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W hen big business pays the fiddler it calls the tune: and its mad
dance in 1940 involved the fate of five nations

By FRED MacISAAC

Author of ** The Great C&mmander," ““ The Pancake Princess,"” etc.

CHAPTER 1.
A VERY GREAT MAN.

“T\ ICK BOSWELL? Well, he’s

D a good deal of an ass, but de-

cent, pater; richas mud, gen-

erous, yet a living rebuttal of the im-
pression that Yankees are keen.”

Roger Tuttle, only son of Sir Au-
gustus Tuttle, baronet, laughed rather
vapidly, and his father regarded him
with disfavor.

“Your own sort, I perceive,” he said
sourly.

Roger winced. “’That’s a dirty dig,
of course. I fancy g,égm as alert as the
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next one. Dick’s a likable idiot even
if he is dull.”

1 dislike Americans,”
Augustus.

“ Insular prejudice,” retorted his im—
pudent offsprmo

“ Perhaps,” replied the father in a
tone which discouraged further chat-
ter. “ Have him down if you like, but
‘keep him out of my, way.”

So it was under such terms that
Richard Boswell, Jr., was invited to
Winstut Abbey.

Sir Augustus Tuttle mlght have
posed for one of the portraits of eight-
eenth century English squires which
hung in the portrait gallery of the Ab-
bev. He was short and solidly built,
shightly bow-legged, with unusually

stated Sir

long a¥ms and unusually short legs. -

His head was large and widened by
mutton chop whiskers of iron gray.
His face was round and brick red, as
though he had drunk a couple of bot-
tles of port with his dinner for a gener-
ation; though, he happened to be very
temperate.

A fox hunting, hard drinking gen-
tleman of the old school, a survival of
the days of good Queen Victoria, liv-
ing on to be an example to the Briton
of the year of our Lord 1940 of what
an English landlord ought to be—
that’s what he looked like.

He often secured substantial satis-
faction by a visit to the portrait gal-
lery and imagined that the portraits re-
turned his approving gaze. He was
growing to consider them as portraits
ofi his ancestors, though his veins con-
tained no trace of the blood of the
extinct Winstuts.

England in 1940 was turned upside
down, and the world as well, and Sir
‘Augustus Tuttle had come from the
bottom to be on top. For many gener-
ations the Tuttles had been tinkers,
than which there was no more lowly
vocation in ‘the tight little island.

Gus Tuttle’s father had married a
barmaid who had insisted upon her
only son being given a board school

education.- If the war had not hap-
pened in 1914, it is very unlikely that
Gus Tuttle would have ever amounted
to much of anything; but the war was
the beginning of the turning over of
the ‘world.

In England the officers of the army
and navy had always been gentlemen,
and the chances for a private soldier to

rise to the rank of commissioned of-

ficer were about the same as that of
the proverbial camel passing through
the eye of a needle. .

England threw her regular army of
one hundred thousand men, officered
by the best blood in the Isles, into the
path of the German Juggernaut. The
best blood, almost to a man, died at
the head, not in the rear of their troops,
as they had always been trained to do.

Nearly every man of noble or gentle
birth went into the army during the
first year of the war, and most of them
died; which weakened the caste system
by puncturing the upper crust of it and
leaving wide openings for what was
underneath to rise to the top.

Gus Tuttle rose. His early training
in a public house came to his aid and
made him very useful in the division
of supplies. He served in France, to
be sure, but his service, while arduous,
was not very perilous and his health
was not undermined by bad food.

“When the war was over he returned
wearing the uniform of a temporary
colonel and he found life at home to
be very different from what it used
to be.

Now there were all sorts of oppor-
tunities for young men of the lower
middle class to make something of
themselves, . openings where openings
had never been before. Parliament,
formerly a gentleman’s club, was al-

‘ready very short of gentlemen.

Persons who had been in trade were
renning things. Money was so scarce
that those who had it were not asked
where they got it, and this happened
to be convenient for Gus Tuttle, for
he had money. With the same shrewd-
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ness which had enabled him to line his
pockets in the service of his country,
he was chary of displaying his re-
sources, but gradually he let himself
out.

It was a time when excellent busi-
ness opportunities were going begging,
when factories and shops could be
bought for a song because their owners
could no longer carry on. Tuttle in-
vested astutely,

He knew that America had captured
England’s foreign trade and it would
be years before English manufacturers
could get it back, so he avoided con-
cerns that depended for life upon ex-
porting their products.

Stocks were at a low ebb and he
bought stocks. He purchased food
shops, for people must eat, and drapers’
shops, because they must wear clothing.
He prospered.

A famous London newspaper was
for sale for a tenth of its value about
1921 and he became its owner. He
stood for Parliament and was elected
triumphantly. He was one of those
who held up England’s arms when
they were so weak they had to be held
up by patriotic subjects, and supported
the government’s determination to keep
the pound sterling at par.

As he grew rich he learned how to
avoid giving most of liis income to the
government in war taxes, and he
learned how to talk good English and
shake off the cockneyism’s of his youth.
He bought.more newspapers and pros-
pered by the tremendous influx of ad-
vertising from American manufactur-
ers. He grew so rich they created for
him a baronetcy for distinguished war
services and a liberal contribution to
the Conservative campaign fund.

He had purchased Winstut Abbey
and established himself there as a
country gentleman. He had married
the widow of a major who had laid
down his life at Mons. He sent his son
to Oxford and his daughter to Girton.
He tried to ride to hounds, to live on
his lands, and to demean himself like

one of the Winstuts who hung in the
gallery.

His business interests were so vast
in 1940 that he could not possibly have
resiced at Winstut were it not for the
airplanes. * He commuted to London
three or four days a week, making the
journeyed in an hour by plane, al-
though the Abbey was more than a
hundred miles north of London.

Sir Augustus Tuttle was about the
richest and most influential subject of
the king, the biggest man in_the Con-
servative party, and could be prime
minister any time he lifted his little
finger, so people said.

From the great gateway of his es-
tate on the King's Highway to the
house, the road wound through an an-
cient forest for nearly half a mile be-
fore coming in sight of the Abbey.

At the rear of the residence was a
landing field where two. airplanes of
the latest model were always ready to
take the master where he wished to go,
while there were usually several visit-
ing planes, some of them of foreign
manufacture, indicating visitors from
abroad. :

They say that the American busi-
ness man does much of his most im-
portant business during his two-hour
luncheon period, and it is certain that
the British business man puts over
many of his business deals during
week-end parties.

At least twice a month Sir Augustus
invited a number of guests to spend a
week-end with him, and as he was the
busiest man in England, you may be
sure that he did not waste this time.

To see this fat, round, pink little
man with his curious side whiskers and
his small, pale, blue eyes one would
imagine him anything but a dynamo
of energy. In fact, he was like a rac-
ing engine hidden under the hood of a
short, squat, hideous, low-priced Brit-
ish motor car.

If one may compare Sir Augustus
to such an engine and automobile his
son Roger may be likened to a gor-
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geous imposing motor car without an
engine at all.

Roger was twenty-one and had been
sent down from Oxford, which means
_expelled in Americanese. He was just
under six feet in height, as handsome
as his father was plain, an admirable
athlete, good-natured, pleasant, well-

mannered, and as empty as a drum. -

From his mother’s people he had
drawn his good looks, and he should
have inherited some of his father’s in-
telligence; but he hadn’t.

Sir Augustus had long since given
up hope that his son would carry on
his work. He liked the boy and de-
spised him. He was confident that
Roger would scatter to the four winds
of heaven all the millions his father
had accumulated if they were intrusted
to his care, so the will which he had
kad drawn and which he had signed,
confided the fortune to trustees who
would pay the income in equal shares
to his son and daughter, Of Vesta
Thuttle, more later.

For the next week-end the magnate
had invited six very important indi-

viduals, Vesta had asked four wonien,

and Roger Had summoned a new
friend, an American, Dick Boswell.
After Roger had taken himself- off,
Sir Augustus turned to his secretary,
a thin bespectacled young woman as
plain as she was competent.
“ Get Marsden,X he snapped. “In

an hour I want all possible informa--

tion on this Richard Boswell.”

In an hour she set before him a
typewritten sheet upon which was set
down the following data:

Richard Boswell, Jr.—Son of Rich-
ard. Boswell of Detroit, Michigan,
manufacturer of the Boswell Family
Airplane, rated in Dun's as worth
‘fifty million dollars. He is twenty-
seven years of age, was graduated
from Harvard University in 1934,
football, polo, and baseball letter man,
American champion amateur swimmer,

Employed for two years in father’s
plant in Detroit, dismissed as incompe-
tent. Published small book of poems

of no merit, backed a New York thea-
trical production and dropped thirty
thousand dollars. Arrived in London
six months ago. ‘

Moves in high social circles, seems
content with idleness. General impres-
sion is that he is not very intelligent.
Seems to have no interests beyond
amusements. Spends money very free-
ly. So far as is known is on good
terms with his father.

Sir Augustus perused this dossier
and laughed nastily.

,““ Might be a sketch of Roger save
for the book of poems,” he observed.
“ Evidently just what Roger said he
was, a harmless ass. Put him on the
invitation list.”

7/

CHAPTER II.
FROM A BENCH IN HYDE PARK.

VERY resplendent person strolled

through™ Hyde Park. He wore

the shining, high-crowned, flat-
brimmed silk tile which had come
in that year, the short-skirted frock
coat, the very wide trousers of light
gray which completed afternoon cos-
tume and a light cane. A cheerful but
not at all beautiful countenance looked
over the top of the very high starched
collar of the period.

As he passed each bench he was
counting. ““ Four, five, six, seventh
bench from the west gate,” he said
aloud. “ Nobody on it. Good.”

He seated himself, thereby creating
a commotion among three nursemaids
at a bench fifty feet away, who flut-
tered as nursemaids do in the presence
of strange and attractive males, for he
was attractive even if he ‘were not
handsome, and he was perfectly ap-
pointed.

A moment later an old woman wear-
ing an official cap and carrying a bag
stopped before him and extended him
a ticket which he accepted and handed
her a shilling.

_ ““Keep the change,” he said. loftily.
As the charge for occupying a bench
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was a penny, this was munificent lar-
gess. She looked overwhelmed, man-
aged a “Thank ye kindly, sir,” and
toddled off.

The young man inspected with appar-
ent casualness the passers-by, cocked
an eye at a flirtatious stenographer out
of work, then shook his head as she he-
traved a tendency to join him,

Presently a person dressed like a
working man in poor circumstances,
wearing the bowler hat which will en-
dure as long as the Union Jack, ap-

proached, hesitated, then sat himself -

beside the dandy upon the bench.

“If ye don’t mind, sir?” he apolo-
gized.

“Not at all,” said the young man
rervously. He minded very much.

The workman drew out a blackened

clay pipe, filled it, struck a match and .

lighted it, then leaned back with a sigh
of satisfaction,
- “J.R. V.X.” he said surprisingly.
The youth looked astonished. “K.
S. W.” he replied. “I thought you
were butting in and I'd have trouble
getting rid of you.” :
The man laughed softly. He'had a
round face, bushy black eyebrows and
a thick, badly cared for mustache. His
nose was short, his mouth unusually
large, and his chin not in the least
prominent, a typical taxi driver or run-
ner or-even a navvy. Yet when he
spoke his accent was American.

“We have to be careful how’ we.
said. -

hold our conferences,” he
“You've been here six months, Mr:
Boswell. You've done a good job.
Now the fun begins.”

“ What’s it all about?” asked Dick
Boswell.” “ I’ve obeyed orders blindly,
‘made the right acquaintances, got into
the right clubs, made a blithering
chump of myself, and I don’t know in
the least what for. I don’t know who
vou are or why you're disguised as a
cockney carpenter or whatever you're
made up for. I don’t even know for
whom I am working.”

" The man laughed quietly. “ Oh, yes,

you do; you're working for the United'
States of America.”

“Of course, T know that,” he said
aggrievedly. “I know who hired me
for nothing a year.”

“You get the same pay I do. We
leve. our country, you and I, but when
she depends upon private citizens to
work without pay for her preservation
she is asking a lot. You're a rich man,
Mr. Boswell. I am poor and my ex-
penses are paid by a certain banker in
New York out of his own pocket.”

“I thought it would be a life of ex-
citement,” Boswell grumbled. * Shots
in the dark, a flash of steel, shadowers
on my trail, instead I am making a
monkey of myself for the benefit of

‘British society.”

“Haven’t you any idea what’s up?”

“ Of course, I know that all Europe
hates us and intrigues against us and
may -some day jump us if we don't
watch out, but I knew that before I
flew across the Atlantic.”

“You have been invited to spend the
week-end at Winstut Abbey.”

“ How the heck did you know that?”"

“1 know. That invitation is the rea-
son you are in England, Boswell. Sir
Augustus Tuttle is the worst enemy

" "America has in Europe, and in hecom-

ing intimate with his son you have
domne us a service that no one else could
have done,

“ Before you got the invitation, Tut-
tle undoubtedly had you looked up. He
found that your father is a multi-mil-
lionaire, that you are a useless idler,
fired by your own parent for shiftless-
ness, a bum poet—just a horrible ex-
ample of a rich man’s son without
sense enough to come in out of the
wet.”

“You know why father fired me and
why the rotten poems were published,”
said the young man bitterly. “ And
you know why I have to act like a
goof.”

“Yep. So you'd get invited eventu-
ally to Winstut Abbey,” grinned the
Unknown. “It’s about time you were
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put into the possession of some facts
11 you are to be of use to us down
there.”

“For Heaven's sake tell me some-
thing.” i '

“You are aware, of course, that Eu-
rope is groaning under the increasing
size of the annual payments of her war
debt to America. You are aware that
for a dozen years after the debt agree-
ments-she paid them by borrowing the
money from private individuals in
America, by selling her bonds in our
market.” :

“ Everybody knows that.”

“The situation is that she owes just
as much as she ever did, only American
citizens instead of the American gov-
ernment is holding one of the bags.”

“T know you can’t sell an European
hond or bortow a dollar for Europe in
the American market to-day.”

“ Precisely. For two or three years
they have had to dig into -their own
socks to meet their way payments, and
it hurts like hell. Each year the pay-
ment is bigger and the sock is almost
empty. They don’t feel that they can
make the grade. In addition we hdve
captured the markets of the world, and
they are unable to compete with us
and their own revenug is being sunk in
armaments.” ’

“T am aware of all that.”

“ What's going to happen?”

“1 suppose they will eventually re:
fuse to make the war payments and
repudiate their obligations to foreign
bond holders.”

“ And when that happens what?”

“ They will ruin their own credit
and go to the dogs. Their currency
will hit bottom. International bank-
ruptcy.”

“ Supposing, like Sir Augustus Tut-
tle, you were worth a billion dollars.
You would hate to see each dollar sink
in value to a nickel, wouldn’t you?”

‘“ Rather.” X

““ So would all the magnates of Eng-
Jand, France, and Germany. So they
are seeking another way out.”

“ Such as what?”’

“Declare war on America, collect
a hundred billion dollars indemnity
after forcing cancellation of all Amer-
ican claims, and set Europe firmly on
its feet at the expense of the United
States.” ’

Boswell laughed scornfully. “Fat

chance. What would we be doing?
And these nations have had enough of
war to last them a hundred years.”
- “It’s twenty-two years since the
‘Armistice,” said the Unknown. * They
have a new generation of soldiers.
The horrors of war have been replaced
in their minds by the glory of war.-
And it looks so easy. We are a fat
goose ready for plucking.”

* You mean these nations, these gov-
ernments—" - : :

“No,” he laughed. “ These finan-
ciers. We believe there is an interna-
tional conspiracy among the men who
pull the strings that make the govern-
ment puppets move. The people, of
course, are not being consulted any
more than they were in 1914. You
have seen something of the propaganda
in the newspapers over here, partic-
ularly the Tuttle group?”

“Just the old rubbish of the Shy-
lockism of Uncle Sam, of the avarice
of wealthy America, squeezing the life
blood out of poor old Europe. A lot
of twaddle. We ought to cancel the
indcebtedness, though, and save trou-
ble.”

“Too late. The time was immedi-
ately after the Armistice. A new gen-
eration has grown up in America, a
generation which is disgusted by the
whimpering of Europe.

“ Through our banking houses there
are millions of holders of European
bonds who would yell their heads off
against repudiation, and Europe must
repudiate the bonds sold to America as
well as secure cancellation of debts.
My boy, vou’ll find the American peo-
ple adamant against cancellation and
ready to take up arms against repudia-
tion. It’s a deadlock.
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The Américan people don’t like

Europe any more, Europe hates us, and
has every reason, in her mmd to at-
-tack us.’

“ What can we do?”

“ Get the facts and put them before
.our government 5o conclusively that it
will have to prepare for what’s com-
ing.” :

- “1 get you. Now what do I do?”

“Keep your eyes and ears open at
Winstut, but do nothing to awaken
suspicion. We wish you to become a
habitué of that establishment. Find
out who comes there, but don’t let them
have a glimmer that vou are anything
but a cheerful idiot.”

He sighed. “T’ll be the goat.” -

“In the old days,” continued the
- Unknown, “-one could trace the move-
ments of great men, but, with the air-
plane, frontiers have vanished. Stutt,
of Berlin, gets into his bus in his back
yard and in a few hours descends be-
hind Winstut Abbey, and nobody
knows he has left his home.”

* But suppose these conspirators are
there under assumed names?”’

“ There will be placed in your room
to-night a package of photographs of
the men we want to know about.
Memorize them and destroy them.
That’s the best I can do for you.”

“ There’s a fellow over there look-

ing at us. He's been sitting on that
bench for ten minutes.”

“J saw him. He can’t ov crhear us,
and I’ll have him shadowed when he
leaves.”

Boswell laughed loudly and foolish-
ly. “There seem to be several of us.”

“ Right,” agreed the Unknown.
“ You better leave how. Drop in some-
where for tea.
self, and for God’s sake don't fall in

love. A woman can see through a
man.”

“No danger.” Again that vacant
laugh. -

“You ought to have been an actor,”
admired the Unknown.
“How about reporting to you?”

Make an ass of your-

“T’ll take care of that. Remember,
this may be England and 1940, but old-
fashioned methods of dealing with
spies have not gone out. Don't step
out of your réle for a second. Hand

‘me a couple of shillings for that fel-

low’s benefit. I may have been telling
you a hard luck story.”

“You have. My hard luck,” he
laughed as he passed ovei the silver.

Dick Boswell, as he moved through
the throng toward the Carleton tea-
room was turning over in his mind the
revelation made to him by his chief
and being much impressed thereby. So
the sole purpose of two years of prepa-
ration was to equip him to become a

familiar of Winstut Abbey.

It seemed a trivial goal for so much
intensive preparation, yet if there actu-
ally was such a conspiracy as the Un-

‘known had declared to exist he was

cast for a' very important role.

After graduation from college Dick
had cheerfully entered his father’s air-
plane plant and worked hard and con-
scientiously to learn the business from

. the bottom up. He and his father un-

derstood one another; far better than
most sons and fathers.

Richard, Sr., had begun life as an
automobhile mechanic, and Dick had
been born in comparative poverty, so
he was able to recognize the extraor-
dinary ability which caused his father,
during the son’s boyhood, to lift him-
self to great wealth.

Of “a mechanical turn of mind, he
had chafed during his college years be-
cause he was forced to study instead of
getting into the plant. He had dis-
played so much ability during his ap-
prenticeship’in the shop that Mr. Bos-
well assured him that he would soon
occupy the vice president’s chair.

And then, one night, life played him
a strange trick. -He came home from a
dance to be summoned into his father’s
study. Mr. Boswell was seated oppo-
site. a man whom he had never seen
before, but whom he recognized in-
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stantly from photographs, a man'very
high in the nation’s service, a very
great man who had since been elected
President of the United States.

He was introduced, and the visitor

inspected him in silence with gray, eyes
which seemed to bore him through.”

“ Glad to know you, Mr. Boswell,”
said the great man. “ Having seen
you, I believe all your father has told
me about you. We are going to ask

a lot of you, young man, but I shall.

let your father tell you about it, be-

cause I have already overstaved my,

time here.
mind at rest.”

His father escorted the visitor to
his car, while Dick waited impatiently
to learn what it was all about. Mr,
Boswell was very solemn when he re-
turned. He was a tall, thin man, with
snow white hair and a face deeply lined
from which two big blue eyes gleamed
like electric lamps. He laid his right
hand on his_son's shoulder,

“ Dick, lad,” he said. “T have taken
the llberty of makmg a promise for
you.’

“That’s all right, dad,” he laughed.
“You take no liberty in doing that.”

“Sit down, Dick, and I'll tell you
about it.” He seated himself.

“ The first of January it was my in-
tention to make you vice president,”
he said. ““ You have certainly earned
the title. Instead you are to be fired,
chucked out as a good for nothing.”

“T say, dad!” he protested.

“You will go to New York and
make as big a fool of yourself as you
can, old boy. Do anything that will
get your name in the papers as a high-
powered imbecile. Keep it up for at
least a year.”

“T’'m hanged if-I do,”

“1 promised.”

“Oh, all right, but why?”

“ Dick, you have been drafted into
the service of your country, or, to be
exact, you volunteered. I volunteered
in vour name. Believe me, you are
terribly needed.”

Seemg you has set my

he said.

The boy’s eyes flashed and his shoul-
ders squared. “ Thank you, dad,” he
said simply.

“ After you have established a repu-
tation for yourself of being quite with-
out brains in New York, you are to go
to London, where a person of your ap-
parent character will be needed by
America.” ‘

“What am' I going to do in Lon-
don?”

“ As yet we do not know, only that
a man of your type will be tremendous-
ly useful. I understand how keenly
you are disappointed in being taken
from the plant. I was depending upon
you to take a load off my own shoul-
ders. I assure you that this is much

‘more important.

“Our government is a -curious in-
stitution, Dick. We have no secret-
service worthy of the name, and Con-
gress would not permit the establish-
ment of anything which resembles the
organizations of European govern-
ments.

“Over there they can demand the
appropriation of a large sum for gov-
ernment business without being forced
to account for it, but our Congress de-
mands accounting to the last penny.
As Mr. Merrick informed me to-night,
there never was a time in our history
when we required brilliant secret
agents abroad to keep us informed of
what is going on beneath the surface.”

“I'm willing to serve the govern-
ment for a time, but my lifework is
building airplanes,” he said. ““ What
will my compensation he?”

“ Nothing. A new arm of the serv-
ice is being organized without the
knowledge of anybody but the Secre-
tary of State, and naturally there is no
fund from which to make disburse-
ments. I am setting aside a million
dollars of my share of the expenses,
thus there can never be a Congression-
al investigation which would defeat
the purposes of the service. You, of
course, will draw on me for anything
you want, and you must draw heavily
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to make the impression required of you
in New York.”

Dick drew himself up. He said:

*“I think you're the greatest man in
‘America.” R

His father shook his head. “The
greatest man in America has just left
this house,” he replied.

CHAPTER III °

IN CAP AND BELLS.

OR an intelligent man to play the

fool is not as difficult as for a fool

to play an intelligent man; but it
is distressing. Dick had many college
friends in New York, and knew sev-
eral charming young women, but these
he speedily alienated by his foolish be-
* havior.

At first they clung to him, unable to
credit the evidence of their eyes and
ears, but they could not resist his per-
severence in idiocy. He was seen in
public places with the most blatantly
undesirable types of chorus girls, and
he sought the company-of the most
vapid young men.

These welcomed him hilariously,
and parasites came from every side
when it was noised abroad that a new
and sublimely wild type of spender had
come to town., Their company was
most repulsive to him, but he knew his
job and suffered in secret.

Being naturally trenchant and amus-
ing in conversat10n he forced himself
to be dull and boresome. With the aid
of - books of proverbs and adages he
plastered his chatter with bromldes
and platitudes until he had driven off
the last of his real friends.

He got grim amusement out of con-

cocting poetic drivel, although he se-
cretly considered his free verse as good
as the average output from the Self-
styled mtelhgentsxa He shrieked with
laughter when it was praised to the
SleS in a new thought magazine, the
editor of which was one of his play-
mates in night clubs.
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The poems drew some unpleasant
comment in reputable newspapers. But
he did not attain the publicity consid-
ered necessary for his réle until he per-
mitted a half-witted and not even or-
dinarily pretty young actress to per-
suade him to star her in a terrible
drama by a moronic playwright whom
she thought she loved.

It was condemned unanimously out
of town, but Dick insisted upon drag-
ging the piece into New York, which

-enabled the critics to cut loose with all

their big guns of vituperation:

After this Dick, who secretly
writhed to see his honored name held
up for public ridicule, considered that
he had done his job sufficiently well,
and somewhat drew into himself,
awaiting the summons to go abroad.
During the year .of torment in.New
York he had received no word from
his unknown employer, -and only very
guarded letters from his father.

"When the order came he took a suite
upon the giant airplane which carried
him to London. It was no Ionger con-
sidered good form to cross the ocean
by steamship; in fact, it had been ten
years since a new ocean passenger liner
had been constructed by any steamship
company. When he landed in London
he found his reputation had preceded
him.

In London he went to the Ritz, and
by special messenger he received a let-
ter containing laconic instructions.

“ Join these clubs.” Four were men-
tioned.

“ Become intimate with these men.’
A list of eight. Heading the list was
the name of Roger Tuttle.

An hour later the ink of the message
faded from-the paper.
 Ordinarily it is not easy for an
American to join an exclusive London
club. London clubs are not so exclu-
sive as they used to be, and those men-
tioned were not the most difficult.

In 1940 there were still remnants of
the old aristocracy who foregathered
and mourned the good old days. These
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had their clubs into which no parvenu
might penetrate; but it was not with
the genuine aristocracy that Dick Bos-
well’s chief wished him to mingle.

Dick found it rather difficult to meet
the men mentioned in his instructions.
By scraping acquaintance with ac-
tresses, spending lavishly, giving big
parties, and behaving idiotically, in
time he was hail fellow well met with
most of them, including Roger Tuttle.

Roger was given what his father
considered a liberal allowance, but it
was utterly inadequate to what he con-
sidered his needs in town; so he was
charmed by Dick’s determination to
pay all checks, and speedily became his
“bosom friend.

Roger’s conversation was not stimu-

lating, .and his vocabulary seemed to-

be confined to five or six hundred
words, mostly British slang. But he
was fond of exercise, and managed to
get Dick into the one club which he
had been unable to make, where there
happened to be an excellent gymna-
‘sium,.

In the course of time there had come
the invitation to visit Winstut Abbey,
which it appeared now had been his
unknown goal.

Vesta Tuttle was inspecting the
guest list which her father’s secretary
had placed in her hand. Since her
mother’s death, Vesta, of course, was
hostess at the Abbey, and she took her
duties seriously.

The late Lady Augustus Tuttle had
been a beautiful woman. Augustus,
when he was ready to marry, had been
able to pick and choose. For her daugh-
ter she had done even better than for
the handsome son.

Vesta was beautiful, as only a golden
haired English blonde may be beauti-
ful, and she had inherited more brains
from Sir Augustus than he suspected.

Though, the greatest heiress in the
kingdom, she was in no danger of be-
ing married for her money. She was
not a cold, statuesque beauty, but
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warm, glowing, and vibrant. And she
had that luscious complexion, compen-
sation for much rain, almost continual
dampness, absence of steam heat in-
doors, and contact with nature: the
kind that is called, for lack of a better
description, peaches and cream.

You might spend a day in London
without seeing a really beautiful wom-
an, but when she did come in sight you
would take off your hat and put your
hand on your heart and swear that a
British beauty is more beautiful than
any other.

If beauty is rare, a sense of humor
is rarer, and Vesta had a sense of hu-
mor. She thought her father was
funny, and Roger just too absurd.

She ran her eye down the list and
paused at a name,

“Richard Boswell, Jr.,” she ex-
claimed. “ Can that be the creature
that Roger plays around with?”

“Yes, Miss Vesta,” said the secre-
tary. -“ He is Roger’s guest.”

“But the man’s impossible,” she
protested. “ He is the jest of London
and an American into the bargain. .
Father loathes Americans,”

“ Mr. Roger insisted.”

“'Probably the man insisted, and
Roger owes him money. Well, put
him in the walnut room. I wish father
did not invite these Germans and Ital-
ians and French; their English is atro-
cious, and their manners are worse;
they are not at all representative of
their nations, except, perhaps, the Ger-
mans.”

“ Sir Augustus always has his rea-
sons, miss.”

“Oh, I know. But it’s getting so
I can’t persuade a nice woman to come
here. These people bore them to ex-
tinction.” :

The secretary smiled dryly. “1I no-
tice the gentlemen are always glad to
come if you invite them.”

Vesta smiled slightly. “1 could get
plenty of men; but father always has
his quota—so I am forced to invite the
girls.”
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Then she set about the business of
assigning rooms, and went to tell the
bad news to the housekeeper, after
-which she changed into a sport cos-
tume. and stepped into her own road-
ster which she drove forty miles to
keep a tennis engagement.

‘Dick Boswell came down from town
on the two ten Thursday, accompanied
by Roger, who spent no more time at
the synthetic ancestral home than his
pocketbook and his father’s admoni-
tions. compelled him.

It was a two and a half hours’ ride,
a long time for a man of wit to be shut
up with young Tuttle. Dick had learned
the trick, from association with mo-
rons, of closing up his ears to their
chatter, nodding complacently now and
then, and the lovely English country-
side compensated him in part for the
company.

Dick had seen nothing of England
outside London, which he. had 1éft
upon a dull September afternoon. The
perpetual gloom cloud which serves as
atmosphere for the great city was
pierced shortly afterward by shafts of
sunlight, the sky gradually turned from
brownish gray to a bright blue.

They darted across dark green pas-
tures, through stately parks, over little
silver streams by means of quaint stone
bridges, penetrating what seemed fairy
country. Now and then they glimpsed
a majestic manor house, and then
sighted a group of straw thatched cot-
tages. . .
Again they looked upon gardens in
which yew trees were trimmed in fan-
tastic shapes, and every few minutes
they swung past a cricket field where
white fAanneled youths indulged in the
national game. '

After crossing several of the pret-
tiest counties in England they came at
last into the station at Winstut Town,
where they descended and found a mo-
tor car with a chauffeur awaiting them.

Although it ‘was his first week-end
at an English country house, Dick was
not disturbed by the coming experience.
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. The development in the United States,
first of the motor car, then the airplane,
had made residence in town no longer
necessary.

The well-to-do lived in their country
houses from twenty-five to a hundred
miles from the big cities and there en-
tertained in the manner of the British
Isles. He did not expect to be im-
pressed; he was impressed, neverthe-
less, by the grounds and by the Abbey.

.The great oaks in the park, hun-
dreds of years old, the stately pile of
the Abbey, stately despite the incon-
gruity of its architectural periods,
drew from him gasps of admiration.

“There’s the old rookery,” gibbered
Roger. Dick could have murdered
him. From that Tudor Manor he ex-

. pected to emerge men with short cloaks,
and long swords, ruffs and ribbons, and
ladies in voluminous robes and Eliza-
bethan headdresses. . ’
" “ You ought to be ashamed of your-
self to reter to a home like this in such
a manner.” '

“Give me an apartment in town,”
yawned Roger.

Two or.three men servants descend-
ed upon them, fawned on them, and
burdened themselves with their bags.
Roger led the way into the hall, cupped
his hands, and shouted.

“Oh, Vesta, guests artiving.” His
voice echoed in the lofty apartment,
wide and long, with more than one suit
of armor standing along the walls, and
numerous tattered pennants fluttering
from the Gothic timbered roof.

Through -a great stained glass win--
dow at the rear the sunlight came soft-
ly tinted and,. from a door at the right,
a girl came forth and stood in the sun-
light which revealed to Dick the most
enchanting profile he had ever seen.

She turned toward him instantly and
the light rested upon her golden hair
like a halo. '

“My particular crony, Dick Bos-'
well,” announced Roger. - My sister,
Vesta.”

The astounding loveliness of the
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young woman almost paralyzed the fac-
ulties of the youth. Her eyes rested
upon him perfunctorily, and then in
surprise. :

“ But surely you—how do you do,
Mr. Boswell.”

“ Er—how do you do?” he stam-
mered.

“You don’t look in the least as I ex-
pected,” she said coldly.

“No? How did you expect me. to
look ?”

“ A little more like your reputation,”
she said acidly.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE WALNUT ROOM.

HORSE laugh from Roger en-
Aabled Dick to pull himself togeth-

er. Under the enchantment of
those amazing eyes he had completely
forgotten his business here and the role
which he had so carefully built up for
himself for a year and a half.

His idiotic reputation had preceded
him and damned him in the estimation
of Vesta Tuttle, the loveliest creature
upon whom he had ever looked, for
whose good opinion he would barter
everything—almost everything. -

Condemned in advance. And he
could do nothing for his redemption.
Every move he might make to convince
her he was not what he was painted
would work against the interest which
brought him to this house. .

“ One on you, Dick, old ninny,” guf-
fawed Roger. “ The Vestal knows all
about you. Did you hear about the time
he took the chorus of the ¢ Girl in Bro-
cade ’ swimming in the Serpentine?”’

“71 have heard of several of your
merry pranks,” said Vesta stiffly, *“ and
kindly don’t call me the Vestal, Roger.
I have spoken of that before. Mr. Bos-
well, you are very welcome. Durgin
will show you to your room, the walnut
room. And should you feel the need
of a swimming pool, there is one on
the other side of the hangar.”
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She was all the Lady of the Manor
as she dismissed him. Dick, feeling
about two iniches tall, followed the dig-
nified butler while Roger brought up
the rear, still chortling. Dick restrained
an impulse to push him downstairs.

They walked a mile, it seemed, along
the corridor of the second floor, and
then the servant threw open the door
of a huge chamber and stepped back to
permit the guest to enter.

There was a musty smell in the room,
due to decaying furnishings and closed
windows, but the butler quickly opened
two of them. Dick looked about him
whimsically while Roger bellowed
again.

“You laughing jackass;’ Dick ex-
claimed angrily. “ Having queered me
with your sister by your idiotic chatter
below and had your laugh, I should
think you 'would be satisfied. What’s
the infernal joke now ?”’

“ My eye,” roared Roger, holding his
sides. ““I didn’t do you in with Vesta.
You were all cooked and ready for the
oven. That’s why you got this appall-
ing room.”

Dick looked around. There was a
huge black walnut bed, a great bureau
with marble top, also black walnut, a
quartet of walnut chairs upholstered in
horsehair. A stuffed bird covered with
a glass globe on a huge, crooked-.
legged, ingeniously carved black wal-
nut table.

“ When she doesn’t like anybody she
puts them in this room,” explained Rog-
er. “'We hardly ever use this wing of
the house, anyway, and there are scores
of decent rooms. Sis heard some gos-
sip about you in London and sent you
back to good Qucon Victoria’s days.”

“1I see,” he said forlornly. Then,
with a sudden burst of anger:

“Do me a favor, Roger.”

“ At your service, Mr. Gladstone.”

“Get out of here and leave me in
peace.”

“ There’s no bathroom here, but go
down the hall four doors and you'll find
one neatly done in tin,” he advised.
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“I'll go down and grab Vesta by the
neck and choke a decent room out -of
her.” ‘

“ This will do nicely,” Dick declared
“If you mention to your sister that I
am dissatisfied I'll murder vou.”

“If you're gone on her, it won’t do
any good,” jeered Roger from the door.
“ She likes fine, upstanding, worthy
citizens.”

Left alone Dick relieved his eyes
from the horrible spectacle of the cham-
ber by looking out of the window upon
one of the finest lawns in all England
which termiinated several hundred
yards distant in a grove of kingly oaks,
.but he could not so relieve his mind.

As he had shaped his conduct since
arriving in London for the purpose of
attracting to-himself wastrels and nit-
wits like Roger znd to create in the
minds of others the opinion that he
was a nincompoop and a ne’er-do-well,
lifted above the vagahonds only because
of his wealth, he had no cause to com-
plain‘if this Angel of the Abbey viewed
him in that light.

Yet she had seemed surprised; she
had said that he did not look as she ex-
pected. Perhaps if he had half an hour
alone with her—and then he remem-
bered the man on the park bench.

“Don’t fall in love. Women can see
through a man.’

“ Oh, my God,” he groaned. “ Let’ s
see how much I can look like an idiot.”

He stood before the mirror and prac-
ticed expressions, hating each one
worse than the last. Finally he
shrugged his shoulders, and, dreading
to explore the corridor for the bath-
room, made his ablutions in cold water
at the washstand in the chamber>

A polite knock at the door and the
valet entered. He opened Dick’s bags
and deftly unpacked them, laid out his
evening things and waited to assist in
the gentleman’s toilet. Dick was like
most active young Americans, however
wealthy, who detest having a man serv-
ant fumbling about them, so he dis-
tissed him with half a crown.

’ ]1ard room,
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He dressed leisurely, it lacking a few
_moments of six. Finally, in evening.
“attire, he moved slowly along the cor-
ridor toward the fine old oak staircase.
which led down into the grand hall.

A footman at the foot of the stairs
bowed with dignity.

““You'll probably wish to join Sir
Augustus and the gentlemen in the bil-
sir,” he said. Without
waiting for an answer, he led the way
to the rear and through a door -which
opened from the left. Dick found hini-
self in a forty-foot salon called a bil-
liard room only by courtesy since a
single billiard table occupied one corner
and the remainder of the room was
used for lounging and smoking.

4 Mr. Rlchard Boswell,” announced
the servant.

Five or six men were grouped in a
far corner and one of them rose and
came forward, Sir Augustus. _

“How do you do, Mr. Boswell,” he
boomed. “I am happy to make your
acquaintance. Gentlemen, a friend of
my son Roger’s. This is Sir Donald
Wark ”—indicating a tall, languid-.
looking person with a monocle—* and
this is Herr Steinburg.” A portly,
florid, thick-necked and clean-shaved
German bowed from the waist.’

Richard recognized in Herr Stein-
burg the original of a photograph la-
beled Gottlieb Stutt, and assumed his
most vacuous expression.

“Mr. Boswell, permit me to intro-
duce Mr. Ernest Goring, editor of the
London. Plane,” continued Sir Augus-
tus. A small, bespectacled and bearded
Englishman bowed courteously.

“And- M. Vauban,” concluded Sir
Augustus. Dick identified him from
another photograph and the name was
not -Vauban.

He was inwardly excited : the intro-
duction of two Continental magnates
under assumed names was proof that
all was not open and above board at
Winstut Abbey.

“Now, Roger,”
tus,

purred Sir Augiis-
«“ . M
take your friend under your own
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wing and beat him at billiards if you
can, or perhaps he would like to look
through the portrait gallery.”

With this he turned his back upon
Boswell, as did his companions. Roger
came forward, tucked his hand in
Dick’s arm, and led him out of the room
and into the hall. )

“The guvnor told me I could have
you down, but to keep you out of his
way,” he gurgled. * He’s talking busi-
ness with a lot of bigwigs and we’re
excess baggage, as you Yankees say.”

“I take it your father transacts busi-
ness on the Continent, Roger,” he ven-
tured. :

“Lord, yes. Don’t know what the
old boy intends to do with all the money
he’s making, but more power to his el-
bow, say I. He does business every-
where. The world is his oyster and it
will give him indigestion some day. But
the more lucre he makes the more [
get if I'm a good boy. What say if
vou and I feed ourselves a preliminary
cocktail. Slip into this room and I'll
ring.” ’

He pushed open a door, exclaimed,
“Oh, Lord,” and made to withdraw.
A clear, crystalline soprano stayed him.

“Come in, Roger,” called Vesta.
“ Bring Mr. Boswell with you.’

¢ \\/e re in for it,” he groaned.

They entered a small drawing—room
brilliantly lighted and exquisitely fur-
nished. Vesta sat in a big chair beside
a tiny table and under a reading lamp
which caused her hair to glitter like
molten gold.

Roger sneaked in like a criminal, but
Dick entered with a joyous smile that
drew one to Vesta’s beautiful mouth,
which she quickly suppressed.

“ Just thought we’d slip in here and
toss one off,” apologized Roger. ““ The
pater sent us into exile. Told me to
take him to the picture gallery. That’s
a good one, what?”

Vesta regarded him balefully. “ Sup-
pose you go to the picture gallery by
vourself,” she suggested. “1 would
like a word or two with Mr. Boswell.”
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“ None of that now! Dick and I
stick together, Damon and Pythias,”
he expostulated.

“ Roger,'do as I say.”

“ Might think she was my mother,

the snip. She’s only twenty,” he
growled.

“Very well. Yell if you need help,
Dick.”

“ Sit down, Mr. Boswell, please,” she
said when Roger had made an undigni-
fied exit. ‘“ Are you comfortable?”

“ Oh, quite,” he said, and detected
the quiver of a smile at the right side
of her mouth. '

“You are an older man than Roger,”
she said sharply. “ You look like a
man of intelligence and character. You
have a strong chin and good eyes.”

Dick gasped. This girl was discon-
certing as well as distractingly beauti-

ful.

“1 first heard of you eight or ten
months ago,” she said. “ You attract-
ed consnderable attention in New York,
I believe.”

He flushed to his ears.

She continued: “’A hook of your
poems happened to fall into my hands.
Most of them were so bad it seemed
as if you were trying to burlesque cer-
tain writers of free verse. One or two
were really good.”

