


WANTED: Railway Mail Clerks, $135 to $195 Month-
U. 8. Government wants hundreds. Men—boys over 17. Write IM-
MEDIATELY for free list of Government positions now open.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE Dept. T-268 ROCHESTER, N. Y,

AGENTS—NEW AUTO INVENTION—$120 A WEEK

\ Putnam made this selling Mystic,
R the amazing windshield cleaner;
for autoists, motormen. engi-
[ neers; works like magic; one rub
b kceps glass clear 24 hours: cleans
| entire shield: sheds water like a
duck’s back: not a cloth but
chemical - felt; enameled steel
mountings; very snappy: fits
Eno' et. guaranteed year; s>lls $1;

moote sold 2000 in 4 days; big
profite: exclusive territory;

o

SECURITY MFG. CO.
Dept. 549 == Toledo, Ohio amazing details free; write today.

Munsey s Magazing

is America’s greatest and best all-fiction
monthly. It prints more good stones of
all lengths than any other fiction magazine.
It contains one hundred and ninety-two
pages of delightful stories—four or five
serials, a long complete novelette in each
number, and from ten to fourteen short
stories by the cleverest writers. A book
of great stonies every month for twenty-
five cents. A year's subscription $3.00.,

HAn Tdeal Holiday G@ift!
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How Would You Like to Earn
383 a Day?

The true story of J. F. James, the shipping clerk who became president of a
great manufacturing company. What was the sectret of his success?

By Richard W. Samson

HE other day I spent a few
precious hours with Mr. J. F.
James, President of the Mas-
cot Stove Manufacturing Company,
of Chattanooga, Tennessee.
Fifteen years ago he was work-
ing as a shipping clerk in a stove
foundry for $9 a week. Today he
is making $25,000 a year, or $83 a
day. As Mike Murphy, the famous
trainer, used to say—*You can’t beat
a man who refuses to be beaten.”
Few men have started with as
barren prospects as J. F. James.
Born in the mountains of Tennessee,
forced to leave school as a boy and
go to work, he might easily have
fallen into the rut and stayed there.
But one day, glancing through a
magazine, he came across an ad-
vertisement which appealed to him
so strongly that he read it twice and
then tore it out of the magazine to read again.

It told how thousands of other men had won
promotion through spare time study. How they
had trained themselves to do bigger things! How
they were ready when Opportunity came!

HAT day J. F. James made a resolution. He

said that what others were doing, he could do!
So he tore out that familiar coupon, marked it,
signed it, and mailed it to Scranton. Though he
did not fully realize it at the time, he had taken
the first step along the Up-road to Success.

So it came about that J. F. James studied while
other men wasted their time loafing or watching the
clock. They are still doing it today—worn, dis-
couraged men who cry out that Fate is against
them and that “they never had a chance.”

Doomed forever to small wages, fighting a losing
fight against poverty, missing the good things of
life, they cannot understand how James got ahead.

“I didn't make a drudge of myself,” said Mr.
James. “I had time for baseball and everything that
seemed worth while. I had just as much fun as
the other fellows, but instead of wasting time, I
turned it into gold through my I. C. S. course.

“Every hour I invested in study has paid me
better than any other investment I ever made.

“It has brought me a large income—the satisfac-
tion that goes with success—the money to buy
anything 1 want—a good home and an automo-
bile for my wife and children—the esteem of all my
friends. The I. C. S. made my success possible.”

J. F. JAMES
Just 40 years old and esrning
$25,000 s year.

WHAT about you? Are you sat-
isfied to stand just where you
are? Or do you really want to be
somebody? It all depends on what
you do in your spare time.

“There is not a man. in power
at the Bethlehem Steel Works to-
day,” says Charlie Schwab, “who
did not begin at the bottom and
work his way up.”

And one of these executives earns
a million dollars a year!

For thirty years, the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools have
been helping men out of routine
drudgery into work they like—to
win advancement, to have happy
and prosperous homes.

How much longer are you going
to wait before taking the step that
will bring you more money? Isn't
it better to start now than to wait five years and
then realize what the delay has cost you?

Here is all we ask: Without cost, without obligat-
ing yourself in any way, mark and mail this coupon.
It takes only a two-cent stamp and only a minute
of your time, but it is the most important single
thing you can do today! Do it right now!
e e oo cmem smmt TEAR OUT HERE s cemee e soes ssnen s
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2237-B SCRANTON, PA.
Without cost or obligation please explain how I can qualify for
the position, or in the subject before which I have marked an X
in the list below: :
Elocisic Lig ﬁtxl'nam:c'n;uma
eetric
Electric Wirlng
Telegraph Engineer
1 ori
MECHANICAL ENGINEER
Mechanical Draftsman
Machine Bhop Practice
‘Toolmak:

ar
Gas ne Operat!
CIVIL ENGINERE

Surveying and Mappin,
M\'FIF BEMAN or 'R
' TATIONARY ENG!

Marine Engln«r
ARCHITECT
(‘!onltgscwr um}; Builder
Concrete Builder
Structural Engineer
PLUMBING & BEATING
Sheet Metal Worker
‘Teztile Overseer or
CHEMIST

Pharmacy

Name......

7e1.21
Btreet
and No.

City. State......

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

WANTED TAILORING SALESMEN—MAKE BIG MONEY
\ery start—opportunity of your lifetime to get into

. business. We are the largest made-to-measure
hlhrln‘ house in the country, furnishing elaborate sample
ents. including 500 all wool fabrics. and guarantee

' e satisfaction— perfect fit. best workmanship, or no sale.
Write for line and all accessories to be sent free. Earn from
§5.00 to $200.00 per week. State whether or mot you have
wxpesience in taking orders for men’s made-to-measure clothes.
3. B. Wood, Sales Manager, Box 483, Chicago, Ill., Dept. 703.

" BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
f2-BOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35.
- «Pen orders dally casy. Write for 4pmlcuhrs and free samples.
.
-

ﬁ;s & SALESMEN WANTED

ican Monogram Co., Dept. 54, East Orange, N. J.

Plan

BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. I want 100 men
and women quick to take orders for raincoats, raincapes and
of orders walting for you.
$2.00 an hour for spare time. McDonough made $818.00 ln
one month. Nissen $19.00 in three hours: Purviance $207.00
in seven days, $5,000 a year profit for eight average orders l
day. No delivering or collecting. Beautiful coat free,
cxperience or capital required. Write qulck for in!ormnlon
Comer Mfg. Co., Dept. Y-145, Dayton, Ohio.

TAILORING AGENTS WANTED IN EVERY COUNTY. We
can use merchants. salesmen, foremen, barbers and cleaners who
can sell ten or more suits a season. We ship free our large and
attractive sample outfit, In book or traveling casc showing
250 all wool samples. §15.00 and up for a guaruntecd suit.
Write today and secure this big spring and summer line.
Jay Rose & Co., 411 8. Wells 8t., Dept. M, Chicago, Ill.

Build Permaneat Business following oug Sure 8
fotroducing Guaranteed Hoslery and Underwear from factory to
family. Attractive outfit assures qulck nleo. Large profits. In-
m:lte for yourself. C & D Co., 13 B, Grand leds. Mich.

] FOR A STYLISH MADE-TO-YOUR-MEASURE
"3 IECE SUIT—reguiar $25.00 value.

barguin offer to prove our remarkable values in tail

¢ .fo¢ our big sample outfit showing how agents make

.00 extra Cvery Wi taking orders for high-grade talloring

Mead Company. Dept. M-204, Chlicago.

AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR. Sell Mendets. a
mam patch for instantly mending leaks in all utensils. S8amnble
fue.N Cglluu Manufacturing Company, Dept. 308-B,

LARGE SHIR'I' MANUFACTURER wlnf.- Agents to sell
oomplete line of shirts direct to welrer Ex\: 'usive patterns. Big
" ‘salues. Free samples. Madison Mills, 503 Broadway, New York.

600% PROFIT. FREE SAMPLES, Lowut

dow Letters for stores. offices. Anybody it.
demand. Exclusive territory. Big future. Bldo Une.
Acme Letter Co., 2806 F Congress, Chicago.

WE START YOU in businees, furnishiug everything. Men and
$30. to $100.00 weckly operating our *‘New System
‘Suwulty Cnndy F‘wlorlu“ anywhere. Opportunity lﬁetlme.
"booklet free. W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 93, East Orange, N. J.

CREW MANAGERS—AGENTS. OPALINE PAINTINGS ARE
KNOCKOUT. Make old territory new. Seasoned picture men
“ doudble their sale. Beginners make $1.00 an hour and more with

Gnatest hit ever made. Samples and expense money
o~ furnished. rite today. Consolidated Ponnll. Co., Desk A-22,
" <1029 W. Adlml 8¢., Chicago.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

VRI'I’ERS’ HAVE YOU A POEM, STORY OR PHOTOPLAY
J0 SELL? Submit MBS, once to Music 8ales Company,
Dept. 60, St.. l..ouh. Mo.

2 FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful little book of money
hints, suggestions, ideas; the A B C of successful Story
and Movie-Play writing. Aboolutnlﬁe(ree Send for ﬁmr copy
nv sow! Just address Authors’ Press, pt. 19, Auburn,

Py STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC., ARE WANTED for
Tg Eblk;uiun Good ideas hrln%.blc money Submit Mss., or write
‘%' Literary Bureau, 110, Hanni

D

A

A

~ba

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

$10.00 A DAY EASILY EARNED. Scven Bar Boxes Assoned
Soaps, Christmas Pcrfumes. Comblnation Christmas Boxes
ulllng like hot cakes. Men, women, 100% profit. Old enubllnhed
firm. Crofts & Reed Co., Dept. 170, Chicago.

$10 WORTH OF FINEST TOILET SOAPS. perfumes, toflet
waters. spices, etc., absolutely free to agents on our refund
plan. Lacassian Co., Dept. 614, 8t. Louls, Mo.

AGENTS—FREE TRIAL OFFER. HARPER'S COMBINA-
TION BRUSH SET AND FIBRE BROOM. C(onsists of five
parts, has ten different uses. It sweeps, washes and dries win-
dows, scrubs and mops floors. and does five other things. Over
100% profit. Write for our free trial offer. Harper Brush Works,
Dept. Y. Fairfield, lowa.

“SAVIQUIN " MEETS EVERYONE'S NEED FOR GOOD
SHAMPOO POWDER. Splendid openings for live agents who
write promptly. Details frec. S8ample 25c. Knox Chemical Co.,
Dept. C. Rockland, Maine.

HELP WANTED

RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS, STENOGRAPHERS, CLERKS,
TYPISTS, wanted by Government. Examinations woekly Pre-
pare at howme. Write for free list and plan T, after
securing position. ('S8, 1017 Chestnut Street, Ph adulphll

MAKE MONEY AT HOME. You can earn from $1 to $2 an
hour in your spare time writing show cards. Quickly and easily
learned by our new simiple method. No canvassing or soliclting.
We teach you how and guarauntee you steady work at homo

and pay cash each week. Full particulars and booklet
American Show Card School, 202 R)rle Bldg.. Toronto, Cln.

HELP WANTED—MALE

MEN WANTED TO MAKE SECRET INVESTIGATIONS
and reports. Experience unnecessary. Write J. Ganor,
Former Government Detective, 107 St. Louis.

EARN $250 A M ONTH, EXPENSES
PAID, as Railway Traffic inspecter. I.ocal or mveun Ou).
doors. Start at $110 month!

' MICHIGAN FARMLANDSFORSALE

LANDSEEKERS' Ouwﬂualty Awaits You in Michigan.
20, acre tracts, only $15 to $35 per acre. Small payment
down. balnnce long  time. Write today for free booklet
Swigart Land Co.. Y-1245, First Natl. Bank Bldg..

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

NIES: $10 TO 3500

C hl(‘aao

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED 8Y 43 C

position  guaranteed
spare timc study. rlle for Free Booklet CH-30.
Stand. Business Training Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, Baggagemen, $140-3$200, Colored
Porters by Rallroads everywhere, perience unnecessary.
836 Ry. Bureau, East 8t. Louls, 1lls

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT. Unlimited owoml-
nity for Civil and Government Work. 5000 successful gradust
Write_at_ouce for our big free catalogue. Cleveland Auto Sobool

TTTETIE I anawering any advertisement on this page &t is desirable that yow mention this magazine.
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THE BOUSE WITH A SINGLE EXIT.

probable, that somewhere on this green

earth there may be finer golf-links or
a more attractive clubhouse than those at
Headland Harbor, but never hope to wring
such an admission from any one of the sum-
mer colony who spend their mid-year at
that particular portion of the Maine coast.

Far up above the York cliffs are more
great crags, and among the steepest and
wildest of these a few venturesome spirits
saw fit to pitch their tents.

Others joined them from time to time
until now the summer population occupied
nearly a hundred cottages and bungalows,
and there was, moreover, a fair sized and
fairly appointed inn.

Many of the regulars were artists, of one
sort or another, but also came the less
talented in search of good fishing or merely
good idling. And they found it, for the

1A

_IT is, of course, possible, perhaps even

[Vo cxxxXIXx __ SATURDAY, DECEMBER 31, 1921 ___ NUMBR 4]
. v o o
Author of “ Vicky Van,” “Tracing the Shadow,” etc.
CHAPTER 1. majority of the householders were people of

brains as well as talent, and by some mys~
terious management the tone of the social
side of things was kept pretty much as it
should be.
s Wealth counted for what it was worth,
and no more. Genius counted in the same
way, and was never overrated. Good nature
and an amusing personality were perhaps
the best assets one could bring to the con-
servative little community, and most of the
shining lights possessed those in abundance.

To many the word harbor connotes a
Jpeaceful, serene bit of blue water, sheltered
from rough winds and basking in the sun-
light.
" This is far from a description of Head-
land Harbor, whose rocky shores and deep
black waters were usually wind-swept and
often storm-swept to a wild picturesqueness
beloved of the picture-painters.

But there were some midsummer days,
as now, one in late July, when the harbor
waters lay serene and the sunlight dipped

481
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and danced on the tiny wavelets that broke
into spray over the near-by rocks.

Because it was about the hour of noon,
the clubhouse veranda was crowded with
members and guests waiting for the mail,
which, as always, was late.

The clubhouse, a big, low building, with
lots of shiny paint and weathering shingles,
was as near the shore as safety would per-
mit. From it could be had a magnificent
view of the great headland that named the
place. )

This gigantic cliff jutted out into the sea,
rising to a height of three hundred feet,
.and showed a slight overhang which ren-
dered it unscalable. The wet black rock
glistened in the sunlight, as spray from the
dashing breakers broke half-way up its
sides.

The top was a long, narrow tableland,
not much more than large enough to accom-
modate the house that crowned the sum-
mit. There was a strip of sparse lawn on
either side the old mansion, and a futile
attempt at a garden, but vegetation was
mostly confined to the weird, one-sided pine
trees that waved the branches of their lee
sides in mournful, eery motions.

“ Can't see how any one wants to live
up there in that God-forsaken shack,” said
John Clark, settling more comfortably in
his porch rocker and lighting a fresh cigaret.

“Oh, I think it’s great!” Mrs. Black-
wood disagreed with him. “So pic-,
turesque—"

“You know, if you say picturesque up
here, you’ll be excommunicated. The thing
is all right, but the word is taboo.”

‘““ All right, then, chromoesque.”

“ But it isn’t that,” Clark objected; “it’s
more like an old steel engraving—"

“ Oh, not with all that color,” said Law-
rence North. “1It is like an engraving on
a gray, cloudy day—but to-day, with the
_ bright water and vivid sunshine, it’s like
a_”

‘ Speak it right out!” cried Ted Landon,
irrepressibly. ‘ Like a picture post-card!”

“Tt can’t help being like that,” Mrs.
Blackwood agreed, “ for the post-cards for
sale in the office of the club are more like
the reality than any picture an artist has
ever made of the Headland House.”

“Of course photographs are truer than
drawings,” North said, “ and that card that
shows the cliff in a storm comes pretty near
being a work of art.”

“The difficulty would be,” Clark ob-
served, “to get any kind of a picture of
that place that wouldn’t be a work of art.
Why, the architect’s blue-prints of that
house would come a good deal nearer art
than lots of water-colors I've seen in exhi-
bitions. I'm keen on the place.”

“ Who isn’t?”’ growled Landon, for most
of the Headlanders resented the faintest
disparagement of their cherished master-
piece, a joint work of nature and man.

The promontory was joined to the main-
land by a narrow neck of rocky land, and
from that point a rough road descended,
over and between steep hills, reaching at
last the tiny village and scattered settle-
ment of Headland Harbor. ’

Headland House itself was a modified
type of old world architecture. Built of
rough gray stone, equipped with a few
towers and turrets, pierced by deep and

narrow windows, it had some effects of a

French chdteau and others that suggested
an old English castle.

It was true to no school, it followed no
definite type, yet perched on its lonely
height, sharply outlined against the sky,
its majestic rock foundations sweeping away
beneath it, it had the grandeur and sub-
limity of a well-planned monument.

And, partly because of their real admira-
tion, partly because of a spirit of owner-
ship, the artist colony loved and cherished
their Headland House with a jealous sensi-
tiveness.

“ Stunning thing—from here,” John
Clark said after a few moments of smoking
and gazing. “ All the same, as I stated,
I shouldn’t care to live up there.”

“Too difficult of access,” Claire Black-
wood said, “ but otherwise all right.”

Mrs. Blackwood was a widow, young, at-

‘tractive, and of a psychic turn of mind.

Not enough of an occulist to make her a
bore, but possessing quick and sure intui-
tions and claiming some slight clairvoyant
powers. She dabbled in water-colors, and
did an occasional oil. She wastlong-limbed,
with long fingers and long feet, and usually



THE GREEN STAIN.

had a iong scarf of some gauzy texture
trailing about her. Of an evening, or even
on a dressy afternoon, she had a long panel
or sash-end hanging below her short skirt,
and which was frequently trodden on by
blundering, inattentive men.

Good-looking, of course, Claire Black-
wood was—she took care to be that—but
her utmost care could not make her beauti-
ful, much to her own chagrin. Her scarlet
lips were too thin, and the angle of her
jaw too hard. Yet she was handsome, and
by virtue of her personality and her im-
plicit belief in her own importance, she
was the social leader, although the colony
disclaimed any society element in its life.

“ Tell us about the Headland House peo-
ple, Claire. You've called, haven’t you?”

This from Ted Landon, who by reason
of his sheer impudence was forgiven any
unconventionality. No other man at the
barbor would have dreamed of addressing
Mrs. Blackwood by her first name.

“Yes; I've called. They’re delightful
people.” The words said more than the
tone.

“ With reservations?” asked North.

“ Oh, in a way. They’re quite all right—
only they’re not picture-mad—as we all
are.”

‘ Ignorant?”

“ Oh, no—not that. Well, I'll sketch
them for you. Mr. Varian i isa Wall Street
- man—"

43 Magnet?”

“Yes, I dare say. Wealthy, anyway,
He’s big and Vandyke-bearded. Well-man-

nered, but a bit preoccupied—if—"

- “Yes, we get what you mean,” said the
irrespressible Ted. “ Go on. What about
the daughter?”

“T haven’t come to her yet. The mother
is due first. Mrs. Varian is the clingingest
vine I ever saw. I only saw her on parade,
of course, but I'm positive that in curl-
papers she can whine and fret and fly into
nervous spasms! Her husband spoils her—
he’s far too good to her—”

“ What a lot you gathered at one inter-
view,” murmured Lawrence North.

‘“ That’s what I went for,” Mrs. Black-
wood returned coolly. “ Well, Mother
Varian is wrapped up in her blossom child,

483

Betty is a peach—as I know you boys will
agree—but I never saw greater idolatry in
any mother than Mrs. Varian shows.”

“ Betty worth it?” asked John Clark
idly.

“ Rather!”” Mrs. Blackwood assured him.
‘“ She’s a dear thing. I don’t often enthuse
over young girls, but Betty Varian is un-
usual.”

‘“ As how?” .

‘ Prettier than most girls, more charm,
better manners, and—a suspicion of brains.
Not enough to hurt her, but enough to
make it a pleasure to talk to her. More-
over, she’s a wilful, spoiled, petted darling
of two worshiping parents, and it’s greatly
to her credit that she isn’t an arrogant,
impossible chit.”

“ Sounds good to me,” commented Ted.
“ When can I meet her?”

“ Tl introduce you soon. They want to
meet some of our best people——”

“Of course. That lets me in at once.
When will you take me?”

“ To-morrow afternoon. They’re having
a small picnic, and they asked me to bring
two amusing young men.”

“ May I go?” asked Lawrence North,

“ Young men, I said.” Mrs. Blackwood
looked at him calmly. *“You are old
enough to be Betty Varian’s father!”

“ Well, since I'm not, that needn’t pre-
vent my meeting her.”

“ So you shall, some time. But I'm to
take two to-morrow, and—what do you
think? I said I would bring Rodney Gran-
niss, and Mr. Varian said no; he’d rather
T asked some one in his place!”

“ Why, for Heaven’s sake?” cried La.n<
don. “ Rod’s our star performer!”

“ Well, you see, they know him—”

 All the more reason—"

“QOh, it's this way. Rod Granniss is al-
ready a beau of Betty’s, and her father
doesn’t approve of the acquaintance.”

“ Not approve of Granniss!” John Clark
looked his amazement.  Mr. Varian must
be an old fuss!”

“1T think that’s just what he is,” assented
Claire Blackwood, and then Ted Landon
spoke up.

“You haven’t described the siren yet.
What’s she like to look at?”-
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“ A little thing, sylphish, rather—dainty
ways, quick, alert motions, and with the
biggest gray eyes you ever saw, edged with
black.”

‘“ Raving tresses?”

“ No; very dark-brown, I think. But the
liveliest coloring. Red-under-brown cheeks,
scarlet lips and—"

“1 know—teeth like pearls.”

“ No; good, sound, white teeth, and flut-
tering hands that emphasize and illustrate
all she says.”

“ All right, she’ll do,” and Ted looked
satisfied. “1I can cut out old John here,
and if Granniss is barred, I'll have a cinch!”

“You must behave yourself—at first,
anyway, because I am responsible for you.
Be ready to go up there with me at four
to-morrow afternoon.”

“ Leave here at four?”

“ Yes, we'll walk up, A bit of a climb,
but motors can go only to the lodge, you
know, and that’s not worth while.”

The porter’s lodge belonging to Headland
House was partly visible from the club-
house, and it guarded the gates that gave
ingress to the estate. There was no other
means of entrance, for a high wall ran com-
pletely across the narrow neck that joined
the headland to the main shore, and all
other sides of the precipitous cliff ran
straight down to the sea.

From where they sat the group could
discern the motor road as far as the lodge;
here and there above that could be glimpsed
the narrow, tortuous path that led on to
the house.:

“ Grim old pile,” Landon said, looking
at Headland House. “ Any spook connect-
ed with its history?”

“ 1 never heard of any,” said Mrs. Black-
wood. “ Did you, Mr. North?”

“ Not definitely, but I've heard vague
rumors of old legends or traditions of dark
deeds.”

¢ Oh, pshaw; I don’t believe it!” Mrs.
Blackwood shook her head at him. “ You’re
making that up to lend an added interest!”

North grinned. “I'm afraid I was,” he
admitted, “but if there isn’t any legend
there surely ought to be. Let’s make one
up.H

“No, I won’t have it. I hate haunted

houses, and I sha'n’t allow a ghost to be
invented. The place is too beautiful to
have a foolish, hackneyed old ghost yarn
attached to it. Just because you were up
here last summer and this is the first year
for most of us, you needn’t think you can
rule the roost!”

“Very well,” Lawrence North smiled
good-naturedly; ¢ have it your own way.
But, truly, I heard rumors last year—"

“ Keep them to yourself, then, and when
you meet the Varians, as of course you will,
don’t say anything to them about such a
thing.”

“ Your word is law.” And North bowed
submissively. ‘‘ Here comes the mail at
last, and also here comes Granniss—the
disapproved one.”

A tall, outdoorsy-looking young man ap-
peared, threw himself into a piazza swing,
and asked breezily: “ Who’s disapproving
of me now? Somebody with absolute lack’
of fine perception!”

“ Nobody here,” began Landon, and then
a warning glance from Claire Blackwood
prevented his further disclosures on the
subject.

“ Don’t make a secret of it,”” went on
Granniss. “Own up now; who’s been
knocking poor little me?”

“1,” said Mrs. Blackwood coolly.

“ Nixy, Mme. Claire! You may disap-
prove of me, but you’re not the one I mean.
Who else?”

“ Oh, let’s tell him,” North laughed; “ he
can stand the shock. They say, Granniss,
you’re persona non grata up at the house on
the headland.”

Rodney Granniss’s eyes darkened and
he looked annoyed. But he only said:
“ That’s a disapproval any one may ob-
tain by the simple process of admiring Miss
Varian.”

“ Really?” asked Claire Blackwood.

“Very really. To call twice is to incur
the displeasure of one or both parents; to
venture a third time is to be crossed out
of the guest-book entirely.”

“ But, look here, old man,” Landon said,
‘ they’ve only been in that house about a
week. Haven’t you been rushing things?”

“I knew them before,” said Granniss
simply. “I've met them in New York.”
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* Oh, well, then their dislike of you is
evidently well-founded!”

But this impudence of Landon’s brought
forth no expression of resentment from its
victim. Granniss only winked at Ted, and
proceeded to look over his letters.

It was the first time in the memory of
any of the present habitués of Headland
Harbor that the house on the rocks had
been occupied. Built long ago, it was so
difficult of access and so high-priced of
rental that no one had cared to live in it.
But, suddenly, and for no known reason,
this summer it had been rented, late, and
now, toward the end of July, the new ten-
ants were only fairly getting settled.

That their name was Varian was about
all that was known of them until Mrs,
Blackwood’s call had been hospitably re-
ceived, and she brought back favorable re-
ports of the family.

It seems Betty was anxious to meet some
young people, and Mrs. Varian was glad to
learn from her caller that small picnics
were among the favored modes of entertain-
ment, and she decided to begin that way.

Next day, she explained, a few house
guests would arrive, and if Mrs. Blackwood
would bring two or three young men and
come herself, perhaps that would be enough
for a first attempt at sociability.

This met Mrs. Blackwood’s entire ap-
proval, and she proposed Rodney Granniss’s
name, all unsuspecting that he would not
be welcomed.

“ He’s all right, you understand,” Mrs.
Varian had said, Betty not being then pres-
ent, “but he’s too fond of my daughter.
You can tell, you know—and I want the
child to have a good time, but I want her
to have a lot of young acquaintances, and
be friendly with all, while not specially in-
terested in any one. Her father feels the
same way—in fact, he feels more strongly
about it even than I do. So, this time,
please leave Mr. Granniss out of it.”

This was all plausible enough, and no
real disparagement to Rodney, so Mrs.
Blackwood agreed.

“ Can I do anything for you?” she asked
her hostess at parting. ‘ Have you every-
thing you want? Are your servants satis-
fmmy?”
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“Not in every respect.”” Mrs. Varian
frowned. “ But we’re lucky to keep them
at all. Only by the most outrageous con-
cessions, I assure you. If they get too over-
bearing, I may have to let some of them

”

“Let me know, in that case, and I may,
be able to help you.” And with a few fur-
ther amenities, Claire Blackwood went
away.

“But if I were one of her servants I
shouldn’t stay with her!” she confided later
to a trusted friend. “I never saw a more
foolishly emotional woman. She almost
wept when she told me about her cook’s
ingratitude! As if any one looked for ap-
preciation of favors in a cook! And when
she talked about Betty, she bubbled over
with such enthusiasm that she was again
moved to tears! It seems her first two little
ones died very young, and I think they’ve
always feared they mightn’t raise Betty.
Hence, the spoiling process.”

“And it also explains,” observed the
interested friend, “ why the parents dis-
countenance the attentions of would-be
swains.”

“Of course—but Betty is twenty, and
that is surely old enough to begin thinking
about such things seriously.”

“ For the girl—yes. And doubtless she
does. But parents never realize that their
infants are growing up. It is not impossi-
ble that Rod Granniss and Miss Betty have
progressed much farther along the road to
Arcady than her elders may suspect. Why
did the Varians come here, where Rod is?”

“1 don’t suppose they knew it—though
maybe Betty did. Young people are pretty
sharp. And you know Rod was here in
June, then he went away and only returned
after the Varians arrived. VYes, there must
have been some sort of collusion on the
part of the youngsters.”

“ Maybe not. I dare say Miss Betty has
lots of admirers as devoted as young Gran-
niss. Can’t you ask me to the picnic?”

“Not this one. It’s very small. And
there are to be some guests at the house,
I believe. The family interests me. They
are types, I think. Betty is more than an
ordinary flutterbudget, like most of the
very young girls around here, And the
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older Varians are really worth while. Mr.
Varian is a brooding, self-contained sort—
I feel sorry for him.”

- “ There, there! That will do, Claire.
When you feel sorry for a man—I remem-
ber you began by being sorry for Lawrence
North!”

- “ I'm sorry for him still. He’s a big man
—in a way a genius—and yet he—"

“ He gets nowhere. That’s because he
isn’t a genius. But he’s a widower, so he’s
fair quarry. Don’t go to feeling sorry for
married men.”

. “ Oh, there’s no sentiment in my sym-
pathy for Mr. Varian. Only he intrigues
me because of his restless air, his restraint,
as if he were using every effort to keep
himself from breaking through.”

‘ Breaking through what?”

“I don’t know! Through some bar-
rier, some limit that he has fixed for him-
self—I tell you I don’t know what it’s
all about. That’s why I'm interested.”

“ Curious, you mean.” )

- “ Well, curious, then. And how he puts
up with that hand-wringing, ready-to-cry
wife! Yet he’s fawningly devoted to her!
He anticipates her slightest wish; he is
worried sick if she is the least mite in-
commoded or disturbed; and I know he’d
lie down and let her walk on him if she
even looked as if she’d care to.”

- “What a lot you read into”a man’s
natural consideration for his wife!” ex-
claimed the interested friend.

“ But it’s there. I’m no fool—I can read
people; you know that! I tell you that
man is under his wife’s thumb for some
reason far more potent than his love for
her, or her demand for affection from him.”

“ What could be the explanation?”

“T don’t know. That’s why I’'m curious.

I'm going to find out, though, and without

the Varians in the least suspecting my ef-
forts. Wait till you see her. She’s almost
eery, she’s so emotional. Not noisy or
even verbally expressive, but her face is a
study in nervous excitement. She seems
to grab at the heart-strings of a mere
passer-by and play on them until she tears
them out.”

“ Good gracious—you make her out a
vampire!”’

“T think she is—not a silly vampire,
that the girls joke about, but the real
thing.”

CHAPTER 11

BETTY VARIAN.

. AD, you're absolutely impossible.”
D “ Oh, come now, Betty, not as
bad as that. Just because I don’t

agree to everything you say—"

“ But you never agree with me! You
seem to be opposed on principle to every-
thing I suggest or want. It’s always been
like that. From the time I was born—
How old was I, dad, when you first saw
me?”

- Mr. Varian looked reminiscent.

“ About an hour old, I think,” he re-
plied; “ maybe a little less.”

“ Well, from that moment until this you
have persistently taken the opposite side in
any discussion we have had.”

-“But if T hadn’t, Betty, there would
have been no discussion. And usually
there hasn’t been. You're a spoiled baby—
you always have been, and always will be.
Your will is strong,-and as it has almost
never been thwarted or even curbed, you
have grown up a headstrong, wilful, per-
verse young woman, and I'm sure I don’t
know what to do with you.”

“ Get rid of me, dad,” Betty’s laugh rang
out, while her looks quite belied the rather
terrible character just ascribed to her. One
foot tucked under her, she sat in a veranda
swing, now and again touching her toe to
the floor to keep swaying. She wore a
sand-colored sport suit whose matching hat
lay beside her on the floor.

Her vivid, laughing face, with its big
gray eyes and pink cheeks, its scarlet lips
and white teeth, was framed by a mop of
dark-brown wavy hair, now tossed by the
strong breeze from the sea.

The veranda overlooked the ocean, and
the sunlit waves, stretching far away from
the great cliff, were dotted in the fore-
ground with small craft.

Frederick Varian sat on the veranda rail,
a big, rather splendid-looking man, with
the early gray of fifty years showing in
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his hair and carefully trimmed Vandyke.
His air was naturally confident and self-
assured, but in the face of this chit of a
girl he somehow found himself at a disad-
vantage.

“ Betty, dear ”—he took another tack—
“can’t you understand the fatherly love
that cannot bear the idea of parting with
a beloved daughter?”

“Oh, yes, but a father’s love ought to
think what is for that daughter’s happi-
ness. Then he ought to make the gigantic
self-sacrifice that may be necessary.”

A dimple came into Betty’s cheek, and
she smiled roguishly, yet with a canny eye
toward the effect she was making. But
Varian looked moodily out over the sea.

“1 won’t have it,” he said sternly. “1I
suppose I have some authority in this mat-
ter, and I forbid you to encourage any
young man to the point of a proposal, or
even to think of becoming engaged.”

“ How can I ward off a proposal, dad?”
Betty inquired with an innocent air.

“ Don’t be foolish. Of course you can
do that. Any girl with your intelligence
knows just when an acquaintance crosses
the line of mere friendship—”

“Oh, daddy, you’re foo funny' And
when you crossed the line of mere friend-
ship with mother—what did she do?”

“ That has nothing to do with the sub-
ject. Now, mind, Betty, I am not jesting
—1I am not talking idly—"

“You sound very much like it.”

“T'm not. T'm very much in earnest,
You are not to encourage the definite at-
tentions of any—"

‘“ All right; let Rod Granniss come up
here, then, and I promise not to encourage
him.”

“He shall not come up here, because
he has already gone too far, and you have
encouraged him too much—"

“But I love him, daddy—and—and I
think you rhight—"

“ Hush! That’s enough! Don’t let me
hear another word now or ever regarding
Granniss. He is crossed off our acquaint-
ance, and if he- persists in staying here we
will go away.”

“ Why, father, we’ve only just comel!”

“I know it, and I came here think-
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ing to get you away from that man. He
followed us up here—"

“ He was here before we came.”

“ But he didn’t come until he knew we
were coming.”

‘“ All right—he came because he wanted
to be where I am. And I want to be where
he is. And you’d better be careful, father,
or I may take the bitt in my teeth and—"

“ And run off with him? That’s why I
came here. You can’t get away. You per-
fectly well know there’s no way down from
this house but by that one narrow path.
I suppose you’ve no intention of jumping
into the sea?”

“Love will find a way!” Betty sang
saucily.

“It isn’t love, Betty. It's a miserable
childish infatuation that will pass at once,
if you lose sight of the chap for a short
time.”

“ Nothing of the sort!
my life!”

Varian laughed. “ That’s a fine-sound-
ing phrase, but it doesn’t mean anything.
Now, child, be reasonable. Give up Gran-
niss. Be friends with all young people up
here, boys and girls both, but don’t let me
hear any foolishness about being engaged
to anybody.”

“ Do you mean for me never to marry,
father?”

“ I'd rather you didn’t, my dear. Can’t
you be content to spend your days with
your devoted parents? Think what we've
done for you—what we've given you—"

“ Dad, you make me tired! What have
you given me, what have you done for me,
more than any parents do for a child?
You’ve given me a home, food, and cloth-
ing, and loving care. What else? And
what do I owe you for that, except my own
love and gratitude? But I don’t owe you
the sacrifice of the natural, normal expecta-
tion of a home and husband of my own!
I'm twenty—that’s quice old enough to
think of such things. Pray remember how
old mother was when she married you—
she was nineteen. Suppose her father had
talked to her as you’re talking to me!
What would you have said to him, I'd like
to know?” '

By this time Fred Varian was walking

It’s the love of
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with quick, short strides up and down the
veranda. Betty rose and faced him, stand-
ing directly in his path.

“ Father,” she said, speaking seriously,
¢ you are all wrong. You don’t know what
you’re talking about.”

“ That will do, Betty!” When Varian’s
temper was roused he could speak very
harshly, and did so mow. “Hush! I
will not hear such words from you. How
dare you tell me I don’t know what I'm
talking about? Now, you make up your
mind to obey me, or I'll cut off all your
association with the young people. I'll
shut you up—"’

“ Hush, yourself, dad! You’re talking
rubbish, and you know it. Shut me up!
In a turret of the castle, I suppose—on
bread and water, I suppose! What kind
of nonsense is that?”

“ You'll see whether it’s nonsense or not.
What do you suppose I took this isolated
place for, except to keep you here if you
grow too independent? Do you know there

is no way you can escape if I choose to

make you a prisoner? And if that’s the
only way to break your spirit, I'll do it!”

“ Why, Father Varian!” Betty looked
a little scared. “ Whatever has come over
‘you?r”

“ I’ve made up my mind, that’s all. For
twenty years I've humored you and in-
dulged you and acceded to your every wish.
You've been petted and spoiled until you
think you are the only dictator in this
family! Now a time has come when I
_have put my foot down—"

“ Well, pick it up again, daddy, and all
will be forgiven.”

Betty smiled and attempted to kiss the
belligerent face looking down at her. But
Frederick Varian repulsed the offered ca-
ress and said sternly:

“ 1 want no affection from a wilful, dis-
obedient child! Give me your word, Bet-
ty, to respect my wishes, and I'll always be
glad of your loving ways.”

But Betty was angry now.

“T'll give you no such promise. I shall
conduct myself as I please with my friends
and my acquaintances. You know me well
enough to know that I never do anything
that is in bad form or in bad taste. If I
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choose to flirt with the young men, or
even, as you call it, encourage them, I pro-
pose to do so! And I resent your inter-
ference, and I deny your right to forbid
me in such matters. And, too, I'll go so
far as to warn you that if you persist in
this queer attitude you’ve taken, you’ll be
sorry. Remember that!"”

Betty’s eyes flashed, but she was quiet
rather than excited. Varian himself was
nervous and agitated. His fingers clenched
and his lips trembled with the intensity of
his feelings, and as Betty voiced her re-
bellious thoughts he stared at her in amaze-
ment. ‘

“ What are you two quarreling about?”
came the surprised accents of Mrs. Varian
as she came out through the French win-
dow from the library and looked curiously
at them.

“ Oh, mother,” Betty cried, “ dad’s gone
nutty! He says I never can marry any-
body.”

“ What nonsense, Fred!” She did not
take it at all seriously. “ Of course Betty
will marry some day, but not yet. Don’t
bother about it at present.”

“But daddy’s bothering very much
about it at present. At least, he’s bother-
ing me. Don’t let little Betty be bothered,
mummy, will you?”

“ Let her alone, Fred. Why do you tease
the child? 1 declare you two are always
at odds over something!”

“ No, Minna; that's not so. I always
indulge Betty—"

“ Oh, yes, after I've coaxed you to do
so. You're an unnatural father, Fred—
you seem possessed to frown on all Betty’s
innocent pleasures.”

“T don’t want her getting married and
going off and leaving us,” he growled, still
looking angry.

“ Well, the baby isn’t even engaged yet.
Don’t begin to worry. And, too, that is in
the mother’s province.”

“ Not entirely. I rather guess a father
has some authority.”

“ Oh, yes, if it’s exercised with loving
care and discretion. Don’t you bother,
Betty, anyway. Father and mother will
settle this little argument by ourselves.”

“Y'd rather settle it with dad,” Betty
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declared spiritedly. “1It’s too ridiculous
for him to take the stand that I shall never
marry. I'm willing to promise not to be-
come engaged without asking you both
first; I'm willing to say I won’t marry a
man you can convince me is unworthy; I'm
willing to promise anything in reason—but
a blind promise never to marry is too much
to ask of any girl!”

“Of course it is,” agreed Mrs. Varian.
“ Why do you talk to her like that, Fred?”

“ Because I propose to have my own way
for once. I've given in to you two in every

particular for twenty years or more. Now.

I assert myself. I say Betty shall mot
marry, and I shall see to it that she does
not.” :

“ Oh, my heavens!” Mrs. Varian wrung
her hands, with a wail of nervous pettish-
ness. “ Sometimes, Fred, I think you’re
crazy! At any rate, you'll set me crazy
if you talk like that! Do stop this quar-
rel, anyhow. Kiss and make up, won't
you? To think of you two, the only hu-

man beings on earth that I care a rap for,

acting like thiss My husband and my
child—the only things I live for! The ap-

ple of my eye, the core of my soul, both of -

you—can’t you see how you distress. me
when you are at odds? And you’re always
at odds! Always squabbling over some lit-
tle thing. But, heretofore, you've always
laughed and agreed finally. Now forget
this foolishness—do!”

“It isn’t foolishness.”
lips together doggedly. o

“No, it isn't foolishness,” said Betty
quietly, but with a look of indomitable de-
termination.

“ Well, stop it, at any rate,” begged
Mrs. Varian. “ If you don’t I shall go into
hysterics—and it’s time now for the Her-
berts to come.”

Now, both Fred and Betty knew that a
suggestion of hysterics was no idle threat,
for Minna Varian could achieve the most
annoying demonstrations of that sort at a
moment’s notice. And it_was quite true
that the expected guests were imminent.

But no truce was put into words, for
just then a party of three people came in
sight and neared the veranda steps.

The three were Frederick Varian’s

Varian set his
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brother Herbert and his wife and daugh-
ter. The family was called the Herberts
to distinguish them from the Frederick
Varian household.

The daughter, Eleanor, was a year or
two younger than Betty, and the girls were
friendly, though of widely differing tastes;
the brothers Varian were much alike; but
the two matrons were as opposite as it is
possible for two women to be. Mrs. Her-
bert was a strong character, almost strong-
minded. She had no patience with her sis-
ter-in-law’s nerves or hysterical tendencies.
It would indeed be awkward if the Herberts
were to arrive in the midst of one of Mrs.
Frederick’s exhibitions of temperamental
disturbance.

“ Wonderful place!” exclaimed Herbert
Varian as they ascended the steps to the
veranda. “ Great, old boy! I never saw
anything like it.”

“ Reminds me of the Prisoner of Chillon,
or the Castle of Otranto, or—” said Mrs.
Herbert.

“ Climbing that steep path reminded me
of the Solitary Horseman,” Herbert inter-
rupted his' wife. “ Whew! Let me sit
down! I’'m too weighty a person to visit
your castled crag of Drachenfels very
often! Whew!”

“Poor Uncle Herbert!” cooed Betty.
“It’s an awful long, steep pull, isn’t it?
Get your breath, and I'll get you some

- nice, cool fruit punch. Come on, Eleanor,

help me; the servants are gone to the cir-
cus, every last one of them—"

‘ Oh, I thought you were having a party
here this afternoon,” Eleanor said, as she
went with Betty. :

“Not a party—a picnic. They’re the
proper caper up here. And only a little
one. The baskets are all ready, and the
men carry them. Then we go to a lovely
picnic place—not very far—and we all help
get the supper. You see, up here, if you
don’t let the servants go off skylarking
every so often, they leave.” -

“T should think they would!” exclaimed
Eleanor earnestly; I'm ready to leave now!
How do you stand it, Betty? I think it’s
fearful!” :

“Oh, it isn’t the sort of thing you’d
like, I know. Put those glasses on that
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tray, will you, Nell? But I love this wild,
craggy place; it’s like an eagle’s aerie, and
I adore the solitude—especially as there are
plenty of people, and a golf club, and an
artist colony, and all sorts of nice things in
easy distance.”

“You mean that little village or settle-
ment we came through on the way from
the station?”

“Yes; and a few of their choicest in-
habitants are coming up this afternoon for
our picnic.”

“ That sounds better,” Eleanor sighed.
*“ But I'd never want to stay here. Is Rod
Granniss here? Is that why you came?”

“Hush, Nell. Don’t mention Rod’s
name—at least, not before father. You
see, dad’s down on him.”

“ Down on Rod! What for?”

“Only because he’s too fond of little
Betty.”

“ Who is—Rod or your father?”

‘Betty laughed. “ Both of 'em! But, I

mean, dad is down on any young man who
is speclailly interested in me.”

“Oh, I know. So is my father. I don’t
let it bother me. Fathers are all like that.
Most of the girls I know say so.”

“Yes, I know it’s a fatherly failing; but
dad is especially rabid on the subject. You
take the basket of cakes, and I'll carry the
tray.”

It was nearly five o’clock when the pic-
nic party was finally ready to start for its
junketing.

Mrs. Blackwood had arrived, bringing
her two promised young men—Ted Landon
and Jobn Clark.

Rearrayed in picnic garb, the house
guests were ready for the fun, and the
Frederick Varians were getting together
and looking over the baskets of supper.

“1f we could only have kept one helper
by us,” bemoaned Minna Varian, her
speech accompanied by her usual wringing
of her distressed hands. 1 begged Kelly
to stay, but he wouldn’t.”

“ The circus is here only one day, you
know, Mrs. Varian,” Landon told her,
“and I fancy every servant in Headland
Harbor has gone to it. But command
me__”

“ Indeed we will,” put in Betty. ¢ Carry
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this, please; and, Uncle Herbert, you take
this coffee paraphernalia.”

Divided ameng the willing hands, the
luggage was not too burdensome, and the
cavalcade prepared to start.

“ No fear of burglars, I take it,” said
Herbert, as his brother closed the front
door and shook it to be sure it was fast-
ened.

“ Not a bit,” and Frederick Varian took
up his own basket. “ No one can possibly
reach this house, save through that gate
down by the lodge. And that is locked.
Also the windows and doors of the house
are all fastened. So if you people have left
jewelry on your dressing-tables, don’t be
alarmed—you’ll find it there on your re-
tum.”

“ All aboard!” shouted Landon, and
they started, by twos or threes,-but in a
moment were obliged to walk single file
down the steep ard narrow path.

‘ Oh, my heavens!” cried Betty sudden-
ly. “I must go back! I've forgotten my
camera. Let me take your key, father—
T'll run and get it in & minute.”

“T’ll go and get it for you, Betty,” said
Varian, setting down his burden.

““No, dad, you can’t; it’s in a closet, be-
hind a lot of other things, and you’d upset
the whole lot into a dreadful mess. I
know you!”

“Let me go, Miss Varian,” offered sev-
eral of the others; but Betty was insistent.

“No one can get it but myself—at
Jeast, not without a lot of delay and trou-
ble. Give e the key, father—I'll be right
back.”

“ But, Betty—"

“ Oh, give her the key, Fred!” exclaimed
his wife. “ Don’t torment the child. I
believe you enjoy teasing her. There, take
the key, Betty, and run along. Hurry, do,
for it’s annoying to have to wait for you.”

“Let me go with you,” asked John
Clark; but Betty smiled a refusal and ran
off alone,

Most of them watched the lithe, slight
figure as she bounded up the rugged, irreg-
ular steps, sometimes two of them at a
time, and at last they saw her fitting the
key into the front door.

She called back a few words, but the
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distance was too great for them to hear her
clearly, although they could see her. She
waved her hand smilingly, and disappeared
inside the house, leaving the door wide open
behind her.

“ Extraordinary place!” Herbert Varian
said, taking in the marvelous crag from
this new view-point.

“ You must see it from the clubhouse,”
said Laadon. “ Can’t you all come here
to-morrow afternoon, on my invite?”

“We'll see,” Mrs. Varian smiled at him,
for it was impossible not to like this frank,
good-looking youth. .

The conversation was entirely of the
wonders and beauties of Headland House,
until at last Mrs. Blackwood said: “ Isn’t
that child gone a long while? I could have
found half a dozen cameras by this time!”

“ She is a long time,” Frederick Varian
frowned. “I was just thinking that my-
self. I think I'll go after her.”

“No, don’t,” said his wife nervously.
“ You'll get into an argument with her, and
never get back. Let her alone—she’ll be
here in a minute.”

But the minutes went by, and Betty did
not reappear in the doorway.

“I know what she’s up to,” and Fred-
erick Varian shook his head in annoyance.

Whereupon Mrs. Frederick began to
cry.
“ Now, Fred, stop,” she said. “ Her-
bert, you go upsto the house and tell Betty
to come along. If she can’t find her cam-
era, tell her to come without it. I wish we
had a megaphone, so we could call her. Go
on, Herbert.”

“ Stay where you are, Herbert,” insisted
his brother. “T shall go. It’s all right,
Minna—I won’t tease the child; I promise
you. It’s all right, dear.”

He kissed his wife lightly on the brow,
and started off at a swinging pace up the
rocky flight of steps.

“I’ll fetch her,” he called back as.he
proceeded hastily beyond hearing distance.
“ Chirk up Minna, Janet; tell her I sha’'n’t
abuse Betty.”

“ What does he mean by that?” asked
Mrs. Herbert of Mrs. Frederick, as she re-
peated the message.

“ Oh, nothing,” and Mrs. - Frederick
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clasped her hands resignedly. ‘ Only you
know how Betty and her father are always
more or less at odds. I don’t know why
it is—they’re devoted to each other, yet
they’re always quarreling.”

“ They don’t mean anything,” her sister-
in-law smiled. “T know them both, and
they’re an ideal father and daughter.”

CHAPTER IIL
THE TRAGEDY.

ERBERT VARIAN stood slightly
apart from the rest of the group, his
observant eyes taking in all the de-

tails of the peculiar situation of his broth-
er’s house. His eye traversed back over
the short distance they had already come,
and he saw a narrow, winding, and exceed-
ingly steep path. At intervals it was a suc-
cession of broken, irregular steps, rocky
and sharp-edged. Again, it would be a
fairly easy, though stony footway. But it
led to the house, and had no branch or
side track on any direction.

“ Everything and everybody that comes
to this house has to come by this path?”
he demanded.

- “Yes,” said Mjgna Varian, and added
complainingly, “a most disagreeable ar-
rangement. All the servants and trades-
people have to use it as well as ourselves
and our guests.”

- “That could be remedied,” suggested
Varian. ‘A branch, say—”

“ We'll never do it,” said Minna sharply.
“1I don’t like the place well enough to buy
it, though that is what Fred has in mind.”

*“ No, don’t buy it,” advised her brother-
in-law. “T see nothing in its favor except
its wonderful beauty and strange, weird
charm. That’s a good deal, but not enough
for a comfortable summer home.”

He turned and gazed out over the open
sea. From the high headland the view was
unsurpassable. The few near-by boats
seemed lost in the great expanse of waters.
Some chugging motor-boats and a dozen or -
soesailing craft ventured not very far from
shore. North, along the Maine coast, he
saw only more rocky promontories and
rockbound inlets.
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Turning slowly toward the south, he saw
the graceful curve of Headland Harbor,
with its grouped village houses and spread-
ing array of summer cottages.

“I never saw anything finer,” he de-
clared. “1 almost think, after all, Minna,
you would be wise to buy the place, and
then arrange to make it more getatable.
A continuous flight of strong wooden
steps—"’

“ Would spoil the whole thing!” ex-
claimed Claire Blackwood. Oh, Dr. Va-
rian, don’t propose anything like that! We
Harborers love this place, just as it is, and
we would defend it against any such inno-
" vations. 1 think there’s a law about de-
facing natural scenery.”

“ Don’t bother,” said Minna carelessly;
“ we'll never do anything of the sort. I
won’t agree to it.”

“That’s right,” said her sister-in-law.
“ This is ne place to bring up Betty. The
girl has no real society here, no advantages,
no scope. She'll become a savage—"

“ Not Betty,” Minna Varian laughed.
“ She’s outdoor-loving and all that, but she
has nothing of the barbarian in her. T
think she’d like to go to a far gayer re-
sort. But her father—”

“ Where is ber father?” asked Dr. Va-
rian impatiently. “ It will be dark before
we get to our picnic. Why don’t they
come?”

He gave .a loud halloo, but only the
echoes from the rocky heights answered
him.

“T1 knew it!” Minna Varian began to
wring her hands. “He and Betty are
quarreling—I’'m sure of it!”

“ What do you mean, Min? What’s this
quarreling business about?”

“ They’ve always dome it—it’s nothing
new. They adore each other, but they’re
eternally disagreeing and fighting it out.
They’re quite capable of forgetting all
about us and arguing out some foolish
subject while we sit here waiting for them.”

“Tll go and stir them up,” the doctor
said, starting in the direction of the house.

“ Oh, no, Herbert. It’s a hard climb,
and yow've enough walking ahead of you.”

“T’ll go.” Ted Landon looked mqnmngly
at Mrs. Varian.
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“Oh, what’s the wuse?” she said:
“ They’ll surely appear in a minute.”

So they all waited a few minutes longer,
and then Janet Varian spoke up.

“T think it’s a shame to keep us here like
this. Go on up to the house, Mr. Landon,
do. Tell those two foolish people that they
must come on or the picnic will proceed
without them.” .

‘ All right,” said Ted, and began sprint-
ing over the rocks.

“ m going, teo,” and Claire Blackwood
followed Landon.

“We may as well all go and have our
picnic on our own veranda,” Minna com-
plained, and though Dr. Varian would have
preferred that to any further exertions, he
did not say so.

“It’s always like this,” Minna’s querul-
ous voice went on. “ Whenever we start
to go anywhere somebody bas to go back
for something, and they’re so slow and so
inconsiderate of other people’s feelings—"

“ There they go,” interrupted Dr. Varitan
as the two latest emissaries went up over
the rocks. “ Now the house will swallow
them wp!”

‘“Oh, Herbert, don’t say such awful
things,” wailed Minna; “ you sound posi-
tively creepy! I have a feeling of fear of
that house anyway—I believe it would like
to swallow people up!”

“ Ought we to intrude?” Claire Black-
wood laughingly asked of Landon, as they
neared the house; ‘“if Betty and her
father want to quarrel, they ought to be
allowed to do so in peace.”

“Oh, well, if they insist, we’ll go away
again, and let them have it out comfort-
ably. Queer thing, for daughter and dad
to make a habit of scrapping!”

“I take Mrs. Varian’s statements with
a grain of salt,” said Claire, sagely. ‘ She’s
not awfully well balanced, that woman,
and I doubt if Betty and her father are
half as black as they’re painted. Shall we
ring the bell or walk right in?”

But this question needed no answer, for
as they mounted the steps of the veranda
and neared the open front doer, they were
confronted by the sight of Mr. Frederick
Varian, sprawled at full length on the ﬂoor
of the hall.
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“Oh, Heavens, what is the matter?”
cried Claire. “ The man has had a stroke
of something!”

Landon went nearer, and with a grave
face, stooped down to the prostrate figure.

“ Claire ”—he looked up at her with a
white face— Claire, this man is dead.”

“ What? No, no! It can’t be—"

“ Yes, he is—I’m almost certain. I don’t
think I’d better touch him—or should I?
It can do no harm to feel for his heart—no,
it is not beating. What does it mean?
Where’s Miss Varian?”

“ Think quickly, Ted, what we ought to
do.” Claire Blackwood spoke earnestly,
and tried to pull herself together. “ We
must be careful to do the right thing. I
should say, before we even think of Miss
Betty, we should call Dr. Varian up
here—"

“ The very thing!
or shall I?”

Considerately, Landon gave her her
choice. -

With a shuddering glance at the still
figure, Claire said, “ You call him, but let
me ‘go with. you.”

They stepped out on the veranda, and
Landon waved his hand at the group of
waiting people below him. -

Then he beckoned, but no one definitely
responded.

“11 have to shout,” Ted said, with a
regretful look. - “ Somehow I hate to—”

Will you call him—

The presence of death seemed to restrain-

him.

But of necessity he called out: “Dr.
Varian! Come here.”

The distance was almost too far to for
his voice to carry, but because of his im-
perative gestures Herbert Varian said:
“ Guess I'll have to go. Lord! What can
be the trick they’re trying to cut up? I
vow I won’t come back here! I'll eat my
picnic in your dining-room, Minna.”

“ As you like,” she returned, indiffer-.

ently. “1 hate picnics, any way. But for
goodness sake, Herbert, do one thing or the
other. If you’d really rather not go to the
woods, take your baskets, and we’ll all go
back to the house. It’s getting late, any-
way.”

“Wait a bit,”” counseled the doctor.
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“You people stay here till I go up to the
house, and see what’s doing. Then if I
beckon you, come along back, all of you.

If I don’t break my neck getting up there!”

“Don’t go, father!” begged Eleanor.
‘“Let me go. What in the world can they
want of you?”

“ No—TI'll go. I suppose there’s a leak
in the pipes or something.”

Herbert Varian went off at a gait that
belied his recalcitrant attitude, and as he
neared the house he could see the white
faces and grave air of the two that awaited
him. -

“ What’s the great idea?” he called out,
cheerily.

“ A serious matter, Dr. Varian,” replied
Landon. “ An accident—or sudden ill-
ness—"’ )

“No!” The doctor took the remainin
steps at a bound. “ Who?”

For answer, Landon conducted him in-
side the hall, and in an instant Varian was
on his knees beside the stricken man.
“ My God!” he said, in a hoarse whisper,
“ Frederick’s dead!”

- ‘A stroke?” asked Landon, while Claire
Blackwood stood by, unable to speak at all.

- “ No, man, no! Shot! See the blood—
shot through the heart. What does it—
what can it mean? Where’s Betty?”

“We don’t know.” Claire spoke now.
“ Dr. Varian, are you sure he’s dead? Can
nothing be done to save him?”

“ Nothing. He died almost instantly,
from internal hemorrhage. But how unbe-
lievable! How impossible!”

- “Who shot him?” Landon burst out,
impetuously. ¢ Or—is it suicide?”

- ““ Where's the pistol?” said the doctor.

Both men searched, Landon trying to
overcome his repugnance to such close asso-
ciation with the dead, but no weapon of
any sort could be found.

- “I—I can’t see it—" Varian wiped his
perspiring brow. I can’t see any solution.
But this won’t do. We must get the others
up here. Oh, Heavens, what shall we do
with Minna?”

“Let me go down, and take her home
with me,” suggested Claire Blackwood, ,
eager to do anything that might help or
ease the coming disclosure of the tragedy.
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“ Oh, I don’t know—"" demurred Varian.
“You see, she’s got to know—of course,
she must be told at once, and then—she’ll
have to look after Betty. Where is the
child? Anyway, my wife is a tower of
strength—she’ll be able to manage Mrs.
Varian, even if she has violent hysterics,
which, of course, she will!”

“ Command me, Dr. Varian,” said Lan-
don. “1I will do whatever you advise.”

“ All right, I'll be glad of your assist-
ance. Suppose you go back to the people
down there on the rocks, and then—let me
see—suppose you tell my wife first what
has happened; then, ask her to break the
news to Mrs. Varian. She’ll know how
best to do it. Then— Oh, Lord, I don’t
know what then! They’ll have to come
back here, I suppose. What else can they
do? I don’t know, Mrs. Blackwood, but
your idea of taking Mrs. Varian away with
you is a good one. If she'll go.”

“ She won’t go,” said Claire, decidedly,
“ if she knows the truth. If I take her, it’ll
have to be on some false pretense—"

“Won’t do,” said Varian, briefly.
“ We’ve got no right to keep her in igro-
rance of her husband’s death. No, she must
be told. That girl of mine, too—Eleanor.
She hasn’t her mother’s paise, she’s likely
to go to pieces. Always does, in the pres-
ence of death. Oh, what a moil.”

“ Here’s another thing,” said Landon, a
little hesitantly. ¢ What about the au-
thorities?” )

“Yes, yes—” The doctor spoke im-
patiently. I thought of that. Who are
they, in this God-forsaken place? Town
constable, I suppose?”’

“1 don’t know myself,” said Landon.
“ County sheriff, more likely. But Clark’s
a good, sensible sort, Say we send him
down to the village—"

“ Oh, must it be known down there right
away?” cried Claire. “ Before even Mrs.
Varian is told? Or Betty? Where &
Betty?”

“ Betty is somewhere in the house,” said
Dr. Varian in a low voice. “ We know
that. Now, let that question rest till we
decide on our first move. I think, Landon,
you’d better do as I said. Go and tell my
wife, and, while she’s telling Mrs. Varian

and my daughter, Eleanor, you can take
Mr. Clark aside and tell him. Then—
then, I think, you’d all better come back
here to the house. We'll send Clark on
that errand later—or, we can telephone.”

Landon started on his difficult descent,
and on his even more difficult errand.

“ Ca’t you put Mr. Varian somewhere
—somewhere—" Claire began incoherently.

“ I'm not supposed to move a body un-
til the authorities give permission,” said
Dr. Varian, slowly. “It would seem to
me, that in this very peculiar and unusual
case, that I might—but that’s just it. I've
been thinking the very mysteriousness of
this thing makes it necessary for me to be
unusually circumspect, Why, Mrs. Black-
wood, have you any idea what we have
ahead of us? I can’t think this mystery
will be simple or easily explained. I
don’t—" _

“ What do you think—”

“I don’t dare think! Isn’t there a
phrase, ¢ that way madness lies’? Well, it
recurs to me when I let myself think! No,
I won’t think—and I beg of you, don’t
question me! I'm not a hysterical
woman—but there are times when a man
feels as if hysterics might be a relief!”

“ Then let’s not think,” said Claire, tact-
fully, “but let me try to be helpful. If
Mrs. 'Varian is coming here, do you advise
that we—cover—Mr. Varian with—"

“ With a sheet, I suppose. Do you know
where to find one?”

“No. I've never been up-stairs—and
then, after all, isn’t a sheet even more
gruesome than the sight as it is at present?
How about a dark cover?”

“Very well. Find one.”
spoke absorbedly.

Glancing about, Claire noticed a folded
steamer rug on the end of the big daven-
port in the hall. Fetching that, she laid
it 'lightly over the still form.

“ Now, about Betty,” said the doctor,
coming out of his brown study. * She is in
the house, probably hiding—from fear.”

“ Oh, do you think that? Then let us
find her?”

“We can’t both go. Will you remain
here and meet the others or shall T stay
here while you go te look for the girl?”

The doctor
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Claire Blackwood pondered. Either sug-
gestion was too hard for her to accept.

“1 can’t,” she said, at last. “I'm a
coward, I suppose, but I can’t search this
great, empty house—for Betty. And if she
were in it, she would surely come here to
us—"

Dr. Varian looked at her.

“Then I'll go,” he said, simply. “ You
stay here.”

" “ No!” Claire grasped his arm. “1I can’t
do that either. Oh, Dr. Varian, stay here
with me! Think—these are not my people.
I’'m sympathetic, of course, but I'm terri-
fied—I'm afraid—”

‘“ There’s nothing to fear.”

“I can’t help that—I won’t stay here
alone. If you leave me, I shall run down
the path to meet them.”

“ Then T’ll have to stay here. Very well,
Mrs. Blackwood, they’ll arrive in a few
moments. We’ll wait for them together.”

And then Varian again fell to ruminating,
and Claire Blackwood, sick with her own
thoughts, said nothing.

At last they heard footsteps, and looked
out to see the little procession headed by
the two sisters-in-law.

Janet Varian was half supporting Minna,
but her help was not greatly needed, for
the very violence of Minna’s grief and
fright gave her a sort of supernormal
strength, and she walked uprightly and
swiftly. '

.~ “ Where’s Frederick?” she demanded, in
a shrill voice as she came up the steps.
“ And where’s Betty? Where’s my child?”

Her voice rose to a shriek on the last
words, and Dr. Varian took her by the
arm, giving her his undivided attention.

“ Be careful now, Minna,” he said,
kindly but decidedly; “ don’t lose your
grip. You've a big trouble to face. Do
try, dear, to meet it bravely.”

“I'm brave enough, Herbert; don’t
worry about that. Where’s Fred, I say!”

“ Here,” was the brief reply, and Varian
led her to her husband’s body.

As he had fully expected, she went into
violent hysterics. She cried, she screamed,
then her voice subsided to ‘a sort of low,
dismal wailing, only to break out with re-
newed shrieks.
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‘“ Perhaps it’s better that she should do

this than to control herself,” the doctor

said; “ I wish we could get her to bed.”

“ We can,” responded his wife promptly.
“T'll look after that. Give a look to
Eleanor, Herbert.”

" The harassed doctor turned his attention
to his daughter, who was controlling her-
self, but trembling piteously.

“ Good girl,” said her father, taking her
in his arms. “Buck up, Nell, dear.
Dad’s got a whole lot on his shoulders, and
my, how it will help if you don’t keel
over!”

“1 won’t,” and Eleanor tried to smile.

- Claire Blackwood approached the pair.
- “ Dr. Varian,” she said, “ suppose I take
your daughter home with me for the
night—or longer, if shell stay. It might
relieve you and your wife of a little care,
and I'll be good to her, I promise you.
And, if I may, I'd like to go now. I can’t
be of any service here, can I? = And as
Miss Eleanor can’t, either, what do you
think of our going now?”

- “A very good idea, Mrs. Blackwood.”
The doctor’s face showed grateful apprecia-
tion. “ Take one of the young men with
you, and leave the other here to help
me.” .

“ We'll take John Clark,” Claire decided,
“and Ted Landon will, I know, be glad to
stand by you.”

- The three departed, and then the sisters-
in-law left the room and went up-stairs,
Minna making no resistance to Janet’s sug-
gestions.

Left alone with the dead Dr. Varian and
young Landon locked at each other.

“What does it all mean?” asked the
younger man, a look of absolute bewilder-
ment on his face.

“I can’t make it out,” returned the
other, slowly. “ But it’s. a pretty awful
situation. Now the women are gone, I'll
speak out the thing that troubles me most.
Where’s Betty?”

“ Who? Miss Varian? Why, yes, where
is she? She came for her camera, you
know. She—why, she must be in the
house.”

- ¢ She must be.  That is, I can’t see any
alternative. I understand there’s no way
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out of this house, save down the path we
took.”

‘“No other, sir.”

*“ Then if the girl’s in the house, she must
be found.”

“Yes.,” Landon saw the terrible fear in
the other’s eyes, and his own glance re-
sponded. ¢ Shall we search the rooms?”
~ ‘“That must be done. Now, I'm not
willing to leave this body of my brother
unattended. Will you watch by it, while
I run over the house or the other way
about?”

“T'll do as you wish, Dr. Varian. But
if you give me a choice I'll stay here. I've
never been.in the house before, and I don’t
know the rooms. However, I want to be
frank—and the truth is, I'd rather not
make that search, even if I did know the
rooms.”

‘1 understand, Mr. Landon, and I don’t
blame you. I've never been in the house
before either—and I don’t at all like the
idea of the search, but it must be made,
and made at once, and it’s my place to
do it. So, then, if youll remain here I'll
go the rounds.”

Ted Landon nodded silently and sat
down to begin the vigil he had been asked
to keep.

Herbert Varian went first up-stairs to
Minna’s room. Opening the door softly
he discovered the widow was lying quietly
on her bed. Janet, sitting by, placed a
warning forefinger against her lip, and see-
ing that the patient was quiet, Varian noise-
lessly closed the door and tiptoed away.

He stood a moment in the second-story
hall, looking upward at a closed door, to
which a narrow and winding staircase would
take him.

Should he go up there, or search the two
lower stories first? He looked out of a
window at the foot of the little stair.

It gave west, and afforded no view of the
sea. But the wild and inaccessible rocks
which he saw proved to him finally that
there was no way of approach to this lonely
house save by that one and only path he
had already climbed. He sighed, for this
dashed his last hope that Betty might have
left the house on some errand or some es-
capade before her father had reached it.

With vague forebodings and a horrible
sinking at Mis heart he began to ascend the
turret stair. B

CHAPTER 1V.

THE SEARCH.

R. HERBERT VARIAN was a man
accustomed to responsibilities. More,
he was accustomed to the responsi-

bilities of other people as well as his own.
Yet it seemed to him that the position in
which he now found himself was more ap-
palling than anything he had ever before
experienced, and that it was liable to grow
worse rather than better with successive de-
velopments.

Varian had what has been called “ the
leaping mind,” and without being unduly
apprehensive, he saw trouble ahead, such
as he shuddered to think about. His
brother dead, there was the hysterical
widow to be cared for. And Betty in hid-
ing—

He paused, his hand on the latch of the
door at the top of the stair.

Then, squaring his shoulders he shook
off his hesitation and opened the door.

He found himself in a small turret room,
from which he went on to other rooms on
that floor. They were, for the most part,
quite evidently unoccupied bedrooms, but
two gave signs of being in use by servants.

Varian paid little heed to his surround-
ings, but went rapidly on hunting for the
missing girl.

“ Betty,” he called softly. “ Betty, dear,
where are you? Don’t be afraid—Uncle
Herbert will take care of you. Come, Betty,
come out of hiding.”

But there was no answer to his calls.
He flung open cupboard doors, he peered
into dark corners and alcoves, but he saw
no trace of any one, nor heard any sound.

Two other tiny staircases led up to higher
turrets, but these were empty, and search
as he would he found no Betty, nor any
trace of her. ‘

Unwilling to waste what might be valu-
able time, Dr. Varian went down-stairs
again.

Then, one after another, he visited all the

1A
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rooms on the second floor, but found no
sign of his niece.
He went again to the room where the
women were and beckoned his wife outside.
“ Minna is asleep?”” he asked in a whis-

pef‘ Yes,” Janet replied, “ but only because
of that strong opiate you gave her. She
tosses and moans.”

“T dread her waking. What are we to
do with her? And, Janet, where is Betty?
I've been all over these upper floors—and
now Ill tackle the rooms down-stairs, and
the cellar. The girl must be found—"

“ Herbert! Did you ever know such a
fearful situation? And—as to—Frederick
—don’t you have to—"

“ Yes, yes, of course; the authorities must
be called in. Don’t think I haven'’t realized
that. But first of all we must find Betty—
dead or alive!”

“ Don't say that!” Janet clutched at his
arm. “1I can’t bear any more horrors.”

“ Poor girl, you may have to. Brace up;
dear; I've all I can do to—"

“ Of course you have.” His wife kissed
him tenderly. “ Don’t be afraid. I won’t
add to your burdens, and I will help all ¥
can. Thank Heaven that kind woman took
Eleanor away with her.”

“ Yes; but I dare say we ought to have
kept them all here. There’s crime to be
considered, and—"

“ Never mind, they’re gone—and P'm
glad of it. You can get them back when
necessary.”

“ But it’s a mystery. What shall T do
first? 1 never felt so absolutely unable to
cope with a situation. But the first thing
is to hunt further for Betty.”

Dr. Varian went on through the yet un-
searched rooms, on to the kitchen, and on
down to the cellar. He made a hasty but
careful search, flinging open closets, cup-
boards and storerooms, and returned at last
to the hall where Ted Landon sat with
folded arms.

“1 can’t imagine where Betty can be.”
Varian sank wearily into a chair.

“ She must be in the house,” said Lan-
don, wonderingly, “ for there’s no way out,
except down the path where we all were.”

“ There’s a back door, T suppose.”

2 A
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“1 mean no way off the premises. Yes,
there must be a back door—you know I've
never been in this house before.”

“No. Well, look here, Landon—the au-
thorities must be notified; the local doctor
ought to be called in, and all that. But
first, I want to find Betty. Suppose I stay
here—I admit I'm pretty tired—and you
take a look out around the back door and
kitchen porch. By the way, the servants
will be coming home soon—"

“ Ne, they were to stay out for the eve-
ning, I think Mrs. Varian said.”

‘“ But those people who went back to
the village will, of course, talk about it,
and soon we’ll have all kinds of curious
visitors.”

‘“ All right, Dr. Varian, I'll do just as
you say.”

The younger man went on his errand,
and going through the kitchen found the
back poreh. To reach it he had to unlock
the outside door, thus proving to his own
satisfaction that Betty had not gene out
that way.

