most unfortunate
thing which could have happened at this
stage of the game! What are you driving
at?”

‘“ The truth!” George rose suddenly and
towered over the other man. “ There is no
use in beating about the bush any longer.
We know that you killed Sneed; we have
known it from the first, and only waited to
make sure.

“T don’t say that we have not a certain
amount of sympathy for you, from your
point of view, but unfortunately the law
deals only with facts, and murder is a pret-~
ty ugly fact to face.

“ You watched Sneed’s windows yester-
day; you saw the shades were up, and that
he was ready to parley with you at last.
You bribed his old servant to let you into
his apartment; you faced Sneed and de-
manded what he had so fraudulently kept
from you all these years. He defied you,
he laughed at you, and in a moment of un-
governable fury you snatched a foil from
the brace upon the wall and ran him
through the throat.

‘“When you saw what you had done,
you took down the other foil and slipped
it beneath his dying hand so as to make
it appear that a sort of duel had taken
place, and you escaped, as you thought,
scot-free, but we have the goods on you
now, and you'll go to the chair.”

His voice had risen more and more dra-
matically, and he fairly thundered the de-
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nunciation, before which Raeburn stood for
a moment dazed and silent. Then he found
his voice.

“You are a contemptible lot of fakers!”
he cried. “I can understand your game
now, and I was a crass idiot to fall for you
after all I had seen! You are determined
to make out a case against some one, and
you don’t care who is the goat. You know
I never entered Sneed’s rooms in my life!”

“Can you prove it?” George sneered.
“ What is your alibi? Stranger in the city
—walking the streets alone for hours—
and don’t even know what streets! Pah!
How do you think that would go before
ary jury? We’ve got an open-and-shut
case against you, I tell you! You're the
only enemy Sneed had; the only person
who had—or thought he had—cause to
kill him, and you’ll go the route for it!”

“No!” A deep but muffled cry came
from somewhere in the partition beside
them, and the next moment the panel was
crashed from its groove, and a figure sprang
through the aperture. It was that of an
elderly man clad in the conventional dress
clothes of formal service, massive despite
his bent shoulders, and he flung out his
huge, gnarled hands before him. “ Mr.
Raeburn didn’t kill Sneed! [ killed him!
I had waited too long to be cheated at
last!”

‘ Albert!” gasped Raeburn, and fell back
again in his chair. The five other members
of the Shadowers were filing through the
panel space with Phil at their head, and it
was he who demanded in a ringing tone:

“ What were you to the Gull? To Ar-
thur Wicks?”

“ His father!” The old man’s hands fell
to his side, and for a moment he bowed
his head. Then he raised it defiantly and
his rugged, clean-cut features took on a
rapt look of yearning affection. * His real
name was Albert, after me; Albert Waller.
He ‘was all that I had in this world and
a genius, they said. He would have done
great things, but this man—this beast!—
got his invention from him and then rail-
roaded him to prison, to his death, so that
he might not give to any one else the fruit
of his brain!”

“ But Albert, I never knew!” Raeburn’s
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tone was husky. “ Why did you not tell
me? I thought that you and Sneed were
strangers—"

“So we were, sir! You've warned me
not to call you that, but it can’t matter
now. I never laid eyes on him till I went
to the Burlingame as a waiter, a month
ago! I was in England, butler to Lord
Granby, when my boy was arrested and he
was too proud to let me know. I found
out afterward that he wrote a lot of letters,
dating them ahead, and gave them to—to
some one he could trust to mail them to
me, and all the while he was lying innocent
in prison, with the damp and loneliness and
injustice of it eating his life away these
letters would come telling me how fine he
was doing and how he hoped to have me
with him some day!

“ Two years ago there came word that he
was going on a journey, and then noth-
ing more. A bit over a year ago his lord-
ship died, and there were many changes,
the house being let to them I couldn’t
abide, so I gave notice and came to America
to surprise my boy. But there wasn’t any
such place as the address he had given,
and the only way I knew of to find him
was through somebody he had mentioned
in his letters. This—this person tried to
keep the truth from me, but my boy was
dead and I soon learned it for myself.

“Tt didn’t come to me then to take the
life of the man who had killed my boy.
as surely as though he had put a bullet
through him. I was just crushed with the
weight of it all, for he seemed too big and
powerful for me to touch, and there didn’t
seem to be anything left for me to do
but to die and be with my boy!

“1 should have, I fancy, but one day by
accident I met one of Lord Granby’s old
friends, a gentleman who had come to
America and was on his way to the West
to look into some mining interests, and he
took me along as butler and general valet
for his party. I was taken ill out there,
though, and they had to return without me,
and then some one stole my money when
I got out of the hospital and I was in sore
straits when Mr. Raeburn, here, found me.
He took me on with him and saved my
life in a railroad wreck—” :
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“ Don’t, Albert!” Raeburn covered his
eyes with his hand. “ You were loyal to
me, you made me believe that there was
such a thing as friendship in the world,
after all!l Why did you not tell me that
the man who was my enemy had injured
you also?”

“ We were master and man, sir,” Albert
replied with the class instinct of his kind.
“ My boy’s life and youth and high hopes
could not be given back to him again,
but when you confided in me, sir, and I
learned that ’twas Sneed who had ruined
your happiness, too, something began to
whisper to me, ¢ Kill him! An eye for an
eye and a life for a life! Kill him!” I
knew you meant to come back and force
him to give up the young lady, but I did
not know there was murder in your heart,
too. I didn’t even think it until you told
me over the telephone the day before yes-
terday that I was to write him another
letter at your dictation, giving him twenty-
four hours, and then you would settle the
score!”

“ But, great Heavens!” ejaculated Rae-
burn. “ You didn’t think I meant to mur-
der the man in cold blood!”

“1 thought you were desperate enough
for anything, sir, and I made up my mind
that if there was any killing to be done,
mine should be the hand. I'm old and
there’s nothing left in life for me, but you've
everything before you, and ther there was
the young lady to be thought of. Besides,
1 owed it to my boy, and ever since I
first came face to face with Sneed in the
hotel the whispers that I'd heard to kill
him had kept getting louder and louder till
I couldn’t hardly hear anything else.

“ He'd never give up his daughter to you
while there was life in him, but as I told
you this morning in your lodgings, maybe
his death would bring out things that would
never be known while he was alive to pre-
vent it. I meant that the solicitors would
have to produce his daughter, sir, or at
least tell where she was.”

Albert Waller seemed to have forgotten
the existence of the others who were
grouped about him and talked only to Rae-
burn, as though anxious to explain his point
of view to the man who had been his

137

benefactor, and the Shadowers wisely held
their peace.

“I meant that last night should end it,
and I planned that when I went up with
the menu for his dinner order I would kill
him, and old Robert, too, if he tried to stand
in my path. But luck was with me, for
an hour before dinner I saw Robert leave
the hotel and knew that Sneed would be
alone in his rooms for the first time, and
my chance had come. When I rang the
bell he came down and opened his private
door himself and I pretended I had a mes-
sage for him.

“ He took me back up into his living-
room, me with my serviette draped over my
arm and my pistol held beneath it! It was
only when I looked at all those swords and
knives hung on the wall, though I'd been
seeing them every day for weeks, that the
idea came to me to make him fight for
it. Boy and man, I'd fenced with his lord-
ship icr forty years and more, and for all
his wickedness, Sneed looked such a puny,
wizen creature standing there before me
that it seemed a bit more like fair play.

“I told him who I was and what I'd
come for, and he began running around the
room and squealing like a rat caught in a
trap till I was all but sick with disgust
at the sight! Keeping him covered with
my pistol I got down those foils from the-
wall and thrust one of them into his hand.
He saw then that there was no escape and
he came at me with a rush while I was
pocketing the pistol, but I parried, and the
bout was on. For all his years he was as
light and quick on his feet as a cat, and
then he was fighting for his life and knew
it, but ‘T had the science over him, even
though I was crippled with rheumatism.
There wasn’t a doubt of the outcome, not
from the start, but I played with him for
a bit because just behind him as he danced
about, sobbing and lunging at me, I could
see my boy smiling and nodding as if 'twas
a rare game we were playing, that other
old man and me!”

He paused to wipe the perspiration frormr.
his brow and Luce and Cliff shuddered as
Raeburn did at the grim, fantastic picture
conjured up by Albert Waller’s simple re-
cital.
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“*Twas soon over and I got him in the
throat with the tip of my foil; a pretty
stroke, and clean, if I do say it! I threw
the blade from me and stood watching un-
til he’d stopped wriggling and squirming,
and all the while I could hear Albert call-
ing out to me, “Well played, dad!’ as he
used to when he was just a little shaver.”

The old man reeled slightly, reaching out
for support, and Henry thrust a chair be-
neath him and eased him into it. For a
long minute no one spoke, and then Phil
asked in a hushed tone:

“ Was it you who tried to get into Sneed’s
safe?”

“Yes. The—the same person who had
been mailing my boy’s letters to me all the
while he was in prison told me about it,
for he had described it to them, and I want-
ed to see for myself how it worked. I
didn’t mean to steal anything, I wouldn’t
have touched a penny of his cursed money,
but I meant to leave a little reminder of
my boy there, a letter for Sneed to find
and study over the next time he opened
the safe. But the person who told me about
it didn’t know where the spring that worked
it was hidden and I couldn’t find it for
myself, so I did the next best thing; when
I wrote the first anonymous letter that
Mr. Raeburn wanted me to mail to Sneed I
put on the envelope the numbers that had
been my lad’s in prison, to let him know
that there was more than one come back
from the dead to make him pay!”

“ But bhow did you get into his apart-
ment on that Sunday?” Phil persisted.

“1 had watched and seen Sneed go out
and the woman servant, too, and I knew
I would only have old Robert to deal with.
I went up with the menu, pretending I'd
misunderstood about not serving any lunch,
and when I came down again I left the
two entrance doors open a bit, the ones
above and below the private stairs. I knew
Robert would take a nap and I waited until
his usual time for it and then went back
again. Nobody ever knew that ’twas me
that was there.”” He drew a deep breath
and then straightened in his chair.  That’s
all there is to the story, and I'm not sorry
you've got me, for now it ’ll have to come
out what happened to him and the young
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lady will be brought forward. As for me,
I've paid my boy’s debt and it don’t matter
how soon they take me to that chair I've
been hearing about.”

“ Wait! It was self-defense! Sneed had
gone suddenly mad and attacked you!”
Raeburn cried desperately. “ 11l make
you plead that, do you hear? I suppese I
should have killed him in the long run if
you hadn’t, Albert, and if ever a man
deserved his death it was Phineas Sneed!
You’ll not suffer for it, if I can help it!”

Albert shook his head.

“'Twas not self-defense, sir. I'll not
hide behind a lie, and it only means that
I shall be with my boy a little sooner, that
is all. You’ll find your young lady and be
happy, and to-night I shall sleep more
soundly than ever since I came to America,
with my score settled and about to balance
the sheet.”

The six Shadowers had drawn a little °
apart, and after a brief colloquy they came
forward once more and Rex addressed the
old man.

‘ Suppose Mr. Sneed had died naturally
or by his own hand, Albert, what would
you do now? You are old to be in service,
and Mr. Raeburn will do much traveling,
in the future.”

“ Why, I—I've a bit of a place down in
Kent; just a cottage and an old hound or
two from his Lordship’s kennels, and a few
bees. I've always thought to round out my
days there—"” Albert gazed in a bewil-
dered fashion at his questioner.

“ This is Thursday, and a ship sails for
Southampton on Saturday. We’'ll see that
a ticket is procured for you to-morrow,
and I, myself, will satisfy the management
of the hotel that you are undertaking a cer-
tain mission abroad for us. Do you think
you can make it?”

The old man still stared and his lips
moved slightly, but no words came. It
was Raeburn who replied for him.

“ Make it? Of course he’ll make it!”
he cried. “It’s—it’s great of you people
to give him this chance! Albert, you are
free! You are going home to that little
place in Kent, do you hear?”