“You amaze me,” he stammered
“I had no notion my poor efforts had
reached England.”

“T don't imagine you had any cir-
culation here. A girl friend of mine
who considers herself a poet got hold
of this copy. The next I heard of you,
Roger began to talk about you. Appar-
ently you were his most intimate
friend.”

He tried to think of something stupid
to throw this clear-sighted young wom-
an off the course she was following so
directly.

“ Birds of a feather,” he mumbled.
She gazed at him intently.

“Upon* my word,” she ejaculated.
“ Almost you convince me that you are
birds of a feather.”
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“Old Roger and I like to do the
same things, kick up rough a bit, not
too much. Make a stir, you know.”

“ Like small boys on a school vaca-
tion,” she sniffed. “ Just the same,
Mr. Boswell, you don’t look the part.
I am given to understand you are very
wealthy

“My’ father has oodles,” he said,
with an idiot’s laugh.

“ Roger will inherit the incowme from
a vast estate but if you are also a rich
man you cannot be -interested in him
from a mercenary standpoint.”

“ Thanks for so much,” he said with
a bitterness in his voice which reached
her.

““Roger is my brother, but I am not
blind to his faults. He has the mind of
a twelve-year-old boy.”

“He’s good company. We like the
same things.”

“ Ladies of the chorus.”

“ Oh, we’re not crazy about them.
We like to swim and box and row and
play squash.”

She brushed back the hair from her
forehead with a 'small white ringless
hand then knitted her brow prettily.

“You talk just like him yet you are
five or six years older.
think of nothing but playing games?
‘Are you just a child like Roger: g2

“Really, Miss Tuttle, .you are-not
complimentary to either of us.”

“I'm sorry,” she said contritely.
“You must think me an amazingly
rude person. You see, I expected

-somebody quite different in appearance

from.you. There was something about
) you—but I am afraid you'don’t follow
me

Hating himself, Dick said blandly,
“ Roger was saying something about
a cocktml—-

Vesta was out of her chair, her eyes
blazed for a second, and then she
laughed. '

“Of course,” she said. “ Please stay
here and I'll send Roger to you. I'll
ring the bell and w hen the serv ant
comes tell him what you require.’

Don't you

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“Oh, please, let me go. Don’t let
me drive you away.”

“I have women guests whom I must
visit. I was about to leave when you
entered.”

He opened the door for.her and she
sailed out, disapproval of him evident
in every lovelv line of her. He had tri-
umphed, but his triumph agonized him.
To think that he must permit this girl
to consider him like this.

. When the servant entered he said he
wished for nothing. He took up the
book which she had laid down. It was
an American novel. Anyway, she said
one or two of his poems were good.
He had tucked one or two that he had
fancied in among the rubbish he had
sent to the pubhsher and she had found
them. What a girl!-

.CHAPTER V.
TWO AT A PIANO.

OGER returned a few. moments
later, curiosity written deeply
upon his very open countenance.

~ ““What did she want to say to you,

lad?” he demanded.

“ She couldn’t believe I was as big a
fool as you are,” he rephed nastily.
“ However, a few minutes’ conversa-
tion convinced her that alongside of
me you are a mental giant.”

“Old Vesta’s all right,” soothed
Roger, “but she fancies herself. Con-
siders that she inherited all of father’s
skull machinery and she nags me. As
I'm her brother I have to stand for it,
but you tell her what’s what. Don't
mind my .feelings. Pitch into her.
I’'m going to be very sorry for the chap
that marries the Vestal. My word, yes.”

“Oh, rot,” growled Dick. “Tell
me something about the Abbey.”

“Never was an Abbey,” replied the
heir,  “ Theré was an old monastery -
on the spot, but Henry VIII hung the
abbot and razed the Abbey. He gave
the estate to a beezer named Winstut,

who was a great one for bursting into
1A
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convents and annoying the nuns,and he
hung more monks who wouldn’t join
the new church than any man in
England.

“He built this part of the house.
Imitated the architecture of the old
Abbey a trifle.  His descendants did
well for themselves. for a couple of
hundred years, but began to go broke
about 1900, and the war polished them
off.

“ Along came the paternal ancestor
and bought the place for nothing or
thereahouts and founded a new dy-
nasty. He’ll probably be made a baron
in a year or two and he's likely to die
a duke. Pretty nifty for young Roger.
Roger Duke of Whatchumaycallum.”

“You'll make a tolerable duke,”
grinned Dick. ‘““ At least you will
realize the American conception of an
English duke.”

“ Perfectly elegant ass, what?” re-
plied Roger with unexpected acumen.
“You can’t pull my leg, old boy. And
now for the liquid fire.” /

There assembled in the great draw-
ing-room at seven thirty nearly a score
of guests. Sir Donald Wark and
Ernest Goring had come with their
wives; Lady Cora Droom had brought
her husband, a meek, wistful old young
man, four inches shorter and thirty
pounds lighter than his robust spouse.

There was a small, anzmic blond
woman of middle age, Miss Purring-
ton, who was allotted to the tender
mercies of Mr. Steinburg as a dinner
partner; and a boisterous buxom
widow, Mrs. Loring, who was assigned
to the Frenchman.

For Roger, Vesta had invited a very
pretty brunette, a school friend. She
was the daughter of a Belgian orphan
girl, who had been adopted in 1915 by
a Manchester manufacturer’s wife, and
who had married a wealthy draper.

The girl had Gallic vivacity and
French eyes and English notions of
propriety and decorum Vesta would
have liked Roger to fall in love with

her.
2A

o
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To Dick befell a plump woman in-
credibly wrinkled of face, evidently of
advanced age, despite the fact that her
scanty ha1r was dyed bright yellow.
Her upper ‘teeth were false, and she
sprayed when she talked, through no
fault of her own, but for this reasﬁon.
Unfortunately she was very talkative.

Vesta, in a yellow silk evening dress
which matched her hair, sufficiently
décolleté to reveal an exquisite hosom,
gave her arm to Sir Herbert' Droom,
while Sir Augustus took in Lady Cora.
In the long, voluminous skirts of 1940
Vesta seemed to glide rather than walk.
No longer was a castial male permitted
to know the contour of a lady’s limb,
and once again women were in mortal
fear of a mouse.

They moved majestically into a
Tudor refectory and took their places
about a long, wide table groaning
under the weight of the family silver,
glittering with roses strewn on the
white cloth like blood on the snow, and
electric lamps disguised as candles.
The butler, aided by four footmen in
the red arid gold livery of Sir Augustus,
served a heavy repast of many courses.

Conversation was subdued and de-
corous. It seemed to Dick it would be
a sacrilege to laugh. Vesta was so far
up on the other side of the table that
he could not see much.of her, partic-
ularly as a great Italian silver salt cellar
blocked his view.

His own dinner partner persisted in
talking about” America, betraying an
ignorance so absymal that he had not
the heart to begin to correct her errors.
Roger made sympathetic signs to him,
and seemed to be disinterested in the
pretty Belgo-British girl by his side.

Sir Augustus occasionally addressed
a heavily jocose remark to some one
well down the table, but usually talked .
in low tones to the lady at his side.
Once he heard Vesta’s musical laugh,
and was annoyed to think that her
partner might he amusing her.

There were excellent wines, sauterne
with the fish, claret with the roast,
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champagne with the entrée; but the en-
tire company, except Roger, partook
sparingly. At dessert Roger was talk-
ing loudly, ignoring warning signals
from Vesta and drawing ominous
looks from his father.

Dick consulted his wrist watch from
time to time and found that it had
taken an hour and a half to progress
from soup to cheese. The ladies rose
at a signal from Vesta, the men rose
likewise and toasted them silently, then
resumed their chairs when the women
had retired for coffee to the drawing-
room,

In five minutes, however, the men
were ready to follow. Gone were the
days when British gentlemen sat the
entire evening at table consuming
heavy port.

Two bridge tables were formed,
several men and women went off to
play billiards. Sir Augustus drew off
the German, the Frenchman, and his
editor-in-chief to his own private
sitting room for the balance of the
evening.

Dick had avoided bridge because he
wished to he free to cope with any
eventuality in regard to his mission.
The dark girl lured Roger to a nook,
and the American found himself, to his
dismay, and also his delight, left in the
drawing-room with Vesta, who had
also refused to play bridge.

It was his business to offet attention
to his hostess, and he strolled to her
side.

“ It must be very tedious for you the
sort of evenings we spend in the
country,” she said significantly.
“ Roger is always bored to death, and
you profess to be a bird of his feather.”

He dropped into a chair beside her.
“ It has its compensations,” he said. “I
think it very pleasant.”

“Really. Do you like music?”

“Tn reasonable doses.”

“Would you like me to play?”

“I can think of nothing more en-
chanting.”

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

She laughed. * You have not heard
me play. I am a rank amateur.”

He laughed. “1I venture to doubt
that.”

Vesta lifted beautiful eyebrows and
there was amusement dancing in her
eyes.

“You are not half bad,” she ad-
mitted.  “ Pretty speeches are quite
out of Roger’s line.”

“ After all, I lived quite awhile be-
fore I encountered Roger.”

“ But what a life,)” she sighed with
mock pity. “Very well. I'll play a
little.”

He escorted her to the grand piano
at the far corner of the huge room,
drew up the piano chair, and seated
her. Her slender white fingers touched
the keys and drifted into Debussy’s
“ Clair de Lune.” He had been right:
she was not an amateur. He listened
to the exquisite music, which suggested
drops of water splashing on a pool; the
room faded and they seemed walking
in a garden under a warm crescent of
silver.

Perhaps she preferred to amuse her-
self at the piano to exchanging banter
with a man whom she did not respect,
but whom convention required that she
treat with courtesy. Or perhaps she
sensed his understanding and apprecia-
tion of the music of a composer almost
forgotten in 1940.

She drifted from one of his quaint,
exotic piano pieces to another, while
Dick listened spellbound.  Forgotten
was his mission, the danger which
threatened his country, his long period
of training for this entrée. He was
leaning upon the piano top gazing at
the most exquisite woman in the world,
whose magic fingers were transfiguring
the universe,

Meanwhile in the private sitting
room of Sir Augustus four men sat
around a table while there was spread
out before them a map of the United
States. The German was speaking in
fluent and faultless English,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK



Emergency Rations

A story of the war in which pigeons hover perilously
between pie and communication duty

By WILLIAM E. OLIVER

ORPORAL STEVE SNELLY

‘ thought he was the hardest-
boiled bird in the regiment. He
was well cast for the réle. An inch

over six feet, he was built like an ar-
mored car, red of hair, with a cauli-
flower ear that turned blood red when
he was angry.

His fists made a corporal out of him.
From then on he used them to make
soldiers out of any squad that came un-
der his command. But he was too busy
being a bad man to worry much about
the comforts of his men. Few dared,
however, to complain.

Pigeons brought about the downfall
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of Corporal Steve Snelly. That is, with
the aid of a little sawed-off and
knocked down runt from the second
battalion. Here is how it happened.

Maybe adjutants like to play poker
with the regimental personal cards.
Anyway, one day the card of Corporal
Snelly was dragged from the files and
thrown to a clerk along with another
card which gave the information that
Ira Hall, private first class, serial num-
ber 206789, was born in Chicago, II-
linois.

When he enlisted for the duration of
the war he was twenty-two vears old
and by occupation a cook. He had
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blue eyes, light yellow hair, fair com-
plexion and stood five feet four inches
in his socks. ‘

Not a very convincing description
for the Nemesis of a bad man.
army records, you have to take them or
leave them.

One item, however, the records didn’t
show. Private Hall, in addition to his
civilian experience as a cook, was fond
of pets.

He was always salvaging mongrels
along the line of march. Once he had
a family of pink-eyed mice until the
division went from training into the
Vosges trenches. Then they disap-
peared.

There were too many dugout rats,

Hall’s blue eyes watered for days after

the demise of the mice.

.But these same eyes could tighten
into steel pin points on occasions. Let
some one mistreat his pets. “ Shorty ”
Hall became a bantam weight fury with
a stick of dynamite in each fist.

The Vesuvius slept so long, however,
that few suspected it. - Corporal Snelly
was not among the few. .

But this is no fight story. It’s about
pigeons. So some time after the two
cards were taken from the personal files
at regimental headquarters, a notice ap-
peared on Company F's bulletin board :

September 10, 1918, -
ORDER NO. 132.

1. The following men will report

following retrcat fof special duty:
Corporal S. Snelly-

. Private 1st Cl. T. Hall

2. These men will.be prepared to
leave for pigeon signal school to-night.

A. F. ARMSTRONG
Commanding Officer.

Shorty Hall was coming off latrine
aetail when he saw the notice. All day
he had been wondering what he could
adopt for his next pet. He had tried
everything from next size to a cootie
up to next size to an army mule.

The notion of trapping a French
cuckoo had occurred to him.
be trained to sing ““ cuckoo ” to the of-

But

* pigeon signalmen.

It might -
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ficers and get away with it. So when
Shorty saw his name on the bulletin
board,  he almost dropped his honey
spade with joy.

The company coming off -retreat
crowded after him to the bulletin
board. The second platoon began to
whoop when they saw the corporal’s
name.

The self-styled man crusher detailed
to hostle pigeons! Wowie! Shelly,
the bruiser, chief of the pigeoneers!

The second platoon had felt the

" weiglhit of his fists and the lash of his

foul tongue. Sweet revenge. The
news spread as rapidly as a latrine ru-
mor of a leave to Paris.

Big Sherman, .the ward politician
from Chicago, suggested a reception
for the comrade so signally honored.

“Youse birds has got to show our
dear corporal,” he announced, *how
proud we are over his promotion.”

Shorty, happy over the new twist to
his war destiny, met the corporal in the
chateau yard where the company was
billeted. His blue eyes shone. '

“Say, corporal,” he said proudly,
“did you hear the good news about me
and you?”

Snelly scowled at the “ me and you.”
“1* was the only pronoun he knew.

“ What yuh babbling about, soldier ?’
he grunted. :

Hall pointed in the direction of the
bulletin board and elucidated. .

*“ Me and you have been picked for
We leave to-night
for the school.”

“Say, soldier, if this is your bum
idea of a razz, I'm going to slap you so

hard you’ll break off at the ankles,”

growled the corporal. : :

“ Honest, Snelly,” answered Hall.
“It’s on the bulletin hoard.”

“Get out of my way,” grunted
Snelly, as he rushed to the bulletin
board. His push sent Shorty skidding
ir}lto a puddle seeping from the stable
pile. _

The crowd saw the man eater com-
ing, and fell away cauticusly. Snelly
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stared at the sheet in angry amazement,
his cauliflower ear slowly turning red.

Some one was going to suffer. He,
Corporal Snelly, the best fighting man
in the regiment, ordered to school to
learn to fly measly pigeons!.

- He glared at the others. “ Any of
vou guys feel like snickering? Because
if you do I'll—"

A noise of flapping wings came from
behind his back. He swung around
and looked into Sherman’s innocent
face.

The big Chicagoan was rolling a
cigarette. Snelly lowered his fist.

From the other side of the crowd
came a . soft cooing. The corporal
whirled again. All faces were blank.

“You birds lay off the razzberry
stuff,” the corporal threatened, ““ or I’ll

take some of you apart and scatter the-

works.”

Sherman s'tepped up to the irate non"

com.

““ Congratulations, corp,” he grinned
as he held out a hand, which was ig-
nored. “ We birds of Company F is
sure proud that our hard-boiled corpo-
ral has been see-lected for the flying
corpse.”

He brought out a pair of pigeon’s
wings and pinned them deftly on Snel-
ly’s blouse, stepped back to safety, and
saluted. ~

The corporal tore off the offending
feathers and hurled: them to the
ground. .

“ Hell,” he snarled, “some day I'll
hit you so hard you’ll have to be dug
six feet out of the ground.” He turned
and jabbed out a way with his elbows.

Two hours later, as the sun set along
the winding road that led from Ailly,
two soldiers were marching. They
were Corporal Steve Snelly and Pri-
vate Shorty Hall en route to the pigeon
school. )

The bigger man halted at a bend in
the highway, took off his rifle, helmet
and pack, and hung them on the little
man’s shoulder. Then he rolled a ciga-
rette and strolled on.
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“ Hey, what’s the big idea?” balked
Shorty. “ Ain’t I got enough with my
own equipment ?’ '

‘““ Sew up your lip, vou runt,” bullied
the other. “ You're in training. Be-
cause if there’s going to be any pigeon
toting, by heck, you're going to do it.”

Shorty humped his shoulders and
plodded after him. )

IL

FourreEn days later Company F
was clinging to a string of shell holes
in the Argonne drive at the head of a
narrow ravine which ran up into a
German stronghold plateau tangted
with underbrush and thick with ma-
chine guns.

Captain Armstrong had just re-
ceived orders to hang on.

“We've got to hold this valley
head,” he said calmly, with the grim
ghost of a smile, “ if it takes every man
down to the cooks.”

“ My platoon has<had nothing to eat
for thirty-eight hours,” put in a lieu-
tenant.

“What the hell' did you come up
here for? For a picnic? Get back and
see that your men don’t waste ammu-
nition. God knows when the swivel
chair strategists back there will send
up relief.” The captain’s voice soft-
ened. ‘ Make the wounded as com-
fortable as possible. I'm trying to get
word through to the regiment for am-

bulances, ammunition and rations.”

A signal sergeant came down the
steps to the P. C.

“ Battalion wire shot up again,” he
snapped. “ Barrage on the left busted
it in a million places. Can’t get through
to battalion, sir, on account of machine
gun fire.”

The captain was troubled. He con-
sulted his map and scribbled a message.
“You'll have to get through down the
valley to .regimental headquarters.
Here’s an order for artillery support
and supplies. Get a detail and start
right away.”
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The sergeant buttoned the message see its corporal pigeoneer,” said Shorty

in his left breast pocket and crawled
up the steps. -

“A freight car came wabbling over
the hills and roared down into the val-
ley. It landed with an earth shaking
cru-ump. '

A geyser of mud, bricks and earth
rose in the air and fell again like a
fountain., As the last brick came thud-

_ding down, two figures, half buried by
débris in a near-by shell hole, untan-
gled themselves and climbed out. They
were Corporal Snelly and Private Hall,
pigeoneers of Company F.

Shorty shook himself like a terrier.
He was carrying two packs and two
rifles, and from his shoulder hung a
cloth-covered basket.

*“ What’s the idea of trying to ram
that damn basket of pigeons in my
eye?” asked the corporal as he recov-
ered his breath. .

“ You ain’t got a deed to every shell
hole in France!” indignantly retorted
Shorty. “ Them pigeons got to be pro-
tected same as you.”

““To hell with them pigeons. I wish
the biggest gun Fritzie ever made was
firing the higgest shell the world ever
seen right this minute, and it was going
to light on you and blow you and them
damn squabs into hamburger!”

“Is that so?” answered the other.

“Well, I wish you was a' whole regi-
ment and you was hopping over, with
a thousand machine guns popping hell
out of you!” ‘
_ “Listen,” snarled Snelly, “if you
don’t learn how to talk back proper to
a non com, I'll send you back in sepa-
rate pieces to fifty different field hos-
pitals.” He started up the valley once
more. ‘“When we find our outfit
again, Ill prefer charges against you
for insubordination.”

“When we find ’em,” retorted the
other, stumbling after.

“1f you hadn’t stopped to feed them
damn pigeons every two hours, we'd
have found them two days ago.”

“ Guess the outfit is real pining to

~

innocently.

“Any guy makes a crack about
pigeons is going to wake up smelling
ether,” retorted the other.

The two stumbled on in silence,
Shorty staggering after the corporal-
under his heavy load.

As they climbed around a shattered
clump of what had been trees they ran
into the signal sergeant and his detail.

“Where the hell you guys been?”
asked the non com. “You was sup-
posed to report back from scheol ten
days ago.” ‘

“We got lost, sergeant,” said Snelly.
““An M. P. put us on the wrong road
and headed us for San Mee-yell.”

“Well, you'd better alley toot sweet
up the valley and report in. Looks like
there’s going to be hell popping for
Company F before long,” the other
barked. ““ Any shell fire back down the
valley?” ,

“ Shell fire!” replied the corporal.
““Them damn whiz bang sharpshooters
has been making us do the sailor’s
hornpipe for the last two miles.”.

“Looks like a nice detail getting
down through that mess,” the sergeant
said anxiously.

He started on again,
detail. , :

Snelly watched them disappear.

“ Did you hear him say there’s going
to be hell popping up there with Com-
pany F?” he said.

“I’'m ’way ahead of you, corp,” the
other replied. '

“ What d’you mean?” asked -Snelly.

- “Let’s hivvey down in that old mill
over there until it’s over,” explainéd
Shorty, pointing to a ruined flour mill
ahead of them in the valley. “ There
ain’t no hurry in winning this war.”

“ Soldier, you're learning,” replied
Snelly, leading the way to a hole in a
wall which marked the site of a flour
mill used for grinding wheat grown
behind the German lines.

Halfway to the ruin a sky-tearing
shriek ripped down the valley. ‘The

‘followed by his
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pigeoneers covered the last twenty
yards to the hole at a sprint. ;

The hole led into a cellar, and as they
entered a horde of gray shapes with
fire-pointed ears darted past them with
frightened squeals and scurried down
the holes which honeycombed the
ground outside.

“Ugh,” shivered Snelly. “ Rats.”

“Rats or no rats,” said Shorty,
“they’re better company than whiz
bangs and freight cars.”

He unslung the basket and hung it
carefully. from a wire> on a beam,
crooning soothingly to the pigeons.

“ By the eternal,” growled the cor-
poral. “ You pack them squahs around
like you do it for pleasure. Pigeon-
eers!” he added. ““ A hell of a detail
for a first-class fighting man like me,
Corporal Steve Snelly, what can lick
any two men in the regiment.”

‘He dropped his bulk wearily on a
battered couch in the cellar and an-
nounced his intention of sleeping off
his misery.

Shorty, left to himself, reconnoi-
tered. His eyes gleamed as they fell
on a large rat trap.

He climbed up the broken ladder into
the mill room. There were heaps of
spoiled grain scattered around. In a
bin lay sacks of flour left in panic by
the German soldier-millers.

He went below. An excited flutter

met his ear. The rats were swarming
on the beams, trying to get down the
wire to the pigeons. He threw a brick,
and they fled, squealing.
"~ With a gleaming look, he picked up
the trap, rummaged in his pack for a
piece: of bacon fat, and set the trap
outside the door near the holes, where
he could watch it.

III.

WHEN the corporal woke up two
hours later, the valley outside was un-
earthly quiet. From the far distance
- came the chatter of machine guns and
the dull crashing of shells. Without
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was a cawing sound and the flap of
wings.

He went outside and found Shorty
sitting in the doorway, his eyes fixed
on the box trap near the holes. A
dozen gray forms lay on a board near
the private.

Shorty pointed to the trap and mo-
tioned the corporal to keep quiet.

Two black crows were waddling
gravely around the trap eying the piece
of bacon fat inside it: One of them
was about to walk inside, when Snelly,
said :

“ What the hell’s the idea? Starting
a menagerie?” :

The crows flapped up into the trees
to join their comrades. Shorty swore.

“ Ain’t you got no tact, Snelly?” he
demanded. “ Just when I was getting a
playmate for my pigeons.”

“To hell with the pigeons,” said the
corporal. “ When do we.eat?”

“ There’s a bunch of flour up on that
other floor. Make yourself some flap-

Jacks,” suggested Hall.© “ Or go roll

yourself a dead Fritz for some
swartzen brot and liverwurst.”

~ Snelly scowled at him and slumped
down in the doorway. His hand slith-
ered over the dead rats. He shuddered.

“What’s the idea of leaving dead
rats all over the joint?” he wanted to
know. _

“ Aw, take a flying jump at your-
self,” retorted his comrade. * Guess I
can catch a few rats without the cor-
poral’s permission.” '

“You'd better police em up,” said
Snelly, retiring into the cellar again.

Shorty set the trap once -more and
followed him in. The non com was sit--
ting with his eyes fixed on the basket
of pigeons.

“Did I hear you say there’s a bunch
of flour up there?” he asked.

‘“ Sure, sacks of it.” _

“ Say, Hall,” went on the corporal,
his eyes on the pigeons again, ““ what’s
to prevent them pigeons being left out-
side and getting hit by a shell?”

“Chiefly me,” answered Shorty.
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“Them birds is going to get the best of
care.”

“You and me ain’t drawn. regular
rations for ten days, and if the army
ain’t going to feed us we ain’t going to
lug them damn squabs all over France
for fun, are we?”

“Tet me worry about that detail,”

said Shorty. “I don’t mind toting 'em
around.”

“Like hell you will?” The corpo-
ral’s tone became harsh. “I'm in
charge here, and my orders is that we
€at pigeon pie.” _

Shorty laughed. “ What do you
think the outfit’s going to say if them
birds is missing?”

“D’yah think I'm going to let that
bunch keep razzing me about them
squabs? Them pigeons is going to be
missing in action toot sweet.”

He advanced to the basket.

With a desperate look, Shorty
blocked his way.

“ Listen, corp,” he pleaded. “ You
wouldn’t hurt the little cusses. They
came up with us through all that shell-
fire and gas. Let’s turn em loose and
give ’em a chanst.”

“ Not while my stomach is flapping
in the breeze. Them birds is going to
be- mulligan in about fifteen minutes.”

Snelly reached for the basket.

Shorty barred his way.

. *“Keep your hands off them birds,”
he said with deadly calm.

The corporal’s cauliflower ear turned
a dull red.

“ Get out of my way before 1
you.” .
“I1 got a bargain, Snelly,” said
Shorty desperately. “ I'll fight you for
them birds. I know you'll laugh. Take
off them stripes. I'll fight you. If I
win, they go free; if you win, they’re
yours, and I won’t squawk.”

Snelly’s rage turned to amazement,
‘as his mouth opened with a roar.

“You're on,” he sneered. “T'll poke
you so hard the war’ll be over six
months before you come to.”

“Qutside, where there’s plenty of

1”

mash

‘pigeons.
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room,” said the other, peeling off his
blouse. “I've been wanting to poke
vou ever since I first saw your mug.”

“You'll need to go outside. You've
got a lot of lying down to do,” the cor-
poral remarked as he tore off his
blouse.

The two faced each other in the
clearing. Trom the distance came the
dull crash of shells and the heavy rat-
tle of machine guns. Over them in the
trees the crows cawed to each other ex-
citedly.

The private threw himself into a
crouching position, waiting - for the
other’s bull-like rush. His blue eyes

. were steelpoints of fury.

The corporal walked into the other
with easy assurance. But Shorty, with
a catlike movement, slipped under his
guard and jabbed two stiff blows at
the other’s stomach. _

Snelly grunted and snarled with
pain. He swung around and started
after him, his right hanging back for
a lightninglike smash.

The lighter man danced out of his
way, slipped past him and jabbed in
two more stinging blows. Snelly’s self-
confident grin turned to a scowl. He
bent over and began to stalk his man.

Shorty danced in again to deliver
lightninglike smashes.

Suddenly a stone wall rose up and
hit him with a numbing crash. It was
the corporal’s right.

The little man staggered, his cheek
bone laid open. Stung to fury, he
rushed at his enemy in a mad, unrea-
soning hate. His charge carried him
under the corporal’s guard, and he
opened up the other’s eyebrow.

Snelly. threw his arms around the
other with a bellow and tried to smash
him down, one fist pounding his un-
guarded face.

The other’s senses reeled under the
punishment. But he thought of the
With a snakelike squirm he
tore himself away.

Both men had slipped back into
primal being, blood lusting. Every-
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thing was forgotten but the will to bat-
ter each other down. A shell exploded
near by; but they fought on, unheeding
the fragments of steel that sang around
them,

As the corporal backed away under
the sudden fury of Shorty’s mad on-
slaught, his heel caught in a block of
stone. He fell, catching himself on his
hands.

The other stepped back, forgetting
for a fateful second the law of the jun-
gle, to give the other no chance.

Snelly rose warily, his right hand
hanging as though sprained. Shorty
leaped in to finish him. The saw:
numbing wall crashed into him again
as one hundred and ninety pounds of
beef and bone triphammered him be-
hind the corporal’s fist.

Shorty shook his head dazedly and
fell on his hands and knees. He stag-
gered to his feet. Then he fell back-
ward and the world went black in a
blaze of pain.

When he came to, his head was in
a pool. of water on the cellar floor.
Snelly was pouring a canteen over him.
He twisted around to look for the bas-
ket of pigeons. It still hung on the
beam. Snelly grinned cruelly.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Them
damn squabs is safe. Don’t think I'm
going to do the dirty work. That train-
ing you had as a cook before you got
in the army is going to be right handy.
You're going to get some of the flour
from up there and bake a swell little
pigeon pie for your corporal in that
stove the Fritzies left in the corner.”

Shorty got to his feet with a groan.

“ Take them birds outside and pluck
’em. Then you can hake a pie in this
mess kit, private,” went on the corporal
ruthlessly. -

“ Have a heart, Snelly,” said the
other. “T can’t kill the little cusses.”

“It's your own bargain, soldier. Get
busy; I'm hungry.”

Shorty took the mess kit and went
to the open doorway. Suddenly he be-
came acquiescent.
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“You win, but I hope you choke to
death.”

“ Bury the feathers, and everything.
Them birds has got to be missing in
action. Get me?” the corporal or-
dered. -

As Shorty took down the basket, th
pigeons cooed under his touch. He
winced.

“While you’re policing around,”"
ordered the non com, “ take them damn
rats you caught and bury them, too.
They give me the willies.”

Shorty’s eyes gleamed. He crooned
to his pets a moment and started out-
side. Snelly seemed touched.

“Guess it’s a dirty trick, Hall,” he
offered. “Let me take ’em out and
bump ’em oftf.”.

“No, I guess I can stand it,” inter-
posed the other. “It’s a bargain. You
licked me.”

“ All right. Shake the lead out of
your pants” said Snelly, dropping onto
the couch. ““I'm going to hit the hay.
Call me when dinner is servey, gar-
song.”

Shorty went outside with the basket
of pigeons and the ghost of a desper-
ate grin on his face. He stepped over
the dead rats near the doorway and
paused. Then he looked back into the
cellar. '

The corporal was already snoring.
He walked softly around the corner of
the mill, and after a few minutes re-

" turned without the basket.

After a look in at the snoring cor-
poral, he climbed to the upper floor
and brought down a mess kit full of
flour. With a cautious glance through
the doorway, he went to the box trap
and chased away two impudent black
crows pecking throught the bars at the
piece of bacon.

Shorty picked up the trap and then
started to work, humming under his
breath.

Iv.

CompaNy F was in dire straits. The
sergeant and his detail failed to break
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through the cordon of shellfire at the
lower end of the valley, and came back

with two men missing. ‘The news-

brought a grim look to the captain’s
face.

The enemy had filtered in on either
side of them. Frantic ground signals
and smoke bombs had been made to
send the word to contact planes. But
the mists were heavy on the ground,
and the calls for help were unanswered.

The third platoon lieutenant crawled
over and reported his Chaut-Chauts
out of ammunition,

“I wish some of those swivel chair

generals were up here,” he groaned.

** They-wouldn’t be so anxious to leave
men in a death trap without support.”
A runner came tumbling down the
dugout steps, his left arm Timp and
dripping. .

“ Captain,” he gasped, *“they’ve
worked in behind us at the bottom end
of the valley with machine guns and
mortars. ‘They’re coming up the val-
lev. I left Simpson falling back slow-
ly to give me time to get here.”

“ Good God!”" blurted out the cap-
tain. ““ So that’s why they boxed the
lower end of the valley with shell fire.
To keep out reserves. They've got us
cut off. We've got to get word through
or we're lost.”

The signal sergeant hroke in.
“ What's become of the pigeon detail,
sir? We met them coming up with the
pigeons,” he said zagerly. “ If we can
find them we've got a chance.”

“ Send out a man to each platoon to
locate them,” the captain ordered hur-
riedly. ““If they-once got in this damn
valley they must be still here. Rush
men out right away, sergeant.” '

The sergeant saluted and dashed

“away.
V.

BeLow the company trenches, in the
cellar of the mill, Corporal Snelly was
sitting with a beatific smile on his bat-
tered countenance, finishing the last of
the pie.

.the valley behind us.
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“ Hot patootie,” he gurgled. “If I
only had a canteen of good ole coney-
ac to wash this down.”

Private Hall stood morosely near
the doorway.

“ Hall,” announced Snelly, fulsome-
ly, “vyou're a good pigeoneer, but a .
damn sight sweller cook. Here, take
a bite, just to show there’s no hard
feelings.”

Shorty shook his head. “ Fat it
yourself. I hope it gives you indiges-
tion for the rest of your life.” .

“Well, T gave you a chance. ' It’s
no skin off my beak if you turn it
down,” said the other, wolfing down
the last hunk of pie.

There was the sound of heavy feet
and voices outside. A figure loomed
in the doorway, the figure of the signal
sergeant.

“ Hey, you birds! What the hell
you doing in here?” he rasped.

Snelly gulped, and wiped his mouth
as the sergeant climbed into the cellar,
followed by his men.

“ So this is how you guys fight the
war?”’ he burst out.

Snelly cringed. “ We couldn’t find
the outfit, so we dug in here.”

“Where the hell are them pigeons?”
demanded the sergeant.

“What pigeons?” asked Snelly, in-
nocently.

“ Snap out of it. The carrier pig-
eons you guys were toting up here for
the company.”

“ Oh, them,” said the corporal with
a nervous grin. “ What d’you want
em for?” o '

“What for, you dumb-bell!” howled
the non com. “ Why, the company’s
cut off — surrounded. Fritzie’s down
We need them
birds to get word to division headquar-
ters. . Do vou get that, unconscious?
Cough up them birds or you’ll spend
the rest of your life in a prison camp.”

Snelly gulped and looked at Shorty.

“T can’t cough ’em up,” he faltered.
“ They—they’re missing in action.”.

“ Missing in action?” roared the
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other. “ Say, come into the juggling
act and produce the pigeons before you
start in pushing daisies.”

“We ain’t . got ’em,” said Snelly.
“ Basket got hit by a shell coming up
the valley, and them birds was scat-
tered. Ain’t that so, Hall?”

Shorty hesitated, ‘then caught Snel-
Iv's eve and nodded. The sergeant’s
eve was cold with suspicion.

“ Corporal, you're responsible for
them birds, and there’s something
goofy about this. You can tell it to
the captain. Grab your junk and for-
ward march out of here. Shake it
up.”’

| As the detail marched off the stacat-
to bark of machine guns came up the
valley from behind them.

Captain Armstrong looked search-
ingly into Corporal Snelly’s evasive
face when the detail reached the P. C.
dugout. He knew the corporal was
lving. ]
“You've got the unholy gall to tell
me those pigeons are missing in action,
corporal?”’ he asked.

“1 was firing at a sniper, sir, and a

whiz bang whammed over. When I
looked around, thé basket of pigeons
was gone, sir,” lied Snelly.

“Well, that kills our last hope of
sending for help,” said the captain in
a deadly quiet voice. “Take these
men away, sergeant, and put them
under guard. If we ever get out of
this alive I'll hold court-martial.”

As the two were marched away to-
ward an inner cell in the dugout, a
platoon lieutenant burst in. He spoke
rapidly. : )

“ Captain, the enemy is attacking
our rear. They’ve almost reached the
old mill down helow our positions,
sir.”

The sudden news produced a star-
tling reaction in Shorty. He glared
around like a trapped animal a mo-
ment. Then he dropped to his feet,
rolled between the guards and darted
up the dugout steps, leaving a shout-
ing hornet’s nest behind him.
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Without stopping to take cover from
a machine gun barrage whining over
his head, he shot down the valley to-
ward the old mill. :

The cracking of rifle fire below told
of a fierce fighting. He saw the flash
of field gray uniforms in the trees near
the mill.

He passed a squad of riflemen lying
in a shell hole, their Springfields pour-
ing bullets at the massing enemy. They
shouted in amazement. But he dashed
past unhearing, his eyes fixed on the
mill.

A’searing pain stabhed his shoulder.
But he stumbled on, fixing his bayonet.
A -pot-helmeted figure rose and fired
point-blank at him from a clump of
bushes. ,

Without checking his pace, he gave
it the long point and jerked the bayo-
net out wet. With sobbing breath he
dashed into the clearing near the cellar
door, the air around him humming
with steel.

He disappeared behind the wall at

" the rear of the mill and reappeared

with the pigeon basket on his shoulder.
With a quick glance around him he
started back for the top of the hill
again,

A squad of German riflemen poured
around the corner. They stopped with
grunts of amazement as the sawed-off
American came charging with leveled
bayonet,

One of them threw his gun to shoul-
der. Shorty fired from the hip. The
big German. crumpled.

He fired again, and another spun
around and slumped against the wall,
his rifle clattering on the rocks. With
a lunge, the American took another in
the pit of the stomach.

The rest, falling over each other,
tumbled back into the cover of the
bushes. With a mad light in his eyes,
Shorty plunged on up the valley, his
bayonet dripping red.

Captain Armstrong was shouting
quick orders to the remmant of his
command for a final desperate stand
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when the little pigeoneer came stag-
gering up, his breath sobbing wildly.

The captain stared in amazement.
Shorty saluted, unslung the basket and
handed it to the captain.

“ Pigeoneer Hall, sir, reports to the
captain with Company F's carrier pig-
eons all present and accounted for,” he
gasped proudly.

The captain looked from him to the
hasket.

“I thought these birds were lost in
action,” he said.

“ ngeoneer Hall reports they was
lost in action,.sir, but now they is
found,” -came the gasping reply.

The captain jerked open the little
door at. the top of the basket. He
looked up with shining eves.

“By God, we've got a fighting
«hance, men,”’ he shouted. “ Quick,
Lieutenant Moore, take a squad down
below and hold those gray devils back
until these pigeons get through to
headquarters. The rest of you platoon
commanders keep up a stiff fire on all
fronts.”

He scribbled hurriedly on the thin
tissue paper. Shorty reached into the
basket for one of his pets. He stroked
it gently as it cooed.

He took the aluminium tube from its
leg. The captain rolled the message
into a thin cylinder and slipped it into
the tube. Shorty clamped the tube on
the bird’s leg again, and hurled the bird
into the air.

The pigeon rose in a wide spiral

until it was two hundred feet high.
Then it caught its direction and shot
like a gray arrow high over the valley
straight back in the direction of Vau-
gois.” A second plea for help was
slipped into the thin tube as another
gray arrow .sped away.

The beleaguered company anxiously,

watched- the winged messengers fade
from sight, praying that the eagle eyes
of German sharpshooters would not
bring them down. .
The captain turned to his men.
“If any of you feel like praying,
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hop to it. But, by God, fighting is
what counts now.” He put his hand
on Shorty. ‘‘Corporal. Hall, you’d

better get under cover and stay there.
We've got a few good riflemen left, but
only one real pigeoneer.”

With his basket on his shoulder and
his- heart light with pride, Company
I’s new corporal swaggered back to
the shelter .of the dugout.

The menacing gray of the enemy
came nearer. With fire pouring in
from all sides, the company made its
last stand, asking no quarter, deter-
mined not to surrender the soil won 4t
the cost of American blood.

Inch by-inch the thin, olive drab cor-
don tightened. The outposts fell back
from shell hole to shell hole with thin-
ning ranks, Suddenly a rifleman looked
up and pointed with a whoop of joy.

A group of black dots were growing
out of the sky from the southwest.
Soon they resolved themselves into the
wasplike shapes of contact planes.

Through the yellow puffs of the
antiaircraft shells they dodged, and
came zooming down over the sur-
rounded company, the observers wav-
ing encouragement as they began sig-
naling back to the artillery in the rear.

Soon the shrill moan of shells came
tearing out of the distance! The air
filled with a solid parahola of scream-
ing steel from American guns.

On all sides fell the storm of death,
but “the fire-swept circle where the
Americans lay besieged was left un-
touched.

Shattering sounds among the trees
where the German infantry was massed
told of red havoc there. The gray be-
gan to fade out of the green. Down
the valley, in the direction from which
it had come, the enemy ‘retreated as
the barrage cut it to pieces.

A hattalion held in reserve down be-
low the hills came hurling forward to
the rescue. Their fire took the enemy
in the rear. Yells of triumph could
be heard coming faintly up to the anx-
ious men on the hill,
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Soon the survivors of Company I
were pumping bullets into the fleeing
ranks of their attackers, Springfields
smoking hot. The cheers of the rescu-
ers became louder. Company F an-
swered with whoops of joy.

Deep down in the dugout, under
strong guard, Corporal Snelly sat des-
pondently. He heard the sudden yell-
ing outside and asked what it meant.

“ Hell, that’s the third. battalion
coming to relieve us,” some one shout-
ed. “ Corporal Hall found the pigeons
and got a message through to head-
quarters. Some pigeoneer, that guy!”

“ Corporal Hall?” said Snelly, in a

daze. “ Corporal? And did you say
pigeons? There ain’t no pigeons, sol-
dier. They’s missing in action.”

“ So’s your brains,” retorted his in-

former. “I1 seed Shorty take them
blI‘dS out of the basket with my own
eyes.’

“ Then what the hell did he feed
me in that pie?” yelled Snelly.

A sudden suspicion crossed his mind.
He thought of the rats caught in the
trap, the rats he ordered policed up.
They had disappeared just before the
pie was made.

He uttered a yell. A spasm seized
his stomach. He felt sick.