But he went out and looked about. He
saw nothing significant. The porch was
pleasant and in neat order. A knitting-bag
and a much-bethumbed novel were evident-
ly the property of the cook or waitress,
and an old cap on a nail was, doubtless, the
butler’s.

He took pains to ascertain that there was
no path or road that led down to the gate
but the path that also went from the front
door, on which he had stood when Betty
returned to the house.

He had seen her enter the house, had seen
her father go in a few moments later. Now
where was the girl?

Back to the kitchen Landon went, and
in the middle of the floor he noticed a yel-
low cushion. It was a satin-covered, em-
broidered affair, probably a sofa cushion or
hammock pillow, but it seemed too elabo-
rate for a servant’s cushion. Surely it be-
longed to the family.

The kitchen was in tidy order, save for a
tray of used glasses and empty plates on
a table.

Landon picked up the pillow—and then,
on second thought, laid it back where he
had found it. It might be evidence.



498

- An open door showed the cellar stairs.
Conquering a strong disinclination, Landon
went down. The cellar was large and
seemed to have various rooms and bins,
and some locked cupboards. But there was
nothing sinister about it; the rooms were
for the most part fairly light and the air
was good.

Remembering that Dr. Varian had al-
ready searched down there for Betty, Lan-
don merely went over the same ground,
and returned with the news of his failure
to find the girl.

“No way out?” queried ‘the doctor
briefly.

“ None, except by passing the very spot
where we all were when Betty ran back to
the house. No other way—at least, no
ordinary way. But I've been thinking. It
sounds melodramatic, I know, and isn’t at
all probable—still an airplane might have
picked her up. Or she might have fallen
into the sea.”

- The two men stared at each other in tense
silence.

- “We should have heard a plane,” said
Varian, pulling himself together, ‘“ and the
other—it’s unthinkable! This won’t do.
It’s a case for the police. How shall we get
them?”

“ 1 don’t know anything about the police,
but if you telephone the inn or the club-
house they’ll tell you. The local doctor is
Merritt—I know him. But he couldn’t
do anything. It isn’t necessary when you’re
here?’)

“Tt’s customary, I think. You call Mer-
ritt, will you, and I'll speak to the inn-
keeper.”

The telephoning was just about com-

pleted when a fearful scream from up-stairs
announced the fact that Minna Varian had
awakened from her opiate sleep and had
returned to a realization of her troubles.

Slowly Dr. Varian rose and went up the
. stairs.

He entered the bedroom too find Minna
sitting up in bed, wild-eyed and struggling,
and Janet urging her to lie still.

“Lie still?” she screamed. “ I will not.
Come here, Herbert. Tell me—where is
my child? Why is Betty not here? Is
she dead, too? Tell me, I say!”
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“ Yes, Minna,” Varian returned quietly,
“T will tell you all I can. I do not know
where Betty is, but we’ve no reason to
think she is dead—"

“Then why doesn’t she come to me?
Why doesn’t Fred come? Oh Fred is dead
—isn’t he?”

And then the poor woman went into vio-
lent hysterics, now shrieking like a maniac
and now moaning piteously, like some hurt
animal.

“ The first thing to do,” said Dr. Varian
decidedly, “ is to get a nurse for Minna.”

“ No,” demurred his wife, “ not to-night,
anyway. I'll take care of her, and there
will be some maid servant who can help me.
There was a capable-looking waitress among
those who went off this afternoon.”

“ The servants will surely return as soon
as they hear the news,” Varian said, and
then he gave all his attention to calming
his patient.

Again he placed her under the influence
of a powerful opiate. By the time she
was unconscious the local doctor had ar-
rived.

Varian went down to find Dr. Merritt ex-
amining the body of his brother.

- The two medical men met courteously,
the local doctor assuming an important air,
principally because he considered the other
his superior.

“ Terrible thing, Dr Varian,” Merritt
said; “ death practically mstantaneous ”

« Practically,” returned the other. “ May
have lived a few moments, but unconscious
at once. You know the sheriff?”

“ Yes; Potter. He’ll be along soon. He’s
a shrewd one. My Heavens! Who did this
thing?”

Dr. Merritt’s formality gave way before
his irrepressible curiosity. He looked from
Dr. Varian to Ted Landon and back again,
with an exasperated air of resentment at
being told so little.

“ We don’t know, doctor,” Landon said
as Varian said nothing. “ We’ve no idea.”

“ No idea! A man shot and killed in
this lonely, isolated house and you don’t
know who did it? What do you mean?”

In a few words Varian detailed the cir-
cumstances, and added: “ We don’t yet
know where Miss Varian is.”



"« Disappeared!
shot her father—"

“ Oh, no!” interrupted Landon.
say such an absurd thing!”

“ What else is there to say?” demanded
Merritt. “ You say there was nobody in
the house but those two people. Now, one
is here dead, and the other is missing.
What else can be said?”

“Don’t accuse a defenseless girl,” ad-
vised Varian. “ Betty must be found, of
course. But I don’t for a minute believe
she shot her father.”

“ Where’s the gun?” asked Dr. Merritt.

“ Hasn’t been found,” returned Varian
briefly. * Mrs. Varian, my brother’s wife,
is hysterical. I've been obliged to quiet her
by opiates. Dr. Merritt, this is by no
means a simple case. I hope your sheriff
is a man of brains and experience. It’s
going to call for wise and competent han-
dling.”

“ Potter is experienced enough. Been
sheriff for years. But as to brains, he isn’t
overburdened with them. Still, he’s got
good horse sense.”

“ One of the best things to have,” com-
mented Varian. “ Now, I don’t know that

Then she must have

“ Don’t

we need keep Mr. Landon here any longer.

What do you think?”

“ 1 don’t know,” said Merritt thoughtful-
ly. ¢ He was here at the time of the—the
crime?”

“ Yes; but so were several others, and
they’ve gone away. As you like, Mr. Lan-
don, but I don’t think you need stay unless
you wish.”

“ T do wish,” Ted Landon said. “I may
be of use, somehow, and I'm deeply inter-
ested. I want to see what the sheriff thinks
about it, and I want to try to find, or help
to find, Miss Betty.”

“ Betty must be found,” said Varian as
if suddenly reminded of the fact.
so distracted between the shock of my
brother’s death and my anxiety over his
wife’s condition, "that for the moment I
almost forgot Betty. That child must be
hiding somewhere. She must have been

frightened in some. fearful way, and either-

fainted or rwf away and hid out in the
-grounds somewhere. I'm positive she isn’t
in the house.”
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‘“ She couldn’t have gone out the back
door,” said Landon. ‘It was locked when
I went to it.”

“ She couldn’t have gone out at the front
door or we should have seen her,” Varian
added. “ She stepped out of a window
then.”

“ Are you assuming some intruder?”
asked Merritt wonderingly.

“I’'m not assuming anything,” returned
Varian, a little crisply, for his nerves were
on edge. “ But Betty Varian must be
found—my duty is to the living as well as
to the dead.”

He glanced at his brother’s body, and
his face expressed a mute promise to care
for that brother’s child.

“ But how are you going to find her?”
asked Landon. ‘“ We saw Miss Varian en-
ter this house—"

‘ Therefore she is still in it—or in the
grounds,” said Varian positively. “ It can’t
be otherwise. I shall hunt out of doors
first before it grows dusk. Then we can
search the house afterward.”

“ You have searched the house.”

“Yes, but it must be gone over more
thoroughly. Why, Betty or—Betty’s body
must be somewhere. And must be found.”

Dr. Merritt listened, dumfounded. Here
was mystery indeed. Mr, Varian dead,
shot, no weapon found, and his daughter
missing.

What could be the explanation?

The hunt out of doors for Betty resulted
in nothing at all. There was no kitchen
garden, merely a drying plot and a small
patch of back yard, mostly stones and hard
ground. This was surrounded by dwarfed
and stunted pine trees, which not only af-
forded no hiding-place, but shut off no pos-
sible nook or cranny where Betty could be
hidden. The whole tableland was exposed
to view from all parts of it, and it was clear
to be seen that Betty Varian could not be
hiding out of doors.

And since she could not have left the
premises, save by the road where the picnic
party were congregated, or by airplane or
by falling over the cliff—both of which Dr.
Varian refused to consider—there was no
supposition but that she was still in the
house.
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“ Can you form any theory, Dr. Varian?”
Landon asked him.

“No, I can’t. Can you?”

- ¢ Only what Dr, Merritt suggests—that
Miss Varian killed her father and then hid
somewhere.”

/¢ But where? Mind you, I don’t for a
moment admit she killed her father, that’s
too ridiculous! But whoever killed him
may also have killed her. It is her body
I think we are more likely to find.”

“ How, then, did the assassin get away?”

“1 don’t know. I'm not prepared to say
there’s no way out of this place—"

“ But I know that to be the fact. Here
comes the sheriff, Dr. Varian. That’s
Potter.”

They went in the house again and found
the sheriff and another man with him.

Merritt made the necessary introductions,
and Dr. Varian looked at Potter.

“ The strangest case you’ve ever had,” he
informed him, “ and the most important.
How do you propose to handle it?”

“Like I do all the others, by using my
head.”

“Yes, I know, but I mean what help do
you expect to have?”

“ Dunno’s I need any yet. Haven't got
the principal facts. Dead man’s your
brothér, ain’t he?”.

« Y&.”

“Shot dead and no weapon around.
Criminal unknown. Now, about this young
lady—the daughter. Where is she?”

“ 1 don’t know, but I hope you can find
her.”

And then Dr. Varian told in his straight-
forward way of his search for the girl.

 Mighty curious,” vouchsafed the sheriff
with an air of one stating a new idea. “ The
girl and her father on good terms?”

“ Yes, of course,” Varian answered, but
his slight hesitation made the sheriff eye
him keenly.

“ We want the truth, you know,” he said
thoughtfully. “ If them two wasn’t on good
terms, you might as well say so, ’cause it 1l
come out sooner or later.”

“ But they were—so far as I know.”

“ Oh, well, all right. I can’t think any
girl would shoot her father. I won’t think
that—lessen I have to. But, good land,
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man, you say you've looked all' over the
house—where’s the murderer, then?”

“ Suicide?” laconically said the man who
had come with the sheriff.

It was the first time he had spoken. He
was a quiet, insignificant chap, but his eyes
were keen and his face alert.

“ Couldn’t be, Bill,” said the sheriff,
“ with no weapon about.”

“ Mighta been removed,” the other said
in his brief way.

“ By whom?” asked Dr. Varian.

“ By whoever came here first,” Bill re-
turned, looking at him.

1 came here first,” Varian stated. “ Do
you mean I removed the weapon?”

“ Have to look at all sides, you know.”

“ Well, I didn’t. But I won’t take time
now to enlarge on that plain statement.
T’ll be here; you can question me when and
as often as you like. Now, Mr. Potter,
what are you going to do first?”

“ Well, seems to me there’s no more to
be done with Mr. Varian’s body. You two
doctors have examined it; you know all
about the wound that killed him. Bill, here,
has jotted down all the details of its posi-
tion and all that; now I think you can call
in the undertakers and have the body taken
away or kept here till the funeral—which-
ever you like.” ;

:“The funeral!” exclaimed Dr. Varian,
recognizing another responsibility for his
laden shoulders. I suppose I'd better ar-
range about that, for my sister-in-law will
not be able to do so.”

“ Jest’s you like,” said Potter. ‘ Next,
I’ll investigate for myself the absence of
this girl. A mysterious disappearance is
as serious a matter as a mysterious death—
maybe more so.”

“ That’s true,” agreed Varian. ‘T hope
you’ll be able to find my niece, for she must
be found.” .

“ Easy enough to say she must be found
—the trick is to find her.”

- “ Have you any theory of the crime, Mr.
Potter?” Landon asked.

“Theory? No, I don’t deal in theories.
I may say it looks to me like the girl may
have shot her father, but it only looksethat
way because there’s no other way, so far,
for it to look. You can’t suspect a criminal
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that you ain’t had any hint of, can you?
If anybody now turns up who's seen a man
prowling round, or seen any mysterious per-
son, or if any servant is found who, say,
didn’t go to the circus, but hung behind,
or__,)

“ But if there’s any such, they or he must
be in the house now,” Bill said quietly.
“ Let’s go and see.”

The two started from the room, and Lan-
don, after a glance at Dr. Varian, followed
them.

“1 deon’t see,” Landon said to Potter as
they went to the kitchen, “ why you folks
in authority always seem to think it neces-
sary to take an antagonistic attitude to-
ward the people who are representing the
dead man! You act toward Dr. Varian as
if you more than half suspected he had a
hand in the crime himself!”

“Not that, my boy”—and Potter
looked at him gravely—* but that doctor
brother knows more than he’s telling.”
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“ That’s not so!" I know. I came up
here to the house with him. I was with him
when he found his brother’s body—"

“Oh, you were? Why didn’t you say
w?”

“You didn’t ask me. No, I don’t know,
anything more. I've nothing to tell that
can throw any possible light on this busi-
ness, but I do know that Dr. Varian had
no hand in it and knows no more about it
than I do.”

“ Good land! I don’t mean he killed his
brother—I know better than that. But he
wasn’t frank about the relations between
the girl and her father. Do you know that
they were all right? Friendly, I mean?”

“So far as I know they were. But I
never met them until to-day. I can only
say they acted like any normal, usual father
and daughter.”

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter. It 1l all
come out——that sort of thing. Now to
find the girl.”

. (To be continued NEXT WEEK.)

S

UDKINS BELLEW believed he knew
J men. That was not his only remark-

able trait, but he felt it was the corer-
stone on which he had built his success.
Now, sitting at his desk as chief engineer
and construction boss of the Palm Island
Railway project, he watched with pride
the approach of the company’s steamer,
Half Moon.

>SS

It signified a great many things to him.
The steamer would not have been operating
between the mainland and this distant man-
grove key except for Bellew. And that
fact pointed to another; the whole gigantic
scheme was his own! He first had seen
the commercial advantages of linking Key
West with Florida. And it was his original
plans which were slowly becoming a reality,
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When he had suggested bridging an arm
" of the sea his friends had laughed and
assured him that no capitalist would invest
in so fantastic an enterprise. Yet Bellew
had found such a capitalist. He had not
sought a Rockefeller or a Morgan, but a
cotton king who longed to erect a commer-
cial monument to himself. Again his judg-
ment of men!

Through the open window of his office
in the little board shack came the blast of
the steamer’s whistle. A crowd of work-
men had gathered on the dock to meet her.
Bellew swept his quiet eyes along the fringe
of mangrove bushes, past a clump of pal-
mettoes to where the white line of the con-
crete viaduct stretched to the horizon. A
brass sun glared down on the key until one
could smell the melting tar on the bunk-
house roofs. It brought the chameleons
and yellow and black lizards to bask; it
set the mangrove swamp a-crawl with life.
But Bellew, indifferent to the heat, didn’t
mind. Such a sun meant only one thing to
him—more rapid drying of the cement in
the molds.

His office was situated on a slight rise—
a sandy spot flanked by palmetto scrub
and small, twisted water-oak. From here
he commanded a view of the whole island.

To the north lay the little harbor, pro-
tected from the long swells of the Atlantic
by twin breakwaters, while just inside the
breakwaters the unfinished railroad trestle
reared itself. Bellew knew that a swift,
dangerous current swept through the har-
bor entrance, and so he had constructed
the rock walls to keep the sea from gnaw-
ing at the under-pinning of his viaduct.
He would have closed the harbor entirely
had it not been for the Half Moon which
must have a place to land the daily supply
of provisions and fresh water.

Picking up a spy-glass, he examined the
ragged end of the nearest concrete span.

Little black dots crawled over its surface-

like so many ants; a spindling crane swung
bucket after bucket of cement from a scow
moored alongside; and on the still air came
the voices of men intermingled with the
chug and rumble of machinery.

With a contented smile, Bellew lowered

his glass, turning his attention once more
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to the Half Moon. Now she was warping
into the dock. In a moment several figures
jumped ashore and two of them, one of
whom the engineer recognized as the cap-
tain, started toward the shack on the rise.

When they entered Bellew was seated at
his desk.

. “ Morning, boss!” greeted the skipper
(They seemed to like to call Bellew
“boss ’). “ Here’s your mail and—a new
hand.” He turned to the man beside him.

"“ What'd yer say yer name was?”

His companion’s smile had a queer twist
to it, as if it had been worn threadbare.
“ Smith ’Il do,” he replied, “ Bust Smith.”

Bellew dismissed the captain with a nod.
Then to the other: “ Sit down; I'l] talk to
you directly.”

For the next five minutes he seemed to
give his entire attention to his mail, but in
reality he was studying the man who sat
loosely in the single wooden chair. Smith
belonged to that pathetic family of down-
and-outs, which follows at the heels of
every construction gang—so much was ap-
parent at a glance. He wore a pair of dirty
“blue overalls belted at the waist with a
piece of rope, a torn undershirt and black -
sneakers. His arms and face were deeply
bronzed, his hands calloused and his hair
bleached ‘to sand color by the sun. Big
boned, broad shouldered, yet thin to the
point of emaciation, he was hardly more
than a heroic sized skeleton. His face ap-
peared wedge-shaped, due to the hollows
under the cheek-bones, yet it was not a bad
face. At some earlier and more prosperous
period he might even have been considered
good looking. But now he wore that hang-
dog, don’t-care expression, common among
men who have tried and failed and ad-
mitted their failure.

All this Bellew had been up against be-
fore. Dozens of his employees came to
him that way, half starved and sometimes
burning with malarial fever. He had seen
miracles worked by a few square meals.
But there was something puzzling about
Smith. It might have been his eyes which
were mocking and cynical and rather hag-
gard; or it might have been his utter lack
of interest in his fate. He sat on the chair
as if some one had pitched him there, gaz-
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ing dully at the ceiling, and not even taking
the trouble to glance toward the man to
whom he had applied for a job.

Presently Bellew leaned his elbows on
the desk. “ Let’s have your real name,”
he requested.

“ What?” he mumbled.

“ 1 asked you what your real name was,”
repeated the engineer patiently. ‘“ Who are
you? Where do you hail from, and what
do you kmow?”

Smith smiled grimly.  Bust Smith, no-
body, nowhere and nothing!” he replied.
And, as an afterthought: “I don’t really
want & job.”

“ Then be good enough to get out—"

The person in blue overalls waved his
arm. “ Hold on!” he muttered. “ I'm hun-

I’d forgotten that. If you've got any-
thing a no-account, flea-infested tramp can
do I'll take a shy at it. Inner man, you

know.”
- ¢ Inper man—"
“ Sure! Natural craving for food. My

last meal only a sweet and distant mem-
ory— Go on, kick me out; you've got a
perfectly good excuse!” He stretched and
resumed his regard of the ceiling.

Bellew smoked a moment in silence. If
he was angry he did net show it. “ Listen,”
he said at length. “ Go over to that second
shack and tell Jim—be’s the nigger you'll
find there—to give you something to eat.
Then come back.”

“ Thanks, but I’m not an object of—”

The engineer came to his feet. “ You do
what 1 say!” he thundered. “I'm boss
here!”

Again that mocking smile twisted Smith’s
lips. He nodded, hitched up his overalls
and went.

It was a full half hour before he returned,
and during that time Bellew had com-
pleted the reading of his mail. “ Did you
get fixeddup all right?”’ he asked carelessly.

Smith took the wooden chair. “ Name
the job,” he answered, “ and make it stiff
if you want to come out even.”

“Very well! Give me your history;
that’sethe job. Then we’ll be square.”

“ It isn’t necessary—"’

“Yes, it is! It’s the only way you can
earn your dinner!”
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The other frowned. * Of course if you
put it like that—My name’s Smith all right.
James, H.—Bust, for short, and because
it’s more descriptive—I was born of poor
but honest parents, worth something over
a million. They sent me to Harvard,
where I learned how to spend my share of
the pittance. Then” —he snapped his
fingers and grinned—* Fluey! We went
broke. The market, you know. It killed
dad, and mother”—his voice softened, so
Bellew thought — “ well, she died a year
later—I've tackled everything from vaude-
ville to piano-moving and it’s no go.
I’'m as useless a piece of clay as God ever
put together. Now, no lectures, please;
they don’t help.”

The engineer drew on his pipe thought-
fully. “ Harvard? That was my college.
Do you know anything about railroading?”

“ I've ridden on a train,” admitted Smith.

144 Shipping?”

“ The Thirty-Fourth Street.Ferry marks
my longest voyage—except crossing to this
jumping-off place. Say, what’s the use of
this third degree, anyway? I tell you I'm
as worthless as a hole in a cruller! Haven’t
you ever met a real bum before?”’

Bellew searched Smith’s shrunken face.
‘ So you've settled the matter in your own
mind; you’re bound to be a complete and
teetotal failurer”

“ That’s it—only I didn’t settle it.”

“ Then who did?”

“ My jinx,” returned Smith indifferently.

The engineer considered this a moment.
“Is there anything in the world you'd
enjoy doing?” he asked at length.

“Of course! I'd enjoy getting into eve-
ning clothes with a valet to hold my trou-
sers and a limousine waiting at the door.
After that, the theater. God, how I'd en-
joy it!” His tense expression faded; he
laughed. ‘“ A nice pipe-dream for me, eh?”

“Not an impossible dream,” returned
Bellew calmly. ““ A while back you asked
me if I didn’t know a worthless bum when
I saw one. Yes, I do. I know them better
than you ever will; I hire and fire ’em
every day in the year. And Smith, if you
want to join the procession, keep right on;
but you’ve got a long way to go!”

“ 1 have?”
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“ Certainly; you’re only at the half-way
point. There’re two perfectly good reasons
why every man should work. The first is
my reason—because I love it; and the sec-
ond ought to be yours—because work will
get you the valet and the limousine.”

Smith leaned forward, his eyes suddenly
dark with anger. “ What do you take me
forc Don’t you suppose I've tried every
kind of job under the sun?”

“ No; you’ve just dabbled here and there
hunting for easy money. First you've got
to make good for the job’s sake; then the
money will come! Listen, people say I'm
a rather keen judge of men. Here’s my
judgment of you—if it’s worth anything to
you— You’re a failure because you’ve got
it firmly fixed in your dome that you must
be. = Perhaps your first job went wrong,
perhaps you had hard luck with the sec-
ond—and after that you quit. You’ve got
the physical strength and the mentality to
come out on top somewhere—if you’re will-
ing to sweat blood—not unless! It may be
here on this key— By the way, did you
ever play football?”

« Yes_"

“ When you were tackled, did you just
drop the ball and cry, or did you hang
on? No, I’ll do the talking! If you want
my opinion, you just hung on! That’s the
one worth-while thing you learned at Har-
vard. But for God’s sake, man, apply it!
Hang on, shut your teeth and dig in your
toes!”

Smith got up. “I can’t stand the lec-
tures,” he muttered, “ but it was decent of
you to feed me—"’

Bellew came around the desk and gripped
his shoulders.

“ Get this,” he snapped, “and get it
straight! You'’re on my pay roll. I haven’t
any particular job for you, because I don’t
know what you can do, but there are plenty
of .jobs on this key. Find one, take your
pick; you owe it to Harvard, to your
mother, to me for that meal! I'll try you
for a month. If you've got the real stuff
in you, yowll show it, and if not ”—he
frowned—* T'll take pleasure in kicking
you aboard the Half Moon!”

For an instant the other’s expression
sobered; then came that mocking, self-de-

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY

WEEKLY.

precatory smile. “ You’re wrong,” he said.
“ This experiment will cost you money.”
“I'm right,” gritted Bellew, “and I
don’t give a damn for the money. Now—
get out!” :
And so was Bust Smith hired.

IL

Two weeks later, while making his round
of inspection, the chief engineer came upon
a surprising sight. Beyond the end of the
viaduct a big scow lay moored. The har-
bor at this point was barely four feet deep,
and it was the duty of the barge crew to
sink boards into the sand until they formed
a box, after which a powerful pump sucked
out the water preparatory to dumping in
concrete.

- For some reason known only to himself,
“ Bust ” Smith had honored the scow with
his daily presence. The foreman, a bull-
headed Irishman, who depended more on
his fists than his brains, did not take kindly
to the new addition to his gang, and one
evening he confided as much to his superior.

“ Thot bloke with th’ overalls ain’t worth
his pay, Mr. Bellew. He’s thot lazy he
wouldn’t swim if he fell overboard!”

“ Doesn’t he do any work, Flannigan?”

“Worrk!” the foreman roared. * Why
th’ gintlemon av leisure sets himself down
an’ smokes; thot’s the worrk he does! An’
when Oi tell 'im his own mither would be
ashamed av him, he grins loike a hathern
idol. Worrk? He don’t know the manin’
av th’ worrd!”

Bellew, while much disappointed, in-
tended to carry out his part of the bargain,
and so he directed Flannigan to keep his
temper and give the new hand a chance.

This particular morning as the engineer
dropped to the scow he saw Smith sitting
cross-legged on the deck-house. Now and
then he removed his cigaret long enough to
issue an order to the crew. Bellew, aston-
ished and indignant, confronted him.

“ Where’s the foreman?” he snapped.

.The other smiled. * You're talking to
him, sir. But if you refer to that ignorant
son of Erin they call Flannigan, he’s help-
ing the niggers where he ought to be.”

‘ What the devil do you mean?”
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Smith pointed. Sure enough Mike
Flannigan lay on his stomach on the deck
beside the darkies who were forcing down
the planks with the aid of a mechanical
hammer. As he turned his face the engineer
saw a dark ring encircling one eye. But
he worked on steadily.

“ Come here, Mike,” ordered Bellew.

Flannigan approached reluctantly.

“ Why aren’t you bossing this job?”

He motioned toward his successor.
was, sor, till thot bloke, Smith—”

- Mr. Smith—” put in “ Bust ” quietly.

“Till Mr. Smith gimme this!” He in-
dicated his eye.

“ Why didn’t you come to me?”’

Mike grinned. “ Because, sor, he said
you towld ’im to take anny job he wanted.
He said he’d fix me other lamp th’ same
way if Oi didn’t git busy with thim
niggers!”

Bellew repressed his desire to laugh.
“ What have you got to say, Smith?”

The self-appointed foreman waved his
cigaret. “I watched him and his crew for
two weeks; they were doing it wrong, any
ass could have seen that. Instead of driv-
ing the boards close enough together to be
practically water-tight, they were darned
careless about it. Result: it took ’em three
times as long to pump the box dry and
calk it. Mike and I — er — exchanged
places yesterday. Before that we’'d been
turning out two boxes a day; since then
we’'ve put in four boxes—and 1ts only
eleven o’clock.”

“T see,” said Bellew quietly. “ All right,
Mike, go on up to the filling gang; you
don’t have to work with niggers. We’ll let
Mr. Smith continue here as foreman.”

And when Flannigan had climbed to
shore and out of hearing: ‘Do you un-
derstand what you’ve done, Smith? You've
found a job you can hold down. Of course
you're too high and mighty. The next
time you decide to climb up a rung come
to me; don’t take matters in your own
hands. Now one more thing: the foreman
of this gang is responsible for the barge.
You will have to sleep aboard as Mike did,
familiarize yourself with the machinery,
and give me a weekly report on the num-
ber of feet of lumber used, gasoline burned,
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and general condition of equipment. You're
rot only a workman now; you have a re-
sponsibility— What you discovered show-
ed cleverness; what you will do in a crisis
will show your stuff. And the crisis will
come—it always does in this game.”

Bellew left Smith smiling, only the smile
seemed a trifle less self-deprecatory. At
least so thought the engineer.

The weeks dragged on, hot, brilliant days
followed by hot, brllllant mghts As the
season adva.nced millions of mosquitoes
were born in the marsh, while the dry sand
about the camp became a breeding spot for
fleas. But work on the viaduct continued;
Bellew drove his men relentlessly. Sep-
tember must see the completion of the
trestle across the harbor lest the fall hurri-
canes undo in a few hours the labor of
months. Each morning a red-hot sun swam
up out of the Atlantic, and each evening
its disappearance was more delayed. The
key had no chance to cool; the ocean wash-
ing its shores was warm to the touch.

If the intense heat and myriads of in-
sects bothered Smith he concealed the fact.
After work he would lie for hours on the
deck of the barge, smoking innumerable
cigarets and examining the sky through
lazy eyes. Bellew found his weekly reports
precise in character and showing a marked
increase of production. But the engineer
still waited; some day a crisis would come—
the sort of thing that strips men of all
pretense; some day, Bust Smith would find
himself confronted by it, and then, well—
Bellew smiled broadly; he had a great deal
of faith in his own judgment.

IIT.

A cERTAIN holiday in September, Smith,
Judkins Bellew and his chief clerk, Sam
Haynes, stood on the dock, watching the
Half Moon creep out of the harbor, her
decks black with men. With her went the
entire construction gang. It was a semi-
annual occurrence. Twice a year Italians,
Irishmen and negroes united in demanding
a.free excursion to Key West, where they
engaged in a baseball game against the
local team, which usually ended in a free-
for-all fight. Later, opposing players would
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make it up and stagger from one saloon
to another until the police interfered. And
still later—usually the next afternoon—
back weuld come the Half Moon with a
remarkably large cargo of black eyes and
loose teeth. The gang invariably sailed
away with cheers and returned in silence,
but they were happier and poorer for the
experience. Which fact served to keep
them om the job.

Bellew turned to the man in ragged over-
alls, “ Why didn’t you go aleng?”

Smith shrugged. ‘“ What was the use?
Baseball beres me and I despise a jail.”

“ Meaning yeu would bhave got drunk?”

“ One must in Key West—if one is to
enjoy himself!” '

The engineer squinted at the sky. “ Un-
less I miss my guess,” he said sebesly,
“it’s lucky you stayed; we shall need men
desperately before morning. Do you see
that cloud yonder?”

“ The funnel-shaped one?”

[{3 Y&.”

“ Well, by to-night the wind will be
blowing seventy miles an hour. We may
have to take to the viaduct. I've seen the
time when the sea swept clean over these
keys.”

As the day progressed, Bellew became
more anxious. The eocean met the shore
without a ripple; even the ground-swell dis-
appeared, while the horizon was lost in a
faint haze. The sun turned brown and the
green of the mangrove bushes was dulled
to a sickly shade. Not a breath of wind,
not a sound except the whine of mosquitoes
and the intermittent popping of the mud in
the marsh.

Smith had sought his barge, and lay as
usual on deck; Sam Haynes was busy in
the company office, while the chief engineer
tramped here and there restlessly. Nobody
ate much lunch; tbe sky was too ominous,
Toward three o’clock a moan trembled on
the dead air, coming apparently frem no-
where and ending in silence. Smith,
startled from his day-dreams, looked up.
Bellew, lighting his pipe, let the match
burn out. The heavens were cloudless, yet
the sun seemed to be losing its power. No
longer did the white of the beach sand
blind one; the entire key became jaun-
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diced—a flat and unsavory piece of land
slapped on a yellow ocean. No longer did
the gulls and pelicans swoop overhead; it
was as if some gigantic and unseen evil bad
struck terror to the very heart of nature. .

Smith threw away his cigaret and wan-
dered up to the foot of the viaduct where
his employer stood watching the barizon.
Perspiration trickled dewn his face, and the
brief walk left him panting. ¢ Feels like
a Turkish bath, only mere so!” he sug-
gested.

The engineer pointed abruptly to the un-
finished span crossing the harber mouth be-
hind the breakwaters. “ See that pier?
We poured the concrete yesterday. It’s set
but it isn’t bard yet. If the storm breaks
out of the east and forces a current through
the cut, there may not be any pier there
to-meorrow.”

“ Which would mean you’d lose six hun«
dred feet of viaduct, too.”

“ Precisely! It’s hardly a pleasant pros-
pect—particularly when the stock of this
enterprise is already tottering— I'm in-
clined to think the hurricane can put an
end to the Palm Island Railway. To re-
build the span would cost two bundred-
thousand dellars—and then we’d be just
where we are now.”

Suddenly that peculiar moan arose again,
but this time nearer. Something passed
across the face of the sun, leaving the island
in yellow twilight. The moan increased to
a whine; a whirling shadow leaped from
the horizon, its extremities fringed with
white, its heart an inky mass.

“Look eut!” warned Bellew.
going to catch it!”

Barely had the men found shelter be-
hind the viaduct when the storm broke.
They could see the path of the wind where
it flattened the oceam, tearing from the
smooth surface particles of spray. The
next instant the air was filled with flying
objects. Every movable article on the
island soared upward—barrels, boxes, bits
of planking, even tlie roof of the nearest
bunk-house. Above the roar came the
crash of falling timber, while great strips
of tar-paper borme along at sixty miles an
hour sailed westward like mammoth
buzzards.

“ We're
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The Atlantic did not respond immedi-
ately—that first blast of the hurricane held
it down—but in a moment the gray water
hunched up and rushed at the key, not with
the ponderous dignity of the ground-swell,
but in chaotic, ten-feot combers. The rock
jetties disappeared beneath lines of white
froth, while the cut between them resem-
bled a mill-race.

And Bellew, safe behind the viaduct, felt
the structure tremble.

A half hour later the two men faced
each other in the kitchen, the only sur-
viving building. The engineer’s office had
gone and with it Haynes. Unable to raise
a helping hand, they had seen his body
fluttering away before the wind like a piece
of newspaper. Now the hurricane had set-
tled into a fifty-mile gale, which was not
dangerous in itself; but the damage had
been done. The ocean, a mass of foam,
thundered on the beach and raced into the
harbor.

Even inside the shack Bellew was forced
to raise his voice. ‘ The viaduct’s going,”
he shouted, “ unless we can block the cut!
The current will tear that pier from its
foundations.”

Smith tried to light a cigaret, but the
draft between the boards was too great.
“What do you want done?” he asked. “I
reckon this is crisis you mentioned.”

The engineer, walking to the window,
stared out a moment, then returned

thoughtfully. “ There’s one chance in a
hundred—"" he began.

[1{3 Well__"

“ The seas won't hurt the pier; the cur-
rent is what will do the damage. Now, if
we sank a scow—"

“ My scow?”

“ Yes; that’s the largest. She’s moored

under the lee of the point. If you turned
her adrift she’d head straight for the cut.
You could let your anchor go when you
were in the right place—"

Smith lost a little color. “ You mean
I— there would have to be somebody
aboard?”

“ Of course. Somebody to drop anchor
and open the sea-cocks. The cut’s only a
hundred yards from the beach and you
have your breeches—” Suddenly Bellew
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stopped to study the man’s face. “ You’re
not efraid, are you?”

Smith drew his arm across his forehead.:
“ Sure,” he muttered. “ What do you take
me for?”

Bellew made a gesture of disgust, and in
that instant he hated “ Bust ”” Smith. Not
so much because he was afraid — that
merely showed his yellow streak—but be-
cause the engineer was forced to admit he
had erred in his judgment of a man. “T’ll
go myself,” he said quietly, “ and to-mor-
row you get out of camp, understand?”

Smith wet his lips. “ No, that won’t do;
you're too valuable. You didn’t wait for
me to finish. I said I was afraid—which
shows I'm sane—but considering every-
thing, I'll go—"

“ Good!” snapped Bellew. “1I owe you
an apology. The reason I put this job up
to you is—” ’

“ Never mind the reason!” And Smith’s
lips twisted into that odd, self-deprecatory
smile. “T can guess a thousand reasons
myself. Besides, it’s the only thing I
haven’t tried. What do they call it—the
Great Adventure?”

“Cut it out!” ordered Bellew tersely.
“You talk as if—"’

His foreman clenched his fists. “ No, I
won’t cut it out; this is the one time I've
a right to talk. Now tell me exactly how
you want the scow sunk.”

Iv.

FroMm the beach the engineer watched
Smith’s progress along the shore. He saw
him climb aboard the barge which rode
quietly in the lee of the point. Then there
was a brief wait while mooring lines were
cast off. Presently the cumbersome boat
drifted free, caught the first breath of the
storm, and swung abruptly toward the cut.
One moment she moved along placidly, the
next she was tossing like a cork as the
combers curled under her square stern.
And on her top deck a figure clung to the
tiller. Now broadside, now head on, she
rushed at the white smother hiding the
jetties.

Would Smith be able to steer her suf-
ficiently to avoid the rocks?
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Bellew forced his eyes away to lessen the
strain. When he looked again he stiffened;
not ten feet ahead of the scow the seas
were smashing themselves on the end of the
breakwater. He saw a particularly . big
comber hunch the boat upward, and lifting
her bow clear, drop her. He could even
hear the crash as her timbers splintered.
Then a whirl of the current tore her loose.
Listing heavily, she swung across the cut.
He prayed his foreman had not been car-
ried overboard, would be able to let go the
anchor. The yellow haze played tricks with
his eyes, and the driving spray blinded him,
yet he thought he saw something crawling
toward the windlass. The next instant
came the rattle of a chain.

“ Thank God!” muttered Bellew.

Between the beach and the scow the surf

mounted in angry ridges. But the engineer
was not worrying about Smith. Every
boat belonging to the Palm Island Railway
project carried a breeches-buoy gun. All
the foreman had to do was to fire the line
ashore, wait for Bellew to make it fast to
the viaduct, then come in hand-over-hand
a good six feet above the water. The only
risk was delay; the scow would not remain
afloat very long—
. “Why the devil doesn’t he hurry?”
thought the engineer. As the barge was
now broadside, the seas mounted to her
first deck; very shortly they would be
sweeping over her cabin-house. But he
could not make out anybody on her. He
swore under his breath. ‘ If that ass waits
much longer—”

Suddenly he caught sight of something
in the breakers. It was tossed into his
momentary vision by a comber, only to be
swallowed up in the trough. He waited, a
terrible suspicion growing. Yes, he saw it
again, this time nearer—the figure of a man
clinging to a plank. The sweat broke out
on his face. Smith was risking the surf
and the hidden rocks instead of using the
buoy!

“ The fool, the fool!” groaned Bellew
over and over. ‘ He’s throwing away his
life.”

And indeed it seemed so. A dozen
sinister shapes tore the sea to foam, jagged
splinters of coral with knifelike edges.

Surely no one could pass between them.
This waiting was agony! If he might. only
do something! White, trembling, he tried
to follow the zigzag course of Smith’s
body. And even as he stared at the mael-
strom his conscience reminded him that he
bhad sent this man to his death. Smith
must be a half-wit, a fool, but he was also
a human being. And Bellew, waiting help-
lessly on the beach, called himself a
murderer.

He remembered their first talk together—
and ‘their last. The foreman had spoken
of a “ Great Adventure.” Was it possible
he had planned suicide? No; if that had
been the case he wouldn’t have said: “ Sure,
I’'m afraid! What do you take me for?”

_The seas now broke over the barge from
end to end. She was filling rapidly, and
the machinery aboard could be counted
upon to sink her like a stone. As she lay
directly across the cut, her hull must block
the disastrous current; but Bellew, leaning
against the wind w1th his eyes searchmg
the white tumble of surf, had forgotten his
viaduct. )

Great enterprises usually take their toll
of human life—Sam Haynes was an ex-
ample of that—but this tragedy might so
easily have been avoided. Why, in God’s
name, hadn’t Smith used the breeches-
buoy? And another thought made Bellew
shudder; his foreman had been driven into
his present peril. Bellew had done that by
calling him a coward.

The wind took a shrill note as it hurled
itself over the key, which somehow resem-
bled the cry of a drowning man. He raised
his eyes to the sky where low-scudding,
vicious clouds piled themselves upon each
other, and wondered if the God above could
see through them.

Suddenly something black darkened the
white crest of a wave. It was Smith’s
body. Between it and the shore a coral
reef split the combers. That the foreman
was past recognizing his danger, past mak-
ing the least, futile effort to avoid it, ap-
peared certain. The engineer wanted to
cover his eyes, but horror held him rigid.
The man and his plank were borne onward
at express speed—onward to where the
rocks defied the sea. Presently a wave
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tossed him high until his breast was clear
of water, held him there an instant, then
with a roar charged the reef.

Something snapped in Bellew’s brain; he
stumbled away up the beach, groping with
_his hands like a blind man.

After a while when he gained sufficient
courage to face what lay rolling loosely at
the edge of the surf, he returned. He
must save the body of course. Dragging
the limp bundle of flesh to dry ground
he looked for the wound inflicted by the
rocks—and found none. The man was
breathing faintly.

V..

AN hour later Bellew, entering the Kkit-
chen, discovered his foreman sitting in a
chair. “How do you feel?” he asked
“ Want some more whisky?”

“ Sure!” grinned Smith.

After handing himr the bottle the engi-
neer took a seat. “ Now answer me one
thing and I'll apreciate it: why in hell
didn’t you use the breeches-buoy? - Why
did you try to kill yourself in the surf?”

* “ What the deuce is a breeches-buoy?”
gasped Smith.

“You don’t know? Why it's—it's—
say!” and Bellew leaned forward. “If you
. didn’t know what a breeches-buoy was,
how did you expect to get ashore?”

The foreman smiled. .“I didn’t,” he
said.

For a moment his employer looked at
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him in blank amazement. When he spoke
his voice was gruff. “ You mean to tell me
you took the barge out, thinking you were
going to drown! You figured I was asking
you to give your life to save the viaduct?”

“ The viaduct was worth two hundred
thousand dollars,” Smith reminded him.

Bellew left his chair to take a turn up
and down the room. Through the chinks
in the walls came the noise of the sea,
but he knew all danger threatening the con-
crete structure had passed; somewhere out
in the white whirl, below the breakers and
between the rock jetties, a splintered,
cypress hull diverted the current.

He was usually a rapid thinker, but the
bigness of the thing Smith had done could
not be grasped in a moment. Of a sudden
he felt humbled yet tremendously proud.
Again his judgment of a man had been
vindicated.

Stopping short, he faced his foreman.
“ Smith, you must have thought it pretty
rotten of me to stay ashore and send you
out there. Well, I've got a confession to
make; I'd have gone in a minute myself—
there wasn’t much danger—but as a matter
of fact I don’t know how to swim.”

The man with a blanket wrapped around
him nodded. “ Don’t blame you a bit.
Only, I wish to Heaven you’d mentioned
the breeches-buoy— And as far as swim-
ming goes”—he chuckled—* you haven’t
anything on me. I never swam a stroke in
my life.” -

v 14 v v :
MY ARGOSY OF GOLDEN DREAMS

WHEN happiness appears a distant goal,

- . When care oppresses, and the weary soul,
Imprisoned in its house of mortal clay,
Craves refuge from the everlasting fray,
Ah, then, where pleasant fiction swiftly streams,
I launch my Argosy of Golden Dreams!

A magic craft—it sails the widé expanse
Of genius, called the Ocean of Romance.
The helm is manned by Fantasy, who steers
Through mystic seas of laughter, love and tears.
Once more the sun on life’s horizon gleams,
Thanks to my Argosy of Golden Dreams!
Philip Stiehl, Jr.



CHAPTER XIIL
JIMMY’S ‘ BRIGHT IDEA.”

HE Hanovers, a small family of
three—mother, father, and daughter
—had no idea that their guest had

fallen in leve, and that an intense love scere
had been enacted on their porch.

They knew, of course, that Marion had
gone to the dance, because she had told
them that she had met an old friend while
out riding who had invited her. And net
wishing them to know the game she was
playing, she had taken the precaution to
meet Jimmy a short distance from the lodge,
fearing that he would come up and inquire
for Miss Greg.

They wondered, then, the following
morning why Marion seemed so unusually
buoyant at the breakfast-table, and Mr.
Hapover, an old friend ef the late Colonel
Van Buren, dryly remarked: “ You seem
gay enough this morning to be in love,
Marion. Who’s this Lotharie you went to
the dance with last night?”

“ An old friend,” said Marion, blushing,
and startled by the other’s remark.

“Seems to me you’re pretty close-
mouthed about him. That’s always a sure
sign, Marion.”

“ About what?”’ she asked.

- - - . e
¢ Being in love,” replied Mr. Hanover.

“ Maybe I am,” Marion said. And the
way she said it gave the Hanevers cause tb
wonder.

After breakfast Florence Hanmover, the
daughter, quizzed Marion and asked her if
she had omly been fooling.

“ Abeut what?” Marion asked.

“ Being in love,” repled Flozence, who
was a nice girl, but one destined to be an
old maid. “ Because if you are, Marion,
invite him over. What does he look like?”

“ What makes you thisk I'm in love?”
Marion asked, laughing, but inwardly ner-
vous.

Florence placed a hand on Marion’s
shoulder. ]

‘“ Because you’re se secretive,” she re-
plied. “ And you’re blushing furiously now,
Marion, you are.” '

“ Well,” said Marion, “ what of it?”

“Only this,” Florence replied, sitting
down and folding her hands in her lap.
“ You must be careful, Masien. You're a
young girl, you know, and sometimes young
men have not the best of intentions.”

Marion flushed indignantly. * Why,
Florence,” she exclaimed, “ what do you
mean?”

Egged on by envy because she had never
been able to land a beau herself, Florence

This_story began im the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for December 24.
s10
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proceeded in placid tones: “ There are many
bad men in the world, Marion. You know
that we girls have to be careful.
tell you lots of things about men myself.
I’'ve had one or two little—” Florence
broke off and shook her head significantly,
and Marion smiled, knowing that Florence
was taking a little undeserved credit to
herself. :

“Do you mean to insinuate that this
gentleman I went to the dance with has not
the best of intentions?”

Florence shook her head.

“T couldn’t say until I meet him,” she
replied. “1I go so much by face value.
I often think I'd make a wonderful lady
detective. I'm psychic, you see. I can tell
at a glance a good man or a bad one, so—"

Marion burst into a laugh.

" “ Dear child,” she said, “ you’re amusing.
Does your psychic sense tell you that the
gentleman ,in question is -not honorable?”

“ Somewhat,” said Florence, knitting her
brows. “T’ll be frank with you. I have
reason to believe that he is not an old
friend, and that you met him only yester-
da .”

idarion looked up, surprised and off her
guard.

“ How do you know?” she asked.

“ So,” Florence exclaimed, “ I was right!
Marion Van Buren, you've been flirting. I
thought as much. When you didn’t tell
us the man’s name it seemed strange. And
then last night I noticed that you went
down to meet him instead of having him
come here. Aren’t you afraid, Marion, to
trust strangers?”

“ Rot!” Marion said, shaking her head.
“ You're too old-fashioned, Florence. But,
come, don't let’s quarrel. And if you prom-
ise to be real good Il tell you who he is.”

And Marion did. She also explained to
her astonished listener what had brought
Jimmy Scardon East, and how he happened
to be in the Adirondack Mountains.

“ Now, for my part of it,” she added.
““ When mother told me about the proposed
match I became furious. We quarreled,
and 1 was called a disobedient daughter
just because I wouldn’t agree to marry a
man I had never seen. It was too much of
a business proposition to suit me, anyway.

I could .
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‘“ Then mother had to go to Washington
to attend some woman’s club convention,
and the last thing she said going out the
door was to be nice to Jimmy Scardon and
his aunt if they came before she returned;
also, that if a letter came for her from Cali-
fornia I was privileged to open it and read
its contents, as it would very likely be from
Jimmy’s aunt saying when they would
come.

“Then a letter did come for mother,
post-marked California. The letter was
from Jimmy’s aunt expressing regret that
she could not come because of a severe at-
tack of rheumatism, but that Jimmy was
on his way. I didn’t know what to do.
Then I got an idea. - I consulted with Jane
Greg, mother’s social secretary, whom
you've met, and implored Jane to take my
place; ‘to be Marion Van Buren while the
real Marion Van Buren ran away from
it all.

“ At first Jane refused. It was out of
the question, she said, perfectly ridiculous,
and all that. But I never let up until she
had finaly given her consent. Poor Jane,
she’s a dear, and she knew that it wasn’t
right to force a girl into marrying a man
she had never seen, and 1 think that was
the reason why she was willing to help
me.”

“ But what about your mother?” Flor-
ence asked, very much surprised over it all. .
“ What was Jane to say to her when she
returned?”’

Marion laughed.

‘“What could she say? Nothing, of
course, only that I had deliberately gone
away and that she had agreed to be Marion
Van Buren. Mother could do no more than
discharge Jane, and I promised Jane that
this would not happen. You see, I had
the feeling that it would turn out all right,
and it has, but of course I never dreamed
of the way matters have shaped themselves.
I thought that when mother returned and
discovered what had happened, she natural-
ly would be obliged to explain everything
to Mr. Scardon, and then he would leave
in a rage, believing that he had been fooled.
That was how we were to get rid of him.

“ Don’t you see, Florence, by our scheme
we were throwing the whale responsibility
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on mother’s shoulders? And she deserved
it"”

“ And then you came up here?” said
Florence. “ Marion Van Buren, youre a
natural born schemer.”

“T decided to visit you folks,” Marion
laughed, “ to get far away from the scene
of action. I instructed Jane not to tell
mother where I was unless she got the silly
notion of marrying me off to a man out of
her head. I also told Thomas, our butler,
that when Mr. Scardon came to say noth-
ing about me being out of town, but to
call Jane, who would act as Miss Van
Buren. Thomas was a bit puzzled, but he’s
well-trained, you know, and he didn’t ask
questions,

‘“ But imagine last night, Flerence, after
all my scheming, to be introduced to people
at the dance as Miss Greg. My heart was
in my mouth for fear I would meet some
one I knew. And now ”—Marion danced
around the room—*“it’s all se wonderful
and romantic, Florence. Oh, just wait until
you see him. He’s the handsomest thing
you'd ever want to lay eyes on. And the
way he makes love, Florence! Dear me!”

“ Well, all T can say,” said Florence, ever
ready to throw cold water on any other
girl’s love affair, “ is that it seems mighty
strange he didn’t call at your house. I
don’t want to make you feel uneasy,
Marion, but my psychic mind tells me that
there’s something funny about it all.”

“QOh, rot!” said Marion, knowing that
envy had caused Florence’s remark. “ One
of these days, Florence, you’re going to fall
in love, and you’ll forget about your psychic
sense and everything else, except the man

. you want.”

Florence smiled a pleased smile, very
much encouraged over Marion’s words. She
had almost given up hope that such a day
dor her was to come in the twentieth cen-
tury.

“ Well,” she said, graciously, “ I feel sure
that I'll fall in love yet, Marion. But I'm
awfully particular. He must be an ideal
man, very handsome and very brilliant.
And I do hope he has a swell name, like
Algernon or Marmaduke or something like
- that. Distinctive, you know. Jimmy is so
ordinary.”

Marion restrained her resentment. It
was jealousy again, she knew, on Florence’s

“ Never mind, dear,” she said. “ There
was a St. Jimmy, or St. James, I should
say, and I don’t remember a St. Marma-
duke or a St. Algernon. Percival Polly-
haven had a fancy name, and you know
what happened to him.”

“ Yes; dreadful, wasn’t it?”” Florence ex-

claimed, feeling that she had been out-

pointed.

At ten o’clock that morning Jimmy, not
having received a letter from Rufus Cleg-
horn, finally got his connection with the
Hotel Giltmore. He was informed that Mr.
Cleghorn had checked out the night before,
leaving no forwarding address. More puz-
zled than ever, Jimmy wandered aimlessly
about the hotel, wondering what had hap-
pened to his friend.

Curious and jmpatient, he decided to
telephone to the Van Buren house and ask
for the whereabouts of “ Mr, Jimmy Scar-
don.” He was told by * Information”
that the Van Burens had a private number,
and that it was against the rules of the
company to give it out. Feeling that Fate
was playing against him, Jimmy left the
telephone-booth, to do some more aimless
wandering.

He declined an offer to play a game of
chess with an elderly gentleman, who was
one of the many obliged to stay indoors be-
causc’ of the rain. He also refused to sit
and talk to the fat widow, who suddenly
spied him and dashed over, pushing a box
of chocolates under his nose.

Excusing himself on the pretext of writ-
ing some letters, he hurried out to the desk
and asked the clerk if Mr. Saunders was in
his room. The clerk picked up a desk
phone, and after calling Peter’s room, he
handed the phone to Jimmy.

“ Mr. Saunders is on the wire,” he said.

“ Hello, Saunders,” Jimmy exclaimed.
“ Where have you been all morning?”

“ Looking for the sunset, or the sunrise,”
Peter said. ¢ Rotten day, isn’t it?”

“ Suppose I come up?” Jimmy suggetsed.
“ There’s something I want to tell you.”

Peter clutched the phone. He wondered
whether Jimmy had received a letter telling

2 A
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him of his part in the game. If he had he
knew the time had come to explain.

“ All right,” he said, *“ come up.”

After hanging up the receiver he walked
over to the window and looked out. He
presently heard a knock on the door, and
in answer to his invitation to come in,
Jimmy Scardon rushed into the room.

It was apparent to Peter that Jimmy was
in 2 bad mood. So Peter concluded that
Jimmy had received the letter.

Peter smiled.

“So you received the letter you were
expecting?” he said.

“ No, I didn’t,” Jimmy snapped.

“ Oh!” Peter breathed. “ Well, what i3
it, then?”

Jimmy threw himself into a chair, and
drawing forth a cigaret, began chewing the
end of it.

“ Give me a match,” he said. “ I'm ner-
vous, Saunders. Dreadfully upset. I must
have a smake.”

“ Something worrying you, eh?” Peter
asked, striking a match and giving Jimmy
a light. “No doubt this rainy day has
made you gloomy. What’s up, anyway?”

Jimmy puffed away at his cigaret for
several seconds, studying the floor. Then
tossing the cigaret into an ash-receiver, he
quietly remarked: “ Saunders, I'm in love.”

“ No!” Peter exclaimed.  When, bow
and where? Who is she?”

“ A girl, a wonderful girl, Saunders.”

“ Naturally. But her name?”

¢« Jane Greg. She’s a friend of Marion
Van Buren. Surprises you, eh? Well, it
did me, t00. Now sit still there while I
tell you a very interesting and amazing
story. Are you prepared for a shock, Saun-
ders?”

“ All set,” said Peter, wondering what
was to come. - .

“ Well, Saunders, I'm the fellow who
came East to marry Marion Van Buren.
What do you think of that?”

“No!” Peter exclaimed, feigning sur-
prise. You’re the fellow her mother wanted
her to marry. You’re fooling, Scardon.”

“I was never more serious in my life,”
Jimmy replied. ¢ It certainly was some
joke on you, Saunders. But don’t worry.
I don’t want the girl. Now let me finish,”

3A
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And starting at the beginning, Jimmy told
Peter the whole story.

“ Of course I know how this astonishes
you,” Jimmy finished. “ And please for-
give me, old fellow, for not telling you
last night and letting you in on the joke.
But I had a reason for not explaining then,
which I'll lead up to presently. You never
dreamed that I was your deadly rival, did
you? That obstacle you spoke of?”

“No,” Peter said. He decided to keep
his secret a while longer. He, too, had a
reason.

“Well, you don’t seem so surprised,”
Jimmy grumbled. ‘I thought you’d fairly
bounce out of your chair.”.

“I'm naturally calm,” Peter smiled.
“ But I understand everything. Well, well,
well, Scardon, you are certainly a villain for
not telling me last night. But what do you
suppose has happened to Cleghorn?”

“ Don’t know, and I don’t care,” Jimmy
growled. “I know positively that he’s not
ill. My phone call to the Giltmore this
morning proves that. I'm beginning to
think now that he didn’t even call on Miss
Van Buren.”

“ Ah!” Peter murmured. “ So you think
that?”

Jimmy suddenly banged his hands to-
gether,

“ Say,” he said, “ when did you see Miss
Van Buren last, anyway?”

“QOh, some time ago,” Peter replied
evasively. “ But why didn’t you tell me
who you were last night? What was your
reason?”’

“I’'m coming to that. First let me ask
if you know a Jane Greg?”

‘“ Never heard of her.”

“Well, she’s a friend of Marion Van
Buren, and she’s the girl I’ve fallen in love
with. Now, listen, Peter, while you hear
chapter two.”

And Jimmy hurriedly told about the gir]
he had met in the woods, their conversation,
and why he had not spoken of her to Peter.

“ But now it’s all different,” he added.
“Now I don’t care. For last night when
I took her back to Hanover Lodge I pro-
posed to her. She said she didn’t think
it fair to Marion Van Buren—that I was
practically engaged to her, and all that rot,
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and—and then, well, I admitted that I
had not even called on Marion Van Buren.

¢ Still, she insisted that Marion was wait-
ing to meet me, and that being an old
friend of Marion’s she did not want to stand
in her way. 1 was distracted, Peter, for
I've fallen head-over-heels in love with this
girl, and I know—yes, I know that she’s
in love with me, but won’t admit it just be-
cause she’s so doggone loyal to her friend.
Isn’t that a fine state of affairs?”

“ Are you really in love with this girl?”
Peter asked, somewhat skeptical.

“ Positive,” Jimmy declared. And the
way he said it convinced Peter that it was
so. And once again Peter was tempted
to tell his story. But something held him
back. To have the advantage in the game;
to watch the other fellow move was what
Peter wanted. It would be time enough
for explanations if Rufus Cleghorn’s letter
came, or if he himself appeared in person.

“ Well,” Peter said, “ you’re in a peculiar
situation, Scardon. But don’t worry. I
have a feeling that everything will be
cleared up soon.”

“ But it has to be done noow,” Jimmy
shouted, springing .to his feet. ‘ Now.
Right now, do you understand? And you're
the man to do it. Go to 'Miss Greg and
tell her that you’re the fellow who’s engaged
to Marion Van Buren. Then that will clear
the way for me.”
~ Peter sank back in his chair and stared
blankly at Jimmy’s smiling eyes.

“ But look here,” he said, “I can’t do
that.”

“Oh, but you must,” Jimmy insisted.
“ Don’t you see what a fix I'm in? Surely
you won’t deny me this. See Miss Greg.
Tell her how much you love Marion Van
Buren. Convince her that Marion loves
you, and then—leave the rest to me.”

Peter began to feel warm around the
collar.

“TIt’s too delicate,” he protested. *“ Don’t
you see how ‘embarrassing it would be for
me to—to go to this girl and tell her of
my love for Mar—Miss Van Buren? Have
a heart, Scardon. A fellow likes to keep
those things to himself.”

“But what am I to do?” Jimmy ex-
claimed. “ You will be telling Jane the

truth. You love Manon Van Buren, don’t
you?”

({3 Y -e-S. ”

“ And you’re engaged aren’s you?”

“ Practically.”

“ Well, then, what more is there to it,
Saunders? Tell the truth, and nothing but
the truth. Do this fa.vor for me, and I
not forget it. Maybe some time I can do
something for you, and if that time ever
comes just call on me.”

“It’s a bargain!” Peter cried, struck by
a certain idea. “I’ll do as you ask. And
some time you may be able to help me,
Scardon, and I'll remember what you said.”

Jimmy grabbed Peter’s hand and shook
it.

“And Tl remember, too,” he said.
“ But don’t forget when you meet Jane to

tell her how madly in love you are with -

Marion Van Buren, and how crazy she is
about you.”

“ Oh, leave it to me,” said Peter.
make Jane Greg think that there’s nobody
in the world like Marion—not even her-
self.”

CHAPTER XIV.
WHAT MARION THOUGHT.

FTER lunch Jimmy and Peter re-
turned to the latter’s room, and
Jimmy, impatient and very excited,

decided to telephone to Hanover Lodge at
once and ask for Miss Greg.

“ Maybe she’ll invite us over,” he said.
“You don’t mind the rain, do you?”

“Not at all,” Peter laughed. “I'm
getting into the spirit of the thing now.
Try to arrange it. It will kill the monot-
ony here.”

Through “ Information ” Jimmy ob-
tained the telephone number, and several
seconds later had got his connection.

‘“Hello,” he said. “I want to speak
with Miss Greg.”

“ This is Miss Greg,” Marion answered,
having kept a watchful eye on the phone,
expecting that Jimmy would call.

“ Jane?” he asked pleasantly.

“Yes.” Then, just as though she didn’t
know who it was: ¢ Who's this?”

“TN



f

“ Jimmy,” he said—* Jimmy Scardon.”

“QOh! How do you do, Mr. Scarden?”

Jimmy made a wry face. He thought
that she was very formal.

“ Oh, I’'m all right,” he said. “ How are
yw?))

“Very dull.
headache.”

“ Me, too. It's awfully slow over here.”

Marion knew that he was waiting to be
invited to Hanover Lodge. But she didn’t
dare do it. What would Mr. and Mrs.
Hanover think if he came and called her
Jane or Miss Greg? And what would he
say if he heard her referred to as Marion?
It would spoil everything, and for a while
longer she wanted to keep up the sham.

“ Well,” he said, wondering over her si-
lence, “its—it’s awfully dull over here.
I'm with a fellow I'd like you to meet.
We have a big surprise for you.”

“ Can’t keep it till to-morrow?” she
laughed. “It’s such a nasty day to travel,
and I have a dreadful headache. You'd
find it more monotonous over here.”

“ We’re willing to take the chance,” he
replied. “ May we come over?”

“ What is the surprise?”

“Oh, I can’t tell you now.
great surprise.”

“T believe you're only fooling just to
arouse my curiosity.”

“ No, 'm not—really. Does it interest
your”

“VY-e-s. But let it go until to-morrow.
Very likely it won’t be raining then. And
if it isn’t I’ll tell you what we’ll do. Can
you and ‘your friend meet Florence Han-
over and me down the road where you and
I met that day? Florence said she wanted
to go horseback riding to-morrow after-
noon, and I promised to go with her.”

“We can,” Jimmy said, disappointed.
“ But don’t you think we could have some
fun this afterncon? It’s awfully dull over
here.”

A laugh sounded in his ear.

“ That’s the third time you said that.
Let the dulness be a penance for your sins.”

“Oh, you're acting this way just be-
caause—well, you know what I said and
did last night.”

‘“ Perhaps I am.”

The rain bas given me a

But it’s a
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“ Then you're angry with me?”

<« NO-”

“But you didn’t approve of it, did
you?p”’

“T told you what I thought.”

“ Suppose I could convince you that
Marion Van Buren doesn’t care whether
she ever laid eyes on me.”

‘“ Oh, but you can’t!”

[13 Wl.ly?),

“ Because I know. I kaow Marion, and
she wants to see you.”

“ But I den’t want to see her.”

“ Oh, yes, you do.”

“Well, I guess I know what I want,”
Jimmy grumbled. '

“ No, you don’t. That’s the funny part
of it. But don’t let’s quarrel. You and
your friend pray for a nice day to-morrow,
and Florence and I will be in the woods at
three o’clock.”

“It’s awfully dull over here,” Jimmy
said, making a last attempt.

Marion laughed.

“It’s dull over here, too,” she said.
“ More dull than at the hotel. Why don’t
you go down and dance with the widow?”

‘“ All right,” said Jimmy. * Good-by.”
He bung up the receiver and turned to
Peter.

“That was a long conversation,” said
Peter. “ How did you make out?”

“ Couldn’t arrange it for to-day,” Jimmy
“You see, Peter, that girl is so
loyal to Marion Van Buren that she won't
encourage my attentions. Can you beat
it?”

“ Then she refuses to see you?”

Jimmy threw himself into a chair,

“Oh, she said something about to-
morrow. She and Miss Hanover are going
riding, and we’re to meet them in the
woods. But she only said that to be pleas-
ant. You simply have to convince her,
Peter, that Marion Van Buren is in love -
with you.”’

Peter looked up and smiled.

“T’ll do my best,” he said.
present don'’t let it worry you.”

Marion hung up the receiver and turned
to Florence, who had been standing behind
her.

“ Mr. Jimmy Scardon is a little peeved,”

“ For the
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she said. “ He and a friend of his wanted
to come over to-day.”

“Why didn’t you have them come?”
Florence exclaimed, all excited. “ What
does his friend look like—do you know?”

Marion shook her head.

“1 don’t know him. How could I have
them call, Florence? I would be obliged
to introduce them to your mother and fa-
ther, and what would they think? You
forget that I’'m supposed to be Miss Greg.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” said Flor-
ence. “ But why don’t you tell him who
you are, Marion? Go ahead. Call the
_hotel, and tell him to come over and not to
forget to bring his friend.”

“ What!” Marion cried.
the fun I’m having with himl!
my dear. You don’t know how I’'m enjoy-
ing this masquerade. And I’'m going to
keep it up for a while longer. Promise
that you won’t tell.”

“1 promise. But it’s awfully slow ever
here, Marion, and if he and his friend came
it would be so nice.”

‘ Patience,” Marion laughed. “ We're
to see them to-morrow down in the woods.
1 forgot to ask Jimmy his friend’s name.
Maybe it’s one of those swell names that
you like. I hope you'll take to him, Flor-
ence.”

“I'm awfully particular,” Florence
whined, and linked her arm in Marion’s
and they started down-stairs.

At ten minutes of three the following
day Jimmy and Peter were riding toward
the desngnated spot. Jimmy suddenly
reined in his horse and held up his hand.

‘There they are,” he said. “ Now, re-
member, I'll introduce you as Mr. Saun-
ders, Peter. I'll say nothing about Marion
Van Buren in front of this other girl. But
the first chance you get, start to shoot it
into Jane’s ear. If necessary, wait until we
are riding back, and then I'll manage to
ride alongside of Miss Hanover. That
will give you a splendid opportumty
Ready?”

Peter nodded, and they golloped forward.

* Hello, there,” Jimmy called, waving
his hat.

Marion swung her horse around. Flor-
ence pulled on her reins, causing her horse’s

“ And spoil all

Not yet, -
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front legs to leave the ground. She was
almost tempted to fake a runaway and be
rescued by Mr. Scardon’s friend. As it was,
she was so nervous from that one glance
she had got of Peter that she almost lost
control of her mount. For she saw that
Peter was very good-looking, and it went
to her head like wine.

Introductions followed, and then Jimmy
suggested that they canter along. He and
Marion led the way.

“ 1 want to ask you one thing,” he said.
“ Suppose Marion Van Buren was in love
with some one, would you then feel that
you were standing in her way?”

“ How do you mean?”

“ Oh, you know what I mean. I know
this is getting distasteful to you, but don’t
you understand, Jane? y do you turn
your head away?”

Marion was smiling. But she didn’t
want Jimmy to see her.

“ Let’s not talk about Marion Van Bu-
ren,” she said.

“Oh, very well,” he answered, and for
some time rode on in silence.

On the way back he suggested that they
change partners. Florence was a little re-
luctant to part with Peter, but seeing that
Jimmy was very good-looking, too, she
agreed.

After a few preliminary pleasantries,
Peter drew his horse nearer to Marion’s,
and said:

“ Mr. Scardon tells me that you know
Marion Van Buren.”

“ Why, yes,” she said, a little startled.

“ He also told me that—that Marion Van
Buren is standing in his way.”

“ Oh, he told you that?”

“ For a purpose. Let me explain. When
I met him at the hotel and learned that he
was Jimmy Scardon, of California, I won-
dered if he was the same Jimmy Scardon
of the same place whose aunt wanted him
to marry Miss Marion Van Buren, of East
Sixty-First Street, New York City.”

“You wondered that!” Marion ex-
claimed. ‘ Why?”

‘“ Because I know Marion Van Buren,
Miss Greg.” :

Marion stared at Peter in blank aston-
ishment. Then she recovered herself.
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“ Please go on. What else?”

“ He admitted that he was the Jimmy
Scardon. I was iaterested, you see, be-
cause Marion was just as much opposed to
this proposed marriage as Jimuny was him-

13 WYeu?” *e

“1 have a reason for telling you this,”
Peter went on quietly, turning and looking
her squarely in the face, “ because Jimmy
loves you, as you know, but he’s afraid
your loyalty to Marion is hurting his
chances. Now, Miss Greg, please don’t
think that way. While your attitude is to
be admired, it’s very foolish.”

“ And pray why?” Marion asked, won-
dering what Peter was driving at. She
couldn’t wonderstand why he had said that
he knew Marion Van Buren. It was just
a deliberate lie.

“ Because,” said Peter quietly, “ Marion
Van Buren doesn’t care whether she ever
lays eyes on Jimmy Scardon. If you must
know the truth, and I am only telling you
this to clear up a wrong impression, Marion
Van Buren is engaged to me.”

“ What?” Marion cried. ‘ Engaged to
—4t0—" She broke off and stared at Peter,
utterly bewildered.

“ Of course, it surprises you, Miss Greg.
We were keeping it a secret. But I felt that
you should know.”

Marion stared at Peter’s profile. She was
dumfounded. And then she thought she
saw what the game was. Jimmy Scardon
had put Peter up to tell this story for ob-
vious reasons. And what a marvelous liar
Peter was!

“It’s very kind of you to explain this,”
she said ooldly. “ You and Marion are
engaged—and, of course, in love with each
other?”

“ Very much,” Peter said, looking at her
with earnest eyes.

What a liar he was, Marion thought.
Simply astounding!

“ Well,” she said, believing that she had
fathomed Jimmy's little game, “ allow me
to congratulate you, Mr. Saunders.”

“ Thank you. And now I trust that this
explanation will show you what’s what.”

“ Oh, it’s done that, all right. I can’t
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get over it yet. You and Marien Van Bu-
ren engaged!”

“ Please keep it a secret,” said Peter, this
time for reasons of his own. “If you
should write to Marion, please—please do
not meation it. You see, [—well, you un-
derstand.”

“Of oourse,” Marion said, convinced
now that her surmise was right.

They had reached the crossroad to Han-
over Lodge, where Jimmy and Florence had
stopped.

“What have you two been talking
about?” Florence asked. “ Why are you
SO quiet—er—Jjane?”

Marion smiled.

“ Silence sometimes is golden,” she said.
“T think we’d better hurry new, Florence.”

“Let’s take another trot,” Jimmy sug-
gested, getting 4 wink from Peter, which
was the signal that Peter had told his story.
“ Come on—er—Miss Greg. You and I
will ride ahead.”

‘““ No,” Marion replied. “ I'm geing up
to the lodge. We've had a very pleasant
aftermoon—very pleasant, indeed. Come
along, Florence.”

. “ There will be another dance at the
hotel to-morrow night,” Jimmy said, won-
dering, as the others did, why Marion was
so cold. “ Can you girls come?”

Marion shook her head. “1I dou’t care
%0 go. Good afternoon.”

She started her horse up the road, and
Florence, nodding good-by, followed her.

Jimmy and Peter looked aiter them, sur-
prised.

“ What'’s the matter with ber, anyway?”
Jimmy demanded. “ What the devil did
you say, Peter?”

“ Only what you told me to. I thought
it went over, too.”

“You must have said something that
displeased her,” Jimmy insisted. ‘ What
do you suppose it was?”

“1 said nothing that displeased her,”
Peter retorted. “If you ask me, I think
she was jealous because you were riding
with the Hanover girl.”

“ Well, I never did understand women,
anyway,” Jimmy muttered, starting his
horse with a jerk. “ It’s one hel of a thing
to be in love, Saunders.”
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“ You bet it is,” Peter agreed.

They rode on in moody silence.

When the girls entered Florence’s room,
Marion threw herself on the bed.

“ What is it all about?” Florence de-
manded. “ Why are you acting this way,

. Marion.”

Marion sat up and looked at Florence
with -sorrowful eyes.

“Oh, it’s dreadful,” she said. “To
think that he would do such a thing—to
get another man to lie for him that way.”

“ Who?” Florence asked. “ For pity’s
sake, Marion, tell me what it’s about.”

It took Marion just two minutes to ex-
plain what Peter had said.

“T1 never thought that Jimmy Scardon
would resort to such low-down methods,”
she added. “ And as for that other con-
spirator, Peter Saunders, he’s worse. Oh,
the way that man lied, Florence! It was
really remarkable. He never blinked his
eyes once, and he looked into mine with
such a truthful expression. Aren’t men ter-
rible?”