“ Home!” @lbert raised himself slowly
from his chair, and his eyes sought their
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faces one by one in half-incredulous ques-

tioning. “ Do you mean that I shall be
let go? But the police— When they
know—"

“ They shall never know, Albert.” Rex
smiled reassuringly. “ Sneed’s death will
be reported from the West in a few days,
and the report will be confirmed to the sat-
isfaction of anyone who cares to inquire
into it. We do not pretend to be your
judges, and we will leave the question of
your guilt to a higher court than that of
our fellow-men. Go back to the hotel now,
and in the morning be prepared to leave
when I come for you.”

“It’s true, then! I'm to go home!” His
voice which had been steady all through
his confession was suddenly shaken, and
his fierce old eyes dimmed. “I cannot
thank—I cannot say—”

“You needn’t try!” Phil cried gruffly.
“You put a foil in that guy’s hand and
gave him a chance for his life, didn’t you?
TI'm d—d if it isn’t more than I would have
done in your place!”

“ Good-by, Albert. You'll hear from me,
too, in the morning.” Impulsively Rae-
burn extended his hand. * Perhaps you
have saved me from myself! Who knows?”

The old man looked into his eyes for a
moment, then grasped his hand in silence.
In silence, too, he bowed to the Shadowers
and turned to the door.

- CHAPTER XXIIIL
ETHEL OPENS THE DOOR.

HREE days had passed; three nerve-
racking days and weary nights in
which hope and despondency alter-

nated in the minds of the Shadowers and
their client, while vague clues and doubt-
ful deductions alike were followed to fruit-
less conclusions in the vain search for Eva
Sneed.

The girl seemed indeed to have vanished
into thin air, and when on Sunday evening
Gerald Raeburn and his six advisers gath-
ered in the offices of the organization black
discouragement rode on every countenance.

“T cannot understand it!” Rex paused
in his meditative pacing of the floor, and
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turned to the others who were seated about
the long table. “ Eva Sneed has been a
prisoner for five years, she has seen no one
but her father and the two servants, with
the possible exception of a physician or this
lawyer, Hodge. It goes without saying
that we cannot approach him until we an-
nounce Sneed’s death, and have arranged
for the necessary evidence to prove it, but
I doubt that he could help us even if he
would. Very well, then. The young
woman has no money, no friends to whom
she could appeal, she is clad only in a tea-
gown and satin slippers, and she disappears
in broad daylight in the heart of the city!
What is the answer?”

“ Obviously, that your premises are
wrong somewhere, my dear fellow,” Luce
drawled. “ Miss Sneed must have had
money and a change of attire, she must
have had help from some source. These
are not the days of magic, though I will
admit that her escape from her father’s
apartment would alone savor of that art.
She is in hiding with the connivance of
some one, we may depend upon that, and
it is my opinion that only with the an-
nouncement of Sneed’s death will she come
forward, if—"

He halted abruptly, leaving his sentence
unfinished, but Raeburn understood.

“If she is really sane, you were going
to say, weren’t you, Mr. Baynes?” he
asked. “I know that none of you are
quite prepared to credit that part of my
story, and I have no means at hand to
prove it to you, but I am firmly convinced
that it is a fact. One would think that
Sneed must have been mad himself to have
allowed his unfounded hatred of me to
carry him to such lengths merely in order
to prevent my marriage to his daughter,
when so many other parents have broken
up affairs between their children and un-
welcome suitors without resorting to medi-
eval methods.

“Eva_had a very gentle character, but
with the strength, of will which sometimes
underlies an apparently yielding disposi-
tion, and if her mind has become affected
during these last five years she must have
been subjected to unspeakable torture!
Mr. Powell’s summing up of the situation
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is correct as far as we know and yet Mr.
Baynes’s argument seems unanswerable.
Her father and his man servant are both
dead, the woman Jane has run away, and
poor old Albert Waller is on his way to
England. These are the only people to our
knowledge who could have come in contact
with her during the past month at least—"

“ Until she left her father’s apartment,”
George interrupted. “ There are many
possibilities, and though I concede that we
seem to have plumbed every one of them—
was that the bell?”

He broke off as the buzzer sounded
faintly in the outer office, and for a
moment they glanced questioningly at each
other. Then Rex shrugged.

“ Might as well see who it is.” He drop-
ped his half-smoked cigaret into the ash-
tray. “It cannot be anyone for us,
though—"

He passed into the outer office leaving
the panel wide behind him, and they heard
the entrance door open. An instant of elec-
trified silence ensued and then came his
exclamation:

“ Ethel!”

“Yes, Mr. Powell,” a familiar but
singularly small and meek voice replied.
“ 1 forgot to leave my key in that note to
you when I went away, but I wouldn’t use
it, not knowing whether I—whether you
still thought that I belonged or not! I
told you that I would c-come back when I
could p-prove to you that I wasn’t crooked
and—and yellow, and when I could make
up for a mistake I made, and that is why
I am here!”

“ Come in, child.” There was an un-
wonted gentleness in Rex’s tones. “ Don'’t
cry. Whatever mistake you have made, we
are not going to condemn you unheard,
We are all here, together with some one
else who has an equal right to hear what
you may have to tell us.”

He reappeared, followed by a very down-
cast and bedraggled Ethel, who darted a
quick glance about the table and blushed
vividly when her eyes encountered Gerald

“ Oh!” she exclaimed. ‘ The—the man
across the hall!”

“ This is Mr. Raeburn, Ethel,” Rex said
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gravely. “ He is more interested than any-
one in the world in finding Miss Sneed.”
“T guessed as much when you came in
with him on Thursday, and that is why I—
I took a vacation!”’—she nodded.
“But how in the world—” Henry

“You didn’t even know that there was
any man interested,” Phil cried accusingly.

“ Perhaps the papers which you took
from the despatch box—" Cliff paused.

“No. I've got to tell you all about it
from the beginning.” She fumbled about
in her handbag and drew out a damp and
grimy wisp of a handkerchief to wipe her
eyes. “1I don’t know what you’re going
to think of me, but I am not the one that
matters now.”

“ Sit down, Ethel, and pull yourself to-
gether.” Rex drew forward a chair. “ You
look as though you had been through quite
an experience.”

“I'll say I have!” She sank into the
chair and tearing off her hat she let it fall
with a weary flop upon the table. “ It was
coming to me, though! In the first place,
I want to tell you that you will never find
that wicked old Sneed’s daughter, because
she never lived! He bhadn’t a daughter,
ever!”

“ You are mad!” Raeburn burst out.

“ What-t!”

“ Then who—” The others stared at
the girl as though she had indeed taken
leave of her senses. s

“ The young lady who Mr. Raeburn met
in England and who lived for five years
shut up in Sneed’s apartments was Eva
Adair, the daughter of a man who had
thought Sneed was his best friend,” Ethel
explained. ‘ Her parents both died when
she was a timy baby, and Sneed was her
guardian. She’s got just oceans and oceans
of money in her own right, and that’s what
gave him his start and what he’s been
using all these years. That is why he
couldn’t let her marry Mr. Raeburn or any-
body else, and he only locked her up as in-
sane becanse she discovered the truth about
herself by accident. She’s no more crazy
than I am!”

“T knew it!” Raeburn cried.
God!”

[{] Thank
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“ But how is it that you know all this?”
George had been watching Ethel narrowly
and she flushed again beneath his gaze.

“TJt’s all here in these papers.” She had
recourse once more to her handbag.
“ They’re the ones I took from the de-
spatch-box—the very ones that ske had seen
by accident five years ago in England!”

“ How do you know that she did!” de-
manded Phil. “ What made you open that
box, anyway?”

“T know because she—she told me so!”
Ethel blurted out. “ How can I tell you if
you keep interrupting this way? I hadn’t
been in Sneed’s apartments an hour before
I discovered how she got out of it, and
then I found her, and hid her away from
all of you! Then she ran away from me,
and I could have died—"

“But why, child!” Henry exclaimed.
“ Why on earth should you have hidden
her from us when we sent you there to
find her—”

“ Because of what you told me your-
self!” Ethel flared out at him. “ You were
working for Sneed, and he had made you
believe that she was insane. She had told
me everything, and I knew she was all
right; do you think I was going to be the
one to put her back in his hands to be
shut up again, this time for the rest of
her life? I asked you what you would do
with her if she were ever found, and you
said that she would be put where she would
have every care and attention!

“ She’s only a girl like me, even if she
is a lady, and I made up my mind then
that you would never get hold of her if I
could help it! You—all of you, even Mr.
Powell—had just trusted me to work on a
case with you, but she had trusted me with
her life and her freedom, and I wasn’t going
back on another girl even for—for business!
I ought to have trusted you and given you
credit for as much sense as I had, but would
you have believed she was all there if she
had sprung that on you about not being
Sneed’s daughter at all, if she hadn’t these
papers to prove it?”

Henry was silent, but Raeburn cried out
once more:

“ For God’s sake, if you know where she
is now, take me to her! I can’t stand this
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suspense much longer! If you have found
her again, tell me!”

“I am telling you all I can, sir,” Ethel
replied meekly. “1I found her last week
in the linen-room at the hotel, right near
that private entrance to Sneed’s apartment.
That was Tuesday afternoon, and she had
been hiding there for more than twenty-
four hours, without any food or anything!
At first I was going to call Uncle—Dr.
Corliss, but she begged so hard for me to
just listen to her that I couldn’t refuse. I
smuggled her into my room and ordered up
tea for her and everything else on the bill
of fare, hiding her in the closet when the
waiter came. Then she told me about—
about Mr. Raeburn, and what she’d been
through for five years, and I tell you I
wouldn’t have given her up to Mr. Sneed
again if I had had to kill him myself to pre-
vent it!

“I kept her there in my room and gave

her some things of mine to wear, so that if
any one skould catch a glimpse of her
they would think maybe it was me, and I
hid her in the closet again and sent for the
chambermaid. She is a nice girl, even if she
ain’t—isn’t overbright, and I asked her if
she could get a position in the hotel for a
maid who used to work for me. You see,
it came to me that the best place I could
hide the young lady would be right there in
the Burlingame under everybody’s noses,
for that’s the last place they would look
for her.
* “The chambermaid said that the linen-
room girl for that floor had just left and
that was why there hadn’t been any service
there all day. She thought she could get
the place-for my maid if I would bring her
around in the morning, and I said I would.
I gave her ten dollars and a dress I had
only worn twice, and I knew she would
fix things all right for me.

“ Miss Adair—or Miss Sneed, as I sup-
pose I had better keep on calling her to
you—thought she could get away with it,
but she had to have the right clothes, and
that was why I borrowed that money and
went shopping the next day, leaving her
locked up in my room. I'd taken her meas-
ure, and I brought the things back myself
and a whole bagful of changes besides, and
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dressed her all up, even to her hat and
coat, before I sent for the chambermaid,
so that she would look as if she had just
come in from the street.

“ The place was ready for her, but before
I let her leave me I gave her a hundred
dollars in case anything went wrong and
she had to make a quick getaway before
she could find me. I wished I hadn’t after-
ward, Il tell the world! All I had to do
then was to find Mr. Raeburn, and I meant
to do that if I had to advertise for him,
but that evening you sent for me and told
me Mr. Sneed had been murdered, and that
upset everything!

“T went back to my room as quick as I
could and sent for her and told her, think-
ing she’d be pleased to death that all her
troubles were over, but she didn’t take it
that way! She threw a fit! I had an
awful time with her, and when she did
quiet down she got foo quiet; there was
something about her that I couldn’t under-
stand, but she went back to her own room
in the servants’ part of the hotel after a
while and I thought everything would be
all right.

“ T wanted to stay near her as long as I
could, and that was why when I came here
to you the next morning I asked if I
couldn’t remain on at the hotel, but when
you said ‘no’ I saw it wasn’t any use.
She had told me, of course, about the de-
spatch-box she had opened that time in
England and what she had found in it, and
when Mr. Nichols sent me into his study
for the little photograph and I saw a box
just like what she had described standing
on his table I—I opened it.