“I'm poisoned,” he howled, drop-
ping on the floor. “ I've heen fed rats.
Bring the ambulance™ I'm dying. Oh,
Lord, doctor, I'm poisoned.”

The guard dashed to report Snelly
was shell shocked.

Outside, the ragged leavings of the
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company were greeting the grinning
third battalion. Relieving troops were
pursuing the surprised enemy over the
high plateau, driving them down into
the further valley.

Cut of the dugout came Snelly, sup-
ported by two soldiers, his hands
clut:hing his stomach.

Fe was moaning. “I've been poi-
soncd. T'xke me to the hospital. T've
eaten rats.”

E'e collapsed, and the stretcher bear—
ers -olled him on to a litter. Corporal
Sne ly, bad man and champion bruiser,
a hulk of blubbering sickness, was he-
ing carried to the rear.

Sherman, his face streaked with
blocd and powder smoke, found
Shorty Hall sitting in a shell hole, his
pigeon Dbasket still hanging on his
shotlder

“ Say, corporal,” he said, ‘ Snelly
claiins he’s poisoned with trench rats
you fed him in a pie. That’s a dirty
trickk to play on a guv

“Rats! That guy’s so cuckoo he d
male a swell Swiss clock,” grinned

Shorty.  “1 didn't feed him rats.
Lock!”
E'e opened the pigeon basket. Sher-

mat. looked in.
black crows.

“I caught a hull flock of ’em for
ma scots down there at the mill in case
I had to use the pigeons. I sure hated
to bump ’em off just to feed that big
sap. DBut I had to save them pigeons
for the captain. Say, Sherman, these
crows ought to make swell mascots—

He saw a pair of

THE END




The Last Thousand Miles

He entered the transcontinental foot-racé as a lark ; but opposition
by his best friends made him mad enough to run his hardest

By JOHN HOLDEN

Aathor of ' Marathon Glory,” ** The Clo¢h That Struck Thirteen,’’ etc.

Novelette— Complete

JITH a shrug of his athletic

shoulders and a sigh of regret

Jim Gordon laid on’- the

pawnbroker’s counter the last of the

gold medals he had won in amateur

foot races at college, and asked what he
could borrow on it.

The pawnbroker examined it.

“Gold plated,” he pronounced.
“'The people who get you amateurs
to run for them are not such fools as
to give solid gold medals. Plenty of
gold they collect from the thousands of
spéctators who pay to watch you fel-
lows, but when it comes to giving out
gold—hah! Fine business. Better than
pawnbroking. Big take and little give.
This medal, now, I can lend on it—one
dollar and fifty cents.”

The young college graduate was not
surprised. A dozen similar medals-he
had pawned, and not one had brought
him more than two dollars. This one
represented a championship into which
he had put more preparation and effort
than many men put into the winning of
a fortune; but that made no difference.

“ TN take it,” he said.

The pawnbroker handed him the

wherewithal to stave off starvation for
awhile, and added a piece of advice:

“ If you must run like a horse, young
man, do it for money. That’s all that
counts nowadays. ‘The cheers of the
crowd—fine while they last, but soon
they are for some one else, and you can
starve for all anybody cares.”

Out on the street of the Pacific Coast
metropolis again, Jim Gordon walked
. to the nearest restaurant, and there ex-

' cogitating.

W T JG

pended one-third of his -capital on a

meal, after which he sat in a little p

ark,

“ Licked,” he admitted. *“ Came here
to get a foothold, and haven’t done it.
Got to go back home, I suppose.”

There had been a job or two that
he could have secured, bhut he had
scorned them. Dishwashing and wait-

.ing on table were not for him, though
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he knew that there were hundreds of
men in the overcrowded California city
who would have welcomed even such
hurshle jobs as these. ‘

He was a graduate of an Fastern
law school. He could have settled down
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$0 the practice of law in his father’s
“office in the sleepy Midwestern town in
which he had been born and raised, but
he had desired a more promising open-
ing.

Against his father’s wishes, and
those of a certain young lady as well,
he had gone West to find it. He had
found nothing, and within the last few
hours he had decided to return home.

But how ? He had no money for rail-

Z/%”

road fare, and Centralium was too
many hundreds of miles away to think

of getting there afoot. His carefully
cultivated running ability seemed use-
less even for that.

He did not wish to plumb the depths
of humiliation by telegraphing his fa-
ther for money, but, on the other hand,
he did not desire to starve, as he surely
must now that the last of his pawnable
articles was gone.

“T know,” he thought, rising sud-
denly. “I've read about a certain
scheme. I’ll try it.” -

He entered an undertaker’s office
and inquired:
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“ Got any dead bodies going East!”

The undertaker looked at him.

“No. Why?” _

“1If you had one, I'd go along with
it. Somebody has to ride with a

-corpse. You could hire me just for the

train ticket.” .

“Yes—if I could trust you.”

Jim realized that the man’s suspicion
was probably justifiedd. The suit he
wore had been snappy once, but now it
was threadbare.

“I1 could produce references,” he
stated. “ Know any other undertaker
that wants a good man?”

“No one does. I keep track of all
the deaths, and there’s nothing going
Fast. Sorry. Good day.”

“ Looks like dad has to come to the
rescue,” Jim admitted when he walked
out.

He bought a newspaper and read the
advertisements. Same old insertions.!
Not a worthwhile job in the column.
Here, as elsewhere, the really good
jobs were never advertised. Men on
the inside of affairs learned about them
immediately, and outsiders had small
chance.

"Jim carried the paper to his box-stall
bedroom, and read it from first page
to last. That was one thing that a
fellow could do at small cost—derive
entertainment_from the newspapers.

He paused at the sporting page.

“ Dig race starts to-morrow, eh?”

For several days he had been read-
ing about the transcontinental foot
race that was'due to start on the fol-
lowing day, but hitherto he had not
taken any particular interest in it. In
the first place, it was for professional
runners, and he was an amateur; in
the second, some people considered it a
dubious affair that might flicker out
halfway to its destination.

Plenty of newspaper space had been
devoted to it. Three hundred or more
entries had been received. ‘The race
would start in the coast city on the
following day, and end in New York
whenever the runners got there.
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Each day a certain distance had to
be traversed—between forty and fifty
niles, according to the character of the
roads and the situation of the different
towns and cities that would be passed
—and overnight the contestants would
rest at designated stopping places.

The promoter would collect money
from- the towns through which he
would route the®race, and the ‘actual
running time of each contestant would
be recorded each day. -The one who
reached New York in the least number
of running hours would win the ‘first
prize of thirty thousand dollars, and
there were many lesser prizes as well.

“ Might make something out of that
if I wanted to turn professional and
had trained good and hard for the past
few months,” Jim Gordon cogitated.
“ As it is, I wouldn’t have a chance.”

Jim did not wish to become a pro-
fessional athlete. Among college men
it is considered more or less disgrace-
ful to turn one’s athletic ability into
cold cash, and Jim preferred to remain
on good terms with his old classmates.

Such a thing would adversely affect
his social standing in his home town,
too, when he returned there, as he had
decided to do. He could not play golf
tor prizes along with his fellow club
members, for instance, since they were
all amateurs and he would he a profes-
sional. i

If he could hope to win the first prize
of thirty thousand dollars, he might
enter the big race, but of course he
could not. For many weeks he had

done no training—unless tramping the’

sidewalks in search of a job could be
called such—and so rigorous a race
would call for the finest possible physi-
cal condition.

Nevertheless, as Jim sat in his room
striving to think of a way to get back
home without wiring his father for
money, he played with a temptation to
enter the hig race and start with the
threec hundred other contestants on the
following day. .

The race would pass within fifty
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miles of Jim’s home town in the Middle
West, and all along the route the cori-
testants would be fed and lodged by
the promoter. Every step that he took
would carry him nearer home. Even-
tually he would arrive at a point only
fifty miles from Centralium without
cost, and at ‘that point he could drop
out of the race.

~ There were worse ways to get hone.
Accompanying a ‘corpse would be
quicker and better, but no Easterner
had died a convenient death. Riding
the rods, on the other hand, would be
not nearly so good. There might be
lots of fun and excitement. Surely he
could do well enough to keep from
being kicked out of the race until he
reached the point at which he would be
willing to quit.

“ By George, I'd like to enter!”” Jim
left his room and sauntered toward the
race promoter’s office, reconsidering
the possibilities that might follow such

action,

No one at home would need to know
about it until he saw fit to tell them.
He would have to give his correct
name, of course, but he need not state
that Centralium, Ohio, was his place of
residence. )

As a matter of fact, it was not, and
had not been for the past four years.
One of the little towns at which he had
stopped for a few days on his way
West or even the Pacific Coast city
itself, would do.as well.

“Why not?” he said\to himself.
“I’'m probably as well prepared to run
such a race as some of the others. Not
too fat, with the slim meals I’ve heen
eating, that’s sure. Can’t stick with the
leaders, probably, but what’s the differ-
ence when I only want to go as far as
Ohio? _

“I wouldn’t be cheating the pro-
moter. The more entries he gets, the
more interest will be taken by the pub-
lic in the race. He can well afford to
feed and lodge me just for competing,
no matter how far behind I fall.”

Arriving at the promoter’s office, on

2A
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the second foor of an office building,
Jim found the place crowded with com-
petitors, and he grew a bit discouraged
as-he surveyed them. '

Some were clean-cut athletes of the
type he had known at college, but more
were not. All sorts of men were there,
lean men and stout men, young ones
and old ones, one with a gray beard.
All were light-hearted and jovial, all
seemed to think the three-thoisand-
mile race, the greatest that hal ever
been promoted, would be fun.

-After awhile the general enthtsiasm
began to- affect Jim. The race, really,
would be a noteworthy one. Already
the whole country was talking about it.
Undoubtedly it would command a
great deal of newspaper space before
it was finished. He elbowed his way
up to a desk and told a young man wha
was one of the promoter’s lieutenants
that he wished to enter.

“ All right.”

His name was written down, and his
address was asked for.

“ Redgrass, California,” replied Jim,
recollecting that he had stopped at such
a place for a few days on his way to
the coast.

“ Any athletic experience?”

“ Plenty.”

“Where?”

“1 don’t care to tell you.”

The aid scrutinized him.. _

‘“ Another college guy, eh? Looks
like none of you fellows want your rec-
ords to become known. Can’t see why.
It’s no disgrace to become a profession-
al athlete.”

The aid gave Jim two big squares
of canvas which had the number 299
printed on them, and instructed him to
pin them on his chest and back.

“We'll carry one suitcase for you in
a motor truck, but that’s all. Start at
0 A.M. to-morrow at the city athletic
field. End of first day’s run is Ellen-
dale, forty miles out. Here are the
printed rules. One dollar entry fee,
please.”

That being precisely the amount that

3A
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Jim possessed, he asked if breakfast
would be provided before the start next
morning. :

“No. What’s the matter—broke?
If that’s the case, you can pay the entry
fee later.”

Jim thanked the fellow, and left the
office with the exhilarated feeling that
g_e had let himself in for something

ig.

“1I should worry about my amateur
standing,” he reasoned on his ‘way
back to his room. “ Hadn’t figured on
competing in anything except golf, and
I'm too poor at that to win anything.”

.Fortunately his room rent had been
paid in advance—a rigid rule of the
landlady, who was accustomed to lodg-
ing men of precarious financial stand-
ing.

Jim rose early next morning, packed
his belongings into his one suitcase,
and with his one and only dollar” pur-
chased a substantial breakfast.

He had one of his old college running
suits, along with a pair of rubber-soled
shoes. He donned it at the athletic
park, being careful to remove the col-
lege letter which he once had been so
proud of. He managed to get his
street clothes into the suitcase along
with the things that were already there,
and placed the suitcase on a motor
truck, receiving a check for it.

At ten minutes hefore nine o’clock
everything was in readiness for the
start of the longest and most arduous
athletic contest that the world had ever
known. That fact alone caused Jim
to consider the affair worthwhile.

He wished that he had trained for
three or four months so that he could
hope to make a real race of it. It
promised to be interesting anyhow, and
he was glad he had entered.

There were four official motor
trucks that would accompany the run--
ners. Reporters and photographers
were there to accompany the race. Not
a bad job for those lucky chaps, Jim
thought. There were plenty of offi-
cials; in fact, Jim was impressed by the
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cvidences of good management that he
saw on every hand. :

Other motor trucks, he learned, had
left for the first stopping place, so_that
when the runners should arrive a camp
would be in readiness to feed and lodge
them. He knew now that the pro-
moter had successfully managed many
big athletic enterprises, and he no
longer feared that the race would fizzle
out and be abandoned. .

Along with more than three hundred
others, Jim lined up on the cinder track
awaiting the starter’s pistol. The con-
testants were a jovial lot who joked
with one another.

“ Amateur?” asked a wiry looking
fellow who stood next to Jim.

“Yes. You?”

“Not on your life. Wouldn’t be
here if 1 were. This is no race for col-
lege bhoys.”

“ Oh, I don’t know.” Jim was a bit
nettled. “ Most of the world’s foot-
racing records are held by amateurs.”

“Little races, maybe. Dashes and
half mile, and so on. But this is a real
race. Three thousand miles. If there's
five of you rah-rah boys who can run
that far I’ll be surprised.”

Having decided that he would drop
out at the point along the route nearest
his home town, if he could last that
long, Jim made no reply.

The starter appeared, pistol in hand.

“ On your marks!” he ¢ried.

The contestants lined up in six or
seven rows, nobody caring whether he
was in the front row or the last.

“ Get set!”

Movie operators were turning the
cranks of half a dozen cameras.

Crack went the pistol, and a cheer
broke from the small crowd of specta-
tors. The coast-to-coast race was un-
der way.

The coast-to-coast race was under

way.
1L

Jim Gorpon was glad now that his
fare had been meager for the past
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month and that his job hunting had en- -
tailed a good deal of pedestrianism.
He carried little excess weight on his
slim frame, and his incessant walking
had kept his wind and legs in fairly
good condition. ' '

He jogged along with the others at
a pace that for the first few miles was
not much faster than a very quick walk.
Every one seemed to be afraid of ex-
erting himself too much at the start.
Not until the strange cavalcade reached
the city limits did any one make an
effort to quicken the pace. ]

It was Iinevitable that the well
trained men should do that, however,
and when they did Jim was brought to
a quick realization of the fact that he
had done no training.-

As the- pace grew hotter, so did the
California sun, which Jim had never
been particularly fond of, anyway. In-
asmuch as they were going away from
the cool coast, it naturally became hot-
ter. Along about noon, when some
twenty miles had been covered, it was
reflected from the asphalt roadway like
heat from a pancake griddle, and Jim
became very thirsty.

The management had anticipated
this condition, however, and a fast lit-
tle motor truck drove along the line
handing out drinks of cold water to
any one who desired it. Most of the
men did, and Jim was comforted to
some extent. by this evidence that he
was not the only one to feel the heat.

He was getting quite tired, with only
half the'day’s distance covered ; in fact,
in the early afternoon he began to won- ~
der if, after all, he had déne a sensible
thing in entering the race.

The professional runner who had
joked Jim about his amateur record
kept jogging along beside him, al-
though a great number of runners were
ahead of them, and now he began to
ease the strain with conversation.

“ All in, amateur?” he remarked, in
a way which indicated that his breath-
ing was as normal as though he were
walking.
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“No chance,” replied Jim, though
his breathing was not so close to nor-
mal as he could have wished it.

“ Cheer up; there’s only another two
thousand, nine hundred and eighty
miles to go.” '

* Thanks for telling me.”

“Try to stick it to the first station,
anyhow, just for the honor of the
dear old coll.” )

“Don’t worry about me. You're
not breaking any records yourself.”

~“ Catch me trying at this stage. The
last thousand miles are the ones that
count, not the first. All three hundred
entrants could be ahead of me, instead
of only about two hundred, for all I
care.”

Jim realized that there were really
about that number of contestants
ahead of him, but since the more ex-
perienced man did not seem to mind he
could not see why he should. After
all, there were another hundred behind
him, some a very long distance behind.

“ Stick to my heels, amateur,” ad-
vised the professional, ““and maybe I

can drag you into second mone .
What’s your name?”

Jim told him, and the man replird
that his was Gaffey.

The runners passed through seveial
hamlets and villages and one good-
sized town. Everywhere people
dropped whatever they were doing to
stand- alongside the road and \\atch
them, but there was no undue excite-
ment. Jim sensed that he and his fel-
Jows were regarded more as freaks
than aanything else.

It was between four and five o’clock
in the afternoon when they entered the
town which marked the end of the first
day’s run.  The people here showed
far more interest than elsewhere—
natural enough in view of the fact that
the town council had paid good money
to have the first day’s run end there.

The council had advertised the affair
far and wide, and thus had attracted
the whole countryside, the idea being
that the visitors would spend money in
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town, and the place would be adver-
tised by the reporters, who sent out ac-
counts of the race, not only to all parts
of the United States, but to foreign
countries as well.

Jim ran through solid lanes of hu-
manity to the far side of the town,
where a great circus tent had been
erected, and there he stopped, very
tired, but, on the whole, in no worse
condition than he had anticipated.

He rejoiced to find that shower
baths had been provided, and that he
was able to precure his suitcase with-
out delay. He bathed and dressed,
then washed his sweaty running suit
and hung it over his cot to dry.

He lay down for awhile and then
assuaged his keen hunger at the rough-
hoardéd table that literally bent in the
middle with the weight of good food
placed upon it. There were no frills,
nothing but the plain stuff that athletes
should eat, but plenty. of 'it.

Not so bad, Jim thought. Running
forty miles was hard work, but he was
progressing toward home, and the ex-
cellent food and lodging cost him
nothing.

He did not bother to make inquiries

as to who had made the best time for

the day. It did not matter much. -As
Gaffey had stated, it was not the first
thousand miles that counted—though,
of course, a fellow who really hoped to
win could not afford to let the field get
too big a start on him.

After supper Jim lay down again,
then took a stroll around the encamp-
ment before he undressed for the long
sleep that he hoped to obtain.

He did obtain it, and when he faced
the starter next morning he felt as fit
as he had on the first day. The start
was made just as it had been in the
coast city, every one lining up and com-
mencing to run when the pistol
cracked.

The day passed as uneventfully as
had the first day. ‘The hot sun slowed
Jim down again; in fact he felt'it even
more than he had on the previous day,
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because they were getting farther into
) . . .

the interior. Again he was forced to
let a great number of runners go past
him, even more perhaps than on the
previous day.

L “Not so good,” he thought when he
finished, ““ but so long as there’s a hun-
dred behind me I guess the manage-
ment won’t kick.”

He ate another big meal with keen
relish, as he had early that morning be-
fore the start of the race. Upon these
two full meals the runners subsisted,
though any one was free to take what
nourishment he pleased—and could get
~—during the course of the day’s run.

Jim was preparing to go to sleep
when an official came to his bedside and
he sat up with a premonition that
something was about to happen.

-+* Gordon, James Gordon?”

13 Xfes.”

“ From Redgrass, California?”

£& Xres.”

“ Well, you want to make a good
showing to-morrow, Gordon, because
we're going through your home town.”

The man passed on, and Jim was left
with something new to think about.
The management expected him to do
better next day, and it was up to him
to try and do it. He had learned, by
making inquiries of Gaffey and others,
that the management routed the race
through the home town of a contestant
whenever they could, with the idea that
such a town would take more interest
in the affair and pay a larger sum to
procure the attraction.

The route, it now seemed, was sub-

“ject to variation. An advance man
was making bargains, and the race was
being routed wherever the promoter
could secure the most remuneration,
provided such a place was not too far
off the first tent'ltlvely determined
course.

Jim did not exactly relish the idea of
having the race run through Redgmss
on his account. He had not antic-
ipated that when he gave the place as

“his home town.

1
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He could have given other places at
which he had stopped temporarily just
as well, and now he rather wished that
he had.  The town might not relish
the poor representation he was giving
it, might even direct a few sarcastic re-
marks at him as he passed through.

With the idea of doing as well by
Redgrass as he could, Jim made more
of an effort.next day to stick with the
leaders. He could not do it, though.
His lack of training was again in ev-
idence, as was his lack of experience
in the stifling heat that grew worse
each day.

At least a hundred and fifty con-
testants were ahead of him as he ap-
proached the cow town which he recog-
nized as Redgrass. He heard a great
yelling as he approached, and he felt
a bit heartened. It was nice of the
citizens to take an interest in him just
because he had advertised the place by
claiming it as his home town

His encouragement turned to dis-
may when he realized that the inhabit-
ants were not cheering him.

“Oh, you bum!” some roughneck
called.

“Who told you you're a Redgrass
man?”’

“We wouldn’ t own you' ’

“Get out of the race.’

“Get a crutch.”

Jim flushed angrily and glared about
him as he ran through. the unpaved
street of the poorest of all the towns
he had lingered in on his way West.
He recognized none of the few people
he had met there, and, there was some
comfort in that; nevertheless this was
a humiliation such as Hé never had
undergone in any of his amateur con-
tests, one that he was not prepared for
and was in no position to rebuke.

For the first time, he realized that
his participation might not turn out to
be merely a jaunt to a certain point in
Ohio. :

There might be drama and thrills
such as he had not dreamed of.

‘Some one yelled that he was a tramp
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who would not be permitted to reside
in Redgrass, and Jim wrestled with a
temptation to abandon the race, tem-
porarily at least, in order to resent that
slur with his two competent fists.

He stifled his anger, however. After
all, he had no real right to represent the
place—though it was probable that
Redgrass would be only too glad to
claim him as a resident if he were up
with the leaders. He glared at his tor-
mentors and plodded along, not a bit
faster because of the slurs that were
cast at him.

He was getting out of the town,
thankful that his reception was no
worse, when he recognized a new de-
velopment. Two or three rough-
looking men with cowboy hats on their
heads and guns in their holsters walked
out into the roadway and, as he ap-
proached, drew their guns.

“ Step along, you Redgrass guy!”
one of them yelled. '

“ Hoof it, fellow; you ain’t doing
good enough to suit us.”

“Pick them feet off the ground
faster.”

A salvo of shots startled Jim. He
stepped faster, and the guns barked
faster. They were pointed at the
ground near his feet, and there was
considerable danger that one of the
bullets would disable him. -

“ At-a-boy!” More shots. “ Little
faster.,  fellow.”  Another  salvo.
“ Sprint!”  Bang, bang! “ Catch up
with them leaders!”

The gun-tooters ran alongside him
as they fired—a variation of the old
Western stunt of firing at a tender-
foot’s feet in order to make him dance.
Jim got away from his tormentors at
last and finished the day’s run without
further mishap.

At “the big tent, after he had
finished bathing and dressing, he
found that news of the Redgrass affair
had reached the reporters, none of
whom were riding near him when it oc-
curred. 'They came flocking around
him, demanding full details, and they
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carried on in a manner that surprised
Jim almost as much as had the shoot-
ing.

“Really shot at you, did they, Gor-

‘don?”

“Give us the dope. This is great.
Something has happened at last. The
race has been the deadest thing I ever
saw up to now.”

Jim explained, and the reporters
scribbled rapidly. One of them cried
gleefully to his comrades:

“T hear there’s a town that’s threat-
ened to rotten-egg the race when it
goes through because the promoter
chose another town five miles. farther
on for a control station and the first
town is sore. More excitement, boys.
May have a real race yet.”

“ Wonderful,” agreed Gordon with
good-natured sarcasm.
~ That night he wondered if it would
not be fun to remain in the race all the
way to the Atlantic coast. It was
getting more interesting every day. He
was getting into better condition as he
proceeded, too; might hope perhaps to
become a real competitor before the
last thousand miles were reached.

II1.

THE rotten-egging did not occur
at the place where it was expected,
though there was no guarantee that
it might not happen somewhere else.
The inhabitants of the town which con-
sidered itself affronted merely lined
up on the sidewalk and contented them-
selves with booing the officials and
many of the contestants.

“Look at the dromedary,” Jim
heard some one say as he pointed to an
oldish man who was lumbering along a
little distance in front of him.

Jim looked himself and decided that
the person referred to did suggest such
an animal. The man was lurching
along, flatfooted and showing no more
form than a truck horse on a race
track, but he was getting there just the
same.

’
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Jim had found out by this time that
the running form which he attained at
college was useless in a three thousand
mile grind. For one thing, he had
learned to run flatfooted—the worst
possible way to run, according to the
college coaches. So it was for short
distances, but this was a long distance.

‘By placing his whole foot on the
ground at each step, instead of just the
ball of his foot, Jim did not make a
graceful impression on spectators, but
the strain on his leg muscles was ap-
preciably less. He had learned to run
with his body muscles relaxed as much
as possible too—slouchy but effective
when one must conserve one’s energy
to the utmost.

He had been troubled by tender feet
at the start. He had mentioned this to
an official and had received instructions
in the care of his feet which enabled
him to get along all right. His whole
body was becoming more hardened

every day. Gradually he was working
himself into condition. He did not
doubt that if he chose to remain in the
race he could do much better toward
the end.

The runners had crossed the hot
desert by then, and that was an ad-
vantage to Jim too. Cooler days might
be expected from now on, and he could
run better in cool weather.

After the end of the first thousand
miles Jim had improved his position
considerably, but still it was nothing to
hoast about.  Instead of having two
hundred competitors ahead of him, as
he had after the first few days, there
were only about a hundred and twenty-
five.

He had to smile whenever he
thought about that. He, Jim Gordon,
who in his college races had considered
it a disgrace to have as many as three
men ahead of him, now had more than
a hundred!

Once he had been a champion, and
now he was not even a real competitor.
He simply hoped that none of his old
friends guessed that the J. K. Gordon
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of the coast-to-coast race was none
other than the ]1m Gordon they had
known at college.'

Reaching the border of his own
State, Ohio, Jim decided that he would
not drop out, as he had intended. He
was having a good time, he was grad-
ually improving his position, he got
along all right with the other runners."

He liked to finish anything he under-
took, and there was no telling how
good a showing he could make in the
last thousand miles. So long as he did
not have to run through his home town
of Centralium it was all right to be far
back in the ruck.

Jim was considerably disturbed
when he learned that the tentative
route had been changed, and that the
race actually would be run through
Centralium. Fortunately the place had
not been chosen as a control station.

What should he do now? Run
through his home town in the miser-
ably poor position that was his, with
more than a hundred competitors
ahead of him on the score sheet? He
did not like to humiliate himself in such
a- manner, but, on the other hand, he
did not want to quit either.

There was a control station thirty
miles west of Centralium, and on the
evening before the run through his
home town, while Jim was still debat-
mg what he should do, he recelved a
visit from his father.

James Gordon, Sr., was a very dig-
nified man. He was Centralium’s
leading lawyer, and the most prom-
inent citizen as well. The Gordon
family had founded the town, and for
more than a hundred years had been
the main pillars of its rather old-
fashioned and snobbish society.

Gordon, Sr., gazed at Gordon, Jr.,
as the latter sat on his cot, and there
were pain and wounded pride in his
eyes.

“To think,” said he, “ that a son of
mine should so far forget his dignity
as to participate in such a disgraceful
spectacle as this so-called foot race.”
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“What's wrong with the race?”
queried Jim.

“ Everything.  First of all; don’t
you know that a gentleman may not
become a professional athlete? An
amateur, yes, but never a profes-
sional.” -
© “Bunk,” said Jim. “ That’s a snob-
bish old world idea that doesn't fit into
the American social scheme at all.”

“If you had become a professional
at a gentleman’s game, such as golf, it
would be bad enough,” went on Mr.
Gordon. “ But you didn’t do that.
No. You chose a so-called sport that.
has been more or less in disgracs for
generations.  Professional “vot rac-
ing! It’s on a level with priz: fighting.”

“What " if it is?” queried Jim.
“What’s wrong with prize fighting?
Any number of college men are in that
game these days. It’s a darned good
game, too, if you ask me—plenty of
money in it, and fame, and good manly
competition.

“It is true that proféssional foot rac-
ing has been under a cloud,” continued
Jim, warming up to- the argument,

“but is that any reason why it must-

be forever? 'This race is going to put
the sport on a new level. It’s strictly
on the square, it’s well managed,
there’s a prize for the winner that’s
well worth the attention of anybody.
“1 entered the race expecting to
drop out when I reached Ohio,” Jim
explained, “but I've grown to like it
so well that now I intend to stick. I'm
doing better all the time. I might
actually get up among the leaders be-
fore it’s finished.”
Mr. Gordon was sorely distressed.
“ You cannot mean, James, that you
will have the audacity to run through
the main street of your own home town
—the town which we Gordons founded
and in which we have maintained the
family dignity for a hundred years?”
“That’s precisely what I intend to

1

do.!

Mr. Gordon paced up and down in’

his agitation.
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“It would be a family disgrace for
you to do that, even if you were one of
the leaders. But you’re not even any-
where near them. A hundred men are
ahead of you.”

“What of it? For several days at
the start there were two hundred. How
do you know I won'’t get ahead of them
all before the finish? We're going to
enter the last thousand miles pretty
soon, and they’re the miles that count.”

Mr. Gordon cried: “ Never, James,
can you become a lawyer in Centralium
if you insist upon making such a spec-
tacle of vyourself. Never in this
world! The practice of law requires
dignity, and there would be a shred of
that remaining to you. And I had
such hope of bringing you into my
office.”

Jim replied patiently: “ I know you
had, dad, and I'm sorry to disappoint
you. ButI just don’t feel that becom-
ing a lawyer in a one-horse burg like
Centralium is the thing for me. Not
enough opportunity for one thing.
Too much make-believe in our old
home town, and too little real accom-
plishment.” )

“ But what can you do elsewhere?”

Thinking of how he had tried to
secure a suitable job in the Pacific
Coast city and failed, Jim did not have
a very forceful reply.

“T’ll find something all right. May-
be in the sports line, dad. That’s the
big thing nowadays. Sports in
America are developing far faster than
any form of business.  There’s big
money to be made promoting various
kinds of sports, and maybe I can make
some of it.”

Mr. Gordon shook his head in sor-
row. '

“If you're determined to make a
spectacle of yeurself, running in what
looks like your underwear before low
people that I would scarcely look at, I
suppose I cannot stop you. But I'm
sorry, James, very sorry.”

“I'm sorry, too,” said Jim, rising.
“But a fellow has to live his own life,
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dad. What was good for the father
isn’t necessarily good for the son.”” He
grinned as he shook his father’s hand.
“ Maybe I'll make a better showing at
the finish—actually win the race per-
haps—then you’ll be proud of me.”

“Never! Not if you win a dozen
such low contests.”

The old gentleman left, and Jim sat
on his cot with his head in his hands,
feeling blue.

“Like to please dad,” he said to him-
.self.  “But, hang it, my life’'s my
own! He did what he wished in his
youth, so why shouldn’t I?”

He was still trying to justify his
conduct when, ten minutes later, anoth-
er visitor arrived—Mary Summerville,
with whom he had been on very friend-
ly terms.

“Jim!”’ she cried, “is what your
father told me correct? Are you actu-
ally going to disgrace all of us by
running through the streets of Centra-
lium to-morrow with this notorious
mob that’s become’ more or less of a
joke throughout the whole country?”

Jim rose and pressed Mary’s hanc.l,
and they sat down side by side on his
cot. '

“‘That’s my intention,” he told her.
“ But about that joke business—who
says the race is a joke?”

“ Everybody. Goodness, don’t you
read the newspapers? The affair is
nothing but a low money-making
scheme, and everybody knows it.  As
different from running for medals,

which a gentleman may do without loss .

of social standing, as daylight is from
darkness.” ] _
Jim thought of the championship
“gold” medal, for which a pawn-
broker would allow him only a dollar
fifty, and replied: “ There's a differ-
ence all right; T know that. Buta fel-
-low has to make a living, Mary. T feel
that I could never really succeed at the
law, and I might at the sports gae,
either as competitor or promoter, so
why shouldn’t 1 stick to sports?”
Mary seemed greatly concerned, and
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Jim wondered just how much she liked
him, also how much he liked her. He
never had been able to decide. There
were times when he had thought that
he liked Mary very much indeed, other
times when she left him cold. There
never had been any talk of an engage-
ment between them; they just had
been good friends ever since they at-
tended the Centralium High School to-
gether,

“ It wouldn’t be so bad if you were
succeeding in this wretched race for
money,” Mary went on. ““I’m not so
prejudiced as your father. I can
understand that there might be some
excuse for competing if you could hope
to win the thirty thousand dollar first
prize. But you cannot. You’re away
behind. Theré’s a hundred men ahead
of you.” ‘

“The last thousand miles are still to
be run,” Jim reminded her.

- “Oh, don’t tell me that you hope to
win. You cannot possibly.  All you
can do is disgrace yourself; your

“family, your town, your college.”

“Your idea, then, is that profes-
sional running is all right if a fellow
wins, but rotten if he loses. In other
words, success or failure is what
counts. Is.that right?”

“Tt does make a difference.”

“Isee. You're strong for the man
that wins, but pretty cool toward the
fellow who fails. That’s your style, is
it? You're a worshiper of success. I
didn’t know that before, Mary.”

“That’s an unfair way to put it.”

“I'm not so sure. Come right down
to brass tacks, I suppose you used to,
pal around with me in Centralium just
because I was the son of the outstand-
ing citizen.” -

“You don’t think I had so little self-
respect as to be seen with some com-
mon clerk, do you?”

Jim grinned ruefully.

“ Thanks, Mary.” It’s nice to know
that you liked my family background
and social position more than you did

r

me.
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Mary rose angrily.

“ Jim Gordon, I didn’t come here to
hear. spiteful remarks. You're getting
quite as common as the so-called,
athletes you're associating with.

“I came to tell you this—make a
spectacle of yourself on the public
street to-morrow, run through your
home town half naked and perspiring
and dirty—humiliate me by doing that,
and I'll never speak to you again as
long as I live.”

“ All right.”

She looked at him.

“ Are you going to do it?”

“1 think so.”

“Very well—good by!” And she
swept out like an angry duchess, leav-
ing Jim to stare after her, not quite
knowing whether he was glad or sorry
—sorry because he was about to lose a
girl friend whom he had thought he
liked a great deal, glad to learn, before
it was too late, that what she liked
about him was his social position and
college education and prospects for
material success.

1V.

Jim Gorpox lined up for the start
on the following morning determined
to make a good showing for the day,
even though he should have to pay
heavily for it by making a very poor
showing on the following day.

For the last few days he had been
running well within his ability, not
exerting himself too much, content to
better his position slowly but surely,
never forgetting that the hardest part
of the race lay ahead.

He felt that the daily run of between
thirty-five and fifty miles had been the
best sort of training, and that now he
was in as good physical condition as
any contender had been at the start.
There were even times when he was
tempted to reason that his lack of train-,
ing before the start might prove to be
‘a gaod thing in the end.

Men who trained too much hecame
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stale. Some of the contenders. who
made the-best showing at the start were
making a poor show now.

Starting even with all the runners
on this particular day, Jim glued him-
self to the heels of the man who led the
pack by virtue of the fact that his
elapsed time since leaving the Pacific
coast was less than any one’s, and
strove to maintain that position.

He could not do it. The man—a
European -who, as an amateur, had
won an Olympic championship—bhegan
to draw away. from him pretty soon,
and this had the effect of dashing Jim’s
optimism considerably. ‘

He had figured that his improved
condition should enable him to stick
pretty close to the leaders, but his cal-
culation was evidently astray. He
either had not worked himself into suf--
ficently good condition even yet, or
he simply was not capable of doing
better.

Ten, twenty, thirty runners got
ahead of him. He plodded along,
however, gritting his teeth, at the
necessity for running through his home
town where he was so well known, but
not for a moment considering the
abandonment of the racé before he
reached Centralium, which his father
and girl friend desired.

Unexpectedly, while passing through
a small town about ten miles west of
Centralium, the whole cavalcade ex-
perienced the hostility which had often
been talked of by the reporters and
other contenders and never expe-
rienced.

It seemed that the advance man had
considered the town for a control
station and had bargained with it to
that effect. 'The deal had fallen
through, and the townspeople were
very angry about it, claiming they had
been given a raw deal and all that sort
of thing.

They had confidently expected the
day’s racing to end there, which natu-
rally would attract a much larger crowd
and provide far more excitement than
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merely to have the race proceed
through without stopping.

They were so extremely angry that
the hoodlum element collected decayed
vegetables and some aged eggs and
tossed them, first at the truckload of
officials which preceded the runners
and then at the runners themselves.

Jim Gordon was unfortunate enough
not to see the egg which was tossed
in his direction. It struck him square-
ly on the chest and, while it did not
slow him up a particle, it made a con-
siderable mess on the running suit
which. he was particularly anxious on
this occasion to-keep neat and spotless.

He cleaned up as well as he could

with the handkerchief which he car-
ried in a little pocket at his waist, but
he could not remove all the moisture,
and naturally the dust of the roadway
settled on such moist dreas.
It was a hot day, too, and he per-
spired freely.
dust, and he could feel this settling on
his features till he did not doubt that
he was a very disreputable looking ob-
ject.

Thus he entered his home town, egg-
stained, dust-covered, more weary than
usual because he had permitted only
about thirty runners to get ahead of
him instead of the usual ninety or so—
a sight that he feared would shock
his father.

How odd seemed the old familiar
main street. A group of boys whom
he knew slightly or not at all met him
on bicycles at the edge of town and
called encouragement to him and, far-
ther along, shopkeepers and laborers
and such folks cheered him, too, but
he feared that when he passed the
broad veranda of the Centralium Club,
where most of his old friends would
be expected to congregate, he would
not be received in so kindly a manner.

He did not like to pass them, but he

had to. -

Yes, they were all there—girls with
whom he had danced, men with whom
he had played golf, all the people who

There was plenty of.
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considered themselves superior to the
common herd, who disapproved of pro-
fessional athletics in any form, who
must have resented the defection of
one of their own class just as did his
father and Mary Summerville.

Jim pretended to pay no attention to
them as he plodded past—tired, dirty,
bedraggled, very low in spirit—but
really he was paying a great deal of

" attention. Out of the corner of his eye
. he saw men and women point fingers at

him and shake their heads. They were
pitying him, and he would just as soon
have them toss rotten eggs.

~ A few of the club spectators clapped
their hands and called faint words of
encouragement, but Jim knew that
their applause was not heartfelt. They
considered him a fool. He knew that
they did. They looked upon him and
all his fellow runners just as they
would have looked upon an organ
grinder and a monkey, as something to"
afford a moment’s amusement and then
be forgotten.

Oh, well. Soon he would be beyond
their stares and their pitying comments.
He had anticipated it all. He did not
care what they thought of him, because .
he would never live among them again.
He plodded on. He stumbled into the
control station ten miles beyond Cen-
tralium both exhausted and disgusted,
more tempted to quit fiow that he had
made a pitiful spectacle of himself than
he ever had been before,

His father did not come to see him,

nor did Mary. No one did, not. even
the kids on.hicycles who had cheered
his efforts. He felt that Centralium
considered him an outcast, one who
could henceforth make his own way in
life without either praise or blame from
them. : »
So be it then. He did not like the
town any better than the town liked
him. All along he had felt that his
old crowd was snobbish and narrow-
minded, and now he knew it.

But he wouldn’t quit. No, sir. He
would stick to the finish, People could
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call him a rotten runner; but he
wouldn’'t permit them to call him a
quitter.

He was surprlsed when, at last, an
old friend arrived—* Doc” Whiting,
with whom he had played many a
round of golf on the Centralium links.
The old doctor shook Jim’s hand
warmly and congratulated him on the
showing he had made that day.

“Quit kidding me,” Jim told him,
grateful, nevertheless, because at least
one of his Centralium friends had not
deserted him. ‘‘Thirty men finished
ahead of me to-day, and you know it.”

“ Sure—and a hundred and thirty
finished behind you. Keep going, Jim.
You'll win yet—cut in on the prize
money, at any rate.”

“ Thanks for saying so, even if you
don’t mean it.’

“But T do, Jim.
going to help you.
here for.”

“ How?”

“Hah! Think I was never an ath-
lete and know nothing about the game,
eh? Well, that’s where you're mistak-
en. I've coached some mighty good
runners in my day, Jim, and I’ll coach
you if you’ll let me.”

“Only too delighted.”

fCAll right.  Let’s get down to busi-
ness. What do you eat? What kind
of massage do you get every night?
Tell me everything.”

Jim did so.

“ Diet’s not right,” pronounced Doc
Whiting. “ Change it this way and
vou'll do better.” He wrote down the
kinds of food to which Jim should con-
fine himself. ‘“Now about massage.’

What'’s more, I'm
That’s what I'm

He gave detailed instructions about'

that, too.

T1m knew how to diet and train for
college athletics, but this race, the doc-
tor said, was different. An entirely
new system should be followed.

Jim realized that all along he had
not been utilizing his physical equip-
ment to the best advantage, and hope
returned to him. He promised doc
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that he would follow his instructions
to the letter, and then he asked, shyly,
what the people of Centralium thought
of him.

“ Not so much, I'm afraid,” doc con-
fessed. “Think a college athlete of
your standing should have kept out.
Old-fashioned, you know. Win the
race, though, and watch them change.
They’d welcome you home with a brass
band if you did that, Jim.”

“I was very sorry to have to cross
dad,” Jim confessed.

“Yes, the old gent took it hard.
But he’ll forget all that, too, if you
win—or even if you make a fine show-
ing.”