“It doesn’t surprise me,” Florence
whined. “ We girls have to be careful.
You can’t trust men—none of them. If
Mr. Saunders had wanted to he could have
invited me to the dance, even though you
didn’t want to go. But leaving that aside,
my psychic sense tells me that Mr. Scardon
is not to be trusted. I go so much by face
value, you know, and he’s so very hand-

some. And all men like that are usually
deceivers, Marion. We girls have to be
careful.”

“Oh, I wish I had never met him!”
Marion cried, springing to her feet. “If
he would do a thing like that, he would
do_"

“ Worse,” Florence said. “1I quite agree
with you, Marion. You're perfectly tright.
We girls have to be careful.”

CHAPTER XV.
THE SHOCK.

HE following day a hack stopped in
front of Hanover Lodge, and a girl
stepped out, carrying a small travel-

ing bag. She was a very pretty girl, but
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looked tired and worn out; there were deep
circles under her eyes. As she walked up
the porch steps her .feet lagged and her
head bowed. When she reached the top
step tears had come into her eyes.

A dog barked inside, and then Marion
Van Buren appeared in the doorway.

“ Jane!” she cried. ‘“ What on earth
are you doing here? And why haven’t you
written?”’

Jane Greg tried to smile, and then im-
pulsively she clasped Marion in her arms
and held her tight.

“ Why, Jane, you’re crying!” Marion
said. “ Good heavens, nothing has hap-
pened to mother?”

“No,” Jane replied. “ She hasn’t re-
turned from Washington. I left word with
Thomas where I was going. Let’s hurry
to your room. There is something I want
to tell you.”

Marion led the* way inside. “ Here's
Florence,” she said. “ You remember Jane,
Florence?”

Mr. and Mrs. Hanover appeared. They
were surprised at seeing Jane, but greeted
her cordially.

“You look tired,” Mrs. Hanover said.
‘“ Riding on the train wears one out. Take
Miss Greg up-stairs to one of the rooms,
Florence.”

“ Let her come up to mine,” Marion said.
“We'll be down later.”

After they had entered her room Marion
closed the door.

“ Now,” she said, “ what’s the trouble,
Jane?”

“T suppose I'm acting like a silly goose,”
Jane replied, trying to smile. “ But I just
can’t help it, Marion. When I received
your letter I was dumfounded, and decided
to come right up.”

“ But why should you be, Jane?”
"~ ‘“ Because—well, for one thing,
Scardon called and saw me.”

. “Saw you?” Marion exclaimed. “ Why,
Jane, I don’t understand. He told me
that he hadn’t been near the house.”

“ He was, Marion. Let me tell you the
rest. When I received your letter I thought
of going away and never returning. Then
I saw that it would not be fair to you. I
felt that you should know.”

Mr.



“ What?” Marion asked, rising and
walking nervously around the room.
“ That he had been at the house, Jane?
Is that it? What do you mean by going
away and never returning? I don’t under-
stand it. But I’'m beginning to lose faith
in him already. And, oh, Jane, I'm—I'm
so unhappy.” ‘

Marion flung herself into Jane's arms.
“ So unhappy,” she repeated. “ Why do
men do such things? Why do they lie,
Jane? Why do they get other men to lie
for them? Oh, it’s—it’s so contemptible,
so unmaaly.”

“I don’t know why, dear,” Jane said
softly. “ You met Mr. Scardon up here
and fell in love with him, didn’t you?”

“I did, Jane. I just couldn’t help my-
self. I knew how it would surprise you.
But why didn’t you write? Why, Jane?”

“ Because I fell in love with him, too,”
Jane murmured. “ And I didn’t want to

tell you.”
Marion sprang to her feet.
“ Jane!” she cried. “Is this truep”

CHAPTER XVI.
CROSS-PURPOSES.

ANE bowed her head. “ And he fell in
J love with me, Marion. At least, he told
me he did.”

* Jane! Jane!
are saying?”

“ Only too well, dear. Can'’t you see how
he has fooled both of us?”

Marion took a step forward, arms raised,
eyes wide and staring. Then she toppled
over on the bed and buried her head in the
pillow.

“ Oh, dear,” she cried, “isn’t this aw-
ful?”

‘““Let’s be sensible,” Jane said, reaching
over and stroking her head.  It’s the only
way, Marion. 1It’s cruel, terribly cruel,
but it just had to be, I suppose.”

Marion looked up.

“I can’t understand it yet,” said she.
“ What happened, Jane? He came to the
house, and then what?”

“ He had with him a letter of introduc-
tion from his aunt to your mother. Of

Do you know what you
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course, I met him as Miss Van Buren. I
immediately fell in love with him. It’s hard
to explain why, Marion, but—but you un-
derstand, yourself, now. And then I ad-
mired him because he said he would net
think of forcing both of us into an un-
willing marriage. He even said that he
would return home, but that if I would
receive him as a friend he would be glad
to remain. Of course, I agreed.”

‘““ And did he stay at the house, Jane?”

“ No. He was stopping at the Giltmore,
and declined an invitation to remain at the
house as a guest. The following night we
went to the theater, and when we returned
home he made violent love to me, Marion.
He just carried me off my feet.”

“ Yes, he has a way of doing that,” Mar-
ion remarked. ‘ Please go on.”

“ Imagine my feelings, Marion, when he
called me by your name. I was nothing
more than an impostor, a masquerader.
But I couldn’t confess to him then. No,
I wanted him to hold me in his arms, Mar-
ion, to kiss me and tell me that he loved
me, and be did. It affected me so I began
to cry. My false position made it very
hard for me.”

“JIsn't he the wretch?” Marion ex-
claimed. “ And what then, Jane?”

“1 felt that everything would turn out
all right, and that he would not care
whether I was Marion Van Buren or Jane
Greg so long as he loved me. I was very
happy, Marion.

‘“ The next day he came to take me for
a walk in the park, and it was then that
he began to act peculiarly. He said he had
to go away, and that he could not tell me
where he was going, or why, but that he
wanted me to trust him. I thought it
strange, but I trusted him, and I told him
so. Then a friend of his came along, a
Mr. Peter Saunders, and—"

“ Peter Saunders?” Marion exclaimed.
“ So you met him, too! He’s here in the
Adirondacks with Jimmy Scardon. --Go on;
T’ll tell you about him later.”

Jane then related the rest of the story.
When she finished Marion shook her head.

‘““ They’re a pair of rogues,” she said, her
eyes blazing. *“ First one makes love, and
then the other. Did you see Peter Saun-
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ders again after the night that he, too, told
you that he loved you?”

“ That was the last I saw of him,” ‘said
Jane. * There’s something strange about
the whole thing, Marion. I've been won-
dering ever since what he meant when he
said that there was a reason why Jimmy
Scardon could never marry me. Do you
think he could be married to this Dolly
Volly? Mr. Saunders says he’s not.”

“ After what’s happened,” Marion de-
clared, “ I'm ready to think anything. No
doubt he makes love to every woman he
meets. No worider his aunt wanted him
to settle down. Now, let me tell you the
game they tried to play on me.”

Marion explained how she had met Jim-
my, and the way she introducell herself.
“1 thought it was such fun, Jane, to keep
up the masquerade,” she added. And then
she recounted the assertions Peter had
made. “It’s as simple as the nose on your
face, Jane—the reason he talked that way.
Jimmy Scardon put him up to it, thinking
that it would remove my assumed objec-
tion. I tell you, they’re nothing but two
scheming villains. If either of them tele-
phones or calls, we’re not at home.”

For several minutes they were both si-
lent, each thinking bitter thoughts. Then
a knock came on the door, followed by
Florence Hanover’s voice outside.

“ Quiet, Jane,” Marion whispered.
“We mustn’t let Florence know about
this.” Then aloud: ¢ Come in, Florence.”

The door opened, and Florence entered,
looking sharply at Jane, who was unpack-
ing her bag.

“You dropped something there,” Flor-
ence said, pointing at the floor.

Jane leaned over and picked up a theater
program. Her cheeks flushed a deep scar-
let as she tossed it back into the bag.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE CATSPAW. ¢

HAT afternoon Jimmy and Peter
T were holding a confab in the former’s
room.
Jimmy appeared downhearted.
““ It looks pretty black for me,” said he.
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“1 know you did the best you could, Peter,
and I appreciate it. But I'm beginning to
understand everything now. I was a chump
for not seeing it before.”

“ What?” Peter asked.

Jimmy cast a disgusted glance around
the room. “ Why, this girl doesn’t care
for me, Peter. For all I know, she may be
engaged to some other fellow. She saw
that I fell for her, and she’s just been hav-
ing a lot of sport with me—making a fool
out of me. That talk about Marion Van
Buren was only an excuse to stall me off.”

“I'm not so sure about that,” said
Peter. -
“ Well, I am,” Jimmy grumbled. “I'm

beaten, Peter. Whipped at the start.”

In the silence that followed Peter won-
dered whether Jimmy had drawn the right
conclusion. Was the girl only playing with
him, or did she really care? Then sud-.
denly Peter’s jaws stiffened, and a deter-

‘mined light came into his eyes.

“Don’t give up yet,” he said. *“ Re-

member, nothing ventured, mnothing
gained.”

“I’ve done enough venturing,” Jimmy
growled.

“ But not the right kind, Scardon You
played the wrong game. You went at it
like a lion. You meet a girl in the after-
noon, take her to a dance in the evening,
and that same night tell her you love her.”

“ Of course, you wouldn’t do a thing hke
that,” said Jimmy sarcastically.

“ At least, I'd allow a day to elapse be-
tween the meeting and my proposal,” Peter
smiled, remembenng his own case. “ Even
then it’s quick work, but of course such a
thing could happen. It depends upon the
circumstances. But you pulled the cave-
man stuff, and lots of girls don’t like that.”

“ Huh,” Jimmy grunted. “ What are you
doing—speaking from experience?”

“ Not at all. My imagination serves just
as well. I'm reasoning it out on a percent-
age basis. Some girls like it, some girls
don’t. Miss Greg evidently is in the sec-
ond class. Think it over.”

“ Perhaps you’re right,” Jimmy con-
ceded, after a moment’s thought. * Think-
ing it over, Peter, I did act like a madman.
But, . confound it all, I couldn’t help my-
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self. I just had to tell her that I loved
her. Go on with your reasoning. What
do you advise?”

“J1 wish you hadn’t told her that you
loved her,” Peter mused. “ Maybe I could
help you then.”

“ Well, I did,” Jimmy muttered. “ And
1 can’t go now and tell her that I don’t love
her, and to please forget what I said, and
then do it all over again.”

“ No, you can’t do that, Jimmy. But
1 have an idea for something much better.
Why not make Miss Greg jealous?”

“ How?” Jimmy asked, bouncing out of
his chair.

“ Why not phone to Miss Hanover ‘and

ask her if she’d care to go to the dance?”

Jimmy swung around and clouted Peter
on the back.

“ Peter,” he cried, “ you’re a genius.
the very thing.”

“ Seems to ‘me,” Peter remarked quietly.
“ Miss Hanover will jump at the chance.
You could see that she was put out when
Miss Greg refused your invitation. Start
a little competition.”

“ But suppose she won’t come without
Jane?”

“ So much the better then. If possible,
have Miss Greg come, but don’t suggest
_it. Don’t even mention her name. You've
forgotten about her—understand? But if
she should come let her see that you’re in-
terested in some other girl. Make her think
so, anyway, even if you don’t feel it.”

“IM do it,” Jimmy said, banging his
hands together. “And I'll do it right
now.”

He walked over to the phone and soon
had a connection with Hanover Lodge.

“ Miss Hanover, please,” he said.

“ This is she,” an excited voice answered.
“ Who is it?”

“ Mr. Scardon,” said Jimmy.
afternoon.”

“ Oh, Mr. Scardon! How are you? Do
you want to speak to—er—Jane?”

“ No,” pleasantly. “1It’s you I want to
speak tO ”

&« Me?)l

“Yes. Would you care to come to the
dance to-night?”

It’s

{3 Good

‘“ Oh,” Florence gasped, “ I'd be delight--
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ed. Do you think Mr. Saunders wnll be
there?”

Jimmy turned and winked at Peter.
“ Yes, he’s here now. Sends you his kind-
est regards. We’'ll both call for you at nine
o’clock.”

Florence was overjoyed. She almost
fainted.

“But aren’t you going to ask—er—
Jane?”

“Just you, just you,” Jimmy ranted,
getting a negative nod from Peter. “ We'll
call for you at nine. Good-by.”

He hung up the receiver and grinned.

“ Well,” he laughed, “ she said she’d be
delighted to come. Inquired about you in
very anxious tones. I think little Aggie,
or whatever her name is, has a case on you,
Peter.”

“Rot,” Peter said. “ But just start a
little competition, that’s all—a little com-
petition.”

Florence immediately ran down-stairs to
tell Jane and Marion that Mr. Scardon had
called. She found them sitting on the
porch.

“ Marion,” she cried, “ Mr. Scardon just
phoned, and he’s going to take me to the
dance to-night.”

Jane and Marion looked significantly at
each other.

“Is he?” Marion said sweetly.
are you going?”

“Of course I am. Why not?”

“ We girls have to be careful,” Marion
mocked. “ You go so much by face value,
Florence. Mr. Scardon, as you said your-
self, is so very handsome. And men like
that are usually deceivers. Don’t you think
m?”

“ Indeed not,” Florence retorted, believ-
ing that Marion was jealous. “ Of course,
there are exceptions to every rule, and
while Mr. Scardon is very good-looking,
I’m sure he’s a very upright gentleman. So
sorry that you’re not going, Mdrion. But
he didn’t even ask for you. He said he
just wanted me. Well, good-by. I'm going
up-stairs to get my clothes ready. Mother
and father said they wouldn’t return from
Saranac Lake until late to-night. Well, dear
me, their daughter expects to be out late
herself.”

“ And
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And, with her head in the air, Florence
swaggered across the porch and into the
house.

“ Isn’t she the idiot?” Marion exclaimed.
‘“ Any man could turn her head. And now
she doesn’t know how to act because Jim-
my Scardon invited her to the dance. But
we must stop her, Jane. Can’t you see his
game? He’s going to make love to her
now. We must keep her out of his clutches.
We simply have to do it, Jane.”

-Jane shook her head.

“In the face of everything it would
seem so,” she said. “ Yet I can’t believe
that.” '

“ Ob, wouldn’t you!” Marion retorted.
“ Well, perhaps you don’t believe he made
love to you, to me, to hundreds of other
girls, no doubt. I say that we must stop
Florence from going to that dance.”

“ But she’ll want a good reason,” re-
turned Jane. “ And we promised to keep
this matter quiet.”

“ We still can,” Marion insisted. “ We
need say nothing about either one of the
two villains.”

“ Then how are we going to keep Flor-
ence from going?”’

“ By throwing back at Florence her own
words. She said yesterday that she would
not trust Mr. Scardon. Of course, you
know why she said it, Jane. Just jealousy.
She talks that way about every fellow she
meets. So here’s a good chance to hold
her to it. Her psychic sense which she
raves about has evidently forsaken her.
We'll ask her would she go to a dance with
a man she doesn’t trust.”

“And if she says yes,” Jane asked,
‘ what then?”

“ Nothing more,” Marion replied, heav-
ing a sigh. “ We'll at least have done our
duty.” '

It was twenty minutes later when they
encountered Florence again. They were
going into -the house as she was coming
out, and she suggested that they all go
over to the Gleasons, who lived a mile
away.

“T can get back in time for the dance,”
she said, all smiles,

“ And you’re going to the dance?” Mar-
ion asked, seeing her chance.

Florence nodded.
Why shouldn’t I?”

“You remember what you said about
your psychic sense,” Marion told her.
“ What does your psychic sense tell you
now?”

‘“ About what?”

“ About Mr. Scardon.”

“ Oh, it doesn’t say one way or the oth-
er,” Florence yawned, knowing that Marion
didn’t want her to go to th¢ dance and
believing that Marion was jealous.

Marion persisted. “ Remember what
you said about trusting him, Florence. Do
you still feel that way?”

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake,” Florence
whined, “ leave me alone, Marion. To hear
you talk you’d think there wasp’t a good
man in the world. I've never had a man
yet treat me except as a gentleman should,
and Mr. Scardon and his friend are both
gentlemen.” .

“ Well,” Marion said, rising and beck-
oning to Jane, “I'm glad you think so,
Florence. Oh, by the way, Jane and I
will be leaving in the morning for home.”

Florence was surprised. But she was
glad that they were going.

“T hope it hasn’t been too slow for you
up here, Marion,” she said. “ Mother and
father are so quiet, and I'm naturally that
way, so that we never have much excite-
ment.”

“ Indeed, I've had a very pleasant visit,”
Marion replied graciously. ‘ But mother
will be returning now, and I must get
home.”

“And don’t you expect to see Mr.
Scardon before you go home?” Florence
asked.

Marion shook her head.

“No, I don’t expect to see him. Very
likely he’ll remain up here. But don’t for-
get your psychic sense, dear girl.”

"After Marion and Jane had gone into the
house, refusing to motor over to the Glea-
sons, Florence sat down for a moment’s
reflection.

“She’s angry with Mr. Scardon,” she
mused. “ And that’s why she’s going away.
But I don’t think he cares for her at all.
He seems to be interested in me. And yet
—1T must confess that I like his friend, Mr,

“Of course I am.
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Saunders, better. Dear me, it’s so hard to
manage two at a time.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
A LUéKY SLIP.

T several minutes past nine that night

a machine stopped in front of Han-

over Lodge. Jimmy  Scardon

jumped out and started toward the house.

He was about to run up the steps when

Florence appeared and ran down them al-
most into his arms.

“ Oh, there you are,” he said, making no
mention of Marion’s name by advice of
counsel. “ You look. stunning in that
dress,” he went on, raising his voice so that
Marion, if she were within earshot, could
hear him. And she did. For she and Jane
were in the dark window of the second
floor front, peering down at the figures be-
low.

Of course Jimmy’s compliment got Flor-
ence all flustered, gnd she seemed to be
walking on wires as he escorted her over
to the machine and assisted her into the
tonneau.

There sat Peter, smiling at her. And
even though it was dark, and she couldn’t
see his face well, she managed to get the
gleam of his white teeth. She sat in the
middle, her heart palpitating, mind awhirl,
face grinning, toes wiggling, and everything
else that meant joy unbounded. The ma-
chine swung around and started down the
road.

“It's a wonderful night,” said Peter.
“ Just look at those stars!”

Jane clutched Marion’s arm.

‘ That was Mr. Scardon’s voice, Marion.
The first one didn’t sound like his at all.”

“ That was Mr. Saunders,” said Marion.
“Your ears have deceived you, Jane. It
was Jimmy Scardon who made the remark
about the dress.”

“ Tt didn’t sound like his voice at all to
me,” said Jane. ,

Marion switched on the electric light.
She noticed that Jane looked white. No
doubt it was from hearing Peter’s voice;
and she was right. Marion’s face was
white, too, and when she looked in a mir-

- without being seen.
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ror, she exclaimed: ““ Heavens, I look like a
ghost. I’'m all unstrung, Jane. I’ll be glad
when we start for home to-morrow.”

She was trying to be brave and appear
indifferent, and Jane knew it. And Jane,
too, was having a little battle herself.

“ Yes,” she said, “ I'll be glad, too.”

Suddenly Marion swung around.

“ Jane,” she said, “I have half a mind
to follow them to the dance.”

“ Follow them?” said Jane. “I thought
you didn’t want to see him.” .

“1 don’t, Jane, I don’t. But I think we
should keep an eye on Florence. Don’t
you see what I mean? We can easily spy
There is a broad ver-
anda which runs around part of the hotel,
and by going to one corner of this we can
look in at the dance. I'd just like to see
if—if he smiles at her as much as he did at
you and me.”

Jane did not answer. She knew that it

. was not for this reason alone that Marion

wanted to go to the dance. In fact, she
considered it a lame excuse. Marion, she
believed, for all her stinging references to
Jimmy Scardon, was impelled by a wo-
man’s desire to see the man she loved, or
had loved, once again before she left for
home. It was one of those things, Jane
knew, that was hard to explain; a strong
impulse which cannot be restrained.

She was positive that this was Marion’s
real reason, for she found that she had the
same longing herself; to see Peter once
again, if it were only from afar.

Somehow at the moment Peter’s words to
trust him ran through her mind. She re-
membered his earnest look, his truthful
eyes. It was hard to believe that he had
been unfaithful; but in view of everything
it was harder to believe that he had played
fair.

Yet, a little something persisted within
her; something which she could not under-
stand. It seemed as though she heard
Peter calling to her to have faith in him.
Her heart beat faster, her breath came in
short gasps, and then—she rose and held
out her arms.

‘ Marion,” she said, “ I don’t know what
has come over me. Let us go to that dance.
Hurry.”
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This time Marion did not answer. She
sat staring at the floor as though dazed.
She, too, seemed under the influence of a
telepathic wave. She was experiencing the
same sensations that Jane had passed
through. She seemed to hear Jimmy call-
ing to her. She smiled, nodded her head,
and then she jumped to her feet and stared,
wild-eyed, at Jane. The smile had gone
from her face; her hands clenched; when
she spoke the tone of her voice was harsh.

“We'd better go,” said she. “ We must
keep an eye on Florence. There’s a road-
ster in the garage, and I'll run it. I'll leave
word with the servants where we’ve gone.
We must keep an eye on Florence, Jane.”

“ We must do that,” said Jane, and fol-
lowed Marion out of the room.

A half-hour later Marion stopped the
machine a hundred feet from the hotel on
the west drive.

“We'll park the car here,” she said.
““We must be careful now, Jane.
better go up the other driveway and look
in at the dance from the dark end of the
veranda.”

She jumped out and turned to Jane, who
had stepped on the running-board. The
next second Jane slipped and tumbled to
the ground.

Marion laughed. But she immediately
sobered as Jane moaned.

“Did you hurt yourself, Jane?” she
asked, putting her arms around her. ¢ Oh,
I'm so sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh, dear.
Really.”

“TI don’t mind how much you laugh,”
Jane said, laughing herself, ““if I haven’t
wrenched my ankle. It hurts. Help me
up'”

She rose, stamped her right foot, and
then took several steps.

“ Just as I thought,” she said, hopping
back on her left foot. “ I’ve hurt my ankle,
Marion.”

“ Try again,” Marion suggested. “ Per-
haps it’s only stiff.” ,

After another attempt, Jane shook her
head.

“T've done it, all right,” she declared.
“That ankle is weak. Sprained it once.
Now what are we going to do?”

Marion looked helplessly around.

We had-
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* Shall we drive back to the house, Jane?
Perhaps something should be done for your
ankle right away.”

Jane shook her head.

‘ A rest is the best thing for it,” she said.
‘ Suppose you go up and reconnoiter. I’ll
sit here in the car. And whatever you do,
Marion, don’t let them see you.”

“ But I don’t like to leave without you,”
Marion objected.

Jane patted her on the shoulder.

“ Don’t be foolish,” she laughed. “ You
run along. Remember, we have to keep an
eye on Florence.”

“Yes,” Marion agreed. * We’ll have to
do that. I'll hurry right back, then, Jane.
You're sure you'll be all right?”

Jane nodded, and swung herself into the
front seat.

“Don’t be long,” she said. “ And be
sure to keep an eye on—on Florence.”

With the stealthy tread of a burglar,
Marion reached the back of the veranda.
She walked up the steps and stopped. With
the exception of one couple spooning in the
dark, the place was déserted.

Passing quietly along she turned a cor-
ner and darted over to a chair and sat
down. Her back was on a diagonal line
with an open door which led from the ball-
room onto the veranda.

Paralyzed with fright for fear that Jim-
my Scardon might see her, she sank back
in the wicker seat. The music had just
stopped, and the buzz of conversation fol-
lowed by handclapping resounded through
the room. There was a short wait, and
then the music started again.

Determined to get a look at that roomful
of people, Marion half rose and then quick-
ly dropped back in the chair again. A
couple had come onto the veranda, passed
right by her, and sat down in two chairs
ten feet away. Fortunately it was dark,
and perhaps more fortunately, the chairs
they sat in were turned in the other direc-
tion. For in a flash Marion had recognized
Jimmy Scardon and Florence Hanover.

At first Marion had the impulse to flee;
but to do this might attract attention. If
she sat still she would hardly be noticed,
and the fact that she was in a very dark
spot, shielded from the lights within by a
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large porch pillar, made it possible to see
the backs of their chairs without being con-
spicuous herself. With a beating heart she
listened to what Florence was saying:

“You dance well, Mr. Scardon.”

‘ Allow me to say the same of you,” he
replied.

Florence giggled.  “ Flatterer,” she
cooed. ¢ All you men are such flatterers.”
More giggles.

Marion couldn’t repress a smile. Flor-
ence, she knew, was having the time of her
young life.

“ But about Miss Greg,” Jimmy was say-
ing. “ You haven’t any idea why she has
acted so strangely toward me?”

Marion was listening intently. The
laugh Florence gave jarred on her ears.

“Oh, I have a fair idea,” Florence re-
plied, in mysterious tones, “but I’'m not
telling.” She had read-in a book once al-

ways to keep a man guessing. That was

the way to hold his interest.

“ Then there is some reason?”
Jimmy.

 Curious one,” Florence said, emitting
an artificial laugh. Then: “ Curious man.
And they say that women are more curious
than men.” She had read that in a book,
too.

‘“ But if there is a reason,” Jimmy said,
“ don’t you think I should know?”

Marion gritted her teeth. Reason, she
thought!  Just as though he didn’t know
he had got another man to lie for him. But
then, of course, he didn’t know who she
was.

“But I can’t tell you,” Florence ex-
claimed. “ We girls have to be careful—I
mean loyal. And 1 can’t tell you all of
Marion’s faults.”

“ The little cat,” Marion muttered.

Jimmy laughed. ¢ She has faults, eh?
Well, so have 1.” ‘

“You certainly have,” Marion told her-
self.

“ And no doubt you have faults your-
self,” Jimmy went on, in sarcastic tones.
“You’re not going to tell me that you’re a
perfect woman!”

“Not exactly,” Florence replied, some-
what confused. “ But of course, if I do
say it, I think 1 am better natured than

said
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Marion. And that’s ‘the kind of a girl 3
man wants for his wife. I'd like to argue
the point with Mr. Saunders.”

“ Well, you can’t now,” Jimmy said, be-
coming annoyed. “I don’t know just
where he is. But be a good girl, and tell
me why Miss Greg is so distant to me.”

His tone had become soft, endearing, and
he leaned nearer to Florence, hoping to
draw her out. Marion noticed the change
in his voice; also the movement of his
head; and she dug her finger-nails into the
palms of her hands:.

“The wretch,” she muttered. * He’s
going to make love to her now. Oh, the
villain!”

Florence was beginning to weaken. She
felt the force of Jimmy’s personality, the
power of his voice.

“ But I can’t tell you a secret,” she said,
nodding her head nearer to his.

“Oh, yes you can,” he said, shaking a
finger playfully at her.

“Why do you insist on talking about
Marion Van Buren?” Florence demanded
angrily. “ Don’t-I interest y—" She sud-
denly stopped and bit her tongue. In her
anger she had spoken Marion Van Buren’s
name. '

“ Marion Van Buren?”
claimed.

And Marion’s hand closed over her
throat as she held it there. The cat, she
knew, was out of the bag.

‘ Who said anything about Marion Van
Buren?” Florence asked, trying to regain
her composure.

“You did, just now,” declared Jimmy.
“ And why are you so agitated, Miss Han-
over?” He rose suddenly, and fell back a
pace.

“Ts this girl Marion Van Buren?” he
demanded, pointing a finger at Florence.
“Is she? Speak the truth.”

“ Yes,” Florence said, knowing that it
was useless to lie. That slip had given
Jimmy a cue. And now Florence was glad
she had made it. She saw a way to knock
Marion.

“ Yes, she’s Marion Van Buren,” she be-
gan, “ and—"’

“ Just a minute, please,” Jimmy said,
passing a hand across his eyes. He sank

Jimmy ex-
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slowly into the chair. “ Well, what do you
know about that?” he drawled. And:
“ Marion Van Buren!”

‘“ When you get over the shock,” said
Florence suavely, “ 1 may be able to clear
up the mystery.”

Marion sat tense and huddled in her
chair. Jimmy was not the only one who
had been shocked.

“ But how can it be?” he suddenly de-
manded. “ You say that she is Marion
Van Buren. But Marion Van Buren is en-
gaged to Peter Saunders. Peter told me so
himself.” .

Marion became alert. The sincere ring
of Jimmy’s voice, and the remark that Pe-
ter had told him that he was engaged to
Marion Van Buren raised a doubt in her
mind. What did it mean?

“ Drop the pretense,” Florence laughed.
“ What is the joke, anyway, Mr. Scardon?
Why did you put Mr. Saunders up to—to
tell Marion that fib?”

Jimmy became exasperated.

- “I tell you,” he declared, ‘ that Peter
Saunders is engaged to Marion Van Buren.
Peter was' telling the truth.”

- “ And I insist,” Florence retorted, “ that
the girl you know as Jane Greg is Marion
Van Buren. I've known her for years.
She told me all about the proposed mar-
riage between you and her, and when her
mother left for Washington, Marion came
to Visit us, leaving Jane Greg, her mother’s
social secretary, to masquerade as Marion
Van Buren. Don’t you understand? Ma-
rion did not want to meet you. She was
opposed to your aunt’s and her mother’s
wishes. And so she ran away.”

With a bound Jimmy sprang to his feet
and then bounced back in the chair again.

“JIs this true?” he hissed, but loud
enough for Marion to hear. She had not
moved. Breathless, alert, she was listening.

“ It’s the truth,” Florence whined, shak-
ing her head. And Jimmy believed her.

“ Then,” he asked, turning helplessly to
her, “ who is Peter Saunders? I met him
here at the hotel and he spoke of a Mrs.
Van Buren and her daughter. I became
interested, and learned from him that they
were the same Van Burens I came East to
meet. He told me that he was engaged to
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Marion Van Buren. That is why I had
him tell Miss—Miss Van Buren that he
was engaged to Miss Van—oh, I'm getting
all twisted. I never in my life was in such
a mixup. But you umderstand what I
mean. And so Marion Van Buren was
playing the same game I was! Oh, jump-
ing horses, but this is—” He turned sud-
denly to Florence, and grabbed her by the
hand.

“ Where are we going?” she asked, still
unable to understand what everything was
about.

“To find Peter Saunders,” said Jimmy.
“ Pardon my French, Miss Hanover, but I
don’t know what the devil to make of this
yet, and if I stay here much longer I'll go
batty, that’s all.”

“ But aren’t we going to have the next
dance?” Florence whined. -

“ We are not,” Jimmy declared emphat-
ically. And Marion smiled. “ This is very
urgent, Miss Hanover. But rather than
have you disappointed, I'll return with you
and see if we can’t get one of those graceful
swirlers for your partner. We'll go around
to the front. I want to see if Saunders is
in the lobby.”

Before Florence could protest, Jimmy
had her by the hand, walking—nay, run-
ning—down the broad veranda.

As he and Florenge disappeared, Marion
looked up and gave one long gasp. She
was as much bewildered over everything as
were Jimmy and Florence. It was a tangle.
But through it all shot a ray of hope, a
feeling that Jimmy Scardon had been mis-
judged, and that she had done him an in-
justice.

She sat still, unable to move, trying to
collect her senses, and endeavoring to fig-
ure out the perplexities of the whole situa-
tion. Who had called on Jane Greg repre-
senting himself as Jimmy Scarden? Was
it really Jimmy Scardon? Marion felt that
it wasn’t. But who, then, could it have
been? Peter Saunders? She didn’t know.
How could he have got there? And then
in a flash she remembered what Jimmy had
just said about playing the same game.

Was it possible, then that he had got
some one to masquerade for him the same
as she had enlisted the aid of Jane? With
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this thought she became half hysterical.
A happiness surged through her, a feeling
that made her want to shriek for joy. She
rose, her mind working subconsciously, her
one purpose to get back to Jane. She start-
ed forward and then stopped as she heard
a light step behind her. She turned. Jim-
my Scardon confronted her.

For one dramatic second they stared at
each other. Then Jimmy fell back a step
and threw out his hand.

“ What—what are you doing here?” he
demanded.

She did not answer; she couldn’t. Her
mond was dazed; her tongue stuck to the
roof of her mouth. Then mechanically she
asked, for it was the only thought that
came to her: “ What are you doing here?”

“ I’m returning to the dance through that
door,” he said coldly. “I'm looking for
some one.”

“ Please sit down,” she said, still in a
trance. “I want to talk with you.”

“¥You have not told me what you are
doing here,” he repeated.

“ It seems to annoy you.”

“ Not a bit. But I'm dreadfully upset.
Something has just happened, something
that concerns you, and I’'m looking for
Saunders. But now that you're here, you'll
do just as well. Answer me this: Are you
Marion Van Buren?”

“1 am,” Marion replied. * Please sit
down. You seem very excited. An ex-
planation is due you, and one, I feel, is
coming to me. I was sitting in that chair,
and overheard your conversation with Flor-
ence.”

Jimmy took a step forward.

“ What is the meaning of it all?”’ he de-
manded. “You here on the veranda!
That’s surprise enough. But that you're
Marion Van Buren is actually amazing.
May I ask what you are doing here?”

“ You asked that question before; didn’t
you?”

“I know I did. But I’m still puzzled.
I never dreamed of finding you here,
and—" He broke off and sank into a chair.
Marion walked over and sat in another.

“ Before I answer questions,” she said,
“T want to ask one. I suspect from what
I overheard that you got some one to go to
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my house representing himself as Jimmy
Scardon. Is that true?”

“1t is,” Jimmy replied. “ According to
the statements of your friend, Miss Han-
over, I played the same game you did. 1t’s
been one big masquerade. I didn’t want
to meet you. At the same time I wanted
to humor my aunt. Consequently, when I
left California I took with me a friend, Ru-
fus Cleghorn, who was to go-to your house
as Jimmy Scardon. I haven’'t seen or
heard from him since. Now what I'd like
to know is, who is Peter Saunders?”

“I’'m sure I don’t know,” said Marion.
 That is something we’ll have to find out.
And now I owe you an apology.”

Jimmy was indignantly silenf. He be-
lieved now more than ever that this girl had
made a fool out of him. First, by giving a
wrong name, and then by taunting him
about Marion Van Buren. It really was
humorous. But at the present moment he
saw no humor in it.

“1 said I owe you an apology,” she re-
peated. “ You'll forgive me for giving you

. a wrong name, won’t you? It was all so un-

expected when I first met you, that I was
really startled. I was wondering whether
you had called at my house. And of
course, if you had, how could I give you
my right name? Don’t you see that it
would have exposed our plot?”

Jimmy stirred uneasily in his chair.
hadn’t thought of that,” he muttered.
- “Of course,” Marion went on smoothly,
knowing that Jimmy was angry, “ when Mr.
Saunders told me that he was engaged to
Marion Van Buren I didn’t know what to
think.”

“Yes,” Jimmy said, “it was funny,
wasn’t it? You thought then that I had
got another man to lie for me, eh?”

“TI'm sorry, but I did. What else could
I think?”

“ You might have had a little confidence
in me,” said Jimmy peevishly.

“T think I'd have forgiven you,” Marion
went on, “if something else, something
startling and, oh, terrible, hadn’t come up.”

Jimmy turned to her, curious.

“ About me?” he asked. “ Go ahead.
Everything’s coming my way to-night.”

“You'll understand better when I ex-

((I
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plain it,” said Marion, pulling her chair a
little closer to his. His annoyed expression
amused her. “I have to make a confes-
sion now,” she whispered, ‘ and it's very
hard in a way. But I want you to know.
That night you took me home from the
dance I wrote a letter to Jane Greg telling
her everything that had taken place. I
told her that—that you and I had fallen
in love, and—"

Jimmy turned in his chair, wide-eyed.

“You told her that I—that you—that
we had fallen in love?” he gasped. “ You
—you had fallen in love with me? Is
that true? Isit?”

Marion blushed.
said. *“Don’t you believe me?”
looked into his eyes.

“ Everything’s coming my way to-night,”
Jimmy murmured, and sank back in his
chair.

“It's the truth—er—Jimmy. I wrote
that and I meant it. But don’t you see
what happened? That letter brought Jane
immediately, for somebody representing
himself as Jimmy Scardon called at my
house and made love to Jane, and to make
matters worse, she really fell in love with
him.”

*“What!” Jimmy cried, bouncing up in
his chair. “ Oh, great grief, this is getting
worse! So you naturally thought it was 1.
And then vou and Miss Greg compared
notes, and—"

“ That’s exactly what we did, Jimmy.
Imagine our feelings. We were heart-
broken.”

“It's a conspiracy,” Jimmy cried.
“ That’s what it is, a conspiracy. That
fellow must have been Rufus Cleghorn. He
sent Saunders up here to spy on me.
There’s something funny about it all. The
first thing we must do is to find Saunders.
I'll demand an explanation.”

“ Don’t get excited,” said Marion, smil-

“ 'm telling you,” she
She

ing at him. ‘ Where did you leave Flor-
ence?”’ :

“In there.” Jimmy pointed to the door.
“She'’s dancing.” :

“ Then let’s go first and tell Jane. She’s
waiting down the drive in a car, We—we
came over, you see, to—er—keep an eye
on Florence. You understand, Jimmy, we

N
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thought that—er—you were quite a vik
lain.”

Jimmy grinned. “Is that all you came
over for?” he asked. _

Marion rose and held out her hand.
“ Ask me no questions, and Il tell you no
lies,” she sald. ‘‘ Come along.”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE PRIDE OF PETER SAUNDERS.

IRECTLY after Marion had left her,
Jane removed her shoe and began
rubbing her ankle. She was still rub-

bing it when she happened to glance around
and saw, coming down the drive in her
direction, a lone figure in evening clothes.
As the man approached, walking leisure-
ly and tilting back his head every now
and then, a familiar something about him,
probably his walk, arrested Jane’s attention.
She watched him with increased interest.
When he came within ten feet of the
roadster, apparently unconscious of her near
presence, he threw back his head, and for

a second gazed at the moon. Startled, Jane

crouched down in the seat. She had recog-
nized the man. It was Peter.

On he walked, his rhythmic tread break-
ing the stillness of the night air. He was
within five feet of the machine now, and,
breathlessly, Jane remained still. And then,
as though the impulse was too strong to re-
sist, she turned her head, and at the same
time heard a sigh as Peter was about to
pass. Suddenly, seeming to feel her stare,
he turned and looked at her. With an
involuntary cry he drew back.

“ Marion,” he exclaimed, and the ex-
clamation didn’t one-tenth indicate the sur-
prise he felt. ‘ What—what are you doing
here?” he stammered. With a rush he
reached the side of the machine.

Jane did not answer. She didn’t know
just what to say. She felt helpless.

‘“ Marion,” he said again. And then he
reached out and clasped her hand. ‘ You
don’t know how glad I am to see you,” he
cried, and there was joy in his tone. * Just
a minute ago I was wondering whether
we'd ever meet again.”

Still she did not speak. And then, as

3A
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though conscious for the first time that
he was holding her hand, she drew it slowly
away. The movement puzzled him.

“Why did you do that?” he asked.
“ And why don’t you speak?”

“ There is nothing I can say,” she replied
curtly. “I regret our meeting here.”

He stared at her, perplexed.

“ Regret?” he echoed. “ Regret! Why?”

“1'd rather not discuss it.”

“But I don’t understand,” he said, his
bewilderment growing. And then he
thought he had the reason. Rufus Cleghorn
must have told her who he was. :

“T think I understand,” he said. “ You
—you have found out something about
Ine?’) .

A nod was his answer. Now he was
sure. He realized that he was in an awk-
ward position.

“I'm sorry,” he said. ‘“I apologize.
I can do no more. I'm not going to tell
you that I was the victim of circumstances.
I wasn’t. What I did was of my own free
will, I wanted to do it. I wanted the
chance, and 1 got it.” '

“ Please go,” she said. “ Your language
is distressing. I can tolerate it no longer.”

He fell back as though a whipcord had
struck him in the face. He was crestfallen,
crushed. Somehow he hadn’t expected her
to act like this; to make such a big distinc-
tion between their stations in life. It was
that, he believed, that and the impostor he
had been, that had caused her disdain.

He was disillusioned. It was hard for
him to realize that this girl, the girl he
loved, was grindmng him under the heel of
aristocracy and wealth. In that moment of
anguish the thought flashed through his
mind that were he Jimmy Scardon she could
have forgiven the trick. But as Peter Saun-
ders, the poor glove clerk, the plebeian who
had dared too much, there was an entirely
different aspect to be considered. He had
no redress. He was an outcast.

“1 am sorry,” he said, and his eyes
closed. “ Sorrier than you'll ever know. I
felt all along that I was trying for too much.
The game was too big. And yet I meant
well. The position I placed myself in has
turned out in my disfavor. But I did not
imagine you would take it this way.”

4 A
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The pleading tone of his voice touched
her. She found herself. feeling sorry for
him, pitying him. And yet—how could
she forgive him? It never occurred to her
then that she, too, was an impostor; she
was only considering Marion’s feelings and
her own. Should she tell Peter who she
really was? She decided that she shouldn’t.
She believed that under the circumstances
he was not eatitled to know.

She naturally thought that he had
guessed that “ Jane Greg ” had written to
‘“ Marion Van Buren” telling of Jimmy
Scardon’s ardent love proposal. Or per-
haps he imagined that she had met Marion
in the Adirondacks, and they had talked
it over. She wondered now what was keep-
ing Marion.

“I am sorry, too,” she replied. “It is
most unfortunate that we ever met. I be-
lieved in you, trusted you. And then when
I discovered—"

“You immediately condemned me,”
Peter murmured. “In a way I cannot
blame you. It was my fault I should
have known better. But dreamers never
know until it is too late.”

He turned, and as the light from the
moon fell on his face, she noticed how
white and drawn be looked. The woman
sympathy in her went out to him. For a
second she found herself forgiving him,
making excuses for his weakness, as she be-
lieved it to be.

But there was Marion to be considered.
No, she could not condone what she con-
sidered an unpardonable breach. She would
remain firm, though her heart was breaking.

“1 don’t understand yet why you are
here,” he said. “1I suppose I have no right
to ask. Under the circumstances I am in-
truding. So I will go. But remember this
—that I loved you, that I still do love you,
but that you are sp far beyond my reach
I can never hope to have you care for me
even though I felt that you did, not long
ago. Good-by.”

He wheeled suddenly, and with bowed
head started toward the hotel. His going
had been so sudden that it was only after
he had taken ten paces did she fully realize
that he was gone.

And then she wailted to call bim back.
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What was there about him that made her
retain one spark of faith in him? Were it
not for Marion she felt that she would
have cried out for him to stop and return
to her. She sank into the seat and bowed
her head. Her slender frame shook with
convulsive sobs.

Peter entered the hotel and stopped at
the desk.

“Is there a train going South to-night?”
he asked.

‘““ At eleven ten,” said the clerk, glancing
carelessly at a time-table. “If you hurry
you can make it.” -

“ Fix up my bill, then,” Peter ordered.
“ And please have a bus ready. I have
to get that train.”

He hurried up to his room and began
packing. It did not take him long to col-
lect his belongings and throw them into his
case and traveling-bag. Then clapping his
straw hat on, he picked up a lightweight
overcoat and threw it over his arm. Giving
one final glance around to make sure that
he had left nothing of his behind, he
switched off the light and picked up his
baggage.

He dropped the bags and turned on the
light. Going over to a desk he snatched
up a pen and a piece of the hotel station-
ery. He wrote:

DEAR SCARDON :

Am sorry to take French leave, but it is
~ for the best. We may never see each other
again, but I'll always remember our pleasant
acquaintance. I am nothing more than a poor
glove clerk, who was offered the opportunity
by your friend Cleghorn to pose as yourself
and meet the kind of a girl I had always
dreamed of meeting. That is how I met
Marion Van Buren., I could never under-
" stand why Cleghorn did not tell me who he
was. Pride, and the desire to play the game
to the end, prevented me from telling you this -
sooner. *
Forgive me for running away. I know
I should stay and explain everything to you,
but something occurred to-night that makes
me want to be on my way to New York. I
. cannot control this feeling. I want to be
home in the little hall bedroom where I live.
That’s home to me, and has been for the past
- four years. There I am among friends, my
own kind, and I guess, after all, it's best that
I should stay with them. I don’t know
. why T am writing this way, but I just have
the feeling.
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With you and the rest of your class I am

nothing but a bold beggar, an interloper, so

I am fleeing rather than remain and argue the

subject of Rich Man versus Poor Man. 1

" trust you will not condemn me too severely.

PETER SAUNDERS.

P. S.—My best wishes that you win out

with Miss Greg. I feel sure you will.

As he left the room with the letter sealed
eand addressed in his pocket, Peter was
hoping that he would not encounter Jimmy
Scardon. He had tried to explain in that
letter just how he felt. He had not even
the nerve to face Jimmy.

It took him several seconds to pay his
bill, and then he handed the clerk the
letter.

“Don’t bother sending that letter to Mr.
Scardon now,” he said. “ He’s in at the
dance. Wait until he comes out.”

“ Mr. Scardon just passed through,” the
clerk replied. “ He took a young lady into
the dance, and then came out and asked if
I had seen you. I told him I hadn’t, and
then he went out the front door.”

“ Well, just give him the letter,” Peter
said, fearing that Jimmy might appear.
“TIs the bus ready?”

The clerk nodded. Bidding him good-
by, Peter dashed out through the door.

At that very moment Jimmy Scardon was
talking to Marion around the side of the
veranda, wondering where Peter Saunders
was.

CHAPTER XX.
THE RACE.

HEN Marion and Jimmy reached
the veranda steps in the rear of
the hotel, Jimmy suddenly stopped.

“I’'m going back for a second to look
for Saunders,” he said. - “ Suppose you go
down and wait with Miss Greg, Marion?
I'll find you.”

She nodded, and hurried down the steps.
Jimmy started on a run for the lobby.

“Have you seen Mr. Saunders?” he
asked, stopping at the desk.

“You just missed him,” said the clerk.
 He left not more than ten minutes ago.”

“Left?” Jimmy exclaimed.  Where did
he go?”
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“ To make the eleven ten train, Mr. Sar-
don. Here’s a leter he left for you.”

After reading the letter Jimmy dashed
out of the hotel.

“ Wonder if that fellow Saunders owes
him any money,” the clerk mused. “ You
never know what these society fellows are
up to.” .

Down the path at the back of the hotel
Jimmy sprinted. He was the holder of his
college record for the ‘ hundred,” but he
broke all records now. He just seemed to
pass through space. Marion saw him com-
ing and hailed him.

“ This is Miss Greg,” she said, pointing
to Jane. “I've just been explaining part
of the mix-up, Jimmy, and she’s dumfound-
ed. She says that the man who called at
our house representing himself as Jimmy
‘Scardon was talking to her here a little
while ago.”

“Yes, I know,” Jimmy cried excitedly,
bowing to Jane, who nodded blankly back
at him. “It was Peter, Marion, Peter
Saunders. He’s on his way to make that
eleven ten train.”

“ Peter Saunders?” Marion gasped.

Jane was unable to exclaim. She felt
faint.

“Don’t ask questions now,” Jimmy
ordered. “ We can discuss it later. That
train may be late and we have a chance of
getting him if we start right now. He’s
one of the best fellows who ever lived. Let
me take that wheel.”

Jimmy jumped into the driver’s seat.

“ Sit between us,” he ordered, turning
to Marion. “ Hurry. All ready?”

“ Yes,” they chorused faintly.

A rip—a roar—and the car had started.

“ Hold fast,” Jimmy shouted. “ You’re
- going to have the ride of your lives.”

And as he passed the front of the hotel
enveloped in a cloud of dust, Florence Han-
over, who had come out on the veranda
looking for him, recognized her car, and the
occupants in it.

“Well, did you ever!” she exclaimed.
“ What is this—some joke on me?”

Along the road the car traveled, stirring
up the dust. Breathless and somewhat ner-
vous, the two girls sat, holding on to each
other to give Jimmy’s arm room enough

.
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to handle the wheel. Grim and serious he
looked, as his eyes strained ahead, search-
ing out and avoiding the bad corners with
the aid of the front lights.

Once as he swung into another road, the
car lurched to one side, and Marion
screamed.

“All hell can’t stop me now,” Jimmy
shouted. “ Don’t be afraid.”

Off in the distance the shriek of a loco-
motive whistle came to his ears, and in
desperation he threw the car into first speed,

* We're making sixty an hour,” he yelled,
raising his voice against the strong wind.
“ Hold fast!” He gave an even twist to
the wheel, and turned into the direct road
on the way to the station. “ The home
stretch,” he cried. “ Go to it, you son-of-a-
gun! T-r-a-v-e1!”

The wheels of the roadster fairly raised
from the ground. Jimmy'’s eyes kept search-
ing that dark road ahead. He didn’t fear

* traffic so much as a large stone in the road.

And stones sometimes were in roads, how
or why one never knew. If the machine
hit a stone he thought it certainly would
be—

“ Hear the train,” he shouted, forgetting
about unpleasant things. “ It’s nearing the
station.”

The whistle could be heard distinctly now
shrieking through the night. And then sud-
denly there followed a swishing sound and
the clanging of a bell.

“ Confound it!” Jimmy cried. “ The
train’s in. And we have two hundred yards
to go.” .

A whistle sounded, a bell clanged, and
the exhaust of a pipe letting out steam
followed. The train had started.

At the station Jimmy stopped the road-
ster and jumped out. He made a mad dash
for the platform. One hundred feet away
the last car was rapidly disappearing as
the train picked up speed. He stood staring
blankly at it until it had vanished in the
blackness of the night. Then turning he
walked back to the girls.

“ We lose,” he said quietly. “I wonder
if we’ll ever see Saunders again? Now let
me read you the letter he left.”

After reading Peter’s letter Jimmy lis-
tened to the explanation Marion gave of the
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conversation Jane had had with Peter at
the back of the hotel.

“Then that explains Peter’s abrupt de-
parture,” said Jimmy. “Isn’t this a ter-
rible mix-up? There’s only one thing now
that hasn’t been cleared. How and where
did Peter Saunders meet Rufus Cleghomn,
and why did Rufus bring Peter into the
game?”’

Marion’s arm stole around Jane's shoul-
der.

¢ Jane,” she said, “ don’t you understapd
it all now? Peter Saunders was the man
who called at my house. And when he
spoke that way to you to-night he evi-
dently thought that this Rufus Cleghorn
had told you who he really was. Don’t
you see?”

Jane looked up and nodded.

“If T had only known,” she said. “ And
all along I thought he was Jimmy Scardon.
What must he think?”

“Let us hope that we may find him,
Jane,” Marion said, “ so that he may learn
the truth.”

When they reached the hotel, Florence,
who had been waiting for them, ran down
the steps and over to the car.

“Did you enjoy your ride?” she asked
sarcastically. “1 thought you and Jane,
Marion, weren’t coming to the dance.”

“ We made up our minds at the last min-
ute,” said Marion. And then she turned
to Jane and Jimmy. ¢ Shall we tell Flor-
ence about Peter?” she asked.

They nodded, and Marion explained who
Peter was and what had happened.

“ Well, did you ever!” Florence whined
after Marion had finished.  There’s
something strange about all this, Marion.
My psychic mind tells me that much.”

Jimmy grinned.

“ T wonder if your psychic mind can tell
us where we can reach Peter Saunders,”
he asked. “ We’ve all very anxious to see
him.”

“ He’s riding on a train,” Florence said.
&« But__”

“ Yes, we know that,” Jimmy interrupted.
“ But where can we reach him in New York
or elsewhere?”

“T couldn’t tell you that,” Florence
snapped. “ I’m not the least bit interested
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in him, and what’s more, I never was.
And to think that he’s only a poor glove
clerk!”

Florence’s stinging remark hurt Jane, and
Marion knew it.

“ At least, he’s a gentleman,” said
Marion. “ And you must admit yourself,
Florence, that you thought he was very at-
tractive.”

“But I'm awfully particular,” Florence
whined. “ We’d better be going home now,
unless you and Jane care to stay at the
dance with Mr. Scardon.”

Marion shook her head. “ We’'ll go along,
too,” said she. “ We must pack our bags.
You’ll call for us then, Jimmy, at nine in
the morning?”

Jimmy nodded, and jumped out of the
machine.

“T’ll arrange for a car to take us to the
station,” he said. “ Good night. And, oh,
Miss Hanover, I wish you would try to
concentrate and see if your psychic mind
can’t tell us where Peter Saunders lives.”

Florence gave Jimmy an indignant glance
as she started the car down the road.

“I1 met a very handsome fellow at the
dance to-night,” she said, turning to
Marion. “ Far handsomer than either Mr.
Scardon or—or the glove clerk. And if I
do say it myself, he seemed to be quite
interested in me, Marion.”

“I’'m so glad,” Marion said sweetly.
“ But remember, dear, that we girls have
to be careful.”

Twenty minutes later Marion and Jane
sat talking in the latter’s room. &

“It’s all been so strange, Jane, hasn’t
it?” said Marion. “To think that it’s
turned out just as mother and Jimmy’s aunt
wished. But with you, dear, it’s—I feel
so sorry for you, Jane. Tell me, do you"

still love Peter Saunders?”

Jane nodded.

“I do,” she said softly. “I love him
dearly, Marion, even though he is only a
poor glove clerk. There are better things
in store for him, bigger positions, I know it.
But what must he think of me, Marion?
Oh, it’s dreadful. I can just picture him
riding along in that gloomy train, heart-
broken and discouraged, all because of a
misunderstanding. What shall T do?”
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Marion rose and crossed to Jane’s side.
Then impulsively she threw her arms
around Jane’s neck.

“We're going 10 find Peter Saunders,”
she said. “ And when we do, I'm going to
remind him that the girl he’s engaged to is
Jane Greg and not Marion Van Buren.
Now go to bed and try to sleep.”

CHAPTER XXI.

“ ALL'S WELL—"

HE following morning Jimmy stopped
at the desk and inquired for mail.
“ This Is getting to be 2 joke,” he
said to the clerk, * Since I've been here I
haven't received any mail. But I'm still
expecting that letter.”

“ And here it is,” said the clerk, smiling.
‘ Just came in time, It reached here be-
fore you left, anyway.”

With nervous fingers Jimmy tore open
the envelope, which was post-marked Chi-
cago. The letter was from Rufus Cleghorn.
He made apologies for not baving written
sooner, explaining that be had Jost his nerve
to carry out the masquerade, and how he

had gone into Tracy’s Department Store,
and what bappened from then on. The last

few paragraphs ren:

I have explained everything, believing that
you showld know, Jimmy. I realize that I
did not play fair with Saunders when I forced
him {0 quit, but them, there’s no use in aying
over spilt milk. Wherever he is now, I don’t
know. When Marion Van Buren told me that
there was no chance to win her, I left the
house and never returned.

Several nights later I checked out ef the
Giltmore and started for home. I stopped
off at Chicago, and am still here, but will
leave to-night for the coast. I have certainly
been repaid for the unprincipled way I acted
toward Saunders, for Marion Van Buren was
the only girl 1 ever wanted in my life.

It required an effort for me to write you
this letter. I didn’t know just what to say
without explaining my part, and how I passed
the buck to some ome else. No doubt I have
made matters wore 21l sround. Pechsps
you can straighten ont the tangle. I am sarry
that I did not keep to my end of the hargain.
I still consider that I am eight hundred dollars
in your debt. :

I believe that a finer feeling has been
awakened in me through the memory of that
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girl, and that is why I am making a clean
breast of everything. I hope you will forgive
me. I only wish I could meet Saunders some
time to ask his forgiveness.
Sincerely,
Ror. .

“That explains everything,” Jimmy mut+
tered after he had finished. “ So Ruf got
cold feet and had another man do his job!
Then when he met Jane Greg he fell in love
with her, Well, the poor chump, I can’t
belp feeling sorry for him, but he certainly
gave Peter a rough deal.”

Then shoving the letter into his pocket,
Jimmy dashed out of the hotel.

When he reached the road to Hanover
Lodge he saw Marion and Jane walking
down to meet the car. '

‘“ Great news,” he said as they drew near,
“ Hurry, girls, we haven’t much time.”

After the machine had picked them up
and had swung around, Jimmy handed
Cleghorn’s letter to Marion.

‘“ Read that,” he said, “ and then give it
to Miss Greg to read.”

“Now we can find Peter,” Marion ex-
claimed, handing the letter to Jane, “He
works in Tracy’s Department Store, Jane,
where you and I have gone shopping so
often.”

But Jane did not answer her. She was
devouring the contents of that letter, and
for the first time since the night Peter
Saunders had left her at the Van Buren
house, she was beginning to feel happy.
For Peter, she knew, could be easily

Teached.

It was late that night when they entered
the Van Buren house. Mrs. Van Buren
had not returned, but there was a letter
from her for Marion, which stated that
she was leaving Washington the following
day.

“How is Jimmy?” she wrote. “I call
him Jimmy because I feel that I've known
him for years. And then, of course, there
is another reason. I am very anxious to
meet him.”

“ Just wait,” said Marion, banding the
letter to Jimmy, * Wait until mother Jearns
how her darling daughter ran away. Won't
she be surprised?”

‘“She certainly will,” Jimmy replied,
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¥ Which reminds me, Marion, that I must
send a telegram to Aunt Amy, to try and
outrun that letter I mailed. Good Lord, if
the letter gets there first I'm afraid the
shock will be so great that it will—cure
her of the rheumatism.”

The following morning Jimmy entered
Tracy’s Department Store and inquired for
the men’s glove-counter. He was directed
to the third aisle on the left. He stopped at
the counter and asked a young man wearing
‘glasses where he could find Peter Saunders.

“ Mr. Saunders is on his vacation,” said
the clerk. “ Anything I can do for you?”

~¢“ 1 want to see Peter,” Jimmy explained.
“ Have you the address of his boarding-
house?”

The clerk nodded and consulted a little
pocket-book. “But I don’t think youll
find him home,” he said, jotting down the
address on a piece of paper, which he hand-
ed to Jimmy. “ He’s very likely gone away
somewhere on his vacation.”

“IN try anyway,” said Jimmy, and

thanked the clerk.
" A half-hour later he rang the bell of a
house on the upper West Side. A woman
opened the door, and in answer to his in-
quiry, told him that Mr. Saunders had the
second floor back.

“T think youll find him in now,” she
said. ¢ He came home yesterday afternoon.
Are you a friend of his?”

Jimmy nodded.

* “Then go right up,” said the womar,
who was the landlady herself. “ Just knock
on the door.”

Up the steps Jimmy ran two at a time.
‘He was so anxious to see Peter that he
stumbled once or twice in his haste. He
stopped before Peter’s door and knocked.
He received no answer. He knocked again.

“ Come in,” he heard some one say, and
recognized Peter’s voice. Jimmy threw open
the door and paused.

“ Scardon!” Peter gasped, rising from a
chair. “ How did you find me, and why
have you come?”

Jimmy advanced and held out his hand.

“ Peter,” he said, “I received your let-
“ter. 1'want you to believe that I'm your
friend.” ’

“T believe you,” Peter said, accepting
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Jimmy’s hand.
else that—"

“ Wait,” Jimmy interrupted. “I know
what you think. You imagined that Cleg-
horn told Jane Greg that you were only a
poor glove clerk, and that she snubbed
you.”

“Told Marion Van Buren,” Peter cor-
rected. “ That’s what I believe. Yes.”

“Told Jane Greg,” Jimmy repeated.
“That girl- is not Marion Van Buren,
Peter.”

“ Not Marion Van Buren!” Peter ex-
claimed, and falling back in his astonish-
ment, he tumbled over a chair.

“Pick yourself up,” Jimmy laughed,
“and sit down there and listen to some
story. Everybody is now unmasked.”

Not once did Peter interrupt Jimmy as
he listened to the explanations. He sat in
a chair, smoking a pipe, and smiling every
now and then as the humor of this and that
struck him. His eyes narrowed when Jim-
my started to read Rufus Cleghorn’s letter,
but they slowly softened when Jimmy
reached the part in which Ruf expressed
his penitence and the way the memory of
Jane had awakened finer feelings.

“So Ruf, then, just ran away,” Jimmy
said, placing the letter back in his pocket.
“And now you understand everything,
don’t you, Peter?”

Peter nodded. By degrees his astonish-
ment wore off.

“ Jimmy,” he finally said, “ does Jane
want to see me?”’

“See you?” Jimmy cried. “ Why, if I
don’t return with you I might just as well
not go back myself.”

“ Then,” said Peter, smiling, “ I have a
favor to ask of you. I was struck with an
idea the time you said that if I would
tell the supposed Jane Greg that I was en-
gaged to the supposed Marion Van Buren,
you-would not forget it. The thought oc-
curred to me then that you could help
me, Jimmy. I want to become something
more than a glove clerk. Now more than
ever I want to be somebody in the world,
and a‘fellow in your position, with your
connections and influence, can open up the

“ But there is something

" way.” :

“You mean,” said Jimmy, grabbing
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Peter’s band, “ that I should help to place
you in a better position? All right. What
shall it be, Peter?”

Peter threw out his hands helplessly.

“ That’s just it,” he said. “I don’t
know. I have a fair education, and it’s not
too late to start in at something where I'll
have a future.”

Jimmy took a turn up and down the
room. ‘I have it,” he cried suddenly.
“ Aunt Amy will be delighted with every-
thing now, and I feel sure that she will turn
over some of her business affairs for me to
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handle. I have to go to work, anyway, you
know. I'll need a secretary, and you shall
have the position at a good salary.”

“ Yow’ll make me your secretary!” Peter
cried. “ Oh, Jimmy, it’s too good to be
true.”

“ And what’s more,” Jimmy went on,
in a burst of enthusiasm, “ we have to get
together, Peter. I'm going to work hard,
and so are you. We may even become
partners in some enterprise.”

“If we do,” said Peter quietly, “it I
never be the glove business.”

(The end.)

from the untidy dinner table as the

door-bell pealed. With a nervous ges-
ture of a blue-veined hand, Villard halted
her and got to his feet, still an erect, slen-
der figure despite his seventy years.

“ Don’t trouble, my dear,” he said quiet-
ly. “I'm going to take him up to my
room to-night.””_

Agnes Villard’s eyes grew rounder.
“ Ain’t you going to take him in the library,
likesusual?”’

The aged man smiled slightly. In pass-
ing he touched her hair kindly. “ No,
child.”

Villard went through the high-ceilinged,
meagerly furnished living-room, with its
perpetual dust and close odor, into his bare

JARVIS VILLARD’S young wife rose

hall and admitted a shambling man with a
thin, bony face. “ Good evening, Hooten,”
he said mildly.

Bert Hooten smiled furtively, showing
his yellow, uneven teeth. * Evenin’, sir,”
he replied deferentially, his eyes roving.

“ Mrs. Villard will be engaged down-
stairs for some time,” the older man ex-
plained. “ I'm going to ask you up-stairs
where we won’t be disturbed.”

Hooten’s jaundiced eyes brightened.

‘ All right, sirr Funny—I ain’t never
been up-stairs in your house afore.”

Villard, at the foot of  the stairway,
stepped aside for the visitor to precede.

“1 mean—it’s funny when you stop to
think that I was brought up right here in
this town; and my father before me,” Hoo-



536

ten remarked. Then, with a tinge of de-
fiance: “ Times change, don’t they, sir?”

“ Inevitably,” Villard answered.

At the far end of a hall he unlocked an

oaken door, swung it open on creaking
hinges. Hooten’s loose jaw dropped as
Villard, with a match, began lighting long,
darkly colored tapers in their wrought-iron
sockets on the walls.
* Eagerly his straining eyes sought to take
in everything; the severe richness of carved
-table and cabinet and chest; the tall-backed
chairs, the shadowy paintings in oil. Long
shadows fell across soft rugs and glistening
spaces of flooring. His gaze came to the
sharply defined features of Villard.

“ Gosh!” he ejaculated. ‘ This stuff—
I didn’t know you had anything like this.
You ought to be able to raise a hundred
dollars on it, maybe more.”

Villard indicated a chair.
sit down?”

Hooten sat, crossing his long legs. Vil-
lard drew a case from his waistcoat, took
out a cigaret and lit it with a wax match.

“ Hooten,” he said, seating himself across
the table, “ I went down to-day and had a
talk with Judge Harkness. I should have
done something of the kind years ago—but
that’s past. I didn’t. Harkness tells me
there’s no way out. You've got me, lock,
stock, and barrel, as they say.”

Bert Hooten’s face clouded.

“I'm sorry you feel that way, Mr. Vil-
lard. It’s pure business with me. Always
was. I been easy; never pushed you for

" the money. Only this, you can’t expect me
to keep on carrying your paper forever.”

“ That’s right, Hooten. I can’t.”

“ This house—I hate to sell it out over
your head—" .

Villard half smiled. ‘ Don’t apologize.
We won’t quarrel. I knew that everything
'was slipping away — lands and all — for
years, but I thought there would be enough
_to last as long as I did.”

“You never was a hand for ﬁgura,
Hooten said.
‘man. You had your fun for a good many
years.”

“ For a good many years—” Villard’s
-1ids closed over his dark eyes. “ Yes, I saw
the world, saw life, Hoo

“ Won’t you

‘ten objected.

“ You was always a gentle- -
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“ And I grubbed, Mr. Villard. I farmed
and I traded and I watched every penny.
White trash—that’s what they used to call
us Hootens. But we—I come up.”

“ And honestly, too.”

Hooten scowled suddenly. “If you’re
meaning that three hundred acres down in
the bottom—"

“ That’s all past, Hooten. Let us ignore
it. There are so many pleasant things in
life. Wait a moment.”

Villard rose, crossed the room, and re-
turned with a lacquered box from a cabinet.
Unlocking it, he placed it on the table and
withdrew six or seven crystal bottles of
Chinese workmanship, intaglio designed

-with flowers and vines. From one of them

he removed the stopper and passed it in
front of Hooten'’s face.

“ Get that?” he asked pleasantly.
jasmine. That’s not a commercial per-
fume. And the rest ” — he included the
other bottles with a sweep of his hand—
‘“ ylang-ylang, tuberose, violet, acacia,
rosemary — do you begin to see what I
mean, Hooten? How easy it is to create
the illusion of elegance? That’s been life
to me; things like this. My vices—they’re
harmless, don’t ‘you think?”

Hooten shook his head slowly. I reck-
on I don’t exactly understand, Mr. Villard.
I don’t know anything about your private
life, and neither does anybody else in this
town. We'’re just plain folks and—" He
stopped, embarrassed.

“ Plain, common-sense people,” Villard
added. “ That’s what I'm counting on in
your case, Hooten. That’s why I got you
up here to-night. I’'m going to talk in lan-

“It’s

‘guage you can understand.”

“ There ain’t much to talk about,” Hoo-
“If you’ve got the money—"

“ Which I haven’t. But there are other
values in life.”

“ Money talks.”

“ You're a smarter man than that, Hoo-
ten. You think that’s all? Now listen—"

“Mr. Villard,” Hooten cut in coldly,
“TI've got to have my money.”

Villard tossed his cigaret out of the win-
dow and lit another. ¢ Hooten,” he said
calmly, “if this had happened ten years
ago when my hand was steadier I would
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have shot you. Yes, actually. For one
thing, you whipped a dog to death. And—
you have tried to make love to my wife.”

Beneath his sallowness, Bert Hooten
grew leaden.

“ You're a liar!”

. “In Paris forty years ago I should have
run you through—had you been decently
born,” Villard remarked evenly. “ But we
won’t bicker. The game is over for me.
I'm through. My blood runs cooler. I
am willing to quit—to pass on to the next
adventure.”

Hooten’s colorless lips drew across his
teeth. “I don’t give a damn what you
do.”

‘“ Ah, but you do, Hooten. After all, you
are a common-sense man. You will listen
to a bargain. Think of me as you will—a
dreamer, nodding over his perfumes, at the
end of his rope—but I have common sense,
too. We can come to terms.

“ Do you think I care to live after I'm
evicted here, a pauper? You know better
than that. The humiliation of it, the sheer
physical inconvenience would be more ter-
rible than death could possibly be. Here,
within my four walls, with my recollections
and my isolation it has been tolerable.

“You see my perfumes are magical.
The attar of neroli takes me back to Can-
nes—bergamot to Italy—lavender to Eng-
land in the springtime. And music—there
are endless symphonies in endless combina-
tions of fragrances.”

Hooten’s turbid eyes were fixed on the
graven face of the speaker. “ Go on,” he
said implacably.

“ You must have patience, Hooten,” Vil-
lard resumed. “ I'm an old man, and I may
ramble, but what I'm telling you fits in.
Yes, it all fits in. I want to give you all
the necessary information so you’ll know
exactly how everything is—so you'll un-
derstand what I'm going to do.

“1 didn’t have much money left when I
married Agnes a few years ago. Part of it
I spent for decorating and furnishing her
rooms in the other part of the house. You
won’t understand it, Hooten, but I had an
idea I was protecting her. She was like a
flower—and so pathetically weak. Quix-
otic, wasn’t it? I fancied maybe I might

have something to leave her when I died;
to lift her out of poverty and give her such
protection as money can give. Old men,
you know, get such ideas.

“ Now, if I should die, rather suddenly,
there wouldn’t be anything to stop you
from marrying her, would there? No, not
a thing. Your mind, your will, is stronger
than hers, much. And should there be a
residue to my estate it would be hers and,
ultimately, yours. At least, there would
be no occasion for any one to examine the
various records in our transactions. It is
just possible, Hooten, that you wouldn’t
want that. Now if I should die to-night—"

Hooten drew his breath sharply through
his teeth. “ You ain’t sick!” he breathed.

T am not afraid of death,” Villard went
on. His voice had fallen into a monotone
and he was speaking mechanically. “I am
not afraid of suicide. Believe me, I've
thought it all out. I'm no longer a partici-
pant in life; not even a spectator. . My
mind was once quick, alert, resourceful.
Now it takes all of my energy to think out
a simple problem. But I have a solution,
Hooten.

“If T knew that I could leave Agnes

safely in your hands there would be no -

problem; but I can’t trust you, Hooten.
You are what you are. You might beat
her. You'll pardon me, but I remember
that dog.”

“I wouldn’t harm a hair of her head,”
Hooten said under his breath.

“ You might die and leave her penniless.”

The high, narrow shoulders of Bert Hoo-
ten hunched together. He leaned forward,
confidentially. “ She’d get my property
according to law.”

" Villard, after a silence, asked: “ Would
you make her a will, so T could see it, be-
fore I—died?”

A crafty light gleamed suddenly in Hoo-
ten’s eyes.

“ Sure I would!”

“T don’t know much about such things,”
Villard went on, “ so I'll have to trust you.
Now—a will like that, would it be final
and absolute? Couldn’t you invalidate it
by another one later on? In case you
changed your mind and divorced her, or
something?”
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Hooten’s eyes drifted away from Vil-
lard’s for an instant. “ You can’t change
a will once you make it,” he said. “I'm
telling you the truth.”

Villard nodded. ‘

“T guess that’s right. If you'll pull out
the drawer on your side of the table you’ll
find a pen and ink and some paper.”

Noiselessly Hooten slid out the drawer.

“ When,” he asked softly—‘“ when did
you figure on—on doing it?”

“ Why should I wait?” Villard asked in
a toneless voice. “ You—you don’t blame
me, do you, Hooten?”