“ There were the very papers inside, and
T took them to give to her, for you couldn’t
say she was crazy then if she had them
to prove what she said, but when I got
back to the hotel I found that she had gone
away! I saw then why she had acted so
when I told her Sneed had been murdered,
and I could have kicked myself for not un-
derstanding before; she thought Mr. Rae-
burn had done it, of course!

“1 gave up my room and came back
here; there didn’t seem to be anything else
for me to do right then, for she knew
where to reach me if she wanted to, and I

N

had about made up my mind to tell you
everything, anyway. It was all getting a
little bit too much for me to handle. Then
I heard what Mr. Nichols and Mr. Howe
were telling Mr. Roper about me and what
you all thought of me, and I felt that I
just couldn’t face any of you again, after
having found her and then let her slip
through my fingers, until I could at least
tell you where she was.

‘“ To-day, though, I thought I had better
come to you without waiting any longer
and tell you what I'd done already. You
had a right to know, as I'd ought to have
seen before, and you stand a better chance
of finding her than me. I didn’t mean
to double-cross you; I only did for her what
I would have wanted another girl to do for
me if I had been in her place.”

Ethel paused and surreptitiously applied
the rag of a handkerchief to her eyes once
more, but it seemed to Rex that they were
sparkling rather too brightly for tears and
he asked suddenly:

“But how did Miss Sneed—or Miss
Adair—get out of the place where she had
been imprisoned so long?”

“I can’t tell you very well, but I can
show you!” Ethel sprang up and took her
hat from the table. “ Can’t we go to the
Burlingame now? It isn’t late, and maybe
if you see how she did it, it will sort of
help. You remember when you first told
me about Miss Sneed, I said I didn’t blame
her for escaping, that I would have got
out of there if I had had to claw the walls
down? Well, that is very like what she did,
only it was all fixed ready!”

“ Shall we go?” Raeburn looked anx-
iously at the others. “I1 have wanted to
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‘see for myself where my poor girl was

imprisoned for so long.”

“ Come, then.” Rex signaled to the
others, and under cover of the general move
of departure he added in a lowered tone
to Ethel, “ Are you sure, my dear, that you
have told us quite all you know?” .

“ All except where I've been for the last
three days and that doesn’t matter now,”
she replied. “If—if you find the young
lady some time, maybe you'll forgive me
for what I did? T don’t suppose there will
ever be a ‘ next time’ for me, but if there

[
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was I guess I would have brains enough
to trust yox, anyway!”

There seemed to be something cryptic in
her remark, but Rex did not press her fur-
ther, and they proceeded to the Burlingame
in silence.

Hamilton Ridgeway, the proprietor,
beamed upon them, for the burial of Sneed
had taken place without a hitch, and only
the final formalities remained to be gone
through. He himself escorted them to the
late financier’s apartment and would have
entered with them, but Rex, at whose com-
mand the rooms had been kept locked since
the removal of old Robert’s body, diplo-
matically dissuaded him, and it was Ethel
who led the way, turning on the main switch
which threw the whole apartment into a
blaze of light, with Raeburn at her heels.

“ You haven’t told us the truth yet about
how you burned yourself!” Henry pant-
ingly caught up to her as they crossed the
little roof-garden, fragrant and still under
the starry sky. “I suppose you know, my
child, that you didn’t fool me with that ex-
planation of yours!”

She nodded coolly.

“Of course I didn’t burn myself,” she
replied easily. “I just peeled my hands
sliding down.”

“ Sliding—" _

“Is that where Eva was last seen by her
jailors, over there under that pergola?”
Raeburn paused to ask.

“Yes, but come on!” Ethel cried im-
patiently, and there was an odd break in
her voice. “ This is the kitchen. Do you
see that dumbwaiter over there in the cor-
ner? It only runs down to the next floor,
to a pantry that was built in for Sneed’s
food to be brought up to, and the pantry is
hidden bekind the linen-room. He was
afraid the young lady might try to escape
down the dumbwaiter, so he had a lock
fixed in the handle of the little door, and
Jane always wore the key to.it, but he
didn’t know that there was a second open-
ing to it from the wall on the other side!
Come!”

The rest had gathered about in time to
hear her explanation and they needed no
further urging. Impatiently they crowded
Jorward as she led the way into the dress-
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ing-room which the captive had used and
went straight to the triangular closet in
the corner.

“T’d looked about everywhere else, but
unless the young lady got away in an air-
plane I saw that it just kad to be through
that dumbwaiter, and if the door was
locked then there must be another way to
get into it. I don’t know whether you will
find what I did or not, but—but you can
look!”

Her voice had risen hysterically, and as
she uttered the last words Ethel opened the
door. There was a slight movement in the
semidarkness within and then a woman
stepped slowly forth. She was tall and
straight and young, but a streak of white
ran across her dark, wavy hair from temple
to crown and her eyes were shadowed with
the memory of infinite pain as she held her
wasted arms out before her.

“ Gerald! T knew that you would come
to me some day like this!”

As a man in a dream Raeburn moved
toward her and then with a great cry he
caught her in his arms.

“Eva! Eva my own!”

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE REWARD OF A DOUBLE-CROSS.

“‘x J HAT I want to know is: how did
you do it?” There was respect-
ful admiration in Phil’s tones as

he gazed at Ethel, who, forgiven and rein-
stated, sat with the six Shadowers gathered
about her in the consulting-room the after-
noon of the next day. “1I was supposed
to be handling this case, but you have
taken the wind out of my sails!”

Ethel dimpled.

“ Well, I was looking for some way into
that dumbwaiter-shaft, you see,” she ex-
plained. “It had to be in that side of
the closet wall that backed up against it,
so I opened the door, but I couldn’t see
any sign of a crack. Then I looked at the
floor, and I saw that there was a little
square of lighter wood set in toward the
back, and I tried to pry it loose. When
I couldn’t, I stood on it just as hard as I
could, and I had the surprise of my life,
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for the whole two walls which met in a
sort of point at the back seemed to just
fold over and the lower part slid under the
upper one, leaving a space at each side.
In one of them I noticed what looked like
the back of a safe, but the other opened
as I thought, into the dumbwaiter-shaft,
and I found that the dumbwaiter itself was
up over my head. I didn’t stop to think,
I just grabbed the rope and slid down it to
see where I would land.”

“Good Heavens!” ejaculated Luce.
“ You might have broken your neck!”

“ Well, I didn’t,” Ethel responded com-
posedly. “I skinned my hands, though,
and landed in that little pantry, I heard
a noise in the linen-room and I called
to see if the maid was there, to explain that
I had got in the pantry in ‘mistake for
my own room, which was right beside it,
but nobody answered. I thought it was
queer, so I went to see what it meant, and
I found Miss Adair.”

“ And where did you find her the second
time, when you took us to her last night in
that dramatic manner?”” Rex smiled.

“ That wasn’t my idea!” Ethel retorted.
“ It was hers, and I had to let her have
her own way. It seems that all the years
she was kept prisoner there she dreamed
day and night that Mr. Raeburn would
come for her and take her away, and she
wanted to have her dream come true. As
to my finding her again, it was Mr. Nichols
who told me where to look.

Cliff dropped his glasses.

“ I! ” <« Of
all the little—"
“No, I'm not! When you showed me

that photograph of Miss Adair and I said
the rock in the background looked like a
wolf’s head, you said that was what it was;
Wolf’s Head Rock in the Catskills. Then
you told me Miss Adair had been staying
with her old nurse up there, and when I
thought it over, it gave me an idea. Miss
Adair didn’t know anybody in New York,
and when she ran away from the hotel
where I had her fixed, wouldn’t her first
thought be to get to the only friend she
could remember?”

“ Great snakes!” Henry rubbed lns bald
head. “ And we've got the merve to call
ourselves detectives!”

-
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“ But that was Thursday,” George in-
terposed. * Yesterday was Sunday. Where
were you all that time?”

“ Where was I?” Ethel repeated with a
sort of grimness. “ If you think the Cats-
kills are like Central Park you've got an-
other guess coming, Mr. Roper! Gee, I
never saw anything like those mountains!”

‘“ Beautiful, aren’t they?” Luce spoke
with pleased surprise at the unexpected ap-
preciation her emphgsis seemed to denote.

“ Rocks! Rocks and millions of trees
and slimy moss and brooks where you didn’t
expect 'em, and buzzy, crawly things that
bit and stung you all day and made funny
noises at night!” The bitterness was un-
disguised in her tone now. “ Anybody can
have it that wants it; just give me New
York where it’s flat and you know what’s
under your feet, and there’s lights and auto
horns and folks at night! That’s all! I'd
have been glad to see even a plain-clothes
b“ul”

Cliff choked and Luce turned hastily
away, but Rex asked quietly:

“ How did you know where to go?”

“I didn’t. I just asked the man at the
station here to give me a ticket to the near-
est town in the Catskills, and when I got
there it was only a few little houses with
the ground going up all around like the
side of a wall! I didn’t start till Friday
morning and it was afternoon when I got
there.

“ Nobody had ever heard of Wolf’s Head
Rock, so I stayed that night at a kind of
a boarding-house, and the next day I got
on the train again and rode to another
place. I don’t remember the name of it,
but there was a big waterfall there, and
they told me that Wolf’s Head Rock was
eleven miles back over the mountains. Tf
you count the straight up and down part
Tl say it was nearer eleven bundred! I
found a man with a team of horses, whose
legs bowed out in fromt, to take me there,
and then I had to hunt out that house with
the windmill. It’s all tumbled down now,
with weeds growing up all around and the
windows broken, but there was Miss Adair
fast asleep on the back doorstep!

“It seems she’d got there by ancther
way the day before, and finding her old
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nurse gone and the place deserted, had
just dropped in her tracks! If I was Mr.
Raeburn I'd tie a lunch-box to her when-
. ever she goes out, for she’s got the worst
habit of hiding herself away where there’s
no food, of anybody I ever saw! I took
her back with me to. the place with the
waterfall, but she was too weak to travel
that night, so we had to stay there until
yesterday morning. Now what I want to
know is: who fixed the wall of the closet in
Sneed’s apartment like that?”

“ The man who built the safe for him,”
responded Phil soberly. “1 motored out
into the country a little way this morning
to have another talk with some friends of
mine there who used to know him. He
told a certain Jady just a short time before
he died about installing that mechanism in
the two walls of the closet so as to provide
a way of getting in and out by means of
the dumbwaiter-shaft, so I am afraid he
was a little deeper in with a crooked crowd
than his father Will ever know. He mumst
have planned to come back and rob the
safe, thinking naturally that Sneed meant
to keep something of great value there if
he went t0 all that trouble and expense to
guard it, but Sneed had him sent away
before he could put his plan into execu-
tion.” .

“ And all the time the only thing he
wanted to keep in there where nobody could
ever find it was that box of papers!” Ethel
commented. “ Why he didn’t tear them
up or burn them and have done with it!”

“ Possibly because he thought he might
need them some day to prove the owner-
ship of his ward’s property,” Rex suggested.
“ His will was in the safe, too, you know.”

“Yes.” CIliff coughed warningly. “I—
1 have it here. It leaves a hundred thou-
sand dollars to his attorney, Ellsworth
Hodge, and all the rest to his ward, Miss
Adair.”

“ Gee, I wouldn’t have believed it after
the way he treated her!” Ethel’s forehead
wrinkled. “ How is the lawyer going to
put it through all the red tape when he
doesn’t even know that Sneed is dead?”

“ But he is,” George said reassuringly.
“ A steamer on Lake Michigan, outward-
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bound from Chicago, was wrecked yester-
day with all on board, as you can read
in this morning’s newspapers, and Sneed
was a passenger. It will take a little time
and trouble to verify the fact that he was,
of course, but an attorney won’t find it
difficult, especially one with a hundred
thousand dollars at stake, and the alterna-
tive of a different will to file, which leaves
him nothing. There is another little mat-
ter of possible disbarment proceedings in
connection with the railroading of a poten-
tial crook if Sneed didr’t die in that ship-
wreck which may act as an incentive, so L
don’t think there will be any trouble about
the red tape.”