Jim’s old grin returned.

“Well, I've got a thousand miles t
do it in, doc. Lots of things can hap-
pen -before thdt distance is traveled,

h?”

“TI'll say so. They’re the miles that
count. How many hours is the leader
—Santini, isn’t it?—ahead of you in
elapsed time?”

“ More than fifteen.”

Doc shook his white head. “ That’s
a lot of time to make up, Jim; but
maybe you can do it.”

“Do my best, anyhow.”

Alone again, Jim felt a ‘renewal of
the confidence that had been his on the
previous night. Doc’s system, which
he would follow faithfully, might help
a lot. The weather was cool, and that
would help.

Probably he had not reached the peak
of condition yet either. Any day he

~might get a break that would lop sev-

eral hours off those that separated him
from the leader. Come to think of it,
he was the thirtieth man to complete
the day’s run instead of the one hun-
dredth, and he had not felt the strain
of the faster pace as much as he had
anticipated.

Hereafter he would put more effort
into his running. So far he had just
been fooling along. Now was the time
to get busy on those last thousand
miles.
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Several days later Jim got the break
‘he had been hoping for, and a very
thrilling one it proved to be, too.

He was surprised, as he plodded
along some ten minutes behind the
leader, to find that all the runners ahead
of him, as well as the motor trucks
carrying the officials and reporters, had
stopped in the middle of the road. Join-
ing them, he saw the reason.

A bndge had been carried away and
there was no way to cross.the flooded
river that lay at their feet. Everybody
was standing around wondering what
could be done about it, and trying to
guess how far the caravan would have
to travel to reach a bridge that had not
been carried away. Some said five
miles, and some said twenty-five.

Jim approached an official.

“The race is still on, isn’t it? Our
schedule for to-day is from last night’s
stopping ‘place to a town ahead called
Millwright, isn’t it?”

The man hesitated. “ Ye-es—but
we’re stopped, you see? Have to find
another route—or some ‘way to get
across here.” )

“ T’'m not stopped ; I'm going ahead.”

“Howr”

“ Swim.”

The official stared. ‘‘ Man, you're
crazv. Look at the swift current.
You'd be carried away and drowned.
This isn’t a swimming race. You're
not to plunge into that water.”

Jim protested: “I can swim it and
I'm going to. This is a cross-country
race and in that sort of contest one
overcomes obstacles any way possible.
I insist on following the route to Mill-
wright as it was announced this morn-
ing.”

" Reporters had gathered, and Jim ap-
pealed to them. “Am I right or am
I not? I maintain that once we're
started on our route for the day the
route can’t be changed.” .

The reporters were glad to see some
excitement stirred up. )

“ Absolutely, vou're right,” said one.

“You're wrong,” maintaifed an-
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other. ! This is a foot race. Runmng
or walkmg is fair, but swimming isn’t.”

The man who had the final say re-
garding the race, the referee, was called
upon, and even he took a little time to
consider the problem

“Your contention that the route
from one control station to another
can’t be changed once the day’s run is
started is perfectly correct,” he told
Jim.  “ We'll stick to our route.

“We’ll get across this river as soon
as we can, over whatever sort of bridge
we can fix up, and the first man to
reach Millwright will have his time
counted just the same as it’s been
counted at every other control station.
But you've got to run or walk-. Swim-
ming will disqualify you.’

]1m was disappointed, but after a
moment’s thought he agreed that pos-
sibly the crossing of the river by swim-
ming might be considered unfair to the
nonswimimers.

He thought of another idea.

“Just so long as I cross this river
running or walking it’s all right, eh?
You're positive about that?”

“ Absolutely,” assured the referee.
IHe pointed to the swirling stream and
added with a grin. ““ Go, ahead and

either walk or run across. I'd like to
see you do it.”
“All right,” said Jim, “1 shall.”

The official stared at him.

“Before we get a tempomry bridge
rigged up? How! ?”

“Watch and see.”

All the other runners who had ar-
rived at the stream stood around help-
lessly waiting for some sort of pas-
sage to be provided. The stream was
not wide—only some fifty or sixty feet
—and already a truck had been sent for
carpenters who would erect a tempo-
rary structure upon which the runners
could cross, while the trucks scouted
upstream and down for a regular
bridge that had not been washed out.

Jim was the one contestant who did
not stand helplessly on the hank wait-
ing for something to be done for him,



THE LAST THOUSAND MILES.

He trotted to a near-by farmhouse and
came back presently with a ball of
twine, a clothesline and a coil of medi-
um heavy rope, also with something
else that brought murmurs of astonish-
ment from everybody, most of all from
the reporters—a makeshift bow and
arrow.

Jim tied the twine to the arrow and
shot it across the swirling channel of
water to some men who were standing
on the far side, as helpless as the men
on Jim’s side. _

Jim instructed them to pull the
clothesline across by means of the
twine, then he asked them to pull across
the rope which was tied to the clothes-
line. He told them to pull the rope as
tightly as they could and tie it, and he
did the same thing on his side.

By this time the farmer from whom
Jim had secured the rope had arrived
with a long pole. Jim took it from him
and annoiinced his intention of trying
to cross on the rope. .

“That won’t be running,” he in-
formed the referee, “but it will be
walking, and you just said that was
fair. If I fall into the water I'll swim
back to this side and cross your bridge
when you get it rigged up.

“But if I do get across I'll continue
on to Millwright, and I insist that my
time shall be counted just as though the
bridge liere had never got washed out
at all.”

The reporters cheered, while the
other runners looked dismayed. The
referee was forced to agree that if Jim
could walk across on a rope he would
be complying with the rules.

He was watched with breathless in-
terest as he essayed the task. The rope
was none too tight, despite the efforts
that had been made to make it so, but
he was fortunate enough to secure a
good balancing pole.

Jim did not fear a fall into the river
because he felt sure he could swim out.
He had not walked on a rope for years,
not since he used to play circus as a
boy, but his rubber-soled shoes gripped
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the rope like a professional’s, and he
thought that, with luck, he might be
able to make it.

He got as far as the middle of the
stream without mishap. He did not
look down at the rushing water be-
cause he feared it would make him
dizzy, just kept his eyes fixed on the
men who stood tensely watching him
from the farther shore.

At the most critical point the rope
began to sway. Jim swayed with it,
balancing himself with his pole, and
after awhile it grew steady again.

The rope had sagged in the middle,
however, and now he was forced to
proceed up a slight incline as well as
keep his balance. Step by step he man-"
aged to do it.

There was a cheer, even from his
competitors, when he landed safely.
He dropped the pole and thanked the
men who had helped him. He offered
to send them money from Millwright
for their trouble, having secured a
slight loan from Doc Whiting ; but they
refused any and wished him the best of
luck.

Jim did not look back to see who,
if any one, was trying to follow in his
footsteps. The race was becoming too
serious an affair to permit of wasted
time. The leader was fourteen hours
ahead of him in elapsed time, and there
were only a thousand miles left in
which to make up his deficiency.

He trotted along with renewed hope,
and as he proceeded, alone, through
various villages and towns he received
a reception that amounted almost to an
ovation. News of his daring crossing
of the river had been telephoned ahead.

Ten miles beyond the river he was
informed by a man who ran beside him
for a short distance that others had es-
sayed the tight-rope crossing, but only
two had succeeded, and they were run-
ners who were behind him in elapsed
time. Not one of the leaders had at-
tempted the crossing because of a pos-
sible injury which might put them out
of the race.
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When Jim arrived at Millwright late
“in the afternoon he was glad to find
that the timekeeper’s conveyance had
‘preceded him, having crossed the river
in another place. i

Jim gained six hours on the leader
by his rope-walking feat, and, for the
first time, began to-entertain a hope
not only of finishing well up with the
leaders, but of actually winning the
great race.. He was only eight hours
behind now, and he felt more fit than at
any time during the progress of the
contest. _

The daily run had rounded him into
the finest possible condition,. the regi-
men that Doc Whiting had prescribed
for him was helpful, the applause he
had received that day removed the dis-
couragement that had descended uporn

.him when he plodded through his home
town of Centralium.

V.

NEext day Jim remained with the
leaders all day and finished in second

position, an achievement which might.

have resulted, however, from having
secured a full night’s rest while many
.of the others, who did not reach Mill-
wright until midnight or later, secured
only a comparatively short rest.

This turned out not to be the case;
Jim kept right on the heels of the lead-
ers during the three days that followed.

But he did not gain upon them. That
was the fact which troubled him sorely.
Keeping even was not sufficient. He
had eight hours in elapsed time to make
up, and he was failing to make up even
as much as eight minutes.

Continue that way until the end, and
he would finish outside the prize money,
even though he might actually beat the
whole field, on the last day, into the
New York baseball park, where the
great race was scheduled to end.
Elapsed time was what counted, and
Santini still had a big advantage over

him in that respect; some forty others

also.
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Something must be done quickly.
And yet what could be done? It was
true that he was growing stronger, but
that might be true of Santini and- the
others; at least, they were showing no

_signs of weakness.

With about seven hundred miles to
go, Jim was amazed, one evening to re-
ceive a visit from a man such as he
never had seen or heard of.

This man’s age was about the same
as Jim’s. His name, he announced, was
Gerald Heming, but it was neither of
those- facts that particularly claimed
Jim’s notice. '

The thing that brought him to his
feet, staring, was the fact that Gerald
Heming looked so much like him that
he might be his twin brother. '

Jim had heard of such physical re-
semblance between persons who were
not related. " He had seen in magazines
the pictures of different” men who
looked almost exactly the pictures of
President Lincoln, he knew that a mo-
tion picture had been made in which a
living man looked precisely like Presi-
dent Roosevelt, he had learned that al-
most every person has his physical
counterpart and that often great frauds
have bheen perpetrated by such means.
* Nevertheless Jim was astonished to
look upon the form and features of a
young man who resembled him so much
that it was easy to believe at first that
he was the victim of a hallucination,
and that he was speaking to his own
reflection in a mirror. He noticed vari-

ous small differences in a moment, but

this abated his surprise only a little.
Heming said, ‘“ May I talk to you
alone, Gordon? Where there won’t be
any possibility of being overheard ?”
“ Sure,” said Jim, and led the fellow
to an empty corner of the big tent in
which all the runners were housed each

_night. “ What’s on your mind?”

The fellow grinned in a slinky sort
of way that Jim did not like. He sat
down on a wooden box and peered all
around again to make sure he could not
be overheard, then in a low tone:
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“You're not doing so well in the
race, are you? You're eight hours be-
hind the leader and there seems to be
small chance that you can catch up.”

“That’s right,” Jim admitted.
“ What about it?”
up.”

“ That’s fine,” Jim said. “I’ve heen
Jooking for a fellow like you. How
can I?”

“Would you be game for some foxy
work ?”

Jim gave his physical counterpart a
shrewd look. He guessed that the fel-
low had some crooked scheme in mind,
should have divined that, he told him-
self, just from the general appearance
of Gerald Heming. Wishing to learn
about any possible trickery that might
be pulled off in-the race, however, he
replied :

“Can’t tell till I hear what it is.
What's your idea ?”’

Heming lowered his voice still more.
“ 1 look just like you, don’t I? You've
noticed that already?”

“ Yes'??

“I'm a pretty good runner, too, and
just now I'm in fine shape. For a few
days at least I could step out on the
road and beat the socks off any of you
fellows that have run all the way from
the Pacific Coast.”

“1 suppose you could,” Jim admit-
ted. “ Any fairly good runner should
be able to do that.” '

“Then why shouldn’t we make a
little arrangement between ourselves so
I can replace you on the road every
now and then?”

Jim stared, though he had expected
some such proposition.

“It could be done,” Heming went
on. “I'm positive of that. All I'd
have to do is wear a running suit that
locks just like yours, and pin on the
front and back of it numbers that are
exact duplicates of yours, and ride
along beside you in a closed car till a
good chance came to slip out of it and
let vou slip in.

“T can tell you how you can catch

“ That would be at some point along
the road where no spectator would be
looking and where no competitor would
be nedr you. You could arrange that
last part—just get running all by your-
self. Get the idea?” -

Jim got it all right. He mastered
the indignation that grew upon him
stronger than-ever, and asked for fur-
ther information because he thought it
might come in handy before the race
was concluded. ‘

“You'd run all day in my place,
then swap places with me again along
toward the end of the jaunt, eh? At an-
other lonesome spot the car would edge
up close and I could slip out of it, after
having enjoyed a ride for several hours,
while you would slip in? The checkers
along the road wouldn’t get wise to the
substitution because you look so much
like me—"

“Sure,” interrupted Heming with
eager enthusiasm. “ I could even dirty
up my face a bit. Of course I'd dirty
up my running suit—so no one could
possibly get wise.”

““When I checked in at the control
station the officials wouldn’t dream that
you had done the bulk of my running
for me that day.”

“They sure wouldn’t.”

“ But how could you profit by a deal
like that?” Jim asked. ‘‘ Expect me to
pay you?”’

Heming shrugged his shoulders.

“You could tip me a little something
when you pulled down the thirty thou-
sand if you want to, but if you don’t,
all right. T'd get mine another way—
by betting on you. I suppose you know
that there’s an awful lot of money get-
ting bet on this race.

“The whole country is getting ex-
cited about it, now that the finish is in
sight. The odds against you are still
fifty to one—were a hundred to one
before you pulled that rope-walking
stunt—and that’s where I'd clean up
big. See?

“Bet the works on you at fifty to
one against—then make up for you the
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eight hours you’re behind, so you’ll be
sure to win.”

The scheme appeared quite feasible .

to Jim. Motor cars were permitted to
proceed beside the runners, in fact such
cars had become a bit of nuisance at
some points because of the gasoline
fumes they exuded.

A substitute runner might easily drop
out of such a car while the real contest-
ant darted inside, and proceed . for
miles and miles without the substitution
being noticed, provided they -looked
alike and their running style wa$ not
too dissimilar. _ _

Heming had not overlooked the lat-
ter point.

“ Maybe you think the officials would
get wise because I don’t run like you
do,” he said. ‘ Well, you're wrong.
T’ve watched your style and I can imi-
tate it exactly—not a hard job because,
since I'm built like you, I run the same
way.”

“If T started to make up my lost
hours I'd be watched pretty closely,”
Jim remarked. “ You think you can
stand a closer scrutiny than I've ever
had so far, and still put the impersona-
tion across?”’

X3 I do.” ' .

Heming had grown very eager since
it seemed that Jim might entertain his
crooked proposition.

“ What about it?” he asked. ‘ Are
you on? It’s the chance of a lifetime
for both of us to clean up. Thirty
thousand dollars for you, not to men-
tion a vaudeville contract and various
side pickings, and almost as much for
me by betting on you at fifty to one.

“You wouldn’t be fool enough to
- throw away a sure fortune like that,
would “ you? Especially when you
haven’t a chance on earth to win other-
wise.” '

Jim rose. )

“That ’ll be enough,” he said. “I
listened to all you had to say because
I wanted to learn the details of how
you think such a crooked scheme could
be carried out.
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“I haven't really entertained your
proposition for an instant and, what’s
more, I wouldn’t for any consideration
whatsoever.  Simply because I'm
straight. I'll win on my merits or not
at all. That’s all. Good night and
bad luck.” ,

“You're a fool!” Heming muttered
at him.

“ Another crack like that from you
and you're liable to be an invalid. I
haven’t lost my punch because I’ve run
all the way from the coast. You’d bet-
ter get out now. And here’s something
to keep in mind—Iet me see you hang-
ing around anywhere along the course
and T'll tip off the officials about you.”

Heming showed his teeth in a sneer.
“ More than one way to skin a cat,” he
mumbled mysteriously and threatening-
ly, and then made off rapidly as though
he feared Jim’s strong right arm.

Jim lay on his cot, vaguely disturbed.

“ Dirty crooks,” he thought. “ Stick-"
ing their filthy paws into sporting
events of all kinds whenever they get a
chance. They’re the ones who ruined
professional running in the old days;
hoxing and other sports, too, till the
honest promoters managed to run them
out.

“The rat! So sore at me now, I
suppose, that he’ll do me dirt if he gets
a chance. Have to watch out for him
and all the rest of the crooks that 'll be
on -our heels now we’re entering the
home stretch.” ‘

He was glad he had secured the de-
tails of Heming’s scheme because, in
case another runner who was behind
moved up with unexpected rapidity, he
could tip off the referee and have that
runner carefully watched. _

~ When he lined up for the next day’s

start Jim- felt so fighting mad about
the crooked proposition that he pun-
ished -himself more severely than ever
before.

All day it rained. Rainy days were
nothing new, but on this occasion the
road seemed unusually heavy. Jim was
inclined to bemoan his bad luck at first,

3A
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but aiter awhile, when he realized that
the heavy going was even harder on the
Jleaders than it was on him, he revised
his opinion of his luck. .

To his surprise he not only kept even
with Santini and the other leaders for
half of the forty-four miles which com-
prised that day’s run, but on-the latter
half. of the way actually ran ahead of
them all.

How did he do it, Jim asked him-
self. Were they getting weaker while
he grew stronger? That seemed to be
the case—either that or he had not pun-
ished himself sufficiently during the
previous stages. He seemed to pos-
sess stores of endurance which he had
not tapped as yet.

“Got to go the limit every day,” he

thought. “ No more holding back. I’ve .

done too much of that. It was the wise
thing to do at first because I was in
poor condition, but now I'm in as fine
shape as any one—Dbetter than most, if

our performance to-day is any criteri--

"

on

He could hear groups of spectators
pitving him as he ran past them, and he
realized that apparently he deserved
their pity. They were clad in raincoats
and overshoes and held umbrellas over
their heads while he was dripping wet
from head to foot. Mud was spattered
all over him. _

Nevertheless he felt fine. The rain
was cool and soothing on his skin,
which so often had smarted under a
hot sun; the low temperature did not
sap his energy -as heat did.

He knew now that it was the warmth
of the desert at the start of the race
which had kept him far, back in the
ruck, which had caused him to make so
miserable a showing when he ran
through his home town of Centralium.

The cooler weather that he experi-
enced every day now, even when it did
not rain, as it frequently did, was as
much of an aid to him as it appeared
to be a handicap to Santini and many
of the others.

They were hot-weather periormers

4 A
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while he was a cold-weather one. Luck!
He could count on fairly cool weather
all the way to the finish¢ He was run-
ning faster than ever. He might hope
to win!

His. hope became brighter when he
gained more than an hour of his lost
time that day, but he did not fail to
realize that there were séven -addition-
al hours which he must gain—and even
then he would only be on an even foot-
ing with Santini, who still was the lead-
er.

His average gain for each and every
day of those that remained would have

-to be about half an hour. A tough task

—Dbut maybe he could do it. -
VI

In one way Jim was helped by his
distressing experience in his home
town, but in another way he was hin-
dered. _

Recollection of the frigid reception
he had received from the people there
who he had supposed were his friends
never failed to make him angry and
this anger caused him to become furi-
ously determined to win. What a tri-
umph it would be to become the celeb-
rity that he surely would be, if he could
manage to make the best running time,

World’s champion runner! That
was the title that would be conferred
upon the winner, he knew, and the win-
ner would deserve it. ‘The amateurs
could not dispute it because their cham-
pion was entered, having turned pro-
fessional in-order to compete, just as-
Jim had. Santini was that man.

All over the world the name and
fame of the winner would travel. The
first prize of thirty thousand dollars
was only one of the many rewards he
could expect to receive.

Besides the vaudeville contracts,
there would be a maqtion picture one as
well if the winner should happen to be
young and possessed of some screen
personality.

There would be his personal story of
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the race that would bring a large sum
from some newspaper, and many sums
that could be secured for indorsing this
or that article of merchandise, if the
winner wished to barter his name in
that manner.

Plenty of revenge Jim would have
upon his home-town social set if he
won.

But, win or lose; his affair with the
girl whom he once had fancied himself
to be in love with was finished and done
with. Never again would he and Mary
Summerville be sweethearts. _

She might be willing to accept his
homage if he won, might even he eager
to do so, but in that case he would feel
that it was his achievement that count-
ed instead of his personality, and his
self-respect would compel him to keep
away from her. If he lost, he felt that
she would not want him back.

It was a bit distressing to feel that,
whatever happened, he had lost Mary
forever. Plenty of good times he had
had with her. No mushy love-making,
but just good wholesome hours spent
in each other’s company, dancing, play-
ing games together, indulging in the
amateur dramatics that both of them
had once been keenly interested in. It
was nice to have a girl friend like
that.

Sometimes Jim wondered if he
should ever find another. It would not
be easy. Girls there were in abundance,
but not so many that a fellow could
“ hit. it off 7 with, even to a slight ex-
tent; that is, a particular fellow like
hlmselt who could feel interested only

in a girl who possessed good looks, -

style, . pep, accomplishments, a keen
mind, a.reasonable amount of educa-
tion.

Tt was true that Jim had little tinie
to think of girls nowadays. Thoughts

of victory became more and more prev--

alent in Jim’s mind as each day’s dis-
tance was run.

Steadily he was cutting down San-
tini's lead in elapsed time. For three
"days now he had finished first. His
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name was on the tongue of every spec-
tator—no small degree of fame in it-
self, but one which did not begin to sat-
isfy him. o

Victory! Nothing else would con-
tent him. Once he would have been
amply satisfied to finish in fifth or even
in tenth position, since there were
enough prizes for such finishers, but
that time was long past. Every day
now he was pushing himself to the lim-
it of his power. Place by place he
had moved up toward the front, until
finally he stood seventh on the score
sheet.

‘The sixth man was only four min-
utes ahéad of -him, and therefore he
might hope soon to pass him. The fifth
man had half an hout’s lead, but Jim
felt he could cut that down, too. The
fourth man had a little more than an
hour; not beyond his reach-either.

But the remaining three—tough
work it would be to move up on even
terms with those birds.

Santini in- particular. The favorite
still possessed a lead of three whole
hours on Jim, a tremendous amount of
time in view of the fact that the great
race had less than four hundred miles
to go.

Four hundred miles! Jim Gordon
marveled at himself as he realized
that he was regarding that tremen-
dous number of miles as a com-
paratively short distance. Only a few
short months ago he would have con-
sidered it impossible for him to run
that far even if he were given a month |
to do it in. :

Now the distance was to be traveled
at the rate. of about forty miles a day,
with every day a real race instead of
just a dog-trotting jaunt as it had been
at first. :

“ Just shows what a man can do
when he tries,”” he cogitated. “ People
think that a certain accomplishment is
beyond human'endurance and therefore
don’t try to do it, when the truth
seems to be that there’s hardly any lim-
it to what can De done when one tries
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hard enough and works into it gradu- .

ally.” . .

. The notice that the great race-was re-
ceiving, now that it was nearing its con-
clusion and its success was assured, was
tremendous. At every town and village
along the route business was suspended
for hours while the populace lined the
streets to watch the amazing proces-
sion. People now regarded it as a
marvel of modern athletic achievement.

With perfect regularity Jim Gordon
finished in front each day. Beyond all
.doubt he was the best man in the race
at that time. Little by little he whittled
down the time leads of the men in front
of him. He moved up to sixth place,
to fifth, fourth, finally to third.

But this daily evidence that he was
then the best runner would not suffice
to win the race. It was the actual run-
ning time from the Pacific coast that
would count. And the long start that
Jim had permitted the other runners to
secure on him back in California and
_Texas and Oklahoma was a handicap

that he sometimes despaired of over-
coming.

. Small satisfaction it would be to
race into New York at the head of the
procession if the figures in the time-
keeper’s book showed that his elapsed
time from the Pacific coast was great-
er than that of Santini or of the second
man, whose name was Smith.

The sport-loving populace of the
great metropolis would cheer him to
the echo, but it would be another man
who would receive the first prize of
thicty thousand dollars.

He still hoped that he could win,
however. T'wo hundred and fifty miles
from the finish, Santini’s lead was one
hour and fifty minutes, Smith’s one
hour and five minutes.

Jim commenced the final week of
running on a bright and cool Monday
morning—and before he finished the
day’s allotment of miles he had run
into an experience which was destined
to remain more vividly in his memory
than any other . occurrence of -that
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never to he forgotten race across the
American continent.

VII.

THE town that the runners started
from on Monday morning was called
Valence. The starter’s pistol was fired
promptly at 9 .M., as it had been every

_other morning, and at once Jim Gor-

don sprang to the front of the pack.

All the way to the edge of town
there were competitors who hung on
his heels, but as they passed a water
tower he gradually drew away, and
soon was running by himself in front
of every one else, as he had been doing.
every day recently.

Running seemed as easy and natural
to Jim now as walking once had been.
He loped along with only half the ef-
fort hehad put into his task at the start.
Nature, with its wusual adaptability,
seemed to have refashioned his body
for the’ daily demand that was being
made upon it. _

Beyond the town water tower there
was a long hill that slowed Jim down
considerably, but when he reached the

top of it and glanced back he had the

satisfaction of noting that it seemed
to be even harder on his competitors
than it had been on him, He was all
alone except for a single black car that
was following him, as cars often did
for many miles.

He breezed along the smooth and
level roadway that now lay before
him, amusing himself as he did so by
looking at the well-tilled fields and
comfortable farmhouses that lay on
either side. ,

He glimpsed another town in the
distance, and soon . was running
through it to the usual accompaniment
of cheers from the crowds that lined
the sidewalks. He got so much ap-
plause nowadays that he no longer paid
a great deal of attention to it. He did
not know the name of the town, and
did not care. He had passed through
so many that they all looked alike.
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He never had any trouble in deter-
mining which was the proper road to
follow when he came to a crossroads,
as he frequently did, because the race
management never failed to have a
sign up with an arrow to mdlcate the
correct direction,

Upon leaving this town he was
somewhat annoyed to find that a big
open car, with a yellow body and shiny
wire wheels, had swung into the road-
way ahead of him-and was annoying
him to some extent because it not only
‘kicked up dust, but exuded an odor of
burned gasoline that was unpleasant.

He shouted a request to the driver
to get behind him, and the driver oblig-
ingly did so. Jim looked back present-
ly to see if the yellow car was follow-
ing him, and he saw that it was, and
that the closed black car was continu-
ing to trail him, too.

He came.to a stretch of road pres-
ently that seemed to have been rained
on recently. He found a big puddle
right in the middle of the road and ran
around the side of it, and just as he did
so the yellow car went.past him. The
wheels splashed mud upon his running
suit, and he was minded to warn the
driver again not to annoy him, but the
car kept on going fast and disappeared.

“If I never see you again,” said
- Jim to himself, “that will be soon
enough.”

The closed black car was still be-
hind, ‘but it did not annoy Jim, and he
paid no attention to it. In fact, he
liked to have a car or two somewhere
near him. Usually an official car pre-
_ceded the runners, but this was not in
evidence to-day. Cars seemed to pro-
vide company, and in addition the
thought that people were watchmcr him
was stimulating.

After another hour or so Jim ran
through another town, and there oc-
curred another small incident that he
was able to recollect later on, when the
necessity for recollecting every inci-
dent of that noteworthy day became
urgent.
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In front of a barber shop a man
stood with a milk bottle full of water
and offered him a drink.

Jim was suspicious of people who
offered him ‘drinks and did not accept
any. The water might be drugged, he
thought, for the express purpose of
causing him illness and thus forcing
him out of the race. He accepted the
proffered bottle, but instead of taking
a drink he emptied the water upon. the
back of his neck, where it always
seemed to do the most good when he
was feeling hot.

The coolness was refreshing. It
was about noon, and the heat, while
not so suffocating as it had been back
on the California and Texas deserts,
was sufficient to cause him just a slight
bit of discomfort.

He handed the bottle to a boy who -
stood by the roadside and continued
the easy loping stride that was carry-
ing him along quite satisfactorily.

A man told him he had seventeen
miles to go to the control station that ~
would end the-day’s run, and Jim nod-
ded his thanks. He speeded up a little.

All the while the. closed black car
continued to follow him. The occu-
pants never addressed a word to him,
and he did not address them. He had
glanced at the driver once without
recognizing him.

Jim ran so fast in his effort to gain
as much time as possible, that an hour-
later he was quite tired. He felt very
dusty and dirty, and thirsty as well.
He wished that some one whom he
could trust would show up with a drink
of water.

He. felt very pleased when, only a
few minutes later on, such a person did
appear.

It was a girl who stood by the road-
side, and as he approached her, Jim
thought that there, at last, was the sort
of girl with whom, at a less urgent mo-
ment, he would rather like to get ac-
quainted. Plenty of girls he had
passed, but none of them had made
any definite impression on him.
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This one, somehow, was different.
Having nothing else to occupy his
mind, he studied her during the half
minute that it took him to approach
her after he first sighted her, and the
nearer he came to her the better he
liked her,

She was good-looking, and she was
dressed nicely. The place outside of
which she stood was no commonplace
farm, either; rather it seemed to be a
* country estate, though not one of the
pretentious ones with high walls and
an air of smug exclusiveness that he
had passed on several occasions during
the last few days.

There was a huge lawn with shrub-
bery and flowers, and a low hedge in
front, and a modest house stood back
of some fine old trees. -

Jim liked the appearance of the
place as well as he liked the appearance
of the girl. It boasted a name, and he
made a mental note of it—Sunnylawn.

He was delighted as he approached
. the girl to note that she had deliber-

ately prepared to dispense aid and com--

fort to the runners. She had a pail of
water and a tin dipper on a bhench, and
also sandwiches.

She smiled as he approached, and
Jim smiled back at her. Gosh, but she
was pretty!

She held out a dipper of water and
said, “,Have a drink?”

Jim slowed te a walk, as he did oc-
casionally to refresh his muscles.

“’Thanks,” he said. “ Awfully good
of you.- Just what I wanted.”

He was not afraid to drink the water
that this girl proffered, because it was
unthinkable that she should try to drug
him. He swallowed.-a little, and was
about to pour the remainder on his
hot and dusty face when the thought
occurred to him that such action would
not be exactly nice in front of a lady.

“Wish I had a handkerchief,” he
said. _

“ Here,” and she handed him a filmy
little affair with a lace border.

He poured water upon the handker-

‘out of that last town.
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chief and swabbed his face and neck
with it—not a very gentlemanly per-
formance, either, but the girl was so
obviously anxious to be helpful that he
was sure she would not mind.

“Wonderfully good of vou,” he
said, and started -to hand back the
handkerchief. .
~“Keep it,” she said. “ You might
need it again.”

‘“ Delighted,” said Jim.
have to be toddling along.”

“Good luck,” said the girl, and
waved hér hand to him as he moved
off.
* That smile. It encouraged Jim in a
manner that afterward seemed per-
fectly absurd. Just a girl who would
be as willing to help the next runner
as him—but one in a million for all

“Sorry 1

- that.

Jim could not get his thoughts off
her. Gosh, but she was nice! Her
sympathetic eyes, her pretty features,
her slim athletic form, her modish
dress— '

‘“ Like to iheet her again, darned if
I wouldn’t,” he thought. “ No chance,
though, I guess—unless I get up nerve
enough to come back to call on her.
Let’s see, now — Sunnylawn — that’s
the name of her place. A few miles
Darn it, why
didn’t T get the name of it? Oh, well.
I can learn the name of the next burg
and trace my way bhack from there.”

He looked at her handkerchief that
still was in his hand. Come to think
of it, he had a handkerchief of his own,
tucked away in a little pocket that he
had sewed into his jersey one evening
just to carry a handkerchief. It was
odd that, in the excitement of meeting
the girl, he had forgotten all about it.

“T’ll keep hers for a souvenir,” he
said to himself, and started to tuck it
into the pocket along with the hand-
kerchief that was already there.

“No, the two of them make too
much of a bump. -I'll have to throw
one of them away.”

Which? His own was the bigger
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and more serviceable of the two, never-
theless he decided instantly to keep the
girl’s. He tossed his into a ditch and
saw it flutter to the hottom. He tucked
the girl’s lacy affair into his pocket and
whipped up his pace as he thought of
the better prospect he would have of
getting acquainted with the girl if he
should turn out to be the winner.

He noticed that the black car still
followed him, and he wondered if the
occupants were smiling at him because
of the obvious interest he had shown
in a mere roadside spectator who per-
haps was already assisting some other
runner.

He decided that she did not know
the running game very well or she
would not have offered sandwiches.
No runner would dare eat anything so
substantial until the day’s task was
done.

Jim realized - after awhile that
thoughts of the unknown girl had
driven out of his mind for the time be-
ing the picture of his old- sweetheart,
Mary Summerville.
to which of the two girls he liked best,
and- felt a bit foolish when he realized
that the unknown one interested him
far more than did Mary.:

“ Crazy in the head,” he said to him-
self. “‘That’s the way your thoughts
can wonder when you’'ve got nothing
to think about.”

When the field finished that after-
noon, Jim found that he had made a
greater gain upon the two men ahead
of him than in any previous day. San-
tini and Smith were still ahead, but his
hope of overtaking them was far
brighter now than it ever had been.

“ And Miss Unknown is responsible
for part, at least, of my fine showing
‘to-day,” he said to himself.

VIII.

Two days later Jim worked into sec-
-ond place.
ex-amateur champion, Santini, still re-
tained his lead in elapsed time, though

He speculated as -

Smith was passed, but the
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not in daily performance, since Jim
beat him to the control station each
day as regularly as an hour hand points
to twelve o’clock.

If only he had trained for the race,
or, since he had not, if only he had ex-
erted himself-a little more at the start!
Jim realized now that his inexperience
in long distance running had caused
him to nurse his strength too carefully.

First, he had not intended to com-
plete the race, and therefore had loafed
at the start; second, it was only recent-
ly that he had run himself “into the
ground,” as the saying was, every day.

In a way he was thankful that the
inhabitants of his home town back in
Ohio had given him a cool reception,
since that had been a constant spur.

He knew that already their feeling
toward him had changed. A telegram
from his father wished him the best of
luck, and there were other telegrams
of encouragement from there too.

The one which really amused him
was from Redgrass, California, the.
town which had disowned him as a
representative and endeavored to ac-
celerate his progress with shots fired
at his feet. Now Redgrass was proud
to claim him as its own, the telegram
read, and was confident that its favo-
rite son would bring it the honor of a.
world’s championship. -

News of his fine showing had spread
all over the world. Now that the great
race was nearing its finish, excitement
was growing to fever heat. ‘I'empo-
rarily it had eclipsed every other sport-
ing event. ' .

There were no more stretches of
roadway upon which Jim could run
with'no one to see him except the oc-
cupants of one or two cars. Almost
everywhere spectators lined the road-
side.

There seemed to be not one of them
who did not know his record in the
race, not one who did not appreciate
the tremendous odds he had evercome
in pulling up from the rear to second
place, with a promise of overhauling
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the leader before New York was
reached.

Jim still felt that he could do it. He
got a very bad scare one day when he
gained only three minutes and ten sec-
onds on Santini. At that rate he never
could catch him. The man must be
getting stronger.

Next day Jim ran as he never had
before. He finished in a more ex-
hausted condition than he ever had,
but he had the satisfaction of learning
that he had gained nearly twenty min-
utes, and that only eighteen more re-
mained to be gained.

Next day he gained elcrht more—
not bad, buf not good, enther, when one
considered that  the following day
would take him right to the finish in
New York City.

Ten minutes had to be gamed in
order to equal Santini’s elapsed time
record, more in order to be declared
the winner.

So great an effort did he make on
the last day that thoughts of every-
thing else were swept from Jim’s mind.
He carried a watch on his wrist for the
first time; he marked on a chart each
town that he was to pass, with the dis-
tance from one to the other, together
with a table of the time at which he
would have to enter each in order to
reach the' finish sufficiently ahead of
Santini to.be declared the winner—
provided the latter ran no faster than
he had recently, which was by no
means certain.

Jim conferred with the referee on
the evening before the final dash of
forty-two miles was to be run. He
asked for a car to be driven ahead of
him all the way to clear the track, and
was told that this had already been ar-
ranged for, as well as police supervi-
sion of the last few miles, where the
crowds would be thickest.

He started on the morning of the
last day resolved to win or drop in his
tracks. Dashing off at the crack of the
gun, he soon had gained a lead on
every other contestant,
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He could not glance back at the next
man, as he had been able to do for
many miles along the course. The
crowds everywhere were too thick,
even along stretches of farming coun-
try outside the metropolis.

He received a continuous ovation,
but that did not help him. He could
have enjoyed it, he thought, if victory
would be assured him merely by finish-
ing first, but such- was far from being
the case. He had to finish ten min-
utes and seventeen seconds ahead of
Santini merely to tie the man, more
than that in order to beat him.

No one passed him. It did not mat-
ter greatly if some one had, provided
the person was not Santini.

He kept glancing at his wrist watch
as he passed the various points he had
noted on his chart. He did not carry
the chart because he did not need to.
Everything he had jotted down with a
pencil -was inscribed with equal clear-
ness on his memory.

Cars bothered him more than ever,
there was no one to act as pacemaker;
he just had to grit his teeth and keep
plodding through the cheering mobs at
the fastest possible gait.

He entered the city limits, whipped
up his pace to the very fastest he could
stand, increased it almost to a sprint as
the huge grandstand of the baseball
park loomed before him.

The roar of the crowds was con-
tinuous now. They called him a win-
ner, but Jim knew that such was not
necessarily the case.

Once Jim asked a man in the official
car that was being driven ahead of him
how far Santini was behind him, but
the man could not tell him. Nobody
cculd. Jim had no idea whether he
was winning or losing.

He entered the ball park and circled
a’ staked-out track and finished the
great coast-to-coast race at a sprinter’s
pace—but that was not the end of it
for him. He still did not kriow whether
he had worn or lost.

He wanted to wait for Santini at
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the finish, but he figured that such ac-
tion would not look exactly right. The
crowd would know what was in his
mind—that he was hoping Santini
would not finish in time—and Jim did
not want to give them the impression

that he was wishing a competitor had’

luck.

He did not wish Santini bad luck
either, merely hoped that his own per-
formance had been good enough to
bring him victory.

Jim sat tensely in front of the club-
house, counting the minutes and- sec-
onds on his wrist watch, eyes glued on
the gate through which the second man
would come.

Five minutes—and there was the
second man. Jim gasped. To be
beaten like that. It was tough.

But the second man was not Santini.
It didn’t matter what his time was.
Jim was too far head of him for that.

A third man. Santini? No. Jim
breathed again. A queer way to win
or lose a race, he thought—sitfing
quietly and watching his rivals come
staggering along to the finish, some so
exhausted it was all they could do to
keep going to the tape.

Santini!

Jim noted the time. Nine minutes
since he himself had finished. If San-
tini could reach the tape in less than
one minute and seventeen seconds he
would win the race. Breathlessly Jim
watched him as he flung his last ounce
of energy into the task.

He couldn’t do it.

Fifty yards from the tape Santini
realized that he could not and fell flat
on his face. It was rather pitiful. He
lay like a log; no one daring to touch
him because if any one did he would
be disqualified. He struggled to his
feet at last and walked, with many
lurches this way and that, to the finish
line.
~ All over.

Fim was the winner!

For three hours more competitors
would come staggering in—the whole
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hundred. and twenty-five who still re-
mained in-the race, less than half the
number that had started—but so far as
first and second places were concerned
the greatest race that ever had been run
was at an end.

When Jim appeared in his street
clothes, which had reached the club-
house ahead of him on a truck, he was
cheered as he never in his life had
heard any one cheered. The triumph
that had been his when he won an in-
tercollegiate amateur championship
was nothing compared to this.

And the “ gold ” medal he had won
on that Jong-past occasion was as noth-
ing compared with the check for thirty
thousand dollars which was presented
to him, at a great banquet that evening.

Then the perquisites. Two vaude-
ville contracts for long tours were of-
fered him and he signed the better one.
Six offers for his personal story of the
race were made, and he accepted the
best of those, dictating' his impressions *
to a newspaper man who did the actual
writing.

He said very little about the humiliat-
ing passage through his home town and
nothing at all about the wayside girl
who had handed him a drink of water.

And yet that unknown girl stuck in
Jim’s mind. Could he ever meet her
again? Did she know that he had won?
Probably she knew that a certain James
Gordon had. won, but how could she
tell that he was James Gordon? FEven
if she could, did she care? She must
have handed water to dozens of other
competitors.

Jim wondered if she would see his
photograph, which was being published
in newspapers everywhere, and if so,
whether she would recollect that it was
he who had passed her first.

A whole day of triumph followed
the day of the finish. Everywhere Jim
went he was followed by crowds.

He did not go out much, however.
He was busy rehearsing the vaudeville
sketch which had been provided for
him—for him and a young lady so
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charming that he surely must have be-
come interested in her were it not for
the fact that he could not forget the
other charmer whom he had passed at
a place called Sunnylawn.

He did not see the Sunnylawn girl
and did not hear from her. Worst of
all, his vaudeville engagement would
occupy his time for the next two
months to such an extent that he could
not look her up.

Thus passed the time until only a
- few hours intervened before Jim was
to make his first appearance on the
vaudeville stage—and then came a
blow that staggered him more than
anything ever had in his whole lifetime.

A young man named Gerald Hem-
ing, who was described in the newspa-
per article as the physical counterpart
of the coast-to-coast winner, made the
astounding charge that Jim had won
the race by cheating, that he himself
had taken Jim’s place in the race for

a whole day!
IX.

Jim’s vaudeville engagement was
suspended immediately and he was
compelled to face the race officials
along with the man who had made the
charge against him.