“Course I don’t. Only—you don’t
want to leave no farewell note or anything.
It wouldn’t be fair to your wife.”

“No, I wouldn’t do that. I'll just sink
quietly, without a trace.”

Silence fell between the men, broken
only by the scraping of Hooten’s pen on
the paper. Silently, Villard inhaled the
odor from one bottle and then another.

“ There it is, all legal and proper.” Hoo-
ten blew his breath across the sheet to dry
the ink and passed it over the table to Vil-
lard. ¢ She’s brief, but she’s all there. I
. bequeath all my property, real and person-
al, to Agnes Villard. I even put the date at
the bottom.”

When he had finished reading it, Villard
put the paper on the table. “I suppose
there ought to be a witness,” he suggested.

“Not by a long shot, Mr. Villard. We
want to keep this thing private.”

Again Villard nodded. “ You’re right.
During the war they drafted you, didn’t
they, Hooten?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Then we don’t need a witness. I seem
to remember reading where they took the
finger prints of all the soldiers. If you’ll
just smear a little ink on your thumb and
stamp it beside your signature that ’ll be
enough—and it will be private, too.”

Hooten checked a smile. “ Sure thing.”
Deliberately he damped a thumb and left
its inky imprint beside his name. With
equal care he folded the document and put
it into his inside pocket. “ I'll put this will
in my safe to-night along with my other
papers. If anything should ever happen to
me they’ll find it.”
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Villard rose to his feet.

“Don’t go yet,” he said. * Stay a while
and chat with me, Hooten. You’re prob-
ably the last man who'll ever see me alive.
I feel a little faint. It’s warm in here. The
room is close.”

Moving across the floor he raised a win-
dow; came back and started a small elec-
tric fan, set it on the stone hearth from
where its upward current created a cooling
and pleasant circulation of air out of the
window.

“ Hooten,” he said, resuming his seat,

" “ do you suppose they’ll have flowers and

perfumes over there on the other side of
life?”

“ T suppose so, Mr. Villard. Let us hope
so.))

Villard toyed with one of the ornate lit-
tle bottles— removed the stopper. * Do
you suppose they have any perfume as
wonderful as this particular ambrosia?”’ he
queried, extending the bottle at arm’s
length. “ Take a deep breath of this, Hoo-
ten—a full breath—and let us hear your
verdict.”

Bert Hooten’s hand touched the bottle;
he breathed deeply from its neck. Quickly
Jarvis Villard restored the stopper, smiled
magnificently.

“You know now, Hooten,” he said.
“You know now.”

With a deft movement he drew the in-
scribed will from the dead man’s coat and
spread it on the table. From the head of
the stairs he called down to his wife.

“Would you mind, dear, ringing up
Judge Harkness? Tell him I want him to
come over. In about an hour. Have him
come up to my room.”

With an arm resting on the mantel, Vil-
lard once more removed the stopper from
his cherished bottle. A final, calculating
glance told him exactly what would hap-
pen; the crash of the fragile crystal on the
hearth, the blast from the fan that would
dissipate the fumes and drive them out of
the open window long before Judge Hark-
ness could arrive. For a moment he was
young again—a boy sailing out into the
blue.

“ Prussic acid,” he mused, *“ what an odd
perfume!” ]
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CHAPTER L

AN UNEXPECTED OFFER.

mule-skinners and steam-shovel labor-

. ers were clustered in the semidarkness
around a red-hot stove. Outside, a zero
wind whistled across the plains and stabbed
through the flimsy structure with frost-
pointed daggers.

“ A mighty poor flop-joint, this, but what
can bums expect?”

The speaker was a small man, but he
looked as tough as the knot in a pine log.
His face was as sharp as a hatchet’s, his
brow as low as an orang-utan’s. His name
was Nick Savage, and it fitted him like a
rubber glove.

A hobo replied who was as different from
Nick as pudding is different from pills. He
was rotund and dignified, and he talked in
a manner that had won him a distinctive
cognomen.

“I would not state that we are bums,”
he protested. “ We do low-grade labor,
true—but is it not a fact that all culture is
reared upon the efforts of the man who
works with his hands?”

lN a Montana grading-camp a group of

“You tell ’em, Harvard!” acclaimed .

one of the audience. ,
“ Oh, you bolshevik!” labeled another.
“ Bunk!” retorted Nick. * Kid yerself

that way if you like, Harvard, but you
know and I know that we’re the riffraff of
the world and nothing else.”

“ Supposing we are, what’s wrong with
being riffraff?”’

The last speaker was a man who com-
manded immediate and respectful atten-
tion. It was evident at a glance that he
had once been considerably more than a
shovel-stiff. A well-set-up fellow he was,
under thirty, with the clean-cut features
and firm chin that is supposed to indicate
qualities that make for success in the world.
He was not a success, however, and his
eyes and voice indicated the reasons there-
for. The former were too soft and kindly;
the latter too lifeless.

“ Corbin, you can’t honestly say that
you like this kind o’ life, now can you?
You don’t really think you’re as well off
as when you was a teller in a bank or a
captain in the army?” There was a quaint
quality of respect in little Nick’s pinched
features as he gazed at the man whom he
had followed with atdog’s devotion for more
than a year.

“In a way, yes,” Corbin replied.

“ What way?”

“ Well, we’re not burdened with respon-
sibility, for one thing. The jealousies of
social life, the fear of losing what we've
got, the struggle to keep up appearances—
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we don’t have to bother with all that. Life
is simple.”

“ Simple is right,” Nick agreed. * Sim-
ple and hard, like these hay bumks we
sleep in. D’you like yer bunk, Corbin?”

The ex-captain’s tone as he replied was
as hesitant as it had once been decisive,

“It could be worse,” he said. “ At
least it makes a fellow appreciate a good
one when he finds it now and then. Same
with the meals and everything else, I've
got no kick coming.”

“Well, I have,” proclaimed Harvard.
“T think we are treated like dogs, and the
reason we are treated that way is because
we stand for it. Some day we workers will
have sense enough to organize and demand
our rights, and then watch the bosses trem-
ble. You would not be satisfied either,
Corbin, only you've lost your ambition,
Must have, if you’ve dropped to this low
estate after having been a bank teller and
an army captain. I'll bet you've got a story
you could tell us.”

“T'l say he has,” asserted Nick, Tell
’em how you won the croy de gerry, Cor-
bin.”

“The croix de guerre? Really!” Har-
vard stared at the usually silent man who
had recently come into their midst along
with his monkeylike companion, Nick.

“Oh, there’s not much to that,” said
Corbin. “ The French general seemed to
think he had to give a medal to some one
in my company, so, since no one did any-
thing particularly heroic, be handed it to
the commanding officer.”

“Don’t none o’ you guys believe that!”
cried Nick. “ Corbin earned it all right,
all right.”

“I'm sure he must have,” Harvard
agreed. “ But—about your descent to the
status of construction hobo, Corbin. Il
venture to say there is some extraordinary
reason for that.”

Corbin shrugged his well-built shoul-
ders.

“Oh, no. Just lost my ambition, as you
say. Maybe shell-shock had something to
do with it. 1 don’t know. Maybe the sight
of my buddies being blown to atoms gave
me a feeling of what’s the use? And then
there was—oh, nothing.”
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“ A girl, perhaps?”

Harvard voiced a question that was in
the minds of several.

“ Well—er—yes,” said the ex-captain.
“ Came back and found her married to the
fellow who stayed at home.”

For a moment there was a respectful
silence; then:

“ Damn all women!” exclaimed Nick,

“Not at all,” Corbin defended quickly.
“A girl has a right to change her mind
about so importantea thing as marriage.
Lots of chaps came back and found their
girls gone. They just laughed, and got
other girls, and pitched into their jobs, and
made good. But me—no. As I said be-
fore, I didn’t seem to have the ambition.
Felt somehow like I had used up all the
driving power I once had. Getting up in
the world didn't seem to’ matter much.
Maybe I turned yellow. Anyhow, since
I've grown satisfied with this kind of life,
why should I try to change it?”

“Y’ didn't turn yellow!” Nick glared
around as though he would like to spring
at any one who accepted Corbin’s sugges-
tion.

No one did, and for a moment there was

“ Well, you may be sure that I am not
satisfied,” said Harvard. “I read, I study,
I want to get up in the world. And what’s
more, I want to see all other hoboes better
their conditions, too.”

“ You could glom on to a decent job in
the city, Harvard,” advised Nick. “ Why
don’t you?”

“ Maybe I could, and maybe I couldn’t.
Anyhow, I can save more money here,
because board and lodging is thrown in for
nothing, whereas in the city one pays al-
most as much as one earns for just those
two things. And there’s another reason.”

“ Spill it.”

Harvard hesitated, as though doubting
the advisability of imparting his secret to
others, then asked:

“ Do you know that the Vance Construc~
tion Company is a particularly good ome
to work for?”

“T never heard that,” said Corbin.

“JIt don’t look so awful good to me,”
commented Nick.
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“ It is, though. Have any of you ever
heard of old Mr. Vance, the millionaire
owner of this outfit, who lives in a mansion
in St. Paul?” i

No one had.

“ He worked up from laborer to mil-
lionaire himself, and he has a hobby for
picking out promising men and promoting
them. Just loves to do it. He’s more
pleased when a protégé makes good than
when he makes another million dollars.
But his requirements are exacting. The

man he picks must be of the highest char--

acter. He’s a church worker and all that
sort of thing. Occasionally he hands out
Bibles to the men on all his jobs. Tried
to close up the dance-halls and soft-drink
barrooms along this line, but of course he
didn’t succeed.”

“ You're kinda hopin’ maybe he’ll pick
on you for a little of that promotion stuff,
huh?” queried Nick.

“ In a way, yes,” Harvard admitted mod-
estly. “In fact, I wrote Mr. Vance a
letter not so long ago, calling his attention
to my qualifications.”

“ Heard from it?” queried Corbin, evi-
dently from a desire to be polite rather than
out of curiosity.

“ No,” said Harvard, “but I'm still
hoping.”

The talk around the stove drifted to
other subjects and gradually subsided to a
murmur.

Presently Corbin left the diminishing
circle and climbed up into his bunk. He
undressed and piled his coarse clothing
on top of his insufficient blankets, and
snuggled down into his hay bed.

He was aroused before he could get to
sleep by the loud voices of two lodgers who
had just entered.

“] was in the office and heard nearly
every word,” one of them was saying.
“ Some hobo sure is in luck.”

“ 1 wonder who?”

“Don’t know. That’s what I didn’t
hear. All I know is that Superintendent
O’Brien and the timekeeper were discuss-
ing a message they’'d just received from
the big boss in St. Paul, telling them to
give this man, whoever he is, the paymaster

_ job up at Two-Dot.”
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“ Chances are it’s one of the office men.
Those guys get all the good jobs.”

“T heard O’Brien say it was one of the
laborers.”

Corbin saw Harvard, in the next bunk,
listening eagerly.

“ Guess that means you, Harvard,” he
whispered. “ That’s the answer to the let-
ter you wrote Mr. Vance. I'm glad.
You're ambitious and smart, and you de-
serve a good job.”

“ Thanks, but I'm not so sure it means
me,” said the ambitious one.

The newcomers were still talking.

“The superintendent said something
about coming over to the bunk-house,” one
of them said.. “ We’ll know then who the
lucky guy is.” They sat down beside the
stove.

Corbin and Harvard subsided into their
blankets to await further developments.
They came in a moment, as the door flew
open.

“ Corbin! Sidney Corbin!” It was the
loud voice of Superintendent O’Brien.

“Yes, sir.” The owner of the name
raised himself on one elbow. ’

The camp boss came over, carrying the
bunk-house lantern in his hand, and by its
feeble light he peered into Corbin’s face.

“ Have you ever worked in an office?”
he demanded.

“Yes; as bank teller.”

“ Are you acquainted with Mr. Vance?”

“1 never knew there was such a man
until less than an hour ago.”

O’Brien turned to the man who accom-
panied him.

‘“ Beats hell, doesn’t it?”’” he commented.
“The boss picking a fellow like this?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said the assistant
superintendent. “ Mr. Vance has done
queerer things than that.- Corbin won a
decoration for bravery in the war, so that
side kick of his told me. I guess the old
man got wise to his record somehow and
wants to give him a chance.”

“ Corbin,” said the boss, “ according to
instructions just received by wire from
Mr. Vance, you are to take over the job of
paymaster at Two-Dot, which is a pay-
station of ours fifty miles up the line.”

In the silence that followed this declara.

\
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tion the man who had been addressed
could hear murmured ejaculations of sur-
prise and wonder from his fellow labor-
ers.

“ Congratulations,” said Harvard, with-
out revealing a trace of his disappointment,

“Grab it!” Nick’s injunction was sharp
and sibilant.

Corbin made up his mind instantly, but
he did not say anything for a moment.
He reconsidered his first decision, and
could see no reason for changing it.

Finally he spoke.

“Thank you, Mr. O’Brien,” he said,
“ but I would rather not accept that job.”

CHAPTER 1II.
A NEW LEAF.

HE superintendent made an impatient
T gesture. “ Why pot?” he snapped.
“ What’s the matter with you?
Don’t you know you're turning down the
chance of a lifetime—that thousands of
good men back in St. Paul would jump at
a chance to become a Vance paymaster?”

“T couldn’t make good,” said Corbin.

“ How do you know you can’t?”

“ Feel it, that’s all.”

“You could take a crack at it.”

“ And waste the company’s money if I
made a mistake paying it out?”

“Rot! You were once an army cap-
tain. That means you were paymaster to
your company—merely an incidental duty.
This job doesn’t require you to do anything
else at all.”

Corbin shook his head.

“You don’t know the kind of man I am
now. Wounded, you know—hospital—I’ve
never felt the same since I got out. I
don’t know but what I might—might steal
the money.”

“You can’t. Paymasters don’t handle
cash on this job. They sign checks.”

“ 1 might sign some and cash them.”

“ We'll take a chance.”

“1’d have to be bonded and go through
a long rigamarole.”

“ Our paymasters aren’t bonded.”

“I couldn’t quit if I wanted to—not
right off the bat, I mean, like I can now.”

.
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The superintendent turned to his as-
sistant.

‘“ Ever hear such an excuse in all your
life?” he exclaimed.

The assistant had not. “ Mr. Vance will
be sore at us if this fellow doesn’t take the
job,” he remarked. ~

““ Now, listen here!” The superintendent
turned to Corbin again. ‘“ A paymaster's
job is a cinch for any one who knows figures
and has ever bossed men. There’s good
money in it, and a chance of further pro-
motion if you make good. So, what’s the
use of being a fool?”

“Tt isn’t foolishness to continue a life
that I'm contented with,” Corbin replied.

O’Brien turned toward the door.

“ Think it over,” he said. “I'll give you
till morning to decide. Good night now—
and don’t be an idiot.”

The two officials walked out. Instantly
a babble of excited comment arose.

“ For the love of Pete, have some sense!”
cried Nick Savage. “ It’s the chance of a
lifetime.”

“ A paymaster sits in an easy chair all
day and does nothing but sign checks,”
commented another.

“ And you an ex-banker at that.”

Corbin looked from one to another of his
comrades.

- “Thanks for your advice, fellows,” he

~said, “but I don’t think I want to recon-

sider my decision. As a laborer, I'm con-
tented. As a paymaster, I'd be in the same
old stew I was in before—nerve-racking re-
sponsibility, the struggle to hold the job,
dissatisfaction because pretty soon 1'd get
ambitious to hold a still better job, the
jealousies of social life, the thousand and
one worries of our modern complex civiliza-
tion.”

“ Absurd!” cried Harvard. “ You're
selfish. You're thinking only about your-
self, Corbin! What about the rest of us?
Maybe it’s never struck you that you owe
us a duty. Let me tell you!”

Silence fell upon the bunk-homse. The
thought that Corbin owed a duty to the
others was new and startling, and all hands
awaited Harvara's explanation.

“ When Mr. Vance picked you for a re-
sponsible position, he chose you as the
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representative of all hoboes, of all the
downtrodden unfortunates of the earth who
do the dirtiest work for the least money.”
Harvard was orating like a street-corner
socialist.

“ Make gpod, and every drifter in Amer-
ica will stand higher in the estimation of
a man who possesses the power to help
thousands of us. God knows we need help.
Look at this dirty bunk-house—the cracks
in the wall—these hay beds. Think of the
thousands of men of our class who haven’t
even got hay bunks to sleep in—of the
bread-liners, the paupers. Fail as the rep-
resentative of this class, and a powerful
man may never help hoboes again; suc-
ceed, and he may make conditions better
for everybody who works for him.

“So you see, this isn’t your problem
alone, Corbin. It’s not a question of what
you yourself want. It’s what all laborers
want; what they must have. You are one
of us.- You know we are treated like dogs,
even though you don’t seem to mind it
yourself, and we never will be treated any
better unless you or me or some other
brainy hobo shows the bosses the error of
their ways. So think it over, Corbin, before
you tell the superintendent that you don’t
want that job.”

For a moment Corbin was silent. The
force of Harvard’s argument appealed to
him.

“You could take the job yourself, Har-
vard, and help the downtrodden Just as
well as me,” he argued.

“No. If Mr. Vance wanted me to have
it he would have ordered O’Brien to give it
to me. He doesn’t; he wants you.”

Others spoke up.

‘“ Better take it, Corbin.”

“ Harvard sure said a mouthful.”

“ Every hobo on the grade can stick out
his chest and say, ¢ There’s one of us good-
for-nothin’ bums actin’ as paymaster.” ”

“ Grab it, cap, grab it!” cried faithful
Nick.

Corbin wavered. - o

“ All right, men,” he said finally. * Since
you put it that way, I'll have a try at it for
your sakes. But don’t be disappointed if
I fail. T really don’t feel up to such
work.”
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Corbin donned his clothes and, with the
applause of his fellows ringing in his ears,
made his way to the warm camp office.

“T've decided to take that paymaster
job,” he said to the superintendent.

CHAPTER III.
ON THE JOB.

WEEK later Corbin sat at a rough
pine desk in a small shack built of

_ plain pine boards, with an outer cov-
ering of tar paper held in place by Jaths.
The front part was the construction com-
pany’s office, where the workers on fifty
miles of construction exchanged their time-
checks for bank checks.

In the rear, separated from the office
by a flimsy curtain, was his living-room,
roughly furnished with two bunks, one
built above the other, the spare one being
for any company official who might choose
to spend the night there. CTorbin’s meals
were secured at the only restaurant in the
near-by village of Two-Dot, at a place that
Adolph Hecker conducted in connection
with his dance-hall and soft-drink barroom.
The office did not suggest that an efficient
worker-was in charge. It was unswept, and
the desk was littered.

Nor did Corbin look like a competent
paymaster. A wrinkle had settled between
his kindly eyes, and his face was pale and
haggard. A beard was upon his face, and
his dress was as careless as it had been in
the bunk-house of headquarters camp.

He was scribbling aimlessly on a piece
of paper when a knock sounded on the
door. He roused himself from his unpleas-
ant reverie and said “ Coeme in,” and then
he rose and held out his hand in welcome as
his faithful follower, Nick Savage, entered.

“ Made it at last, boss, though the goin’
sure was tough,” said*the visitor. “ How’s
everything?”

Corbin evaded the last query.

“ Do you mean to say you worked your
way fifty miles up from headquarters in
zero weather just to see me?” he asked.

“Sure. Why not? You don’t want to
shake yer old pal just because you got a
high and mighty job, do you?”
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Corbin invited Nick inside the railing
and pulled a chair up to the stove for
him.

“ Not on your life, Nick,” he said. “ I'm
darned glad to see you. You came just at
the right time.”

“ How’s that?” Nick looked around in
alarm. “ Ain’t everything goin’ right?”

Corbin shook his head. “I'm afraid I
can’t stick it out, Nick.”

“ What’s wrong?”

“ Everything. The cursed figures most-
ly. Nick, they’re a holy fright. Figures,
figures, figures! Lock at those papers on
the desk. Nothing but figures. Maa, they
are driving me crazy!”

“But you used to work in a bank.
The figures were just as bad there, weren’t
tbey?” v

“Yes, but I had an adding machine—
and a different head on me then, Nick.”

Corbin continued in his listless tone. .

“ Fifteen different camps, and all their
cursed pay-rolls have to be kept separate.
Fifty different rates of wages are paid te
fifty different kinds of workers. I'm sup-
posed to check the camp figures. Some of
them are wrong, and then when I tell a
man he hasn’t got as much maney coming
as his time-check shows—argae,~ argue,
fight, fight! I tell you it’s getting the best
of me, Nick.”

“ Rats!” said Nick. “ Why den’t you
do like other paymasters do? Bat "em over
the bead with a dub when they get fresh,
Tromble with you, Carbin, is you’re ioe
easy-going.”

“ Maybe—but I don’t want to fight.
Had enough of that in France. Asd then
the way they seem to thimk I ought to
get up out of bed at all hours of the night
to give them their money.”

“You can bet they don’t try to get
otherpaymaatersup in the middle of the
Blght ”

“ Listen, Nick.” Corbm lowered his
voice. ‘ Have you got anything em your
W?n

“ Nothing but sarsaparilla.”

“Let’s have a pnll at it.”

Nick took fromn his pocket a bettle la-
beled ¢ Sarsaparilla,” and Corbin took a
swallow.
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‘“ Hell!” he said, and spat it out. *‘ It fs
sarsaparilla.”
“Sure; that’'s what I said.” Nidk

grinsped and added: “ You can’t drink
hooch and hold down a paymaster’s job.”

“I know it; but one drink from you
wouldn’t burt. I've managed to refuse
drinks from others so far.”

“Oho! Somebody wants to tank you
up, ¢h?” ‘

“ Hecker, damn him! The fellow that
runs the hotel and dance-hal and soft-
drink barroom up in the villsge.”

“ Think be’s trying 0 put aoything ever
On yw?’7

“1 kmow he is. 1 could help him in his
business, Nick, if I wanted t0 do shady
work.”

. “You won't, will you, Coerbin?”

<« NO; I)H w ﬁmn

“I'm glad to hear that, It’s bad enomgh
to see a man like you lose his grins on
things, but going areoked—dont do it, Car-
bin.”

“J won't; there’s met a chance.”

The door opened abruptly, and a giaet
of a man, bearded and with 2 menacing leer
on his coarse features, strode in and glow-
ered at the meek-eyed paymastes.

“ A bank-check for that, and be quick
about it!” he snapped, and fiung his time-
check on the .counter.

Corbin checked the figures slowly.

“T'm sorry,” he said, “but the time-
keeper at Camp Seven who gave you this
made a mistake. The amount due you is
$15.60, instead of $16.50. Figure it out
for yourself if you like.”

The giant glared.

“You're a liar,” he announced. “ 1 did
figure it out with the timekeeper. You
give me sixteen-fifty, you shrimp, er there’ll
be a dead paymaster around here.”

With a sigh, Corhin ‘wrete a check for
$15.60. He signed it shakily and stood
looking at it, obvieusly reluctant te pre-
cipitate a crisis by handing it out.

Nick grabbed it out of his kand.

“ Here!” gaid the little fellow, and thrust
the check at the giant. “ You take that
and beat it, you big stifi! Who in bell
do you think is runming this office, any-
how?” He pointed to the door. “ Git!”

4 A
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The man started to say something, but
changed his mind as Nick’s resolute eyes
met his and conquered them. He turned
without a word and went out.

“ There! That’s the way to handle
rough-necks,” Nick proclaimed. “ Why
don’t you hand ’em a little of that stuff,
Corbin?”’

“T don't like altercations, Nick.”

“ Well, you’ve got to have ’em if you’re
goin’ to stick in this office, and, as Harvard
said, it’s up to you to show old man Vance
what a common laborer can do.”

“IT try and buck up, Nick.”

“ Right-0.” Nick picked up his cap.
“ Well, I guess Ill hike out to the nearest
camp and see what I can land. ITl run
in again some time, eh?”

“ Surely. Come back after you get a
job. Theyll tell you to start wark to-
morrow morning, so you’ll have nothing to
do all afternoon. Wait; maybe I can help
you.” Corbin scribbled a note. * Take
this to the timekeeper at Camp Four and
maybe he can fix you up. So-long and

good luck.”
“ Same to you.” Hand on door-latch,
Nick paused. “1 suppose you know that

Mr. Vance is on the line?” he asked.
Corbin was startled. “ No!” he said.
“1 thought sure you knew that—every-

body else seems to—so I didn’t mention it

before. He’s inspecting all the camps;
leaving little Bibles at all of them, too.

Chances are he’ll be along here soon; may-

be this very afternoon.”

CHAPTER 1IV.
THREAT.

FTER Nick left Corbin made an ef-
fort to get his records in order. The
little fellow’s visit had done him good;

Nick’s victory over the bully had put a
little iron into his will. He straightened
up his desk, swept his floor, shaved him-
self, and was pretty well. prepared for a
visit from the big boss when a peremptory
knock sounded on his door and was fol-
lowed by the entrance of a strong-featured
man.

“Hello, Hecker,” greeted Corbin cas-

5 A
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ually. “ How’s business at the dance-
hall?” '

“ Good enough,” said Hecker; “but it
might be better if you’d listen to reason.”

“ I’m reasonable, Hecker.”

“ Al right, then; show it.” Hecker
tossed a bunch of yellow time-checks on
the counter. “ Give me bank checks for
those and I'll believe you.”

Corbin shook his head.

“ Sorry,” he said, * but you know as well
as 1 do, Hecker, that I can’t allow you to
cash time- checks and then get bank checks
for them here. The rules of the company
are strict on that point. A nran mrust bring
his time-check to this office himself and get
his bank check. Pve explained that be-
fore. I've warned you not to cash time-
checks. Why do you do it?”

“ The men keep asking me to.”

“ There’s no reason why they should.
They can easily walk down here and ex-
change their time-checks for bank checks,
and then you can cash the bank checks.”

“But if I refuse to cash their time-
checks and let them get out of my place,
they won’t come back when they get their
bank checks, and I lose their business.”

“T can’t help that. Rules are rules.”

“I used to cash these checks before a
pay office was started here.”

- “TI know. The system was all wrong,
and that’s why the pay office was started.”

Hecker fingered his yellow shps.

“Im to understand, then,  that you
wan’t make good on these?”

&« Y&.”

“The money I paid out onm them is
thrown away?”

“ That’s for headquarters to say. You
can take the matter up with Superintendent
O’Brien.”

Hecker reached slowly into his hip pock-
et and drew something from it which he
laid on the counter in fromt of him.

“ There’s a pint of the best whisky that
was made in America before prohibition,”
he said, and pulled out the cork so Corbin
could smell its intoxicating aroma. “ Come
on now. Be reasonable and it’s a present
to you. And it doesn’t have to be the only
present you’ll ever get from me, either—
see?™
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Corbin pushed the bottle away, though
his desire to seize it and gulp down the
fiery liquor was strong.

“Sorry, but there’s nothing doing,” he
stated.

The dance-hall proprietor’s thick lips
twisted into a sneer. “ Does it ever strike
you that maybe I can get you for this,
Corbin?”

“ Perhaps.” '

“ No perhaps about it. I can and I will.
You'll see. You'll hear from me again, and
pretty soon, too.” Angrily the man strode
out of the ofﬁce

Corbin looked out the window after him.

“ More trouble,” he told himself with a
sigh. He turned back to his desk presently
and was surprised to see the bottle of whis-
ky on the counter where Hecker had set it
down. “ That’s one way he figures to get
me,” he muttered. “ Well, it won’t work,
Hecker, old chap.”

Corbin’s first thought was to smash the
bottle. “ But that would be silly,” he told
himself. “It’s good medicine, and besides
it doesn’t belong to me.” His next thought
was to carry it up to the dance-hall and
return it to Hecker. ‘ But why should I
walk a quarter-mile through the cold to do
that?” he decided. “T’ll just put it away
out of sight and give it to him when he
comes after it.”

So Corbin put out of sight a pint of the
same kind of liquor he had begged from
Nick. He did not succeed, however, in
putting it out of his mind.

“ Hecker is going to get me and the big
boss is going to visit me,” he told himself
with a grim smile. “ It looks like there’s
going to be something doing around this
sha

CHAPTER V.
DOUBLE TROUBLE.

HERE was nothing doing, however,
‘during the remainder of the morning.

Only two men called for their pay,

and both were as meek as lambs. Corbin
continued his task of cleaning up his office
and bunk-room, and when he went to lunch
up in the village he had the satisfaction of
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knowing that things were in reasonably
good order for Mr. Vance’s inspection.

Inasmuch as he was forced to eat at
Hecker’s restaurant, because it was the
only one, Corbin rather expected trouble
of some sort. He gave his order in the
usual way, however, and absorbed himself
in a day-old newspaper while he waited for
it. It was brought to him presently, cooked
as usual, and the service was as good as it
ever was, too, which was not saying much.
He was enjoying his meal when Hecker ap-
peared in the doorway, looked around the
interior, and, singling out Corbin, ap-
proached him.

“ Good whisky I left you, eh?” he said
with an oily grin.

“I don’t know,” Corbin replied. “I
haven’t tried it. It’s down at the shack
waiting for you to come and get it.”

“T'Il bet you’re hoping I don’t come. ”

“ No, I hope you do come.”

« Then if you want to get rid of it, why
didn’t you bring it up with you when you
came for lunch?”

“To tell you the truth, Hecker, I forgot
all about it.”

Hecker studied the impassive face of the
paymaster.

“Still got your mind made up to hurt
me in my business all you can?”

“ Not at all; I'm willing enough to help
you, provided I can do so without breaking
company rules.”

“But you won't let me cash time-
checks?”

143 No")

“ All right, then; the fight is on. I said
I'd get you, and I’'m going to. And don’t
come whining around afterward about me
using unfair methods.”

Corbin forced a grin to his pale features.
¢ Just so you don’t put poison in my cof-
fee,” he said.

Hecker left and joined a group of dance-
hall girls who had entered and seated them-
selves at a near-by table. Corbin looked
at the poor drabs who looked so ghastly in
the daylight, though good enough in the
non-critical eyes of construction hoboes at
night, and his feeling of revulsion was so
great that he did not enjoy his meal there-
after. They looked at him, too; they
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smiled in their usua! brazen mamner and
with the usual barren result; some boldly,
others a bit wistfully, as though regretting
that they could no longer command the re-
spect of a clean-minded man. Hecker
seemed to be telling them something, and
they all laughed as Corbin paid his check
and left the place.
. Back in the pay office an hour passed,
and then another hour, and nothing de-
veloped. But Corbin felt no reassurance
because of that. He was obsessed by a
feeling that highly dramatic events were
impending; that this was the lull before
the storm; that the enmity of Hecker com-
bined with the visit of Mr. Vance would
develop a crisis in his life that would either
restore him to his old place in the world of
men or damn him irretrievably to the hobo
ranks to which he had gradually descended.
He felt no great concern in the outcome be-
yond his desire to get the best of Hecker,
and even that was net se keen as it might
have been. Since it seemed that a storm
was inevitable, he wanted it to arrive and
blow over quickly. He did not like storms.
It was mid-afternoon when Corbin’s first
caller appeared; an unusual caller, for wo-
men were scarce along the grade. It was a
girl; a poor, pathetic creature, with thin
features and large, trusting eyes, who
looked as much out of place on railroad
construction work as a kitten does in a dog
kennel. She was poorly dressed in an old
but not badly fitting skirt and a man’s
mackinaw and cap, and in her hand she
carried a bundle. She grasped at the coun-
ter as though to save herself from falling.
“Goodness!” she said. “I wish you’d
let me sit down and rest. I'm all in. T've
walked since morning, and I didn’t have
much lunch, either.” \
“Come right in.” Corbin lifted the
wooden bar that kept out ordinary callers
and pulled a chair up to the hot stove. The
girl sank down wearily.

“Have you been working?” Corbin

asked.

Her answer came in jerks. ¢ Yes—down
the line—cookee in a kitchen—under the
awfullest woman you ever saw. She fired
me.”

“ Have you a time-check?”
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“No. I didn’t have much coming, and
I took this mackinaw and a pair of shoes
and some other things, and a dolfar in cash,
instead of a regular time-check.”

‘ Perhaps you'll tell me your name?”

“ Sure — Marie Methven. You don’
need to tell me yours; I know it, Mr. Cor-
bin.”

A foolish sense of gratification swept
over the paymaster because she said that.

“You’ll have to find another job pretty
soon, won’t you, Marie?” he said in a more
kindly tone. “ Can’t live very long on the
dollar they gave you. What do you aim
to do?” _

“ Keep on hunting for another job, like
I’'ve been doing all day. There’s a lot of
camps around here that have got women
cooks, so I've heard, and maybe I can get

-on at one of them.”

“T’'m afraid, Marie, that your informa-
tion isn’t correct. All the camps around
here have men cooks.”

N The girl sighed and shook her attractive
ead.

“ Oh, well,” she said. “Let me rest a
while and It be all right.”” She leaned
over closer to the stove, and suddenly her
head dropped as though she had gone to
sleep instantly. She checked herself before
her head struck the stove, and sat upright
again, and smiled sheepishly. “ Kinda
sleepy,” she murmured drowsily. “ Be all
right in minute or two.”

Corbin saw that she was on the verge of
a collapse, and he wanted very much to tell
her to go into his bunk-room and lie down.,
But he did not dare to do so. Mr. Vance
would be calling at any moment now, and
probably he would misconstrue Corbin’s
motive. From all accounts the president’s
code of morals was as strict as a Puritan’s.
He might recognize the fact that his pay-
master merely wished to help a girl in dis-
tress, but on the other hand he might not.
It would be better to take no chances, even
with the curtains thrown back so that the
bunk-room would be as visible to any caller
as the office itself. .

“If you are ill, Marie, I could have you
taken to the line hospital,” he suggested.
“ There is one not so very far from here.”

“No, no, I’'m not sick,” Marie protested
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quickly.
much.”

In a few moments she appeared to be
sound asleep in the chair. Corbin pushed
the chair back so that she could not possi-
bly fall out of it against the stove, and then
he took advantage of the opportunity to
study her more closely.

He realized that she was a very pretty
girl. This had not been apparent at first
because of the rough and mannish manner
in which she was dressed, but there could
be no doubt about it now. Her complex-
ion, which looked rough and chapped at
first sight, was clear and finely tinted when
one looked at it more closely. Her fea-
tures, which had been more or less hidden

“ Just dog tired from walking so

by her man’s cap and the collar of her-

mackinaw, were regular and beautifully

molded. Her mouth was a pathetic little

Cupid’s bow that would be irresistible were
the corners only turned up instead of down.
Her eyes were closed now, but he well re-
membered their soulful expression. He
thought about the girl who had proved
false to him upon his return from France,
and presently he caught himself wondering
if, under similar circumstances, this girl
would prove false to a fiancé who was fight-
ing her country’s battles.

“ Poor lost creature,” he murmured to
himself. “ She’s in a worse fix than I am,
I guess. A drifter like myself, riff-raff just
the same as I am; only, being a woman, she
can’t stand the gaff like even the poorest
stick of a man can. Maybe, as the repre-
sentative of all drifters, I can do something
for her by making good on this job.”

He eyed his desk with less distaste than
he had felt previously. The thought came
to him that, with something or somebody
to work for—a worth-while girl, say—there
still might come a day when he would enjoy
responsibility.

Cqrbin’s thoughts were interrupted by
the whir of a high-powered motor outside.
Peering out his little window, he saw a lux-
urious limousine—a strange sight in that
bare and barren land—with a chauffeur in
front and two men behind. One of them
was a young, brisk-looking chap; the other
was an elderly man with a stalwart frame
and a snow-white beard who moved with
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surprising alertness and a majestic dignity
that proclaimed him a master of men. Be-
yond a doubt it was Mr. Vance, the presi-
dent of the Vance Construction Company,
the man whose amazing order to his super-
intendent had resulted in Corbin’s appoint-
ment to the position of paymaster. Corbin
sprang to the door and stepped out to wel-
come his employer.

As he did so, and before either he or the
visitors could enter, the girl in the chair
awoke to sudden and vigorous life. She
looked at the partly open door and the
men outside, and from them to the cur-
tained-off portion of the shack; then she
grabbed up her bundle from the floor and
with it darted behind the curtain.

In Corbin’s private room, she eyed the
two bunks that were built in there, one
above the other, and she noted that the
back part of the lower one was so shroud-
ed in darkness that she might hope to hide
there successfully. She jumped into it as
footsteps sounded in the office, burrowed
beneath the blankets, pulled them over her
head, and, thus hidden from the casual
glance of a visitor, she commenced the cu-
rious task of undoing her bundle by her
sense of touch alone. .

In the office, Mr. Vance stood appraising
the little shack with the keen eye of a
general.

Corbin gasped, and a sickish feeling
came upon him as he noted Marie’s ab-
sence, and realized what would probably
happen to him if his employer found her in
his bunk-room.

Mr. Vance did not look behind the cur-
tain immediately. He drew the chair that
Marie had sat in a moment previously up
to the stove and held out his big, masterful
hands to its heat. The young man who
was with him stood back deferentially.

“Your name is Corbin, eh?” the presi-
dent questioned.

The paymaster cast a fearful glance at
the dividing curtain before he replied sha-
kily: “ Yes, sir.” N

Mr. Vance looked him over from head
to foot.

“ Making good on this job?” he de-
manded.

“T think so, sir.”



THE DRIFTER.

“ Humph! You seem to keep the place
tidy enough, anyhow.” ‘The great man
rose and stepped to the curtain, and Cor-
bin looked at him out of terror-glazed eyes.
Mr. Vance flicked back the curtain an inch
or two and peered inside for merely a sec-
ond — then returned to his seat by the
stove. “ You were just a common laborer
before you got this job, weren’t you, Cor-
bin?” .

“ Y-yes, sir.” Mingled fear, relief, and
wonder caused the paymaster’s voice to
tremble. The wonder was caused by his
employer’s question, because he had taken
it for granted that Mr. Vance knew all
about him before he had appointed him to
his responsible position. “I'm very grate-
ful to you for giving me this place,” he
added.

The old man and his young companion
exchanged odd glances that Corbin was at
a loss to understand.

“ Should think you would be,” said the
president gruffly.

Corbin wanted to ask why he had been
chosen, but the old man’s demeanor did
not invite questions.

“ Paying out much money?” Mr. Vance
asked.

“ Not as yet. A good many checks come
in, but so far they have all been for small
amounts.”

“ Easy work, eh?”

Corbin recollected that the handling of
a multitude of small checks had been diffi-
cult work, but he saw no reason why he
should tell Mr. Vance that. In fact, Cor-
bin’s attitude toward his job had changed
somewhat since first the girl and then the
president had entered his office. The sight
of an appealing young woman in distress
had aroused his sense of chivalry and com-
passion, and with it a desire to hold on to
his job so that he could help her and other
unfortunates, both men and women. The
fact that she had made the grave mistake
of entering his bunk-room, where Mr.
Vance was likely to discover her at any
moment, did not change his desire. Every
one makes mistakes, he reflected; that is
why lead-pencils are equipped with rubber
€rasers.

Corbin’s first contact with the inscrut-
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able master of men who was his employer
had further quickened his awakening am-
bition to make something of himself, not
only for his own sake, but for the sake of
all the unfortunates whom Mr. Vance
might help if their representative demon-
strated that they were worthy of being

“This is work that I think I can do
satisfactorily, sir,” he replied in answer to
the president’s question.

“ Yes, yes, of course. What did you do
before you became a construction laborer?”

That was another surprising question.
Corbin had taken it for granted that Mr,
Vance had learned his bank and army rec-
ord before offering him the position of pay-
master.

“T once worked in a bank, sir,” he re-
plied. “I quit that to enter the army, and
there I worked up from private to cap-
tﬂ.in.”

Mr. Vance’s somber countenance relaxed

. a bit.

“Well, well!” he said. “One neyer
knows what a common laborer has been or

can be.” He took a little red-edged Bible
from his pocket. ¢ Ever read this?” he
queried.

“Yes, but not lately, I'm afraid.”

Back in the dark part of the bunk-room
an amazing thing was happening. The girl
whom Corbin had liked at sight, who had
aroused his compassion and inspired him
with new ambition, had doffed her rough
clothes and arrayed herself in the contents
of the bundle she had carried. She crept
out of the bunk where she had accom-
plished this swift feat of redressing, and
approached the curtain with hesitant foot-
steps. Her countenance was a study in
conflicting emotions, as though her soul
was torn by the counter claims of gratitude
to one person and obligation to another.

“This will do you good.” Mr. Vance
handed a little Bible to Corbin, arising half
out of his chair as he did so. He twisted
it around a bit as he reseated himself so
that he was directly facing the curtain that
hid the bunk-room from view. Suddenly
he sat bolt upright and uttered an exclama-
tion.

“ Well, welll” he cried. “I didn’t know
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you were married and were keeping your
wife here, Corbin.”

Corbin, too, looked at the curtain, and

the sight that met his eyes caused him act-
ually to stagger. Had the devil himself ap-
peared before him wrapped in fire he could
not have been more terribly surprised. And
the sight that met his eyes was as nothing
compared with the dreadful realization that
seared his brain as though with a red-hot
iron. The wistful, appealing girl who had
entered his office in apparent distress, and
for whom he had done everything possible,
was an impostor, a liar, and a cheat. For
there she stood between the parted curtains,
still as virtuous-looking as when she en-
_tered, but with her beauty hellishly en-
hanced, not clad in rough garments now,
but with the flimsiest and most revealing
kind of negligée draped carelessly upon her
smooth white shoulders!

Immediately Corbin saw through the
trick. This was the fruit of Hecker’s threat
to get him; this was the means the dance-
hall man had employed to get him replaced
by a paymaster who might be more amen-
able to graft. The girl was, of course, one
of Hecker’s dance-hall creatures sent here
in disguise to play this fiendish trick upon
the man who had been only too willing to
help her.

The realization had a startling effect
upon Corbin in more ways than one. As
a dirty looking pile of powder turns instant-
ly into a sheet o" flame, so did the pay-
master turn instantly from an easy-going
man of questionable competence into a
fiery-eyed dynamo of resolution and en-
ergy. Between two ticks of a clock he shed
the smothering mantle of indifference that
had dragged him down, step by step, from
his once proud position to the status of a
common hobo. Again he was the man who
had led his company across No Man’s Land
through an inferno of whining bullets and
crashing shells.

The will to dare and to do returned to
Sidney Corbin. Discarded was his fatal
philosophy of don’t care; forgotten was the
girl back home who had sapped his life of
its ambition by marrying a stay-at-home
while he fought in France. He would show
Hecker—that slimy-souled trafficker in

o
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outlawed liquor and women’s bodies—that
he could not successfully play a vile trick
upon Sidney Corbin. He would demon-
strate to this Jezebel with the face of an
angel and the soul of a reptile that the man
she had undertaken to dupe was not so
easy as he looked. ‘

Frantically Corbin racked his brain for

-a way out of his dreadful predicament. A

mere denial of the girl’s acquaintance would
not suffice; the real story, he realized,
would not be convincing. Her testimony,
and Hecker’s, and the false word of all of
Hecker’s minions, would shatter the truth
into fragments.

Mr. Vance’s first supposition that the
girl was Corbin’s wife seemed to be under-
going a change.
ously growing. He turned from his ap-
praisal of the scantily garbed female to be-
stow a lowering stare upon his trusted em-
ployee.

“ Sir,” he demanded, in a tone that was
as cold and sharp as a knife-blade, * are
you married to this woman?”

Corbin knew then that there was one
way, and only one, out of his predicament.

“ Mr. Vance,” he replied slowly and de-
liberately, “ to-day is my wedding day.”

CHAPTER VI
ONE WAY OUT.

HE president relaxed and his fresn
T was replaced by a smile.

“Well, well!” He clasped Cor-
bin’s hand. * Congratulations, my boy. I
wish you all the success in the world.” He
turned to the girl. “I am sure you would
be a prize for the best man on earth, dear.
Such a beauty! How in the world did a
paymaster of mine come to win you? I
wish both of you a long and happy life and
all the success in the world.”

The girl was evidently too dumfounded
by this sudden turn of events to do any-
thing more than utter the first common-
place remark that entered her mind.

“ Thank—thank you, sir,” she said.

“Well, welll Such a surprise! And
you never said a word about it, Corbin, you
rogue. Enjoying a honeymoon and not a

His suspicion was obvi-
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word about it to the boss. Well!
known I would have brought you a little
present—eh, Sid?”

The president turned to the young man
who accompanied him.

“ Perhaps it isn’t too late, sir,” the young
man suggested after he, too, had voiced his
congratulations.

“ A good idea. No, indeed, it isn’t too
late.” Mr. Vance stepped to the door.
“T’ll be back presently,” he said to Corbin;
and a moment later the big car was rolling
away toward the village.

Corbin turned slowly upon the girl, his
eyes like daggers, like fingers twitching.

“Well, you did it, damn you!” he
gritted.

The beautiful deceiver—in her new garb
she was nothing short of beautiful—said
nothing. Fear was in her big, lustrous
eyes; the expressive eyes that had so art»
fully portrayed weariness and helplessness
when she entered; the eyes that had won
Corbin’s sympathy in an instant.

“You a sick girl! And I was doing
everything I could to help you!” He
grasped her by the arm and shook her vio-
lently. “ Do you know what some men in
my position would do to you?”

“I—I couldn’t help it,” she murmured
brokenly.

“You liar! You could help it! You
came here deliberately to ruin me. Hecker
sent you.”

“Yes—but I didn’t want to come—
didn’t know it would get you into any
trouble.”

Corbin flung her away from him, then
stood glowering.

“ What do you think is going to happen
to you for this?” he questioned fiercely.
“ You don’t suppose you are going to get
away with it without paying up in some
way or other, do you?”

“N-no.” Her answer was almost a
moan.

The tense scene was interrupted by a
knock on the door, followed an instant
later by the entrance of Nick Savage.

“Well, I landed a job, old man,” he
burst out joyously, then stopped, stricken
dumb by the amazing appearance of the
girl and the tragic attitudes of both her and
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Corbin. “ Hel-lo,” he stammered. “ What’s
the matter here?”

Corbin sprang at his faithful follower
and seized his arm.

. “Nick, I want you to do something for

me, and do it quick,” he cried. “ Will
you?” i
“ Y-yes—sure.”
“ Get the village minister. Right now!

Drag him here if he won’t come any other
way. There’s going to be a wedding here
—a damned tragic wedding—and it’s got to
be pulled off in the next fifteen minutes,
before Mr. Vance returns.” Corbin piloted
Nick to the door and pushed him out into
the cold. “ Move, now! Run! No ex-
cuses! Get kim here!”

Alone with his deceiver again, Corbin
whirled upon the girl.

“1 told Mr. Vance this was my wedding
day, and it’s going to be!” he cried.
“ Whether you like it or not doesn’t mat-~
ter. You got me into this and you’re going
to get me out. You're going to marry me
if it’s the last thing you do in this world!”

“ But—I—I—"

“I—I—helll You're going to help me
make good on that statement, you hussy.
I've made up my mind. Il show that
skunk of a Hecker whether he can get the
best of me or not. Figured I was a mark,
did he? And you, too. Il show you—
both of you!”

“ But—afterward — I’'m not worthy—"

“I know that, you beautiful devil!
You’re not fit to marry the lowest dog of a
man on the whole line. T’ll regret it after

" I’ve cooled down, I suppose, but that’s not

what matters now. All I'm thinking of is
that I told my benefactor—the man who
gave me this job—that this is my wedding
day, and, by all that’s holy, it’s going to
be! I may be a drifter and a bum, but my
word is still worth something!”

The girl made no reply. She had been
gradually shrinking away from Corbin until
she was in a corner and could retreat no
further. She flopped down on the floor and
huddled there, cowering like a dog that
fears the lash.

The footsteps of two people sounded out-
side. Corbin darted to the window. He
feared that it was Mr. Vance and the youth.
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called Sid; that his desperate plan to re-
deem his word had failed. But it was not;

it was Nick and the minister. They en-
tered.

“ Get up!” Corbin dragged the girl to
her feet.

“ We want to be married immediately,”
he told the clergyman. “ Hurry, please!
It’s got to be done before Mr. Vance re-
turns.”

The minister looked from the excited
man to the cowering girl.

“JIsn’t this—er—a bit unusual?” he
queried mildly. * Does the lady wish to be
married?”

“You bet she does.”

“ But, my dear sir, it is necessary that
there should be two witnesses.”

“Da—I mean, darn!” cried Corbin.
“ Nick,” he ordered, “run out and grab
the first person you see. Quick!”

Nick ran, and after what seemed an in-
terminable wait, returned with a laborer.

“ Right-o! Let’s go!” Corbin shook
the girl. “ Wake up, you! You're getting
married.”

The minister looked from one to the
other of them as though in doubt as to
‘whether he should proceed. In the absence
of any spoken objection from the girl, how-
ever, he finally commenced to read the ser-
vice. He asked Corbin if he would take
the girl to be his wedded wife, and Corbin
answered firmly that he would. He asked
the girl if she would take Corbin to be her
wedded husband, and paused to await her
reply. Presently it came.

“I—I will,” she stammered, and then
clutched at Corbin’s arm as though she
feared that she would fall.

The ceremony was not yet concluded
when a motor-car sounded outside.

“ Hurry!” said Corbin to the minister.
“ You’ve got to finish before they come in.”

The minister did hurry. He spoke the
last words and put his Bible in his pocket.

“ Congratulations te both—"" His other
words were drowned out by the creaking
of the door as it swung open to admit Mr.
Vance.

“ Well, well!” said the president.
almost looks like a wedding.”

“ The minister just happened to be con-

“ This
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gratulating us,” said Corbin. He frowned
warningly at the clergyman and the latter
took the hint. -

“Yes—er —of course—congratulating
them,” he asserted. “I must be going
now,” he added, and left without another
word, as though anxxous to get away from
a painful scene.

Nick also seemed to feel that his absence
would be appreciated more than his pres-
ence, and, with a muttered statement that
he would be back some time later, took his
departure.

“I am sorry to say that I couldn’t find
anything in the village that would make a
suitable wedding present,” commenced Mr.
Vance. “ So, instead, I'm going to give
you something that you will probably value
just as much.”

He took a check-book from his pocket,
did a hasty bit of scribbling with a fountain
pen, and stood with a blue slip of paper in
his hand.

“T am giving you this little token of my
appreciation of your services, Mr. Corbin,
for a fumber of reasons,” he stated. “In
the first place, I want to help an ex-service
man who seems to have had a run of hard
luck; in the second, I want your married
life to start as auspiciously as possible; and
in the third, I wish to mitigate, so far as I
can, a disclosure that I fear will come to
you as a bit of a disappointment.”

“ A disappointment?” Corbin felt a sud-
den chill.

“I fear so. You understand, of course,
that your appointment to this responsible
position was somewhat extraordinary?”

“ It did seem almost too good to be true,
sir.”

“ Unfortunately, Corbin, it was too good
to be true. In other words, you were not
the man that I chose for this job at all. I
wired my superintendent to appoint Sidney
Corwin, this being the gentleman who is
with me at the present time.” He indi-
cated the young man he had addressed as
Sid. “ The telegraph operator made a mis-
take and made the name Sidney Corbin, so
naturally the superintendent thought you
were the man I meant.”

Corbin slumped down into a chair. Ma-
rie stood looking from Mr. Vance to her
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husband as though the swift march of re-
cent events was past her understanding.

“ But you—you said the man you want-
ed was a laborer.”

“ Quite so. Sid was working as a laborer
at the time—wanted to learn the railroad
contracting business from the ground up—
a commendable performance for the son of
a railroad president.”

- “1—T see,” said Corbin.

 So I regret that I'll have to relieve you

of your duties here, Mr. Corbin. Mr. Cor-

win will take them over—to-night, after

we have had dinner up at the village. In
the mean time—"

Mr. Vance hesitated and handed Corbin
the check he had been holding.

“ Thank you very much, sir. It’s more
than I deserve.” Corbin glanced at the
blue slip, saw that it was made out for one
hundred dollars, and placed it in his inside
pocket. “T’ll be here after dinner to turn
everything over,” he stated calmly.

“ Of course, of course. Maybe O’Brien
can find something for you to do. Il
speak to him.” The president pulled his
fur cap down over his ears, went out to his
car, and rode back to the village.

——

CHAPTER VII.
A STRANGE HONEYMOON.

R a silent moment Corbin stood and

glared at the darce-hall girl he had

just made his wife. She shrank away
from him and cowered against the wall,

“ Well, I did it, didn’t I?” he gritted be-
tween clenched teeth. I suppose there
ought to be some satisfaction in knowing
that I couldn’t pessibly have got myself
into a worse mess.”

The girl made no reply.

“God!” Corbin groaned. ¢ Saddled
myself with a wife that the lowest skunk of
a man on the whole line wouldn’t have been
fool enough to marry—all in order to live
up to my word and hold my job—and then
lose it after all!”

He strode up and down the office, ham-

mering his fist into his open palm, like a

man on the verge of insanity.
“ And 1 was meaning to buck up and

make good again,” he agonized. “ Now—
with a thing like you for a wife—"

He stopped and glared at her, then re-
sumed his terrible pacing.

“ And 1 liked you, too—when you first
came in—a tuckered out girl—you devil!”
he groaned.

“You beautiful devil from hell!” he
went on again after a moment of silent
agony that twisted his face into repulsive
contortions. “ The tool of a snake like
Hecker!” He whirled on her. “ Why does
the Lord give beautiful faces to creatures
like you?”

“I—I told you I was sorry,” the girl
murmured brokenly,s Suddenly she burst
into a fit of violent sobbing.

“ That’s good, damn you!” cried Corbin.
“I'm glad to see you suffering—if you
are.”

Her sobbing continued.

“ And the joke of it is, I was doing it all
for you as well as for myself,” Corbin went
on, his tongue a pitiless lash. “ I only took
the job because I wanted to show Mr.
Vance that a hobo could make good. I
thought he might make things a little easier
for all the other drifters along the line if
one of us amounted to something. And
that includes you. You’re a drifter, too.
You are one of the world’s unfortunates.
A joke; that’s what it is. A grim joke!”

Suddenly the girl’s sobbing ceased.

“ You—we—could make good yet,” she
faltered.

Corbin halted as though he had run into
an invisible stone wall.

“ We—could — make — good!” He re-
peated her words slowly and with infinite
scorn. “We! So you think that maybe
T'll take you for a real wife just because I
was fool enough to go through a marriage
ceremony with you. No, thank you—even
though you have got a beautiful face and
I liked you when I first saw you. I’'m go-
ing to hell, but not with you. I'm going
alone.”

Suddenly Corbin thought of the bottle
of whisky that Hecker had left in the shack
that morning. He dove for it and waved it
triumphantly.

“I'm going to hell alone!” he cried.
“ And this is where I start.”
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He took a gulp of the raw liquor.

The girl looked at him.

“ Please don’t do that,” she pleaded. -

Corbin took another gulp. In his ex-
cited state, the whisky was already affect-
ing him. He staggered toward her and
glared into her attractive eyes.

“ Who—who are you to.be telling me to
not do anything?” he demanded.

For the first time the girl did not retreat,
though her voice was shaky as she replied:

¢“I—I'm your wife.”

Corbin burst into great guffaws of laugh-
ter.

“ My wife—hah, hah! Some wife!” He
uptilted the bottle again. * Here’s to m’
wife—a wife out o’ th’ gutter—the worst
damn wife that any man—"

* Stop!” The girl’s voice was hysterical,
but it held a commanding quality. “I
won’t let you say that any more. I won’t
stand it. I’ve stood for too much already.
T’'m not out of the gutter. I've been weak
—and a fool—but I’'m not bad. That’s
why I’'m here. I owed Hecker money—he
paid my fare out from Helena to work in
his kitchen — and he fired me —and de-
manded that I pay my debt by joining his
dance-hall girls—and I wouldn’t—and he
said I could square it by playing a little
game on you—and, like a weak fool, I con-
sented. That’s the truth!”

Corbin paused, bottle poised above his

lips, and looked out of glazed and bleary
eyes.

“ Hah, hah!” he burst out drunkenly
“I know your game, but it don’t go! Try-
in’ to get around me—think mebbe y’ can
kid me into going to work to s’port you—
think mebbe you’ve grabbed a reg’lar hus-
band—that I'll be your slave. But y’ can’t
—it’s no go, kid—I’'m a fool, but even a
fool has his limits.”

“I'm telling you the truth!”

Corbin leered.

“ Like hell it’s the truth! If ’twas, why
didn’t you say so before—huh?” He
shook a shaky finger in her face. “Y’
never thought o' that at first, did yeh?
No—or you wouldn’t ’a’ let me call you
names like I did—"

“T was afraid of you.”

“ Yeh—ye'd better be! But y’ can’t kid
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me — Jezebel! Nuh —y’ can’t put any
story like that over on me now.”

“T swear it’s the truth!”

The half-drunken man turned nasty

“You're a liar!” he snarled. * Liar—
liar—1liar!” He uptilted the bottle again.

“Don’t!” cried the girl.

“ Who says ‘ don’t ’ t’ me?”

“ Your wife!”
© “Damn m’ wife!” He put the bottle to
his lips.

The girl snatched at it, and a struggle
ensued. Her strength seemed out of pro-
portion to her slim figure. Back and forth
they swayed. Suddenly Corbin lost his
balance and crashed down on the floor—
and lay still as a thin stream of blood
trickled down through his hair, and oozed
out into a sickening little red puddle on the
rough boards.

The girl stood looking down into the un-
conscious features of her husband. From
the shattered remains of the whigky bottle
there rose the strong fumes of spilled
liquor. Then, sudden and sharp as a rifle
shot, the door snapped open, and Mr.
Vance strode inte the office.

CHAPTER VIII.
CORBIN’S AWAKENING.

R. VANCE stopped as the uncon«

scious form of Corbin caught his
eye. _

“Well, well!” he exclaimed. “ What’s
wrong here?” He sniffed the strong odor
of whisky and frowned heavily. “ Liquor
in the company’s pay office? Can you ex-
plain this, Mrs. Corbin?”

“I can and will. But first let’s get my
husband to bed.”

The man who was to become the new
paymaster now entered, and he and Mr.
Vance lifted the limp form of Corbin and
placed it on his bunk. The former then
went after a doctor, and Marie bathed her
husband’s head. The latter moaned and
murmured some words and relapsed into a
sort of troubled sleep.

Mr. Vance examined his wound.

“ Doesn’t look bad,” he said, “ but one
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never can tell. Nothing more can be done
till the doctor comes.”

They left Corbin on the bunk and re-
turned to the office, where they sat down.

“ Now,” said Mr. Vance, * how did your
husband come to be lying on the floor with
a cut in his head and liquor on his breath,
while still on duty as a paymaster?”

“ Through circumstances that I'll try
and tell you,” Marie commenced. * He
drank the liquor because he was disap-
pointed at losing his job, and because he
let his sense of honor trick him into a
marriage with me.”

“ Trick him into marriage?”

“ Exactly. When you first saw us I
wasn’t married to him.”

“ Then what were you? His mistress?”

“ No! Nothing, so far as he knew, but
a girl in hard luck who came into his shack
and sat by his fire when he asked her to,
because he was sorry for her. Really I
was sent here by Hecker, the dance-hall
man, to get him into a fix by appearing in
negligée while a man of your description
was here. I didn’t know then you were
Corbin’s boss and could fire him: thought
it was just some sort of a funny game
Hecker wanted to play on ‘him.”

“Then he lied when he said he was
married to you?”

“No. He didn’t say we were married.
He said this was his wedding day. And so
it was. Because, as soon as you left, he
made me marry him so he could make
good his statement to you.”

“ You mean that Corbin compelled
to marry him?”

« Exmly.”

“ But nobody can compel you to marry
against your will.”

Back in the bunk-room, Corbin had re-
gained his senses sufficiently to sit up. His
head ached and his mind was still liquor-
clouded, but, as he caught fragments of the
conversation in the office his mind cleared
rapidly, so that when Marie made her
reply to the president’s last question a full
and complete realization of what was going
on came to him.

“T know that a girl can’t be forced into
marriage,” his wife said. “ The fact of the
matter is, I liked Mr. Corbin at sight, and

you
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was sorry I had agreed to play a trick of
any kind on him, no matter how innocent.
So, to get him out of the rotten predica- -
ment I got him into, I married him with-
out making any objection. I let him think
he bullied me into it, but he didn’t. I'm
a weak-minded fool in lots of ways, Mr.
Vance, but no man could bully me into
that.”

Behind the curtain, Corbin gasped as he
overheard this. He rose, shocked into full
possession of his senses now, and crept
closer to the curtain, where he could peer
out.

“ Well, well! An extraordinary story!”
ejaculated Mr. Vance. “ Corbin, then,
married you just to make good a statement
he made on the spur of the moment?”

“ That’s the kind of a man my husband
is,” said Marie. ‘ That’s another reason
why I let him bully me into marrying him.”

“ But, if you were one of Hecker’s crea-
tures, do you think you did right when you
let a man like Corbin marry you? Can
he ever be happy with a loose woman?
And if he isn’t happy himself, how can he
ever make you happy? ”

“But I’'m not a loose woman!” Marie
cried. ‘“ Hecker himself will say that I'm
not. That’s the reason I had to agree to
play a trick on Mr. Corbin—because I
wouldn’t pay the debt I owed Hecker by
joining his rotten outfit—and, at that, had
I known how much trouble the trick would
make for Corbin I never would have agreed
to it. I'm telling you all this, because I
want you to recognize the fact that my
husband’s word is as good as his bond.”

Mr. Vance looked puzzled.

“ It would appear to be if what you say
is true, and I don’t doubt that it is,” he
admitted. “ And yet the fact remains that
he had been drinking before he fell on the
floor and cut his head.”

“ He was—yes. But think of the reason
he had. He married a woman that he
thought was no good in order to keep his
word and hold his job, and then he lost
his job after all. Don’t you think that any
man might drink under the circumstances?”

Mr. Vance was non-committal.

Corbin, behind the curtain, wondered
what further defense of him would be made
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by this girl whom he had freated worse
than a dog,

“ The reason I'm telling you all this”
Marie went on, ¢ is because 1 want you to
give him another chance. Hel never drink
again. I’ll promise you that.”

“ How do you know he won’t?”

“ Because he’s got a wife that he will
care too much for to ever fool with liquor
again.”

“ According to your own statement he
doesn’t care for you at all.”

“ Not at this moment, perhaps. But he
did, Mr. Vance, when I first came in as a
down-and-nearly-out little kitchen helper,
and he will again when he’s convinced that
I'm straight.”

“ How do you know he did?” -

“T oould see it in his eyes; and the way
he looked at me when he thought I was
asleep and couldn’t see him.”

“ Well, I don’t know—"

The president never completed the sen-
tence. At that instant the door flew vio-
lently open, and Nick Savage rushed in,

- CHAPTER IX.
A HOBO’S TRUE COLORS.

“ R. VANCE!” Nick cried, address-
ing the vigitor. * Say, that’s you,
ain’t it?”

“It is.”

“ Say, d’you know there’s hell to pay on
the line? Say, wasn’t there a lot of guys
at Camp Five that asked you for more pay
and better bunks and so on, an’ if they
didn’t get ’em they was a-goin’ to do this,
that and the other thing to you?”

“ There were. What about them?” the
president demanded.

“They've broke loose, that’s what.
There’s a guy named Harvard at their

“head—an educated nut that was always
sayin’ laborers are treated like dogs and so
on down at headquarters camp—an’ he’s

got ’em crazy in the head. There’s a

bunch of ’em marching here. They’re

talkin’ terrible about how they’re going to
do you up because you’re a capitalist—
an’ Corbin too, because he makes ’em come
here to this office to get their bank checks

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

when they used to get ’em at the stores and
hooch joints. Say, you’d better get your
gun out if you've got one. An’ Corbin
too—where is he?”

“The cowards!” Marie flared. “ Mr.
Corbin is ill and not able to fight, and Mr.
Vance is an old man. But I can fight, and
I will!”

Mr. Vance remained calm,

“It can’t be so serious as all that,” he
said. “I'm sure there’s no reason to feel
alarmed.”

“I'm sure there is!” cried Nick. “1Y tell
you, you don’t know them guys like I do.
They’ve been guzzlin’ hooch, an’ one or
two of ’em have guns—”

It was then that Corbin stepped from
behind the curtain. His clothing was dis-
arranged and his hair was still clotted with
blood, but despite that it was plain that a
great change had come over him. His head
was erect and his shoulders were straight.
His eyes were no longer soft and yielding;
his voice was as commanding as when he
had led his company across the bullet-
whipped inferno of No Man’s Land.

“You are right, Mr, Vance,” he said.
¢ There’s no need to worry. I know that
fellow, Harvard, and how to handle his
kind.”

“Not the way he is now, you don’t,”
cried Nick. “He’s a crazy Bolshevik, I
tell you. He’s got it in for you special,
too, Corbin. Says you tricked him out of
this paymaster job, when it was him that
by rights ought to ’a’ had it.”

But the others had gone to the windows
and were looking out at a sight that was
not reassuring. Some forty or fifty rough-
looking men were advancing on the pay
office, the big hobo called Harvard at their
head. He was walking backward and
orating to his followers as he came on, and
his words, whatever they were, won him
salvos of cheers. He turned and faced the
shack as he drew near.

“Leave it to me,” said Corbin, and he
left the shack and went out to meet the
mob leader.

“What do you want, Harvard?”
tone was clear and snappy.

Harvard stared in evident surprise at the
change in the demeanor of the man whom

His
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he had known only as a broken and
dispirited hobo. '

“ Nothing from you just yet, Corbin,”
he replied. “ We'll attend to your case
later. What we want now is that capitalist

bloodsucker you’ve got in there. Out of
the way.”
“ Wait! You can enter the shack alone,

Harvard, but your men must remain where
they are.”

“We'll enter any damned way we like.
Come on, men.” Harvard endeavored to
sweep by Corbin.

The latter said nothing more in words;
just swung his fist at Harvard’s jaw.

The mob leader staggered, recovered,
and then rushed. Corbin was ready for
him. They locked arms and struggled
back and forth, then fell together and rolled
over and over.

Harvard’s followers paused in their rush
to the shack to cheer for their champion.
Outside the shack, young Sidney Corwin
and the company doctor he had gone after,
stationed themselves in front of the door
and were joined by Nick and Marie and
finally by Mr. Vance himself.

The fight went on, first one and then the
other of the contestants on top. Then one
of them stayed on top. He rose presently,
and the man on the bottom rose too. The
latter got knocked down again with speed
and despatch. He stayed down this time
until lifted to his feet by his friends, and
Corbin brushed the dirt off his coat with
his fingers as he rejoined the group at the
shack door. The insurgents gathered
around their fallen leader, talked loudly for
a while and then less loudly, and after a
while they slowly but surely betook them-
selves elsewhere.

657

Mr. Vance consulted with the young
man he had arrived with in a whisper. The
latter nodded and smiled. Then the presi-
dent stepped up to the victor.

“ Mr. Corbin,” he said, “ you are to re-
main here as paymaster. I've got another
job for the man who was to become your
successor. Your work has been quite satis-
factory, and I have reasons for believing
that it may be even more satisfactory in
the future. In case it is, don’t forget that
there are lots of good positions with the
Vance Construction Company. So I'm
going to wish you and your brave little
wife the best of luck.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Corbin. “ And
you’re right about my work being better in
the future. I've got something to work
for now.” :

Marie could merely smile through her
tears.

“ And you, sir—” Mr. Vance beckoned
to Nick. “ Come along with us and leave
those love-birds alone. Maybe I can find
a good job for you too. Do you think you
could learn to drive a motor-car?”

“I'll say I can!” cried Nick. “1I could
even learn to drive an airplane to-night!”

So good-bys were said all around, and in
a moment Corbin and his bride found
themselves alone in the shack. He took
hold of her hands and looked into her

eyes.
“ Can you ever forgive me, Marie?” he
pleaded. “I was a brute. And I do care

for you, you know; did the first minute
you stepped inside my door. Do you think
you could ever learn to care too?”

“T don’t need to learn,”” Marie murmured
happily as she buried her face in her hus-
band’s shoulder.

(The end.)
v U
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NEW YEAR'S EVE

THE world-old hush in the age-old sky,
The soft stars shining clear and high,
And the waiting, waiting, far and nigh.

Then clash on clash through the midnight air,
Then shriek on shriek and blare on blare,
And laughter and sobs, malediction and prayer!

Mabel Martin.



Author of “The Wasp,” = Twe Shall Be Born,” cte.

WHAT HAS ALREADY HAPPENED

ICTOR KENT, sportsman and adventurer, returns from the North woods to Mooseyard to see
his fiancée, Flora Scott. At her home he meets a man calling bimself Swithen, who pretends
to be 2 rmmomue business man. Captain Farley, of the Northwest Mounted, silently in

love with Flora, is also present. That night Victor makes upapackoimultosendoutby
messenger, allowing others of the settlement to include their letters. Next morning he goes out
ahead of the mail-carrier and lies in wait. Soon he sees Swithen on the trail. As the mail-carrier
appears Swithen raises his gun to shoot, but Victor fires first, and Swithen drops dead. The third
man does not know what has happened. Victor goes back to Mooseyard, prepared to flee for his
life. He knows he will soon be hunted as Swithen’s murderer, but when he says farewell to Flora
he assures her he is innocent of any charge that may be made against him. She trusts him, and
insists that he allow her to go with him in his flight. They leave and are mnmedbyFat.beerm
at a distant settlement.

In a confession he makes to the priest Victor wins the old man’s admiration and sympathy.

He leaves a letter in Father Quinn’s care, which he says will help clear up the charge against him.
Then the two proceed into the snow barrens of the North. While they are struggling
ward,thedmthofwathenhasbemdmcovered and Victor accused. Posses take the trail and a
reward is offered. At about the same time a fire completely destroys Father Quinn’s church and
house, also wiping out Victor's valuable letter and his marriage certificate, and the priest rendered
seriously Hl. On the trail Victor and his wife fight their way to the caribou pastures, for their
food supply is dangerously low,
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CHAPTER IX.
BEAVER WALSH, THE TRAPPER,

HE blizzard blew itself out and the

I sun came up in a clear eastern sky,
Flora and Victor made an early start,

but were forced to travel slowly, for the
many inches of light, powdery snow that
the blizzard had drifted over the barren
world and heaped upon the stunted ever-
greens, made the breaking of new trail diffi-
cult. Flora tramped sometimes behind Vic-

tor and in front of the team, and some-
times behind the straining dogs. At every
step her snow-shoes sank deep in the un-
packed snow.

About the middle of the morning they
came into a rough country crossed with
gullies and ravines. The ravines were filled
almost to their lips with a tangled growth
of alders that in some places protruded well
above the drifted snow and in others lay
treacherously hidden beneath the-surface.
Here the sledding was even heavier, and it

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for Deeember 17.
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was necessary to stop frequently and rest
the dogs. The land sloped off to the north-
ern "skyline, and away in that direction
spread a forest of stunted trees. Beyond
the trees and five miles from the course
which they were following lay the Little
Kettle River, and in the late spring all these
ravines and gullies were roaring water-
courses that fed the many feet of melting
snow to the churning waters of the Little
Kettle.

There were hundreds of acres of pulp-
wood within their view and hundreds more
along the banks of the river. There were
mineral deposits in the country also, but
none of this wealth was available because
of the lack of transportation. The Little
Kettle was nowhere navigable, and the river
into which it emptied could only be navi-
gated for a short distance from its mouth,
and that for only a few short summer
months. For years there had been a great
deal of talk about the construction of
railways that would open up this country
for development, and give a road to the
miles of valuable timber-land that extended
to the north of the valley.