“ Holy Mike! There isn’t enything you
can’t put over, is there?” Ethel beamed
about at them with worshipful - pride.
“ Miss Adair says she is going to give me
a little string of pearls—real pearls, think
of it!—when she gets her property settled
up, and she is going to send you a big
check, too, in addition to Mr. Raeburn’s!
The only thing that bothers me is that I
can’t get on to the game yet, for you all
took this case at first just like honest-to-
goodness dicks! I don’t see where the fine
work comes in!”

“ That is the intention, my dear,” George
remarked dryly. “If any one suspected
who and what we really are the Shadowers
would cease to exist.”

“ Remember you are in on those checks,
too, when they come, as well as on the one
from Mr. Ridgeway for laying the ghost at
the Burlingame,” Phil reminded her.

“ Gee! Just think how I nearly queered
myself by hiding that girl and holding
out on you!” she exclaimed. “ When I
thought Mr. Powell was going to give me
the air I could have curled right up and
died! I would have deserved it, though,
for I had no business to forget for a minute
that I was working for the Shadowers!”

“ Never mind, Ethel.” Rex laid his hand
for a moment on her shoulder. ‘ Had you
failed completely in your search when we
sent you to the Burlingame it would have
been far worse, for the Shadowers would
have lost their case if you hadn't opened
that door!”

(The end.)
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looked at Mr. Maloney for some
seconds.

“ Ten thousand dollars?” he demanded.

“ Ten thousand dollars,” said Mr. Ma-
loney. “I’ll bet you ten thousand, Mr.
Trimorthan, that you can’t actually do that
trick you brag about.”

“Tll accept the wager,”
mahatma.

They sat in the mahatma’s receiving-
room at the Continental.

“ And you will do that trick wherever I
say?” demanded Mr. Maloney.

“ Anywhere—any time—it makes no dif-
ference,” said the mahatma. “ Space and
time do not exist for the initiated, Mr. Ma-
loney.”

Terry Maloney eyed him sharply.

“ You’ve got to prove it to me,” he said.
“You've got to prove to me and a bunch
of my friends that you can actually pull
that hoax. I've heard about it. I've read
all about it in the newspapers. I've lis-
tened to twenty-five damn fools swearing
that they saw it. But I want to see it my-
self, and I want proof. I don’t believe it.”

“You will believe,” said the Mahatma
Sandra Trimorthan. “ You will believe
when you see, Mr. Maloney.”

“ Yes, when you prove it,” rejoined Mr.
Maloney, “but not till then.”

The money was placed in the hands of

THE Mahatma Sandra Trimorthan

said the

a very respectable gentleman—Mr. Robert
T. Sellers, in fact, the president of the
Lyceum Bureau which had brought the
mahatma to town. And Mr. Maloney se-
lected the studio of his excellent friend,
Thomas Travers, as the place for the test.

“ Terry,” Thomas demanded when Ma-
loney had finished explaining, “do you
mean to say that you bet that wizard ten
thousand dollars that he couldn’t do that
trick?”

“ Uhuh,” said Terry Maloney. “1I told
him he couldn’t actually do it, in the pres-
ence of credible witnesses.”

“You'’re a fool,” declared Thomas Tra-
vers. “I saw him do it—twice—at Mrs.
Whittington’s.”

“You're not a credible witness,” said
Terry Maloney. “I'm gonna have a dozen
sharp-eyed fellows watch him this time. He
can’t bulldoze them all.”

“ There were ninety-six people in the
audience when I saw it,” retorted Travers
emphatically, “ and every one of them saw
exactly what I saw.”

“ Well, I haven’t seen it yet,” insisted
Maloney.

Travers was willing enough to see the
thing through again. He freely allowed
Maloney the use of the studio. And the
next afternoon at three o’clock Maloney
and Travers and six miscellaneous friends
—not to speak of two private detectives
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and a clairvoyant—awaited the arrival of
the Mahatma Sandra Trimorthan. Malo-
ney had arrived early with one or two men,
not now in evidence, and had busied him-
self in arranging the studio. The center of
the room was cleared.

At two minutes after three the mahatma
appeared with his little assistant. The as-
sistant, a lad of twelve years and small for
his age, was bright and attractive enough
as Hindus go. The mahatma, with his
frowning, mystical face and his burning
‘eyes, was anything but attractive. The
sight of him was disturbing.

He bowed. Behind him came a lanky
Hindu servant with a large bag. To him
the mahatma nodded. The servant opened
the bag. He produced a square rug, a short
curved sword, a ball of twine, and a wood-
en pedestal. He spread the rug in the mid-
dle of the floor. The mahatma and the boy
seated themselves, facing one another,
upon it.

“ Silence!” said the mahatma.

He placed the pedestal in the center of
the rug between the boy and himself. Then
he set the ball of twine on the pedestal.
The short curved sword he stuck in to
his belt.

“Silence!” said the mahatma again.
“ And none of you, please, will stir from
your places.” .

The studio was deathly still. The spec-
tators—Terry Maloney as well as the oth-
ers—were almost holding their breath. The
Mahatma Sandra Trimorthan was now
ready to repeat that famous trick which we
have all read of in the newspapers since his
arrival, which some of us have seen, and
which, they say, has been practised in India
from time immemorial.

Terry Maloney watched it sharply.

The mahatma took the ball of twine in
his hand. With a pressure of his thumb
he atfached one end to the pedestal. Then
he tossed the ball into the air. It unwound
in a direct perpendicular—up—up—and
disappeared through the skylight, which
seemed no longer to exist. There it stood,
like a wire drawn taut—a tiny string that
could not have supported a pound weight.
The mahatma motioned to the boy; he
pointed to the string The boy rose,

147

stepped toward the pedestal, spit upen his
pudgy little palms, and then, climbing hand
over hand, mounted up—up—up—and dis-
appeared.

There was a slight gasp from Terry Ma-
loney.

For some seconds the mahatma sat in
rapt attention. The boy did not reappear.
He was gose. Then the mahatma called.
There was no answer. His face grew stern,
then cruel, then horrible. He drew the short
curved sword from his belt and toek it
between his teeth. He rose terribly—placed

~his hand on the string, and then deliberate-

ly, murderously, climbed hand over hand
up—up—up—and disappeared.

Terry Maloney stared dumfounded at
the vacated rug. He tumed to the pri-
vate detectives. Their mouths were open
and they looked frightened and foolish.
There was blank amazement on every face
in the room. There was not a sound in

_ the place—excepting one almost impercep-

tible rustle.

There came a sudden sickening dull
thud. Thomas Travers cried:

« My GOd' ”

A childish leg had fallen, mangled and
bleeding, onto the rug. It was followed
by the other leg, then the arms and the
trunk, lastly the head, of the little assist-
ant, all horribly srheared with blood.

A few moments later the mahatma him-
self, with the bloody sword between his
teeth, came slowly down the twine, hand
over hand.

He wiped the sword and stuck it back
into his belt. He reached for the bag,
which the servant had dropped on the floor
beside the rug. Carefully he picked up the
mangled limbs, trunk and head of the little
assistant, and inserted them in the bag. He
shook it; he emptied it.

The little assistant sprawled out soberly,
unharmed. The mahatma motioned to him
to resume his seat. He did so. The ma-
hatma removed the end of the twine from
the pedestal, and as he held it in his hand
it wound up rapidly like a spring. He
placed the ball on the pedestal. He sat
down in his original position.

“ That is all,” said the Mahatma Sandra
Trimorthan.
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There was an outburst of applause.

Terry Maloney shook hands with the
mahatma.

‘1t certainly looked like the real thing,”
he said. “Let’s have some tea.”

The mahatma acquiesced.

“ You poor simp,” said Thomas Travers.
“T told you you couldn’t get around the
evidences of your senses. Ten thousand
dollars!”

“ That’s all right,” said Terry Maloney.
“ While we’re havin’ tea I'll examine the
witnesses.”

But the examination was all wrong. The
entire group—and none more vividly than
the clairvoyant—had seen it exactly as poor
Terry Maloney had seen it. The accounts
agreed precisely.

“Tt looks as if I owe you ten thousand
dollars, Mr. Trimorthan,” said Maloney.
“ But I'm not convinced yet. Our poor old
human eyes are easy to fool, and our brains
can be hypnotized. But it’s damn hard,
Mr. Trimorthan, to fool a camera. Thomp-
son!”

A curtain at the far corner of the stu-
dio was pushed aside. Three men emerged

ER pretty brown eyes were ablaze
H with the enthusiasm of first suc-
cess.

She looked eagerly across the table at the
man in the dinner-coat. And she almost
burst in her anxiety to tell him of her good
fortune.

.
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from behind it, one carrying a faintly de-
veloped film.

“I have here,” said Mr. Maloney, “a
moving picture record of all that took place
here during the disputed fifteen minutes,
and I have the testimony of two credible
witnesses besides the photographer that he
honestly and faithfully turned the crank
and photographed all that occurred.”

The mahatma dropped his cup of tea and
rose in a rage. Terry Maloney took the
film.

‘ Although Mr. Thompson and these
gentlemen,” he said, * thought that they
were photographing what we all thought
we saw, they got, as a matter of fact, only
a picture of the mahatma and the boy
in the same positions from beginning to
end. Neither of them moved so much as a
hair’s breadth. He did not actually do
what he said he would do; he actually did
nothing at all. So the ten thousand dol-
lars, I believe, is, under the terms of the
wager, mine. It is a very difficult thing,
Mr. Trimorthan, to fool a camera.”

But the Mahatma Sandra Trimorthan
had gone—rug, bag, boy, and all!

The shimmer of glass and silver — the
soft whiteness of the cloth—the dull shaded
electric candle at her elbow—and the mod-
ulated strings of the orchestra—all these
blended perfectly with her mood. The sur-
roundings soothed the nervousness that.
comes from elation, and Peggy smiled hap-
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pily as she thought that the soft music from
behind the palms was furnishing what the-
atrical folk call “ ’till ready music.”

The man looked at her—worshipingly.
He didn’t know what she was about to tell
him, and be didn’t care. His interest in
Peggy Thompson was purely for her charm-
ing self alone.

Peggy knew it, and saw a part of the rea-
son reflected in a near-by mirror. But it
wasn’t her dainty, elfish image that made
her feel proud of herself. It was the letter
in the hand-bag that rested on her lap.

“Do you think I look literary?” Peggy
finally inquired.

“ No,” answered Brock Morris, “you
merely look lovely.”

“ I'm going to bob my hair and wear sen-
sible shoes and a flowing tie and tortoise-
shell glasses,” Peggy anncunced, ignoring
the compliment — or, perhaps, because of
it. ’ .

“ Why mar the scenery?” protested Mor-
ris. “If you went to look literary, I'll ad-
mit that you do—even if you don’t—rather
than see you costume yourself in the part.
Besides, I knew a successful playwright
once who hadn’t a single freakish fad and
looked quite like a human being.”

“ That’s consoling,” said Peggy. “I like
pretty clothes and foolish high-heeled slip-
pers; but since I've actually sold a real
book, I sort of felt I ought to look different
somehow.”

Morris smiled indulgently.
he asked. “ Did you sell it,”

Peggy opened the hand-bag and passed
him the letter.

“ Great!” exclaimed Morris. “ Vander-

- poel’s a good publisher, and he’ll be liberal
with you. But best of all, my firm handles
his advertising account, so the chances are
T'll look after the publicity for your book.
What's it called?” -

“ I named it ‘ Helen,” because it’s a girl’s
own story,” Peggy told him. “ I don’t sup-
pose you'll like it. I don’t know whether
anybody will—”

“ Vanderpool evidently doesn’t agree
with you,” commented Morris. “ Publish-
ers don’t buy book manuscripts just be-
cause authors happen to be as pretty as—”

“ That will do!” laughed Peggy. “Of

&« Really?”
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course / like it, but all the time I was work-
ing on the manuscript—and it took me
months and months—I wondered whether
other people would see it—and understand
as I do.”