At this meeting Heming was or-

dered to repeat his story in detail. The -
fellow rose in the humble manner of -

one who has sinned and is repentant,
and Jim marveled at the cool manner
in which he repeated his charge.

- Only too well did Jim grasp the pur-
pose of the.scoundrelly Heming. A
tremendous amount of money had been
wagered on the race. Fortunes had
been lost on the favorite. Santini, and

the losers were willing to do anything .

at all in order to recover their money,
which they would do, and win huge

sums as well, if Jim Gordon were dis-

qualified.

Heming had got into touch with
some of those people and together
they had rigged up this nefarious
scheme to deprite Jim of his victory.

- Gordon commenced the race.
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Heming would naturally be well re-
paid for making his false confession of
crookedness.

Asked to recount everything that he
knew, Heming began by telling how he
had visited Jim in his tent with a
proposition to substitute for him. "He
spoke so convincingly and with such a -
wealth of detail that he made -a con-
siderable impression. He said that
Jim accepted the proposition and it was
put into effect a few days later.

Questioned’ regarding this alleged
transaction, Jim told the plain truth,
how Heming had proposed such sub-
stitution to him and he had declined to
ccensider it.

Ordered to tell just how he had sub-
stituted for Jim, Heming proceeded to
do so. _

“It was on a Monday, the day the
race started from a town called Val-
ence. It was a nice clear cool day,
though it grew hotter in the afternoon.
I was in
a closed black car, attired in a running
suit that looked just like Gordon’s.

“1 sat in the back of our car with
a blanket around me and the curtains
pulled down, and at the wheel there
was a friend of mine who is present to

back up my story.”

Heming indicated another man—the
very fellow whom Jim had observed at
the wheel of the black car which trailed
him on the day he started from
Valence.

“ Gordon ran past the water tower
at the edge of town,” Heming went
on, ‘“ and continued up the hill, because
he didn’t think it advisable to let me
run for him until we got over the top,
where there was 1o one around to
nctice the substitutioh. The car slowed
up, he slipped in, and I slipped out.
To make myself look more natural I
picked up some dust and sprinkled it
over my suit.

“ From that point until very near the
finish for the day I did the running—
much faster, naturally, than Gordon
could have because I was fresh, as is
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proved by the fact that Gordon made
his greatest gain on the time-scoring
sheet that day.”

Heming was asked to detail any in-
cidents that had occurred along the
road. )

“1 kept running along, looking at
the nice fields on either side to amuse
myself,” he stated, “and pretty soon
I was in another town called Burling-
ville. No one got wise to the fact that
I wasn’t Gordon, as we knew they
wouldn’t because we look so much
alike.

“ Going out of Burlingville a yellow
car started off ahead of me. It kicked
up so much dust that I asked the driver
tu get behind me and he did so.

‘“ Pretty soon I passed a big puddle
in the road, and just then the yellow
car came swishing past and splashed
me with mud. I didn’t care, because
the more mud I got on me the more
like a coast-to-coast runner 1 would
look.

*“1 guess it was an hour before I
hit another town, but there was a thing
happened there that I remember fine.
In front of a barber shop a man offered
me a drink of water from a milk bottle.
I wouldn't drink it, but I poured some
down my neck because the day was get-
ting hot and so was L

“Soon I asked a man how far I
had to go to the control station and
he told me.

“Well, I kept plodding along for a
long time, getting hotter and more
thirsty every minute, and after awhile
there was a girl by the roadside who
offered me a drink from a pail of water
she had set up on a bench. I took it
and thanked her and kept plugging
along. She was rather a good-looking
girl, I drank some because I wasn't
afraid that she would try to dope me.”

Jim Gordon tensed at mention of the
unknown girl whom he longed to see
again. It was great luck, he thought,
that the crook had chosen that day to
give his false account of what had hap-
pened to him—the things that really

had happened to Jim, which Heming\

observed because undoubtedly he was
concealed in the black car which had
followed Jim that day.

“I kept running along for some dis-
tance farther,” Heming went on, “ do-
ing the best I could because I wanted
to make up as much of Gordon’s lost
time as I could. With two or three
miles to go we switched places again,
I ducking into the car and Gordon
ducking out—so quickly that even had
some one been watching from a near-
by field he might have been deceived.

“ Gordon checked in at the control
station and, of course, got credit for
making the full run of nearly fifty
miles that day—and that’s the real rea-
scn, gentlemen, that he beat the second
man's elapsed time into New York.”

The officials seemed impressed, as
well they might be, since Heming had
related his story in a very convincing
manner.

“Did you impersonate Gordon any
day thereafter?” he was asked.

“ No. Gordon got scared that some
one would get wise. I wanted to take
his place again, but he said the specta-
tors were getting too plentiful and we’d
better take no more chances, that he'd
rather make sure of second money
than risk losing everything.”

Jim was then called upon to make
any rebuttal that he could. He told
the plain truth about what had hap-
pened that day, as well as he could re-
member, and then Heming’s chauffeur
was called.

This fellow corroborated everything
that Heming said. The officials con-
ferred and asked Jim if he could pro-
duce any one who could verify his
story, as the chauffeur had Heming’s.

“The girl who handed me a drink
of water that day might be able to
identify me,” he said. * It’s doubtful,
since she never saw me before and this
liar does look like me, but at least we
could call on her.”

“How can we if you don’t know
her name?”
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“I know the name of the place
. * - .
where she lives—Sunnylawn—and its
approximate location.”
“We'll get her if we can.”

Jim was told that payment on his,

winner's check had been stopped, and
that if he should try to disappear he
would be arrested. He would be called
again as soon as the girl could be
brought face to face with him—if her
testimony could be secured at all, which
was by no means tertain.

“I wonder if she’ll recognize me,’
thought Jim. “ Don’t see how she can
when she never saw me before, and
that crook looks so much like me—
but you never can tell.”

He was tremendously thrilled w hen
two days later, he was ordered to re-
port before the officials again, at which
time the girl would be present to de-
clare whether it was Heming or Jim
to whom she had handed the drink of,
water.

X.

Jim was thrilled again by the sight
of the girl whom he had longed to
see ever since he passed her that day
on the road. Her appearance was even
more engaging now than it had been
then, her good nature was evidenced
by her immediate response to the com-
mittee’s invitation to appear and identi-
fy the man to whom she had handed
the dipper of water.

Her name proved to be Irene Borden
and her family was a Boston one which
maintained Sunnylawn as a summer
- home.

Jim did not flatter himself that she
would be able to identify him at once.
He realized that his appearance in
street clothes must be considerably dif-
ferent from his appearance in running
togs when he was covered with per-
spiration and begrimed from the dust
of the roadway.

She must have watched all the run-
ners go by and her mental picture of
any pa1t1culax one of them must have
become blurred.

_ guess.
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Face to face with Jim, she declared
that he was the man who passed her. -
That was fine, but Jim’s hope of im-
mediate vindication faded when she
faced Heming and admitted "that she
could not tell for sure whether he or
Jim was the man.

The officials conferred and then
summoned Heming to answer more
questions.

“You have already stated,” said one
of them to Heming, *“that when you,
approached this young lady you asked
her for a drink. Is that correct?”

Heming recognized this as a trap
and was too smart to fall into it.

“ That isn’t what I said,”” he replied.
“T said that she offered me a drink and
I accepted it.”

Miss Borden was asked if it was she
who had spoken first, and she admitted
that it was.

“Then what did you say?” Heming
was asked.

“1 thanked her.”

“And just ran on without having
any further conversation?”

Heming had evidently been raking
his memory for, every incident that he
had observed as occurring between the
girl and Jim, for he replied:

“ When you gquestioned me about
this young lady before, I merely re-
plied.that she offered me a drink and
I took it and thanked her. 1 thought
that was all that was important; so I
didn’t bother with further details, As
a matter of fact, there was a little more
than that.

“I wanted a handkerchief to dip
in the water and wash my face with
and she gave me hers.”

Jim was disappointed. He had
hoped that the scoundrel in the car
had not observed the handkerchief in-
cident.

“You asked her for one?”
the official.

Heming hesitated and Jim hoped he
was going to make the wrong reply.
He knew that Heming would have to
He could not very well have

queried
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learned whether the handkerchief had
been offered or asked for. He knew
by the expression on Heming’s face
that the fellow was trying to guess the
correct reply.

To Jim’s consternation his guess was
correct.

“I asked her for it,” he replied,
““though I don’t exactly remember
what words I used.”

The girl admitted that he had.

“Then what? Did you return her
handkerchief when you finished us-
ing it?”

Jim hung on the impostor’s reply.

“No, I didn't.”

“ What did you do with it?”’

Jim tensed; this was the critical
point.

“I carried it for a short distance,”
said Heming, ‘“and then I threw it
away.”

Jim jumped to_ his feet.

“ That’s where this crook is wrong!”’
he cried. “1I didn’t throw her hand-
kerchief away. I kept it.”

The official demanded: ‘ Indeed!
Why did you do that?”

Jim glanced at the girl.

“Why —er—1 just wanted to.
Thought I'd keep it as a souvenir. You
see—er—well, I thought it was pretty
nice of her to help me as she did.”

Heming jumped to his feet with as
much alacrity as Jim had.

“ Rotten lies!” he protested. 1 did
throw her handkerchiei away. Prob-
ably it’s lying there in the ditch even
yet. If you'll send some one to search
for it I bet you’ll find it.”

Miss Borden corroborated this.

“1 saw the ruhner whom I helped
throw my handkerchief away. I didn’t
think it was very nice of him to do
that.” :

Jim grinned. Things were coming
his way at last.

The judge asked the girl: “ Did you
recover your handkerchief from the
ditch, where the runner whom you as-
sisted threw it?”
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“No, I didn'’t.”

Jim rose smiling.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “this in-
vestigation is practically all over. I'm
exonerated and Heming is proved to
be a crook. I can prove absolutely that
he is lying by means of the handker-
chief which this young lady so kindly
gave me.”

He paused for a moment to let that
sink in.

“I did throw a ‘handkerchief away
soon after I received the drink. Miss

-Borden saw me do that, and so did

this scoundrel from his observation
post in the car that followed me, but
where both of them are mistaken is in
this respect: The handkerchief that I
discarded was my own, because I didn’t
have room in my pocket for both—and
T’'ve still got hers!”

“ Can you prove that assertion?” de-
manded the judge. ‘ Can you show
the handkerchief ?”

(43 Yés,” .

“Let’s see it then. If Miss Borden
can identify it as hers your assertion
will be proved.”

“It's at my hotel. Send a guard
with me and T'll get it.”

Jim did get it, and Miss Borden did
identify it, and, just as Jim predicted,
that closed the investigation. Heming
was locked up on a charge of perjury,
since his testimony had been given un-
der oath, and later he was given the
stiff jail sentence that he so richly de-
served.

And as for Jim—

“1I fell in love with you, Irene, the
instant that I saw you,” he said one
evening across a dinner table in a se-
cluded nook of a Broadway restaurant.

“ That’s interesting.” And Irene
smiled invitingly.
“I want you to marry me. Will

;!’

you
If Jim expected a direct yes or no
reply, he was disappointed.
“ It ’ll take me weeks and weeks to
get ready,” said Irene.

THBE END



Heértbreak Trail

A story of 1855, in which a young man leaves luxury to struggle amid
the murders and arson of the Kansas border war

BY THE AUTHOR OF “EYES WEST!”

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

N 1855 Senator Tristram sends his
l nephew Reuel on a private investi-

gation to Kansas territory, where
proslavery and antislavery men are
then quarreling. Reuel defeats his rival
Mark Rynders in their. contest for the
love of Miranda Reynolds, a Congress-
man’s daughter; and is engaged to her
before he travels West. There he be-
comes acquainted with a sturdy pioneer
named Hubert Dawson, and a family
named Leeds. The Leeds are all shift-
‘less except the two youngest, Hector
and Hetty. Reuel and Dawson ride to
their aid when they hear four claim
jumpers are at the farm. They find
Hector shot by a man named Marcy,
because he shot a ruffian named Up-

ham who had struck Hetty. Theyv had

come with Lycurgus Braithwaite, a

lawyer. Mark Rynders is the fourth,

and he tries to arbitrate; but Marcy is

too hot-headed and draws his revolver.

iIi)a.wson draws also, but Reuel fires
rst.

CHAPTER VI (Continued).
THE INDISCRETION,
LNATHAN MARCY stood still
for an instant, then dropped his
weapon and crashed to the
ground like a felled tree. The blood
was trickling from a hole in his fore-
head.

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for June 23
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“ Murder!” shrieked Braithwaite,
white with terror.

Rynders and Upham, in a panig,
fumbled for their pistols.

“ Hands up!”’ roared Hubert, cover-
ing them; and they obeyed.

“Get your horses,” he ordered,
“and ride fast! I don’t want you to
walk. Take that thing on the ground
with you and show it to your friends.
Tell ’em there’ll be more of ’em just
like that if they stay on this side o’ the
border.”

The men obeyed his commands sul-
lenly, menaced constantly with the
long-barreled seven-shooter. He cov-
ered them alertly, while Reuel searched
them and took away their weapons,
then directed them in binding the dead
man to his saddle with a rope. '

“We'll return shortly,” said Mark
Rynders, as he mounted, ““ and there’ll
be a thousand with us. Marcy was a
popular man. You'll be sorry you let
his friends see the body.”

“You get going!” said Hubert.
“ Make some speed, all of you, or T’ll
take that rifle and begin shooting when
you get to the knoll.” .

The disarmed, defeated men wer
out of sight in a moment, and the two
victors turned toward the house.

Hetty leaned against the door post,
dull-eyed now and bewildered. The
butt of her rifle rested on the ground,
and her fingers held the barrel loosely.

“ Hector’s going to die!” she
moaned, more in soliloquy than open
complaint. “It had to be him—the
only decent one!”

“ Let’s see Hector,” said Hubert,
dismounting and hurrying to the house,
followed by Reuel.

The weeping and moaning inside
went on drearily, and as the two men
entered, the hysterical Rosa leaped to
her feet with a wild shriek.

“Be still, woman!” cried Hubert
sternly. * That’s the least you can do
to help.”

He went quickly to the couch, where
they had placed Hector. Mrs. Leeds
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was weeping and bathing her son’s
head with cologne water, in utterly
futile devotion.

The old grandmother, equally futile,
was preparing a bread-and-onion poul-
tice at the fire, mumbling incoherently
as she worked.

The boy was semiconscious. His
eyes were open, and he stared at the
two men without apparent recognition.
The distracted mother could not con-
trol him, and he tossed restlessly on

.the couch, moaning in pain, while his

breath came stertorously.

Hubert found the bullet hole at the
:lop of the chest near the right shoul-

er.

“1t didn’'t come out, you see,” he
said to Reuel, as he made a careful ex-
amination. “ We’ll have to get Dr.
Vincent right away, or somebody else.
I'll stay here while you ride to town.”

“Get his father, too,” requested
Mrs. Leeds. “ Eustace ought to be here
now.”

*“ What for?” asked Hubert without
much compassion. *“ We can’t stop to
look for your man, Mrs. Leeds; he’s
probably hiding in the woods with your
son-in-law.”

“You lie!” yelled Rosa.
has gone to bring help.”

“Shut up!” shouted Hubert so
fiercely that she obeyed.

Reuel hurried out to his horse, and
he found Hetty mounting guard again.
She stood erect, her face hard and
grim. -

“T'll do the shooting this time, if
they come back,” she said.

“ Justus

CHAPTER VIL
THE HOSTACE.

ARD as Reuel rode for the doc-
tor, the news of the killing of
Elnathan Marcy reached Law-
rence ahead of him, though the men
with the body did not pass through the
town. The pickets passed him through
their lines with cheers, and cheers
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greeted him in the streets; but Luther
Roberts was one of the first to halt
him, and the older. man’s face was as
grave as Reuel’s.

“1 choose.to believe it was a clear
case of self-defense, Tristram,” he
said. “ You're not excitable, you never
pick -quarrels; you're about the last
man that I’d expect to get into serious
trouble like that. But General Robin-
son is angry and worried. He thinks
you should be arrested and tried for
murder at once.”

“It was self-defense,” asserted
Reuel. “I was not calm; I may have
acted somewhat impulsively; but Mar-
cy drew on me, and I fired. There was
no deliberate aim; I fired at him with
every intention of hitting him, but I
didn’t want to kill him.”

“ A man named Rynders told one

of the men at our outpost that it was
a brutal murder,” said Roberts. “ He
declared that Marcy ordered you away
from the Leeds place, and you shot him
before he had a chance to draw and de-
fend himself.” -

“Rynders has-no love for me,”
Reuel explained. “ We knew each
other in Washington. I might tell you,
Mr. Roberts, that we were rivals for a
time. He was a suitor of the lady that
is now my fiancée.”

“ I shall explain that to General Rob-
inson, Tristram; it will help.”.

“ He lies when he says I fired before
Marcy drew. I'll confess to you, Mr.
Roberts, that T shall always be troubled
by the thought that he was bluffing me
—that he counted on my putting up my
hands and yielding.

“ But a man scarcely stops to con-
sider -another’s thoughts when a gun
is pointed at him. I saw his gun in
his hand, then I caught the flash of
Hubert Dawson’s gun barrel as he
yanked it out, and I knew there was
going to be shooting. Marcy’s dead,
and the thing can’t be done over
again.” '

“If you told that story before a fair
jury,” remarked Roberts, “and your
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witnesses bhore out your statements,
there'd be precious little sympathy for
the victim. '

* In this region, if a man has his gun
in his hand and gets shot, he’s consid-
ered fair game for the one that got
him. To fire a second too late, or not
to fire at all—that’s of the nature of a
crime, and betrays weakness unbecom-
ing to a man.”

“1I shall give myself up, if they wish
to arrest me,” said Reuel, “ but I want
to get back to the Leeds place with
Dr. Vincent first of all. Marcy shot
young Hector Leeds, and he may die.”

“Turn back, before too many people
see you here,” Roberts instructed him.
“Ride out toward the Leeds place
slowly, and I'll overtake you with Vin-
cent. We returned only an hour ago
ourselves, and he’s at the hotel. T’ll
have a talk with General Robinson this
evening about you. At a time like this,
with guerrilla warfare all around us,
there shouldn’t he too much quibbling
over a shooting affray; but Robinson
is hoping to keep down disorder and
patch up some kind of a peace.”

- Half an hour later Reuel, joined on
the road by Roberts and the doctor, re-
turned to the log cabin. _

“The conditions there had been ag-
gravated by the return of Eustace and
Justus.

The latter met the party at the door
and made a blustering effort to reject
their aid.

“You're not welcome here, Tris-
tram,” he said. ‘“ We can take care
of our own sick. You've made trou-
ble enough for us, killing a man and
making a lot of new enemies for us. 1
want Mr. Roberts to get this Dawson
feller out of our house, too; he’s no
fit company for ladies, and he re-

-fuses’ to get out at the request of a

gentleman.”

A vigorous kick from the rear, ad-
ministered by the powerful Hubert,
shot Justus through the door and into
Reuel’s arms. Reuel, in turn, flung the
man from him, sending him spinning
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across the yard to crash into the wood
pile.

Rosa, in the house, shrieked and
fainted. Mrs. Leeds and the grand-
mother wailed dismally and fell to re-
newed weeping. From the chinmey
corner came sonorous sobs and deep
groans of profound masculine grief.
Ilustace had fortified himself against
the prevailing woe with liberal pota-
tions, and his professions of sorrow
were taking on an heroic quality.

“ It might be better for the patient
if we could have a little less cater-
wauling here!” said Dr. Vincent sharp-
ly as he entered. “ If 1 were wounded
and sick here myself, I'd prefer death
to life.”

The women stifled their sobs indig-
nantly, but Eustace comprehended the
rebuke imperfectly, the idea of life and
death being the only thing that his
muddled brain received, and he gave
vent to a series of noble howls appro-
priate to the lamentations of a giant.

Young Hetty flew at him in a rage
and shook him.

“ He means you!” she cried. “ Shut
up! Or get out to the horse shed and
stay there!”

“ Merciful Heaven!” gasped Mrs.
Leeds in her horror. *“ What’s come
over everybody ? Back home we always
had such a quiet, refined family! It's
associating with all the rag-tag-an’-bob-
tail that’s done it!” ,

Vincent examined the bov quickly,
almost roughly, with the brisk effi-
ciency of the capable surgeon. He un-
did his kit of instruments, and probed
for the bullet, while Reuel and Luther
Roberts held the writhing, groaning
patient and the women muttered angry
protests.

“ Poulticin® would ’a’ done well
enough,” sniffled the old woman. “I
had a brother, got shot in Mexico, an’
the bullet’s still in ’im doin’ no harm.
This ’ere doctorin’s what kills folks;
’tain’t bullets.”

“‘There it is, if you want it!”
snapped ‘the surgeon a moment later,
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flipping the ball of lead onto the
floor. ** You might wear it for a charm
against rheumatism and gout.

“I think your brother will get well,”
he added, turning to Hetty with a cer-
tain brusque deference. ‘ There’s no
great harm done, and he’s young and
robust. If the fever lets up, and pneu-
monia doesn’t set in—why—but we
ought to-get him out of this place. I’d
like to move him in a wagon to the
hotel in town.”

“Pardon me, doc, but I wouldn’t
advise it,” objected Roberts. * General
Robinson is hopeful, but he admits
there may be a general attack within
the next twenty-four hours, and the
hotel will get the brunt of it. They
think most of the arms are stored
there, and Sheriff Jones has said that
he’d raid the place and burn it if he
got into Lawrence with his men.”

“ All right; this will have to do,
then,” said Vincent with a shrug. He
measured out some medicine and gave
Hetty instructions for its use.

Darkness had fallen, and the chill of
the night caused the women to pile
sticks on the fire, close the door tightly,
and put up the shutters at the unglazed
window openings.

Suddenly Hubert Dawson glided
swiftly across the room and flung the
heavy wooden bar across the door, se-
curing it in the iron brackets. He put
his ear to the crack and listened, sig-
naling to the others to be quiet.

“ Somebody’s talking out there,” he
whispered presently.

He jumped back involuntarily as
three sharp knocks shook the door.

“What’s wanted?” challenged Rob-
erts.

“Young Tristram’s wanted,” was
the answer. “ Chuck 'im out here, and
we’ll leave the house alone.”

‘““Some mistake,” called Roberts.
“Dr. Vincent and I are here trying to
save the life of a wounded boy. This
is Luther Roberts speaking; I'm an of-
ficial aid to General Robinson at Law-
rence. Tristram lives at the hotel. If

4A
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you cause a disturbance here, this boy
may die.”

*“ One abolitionist less!” jeered the
speaker outside. “ Don't try to make
oft like Tristram isn’t there; we know
he just went in. He’s got to go to
jail at Lecompton, unless he prefers a
rope right here. There’s a tree right
handy out here,” and we’'ve got the
rope.”’

“It’s that rat of a Justus!” whis-
pered Hetty. ““ He told them.”

“Tell them I'll come out,” said
Reuel. “ They'll break the door down
in a minute.”

“ But you won’t go out, Reuel!” de-
clared Hubert. ““ Not while I'm here
to stop vou. That jail business is a
bluff. Open the door, and vou'll be shot
to pieces. That’s Braithwaite doing the
talking.”

“XKeep it shut, and we may all be
shot,” said Reuel.

“Make up your mind one way or
'nother, Roberts,” warned the voice.
“I'm a deputy sheriff, and I stand for
the law, but there’s about a dozen gents
here that don’t want any foolin’. They
are losin’ patience.”

Another voice was heard.

““ Get the horses out o’ that shed and
set it afire; we need some light.”

“Don’t do that!” shouted Reuel
“'This is Tristram speaking. I'm com-
ing out.”

“Come on
about it!”

Hubert, cursing softly, got out his
seven-shooter.

“1t’s a fight, then,” he muttered.

“Keep talking, there at the door,”
Reuel whispered. ““ I'm going to drop
out the back window. I may
JL\\"a_V."

Hetty laid a trembling hand on his
S

“Don’t do it, Mr. Tristram!” she
implored. “ We're all in this. You
wouldn’t be here, if it wasn’t for Hec-
tor. Let ’em break in, if they’ve got the
spunk. We'll all fight. And they won’t
leave us alone, even if you do go out.”

5A

then—and no tricks

get
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“ My dear girl,” he said gently, “1
am trying to fix it so theyll all go
away. If they're not watching the win-
dow, I may get to my horse in the
dark, and we’ll have a race. They can’t
shoot me without any light, and my
horse will heat them to the town line.”

“ Time’s up!” growled the man out-
side. “ Open that door an’ come on out,
or shall we come in?”’

‘“There are several gents here, sit-
ting up with the sick man,” replied
Hubert. *“ We're trying to have peace
and quiet, but open that door and you
will think the battle o’ Buena Vista’s
broke loose again. Mr. Tristram is
dressing to appear properly in your
midst.”

“Tristram’s coming out under my
official protection,” said Roberts, step-
ping close to the door, to make conver-
sation while Reuel tried to effect an es-
cape. “I'm turning him over to you,
Mr. Deputy Sheriff, and I hold you
responsible for him under the law.”

* Come on, while he talks,” said Hu-
bert, moving toward the rear window.
‘“ Slide out quick. Hetty will shut the
window up and fasten it.”

“You mustn’t come, Hubert,” Reuel
said. “I know what your friendship
1s, but I’ll stand a better chance alone.
One man is harder to find in the dark
than two. You're needed right here,
and it’s likely that most of the trouble
will be here. If I get clean away they
will turn to the house for revenge. I'm
asking vou to stay here and take care
of this family.”

Hubert objected obstinately, but the
younger man’s reasoning prevailed. It
was Hubert, then, who noiselessly
slipped the bar from the heavy shutter
and opened it a finger’s breadth, to
peer into the velvety darkness and
listen for sounds of watchers in that
quarter. -

“No signs of ’em,” he reported in.
a whisper, “vet vou may drop into
their arms. You've got to chance it.”

Reuel had a fear of sentimentality.
He attempted no leavetaking, but nod-
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ded to Hetty and Hubert in turn,
smiling slightly, then stepped on a
chair, thrust his foot through a narrow
opening, raised himself cautiously over
the sill, and dropped into the long
grass.

“No tricks, Reuél!” Hubert whis-
pered softly, leaning from the window.
“Your job is to get away. We'll take
care of things here.”

Reuel stood up and took his re-
volver in his hand. He heard Hubert
slide the bar over the shutter as he
closed it. Then he heard voices raised
in angry altercation at the front of the
house.

“ Fetch that log here!” yelled a man.
“ Open up this rat trap and let’s see
what’s goin’ on.”

Reuel crept to the corner and slipped
along the side of the cabin. At the
front corner he peered cautiously to-
ward the door, but it was too dark to
make out even the figures of the men
whose voices were so audible.

He could hear shuffling, stamping
feet, and low growls and curses, and
all at once he cried out:

“ Here I am! Tristram! Come and
get me!” '

On the last word he turned and dart-
ed back, around the cabin, and then
across an open space to the horse shed.
The pack was in full cry. DBy the

shouts and clomping of heavy boots, .

there was a sizable mob. They round-
ed the cabin after him, then seemed
to spread out at the rear of it, thresh-
ing about in the tall dry grass, bumping
into one another and quarreling.

He stole along the back of the shed
and suddenly stumbled upon a man that
was crouching there.

The man grunted and flung his arms
about Reuel’s legs. Reuel grabbed for
a hold, to keep his balance. His fingers
found a collar and gripped it at the
throat. It was a stiff collar, and there
was a mop of soft neckcloth at the
front of it. Justus Godfrey was one
of the few men around there that had
a linen collar and a silken scarf.
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Keeping his hold, with his left hand,
Reuel raised his revolver. by the barrel
and brought the butt crashing down on
the man’s head. The arms that were
wrapped about his knees gave way and
the man collapsed.

The scuffle, however, was heard, and
the hunt stormed toward the shed.
Somebody fell over the stunned man,
and there was a rush to that point,
while Reuel darted into the open field
beyond the shed.

“It’s only that Godfrey skunk!” he
heard a man say contemptuously.

The pack scattered about the shed
and deployed into the field. Reuel
crouched in the grass, listening intently
for every sound, hoping that he could
find a chance to get to his own horse
in, the yard, or take one from the shed.

In the darkness a tiny spark glim-
mered and went out, then another. He
heard the tapping of flint and steel. He
crept farther off into the field and lay
down in the grass.

A flame grew out of the next spark,
and it wavered for a moment in the
gentle wind, then leaped up and spread
into a fan. There was a faint crackling
and hissing. Two figures were outlined
in the light, and presently the glow
spread about them like a nimbus, and
long tongues of fire reached out, caught
fresh material, and expanded.

The haystack, fifty feet beyond the
shed, was on fire, and in an instant the
light flashed to the tree tops and illu-
minated the whole scene about the
cabin.

Eves relieved ears of their duty, and
the fugitive lay low and counted four-
teen men that were hunting him. They
were eager hounds, and they darted
hither and thither, threshing the grass,
peering into the shadows, cursing their
quarry for giving them so much trou-
ble.

Most of them were strangers to him,
but he discovered the tall hat and black
coat of Lycurgus Braithwaite and made
out the short, squat figure of Noah Up-
ham, who aspired to the ownership of
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the Leeds place. ‘Then, as he watched
alertly, Mark Rynders passed through
the zone of light, enabling him to ac-
count for all-the members of the raid-
ing party of the afternoon.

The hunters were quick to grow im-
patient, and the ruffians that Braith-
waite had evidently picked up at the
Wakarusa camp began to grumble and
demand an attack on the house

Reuel feared such a development and
expected it, and he hoped that the burn-
ing attack might alarm the people in
Lawrence . and bring help from the
armed force there; but he recalled Gen-
eral Robinson’s decree that the settlers
in the outskirts must take refuge in the
town or look out for themselves and
their property without expecting aid
from him.

Braithwaite grew weary of walking
and got his horse from the herd of
mounts tethered in front of the cabin.
He mounted and directed the search
from the saddle, riding up and down
and traversing the lighted area in all
directions. '

“Don’t give up,” he counseled the
impatient ones. “ He’s hiding here; he
wouldn’t 'a’ started off to go far with-
out a hawse.”

He turned and rode into the taller
grass, and suddenly headed directly to-
ward the concealed fugitive.

Inspiration seized Reuel, and he rose
up with a bound and thrust his revolver
into Braithwaite's face.

“Put up your hands!* he ordered
sharply. '

Then Reuel caught him by the arm
and dragged him quickly from the sad-
dle. The skittish horse shied and went
prancing away, and Reuel held the man
in front of him and pressed the muzzle
of his revolver into the back of his neck.

““ Now, send them all away !’ he com-
manded. “If they care anything about
you, they'll go. Tell them to get their
harses and ride for home, and if they
don’t do it I’'m going to blow your
head off, Braithwaite. You're a hos-
tage here, and you'll remain.”
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The deputy sheriff protested, trem-
bling with {ear.

“ You don’t know these men,” he
said. “They’re desperate; my life
ain’t anything to 'em. You can murder -
me, for all they’ll care, but they’ll get
you then, and they’ll bum you alive.”

“T'm dmncmo that,” Reuel replied.
‘“ Tell them to go and get Sheriff Jones
at the camp—that lie must bring a mil-
itary force. Show your authority if
you want to live.”

The men were yelling like Indians
now. Some of them had seen the cap-
ture of their leader, and were calling
the others and moving toward him.

Reuel shouted to them:

“Stay back! If any man comes
within fiity feet, I'll blow this man’s
brains out.”

They howled in rage and savage de-
rision, and kept moving forward.

“ Stay back, boys!”’ ordered Braith-
waite, his voice quavering. “ Ride for
the camp. Tell 'em I'm captured and
Tristram says he’s going to shoot me.’

Noah Upham pushed through the ad-
vancing group, arguing frantically, try-
ing to restrain the'n ]:v]dently he was
Braithwaite’s friend, and he mmplored
the ruffians to temporize and employ
strategy.

Reuel’s eyes searched for Mark
Rynders, the gay adventurer, but he
was nowhere in sight, and his absence
was disquieting.

The mob still came on, spreading out,
but it moved slowly as Upham persist-
ed in his appeal for the safety of his
friend.

“Go—go back, men!” {faltered
Braithwaite, in an agony of suspense.
“If you rush this man and—I—I'm
shot, you'll be held responsible.”

All at once the slow advance wav-
ered and sonme of the men halted.
Reuel noticed that they were staring at
him in the flickering firelight with a.
new and peculiar interest, some of them
grinning and muttering in fiendish good
humor.  He was puzzled, disquieted,
by the change in the general demeanor.
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A bludgeon descended on his head
like a thunderbolt, and he crashed to
the ground at Braithwaite’s feet, his
revolver exploding in the air.

Mark Rynders, crafty and treacher-
ous, had flanked him, crept up {rom the
rear, and struck him down with a pis-
tol butt.

CHAPTER VIIL
OF MICE AND MEN,

S consciousness returned slowly to

the stricken Reuel, he sensed

vaguely a world of pain and dis-
comfort. His head seented prodigious-
ly swollen,-and it throbbed and hurt
him cruelly. He was shivering with
chills, and his clothing was wet and
clammy.

“ Give ’im another hucket o’ water,”
said a man near him. “ He's comin’
to.”

An icy flood dashed over him, taking
his breath away, but the rude prescrip-
tion was not without effect. Realiza-
tion of his predicament seemed to come
with sharpened senses, and he knew
that the tables had turned upon him.

“T still think, gents, that we’d do
better to go careful,” another man was
saying, and Reuel recalled the voice of
Noah Upham.

“There’s no good, jnor no harm,
whichever way we go,” argued a dis-
senter. “ This here’s war, now, and
there’s nothin’ to be careful about. The
politicians at Washington will settle
things sooner or later, an” we'll all be
just about where we started from;
that’s the way things work.”

“'That ain’t so far from my way of
thinking, either,” returned the concilia-
tory Upham. “ But it looks like you
want to hurry up the folks at Washing-
ton. You hang this young rooster here,
and—mark my words!—there’ll he a
special session o’ Congress about it.

“You can go out an’ shoot a town

all to pieces an’ kill off a couple o hun-

dred men, and them Senators and Con-
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gressmen won't hear about it, seems
like; but you jes’ go hurt one of their
kinfolks, or interfere with their own
personal business, and you’re goin’ to be
sorry, believe me!”

“Upham’s got it right!” seconded
Braithwaite. “1I represent the law,
and I'm al“ ays for letting the law take
its course.’

“Let the right kind of law take its
course, then,” spoke up a young man.
“We've got a right proper jury here,
ready for husiness. Elnathan Marcy
was kin o’ mine, and I want justice
done 'im.

“Put this feller in jail, and next
thing that ’ll happen, there’ll be orders
from Washington to turn ’im over to
the Federal authorities. ‘Then we’ll
never hear any more about the case.
His uncle will tell ’im to behave him-
self and stay out o’ Kansas, and they’ll
give himi-a political job to keep him
busy.”

There was a flutter of applause for
the speech, and another member of the
mob came forward.

“ Lodk a-here, Braithwaite,” he said
roughly, “ you was the man that said
to bring along a rope. Was you aim-
in’ to bluff us that-away? Here’s the
rope right here, an’ there’s a dozen of
us hankerin’ to use it.

“If you an’ Upham have got weak
stomachs, you can go on home an’ leave
us to finish the job. Mr. Rynders is-a
big feller in Washington, an’ I take no-
tice he ain’t saying nothing; he knows
when it’s time to quit foolin’ around
an’ doin’ nothing.”

“I've been trained to obey and re-
spect the law,” said Mark Rynders,
while Reuel listened to his words in-
tently, “ but men have to use their own
best judgment sometimes. We're on
the frontier, boys, and there are times
when the only way to get justice is to
take it.”

A roar of applause greeted so sym-
pathetic an utterance, and two of the
ruffians caught Reuel by the arms and
jerked him to his feet.
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_ ““Playin’ possum, at that!” jeered
one of them. “ He’s been all right this
long time.”

‘The captive staggered and swayed,
but braced himself and stood erect.
Something snapped in the air, hit his
lead lightly, then slipped down over his
face and encircled his neck. It was the
noose of the rope that had been recom-
mended, and a playful jerk tightened it
till it chafed his neck and restricted his
breathing slightly.

“I1 protest, gents!” cried Braith-
waite. “I want every man here to
take notice that I object to this. It’s
against the law and against my orders,
and I'll appear in court to convict every
one o’ you, when the time comes.”

“Me, too!” declared Upham. “I
want to see that feller strung up on a
regular gallows, in the jail yard, with
a regular sheriff springing the trap.
But you all hear that I don’t hold with
no lynch law.” :

“Your nerve has given out, that's
all?’ exclaimed Mark Rynders con-
temptuously. “ You two men were
ready enough to go claim jumping, and
didn’t mind a fight if it had to come,
but the picture-of Senator Tristram has
scared you like a jack-o’-lantern.

“He's only one of a whole lot of
wax figures over in Washington, and
they’re only men. I've got a cousin in
Congress myself, and I'm acquainted
with the whole lot of ’em; that’s why
you don’t see me getting scared.”

“You talked a wlhiole lot different
this afternoon, young man,” said
Braithwaite indignantly. '

“Well, what if I did?? sneered
Rynders.  “T've studied law myself.
‘This afternoon I wanted to help this
poor fool here, just because I've known
him for some time. Now, I'm through
with him, out of patience with him;
he’s a meddler and he can’t keep his
nose out of any one’s business. Who-
ever puts him out of the way will do
a good job!”

“We're the boys to do it!” yelled a
deliglited Missourian, and the ruffians

‘,!
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pressed forward,. swarming about the
captive, -

“Wait till T shin that ol’ cotton-
wood,” proposed a youth gleefully;
‘“ then you-all throw me the rope.”

“You got anything to. say—any’
word to send your uncle, down to
Washington ?”” inquired one of the men,
assuming a mocking judicial dignity.

“T've nothing to say—here,” an-
swered Reuel thickly, trying to resist
the constriction of the rope by expand-
ing his neck muscles. “I'd tell a court
the truth—that it was a fair fight.
Marcy drew first, and I shot him in
self-defense. But that means nothing
here.”

“You're right, it don’t!’ cried the
self-appointed master of ceremonies.
“Don’t mean no more than any other
pack o’ lies you could tell.

“ Sling up that rope there!” he add-
ed, with a commanding gesture.

The free end of the rope was coiled
lightly and tossed to the young man
who had climbed to one of the lower
branches of the cottonwood. He
reached for it, grinning with elation,
buf his eager hand was not destined to
catch it. '

A rifle cracked from the door of the
cabin, and the youth pitched headlong
from the tree and lay huddled on the
ground.

It was a small mob, but the wild,
fierce yell that went up might have
come from an army.

The frenzy that followed the shoot-
ing amounted almost to panic. Men
ran helter-skelter in all directions; some
of them dashed recklessly toward the
house, firing their pistols at its log
walls in futile fury; some turned with
mad rage upon the captive, menacing
him with guns and knives.

“ Settle that fellow first!” shouted
Mark Rynders. ‘ Can’t be more than
two or three men in the house. Make
sure of him—then we’ll do for the fel-
lers in there.”

The ruffians rallied to him as a lead-
er. They stormed back to the cotton-
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wood, and half a dozen of them scram-
bled and fought to get the rope. Reuel
was jerked from his feet in the scrim-
mage, and his face turned red and pur-
ple as the noose was tightened with ev-
ery pull at the rope.

The door of the cabin burst open,
and Roberts, Vincent and Dawson
leaped out, firing revolvers into the
mob.

The ruffians instantly returned a rat-
tling fire and brought Hubert down be-
fore he had emptied his seven-shooter.

Roberts and Vincent threw them-
selves behind the breastwork of the
wood pile and fired with careful aim,
trving to pick off the men nearest them
without waste of ammunition.

The mob closed in on the wood pile,
braving the fire of the two defenders,
and kept up a steady fusillade with its
assortment of weapons. There were
roars from old muskets which had to
be reloaded with the aid of a ramrod,
and here and there a Sharpe’s repeating
-rifle barked like a terrier, with short in-
tervals between the barks.

The shots and savage cries drowned
every other sound and, without warn-
ing, a troop of twenty horsemen gal-
loped over the knoll and into the lloht
of the burning haystack.

They were in civilian dress, but rode
in good order—the well-mounted and
carefully drilled emergency militia of
the free-Staters’ stronghold and each
trooper carried a Sharpe’s rifle.

The- leader flung up his arm with a
commanding gesture, as he rode cour-
ageously into the very midst of the bat-
tling ruffians, and the firing ceased
abruptly

The mob quieted down to sullen mut-
terings and threats, but eyed the grim
troopers and their ready rifles with in-
stinctive respect.

Braithwaite and Upham elbowed a
way through the group and saluted the
commander.

“T don’t care to hear your story,
gentlemen,” said the commander
brusquely, before they could open their
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defense. “I know all that T need to
know of the affair. I'm sent here to
disperse this mob and protect the fam-
ily that lives here, and I'm fully pre-
pared to do it.

“ Get your men together and march!
Return to your camp by the most direct
route, and don’t halt on the way. Sher-
iff Jones has disclaimed all responsibil-
ity for this outrageous proceeding, and
he has assured General Robinson that
there will be no recurrence of such tac-
tics.”