Victor knew the valley of the Little Ket-
tle, and during one of their brief rests he
got out his map and located their position
to within a few miles. He pointed it out
to his wife.

They came to a low hollow, whose sides
were thickly covered with bare, wind-broken
brush. They had crossed several similar
gullies that day, but Victor approached it
cautiously, feeling a trail between the bent
trunks of the alders which the dogs fol-
lowed slowly. They were ascending the
farther side, which rose at a steep incline,
when Flora, who was in the rear, caught
the toe of her snow-shoe under thé tough,
unyielding branch bf a hidden sapling. A
hot thrust of pain stabbed through her
ankle and wrung a cry from her lips as she
fell forward, with her face in the smother-
ing snow. She sank far into the drift, for
a moment struggling to regain her feet.
Victor heard the scream, turned, and was
at her side in an instant. Without speak-
ing he bent and untied the thong that held
the snow-shoe to her foot. With strong
arms he lifted her clear of the snow and
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began to carry her tenderly up the bank.
Her face was bloodless and her breath came
hard, but her eyelids fluttered open and
she smiled up into his anxious eyes.

“It's my ankle, dear—twisted. It will
be all right in half an hour. I didn’t break
my leg, though I deserved to. Don't let us
stop, Victor, or I won’t be able to forgive
myself. Every moment counts.”

“They were on the lip of the hollow where
the dogs had halted, and he placed her
gently on the sled. He laughed with relief
as he arranged the blankets about her and
placed a folded one behind her shoulders.

“You frightened me for a moment,” he
said, “but I can doctor a strained ankle,
dearest. Don’t talk of carelessness—it was
sheer bad luck; no one could have avoided
that damned trap. And don’t worry about
time just now. We’ve got the lead on them,
Flora, and thanks to the blizzard, they will
will have no trail to follow. We'll keep
them guessing for a while. You will have
to rest up for a few days; it’s no half-hour
job. We will finth a good camping place
before night.”

He examined the injured foot, handling
it very carefully, for every touch caused
pain. He feared that the bone was frac-
tured, but he did not tell his wife this.
The joint was swelling rapidly. He opened
a haversack and brought out a bottle of
arnica. After he had bathed the ankle with
snow and arnica he bandaged it loosely in
a temporary bandage. Then he raised the
foot on a pillow composed of a dunnage-
sack and a blanket.

“ There is a wood not more than half a
mile ahead,” he said. “ That means a place
where we can make camp, and I can fix your
ankle properly. I'll drive the dogs carefully
—make them watch their step. But I am
afraid it will be rough going for all that.
We mustn’t stop here in the cold any longer.
Are you comfortable, dearest?”

“ Yes,” Flora replied. “ Snug and warm.
The pain is still bad, but it is the delay
that is worrying me. To think that you
should lose an hour over this old ankle!”

“ A day, or an hour, or a lifetime! What
does it matter, dearest girl, while I have
you? Time was made for slaves.”

He picked a careful trail in the direction
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of the dark Ine of the woods and guided the
dogs yard by yard, circling every drift and
hemmock. The dogs drew the extra weight
well and were content to mrove slowly.
Fwice he stopped to rest them, but onty for
a few moments, as they were in the open
with no protection from the coldd. No more
treacherous gullies intervened between them
and their objective. They were within a
hundred yards of the shelter of the woods
when Victor pawsed and peered imtently
away to the left, where the valley edged off
toward the valley of the frozen river. He
saw a white feather of vapor drifting against
the cloudless blue immediately above the
trees—a formless breath of mist that humg
motionless for a moment in the air, then
rose and vanished. It came agam.

“ There is smoke—off there to- the Ieft,
Flora.” He turned to the girt on the sfed.
“ That probably means the cabin of somre
trapper, and there will be some place where
I can make you comfertable while you
need to rest. It’s not far. We shall be as
safe there as anywhere. I think we lave
given them the slip for a while, dear. We
shall be on the barrems soom, where the
wind wilt sweep out our trai each day be-
hind us. The dogs will travel all the faster
for a good rest.” '

They proceeded in the direction of the
smoke, and had net gone very far when
they came upon an indistinct trail that
turned in among the trees. Beyond the out-
er edge of trees lay the white expanse of a
small lake or large pond. At the farther end
of the lake a silent, ice-locked streamr made
an outlet toward the river. They followed
the trail along the eastermt edge of the lake
and came upon & squat log cabin, haif
buried in the snow and half hidderr amomg
the wind-breaking spruces. Two feet of
rusty stove-pipe protruded from the roef,
and fromt it curted up the smoke that had
guided them. Victor stepped up to the
door of the cabin. H was bolted on the
outside, but not locked. The owner, whe-
ever he was, was evidently not far afield,
for through the tiny window Vietor saw
a good fire burning o the hearth. He
opened the door and stepped inside.

For a moment he could not see in the
half-light and shadows made by tle twist-
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ing flames uponm the stone hearth. Then
his eyes took in the detadls of the rowgh
farnishings of the interfor. A narrow bumk
eccupied ome side wall; the hearth was at
the end opposite the door. There was a
small table, on whick the antidy remains of
@ hastily eaten meal lay seatiered. Fraps
bung upon the wall and a rifle lay wpen
pegs driven into the logs beside the bamk.
Fwo paddles and an 2x stood & a cormer.
Fire-wood was piled beneath the bunk awd
under the table, and a few pelts were Feaped
it another comer of the room.

When he had remeved the blankets from
the bunk and spread an armbul of fresh
spruce boughs as a mattress Vietor lifted
Flora from the sled, earried her irto the
cabin, and laid her tenderly m the bumk.
Then he stepped outside again te see to the
dogs, and came face to face with the
owner of the cabin. He was an mndividwal
of a remarkably emprepessessing appemr-
ance. His narrow, dark face was half i
dem by a tangle of red-brows bemed, and
from lip to eye and acress Mis low forehead
to the edge of ks cap ran three pale, ding-
onal scars. His eyes were teo close to-
gether, and his shifting, evil glance slipped
from the dogs and sled to the smiling face
of Vietor Kent and then throagh the open
door of the cabin. Whken he spoke Mis
eyes never met Victor’s, but moved restfess-
Iy from the sled to the door and back again.

“ Where did ye turn wp- from, paredner?”
he questioned. “It seems like ye'd made
yerself to Bome. It ain’t much of a cabim,
and there aim’t mueh reom to spare, so the
seener you tell me what ye're after the
better.”

“Your nmne is Walsh, is it not?” said
Victer.

“ Michael Walsh. And yer own?”™®

“ Well, Mr. Walsh "—Victor ignored the
trapper’s question—** we muist campr in your
cabin for the night. We have kad an aeck
dent—my wife has hwrt lver foot and nrest
have a convfertable rest. ¥ cannot mewe ker
any further te-night. I wilt pay yew well
for thre incowveniener it will camse you.”

“Sare yom will. I just canre back fer
nte baccy-powch. It’s on the table there.
Yeu might toss it eut to me, friend. Then
Y1 be goin’ fer a while. Got me business

5 A
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to attend to. What did ye say yer name
was?”

« I didn’t say, but it happens to be John
Williamson.” -

Kent ignored the trapper’s insolence of
manner and showed no displeasure in his
tone or expression. He handed the tobacco-
pouch to Walsh and watched him slouch off
inte the woods on a pair of ill-constructed
snow-shoes patched and mended in many
places. His face became grave when he
turned to enter the cabin once more. He
recognized the man as a trapper of whom
his guides had told many evil stories.

Sam Trent had described to him the
close-set eyes and narrow, scarred face of
Beaver Walsh, who trapped somewhere up
in the Little Kettle Valley. Sam did not
know how he had come by the scars, but
he did know how he had gained his name.
Tt was not because of the industry of his
character, but because he had once served
a term in jail for taking beaver through
the ice. That had been ten years ago,
when he first came into the district—from
where, nobody knew. The main reason
that he had not served further sentences
behind prison bars was that he had kept
to the wilderness trails where he was hard
to catch. Every year he sold his furs to an
old Indian trapper, who took them in and
dispensed with them at the trading-post at
Crooker River. The old Indian was afraid
of Beaver Walsh, and Beaver Walsh was
afraid of the police—Sam didn’t know why,
but he reckoned it was for some pretty good
reason.

“Who is he?” asked Flora from the
bunk. ‘I didn’t like his voice.”

“ He’s Beaver Walsh, a trapper, and a
bad actor from all that' I have heard. But
he can’t try any tricks with us. He had
no gun with him and I’ll take care to com-
mandeer his ammunition before he returns.
We have the drop on him, Flora.”

Captain Fraser Farley sat before his desk
and stared blankly at a square of ink-
stained, blue blotting-paper while he
smoked innumerable cigarets of his own
rofling. His quiet, softly lined face showed
no sign of the turmoil of his emotions save
a little puckering of the brows. On the sur-
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face of things there seemed no reason for
his hidden nervousness. In the matter of
the crime at Mooseyard he had acted with
promptness and decision—executed every
order from headquarters, and carefully
studied the reports of Sergeant Jarvis and
Deputy Sheriff Barker. Yet the news from
the settlement had broken through the bar-
riers of the quiet regularity of his life and
stirred to wakefulness emotions that were
foreign to his nature—anger and jealousy.
He had loved and dreamed, unreasonably
and without hope, for two years, and now
his dreams had been suddenly blown to
atoms, as though a high explosive shell had
landed in their midst.

Of course he had realized practically
from the first that Flora would never love
him, so he had set a guard on his tongue,
and allowed himself to see her only occa-
sionally. Then Victor Kent had come, a
big fellow, an easy talker, a man with
money, and had won her in a fortnight.
Farley had clearly perceived how the land
lay on his last visit to the home of the
Scotts, but then he had accepted the in-
evitable, and after a night of melancholy
musing resolved to forget those two years
and throw all the activity of his mind into
his work. Kent could make her happy,
he felt sure. He had liked Kent. But
the word of their going had swept away all
his resignation and waked in him a passion
that his inarticulate nature could not ex-
press.

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock
on the door and the entrance of a constable, -
who saluted and handed him a telegram.
He tore it open and read the few concise
lines from headquarters. His face lightened
and his whole bearing became alive and
active. He took a yellow telegram-pad
from a drawer and hastily wrote an answer,
which he handed to the constable.

“Tell them to rush this, Morrison,” he
said.

Farley reread the telegram with evident
satisfaction. It ran:

Captain Collins is on the moming train.
He will relieve you. Go to Mooseyard and
interview friends of Hiram Swithen. Locate
Sam Trent and Joe Sabatis. Then act as you
see fit, Myvess.
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This was what he had desired, but had
not requested or expected—permission to
take an active part in the pursuit. He
made his plans quickly. He would get to
Mooseyard that night, talk with certain
men, whose names he jotted down in his
note-book, the next morning, and be off
with a fast team of dogs before the next
evening. His melancholy passed and his
anger subsided with the prospect of action.

About half past three in the afternoon
he strolled over to the station and joined
the postmaster and the station-agent, who
were awaiting the arrival of the train that
came north three times a week. He had
made all preparations for his departure,
and knew that a team of dogs would be
ready for him when he returned to the bar-
racks. Constable Morrison, who was to
accompany him, had been warned. He ex-
changed greetings with the two men in the
little waiting-room, but did not join in
their conversation. He was naturally taci-
turn and seldom at his ease with fluent
talkers. He busied himself with his own
.thoughts, and they continued their con-
versation after a moment of silence. The
train was only a half-hour late that day,
and as it drew into the junction, Farley,
who had stepped out upon the platform,
saw Collins standing on the step of the
rear car. The two officers knew each other
slightly and shook hands in friendly fashion.

“ Well, now that I’'m here, Farley,” said
the newcomer, ‘ perhaps you can tell me
why the old man sent me, and what you
are going to do with yourself while I'm

filling your shoes. Special duty, I suppose.

Is it the killing at Mooseyard?”

“Yes,” replied Farley. “I leave for
Mooseyard to-night with one man. That
leaves you two men, and I will show you
the ropes before I leave. I'm glad the
major gave me the job. It’s mine by
rights.”

“ Well, I wish you luck. I expect they’ve
rounded up the man already. Rather
strange case—one rich sport bumping off
another like that. What do you think was
Kent’s motive, anyway? Robbery—or
jealousy?”

“I'm sure I don’t know,” replied Farley
shortly. ‘“ The motive of a crime hardly

.magazine in silence.
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lies in our province, does it, Collins? That’s
for the judge and lawyers to discover.”

The two men traveled the junction trail
in silence. It was dark when they reached
the place where the shooting had occurred,
so they did not stop to make any examina-
tion. A quarter of an hour later they came
to a stop before Jones’s hostelry. The cap-
tain entered in search of supper while Mor-
rison attended to the stabling of the dogs.
Bill Jomes scarcely seemed surprised at
Captain Farley’s arrival.

“ Thought you’d be comin’, sir,” he said.
“ This affair is too big fer Dave Barker
and that bunch. Yer room’s ready fer you,
sir. I suppose you've got a pretty fair
idea of what’s at the bottom of it all
already.”

The captain made an impatient reply
and continued on to his room. After he
had eaten he asked the hotel-keeper a few
questions concerning the men whose names
he had secured from Deputy Sheriff Barker.
He learned that Little Joe Sabatis and Sam
Trent had gone to their own homes, where
they could be easily found when they were
wanted. Archie McKay and George Allen
were by this time far away with the posse
that had started on their hunt with such
vim early that morning.

From Bill Jones himself he gained little
concrete information, though he received
a great deal of supposition and a few of
Bill’s own intricately worked out solutions
of the mystery.

Later in the evening several men dropped
in to learn the latest news from the hotel-
keeper, and fill the hotel office with tobacco-
smoke and loud talk. The captain had
given Morison instructions, and knew the
constable could be trusted to gather any
gossip that was in the air, so he read his
The only one of the
visitors with whom he was acquainted was
James Robinson, and the old man was in °*
a syly temper that evening and refused
to be drawn into conversation. He came
late, accepted the chair which Farley of-
fered him at the farther end of the room
from the noisy group, and morosely chewed
on the end of a cigar which the captain
handed to him. His dour, lined face was

flushed with the effect of a few drinks, but



WHERE ALL

the liquor had served only to deepen his
sullen despair and lend a reek to his breath.
The only speech the captain could get out
of him was characteristic.

¢« T don’t know much about Victor Kent.”
He spoke slowly and with a hesitating
articulation. “ Hiram Swithen was either
a fool or a cheat. What business had he
mucking around here waving his big hands,
making big promises, and making fools of a
lot of short-sighted dolts who don’t know
a damn thing about real business? Well,
he lost out, captain. I tried to make
money out of these mines and to make a
real town out of this dump, and I lost out.
Can’t be done, sir, can’t be done.”

Fraser Farley became very bored with
the surroundings and the company and went
to his room before the evening was very
old.

When he woke in the morning it was
still almost dark. He went to the window
and saw that snow was falling. The cap-
tain swore gently beneath his breath, and
dressed in haste, for the room was bitterly
cold. He knew that the storm would neces-
sitate his spending another day in Moose-
yard, and decided that it was up to him to
perform the unpleasant duty of calling on
Edmund Scott. During the morning he
worked over his maps, tracing imaginary
lines of flight and pursuit, and covering
many miles of territory with a ruler and a
pencil. By noon the snow had ceased to
fall, but low clouds still hung across the sky,
threatening further bad weather before
night.

At a few minutes past three in the after-
noon Captain Fraser Farley reached the
door of the International Bank. Business
for, the day had ended, but the door was
not locked, and when he stepped inside he
saw the banker still seated at his desk, while
a shirt-sleeved junior clerk was packing
bundles of paper and bank notes into an
open safe in great haste. Edmund Scott
stepped forward to meet him with out-
stretched hand.

“ Tt was good of you to come, Farley,”
he said simply. “ You have come to help
me. I need help.”

Farley was tongue-tied as he felt the
grip of the banker’s hand, and read the
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appeal in his face. He saw the strained
lines there and the dark patches beneath
the eyes that told of worry and of sleep-
less nights.

“1 will do what I can, sir,” he replied.
“ But I have come to you for information.”

Farley felt vaguely uncomfortable. The
junior locked the door of the safe, put on
his coat and his outer wraps, and with a
“ Good night, sir,” to the manager, left the
building. He was evidently in a hurry.
When the door had closed behind him, Ed-
mund Scott leaned suddenly forward and
placed his hand on the captain’s knee,
When he spoke his voice was tense.

“ Farley, Victor Kent is not a murderer,”
he said. “I don’t believe he shot Hiram:
Swithen, but if he did it was for some good
reason—some reason you or I don’t know
anything about, but which he understood.
I know that Kent is an honest man. I be-
lieved what Hiram Swithen told me, but I
did not know him. He hypnotized me,
Farley. Victor was my friend, and my
daughter loved him —loved him well
enough to give up everything for him.
Farley, you must find them before the
others do—the men from Mooseyard. You
must be first and find out the truth of the
matter. I am not afraid of the truth.”

His eyes roamed from the captain’s and
sought the street beyond the window. He
peered up and down, though he could see
little through the frosted pane. Fraser
Farley could think of no adequate remark.
Edmund Scott spoke again.

“I am not afraid of the truth. Tt is
these lies and suppositions, the curious
glances and half-hidden sympathy of these
people here that are driving me mad. You
have been a soldier and can judge men, and
you know Victor, so you cannot believe him
guilty. I am very glad that you have
come.”

Farley wished sincerely that he had not
come to Mooseyard. He almost believed
what the banker said, and it was not what
he wanted o believe. He wanted to think
that Victor Kent, whom he had once re-
garded as a friend, was guilty of the killing
of an innocent man, and that Flora Scott’s
love for him was a thing that could be killed
by the proof of his guilt. His face was ex-
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pressionless, but he spoke gently to the
earnest man before him.

“To help him—to save your daughter
from disgrace, I must hear all that you
know of Victor Kent and Swithen,” he re-
plied. “If you would tell me all that you
know of your daughter’s flight.”

“T know nothing.” Edmund Scott shook
his head sadly. * Flora told me nothing—
only left me a line saying that it was all
right and that they would come back. And
I can’t tell you anything about the shooting
of Swithen, for I have tried not to listen
to the stories that they tell. The whole
thing is impossible—madly impossible.”

For about half an hour Captain Farley
talked with his friend, but he learned very
little, and during the whole interview felt
extremely ill at ease. When he said good-
by he had made no promises, and had not
said much to bring peace to the banker’s
mind.

Returning to the hotel through the late
afternoon he noticed the threatening blan-
ket of cloud that bulged low above the
quiet world. He saw that the wind was
rising. When the blizzard finally came
with its sweep of fury-driven snow he was
glad that he had not taken the trail that

"day. He spent another restless night in
the Cobalt Hotel. The morning broke
clear and the two men made an early start
in a northwesterly direction.

As they tramped down the drifted trail
between rows of snow-weighted trees, Far-
ley turned to the constable at his side.

“I'm glad to get out of that place,
Morrison,” he said.

“ 1t is a dead hole, sir,” replied the con-
stable, uncomprehendingly.

CHAPTER X.
THE KEEN EYES OF THE LAW.

EPUTY SHERIFF DAVE BARKER
D and John Starling, a constable of the

Mounted Police, who composed one
of the search parties which hunted Victor
Kent and the five hundred dollars, wea-
thered the blizzard safely, and the next
morning continued on in the direction of
Whitewaters. They had a five dog team
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and a light load and were impatient of de.
lay, so they traveled hard despite the heavy
trails. Late in the morning John Starling
came to a sudden halt and pointed with the
pipe which he removed from his mouth
across a rift of unbroken snow to the fur-
ther edge which was walled by unbroken
woods.

“See that, Dave?” he questioned.
¢ Just comin’ out of the woods there? Un-
less my eye is out it is a woman.”

“1T reckon you're right, son,” replied the
older man, peering speculatively and with
puckered brows in the direction indicated.
“It walks like a woman—anyhow, well
know in a few minutes. T reckon it’s one
of the squaws from Father Quinn’s village.
We're close on the river now, as I remember
this country.”

“ We might as well wait here till the old
girl comes up. She might know something
about the party we’re after, and the dogs
need breathin’, Dave.”

So the two men seated themselves on the
sled and smoked their pipes, while the
panting huskies lay on their bellies in the
snow with their tongues lolling out. The
indistinct figure took shape and outline as
it approached across the snow. It soon
proved that John Starling’s observation had
been correct—it was a woman for whom
they waited. She was hurrying, though to
the men her progress appeared slow. Soon
they made out that she was tall, stooped,
and spare of form—an elderly woman. She
carried a small pack over her shoulder, and
wore garments of Indian make. But ske
was not a squaw, though her skin was very
dark—a French-Canadian evidently. She
moved as though she were unaccustomed
to the use of snow-shoes and found the
light drifts hard to navigate. When she
entered the outer fringe of the forest and
came face to face with the two men who
had risen, she stopped in her tracks and
dropped her sack in the snow. Her face,
that had been vacant of all expression, be-
came alive with a movement of startled,
nervous fear.

“Don’t stop me,” she said in a shrill,
cracked voice. “I go to Mooseyard for
the doctor. I must be queek. Father
Quinn, he ver’ seek, and only old squaw to
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narse him, ¥, Margaret Lalonde, his
housekeeper, must not touch him; so I go
for real doctor, man doctor!”

Dave Barker restored her property to
her, and addressed her in quieting tones.

“ That’s two bad! I'm mighty sorry to
hear that the little missionary has took
sick. We won’t stop you more than a few
minutes, Mrs. Lalonde. I just want to
know whether you people in Whitewaters
have seen anything of a large man and a
girt and a four-dog team, during the last
three days. I reckon darn few travelers
come up this way, and youll remember

them if you ever set eyes on them. The

man’s Victor Kent, a murderer, and .we’re
police officers who are out to reund him
up'”

Margaret Lalonde’s feeble wits had re-
ceived two shocks during the previous
night, and her vindietive nature had been
stirred to a jealous rage against Chief Two
Bear and his squaw, Molly. She had
nursed the jealousy in silence for a few
hours. Then she had resolved to leave the
village and find a real doctor. She had
heard of one in Mooseyard, and she knew
the direction in which the town Jay; so she
had borrowed snow-shoes, a coat, and a
little food from her fnends and left White-
waters behind her. When the deputy
sheriff mentiomed the man and the girl and
the four-dog team, a crafty light came into
her beady little eyes. She had heard
Father Quinnt give explicit directions to
Two Bear the day before regarding this
matter. If men came to Whitewaters ask-
ing questions about the strange couple, the
villagers were to give them no information
at all. Therefore, Margaret Lalonde rea-
soned in her twisted old mind, if she told
these men all that she knew, it would mean
troubte for the chief when Father Quinn
heard of it. She was in a vindictive humeor
and wanted to make trouble.

“1 guess you know something about
them,” John Starfing suggested, neticing
her hesitation; “ and you better tell us all
you know. It won’t hurt you, missus, and
we want this man bad.”

“¥ will tell you,” she said with sudden
resolve. ¢ They come at mbon two days
ago—before the big fire. The big fire come
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Tast night when the snow and the wind
are blowing, and burn up our fine church
of St. Anne and our house—the priest’s
house. The flame’s jump up high and the
wind roar—it is one terrible thmg to see—
and mak’ Father Quinn ver’ seek. Oh,
Mon Dieu, it is one bad night!”

The woman seemed to have completely.
forgotten the subject of the questions, and
the wild expression of her trembling face
showed that all other thomghts were driven
from her mind by the memory of that
night’s lurid terrors. She would have gone
on talking excitedly of the fire had not
Dave Barker gently brokem in upen her
flow of rapidly spoken words. At her first
sentence he had exchanged delighted
glances with Jolm Starling. His judgment
in starting his search in the direction of the
Indian village had been early vindicated,
and though the recent snows had hidden the
fugitives tracks, still they had semething
to work on. Now he sought more definite
information.

“ It must have been a bad fire, sure,” he
said; “but you’re in a hurry to get that
doctor, and I don’t want to keep you lenger
than I have to. We want to know alt that
you can tell us about this party that came
to your village twe days ago. How long
did they stay? And what direction did
they start away in?”

“ The big man and the pretty girl?” re-
plied Margaret Lalonde, the crafty light
returning to her eyes. “ They come about
noon to Father Quinn. The man talk with
the priest in hees little room. I think he
mak’ confession maybe. Then after that
Father Quinn marry them and give them
blessing—I see all that with my own eyes.
I sign the book where they put their name,
They sit and talk and laugh. The man
want to buy food, but there is little food
and no one will sell. They go away to the
north, That is all T know. The gizl is
ver’ pretty. She is a fine lady—is it not
so?”

“ Good!” exclaimed Starling, slapping
his gloved hand en his knee, “ That’s what
we wanted, missus. Dave, I can smel
these five hundred bucks. That blow last
night must have slowed Kert and his gal
up considerable, and it ain’t going to burt
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our speed near as much as it will their’s.
Shake, old-timer!”

The two men shook hands. Barker’s
face lightened, but not with quite the en-
thusiasm that animated the young con-
stable. He had played the game longer
than had John Starling, and he knew its
uncertainties well.

“ We haven’t caught our man yet, son,”
he said, ¢ though this bit of luck sure seems
to give us the drop on them. This Victor
Kent is a mighty clever fellow. He’s prob-
ably got a few tricks up his sleeve yet.
Perhaps we can learn more in the village.
I'd like to get a squint at that register of
.the marriage.”

They thanked Margaret Lalonde for all
that she had told them, and gave her clear
directions regarding the most direct route
to Mooseyard. She borrowed a few pipe-
fuls of tobacco from the deputy sheriff, ana
-strode between the trees with a feeling of
satisfaction in her addled brain. She did
not doubt that she had prepared a stew of
trouble for somebody, but was not quite
sure who that person would be.

Very soon Barker and Starling were on
the river, where the snow lay heaped and
ridged by the storm of twelve hours before,
and ten minutes later they had passed up
the lane through the spruce forest and were
on the edge of the village. Here Starling
.drew the team to a halt and they surveyed
the destruction that the fire had worked.
A few charred timbers tossed in a black-
ened rectangle already lightly drifted with
snow were all that remained of the church
and the priest’s house.

“It’s a darned shame for Father Quinn
to strike all this hard luck,” said Dave
Barker ruminatively. * He worked mighty
hard over that there little church of his,
and over those good-for-nothing Indians of
his, too. They’ll be out of luck if he
cashes in. I reckon you never met the old
man, did you, John? You never came
around this neck of the woods before.”

“T've heard of the padre,” replied John
Starling. “1 hope he’s able to talk—and
willin’.  He might be able to give us a
clearer line on Kent’s plans than the old
dame. She was a bit fussed up. I guess
that cabin to the right with the egtra big
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window and the extra wide chimney must
belong to the chief of the village. Like as
not we’ll find the padre in there—eh,
Dave? Better have a look, anyhow. We
don’t want to lose no time while luck’s
comin’ our way.”

Dave Barker nodded, and with a snap-
ping of his long dog whip roused the team.
They drove into the village, where their
arrival had already been noted by the in-
habitants, who appeared to regard it with
stolid indifference. Most of the men had
gone out to attend to their traps, but a
few boys were lazily clearing up the débris
of the fire, and brown-faced squaws moved
here and there among the cabins, following
narrow foot-tracks through the deep snow
from door to door.

When they came to the house of the
chief the door was opened by Two Bear
himself. He met the intruders with a blank
stare and a phrase of guttural French
which Dave had difficulty in understand-
ing, and which baffled John Starling en-
tirely. Dave could talk the French-Cana-
dian patois after a fashien, so he asked
Two Bear very politely if Father Quinn
was improving and if it would be possible

for them to see him for a few minutes.

He said_the matter was very important.
Chief Two Bear’s eyes became troubled—
almost hostile, but he silently drew aside
and let the two men enter the poorly lighted
interior of his house.

As they passed the threshold they were
confronted by Molly, the squaw, whose
lifted hand enjoined silence. This was un-
necessary, for Dave Barker saw the blanket-
covered form of the sick man stretched in
the bunk on the opposite side of the room,
with his eyes closed—either in sleep or
death—and he advanced gently on his moc-
casined feet. The air of the cabin was pun-
gent with the odor from a pot of herbs that
simmered upon the hearth, and the steam
that escaped from beneath the lid made a
gray mist that drifted into the room. A tin
mug, half filled with some gray green
liquor, stood on an upturned box beside the
bunk. Bundles of dried herbs hung from
the roof of the room, and the walls, empty
bunks and fleor were strewn with a con-
fusion of cooking utensils, traps and bits



- WHERE ALL

of caribou hide. There was one other small
room beyond an unclosed door. It occu-
pied a lean-to constructed against one side
of the cabin. Dave felt a light touch upon
his arm and heard the spft voice of the
squaw addressing him in broken English.

“ He sleep,” she said with laconic in-
sistence. “No talk. He sick—much sick.
Get well now, maybe, but no must talk.”

John Starling quietly withdrew from the
cabin. Dave stood for a few moments re-
spectfully regarding the sleeping priest.
His face was hollow-cheeked and flushed
with fever, and his breath came rapidly,
but he no longer tossed and turned in the
madness of delirium. He had ceased to
gabble unintelligible names and phrases.
Dave shook his head and murmured that
“ things sure looked bad for Father Quinn.”

“T tell you what, ” he whispered. “ I've
got a mighty fine medicine right out here
in my dunnage sack—quinin. That’s what
he needs. You know quinin?” :

Molly nodded her head eagerly. Her
eyes brightened. Her herb teas and other
primitive remedies were already showing
good results in the reduction of the fever,
and she felt confident of her ability to cure
her patient in spite of his exhausted weak-
ness, but she was wise enough to realize
the value of the assistance -offered her.

She had used the medicine before, she
said, as he handed it to her. Then he re-
membered Victor Kent, his duty, and the
reward. He drew the old woman aside into
the unoccupied room, and asked her what
she knew about the white man, and the
white girl who had visited the village a few
days before. She became suddenly stoic
and hard of hearing. Her face became a
wrinkled, expressionless mask. She shook
her head and muttered unintelligibly. He
repeated his question without any other
result.

“This Kent is a killer,” he said im-
patiently. “ He must be caught or nobody
in all this country will be safe. There is
a big reward for the man who catches him.
If you know anything about him, I will pay
you to tell me—pay you real monzy.”

“ No savvee,” she replied, and her face
was angry now. “ Padre much sick, must
go. No can mak’ fool talk.”
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She pushed rudely past the astonished
deputy sheriff, and stooped above the
hearth, stirring the steaming pot, and mum-
bling angrily to herself. Dave strolled
thoughtfully to the door and let himself
out of the cabin. He saw Two Bear slip
like a shadow around the corner of a near-
by building, and was after him like a shot.
When he turned the corner he came face
to face with the chief, and also with John
Starling, whose expressive countenance be-
spoke great annoyance.

“You try your French on him, old-
timer,” he said; “but I guess it won’t be
any good. They're tight as clams. I've
only found two who seem to understand
the King’s English, and they won’t say a
word.”

Dave questioned the Indian closely for
several minutes, but could get nothing out
of him beyond the patently untrue state-
ment that he knew nothing at all about
the white man having come to the village.
He said that he had just returned from a
long hunting trip on the evening of the
blizzard. Dave lost his temper and ripped
out a few hot oaths that made no impres-
sion on the stalwart old Indian. Two Bear
merely shook his head and gazed at the log
wall before him as though it were infinite
space.

Dave turned on his heel and strode back
to the waiting team, followed by Starling.
He slipped on his snow-shoes without a
word and headed the dogs toward the wall
of the woods. They traveled northward in
accordance with the instructions given them
by Margaret Lalonde. Starling was the
first to speak.

“T guess we can get along without any-
thing they’d have to tell us, Dave,” he said.
“ They’ve been fixed, and even talk of the
reward won’t stir them. How was the
padre?”

“He’s a sick man, all right,” replied
Dave. “Too sick to talk, by a long shot,
so I didn’t find out anything about that
there register with Kent’s signature in it.
Likely it went up in smoke with the church,
though. The chief’s squaw is an old fool,
but I reckon she knows how to nurse. I
left her a bottle of dope to knock out the
fever. T'd like to know whether Kent
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switched his course after he left the village
or not. We've got to keep our eyes peeled,
or they’ll give us the slip yet.”

Constable Starling did not need this ad-
monition. His observant eyes were search-
ing every sheltered place, every bush and
hollow where some faint sign of the pass-
ing of the fugitives might have survived the
storm. John was young, and he had not
been long with the force. This was the
first important case on which he had been
employed and he was anxious to distinguish
himself, so his vigilance never slackened
for a moment. He did not know Victor
Kent, but thought that he must be a dan-
gerous criminal—one with plenty of brains
and courage. He admired his nerve, but
enjoyed hunting him, nevertheless, as he
would have enjoyed hunting a wolf. When
he thought of the girl he felt very sorry for
her. She must have been a little fool, and
she would probably make the hell of a scene
when they caught her man.

In Dave Barker’s mind the reward held
first place, for he was always short of
money these days, and with the coming of
spring he planned to sink a new shaft upon
his claim three miles to the other side of
Mooseyard. He was sure that the thread
of silver ore that had lured him on for so
long must widen out into a workable lode
about thirty feet below the surface. His
methodical brain worked overtime in a vain
effort to reason out the whys and wherefors
of the killing of Hiram Swithen, and he
looked forward eagerly to the capture of
Kent and the consequent solution of the
mystery. Toward Kent himself he felt no
animosity, but his inbred, reliable sense of
duty to the law of the land made him a
very dangerous pursuer.

They came to the edge of a low valley
where the hemlocks and poplar grew so
close together that it was hard to find a
passage for the team. Starling was in the
lead. Suddenly he raised a gloved hand in
the air, and Dave brought the dogs up short
and stepped to his side. With careful hand
Starling lifted a tangle of bushes that over-
hung the snow and disclosed the unmis-
takable marks of the passing of a sled.
The tracks were only traceable for abeut
three feet, and even there they were blurred
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and nearly effaced, but the deputy sheriff
did not doubt their significance, and the
constable was frankly pleased with himself.
Dave nodded.

“ Good work, son,” he said in appro-
bation. “You’re not missing anything.
It’s only in places like this that we’ll find
so much as a mark. In the open we’jl

“have to go by guesswork and trust to luck.”

“ That’s ©. K., Dave; luck’s with us,”
replied Starling as he resumed his progress
through the brush.

Twice during the crossing of the wooded
valley they came upon trees whose branches
had been broken by the passage of another
team—the team that drew Victor Kent's
sled. Then on the farther lip of the valley
they came upon a short stretch of indis-
tinct trail that chance had sheltered from
the snow and the wind. It slanted off in a
northeasterly direction, and so without
hesitation they altered their course and con-
tinued on through more openly wooded
country. Both men were impatient with
the deep white drifts that made it impos-
sible for the dogs to travel fast, even with
the light load that they were drawing.
They had gone about nine miles since leav-
ing the village when they came to the spot
where Flora and Victor Kent had made
camp on the afternoon of their marriage.
They examined the trench nearly filled with
snow and broken saplings that had once
foimed a light roof. They pulled out the
saplings and dug out the snow and came
upon the ashes and charred sticks of a long
dead fire, and once more Dave Barker and
John Starling silently shook hands. Things
were coming their way and they felt very
sanguine of success. Dave looked off be-
tween the trees where a bar of red sunset
burned warmly, and then to the dogs
stretched exhausted on the snow.

“Let’s call it a day, John,” he said.
“It’s late and the dogs are tired. If you’re
as hungry as I am supper will look mighty
good to you. We’ve done a darn good day’s
work, you can bet on that, and here’s a
camp all ready for us, so to speak, and
plenty of fire-wood.”

In a little while the odors of cooking
bacon and burning tobacco were mingling
in their contented nostrils, and they were
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refilling their tin mugs for the third time
from the kettle of steaming red-brown tea.
And a little while later they were snoring
by the low, restlessly shifting circle of fire-
light while the cold stars snapped above
their heads. Constable John Starling
dreamed of promotion and honor and the
spending of a well-earned reward.

CHAPTER XI.
THE SECOND SHOT.

HEN Beaver Walsh left his cabin
W he did not go very far away. He

walked into the woods till he came
to a fallen log, and there he sat down, filled
his pipe from the tobacco pouch that Vic-
tor had handed to him, and smoked
thoughtfully for a long time. Beaver had
had a hard winter, and had taken only a
few good pelts. He would get very little
money in return for those furs when they
were sold at Crooked River Camp. Also his
victuals were running low, and this combi-
nation of circumstances put him in a nasty
and dangerous temper.

The stranger who had come to his cabin
from where he did not know, had in his
possession things that Beaver coveted—
rifles, grub, and a woman. Probably his
pockets contained plenty of money, too,
Beaver imagined. There were four good
dogs and an outfit with which he could
jump this country and travel fast and far
to new hunting grounds. All these things
he could take for his own use with one swift
stroke, and he was not the man to hesitate
over the striking. He wondered what had
brought the man and the woman here—
. whether they had become separated from a
large hunting party, or whether they had
been out on their own when they met with
the accident. He was suspicious of all
strangers, and suspicion bred hate.

Victor unharnessed and fed the dogs.
Then he prepared their own midday meal
and sat on a biscuit box beside the bunk
while they ate it. He got his rifles, and
the packs and provisions into the cabin and
piled them by the head of the bunk where
Flora lay. He opened the magazine of
Beaver Walsh’s rifle that hung upon the
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wall and found it fully loaded. He ejected
the cartridges and proceeded to search care-
fully among the miscellaneous articles on a
crowded shelf above the hearth and on the
table. " He discovered two boxes of car-
‘tridges, and these he stowed away in his
dunnage bag. He returned the rifle to its
pegs. Flora watched him in silence.

“T am sorry I brought you here ”—Vic-
tor stopped by the bunk—* but that can’t
be helped now, Flora. Any more traveling
to-night might cause real trouble with your
ankle. Beaver Walsh is not dangerous to
us—but he is not an ideal host.”

He bathed the ankle again with cold
water, applied arnica and bandaged it.
The swelling had not lessened, and the pain
caused by any movement was intense. Vic-
tor made a pillow-shaped pad of a sweater
and a coat that raised the injured foot
above the level of the bunk. While his fin-
gers were busy with these details his brain
was occupied with sinister thoughts of the
trapper whose appearance he disliked and
mistrusted. When he had washed and
packed away the tin plates and cups, and
put another stick upon the fire on the
hearth, he allowed himself a few minutes
uninterrupted thought upon the problem.
He realized that he had done all that was
possible for their protection against any
scheme Beaver Walsh might be concocting.
He must watch, without showing suspicion,
and when the man showed his hand he
must be the first to act. Kent was alive at
that moment only because when such emer-
gencies had arisen in the past he had made
lightning decisions, and got his blows in
first. He had no doubt that the trapper
intended evil. For his greed had shown in
his face when he surveyed. the dogs and
outfit, and the knavery of his character had
proclaimed itself to Victor’s keen observa-
tion in voice and eye.

To Flora it seemed that a vague atmos-
phere of danger hung around the cabin.
She was not afraid, yet an uneasy restless-
ness possessed her mind, making sleep im-
possible, and spinning out the length of the
hours of the afternoon. She lay with low-
ered lids, imagining many things, though
she did not doubt that she was safe in Vic-
tor’s keeping.
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About four in the afternoon Beaver
Walsh entered his cabin, placed his snow-
shoes against the log wall beside the hearth,
and without speaking, seated himself with-
in the warm circle of light from the fire.
The girl in the bunk opened her eyes and
studied his scarred profile. She saw noth-
ing there to reassure her. Though the lines
of his face were weak and undeveloped,
they bespoke sly cunning—the cunning
that made such a man a dangerous menace.

Victor stepped to the fire to secure a
light for his pipe, and moved his seat to a
position opposite that occupied by Beaver
Walsh. He continued smoking in silence.
It was growing dusk in the cabin, and the
firelight made weird, changing pictures on
the walls, and set the shadows of the two
men to dancing on the rough log floor.
Beaver was the first to break the silence.

“ Them’s fine dogs o’ yern, stranger,” he
said. “T ain’t often seen such a fine team
in this country. Did ye buy them at
Crooked River Camp, maybe?”

“Yes. I got them from the trader at
Crooked River Camp,” replied Victor.
‘“ The trader brought us in with his own
team a month ago, when he was out to the
railway for the mail. I've been hunting
about in that country since then; but the
caribou are scarce this year. So I bought
this team and started south to find them.
And the blow the other night put me off
my course. We lost our way badly, I am
afraid.” -

Beaver Walsh nodded his head in agree-
ment and his sly glance flitted like a shadow
across the face of the stranger.

“ Sure,” he said. I guess ye thought
ye knew the country purty well or ye’d not
have left Crooked River without a guide.
There’s many a man has lost hisself in a
flurry like that there one, and ended up by
gettin’ froze to death. Ye're lucky, mister.
How long be ye intendin’ to stay in the
woods? The huntin’ is bad this year, and
the trappin’, too.”

“T’ll be going out soon,” said Victor.

“To Montreal or Toronto, I'm thinkin’.
Oh, the woods is all right for ye rich gen-
tlemen and ladies for a month or two, but
ye soon get a hankerin’ for yer swell houses
in the city. It’s us poor fellers as makes
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our livin’ in the woods as has to stay put.
I ain’t always lived here—not by a long
sight. I've worked in the city.”

Beaver Walsh asked many sly questions
and Victor told him many lies, most but
not all of which the trapper believed. He
was polite, but beneath his sarface friend-
liness there showed a sneering hostility that
he was not quite adept enough to hide.
Listening to his clumsily cunning questions,
Flora lost much of her fear of the man and
felt a great contempt for him. She be-
came drowsy. Her eyes grew weary of
wavering firelight and fluctuating shadow.
She closed them and slept. Victor knocked
the ashes from his pipe, stepped silently
across the room, bent over the sleeping girl
for a moment and listened to her quiet
breathing. In that moment he could feel
the eyes of the trapper turned upon him in
cold calculation, and his lips tightened to
a hard line. He could trace the movements
of Beaver Walsh’s mind—the desires, the
vacillating fears, the resolve that would
move him puppet-like to action. A wave
of anger surged through him and he faced
the room once more.

The trapper had risen to place fresh
wood upon the fire. With a burning sliver
he lighted half a candle that protruded
from the neck of a bottle on the table.

Flora woke from her sleep with a fresh
twist of pain. She watched the square of
frosted light darken, and saw the pale yel-
low dab of the candle flame. She turned
her face to the hearth where the fire now
burned more briskly. Beaver Walsh bent
above the flame, stirring the contents of a
stew pot. She heard the scrape of the
spoon against the side of the pot, and the
quiet movements of Victor whom she could
not see. Then he emerged into the fire-
light carrying food from his own supplies,
a frying-pan and a kettle. In a few min-
utes slices of pork were browning in the
pan and the odor of boiling coffee perme-
ated every corner of the little room. He
cut a few slices of bread upon a tin plate
and proceeded to toast them one by one,
spearing each upon the tines of a fork and
holding it above the glowing coals for a few
moments. When the meal was ready he
looked in her direction and saw that she
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was awake. He came forward with the
plates and the hot food in his hands and
arranged the dishes upon the biscuit box.

‘“ Feel better after the nap, dear?” he
asked cheerfully. “ Well, supper is ready.
When you have eaten that, I expect you
will be ready to sleep again. You must be
very tired, dear girl.”

“T am rested, now, Victor. We can go
on again in the morning.” She spoke in
tones so low that Beaver Walsh, less than
ten feet away, could not hear her words,
though he probably strained his ears in the
attempt. He filled her cup from the kettle
of coffee and answered her in a voice as
discreet as her own.

.“Yes. We shall start in the morning,
dearest—very early. When the men from
Mooseyard find this cabin—if they ever do
find it—we shall be many miles away.
Beaver Walsh is not to be trusted, but he,
too, is afraid of the police and will not want
to bring them into his country. We will
change our direction after we have left this
lake well behind, and go where the caribou
have gone.”

Beaver Walsh lifted his stew from the
fire to the table and removed the cover of
the pot. He gave it a final stir, and a rich
aroma of boiled fresh meat came to their
nostrils.

“If the lady would eat some of this here
stew,” he said ingratiatingly, ¢ it would do
‘her more good nor salt meat, I'm thinkin’.
It’s rabbit. They’re mighty scarce this
winter, but 1 snared a couple yesterday,
and here they be. It would strengthen her
up, maybe.”

She saw by Victor’s face and a slight nod
of his head that he wished her to accept it,
so he passed her plate and the trapper filled
it from the pot. But she did not eat much
of it, though it tasted very good.

Victor ate his share of the food he had
cooked and a plate of the stew which he
praised very highly to Beaver Walsh, and
Beaver drank several mugs of their coffee,
sweetened with real sugar and made golden
with condensed cream. He also ate a great
deal of the stew, and when he had finished
his meal he wiped his hairy mouth with the
back of his stained brown hand.. He drew
back from the table with a heavy sigh and
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proceeded to relight his pipe. He sat in
slovenly comfort before the fire with his
broken-legged chair back-tilted and his flat,
misshapen feet braced against the chimney.
He had removed his moccasins and they
lay drying upon the hearth. The flannel
shirt he wore was dirty, and mended in
many places; his tangled red-brown beard
was dirty also, and the nails of his short
fingers were like claws.

Upon those fingers he wore several rings;
two were plain gold bands and the others
were setewith large single stones, lusterful,
but of doubtful value. The hair on his
small head was curled and short, and of the
same unpleasant color as his beard.

A leather belt hung upon the wall at his
side, and from the sheath attached to it
protruded the blackened bone handle of a
knife, carved and marked with unintelli-
gible designs. Beaver Walsh reached for
the knife with his left hand and proceeded
to shave thin slices from a plug of black
tobacco which he held in his right. The
curved blade of the knife had an edge to it
that would have split paper. It was stained
with tobacco juice, but bore evidence of
frequent and recent grinding, Beaver
Walsh returned the knife to its sheath and
rolled the tobacco under the heel of his left
hand with deliberate care until it suited his
fancy. Kent could not see his motions fully
from his position to the right and behind
him, but he had observed the knife, and
also the fact that the trapper used it with
his left hand. This point, too, coincided
with the description which Sam Trent had
given him. Beaver Walsh was a southpaw.

Victor bathed the strained ankle once
more that evening. Then he unrolled his
blankets and sleeping-bag and placed them
close beside the bunk, with one end toward
the hearth where the subsiding fire now
glowed quietly. Beaver Walsh spread his
blankets on the opposite side of the hearth
and blew out the candle. Victor heard his
uneasy movements for a moment as he set-
tled himself for the night. Through half-
closed eyelids he watched the lift and drop
of fluctuating firelight upon the back-
ground of darkness, but he was intensely
wide awake. His every sense was ‘strung
to a vibrant tensity of watchfulness. In a
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few minutes the quiet breathing from the
bunk behind him told him that Flora slept.
He deepened and slowed his own respira-
tions till their audible regularity would give
the impression to any listener that he slept.

From the other side of the hearth there
was not a sound. Victor lay upon his left
side, his sleeping-bag spread between him
and the uneven floor, and beneath the
blanket his right hand gripped the stock
of his revolver that was always upon his
person now that he played this grim game
of mimic warfare, and all men were his po-
tential enemies. It was the weapon that
had done for Swithen at the start of" the
game,

He had little doubt that before moming
came he would need to use the gun—to
shoot in defense of his wife as certainly as
he had shot and killed on the previous oc-
casion. He had read in Beaver Walsh’s
face the man’s capacity for crime, and
under the trapper’s mask of politeness he
had seen the covetings and calculations of
the crafty, shallow mind. A beautiful wo-
gnan, rifles, grub, money—for any one of
these things Beaver Walsh would slit a
throat, he knew. And here were all these

things, and a team of the best dogs in the .

country with which to travel fast and far
should flight prove necessary. So Victor
waited and watched and listened while the
glow upon the hearth died slowly to a few
coals, and the early hours of the night
passed away. Once Flora turned in her
sleep and moaned softly, but she did not
wake. From the other side of the hearth
came the heavy snoring of Beaver Walsh.
Tt sounded unconvincing to the ears of the
listening man. His own breathing con-
tinued gentle and regular, and after a short
time, that seemed long, the snoring of the
other lost force—then ceased altogether.
For a few moments Victor heard nothing
further, and his straining eyes, now wide
open and fixed steadily on the uncertain,
living darkness beyond the hearth, saw
nothing at all. Then there was an almost
inaudible movement — the shifting of a
blanket, perhaps—the movement of a hand.
A dark form took shape on the dim field
of his vision and began crawling slowly
across the floor. In that fractional second
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of inaction there came upon him with ter-
rible intensity the realization of the issue
that hung upon the sureness of his stroke.
He must take no risks of being wounded.
Sounds of the gentle breathing of the wo-
man he loved told him that.

Then the spot of light upon the hearth
was shut out from his vision by the body
of the crawling man. He fired from be-
neath the blanket—three quick shots that
filled the cabin with echoing sound and the
sharp odor of powder smoke. No sound
came from the man save the scuffing of his
limbs upontthe floor as he rolled over upon
his side. He lay motionless, dimly outlined
in-the firelight.

Victor was on his feet, but he did not
turn to the dead man on the floor, but to
the living woman in the bunk. Jerked into
sudden wakefulness, she ‘stared with wide,
unseeing eyes into his face. Her hand
found his and tightened on it convulsively.
She cried his name. Still holding her hand
he knelt on the floor by the bunk and gent-
ly kissed her lips.

“T fired, dear,” he said. “ It is all right

mow. We are safe. This fellow was crawl-
ing on me with a knife.”
“ You have killed him?” she whispered,
raising herself upon her elbow and peering
vainly into the uncertain shadows of the
room.

“T think so,” he replied. “ Doubtless
he deserves to have been killed long ago. I
had to shoot, anyway, dear, for your pro-
tection and my own. This is like war, If
I win, we win—this won’t matter. You
will forget this night. Please lie still for a
few minutes, Flora. I will tell you what I
find and what has happened.”

“ Be careful, Victor. Be sure that he is
not playing dead and waiting to leap upon
you with his knife.”

Victor threw his blanket over the top of
the bunk so that it hung between Flora and
the room. Near one corner it was pierced
and singed by the passage of the bullets,
He then tossed bark and dry wood upon
the smouldering coals, and the yellow flames
shot up, lighting the room to a grotesque,
ever-changing brightness. He faced about
and gazed upon Beaver Walsh stretched
dead before the fire.
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Near his left hand lay the sheath knife
with the blackened handle, its blade gleam-
ing silver in the firelight. He stepped to
the table and lighted the stub of candle
fixed in the bottle, and then bent to a more
careful examination of the body. He did
not touch either it or the knife. One of his
bullets had entered the man’s head, the
other two had lodged in his left side just be-
low the shoulder. The gray flannel shirt was
wet with blood, and blood stained the floor.
He spread one of the dead man’s own blan-
kets over both the body and the knife.

With the relief he felt now that the crit-
ical danger of the night was passed, there
came to Victor’s mind again the desire to
lengthen the distance between himself and
the pursuers from Mooseyard. He replaced
the candle with a fresh one, and then re-
moved the curtain from before the bunk.
Flora glanced quickly at the blanket-cov-
ered form upon the floor and then up into
his eyes.

“ He is dead, darling,” Victor said. “ As
soon as it is light we shall be on our way
again. You must try and get more sleep
before sunrise. I will sit here in this chair
beside you, within touch of your hand.”

“ He was a bad man, Victor. I knew it
when I first heard his voice out there in the
snow. My ankle is much better, and T am
ready to start now, if only it were day. But
I will try to sleep, and so must you, dear.”

He seated himself in the broken chair,
wrapped a blanket about his legs, and ex-
tinguished the candle. He held Flora’s
hand until she slept once more. His mind
was quiet, and he arranged his thoughts
and plans without haste. He recognized
the futility of any endeavor to hide the
body of Beaver Walsh. Any marks or dis-
turbances of the snow would be investi-
gated by the police, if they reached the
trapper’s cabin. He resolved to leave
things as they were in the room. He knew
now that Flora’s ankle was not broken, and
that the swelling was greatly reduced by
rest and treatment, so that traveling would
not cause her much pain, and she was more
anxious than he to make up the time lost
through the accident of the afternoon be-
fore. Within an hour he also slept.

The gray light of morning was coming
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palely through the frosted pane of the win-
dow. when he awoke. He stretched his
cramped limbs and blinked his eyes as the
memories of the incidents of the night
flashed dramatically before his mind. Flora
still slept. He moved quietly about the
hearth, relighting the dead fire and prepar-
ing breakfast. Flora woke. When the
water in the kettle had boiled, and the meal
was ready, they both ate heartily. ’They
talked little. Both wished to be on the
trail again, and though the cabin had lost
for Flora the sinister oppression that had
weighed upon her, she longed to leave it
behind and see it no more.

Victor fed the dogs their rations of frozen
fish. The big, well-fed animals were in
splendid condition and spirits and com-
pletely recovered from the effects of their
heavy labors.

He carried Flora to the sled where he
had ‘packed their outfit and blankets and
made her comfortable. Then he harnessed
the waiting dogs and slipped his feet under
the thongs of his snow-shoes. A few min-
utes later they were driving down the white
open of the lake, and Beaver Walsh’s cabin
was hidden from their sight by the dark
mass of the trees.

\

CHAPTER XII.
WHERE WOLVES HAVE FED.

AVE BARKER and John Starling ate
their breakfast and harnessed their
dogs by starlight. They were on

their way before the sun rose, and con-
tinued on toward the northeast, setting
their course by sun and compass all morn-
ing. Without knowing it they diverged
considerably from the line followed by Vic-
tor Kent, but early in the afternoon they
again came upon signs of the trail. It was
just at a point where the forest died away
and a wide expanse of barren rolled out be-
fore their eyes to a belt of trees some dis-
tance off and to the blue horizon on either
side. John Starling used some picturesque
language. -

‘“ Shut yer potato trap and come on,”
said Dave. “ We can’t afford to lose time
cussin’ hard luck. It may take us the rest
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of the day to pick up that there trail again,
but T reckon we’ll find it all right.”

It was harder work breaking a trail
across the barren where the recent snow lay
deep and unpacked than through the more
wooded country; but both men put their
backs into the job, taking it in turn to go
before the leading dog. They were inured
to heavy labor, the deputy-sheriff by half
of his lifetime spent in the north, and John
Starling by three years’ service in France
with an infantry battalion.

When at last the open country lay be-
hind them and they had reached the out-
skirts of the woods, they stopped to rest
the dogs and to consider their best mode of
procedure.

¢ It strikes me, Dave,” said John, “ that
the best thing we can do right now is search
along the edge of the woods till we find
some sign that 1l tell us which way that
feller went, then hump it. They may not
be far ahead, but there ain’t any sense in
going dead ahead into the bush when Kent
may have turned off to west or south and
we be none the wiser. I'll bet he struck
these woods somewhere, for speed was what
he was after, and he couldn’t get that out
there in those damn drifts.”

“1 reckon you're about right, John.”
The deputy-sheriff rose to his feet with re-
newed energy. He had filled his brier pipe
and now lighted it and gave a light to his
comrade. ‘He puffed a moment till the
bowl was glowing warmly. “ We'll split.
You'll go to the left and I'll go to the right,
and we won’t miss a thing. If we don't
strike the trail in half an hour we’ll come
back here and think up our next move.”

“ Right, old-timer,” replied John, ¢ and
if ’'m not the first to find the tracks the
drinks are on me.”

They hitched the dogs to a tree and
started off on their snow-shoes in opposite
directions, going very slowly and stopping
to search every cluster of half-buried bush
and every sheltered runway between
spreading spruces. Trees soon intervened
between them and the sled. Dave Barker
worked with methodical care, missing noth-
ing, and at the same time enjoying to the
full the fragrant pleasure of his pipe. John
Starling came upon every little hollow and

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

tangle of brush with a fresh interest and a
renewed expectation.

Peering to his left among the trnimks of
the trees he thought he saw indications of
the trail he sought a few yards off in that
direction. The white surface of the snow
was disturbed. But when he reached the
place his expectations were not realized.
The sight that met his startled eyes was a
tragic one. He whistled softly.

“ Wonder if that was our man,” he ex-
claimed aloud, and there was disappoit-
ment in his voice. “ No, I don’t think 0.
Kent was armed, and had food. Maybe
Dave will know thls party.”

The hole in the snow that held his gaze

"was surrounded by the interlacing tracks

of foxes and timber wolves, and in its cen-
ter were strewn the bones and torn clothing
of a man. The trampled snow stil showed
faint, red-brown blood stains. He stood
staring down at this unexpected discovery,
and shouted lustily for Dave Barker. In-
side a minute Dave’s answering halloo came
to his ears and he began to run back along
his tracks to meet the deputy-sheriff. He
told him briefly of what he had found, and
together they hurried to the hole in the
snow. Barker calmly examined the tomn
and frozen things that had been wrangled
over by many scavengers of the forest.

“ Guess you can’t find out much from
that, Dave,” said Starling. “ It’s not Kent
anyway, I guess, and that’s the main
thing ”

¢« Jake Simms, the cracked pedier—that’s
who it is,” replied Dave, turning with wn-
perturbed face from his investigation.
“ Jake used to do quite a trade around
Mooseyard. Dollar watches, and diamond
pins and mouth-organs, and fancy cloth for
the squaws. I saw him at the settlement
in October.

“ Well, he’s struck his last bargain now.
Lost hisself, T suppose, and froze to death
in the blizzard. Must have been cracked.”

‘“ He may have lost hisself,” said the
deputy-sheriff thoughtfully. “ He sure had
no business 'way in here. But he didn't
freeze to death, you may bet on that. Look
here—the back of his skull was stove in.
And some one has been through his pockets,
and his pack is gone.”
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John Starling examined the marks indi-
cated by the deputy-sheriff with fresh in-
terest.

«“ Some kad did him in all right, Dave.
1 guess we ain’t got time to find out who it
was. We'll just have to cache what’s left
of Jake Simms and report to headquarters
when we get in—with Kent. Ain’t that
right?”

“ Sure thing. But I got my suspicions.
Beaver Walsh traps somewhere round here
—and this looks like a job of his. It
wouldn’t be his first. Beaver’s got a bad
record, and he’s a hard man to get your
hands on. If we could take him now—-
with the goods—we’d have him for fair;
but we're after other game, so I reckon
we'll have to let him be for the present.
If you'll fetch that extra blanket from the
sled, John, we’ll fix things up.”

Johrr hurried off after the blanket, and
during his short absence Dave Barker
painstakingly took notes in a regular and
readable handwriting. He defined the lo-
cation of the discovery as accurately as was
possible, noted after some cogitation the
day of the month, and described the condi-
tion of the snow and -the nature of the
tracks which crisscrossed the disturbed
—area.

When John Starling returned with the
blanket they gathered the clothing and
bones in it and hung them high up in the
branches of a young maple. The somber
light of the late afternoon was merging and
dimming into the twilight of early evening
as they tramped back toward their team.
Dave carried a hatchet, and at short inter-
vals he blazed the trunks of the trees that
he might have no difficulty later in finding
his cache. .

When they reached the sled they made
camp right where they were, for it was too
dark to make any further search for tracks
that day. They turned into their sleeping
bags early. Dave Barker slept with his
loaded rifle within reach of his hand, and
several times during the night John Star-
ling started into sudden wakefulness, im-
agining that the cries of a hunting wolf-
pack still echoed in the air. But all was
silent save for the regular breathing of the
older man or the shifting of the embers of
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the subsiding fire. After listening tensely
for a few minutes with raised head he would
silently curse his foolishness and resume his
sleep once more. The wolf tracks in the
snow had made an impression upon the
minds of both men, though neither had
commented upon them at the time.

They had been searching only a short
time on the following morning when the
deputy-sheriff came on a trail leading still
in a northeasterly direction. Slight as it
was it revived their hope, and they were off
to a good start before the first rays of the
sun were striking horizontal bars of cold
light between the spruces. The morning
was not two hours old when they came
upon the place where the fugitives had
weathered the blizzard. The deep trench
was drifted almost to its edge with snow,
and here, too, there were tracks of small
animals that had searched in vain for any
discarded fragments of food. They did not
stop to make any thorough examination of
the camp, for they knew all that the de-
serted trench or the ashes of a long dead
fire could tell them. From this point the
trail that they followed, though heavy and
much drifted, was easily discernible, and
presented no difficulties till-they came out
again into more open country.

Even here they seldom lost sight of the
tracks of sled and snow-shoes, for bushes
and low hollows broke the force of the wind
and there had been no heavy blow since
Kent had passed over the ground two days
before. John Starling was exultant and
his companion optimistic. They drove the
dogs as hard as the rough nature of the
ground would permit, for they knew that
.every hour now they must be gaining on
Kent, who had fewer dogs and who carried
a heavier load. They laid wagers with
each other as to the number of days which
would elapse before they overtook him.
John wagered ten dollars against Dave’s
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five that they would sight the fugitive with- -

in three days.

“ When they find that we're hot on their
heels, maybe they’ll leave the team and
take to the woods on snow-shoes with what
grub they can pack on their backs,” said
Dave; “ and then I reckon we’ll have them,
son. If Kent was alone, now, I wouldn’t
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feel so sure. But he tied the noose aromd
his own neck, so to speak, whenhetooka.
gal along.”

They crossed the open country and
reached the fringe of the woods where Vic-
tor had perceived the smioke from Beaver
Walsh’s chimney. No fire burned now
upon that hearth to send its guiding thread
of gray vapor floating above the tree tops.
They turned almost at right angles from
their course, where Victor had turned, and
wondered what reason he had had for the
change.

“ Must have been heading for the river,”
said the deputy-sheriff. “ The Little Ket-
tle lies in that direction, only a few miles
off. It will be good going on the river.
The snow will be packed down a bit.”

About a mile further on they came to the
pond, traveled half its length, turned in
among the trees and sighted the trapper’s
cabin. They decided that Kent must have
spent a night in the deserted building, and
John Starling was impatient for continuing
the chase along the clearly marked trail
without any halt for an investigation of the
interior of the cabin. Dave Barker, how-
ever, insisted on having a look. With his
hatchet he knocked the padlock from the
door and they entered together, Dave in
advance of his companion. In the half
Hght the blanketed bundle stretched on the
floor loomed large. He stooped and lifted
the blanket by its nearest corner, and there
lay Beaver Walsh, dead, with three bullet
holes through him. And there lay the
keen-bladed knife with the curiously
marked handle. Dave stepped back a pace
without removing his eyes from the um-
pleasant face of the dead man. John Star-
ling looking over his shoulder, noted the
bullet holes in head and side and swore
softly,

“It’s lucky we came in here, old-timer,”
he said. “He’s sure some killer—that
Kent.”

“ You'’re right,” replied Barker quietly,
“but I reckon this job saved the govern-
ment considerable trouble. That there’s
Beaver Walsh, Beaver’s got a bad record,
and the police have wanted him for a long
time. He didn’t get any more than he de-
served, John. And look at the knife. He
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had it in his left hand. Hewasa]eft-

“hander, Beaver was.”

“1 guess Kent didn’t make no mistake

‘that time when he shot to kill.”

“I reckon not,” replied the deputy-
sheriff. “ Beaver was after his girl, and

dogs and money. But he ean’t go killing
around this way on his own even if he does
make a lucky kill once in a while.”

Starling passed him his tobaceo pouch
and Barker filled and lighted his pipe, pufi-
ing hard till the smoke came well. Star-
ling also lighted up.

“ Why did Kent shoot that feHow Swi-
then, d’you suppose?” he asked. “ He
seemed harmless, from all T hear. Was he
after Kent’s girl?”

Barker blew a contemptuous meouthful

“of smoke toward the open deer.

“ Maybe he was,” he replied. “ And a
long way after, believe me, son. But you
know what Sam Trent said when be was
boozed; and maybe Sam was seeing things
and maybe he weren’t. Fve known Sam a
mighty long time, and he ain’t neo lar.
What was Swithen doing there in the brush
with a gun if he was so damn harmless?”

“ That’s sure a puzzler. But ¥ guess
well find out soon enough when we get our
hands on Kent.”

They made a thorough search of the
cabin, Barker taking copious netes at in-
tervals, resting his note-beok upen table or
wall or whatever surface was coavenient.
Rummaging beneath the bunk, Starling
held up something which brought an ex-
clamation of excitement fram the lips of
Dave Barker. It was a worn, patched ped-
ler’s pack. They opened it and poured the
contents out upon the bunk. Watches,
rings, mouth-organs, - brilliantly celored
handkerchiefs, and packages of playing
cards were mingled in an indiscriminate
heap—the stock in trade of crazy Jake
Simms.

A moment’s glance showed Barker that
there was nothing of interest in the collec-
tion, so he returned them to the sack i
disorder, as Beaver Walsh had done a few
days before. A few minutes later, in a
cavity at the juncture of two logs, carefully
concealed with dry moss, Dave found a
leather pocket-book in which were folded

6 A
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a few bills, and a small canvas bag heavy
with quarters and ten and five-cent pieces.
The pedler had yielded meager spoils. Fur-
ther search disclosed nothing of interest
save a bottle of Scotch, with its seal still
unbroken, keeping company with seme half-
dozen empty bottles.” This they set aside
for later investigatien.

They chose a spot in the narrow clearing
which flanked the cabin and dug hard with
their snow-shoes till the sweat relled frem
their faces. They reached the iron-beund
surface of the earth and cleared a grave for
Beaver Walsh. They wrapped the body in
the blanket and secured it with rope. Then
they carried it from the cabin and deposit-
ed it without ceremony in its temporary
grave. There were no eulogistic speeches
made above the corpse of Beaver Walsh.

“ Tough old customer,” said the deputy-
sheriff. ¢ Shootin’ was a sight too geed
for him. He should have swung.”

“ He'll give the foxes semething to bite
on,” remarked the constable.

“1 saw some logs around on the other
side of the shack. A few of these will keep
the foxes off. The coroner may want to
have a look at the body.”

They found the pile of short spruce logs
that Beaver Walsh had cut earlier in the
winter, and recently dug out of the snow for
some unknown purpose. They piled them
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over the body and then shoveled in the
snow and tramped it down. Dave stuck a
long sapling at the head of the grave. Then
they fed the dogs, and securing their own
provisions from the sled, returned to the
cabin. It was well on in the afterncon by
this time, and breakfast was a matter of
ancient history, so they hurried the prepa-
ration of the meal. They fried salt pork
and dehydrated potatoes and ate them hun-
grily. Then Dave Barker opened the bot-
tle of Scotch and poured two generous shots
into two tin mugs. The unpleasant nature
of the labor of the past hour was forgotten
and their gloomy surroundings unheeded.

“ Here’s lookin’ at you,” said Barker.

“ Here’s luck, and five hundred dollars,”
was John Starling’s teast.

Barker returned the bettle to the place
where they had found it. They found a
box of nails in the cabin and they boarded
up the door and window from the outside.

“We’re losing time, but we’re seeing
life,” said Deputy-Shenff Barker as he har-
nessed the dogs.

He whipped up the team and sqon they
were out upan the lake, following the trail
of Victor Kent once more. Dave felt
younger than he had for years—as young
as John Starling—and he set a pace that
was hard for the dogs to follow. They had
covered several miles before sunset.

(To be eontmued NEXT WEEK.)
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NO RETURNING

REMEMBER, three things come not back:
The arrow sent upon its track—
It will not swerve, it will not stay
Its speed, it flies to wound or slay;
The spoken word, so soon forgot
By thee, but it has perished not;
In other hearts ’tis living still,
And doing work for good or ill;
And the lost opportunity
That cometh back no more to thee;
" In vain thou weepest, in vain dost yearn—
Those three will nevermore return.

TA

From the Arabic.



by Howard Philip Rhoades

Broadway, shuffled along disconso-

lately. His sweetheart was giving
him the cold shoulder. It was a raw, driz-
zly, gray shoulder—far from the glistening
ones usually associated with Broadway—
but, after all, not a hard one to find early
in the morning, before one has had one’s
coffee—or whatever one has nowadays.

Dave had just passed the spot where
the lady from Bucyrus,.Ohio, pauses at
8 p.M. to gasp: “Isn’t it grand!” just be-
fore she is bumped into by the thick person
from the Bronx, who is hurrying to meet
Abe, the same spot where, at nine twenty-
three next morning, Rosie, who works for
Shubert’s, remarks to Ethel: ¢ That late!
‘And I've given him the subway excuse three
times now!” Dave had just passed this
spot, head down, hands deep in raincoat
pockets, when he was hailed by Mort Sands.

“ Hey!” yelled Sands. “ You're the guy
I want to see! But I'm not giving no free
ducat to pneumonia by standing out here.
Come in, and have a cup of coffee.”

They entered one of those places where
they fry them in the fronmt window, just
to prove they really are fried. There, across
the marble, Sands asked: “ Where you been
all the while?”

“ Qver with Jacobs until recently.”

“ What you been doing since?”

“ Looking around. Several things in
view.” '

DAVE JEFFREY, the man who loved

Sands nodded. He was as sharp of eye
as rounded of form. Twenty years of plug-
ging the show and picture game along
Broadway had not been wasted.

After they bad ordered enough calories
to carry them until noon, Jeffrey felt the

‘question in Sands’s eyes, and exclaimed:

“I'm in no hury. Things will be better
soon. Then there’s Randall. I can always
go to work for him. Met him in the Astor
the other noon, and he told me to come
around and see him any time.”

Sands nodded again and continued to
look at the younger man. At that Dave
Jeffrey was a sight for the eyes of middle
age. He was yet in the fine moming of
the middle twenties, blessed with a clear
skin, and searching gray eyes. Further-
more, he was clean-cut, carefully groomed,
with a rugged frame, and a face which
was strong.

Something about him made Sands sinile
pleasantly, yet a trifle sadly. Presently he
said: “ Dave, if you've time, I've some-
thing on my mind. You wouldn’t care if 1
got insulting, would you?”

Jeffrey smiled back. He knew Sands’s
unconventional, whimsical ways. “I'll
stand some abuse,” he said, ¢ especially if
you've something on your mind.” -

o Remember,” went on Sands, with his
quiet smile, “ when we both worked for
Great Stars, Ltd., how you asked me for the
desk where you could look down Broad-
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way, and oonf&sed you loved the old
street?”

Dave nodded. Loyalty to his sweetheart
was nothing to be ashamed of, even with
the cold shoulder extended.

“How do you feel by now?” Sands
asked abruptly.

“ Well—I'm still here.”

“So’s he!” Sands indicated a gaunt,
elderly man with deeply puckered brow
pear by, his dress marking the transition
from the natty to the shabby.

As Jeffrey looked Sands said: “ An old-
timer. Never broake away. Bright and
energet.tcenoughoncetohavemadeasuc—
cess elsewhere. But he got in a rut, and
never had the courage to get out. Now
look at him, with the street full of younger,
abler men!”

‘“ Are you telling my fortune?” asked
Jefirey. “Is this the insult?”

.“No. Just let me generalize: the aver-
age fellow along Broadway is so in leve
with the street that you couldn’t blast him
away. Few put it in words, as you have,
but they’d rather be a white wing along
the Boulevard de Bunk than a millionaire
elsewhere.”

“ What’s the connection?”

“ T'm going te insult you, Dave; offer you
a job off Broadway.”

“ What sort of a job?”