Morris sighed. “It isn’t one of these
character-study-moral-uplift works, is it?”

“I'm not going to tell you,” Peggy said.
“ But as soon as it’s out I'm going to make
you read it whether you want to or not.”

“ That ’ll be a new experience,” Martin
told her. “I never read the books I write
advertisements fer. I might have a stroke
of conscience in advising people to buy ‘em
if I knew what they were about and how
bad they are.”

Peggy laughed deliciously, but Martin
was far from being facetious in making the
remark. He had known Peggy Thompson
for almost a year, and each week that be
knew her he understood her less and liked
her a great deal more. He knew that she
wrote for some of the lesser magazines, and
he had even managed to wade through some
of her stories. He was glad Peggy wasn’t
like her stories. If she had been, she would
have been an unspeakable woman. Not
wicked—just impossible.

That she could have written a book that
Vanderpool would approve seemed incred-
ible. Martin hadn’t imagined the girl pos-
sessed the depth or the breadth of vision to
paint a worth-while picture in novel leagth.
Vet be knew that Vanderpool was a shrewd
judge of fiction.. His publications invari-
ably proved best sellers, and metted neat
royalties for their authors as well as hand-
some profits for Vanderpool. As a result,
the Bingham Advertising Company, with
which Martin was associated, had a very
attractive sum to spend each year in popu-
iarizing Vanderpool’s books.

And to Martin fell the task of writing
the advertisements that appeared in.the
magazines and newspapers, lauding this lit-
erature and urging the public to purchase
each new masterpiece as it came from the
Vanderpool press. |

When he said he did not read the books
about which he wrote, he was telling the
truth. He would talk with some member
of Vanderpool’s staff, find eut what the
story was all about, and then glance
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through the high spots in order to write
some scintillating bit of sales talk thatwould
make the populace hungry to devour this
work. And Martin’s clever pen and print-
ed sales ability had added dollars to Van-
derpool’s bank account and prestige to the
books produced by the publisher. Authors,
incidentally, had not suffered in royalties as
a result of Martin’s exploitation of their
work.

As a result, the Vanderpool account had
been turned over to Martin to handle, and
even Vanderpool himself hardly knew
which of his publications Martin was fea-
turing most. It had always been a pet
theory of Martin’s that the majority of the
public wouldn’t know a good book if it
read one, and so he set himself up as a su-
preme and independent judge of what the
country should prefer from the printing
presses of Mr. Vanderpool.

He had a pet theory with regard to book
buying. And that was this: if people are
told long enough and loud enough that a
‘book is well worth reading, sooner or later
every person worth reaching will read the
book—whether or not he or she buys or
borrows it. And the very borrowing of
‘books annoyed Martin beyond measure.
There is no money for the writer or the
publisher in the reading of borrowed books.
‘So Martin had deliberately taken the tack
in his advertising, that the borrowing of
books is more wicked than the borrowing
of money. A book, Martin claimed, was
-on a plane far above vulgar commodities,
'such as coin and umbrellas. * Books
should be bought thoughtfully, read care-
fully, and preserved for posterity.” He
used that slogan in every Vanderpool ad-
‘vertisement. :

And as Vanderpool prospered, Martin
prospered, too. He had a rather smart
bachelor apartment and a Japanese valet
which he was ready and willing to swap for
a country house and a maid of all work—
provided he could find a suitable wife.

Recalling this situation, he came out of
his reverie and found that he was dancing
on the crowded floor with the author of
‘ Helen.” “ H-m!” muttered Martin. “ She
would not only make a suitable wife, but
an adorable one.”
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“ Were you speaking to me?” inquired
Peggy, looking up into Martin’s eyes.

“1 don’t know—was I?” Martin asked
as they finished the dance and sat down to
the lobster Newburg.

“ Now about this book of yours,” he said,
when the demi tasse had been brought.
“Is it so awful rotten?”

“ Brock!” exclaimed Peggy, hurt and in-
dignant.

“I didn’t mean not nice—or improper—
or—" -

“Then just what did you mean?” de-
manded Peggy.

“ Simply that the worse a book- is, the
better people seem to like it, and the better
it is, the worse they seem to like it—and—
well, I want them to like your book.”

- Peggy laughed. I think I see what you
mean. The things we writers like, our read-
ers usually don’t. But this has had the
approval of the editors and now it’s up to
the public—”

‘“And to me,” Martin reminded her.
“ Peggy, from this moment I promise you
that you are a famous author, and that your
book will be a bear-cat when it comes to
sales, reviews, and discussion. You'll prob-
ably make so much money that you’ll not
be satisfied with a foreign-made car and
will begin to wonder whether you can’t im-
port one from Mars. Incidentally youll
probably get so swelled-headed, and so dis-
gustingly rich, that you won’t have any-

thing to do with me any more.”

“T hope not,” said Peggy. “ You have
your faults, but I'm rather inclined to like
you.”

“For which, much thanks,” returned
Martin. “ Do you smoke cigarets, or would
you prefer an after-dinner mint?”

“ Are you trying to be funny or are you
merely insane?” was Peggy’s reply.

“ The latter,” admitted Martin, with a
smile. “I'm crazy about you.”

“ How utterly imbecile,” said Peggy.
“My motto is ‘Love me—love my
books.” ”’ :

“] gather the large idea,” Martin told
her. “1I shall proceed to make the public
follow my example.”

He set himself to the appointed task the
following morning. The first copy of
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¢ Helen ” was not yet bound, nor even fully
printed, but that did not deter Martin from
starting its exploitation. He meant to
make the reading public hungry for that
book. He intended that men, women, and
children should stand in bread lines before
booksellers’ stores waiting for its appear-
ance. He had not asked Peggy to outline
the plot or even to classify ““ Helen.” He
knew the name of the book and the author
and the publisher, and that was enough for
Martin.

Before going to luncheon he directed that
this preliminary announcement be put into
type:

PEGIGY THOMPSON
has written
a book.

Wait for it—
Watch for it—
Buy it—
Read it—
Don't let any one
see it.
Out November 10.
Printing orders
already quadrupled.

A SENSATION
“ A Vanderpool Publication.”

The title is
“HELEN.”

At luncheon he still pondered over the
matter. “If Peggy wasn’t such a nice
girl,” he mused, “ it would make a corking
line to refer to her as the writer ¢ who put
the hell in *“ Helen ” >—but I suppose she
wouldn’t stand for that. Hang it, why do
women write books anyway? A man would
see the advantage of a phrase like that!”

A week later he received a phone call
from Vanderpool. * Say, where do you
get this idea that the printing order on
‘Helen’ has been quadrupled before re-
lease date?” inquired the publisher.

“ Well, hasn’t it?” asked Martin.

143 NO-”

“ Then you’d better do it.”

« Why?”

“ Haven’t you read it?” demanded Mar-
tin indignantly.

“No,” answered Vanderpool. It isn’t
off the press yet. Bill Yerkes passed on the
manuscript, but didn’t rave about it
much—"

“ Bill Yerkes wouldn’t know a story if it
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came up and bit him,” Martin declared.
“ Let me alone. I know what I'm doing.
This book is going to go big. I’'m going to
make it the talk of the time, and it’s going
to drag down more long green than you've
ever dreamed of making out of a single
novel. What? You say I'm crazy? Sure
I am! Just watch me from now on!”

He hung up the receiver and wrote four-
teen more advertisements hot off the bat—
each one more enthusiastic than the other.
Then he called up Peggy and asked her to
go to the theater.

“How did you like the play?” Peggy
inquired when they were taxi-ing home.

“ Punk,” said Martin. “But I could
make it the greatest hit the town ever saw.
With a little judicious publicity it would
take an armed guard to keep the public
away from the box-office. Even children
would cry for it—"

“ Why don’t you inject some of that stuff
into the advertising of my book?” Peggy
suggested.

“I’'m doing it!” Martin snapped. “ You
ought to see the advance orders that are
coming in now. The bookstores are load-
ing up on it, and when the publicity cam-
paign breaks next week, even blind men
will be howling to have it reproduced in
raised letters.”

“Then you really believe in it?” asked
Peggy eagerly.

“ Sure,” said Martin.
haven’t read it.”

And when he had left Peggy and arrived
at his bachelor flat, he sat down and wrote
two reviews of ¢ Helen ” before going to
bed. That was Martin’s method. He sent
out printed copies to the newsdealers and
got them to have the criticisms inserted in
their local newspapers.

Fifteen minutes were required to polish
off his first one:

“ Helen,” by Peggy Thompson, is easily the
sensation of the literary season. It has all
the subtle charm of this popular writer’s short
stories, plus 4 glamour and romance that
ring real and true to life. Miss Thompson
draws a vivid, daring picture of the condi-
tions which make or mar the happiness of a
young girl of to-day. Before one has read
half a dozen pages, one finds one’s self living
the story. One feels the tension of the char-

“It’s great! I
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acters’ reactions on one another, and is con-
sumed with anxiety to learn the final out-
come of the thrilling events of the plot upon
their tangled lives. It took rare courage as
well as consummate skill to write “ Helen,”
and in doing so, Miss Thompson has exhibited
an astounding keenness of vision and the
broadest outlook upon modern American life
demonstrated in any novel of recent years.
At all booksellers, two dollars and fifty cents
net.

“ Not so bad,” muttered Martin, scan-
ning what he had written. “I hope I
haven’t slipped up anywhere—that the fool
story isn’t an historical romance or any-
thing like that. You have to put pep into
book advertising these days. If the public
isn’t curious it doesn’t buy. .I think I'll ad-
vise Vanderpool to slip each copy into one
of those intriguing-looking red covers with
a big white question mark or a broken heart
or something of the sort on ’em. The pub-
lic always falls for that sort of thing!”

Then he sighed, and decided to go a step
further, as he began to write another ad:

“ Helen,” by Peggy Thompson, is a close-
up of a young woman’s soul. Just as the
master directors of the films bring intense
heart-appealing drama before us with appall-
ing realism, Miss Thompson has admitted us
to the inner secrets of feminine frailties and
frivolities. One hesitates to say how entranc-
ingly entertaining this powerful story is.
Perhaps it will not be understood by the very
young. There may be those puritanical
critics who will shake their heads over the
book. Here is a story of stark realism that
sees good as well as evil. It ideally blends
sunshine and shadow—struggle and success—
sordidness and splendor. Its tragedy, its
pathos, its spice, its realism, all combine to
make it a work that will be widely, if not
too openly, discussed and eagerly even if
somewhat secretly read.

“ Better,” murmured Martin, and re-
solved to make his later advertisements
even more tempting in their tone.
book was due to come off the press in the
morning. Proof sheets had been on his
desk for weeks, but he had been too busy
even to glance over them. Now that the
book was coming out, he knew he would
have to make a pretense of reading it.

Peggy was a nice girl, and like all writ-
ers, proud of her brain-children. Martin
knew he would have to discuss it with her
—not merely to express an opinion, but to

The -
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comment with intelligence and enthusiasm
upon the work in detail. Of course he
knew he could pick out a few passages here
and there, rave about them, and more or
less meet the wish of Peggy Thompson—
but he must not forget to look at the book,

. just the same.

And as he fell off into dreamland, a hor-
rible thought came to him. If he skould
marry Peggy he would have to go on and
on reading her books for years and years to
come. Every time she finished a new one
he would have to read it as well as adver-
tise it. That would mean carrying his work
home with him, and Martin was as callous
to books as a bank-teller issto money. De-
spite his high-sounding phrases and digni-
fied discourses upon modern literature, a
book was a book to Martin, and he main-
tained that, properly advertised, a book is a
book to the public.

In any event he knew he had done Peggy
a good turn. “ Helen ” had gone to press
for the third edition, and there seemed
every likelihood that the first re-orders
after publication would send the novel back
to the printing-press again. The newspa-
pers were full of his advertisements, maga-
zine pages carried announcements- of
Peggy’s masterpiece, and attractive posters
in the booksellers’ windows called attention
to great piles of copies of “ Helen.” His
campaign to make “ Helen ”’ a best seller
was well under way and going well.