“Did Sheriff Jones send you here,
captain?” Braithwaite demanded re-
spectfully, but with indignation re-
served for Sheriff Jones.

“ He did not, but he agreed that Gen-
eral Robinson was justified in sending
us,” answered the leader. ‘ That we
got here in time—that we came at all,
for that matter, is due to the heroism
of that young girl that guided us here.

“ She escaped from the house and
ran cross-country to Lawrence, and she
mounted a horse and led us here, in
spite of her fright and exhaustion.
That’s heroism, Mr. Braithwaite, in
contrast to the cowardly bushwhacking
of your human bloodhounds!”’

“TI disclaim—" _

“ Not a word!” snapped the leader.
“ Assemble your mob and march!’

Reuel had dragged the noose from
his neck, and was on his feet, leaning
weakly against the bole of the tree
which had come so near to figuring as
his gibbet.

In a daze, utterly bewildered by the
confusion of events, he saw Roberts
and Dr. Vincent lift Hubert Dawson
and bear him toward the house. He
saw Hetty Leeds slide from a horse
among the militia troopers, and go—all
torn and bedraggled from her frantic
race for help—staggering after Rob-
erts and Vincent, to aid them in caring
for the wounded man.

Eustace Leeds emerged from the
cabin, as his daughter and the two men
carried Hubert in. and came out to the
commander of the rescuers.



HEAR’l‘BREAK TRAIL.

“1 want to go on record, cap’n,” he
said thickly, “that I never did fire a
shot nor lift my hand ag'in’ a livin’
soul this whole day. . I always did aim
to obey the laws an’ pay my taxes.”

The commander wheeled his horse to -

right about, and rode off to supervise
the orderly retreat of the border ruf-
fians.

CHAPTER IX.
ANDROMEDA.

OWARD midnight Roberts and
Vincent returned to . Lawrence
with the captain of the troop,

leaving six men to guard the cabin
against a possible return of the ruffians.
Hubert Dawson rested easily on a-pile
of bedding by the fire in the cabin, ai-
ter having bullets extracted from his
thigh and his forearm.

Hetty, refusing to surrender to ex-
haustion, kept watch by her brother’s
cot, \-vhirle the other women slept in the
rear room, and Eustace snored steadily,
slumped down in his favorite chair.

Reuel, his battered head swathed in
bandages, insisted on sharing the young
girl’s vigil, and when she objected, he
pleaded a special anxiety for his wound-
ed friend.

“I wish I knew what to say, Hetty,”

he began awkwardly, after they had sat
for a long time in silence. “ It seems
hard, somehow, to thank any one for
saving your life. It—uwell, it’s not that
my life is of great value to anybody,
but—you don’t know what to say to
any one that has done so much for you.

“'The risk you took, you know—all
that danger and hardship! You saved
——oh, I hardly know how many lives!

Those men were like lunatics; they’d

have burned this house and killed every
man and woman here. Your reénforce-
ments came just in time to stop a mas-
sacre.”

To his further embarrassment and
confusion, Hetty stared into the crack-
ling firec and looked positively bored.
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“Why must you say anything about-
it?” she demanded rather coldly, after
a painful pause. ‘I suppose you are
grateful; that’s natural enough; but I
didn’t do so very much.

“We're a mean-spirited, Iow-dow-n
family,” she went on truculently. “ If I
do anything decent, I guess it’s because
I’'m trying to show that not every one
of the Leedses is altogether ungrateful
and contemptible.

“ Hector’s fine—he’d be a gentle-
man if he had a chance, but, of course,
they had to go an’ shoot 'im! Why
couldn’t they have shot—er—my Lord!
You know what I mean! Why shouldn’t
they shoot that man that’s my father?
And why should Justus Godirey live
another day—when there’s no law
against poisoning rats?”’

“You'd better not talk, Hetty,” said
Reuel, vastly uncomfortable. “ No one
could blame you, I'm sure—but you’re
in a terrible state of mind. When a—a
young girl turns against her family—I
mean when she has just cause to do so,
on the finer principles of ethics and be-
havior, why then, her bitterness must
be something almost too hard to bear.

“Even persons of position in the
world are inclined. to shield and de-
fend members of their families who are
objects of contempt. But I'd better say
no mcre. I understand, Hetty, and I—
I'm sorry for you.’

“I don’t want you to he!” she re-
plied sharply. “I'don’t want anybody
to be sorry for me. I'm not a pleasant
persou naturally ; I’ve always been sour
and hard, they say; I never had any
friends. And I don’t want any friends
—eve 1f I could have em!

“If you want to,” she went on in
a strangely \\hlmsncal way, after an-
other pause, “you can write to your
girl it Washington and tell her about
it. You might even tell her that I—
that T did what I did, for her. T like
to think sometimes of happy, well-bred .
gitls in the world, having a good time,
and being ladies.

“You might tell her that I'm glad
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you’re going to live to marry her, and
that she hasn’t got anything to break
her heart about. Tell her I'm just the
daughter of one of the squatters out
here, and a pretty rough specimen—
that I was born to fight, and love a
fight better than anything else. That ’ll
give her something to talk about, at
least, and—well, I hope she’ll never be
unhappy.”

“ Hetty, this is horrible!” he ex-
claimed, feeling something almost like
revulsion as he stared at her lowering,
savage little face.
get away from all this?

“You were to be a school teacher.
Why don’t you go back East and work
out your own life? You have unusual
spirit and intelligence, and you owe
your family nothing; I believe there’s
no injustice in saying that.” '

“You can’t break away from—
fate!” she muttered. “I’m tied here,
bound to a rock, like—who was it, An-
dromeda? 1f 1 left, they’d kill Hec-
tor, working him to death. He’d never
leave.

“Then I'm somehow fond of my
mother,” she added sadly; *that is,
when she’s not too foolish., You've
got to think that she’s had to live with
that man! If Hector and I went away,
they’d all starve to death; there
wouldn’t be a sane human being in the
house.”

‘“ Nevertheless, every mortal ought
to have a chance at life and happiness,”
he said. ‘ Perhaps your Pcrseus will
come, one of these days, and free you.
I wish I could help, but it’s too much
for me; I'm not wise enough to offer
advice; we all make pretty sorry messes
of things, trying to manage our own
little worlds.”

They thought that the wounded Hu-
bert was asleep, hbut he stirred sudden-
ly on his bed.

“ Trouble with most folks that sui-
{er is, they don’t know how to be mean
enough,” he muttered harshly. “ Mean-
ness don’t ever understand anything
but meanness!

“Why don’t you -

Give these cantanker-
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ous folks some of their own medicine,
and they’ll have some respect for you.

“You quit cooking and baking and
scrubbing all the time, Hetty,” he sug-
gested practically, “and cut the old
man’s rations down to hardscrabble.
Get fifty pounds o’ fat off his carcass,
and he’ll begin to think about things.
You'd have ’im eating out o’ your hand
in a little while.”

“I guess you're a little delirious
with fever, Mr. Dawson,” Hetty re-
plied with a little gleam of humor.
* Anyhow, you don’t know my father.
If anybody was to cut off his food,
he’d just sit in his chair and starve to
death.” E

Hubert turned slightly, away from
the light, groaned as his wounds hurt
him, and composed himself for sleep.

“ About Perseus,” said Hetty in a-
low voice, “1 was just going to tell
you that I don’t want any Perseus to
come into the life of this Andromeda.
That’s the last thing I'd want! Mother
got married, didn’t she? Rosa got
married. Two hushands are—just two
too many in this family.”

There was a gentle tap on the door,
and the corporal of the militia guard
asked if he might come in.

“ There’s trouble brewing at Law-
rence,” he said to Reuel, as soon as
Hetty admitted him. . “ An orderly
just came out here to get four of us
fellers back to town.

* Said the cap’n wanted me and one
other to stay here, because there are
two sick men and the women, but Gen-
eral Robinson has sent out all around
for all the able-hodied men to come in
quick. A lot more men from over the
line landed at the Wakarusa camp to-
night, and they say Sheriff Jones is
getting ready to march on the town
before daylight.”

“I thought,” said Hetty, that
Sheriff Jones sent word to Braithwaite
that he didn’t approve of violence.”

“So he did, miss,” the corporal
chuckled; “but you see he’d heard
about Mr. Tristram being related to
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the Senator. Jones, he don’t want to
be bad friends with no Senator.”

“Have the men started back with
the orderly?” asked Reuel.

“Not yet. They're having some
hot coffee; then they’re going.”

“T'l go with them,” said Reuel
gravely. “I don't know how able-
bodied they’d call me, but a headache
ought not to keep a man out of battle.”

“T'll tell ’em to wait,” said the cor-
poral. “ Do you think that Mr. Leeds
would go along? There’s a Mr. God-
frey that lives here, too, ain’t there?”

“They’re not able-bodied men,
either of them,” said Hetty quickly.

“That so? Mr. Leeds always look$
right hearty and chipper. What'$
wrong with ’im?”

“ Consumption,” said Hetty; * con-
sumption of food and drink. It’s in-
curable.” .

The corporal looked puzzled, then
grinned understandingly.

“Don’t let those men get away,”
cautioned Reuel. “ I’ll be with them as
soon as I get an overcoat and a gun.”

1 don’t mean to be inquisitive, Mr.
Tristram,” said Hetty, as the corporal
went out, * but—why do you go? We
don’t need you here; I'm not afraid;
but you don’t have to go. You're not
a settler, and you don’t think of stop-
ping long in Kansas, and you've got a
sweetheart. Why should you go and
fight for the free-Staters, any more
than you’d fight for the pro-slavery
men?”’

Reuel flushed self-consciously.

“That’s a hard question!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“ Perhaps 1 don’t really
know why I go. I wonder! 1 guess
it's a sort of instinct, Hetty. Men
have always taken sides, and fought
for great religious or political princi-
ples.

“ And you speak of my sweetheart!
That’s an even harder question. But
men have always set aside love, home,
comfort, and every personal interest,
to fight undey their chosen banners.

“1 don't know these men in Law-

rence very well,” he went on reflective-
ly, “but they’re men of my color, my
race, my way of thinking. Good men
or bad, rich or poor, high or humble,
they're willing to fight and die for
their love of freedom, and some in-
stinct -sends me to fight beside them.”

- “1 suppose that’s the way it is—
with most men,” said Hetty. “I could
never tell how it was, by the men of
my own family.”

Reuel Dborrowed Hubert’'s heavy
reefer, for the November night was
cold, and knowing that Hubert would
approve, lie took his seven-shooter and
added it to his own equipment.

“If Jones’s men are attacking Law-
rence in force,” he said to Hetty,
“you're practically safe here to-night.
Jones wouldn’t spare a single man from
such an attack.”

“TI told you I wasn’t afraid,” she an-
swered pertly. “ They needn’t have
left the two men here—except for Mr.
Dawson’s safety. I've-got the rifle.
Good night, Mr. Tristram.”

“ Good night, Hetty,” he responded,
a little irritated by her failure to wish
him luck or a safe return and went out.

CHAPTER X.
THE MANTLE OF PEACE.

EUEL rode through the night
with the troopers in a peculiarly
somber mood. ‘The sickening

squalor, the sordidness of the Leeds
household had got under his. skin—a
skin that he had previously flattered
himself, in the exuberance of youth,
was already hardened like bright ar-
mor by the rigors of official life in
Washington. _

No sympathetic, sensitive person
could talk with Hetty Leeds for half
an hour and go forth from the inter-
view as ready as ever to look upon the
world as the bright and beautiful realn
of .a godlike human race.

As he rode in heavy silence, almost
rudely repelling the friendly overtures
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of his companions, he thought of the
ugly contrast Dbetween the FEastern
cities and the new towns of the fron-
tier, and the disillusioning contrast be-
tween the veneered society of drawing-
rooms and market places and the raw
rabble .of the new territories..

While staying at the Free State Ho-
tel he had beguiled the tedium of the
long days and cheered himself consid-
erably by writing long letters to Mi-
randa, and-a good deal of quiet, re-
strained humor had gone into his de-
scriptions of the wagon train and its
passengers.

Always, however, he avoided -the
ugly, sordid aspects of the frontier
scenes and episodes, for Miranda was
a creature of light who would shrink
from unlovely things and he .sorely
wounded even by vicarious harshness.

Another letter must be written, he
reflected, if he lived through the coim-
ing day, for Miranda would grow anx-
ious for his safety if the Western mail
brought her nothing; but he scarcely
knew what there was to write; the
tragi-comedies of the Leeds family
could not be put on paper by a critic

who had looked into the hearts and

minds of the actors.

A trail crossed the California Road
less than a mile from Lawrence, and
at the intersection the party nearly
rode into a considerable body of horse-
men moving north. The orderly cried
out a warning as he, riding in advance,
made out the shadowy outlines of the

cavalcade, and the others reined back
sharply and halted.
" The larger body did not halt, and
there were no challenges, though the
unknown horsemen were talking and
laughing among themselves, and some
of them called out mockingly to the
small party of riders and made ribald
jests.

“Who were they?” inquired Reuel
sliding his revolver back into the hol-
ster when it had leaped at the first
alarm.

“ Kickapoo Rangers, most likely,”
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said the orderly. “ Different troops
from the Wakarusa camp have been
moving out ever since sundown.”

“Kickapoo Rangers — Atchison’s
men!” Reuel exclaimed. *“ Come now!
Why didn’t they fire at us?”

“’The shooting begins later on,” said
the soldier. “ They’re not so anxious
to begin. Sam Jones was in town him-
self to-day, talking with Robinson and
Lane, and some -of the Missourians
have been in to the stores and bought
things.

“ When Sam Jones gives the word
they’ll start fighting and plundering,
and it may be to-night. They’ve got
parties all around the town, on all the-
hills, and it looks like business.”

Reuel said no more.. It was all too
strange and irregular for his orderly
comprehension,

The first challenge was by their
friends, the pickets at the town line,
and there was some little ceremony of
exchanging passwords and counter-
signs. That done, they entered the
town, and Reuel found that it had
grown amazingly more warlike in the
hours of his absence.

In those small hours of the mornmg
there seemed to he little rest or sleep.
Sentries paced the streets and guarded
public buildings and stores. Compa-
nies of men marched solemnly in pro- -
cessions, moving, evidently, to salient
posts in the line of defense.

Reuel went to the hotel and reported
his readiness for duty to Luther Rob-
erts, who was sitting up in his apart-
ments all through the hours of sus-
pense, waiting for the expected-alarm
zmd orders from General Robinson.

“You should have had enough of
fighting for awhile,” Roberts re=
marked; “but I admire your spirit.
With official Washington apparently
against us—with Northern Congress-
men and officials plaving into the hands
of slave holders and land pirates, we
still hope for triumph and ultimate
success, hecause ours is the indormitable
spirtt—we are the die-hards.”
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Morning dawned, and not a shot had
been fired. The sentries reported all
quict around the town. The object of
the marching and countermarching,
the ““alarums and excursions” on the
part of Sheriff Jones’s ruffian army,
was obscure, but if the sheriff of Doug-
las County conceived it all as an elabo-
rate, if expensive, practical joke, he
succeeded at least in giving General
Robinson and his little army of defense
an anxious and busy night.

The demonstrations had, too, an-
other effect, unknown to the sheriff,
and unlikely to be of more than doubt-
ful interest to him personally : they de-
veloped the situation for Reuel Tris-
tram to the point of a definite choice
between the courses open to him, and
he deliberately cast his lot with the de-
fenders of . Lawrence and the free-
State, antislavery cause, thereby re-
pudiating the conservative, noncom-
mittal, and cautious political policy of
his uncle, at the risk of incurring his
serious displeasure with all the penal-
ties that it involved. '

The December of 1835 came in like
the lamb of April. The nights were
keenly cold, but the sunshine was un-
-commonly genial in the daylight hours,
and furnished welcome encouragement
to the new settlers who had pictured
Kansas as a sort of semitropical land
of plenty.

Old-timers predicted an open win-
ter and an early spring, and, with the
mendacity of local partisans the world
over, assured the newcomers that no
word pictures of the charms and ad-
vantages of the territory could be ex-
aggerated by the most imaginative .of
men. _

“Dr. Vincent brought Hubert Daw-
son into town in his buggy and made
him comfortable at the hotel. The
wound in his thigh that crippled him
was mending rapidly, and escape from
the peculiar hospitality of the Leeds
family sent his spirits up to normal.

“ One more week there for me,” he
told Reuel, “ and I swear I'd ’a’ mar-

.Reuel seriously.
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ried Hetty, killed the old man, and
shoved Rosa and Gran’ma out in the
horse shed.”

“You could do worse than marry
Hetty,” said Reuel grayely. “If cour-
age and honesty and loyalty are any-
thing at all, she should be a proper
wife for any good man. And you,
Hubert, are the kind of man that could
give her a new faith in human nature
and the world.”

The big fellow suddenly turned red.

“ Between you and me, Reuel,” he
said sheepishly, “ 1 told that girl Hetty
to come along into Lawrence with me
and—and we’d get married.”

The younger man looked surprised
and interested. -

“Well, what did Hetty say?”

“ I think my wounds saved me, Reu-
el. My ears still ache from the tongue-
lashing I got, but if I'd beeneall right,
*stead of lame and sick, I reckon she’d
’a’ shot me dead.”

“ Most women would jump at the
chance of getting you, Hubert,” said
“I'm sorry about
Hetty. She might have better sense!”

“Too much sense, I guess,” ob-
served the other. ‘“You see, I'm a
man, and so is her father. If that ain’t
enough to get any critter hung, you tell

‘me something worse I could he!”

There were fresh alarms that day,
and Reuel was summoned to make the
rounds of the log forts and the out-
posts with Luther Roberts. Scouts and
spies reported great activity in the
Wakarusa camp, and predicted an at-
tack not later than the following morn-,
ing.

The prevailing conditions and daily
developments, however, were sorely

‘confusing to Reuel, if not to men with

longer local experience. Governor
Shannon condescended at last to visit
the territory of which he was the ap-
pointed ruler, and he was reported at
the village of Franklin, near by, and
was said to have visited the Wakarusa
camp.

To the further mystification of the
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people of Lawrence, General Robinson
and Colonel Lane, with a party of
other local notables, ventured within
the enemy’s lines and met the Gover-
nor at Franklin for a council.

They demanded for Lawrence and
all free-State sympathizers equal rights
with the proslavery element, and of-
ficial protection against raids and il-
legal incursions on their property, and
found the Governor narrowly preju-
diced, obdurate, and brutally rude.

At succeeding conferences, however,
General Robinson’s eloquence and ob-
vious sincerity swayed the politician
appreciably. He conceded the justice
of some of the Northerners’ claims,
and finally admitted that he had been
grossly misinformed regarding some of
the conditions.

A Northerner himself, once Gover-
nor of Ohio, he could understand the
Yankee attitude of mind, but his po-
litical fortunes had been cast with the
proslavery partisans, and in his most
reasonable and liberal moods he could
. offer nothing but compromise.

A compromise was at last accepted
by the free-Staters, as better than noth-
ing at all, and Governor Shannon
blithely supervised the drawing of a
treaty between the warring factions.

Sheriff Jones and his mercenaries
were restrained from further depreda-
tions. ‘The people of Lawrence were
pledged to keep the peace and obey the
laws established by a proslavery Leg-
islature, but they were conceded the
right to bear arms and maiftain a mi-
litia force sufficient to guarantee the
security of their homes and property.

With the treaty signed and sealed,
the free-Staters squirmed under the
conviction that they were duped, but,
on the other side, Jones and his hench-
men declared war to the knife and
vengeance for all their blasted hopes.

The 8th of December, a warm and
springlike day, saw—not. the breaking
up of the Wakarusa camp and the dis-
banding of the army, but strenuous
preparations for an immediate. attack
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on Lawrence, in open defiance of the
Governor’s mandate.

Warnings were rushed to the threat-
ened town, and there the guards were
doubled, the troops were hurried to
their stations, and every preparation
was made for the resistance of the at-
tack that llad been so long awaited. ‘

Hubert Dawson took back his be-
loved seven-shooter from Reuel, and
hobbled from the hotel on crutches,
ready and eager to take his part in the
defense..

Reuel was equipped with sword and
revolver, like the other commissioned
officers of the local militia, and direct-
ed to attend General Robinson as one
of his aids. At noon the rumors of an
advance of the border ruffians came -
thick and fast, but still the defenders
watched and- waited.

The sun disappeared in a cloud
bank, and a chill fell upon the earth.
Men who had complained of the un-
seasonable heat in the morning began
to shiver and rub their hands.

Soon it began to snow lightly, and
the wind rose. Snow squalls were fol-
lowed by dashes of sleet and hail, and
soldiers were permitted to send to their
homes for overcoats and mittens.

From .the Wakarusa camp came a
report that Jones’s mercenaries, re-
cruited from the Carolinas and other
Southern States, were shriveled in the
blast. They were huddled, said the in-
formant, close about the roaring camp
fires, and, even so, were further forti-
fying themselves with whisky, the sup-
ply of which was running out at a
rapid rate,

In the afternoon the sleet and hail
gave way to heavy snow, and New
Englanders recognized the signs and
portents of a veritable blizzard, with
all the terrors that it might bring.

By night the Wakarusa camp was
broken. ~ The bloodthirsty invaders
were tamed and cowed by the merci-
less elements, and they began a retreat"
southward, like the migrating birds,
ohserving no order in their going.
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At the end of a hewildering day,
peace fell upon the beleaguered town
with the immaculate mantle of winter.

CHAPTER XI.
WINTER,

R. VINCENT came to Reuel’s
room in the hotel on the follow-
ing day with disquieting reports

of the effects of the blizzard on the out-
skirts of the town. He had come in
from an heroic tour of professional
visits, and was muffled in furs, but
shivering and half exhausted.

“I'm about done, you see,” he
groaned, sinking into a chair, “but I
wish somebody else would go out and
try it. If you're feeling fit for it, Tris-
tram, I wish you'd try to get to the
Leeds place with some food.”

“Food!” cried Reuel,
“Have they no food?”

“They're hit hard,” Vincent ex-
plained gravely. “I’ve been there.
The boy is—not so well. It may mean
pneumonia for him. You know how
their cabin was built.
drifts inside the house. The fire in
the fireplace melts the snow around it,
and the water runs over the floors and
freezes again.

“It's as windy in the house as it is
outside,” he reflected, ‘“ and the snow
blows in at a hundred crevices in the
walls. Eustace was going a marketing
to-day—you know how it would be.
They have nothing; they’re starving
right now! I leit them a flask of
brand\—put it in Hett) s charge on
her father’s account; it was all I had
to offer them.

“ Somebody’s got to get out there
with bread and meat and anything else
that can be carried.”

“Of course I'll go,” said Reuel.
“I'm not a stranger to storms; [ wal-
lowed through a score of New Eng-
land winters.”

“You’'ll need all your experience!
Don’t try a sleigh. There are sleighs

startled.

There are snow-

fire.

T

upset and swamped in the drifts all
along the road. Blanket your horse
well, for his sake, and take just as
much food with you as you can stuff
into the saddle bags.”

Reuel claimed no supremacy for
New England winters when he rode
his shuddering, snorting steed out of
the town and breasted the blast on the
California road.

To remain in the saddle he was
forced to hold to the pommel with his
numbed hands. A borrowed fur cap
was drawn well down over ears and
face, and a woolen muffler” was
wrapped thrice about his neck, but his
eyes seemed frost bitten, and his heavy
overcoat was penetrated by every gust
of cutting, blithing wind.

There were three miles to cover, and
he did them, but it took two hours of
painful maneuvering. Such travel re-
quired the skill of a navigator, and the
struggling horse kept doggedly on with
dumb obedience and fidelity.

The cabin was a dark blotch upon a
white sea. It stood alone. The shed

‘had gone with the gales, and the horses

and cows were nowhere to be seen.

Reuel tumbled from the saddle,
pulled off the saddle bags, rearranged
the horse’s blanket, and tethered the
animal in the lee of the house.

He pounded on the door, and in a
moment it was opened by Hetty. She
was white and wide-eyed with {fear,
and her welcome, as she recognized
him, had no warmth in it.

Hector’s cot, drawn close to the fire,
was piled with blankets, and the boy
moaned feebly and seemed to struggle
for breath.

Mrs. Leeds, the grandmother, and
Rosa were huddled together, almost
among the embers, and Eustace sat
crouched near them, shaken by chills
and complaining bitterly of his hard-
ships.

Reuel threw off his heavier burden
of wraps and made haste to stir the
From the bags he took bread and
flour, tea, coffee, and bacon. There
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was a marrow bone for broth; and a

packet of dried beans for rich porridge.
““Any liquor?” muttered Eustace.

“1 couldn’t eat. I've got chills.”

Reuel produced a bottle and handed
it to Hetty.

“ Give him a little in a cup,” he di-
rected bluntly. “ The rest is for emer-
gencies. Hide it.”

. Gradually Hetty came to life and
helped to prepare some hot food. The
bread was devoured with wolfish greed
by the three women, whilé the tea was
being brewed, and the perishing Eu-

stace deigned to sniff e\pectantl) at.

the sizzling bacon.

Hetty staggered once, as she worked,
and Reuel forced her to take some of
the brandy.

“You haven’t eaten or slept,” he
said.  “T knew how it would be!”

“I'm not hungry,” she declared.
“ It’s worry—mostly. Hector’s worse.
He can’t eat anything. I don’t know—’

“We’ll have him better soon,” said
Reuel, with vain optimism. “ I've seen
Dr. Vincent, and he’s not alarmed.

He'll be here again early to-morrow, .

and—well, we'll see to it that he finds
things a little more comfortable, eh?
I'm going to shovel some of this snow
out where it belongs, and there’s plenty
of wood under the drifts out there.”

With the sufferers fed and warmed
by hot drinks, it was possible for Reuel
to turn his attention to the ordering of
tlie house, and he kept the chill from
his own bones by laboring strenuously.

His overcoat was added to the pile
of blankets on the boy’s cot, and pres-
ently he complained that the exercise
was working him into a sweat, and he
tricked Hetty into putting on his
reefer. She was shaking with chills,
and had little of her habitual obstinacy.

Much of the snow was cleared from
the floor, but still it came in through
the log walls, and Reuel continued hlS
battle “with it. By burrowing in the
drifts outside he salvaged enough wood
for the night and piled it by the chim-
ney.
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Night came on early, and the cold
strengthened, though the blizzard
promised to abate.

Reuel lighted a whale-oil lamp and
helped Hetty to rouse the fire and make
flapjacks on a skillet 'in the glowing
embers. Strong coffee was served for
its stimulating qualities, and there was
another issue of broiled bacon.

After that, it was difficult to endure
the dreariness of the evening. Theré
was no conversation, and Reuel was
thankful for its absence, but the wom-
en complained. bitterly of their hard
fate, Eustace dozed fitfully and snored,
and the sick boy murmured deliriously -
and panted for breath.

Hetty sat apart, ignoring even the
fire, and made no sound. Her eyes
were riveted on the sharp profile of
her brother, and at every sterterous
breath that he drew she winced.

Reuel looked at his watch, It was
after ten, and he began to plan the dis-
position of the family for the night.

Hector stirred slightly, and the vigi-
lant Hetty leaped up and flew to him.

Reuel followed her, stepping softly.

“Don’t worry,” he "advised her.
“ He’s not bad off, and the doctor will
he able to do more for him to-mor-
row.”

She took up one of the bottles from
the table by the cot, and whispered to
the boy that he must wake up and take
the medicine.

He raised his long, powerful young
arms suddenly and thrust the heavy
cavers away from him, freeing himself
from the burden.

“He mustn’t do that"’ whispered
Hetty anuously “Dr. Vincent said
he mustn t_—said he mustn’t exert him—
self any.’

She caught the groping hands and
held them between her small, thin ones.

““ Hetty.!” called the lad in a hoarse,
rasping voice.

“I'm here, little boy,” she said
quickly, tenderly, to the young six-foot
giant. \/Iustnt try to talk. I won 't
]cave you.”
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He tried to call out again, but his
breath seemed to fail, and there was a
horrible rhythmic roaring im his throat;
his broad, full chest heaved up and
down like a great bellows, and he
struggled to free his hands from the
passionate grasp of the terrified girl.

Reuel looked on in an agony of sus-
pense, yet with the speculative detach-
ment of the outsider. The young man,
he feared, was very ill, yet his stal-
wart frame and abundant vitality must
surely pull him through. The roaring
in the throat grew' quieter and the
violent struggling almost ceased. That
was encouraging, but there was a look
about the very wide open eyes that
struck a sudden dread on the observer.

“ Some brandy!” whispered Reuel
tensely. ‘It can’t hurt him, and he
seems—seems faint.”

Hetty, her face matching the drift-
ing snow, leaped past Reuel and
snatched  the bottle from the shelf.

“ Here!” she gasped, holding it out,
and he caught it as she let it fall.

Trying to be calm, he poured a
spoonful into a cup and held it to Hec-
tor's lips, raising his head slightly. He
let the liquid trickle between the lips
slowly, to avoid possible strangling.

The patient’s eyelids seemed to re-
lax a little, relieving the painful stare,
and the respiration appeared to grow
more natural and easy.

“That helped,” said Reuel.

“Is he all right ?” breathed Hetty in
the voice of a mouse.

She swayed weakly against Reuel’s
shoulder, and she was shaking from
head to foot in a terrible reaction from
the tension of a moment before.

A shrill, nerve-rasping old voice
sounded close behind them. The
grandmother had crept forward and
was peering over Hetty's shoulder.

“ Ain't dead, is ‘e?”’ she wheezed.
“ Hold a lookin’-glass to his mouth, an’
you c'n tell.”

“ Be still!” cried Reuel in a voice
so awful that the old crone retreated.

“Folks generally try to be patient

“What's this place?
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with real old people,” spoke up Mrs.
Leeds, her voice almost as sharp and
cheerful as usual. “ Hector ain’t in
danger, you don’t think, do you? You
an’ Hetty ought to give us all warnin’
if there’s any change for the worse.”

Reuel ignored her, his gaze being
fixed on the sick man’s ivory face.

“Hetty!” called the youth again,
and his voice seemed stronger, but the
eyelids were stretched wide once more
and the eyes appeared too bright.

The girl fell on her knees beside the
cot and slipped an arm under the pil-
Icw and around his shoulders.

“I'm here,” she breathed. “I'm al-
ways with you, Hector,”

“Keep hold o’ me,” he whispered.
I want to go
home. You come, Hetty—home. We
oughtn’t to left it.”

There was a sudden strong muscular
effort. He seemed to try to raise him-
self, but gave up.

Reuel, watching, saw the facial mus-
cles contract till there was a wide-
stretched, hideous grin transforming
the handsome young face. Then, as
though something snapped under
strain, the features relaxed and com-
posed themselves into a peaceful
beauty.

Hetty stirred. She turned her head
and looked at Reuel. Her eyes burned
into his until she read in them what he
knew.

Then he heard a shriek that was to
linger in his memory all the days of
his life.

It was a spontaneous explosion of
long-repressed grief, dull agony, and
perpetual woe. It seemed to have come
from the heart rather than the vocal
organs, the latter only serving to ex-
pand it to diapason volume.

The girl might have broken out in
the thrilling rhetoric that comes mys-
teriously to the humble and inarticulate
in moments of supreme passion or
spiritual exaltation; she might have ar-
raigned God, the universe, all human
kind, for the injustices that crushed
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her; no formal uiterance, however,
could have epitomized the eternal hu-
man tragedy as did her shriek.

Reuel caught her in his arms and
held her firmly, with some vague idea
of supporting her mind as well as her
body. She clung to him, gripping his
arms with convulsive force that left a
bruise for every finger tip. Strangely
cnough, her face was averted from the
fgure on the cot, and after the shriek,
not a sound passed her lips, neither
sigh nor moan.

The three other women " gathered
quickly about the cot, noisy in their
lamentations. The mother’s grief was
piteous, -yet it seemed to Reuel some-
thing conventional, after the one cry of
the sister.

“I've buried three grandchildren,”
sniveled the old woman, ‘“an’ Hectcr,
he’'ll be the fourth. Seems like God
in His mercy has had some strange rea-
son to preserve my life so long.”

“In His name, will you be still!”
cried Reuel fiercely, holding Hetty’s
head against his breast in a further
effort to shield her.

Eustace Leeds placed himseli in the
center of the room. He was a large
man, well-fashioned, with a face that,
in repose, seemed not jll-favored.

Lifting up his eyes to the crudely
wrought rafters and inadequate roof,
he apostrophized his Maker.

“ \What have I done, oh Lord?” he
boomed in a resonant harytone. “ How
have I deserved such~punishment at
Thy hands? My little one!

“Human flesh is weak, oh Father!
I'm a sinner—a miserable sinner in
Thy sight,-yet have I not listened to
Thy word and tried to read Thy laws
aright? T’'ve been a loving father, I've
tried to be kind, yet this has come upon
me—and it’s more than I can bear!”

He paused, and lowered his eyes till
they met those of Tristram.

“The ways of Almighty God are
inscrutable,” he informed Reuel.
“ Blessed be the Nanie of the Lord!™”
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Reuel gazed at him with a poignant
loathing.

““They are inscrutable to me,” he re-
plied, “when I look at this poor child.
If vou must blaspheme at such a time,
ask God what this girl has done to
deserve such punishnient. Ask God if
He was not satisfied with the trial of
Job, that he must break this frail child
on the wheel to see how much living
hell the soul can stand!”

“ Young man, you are profane!” de-
clared Eustace in righteous horror.

“And you're insane!” retorted
Reuel. ““ Or else the filthiest worm that
crawls on' the earth.”

- There was a moment of tense si-
lence; then the irrepressible old woman
spoke again:

“Who's goin’ to lay 'im out? No
undertaker will come out here in this
storm.”

“Who cares about that?”’ demanded
Reuel harshly. * Poor Hector doesn'’t;
he’s beyond such ugly things. It's a
job for ancient ghouls.”

His nerves were ‘going, he realized,
as Hetty’s had gone; the horror of the
scene was entering his soul.

A little wildly, wholly on the mo-
ment’s impulse, he lifted Hetty in his
arms and crossed the room.
half conscious, and he hastily wrapped
her-in his overcoat.

“What,” cried Eustace, ‘‘are you
going to do?”’

“Take her to Lawrence,” answered
the young man. “ This place would
kill her in another day, and she nmust
have a chance to live.”

“It’'s - abduction!”  stormed
father. “1I forbid it—1I, her father!
Do vou hear me?”’

Reuel -brushed him aside with a
furious sweep of his arm, and he top-
pled backward and fell, howling with
rage and. fright, close to the smoking
embers.

A puff of wind swept through the
room, the door slammed sharply, and
Revel and Hetty were gone.

’

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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The Karma Diafnond

Two men who live by their wits stage a guessing contest as to the other’s
intentions, and thus start a race which spans a continent and an ocean

By BEN

CLEMENT RAYNOR dismissed
his taxi on Wilshire Boulevard,
and walked briskly up the drive-
way flanked by the velvety lawn of
the Hotel Ambassador.

Was Perry Emlin still in Los An-
geles, and, if so, would Emlin think
it strange that Raynor was spying on
his movements? Or was Perry Emlin
already on the wing?

He sauntered into the palm-lined
lebby, and his keen black eyes swept
over the hotel lounge without appear-
ing to do so. Emlin was not there.

Clement Raynor sat down on a cir-
cular sofa where he could command a
view of the lobby, and thought matters
over very carefully. Of course he
could inquire at the desk as to whether
or not Mr. Emlin had checked out.
"['hat would be quite 2ll right if Emlin
had really gone, but it would be quite
all wrong if Emlin had not gone, for

6 A

81

CONLON

it would be a clear tip-off to Emlin that
Raynor was interested in his move-
ments.

As he sat there and thought, the
elevator door clicked, and Raynor felt
an inward exultation as he saw a sleek,
siender man slip from the lift into the
crowded lobby, and, followed hy a bell-
hop carrying a strapped suitcase, cross
to the cashier's desk. '

Raynor pulled an Evening Herald
from his pocket and proceeded to read
it; at least, he seemed to he reading it.
What he was really doing was watch-
ing Perry Emlin as the latter paid his
bill, received his change and passed a
smiling remark with the clerk.

Things looked easy to Raynor now.
Emlin would undoubtedly take a taxi,
and Raynor, since he had not heen
seen, could easily trail him,

The location of the telephone booths,
however, decreed that Raynor’s move-
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ments were 1ot to be so simple. Emlin
handed a coin to the bellboy, motioned
to him to call a taxi, and then turned
and walked in the direction of the row
of cubicles at the rear of the lounge.
And the circular sofa, the Ewvening
Herald and the man l)ehmd it lay right
in his path.

Since discovery was absolutely un-
avoidable, self-disclosure seemed the
_better way, and Raynor put down his
paper to consult his watch. The move-
ment brought the two men into mutual
recognition.

“ Hello, Emlin!” Raynor greeted, in
a tone of hearty astonishment.

Emlin’s gray eyes lighted up.
“Hello, Raynor!” he returned.
“ You putting up here now ?”

“ No,” replied Raynor, pulling out
his watch again. ““ Just waiting for a
friend. Confound these people that
say seven o'clock and mean eight!
How are tricks with you, old man?”

“ Oh, same old routine. Have a lit-
tle party on to-night. Just checked
out. I'm ruuning over to Beverly Hills
for the week-end, may stay two or
three days—if the gin holds out.”

Emlin laughed at his own humor,
and Raynor also laughed. And yet an
analyt1cal observer lookmor at these two
men who made their hvmg by their
wits would have decided that they were
far from close friends.

They were hearty enough in exte-
riors. It was some inward thmo about
each of them that would tell the ana]yst
that each was watching the other as a
cat might watch a mouse.

“Don’t lick up too many orange-
blossoms,” warned Raynor. * That'’s
why I'm feeling a little stale right now
—failing to follow the advice which I
hand out freely to others.
reformmg——-sallmtT for Honolulu on
the Maui to-night. Couple of weeks
on \Vaikiki Beach ought to fix me up,
I guess.’

“ Lucky dog! Well, look out for the
hula girls. Say, I must telephone to
my hostess out at Beverly Hills. Hope

But I'm.

v

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

you have a good time—and I'm sure
that you will. So long, Raynor.”

He extended his hand. The other
grasped it.

“So long, Emlin.
temperate !”

Raynor once’ more looked at his
watch as the other hurried on to the
telephone booths. ‘Then, with the air
of a man impatient of waiting for a
tardy friend, he threw down the news-
paper, got up and walked out of the
hotel.

He did not take a taxi from the
stand there, but picked up one cruising
along a couple of blocks above the Am-
bassador.

““Santa Fe Station,” he told the
driver. ‘““ Step on it! I want to make
the seven forty-five train.”

Arriving at the railroad terminal, he
paid and tipped his driver, circled the
station, and, standing in the shadows,
waited. His position gave him a good
view into the lighted waiting-room,
and a grim smile crossed his coun-
tenance when, a few moments later, he
saw Emlin enter the station from the
street side and check his hand-luggage
at the parcel-stand.

Waiting in the shadows for the next
ten minutes, Raynor saw the Chicago
Limited pull out promptly at seven
forty-five—without Emlin.

Raynor circled the station again,
keeping beyond the radius of the lights,
and crossed the street. Half a block
north he dodged into a drug store and
entered a telephone booth.

“ Spring 2390,” he told the operator.
And then: “ Hello, Dan! Clem talking.
Got to have a reservation on the Maui,
Honolulu Line, to-night. I know, but
I just got to have it, Dan. Listen!
Have Alex get the matter fixed up at
San Pedro. and have the necessary rec-
ords handed to the purser. I'll be at
his office on board half an hour before

Remember! Be

the ship sails. Explanations later. So
long.”
Then this keen-faced man who

talked of going to Honolulu and made
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his reservations at the last moment,
proceeded to the Electric Railway sta-
tion and bought a ticket for San Pedro,
the harbor of Los Angeles. An hour
later he was sitting in the gloom of
his stateroom, peering out between the
half closed shutters.

. His gray eyes gleamed in the half
light as he saw a sleek, slender man
come up the gangplank and turn to-
ward the purser’s office.  As the sleek,
slender man, who seemed to have for-
gotten all about his Beverly Hills party,
walked swiftly along B-deck, Raynor
took occasion to come out of his cabin
and speak to the bath-steward in the
passageway.

“T might as” well fix up with you
now, steward,” he said. “1 want to
get an early bath appointment every
morning.

The bath-steward drew his appoint-
ment-book from the pocket of his coat.

“Yes, sir,” he said cheerily. “I
can give you between six and six fif-
teen, or between seven thirty and seven
forty-five."”

“ Between six and six fifteen,” said
Raynor. “ That will do very well. 1
make a practice of rising early on ship-
board. Salt-water bath, and-not too
hot.”

He passed the steward a bill.  “ 1’1l
fix you up again just before we make
port,” he said.

From the corner of his eye he noted
that the sleek, slender man had paused,
and was intently taking in the conver-
sation.

Raynor stepped back into his state-
room, once more peered through the
half closed shutters, and saw Emlin
turn and walk to the gangplank.

A half hour later, just as the “ All
ashore that’s going ashore ” gong was
being sounded Clement Raynor slipped
down the gloomier gangplank forward,
and disappeared quickly into the dark-
ness at the rear of the wharf.

He smiled a little to himself as he
caught a taxi. “ Santa Fe Station,
Los Angeles,” he told the driver.

Again the mouse had turned into
the cat.