“ 1 want a good man to take ¢ The Great-
est Lover,” an imported film, through the
Middle West. We’re going to road-show
it-”

Jefirey shook his head slowly. ¢ No,

” he said. “I wouldn’t want to leave
New York. You see, I can go to work
for Randall any time—"

Sands leaned forward, his eyes glittering
with experience. ‘ Dave,” he broke in,
“ after meeting one of these felows with a
.good lunich under his belt, and a perfecto
between his teeth, who insinuates that he’d
ﬁrealodgebtotbertomakeaplacefoxyou
—did you ever go around and ask one of
them for a job?”

Jeffrey admitted he hadn’t.

“Try it!” Sands urged as be gulped the
last of his coffee. “ Meanwhile think over
Imy proposition.”

. “ All right,” said Jeffrey as they once
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more stood upon Broadway. “I dea’t
agree with you. But thanks, anybow, for
the insalt.”

Later that day, beforg the wicket at the
office of George R. Randalk of Magnafilm,
Jeffrey got his card back with the word
that Mr. Randall was out. ' At that moment
a thoughtless stenographer near by, who
had not heard, called to an office boy:
“Give this to Mr. Randall. Quick, he’s
in a hurry!” And the boy, who #ed heard,
stared heartlessly ‘at the departing Jefirey
as he hurried inside.

It turned out such a day all the way
through. The shoulder did not: grow warm-
er or brighter, and just before five Jeffrey
telephoned to Sands.

“ Sure, my boy; still open!” came back
the other man’s voice. “ Wish I had your
chance. When I'm an old.codger I'll come
out and bhang around your reception-room
—when you've a chain of houses—and give
them the old ¢ I-knew-him-when ’ stuff while
they wait to see you!”

Just how Sands expected him to become
a theatrical magnate by acting as traveling
representative for a film was far from clear
to Dave Jeffrey. At first it was novel to
travel through country be never had seen.
But presently the ceaseless round of indif-
ferent botels, strange faces, and constant
change began to tell. If Sands wanted to
get away from New York why hadn’t he
come himself?.

Jefirey’s final conclusion, as he drifted
through a succession of towns, their streets
nearly empty, their buildings small, their
inhabitants all unknown to him, was that
Mort Sands had merely cooked up this
mirage of vast oppertunity to induce him to
take the job.

So through the winter unti] spring. Still
the towns looked colorless, far different from
his native New England village, and their
smallness and countrified airs made the
more acute his longing for New York. He
quite forgot his first days in the metropolis,
days of leneliness and misery, in his longing
just to slip a nickel in the Automat, to be
jostled in the subway, or sniff the air of the
Sea..: ’

For a month he hadn't even been able
to find a talkative drummer from the big
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town on the Hudson. Then one day, late
in April, he shook the hand of a thin man,
with dark, shifty eyes, prematurely gray,
and with a strangely twisted face, in the
office of the Bijou Theater, at Central City.

“ What is the name?” Jeffrey asked.

“ Eckles,” the other repeated with a queer
look.

“ Didn’t I know you in New York?”
Jefirey asked, striving to place the house
manager.

“No,” replied the other. “I've never
been in New York. Started in Milwaukee,
then went to Chicago.”

¢ Striking resemblance to a man I used
to know,” said Jeffrey. But as he couldn’t
recall a great deal about the other man at
the moment, he didn’t pursue the matter.

Yet, back at his hotel, he fell to think-
ing of his interview with Eckles for an-
other reason. He was haunted by the idea
that there had been a sudden, inexplicable
change in the manner of Eckles as he had
talked to him. At the first handshake the
man had seemed genial. Then he became
reserved, almost resentful, certainly brusk.

But, Jeffrey decided, it may have been
his imagination and disappointment at not
finding Eeckles the man he felt he had
known at some time in New York. What
did it matter? That evening, after all, he
decided he had been wrong, for then Eckles
outdid himself in being agreeable. He

passed the cigars, inquired as to conditions .

on the road, and finally took Jeffrey to have
midnight supper with him.

““ Some fellows I get in here for a week
would sour milk,” Eckles explained as they
left the restaurant.  Just to show you I
appreciate good company I'll tell you what
I’'m going to do. Look here.”

He pointed at a tailor’s show - window.
¢ This fellow,” he went on, “ is an artist for
a small place. If we get the right kind of a
week ”—he mentioned a figure—* come
over and pick out a suit. The choice of
the house. We'll know by Wednesday.
Barring bad weather I can figure the last
half within a hundred dollars always.”

The offer of the suit didn’t seem to fit
in with the vague person back in New York
whom Jeffrey was trying better to remem-
ber. Or, maybe it did fit in with him. At
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any rate, the film representative lay awake
& considerable while trying to remember
and determine.

It was close to nine o’clock next momn-
ing when he rose and looked out of his
hotel window across the wooded square of
Central City. Unquestionably it was the
prettiest town he had struck, and the open-
ing of myriad young leaves, and the soft
breath of spring heightened the effect. For
the first time he was reminded of the old
New England town from which he came.
Here was an air of leisure and age. The
houses were larger, the streets lined with
trees, the homes surrounded by lovely gar-
dens,

The warm breeze invited him out. Look-
ing across the square, after breakfast, he
chose a broad street lined with great trees
which entwined their branches high above
its wide expanse. As he entered this im-
pressive way he was pleased by its air of
permanence and distinction. He walked its
length, out to the point where the green
hills rolled in to meet the city. Then he
returned, reveling in the big, comfortable
homes set well back in spacious yards, and
the restful feeling of quiet, luxuriant living.

Then a gate clicked just ahead, and the
scenery was even enhanced.

Clad in white, with a drooping summery
hat which made one of the masculine sex—
especially one in the fine morning of the
middle twenties—breathe faster in the de-
gire to see what was beneath, moved a
charming feminine figure. She walked with
the lilt which indicates springtime of body
and soul, on slender, white-clad ankles, al-
together with such grace and vivacity as to
make Jeffrey banish thought and merely
feel the delicious abandon of youth in mat-
ing time.

He was glad that gate clicked in front
of him, and not behind!

He was determined he would follow until
he was allowed a glimpse of the face which
accompanied this vision in white. The
Bijou Theater? Well, he needn't go there
until two o’clock. No, he had to go there
right now! :Ske was entering its lobby.

The girl went in without turning. But
here, at the entrance of the lobby, was a
mirror which might still hold some trace,
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It w3as a youth who lounged there, inhaling
a thin lad with mxld blue
eyes and chalky face who had been intro-
duced to him as Bob Wiliams, the houmse
treasyrer. ’

“ Mr. Williams, how are you this mern-
ing?” Jefirey greeted cheerily.

A peculiar preoccupation, which Jeffrey
had noted the evening before as the yeuth’s
chief characteristic, gradually lifted.

“ Fine; thanks. Been out leoking us
oner?”

“ Yes. " Prettiest place T've struck. Mr
Eckles busy?” ‘

“ No—er—yes! What’s the matter with
me? He’s busy this minute with Miss Lang-
don. She just came for her statement.” -
& MIS La:gdon?”

"¢ Yes, the daughter of the lady who owns
the bouse.”

“True. Mr. Eckles men.tmned to me
last night that the owner died recently and
left the theater to his widow and daughter.
Well, they've a comfertable hentage. It’s
the b&t house in town.”

Williams nadded.

“ And deing a nice business.”

Themﬂdbhleeyaofthetreasn'er
tuened for an instant in a strange, ques-
tiening way. Something crept into the lad’s
face which reminded the other remotely of
the resentful reserve Eckles had displayed
at their first meeting. But if Williams had
such a look he could not repress it like
Eckles. His face was franker, but mone
the less mystifying.

“ Yes "—after a pause. Then: “Mr.
Jeffrey, haven’t you worked in New York?”

[ Y&” .

“ What are the chances for ayoungfel-
bw there?”

Jefirey smiled. “I debated that question
with a friend just before I came away,”
he said. “ He induced me to take this job,
saying there is more opportunity away from
New York than in it.”

“ I've often thought of going,” confessed
Williams. ¢ ’Course I've a fair job here—
been with the,‘howe two years. Mr. Lang-
don was a prince, and since his death Miss
Eve aad Mrs. Langdon have been mighty
nice—" He paused oddly. Jefirey thnught
he detected a gulp. “ But—you know—"

“ Yes,” said the other. ‘I

A faint flutter caunsed him to turn. If
his beart had palpitated before it steod
still now. At least, for the instant in which
he looked into the deeply violet eyes, at
the cheeks faintly pink, and the pearly
teeth which parted for a moment as Eve
Langdon smiled sidewise at Bob Williams.

Jeffrey smied after the slim, graceful
figure. Then, suddemly, he happened to
glance at Williams. The face of the latter,
set upon the departing girl, startled him
by its drawn misery. Jeffrey turned before
the lad saw. With the word: “ Guess Mr.
Eddwlsfree,”hewenttothemanagers

As he knocked, and then entered, Jeffrey
foundEcklesmthemddleeftlp_room
hands behind his back, as if he had been
pacing the fleor. On his thin, twisted face
was a serious look whith he banished at
once. As they fell to discussing business
Eckles again waxed cordial, spoke of the
suit of clothes which he expected to present
to Jeffrey, and ended by taking the film
representative to lunch at the hotel.

Later that day Jeffrey himself issued an
invitation. He asked Bob Williams, the
bouse treasurer, to dine with him at an
out-of-the-way little place down the street.
Their time was devoted more to conversa-
tion eating, for Jeffrey found, as he had
surmised, that his guest had all the small
town young man’s eagerness for stories of
the famed metropolis.

When Williams was asking tales of
Broadway from Jefirey he was bespeaking
no unwilling oracle. The picture man
warmed to his subject, and one might have
ithought his sweetheart never had been cruel.
But withal he was sincere, and it was this
open sincerity which won Williams.

The impression he gained proved to be
an important one, for he get Jeffrey out
early with a telephone call.

“1 was speaking to Miss Langdon about
you,” he said, “ and she wants to meet you.
She’s interested in going to New York and
getting on the stage. She’ll be in to see Mr.
Eckles at ten thirty, and if you could be in
front of the house—but, listen, Mr. Jeffrey,
1 wouldn’t say. anythmg to Mr. Eckles
about this.”

P |
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Here was new food for thought—and
cause for delight. - Jeffrey thanked him,
and was there on time. Presently he was
holding a hand, soft and small, and gazing
into the violet eyes, less obscured by a
smaller hat.

Jeffrey took care that they did not re-
main long in front of the theater. It seemed
a natural move to cross the square and
walk up the broad, forested street opposite.
As they sauntered its length there was
poured out to the man the longings of a
young girl, reared in innocence, protected
by a good home, now quickened by her
young womanhood into a desire to test her-
self against a world of which she had heard
much, and knew little.

He listened with grave nods. He felt
older than ever before as she finished. Her
charming face and figure had fascinated
him. Here was something deeper, more
sacred, the very scroll of her heart, given
him freely, openly. He was so devoid of
conceit as to know that she would thus
bare her soul to any man she believed to
know intimately the things for which she
longed.

Somehow he had a vision of her walking
blindfolded—whither? He longed for the
right gently and gradually to remove the
covering from her eyes, and show her things
as he knew them. For who was to guess
what the next man might do?

“ Of course,” she was saying as they ap-
proached her home, “ mother doesn’t ap-
prove, for she doesn’t understand. Her life
has been spent so differently, and she is still
stunned and saddened from father’s death.”

He nodded again, and she went on: “ Mr.
Eckles is sure I'd be a success. I've been
talking it over with him. He’s been in New
York, and knows a lot of managers. But
mother is my greatest problem. See, it’s
nearly twelve. Won’t you stay for luncheon
with us? Perhaps you can convince
mother!”

Surrounded by such an atmosphere of
home as he had not met in a long—a very
long time—Jeffrey went through the meal
in the cheerful dining-room. Two figures
stood out: a saddened, elderly woman with
a kind face and white hair on his right, and
opposite, a girl of fresh, vivacious charm,
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-awaiting eagerly the moment when he

should defend the street of opportunmity.

Several times, beyond the glint of the
silver, the sparkle of lustrous china and
glass, and the soft old mahogany furniture,
walled in by bright chintz hangings, Broad-
way appeared. But it was a ghostlike
Broadway, ranging itself in pale, sickly fan-
tasmagoria: gray morning with sodden beg-
gars; midday with suspicious, painted faces;
midnight with hysterical, artificial gaiety.
The warmer, brighter Broadway, his old
sweetheart, would not come.

He was still under the spell of that first
real home he had entered in a long while
as he said to his hostess: “ You don’t know
what this has meant to me, Mrs. Langdon.
It’s been months—years—I’d almost for-
gotten—"’

The kindly, white-haired woman smiled
understandingly, and shook his hand. When
sheleftthemEveLangdongazedafterher
in deep concern.

“ Poor mother,” she said. “ I’m worried
about her. The fact that the theater is fall-
ing off is preying on her mind. Yesterday I
found her before father’s picture, crying. 1
tried to comfort her, and she said: ‘ To
think, Eve, that I'm not managing better.
It would hurt him to know how things are
gomg ry»

Jeffrey stirred and looked at her narrow-
ly. “ There’s been a falling off in the re-
ceipts?” he asked.

“ A gradual decrease since last fall. The
house isn’t making half it was a year ago.
But, of course, Mr. Eckles says it’s a bad
season everywhere ”

As Jeffrey left he took her hand and
said: “I'd like to talk over the matter of
your going on the stage before I leave town.
Pardon me for not bringing it up this noon.
There are times when one can’t even speak
of the things he loves.”

“ You love—"" she began.

“ Broadway’s been my sweetheart,” he
smiled whimsically, ¢ until—

“ Good-by,” he said abruptly and was
off through the clicking gate.

Ten minutes later he leaned over Bob
Williams, who was selling tickets in the box-
office. “ Come to my room at the hotel
right after the show to-night,” he said.
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When they had eaten 2 supper which he
had provided Jefirey passed the smokes to
Williams. Then, after a moment’s pause
. he said: “ Williams, I think you’re a fellow
.of square impulses—one who wants to be
on the right side of the things which are
going to happen.”

He noted the hand of the mild-eyed
young ticket-seller tremble and his face go
a trifle paler through the smoke.

“ A man’s got the law and two fists to
.protest himself,” Jeffirey went on.  Be-
sides he’s trained by knowing just how
crooked some people are. But when it
comes to woman— Williams, what - do
.you know about this?”

For an instant the other man seemed
undecided. He stirred nervously, shook off
his ash, and stammered: * This—er—
this—" e
. “What’s going on at the Bijou? The
theater’s income is falling off steadily, Mrs.
Langdon’s reports show. Now I kmow

enough money’s coming in—at least, this -

week. You've been treasurer under both
men. Tell me what’s wrong. TI'll see you
don’t suffer for it.”

“Do you mean that?” asked Williams,
stretching out a trembling hand.

‘“ Absolutely.”

“ But Eckles—hell—”’

“ When I get done with Eckles he’ll do
nothing. Come, Bob, let’s hear it all. I'm

due out Saturday, and I've got to work .

t ."

. Bob Williams moved over, very close to
the other man and began, in a low voice:
“ When Eckles first came he complaimed
of my work, and I thought he was geing to
fire me. Then he got friendly, and began
to buy me things—"

“ Just as be did me,” said Jeffrey. “ First
bhe was sore at seeing me, then be thought
he’dmakehmnelfoutasoodfeﬂowbythe
spoils system.”

“ At first 1 wasn’t suspicious,” went on
Williams. “ Then I heard Mrs. Langdon
.ask him about the falling off in the receipts.
It was too late for me to say anything. If
I had he’d swear I was in on it, and point
out the things he’d given me. He’s had a
system of keeping me away from the Lang-
dons, and telling me that they wanted to

cut expenses, and he was holding: my job
for me in the face of objections.”

“ He's sent them false statements, I sup-
pose,” Jeffrey said.

“] think so. He never lets me see them.
Well, I've always been pretty poor, Mr.
Jeﬁrey, and these things he gave me looked
mighty good. Then I got to suspecting he’s
crooked. But I couldn’t prove.it. He’s
too slick. So I've gone on, afraid not to ac-
cept things, hating myself for doing it.
Then Miss Eve looks at me and smiles every
day—God, I've been retten!”

The lad was bent, his weak, thin body
shaking. Now he raised his head, tears
streaming from his eyes.. . But that ain’t
the worst. He’s been telling her all sorts
of stories about New ¥ork. Ome day ‘when
he bad half a jag on moonshine, he says:
‘ Kid, I don’t know whether to hold onto
my good job here or grab my chicken and
beat it for Broadway.’ And I listened,
afraid to brain him!”

Jeffrey put his arm around the tremb.ling
boy and said: “ Yes, Bob.”

“ Then you came. You seunded squa.re,
and I decided to have you meet Miss Eve,
hoping you'd find out something—and save
M »

The picture man shook his han.d tenderly.
“ That’s all I wanted, Bob, just to make
sure I was right. Now sit tight. Don’t
let on, and don’t be afraid.”

While waiting for the end of the week
Dave Jeffrey did two things. One was to
send a wire to New -York, and the other
to lay off the following afternoon, hire a
car, and take Eve Langden for a long ride in
the country.

Astheycamebacktoherhomehesmd
“ I've been discussing with Mr. Eckles plans
for increasing the theater’s receipts. ' I want
to surprise him with a plan that I think
is very good. So I wonder if you will give
metheﬁgmesthathesencbyoushowmg
the gross income for each day this week?”

As she produced them he admonished
her. “ Remember, not 8 word. I want to
surprise him!”

Just before midnight Saturday, when the
Bijou lay dark and still on the almost de-

serted town square, and when Eckles sat

at his desk, Jefirey walked into the office.
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Eckles nervously pushed the paper upon
which he had been figuring beneath the
blotter. ‘ Though you’d left by this time,”
he said. ’

“J did. But I came back for a second
good-by.”

There was something serious in Jeffrey’s
tones which induced Eckles to rise to new

"heights of cordiality. “ All set on the suit?”

he inquired. - They know where to send
it and everything?”

“That isn’t what I want to see you
about. I'll pay for the suit, Eckles. What
I want you todoxssquare up with Mrs.
Langdon.” -

“The other man turned sharply. “ What
do you mean—square up?” he asked.

The ‘mock geniality had faded from the
thin, twisted face, which was set in hard,
defiant lines. Dave Jeffrey came back with
all the determination of his strong face and

_ 'rugged frame.

% Don’t side-step, Eckles,” he said. “ I've
my own figures of just how much has come
in every day. I merely contrast them with
the statements which you have been giving
Mrs. Langdon, and see that you owe them
one hundred and fifty dollars on the week,
besides what you've cooked up to steal to-
night. Turn it over, and get out!”

The thin, twisted face leered spltefully
“ Is it your house? And that word ¢ stea.l !

isa dangerons one!”

He had risen and was advancing threat-
eningly. Dave Jeffrey merely pointed back
at his chair. “ Sit down, Eckles,” he said.
“ You're no match for me, and I'm just
about running over!”

He grabbed from beneath the blotter the
paper upon which Eckles had been figur-
ing. “ Fifty dellars to-night, eh?” he said.
“ Now just cough up two hundred dollars
in real money!”

Eckles regarded him with a sneer.
“ There’s still police protection, Jeffrey,
against men like you—"

Dave Jefirey was up, ready to floor him.
“ Listen,” he cried, restraining himself with
difficulty, “I1 was nice and called you
Eckles just because your past was no busi-
ness of mine. But when I found you'd
started preying on women, I was done.
Now I could beat this money out of you

“in a minute.

But that would only cause
a stir, and more trouble for two women
who've had enough already. Just take a
look at this and dig down!”

He held a wire before Eckls s eyes, It
read:

Sure I remember Twisty Morgan. He only
got me for a hundred, but there are several
others he made for big money. Theyll
finance extradition. 'Where is he?

MoRT SANDS.

“T’'ve said I'd heard you were around
here,” Jeffrey explained. “1 can wire it
was just a rumor—or you may call the po-
lice. Three minutes, Morgan, to do as you
please!”

Five minutes later as Dave Jefirey stood
alone in the lobby of the Bijou Theater,
looking out over the town squire, a mem-
ber of the police force approached him.

“ I'm hunting Mr. Jeffrey.”

“ That’s my name.”

“We've a wire from New York saying
you know the whereabouts of Twisty Mor-
gan, a forger they want pretty bad—"

“See the man over there, just passing
under the light,” indicated Jeffrey; ¢ that’s
he. He’s been known as Eckles here. When
you’ve got him in jail call me here, and I'll
give you the details.”

‘ Some of Mort’s friends must have want-
ed him sure-enough,” said Jeffrey to him-
self as he turned away on another errand,
‘“ and I guess it’s just as well.” '

He telephoned Miss Langdon, then sent
a taxi for her. She and a higher police
officer arrived about the same time. - The
latter Jeffrey sent on his way with all the
facts he knew about Eckles, alias Morgan.
Then, after a talk, he and the girl crossed
the square toward her home.

They walked up the broad street, while
high above its arched trees the foon of
midnight sifted silver rays through the lacy

canopy.
“ Come early for a talk with mother,”
she said as they reached the clicking gate.

“ There’s one -thing we’d both want if it

wasn’t for—for your—sweetheart.”

He started.

‘“ Broadway,” she reminded him. “ You'd
never be able to stay out here and manage

our theater for us.”



BLACK JACK.
His hand was stealing softly down upon

hers when there was a roar which startled
them. A belated motor with a strong light
was turning into the broad avenue from a
side street.

Jeffrey gasped, whlspermg ‘ What was
that—over there!”

She followed his finger and laughed.
“No ghost. Just one of our new street

signs—put up to-day.”

Part IV
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But it was a ghost—a fantom stealing in
to be the evergreen memorial of a dead
lovel

“ But what street does it say?” Jefirey
asked. ,

“ Why—this street—Broadway!
you know?” .

He thought it a glorious omen as he
pressed her close in his arms and whispered:
“ Broadway is dead. Long live Broadway!”

Didn't

Max Brand

Anther of "'l'nlh“' “'l'le
; “The Guide to Bappimess,” ctc.

CHAPTER XXII.
MR. JOE POLLARD.

“N AY name's Pollard,” said the older .
, man—* Joe Pollard.”
“ Glad to know you, sir. My
name—is Terry.”

The other admitted this reticence with a
-faint smile, -

“J got a name around here for keeping
my mouth shut and not butting in on an-
other gent’s game. But I always noticed
that when a gent is in a losing run half the
time he don’t know it. Maybe that might
be the way with you. I been watching and
seen your winnings shrink considerable
lately »

Terry we:ghed his money.

Unlamed,” “ Tiger,"

“ Yes, it’s shrunk a good d

“Stand out of the game till later on.
Come over and have a bite to eat with
me.”

He went willingly, suddenly aware of a
raging appetite and a dinner long post-
poned. The man of the black beard was
extremely friendly.

“One of the prettiest . runs I eyer see,
that one you made,” he confided when they

were at the table in the hotel. “ You got a
system, I figure.” .
“ A new one,” said Terry. “I've never

played before.” .

The other blinked.

“ Beginner’s luck, I suppose,” said Ter-
ry frankly. I started with fifty, and now
I suppose I have about eight hundred.”

‘l'lus story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for December 10. |
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“Not bad, not bad,” said the other.
“Too bad you didn’t stop half an howr
before. Just passing through these parts?”’

'm looking for a job,” said Terry.
“ Can you tell me where to start hunting?
Cows are my game.”

The other paused a moment and smr-
veyed his coqanim. " There seemed just
a shade of deubt in his eyes. They were

large and yellowish gray, these
eyes of Joe Pollard, and now and again
when he grew thoughtfu] they became like
clouded agate. They had that coler new
as be gazed at Tesry. Eventually his
glance deared.
- “Y get a little work of my own,” he de-
clared. “ My range is all clegged up with
varmints. Any hand mth a gun amd
?7’
“ Pretty fair hand,” said Temy med-

And he was employed on the spet.

. He felt one reassuring thing abeut his
employer—that no echo out of his past or
the past of his father would make the man
discharge him. Indeed, taking him all in all,
there was under the kindliness of Joe Pol-
lard an indescribable basic firmmess. His
eyes, for example, in their babit of loeking
straight at one, reminded him of the eyes
of Denver. His voice was steady and deep
and mellow, and one felt that it might be
expanded to an enormous volume. A capa-
ble mart he was, and Terry feit that the
mind behind the cloudy agate ¢yes would
bave a grasp as stroog as the big hands
that lay heavily on the table. Such a man
would not fiy off into snap judgments and
become alarmed becanse an employee bhad
a past ot a strange name.

They paid a short visit to the gambling
hall after dinmer, and then got their horses.
-Pollaréd was struck dumb with admiration
at the sight of the blood-bay.

“ Maybe you been up the Bear Creek
way?” he asked Terry.

And when the latter admitted that be
knew something of the Blue Mountain
country the rancher exclaimed: “ By the
Lord, partner, I’dsaythathossxsamau
for El Sangre.”

“ Pretty close to a ringer,” said Ten'y
“ This is El Sangre himself.”
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They were iogzirg out of town.
rancher tuwrned in the saddle and
his companion with one of his ¥
glances, but returned no reply.
ly, however, he sent his. own capable Steel-
dust into a sharp gallop; ¥l Sengre roused
to a flowing pace and held the other even
without the shghest dificulty. At this
Pellard drew rein with an exclamation.

“El Sangre as sure as 1 Five}” he de-
clared. “ Ain’t nothing else in these parts
that calls itself a hoss and slides over the
ground the way EI Sangre dees. Partner,
whatsnrtofapmcwoﬁymsetonEl
Sangre, maybe?”

“ His weight in gabd,” said “Terry.

The rancher cursed seitly, witheut seem-
img sltogether pleased. And thereafter dur-
ing the ride his glance contidmally drifted
teward the brilliamt bay—brilliant even in
the pallor of the clear mountain starlight.

He explained this by saying after a fime:
“ I been my whole life in these parts with-
out running across a hass that could pack
me the way 3 man ought to be packed on
a hoss. I weigh two bundred and thirty,
son, and it busts the back of a horse in the
mountains. Now, yow ain’t a fly-weight
yourself, and El Sangre takes you. aleng
like you was a feather.® -

" Stecldwst was already gunting at every
sharp rise, and El Samgre had not even
broken out in perspiration.

A mile or so out of the town they left
the road and struck onto a mere semblance
of a trail, broad enough, but practically

E
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gaming hall should ever come to the ear of
Aunt Elizabeth be was cettain’ emough that
that he would be finally ‘damned in her
judgment. Too ofteh he had heard her ex-
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press an opinion of those who lived by
< chance and their wits,” as she-phrased it.
And the thought of it irked him.

Looking back on the affair, it all seemed

in the highest degree hazy and unreal. The
dreamy heat of the early afternoon had had
something to do with it, and there had
been a peculiar atmosphere in the hall it-
self. What had taken hold of him and
planted him in front of the roulette wheel?
Another might have explained it readily
enough as a normal impulse of any normal
man. To Terry it seemed that the ghost
of his father must have stood beside him
and directed his play. How else would he
have dared to do what he had done? And
how else would he have dared to throw
sway that big sum of money?
. He roused himself out of his musing.
They had come out from the trees and were
in sight of a solidly built house on the hill.
There was one thing which struck his mind
at once. No attempt had been made to
find level for the foundation. The log
structure had been built apparently at ran-
dom on the slope. It conformed, at vast
waste of labor, to the angle of the base and
the irregularities of the soil. This, per-
haps, made it seem smaller than it was.
It seemed a mere shapeless, sprawling mass
of timber on the hillside. They caught the
scent of wood smoke, and then saw a.pale
drift of the smoke itself across the stars,
dike a second Milky Way.

A flurry of music escaped by the open-
ing of a door and was shut out by the
closing of it. It was a moment before
Terry, startled, had analyzed the sound.
Unquestionably it was a piano. But how
in the world, and why in the world, had it
been carted to the top of this mountain?

He glanced at his companion with a new
respect and almost with a suspicion.

“Up to some damn doings again,”
growled the big man. “ Never got no
peace nor quiet up my way.”

Another surprise was presently in store
for Terry. Behind’ ther house, which grew
in proportions ase they came closer, they
reached a horse-shed, and when they dis-
mounted a negro came out for the horses.
Outside of the Cornish ranch he did not
know of many who afforded such luxuries.
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However, El Sangre could not be han-
dled by another, and Terry put up his horse
and found the rancher waiting for him
when he came out. Inside the shed he had
found ample bins of barley and oats and
good grain hay. And in the stalls his prac-
tised eye scanned the forms of a round
dozen fine horses with points of blood and
bone that startled him.

Coming to the open again, he probed
the darkness as well as he could to gain
some idea of the ranch which furnished
and supported all these evidences of pros-
perity. But so far as he could make out,
there was only a jumble of ragged hilltops
clothed with the inevitable lodge-pole pine
behind the house, and before it the slope
fell away steeply and jumped down to the
valley far below. He had not realized be-
fore that they had climbed so high or so
far.

Joe Pollard was humming. Terry joined
him on the way to the house with a deep-
ened sense of awe; he was even beginning
to feel that there was a touch or two of
mystery in the make-up of the man.

Proof of the solidity with which the log
house was built was furnished at once.
Coming to the house, there was only a

_murmur of voices and of music. The mo-

ment they opened the door a roar of singing
voices and a jangle of piano music rushed
into their ears. To be sure a freshening
wind with the noise of the forest in it had
been blowing from them to the house, but
the practically sound-proof walls of the
house were the main reason. The door
which Terry pulled to behind him, as he
entered behind his host, was six inches
thick of heart of spruce.

He found himself in a very long room
with a big table in the center and a piano
at the farther end. The ceiling sloped down
from the right to the left. At the left it
descended toward the doors of the kitchen
and storerooms; at the right it rose to the
height of two full stories. One of these
‘was occupied by a series of heavy posts on
which hung saddles and bridles and riding
equipment of all kinds, and the posts sup-
ported a balcony onto which opened sev-
eral doors—of sleeping-rooms, no doubt.
As for the wall behind the pasts, it, too,
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was pierced with several openings, but Ter-
ry could not guess at .the contents of the
rooms. But he was amazed by the size of
the structure as.it was revealed to him
from within. The main room was like some
baronial hall of the old days of war and
plunder. A role, indeed, into which it was
not difficult to fit the burly Poltard and the
dignity of his beard. :

Four men were around the piano, and a
girl sat at the keys, splashing out synco-
pated. music while the men roared the cho-
rus of the song. But at the sound of the
closing of the door all five tuened toward
shoulder and keeping the soft burden of the
song still running.
CHAPTER XXIIL
AND JOE’S GIRL.

O turned, he could not see her cleasly.
He caught a shimmer of red brenze

. hair, dark in shadow and brilliant in
high lights, and a sheen of greenish eyes.
Otherwise, he enly noted the casual manner
in which she acknowledged the introduc-
tion, unsmiling, indifferent, as Pollard said:
“ Here’s my daughter Kate. This is Tery
—a new hand.”

It scemed to Terry that as he said this
the rancher made a gesture as of warning,
though this no doubt could be attribated
to his wish to silently explain away the
idiosyncrasy of Terry in using his first
name only. He was presented in turn te
the four men, and thought them the oddest
collection he had ever laid eyes on.

Slim Dugan was tall, but not so tall as
he looked, owing to his very small head
and narrow shoulders. His bair was straw
color, excessively silky, and thin as the
hair of a year-old child. There were other
points of interest in Slim Dugan; his feet,
for imstance, were small as the feet of a
girl, accentuated by the long, narrow riding
boots, and his hands seemed to be pulled
out to a great and unnecessary length.
They made up for it by their narrowness.

His exact opposite was Marty Cardiff,
chunky, fat, it seemed, until one noted the
roll and bulge of the muscles at the shoul-.

L}
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ders. Hisheadwssetﬂed'ntohsfu
shoulders somewhat in the manner of
ver’s, Terry thought.

Oregon Charlie looked the part of
Indian, with his broad nose and high
bones, flat face, slanted dark eyes; but hi
skin was a dead and peculiar white.
was & downheaded man, and one could

Vi

i

as huge as Joe Pollard himself, and as pow-
erful, to judge by appearances. His face
was burned to a jovial red; his hair was
redalso,andtherevasredhmmthe
backs of his freckled hands.
All these men met Terry
nods, but there was a.carel
their demeanor which seemed
Terry. In his experience, the men of
moumtains were a timid or a blustering lot
befotenpwcmners,mesy and anxious to

mmts,”hesudtotbeo&ers. “Theybeen

K.ate,whﬂethemenmedfourpmrsoi
grave eyes upon Terry and seemed to be
judging him. “I got Oregon singing at
last, and he was doing fine. Got a real
voice, Charlie has. Regular branded bary-
tone, I'll tell a mam.”

“ Strike up agin for us, Charlie,” said
Pollard good-naturedly. “ You don’t never
make much more noise 'n a grizzly.”

But Charlie loocked down at his hands
and a faint spot of red appeared in his
cheek. Obviously he was mwuch embar-
rassed. And when he looked up it was
to fix a glance of cold suspiciorpon Tex-
ry; as though warning him net to take this
talk of social acquirements as an index to
his real character. A

“ Get us some coffee, Kate,” said .Pol-
lard. ¢ Turned off cold coming up the hill.”
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She did not rise. She had turned around
to her music again, and now she acknowl-
edged the order by lifting her head and
sending a shrill whistle through the room.
Her father started violently.

¢ Damn it, Kate, don’t do that!”

“ The only thing that "l bring Johnny
on the run,” she responded ‘tarelessly.

And indeed, the door on the left of the
room flew open a moment later, and a
wide-eyed Chinaman appeared with a long
pig-tail jerking about his head as he halted
and looked about in alarm,

“ Coffee for the boss and the new hand,”
said Kate without turning her head, as
soon as she heard the door open. “ Pronto,
Johnny.” '

Johnny snarled an indistinct something
and withdrew, muttering.

“You'll have Johnny quitting the job,”
complained Pollard, frowning. “ You can’t
scare the poor devil out of his skin like that
every time you want coffee. Besides, why
didn’t you up and get it for us yourself?”

Still she did not turn; but, covering a
yawn, replied: “ Rather sit here and play.”

Her father swelled a moment in rage,
but he subsided again without audible pro-
test. Only he sent a scowl at Terry as
though daring him to take notice of this
insolence. As for the other men they had
scattered to various parts of the room and
remained there, idly, while the boss and the
new hand drank the scalding coffee of
Johnny. All this time Pollard remained
deep in thought. His meditations exploded
as he banged the empty cup back on the
table.

“ Kate, this stuff has got to stop. Un-
derstand?”

The soft jingling of the piano continued
without pause.

¢ Stop that damned noise!”

The music pausel. Terry felt the long
striking muscles leap into hard ridges along
his arms, but glancing at the other four,
he found that they were taking the vio-
lence of Pollard quite as a matter of course.
One was whittling, another rolled a cigaret,
and all of them, if they took any visible
notice of the argument, did so with the
calmést of side glances.

“ Turn aroumd!” roared Pollard.

T T T —m— e -
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His daughter turned slowly and faced
him. Not white-faced with fear, but to the
unutterable astonishment of Terry she was
quietly looking her father up and down.
Pollard sprang to his feet and struck the
table so that it quivered through all its
massive length under the blow.

“ Are you ‘tryin’ to shame me before a
stranger?” thundered the big man. “Is
that the scheme?”

She flicked Terry Hollis with a glance

“T think he’ll understand and make al-
lowances.”

It brought the heavy fist smashing on
the table again. And an ugly feeling rose
in Hollis that the big fellow might put
hands on his daughter.

“ And what d’you mean by that? What

. in hell d’you mean by that?”

In place of wincing she in turn came
to her feet, gracefully. There had been
such an easy dignity about her sitting at
the piano that she had seemed tall to Terry.
Now that she stood up he was surprised to
see that she was not a shade more than
average height, beautifully and strongly
made

“You've gone about far eneugh with
your little joke,” said the girl, and her
voice was low, but with an edge of vibrancy
that went through and through Hollis. And
you’re going to stop—pronto!”

There was a flash of teeth as she spoke,
and a quiver through her body as she grew
tense. Terry had never seen such passion,
such unreasoning, wild passion, as that
which had leaped on the girl. It seemed to
change her with another personality. For
the moment she was capable of anything.
And though her face was not contorted,
danger spoke from every line of it. He
made himself tense, prepared for a similar
outbreak from the father, but the latter
relaxed as suddenly as his daughter had
become furious.

“ There you go,” he complained with a
sort of heavy whine. * Always flying off
the handle. Always turning into a wildcat
when I try to reason with you!”

“ Reason!” cried the girl. “ Reason!”

Joe Pollard grew downcast under her
scorn. And Terry, sensing that the crisis
of the argument had passed, watched the
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other four men in the room. They had not
. paid the slightest attention to the debate
during its later phases. And two of them
—Slim and huge Phil Marvin—had begun
to roll dice on a folded blanket, the little
jvories winking in the light rapidly umtil
they came to & rest at the farther end of
.the cloth. Possibly this family strife was
a common thing in the Pollard kousebold.
At any rate, the father now passed off
. from accusatien to abrupt apology.

. “You always get me riled at the end
of the day, Kate. Damn it! Can’t yom
never bear with a gent?”

There was such a softening in ber that
Terry ceuld think of only one thing—a pet
dog crossed in his will and grown fesscious
_and suddenly appeased with a bone. The
tigerish alertness passed from Kate Pollard.
She was filled all at once with a winming
gentleness, and croesing to her father took
his beavy bands in hers.

. “DPear dad,” she mumwred.
dad!”

She drew him down into his chair and
took the seat beside him. Plainly she did
not even remember Terry, across the table.

“T reckon I'm a bad one,” she accased
herself. “I try to get over tantrems—but
—1I can’t help it] Semething—just sart of
‘grabs me. by the throat when I get mad.
I—I see red.”

“ Hush up, honey,” said the big man,
tenderly, and he ran his thick fingers over
her hair. “You ain't so bad And all
that’s bad in yeu comes out of me. You
forget and I'll forget.” .

. He waved across the table.
. “Terry 'l be thinking we’re a bunch
of wild Indians the way we been actin’.”

“Oh'”

Plainly she was recalled to the presence
ofthestrangerfortheﬁrst.umemmny
minutes, and dropping ber chin in her hamd,
she stared across the table and deliberately
studied the new arrival.

He found it difficult to meet her glance.
The Lord had endowed Terry Heollis with
a remarkable share of good looks and it
was not the first time that he had been
investigated by the eyes of a woman. Not
that he prided himself on it. Indeed, be
found it decidedly a nuisance. Horses and

“ Dear
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‘men and the ways of men were clone inter-

esting to him.,
Butmallhlshfehehadmverheensnb-

jected to an examination as minute, as

‘insolently frank as this one. He felt him-

self taken part and parcd, examiwned in
detail as to forehead, chin, amd eyes and
heftdshouldcrgandthuwdghedllto-
gether. In self-defense he fought back, as
who will not? And he loaked beldly back
at her, making himself examine her in equal
detail. An okier man might have warned
Terry that this is a dangerous thing to de.

‘But Tery bad no such advice at hand.

Seeing her so close, he was aware of a mmr-
velously delicate olive-tammed skin with de-
lightful tints of rose just beneath the sw-
face, sa to speak. He foumd himself say-
ing inwardly: “ It’s easy to look at her. It's
very easy. By the Lord, she’s begutiful!”

Others would have seen that Jong before
Terry did net arrive at the impertamt eon-

clusion until, examining her eyes just a8

she was examining his, he discovered that
what be bad taken to be green, might be,
after all, a mysterious shade of blue. He
had seen it before in the sunset sky, close to
could not name. Being so clese to her,
also, he made other impertant discoveries.
Just what they were he could not put
into words. But it made him rememaber
riding into the freshness of an early dawm
and being very glad, for no reason, that he
was alive in the meuntains. There was
the same tingle up the spine, semethiag cold
and electric.

As for the girl, it seemed that she was
not quite sure in her judgment. For now
she turned to her father with a faint frewn
of wonder. Andagamltmedto'l‘erry
that Joe. Pollard made an i
sign, such as he had made to the four men
when be introduced Tery.

But now he broke into breesy talk.

“ Met Terry down in Pedre’s—"

The girl seemed to have dismissed Terry
ﬁomhermmdalready,iorahehroken:
“ Crooked game he’s running, sa’t it?”

“1 thought se¢ till to-day. Then I seen
Tery,here,trimPedmkraﬂl.,tvuty
thousand!”

“ Oh,” nodded the girl. Amhugaze
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reverted leisurely to the stranger and with
a not unflattering interest. It seemed that
in her estimation one acid test had been
applied to him, and that he had not been
found wanting.

“ And then I seen him lose most of it
back again. Roulette.”

She nodded, keeping her eyes on Terry,
and the boy found himself desiring mightily
to discover just what was going on behind
the changing green of her eyes. He was
shocked when he discovered. It came like
the break of high dawn in the mountains
of the Big Bend. Suddenly she had smiled,
openly, frankly. “ Hard luck, partner!”

A little shivering sense of pleasure ran
through him. He knew that he had been
admitted by her—accepted.

Her father had thrown up his head.

“ Some one come in the back way. Ore-
gon, go find out!”

Dark-eyed Oregon Charlie slipped up and
through the door. Every one in the room
waited, a little tense, with lifted heads.
Slim was studying the last throw that Phil
Marvin had made. Terry could not but
wonder what significance that * back way ”
had. Presently Oregon reappeared.

 Pete’s come.”

“ The hell!”

“ Went up-stairs.”

“ Wants to be alone,” interrupted the
girl. “He'll come down and talk when
he feels like it. That’s Pete’s way.”

“ Watching us, maybe,” growled Joe Pol-
lard with a shade of uneasiness still.
“ Damned funny gent, Pete is. Watches a
man like a cat; watches a gopher hole all
day, maybe. And maybe the gent he
watches is a friend he’s known ten years.
Well—let Pete go. They ain’t no explain-
ing him.”

Through the last part of his talk, and
through the heaviness of his voice, cut an-
other tone, lighter, sharper, venomous:
“ Phil, you gummed them dice that last
time!”

Joe Pollard froze in place; the eyes of
the girl widened. Terry, looking across
the room, saw Phil Marvin scoop up the
dice and start to his feet.

“ You lie, Slim!”

Instinctively Terry slipped his hand onto
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his gun. It was what Phil Marvin had
done as a matter of fact. He stood swelling
and glowering, staring down at Slim Dugan.
Slim had not risen. His thin, lithe body
was coiled, and he reminded Terry in ugly
fashion of a snake ready to strike. His
hand was not near his gun. It was the

‘calm courage and self-confidence of 2 man

who is sure of himself and of his enemy.
Terry had heard of it before, but never
seen it. As for Phil, it was plain that he
was ill at ease in spite of his bulk and the
advantage of his position. He was ready
to fight. But he was not at all pleased
with the prospect.

Terry again glanced at the witnesses.
Every one of them was alert, but there
was none of that fear which comes in the
faces of ordinary men when strife between
men is at hand. And suddenly Terry knew
that every one of the five men in the
room was an old familiar of danger, every
one of them a past master of gun-fighting!

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE STREAK BREAKS.

HE uneasy wait continued for a me-
ment or more. The whisper of Joe
Pollard to his daughter barely reach

the ear of Terry. :

“Cut in between ’em, girl. You can
handle ’em. I can’t!”

She responded instantly, before Terry
recovered from his shock of surprise

“ Slim, keep away from your gun]”

She spoke as she whirled from her chair
to her feet. It was strange to see her
direct all her attention to Slim, when Phil
Marvin seemed the one about to draw.

“1 ain’t even nearin’ my gun,” asserted
Slim truthfully. “It’s Phil that’s got a
strangle-hold on his.”

“ You’re waiting for him to draw,” said
the girl calmly enough. “I know you,
Slim. Phil, don’t be a fool. Drop your
hand away from that gat!”
~ He hesitated; she stepped directly be-
tween him and his enemy of the moment
and jerked the gun from its holster. Then
she faced Slim. Obviously Phil was not
displeased to have the matter taken out of
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his hands; obviously Slim was not S0
pleased. He looked coldly up to the girl.

‘“ This is between him and me,” he pro-
tested. “1I don’t need none of your help,
Ka‘e‘”

“Don’t you? You're going to get it,
though. Gimme that gun, Slim Dugan!”

. His hand flicked to the butt of his re-

- volver—and clung there, reluctant.

“1 want a square deal,” he complained.
“T figure Phil has been crecking the dice
on me.”

‘“ Bahl
deal.”

She held out her hand for the weapon.

“ Get any doubts about me being square,
Slim?”

“ Kate, leave this to me!”

“ Why, Slim, I wouldn’t let you rum

Besides, I'll give you a square

loose now for & million. You get that ugly -

look in your eyes. I know you, partner!”

-And te the unutterable astonishment of
Terry, the man pulled his gun from its
holster and passed it up to her, his eyes
fighting hers, his hand moving slowly. She
stepped back, weighing the heavy weapons
in her hands. Then she faced Phil Marvin
with glittering eyes.

“Tt ain’t the first time you been accused
of queer stunts with the dice. What’s the
straight of it, Phil? Been doing anything
to these dice?”

“ Me? Sure, I ain’t!”

Her glance lingered on him the least part
of a second.

“ H-m!” said the girl. “ Maybe not.”

ShHm was on his feet, eager.

“ Take a look at ’em, Kate. Take a look
at them dice!”

She held them up to the light—then
dropped them into a pocket of her skirt.

“I look at ’em in the morning, Slim.”

“ The stuff Il be dry by that time!"”

“ Dry or not, that’s what I'm going to
do. I won’t trust lamp-light.”

Slim turned on his heel and flung himself
sulkily down on the blanket, fighting her
with sullen eyes. She turned on Phil

“ How much d’you win?”

“ Nothin’. Just a couple of hundred.”

“ Just a couple of hundred! You call
that nothing?”

Phil grunted. The other men leaned for-
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ward in their interest to watch the progress
of the trial, all saving Joe Pollard, who
sat with his elbows braced in sprawling
fashion on the table, at ease, his eyes twin-
kling contentedly at the girl. Why she re-
fused to examine the dice at once was plain
to Terry. If they proved to bave been
gummed it would mean a gun-fight with
the men at a battling temperature. In
the moming when they had cecled dewn
it might be a different matter. Terry
watched her in wonder. His idea of an
efficient woman was based on Aunt Eliza-
beth, cold of eye and brain, practical in
methads on the ranch, keen with figures.
The efficiency of this slip of a girl was a
different matter, a thing of passion, of quick
insight, of lightning guesses. He could see
the play of eager emetion in her face as
she studied Phil Marvin. And how could
she do justicer Terry was baffled.

“ How long you two been playing?”

“ About twenty minutes.”

“ Not more’n five!” cut in Slim hotly.

“ Shut up, Slim!” she commanded. “I'm
running this here game; Phil, how many
straight passes did you make?”

“Me? Oh, I dunno. Maybe—five.”

“ Five straight passes!” said the girl.
“ Five straight passes!”

“You heard me say it,” growled big Phil
Marvin. :

All at once she laughed.

“ Phil, give that two hundred back to
Slim!”’

It came like a bolt from the blue, this
decision. Marvin hesitated, shook his head.

“ Damned if I do. I don’t back down.
I won it square!”

“Listen to me,” said the girl. Instead
of threatening, as Terry expected, she had
suddenly become conciliatory. She stepped
close to him and dropped a slim hand on
his burly shoulder. “ Ain’t Slim a pal of
yours? You and him, ain’t you stuck to-
gether through thick and thin? He thinks
you didn’t win that coin square. Are you
going to let two hundred stand between you
two? You know what I think abont it.
But that ain’t the point. Is Slim’s friend-
ship worth two hundred to you, or ain’t
it? Besides, you ain’t lying dewn to no-
body. Why, you big square-head, Phil,

TA
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don’t we all know that you'd fight a bull
with your bare hands? Who'd call you
yaller? We’d simply say you was square,
Phil, and you know it.”

There was a pause. Phil was biting his
lip, scowling at Slim. Slim was sneering
in return. It seemed that she had failed.
Even if she forced Phil to return the money
he and Slim would hate each other as long
as they lived. And Terry gained-a keen
impression that if the hatred continued one
of them would die very soon indeed. Her
solution of the problem was a strange one.
She faced them both.

“You two big sulky babies!” she ex-
caimmed. “ Slim, what did Phil do for you
down in Tecomo? Phil, did Slim stand by
* you last April—you know the time? Why,
boys, you're just being plain foolish. Get
up, both of you, and take a walk outside
where you'll get cooled down.”

Slim rose. He and Phil walked slowly
toward the door, at a little distance from
each other, one eying the other shrewdly.
At the doar they hesitated. Finally Phil
lurched forward and went out first. Slim
glided after.

“ By Heaven'" groaned Pollard as the
door closed. “ There goes two geed men!
Kate, what put this last fool idea into
your head?”

She did not answer for 2 moment, but
dropped into a chair as' though suddenly
exhausted,

“It 'l work out,” she said at length.
“ Yeu wait for it!”

“Well,” grumbled her father, “the
ntischief is working. Run alomg to bed,
wnl yw?”

She rose, wearily, and started across the
room. But she turned before she passed
out of their sight and leaned against one of
the pillars.

“ Dad, why you so0 anxious to get me
out of the way?”

“ What d’you mean by that? 1 got no
reason. Run along and don’ bother me!”

He turned his shoulder on ber. As for
the girl, she remained 2 moment, looking
thoughtfully at the broad back of Pollard.
Then her glance shifted and dweit a mo-
ment on Terry—with pity be wondered?

“ Good night, boys!n
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They answered her cheerily, and she was
gone, her head drooping a little to one side,
as though the effort of quelling the incipi-
ent fight had drained the Jast of her power
of nerve and body.

When the door closed on her Joe PoRard
turned his attention more fully on his new
employee, and when Terry suggested that
it was time for him to turn in, his sugges-
tion was hospitably put to one side. Pol-
lard began talking genially of the moun-
tains, of the *“ varmints ”’ he expected Terry
to clean out, and while he talked he took
out a broad silver dollar and began flicking
it in the air and catching it in the calloused
palm of his hand.

“ Call it,” he interrupted himself to say
to Terry.

“ Heads,” said Terry carelesaly.

The coin spum up, flickered at the height
of its rise, and rang loudly on the table.

“ You win,” said Pollard. “ Well, you're
a lucky gent, Terry, but I'l go you ten
you can’t call it again.”

But again Terry called heads, and again
the coin chimed, steadied, and showed the
Grecian goddess. The rancher doubled his
bet. He lost, doubled, lost again, doubled
again, lost. A pile of money had appeared
by magic before Terry.

“I came to work for money,” laughed
Terry, “ not teke it away.”

“ I always lose at this game,” sighed Joe
Pollard.

The door opened, and Phil Marvin and
Slim Dugan came back, talkmg and laugh-
ing together.

“ What d’you know about that?” Pollard
exclaimed softly. * She guessed right. She
always does! Oughta be a man, with a
brain like she’s got. Here we are again!”

He spun the coin; it winked, fell, a streak
of light, and again Terry had won. He
began to grow excited. On the next throw
be lost. A moment later his little pile of
winnings had disappeared. And now he
had forgotten the face of Joe Pollard, for-
gotten the room, forgotten everything ex-
cept the thick thumb that snapped the coin
into the air. The cold, quiet passion of the
gambler grew in him. He was losing stead-
ily. Out of his wallet came in a steady
stream the last of his winnings at Pedro’s.
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Ang still he played. Suddenly the wallet
squeezed flat between his fingers.

“ Pollard,” he said regretfully, “Pm
broke.”

The other waved away the idea.

“ Break up a fine game liké this because
you’re broke?” The cloudy agate eyes
dwelt kindly on the face of Terry, and my$-
teriously as well. “ That ain’t nothing.
Nothing between friends. You don’t know
the style of a man I am, Terry. You're
word is as good as your money with me!”

“ I’ve no security—"

“Don’t talk security. Think I'm a
money-lender? This is a game. Come
m! ”

Five minutes later Terry was three hun-
dred behind. A mysterious Providence
seemed to send all the luck the way of the
beavy, tanned thumb of Pollard.

¢ That’s my hmit,” he announced abrupt-

ly, rising.
“ No, no!” Pollard spread out his big
handonthetable. “ You got the red hoss,

son. You can bet to a thousand. He’s
worth that—to me!”

“T won’t bet a cent on him,” said Terry
firmly.

“ Every damn cent I've won from you
ag'in’ the hoss, son. That’s a lot of cash
if you win. If you lose, you’re just out
that much hoss-flesh, and I'll give you a
good enongh cayuse to take El Sangre’s
place.”

““ A dozen wouldn't take his place,” in-
sisted Terry.

“’mt w?" .

Pollard leaned back in his chair and
put a hand behind his neck to support his
head. It seemed to Terry that the big man
made some odd motion with his hidden
fingers. At any rate, the four men who
loungedont_hefartherstdeoftheroom
now rose and slowly drifted in different
directions. Oregon Charlie wandered to-
ward the door. Slim sauntered to the win-
dow behind the piano and stood idly look-
ing out into the night. Phil Marvin began
to examine a saddle hanging from a peg
on one of the posts, and finally chunky
Marty Cardiff strolled to the kitchen door
and appeared to study the hinges.

All these things were done casually, but
Terry, his attention finally off the game,
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caught a meaning in them. Ewvery exit was
blocked for him. He was trapped at the
will of Joe Pollard!

CHAPTER XXV.
BLACK-JACK’S CODE.

OOKING back, he could understand
everything easily. The horse was the
main objective of Pollard. He had

won the money so as to tempt Terry to
gamble with the value of the blood-bay.
But by fair means or foul be intended to
bave El Sangre. And now, the moment
his men were in place, a change came over
Pollard. He straightened in the chair ag-
gressively. A slight out-thrust of his lower
jaw made his face strangely brutal, con-
scienceless. And his cloudy agate eyes were
unreadable.

“Look here, Terry,” he argued: calmly,
but Terry could see that the voice was
raised so that it would indubitably reach
the ears of the farthest of the four men.
“ I don’t mind letting & gambling debt ride
when a gent ain’t got anything more to
put up for covering his money. But when
a gent has got more, I figure he'd ought to
cover with it.”

Unreasoning anger swelled in the throat

-of Terry Hollis; the same blind passion

which had surged in him before he started
up at the. Cornish table and revealed him-
self to the sheriff. And the similarity was
what sobered him. It was the hunger to
battle, to kill. And it seemed to him that
Black-Jack had stepped out of the old pic-
ture and now stood behind him, tentpting
him to strike. He struggled with the temp-
tation, though the tips of his fingers itched
toward the butt of his gun. A single jerk
of his wrist would bring the weapon out,
and one brief motion of a forefinger would
send Joe Pollard lurching back in his chair.
Then a few rapid snap-shots—the first one
aimed at the lamp—might he not escape in
the darkness?

Another covert signal from Pollard.
Every one of the four turned toward him.
The chances of Terry were diminished, nine
out of ten, for each of those four, he
shrewdly guessed, was a practised gunman.
Cold reason came to Terry’s assistance.



BLACK

“T told you when I was broke,” he said
gently. .“T told you that I was through.
You told me to go on.”

“1 figured you was klddmg me,” said
Pollard harshly. “1I knew you still had
El Sangre back. Son, I'm a kind sort of a
man, I am. 1 got a name for it.”

In spite of himself a faint and cruel

smile flickered at the corners of his mouth
.as he spoke. He became grave again.
. “ But they’s some things I can’t stand.
They’s some things that I hate worse’n I
hate poison. I won’t say what-one of ‘em
is. I leave it to you. And I ask you to
keep in the game. A thousand bucks ag’in’
‘a bess. Ain’t that more’n fajr?” -

He no lenger took pains to disguise his
voice. It was hard and heavy and rang
into the ear of Terry. And the latter, feel-
ing that his hour had come, looked deliber-
ately around the room and took ,note. of
every guarded exit, the four men now open-
ly en watch for any action on his part.
Pollard himself sat.erect, on the edge of his
chair, and his right hand had disappeared
beneath the table.

“ Suppose I threw the coin this time?”

. he

suggested.’

“ By God!” thundered Pouard, spring-
ing to his feet and throwing off the mask
mpletely “ You dammed skunk, are you
accusin’ me.o{crookmgthethrowofthe
coin?”

Terry waited for the least momemt—
-waited in a dull wonder to find himself
unafraid. But there was no fear in him.
‘There was only a cold, methedical calcu-
lation of chances. He told himself, de-
liberately, that no matter how fast Pollard
might be he would prove the faster. He
would” kill Pollard. And he would un-
doubtedly kill one of the others. And
they, beyond a shadow of a doubt, weuld
kill him. He saw all this as in a picture.
 ‘ Pollard,” be said, more gently than be-
fore, “ you'll have fo eat that talk!”

A flash of bewilderment crossed the face
of PoHard — then rage — then that slight
contraction of the features which in some
men precedes a violent effort.

But the effort did not. come. While
Terry literalty wavered on tiptoe, his nerves
straining for the pull of his gun and the
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leap to one side as he sent his bullet home,
a deep, unmusical voice cut in on them:

“ Just hold yourself up a minute, will
you, Joe?”

Terry -looked up. On -the balcony in
front of the sleeping-rooms of the second
story, his legs spread apart, his hands
shoved deep into his trouser-packets, his
shapeless black hat crushed on the back of
his head, and a broad smile on his ugly
face, stood his Nemesis—Denver the yegg!

Pollard sprang back from the table and
spoke with his face stil turned to Terry.

“ Pete!” he called. - “ Come in!”

But Denver, alias Shorty, alias Pete,
merely laughed.

“Come in nothing, you feal! Joe,
you're about half a second frot hell, and
s0’s a couple more of you. D’you know
who the kid is? Eh? I'll tell you, boys.
It’s the kid that drepped old Minter. It’s
the kid that beat foxy Joe Minter to the
draw. It’s young Hollis. - Why, you
damned blind men, look at his face! It’s
the son of Black-Jack. Rt’s Black—}ack
himself come back to us!”

He tumed and ran down fromthebd-
cony, still laughing,

Joe Pollard had let his hand fall away
from his gun. He gaped at Terry as though
he were secing a ghost. He came a long
pace nearer and let his big, shaking arms
fall on the table, where they supported his

weight.

“ Black - Jack,”
“ Black-Jack!
Jack’s son?” :

And the bewildered Terry answered:

“ I'm his son. Whatever you think, and
be damned to you alll T'm his son and
P'm proud of it. Now get your gun!”

But Joe Pollard became 2 great catapult
that shot across the table and landed be-
sideTerry. Tweo vast hands swallowed the
handsoftheyoungermnnandcrushed

he kept whispering.
God above, are you Black-

them to numbness.

- “Proud of it? God a'mighty, boy, why
wouldn’t you be? Black-Jack’s son! Pete,
thank God you come in time!”

“In time to save your head for you,
JOC‘." .

“  believe it,” said the big man humbly.
“1 b'lieve he would of cleaned up on me.
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Maybe on all of us. Black-Jack would of
come close to doing it. But you come in
time, Pete. And I'll never forget it.”
While he spoke he was still wringing the
hands of Terry. Now he dragged the
stunned Terry around the table and forced
him down in his own huge, padded arm-
chair, his sign of power. But it was only
to drag him up from the chair again.
“Lemme look at you! Black-Jack’s
boy! As like Black-Jack as ever I seen,
too. But a shade taller. Eh, Pete? A
shade taller. And a shade heavier in the
shoulders. But you got the look. I might
of knowed you by the look in your eyes.

Hey, Slim, damn your good-for-nothing -

hide, drag Johnny here pronto by the back
of tbe neck!”
_ ‘The four had gathered grinning, excited,

‘and stood in a close semicircle to watch.
Slim bolted at the command.

“ Oregon, go call Kate, and don’t tell
her nothing. Just say I want her to meet
somebody.”

Oregon disappeared to the left.

“T been trailing him,” chuckled Pete
proudly. “Played a hunch, and landed
itl ”

“ The best job you ever done. And you

been watching all the time? You damn.

houn’, Pete. Why didn’t you gimme the
word?”

“ Saved it for the best time. But it’s all
up to me, Joe. Didn’t I send you after
him in Pedro’s?”

“ You told me he was a sucker, and you
knowed he was Terry Hollis?”

Johnny, the Chinaman, appeared, blink-
ing at the lights. Joe Pollard clapped him
on the shoulder with staggering force.

“ Johnny, you see!” a broad gesture to
Terry. “Old friend. Just find out. Velly
old friend. Like pretty much a whole
damned lot. Get down in the cellar, you
yaller old sinner, and get out the oldest
Bourbon I got there. You savvy? Pretty
damned pronto — hurry up — quick — old
keg. Git out!” '

Johnny was literally hurled out of the
room toward the kitchen, trailing a crackle
of strange-sounding but unmistakable pro-
fanity behind him. And Joe Pollard,
perching his bulk on the edge ofsthe table,
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introduced Terry to the boys again, for
Oregon had come back with word that Kate
would be out soon.

“ Here’s Denver Pete. You know him
already, and he’s worth his weight in any
man’s company. Here's Slim Dugan, that
could scent a big coin shipment a thousand
miles away. Phil Marvin ain’t any slouch
at stalling a gent with a fat wallet and
leading him up to be plucked. Marty Car-
diff ain’t half so tame as he looks, and he’s
the best trailer that ever squinted at a buz-
zard in the sky; he knows this whole coun-
try like a book. And Oregon Charlie is the
best all around man you ever seen, from
railroads to stages. And me—I'm sort of
a handy man, Well, Black-Jack, your old
man himself never got a finer crew together
than this, eh?”

Denver Pete had waited until his big
friend §inished. Ther he remarked quiet- -
ly: “All very pretty, partner, but Terry
figures he walks the straight and narrow
path. Savvy?”

“ Just a kid’s fool hunch!” snorted Joe
Pollard. “ Didn’t your dad show me the
ropes? Wasn't it him that taught me all I
ever knew? Sure it was, and I'm going to
do the same for you, Terry. Damn my
eyes if I ain’t! And here I been sitting,
trimming you! Son, take back the ooin.
I was sure playing a cheap game—and I
apologize, man to man.”

But Terry shook his head.

“You won it,” he said quietly,
you'll keep it.”

“ Won nothing. I can call every coin I
throw. I was stealing, not gambling. I
was gold-digging! Take back the stuff!®

“If I was fool enough to lose it that
way, it Il stay lost,” answered Terry.

“But T won’t keep it, son.”

“Then give it away. But not to me.”

¢ Black-Jack—"’ began Pollard.

But here he received a signal from Den-
ver Pete and abruptly changed the subject.

"¢ Let it go, then. They's plenty of loose
coin rolling about this day. If you got a
thin purse to-day, I'll make it fat for you
in a week. But think of me stumbling onto
you!”

“You didn’t,” put 'in Denver.
steered you.”

« And

“I
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“I know. And I'm grateful, Pete.
Damned gratefull Now we got young
Black-Jack with us, we’ll skin the world.
He can foller me till he knows the game—
and then I'll foller him if he’s got half the
brains of his dad.”

It was the first time that Terry had a
fair opportunity to speak, and he made the
best of it.

“ It’s very pleasant to meet you—on this
basis,” he said. “ But as for taking up—
er—road life—"

The lifted hand of Joe Pollard made it
impossible for him to complete his sen~
tence. .

“1 know. You got scruples, son. Sure
you got ‘’em. I used to have ’em, too, till
your old man got ’em out of my head.”

Terry winced. But Joe Pollard rambled
on, ignorant that he had struck a blow in
the dark: “ When I met up with the orig-
inal Black-Jack I was slavin’ my life away
with a pick trying to turn ordinary quartz
into pay-dirt. Making a foel of myself,
that’s -what I was doing. Along comes
Black-Jack. He needed a man. He picks
me up and takes me along with him. I
tried to-talk Bible talk. He showed me
where I was a fool.

“ < All you get to do,” he says to me, ¢is
to make sure that you ain’t stealing from
an henest man. And they’s abeut one
gent in three with meney that's ceme by
it honest, in this part of the world. The
rest is just plain thieves, but they been
clever enough to cqver it up. Pick on that
crew, Pollard, and squeeze ’em till they run
money into your hand. 11l show you bhow
té do. itV

“ Well, noomeprettyhardtomeatﬁmt.
I didn’t see how it was done. But he
showed me. He'd send a scout around to
a mining camp. If they was a crooked
wheel in the gambling-heuse that was mak-
ing a lot of coin, Black-Jack would slide in
some. night, stick up the works, and clean
out with the loot. If they was some dirty
dog that had jumped a claim and was mak-
ing a pile - of coin out of .it, Black-Jack
would drop out of the sky onto him and
take the gold.”

Terry listened, fascinated. He was hav-
ing the workings of his father’s mind re-
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created for him and spread plainly before
his eyes. And there was a certain terror
and also a certain attractiveness about
what he discovered.

There was a truth about the principles of
his father. Certainly a great deal of wealth
was come by-dishonestly, and though that
did not justify a new crime, it certainly
palliated the second offense.

“ It sounds, maybe, like an easy thing
to do, to just stick on the trail of them that
you knpow are worse crooks than you. But
it ain’t. I've tried it. I've seen Black-
Jack pass up ten thousand like it was noth-
ing, because the gent that had it come by
it homest. But I can't do it, speaking in
general. But Il tell you more about the
old man.” -

“Thankyvu, said Terry, “ but—"

“ And when you’re with us—"

“You see,” said Terry firmly, “Iplm
todotheworkyouaskedmetodo——kill
what you want killed on the range. And
when I've worked off the money I owe

“ Hell, boy, you don’t owe me nething!”’

“ Nevertheless, from my point of view—"

Before he could complete his sentence,
& door opened on the far side of the room,
and Kate Pollard entered again. She had
risen from her bed in some haste to answer
the summons of her father. Her bright
hair poured across her shoulders, a heavy,
greenish-blue dressing-gown was drawn
about her and held close with one hand at
her breast. She came slowly toward them.
And she seemed to Terry to have changed.
There was less of the masculine about her
than there had been earlier in the evening.
Her walk was slow, her eyes. were wide as
though she had no-idea what might await
her, and the light glinted white on the un-
tanned portion of her throat, and on her
arm where the loose sleeve of the dressing-
gown fell back from it.

“ Kate,” said her father, “I had to get
you up to tell you the big news—biggest
news you ever heard of! Girl, who've I
always told you was the greatest gent that
ever come into my life?”

“ Jack Hollis — Black-Jack,” she said
without hesitation. * According to your
way of thinking, dad!”
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- Plainly her own conclusions might be
very different. . o

“ According to anybody’s way of think-
ing, as long as they was thinking right.
Who was the squarest pal that ever a gent
had? Who was it that never turned down
a gent that was in need? Who was it that
never made a bum play or took an advan-
tage? Who was it that never forgot a good
turn—or a bad one, for that matter?

Black-Jack Hollis. And d'you know who -

we've got here with us, now? Cowld you
guess it in a thousand years? Why, the
kid that come to-night. Black-Jack as
sure as if he was a picture out of & book,
and me a blind fool that didn’t know him.
Kate, here’s the second Black-Jack, Terry
Hollis. Give him your hand agin and say
you're glad to have him for his dad’s sake
and for his own! Kate, he’s done a man’s
job already. It’s him that dropped old
foxy Minter!”

The last of these words faded out of the
hearing of Terry. He felt the lowered eyes
of the girl rise and fall gravely on his face,
and her glance rested there a long moment
with a new and solemn questioning. Then
her hand went slowly out to him, a cold
hand that barely touched his with its fin-
ger-tips and then dropped away. ° .

But what Terry felt was that it was the
same glance she had turned to him when
she stood leaning against the post earlier
that evening. There was a pity in it, and

a sort of despair which he could not under-

.stand.

And without saying a word she turned
her back on them and went out of the room
as slowly as she had come into it.

Her father remained behind her, dum-
founded. ’

“ Katel” he roared. “Come back and
tell me what you mean by insultin’—”

Terry stopped him.

“Don’t!” he commanded.

l”

Joe Pollard groaned and his whole huge
body shook with wrath.

“Now who in hell,” he complained,
“ ever seen a fool girl to match her? Who
in hell?”

He turned his appeal to Denver Pete, but
Denver paid no heed to him. His keen

“l‘et hu
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eyes were. glancing alternately. to the door
through which Kate had disappeared and
then back at the stricken face of Terry
Hollis,

CHAPTER XXVI
THE GOLD MINE.

“YT don’t mean nothing,” Polard hast-
ened to assure Terry. “ It don’t mean
a thing in the world except that she’s
a Yool girl. The queerest, orneriest, kind-

-est, strangest, wildest thing in the shape of

calico that ever come into these parts since
her mother died before her. But the more

_you see of her the more you'll value her.

She can ride like a man—no wear out to
her—and she’s got the courage of a man.
Besides which she can sling a gun like it
would do your heart good to see her! Don’t
take nothing she does to heart. She don’t
mean no harm. But she sure dees tangle
up a gent’s ideas. Here I been living with
her nigh onto twenty years and I don’t
savvy her none yet. Eh, boys?”
. The smile which was interchanged among
the four was a thing of secret wisdom.
“I'm not offended in the least,” said
Terry quietly,. =~ )
And he was not, but he was meore in-
terested than he had ever been before by
man, woman, or child. And for the past
few seconds his mind had been following
her through the door behind which she had

“And if I were to see more of ber, no
doubt—" He broke off with: “ But I'm
not apt to see much more of any of you,

Mr. Pollard. If I can’t stay here and work

off that three-hundred-dollar debt—"

“Work helll No son of Black-Jack
Hollis can work for me. But he can live
with me as a partner, son, and he can have
everything I got, half and half, and the
bigger half to him if he asks for it. That's
straight!”

Terry raised a protesting hand. Yet he
was touched, intimately touched. In spite
of himself he could not control & nervous
trembling of his upper lip. He had tried

‘hard to fit into his place among the honest

people of the mountains by hard and pa-
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tient work. They would have none of him.
His own kind turned him out. And among
these men—men who had no law, as he
had every reason to believe—he was in-
stantly taken in and made one of them.
Body and soul they seemed to be with him.
Even Denver stood by with a wise and
sympathetic smile, as though he took prop-
er credit to himself, as being the source
and originator of all this happiness. As
for the four followers of Pollard—the men
of the gang, as Terry began to feel they
should properly be called—they seemed to
accept the extravagant speeches of Pollard
as the most natural thing in the world. As
- though there were no other thing which he
could possibly do under the circumstances
than turn himself over, heart and hand
and home; to the son of his former bene-
factor.

“ But no more talk to-night,” said Pol-
lard.  “1 can see that you’re played out.
T’ll show you the room.”

He caught a lantern from the wall as he
spoke and began to lead the way up the
stairs to the balcony. He pointed out the
advantages of the house as he spoke.

“ Not half bad—this house, eh?”’ he said
proudly. “ And who d’you think planned
it? Your old man, kid. It was Black-Jack
Hollis himself that done it! He was took
off sudden before he’d had a chance to
work it out and build it. But I used his
ideas in this the same’s I've done in other
things. His idea was a' house like a ship.

“ They build a ship in compartments,
eh? Ship hits a rock, water comes in. But

it only fills one compartment, and the old »plaoe.

ship still floats. Same with this house.
You seen them outside walls? Never was
a rifle made would drill them walls. And
the walls on the outside ain’t the only
-thing. Every partition is the same thing,
pretty near; and a gent could stand behind
these doors safe as if he was a mile away
from a gun. Why? Because they’s a nice
little lining of the best steel you ever seen
in the middle of ’em.