Then Martin thought of the crowning
touch. He sat down and wrote letters to
half a dozen newspapers, and to one or two
religious magazines. He signed them with
such disapproving nom de plumes as “ In-
dignant,” “ Outraged,”  Incensed,” and
“ Horrified.”

“ That ’ll make ’em sit up and take no-
tice,” he said to himself as he dropped the
batch of letters into the mail-box.
“ There’s nothing that 1l make a book go
better than to have dear old vox populi
start to pan it. It’s just like telling a child
it mustn’t read Balzac or Laura Jean Lib-
bey. Result, precocious infant has the
book off the shelf in a jiffy, and reads it be-
tween the covers of the New Atlas of
Europe after the war.”

He picked up the bound copy on his desk
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and began to turn the pages when the tele-
phone rang. It was Peggy on the wire.

“ Oh, Brock!” she exclaimed in a voice
that was all eagerness. “ Do you know I
never imagined it would be so thrilling to
see one’s very own book on display in all
the windows. I've been having the time of
my life standing about the store counters
listening to the comments of people who
ask for ¢ Helen.””

“ They won’t be asking for it in another
week,” Martin told her. “ They’ll be de-
manding it—howling for it. You’'ll have to
open half a dozen bank accounts to take
care of all your checks.”

“ But I wanted to talk to you about the

review in the Record this morning,” Peggy
went on. “I bhaven’t the slightest knowl-
edge who wrote it, but he doesn’t seem to
grasp my idea at all—”
" “ What’s the difference?” asked Martin
in annoyance, realizing what was coming.
« He featured the book in the paper, didn’t
he?”

“ Of course,” said Peggy, “but I don’t
like sailing under false colors, and besides,
what he says about the book isn’t true.
Any onhe reading the criticism would get the
impression that the book isn’t—well, exact-
ly proper—”

“ Nonsense!” objected Martin, grinning
into the phone, “ you only imagine that.
Why, Peggy, it’s the sweetest, most beauti-
ful story I've ever—”

“Oh, you've read it, then?” she ex-
claimed joyously. ‘“ De come up to-night
and tell me juss what you think about it!”

Mgptin squirmed and looked somewhat
wrathfully at his copy of “ Helen.” He
wanted to spend the evening with Peggy,
but he had a busy day ahead of him, and
he simply wouldn’t have time even to skim
through the pages.

“Sorry,” he explained, “ but I have to
go and review a play. Want to come
along? Jacobson has a show on at the
Laughter Theater, and it’s proving a flivver.
Wants me to see if I can’t find some way
to make the public fall for it.”

“ Why, of course I'll come, if you have
to go,” Peggy agreed reluctantly; “ but do
you think it quite fair, Brock, to try to in-
terest theatergoers in a production that
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hasn’t been able to succeed on its own
merits?”

“ Jumping Jabberwocks!” cried Martin,
“ if we allowed books and plays to stand on
their own merits there wouldn’t be any pub-
lishers, any producers, or any advertising
men. Then there wouldn’t be any me, and
I couldn’t marry you and—”

“ What was that you said?” Peggy in-
quired sweetly over the wire.

“T’ll see you about seven-thirty,” Mar-
tin answered, and wrote ‘ Tiffany’s” on
his memorandum pad.

That night they saw the play, but neither
Martin nor Peggy paid much attention to
it. It wasn’t such a bad play, but the two
were only interested in each other—so
much interested, in fact, that they decided
they didn’t care to go to a restaurant for
supper afterward, and it was nearly two
o’clock before Martin finished kissing the
finger upon which he had joyously slipped
a solitaire. In response to parental objec-
tions as to the lateness of the hour, Peggy
had explained that she and Martin had
been discussing her book — that she had
been making suggestions for its further ad-
vertising.

Her father snorted. He opined that he
could have discussed the whole New York
Library in less time than it took the two
to say good night, and that he could have
devised an advertising campaign that would
have sold illicit spirits to Mr. Volstead in
a much briefer period. But Peggy slipped
away to bed, the happiest girl in the world.
Her book was a success—and she was en-
gaged! Martin experienced similar sensa-
tions of cardiacal intoxication. He was
pleased with what he had done about the
book, because it pleased Peggy, but the
thing that gratified him most was the fact
that he was at last to exchange single
blessedness for matrimonial bliss.

On awakening the next morning, how-
ever, the two read the newspapers with dif-
fering sensations of surprise. Martin
laughed aloud, to the astonishment of his
Japanese servant, who expected him to be
silent and grouchy at breakfast. Peggy
sobbed over her chocolate cup, and was im-
patient when she phoned to find that Mar-

“tin had left his apartment and had not yet
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arrived at his office. Her pretty features
were a mixture of grief and indignation as
she read the flaring head-lines.

CENSORSHIP CHIEF ASKS SUPPRES-
SION OF “HELEN”
Dr. Josiah Ponderdonk Dencunces Novel
by Miss Peggy Thompeen.
WILL BRING LEGAL ACTION AGAINST
PUBLISHER VANDERPOOL. AND
AUTHOR

In an interview, Dr. Ponderdonk stated

that while he had not read the book in its
entirety, he was informed that it was not a
proper piece of literature. Even the ad-
vertisements featuring the novel broadly
hinted at this, he said, and he had had his
attention called to a number of indignant
protests against “ Helen ” from outraged
readers in the various newspapers.
_ Martin reached his office elated. He at
once began the preparation of several state-
ments refuting the charges of Dr. Ponder-
donk, and asserting that “ Helen ” was un-
questionably the foremost literary work of
the age—“a pen picture that tugs at the
heartstrings and points of vital moral which
every one should read.”

“ Guess that ’11 hold the old boy for a
while!” Martin exclaimed. “ Hope he car-
ries it into court. Then I'll have our law-
yer read the whole three hundred and sev-
enteen pages to the jury. The newspapers
will publish parts of it, and if ‘ Helen’
stops at anything less than eight printings
I'm a cannibal!”

But a weeping voice greeted him when
the phone bell tinkled. ¢ Oh, Brock!”
wailed Peggy.  Suppose they put me in
jail! They’ve just handed me some terrible
legal-looking paper!”

“ They can’t put you in jaill” he assured
her. “ They're putting you into the lime-
light—setting you up on a pedestal in the
hall of fame. It’s great stuffi—let them go
to it. This is going to make the book!”

“But it isn’t fair!” protested Peggy.
“ It isn’t a naughty book!”

“ For Heaven’s sake don’t tell anybody!”
Martin almost shrieked into the transmit-
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ter. ‘“Meet me at the Ritz for luncheon
and I'll explain everything. In the mean
time, don’t breathe a word to a soul.”

Peggy didn’t seem to be satisfied, but she
did agree to meet him, and shortly before
noon Martin reached for his hat. As he
was leaving the office he ran squarely into
Vanderpool. The publisher’s eyes were
blazing and his face was flushed and angry.

“ What kind of a blockhead are you, any-
way?” he yelled. “You certainly have
messed up things in coonection with
¢ Helen L.

“Yep,” chuckled Martin. “ I've stirred
up some cute little hornet’s nest of publicity
—what?”

“You've thrown a boomerang!” roared
Vanderpool. * That fool Ponderdonk has
obtained a court order suppressing the
whole edition, and I've got to recall and re-
fund the money for every single copy that
is in the dealers’ hands.”

“ You don’t mean that he got away with
it?” gasped Martin, unable to believe his
ears.

“ He sure did!” announced Vanderpool.
“ He appeared before Justice Gregory. You
remember he sued me for libel some years
ago, because he claimed the author made
fun of him in one of the books I put out?
All poppycock, of course, but he’s had it
in for me ever since, and issued the order
at once.”

Martin gave a low whistle. It wouldn’t
be so easy to explain to Peggy now, and he
saw visions of his solitaire being returned
across the luncheon table.

“ What the deuce got into y can’t
make out,” Vanderpool went on%here
isn’t a suggestive line in that book, nor a
single situation that couldn’t be read aloud
before a Sunday-school class. Yet you
come out in your advertisements and hint
that it’s a second ¢ Three Months’ and a
sort of modern Rabelais. Don’t you ever
read the books you advertise?”

“ Why — sometimes,” Martin stalled.
“ But this time I merely talked it over with
the author—I know Miss Thompson pretty
well—that is—”

“ She didn’t give you any such idea,”
snapped Vanderpool. “ She’s been weeping
over my wire all morning, and she’s raising
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Cain about it all. She threatens to sue me
for damages for ruining the sale of her
book!”

“ Wow!” exclaimed Martin. ‘ But may-
be it Il work out all right anyway. You
see, I figured that Miss Thompson was
practically unknown, and that probably it
wasn’t much of a book anyway—"

“ Wasn’t much of a book!” Vanderpool
shot at him with contempt. “ You may
think you know advertising, but you don’t
" know literature, that’s a cinch! ¢ Helen’
is one of the finest bits of clean, wholesome
literature that I or any other publisher has
turned out in many a day. It’s a hum-
dinger of a story—a riot—the sort of a
book that would have had a vogue for
years. And you've gummed the whole
game! You're fired! I'm retaining the
Creesus Agency to handle my advertising
in the future.”

Martin stood there dejectedly as Vander-
pool strode angrily toward the elevators and
disappeared behind the clanging gates. As
the car went down the door of a private
office opened, and Mr. Bingham, head of
Martin’s firm, came out.

¢ Oh, -Martin,” he said quickly. “1I sup-
pose you know Vanderpool’s taken his ac-
count away from us. The organization
can’t stand losing a hundred-thousand-dol-
lar client these days. We won’t need youe
any longer.”

“Well!” mused Martin, recalling Van-
derpool’s estimate of Peggy. “ Who would
‘have believed it. She did write a worth-
while book after all! I've a feeling that I
won'’t be feeling so chipper after luncheon.”

v v
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With apologetic and dejected air he made
his way to the Ritz. There was nothing to
do but confess the truth, and explain how
his eagerness to help Peggy had proved to
be a boomerang for “ Helen.”

But to his surprise Peggy was sitting in
the lounge saucily swinging her little
buckled pumps, her pretty face wreathed
in smiles. “ Oh, Brock!” she cried eagerly,
“isn’t it just wonderful!”

“ Wonderful! What the—"
at her in amazement.

“TI’ve just left Moulton, the publisher,”
she told him, with a little thrill of excite-
ment. “ He’s had a novel of mine for near-
ly four months. I'd despaired of his taking
it, and only last week one of his readers told
me it was hopeless. But he called me on
the telephone this morning and said he’s
going to bring it out at once. He said it
will go like hot cakes after the suppression
of ¢ Helen.””

Martin gasped and sank down in a chair
beside her. “Can you beat that,” he
chuckled.

“1 was telling Mr. Moulton that I knew
you, and he wanted me to approach you
and see if I couldn’t get you to give up Mr.
Vanderpool’s advertising account and han-
dle his for him. ‘He says you’re the one
man who knows enough about book pub-
licity to make my ¢ Dream Nights’ a sen-
sational success. You’ll do it, Brock, won’t
you—for my sake?” she pleaded.

“Well,” hesitated Martin, suppressing
an amused smile, “I might—I’ll think it
over—after I've read the story. 1t doesn’t
pay to judge a book by its cover.”

U U

He stared

HILLTOPS

HE sun has kissed the mountain top,
The distant rim of blue,
And, in between, the valley green
Has charmed my window view.

My love has touched your wonder heart
(Dear one, so high it seems);
That all T knew of men and you

Lies fairer than my

dreams.
Edith Livingston Smith



THERE are those who say that the
law has no heart, and that those
who enforce the law gradually be-
gin to lose all sense of the ordinary human
feelings.and emotions. They have said that
this last is especially true of the Mounted.
That may be so, but there was one case—

The sky hung gray and threatening over

Blackh Peak, resting the eyes at last

e fierce glare of the sun on the
whxte, packed snow, the crystals of which
had thrown back the light intensified a
hundred fold.