Once more in the gloom beyvond the
lights of the Santa Fe Station, Clement
Raynor watched. He could hear the
panting and steaming of the huge loco-
motive attached to the midnight train
as he remained there almost motion-
less. Tis keen gray eyes were leveled
at the parcel-stand.

The first section of the midnight
train pulled out, and a frown of dis-
appointment flitted over Raynor’s fea-
tures. Then, as the “ All Aboard”
call for the second section was being
bawled out, a man rushed through
from the street to the parcel-stand,
handed in a’check and received a light
strapped suitcdse. He ran to the train
which had already started to move, and
swung himself aboard.

The man was Perry Emlin who,
right now, if his story had been true,
should have been sampling an orange-
blossom cocktail at Beverly Hills.

Raynor remained in the shadows un-
ti! the red tail-light of the midnight
train disappeared around a shght curve.
He kindled a cigarette.

“Well, Mr. Perry Emlin,” he said.
“So you take a Chicago train to get
to Beverly Hills, do you? And before
you dare risk that, you make sure that
Mr. Clement Raynor is aboard the
Honolulu boat. Only one thing would
warrant all that caution.’

He looked at his watch. It showed
seven minutes after midnight.

Then Mr. Clement Raynor walked
through the lighted station and hailed
another taxi, and his subsequent ac-
tions were very unusual for a man who
believed he had gone stale and wanted
a couple of weeks on the beach at Wai-
liki.

1I.

THE taxi speeded toward Holly-
wood, and_ before a great sprawling
building on Sunset Boulevard, Raynor
alighted and ordered his driver to wait,
while he bounded up the steps of an
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office and rang the bell of the Haczlitt
Film Studio. A watchman answered
the ring, and Raynor, after a few ex-
planatory words, entered the office.

Ten minuteslater he emerged with
a slip of paper, read off a street address
to the driver, and got into the cab
again. He dismissed the chauffeur
when the car drew up before a small
bungalow almost in the Hollywood
foothills. '

The sleepy man who answered his
bang on the door was far from genial.

““What's the idea of waking up a
fellow at this time of night?” he de-
maunded. :

“1I want you,” said Raynor, calmly,
“to fly me to Chicago.”

“Chicago! Chicago! Chicego!”
gasped the man in the bungalow door-
way. _

“That’s right,” Raynor agreed.
“1It’s a city in Illinois,” he added, with
his whimsical smile.

““ Say,” challenged the other, “ have
you any idea that you are kidding
me?”’ '

“None. I was never more serious
in my life. I understand that your
stunt flying at the Hazlitt Studio is
over for a few days. You must have a
good ship, or it couldn’t take those
stunt strains of yours. A thousand
dollars and all expenses.”

The sleepy aviator showed signs of
weakening.

“I'd have to refuel at Albuquerque,”
he said.

“1 don’t care where you refuel
What’s the verdict? Yes or no.”

The aviator was grinning now.

“ Anybody that says a thousand dol-
lars to me,” he told his visitor, “can
always get me to say ‘yes.” I'd say
‘Yes, sir’ for that. Rather low finan-
cially, Just paid for a new engine.
The old Jenny's in the hangar at De
Mille Field. It looks like I'm willing,
brother, but I want to see the thousand
bucks before we start, and say, if we
both get killed I won't charge you for
the ship.”
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“That’s satisfactory,” said Raynor,
smiling.

“ Say,” put in the aviator with an-
other grin, “ I'm not sure yet that ali
this isn’t a practical joke.”

Raynor took out a roll of bills, and
passed over two of them. The numeral
on each was 100.

“What's your opinion -now?’ he
acked. “ That’s a retainer. The other
eight hundred, in cash, when I meet
you at De Mille Field at eight o’clock
this morning.” _ .

“ Come inside,” was the invitation.

Raynor entered and sat down.

“I don’t believe I can get the old
wagon fixed up before noon,” said the
pilot, who announced his name to his
friends as Jimmy and suggested that
Raynor call him that. “You want
everything safe, don’t you?”

“The main thing, Jimmy,” Raynor
told him, “is to get to Chicago,
whether the thing’s safe or not. And
don’t talk about this. We can’t have
any publicity to speak- of right now.
We'll say nine o’clock at the field.”

As a matter of fact, it was only a
few minutes after eight when Clement
Raynor walked across De Mille Field,
attracted to the spot of his rendezvous
by the roar of twelve motors being
tuned up behind the sheds.

His pilot had been working on the
ship since dawn, and had been idling
his new engine in order to work in
the bearings. A portable tank had been
installed in addition to the regular *
fuselage one, and the fueling had heen
completed.

Raynor and his pilot hopped off
shortly hefore ten.

' g III.

It was ideal flying weather, and it
was still a-cotiple of hours before dusk
when Albuquerque was reached. The
travelers had dinner, Jimmy, the pilot,
checked up on his plane and refueled,
and the pair hopped off for St. Louis
in the darkness, arriving at Lambert
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Field shortly after dawn. Jimmy's
hardy little monoplane touched wheels
at Maywood Field, the airport of Chi-
cago, between ten and eleven o’clock.

Quick good-bys were said, and with-
-in a few minutes Clement Raynor was
speeding toward Chicago in a motor
car, where he secured his reservation
for the Twentieth Century, Limited.
Leaving the Windy City at 12:40
P. M., he would arrive in New York at
nine forty the following morning,
probably a few minutes earlier.

As the wheels clicked monotonously
over the rails, Raynor had time for
some thoughts which could hardly take
definite shape in an airplane. The en-
tire object of his haste was to get in
contact with the Marquis Henri de la
Bonniére at the earliest possible mo-
ment. In order to do this, he would
have to map out a swift program for
execution_in New York.

A battle of wits is not always as
spontaneous as it may sound. Often a
great deal of methodical labor is re-
quired in advance of any clash between
the parties concerned, and Clement
Raynor had lived too long by his wits
to be unaware of the value of method.

In a notebook he jotted down the
duties to be performed in New York,
and wrote out a cablegram. The cable-
gram he dispatched next morning,
when fhe train pulled to a stop at the
Grand Central at nine twenty-five, a
quarter of an hour early.

Checking his light baggage, he made
a ‘hurried trip to lower Broadway,
dropping in at the United States Line
offices and then the French Line. At
the latter he got his desired informa-
tion, departed with a smile of satis-
faction, and made a few purchases for
the voyage he intended to take.

A few hours later he boarded the
Berengaria. In his pocket was a
properly visaéd passport, still good for
another year, as it had been issued only
a year earlier.

There was nothing to do now but
wait, which was a difficult thing to do.
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But resigning himself to nearly five
days of ocean travel, Raynor succeeded
in devious ways to while away the
many wakeful hours.

Landing at Southampton, he lost no
time in transferring his few belongings
and taking the first flight he could get
across the channel to Bourget Field,
Paris.

“Now,” thought Clement Raynor
to himself, ““ for the dirty work!”

The adjective in his thoughts was
colloquial rather than descriptive, for
Mr. Clement Raynor, whose home was
where he hung his hat, was a gentle-
man who sometimes lived by his wits,
and sometimes continued to live, simply
because he outwitted others.

His first act was to ascertain the
whereabouts of Marquis Henri de la
Bonniére.

IV,

Le MargQuis HENRI DE LA BoN-
NIERE was a very interesting man. But
it was not as a man that he interested-
Clement Raynor. The marquis was
interesting to Raynor at present only
as sole owner of the famous Karma
diamond, and for no other reason,

Whoever the owner of this gem
might be, that individual would be of
much consequence to Raynor, and cir-
cumstances had made Bonniére the
present owner of the historic gem.

Raynor was not aware of the exact
nature of the circumstances which had
brought the great Karma into the pos-
session of Bonniére, but he could guess.
At any rate, the possession was ap-
parently actual and legal, and that was
all that was necessary to Raynor—
with the exception. of one other matter.
This other matter was how to go about
separating the Marquis Henri de Ja
Bonniére from the Karma-diamond.

Securing the Karma would be a
titanic task. Raynor wondered just
what charm the debonair marquis had
exerted over the Emir of Bokhara, in
whose possession the gem had been
till Bonniére came along.



.86

The genealogy of the historic Karma
was somewhat muddled. - Several con-
flicting stories were current, but the
pedigree that Raynor liked best was a
pruning . and joining of parts of the
various traditions.

This was that nothing definite could
be said about -the stone prior to the
fourteenth century, except that it had
been successively owned by a Khedive,
then a wealthy Calcutta merchant, and
then a Khan. From the year 1386, the
great Karma had been in India.

For two centuries it remained in the
family of the Rajah of Pudukota.
From there it passed in 1803 to the
remnant of the Cafavi, in Persia, but
soon returned to India, to the posses-
sion of the Rajah of Sailana.

Here entered some more doubt, as
one story had it that Runjit Singh of
the Punjab, who was already owner of
the famous Kohinoor diamond, ac-
quired the Karma as well. At the
death of Singh, after a period as the

eve of a peacock in the storied pea- -

cock throne at Delhi, the Karma dis-
appeared.

Perhaps the disappearance was not
entirely without design, for already it
was known that Queen Victoria of
England coveted the Kohinoor, now in
the custody of the treasury of Lahore.
In 1849, by treaty, the latter gem
passed into the collection of the Brit-
ish crown jewels; but the Karma was
lost to knowledge.

Many years later it came to light in
the ownership of the Emir of Bokhara,
who was able to produce papers show-
ing that his predecessors had legiti-
mately acquired it.

The Emir had rejected all offers for
the stone for many years. Wealthy
Americans, royalties of many courts,
and numerous collectors from various
parts of the globe had found it impos-
sible to part the emir from his historic
possession.

Then, as a shock to the world, came
the announcement that the Marquis de
la Bonniére had traded in the greater
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part of the Bonniére fortune for the
great stone.

Now that the Karma seemed once
more to be in circulation, there would
be a general rush in the direction of
the marquis,  who was the first non-
Asiatic to own Karma. Bonniére, with
the beautiful gem in his possession,
was on his way from the Orient to
Paris.

The newspapers had printed the
legend surrounding the stone, that to
Europeans it could bring nothing but
disaster. How the stone first got its
name is not clear, but in Sanskrit
“ Karma > means action, or fate.

Theosophy intreprets it as meaning
more—a chain of cause and effect
linked up unendingly. The upshot of
the whole implied that the Karma dia-
mond would set in motion a series of
dire causes and dire effects during its
Furopean tenure.

‘The Marquis de la Bonniére hecame
a topic of discussion for the effete, the
idle, and in fact everybody who read
the daily journals.

If reports had proved accurate, Bon-
niére was leaving Nice, bound for
Paris with his prize, at just ahout the
time Clement Raynor was checking
into his quiet hotel in the Rue Daunou.
The marquis should arrive the next
day, which was Thursday, and find a
cablegram waiting for him.

Thursday evening, in keeping with
his cablegram, Bonniére would expect
a visit from Clement Raynor.

The latter, however, did not trust to
reports on the activities of the inter-
esting marquis. No matter how wide-
awake the bodyguard might be, there
was still considerable danger attaching
to travel with so precious a cargo.

It was quite probable that the mar-
quis would arrive later than the public
reports indicated—or earlier. Accord-
ingly, Clement Raynor went out for a
stroll on Wednesday night, the very
night following his arrival in Paris,
and the night before the expected re-
turn of Bonniére.
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He did not return to his hotel until
after midnight. Going up to his room,
he turned the key in the lock, opened
the door, switched on. the lights, and
stood face to face with four gendarmes
who stood with automatics pointed at
his head.

“ What does this mean, gentlemen ?”
asked Raynor.

“ We regret infinitely to disturb you,
monsieur,” replied the leader, a lithe
man with piercing eyes. ‘It is neces-
sary that you be searched. You are M.
Clement Raynor?”

“I am he,” replied Raynor, gra-
ciously submitting to the search, which
was completed to the dlasatlsfactxon of
the officers.

“Le Marquis Henri de la Bonniére
has been murdered,” said the gen-
darme leader, “and the Karma dia-
mond has been stolen. It will be
necessary to take you into custody.”

V.

At the office of the Paris prefect of
police, Clement Raynor exhibited that
skill which makes living possible to
those whose preservation depends pri-
marily on the exercise of wits. To
some extent he answered questions, but
the adroitness of his tongue and the
confidence of his manner soon reversed
the tables.

It was not.long before Raynor was
the questioner, and one of the most
subtle police tribunals in the world was
rapidly discovering that this keen-
eyed American was no ordinary per-
son.

Raynor sat spr awled in a chair.

“ This interview,” he said languidly,
“is quite interesting. But the reason
for it, monsieur ?”’

“ On Bonniére’s desk,” returned the
prefect, “lay your cablegram, still un-
opened. We opened it, noted your
name, and, naturally, it was an easy
matter to trace you through the card
which strangers are required to make
out when registering at Paris hotels.
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This happened to be at eleven o’clock.
Bonniére had been dead not over one
half hour.

“From the clerk at your hotel we
received a description of M. Clement
Raynor, which tallied with the descrip-
tion of a strange American seen in the
Faubourg St. Germain in front of the
Bonniére residence by two of our gen-
darmes at about ten fifteen. We know
that about fifteen minutes after that
time the marquis was found by a serv-
ant, and the throat of the marquis had
been slashed.

“'The servant who found the body
reported that no one had been seen to
enter or leave the establishment since
Bonniére’s unexpectedly early arrival.
But woild, monsieur! Already, perhaps,
you must realize that this is sufficient
reason for your presence here?”

“T think so,” replied Raynor coolly.
* But why should I be under suspicioni
if this evidence shows plainly that I
had expected to see Bonniére to-
morrow evening, and he is murdered
this evening ? My cablegram from New
York stipulates Thursday evening at
eight for my visit. Does it not seem
that if I had entertained any idea of
murdering the marquis, I would have
kept my name—which you found on
the cablegram—quite secret? Murder-
ers do not cable their victims in ad-
vance, and thus foolishly place their
names in documents a'va11able to the
police.”

The prefect shrugged hlS shoulders

and smiled faintly,

“ Ah, but we should be stupid indeed,
monsieur,” he said, “if we were un-
able to penetrate such a subterfuge.
The cablegram appears to us as an at-
tempt to divert suspicion rather than
anything else. There is the crude mur-
derer and the subtle murderer. We
should of a certainty do you the honor,
monsieur, of believing that you could
never be coarse or obvious in your
methods. One would know that from
passing a word with you.”

“Thank vyou,” Raynor acknowl-



‘88

edged smilingly.
for a cigarette, monsieur?”’

“But certainly.” The prefect ex-
tended his case. Raynor lit the tightly
rolled cylinder and leaned back restful-
ly again. ,
~ “But if I know anything about mur-
ders or the arts of murderers,” he said
to the prefect, “I Delieve I may say
that no man guilty of this would reg-
ister under his own name, nor would
he give his real name to be placed on a
hotel card. Would it not be rather
challenging, monsieur, to do that after
having sent a cablegram bearing that
same name to a man who would be
found murdered?

“ Why should a murderer thus court
the attention of the Paris police, when
one could register under an assumed
name, slip out of Paris, and in fact out
of the country before his real identity
was known, and thus furnish no clews
at all? A clever criminal, monsieur,
would not so blatantly bait the police—
the police of Paris—I assure you.”

The prefect looked at his lieutenant,
the lieutenant looked at the gendarmes,
and the gendarmes looked at the floor.
The prefect pulled his mustache at both
ends.

“ You say that if you know anything
of the arts of murderers,” he said.
“ Might one ask if monsieur has a
knowledge, then, of those arts?”

“ Much of my life has been devoted

to a study of those arts, monsieur,”

replied Raynor, “and to contact
with persons practicing those arts. My
knowledge is limited only by virtue of
the fact that my experience has been
theoretical rather than practical, for I
have never practiced those arts my-
self.”

‘“ Monsieur means to imply that he
is engaged in the work of uncovering
criminals and bringing them to jus-
tice?”

“That’s it!” Clement Raynor sat
bolt upright suddenly and assumed a
new manner. “ Have you ever heard
of Van Saale, Limited?” he asked.

“ May I trouble you -
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The prefect smiled.

“ Monsieur chooses to speak in the
American manner,” he said, inferring
badinage. ‘‘ One might as well ask if
one had heard of Lloyd’s, let us say.”

“Quite true. Lloyd’s is a larger
firm, but it is no more prominent in the
maritiime world than Van Saale, Lim-
ited, is in the diamond world. Just'
as Lloyd’s stands to lose many thou-
sands of pounds when a ship is lost, so
does my firm stand to lose thousands
when a famous diamond is stolen. It
is the owner who is protected, and the
insurance company which stands to
lose.” ‘

The prefect arched his bushy eye-
brows.

“Is monsieur implying that he rep-
resents Van Saale?”’

“He is,” Raynor informed him.
“ Exactly that. Van Saale, Limited,
has its own department of secret serv-
ice. I have the honor to be a member
of that department, and it is in con-
nection with my duties as a member
of that departnient that I am here in
Paris.” '

“But your credentials, monsieur?”

For answer, Raynor took his pen-
knife and made a neat incision in the
lapel of his coat. He pulled ot a' small
canvas. On it was a careful print of
his photographi, his signature, and
various counter-signings of the heads
of the Van Saale Bureau of Amster-
dam, Holland. '

“1 take it, monsieur,” said Raynor,
“that one of your varied knowledge
is aware that the Van Saale Company
does not limit its credentials to perish-
able paper or documents readily dis-
covered.

“That would indeed be a bad thing
should one of its bloodhounds fall in
with and be searched by desperate in-
ternational diamond thieves. I know,
also, that the authenticity of several
of these signatures may be proved by
reference to the prefecture records.”

‘“ Ah, but, yes!” was the ready reply.
“One is satisfied. But may one ask
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why monsieur did not choose to com-
municate and codperate with us?”’

“ Because,” replied Raynor readily,
* there are times when too many cooks
spoil the broth. I trusted, and correct-
ly, that your department was taking all
necessary precautions in the Bonniére
matter without word from me. I came
to Paris not to prevent any crime of
which I had definite knowledge, for
had T known of any murder plans the
unfortunate Marquis de la Bonniére
might still be alive. I came to Paris
solely on a ‘hunch,” which is another
piece of our American slang. It sig-
nifies an intuitive feeling which is
deeper than knowledge itself.

“1 had slim evidence, but as none
knows better than yourself, monsieur,
slim evidence is better than no clew
at all. It was my intention fo be on
hand in the event that any crime would
be attempted. Obviously this .crime
had been well planned some time ago,
and my insufficient information was
unable to prevent it. But I believe,
messieurs,” added Raynor, iow ad-
dressing the entire group, ““ that I have
sufficient information to get to the
bottom of this crime.”

The words were uttered with con-
viction and in no spirit of vanity. The
prefect’s features lighted up at the dis-
closure. _

Clement Raynor rose from his chair.

“You are quite certain of your
grounds, M. Raynor?”

“1 am. Friday, between four in the
afternoon and eight in the evening, we
shall together march back with the per-
petrators of this crime, and we shall
have broken up the biggest ring of dia-
mond thieves in existence.”

The prefect also rose. With the iden-
tity of the erstwhile prisoner unques-
tionably established, the officer extend-
ed his hand in felicitation.

“ Monsieur has his own plans, be-
yond the doubt,” he said, ““ and I shall
not encroach on his work. If you have
any request to make, it shall be an ex-
treme pleasure to assist you.”
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Raynor did not hesitate.

“May I ask if it is publicly known,
as yet, that Le Marquis de la Bonniére
has been murdered?” he inquired.

“We have not yet released the story
to the press. No journalists are aware
of Bonniére’s death.” "

“ Excellent!” exclaimed Raynor.
“ Splendid! Could you release a report
not entirely true?”

“1t is often done, monsieur—for
good reasons.”

“Then give out a white falsehood to
the press. Have the story read that a
murderous attack has been made on the
person of the marquis, with the object
of stealing the historic Karma; that the
attack failed, however, as the marquis
will recover and the Karma has not
been lost. Also, that the condition of
the marquis prohibits his seeing any
one except his physicians.”

With the assurance that on the mor-
row the Paris newspapers would pub-
lish this falsehood, Clement Raynor de-
parted from headquarters. Now his
work was cut out for him. In his
pocket lay a permit from the police ad-
mitting him to the Bonniére mansion.

VI

His first act was to make use of this
permit. In a thorough investigation of
the premises, aided by the gendarmerie,
he found a trapdoor in the cellar. It
was locked from the inside.

This was puzzling, but not complete-
ly disconcerting. The door led to an
areaway which ran into a spacious
sewer.

In other days when revolutionary
terror had gripped Paris, this exit had
probably been utilized as a secret ave-

-nue of escape for harassed nobility. It

could prove as secret an entrance to-
day as an exit in the older days.

The following day, Thursday, was
spent in preparations. The prefect,
with the coGperative spirit of a man
who is truly important, placed himself
at the disposal of Raynor. It was ar-
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ranged that the prefect and two of his
picked men, properly disguised, would
be on hand when Raynor gave the
word. '

Friday, at five in the afternoon, two
plainclothes men appeared at an old
building in a crooked little street of
the Montparnasse district. Entering
nonchalantly, they asked for the pro-
prietor. '

When that individual appeared, he
was promptly and noiselessly whisked
oft to police headquarters. He may
have been as virtuous as he represented
himself to be, but it was essential that
there should be no possihle leak in the
nature of a warning.

The house was quiet and sleepy in
appearance. At six o’clock the same
two piainclothes men entered the
building with Raynor and the prefect.

Search of the premises revealed
that on the second story was only one
man, a bushy-haired youth with sallow
cheeks. He was the only occupant of
his room, and he yielded quietly to the
hrace of guns which were pointed at
him.

Securely gagged and trussed up in a
manner familiar to police methods
when haste is required, the bushy-
haired man was concealed in the damp
basement of the house.

Leaving nothing in disorder, the de-
tectives removed a grating before an
old fireplace which had seemingly been
in. disuse for some time, and secreted
themselves in the large mold of the
flue. Raynor replaced the grating so
that it could again be dislbdged with a
gentle shove.

A large door, with the lock rusty
and unserviceable, led to a big and old-
fashioned clothes closet. On a heavy
shelving in the upper reaches of this
recess, the prefect climbed and lay hid-
den in waiting.

No more was to be done here, except
to wait for a signal from Raynor, who
held in his hand a pass-key to the only
entrance to the small apartment. The
key had been taken from a large ring,
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the former property of the pr.oprietor,
and the use of this key upon Raynor’s
entrance later into the same large and
ill-furnished room would be the sig-
nal. . ’
Clement Raynor took a second leave.

It was now seven thirty.

Picking up two of the prefect’s men
waiting a square down the line, Ray-
nor hopped with them into a waiting
taxi-auto. Traffic was light, owing to
a heavy rain, and in a few minutes the
party emerged at the Gare du Nord, the
Paris railroad station for boat trains
from America.

There another taxi was engaged to
wait; the driver was officially ordered
to accept no other fare, and to be ready
for any one of the three men who
might step into his machine.

It was close to eight thirty when a
stream of travelers began to pour from
the further recesses of the station. A
train had arrived, porters were run-
ning about, interpreters and cab driv-
ers were lined up for business.

Clement Raynor, waiting at the side
of the building, saw one particular pas-
senger ‘'who excited his interest. Ray-
nor nodded to his comrades, and when
the passenger engaged a taxi-and en-
tered with his hand hag, the two detec- -
tives entered another, taxi.

Raynor walked to the second ma-
chine which had been ordered to wait,
and the two cars trailed the first one
to the Montparnasse district.

At the same huilding which had re-
cently witnessed so much activity on
the part of the French police, the first
automobile stopped. A passenger
alighted and entered the house.

Across the street, separated from
each other by a few rods, were two.
men who had not been in evidence ear-
lier in the evening. One leaned against
a doorway, while the other paced up
and down. Before each, a taxi halted.

Out of one issued Raynor, -who
pressed a gun into the man leaning
against the doorway. The pacing man
was at the same time apprehended by
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the two plainclothes men from the
other cab.

Taking both prisoners and mana-
cling them, one of the prefect’s aids
bundled them into the automobile and
rode with them to headquarters. The
other remained on the pavement in the
rain, while Clement Raynor entered
the rickety building.

With two probable sentries out of
the way, the road was now clear. Ray-
nor was on the second floor in less than
two minutes after the entrance of his
quarry into the building.

He had kicked off his low shoes. He
crept along noiselessly, and noted that
the door to the apartment was closed,
and probably locked. Raynor stooped
and pressed his ear against the key-
hole.

“ Bunglers, stupid bunglers, the
whole damned lot of you!” some one
was storming.

Raynor smiled. He recognized the
voice.

“But how so?” queried another
voice. ‘““Is it not that everything has
been made to your satisfaction, mon-
Sicuy?”

“ Satisfaction!” stormed the frst
voice. “The marquis recovers, the
Karma remains in his possession, he
is warned in good style, and you ask
whether everything doesn’t satisfy
me!” )

A hoarse laugh followed.

“So yuh fell flat fur that boloney,”
laughed a third man, quite evidently
an American. “ Baby! That’s a good
one, chief.”

“ Fell for what?”

“ The story in the papers. The hull
thing’s a fake, passed out by the jen-
darmies—the cops. Why, chief, the
markis is deader'n King Tut, an’ the
Karma’s in a vault at the Banque
de Mosque. That’s the low-down,
chief.”

“ You mean that the newspaper re-
ports are false?”

“Not false, they’re just lies, boss.
I slit the win’pipe o this ol’ markis

I
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gink with a razor, an’ it went so deep
I didn’t take time to pull it out again.
Gene here eloped with the Karma. Him .
an’ me was planted in the chateau fur
two days, almost, under an old trap-
door leadin’ into the cellar from a
sewer.

“The day before I jobbed into the
house an’ lifted the hook off’n the ring,
and slipped a thin wire round the hook
an’ through the slit o’ the trap, so’s we
could lock the door just like nobody’d
ever been through it. I yanked the
wire then; it came off, an’ left no evi-
dence. Kinda smooth, boss. Wot?”

There was silence.

“Well, well!” came the first voice.
“So you followed out -my orders to
the letter. Clever work, Mugs. You
did well, too, Jean. But that press get-
ting the wrong story — there’s some-
thing phony there, I'll be hanged!”’

The exclamation was one of con-
templative surprise, but no more sur-
prising than what followed an instant
later.

There was the rattle of a key in the
keyhole. At the same instant, when all
eyes in the room were attracted to the
door, there came the sound of a falling
grating. The next thing to be heard
was the voice of the prefect, who spoke
even as he leaped from his perch on the
shelving.

“ Not hanged, monsieur,” came the
prefect’s voice, ‘“ but guillotined. In
France we sever the head from the
body.”

The door was opened by one of the
plainclothes men who had crossed the
room from the fireplace, while the pre-
fect and the other detective stood with
automatics pointed at the three con-
spirators.

The surprise had been complete, and
Raynor noticed the intense astonish-
ment on the faces of the three men as
he entered the room—vparticularly on
one face.

“ Clement Raynor!” grasped one of
the men as he stood there, his hands
held high above his head.
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“'That’s it!” Raynor agreed. “I
made rather a rapid journey from the
beach at Waikiki, don’t you think so?”’

At the order of the prefect the
three prisoners were handcuffed, while
Raynor drew on his wet shoes.

“Well, I'll be hanged!”

That was all that the flabbergasted
Perry Emlin seemed to be able to say,
in spite of the prefect’s assurance that
such was not the form of execution in
France.

Raynor slowly wiped his hands on
his handkerchief, and looked up smil-
ingly.

‘““How were the orange blossoms at
Beverly Hills, Emlin?"’ he asked.

Emlin disregarded the question.

“It's worth my neck,” he said, “to
find how you got the drop on me, Ray-
nor. Unless I'm goofy, I saw you and
heard you on the Honolulu hoat.”

Raynor passed his cigarette case to
the prefect and his aids, took one him-
self, lit it, and then sat himself down
on a nckety chair.

‘“No, you're not 0oofy, Emlin,” he
said. “You have erred on the other
side of the ledger. You were entirely
too bright, and realizing that, you
could scarcely believe that anybody
else in the world could clash with you
and come in better than second best. 1
think I ought to tell you a little story,
and at the same time enlighten my col-
leagues here who have been of such
service to me.” _

He nodded to the prefect and his
aids.

“ We who live by our wits,” he con-
tinued, ‘ must be well supphed with
them or perish, A little over a month
-ago ! had cleaned up a diamond rob-
bery in Chicago, and to my disappoint-
ment I found that you had not been
mixed up in it, Emlin. That only con-
vinced me that the Chicago job was
too small for you. You would go after
the bigger fry, such as the South
Africa affair of last year. I suspected
you then, and trailed you from Johan-
nesburg to Alexandria, and then to
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Paris, but I could get nothing on
you.

“You remained in Paris several
weeks. I shadowed you, but the most
that T learned was that 'you had your
lieutenants here, and that. you used
this building for a rendezvous. I noted
the addre;s and followed vou to the
States. \Tothmg broke there, and I
was called off your trail on a few other
jobs.

“ Immediately after cleaning up the
Chicago affair, my firm — Van Saale,
Limited, of Amsterdam, I am pleased
to inform you—cabled me in code that
the Marquis Henri de la Bonniére was
negotiating with the Emir of Bokhara
for the historic Karma. Since it
seemed . likely that the great stone
would again be in circulation, they
asked me to keep it under watch.

“Right then and there I made up
my mind that the Karma was game
such as you like to stalk. * Instead of
going abroad, I cabled my firm and got
carte blanche for my activities; also, I
learned from them that the informa-
tion of the negotiations for the Karma
was not common knowledge, at least.
at that stage of the proceedings.

“ Now, who would be more likely to
learn of the matter than you, through
your network of spies, agents, fences,
cutters and what not? I knew that
you were in Los Angeles, and I went
there to keep you under my eye. -

‘“ Codperation with the police of Los
Angeles enabled me to get word from
the telegraph agency whenever you re-
ceived a message. Sure enough, one
message, rather equivocally worded
indicated that you were being apprised
of the negotiations for the Karma.
Your movements from that instant
were never beyond my knowledge.

“I could see that you were a sus-
picious and wary fellow, who made
few friends and watched them all. You
rightfully distrusted that I was not the
automobile salesman I had represented
myself to be when I managed o make
your acquaintance.”
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“ That’s right, I knew damned well
you weren't.” The words fell almost
unconsciously from Perry Emlin’s
lips.

“ But your.distrust of me was rather
obvious, Emlin. It never was more
obvious than when you faked your
trip to Beverly Hills, awaited a later
train out of Los Angeles, and turned
to camp on my trail to see whether I
really was going to Honolulu. I saw
vou on the boat, and made it a particu-
lar point that you should see and hear
me. That's why I came out into the
passageway and talked to that bath-
steward.”

Perry Emlin’s jaw dropped in sur-
prise, and remained low in consterna-
tion over having been duped. in a battle
of wits.

“ My passage,” continued Raynor,
“was all a designed fake. Dan Mec-
Mahon, of the plainclothes squad, ar-
ranged it for me at the last minute. I
knew it was necessary, for I knew that
you'd check me up. And when you
did, and then when I turned and trailed
you and saw you get that midnight
train, I knew that only one thing could
inspire all that caution in you—and
that one thing was the Karma dia-
mond. I knew that it behooved me to
get here first. You see, I knew you of
old.” .

“ Thanks,” said Emlin bitterly.

“T went by air to Chicago, beating
you by two days. The details would
not interest you, but I managed to keep
two days ahead of you all the way to
Paris, after learning*in New York that
you had booked passage on the Tou-
raine for a sailing two days after mine
on the Berengaria.

“I had not suspected that your or-
ganization was so smooth as to operate
in your absence and have the booty
ready for you on your arrival. This
sad underestimation of your powers
resulted in the death of the unfortu-
nate marquis. However, since the
Fates themselves seem to have decided
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against me, I can hardly be blamed for
failing to save the life of the marquis.
Karma itself was against me, I sip-
pose.

“On last Wednesday evening I re-
connoitered in the vicinity of Bon-
niére’s home in the Faubourg St. Ger-
main. [ noted that it was well guard-
ed, and sauntered down this way to
have a look at your old rendezvous. I
watched it for some time, and just be-
fore midnight I saw a couple of men
enter. h

“They were the two men here with
you in this room at the moment, and
one of them I recalled as having seen
in your company when I trailed you
before. A New York gunman’s face
is not hard to remember.

“ Getting down to this evening, the
prefect and these two aids secreted
themselves in this room. First we as-
certained that your ship was almost
five hours late.  We have your bushy-
haired specimen downstairs in the
basement. And we arrested two men
outside who were not here the first time
we came, but who seemed to be sen-
tries.”

“ Gee, I wondered where that bushy-
headed guy was!” exclaimed the hard-
faced criminal whom Emlin had ad-
dressed as Mugs. “ He ain’t been any
use anyhow. Down in the basement’s
where he belongs!” '

“ He won’t be there long,” said Ray-
nor. ‘“ He'll be coming along in a few
moments. In fact, we are all ready to
go, are we not, monsieur?” he asked,
nodding to the prefect.

“ Ah, but certainly, M. Raynor,”
was the prefect’s reply.

The manacled prisoners were
marched off under the automatics of
the two detectives. Raynor stepped
aside to allow the prefect to precede
him through the doorway.

“ Ah, but after you, my friend,” said
the prefect of police, with a bow. * Au-
thority should ever yield to genius,
monsteur!” '

END
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Now We're Rich

Every one wants money and imagines what he’d do with it

Do you

think you would act like this husband or the wife or the children?

By EDGAR FRANKLIN

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

URING his whole married life
Henry Morrow had struggled
along with his small export busi-
ness, which made few changes and no
progress, and his family, his young

wife Laura, his sensible oldest daugh--

ter Ina, the modern William and Mar-
gery, had lived as comfortably as most
in Wellmont, Long Island, with the
usual complaints and longings. Then
old Prindle died; and because he had
always liked Henry, on his deathbed
he sold him his handsome one hundred
and forty year old house for the exact
cash which Henry possessed. When

they moved in, an old wall safe was
found to contain shares of Manikoma
oil, which was booming on the market,
and their shares had reached a hundred
thousand dollar value and was still ris-
ing. * Henry upset all the  family’s
plans by refusing to use the money
until he was sure he had a right to it.
Meanwhile, his family acted as though
they were rich, and Henry himself
made arrangements to move into better
office quarters with new equipment.
Jim Brantree, Laura’s brother, had

‘been staying with them while a finan-

cial defection in his company, at-

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for June 16
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tributed to him, was being investigated.
Peter Salton, the younger brother of

the company’s owner, appeared at the

Morrow home, and, saying heé was
tired of waiting on Brantree, suggested
he return the money.

CHAPTER IX (Continued)
IMPENDING CHANCES.

ALTON’S heavy brows came
down and he peered steadily at
Brantree. If Laura had ex-

pected that her brother was about to
fly at the man’s throat she was disap-
pointed.  Brantree smiled weakly,
brokenly, and swallowed.

“ That—that's the first time you've
actually accused me, Mr. Salton!”

“In so many words—yves, perhaps
it is. But I've been accusing you
mentally for quite awhile, I'm afraid.
Good Lord! Have an end of it, Bran-
tree! T've tried to be nice; I've tried
to do everything under the sun that
would give you another chance; but
I’'m not a congenital idiot!”

“ Mr. Salton!” Laura began hotly.
“May I say just one thing?”

“1 wish you wouldn’t!” Brantree
cried.

“Well, T will!
my brother of—"

“My dear lady!” broke in the
powerful bass, as the big man heaved
about and faced her impatiently. “I
appreciate fully your personal view of
this matter. It couldn’t be other than
it is, of course. And you have my
most sincere sympathy, Mrs. Morrow
—and that, I may add, is one reason
for my wishing to talk privately with
Brantree. But we are down to brass
tacks now, I think, with the personal
element quite eliminated. This is
business!”

{3 Bllt——-”

“The facts remain just what they
have been since the beginning. Your
brother was alone with that forty-five
hundred dollars, madam; indeed, the

If you dare accuse
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last time I laid eyes on it, it was in his
hands. Some fifty minutes later the
money had left the safe and disap-
peared. If you have an adequate ex-
planation of all that which absolves
your hrother, it could reach no ears
more receptive than mine. Well?”

“I—I haven’t, of course. But I
knotw—" :

“ Doubtless,” Salton agreed with-a
perfunctory smile. “ But I canceled a
dinner engagement to run out here and
talk to Brantre: and I would like to
éet hack for some of the dancing.

0_”

“Yes, I think you’d do well to keep
out of the conversation, Laura,” Henry
said rather apologetically.

Laura’s lips tightened ; she glared at
Peter Salton in the most unfriendly
way—and Peter turned back to Bran-
tree.

“ Well?
fund ?”

“How the Sam Hill can I refund
what I haven’t got?” the other de-
manded hotly.  “I didn’t steal your
money, in the first place; T haven't
forty-five hundred dollars in the world
—or much more than forty-five cents
just now. And if I had, Mr. Salton,
I'm damned if I'd give it to you!”

Salton arched his brows and shook
his head.

“It's a rather foolish attitude, I
should think, Jim. You haven't a leg
to stand on; that’s one reason I've
taken your part, you know; to save you

Are you going to re-’

from vourself.”

“But I tell you—” Brantree
screamed. )
“Don’t! T’ve all but come to blows

with my brother over this affair; he’d
have had you arrested within ten
minutes and he’s cursed me for a plain
fool, not less than twice a day, ever
since, for insisting that you be allowed
time to run loose and think it over.
I'm rather a psychologist and, so far,
you've justified my guesses. That is
to say, I was fairly certain vyou
wouldn’t bolt, and you haven’t. I'm
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alse fairly certain that you'll hand back
the money.”

“Well, that’'s where your psychol-
ogy’s going to take an awful tumble!”
Brantree said bitterly. “7 haven't
w!”

The visitor,
Laura’s brother,
thumbs for a little.

“0Odd! Oddest thing I ever saw!”
he muttered.  “ Brantree, 've made
my brother agree to one thing.”

«“ Yes ?11 .

“If you'll repay the forty-five
hundred, he’ll consider the matter for-
gotten, so far as the firm’s concerned.
That is to say, you'll be able to go
somewhere else and make-a fresh start
without having to feel that this bit of
your past is likely to leak out. It was
a job, making him do that!”

Brantree threw up his hands.

‘I suppose it was nice of you—and
thanks!” he cried.  “ But it doesn’t
help much, does it? If you want to
arrest me, go ahead and arrest me.
That's all T can say now.”

“I give it up!” Salton breathed. “I
don’t understand it.  Why, Jim, you
knoww that that means ruining your
whole life, don’t you?”

“Of course I know it.”

On twiddled the thumbs and on and
on. Very suddenly, Mr. Salton rose:

‘“T’'ve done absolutely all I can!” he
said.  “T'll hold my brother off as
much longer as I'm able—and that will
not be for very long now, I'm afraid,
because—" He turned abruptly to
Laura; curiously, indeed, he had
ceased to be a hig business man. and
was utterly human.  “It’s all beyond
nie, you know! Jim has always been
such a good kid—always. Faithful,
hard working, dependable as a man
twice his age, liked by everybody. I'd
have trusted him as readily as I’d have

staring steadily at
twiddled his big

trusted my own brother, Mrs.
Morrow.”
“Well? Why not ?”’

“That’s just it!” Salton laughed
helplessly. Standmg here. looking
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at him, I'd still trust him, ridiculous as
that sounds. I mean to say, I am pos-
itive that some momentary, crazy im-
pulse overcame him, something that
never happened before and will never
happen again—and he simply cannot
bring himself to admit it.” He turned
back to Mr. Brantree; a big hand fas-
tened on Brantree’s shoulder and Sal-
ton shook him lightly. “ Oh, come!
Come, old man! . Get out of this with
a whole skin while you can!”

“How?" asked Brantree.

The hand dropped away from him.
Peter Salton puffed his cheeks for an
instant, compressed .his lips, looked at
Laura and looked at Henry and smiled
ruefully. ’

“No use, apparently,” he muttered,
and picked up his overcoat and hat—
and paused and sighed at Brantree:
“I may as well tell you, Jim: yester-
day my brother insisted on knowing
where you were. A man is likely to
turn up with a warrant almost any
day.”

Brantree only nodded. - The visitor
buttoned his overcoat, hesitated again,
and then laughed grimly.

“T've let my brother call me half-
witted about this bhusiness and threaten
to have me confined,” he said. -“I

8

may as well go a step farther and say.

that if you're going to disappear, Jim,
vou’d better do it almighty soon. And
I'd thank all three of you to forget that
remark.”

“ I have no intention of disappear-
ing,” Brantree said, thinly but steadily.
“I'm not crmltv, and I won’t run. I
may not be in this house or in Well-
mont, but if T shift I'll tell you in ad-
vance where I'm going.”

The big man spread his palms.

“T suppose that’s up to you, Jim,”
he said, as he started for the door.

Just audibly, a car more expensive
111'm the one.the well dressed young
man had tried selling Henry whined
down the block and around the corner,
Brantree also spread his palms, in for-
lorn mimicry.

6 A
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“And that,
that!” said he.
shouting !”

as I said before, is
“Tt’s all over but the

CHAPTER X.
RELIEF.

ENRY considered his cigar.
“He was decent about it,” he
said gloomily.