“ Cost a lot. Sure. But look at us now?
Suppose a posse was to round up the
house—though I got it built out here on
the hill so’s we can watch all the country
under us. But suppose.they was to rush
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the house. They bust into the kitchen
side. Where are they? Just the same as
if they badn’t got in at all. I bolt the

-doors from the inside of the big room, and

they’re shut out agin. Or suppose they
take the big room? Then a couple of us
slide out on this balcony and spray ’em
with lead. This house ain’t going to be
took till the last room is filled full of the
sheriff’s men!” )

- He paused on the balcony and looked

.proudly over the big, baronial room below

them. It seemed huger than ever from this
view-point, and the men below them were
dwarfed. The light of the lanterns did not
extend all the way across it, but fell in
pools here and there, gleaming faintly on
the men below.

‘“ But doesn’t it make people suspicious
to have a fort like this built on the hiH?”
asked Terry. »

“Of course. If they knew. But they
don’t know, son, and they ain’t going to
find eut the lining of this house till they try
it out with lead.”

He brought Terry into one of the bed-
rooms and lighted a lamp. As the flare
steadied in the big circular oil-bumer and
the light spread, Terry made out a sur-
prisingly comfortable apartment. There
was not a bunk, but a civilized bed, beside
which was a huge, tawny mountain-lion
skin softening the floor. The window was
curtained in some pleasant blue stuff, and
there were a few spots of color on the wall
—only calendars, some of them, but help-
ing to give a livable impression for the

“ Kate’s work,” grinned Pollard proudly.
“She’sbeenﬁxmgthseroomsupal]ont
of her own head. Never got no ideas out
of me. Anything you might lack, son?”

Terry told him he would be very com-
fortable, and the big man wrung his hand
again as he bade him good night.

“ The best work that Denver ever done

‘was bringing you to me,” he declared.

“Which youll find it out before I'm
through. I'm going to give you a home!”
And be ‘strode away before Terry could
answer.

The' rather rare consciousness of having
done a good deed swelled the heart of Joe
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“on the other.

"cided Joe Pollard judicially.

" Joe—quite a bit.
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Pollard on his way down from the balcony.

-When he reached the floor below he found .

that the four men had gone to bed and left

Denver alone, drawn back from the light -
" into a shadowy corner, where he was

flanked by the gleam of a bottle of whisky
on the one side and a shimimering glass
Altheugh Pollard was the
nominal leader, he was in secret awe of the
yegg. For Denver was an “in and outer.”
Sometimes he joined them in the West;

“sometimes he “ worked ” an Eastern terri-

tory. He came and went as he pleased,
and was more or less a law to himself.

"Moreover, he had certain qualities of si-

lence and brooding that usually disturbed
the leader. They troubled him now as he
approached the squat, shapeless figure in
the corner chair. He brought his lantern
with him with malicious forethought, and
was inwardly pleased to see Denver scowl

and blink at the light and then raise one -
"hand to shield his bright little eyes.

““ What you think of him?” said Denver.
“ A good kid and a clean-cut kid,” de-
‘“’Maybe he
ain't another Black-Jack, but he’s tolerable
cool for a youngster. Stood up and looked
me in the eye like a man when I had him

" cornered a while back. Good thing for him

you come out when you did!”

“ X" good- thing for you, Joe,” replied
Denver Pete. “ He'd of turned you into
fertilizer, ho!”

“ Maybe; maybe not. Maybe they’s
some things I could teach him about gun-
slinging, Pete.”

“ Maybe; maybe not,” parodied Denver.
“You've learned a good deal about guns,
But theré’s some things
about gun-fighting that nobody can learn.
It’s got to be bomn into ’em. Remember
how Black-Jack used to slide out his gat?”

“Yep. There was a man!”

¢ And Minter, too. There’s a born gun- -

man. ”»

“Sure. We all know Uncle Joe—damn
his soul!” -

“ But the kid beat Uncle Joe fair and

- square from an even break—and beat him

bad. Made his draw, held it so’s Joe could
partwaycatchupwithhlm andthen
drilled him clean!”

" Pollard scratched his chin. .

“I'd believe that if I seen it,” he de-
clared.

“ Pal, it wasn’t Terry that done the talk-
ing; it was Gainor. He’s seen a good deal
of gun-play, and said that Terry’s was the
coolest he ever watched.”

“ All right for that part of it,” said Joe
Pollard. “ Suppose he’s fast—but can I
use him? I like him well enough; I'll give

‘him a good deal; but is he going to mean
" charity all the time he hangs out with me?”

‘ Maybe; maybe not,” chuckled Denver
again. “ Use him the way he can be used,
and he’ll be the best bargain you ever
turned. " Black-Jack started you' in busi-
ness; Black-Jack the Second will make you
rich lf you handle him nght—-—and ruin you
if you make a slip.”

“ How come? He talks this ¢ honesty’
talk pretty strong.”

“ Gimme a chance to talk,” said Denver
contemptuously. ‘“ Takes a gent that’s
used to reading the secrets of a safe to read
the secrets of a gent’s head. And Fve read
the secret of young Black-Jack Hollis.
He’s a pile of dry powder, Joe. Throw in
the spark and he’ll explode so damned loud
they’ll hear him go off all over the coun-

“ How?”

“ First, you got to keep-him here.”

[13 HOW?”

Joe Pollard sat back with the air of one
who will be convinced through ne mental
effort of his own. But Denver was equal
to the demand.

“ I'm going to show you. He thinks he
owes you three hundred.”

“ That'’s foolish. I cheated the kid out
of it. I'll give it back to him and all the
rest I won.”

Denver paused and studied the other as
one amazed by such stupidity.

“ Pal, did you ever try, in the old days,
to give anything to the old Black-Jack?”

“H-m. Well, he sure hated chanty
But this ain’t charity.”

“It ain’t, in your eyes. It is, in Ter-
ry’s: If you insist, he’ll get sore. No, Joe.
Let him think he owes you that money.
Let him start in working .it off for you—
honest work. You ain’t got any ranch
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work. Well, set him to cutting down trees,
or anything. That "Il help to hold him.
If he makes some gambling play—and he’s
got the born gambler in him—you got one
last thing that Il be apt to keep him here.”

“ What’s that?”

[{4 Kate")

Pollard stirred in his chair.

“ How d'you mean that?” he asked
gruffly

“ I mean what I said,” retorted Denver.
“1 watched young Black-Jack looking at
her. He had his heart in his eyes, the
kid did. He likes her, in spite of the frosty
mitt she handed him. Oh, he’s falling for
her, pal—and he’ll keep on falling. Just
slip the word to Kate to kid him along.
Will you? And. after we got him glued to
the place here, we’ll figure out the way to
turn Terry into a copy of his dad. We'll
figure out how to shoot the spark into the
powder, and then stand clear for the ex-

H ”

Pollard considered his thick finger-tips

« Aint it a kind of a dirty trick?” he

-asked. * Suppose he loves Kate by and by

_—suppose she might get fond of him. He’s

a clean-cut kid, you know. D’you think I

want her to marry another Black-Jack and -

get her heart broke like Black-Jack broke
the beart of his woman? T ain’t that kind
of a father, Denver. Besides, what does it
mean to me to turn him wrong?”

- -Denver came silently and swiftly out of
the chair, his pudgy hand spread on the
table and his eyes gleaming close to the face
of Pollard.

“ Joe,” he said softly, « if that kid goes
wrong, he'll be as much as his father ever
. was—and maybe more. He'll rake in the
money like it was dirt. How do I know?
Because I've talked to him. I've watched
him and trailed him. He’s trying hard to
go straight. He’s failed twice; the third
time he’l bust and throw in with us. And
#f he does he'll clean up the coin—and we’ll
get our share. Why ain’t you made more
money yourself, Joe? You got as many
men as Black-Jack ever had. - It's because
you ain’t got the fire in you. Neither have
I. We're nothing: but tools ready for an-
other man to use the way Black-Jack used
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us. Nurse this kid along a little while,
and he’ll show us how to pry open the
places where the real coin is cached away.
And he’ll lead us in and out with no danger
to us and all the real risk on his own head.
That’s his way—that was his dad’s way
before him.”

Pollard nodded slowly
nght »

“Y know I am. He’s a gold-mine, this
kid is. . But we got to buy him with some-
thing more than gold. And I know what
that something is. I'm going to show him

“ Maybe you're

-that the good, law-abiding citizens have

made up their minds that he’s no good;
that they’re all ag’in’ him; and when he
finds that out he'll go wild. They ain’t
any doubt of it. He'll show his teeth!
And when he shows his teeth he’ll taste
blood—they ain’t no doubt of it.”

“ Going to make him—kill?”’ asked Pol-
lard very softly.

“ Why not? He'll do it sooner or later,
anyway. It’s in his blood.” .

“1 suppose it is.”

“I got an idea. There’s a young gent
in town named Larrimer, ain’t there?”

“Sure. A rough kid, too. It was him
that killed Kennedy last spring.”

“ And he dropped Dawson the year be-
fore, didn’t he?”

“ Yep, he’s a nice blooming gun-fighter,
Larrimer is.”

“ And he’s proud of his reputation?”

“ Sure. He'd go a hundred miles to have
a fight with a gent with a good name for
gun-play.”

“ Then hark to me sing, Joe! Send Terry
into town te get something for you. I'll
drop in ahead of him and find Larrimer,
and tell Larrimer that Black-Jack’s son is
around—the man that dropped Sheriff
Minter. Then I'll bring ’em together and
give ’em a running start.”

“ And risk Terry getting his head blown
oﬁ ”

"3‘If he can't beat Larrimer he’s no use

us; if he kills Larrimer it’s good rid-
dance. The kid is going to get bumped off
some time, anyway. He’s bad—all the
way through.”

Pollard looked with a sort of wonder on
his companion.
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“ You’re a nice, kind sort of a gent, ain’t
you, Denver?”’

“I'm a money-maker,” asserted Denver
coldly. “ And, just now, Terry Hollis is
my gold-mine. Watch me work him!”

——

CHAPTER XXVIL
KATE.

T was some time before Terry could
sleep, though it was now very late.
When he put out the light and slipped

into the bed the darkness brought a bright
flood of memories of the day before him.
It seemed to him that half a lifetime had
been crowded into the brief hours since he
was fired on the ranch that morning. Be-
hind everything stirred the ugly face of
Denver as a sort of controlling Nemesis.
It seemed to him that the chunky little
man had been pulling the wires all the
time while be, Terry Hollis, danced in re-
sponse. Not a flattering thought, to be
sure, but an inescapable one. It seemed
to hxm that Denver had literally picked
him up against his will and placed him in
this house, in this very room. The power of
the man amazed him. That very evening,
had he remained silent for a moment lenger,
the bullets of Pollard’s men would have cut
short his life.

At that, nervously, Terry got out of bed
and went to- the window. The night was
~ cool, but- crisp rather than chilling. His
eye went over the velvet blackness of the
mountain slope above him to the ragged
line of the crest—then a dizzy plunge to
the brightness of the stars beyond. The
very sense of distance was soothing; it
washed the gloom and the troubles away
from him. He breathed deep of the fra-
grance of the pines and then went back to
his bed.

He had hardly taken his place in it when
the sleep began to well up over his brain
—waves of shadows running out of the Sor-
ners of his mind. And then suddenly he
was wide awake, alert.

Some one had opened the door. There
had been no sound; merely a change in the
axrcnmentsoftheroom, but there was also
the sense of another presence S0 Clearly
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that Terry almost imagined he could heat
the breathing.

He was beginning to shrug the thought
away and smile at his own nervousness,
when he heard that unmistakable sound of
a foot pressing the floor. And then he re-
membered that he had left his gun-beit far
from the bed. In a burning moment that
lesson was printed in his mind, and would
never be forgotten. Slowly as posible and
without' sound he drew up his feet little by
little, spread his arms gently on either side
of him, and made himself tense for the ef-
fort. Whoever it was that entered, they
might be taken by surprise. He dared not
lift his head to look; and he was on the
vergeofleapingupandattheapprmdlhg
noise, when a whisper came to him softly:
¢ Black-Jack!”

Thesoftvmoe,thenamenself,thnlled
him. He sat erect in the bed and made
out, dimly, the form of Kate Pollard in the
blackness. She would have been quite in-
visible, save that the square of the window
was almost exactly behind her. And also,
the coppery hair seemed to gather to it 2
light of its own. He saw one heavy braid
gleaming dimly as it drepped across ber
shoulder. He made out the faint whiteness
of the hand which held her dressing-robe at
the breast..

She did not start back, though she
showed that she was startled by the sud-
denness of his movement by growing the
faintest shade taller and lifting her head a
little. Terry watched her, bewildered.

“ 1 been waiting to see you,” said Ktte.

“I1 want to—I mean—to—talk to you.”

He could think of nothing except to blurt
with sublime stupidity: “ It’s good of you.
Won'’t you sit down?”

He found himself modulating his voice
as though he had been in Aunt Elizabeth's
living-room.

The girl brought him to his senses with
@ sharp: “Easy! Don’t talk out. De
you know what ’d happen if dad found me
here?” v

“I—" began Terry.

But she helped him smoothly to the lagi-
cal condusion. ¢ He’d blow your head off,
Black-Jack; and he’d do it—pronto. If
you are going to talk, talk soft—like me.”
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She sat down on the side of the bed, so
gently that there was no creaking. They
peered at each other through the darkness
for a time.

“ Why,” said Terry, finding it oddly dif-
ficult to speak, “ have you come?”

She was not whispering. But her voice
was pitched almost as low, and he wondered
at the variety of expression she was able to
pack in the small range of that murmur.
“1 dunno,” she was saying. “1I suppose
I'm a fool for coming. But I was born to
love chances. Born for it!”

" She lifted her head and laughed.

It amazed Terry to hear the shaken flow
of her breath and catch the glinting outline
of her face. He found himself leaning for-
ward a little; and he began to wish for a
light, though perhaps it was an unconscious
wish. The pure, cold scent of the pines was
blowing in, and the heart of Terry lifted.
It was like the sense of being raised rapid-
ly through a great space.

“ First,” she said, “ what d’you know
about dad—and Denver Pete?”

¢ Practically nothing.”

She was silent for a moment, and he
saw her hand go up and prop her chin
while she considered what she could say
next.

“ They's so much to tell,” she confessed,
% that I can’t put it short. I'll tell you this
much, Black-Jack—"

“ That isn't my name, if you please.”

. “1It M be your name if you stay around
these parts with dad very long,” she replied
with an odd . “ But where you
been raised, Terry? And what you been
doing witH yourself?”

He felt that this giving of the first name
was a tribute, in some subtle manner. It
enabled him, for instance, to call her Kate,
and he decided with a thrill that he would
do so at the first opportunity. He revert-
ed to her question.

“1 suppose,” he admitted gloomily,
“ that I've been raised to do pretty much
as I please—and the money I've spent has
been given to me.”

wThe girl shook her head with convic-
tion.

“It ain’t possible,” she declared.

« Why not?”
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“No son of Black-Jack would live off
somebody’s charity.”

He felt the blood tingle in his cheeks, and
a real anger against her rose. What right
had she to probe him with questions? Yet
he found himself explaining humbly.
© “You see, I was taken when I wasn’t
old enough to decide for myseif. I was
only a baby. And I was raised to depend
upon Elizabeth Cornish. I—I didn’t even
know the na.me of my father until a few
days ago.”

The girl gasped. “You didn't know
your father—not your own father? She
laughed again, scornfully. “ Terry, I ain’t
green enough to believe that!”

He fell into a dignified silence, and pres-
ently the girl leaned closer, as though she
were peering to make out his face. Indeed,
it was now possible to dimly make out ob-
jects in the room. The window was filled
with an increasing brightness, and presently
a shaft of pale light began to slide across
the floor, little by little. The moon had
pushed up above the crest of the moun-

“ Did that make you mad?” quened the
gll‘] [{4 why?”

What could he answer her?

“ You seemed to doubt what I said,” he
remarked stiffly.

“Why not? You ain’t under oath, or
anything, are your”

Then she laughed again. It was charm-
ing to Terry—that softly whispering sound.
““You're a queer one all the way through.
This Elizabeth Cornish—got anything to do
with the Cornish ranch?”

“1 presume she owns it, very largely.”

The girl nodded. “ You talk like a book.
You must of studied a terrible pile.”

_“Not so much, really.”

“ H-m,” said theglrl and seemed to re-
serve judgment.

Then she asked with a return of her
former sharpness: “ How come you gam-
bled to-day at Pedro’s?”

“T don’t know. It seemed the thing to
do—to kill time, you know.”

“Kill time! At Pedro’s? Well—you
are green, Terry!”

“1 suppose I am, Kate.”

He made a little pause before her name,



604

and when he spoke it, in spite of himself,
his voice changed, became softer. The girl
straightened somewhat, and the light was
now increased to such a point that he could
make out that she was frowning at him
through the dimness.

“You say that like you was afraid of
my name.”

“ You see,” he explained lamely, “ I was
not sure that I knew you well enough to—
I mean—"

“ Never mind.”

Her attitude became suddenly more mat-
ter of fact. He saw her hand flash as she
counted off her points against the other
palm.

“ First, you been adopted, then you been
raised on a great big place with everything
you want, mostly, and now you’re out—
playing at Pedra’s. How come, Terry?”

“I was sent away,” said Terry faintly,
as all the pain of that farewell came flood-
ing back over him.

[{3 Why?”

“1 shot 2 man.” :

“ Ah!” said Kate, “ You shot a man?”
It seemed to silence her. “ Why, Terry?”

“ He had killed my father,” he explamed
more softly than ever.

“ And they turned you out fer that? I
know. It was Minter. And they turned
you eut for that?”

There was a trembling intake of her
breath. He could catch the sparkle of her
eyes, and knew that she had flown into ene
of her sudden, fiery passions. And it
warmed his heart to hear her.

“1'd like to know what kind of people
they are, anyway! I’d like to meet up with
that Elizabeth Cornish, the—"

“She’s the finest woman that ever
breathed,” said Terry simply.

The girl caught ber breath again, this
time with astonishment.

“You say that,” she pondered slowly,
¢ after she sent you away?”

“She did only what she thought was
right. She’s a little hard, but very just,
Kate.” .

She was shaking her head; the hair bad
become a dull and wondexful gold in the
faint moonshine. And it flashed across the
whiteness of a bare shoulder.
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“1 dunne what kind of a man yeu are,
Terry. I didn’t ever know a man could
stick by—folks—after they’d been hurt by
‘’em. I-esuldn’t do it. I ain’t got much
Blblestuﬁmme,Terry Why, when
somebody doelmeawmng,lhatz ‘em—
I bate ’em! And I never forgive ’em till I
get back at ’em.”

She sighed. “But you're different, I
guess. I begin to figure that you're pretty
white, Terry Hollis.”

There was something so direct about her
talk that he could not answer. It seemed
to him that there was in her a cross be-
tween 2 boy and a man—the simplicity of
a child and the straightforward strength of
a grown man, and all this tempered and
made strangely delightful by her own

unique personality.

“ But I guessed it the first time I looked
at you,” she was murmaaing. “1 guessed
that you was different from the rest.”

“You hardly saw me,” said Terry.
“ You hardly looked at me when your fa-
ther introduced me, you knew.”

“Didn't I? Say, partner, a girl can see
a. terrible long ways out of the corner of
bher eyes, and don’t you ever forget it
When I looked at you them I was look-
ing plumb through you, as near as I could
And then at the table I looked at you again.
Because I was interested. Your kind don’t
come my way very often, you see.”

She had her etbow on her knee now, and,
with her chin cupped in the graceful hand,
she leaned toward bim and studied him.

“ When they’re clean cut on the outside
they’re spoiled - on the inside. They’re
crooks, hard ones, out for themselves, never
giving a rap about the next gent in line.
But meostly they aic} even clean on
outside,andyoucanseewhatthey
the first time you look at ’evs.

“ Oh, I've liked some of the boys
and then but I had to make-.myself
‘em. But you're different. 1 'seen that
when you started takking. You didn’t sulk;
and you didn’t look proud like you wanted -
to show us what you could do; and you
dido’t boast mone. I vkept wondering at
you while I was at the piano. And—yon
made an awful hit with me, Terry.”

Again he was too staggered to reply.

the
are
now
like
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And before he could gather his w1ts the girl
went on:

“ Now, is they any real reason why you
shouldn’t get out of here to-morrow morn-
ing?”

It was a blow of quite another sort.

- “ But why should I go?”

She grew very solemn, with a trace of
sadness in her voice.

“IN tell you why, Terry. Because if
you stay around here too long they’ll make
you what you don’t want to be—another
Black-Jack. Don’t you see that that’s why
they like you? Because you’re his son,
and because they want you to be another
like him. Not that I have anything against
him. I guess he was a fine fellow in his
way.” She paused and stared directly at
him in a way he found hard to bear. “ He
must of been! But that isn’t the sort of
a man you want to make out of yourself. I
know. You’re trying to go straight.
Well, Terry, nobody that ever stepped
could stay straight long when they had
around ’em Denver Pete and—my father.”
She said the last with a sob of grief. He
tried to protest, but she waved him away.

“1 know. And it’s true. He'd do any-
thing for me, except change himself. Be-
lieve me, Terry, you got to get out of here
—pronto. You see, you got the makings
of a hell-raiser in you. Maybe I shouldn’t
have said that word?”

‘It doesn’t matter.”

“ T guess not,” she sighed. “ But I mean
that I seen the ﬁre in you—ijust a spark of
it, but enough. You got some of your fa-
ther in you, Terry. Well, you got to get
out of temptation. That’s why I say, is
they anything to hold you here?”

“A great deal. Three hundred dollars
I owe your father.”

She considered him again with that mute
shake of the head. Then: “Do you
mean it? I see you do. I don’t suppose
it does any good for me to tell you that he
cheated you out of that money?”

“ If I was fool enough to lose it that way
I won’t take it back.”

“1 knew that, too—I guessed it. Oh,
Terry, I know a pile more about the inside
. of your head than you'd ever guess! Well,
I knew that—and T come with the money
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s0’s you can pay back dad in the morning.
Here it is—and they’s just a mite more to
help you on your way.”

She laid the little handful of gold on the
table beside the bed and rose.

“Don’t go,” said Terry, when he could
speak. “Don’t go, Katel I’'m not that
Jow. I can’t take your money!”

She stood by the bed and stamped
lightly. “ Are you going to be a fool about
this, tooP”

“I—DI'm afraid so.”

“ You ain’t got a bit of sense,” she said.

“But I would still owe the money, you
see, and I’d have to stay and work it off.”

“You'd owe nothing. It’s a gift.”

“ Do you think I can take money from a
woman?”

“It ain’t anything I've earned. It was
given to me—and God knows where it
come from, Anyway, this is about the
only good use it could be put to. If you
want to pay it back—why, help some
young fellow to go straight, and you'll
never have to think about me again and
what I've done.”

“But yotr father offered to give me
back all the money I'd won. I can't do it,
Kate‘"

He could see her grow angry, beautifully

angry.

“Is they no difference between Kate
Pollard and Joe Pollard?”

Something leaped into his throat. He
wanted to tell her in a thousand ways just
how vast that difference was.

“ Man, you'd make a saint swear, and I
ain’t a saint by some miles. You take that
money and pay dad, and get on your way.
This ain’t no place for you, Terry Hollis.”

[{3 I_" he .

She broke in: “ Don’t say it. Youll
have me mad in a minute. Don’t say it.”

“T have to. I can’t take money from
you.”

“ Then take a loan.”

He shook his head.

“ Ain’t I good enough to even loan you
money?”’ she cried fiercely.

The shaft of moonlight had poured past
her feet; she stood in a pool of it.

“ Good enough?” said Terry. “ Good
enough?” Something that had been accu-
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mulating in him now swelled to bursting,
flooded from his heart to his throat. He
hardly knew his own voice, it was so trans-
formed with sudden emotion.

“ There’s more good in you than in any
man or woman I’ve ever known.”

“ Terry, are you trying to make me feel
“foolish?”’

“ 1 mean it—and it’s true. You're kind-
er, more gentle—"

" “Gentle? Me? Oh, Terry"’

But she sat down on the bed, and she
listened to him with her face raised, as
"though music were falling on her, a thing
‘barely heard at a perilous distance.

“ They’ve told you other things, but
.they don’t know. I know, Kate. The mo-
ment I saw you I knew, and it stopped my
heart for a beat—the knowing of it. That
you’re beautiful-—and true as steel; that
.you're worthy of honar—and that I honor
.you with all my, heart. That .1 love your
‘kindness, your frankness, your beautiful
willingness to help people, Kate. I've lived
with a woman who taught me lessens; she
“taught me what was true. You've taught
me what’s glorious and worth living for.
Do you understand, Kate?”
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And no amswer; but a change in her
face that stopped him. His mind became
a tumult. He strove to. remember what he
‘had said—something that might have of-
fended her. But the words had not came
out of his mind. They had been born of
themselves, and he could not remember a

syllable.

“ T shouldn’t of come,” she whispered at
length, “ and I—I shouldn’t have let you—
talk the way. you’'ve done. But, ah, Terry
—when you come to forget what you've

said—don’t forget it all the way—keep

some of the things—tucked away in you—
somewhere—" |

She rose from the bed and slipped across
the white brilliance of the shaft of moon-
light. It made a red-gold fire of her hair.
Then she flickered into the shadow. Then
she was swallowed by the utter darkness of
the doorway.

But Terry remained, Iookmg straight
down into the pool of moonshine beside
‘the bed. Because, for .some reason, it was
easy then to reconstruct her from head to
foot just as she had stood there. Oddly
enough, he remembered her in beautiful
anger, and not when she smiled.

(To be contimned NEXT WEEK.)

is playing at the Rialto this week in
“The Poisoned Husband, or Free at
Last!” or something. Say, so far as I'm
‘concerned, that’s one sample of the art of

l SEE where Miss Marguerite Lemoyne

restless photography which runs for the
end book. In a word, I propose to be prom-
inently absent at each and every showing.
And I'm a wicked movie fan, at that.
The blow-off was a couple of summers
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ago. But the start was during the fall of
the year before. At that time I was boss-
ing what is sometimes known as a stable
of box-fighters. The fellow who invented
the term must have been pretty familiar
with the business, for them alleged boxers
of mine certainly acted like they’d been
brought up in one. And if it hadn’t been
for themselves, they’d have undoubtedly
escaped the disgrace of being called prize-
fighters, for nobody else would have ever
suspected it.

Two of them were featherweights. The
other was a lightweight. Now, as fighters
they amounted to about as much as a sul-
fur match in Sheol; but as food-destroy-
ers, why, they had Babe Ruth, Little
Bill Edwards and Flame-o, the Fire-eater,
looking like so many dyspeptics.

So I had about made up my mind to
leave the fighting business flat on its shoul-
der blades, and to take up banking or may-
be the new and highly prosperous profes-
sion of hoochlegging, or something, when
along came Archibald Jamison Spaulding,
and I decided to stick in the game a while
longer.

One day I’'m at the gymnasium, watching
the two feathers going through the motions,
when in blows this strange kid. As soon as
he has me pegged he walks over to where
I'm standing.

“1s this Mr. Wylie Patton?” he asks.

“ 1 refuse to answer,” I comes back, “ on
the grounds that it might incriminate me.”

“ Then you must be him,” says the kid.
~ % D’ye mean to insult me?” I says.

" % Oh, no,” he says. ‘“All I mean is, 1
guess you must be Mr. Patton. My name
is Archibald Jamison Spaulding. I wanta
ﬁght.”

“ Why pick on me?” I inquires.
ain’t done anything to you.”

“1 mean I wanta fight for a living,” he
says.

“ That’s what we all have to do,” I re-
marks. “ Go to it, kid.” .

“1

“Say,” he counters, “I've heard a lot .

about you, Mr. Patton, but I never heard
that this Captain Kidd was a relative of
yours. I wanta be a professional boxer.”

“ Personally,” 1 says, “I'd like to be
President.”
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I looked him over. Any way you looked
at him, from the top of his egg to the tips
of his walk-overs, he was an out and out
dead ringer for these handsome goofs that
you see in the clothing ads.

“ Looks like you must have parked the
twin-six and the Russian wolf-hound around
the corner,” I veatures.  “ Anyway, I can’t
see ’em from the window.”

He didn’t even swing at it. All it got
me was a politely inquiring look and a ton
of silence.

“So you wanta fight, eh?” T goes on.
“Td have thought that the movies were
more in your line.”

“T tried them,” he says.  But there’s
no money in it unless you're a star. And
you can’t get to be a star unless you've got
a pull or a reputation.”

“ And a divorce,” I adds. “ Of course,
everybody’s making a million in the fight

e. Why, only a couple of hours ago
T ordered me a couple of limousines on the
half-shell and a sea-going yacht with apple
sauce. The waiter’ll be in with ’em in a
minute. Where’d you get the idea that you
could fight?”

“In the A. E. F.,” says Archibald. “I
played baseball and football while I was in
high-school, and I learned quite a bit about
boxing while I was in France.”

I don’t remember seeing where you won
any of them tournaments they had over
there,” 1 says.

-“T didn’t take part in them,” says the
young fashion-plate.

“ Why not?” T asks,

“ Where’s the use of getting hurt when
there’s nothing in” it?” he wants to know.
“If I was getting paid for it, why, that
would be different.”

You’re probably wondering why I didn’t
give Archibald the air right then. Well,
if I'd been wise,.I sure would have. For
that was the tip-off on Archibald—and in
more ways than maybe you might think,
But somehow I had a hunch that he had
something, and I wanted to see what it
was. Well, I'm not the first guy that Old
Kid Curiosity has knocked for a long dusty

“If you ain’t a boxer you. sure sound
like one,” I tells him. * Suppose you go
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to the locker-room and tell Pete to give you
a pair of running pants and some sneakers.
We'll see what you've got.”

So Archibald ambles off to the locker-
room, and when he comes back, dressed in
the porous-knits, I guess my eyes must have
bulged outa my head till they looked the
size of tangerines. Or bigger. For Archi-
bald Jamison' Spaulding surely shaped up
like a million bucks. Yes, on looks, I'd
have said that Archibald had everything.
However, there’s this to be said: in the
fight game the Apollo stuff stacks up about
as high as the groom at a wedding. Look
at Monsieur Dempsey and Mr. Carpentier,
for example.

I figured Archibald about the same
weight as my imitation lightweight scrap-
per, Jack Monroce. But right there is
where the resemblance called it a day.
There was no more difference between this
Spaulding kid ang Jack than there is be-
tween Man o’ War and a truck-horse. So
far as looks went, anyway.

So I put him on with Jack. And the
way that bird starts throwing boxing-mitts
at him, why, I guess Jack must have
thought that Archibald was a gang! They
came at Jack from all angles and no oftener
than shots out of a machine-gun. Why,
for three days afterward Menroe was
cross-eyed and dizzy from trying to keep
track of ’em. Archibald never gave Jack
a chance to get set, so’s he could unhook
that old haymaker of his, and with which
same sleep-producer Jack’s boxing reper-
toire began and ended. And as for bleck-
ing Archibald’s punches—well, it looked
like Jack must be in the way of being a
follower of Hon. William J. Bryan; for,
for one blow that Jack blocked the other
sixteen hit him.

Yes, Archibald clicked 'em off on Jack
like one of these stemographic speed-mer-
chants taps a wicked key on one of the
latest model visible-writing machines. But
I saw that Monroe was shedding the
punches like a duck sheds the national
drink.

They weren’t hurting him any. Archi-
bald was moving so fast that he was com-
ing out when he was going in. That’s
about how it was. And the result was the
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same as if he'd been trying to pull his
punches. The only danger that Jack stood
in was the chance that maybe he might die
of suffocation, for it was only now and
then that he wasn't wearing one of Archi-
bald’s mitts over his pan.

So I called it off to give Jack a chance
to come up for air. And when they went
at it again, I tells the young glass of fash-
ion and likewise mold of form:

‘“ That’s enough of the fancy embroidery.
Now show me whether you can sock.
Wade into this bird and knock him for a

(SR

“I'd like to see him do it!” snarls
Monroe.

‘“I hope you get your wish,” I says
“ Go get him, kid!”

Looking back at it, I can see now that
right there was where Archibald J. Spauld-
ing put one over on me. No doubt he
thought it was a case of kill Monroe or
no job.

Anyway, it took Archibald just eighteen
seconds, Eastern time, to knock Jack for
a row of dumb-bells and a set of parallel
bars which had somehow escaped the
revenue agents; and though, as a boxer,
Monroe was nowhere, there was plenty of
grounds for claiming for him the distinc-
tion of having the hardest egg in the busi-
ness. Despite which, all of a sudden Jack
winds up in a corner, loose from his ideas,
and with his hard-boiled dome resting care-
lessly up against a medicine ball.

‘“ Beats all how natural he looks,” I re-
marks.

“Is that what you meant?” asks Archi-
bald with a nod toward the sleeping beauty.

“T’ll leave it to him if it ain’t!” I says, °
‘“ Aladdin had nothing on that bird!
Let’'s—er—talk business.”

Now, as you probably know, there’s two
kinds of fight fans. There’s the bunch
that likes to see what they call a nice, clean,
scientific boxing match. Every time that
kind of a boxing match comes off a new
alcoholic shows up at Bellevue, name of
W. J. Bryan. You might call ’em the hit-
and-run boys.

Then there’s the gang which, if they
had their way about it, the contestants
would wear machetes instead of mitts, and

8 A
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every time the card didn’t result in at least
two deaths and a hospital case, the man-
agement would be hung by its red neck till
it was dead. They’re the babies that this
Ibanez, the great Spanish writer, who I
learned about from the wife—she’s a re-
gular book-cootie—would no doubt call the
“ Blood and Sand ” guys.

Well, before that winter was over,
“ Kid ” Spaulding, which was the ring-name
I gave him, was well known to both these
varieties of boxing fanciers. And every
time the Kid started, the hit-and-run bunch
would give him a great hand—and the
bloody-murder gang would hand him the
long raszs.

For that was the kind of boxer Archi-
bald Jamison Spaulding turned out to be.
He had more science than Edison. He
was faster on his feet than coal burns up
at twenty smacks the ton. He could out-
point the proprietor of a rubber-neck bus,
showing a bunch of leading citizens of
Muggs’s Corners, Minnesota, the wonders
of the Big Town.

But, though I knew he cowld sock, he
never did. Why, many a guy, at a single
tea-dance, has won the right to more
wound-stripes than all the Kid’s opponents
put together could lay claim to. ‘And, on
the other hand, he never gave the gentle-
man playing opposite a chance to hit Aims.
He simply smothered the opposition, like
Gamaliel smothered Jimmy, and the other
boy never even got a chance to get started.

Of course, there was a reason. It lay
between Archibald’s oil-finished pompadour
and his classical chin, including the latter.
In other words, and to give a new meaning
to an old phrase, he fought that way to
save his face. Why, if anything had hap-
pened to that collar-ad pan of his, Archi-
bald would have considered it in the light
of a national calamity.

And there was others who would have
voted the same way. Their names ran
from Alice to Lucille; from Lucille to
Sadie, and thence onward to Zenobia.
Archibald was no more popular with the
georgette sex than face-powder. His mail
bad the average movie hero’s incoming
correspondence looking like one letter from
a firm in Tampa, Florida, advertising mail-
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order cigars. And I prebably don’t have to
say that none of them letters were signed
€« Jim."

During his recent visit, it appeared that
M. Carpentier, France’s charming expon-
ent of la boxe, enjoyed a considerable
amount of popularity amongst the new
voters, Well, Archibald Jamison Spaulding
could have spotted Georges’s three orchestra
rows at any matinée, a squad of flappers,
and a bumper crop of sub-debs, and beat
him by Vassar College.

But I'll say this for Archibald: in spite
of all this cheering from the feminine
bleachers, which meant no more to him
than my right eye means to me, Archibald
stuck to his knitting and became no
cabaret-hound or parlorite. No, he didn’t
turn ’em down completely, but he played
safe. He scattered his bets, as you might
say.

He was a cagey bird, and I figured he
was looking out for the main chance, so to
say. Well, as things turned out, I was
right.

Right away after I took hold of him, I
started the Kid in a couple of semi-final
affairs, and he won from here to Moose
Factory. On points, of course. At that
the newspaper boys started giving him a
great play, referring to him as the “ Ameri-
can pocket-edition Carpentier,” the * Apol-
lo, Jr., of the well-known roped-arena,”
and the like. And in consequence of this
free advertising, me and the Kid were soon
making more money than a booze-legger—
and I gave Mr. Jack Monroe and his stable-
mates the air. Archibald was all the meal-
ticket I needed, and, at the rate we were
going, we'd soon be owning a hundred-
foot frontage on Easy Street.

Archibald went great guns all that win-
ter. Along toward the last of Jume, I
signed him to go ten rounds with ¢ Whiz-
zer ” Browning at one of these open-air
boxing concerts. This Whizzer Browning
was a boxer of the same stripe as the Kid—
faster than a society dame with two
divorces, and with more tricks than Hou-
dini. Archibald would have to go some to
beat him,

So I took the Kid, and a sparring part-
ner for him, a boy by the name of Nick
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Liggett, and we went up to Eddie Dillon’s
health-farm at Upper Falls, Massachusetts.
We had something over a month to get
ready. As the Kid had been taking a sort of
layoff, owing to a dearth of opponents, we
had no more time than we needed—and I
didn’t propose to lose that fight, for the
winner would be on the receiving end of a
young fortune.

Dillon’s place was a little ways outside
the village. And as for Upper Falls itself,
why, when the inhabitants were out in full
force, you couldn’t help getting the idea
that four “ Way Down East” companies
had stranded there all at once and the
actors were walking the streets in their
stage clothes. On the side, Upper Falls
was a summer-resort in a small way. And
there was one fairly sizable hotel, which the
proprietor, who must have been of an orig-
inal turn of mind, had nicknamed “ The
Inn.”

Well, a couple of days after we got
there, something come up and I had to.go
back to the city. I was gone three days.
When I got back the first person I saw
was Nick Liggett. Nick was at the station
to meet me.

“Well, Nick,” I asks him, “how’s
things gomg?”

“ Like a flivver with one lung and four
flat tires,” he comes back. “ We're up
against it.”

“ How d’you mean?” I asks.

“ The Kid’s fell for a gal like Brodie fell
off the bridge,” Nick informs me. ¢ He
ain’t done hardly a lick of work since you
went away.”

“ Farewell!” I says. “ Who's the jane?”

“ Name’s Marguerite Lemoyne,” says
Nick. “ She and her old man are stayin’
at the Inn. She’s a movie actress, and, be-
lieve me, Wylie, she’s some pip! T’ll tell
this world she is! I ain’t blamin’ the Kid—
only he hadn’t oughta neglect his work.
The old guy’s name is H. DuPuy Lemoyne.
No class to that, hey?”

“ Motion-picture actress, eh?” I says.
“ And the old boy—what’s ths H. DuPuy
Lemoyne’s business?”

“Claims to be some kind of a retired
broker, or somethin’,” says Nick.

“ What d’you mean, claims?” I inquires.
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“T’ll say he’s & crook!” says Nick. “ He
looks the part—and acts it. Little, fat,
pompous guy, wears clothes like a race-
track tout that’s made a killin’, and is al-
ways glad-handin’ everybody and passin’
out the old apple-sauce. I’'ve seen him giv-
in’ ’em the work around the village. But
when he smiles, he don’t do it with his eyes
—get me? Them peepers of his stay as
cold and hard as a miser’s heart. No mat-
ter what line of dope he’s dealin’ out, them
eyes never change. And if that ain’t the
sign of a crook I don’t know the breed!”

Later on I had plenty of opportunities
for sizing up Mr. H. DuPuy Lemoyne for
myself. And I'll say right now that Nick
had this Lemoyne bird pegged to a T. And
I agreed with Nick in every particular.
Why, although I had nothing to go on but
his looks, I'd stake my oath that that baby
would beat his own grandmother outa the
savings of a lifetime. Well, it’s curious how
these first impressions get you—and how
sometimes they’re right, and other times
they’re wrong.

And as for the girl—Nick bad certainly
shot a mean glance there, too. For Miss
Marguerite Lemoyne would have undoubt-
edly caused Howard Chandler Christy to
throw away his brushes in despair, and go in
for something useful. Yes, I had to admit
there was plenty of excuse for the decline
and fall of Archibald Jamison Spaulding,
as you might say. But what of that?

I lost no time in taking up the matter
with Archibald.

‘“ What'’s this I hear about you and this
Miss Lemoyne?” I demands. “ What'’s the
idea?”

“ The idea,” says Archibald, * is that I'm
gonna marry her.”

“ Does she know it?” I inquires.

“No,” he says. “ Not yet.”

“Then how do you know she’s stuck on
you?” I asks.

‘ They all are,” he comes back.

Maybe you can beat it!

“ So you’re gonna marry her, eh?” I says.
“ And then what?”

“ Then I'm going into the pictures,” he
announces. “ She’s already got a starring
contract with the Sun Pictures people, and
I’'m gonna be her leading man.”
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"« Does she know that?” I asks.

“ No,” he admits. ‘ But I think she sus-
pects it. She’s as much as admitted that
I've got most of these movie birds looking
like a stage tramp.”

“ Oh, she has, has she?” I says. “ Say,
where do I come in?”’

“You don’t come in,” he says. “You
go out, I've never considered this boxing
as amything but a stepping-stone, and now
I’'m ready for bigger things.” ‘

“T’ll tell you one big thing you're ready
for,” I says, “ and that’s the biggest trim-
ming of yeur life if you don’t go through
with ‘this match with Whizzer Browning—
and do it right! I need the money.”

“TH do that,” he agrees. ‘‘ But after
that it’s all off. I expect to be engaged to
Miss Lemoyne by the end of the week,
You know, Wylie, she’s—she’s the fmest
girl I've ever met!
isn’t so strong for me, on account of my
bexing commections, but I think I can make
him see things in their proper light.”

“Yes,” I says sarcastic. “ No doubt the
old guy is mighty particular who he asso-
ciates with. Any guy with a set of morals
like his has to be careful. One of ’em
might get corrupted, or something, and that
would break the set.”

“ What do you mean?” he asks, indig-
nant.

‘ Oh, nothing,” I says.

And he must have succeeded in making
Papa Lemoyne see things in their proper
light, for inside of three days the engage-
ment of Miss Marguerite Lemoyne, the ris-

ing young picture actress, to Archibald -

Jamison Spaulding, was announced to all
and sundry.

Of course the news was as agreeable to
me as double typhoid pneumonia. And,

though far be it from me to cause any- .

body’s love’s young dream to skid, if there
had been any way of breaking the thing
up, short of a jailable offense, I'd have—
why, I'd have considered it.

Well, to make a short story short, one
morning, something over a week after the
announcement of Archibald’s engagement
to the beautiful Marguerite, I was sitting
“on the piazza of Eddie Dillon’s health-farm-
house, meditating on how the first hundred

“the post-office,” says Nick.

I’'m for her. Her father-
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years are always the hardest, when Nick
Liggett comes running up the walk. The
Kid had done a little work and then beat
it for the Inn and the Inn-amorata, so to
say. Nick had been over to the village for
the mail.

Nick comes-up the steps three at a time
and shoves a telegram at me.

“ Take a look at that!” he gasps, winded.

I &id. “ Jumpim’ Jupiter!” I comes out
then. “ Where’d you get this?”

“It dropped outa Lemoyne’s pocket in
“T picked it
up and was gonna hand it back to him
when I happened to see what it said, and—
say, what d’ye make of it?”

“The same as you do,” I says. “1It’s
open and shut. Can’t mean but one thing.
We were right! That guy’s a crook, and
no doubt the girl’s as bad as he is. Nick,
here’s where I save the Kid from marrying
into our best criminal circles—and save my
own bacen! I'm gonna get that bird—and
get him right now!”

“ How get him?” asks Nick.

“You know Judd Brewster,” I says;
‘“ the old boy over at the village that runs
the grocery and claims to be the middle-
weight champion checker-player of Massa-
chusetts? And I wouldn’t be surprised if
he was, because, anyway, he’s took me for
twenty straight games.”

“ Sure,” says Nick. “TI know Judd.

“ Well,” 1 says, “ Judd’s a friend of mine,
and a deputy sherifi—and here’s where we
make him a visit!” ‘

We made a record getting from the
health-garage to Judd Brewster’s grocery
emporium. There was noebody in the store
but Judd and his kid clerk. Judd was fuss-
ing at the cash-register, which was missing
a beat, or something. We passed the time -
of day, and then I says:

“ How’s the sheriffing these days, Judd?”

“Poor,” he says. “ Looks like we've
been hit by a religious wave or something.
All the business I've done in three weeks
is one plain drunk and arrestin’ Sid Blod-
gett for beatin’ up his wife again. Say,
that woman oughta be ashamed of herself!
No, I ain’t seen any such stagnation in
criminal lines in a long while. I'm gettin’
poerer by the minute.”
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‘ Suppose,” I says, “ you got a chance
to grab a regular big-time crook, one of
these swell fake-stock promoters, or maybe

an international card-sharp, or something of

that sort? Would you take it?”

“Would I take it!” says Judd. “Pd
tackle the James boys single-handed and
spot ’em Lefty Louie and Gyp the Blood!
I need the money.”

“Look at that,” I says, and handed
him the telegram.

Having adjusted his spectacles to the
proper notch on his beak, Mr. Brewster ab-
sorbs the message.

“ Lemoyne!”’ he comes out. “ Say, d’ye
know, I’ve thought all the time there was
somethin’ irregular about that feller? He's
too darned slick to suit me! Yes, sir; I
had an idee he was a crook—and this proves
it!”

“ That makes it unanimous,” I says.
‘ What do you make of that wire, Judd?”

“ The same as anybody would,” he says.
“Jt’s from a pal of this Lemoyne’s, dated
early this mornin’, and tells Lemoyne to
watch his step, because there’s a couple of
Boston cops on the train arrivin’ here at
3.15 P.M. to-day—and the wire was sent
from Boston. Of course, they’re comin’
here to arrest him. Ain’t that the way you
understand it?”

“It is,” I says. “Now, listen. How
long do you think Lemoyne is gonna stick
around after getting that message? Maybe
he’s made his getaway already. If he
hasn't, it’s up to you to pinch him and hold
him for them Boston officers. Am I right?”

“1 don’t need to have you or no other
man tell me my business,” says Mr. Brew-
ster. “Let’s go!”

Well, Lemoyne was still among those
present. We found all three of ’em—Le-
moyne, the Kid, and the fair Marguerite—
in Lemoyne’s rooms at the Inn.

“ What can I do for you, gentlemen?”
says Lemoyne in his best bedside manner
when Nick and me and Deputy Sheriff
Brewster had entered the room.

“You can do us, and me in partickler,
the favor of considerin’ yourself under ar-
rest!” pipes Deputy Sheriff Brewster.

Of course—not to go into the details—
all three of the opposition threw a fit, es-
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pecially Papa Lemoyne. Finally he arrived
at the stage of demanding that Mr. Brew-
ster show cause for this outrage.

Judd pulls the telegram on him.

Lemoyne never cracked a smile—he was
too far gone—but when Miss Marguerite
and the Kid saw that message they pro-
ceeded to indulge in a couple of first-class
cases of the hystericals.

“ Why, you poor, ignorant yokel,” howls
Papa Lemoyne at the deeply insuited Mr.
Brewster, “ lemme tell you what that mes-
sage means!”’

And he did; or, anyway, he gives his own
version of it.

“ What that message means,” he goes on,
“is this: the man whose name is signed
to it, Hecker, is a friend of mine and my
daughter’s. He’s coming to visit us in a
day or so—lives in Boston. He’s a dog-
fancier, and is sending two bull pups on
ahead—on the train arriving here at three
fifteen to-day, to be exact. That message
was merely for the purpose of telling me to
look out for the dogs on arrival.”

“ You oughta write books,” jeers Deputy
Sheriff Brewster. ¢ That's a nice story.
But it ain’t good enough for me!”

‘“ At least,” says Miss Lemoyne, turning
the battery of her eyes on Mr. Brewster,
“you won’t be so unkind as to refuse to
wait until the train comes in, to see whether
it’s true or not, before you do anything
further?”

Mr. Brewster blinks, straightens his tie,
clears his throat in a kind of apologetic
manner—and lets her win it. .

When the three fifteen train came in
those bull pups were on it!

At which point it is probably proper to
introduce Exhibit A, or the fatal message,
which was as follows:

Take care. Two Boston bulls on train ar-
riving Upper Falls three fifteen to-day.
HECKER.

Somewhere in this wide, wide world
there’s a Western Union key-tapper with
whom I've got a large and able-bodied
score to settle for letting that period run
wild! And so has Deputy Sheriff Brewster,
of Upper Falls, Massachusetts. I mean, of

course, the period after the second word.



THE WRECK,

For a time Papa Lemoyne was gonna
sue me and Judd Brewster for false Im-
prisonment, slander, libel, and several other
crimes and misdemeanors; but the happy
couple must have talked him out of it.
There was one thing they couldn’t talk
him out of—if they tried to—and that was
this: from thence onward Archibald was
to have nothing further to do with me, on

CHAPTER XIX.
CAPTURED.

UST as Sally’s fingers were digging in-
J to his arm until he was ready to growl
a protest, a voice came from the
bushes beside the car: “ You better get ’em
right up in the air—quick.”

Sally raised her hands promptly, and
the Wreck followed suit, after she com-
manded him.

Into the back glare of the sheadlights
stepped @ man who carried a rifle that
looked ready for work.

“One of ’'em’s a woman,” he called,
evidently addressing somebody behind him.

There was no answer from the rear. It
seemed that the matter of conversation had
been left wholly in. his hands.

“ We'll take the pedigree,” said the man
with the rifle. “ Any relation to the
sheriff?”
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penalty of losing his matrimonial prospects
in the Lemgyne family.

So he didn’t, Everything—including the
affair with Whizzer Browning—was all off.

And that’s why I am going to try to
struggle along without seeing Marguerite
Lemoyne and her fascinating leading man,
Archibald Jamison Spaulding, at the Rialto
this week,

tV

[ Rath -

- »e Much Efficiency,” ole,

“ Plenty of relation,” said Sally, prompt-
ly. “ We want to see him.”

There was a chuckle by way of answer.

“ Sure you're lookin’ for the sheriff?”” he
inquired. “1I kind of figure he’s asleep
and don’t want to be disturbed.”

“ You Jead me to Bob Wells,” said Sally.
“I'm going to step right out of this car,
and if you start anything with that gun
you'll wish you’d never been born.”

The Wreck followed her, and they stood
beside the flivver, with a rifle muzzle not
more than a yard-distant from them.

“ The lady speaks first,” said the man
with the gun. “And be careful about your
hands.” :

“TNl talk to Bob Wells and nobody
else,” declared Sally, firmly.

“ Are you speakin’ serious?”

“T certainly am., And I'd advise you not
to argue about it.”

He muttered something that she could

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for December 3.
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not hear, yet it conveyed the idea that his
mind was in doubt.
passive during the colloquy. He did not
need Sally’s caution. Whatever might be
required of him, he felt that the time was
not yet. Beside, he was sure that Sally
had the right idea. There was no need for
dealing with subordinates when Bob Wells
was on the ground. He was quite willing
to face the sheriff.

“ Lead me to the sheriff,” said Sally.

There was a suppressed laugh from the
figure that held the rifle. .

“THl lead you,” he said. ‘“Come to
think of it, I figure you’d better lead your-
selves. You just head for that camp-fire and
T'll keep walking behind you. And don’t
forget I'm carrying a gun. Not that it
makes any difference to me, but it might
make a heap of difference to you.”

Sally set off in the lead, stumbling
through the brush in the direction of the
camp. She was angry enough to shout
what she wanted to say to Bob Wells, but
she would not spoil the dramatic effect of
a face-to-face meeting. The Wreck fol-
lowed in her wake, grim, yet somewhat out
of countenance. They had blundered into
something they did not expect, but they
would emerge with banners flying, he
knew in his heart. In fact, there was a
real advantage in having everything set-
tled here and now.

It was a very small, disorderly and in-
formal sort of camp, Sally discovered as
soon as she put foot within the glow of
dying embers. There were no tent; there
was no sign of an establishment that con-
tained even ordinary comforts. But there
were two men with rifles in their hands,
sitting up in their blankets and studying the
strangers with hard eyes.

“ Well, who you got there, Lefty?” in-
quired one of the men on the ground.

‘“ Parties lookin’ for the. sheriff,” ob-
served Lefty, with a somewhat exaggerated
wink. :

¢ Just the two of ’em?”

¢ Just them.” .

_The asker of questions arose to his feet
for a better survey of the visitors. He was
a large man and his most conspicious fea-
ture was a broken nose. Sally and the

The Wreck remained
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Wreck came to learn that his. companions
called him Nosey.

“ Where is the sheriff?”” demanded Sally,
but this time she did not say it with any
confidence. A sudden misgiving had as-
sailed her.

“ We ain’t figurin’ to meet up with the
sheriff to-day,” remarked Nosey.

“ This is not his camp, then?”

“ No; you might say it isn’t.”

Sally glanced at the Wreck.

“ Well, Henry, I suppose we’d better be
going,” she said.

He nodded and was turning to lead the
way, when he found the muzzle of Lefty’s
rifle sticking into his ribs.

“ You two better set down awhile,” said
Nosey, who seemed to be a person of au-

thority. ‘ Lefty, you just keep your eye
on the lady and gent. Denver, I wanta
talk to you.”

The third man climbed out of his
blankets and followed Nosey. They went
beyond earshot. The guard motioned
Sally and the Wreck to seats on the ground
and placed himself opposite them at a lit-
tle distance, his back against a tree. The
rifle lay ready in his hands.

“I’'m afraid we've blundered,” whis-
pered Sally.

“ What do you make of this bunch?”
asked the Wreck.

‘“ Pretty tough, I'm afraid.

“ Might have been worse.”

43 How?))

~“ Might have been the sheriff.”

“ That’s so,” nodded Sally. “ But I was
all ready for him. Now I don’t know just
what we’re up against.”

Daylight was coming rapidly in the un-
tidy camp, and the more Sally saw of the
place the less she-liked it. There was only
one inference, of course; they had stumbled
into some kind of a gang, very likely the
same gang for which Bob Wells was search-
ing. Fine luck!

Nosey and Denver rejoined the group.

“ What’s the idea?” demanded the
Wreck. ¢ Prisoners?”

“ Maybe,” said Nosey, who looked
thoughtful.

““ Well, if it’s robbery, you don’t stand
to win very much.”
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™" «What's the game, comin’ in here askin’
for the sheriff?” asked Nosey.. “ You
friends of his?”

“We know him,” said Sally, cautiously.

“ That’s plain enough. You were callin’
hith by mame awhile back. You workin’
for him?”

Sally and the Wreck said “ No” together.

“1 ain’t so sure,” mused Nosey. “He
might think it was a smart trick, gettin’ a
woman to help play the game. I reckon
you know the sherifi’s out around here
somewheres with a posse?”

“-We heard so,” admitted Safly.

“ Do you know who he’s lookin’ for?”

“1 suppose he’s looking for you, isn’t
he?”

“ Well, you might say so.”

“ You won’t find us the least bit of use
to you,” said Sally. “You might as well
turn us loose. And if we run into the
sheriff we won’t say anything.”

Nosey shook his head incredulously.

“ How come you're off the main road, up
in here?” he inquired. ‘What fetched
you? No; I figure we ain’t goin’ to tum
you loose right yet.”

The Wreck, who had been wonderfully
patient through it all, was thinking whether
it would pay to claim a community of m-
terest with Nosey and his friends. He
suggested it to Sally in a low voice, but
she shook her head.

“ They probably hate a rival gang worse
than the sheiff,” she whispered. * Be-
sides, we don’t look like a gang. They'd
never believe it.”

Denver had stirred up the fire, tossed a
few fresh sticks on # and was getting
‘breakfast. The leader of the party went
off in the direction of the flivver, evidently
to make an inspection, Lefty, still acting
as guard, sat impassive against his tree,
apparently not even indulging in thoughts,

“ They can’t keep us forever,” said Sally,

“ But perhaps long enough for the sheriff
to catch up,” suggested the Wreck,

“That would be bad, although I was
resigned to it awhile ago. Now I feel as if
we had a chance again,”

“We’ll make a break whenever you
say.”

Sally shook her head,
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“This outfit would shoot you if it had
to, I haven't the least doubt,” she said.
‘“ And besides, Henry, do you know that
right now I haven’t the least desire to make
a break? I'm horribly sleepy. I'm not a
bit excited over this; I'm too tired. So long
as I thought it was Bob Well’s camp I was
mad, and that woke me up. But now I'm
drowsy again. I'm not going to make any
break from here until T get some sleep, and
I don’t care if the sheriff walks right in on
us.”

Denver motioned that they could help
themselves to breakfast. It was not very
inviting. All that Sally wanted was a cup
of coffee. The Wreck, however, ate

Sally found a fairly comfortable spot
under a tree and stretched herself for &
nap. She advised the Wreck to do the
same.

“ TNl sit alongside of you,” he said, !md
keep an eye on things.”

“ Better get some sleep yourself.”

“I'm not sleepy. I can’t sleep. I'd Iike
to bust—"

“ Ss-h,” said Sally.

In three minutes she had dozed off and
in ten her slumber was deep. The Wreck
propped himself against the tree, drew up
his knees, folded his arms across them and
directed a surly stare at Lefty. The Hatter,
with his rifle at his feet, did not seem to
be disconcerted. He did not, in fact, ap-
pear to display much interest in the pris-
oners, beyond an eye to their security.

The Wreck was determined to keep a
vigilant lookout for opportunities. After
a little while he observed what struck him
as a singular phenomenon. The figure of
Lefty was undergoing some strange distor-
tion, It shrank, it swelled; sometimes it
seemed to float in the .air, again to sink
into the ground. The image trembled and
danced before his eyes, in a queer yet fas-
cinating manner. There were moments
when it vanished entirely, only to reappear
with illogical abruptness, three or four
times as big as it was before. He had been
calculating the possibilities of a sudden
dash; -he believed that Lefty would suc-
cumb to swift attack, if only Denver were
not hovering about as a potential rescuer,
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Yet when Lefty began to assume a variety
of shapes and sizes he was not so certain.
His elusiveness to the eye was disconcert-
ing.

Then he was conscious that Lefty had
assumed normal proportions again. He
was strolling around the camp, his rifle
drooping from the hollow of his arm. Sally
was sitting up, doing her hair with the aid
of a little mirror that proclaimed the ad-
vance of the feminist movement in Mon-
tana. She was smiling at the Wreck.

““ Have a good sleep?”’ she asked.

“Huh? Sleep? 1 haven’t been asleep.
Maybe I closed my eyes a minute, but I
was just resting ’em.”

“‘Then they’ve had a good rest, Henry.
T've been awake for an hour and they've
been closed all that time.”

“ What time is it?”

 Almost sundown.”

He stirred himself and grinned sheep-
ishly.

“ What’s been going on, anyhow?” he
asked.

“1 don’t know, except that the ones they
call Nosey and Denver aren’t here. I asked
Lefty where they were and he said they’d

been gone for hours, and that it was none

of my business, anyhow.”

The Wreck studied Lefty with an ap-
praising eye.

“ We might jump him,” he whispered.

Sally shook her head.

“Not with that gun in his hands. I
think welll have to wait awhile.”

Later, they asked their guard if they
might go to the flivver and get some sand-
wiches. He seemed interested in the
sandwiches and signified that they could go

under escort. They went, returning to

camp with Sally’s parcel of provisions. Go-
ing and coming, Lefty followed them. He
accepted a couple of sandwiches with a
grunt of acknowledgement, ate them with
apparent approval, but did not relax his
vigilance. :

It was dusk when Nosey and Denver
rode into camp and dismounted. Lefty
grumbled something about being left alone
all day and was told to shut up. Then
there was a conference. The Wreck and
Sally missed most of it, but gathered that
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Nosey had-decided that it would be safer
for all hands to remain where they were
for another night. Something was said
about the sheriff, but they could not catch
that part.

“I'll be doggoned if I'll stay here to- -
night,” said the Wreck to Sally.

“Ss-h. We may have to.”

“ But what do they want of us?”

“I've no idea. I think they’re just
afraid to turn us loose.”

The Wreck addressed himself to the
leader.

“ What’s the idea?” he demanded.

“ Shut up.”

The Wreck glowered and moved un-
easily, but Sally laid a hand on his arm -
and warned him with a look.

“ Any reason my wife and I can’t be
driving on?” he asked.

“And notify the sheriff?” sneered
Nosey.
“ Damn the sheriff.”

“ Sure. Only I don’t figure you're goin’
to drive on for awhile yet. Besides, we
may be wantin’ to use the car ourselves.”

¢ And how long do you think we’re go-
ing to stay here?”

“ Just as long as I see fit,” said Nosey.
“ And if you don't keep your face shut,
T’ll shut it for you.”

Again Sally restrained her partner in
captivity. The only thing that had a
soothing effect was her plea that if any-
thing happened to him she would be left
there alone with three unpleasant stran-
gers. They talked things over in low tones
while Nosey and his companions busied
themselves with getting supper.

“ They’re worried about the sheriff,” she
said. ‘ That’s plain enough. Bob must be
right in the mneighborhood somewhere.
They don’t even dare go out to the main
road.” .

“ Well, they’re not going to steal my
car. That’s certain.” |

“ What are you going to do about it, if
they make up their minds?”

He was not certain, but he had an idea
there would be noise and excitement.

“ And a few shots,” added Sally. “ And
then ' we won’t worry about flivvers or any-
thing else. You keep your head on your



THE WRECK.

shoulders, Henry Williams. I'm not in any -
great hurry to lose mine.”

He growled a complaint about hanging
around and doing nothing.

“We'll find a chance yet,” she whis-
pered. “ They’re just as much fussed
about this as we are. They don’t want
us around here, but they’re afraid to let
go of us. They don’t know that we're
running away from the sheriff, too, and
we'd never be able to make them believe
it. We’re a pair of white elephants on their
hands, but they can’t find the answer.”
~ Lefty, who had relinquished guard duty
to Denver, brought them some greasy
bacon and coffee. '

“You'd better fill up,” he advised.

“You can’t tell when you’ll be . feedin’

2 »

He did not offer an explanation of this
remark, and Sally and the Wreck had a
fresh sense of uneasiness. Then the trio
of captors entered upon a long consulta-
tion. The only person who paid even
casual attention to the prisoners was
Denver, who sat where he could keep an
eye on them and whose rifle was too handy
to encourage an attempted break.

Darkness came again, and Sally and the
Wreck were ordered to move closer to the
fire, where they could be watched more
readily. Nosey took the added precaution
of tying their feet together. He did not
bother about their hands as yet; he merely
wanted to be sure that they could not
break and run on an instant’s notice.

The consultation of the trio continued,
at a litttle distance from the fire, where
they were beyond earshot of the prisoners.
Ahhough it was conducted in undertones,
Sally and the Wreck sensed disagreement,
and even acrimony. Finally, Nosey
brought it to an end with a peremptory
gesture.

“You stay here and watch ’em,” he or-
dered Denver. “ Lefty and me are goin’
down by the main road for awhile. And
the first crack they make, let ’em have it.”

Denver grumbled about being left be-
hind.

“ Somebody’s got to do it,” snarled
Nosey, “ unless you’re for hittin’ ’em over
the head now. You do as you're told.” .

——
—————— ——s
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Denver sullenly seated himself by the
fire, his rifle between his knees, and
watched his companions as ‘they disap-
peared among the trees. Then he fell to
glowering at Sally and the Wreck.

CHAPTER XX.
THE STORM.

ROBABLY an hour elapsed before
anybody spoke. The Wreck’s soul
writhed under the torture of inac-
tivity. Time after time he calculated
the chances of a spring at Denver’s
throat. Even with his hobbled feet he
believed that he might achieve a suc-
cess; but he could not be absolutely
sure. On his own account, he was
willing to try and abide by the break of
the luck; but with Sally to be considered
he could not conscientiously bring himself
to the point. If anything went amiss with
the attempt, she would be in a worse pre-
dicament than her present one.
Denver was watchful. Sitting across the
camp-fire from the two prisoners, he did

_ not permit their least movement to go unno-

ticed. And the rifle was always at his
hand. The Wreck hoped that he might
become drowsy; even an instant’s nod
would be sufficient. But Denver was ap-
parently a person who could. dispense with
sleep when he chose, and this was obvi-
ously one of the occasions. He was a
black-haired, saturnine person, apparently
rather stupid, yet smart enough to devote
himself single-minded to the vigil that had
been ordered by his chief.

Sally and the Wreck made an effort to
pass time in conversation, but they felt no
freedom of speech in the presence of
Denver, who listened but offered to take
no part. His presence discouraged talk,
particularly, as the one subject they wished
to discuss—escape—was prohibited because
of his inevitable eavesdropping. But they
boggled along for awhile, half-heartedly,
because there was nothing else to do, until
a deep-toned rumbling noise interrupted
Sally in the middle of a sentence.

“ Thunder,” she remarked, casually.
“ Wouldn’t wonder if we caught a storm.”
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“ Uh-uh,” said the Wreck, gloomily.

He could imagine nothing mere uncom-
fortable than sitting there in a downpour.
The camp did not even boast a tent.

There was more rumbling from back in
the hills, and twice there were flashes in
the black skies. Denver added a couple of
sticks to the fire and huddled back again,
still with the rifle between his knees.

“I suppose we’ll get wet,” remarked
Sally, in a resigned tone. “ Well, there’s
nothing on me that will get hurt.”

“Let it rain,” said the Wreck.

There was a stirring of leaves on the top-
most branches of the trees, followed by an
atmospheric sluggishness that became op-~
pressive. The lightning was growing mere
brilliant and frequent, while the noise frem
the skies was multiplying itself. Just one
more discomfort to be endured, the Wreck
reflected; they seemed to have encountered
nothing but bad luck since they left the
Bar-M.

A fresh roll of thunder, and a second
later Sally touched his arm. He glanced
toward her, and found that her eyes were
watching Denver across the fire.

“ What?” he asked.

“1 didn’t say anything,”” answered Sally.

There was a faint frown on her fore-
head which he interpreted as an order not
to ask questions. Yet he knew there was
something she wanted to say to him. She
was still looking at Denver, and the Wreck
also looked. The study brought him no
enlichtenment. Denver sat stolidly and
watched them without interest, yet with a
diligence that was admirable. Presently
the Wreck’s attention wandered.

More thunder and another touch of his
arm. Sally was still staring at the man
on the other side of the fire. What did she
mean? The Wreck also fell to staring, al-
though he tried to do it in an unobtrusive
manner., Apparently it had something to
do with Denver.

An instant later he had a glimmer of
understanding. There was a brilliant ftash,
then an interval of three or four seconds,
then a deep bellow that echoed heavily
through the woods. Denver’s head
twitched, his glance lifted itself for an in-
stant toward the tree-tops, then he hud-
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dled back and glared again at his prisoners.
The Wreck settled himself to watch.

He had notelong ta wait. A vivid play
of light in the skies, asemsofroihng
crashes, Denver’s hed twitched again in
involuntary accompaniment, his shoulders
stirred and there was & restless movernent
of one hand. Once more his eyes sought
the blackness overhetd, enly to winoe when
it was gashed with a white, irregular streak.

Sally and the Wreck exchanged ghances,
the latter making a faint movement of his
head, to signify that he understood.
Denver weas afraid of a thunderstorn. It
seemed so absurd that for an instant the
Wreck wanted te laugh. Stolid, inseasitive
te human contact, with a jaw fashioned
perfectly for a Meavy-weight champion and
a physique that matched it, Denver was
the ideal bully and bad man. Habitually
he wore an expression that told of his in-
urement to violence. Without fear, he
would take his chances with a sheriff or
anybedy else. But he was afraid of thun-
der and lightning,

The heavens crashed again, ﬂaring in
two different directions. Denver responded
automatically, with a twitch that affected
his whole body. The pair of watchers saw
him tighten a quiverimg lip. He favored
them with a look of defiant suspicion—a
warning that they would better keep out
of his private affairs. Sally turned her
eyes upward.

“It’s getting nearer every minute,” she
told the Wreck.

“ Yes; we're going to catch it.”

“T only hepe it rains, too,” said Sally,
“ The dry sterms are the worst.”

“You ket they are,” agreed the Wrack.
*1 don’t know why, but it’s always s0.”

“And it’s always werst in the woods, on
account of the trees. Why, I remen-
ber__))

The sound of her voice was swallowed
up in a roar. Something had been struck,
and not very far distent; they could feel a
tremor in the ground. Denver’s head
seemed to shrink between his shoulders and
for a second his eyes closed tightly. Then
they opened with & jerk of terror as he
remembered his prisoners. .

“That was close,” said Sally, in an



THE WRECK.

awed tone and with a meaning glance at

the Wreck. “ I'm afraid we’re going to be
right in the center of it. If it would only
rain!”

“ Well, we've got to take our chances,”
declared the Wreck, solemn]y. ‘“What can
we do?”?

. “ Nothing,” she sighed. ¢ Only—"

Denver was biting savagely at his under
lip and the fingers of one hand were drum-
ming nervously on the ground.

“ Does it hit much in the woods?” he
asked, suddenly. There was a sort of empti-
ness in his voice.

“ More than anywhere else,” answered
the Wreck. “ But it -doesn’t do any good
to run. If it’s going to get you it'll get
you, as sure as a gun.”

“I’'m—DI'm afraid I’m getting nervous,”
whimpered Sally.

The skies flared and detonated again
and, with a little shriek, she threw her arms
around the Wreck’s neck.

“ Henry!” she cried. ,

His eyes were stealthily watching Den-
ver and his hand was creeping cautiously
toward a stick of split wood that lay near
the fire.

“Not yet—wait!” Sally was whisper-
ing with her lips close to his ear. “Give
him a minute or two more. He’s slipping
fast.”

_ The Wreck waited. He found it difficult
to believe what he saw with his eyes. Den-
ver’s big body had sagged loosely and his
shoulders were trembling. He was a man
on the verge of a panic, but nerveless. His
lips twitched grotesquely, his eyes seemed
to be staring at nothing. He wanted to
shut them, but he did not dare.

“ I—I don’t like it,” he mumbled, in a
petulant voice. “I—".

“It’s awful!” cried Sally.

“ God help us!” groaned the Wreck.

There was a lull, a sudden blast of wind
in the trees, then a fresh onset of fury from
the skies. Flash and crash were blended
in a terrifying ensemble. Sally, still clutch-
ing the Wreck, kept her eyes on the man
beyond the- camp-fire.

His body swayed, his hands clasped
themselves in a sudden paroxysm and there
was a dull agony on his eyes.
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“1 can’t stand it!” he whined, in a
high falsetto.

Suddenly he crossed his arms on. his
knees and buried his head. He was sob-
bing.

“ Now!” whispered Sally.

The Wreck’s fingers had closed on the
split stick. He rose swiftly to his hobbled
feet, balanced himself, took aim and flung
it furiously at Denver’s head. Instantly
he followed it, leaping clumsily across the
fire and hurling himself on the huddled
figure.

" Denver went over on his back and the
Wreck clutched for his throat.

“ Grab his gun!” he cried to Sally.

She was scrambling toward it when she
saw him roll off the recumbent figure, hitch
himself into a sitting posture and begin the
task of untying his feet.

“No hurry,” said the Wreck. “He’s
out cold. I don’ know whether it was the
stick of wood, or whether he just fainted.
Get your feet loose before we do anything
else.”