Sanderson, the trader, busied himself in
small talk with his friend, Sergeant Water-
man, of the Mounted, who was preparing
to make his rounds. The door opened and
an Ojibway squaw came in. Waterman
sat quietly in his corner until the trader
had completed his business with the shape-
less hag, saying nothing, but noting every-
thing.

Like all Indian squaws in early middle
age, she was not an attractive object to
look at. Middle age is problematical—she
might have been that. So might she also
have been a hundred years old. There is no
telling with a squaw, for their old age comes
on as quickly as night in the tropics—
in one instant it is light and in another
the heavy velvet black of the equator
has fallen and full fledged night is upon
you, dense and all-enveloping. Thus it is
with most Indian women—they are young,
and then suddenly they are old, and that
is all there is to it.

She was dressed shapelessly in the odds
and ends of bedraggled fur that the females
of that section are wont to wear. The skin
of her tanned, yellowed face was folded
into innumerable seams which surrounded
the beady, sharp eyes which could, how-
ever, look at you unwinkingly. She was
short and fat—rather more than fat, she
was formless.

Curiously, there was a tomahawk in her
belt. Now, this was peculiar for several
reasons. The first reason is that it is many
generations since the Ojibways have used
the tomahawk. Seocondarily, ever since the
coming of the white man, the Indian’s
tomahawk has always had a metal head.
The head of this tomahawk was sharpened
flint, bound to the haft with a rawhide
thong crisscrossed owver the hard stome.
Even when the Indians used tomahawks,
they were in evidenoe only in war time—
only when needed. At the end of a war
they were buried, whence arises the old
saw about burying the hatchet.

Yet here was this squaw not only doing
the trading at the post—which generally is
done by the male—but also wearing a
tomahawk while she did so. And a stone
tomahawk perhaps two hundred years old.
It was queer, reflected Sergeant Waterman
idly, as he watched her.

Evidently she could not speak, because
she gave the trader a sheet of paper with
her wants written thereupon, which he
busied himself to satisfy. Vet she did not
have the vacuous, and at the same time
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sharp, appearance of the dumb, and she was
not deaf, because the trader addressed her
several times, and she answered with nods
of her head.

“T never saw her before,” advanced the
sergeant when she had gone.

“ No, she doesn’t come in often—but
she has been coming for fifteen years.”

“ Something peculiar about that squaw,
Sanderson,” said Waterman. “I don’t
mean her carrying a tomahawk—though
that’s queer enough, I'll say; I mean in
her appearance. Did it ever occur to you
that she looks as though she were waiting
for somebody—or something. I mean, not
the usual look of dumb—”

« She’s not dumb, sergeant,” answered
Sanderson slowly, interrupting him. ¢ She
can speak when she wants to. She—”

“ Then why—"

“ She never speaks to a white man.” He
turned to rearrange some of his disordered
stock, and remained silent for a moment or
two. When he spoke again he did not look
at Waterman; he was looking out of the
window at the long stretch of snow and
pine woods. A figure was coming—he
could see it in the distance, though it
would be fifteen minutes or more before it
arrived.

“1 always have the impression that
she’ll talk to @ white man again only when
that something that you spoke of has hap-
pened. She’s a little crazy, you know.”
The younger man looked his interest, light-
ing a cigaret in silence.

“ Yes—at least, they say she is. I got
some of her story from one of the Indians.
He was afraid to speak of it, because they
hold her in a sort of awe, but I got it out
of him. You know, Indians treat their
insane differently than we do. They make
much of them—the Ojibways do, anyway.
Sort of medicine-man, or woman.” He
smiled wryly.

“ Might not be such a bad plan for some
of us, he commented in his dry fashion.
“I've known some who could see things
that we sane people could not see—and I
would have liked to be able to see those
same things. She has her own wigwam,
and she’s rather set apart from the rest of
the bamd. She doesn’t mind, I guess.
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Rather prefers to be that way. Curious
name she has—Wind Along the Waste.
How’s that for a name? Seems to me I
read something like that in old Omar once,
but I'm not sure. Most of these Indian
names mean something, but nobody around
here knows what her name meant when it
was originally given to her.

“ She was young—sixteen or seventeen—
about twenty years ago. Wouldn’t think
it, would you? But you know how these
Indians age. Don’t seem to have any mid-
dle age—either they’re young or they’re
old. The story says that she was going to

marry a young buck, nice looking young

fellow with a bit more education than most
Indians have. You know, she was partly
educated in a convent—couple of years,
anyway—I guess that’s the reason she and
this young buck were so gone on each
other.

“ Things were going all right until a
white man came along—one of those in-
dependent traders there used to be around
here. He wanted Wind Along the Waste.
You know, after a man is here for quite a
while, he sees nothing wrong in marrying
an Indian—his perspective sort of changes.
A woman is always a woman, and I un-
derstand that Wind Along the Waste was
as good looking as they come. She didn’t
care about him, but he had money and
kept promising her father all sorts of pres-
ents and things if he would consent.

“ Well, this part of it seems kind a hazy,
but I know he did get her after a while,
whether she wanted to or not. The young
buck she wanted ¥ marry was away some-
wheres, and when he come back all trace
of them was lost. He wound up by com-
mitting suicide. He—" '

“ Committing suicide!” ejaculated the
sergeant. This was almost unheard of
among the Ojibways.

“ Yes—committed suicide. Just willed
himself to die, and he died. He—”

“ What do you mean?”

“ Why, don’t you know? Guess there
are more ways of shuffling off this mortal
coil than you know of. Did you ever hear
that a Chinaman could commit suicide by
just deciding that he wants to die? He
goes and lies down in his bunk and in a
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day or two he is dead—and that’s all there
is to it. Wel, some of the Qjibways can
do this. That’s what this man did. He
decided it was time to die, and he just lay
down and died. That’s about all there is
to it, except that here’s the girl—suppose
she left the white man, or he left her—
and she’s a little touched.” He made a
significant motion toward his forehead with
his right hand.

“ Well, it seems to me that that’s hardly
all,” commented the sergeant slowly.
 There’s that tomahawk and—"

“Yes,” interrupted the trader. “ That
tomahawk is a couple of hundred years
old—handed down from her ancestors. I
think she has some sort of an idea that it’s
her instrument of vengeance—divine ven-
geance—anyway, she never is without it.”

“If she ever comes across the man—"
began the sergeant.

“ She’ll kill him. And she’ll hang for it,
I suppose.”

“Yes, she’ll hang. Don’t imagine that’ll
make much difference to her. Beastly
shame, though. Dare say the beggar de-
serves to be killed,” drawled the policeman,
but his eyes were sober and his lips were
stretched in a thoughtful line.

“] say, there’s some one coming,” he
said, glancing out of the window.

“Yes, I saw him ten or fifteen minutes

ago.”
II.

SERGEANT WATERMAN instinctively dis-
liked and distrusted the stranger from the
moment of his appearamce. The men of
the Mounted sometimes acquire a sixth
sense of that kind; and it is said that this
sense is more to be relied upon than all
their other senses rolled into one. Water-
man could hardly say what it was about
the man he had disliked, but from the first
instant, when he had stamped into the
room on his snowshoes, tentatively open-
ing and closing his fingers to restore the
circulation, Waterman felt that he was
simply not his kind.

The stranger was burly and strong,
bearded, about middle age—forty-five to
fifty, with that in his small, black, piggish
eyes that was not good to see in anyone

up north, where a man has to be, to a large
extent, his own censor of the moralities and
the conventions.

It seemed that his name was Landon—
Wilmot Landon—and he had been away in
the States for the last ten or fifteen years,
though he had been an independent fur
trapper in this very section previously.
He was on his way to Silver Cross, a settle-
ment that he could reach by nightfall, if
he started within the hour, and he had stop-
ped at Blackhorse Peak to get warm and
to rest for a few minutes. That, in short,
was his story as he told it, but there was
a story told in his face, in the sensual,
gross lips, and in the lines under the glisten-
ing eyes—a story that he who runs could
read, if he was so minded. And that was
what Sergeant Waterman, of the Mounted,
read.

The visitor and the trader engaged in
small talk for a while, and Waterman sat
in silence. He did not care to talk to this
man, for some reason. He disliked him,
that was the long and short of it. Landon
turned to the sergeant after a bit.

“You're in the Mounted, ain’t you?”
he asked, and Waterman nodded. “ Nearly
got into the force myself, wunst. Glad I
didn’t, though. My idea of a rotten job,
'l tell the world. Poor pay and hard,
dangerous work. -‘Too many easier ways
of makin’ money, I'll say.”

“ How, for instance?” asked Waterman
dryly, looking him in the eye.

The man laughed. ‘ Come, now, ser-
geant—expect me to tell you that—an’ you
a member: of the Mounted?” He leered
evilly for an instant. Then he laughed,
but Waterman said nothing. At this point
Sandetson, who had left the company for a
brief period, came back with a bottle of
whisky and several glasses.

“ Now you're talkin’, friend,” said the
newcomer, jovially. “Fill it up for the
sergeant, toa.”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY..

“ Thanks, no,” said Waterman. “I'm
not drinking”—quietly.
The other looked at him. “ What’s the

matter—teetotaler?”

“No—1I'm just not drinking now.”
With a shrug of his shoulders Landon
turned to the trader.
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“ Darn peticular some people is, seems
t'me, bout who they drinks with,” he
grumbled to Sanderson, who said nothing.

“ Curious thing, that, about the Indian
who committed suicide by just making up
his mind he was going to die,” commented
Waterman, turning to the trader and speak-
ing to him as though no one else was there.
It was as though their conversation had
been continued without a break.

“Yes, only case of the kind I ever
heard of,” replied Sanderson. “ Seems to
me that if—"

“ Why, that’s funny,” broke in the visi-
tor. “Imagine you’re mentioning a thing
like that! It just happens I knew of such
a case right in this section. Happened
about twenty years ago.” The other two
regarded each other in silence.

“Yeh; just about twenty years ago, I
guess. I was young then, an’ wuz tradin’
around here promiscuous like. There wuz
an Ojibway village around here then—don’t
suppose it’s here any more, an’ there wuz
an Injun gal there that I can honestly say
wuz the finest lookin’ specimen I ever
seen—an’ I’ve seen some, you can bet your
life on that. Say, that gal wuz about the
prettiest lookin’ thing I ever lamped—thin
and supple as a reed, small, strong, the
blackest hair an’ the blackest eyes you
ever seen, an’ the most regular features.

“ Had some eddication, too—got it in a
convent. The name the Injuns give her
wuz ‘ Wind Along the Waste ’—ain’t that
a scream for a name? I shortened it to
Windy after a while, of course, and—but
that’s gettin’ a little ahead of the yarn.

‘“ Her old man was a regular Injun—the
-kind that believed his gal had oughter mind
him in everything; that’s the way they
are, among the Injuns. I found that out
when I got so I began to hang around
Wind Along the Waste. Say—ain’t that
the darnedest name?—I think they give it
to her because she wuz so slim and supple
and light, looked as though she might be
picked up on any wind that come along
and carried away—or mebbe it wuz account
of her voice, which sometimes sounded like
a wind whispering soft like in the pines,
far away—y’ know what I mean?

‘“ Anyway, she wuz some looker, I'll say,
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though I suppose by now—if she’s alive,
she probably looks more like the old squaw
what I passed comin’ here than anything
else. As I say, I hung around a while and
tried to make an impression on her. I'd
take her down to the post wunst in a while,
blow her to a piece of ribbon now and then,
and so on—but it didn’t seem to be much
of a go.

“ You see, there wuz a young Injun buck
in the game—sthese two had it all framed
up to marry each other when I butted in
an’ jazzed up the works. You don’t usu-
ally hear much about love among the In- .
juns—that is, the real ones, not the comic
opera kind—at least, they don’t think of it
the same way we civilized people do; but I
must say that this gal an’ that there In- -
jun buck had a bad case of it, an’ if it
hadn’t been for the old man’s havin’ brung
her up to mind him, they would of went
an’ got hitched before I ever got there.

‘“ After I got there it wuz all off, because
I made up my mind that I'd have that gal
whatever happened.” He paused for a
moment, and moistened his gross, sensual
lips with a thick, darting tongue. His eyes
leered lustfully.

“1 give the old man presents an’ promised
him anything he wanted if he would let me
have the gal. Things wuz pretty strict
around here at that time, an’ it looked as if
I would have to marry her if I wuz to get
her at all. But I wuz willin’ to do that—
anything, in fact, just so as to get her.

“ But although I got the ol’ man so he
was satisfied to have me get her, I couldn’t
seem to bring the gal around, an’ although
she wouldn’t marry nobody without the
old man let her, yet she wanted to wait an’
see; maybe he would change his mind about
the Injun buck she wanted. But we got
around that all right, all right.

“ Her Injun went off on a three weeks’
trip, an’ no sooner does he get away when
the old man says: ¢ She’s yourn if you can
make her go with you.” I says shelll go
with me, one way or the other.” He
paused a while again, while the others sat
in quiet, waiting for him to.go on.

“Did she go! Ill say she did. She
didn’t want to, an’ put up a nawful fight,
but there ain’t none of them can get away
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with that stuff with your Uncle W. L.
when he makes up his mind he wants a
thing bad enough. She went with me down
the river, an’ I made her be good—you
can put that in your pipe. I showed her
what was what, an’ believe me, I knocked
a few crazy notions outta her head while I
bad her. I learned her how to sit up an’
Say, ¢ papa.i ”

“ Say, but she was one sweet jane, at
first! Tried to run away, wunst or twicet,
but I got her back agen an’ learned her
proper. Never: tried it no more. After
that she knowed who wuz the boss, an’ she
stuck to me until I got good an’ tired of
her—five or six years, in all. I sold her
to some half breeds over on the Plate after
that, an’ ain’t never heard of her since—
guess she’s dead by now.

“ But what I started to say wuz about
that Injun buck. You see, he didn’t get
back till about three weeks after I had
skipped; there wuz no chanst of findin’ us
then, an’ he knowed it, though I don’t
know what he would have did if he had
found us—though, you can’t never tell
what an Injun is goin’ to pull on you.
Anyway, her father tells him that Wind
Along the Waste has gone with me of her
own volition—that she told him she loved
me, an’ all that there kind a rot, an’ he
believed it.

“ What does he do but say that he’s
going to pass in his checks — commit
suicide; he does it, too. Goes to his bunk,
lies down, turns his face to the wall, and
in two days he wuz dead. Say, what d’ya
think of that? Shows power of mind over
matter, I alwuz thought it wuz a kinda
curious thing, if you know what I mean.”

He finished in a dead silence, his small
black eyes gleaming unpleasantly and lust-
fully at the reminiscence. Shortly after he
took his leave and plodded on his way.

Sergeant Waterman sat in the room,
quietly, without saying a word, and so did
Sanderson. They gazed grimly out of the
window at the figure padding its way on-
ward, placing the snowshoes carefully and
accurately in the beaten path, until it had
passed out of sight in the pines. A little
later Sergeant Waterman rose and an-
nounced that he would go on his rounds.

B

He drew on his fur coat and took his
snowshoes from the’ wall.

“Guess I'll travel along with you
way—need the exercise,” said Sanderson.
Waterman nodded, and waited for the older
man to dress.
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~=—Four miles down the trail, in the lee of
a big, grim rock they found the man who
had called himself Landon. His body was
still warm, but all life had departed.
Spread ﬂat on his back, his sightless eyes
staring up at the bruen heavens reproach-
fully, he had that in his face that indicated
he had seen something that usually comes
in the black night—a shade out of a might-
mare that had come to horrify him in day-
light. The surprise mingled with the horror
in his staring orbs. His revolver was in
his hand, but it had not been fired.

A great, jagged hole had been smashed
in his skull, such as might have been made
by a sharp pointed stome, and next to him,
where it had fallen, lay a tomebawk. The
head of it was a long, sharp, heavy piece of
flint, bound to the haft with a rawhide
thong crisscrossed over the hard stone.

They examined the body briefly, still in
silence, and then faced each other.

“ She got him—after twenty years,” re-
marked the trader, and the other nodded.

“ The law—your law, doesn’t recognize
any crime in what this man did,” said
Sanderson. “ Yet it will recognize a crime
in what this squaw did—and she will hang
for it. Well,” with a shrug of his shoul-
ders, “I suppose it must be so.”

“ Who said she’ll hang for it?” asked the
representative of the law evenly. “ Hang-
is for murder. This was not murder.”

The other looked at him gravely. It
was—"

“ Can’t you see what it was. It was
suicide, of course. A man’s liable to do
anything on a lonely trail like this; when
you’re alone you get to see how useless life

is—and you commit suicide. Let’s bury
him.”

Quietly the men faced each other. It
was Sanderson who spoke at last.

“1 think you’re right. He commmitted
suicide twenty years ago.”
10 A
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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.

Old ways of brushing do not
end it.

Film absorbs stains, making
the teeth look dingy. It mars
the beauty of millions. But 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
bholds 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

brush teeth daily escape these
film-caused troubles.

How to fight it

Dental science, after long
research, has found ways to
fight that film. 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
cléan 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.

Pepsadénd

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant, whose every
application brings five desired effects. Ap-
Proved by highest authorities, and now ad-
vised by leading dentists everywhere. All
druggists supply the large tubes.

—_— —

10-Day Tube Free *

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Dept. 177, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to
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Olly one tabe to a family.

In answering this adx.erlucment ﬂ i8 desiralle that you mcntion this magazine.
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FEEE [earn Piano!

This Interesting Free Book

shows how you can become a skilled player
of plano or organ own home
usual cost. Dr. ﬁuim'- famous Written

is endorud by lea: musicians and beads of State

-t e and e (',ou 'k“‘“ 3 ﬁ yun. Play ?oda
onc ce in every ke sﬁuﬁﬁe

to understan -évtxlly Irunnted or b’cclnuo or old or g -ﬂ

I'-dem. Diploma granted. W! lod.u fo tlmboct ow t»
Learn LR ‘ 5
.%IE.HL Quina C ‘“‘. 'u.‘“m

Big Band Catalog Sent FREE

Anythmg you need for the band—

instrument or complete -
Uaed by Amy and ﬁl"l:lesﬁmrmm :
iberally

BE YOUR OWN BOSS, MAKE MORE MONEY

With little capital, you oan es- i tion 'h.
tablish a business in your home i-er::tl:b t inte: Men mt
town and make $10 to $30_ per Sold by leadnng music
dl’ue'ﬂ,h Bttngenon ks”;llnth Vlul- ers everywhere,
r8. T WOT oss D

cost, and bigger profts, - © =ASY LYON & HEALY
ere are nderson 8¢l 8 In -

34 states, one ls near you. Better PAVMENTS 71-78 Jackson Boslerard CHICAGO

schooling JJ]“' finest equlpment

e Anderson, Ursologlats”auc- DEAFNESS IS MISERY

de‘,;‘,’n‘f..“fg,(,?‘c’,,%é:n'?;’,‘;' ::d 1 know because I was Deaf and had Head Nelwes for over
the operation of the Anderson 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums restored my
Super-Heated Steam Vulcanizer hearing and stopped Head Noises. and will do it for you.
and Retreader They are Tiny Megaphones. Cannot be seen when worn.
Takos 5 to ll)d- in school and costs Effective when deafness is caused by Catarrh or by

T at sny L you buy an Anderson Perforated. Partially or Wholly Destroyed Nataral Drums.
alcanizer, we refund your $36 and pay Easy to put in. easy to take out. Are ‘' Unseen Comforts.”
nexpencive. Write for Booklet and my awern statement

u $5 per day for o‘ch’of the 10 sc
KW of how 1 recovered my hearing.

0 wlll tel T e ok L e
Y. te today. A. O. LEONARD
STLAM VlILCANIZE 00 Suite 89, 70 5th Avenue, -~ - New York City

Munsey siMagazine

is America’s greatest and best all-fiction
monthly. It prints more good stories of
all lengths than any other fiction magazine.
It contains one hundred and ninety-two
pages of delightful stories—four or five
senals, a long complete novelette in each
numbe{). artl}::l fcrlom ten to fourteez lihol'l:
stones by the cleverest writers 00!
StomaCh Trouble of great stories every month for twenty-

five cents. A year's subscription $3.00.

cured with food. Send postcard for

free booklet—‘ ‘HOW FOODS CURE” ”"
Dr. EUGENE CHRISTIAN An Tdeal Christmas @ift!
Dept. 3312, Broadway at 71st Street, New York. = —

In answering any advertisement onm this page $t {s desirable that you mention this magasine.
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Xmas OGifts

The most pleasant and lasting gift for Xmas
time, one that is appreciated from one end of
the year lo the other, is a subscription to an
interesting magazine.

The Munsey publicati lar for years as most
gratifying gifts for Christmastide, may be sent to your
near or faraway friends without the slightest inconve-
nience on the part of the sender. The usual beautiful
gift card is sent to y your greetings, and each
issue of the magazine carries with it a delightful remind-
er of the sender’'s deep weflection 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 )

card

g7 the gift in your
name is sent with each Xmas t

upon req

ry

The sending of Munsey publications is a very de-
lightful 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
I give?”

Send Christmas gift orders at once and specify
greeting card so as to assure promptness in the de-
livery of both the magazine and the greeting card on
Christmas morning.

Subscription Department

FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY

280 Broadway, New York City

A Big Raise in Salary

Is Very Easy to Get, if You
Go About It in the Right Way

You have often heard of others who
doubled and trebled their salaries in a year’s
time, You wondered how they did it. Was it a
pull? Don’t you think it. When a man is hired
he gets paid for exactly what he does, there is
no sentiment in business. It's preparing for
the future and knowing what to do at the right
time that doubles and trebles salaries.

Remember When You
Were a Kid

and tried to ride a bike for the very first time? You
thought that you would never learn and then—all of a
sudden you knew how, and said in surprise: *“Why it’s
a cinch if you know how.” It's that way with most
things, and getting a job with big money is no excep-
tion to the rule, if you know how.

We Will Show You How

Without loss to you of a single working hour we can
show you a sure way to success and big pay. A large
number of men in each of the positions listed are en-
oying their salaries because of our help—we want to

elp you. Make check on the coupon against the job
you want and we will help you get it. Write or print
your name on the coupon and send it in today.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. G-95R, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. G-9SR, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

Send me full information on how the PROMOTION
PLAN will help me win promotion in the job checked.

....Architect ....Lawzer
....Buﬂdinthontractor ....Machine Shop Practice
....Automobile Engineer  ....Photoplay Writer
....Automobile ....Mechanical Engineer
«...Shop Superintendent
-...Employment Manager
....Steam Engineer

oG
....Structural Engineer
....Business Manager

Cert, Public Accountant ....Foremanship
....Accountant and Auditor -ree2M itary l;limﬂeeri "
eeee eeper e rveyor a n
....Draftsman and Designer .. ..‘l‘elepezone Engjx?eper

....Electrical Engineer
«...Electric IE‘?M&' Power
ral Education

<...Tele h Engineer
«...High Scﬁool draduate
«...Fire Insurance Expert

Name...ccoereeetcecsscnnssnscssenstcancecnsosecsssncnasens
Address ........coceecentennrscennionncniaciicncicancanne

svesseseccccstessccansssscscasennns D

In anewering any advertisement om this page it is uesiradble that you mention this magazine.
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pert | L.L.Cooke.CHier Encineer ™

Nema » .' Cmm;n ENGINEERING WDRKS

THE“COOKE"TRAINED MAN IS THE “BIG-PAY MAN"

In answering this advertisement it is desiradle that you mention this magazine.
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