- Sally went to work at the cords that
hobbled her. The Wreck cast a contemp-
tuous glance at the flabby inert form of
Denver, the bully.

“ The big simp!” he said, as he shook
his feet free.

. “ Oh, I don’t know,” said Sally, working
feverishly. “It’s horrible when you’re
afraid like that. You can’t help it. I've
seen ma when she was just as bad. And
we had a cowpuncher once who was even
worse, although he was a terrible fighter.
And—" B

The bellowing storm obliterated the re-
mainder of the sentence. As she stood up,
free of her bonds, she shook her head, as
though to throw off an unpleasant sensa-
tion. .

“You can say what you like,” she de-
clared, “ but it’s a pretty mean storm, just
the same. I'm not claiming to enjoy it
myself.” '

The Wreck had rolled Denver over on
his face and was tying his hands behind
his back. He worked quickly and roughly,
but he made the job thorough. Then he
reached- for the cord that Sally held and
began tying the big creature’s ankles.
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“ But look what it did for us,” said the
Wreck, as the storm shrieked at them

again,

“Ts he hurt much?”

The Wreck began exploring the skull of
his victim. -

“ T can’t even find blood,” he said. “He
had a hat on when I hit him. There’s a
big welt on top of his head. When he
comes to helll think he was struck by
AT

“You den’t think he’s dead, Henry?”

“No!” answered the Wreck, scornfully,

“Y can feel him breathing. Come on, now,
We'd better get out of this.”

He picked up Denver’s rifle, examined
the breech, then threw it across his
shoulder. Sally bent over the loose ﬁgure
and stared at it curiously.

“ We all have our weak spots,” she sald,
solemnly. “ I'm honestly sorry for him.”

“We did him a kindness,” averred the
Wreck. “He won’t worry about the rest
of the storm. Come on!”

[{3 where?n

“ We're going to get the car, of course.”

He seized her hand and they plunged in-
to the brush that surreunded the small
clearing where the camp lay. As they did
s0, the rain came. It did not begin gently,
with widely scattered drops, but came in
an abrupt rush, with a roar that resem-
bled the voice of a cataract. Even through
the trees it beat down on them from the
darkness, carried on the wings of a squall
that fairly howled. Almost as abruptly the
electric phase passed, so that now the
flashes were fewer and dimmer.

They blundered forward, clinging to
cach other, They stumbled over roots and
vines, floundered blindly into trees, forced
their way through underbrush that seemed
to claw at them. Both were drenched to
the skin and gasping for breath before they
had gone a hundred yards.

“ Seems to me we've gone far enough,”
panted Sally “It was only a little way
from camp.”

“ 1t’s right around here somewhere.” said
the Wreck. “ Come on.”

He dragged her forward again.

“XIf we could get some more lightning we
could see something,” she complained.
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“ We'll find it,” he promised, confideritly,

But they had not found the fivver in-
five minutes, or ten, although they steadily’
groped their way through the dripping
woods, trying to shield their faces against
the beating rain.

“We've been going uphill too much,”
said Sally, who had a sliarp misgiving con-.
cerning their quest. “ The ground was al-
mest level between the flivwer and the
camp.”

“Then we'll go downhill some,” de-
clared the Wreck,

They went downhill for awhile, but i
was still a blind scramble through the trees
and underbrush, with ne tauch of a fivver
to greet their outstretched hands. It was
very dark. They could hear distant thun-
der, but the lightning they could not sce.
And it rained as though determinsd never
to stop.

“1 don’t see that that rifle is doing you
any good,” observed Sally, as they paused.
torest. ‘ It’s only so much more to carry.”

“ We may mneed it,” he said, stubbornly,

Half an hour passed. The rain was les-
sening, although the fact made little dif+
ference; neither Sally, nor the Wreck, nor
the woods could get any wetter,

“T'm afraid,” she said, “ that we started
in the wrong direction when we left the
caxnp.”

“We'll go back to the camp and start
over again.”

“But you'll never find the camp now,
Henry.”

€« Sm.”

There was no use in arguing or trying to
discourage him, and Sally knew they might
better be moving than standing still, so she
suffered herself to be led on another jour-
ney through the darkness. The Wreck
seemed to be tireless, He plodded and
stumbled onward, soorning difficulties, pick-
ing himself up whenever he fell, clinging to
the rifle, and doing it all with an amazing
optimism and even a show of patience.

“ Any time you want t0 rest, just hol-
ler,” he adeised.

Sally promised that she would, but she
kept going.

They did not find the camp. Even if

" they passed within a few yards of it the
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chances were against discovery, for long
ago, Sally knew, the rain must' have ob-
literated the last vestige of glowing embers.
But the Wreck searched stubbornly for
hours, it seemed. He would not admit that
he was lost, although Sally would have con-
ceded it without hesitation. He seemed to
proceed on the theory that groping through
the woods was like walking the streets of
Pittsburgh—even if you happened to be in
a strange neighborhood you would locate
your street at last.

“ Let’s rest awhile,” he suggested.

Sally was willing. Her skirt was heavy
with moisture and her legs were tired.
They found a fallen tree and sat for a long
time, during which the moon came out. It
did not give them much light, but it had a
cheerful aspect. They did not talk much.
She felt that the Wreck was chagrined
about their failure to find the flivver and
did not refer to it. Nor did she even
speculate on what they were going to do
next, although it seemed to her that their
phght was more unfavorable than ever.

“ We ought to be getting some daylight
in an hour or so,” she said.

He agreed with her and suggested that
they walk again.. There seemed to be no
end to the woods. How far they had trav-
eled, or in what direction, Sally had not
the smallest idea. She felt quite helpless.
The one thing that gave her a measure of
confidence was the demeanor of the Wreck.
He was. undaunted; everything would be
all right as soon as it got light enough to
see what they were doing.

They were resting again when a noise
made by something that moved stirred
them both to alertness. It was not far dis-
tant, and Sally held her breath as she clung
to the Wreck’s fingers. = Several times the
noise was repeated; it was as if some heavy
body were forcing its way through the
brush.

“ Maybe it’s one of the gang, she whis-
pered. .
“ Maybe. Do they have bears here?”

“Not many, I reckon. I never saw
one.” _

“ You stay here,” he said. “ I'm going to
see what it is.”

143 No.”
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“TI've got a rifle, haven’t 1?”

“1 don’t care. You’d better stay here.”

They heard the noise again.

“I'm going,” said the Wreck.
still.”

« Henryl ”»

He was gone, trying to be stealthy about
it, but making a din as he plunged forward
into the gloom. Sally gritted her teeth and
followed him. What was he blundering
into now? .

She was several yards behind him when
she heard a scuffle, then @ muffled exclama-
tion from the Wreck. Something was
plunging around in the brush ahead of her.

“ Henry!” she called sharply. “Henry!”

Then his excited voice floated back to
her.

“I've got hold of a horse,” he cried.
“ What'll I do with it?”

“A horse!”

“ Yes, a horse!”

“ Hang onto it; I'm coming.”

She went forward at a run, tripped, fell
headlong, picked herself up and resumed.

“ He’s rearing around,” complained the
voice of the Wreck. “ The damn fool, he’s
]ust—-”

“ Well, you hang onto him,” said Sally
grimly. E I'll be there in a second Darn
these woods, anyhow.”

“Sit

CHAPTER XXI.
THE SHERIFF'S HORSE.

HEN she reached him, the Wreck
was still struggling with a dark
shape that was making desperate

efforts to back out of the encounter.

“Let me see,” said Sally, pushing her-
self to the front. “ What are you holding
him by, anyhow? Why, he’s bridled!”

It had not occurred to the Wreck that a
horse roaming the woods at night did not
usually wear a bridle, but to Sally, who
knew about things, it was an oddity.

‘“ Easy now, boy.” - She had hold of the
bridle and was talking in a soothing, pro-
fessional tone. The effect of her voice and
her practised hand*was almost immediate.
“ That’s it; gentle, now. And who turned
you loose in the woods?”
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An instant later she made a second dis-
covery.

“Saddled, too! That’s queer. He’s
broken leose from some place. I suppose
the storm scared him. There now, bey;
steady. Well, can you beat it? Saddled
and bridled, all ready to hand.”

She stroked the animal’s neck, patted his
shoulder and talked gently to Mm. Pres-
ently he responded with a nuzzling against
her arm, and then she knew she had him.

“ We can't be far from the camp, Henry.
He must belong to Nosey, or ene of that
crowd, of course. A horse might get fright-
ened in a storm like that, but he wouldn’t
run very far in the woods. Listen!”

The Wreck had not heard anything, but
Sally’s quick ear caught a familiar sound.

“ There’s another one roaming around
here somewhere,” she said.  Listen again.”

After a short interval both heard it—a
faint whinny from off among the trees.

“ Don’t move,” said Sally., “ Fhis one
will answer in a minute. They'll get to-
gether, or else I don’t know horses.”

Presently her prediction was realized, but
it took another call from the distance before
the bridled horse answered.

_ “Stay right here, Henry, The other one

will come to us. You might have that rifle
ready, just in case— There may be some-
body riding it, you kngw, looking for this
one.”

The second horse was advancing more
rapidly now. There was another inter-
change of calls and Sally clung more tightly
to the bridle of their captive. The Wreck
stood tense, ready to shoot at anything that
looked like a man. Sally cautioned him
not to be too quick; she did not want any
blood-letting unless it was a final alterna-
tive.

Out of the brush and into the dim light
came a second riderless horse.

“Hold this one,” said Sally giving the
bridle to the Wreck.

An instant later she had a second captive,

“ Bridled and saddled like the first onel™
she exclaimed. ¢ Did you ever hear of such
luck?”

“ What do you make out of it.”

“ They must belong to Nosey and Lefty.
I suppose they left them standing some-

where, maybe, while they got out of the
storm themselves, amd the poor things got
scared and ran away. I don’t blame them.”

“ Well, what are we going to do with
’m?”

Sally peered at him through the gloom
as if trying to see whether he was serious,

“ Do with them?” she echoed, in amaze+
ment. ‘“ What do you usually do with &
horse? Kiss it? You big silly, we're going
to ride them.”

The Wreck made a grimace.

‘“How about my car?” he demanded.
‘ Aren’t we going to look for that?”

“No, we're not. Are you crazy? So
long as we’ve got their horses let them keep
the car. We don’t want to go messing
around that camp again to-night. We’re
liable to get ourselves into trouble again.
Don’t try to push your luck too far, Henry
Williams. We’re in big luck now—we've
got their horses, two of them, anyhow. And
we’ve got one rifle. What more could we
ask?”

He pondered the proposition gloomily,

Of course, he could net expect her to under- -

stand how anybody could become attached
to a flivver. He could not treat the idea
of abandonment so lightly; not that it was
particularly valuable to him in dollars, but
there was a bond of sentiment to be con-
sidered. Yet he could see the sound sense
at the bottom of her verdict. After all, he
was primarily responsible for getting Sally
Morgan either aboard a train or back to the
Bar-M. The flivver would have to take its
chances.

“ Oh, all right,” he growled.

“ Why, of course,” said Sally.

“Then which way do we go?”

“ We ought to try to hit for the main
road, I suppose. That seems the most
sensible thing te do. We'll probably be
able to get our bearings then. I'd wait till
daylight, only I don’t think we ought to.
T'm afraid we’re tap near the camp. They’ll
be out looking for these horses. They can’t
afford to lose them.”

“ They’ve got my car,” he reminded her.

“ But maybe they can’t run it, Henry.
It’s one thing to ride a horse around this
country; but when it comes exploring it in
a flivver, well, you’ve got to be an expert.”
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He merely grunted at the compliment,
for he suspected that she was only joking.

“ You’d better ride the one that you
caught,” she added. “He’s all quieted
down now. Can you mount him?”

“ Certainly I can,” snapped the Wreck.
“ But what are you going to do? You
haven’t any riding skirt.”

Sally laughed in the darkness.

“ Don’t you worry about me, old timer.
Il ride him. Wait till I shorten his stir-
rups a bit.”

The Wreck had scaled the side of the
first captive and was trying to find a com-
fortable place in the saddle, when Sally
made a flying mount of the second.

“ You'd better let me go ahead,” she said.
“ We'll just walk while we'’re in the woods.
And don’t get yourself knocked off by a
branch. Come on.”

They set off at a slow pace, Sally giving
her animal its head, save for occasional
guidance in the direction she thought they
ought to follow. The Wreck’s horse fol-
lowed, determined not to be isolated again,
so that all that his rider had to do was to
balance himself in the saddle and fend off
branches with the rifle.

Sally had but a vague idea of whither
they should go to seek the main road. It
was, in fact, little more than an arbitrary
guess; but she stuck to it because it seemed
to give them a definite route, if nothing
more. She was weary of aimless wander-
ing, and particularly weary of wandering
afoot. The Wreck, having no ideas of his
own as to their course, was content merely
to follow. Given the flivver, he would
have developed positive convinctions as to
whither they should go; but riding a horse
confused him—it forced him to concentrate
on the problem of not falling off.

One consideration in Sally’s mind was to
avoid the camp at all costs, and apparently
she was succeeding in that, for after half
an hour of riding in a direction that was
generally straight they saw no trace of it.
The country was rather broken, but she
did not mind that, if they ocould only get
out of the woods. With the first faint com-
ing of dawn she was pleased to discover
that the trees were becoming more sparse.
They had already left most of the brush
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behind them. A few minutes later, as they
rode out into an open space, the light about
them was visibly increased.

The Wreck’s horse ranged alongside
Sally’s mount without urging and nipped
gently at the shoulder of his companion.

“ G’long there,” said Sally, good natur-

edly. “ Mind your—”

She broke off into a little cry and reined
her horse sharply.

“ Henry Williams!” she cried.

“ What now?”

She was staring at the Wreck’s horse.

“ Look—look what you’re riding!”

“ Huh?” He squinted down through his
spectacles at the top of the animal’s head,
as though expecting to discover, perhaps,
that it was an elephant or a camel, rather
than a regulation Montana mount.

“It’s Bob Wells’s horse!” said Sally, in
a voice of awe.

And indeed it was, as the Wreck could
now see, with a fair amount of early morn-
ing light coming over the hills. It was the
big black animal that even he, to whom
most horses looked alike, had come to as-
sociate with the sheriff.

“T’ll be doggoned!” he muttered.

Sally sat rigid in her saddle, as though
the sight had petrified her. It was Bob’s
horse, Bob’s saddle, Bob’s bridle—the
whole outfit was there. No wonder she had
been able to soothe a frightened animal,
back in the darkness. He knew her.

“ We’ve stolen the sheriff’s horses!” she
gasped.

“ Found ’em,” corrected the Wreck.

“ Oh, Henry!”

“ Well, what of it?”

“ But— What in the world does it
mean? I'm all mixed up.”

The Wreck did not have any very clear
idea of what it meant, but the discovery
was rather pleasing to him. Unconsciously,
he assumed a more jaunty pose in the sad-
dle.

“ One horse is the same as another to
me,” he remarked. “ You thought they were
good enough when we found ’em in the
woods. What'’s the matter with ’em now?”

“ But. Bob—his horse—and— Why he
must have been right close to us!”

“Well, he didn’t find us, did he?” re-
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marked the Wreck, triumphantly. He even
risked his seat by leaning forward and
stroking the neck of the black horse.

Sally glanced at her own mount. She
could not remember ever having seen the
animal before. It was a medium-sized bay,
rather easily gaited, but evidently not built
for speed.

“ We must have all been pretty close to-
gether in the woods,” mused Sally. ¢ Think

of that. Of course, Bob didn’t know about -

us; he couldn’t have. But he must have
been pretty hot on the trail of that gang.
I suppose that’s what Nosey was worried
about last night, when he and Lefty went
down to watch the main road. What I
don’t understand is Bob losing his horse.
He must have been doing some scouting on
foot and didn’t figure on any storm messing
things up. This one I'm riding, of course,
must belong to somebody in the posse.”

The Wreck grinned down at his mount.
In some measure, the black horse compen-
sated for the loss of the flivver.

“ I’ll bet Bob’s just crazy,” said Sally.

[13 Sure."

“ Why, if anything happened to that
horse—whew! He’d sooner let the whole
gang get away than lose his horse.”

“ Well, he can have it back when I'm
through with it,” said the Wreck with an
airy tone. “T1l exchange it for a flivver
any time.”

“ And the humiliation of it,” continued
Sally, talking half to herself. “ Think of a
sheriff going out to catch somebody and
having somebody else run off with his horse.
Can’t you see it, Henry?”

“] can see it fine.”

“ And there he is, back in the woods
there somewhere, with nothing to ride, and
probably the gang laughing at him.”

“Well, it’s a good laugh,” agreed the
Wreck.

“ Why, it’s awfull”

“Is it?” He looked at her sharply,
“ What’s the idea? Do you want to go
back and hand him his plug and say, ‘ Here
we are. Take us to the hoosegow?’ ”

Sally shook her head impatiently.

“ Of course not. We can’t But I'm just
trying to make you understand what a
frightful fix it is for a sheriff to be in. Oh,
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he must be simply wild!
yourself in his place.”

“ Say, are you trying to get me nervous
about this?”’ demanded the Wreck.  Be-
cause you're wasting time, if you are. I
can just eat this.”

Sally eyed him with a speculative look as
he began running his fingers through the
mane of the black herse. She had never
seen the Wreck looking quite so buoyant.
Presently she began to laugh.

“T wish Bob Wells could see you,” she
said.

[13 Y&?”.

“Oh, you needn’t get belligerent. I'm
laughing at Bob. He’d just die of mortifi-
cation. He'd either curl up and die or shoot
you, I don’t know which,”

The Wreck shrugged and eased himaelf
in the saddle. Then he began laughing
himself.

“ Well, what do we do next, Salty?”

“ Keep meving, I suppose.”

“ Which way?”

It was getting to be a fine morning as she
swung about in her saddle and began study-
ing the country. There were hills all about
them, partly wooded, while the open spaces
were mostly surfaced with rock. The little
valley into which they had ridden was green
and lush, but showed no signs of having
been used for grazing stock.

“1 confess I don’t know where we are,”
said Sally. ¢ There doesn’t seem to be a
trail in sight and I haven’t any idea which
way the road lies. But I'm certain we
didn’t cross it in the night.”

“ Which way are you headed—Chicago
or Bar-M?”

“ You're simply bound to ship me off to
Chicago, aren’t you?”

“Me? I don’t care which way you go.
Only I thought you wanted to buy—"

“ Forget it,” said Sally, almost sharply.
“ Do you expect to get me talking about
trousseaus out in the middle of nowhere at
aU?”

“Well, when people start out to do
things—-—”

“ Henry, don’t be disagreeable.”

‘“ All right, I'll never say another word
about it.”

“ And don’t be silly, either.”

9A

Just imagine
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¢« After this, you can change your mind
as much as you darn please,” said the
Wreck. - ‘

“]1 wonder now,” said Sally, regarding
him with a half-amused look. “ Do you
know I’'m awfully patient with you, Henry
Williams—and Il be switched if I know
~ why.”

“ Excuse me,” he said, awkwardly. “It’s
my nerves again.”

She burst out laughing.

“ What do you say we ride up tosthe
top of one of those hills and have a look-
see?” she said.

“ All right.”

She led the way again, across the mead-
ow. The Wreck felt suddenly miserable.
Somehow, he was always making an idiot
of himself, getting her into arguments, irri-
tating her, saying things he had no business
to say. Yet he could not understand the
philosophy with which she regarded their
situation. In her place, he would have been
in a frenzy of restlessness, due to thwarted
plans. He would have wanted to _get to
Chicago, even over the dead es of
sheriffs and hold-up men, if necessary, do
his buying and finish up what he started
out to do. But here was a person who did
not seem to care whether she completed her
errand or not. Probably she could not help
it, being a woman; but it struck him as
peculiar.

Not that he really wanted her to go to
Chicago. He thought it was all right for
her to be in Montana, 3o long as he was
there, at any rate. He could get along with
her better than he could with most people.
She was the first person who had called him
“ Henry,” and she had called him “ old
timer,” too—twice. He had an idea that
she wanted to be kind to him; she was
kind, no mistake about it. In fact, she was
mighty good to him. She tolerated a lot of
his nonsense and she put up with his
nerves, and he was not insensible of the
fact. Take her by and large, she had a lot
of common sense—nerve, too. And she was
cheerful about it, always. He felt mean
and ungrateful. Why was he always break-
ing out with remarks that upset her? He
was sorry.

Before he knew it he was saying so, al-

10 A
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most shouting it at her as she rode on
ahead

“I'm a crab and I know it,” he con-
cluded. “So you’ll have to excuse me.”

She swung around in the saddle and
looked at him in astonishment.

“ A crab?” she repeated. “ Why, you'’re
not a crab, Henry. I don’t think so at
all—not one bit. You’re all right, old
timer.” .

There! She had said it again. The
Wreck squared his shoulders and snatched
smartly at the reins.

“ Giddap,” he said, recklessly. “ Get a
move on.”

They broke into a trot and he did not
mind it in the least. What did he care if
he fell off?

Soon they were climbing a hillside, the
horses slowed to a walk again. It was
steep going and rocky, but the sheriff’s ani-
mal knew his business. As for Sally, she
did not seem to be conscious of any diffi-
culties in the ascent. Her head was turning
from side to side, as she studied the land-
scape; she let the bay pick the trail.

When it became too steep for the horses,
they dismounted, still some little distance
from the summit.

“We'll leave them here,” said Sally.
‘ Just throw the reins over his head and
he'll stand. 1 think we ought to go up to
the top for a better look.”

“ Sure,” said the Wreck.

‘“ And by the way, Henry, look in Bob’s
saddle bag and see if there’s anything to
eat. Unless I'm mistaken—"

The Wreck discovered two bars of choco-
late.

“ Thought so,” nodded Sally.
never without it. Bring it along,”

They set off up the rocky slope toward
the summit.

“ Bob’s

CHAPTER XXII.
THE WRECK SURRENDERS,

T was not the highest of the hills, but
it was bare at the top, so that it afforded
them a panorama that boxed the com-

pass, Sally and the Wreck spent a long
time studying the country. There was a
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gentle morning breeze and the sun was al-
ready warm, a combination of advantages
that favored the drying of their clothes.
Eventually they found a flat rock and sat
there, eating the sheriff’s emergency ration.

“I'm sure that streak off to the north,”
said Sally, “is the main road. You can
get three different glimpses of it if you fol-
low the way I'm pointing.”

The Wreck nodded his agreement, al-
though he was not certain that he saw what
she meant. Sally could see a lot farther
than he could.

“ So I suppose that’s where we ought to
make for,” she continued, “as soon as we
get under way again.”

“ But we don’t want to run into anybody
else,” he reminded her.

“ No; of course not. So I'd suggest that
we keep more to the west of the route we
took coming in. There’s a sort of valley
that we ought to be able to get through.
It’s broken in a couple of places by ridges,
but I reckon we can get over them. We'd
better keep out of the woods as much as
we can; they slow you down.”

The Wreck agreed to everything. He
was resolved to have no more arguments.
If Sally decided they ought to sit on top
of the hill for a week, he would agree to
that. He even decided to say nothing more
about the flivver, unless she brought up the
subject herself.

“I've about made up my mind,” said
Sally, “ to go back to the Bar-M.”

43 Y&?’Y )

“Of course, you won’t approve of .it.
You like to see people finish what they
start.”

“ T don’t object,” said the Wreck. “It’s
all right for you to do anything you please.”

She studied him speculatively.

“ 1 don’t want you to think I'm a quitter,
Henry. But I'm not sure that I have any
errands in Chicago. Not now, at any rate.”

“ That’s all right.”

“ And besides, I could hardly go the way
I am, without my baggage or anything.”

“ Oh, I guess you look all right.”

She smiled.

“ Thank you, Henry. But I look like a
fright, just the same. And if you don’t
mind my saying it, so do you.”

4
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“I don’t mind. I know it.”

He had emerged from his night in the
woods with his trousers torn at the knees,
a sleeve half ripped from his coat, a hat
missing and a general aspect of dishevel-
ment. ’

“ Saddle sore?”” she asked.

« NO! ”

“I think if you could always ride the
sheriff’s horse, Henry, you’d overcome your
prejudice—provided the sheriff happened
to be wanting it.”

- He grinned and munched his chocolate
bar. '
For a while they talked about Charley
McSween and the Underwood ranch, won-
dering how long it had taken to reestablish
communications. They even drifted as far
east as Pittsburgh, the Wreck idly specu-
lating as to the doings of the assistant
chemist, whom he had left in charge of the
laboratory. He was glancing in the direc-
tion where he thought Pittsburgh lay when
his eye was attracted by a movement of
something in the meadow below them.

“ What'’s that?” he asked, pointing.

“Two horses, with riders,” said Sally
promptly. “ And they’re following our trail,
I do believe.”

- “1 left the rifle hanging on the saddle,”
he said, sheepishly. _

“ Let’s hustle down and get it. Besides,
we want our own horses.”

Half running, half sliding, they started
down the steep hillside. Sally kept a watch
on the meadow, which the two riders were
crossing at a brisk pace. It was too far for
her to make an identification, but whoever
they were, they were unwelcome.

“ Keep behind the rocks and trees as
much as you can,” she advised. “ We don’t
want them to see us if we can help it.”

They dodged into cover wherever they
could find it, working downhill in a zigzag
course toward the spot where they left the
horses. When they had gone as far as
seemed necessary she called a halt. The
horses were not in sight.

“ I'm afraid they’ve drifted down toward
the meadow,” she said, ¢ where the feeding
is good. What do you think we'd better
do?”

. € Keep 80ing-”
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“ But if they reach the horses first—"

“ We've got to take a chance. Maybe
it’s nobody who’ll bother us, anyhow.”

She had misgivings on that score, but
followed him as he took the lead. A few
minutes later when he was several yards in
advance, she saw him stop abruptly and
make a signal for caution. As she joined
him he pointed to an opening in the trees.

“It’s your friend and somebody else,”
he whispered.

The Wreck was right. Bob Wells, dis-
mounted, had recovered his own horse and
was subjecting it to a critical scrutiny. He
was also examining the rifle that hung at
the saddle. With him was a man whom
Sally had never seen before, evidently one
of the posse.

“ Out of luck again,” she groaned.

“ Oh, they haven’t got us yet,” said the
Wreck, confidently.

“ But they will. They know that some-
body is on this hill and they’ll never give up
till they find us.”

Presently the sheriff began examining the
ground and Sally pinched the Wreck’s arm.

“He'll get the trail now, just you see.
There—he’s looking up. Duck!”

There was a big boulder handy; they
stepped behind it and flattened themselves
on the ground.

“ Whatll we do?” asked Sally. ‘“No
use going back up hill again. They’ll nail
us to a certainty.”

“ We might work around to the side,”
he suggested. ¢ But—they’re coming now.”

Up the steep slope they could see the
sheriff advancing, his head turning quickly
from side to side as he searched for some-
thing. There wa® a gun in his hand and
Sally knew exactly how well he could use
it. Close at his heels followed the other
man. Both were walking.

“Well, I guess this is the fmish,” she
said, grimly. “ They can’t say we haven’t
given them a good run for it, Henry.”

“ Huh. Maybe we’re not through yet.”

“I'm afraid so. No fighting, Henry.
You haven’t a chance.”

The Wreck was chagrined, but he was
not yet in despair. So far as his own case
was concerned, it did not matter. He hated
10 surrendet to Bob Wells; he would sooner
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be a prisoner at the Underwood ranch. But
in either case, his own fortunes were rela-
tively unimportant. It was Sally who
counted. He could understand exactly how
she must feel. Here was the man she was
to marry, coming up to place her under
arrest—and without being aware of it! The
Wreck felt that he had failed at last, unless
he could think of something within the next
minute or two. If he could only get Sally
out of the way—

They could hear the sheriff’s voice, say-
ing something to his companion. It had a
peculiarly irritating effect upon Sally, who
gritted her teeth and scowled. She was not
frightened—merely angry.

“ Listen,” whispered the Wreck, “ you
stay here.”

“ Where are you going?” She seized his
arm. ‘

“I've got a scheme. Leave it to me.
Promise; now.”

“ We're both in this together. Henry—"

“Let me go,” said the Wreek, fiercely.
“1 know what I’'m doing. Are you going
to let me go?”

She stared at him earnestly, then released
his arm.

“ Please be careful, Henry. Please!”

“ Sure.” He spoke almost jauntily.

Rising suddenly to his feet, he patted her
on the shoulder and winked reassuringly.

“ So-long, Sally. You stay right here
until you're sent for.”

He stepped out from behind the boulder.
She did not know what he meant, but she
watched him with wondering eyes. Why—
he was surrendering!

The Wreck’s hands were lifted in the air
as he strode down the trail. He had net
gone half a dozen paces when the sheriff’s
gun covered him.

“ Heigho,” said the Wreck, frivolously.
“ Looking for anybody?”

Bob Wells stared, and as he stared his
mouth opened wide.

“ Well, I'm a son of a gun!” he gasped.

“ Uh-huh,” assented the Wreck. *“ What’s
the idea?”

“It’s the four-eyed dude!” said the
sheriff, in a voice of wonder.

[14 Sure »

From her place of concealment Sally
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watched, too astonished to move. What in
the world was Henry Williams trying to do
now?

The second man joined the sheriff, and
both stared incredulously at the spectacled
Wreck.

“ So it was you who stole my horse,” said
Bob Wells, still in a tone of unbelief.

¢ Just utilized him,” said the Wreck.
“He was running loose.”

‘“ An yow've been running a stick-up
game!”

The Wreck seated himself comfortably
on a rock and grinned. Obviously, he was
enjoing himself.

“I decline to answer, on the usual
grounds,” he remarked. “ You needn’t
keep that gun on me unless you’re nervous.
‘Im not armed. I left my rifle on the
horse.”

The sheriff was staring in growing amaze-
ment.

“Well, I'll be damned,” he muttered.
“ A stick-up man! I used to think there
was something queer about you, but I
never guessed that. Did you stick up all
three parties?”

“ No answer, on same grounds,” said the
Wreck, with a smile.

“T’ll have plenty of witnesses, I reckon,”
said the sheriff. “ But, doggone it, you’ve
certainly sprung something on us.”

“It’s a nice day,” remarked the Wreck,
gazing up at a white cloud.

The sherifi’s eyes wandered and his
glance roved the hillside.

“ Where’s your gang?” he asked, sud-

denly.

“ What gang?” The Wreck’s tone was
innocent.

“ The bunch that are in on this with
you?”

“ Who said there was anybody in with
me? I didn’t.”

“It happens we know about the rest.
Where are they?”

“Well, if I was a sheriff,”” drawled the
Wreck, “ and if I thought there was any-
body else I wanted, I'd go and look for
,an."

“ You may as well come through,” said .
Bob Wells, sternly.

“ There’s nobody here, at any rate.”

- ‘:_
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“You'’re a liar.”

The Wreck grinned pleasantly and
yawned.

“ Maybe,” he assented. “I suppose
they’ll say I'm a liar if I tell them about
your horse.”

The sheriff flushed.

“ Who rode the other horse over here?”
he demanded.

« NObOdy."

“ That’s a lie, too.”

“ Some day I'll lick you for that,” ob-
serveéd the Wreck, genially.

“ What would you be doing with two
horses if you didn’t have somebody else
with you?”

“I'm a trick rider.”

Bob Wells stood glowering.

“You're a fresh bird,” he muttered.
“ You'’re the only four-eyed hold-up I ever
saw. And to think of you living over at
the Bar-M for a week—two weeks! Pretty
smooth, Henry Williams, which I don’t
reckon is your name.”

“ Pretty smooth,” agreed the Wreck, with
a nod.

“ What is your name, anyhow?”

“ You wouldn’t believe me.”

“I dunno. I'm pretty nearly ready to
believe anything. If I heard you'd done a
couple of murders I’'d believe that.”

The Wreck began playing with a hand-
ful of pebbles. ,

“We’ll get your gang anyhow,” said the
sheriff. “It’s only a question of a little
while.”

The Wreck was humming a tune. Even
Sally could hear him from her hiding-place,
and it astonished her. Henry Williams had
never done anything like that before.

“So you may as well come through,”
added the sheriff.

“ You're repeating yourself,” the Wreck
reminded him.

Suddenly Bob Wells remembered some-
thing.

“ Where’s that flivver of yours?”

This was news to the Wreck. He had
supposed that the flivver was also captive.

‘“ She’s in Montana,” he said.

(13 whem?”

“T told you.”

“You worked both ways, didn’t you?”
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observed the sheriff.
back.”

“I'm hearing' you say it,” said the
Wreck.

“ Well, you're in for about life, Henry
Williams, unless they happen to get you
away from me. And in that case—"" The
sheriff made a significant gesture.

The Wreck smiled again and reached for
another handful of pebbles. And just then
Bob Wells remembered another thing, and
it startled him.

“What became of Sally Morgan?” he
demanded.

“ Miss Morgan? Oh, she got her train,”

[{3 When?”

“ Same day she started for it.”

“ Sure about that, are you?”

“1 ought to know, hadn’t I?”

The sheriff regarded him doubtfully.

“If T had the least suspicion she didn’t,”
he said, slowly, “ I'd shoot you where you
sit.”

“ Uh-huh. Well, she got it, all right.”

“1 ought to wring your neck, anyhow,
just for luck. The nerve of you, passing
yourself off for a tourist on decent people,

and riding around the country with my .

girl!”

“ Some joke,” admitted the Wreck,

Bob Wells turned for a whispered con-
sultation with his companion. Together
they subjected the Wreck to a long, puzzled
scrutiny. It did not appear to annoy him,

“Well, no more nonsense,” said the
sheriff. ‘“ Lead us to your gang.”

“ Nobody around here, sheriff.”

“We know better.”

“ No,” said the Wreck, shaking his head.
“T know better.”

“ Going to make us take a look, are
you?”

¥ Flivver and horse- ;
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“ I'm not making you. But if you want
to waste your time, go ahead.”

The Wreck was disappointed. He had
been trying amazingly hard to appear con«
vincing, but evidently he had failed. He
did not think he bad protested too much;
he thought he had been doing it ghout
right. But somehow he could not put it
over,

His only hope now was that Sally had
managed tp disappear, He wanted to
keep her out of it, at any cost. He had
figured that if he went along with the
sheriff there would be a chance to escape
later. Then he could come back for her.
It was not much of a plan, but at least it
gave her another chance.

“ We'll take him along with us, Jim,” said
the sheriff. “ You keep a good eye on him,
And you, Williams—" He paused to give
his words effect, “If anybody fires on us,
you’ll get yours, first of all.”

“ You're a big fathead,” smd the Wreck,
lrrelevantly:

“ Get up,” ordered the sheriff.

The Wreck obeyed. For an instant he
stood contemplating a dash downhill, They
might not be able to hit him if he kept
dodging, and if he could once make the
horses there was no telling what sort of a
chase he could lead them. It would give
Sally an opporunity, anyhow. But he never
had a chance to test the idea.

Out from behind her boulder stepped
Sally Morgan, her eyes very bright and her
cheeks red under the tan, She watked
briskly into the group.

“ Hell!” said the Wreck.
done it.”

Bob Wells fell back a pace and gaped at
her.

“ Sally!” he cried.

“ Now you've

(To be concluded NEXT WEEK.)
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WINTER

QW-leaning skies and bitter winds
That drive and swirl the passive snow;
High in the west, one lonely star;
Beneath, gaunt pines ’gainst sunset’s glow.

Albert Livingston Cooke.
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LD SHIPMAN looked up quickly
O as he became aware that a man was

standing in the doorway of his
store. Shipman had been counting his
day’s receipts. He had a pile of silver and
a pile of bills in front of him, and there
were other bills and other pieces of silver
in the open drawer of the cash-register.

It was past ten o’clock, and Shipman
knew that it was not a safe hour for a man
who was alone in his store, counting money.
He would not have been surprised if the
man in the doorway had had him covered
with a gun and had commanded him to
throw up his hands. There had been a
right smart lot of hold-ups and rohberies
recently, as Shipman well knew, so, before
he recognized the man in the doorway his
hand had clutched the butt of the pistol ly-
ing on a shelf directly beneath the cash-
register.

However, when he saw who the man
was, his hand came away from the pistol
and a dry chuckle sounded in-his throat.

“ Well, Tom Lacey,” he said, “ where
do you-all think you come from?”

Tom Lacey advanced into the room,
though there had been nothing invitational
in old Shipman’s tone. Shipman did not
look. at him as he came up to the counter
and stopped. Shipman’s eyes were again
busy with the bills and the pieces of silver.

Shipman had not seen Lacey for three
years. He remembered him as a rather
gangling boy who hadn’t had much to say
for himself, a typical Lacey. They were a
shiftless lot, those Laceys. That was why

Shipman had chuckled when he had seen
who his late visitor was. The idea of a
Shipman grabbing at a pistol to defend
himself from a Lacey was ridiculous,
though the Laceys were a shootin’ crew.

Lacey did not answer Shipman’s ques-
tion. He stood close to the counter, but
did not lean against it. His head was up,
his eyes were bright, and his lips were
molded into a straight line.

“ Twenty-three,” said Shipman to him-
self. “ And a quarter, thirty-five, forty-
five—"

He finished his counting and carefully
placed the money in a leather pouch. Then
he glanced at Lacey.

“ Want something?” he asked.

' 143 Yes.”

“ Well, name hit, man.”

“T want to marry Delpha.”

That could rouse only anger in Ship-
man, If Lacey were joking, Shipman
would be angry because any man had the
temerity to speak lightly about the apple of
his eye. If Lacey were in earnest, Ship-
man would be angry because a Lacey could
dream of marrying a Shipman.

Shipman’s hand went to the butt of the
pistol again. He eyed Lacey fiercely, and
because of his anger he failed to see that
Lacey had developed into a fine specimen
of manhood, as fine as could be seen in a
day’s travel in East Tennessee.

“ You jokin’?” Shipman demanded.

“1 was never more in earnest in my life.
I wouldn’t joke about anythmg that con-
cerned Delpha.”
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“ Yeu pore pup,”’ Shipman lashed out.
“To think of one of you shif’less, good-
for-pothin’ Laceys wantin’ to marry my
daughter. Why, don’t you know that she’s
just been graduated from a business college
in the city? Don’t you know that she can
get a job that ’ll pay her more money than
the hull Lacey family put together earns?
An’ you want to marry her. Get out of my
store!”

But Lacey didn't get out. He folded his
arms across his chest and stood looking at
Shipman. Shipman noticed that his right
hand was beneath his coat. His eyes on
the bulge of the hand, Shipman made a
little, tentative movement which brought
his own pistol two inches closer to the edge
of the shelf. He had expected to see La-
cey’s hand move as it tightened on the butt
of Lacey’s pistol. But there was no such
movement.

That didn’t convince Shipman that La-
cey hadn’t a pistol in a holster under his
coat, however. He knew well encugh that
- he cowld have his own pistol above the
counter in plain view, and Lacey could beat
him into action. Them Laceys had always
been hell with firearms. For generations,
so far as anybody knew, they had ranged
the hills and the mountains for game. A
lazy, drawling set of shiftless whites they
were, but with an unnatural quickness
when handling a gun of any kind.

“ Why don’t you bring out your pistol,
Mr. Shipman?” Lacey said with a grim
smile. “1’'m not stopping you.”

Shipman seemed to have swallowed his

chuckles. He might, from the sound he
made, be choking on one. It was a kind of
snarling rattle,

“You got a gum in yore holster,” he ac-

With a sneer Lacey threw back his coat.
No holster was strapped to his chest.

“Y haven’t got a gun on me,” he sald.
“ You can feel my pockets if you like.”

“Y wouldn’t touch you,” Shipman said.
“ Get out of my store.”

Lacey took a cigar from his pocket, bit
off the end, and applied a match. He
puffed for a moment in silence. Then he
removed the cigar and looked at the bum-
ing end with half-closed eyes,

~ W
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“ Just what's your objection to me, Mr.
Shipman?” he asked.
“ Obfection?” Shipman repeated. “ My

Gawd, bain't you a Lacey? Do you think
I educated my daughter to let her marry
into the most shif’less family in the hull
oounty? I reckon not!”

“ You know I've been away for a long
time, don’t you?” Lacey asked.

“ Oh, you been away, but how do I know
where you been? Mebbe you been in
prison. You oouldn’t support yorese'f
@tjn) wu m »

Lacey’s face darkened. He took a for-
ward step. Shipman’s pistol flashed into
view and was pointed at Lacey’s heart.

“ Another step,” said Shipman.

“And a Shipman would be guilty of
shooting an unarmed man,” said Lacey,
the cloud swiftly passing from his face.
“ Well, a Lacey never did that.”

“ Get. out!” Shipman ordered, but he
put the gun back on the shelf,

““ All right,” Lacey said. “ But it’s only
fair to tell you that I'm going up to your
house. Delpha and me are going to elope
to-night.”

That was the closest a Shipman had ever
come to shooting an unarmed man, Ship-
man’s rage left him frothing, It was all he
could do to keep from speeding a bullet
into Lacey.

“If you come near my house to-night,
or at any other time, I'll kill you, whether
you are armed or not,” he said.

Lacey had gained the door.
in the doorway.

“I'm coming armed, pappy,” be said
coldly. “If we have to shoot this thing
out, we'll have to do it. I saw Delpha
earlier in the evening, and she said if you
refused your permission for our marriage
she would run off with me this very night.
I'll take her to the minister’s house, and
in the momin’ we’ll be married.”

“ When you come, come shootin’,” Ship-
man screamed. “ The minute yore foot
touches one inch of my land, I’'m goin’ to
bore you through. Get out!”

“ 11 be at yore house in forty minutes,”
Lacey sald, and stepped out into the night.
“ Will you be sure Delpha is indoors, out
of harm’s way?”

He turned

N
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. “You don’t need to give me any advice
about takin’ care of my daughter,” Ship-
man cried. “I been doin’ hit for the last
twenty years, an’ I guess I can keep on
doin’ hit.”

Shipman put on his coat, slipped the
pouch into an outside pocket, turned off
the lights, locked the door, and stepped
outside also. Lacey was not in sight. Ship-
man got into the rusty old runabout, which
stood at the curb, and sped toward home.

He turned into the drive at a speed
which made the stones fly, and stopped the
runabout beside the porch of a trim bun-
galow. His rage increased as he looked at
the bungalow bulking itself in the night.
Tom Lacey had never lived in nothin’ but
a shotgun house. Delpha had always
known a home. There was the distinction
between the two families for you! And
Tom Lacey wanted to marry Delpha. It
was fair sickenin’.

Shipman stamped up on the porch and
put his hand on the screen door. There
was a stir at the end of the porch back of
the vines. _

‘ Hello, father.”

* Shipman strode up to the hammock in
which Delpha was sitting and confronted
her angrily.

“ Tom Lacey was at the store a few min-.
utes ago,” he said. )

“ He was here before that,” said Delpha
sweetly.

“He wants to marry you,” Shipman
said.

him. Why not?”

Shipman was ready to froth again, but
he controlled himself. Since his daughter
had come home from the school in the city,
he bad noticed a difference in her. She
was, of course, older in years, and that
might have accounted for a little of the
difference. But she had immeasurably
more dignity. There was a coolness,  a
calmness about her which had made Ship-
man look at her keenly more than once
when he thought she wasn’t looking at him.
He had a notion that if he lost his temper
now he might make a fool of himself be-
fore her. So he dropped into a chair, took
a minute, and then said in a low voice:

« And 1,” said Delphia, “ want to marry"
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. “You know what the Laceys have al-
ways been, don’t you?”

“ What have they always been?” Delpha
asked.

“Idlers and wasters.”

“ They never had much to waste, had
they?”

“You know what I mean,” Shipman
said, his voice rising a little, “ They been
good for nothin’ ever since anybody can
remember. A bit of ground, a little corn.
and beans, some sweet potatoes, a hawg to
kill in winter—that has been all that any
Lacey ever wanted. Put the roof of a shot-
‘gun house over their heads and they was
satisfied.”

“ Maybe that doesn’t include Tom,” said
Delpha. :

“ And the way they’ve always used their
women,” Shipman went on. “ Why, just
think of them women. Tom’s own mother
died of overwork an’—an’ the bearin’ of
children. At one time they was twelve of
Tom’s family crowded together in that
shack they had out on the Mill Pike, an’
his mother done the work for the family,
what was done. She ’tended the corn an’
the beans and the sweet potatoes an’ kep’
the house, an’ even helped butcher the
hawg at butcherin’ time. The old man—
what ’d he ever do? Why, roamed the hills.
with a rifle in the crook of his arm. Even
if the family had nothin’, he always had a
good rifle. An’ them older boys, look at
their women. That boy Bob got married
not more ’'n five years ago, and lookit his
wife to-day. Meet her in the road an’ she
seems like a woman of forty, though she
hain’t more 'n twenty-five.

“I've give you an education, Delpha. I
sent you through the high school here and
sent you to the business college in the city,
because you said that was what you want-
ed. Are you goin’ to throw away all yore
learnin’ on a Lacey? Why, in a few years
all the prettiness will be gone out of yore.
face. You will be pale an’ dragged out.
Them Laceys has always been brutes to
their women, an’ they always will be.”

“ Maybe Tom won’t,” Delpha said.

Shipman’s hot anger flooded through him
at such an answer.

“ Maybe Tom won’t?” he repeated. “Is
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that all you can say? Well, Tom will. A
Lacey is a Lacey, always has been, always
will be. I know the breed.”

“ You've seen Tom to-night, have you,
father?”

“1 said I had.”

“ Did you threaten to shoot himp”

“ Mebbe I did.” ¢

“ Did he have a gun?”

“ He was afraid to come near me, totm’
a gun ”

“1 made him promise he wouldn’t. I
knew you wouldn’t shoot an unarmed
man. »

Shipman looked at his watch. Lacey
was due in fifteen minutes. Shipman went
into the house, came back, sat down on the
top step.

“ What have you in your coat pockets,
father?” Delpha asked coldly.

“ I've got what I've got,” Shipman said
sulkily.

“ Two guns,” said Delpha.

“Lacey said he was comin’ up here,”
said Shipman. “I told him if he come he
better come shootin’,”

“ And you expect he will?”

“ You go into the house.”

“Very well.”

Shipman looked at her blankly as she
went through the door. Her sudden meek-
ness was disconcerting.

“ Oh,” he said, alight breaking, “ you
think he can outshoot me, do you?”

“ Maybe he won’t come shooting,” said

Delpha.

In that she was mistaken. She was the
light of Tom Lacey’s world, but it was a
fact that Tom Lacey had been born in a
shotgun house, and it was a fact ‘that his
people were the ‘kind of people Shipman

had described. Lacey had been outside:

that influence for three years, but a man
doesn’t throw off the effect of environment
and heredity in three years. Shipman’s
taunts had thrown Lacey back into the
hard company of his fathers.

Lacey had not gone armed into Ship-
man’s store, ‘but he had gone armed to
within a hundred feet of Shipman’s store.
When he retraced that hundred feet while
Shipman had been putting out the lights
and locking up, Lacey had kicked over a
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stone and taken a gun from beneath it. It
Was not a modern toy gun. It was a big,
"long-barreled forty two. Death was in
every one of its six chambers. Hit by one
of those bullets, a man, Lacey said to him-
self, would know that something was tear-
ing into him. Lacey also knew with what
perfection of marksmanship he could throw
a bullet out of that perfect gun.

He felt that he had kept his word with
Delpha. He had been meek and mild for
her sake. He had stood Shipman'’s abuse.
That had got him nowhere. Shipman had .
invited him to shoot it out. In spite of
what they were in the social scale, the La-
ceys had never declined an invitation to
shoot out anything. Give any one of them
a gun and he was an iron man, afraid of
nothing. .

Tom Lacey was like that when he came
to the white-picket gate which would ad-
mit him to the walk leading up to the Ship-
man home. His gun was in the right-hand
pocket of his coat. The bottom button of
the coat was fastened. He could snatch
the gun from the pocket in an incredibly
brief time, the button offering just enough
resistance to keep the gun from snagging
on the pocket.

He pushed open the gate and stepped in
on the path. A full moon was near the
zenith. There was plenty of light. He
saw that Shipman had been sitting on the
bottom step of the porch. As Lacey start-
ed steadily up the walk, his right elbow
crooked so that his hand was an inch from
the gun butt, Shipman got to his feet. He
had a gun in each hand.

Well, thought Lacey, he wasn’t going to
take an even break on the draw. Lacey’s
gun came out, but he held the muzzle
pointed down. That muzzle would come
up fast enough when Shipman made the
movement which should be a preface to the
first shot. Lacey had a notion that he
would throw a bullet up the walk before
Shipman threw one down.

“ Come on with hit, Shipman,” he called.
“ You done got the best chance you’ll git.”

It was Lacey talk without the city ve-
neer, too. But Shipman did not come on
with “hit.” Instead, he dropped his gun
and raised his hands above his head.
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“Dropyomgunmdcomeruphem,
Tem,” Delpha’s vaice called.

Lacey had a moment of hesitation. A
man cant revert and -come back all in &
breath. He stood holding his gun.

(43 Toml! ”

. Delpha’s voice was sharp. There was
such a ring in it as Lacey had sometimes
heard in Shipman’s voice, Lacey dropped
his gun ‘and tan up the walk. At the foot
of the steps he stopped alongside of Ship-
man and staved at Delpba standing just
outside the screen door.

Deélpha held a rifle in her hands, and its
muedle was directed teward the small of
her father’s back. Shipman’s eyes were
directed front, and Lacey saw that there
was the paller of fear in his cheeks.

“ Pick up his guns and bring them here;
Tom,” Deélpha said sweefly.,

Lacey obeyed.

“You can put down yeur hands, father,”
said Delpha.

‘Shipman dropped his hands and wheeled
about.

“ You-all think you done a right smart
of a trick, don’t you?” he demanded in &
shaken voice.

Delpha came down to the edge of I:he
porch and stared irto her parent’s eyes.

“ Why, father,” che said, * you’re fright~
ened.”

“ Frightened?” he choked. “Goed
Gawd, who wouldn't be frightened? I
thought you was goin’ to shoot me. If you
had, what do you s’pose would have hap-
pened to you? You'd at least have been
arrested, and it ’d been in the city papers,
and—oh, good Lord!”

“Oh, you were frightened on my ac-
count,” said Delpha. “ Well, let’s sit
down and talk this matter over. You sit
here, father. Tom, you sit here by me.”

“T don’ know as 1 want to talk things
over,” Shipman gritted.

“Tom and T will leave, then.”

“ Oh, talk, then,” Shipman spapped.

When they had taken the pesitions she
indicated, Lacey was by her side and Ship-
man was across from them. There was a
stllen, stubborn lock en Shipman’s face.
Tom was smiling, a little grimly. Shipman
did not see the smite. He wouldn’t look at
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the damn’ snake. Him and Lacey would
have a settlement by and by when Delpha
wasn’t on hand. This wasalt the last of
bit, by any manver o’ means.

“ Father,” Delpha said, “ do you ¥mow
what happened when I ﬁrst went toﬂ:edty
—the first month I was ithever”

“ Not ’specially,” Shipman :answeved.

“ Why, I wrote yeu that the amount of
money we had w wpon for m for
spending wasn’t going to be enough,”
pha said.

“And I raised hit fifteen dellars a
month,” Shipman said. ‘““ What has that
got to do with all this?”

“When 1 was there six mouths, what
happened?” Delpha -ashed.

“ Why,” said Shipman, his memory se-
freshed, “you wrete that the former sum
would do. You was humerous about &it,
I recoflect. You said ¢he coet of livin’ had
gone down.”

“Do you know whe made the differ-
enceP”

““ Certainly not.”

“ It was Tom Lacey.”

Shipman’s face darkened again from ‘hls
ready anger.”

“ Do you mean—"' he began.

“1 mean that Tem Lacey made sne see
that T was a fool,” said Delpha passienste-
ly. “ He made me see ‘that I wasn deing
the square thing by you.”

“ What vou was dein’ was nene of his
business,” Shipmman flared out.

“Well, I don’t know,” Delpha sighed.
“I've come to believe that you newer can
tell whose business is whese business.”

“Y hain’t seein’ much from all this”
Shipman stated.

“You will—maybe,” Deipha said.
“Father, I'd been in the city six months
when I met Tom. Y met him accidentally
on the street. 1 spoke to him, and he
stopped and stared at me with his hat i
his hand as i I were & princess or 2 queea
or something. When he wus able to takk,
he asked me if I would go %0 2 show with
him that night. I said I would.”

“ Picked right up with a Lacey, knowin’
what the Laceys have always been,” her
father sneered.

‘“Picked right up with a Lacey,” said
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Delpha. “ Correct! That was the creed
of the girls I had become acquainted with.
They studied as little as they could. They
were out of school as often as possible.
They went to picture shows and dances
whenever they could get any one to take
them.”

“ They wasn't all that way, was they?”
Shipman asked.

. “No; there were some mighty fine girls
among them. But your dear daughter,
father, seemed inclined toward the picture
show, dancing crowd. In the first six
months she was in school she hardly learned
a thing. She was from the country, and
she was just finding out what a good time
a girl away from home could have.”.

- “Well?” Shipman said.

“ Have you looked at Tom closely since
he came into the store to-night, father?”
Delpha asked.

“ Don’t know as I have.”

“ Look now, then!”

At first Shipman thought he would be
damned if he'd look, but he felt that the
eyes of both the young people were fast-
ened on him with a kind of challenge. So
he looked at Tom Lacey.

He saw a tall, lean young man, with a
lean, strong face, a pair of steady eyes, a
firm mouth. Lacey, he saw, too, was well
dressed. His clothing was simple, and
there was not even a watch-chain sight.
Maybe this simplicity had caused Shipman
to overlook Lacey’s well-groomed appear-
ance.

“ What do you see?” Delpha asked.

“Y see Tom Lacey, I reckon,” Shipman
answered.

“You see,” Delpha declared passionate-
ly, “a man who has made himself over.
That’s what you see. Let me tell you:
* One night Tom and I went to a picture
show. I was all wrapped up in it as usual.
I wasn’t paying much attention to Tom.
When the show was over, I looked at him
and found him fast asleep.

“He took me home. When we got
there, I took hold of his coat lapels and I
asked him if he wasn’t getting enough rest
through going about with me. He wouldn’t
be frank with me at first, but I finally got
out of him that the time he was giving to

o 635

me was the time he had Ben.giving to
books. He had s arted to work in a textile
mill at low wages. He was working and

studying daytimes and studying at night.-

“¢Tom,” I said—for I'm not altogether
a fool, father—‘you have given up your

. studying at night to run around to dances

and picture shows with me.’ )

“ ¢ Why, no,’ he said, ‘ I study after I get
home.’ }

. “*“How much sleep have you been get-
ting?’ I asked. ‘ :

“¢Oh,” he said, ‘I don’t need much
sleep. I get four hours a night on an av-
erage.’ ) )

“ ¢ Why have you been doing this for me,
Tom?’ I asked.

“He suddenly took me in his arms
and_n '

“ Haven’t you gone about far enough
with this, Delpha,” Lacey broke in. “I
don’t know that that part of it is any of
his business.”

_ Shipman was looking out along the walk
as it lay in a flood of moonlight. Delpha
said no more for a while. Lacey sat with
folded arms, his eyes on Shipman. He
rather despised Shipman. The old fellow
needed a shave. The marks of his day’s
and his evening’s toil were still on him. He
wasn’t such a much when you came to look
him over carefuily.

. But Shipman’s thoughts were his own.
He’d been married. He’d had a girl—long
ago. He could remember moonlighted
nights, somewhat like this, though moon-
light is not the same at fifty as it is at
twenty.

“ Go on,” said Shipman presently, in a
low voice.

“ He suddenly took me in his arms,” said

.Delpha, and her voice was not so steady as

it had been. “ He said he had looked up to
me ever since I had been a little girl, and
he had been a boy—one of the Lacey boys.
He had gone to the city because he had
wanted to make good for my sake. He was
studying so that he would keep pace with
me. The superintendent had said there was
a foremanship waiting for him after a while.
He has that foremanship now, father. And
he’s going on till he’s a superintendent.
“And I asked him why he had let me

\

\
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interfere with his work and studies; why
he had 1et me drag him around to picture
shows and dances when he should have
beea in his room, doing the things he
wanted.

“ ¢ Why, Delpha,’ he said, ‘I aim always
to give you whatever you want; o do the
things you want me to do. No Lacey has
ever done that for bis woman. Whatever
you say is all right. Whatever you do is
all right. You just say what yeu want and
Tl get'it for you. I’ll never speak an <
kind word to you, and you’'ll mever have to
work if you den't want to. 1 love you.
I've always loved you, And that’s all there
is about it.”

" There was another long silence. Delpha
seeraed determined to make her father do
his part. *

“ And then what?” Shipman asked.

“ Why, 1 began to study on my own ac-
coeunt,” said Delpha. “ 1 quit the business
school and began to study the things that
would help me to be the kind of wife Tom
deserves.”

“You never told me you had quit the
business school,” Shipman accused.

“1 cowldn’t without explaining every-
thing,” said Delpha. “ And you’re so un-

, father,”

“ Thasso?™ said Shipmaa.

He sat for a while motionless and silent,
staring at the moonlight. Then he got
slowly to his feet.

“1’ll be back in half an hour,” he said,
“ You be here that long, Lacey?”-

“ ¥es, sir,”

U v)

m
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Shipman went into the house. In thirty
minutes he was back. He was a mych im-
proved person. The marks of the dey’s
work were gone. He was shaved, end he
wore & mohair suit which he had bowght
at the beginning of the hot wmeather. A
dark bow tie was neatly fastened in an ims-
maculately white collar. Ewen his shoes
were shined.

“Why, {ather, how nice you look,” said
Delpha. -

“.Oh, 1 been a pretty good-looking feller
ia my day,” said Shipman,

He stood for a moment longer, fluching
and frowning. ,

“When you-all going t0 be married?”’ he
asked. :
“ To-morrow, pesitively,” Lacey an-
swered.

“it ’ll be here,” said Shipman with fi-
nality, “I hain’t goin’ to hawe Delpha
married no place but in her own home, 1
—1I reckon you will want yore relations to
come, Lacey.”

- “ They would like to come,” Lacey said.
“.A Lacey has never been married withopt
our all being there, We kind of stick ¢o-
gether in things like that.”

“ Well, have ‘em,” Shipman said.

Once more he paused. He seemed to be
waiting for something. Lacey and Delpha
sat looking et him. Several times his lips
moved as if he were about to speak. At
last he broke out:

“ Hell, Lacey, why don’t you stick out
yore hand. Do you want me to do hit all.”

Lacey stuck out his band.

v} ]

A WINTER EVENING

lN the woodland no melodious rally;
Presage of the springtime—not a breath!
On the hill and in the sheeted valley
Silence as inexorable as death.

~ Yet beneath this numbing coil and cumber,

Hearkening but the word to bid it start—
Leap to life from out its icy slymber—

Somewhere waits the living vernal heart.

Clinton Scellard,
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Carter as his dark-brown eyes trav-
eled over the bruises displayed by
Miguel Hernandez. “ And you say—"

“ The Sefior Penton did it,” completed
Miguel. “ First—he geeve me the terrible
blow on the face. Then the mucha bad
Kick in the side. Afterward—”

Miguel expressed the rest of it with an
expressive shrug and feeling gestures. The
cook for the little mining expedition had
fared badly at the hands of Mark Penton.

Gerald Carter was troubled. Three
months before he, Mark Penton, and Arthur
Brace had set out from Ceiba for a pros-
pecting trip in the interior of Honduras.
With them had come Miguel Hernandez
as cook and handy man about the camp.
For three months they searched the moun-
tains for gold. And they found it. Not
enough to make them wealthy *but sufficient
to assure them that success lay ahead. From
the tumbling mountain streams they had

“ THE vicious brute!” muttered Gerald

plucked yellow nuggets and gravel to the.

extent of something like seven thousand
dollars. And besides—higher up on one
of the most pretentious of the Pija range—
there had been discovered indications of
what appeared to be a real vein. Then
had come the rainy season, leaving nothing
to do but return to the coast and come back
at a later date.
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Fifty miles from Ceiba, Arthur Brace
came down with fever. Carter realized that
the sick man could not stand to travel fur-
ther and, because a flooded tent isn’t a com-
fortable dwelling for a fever patient, had
found a little cave where he fitted up a
comfortable bunk for Brace and swung his
own hammock. Penton continued to oc-
cupy the living tent because of his fear of
contracting Brace’s disease—and also be-
cause he didn’t want to take his turn at
waiting on the sick man. A few feet from
Penton’s tent stood the cook tent, over
which Miguel presided.

Two days after the little party went into
camp Penton came over to the cave. Then
it was that he showed himself for the
treacherous, snarling beast he really was.

“ We've got to get away from here,” he
told Carter after having assured himself
that Brace was so deep in delirium as not
to understand. ‘ First thing you know we’ll
be down with fever. I don’t want it. We’ve

got to move.”
" “It would kil Arthur,” said Carter
softly. .

Penton swore. “ A man’s first duty is to
himself!”

. Carter’s face went white,

_ “ That’s the speech of selfishness, Pen-
ton. And I hope you didn’t mean it. How-
ever "—Carter frowned—“if you are in
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such a hurry to get away, you may go.
One-third of the gold we’ve taken is yours,
We'll divide—"

Penton interrupted. “ You'll let me have
Miguel as guide?”

Carter shook his head. “ No,
him here. You’ll have to go alone.”

“ Not me,” muttered Penton, “I den’t
know the way. I'd never get there.”

He walked away, mumbling, And there
the matter ended—for the moment. But
Penton was determined to make matters
as unpleasant as possible. He sulked, mis+
treated Miguel, struck him—when Carter
wasn’t looking. )

And it was of these things that Gerald
Carter was thinking as he stood at the cave
entrance and watched Miguel shuffle back
to the cook tent, The water was falling
in sheets. Miniature rivers tumbled down
the mountainside while dark clouds rolled
up from the south—a promise of more
dampness to come. The pack-burros hud~
dled together under the little tent where
Miguel had tethered them out of the rain.
From the door of Penton’s tent came a
wisp of pipe-smoke.

Carter shook his head. He was disap-~
pointed in Penton. Back in the States when

I need

the three men decided to try their fortunes-

in Honduras, Penton had appeared to be
just the sort of companion for such a ven-~
ture. But Carter and Brace had soon been
disillusior.ed.

The rain ceased—almost suddenly—but
Carter knew that it would soon come
again. That within five or ten minutes the
flood would again descend.

Inside the cave Brace was tossing on his
bunk.

“Water!” he groaned.

Carter stepped softly to the sick man’s
side, and dampening a sponge, moistened
his lips. Afterward he allowed a few drops
of water to trickle down the parched throat.
Then followed a big dose of quinin.

Brace babbled in his delirium. Babbled
of home, of his mother, of many things.
Carter felt helpless. Once he had thought
of sending Miguel to Ceiba for a doctor, but
quickly sidetracked that idea. In the first
place he doubted if a doctor would come.
Fifty miles through the mountains in the
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rainy season is no easy task. Besides, Ger-
ald Carter knew that he was doing the
very things a doctor would do. He had .
picked up considerable information regard-
ing tropical fever and its treatment during
the past few months.

He walked back to the cave entrance.
The rain was falling' again. And coming
toward him was Penton.

Penton lest no time in getting to busi-
ness.

“T got a proposition to make.”

« Yes?”

The other lowered his voice. “ Brace én
there ain’t got much chance anyway. You
know the way to the coast—I don’t, Never
was good on directions. Miguel can stay
here and look after Brace. When we get
to Ceiba we can send some one out to
bring him in. Then we’ll catch a steamer
for the States. And we’ll only have to
divide the gold two ways instead of three.
I'm sick of this damned country!”

Gerald Carter’s fist landed under Pen-
ton’s right ear. Penton dropped to his
knees, drawing his revolver as he did so.

- Carter kicked it from his hand.

The men glared at each other. Penton,
crouching, watching. Carter waiting.

“ Stand up!” Carter’s voice snapped like
a whip. The other man obeyed.

A moment later Carter brought two can-
vas bags from the cave. First he divided
the contents into three equal parts. Then
he dumped two of the parts back into one
of the bags, the third portion he poured
into the other bag. This he shanded to
Penton.

“ There’s your share. I don’t care what
you do with it. All I ask is that you remain
as far away from me as possible. Stay
in your tent—go to Ceiba—go anywhere
you please. But keep away from me!”

Penton slouched away, taking his gold
with him. And an hour later Carter was
much surprised to come from the cave and
find three natives in front of Penton’s tent
talking with him. They were ragged, dis-
reputable looking fellows, but each man
carried a rifle. And Carter felt strangely
troubled. Ten feet from the tent two bur-
tos were hobbled, evidently the property of
the newcomers.
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Twelve miles away there was a small
native village. Carter knew that a small
force of soldiers was kept there to keep
down possible insurrections. The thought
swept through his brain that perhaps he’d
better slip away and try to secure help.
There was no telling what Penton and the
brigand-appearing natives might attempt.
But this idea was quickly discarded. If
Penton intended no harm the soldiers were
not needed. If he intended harm, Carter
would not be permitted te get away alive.
Besides—he couldn’t leave Brace at the
mercy of Penton and the villainous-looking
natives. Carter wished they might have
been able to make the native village before
Brace became too ill too travel. Medical
assistance could not be had there, but there
would at least now have been some measure
of protection.

Penton walked over to the cook tent and
spoke to Miguel. Miguel nodded and fol-
lowed the white man to his tent. Carter
nodded understandingly. Penton intended
mischief and Miguel would be frightened or
bought over.

Night came. Carter sat by Brace’s bed,
listening to the sick man’s heavy breathing.
For the past several hours he had heen
reasonably quiet. Carter believed the
quinin must be taking effect. Occasionally
he stepped outside, but heard nothing from
Penton. And then—when flesh could stand
no more—he fell asleep.

Carter awoke with the morning. The
rain was yet falling. He pressed a hand
to Brace’s forehead. It was moist. The
watcher heaved a sigh of relief. The fever
was under control. Brace would live!

He rose and walked to the cave entrance.
Then he started. The camp appeared de-
serted! Not a burro was in sight—not a
native. He hurried to Penton’s tent. It
was empty. Penton bad gone, and with
him the strange natives Carter had seen the
afternoon before. Miguel could not be
found. .

Gerald Carter hurried back to the cave.
In one corner he searched rapidly. “ Gone!”
he muttered. * Got it while I was asleep!”

Then he felt under Brace’s bunk.

‘“ A rifle and one pistol left. And I think
T'll need them both. Penton will be back
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as soon as he discovers that I filled a bag
with rocks and sand for him to take away
last night, while I hid the gold elsewhere.
He'll never be satisfied with his share which
I gave him yesterday. Just as soon as he
looks into the bag he stole from this cave—
look out!”

He was worried. He knew it was only
a question of time until he would be at-
tacked. And it would be five to one. Well,
he would give a good accounting of himself.

And then he heard a shout. He recog-
nized Penton’s voice. Carter crept cautious-
ly to the entrance. No one was in sight.
Then came Penton’s voice again—from be-
hind a rock. )

“I've come back to get that gold
Thought you was puttin’ something over on
me, didn’t your”

Carter laughed, keeping out of the way.

“You come back for a chunk of lead.
That’s what you’ll get.” '

This time Penton laughed.

“ Don’t be so sure. I've got help. Na-
tives wholl kill a hundred men for a share
of the gold you’ve got. They’re all armed.
And if you've got any ammunition it’s well
hidden. I couldn’t find all the guns when
I looked through the cave, but I got. your
cartridges.”

Carter smiled. Penton hadn’t got all his
cartridges. But he said nothing. Penton
continued:

“ Bring the gold outside and put it down.
You'll not be harmed.”

“See you in hell first!” Carter's tone
was emphatic. He’d fight the five of them.
Might as well die with the gold as without
it. He couldn’t trust Penton.

Penton’s rifle cracked. The bullet whis-
tled over Carter’s head and buried itself
somewhere in the rear of the cave.

Then followed .a general fusillade. A
native somewhere to the left was using
black powder cartridges, as Carter could
tell from the smoke which rose foglike only
to be beaten down by the rain.

Carter rolled a huge stone to the mouth
of the cave and stretched out behind it.
Now and again his rifle spoke. Once he
heard a gun roar almost directly above and
a bullet knocked splinters from his barri-
cade. One of the natives, Carter was sure.
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Brace groaned. Carter swore because he
could do nothing for the sick man. He
had his bands full trying to save both their
lives.

Once the rain stopped And with its
stopping the determination of the -opposing
force appeared to increase. They rushed
the cave, but Carter drove them back. His
rifle-barrel grew hot. He discarded it for
the time being and used his revolver.

For a time there was quiet. Carter’s
rifle-barrel cooled, He reloaded it. And
again the cave was rushed.

The rain came with the attack. Geeat
sheets of water like cloudbursts. From dt
came sheets of flame as rifles spoke their
message of death.

Carter saw a man stumble and fall, strug-
gle to rise and then crumple in a heap. He
knew he had one less foe.

And again Carter’s fire was too much for
his former partner and his allies. They fell
back. Once Penton stumbled and Carter
thought he must be wounded, but when his
- rifle spoke from behind a rock a moment
later Carter knew that the brains of the
outlaws was still in the fighting.

“ Water!” mumbled Brace. Carter start-
ed to rise, then dropped back as he remem-
bered that he couldn’t leave the front un-
protected. Brace would have to do without
water.

There were longer intervals between the
firing now, but Carter could tell that great-
er care was being taken. More bullets
were finding their way into the cave. Some
were coming perilously close. Brace’s hed
was out of range, but Carter expected a
bullet to ricochet from the rock walls at
any moment and strike the sick man.

Darkness fell. And now Carter knew
that it must soon be aver. Brace could
not live without attention. He would have
to do something for him. And then would
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be Penton’s chance. Or even if he shouldn’t
be caught away from the entrance, be would
be surprised by 2 night attack. The out-
laws would be upon him before he knew
it. It was only a question of time. And
very short time at that.

Then from somewhere out in the dark
there was a crack. Carter felt his right
arm go numb. One of Penton’s bullets had
found its mark,

Carter went suddenly weak. The game
was up. No need to hold out longer. Per-
haps he could make some kind of arrange-
ment whereby Brace might be cared for.

The gun-firing outside increased. Rifles
cracked with machine gunlike rapidity. But
no bullets were falling inside the cave!

Carter wondered. Painfully he dragged
himself to the emtrance and peered out.
Sheets of flame split the night. Men were
cursing. And some were running away
while others pursued! Carter swooned.

When Gerald Carter opened his eyes
again Miguel Hernandez was grinning down
at him.

113 What th&—”

But Miguel silenced him. “ You all right
now. Meester Brace him all right, too.
Penton dead. Honduras robbers dead, too.
Miguel him all right.”

113 How___ll

But Miguel interrupted.

“ Penton fool. He think me no mind
what he do to me. He ask me join him
and other men for to get gold from you.
Me fool him. Me say yes. Then me slip
'way to village. Get soldiers. Come back.
Soldiers keel Penton and other mens.
Meester Carter and Meester Brace no be
keeled.”

Miguel grinned. “ Mucha bad luck for
Meester Penton when he kick Miguel!”

And Carter agreed.

© ‘?\*‘“‘ “HE editor takes this opportunity, in the last number for 1921,
\\)v to wish all his readers a Happy New Year, and to assure them
that, contributing toward this end, Argosy-Allstory for 1922 will carry
to them the richest cargo of entertaining stories it has ever freighted.
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