“1 suppose he was,” Laura agreed
grudgingly. “If it’s decent to accuse
Jim of stealing.”

“Don’t he silly,” her brother
laughed. *“ What else could he do?
What else can he believe, Laura? I'm
not blaming Peter Salton. He's white.
Lord knows, he’s giving me every
chance.”

“ Did seem to be doing all he could,
didn’t he?” Henry mused, and gazed
at the fire.

He was thinking hard; he had been
thinking ever since Salton’s first ap-
pearance; now he was reaching his
conclusion. Brantree lighted a
cigarette, giving the match an airy
flourish. Henry noted that his fingers
were shaking, though.

“ He would, naturally. That’s the
sort he is, Hank. But I guess it’s gone
beyond his control now. Must have,
when he’ll come right out and accuse
me that way. Well—I think I'll clear
out to-morrow, my children. No use
getting you two into the papers and
embarrassing the kids by having a
couple of husky dicks yank the des-
perate criminal out, while the neigh-
bors gape.”

“You stay right here,” Henry
commanded with a vast, easy effect.
‘“ Nothing has happened, and nothing’s
going to happen.”

“Tsn’t, eh?” Brantree laughed. “1
wish I could feel that way about it.”

“You can,” Morrow advised him
and rose, smiling benignly.

Laura glanced up with:

“ Where are you going?”

“ Tust upstairs for a few minutes.”

TA
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Brantree studied the smile and
starfed; he also gripped Henry’s arm.

“Wait a minute! What are you
going up there for?”

“T want to get out a little Manikoma
oil, Jim,” Henry grinned. “I'm tak-
ing it in to-morrow morning as secu-
rity for a loan.

“ A forty-five hundred dollar loan?”
Brantree asked thickly.

“ Um——possibly.”

“To—to pay Salton?” the other
choked on. _

“Listen to me, young fellow,”
Henry grinned, and laid a hand on his
shoulder. “ There’s no ‘cause for ex-
citement. Some of that money might
better be working while I'm trying to
make up my mind ; and you can be dead
sure I'm not going to let Salton get
away with anything. 1 intend to take
along a lawyer and fix things so they
have to pay me back when—when we
find out who did do the stealing.”

“No!” Brantree shouted. “ Ab-
solutely nothing doing, Henry! That’s
equivalent to a confession!”

“ Piffle!” said Mr. Morrow.
merely—"

“Laura, do yor want him to do
this?” her brother demanded.

“ Well, knowing the struggle Henry
bas been having with himself about
that money, it’s rather a triumph to—""

“That’s not what I'm talking about!
Do you want him to pay money back
that I—I never took?”

“ There’s nothing else to do,” Laura
said quietly. ““ You can’t possibly go
to prison, dear.”

Brantree’s excited hands dropped to
his sides. Chest heaving, he looked
blankly from Laura to Henry and back
again.

“Well, then—well, then, you both
think I’m guilty, too!”

Henry’s benign smile was "gone.
Funny, you know, that he should think
such a thing at a.time like this, but it
did seem to Henry that Brantree was
overdoing it! Ostensibly, he couldn’t
believe him guilty, of course, but—but

“TIt is
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—well, there was something about that
fool pose! He didn’t look like such a
thundering innocent man; he looked
like a man trying his darnedest to look
innocent!

“No, we don’t think you’re guilty,
but there’s only one way—"

“Well, you're not going to take it,
Hank! Get that! You're not going
to take it!” Brantree cried in sudden
fury. “I've said it before and I say
« it again: they can keep me in jail for a
million years and: I'll never confess to a
crinde I didn't commit!”

““Fine! How about Laura? Do
you want her to cry her eyes out during
the million years?”

“I don’t believe she would! She’d
rather see me in jail than have me ad-
mit a ‘thing like that!” And this
sounded to Henry like a lot of flam-
boyant rot, too. “Wouldn't you,
Laura?”

Laura sighed and smiled.

“1 haven't quite reached that plane,
Jimmy. No man, innocent or guilty,
i1s ever freed from the stigma of a
prison sentence. It's shameful—yes.
But what Henry proposes is the only
thing to do.”

“Ican’t seeit!”
~“Well, whether you can see it or
not—"’ : .

Brantree’s grip was still on Henry’s
arm. Now it tightened, and Brantree
smiled wildly.

“T.isten to me, Hank! I won't let
you do it, do you hear? Oh, ‘don't
look at me as if you thought this was
all preliminary to weakening and giv-
ing in and—"

“T'm not!” Henry puffed.

“Yes, you are. Because it isn’t, I
assure you. .You hand Salton a ten-
cent piece and I'll confess to stealing
his money and I'll confess to every-
thing else that comes into my mind—
murder, arson, grand larceny, any-
thing!”

« Thﬂt,”
loony !”

“Yes, I guess it is.” Brantree an-

[

said Henry, “is plumb
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swered more mildly.  “ But it'll give
yout an idea of how I feel about it. No,
Henry.  That stuff’s just out of the
proposition. I want your word of
honor that you’ll not try anything of
that kind?”

1 But_n

“ Because, after all, it’s my mess and
not your mess, and I'll get out of it
with my skirts clean or stay in it}
Promise me, Hank.””

“Well, but—"

“ Henry, I want that promise from

you, and no nonsense about it!” said
Brantree’s ugly little bark, and his chin
was thrust out.
- “All right, then!”
barked in his exasperation. “ Take it
and be hanged! But I must say it
seems pretty dumb to me.”

“It’s just another of those questions
of the viewpoint, I guess, Hank,” the
other murmured grimly.

Laura sighed and made pretense of
returning to her magazine. Henry
wandered over to William’s neglected
pet, turned the switch and twisted the
dials.

“ Anybody know what’s good on the
radio to-night?” he asked drearily.

“ See if somebody isn’t singing ‘ The
Prisoner’s Song,” Hank,” Mr. Brantree
chuckled. “I'd like to learn the
words.”

Henry also

Brantree was nervous at breakfast.

To be sure, as the just Henry re-
flected, any man about to feel the
strong hand of the law may well be a
bit uneasy ; but Brantree had also taken
to watching Henry in the same narrow,
following way he had come to detest in
his children. He didn’t get the point
of that.

Until now, Brantree had been the
one who merely glanced questions in
his direction now and then. This
morning he watched Henry’s goings
and comings, followed him upstairs,
came down with him, even remained
with him when he went to the door and
kissed Laura good-by.
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Laura was subdued, too. The chil-
dren, obviously sensing something new,
asked no questions; hut Henry did find
William and Margey holding under-
breath conference in the living room.

All in all, he was glad to get down
to the old office, where the most dis-
tressing factors were Miss Flint’s little
cacklings as she packed this, packed
that, lost the other thing—and, of
course, Lohman’s resurrected bits of
the past.

Lohman went around counting the
minutes, too, which stretched from
now to his last Saturday afternoon in
the old shop; very much, Henry as-
sumed, as a man counts the minutes
hetween himself and the electric chair.

Heavenly day! Why couldn’t the old
man snap out of it and come along to
the new place, if only for a couple of
weeks until they were straightened
out, and so break the oppressive pall?
But he couldn't, evidently. Suggestions
to that effect Lohman met only with a
shake of the head and that harrowing
smile.

Charlie Easton, who was taking
Lohman’s place as bookkeeper, called
and was approved. A nice chap, clean-
cut, energetic, level-headed, looked
straight at you when he talked. But
when he had conversed with Charlie
for half an hour Henry found nimself

wondering hazily why, in this un-

friendly world, one has occasionally to
hire perfect strangers. It was a dis-
tinctly uncomfortable sensation and
persisted for many minutes; he was so
glad to see Miss Flint, when she hur-
ried in presently, that she blushed
again.

Jim was weighing on his mind, too.
He spent much time wondering what
was happening to Jim this day. At
luncheon hour he went around the
block, that he might pass the news-
stand and look over the scareheads on
the carly evening editions. They had
nothing to say of arrests in Wellmont,
nor had those he inspected later on his
way to the station.

99

All in all, Henry was glad to get
back "10me, too. .

He hummed as he entered. There
were some problems around here, of
course, with which he could have dis-
pensed; but at least there wasn’t a
pathetic, moist-eyed old gentleman say-
ing good-by piecemeal to apparently
everything in the world that he cher-
ished.

Henry’s musical effort came to an
end approximately thirty seconds later
when Laura, with mysterious haste,
drew him into the living room. 'This
was a most unusual move; Laura, just
then, should have been waving a gay,
spoon to him from the kitchen door-
way. The unearthly calm that was on
her dropped away immediately they
were out of earshot of the rest of the
family. Eyes big, Laura said softly:

“Jim's gone!”

“ My soul!” Henry gasped. He had
had no idea he’d feel like this about it
when it really happened; for a moment
he was all weak-kneed and sickish.
“ Pinched! Phew!”

“No, not arrested, Harry. He’s just
—gone!”

“Oh!” Morrow said relievedly.
“Well, I'm glad he wasn’t arrested,
anyway. Where did he go?”

“TI don’t know.”

“Wouldn't he tell your” :

“I didn't even know he meant to
leave, Harry. In fact, I talked to him
this morning when you’d left and tried
to tell him how much we wanted him
here and nowhere else. And—and
then I went down town to order the
roast and some other things for to-
night, and at that time Jim was fixing.
the radio and said he had an hour’s
work ahead of him. When I came back
he wasn’t here.”

Henry scratched his chin. _

“T'd like to bet he went down and
gave himself up, Laura,” he muttered,
“I'm pretty sure he had some such
notion as that last night.”

“He didn’t, though. That was the
first thing that occurred to me, Harry,
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I remembered what he said about tell-
ing Mr. Salton in advance where he
was going, and I called up—I called
up twice, in fact, the second time about
five o’clock. Mr. Salton hadn’t heard a
word from him.”

Henry continued to scratch his chin.

He was not unduly excited; it was not.

his brother.

‘“ Then I guess he's somewhere about
town, Laura. Probably he got sick of
moping around the house, and—"

“I tell you he has gone! He took
his big grip and crammed almost every-
thing he brought here into that.. I've
looked over his room, and all he left
was a pair of shoes and an old suit and
some worn-out shirts. I thought he
might have left a note for me.”

““ And he hadn’t?”

“ Not one word. I'm—I’m worried,

‘Harry.”
"~ “I doubt if there’s anything to
worry about,” said Henry. - “ Jim’s old
enough to take care of himself and he
knows hest what he wants to do- about
this business. Why he didn’t grab at
the chance to get out of it all is be-
yond me; but I imagine that now he’s
gone away off somewhere to make a
fresh start under another name. When
did all this happen?”

“Why, 1 left the house a little be-
fore ten, and it couldn’t have been
much more than half past when I re-
turned. I—I even went down to the
station to see if I couldn’t catch him,
or find out. The agent remembered see-
ing four different men get aboard the
ten eighteen with brown overcoats like
Jim’s.” g

Henry pinched her smooth cheek
and smiled reassurance. Pretty rotten
way to feel about it, but secretly he was
darned glad Jim had vamosed like that.
Explaining to Tom, Dick, and Harry
whyv one’s brother-in-law was arrested
yesterday, up at the house, does not
constitute the ideal conversation while
one is riding to town in the smoker.

“You'll hear from him in a day or
two,” Henry said, as he removed his
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own overcoat and sighed comfortably.
“He’ll drop us a line as soon as he
locates somewhere. Is dinner ready,
honey ?”

Yes, he seemed able to bear Mr.
Brantree’s defection with commend-
able fortitude. It is shameful, doubt-
less, yet Henry looked and felt more
like himself at dinner than he had
looked and felt for a number of days.
He did not even frown at the too ob-
servant William’s sudden:

“ Hello! No place set for Uncle
Jim?”

“He won’t be here for dinner.”

“Gone?” William inquired,
peered keenly at his parent.

“Yes, he had to go away for
awhile,” Henry said evenly. :

William sat up, wide-eyed.

“So the bulls got him!” he gasped.

“WIill?” his mother cried.

“No need of heing coarse, Bill,”
Henry added amiably. “ Your uncle
wasn’t arrested—no. He went away

and

“for a little change, T fancy.”

“TI’ll say he did! He had to fly the
coop!” William muttered in his charm-
ingly direct way. “ Well, can you tie
that? Say, I've been wondering how
long it would be before he had to—"
. “Hedidn’t ave to go at all!” Laura
mterrupted hotly. “ He is innocent.”

“Well, he didn’t look it, mother,”
William submitted. “1 hope to tell
you he didn’t look it, and he didn’t act
it, either. Don’t get me wro— I
mean, don’t misunderstand me, moms.
I like Uncle Jim a lot. I—I hope they
don’t get him.”

He wagged his concerned young
head. :

Laura’s eves, Henry observed, were
spattering white fire.

“ That’s enough, Bill,” he said warn-
ingly. “We needn’t discuss Uncle
Jim.”

William nodded his grim under-
standing.

“ Probably better not to, eh? O K,”
said he.

The spattering effect continued for
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a little; Laura was looking at her son
without the usual thinly veiled adora-
tion. William, after one glance in her
direction, ate absorbedly. Henry re-
marked loudly that it was a fine eve-
ning, and nobody contradicted him.

““Say, dad!’ William said suddenly.

11 Eh ?,’

“Ts that stock of oyurs still upstairs
in the wall-safe?”

“It is. Why?”

“Well, say, I—I—" William’s eye
again met that of his mother just then.
He swallowed-noisily and followed the
swallow with an emphatic cough, and
the cough with a loud choke. * G-got
something stuck in my throat,” Wil-
liam wheezed. ‘ Chok—choking to
death!”

But he made quick recovery, and,
thereafter, preserved a—~for William
—remarkable silence, glancing now
and then at his father in the oddest
way.

Henry gave no particular heed.
This was the best roast beef he had
taasted for some time—or else he was
more capable of enjoying food to-
night. The latter, he suspected. Fact,
he hadn’t at all reahzed what a nervous
strain it had been, having Jim around!

William was excusing himself.

“ Without vour dessert?”’ Laura
asked in amazement.

‘“ Be down again in a minute,” Wil-
liam said huskily and pointed vaguely
at his throat.

Coughing, he hurried upstairs; and
at the top of the flight the coughing
ceased, and Willianm's steps tapped hur-
riedly toward his own room. And
shortly there was a loud, hard creak.

“ What’s he doing up there?” Laura
demanded.

“How do I know?” Henry said.

“Well, you do know!” Laura flared.
“He’s moving the old desk in his room
to look at that stock and make sure
Jim didn’t take it! I think it’s perfectly
beastly of that boy to feel as he does
about Jim. I think—"

Her throat tightened.
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“So do I, honey!” Henry agreed
soothingly. “I can’t understand it at
all. He reads too many detective sto-
ries, or something of the kind. Boy’s
justsa darned fool! I’ll speak to him as
soon as he comes down.”

“ Well, get your speech ready, pops,”
escaped Margey. ‘“ Here he comes, a-
running.”

She could have put it no more ac-
curately. With two bourids which
would have shaken a less solid house,
William was crossing the upper hall;
with five loud thuds he had negotlated
the flight, skipping many steps. Now:.
William was indeed with them again,
and his eyes—which, everything con-
sidered, really should have been dulled
and stricken—blazed triumphant ex-
citement.

“Well, you’re not rich any more, fa-
ther!” he cried.

“ What’s that?”

“Nope! You don’t have to bother
making up your mind now. Uncle Jim
lifted the whole bunch of stock!”

“He didn’t!” Laura cried, as she
came out of her chair. “I don’t be-
lieve it.” '

“ Did—did—did you take ’em out of
there, Laura?”” Henry managed.

“ Of course not. I haven't seen them
since the night Will found them.”

“ Well, they were there last night,”.
William added helpfully. “ I've taken
a slant at "em every night to make sure
they were still there.”

Mr. Morrow mastered himself and
scowled. As a matter of fact, there
must be something wrong with him!
He felt as if a load had suddenly been
taken from his shoulders; for a second
or two he had wanted to cheer.

“Either of you kids been snoop-
ing?”’ he demanded of his daughters.

“Margey and I haven’t enough
strength between us to have moved that
desk, % Tna reminded him.

“I was just asking. I—I—Bill!
You—er—well, of course they’re still
in the safe. Probably toward the back.
Your uncle never—"
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“Well, if he didn’t, somebody else
did,” William laughed. *“ Go look, if
you like, but I ran my hand away in to
the back, father. And—well, here; be-
fore you start, look at this!”

Henry scowled at the bit of torn
paper William extended.

“ What's that thing?”

“ Don’t you recognize it P’ asked his
son. “Don’t you remember the part
of the flap on that envelope that was
almost torn off—the piece that had
some sealing wax sticking to it? Well,
this is it, and—gee, don’t look like that,
mother; you're not to blame!
this was beside Uncle Jim’s bed up-
stairs.”

“FEr—lemme see it,” Henry mut-
tered. _ '

“Js—it?” Laura asked with diffi-
culty.

“ Why—er—yes it does seem to be
the piece from the envelope,” Morrow
said, and found himself unable to face
her. “ And if—well, if it really was
beside Jim’'s bed—"

“It really was,”
him less forcefully.

“Well, then, if it was—and of
course it was—then it looks very much
as if— Say, I wouldn’t have believed
it! He—maybe it’s just as Salton said.
Maybe he has crazy impulses and he
can’t resist ’em and— O, here, now,
Laura, don’t cry! No—no sense in
crying about it!”

“ Let—Ilet me alone!” Laura sobbed
into her napkin.

Ina was comforting her mother.

Margey stared straight at her fa-
ther, and the rosebud mouth was a
tight little pucker and in her eyes was a
twenty-page indictment.

“ And I never even got in to look at
" the blue one I wanted,” she said rather
cryptically.

“ No, and none of the rest of us got
a look at anything else, either,” added
William, and his voice dwindled to a
little whine, causing Henry to glare at
him - suddenly. And it was quite as
Henry had suspected! Again his son

William assured

‘eh?

Well,
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was the bent, pathetic child of direst
poverty, the corners of his mouth down
in a weak, underfed cringe.

“Well, that's how the story ended!
That's how it ended,” Wllllam whin-
nied feebly. ““Now we’re not rich any
more; now we’re just as poor as ever,
And knowing how things run
for this famlly, it couldn’t have ended
any other way, I guess. It—it’s al-
ways like that!”’

For an instant Henry’s smile was
positively evil. His son shrugged then
and collapsed into a chair, limp hands
sagging down on lifeless knees. His
head wagged broken resignation. He
laughed, dreadfully, as one might laugh
over the grave of a dear one.

Henry sat down with a thud and
cleared his throat.

“ Everybody!” he said with a really '
commanding note. “ Before we go on
having hysterics, let’s just look at the
thing as it is!”

“ Listen!” William put in forlornly.
“ Maybe if you telephoned and asked
for a general alarm, they could get him
before he hops the border ?”

“ Thank you; that’s just what I want
to talk about,” Henry said ‘tartly.
“ Laura, dear, stop crying, will you?
Jim’s gone, and there doesn’t seem to
be any doubt that he took the stock
with him. I guess we all understand
what happened.

“Jim’s been brooding for a long
while and—well, he was in a mess and
he didn’t seem to want to take the easy
way out. I suppose he figured that—
er—if he had plenty of money and
went a long way off, he’d have a chance
to reéstablish himself and start life
again, and the means was at hand.

“Wouldn't surprise me at all if he
began paying it back later, by install-
ments. I don’t know. Maybe none of
us will ever hear from him again. But
he’s your mother’s brother and she
thinks a lot of him and—and so do all
the rest of us, of course, and we don’t
want to see him in any more trouble.
So, from this minute on, we're all go-
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ing to forget that there ever was any
Uncle Jim!”?

Laura faced him bravely.

“ Hal, even if he is my brother, if
he did do this, I don’t see why—"

“Well, [ see wh\ honey, and I guess
the kids do, too,’ Henry said very gen-
tly. “So Uncle Jim is just somethmcr
that never happened! Maybe you bet-
ter serve the dessert, Ina.”

Ina nodded slowly. Mr. Morrow
surveyed his little family circle with
a dry smile.

“Once in awhile, you know, your
poor, decrepit old father has a hunch
that's worth something. I mean, about
telling you all to keep this dark in the
first place. Now you don’t have to ex-
plain what happened to the family for-
tune!”’ , :

William’s head, bowed now on his
hand, shook w ondermOIy

Henry's poise remained -quite as su-
perb later, when he found himself alone
with Laura, perched on the arm of his
chair in the old way. He grinned up
at Laura, but there was no smile in re-
sponse.

“I'm wondering what will happen
to him, Hal?”

“ Nothing! What can? He has
plenty of money. He’s bright. Jim’s
not naturally crooked, Laura; he just
lost his balance when the Salton thing
broke and he hasn’t got it back yet. He
will.”

The fire crackled for minutes. Hen-
ry watched it, with his head resting
against Laura, and sighed lightly.

“I'm wondering what on earth to
do about that decorating!” Laura
mused further. “You see, I—I al-
ways thought that if we should be a
little pinched for money, you’d have
the stock to sell. So—"

“Yep. I know. Had a bad effect on
all of us, kid. I suppose the decorating
will have to wait.”

“ But Mr. Fiske was going to begin
first thing Monday morning. He had
to order special colors and special pa-
pers, Harry.”

continued.
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Henry, considering the fire, grinned
no more. -As yet, he had not mentioned
his change of offices; he had intended
that for a surprise. But until he had
tottered out from under the burden of
expense involved in that shift, they’d
have to stand the cracks!

“Um—even so—" he began.

“ And I’ve told several women that
I’'m having the place done over,” Laura
Mrs. Harrison, you know..
A cousin of hers is an interior dec-
orator and he came up to make sug-
gestions. No, I didn’t tell you; that
part didn’t cost a cent, Hal. ‘And he
made sketches for Mr. Fiske and col-
ored them! What—what am I going
to say?”’

Henry’s upturned eye was rather
hunted.

“ Means a Jot of humiliation for you,
honey,” he muttered.

‘“ Humiliation!” Laura echoed, and
flushed even in the firelight. * There
tsn’t a thing I can tell them but the
truth!”

“ Well—er—have it done, then! Yes,
I mean it. I’'m not going to have 'em
talking about you, Laura, and—yes, go
on and have it done, just as you
planned.

“Tt won’t hurt Fiske if he has to
wait a month or two for his money.”

The fire crackled on for another
space.

“You're awfully decent, Harry—I
mean about Jim,” Laura murmured.

“ Oh—that!” Henry said and
laughed outright. *“ That’s not decency,
Laura; that’s gratitude. I'm glad he
stole the stuff.”

“ What?”

“ Well, not actually throwing up my
hat and cheering, of course; it was
rather comforting to know the stock
was up there for an emergency. But
ever since we found out that Jim had

-walked off with it, I've bheen wonder-

ing 1t he didn’t save me from the asyl-
um.”

“Was it as bad.as all that?”’ Laura
asked with a sad, whimsical little smile.
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“T,aura, it was worse! You won’t
understand, I guess; I'm not sure I do.
But if ever a thing had me guessing,
that did! You see, I'd have liked that
money pretty well, only to save my soul
I couldn’t figure out why Prindle should
have left it to me that way—and I can’t
now. Those things simply don’t hap-
pen. Shake your head all you like—
they don’t! And if it wasn’t mine,
whose was it?”’

“ Conscience—"" Laura began.

“ Wasn’t even conscience, kid,” Hen-
ry said frankly. “ That was my mis-
take in the early stages of the strug-
gle. It was just fear, I think. Fear
of the trouble that might be coming my
way if I brought all the money out into
the light.

“1 know somebody with a claim on
Prindle’s estate would have turned up
to snatch it; and if they hadn’t, Laura,
you can be dead sure the State treasury,
or whatever it is, would have got wind
of the business and come after me, hell
for leather! -‘And then, the shock I'd
get when all that happened used to send
a good many chills through me, too.”

Laura said nothing.

“ So I'm well out of it!” Henry Mor-
row concluded, although wild enthusi-
asm did not ring in his tone. '

Still Laura said nothing. The fire
continued to crackle. Henry vawned
and laughed quite boyishly.

“Let’s go to bed early to-night,” he
suggested. ‘I feel as if I could sleep
for a month!”

“TIt took a big jump to-day, too,”
said Laura. “ It went up to two hun-
dred and eleven. I looked in the -eve-
ning paper.” :

CHAPTER XI.
CRIME'S AFTERMATH.

HE quality and influence of coid
morning sunshine differ so vast-
ly from those of firelight glow.

Mr. Morrow, breakfast over, had found
no difficulty in restraining his boyish
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laughter. Oh, he had slept dreamless-
ly, but the warm, impulsive feeling of
gratitude toward the departed Brantree
was not nearly so strong.

He had avoided the whole subject
of the vanished gentleman with elab-
orate care; he had ignored the black
depression which surged murkily
through the whole house; he had not
even appeared to notice Laura’s swift
doorward run at the postman’s whistle
—or her slower return with no tidings
of her brother. He was not merry.

William, walking down to the train
with him and resembling in every
changing expression the finer type of
early martyr, broached the forbidden
subject before they were at the end of
the first block.

“ On the level, father,” William said
gloomily, “ what do you think of it?”

“Think of what?” Henry growled.

“This stunt of Uncle Jim’s—what
else?”

“T think your uncle is a plain damned
crook, Bill,” Henry said harshly. “ And
don’t repeat that to your mother.”

“Well, do you think—"

“T don’t think anything more about
it,” William’s father said. * He cleaned
up the whole pile and took it away with
him, and he’s not coming back. Now
let it drop.”

William’s laugh was the tinkle of
fine glass, forever shattered.

“ Sure thing! But he had the right
dope when he told you not to leave it
in- the-wall-safe, didn’t he?”

Briefly, Henry’s smile was drear as
Willie’s own.

 Perhaps he had more information
on what he was likely to do,” he said.
“ And I was going to take that envelope
to the safe depesit box this. morning,
too!”

This was the sad truth. At the very
first, the find had been just a bit too
weird to register in Henry’s practical
mind as tangible reality. Later—with-
in the first twenty-four hours, indeed—
faint uneasiness had begun to stir about
leaving the stock up there; yesterday
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and day before, Henry had been down-
right nervous about it—and now James
Brantree had relieved him of all cause
for further nervousness.

And he was bouncing around in a
pretty kettle of fish, too, was Mr. Mor-
row!

When the mail had been opened and
the few letters dictated to Miss Flint,
he sat down to watch the familiar figure
at the press across the way and to try
thinking it all out from a new angle.
His original puzzle had been solved for
him, but he had some fine fresh ones on
hand this morning.

What with his recently signed lease-

for the new offices in the Kelfer Build-
ing, the entire new stock of furniture
he had ordered, the decoration to be
done by Laura, some money would have
to appear. The only present possibil-
ity was some sort of loan.

If he meant to get a loan, it would
evidently have to be through regular
channels. His eye was dark as he

called up Bennett’s office in Wellmont |

and briefly stated his case. Bennett
laughed thinly.

“Me? You mean me, personally?
Nothing doing!” he said.. “My few
penmes are pretty well tied up just
now.’

“I didn’t mean—""

“Tell you what I will do, thouorh ?
the lawyer pursued, for his jewel-case
contained no specimen of consistency.
“Tll give you ten thousand flat for
your house.”

“Buy it? I don’t want to sell it.
T’'ve just bought it myself.”

“ I know, but that gives you twenty-
eight hundred clear profit. I'm just
taking a chance on a quick turnover to
oblige you, Morrow. If 1 have to hold
it any time, I'm stuck—and stuck bad!”

Henry bit his lips.

“ No, I'll hang on to the house, Ben-
nett. Just how can I get a regulation
mortgage "’

“In a hurry?”’

“ Well—yes.”

“Lord, I dunno. Tirst mortgage
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money’s mighty tight just now. Of
course, I can start hunting some, if you
say so. How much it ’ll cost you, I
can’'t say.”

“ About how much?”’

“ Plenty!”
“We'll let it ride for a little,” Henry
grunted. “1 may be in to see you

some day soon.”

“Well, if you want to take up that
proposition of mine, you’ll have to
make it mighty soon,” the lawyer said
sharply. “I can’t hold that open more
than a day or two.”

Mr. Morrow hung up with a bang.
That unwholesome rat was talking on
the assumption that Henry was badly
pressed for ready cash, was he? Well,
by the Almwhty—well no, the un-
wholesome rat was dead right! The
savage flare left Henry’s eye; he gave
his teeth a cigar to work on, for his
lips were beginning to suffer.

Now what? For one thing, he’d have
liked to have his hands on Jim Brantree
for about five minutes! His whole at-
titude toward the Manikoma stock
seemed to have changed this morning.
At last, perhaps, he was being honest
with himseli? What he had mistaken -
for conscience was really some sort of
mental disease; all along he had heen
teasing Thimself, subconsciously, of
course, for the sheer delight of the
thing. He could see that, now that it
was too late!

What an infernal ass he had been!
A fortune in his hands and he had left
it at the finger tips of a crook; and
now the natural thing had happened
and the vilest part of it all was that,
however much Henry might deserve
the blow, the family didn’t deserve it!

Why, he could have bought them ev-
erything in the world they wanted—
cars, rugs, clothes, jewels in a moder-
ate way—and instead he had been
mooning around, trying to decide, try-
ing not to be afraid, taking every course
but the logical one. Henry bared his
teeth at the man across the way. Gosh
almighty! He had no brains at all!
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Smoke filled the little office. Slow-
ly, the pendulum swung back in the
other direction. Matter of fact, now,
would he have sold the stuff? It wasn’t
his money, any more than it was Bran-
tree’s money; Henry was still fairly
firm on that point. He might have
sold it and got into all kinds of com-
plications.

Certainly, he never could have felt
comfortable about the thing. It—well,
maybe it wwas just as well that it had
vanished, eh? Henry shook his head.
He did wish that, with all these bills
coming due, Brantree had postponed
his latest theft for a little! Henry
would have liked another week or so,
to think it over.

However, Brantree was gone, now,
and it behooved his brother-in-law to
calm down and resume the hunt for
ways and means {o—

“Hello!” Brantree said l1ght1), as
he entered.

“ Hel—why, hello, Jim!” Henry fal-
tered. “ Where—where did you come
from?” ’

The younger man closed the door
carefully and set down his heavy grip.
Grinning, he steppéd to Henry’s desk
‘and tossed a too familiar env elope to
the scarred top.

“There’s your oil stock, Hank,” he
said. ““ Give me a light, will you?”

“ But—but I thought—"

““ Oh, yes, I know what you thought.
You thought I'd stolen it. Well, I
had, in the sense that I took it with me
and—you busv [

“Not very.

“Tl cut it short,” Brantree sighed
and took the other chair, which was
split' across the seat and lacked one
rung in the back. “ Hank, last night
you were all set to give Salton the
money I don’t owe him, were you
not?’

“1 meant to do it—yes.”

“T know you did; and as I have re-
marked on several other occasions, I'll
see Salton and his children and his
grandchildren {fgizzling in hell before
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T'll stand for that sort of.thing. I
thought you were going to sneak the
stuff out of the house yesterday morn-
ing, and I kept an eye on you.

“You didn’t, and—well, when the
coast was clear, I packed my bag, loot-
ed the safe, and took your stock out of
harm’s way. And I meant to keep it
there until things were squared with
Salton. Oh, I’'m not the first man to
have a big idea go sour,” Brantree
laughed; “but the one thing in my
head yesterday was to keep you from
throwing away good money and doing
my confessing for me. I—I've mulled
over this mess until-I think I'm a little
bit crazy on the subject.”

“Say! What—what are you trying
to tell me?” Henry sputtered.

“'The truth, Hank, no matter what
it sounds like. I took a train to Al-
bany, and I meant to put your stock
in a bank.up there and perhaps stay
around the town awhile; you people
must be pretty sick of looking at me.
I thought I'd write you a mysterious
letter, telling you that the Prindle
money would be back when it felt it
was safe to come.

“ And then, last night, I couldn’t
sleep very well, and I had a lucid in-
terval. It looked to me as if about all
I’d accomplished was a lot more worry
for Laura. And then there was always
the chance that you'd start the police
after me, and I can’t afford to be ar-
rested just now. So there you are,
Henry. T'd put that stuff in a safe-
deposit box if I were you.”

“Yes, I—I'm going to!’
Henry. C

The fellow was grinning at him
again! What was it? The plain brass
of a thoroughgoing scoundrel or the
forlorn amusement "of an utterly
wretched man? It did suggest the lat-
ter. Was Brantree lying, or wasn’t
he? Well, of course he was lying!
He had stolen the stock and then lost
his nerve and brought it back. Al-
though, as Henry had determined be-
fore this, Brantree was a queer duck

said
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in some ways, and he was Laura’s
brother.

And, anyway, the great considera-
tion was that he had returned what he
took. It was there! It was right in
front of Henry. He could cart as
much of it as he pleased around to the
bank as security — er — that is, if he
found himself forced to that extremity.
He reached for the envelope and
opened it.

“It’s all there,” Brantree
“ Hank, was Laura fussed?”

“ Naturally! Cried her head off!”
Henry snapped.

“Well, then—" Laura’s brother
pursued with difficulty. “ Is it all right
if—hell! I'm not asking this for my-
self! If it wasn’t for Laura I'd get a
hall room somewhere and hide, but
she seems better satisfied having me in
sight. Is it all right if I sponge on
you for a few days more?”

Mr. Morrow melted suddenly. The
fact that his fingers were tight closed
about the precious envelope may have
had something to do with the thaw.

“Don’t be a nut!” he said heartily.
“Go on home *where you bhelong!
Skip!”

His fingers remained about the en-
velope long after Brantree had depart-

said.

ed. This titme, he fancied, he wouldn’t.

be so much bothered by conscience;
this time, before his courage ebbed, he
might negotiate a small loan, just for
his own satisfaction, and—well, here!
Wait a minute!

He had it now; the one point on
which he really wanted reassurance.
Seemed to have cleared up in his mind
all of a sudden! He snatched the tele-
phone and called for Wickett & Sobel,
his attorneys, and asked for Wickett,
who was big and deep-voiced and con-
vincing.

“ Say, Wickett,” said Henry. “ Hav-
ing an argument with a fellow here in
the office, and I want you to settle it.
Won't take a minute. Suppose—er—
suppose somebody left me some—er—
money, say a couple of years ago, and
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I didn’t know anything about it, and
somebody else got it and—well, spent
it, perhaps. There’s no way I can get
it back, 1s there?”

“Why isn’t there?” the large voice
demanded.

*“Well, is there?” Henry asked.

“ Morrow, any time anything like
that happens to you, you come around
here and let us take care of it for you.
We'll get your money back if the other
fellow still has it, and if he hasn’t we’ll
fix things so that we can take anything
he gets away from him as soon as he
gets it!”

‘“ Then that—that can be done, eh?”
Henry said, quite weakly.

“What d’you suppose we got laws
for?” asked Mr. Wickett.

Several minutes Henry drummed
upon his desk, startled eves fast on the
envelope. Really, in the way of defi-
nite statements and conclusions, Wick-
ett stood head and shoulders over any-
thing that had come into the proposi-
tion so far!

He had helped Henry to an extreme-
ly definite conclusion, too; if he found
himself driven into the very last ditch,
he might possibly risk a loan on a little
of the stock—but if anything like the
Wickett pronouncement was impend-
ing, they’d have to prove to him that
it was the last ditch.

He reached for his hat and buttoned
his coat over the envelope in the inner
pocket; he had a safe-deposit box right
around the corner. And once the stuff
was tucked in there it would be a
mighty good scheme to thrust the
whole matter of the Prindle money out
of his mind. But it was a dog-goned
big relief to know that it would be
there in the box all the same!

The family mind, he discovered that
evening, had essayed no similar thrust-
ing! If anything, the more or less sub-
tle influence of Mr. Prindle’s queer be-
quest had increased tenfold. The black
depression was all gone; a rather hec-
tic gayety prevailed.

William, home ahead of him, wrung
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his father’s hand and grinned from ear
to ear as he breathed a heartfelt:
“Whatta y'know!” Margey squealed
as she kissed her father; even Ina

seemed to be basking in the sunshine.

of a great contentment.

Laura was a young girl again, sing-
ing, beaming.- She had baked a big
cake and found some of Brantree's
favorite artichokes in Wellmont, too.
The only reason, Henry reflected grim-
ly, that fatted calf wasn’t on the table
with all four legs sticking up in the
air, was that Brantree detested veal!

But he made a point of getting
Laura aside a little later, and telling
her just how things stood, and how,
by George, they were going to stand.
Laura, after one demure smile, only
giggled delightedly and hugged her
husband. '

" There was a terrific interlude,
wherein heavy pieces of furniture were
wrestled up the stairs and into the
guest chamber, and men came with
pails and brushes and rolls of paper,
and great expanses of dirty, paint-
stained canvas which they spread over
everything in sight — wherein ladders
and boards rattled about, and wherever
one wanted to step there seemed to be
a bucket or a keg or a collection of
sponges.

The family ate their dinners at the
Little Thrush Tea Room, and com-

mented that if they could get away

with this kind of cooking and stay in
business, Laura ought to open a similar
place and make a million dollars.

In the down town section of New
York, changes were going forward,
too. But these were cold and methodi-

cal, and earried a nameless chill to .

Henry now and then,

-As that late Saturday afternoon
when old Lohman stood for ten min-
utes by the window, with his arm over
Henry’s shoulders, and rambled on
about how Haines used to stand here
and try to flirt with a blond pompa-
doured girl who worked in the window.
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‘now occupied by the pressman, which

belonged to an insurance office in those
days; about how Dolly thought these
offices, then all fresh, cream-colored
paint, the nicest she’d ever seen.

And that last minute, when Lohman
stood with his hand on the knob of the
outer door and looked it all over just
once more and then choked: “ Well—
¢’-by, Henry! Best of luck!” and
thumped slowly down the stairs. Why,
it'was awful! That’s what it was—
awful!

For a good quarter hour it seemed
to Henry as if in some mystic way his
whole business had gone downstairs
and out with Lohman, and along with
them hope and good cheer and the dear
old past, and about everything else
worth while! The secondhand  man
came that afternoon and made a price
on all the fixtures which did nothing
toward heartening Henry.

Wednesday morning, having gone a
dozen steps past the Kelfer Building,
he cursed himself briefly, turned
around and walked back and was
whizzed up to his new quarters in an
express elevator. Some minutes he
thrilled with pride as he entéred ; some
more he thrilled with vague apprehen-
sion. )

After that Henry moved dignifiedly
to his private sanctum and sat down in
the new chair before the new desk—
which was too big; the next smaller
size would have done as well, and it
cost twenty-two dollars less — hoping
that his mental state had not been too
apparent to Miss Flint and the dapper
young Mr. Easton. In point of fact,
Henry was wondering just why he had
done it!

Oh, a place like this lent a man some
prestige, of course; given a little capi-
tal he might have cashed in on the
prestige, but he lacked the capital. And
it was beautiful, as offices go— big,
clean windows, floors of some sort of
composition and smooth as a billiard
table, woodwork immaculate.

The furniture showed up better than
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he had expected, too, but—it wasn’t
Henry Morrow’s furniture! It wasn’t
the kind of furniture Henry knew any-
thing about. He was an uncomfort-
able stranger in a very strange land;
even his collar dida’t seem to fit as he
sat here, listening to the busy sounds
of Broadway, just around the corner
now.

If it hadn’t been for that damned
stock of Prindle’s he’d never have land-
ed here, either! Oh, well, he’d shake
down in time, if they didn’t evict him
for nonpayment of rent.

Miss Flint came hurrying in. She
wore a brand-new gown; she was al-
most playful this morning.

" “Now see what the very first letter
in our new place brings us! I know it
will be something good!”

“1It is,” Henry said, as he slit the
envelope and started involuntarily.
“1It’s the bill for this furniture.”

‘“ Oh, just the invoice,” Miss Flint
murmured disappointedly.

“No, it isn’t an invoice—it’s'a regu-
lation bill,” Henry grunted. “I must
say they didn’t waste much time get-
ting it here. Er—ask young Easton
to come in, will you, Miss Flint? I
want to talk to him. It looks as if we
might have to shake up some new busi-
ness pretty quick!”

He had not mentioned the change
of offices at home. That, Henry had
decided with a chuckle, was to be his
own little secret.
spring it when things had settled down
again around the house. And would
they be astonished?

Why, say, they’d go wild, all of ’em!

They’d been after him for years to get
into decent offices; the chances were
that they’d rise and cheer in a body,
and insist on going down with him in
the morning to look the place over.
Privately he chuckled a number of
times over the sensation he was about
to create.

Things settled down at home on Fri-
day, mstead of on Wednesday. When
Hem_\ returned from a somewhat dis-

Time enough to
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couraging day, during which Charlie
Easton had showed that he was just an
ordinary young man, willing to be led,
disinclined to lead, the dirty canvas
had been whisked away and the pails
and brushes were all gone.

Floors were oiled; Mrs. Harrison
and her fool daughter, Joy, were in
the living room with Laura, exclaim-
ting and exclaiming and smoking ciga-
rettes, both of them. It looked pretty
nice to Henry, now that it was done;
in fact, it looked darned pretty, the
whole place!

But Mrs. Harrison, with her hands
clasped, advised him that it was ex-
quisite, and that.only the Revolution-
ary Dagley Mansion, restored by one
of the historical societies, had anything
to equal that living room now!

He waited patiently until the scenic
pair had departed and the family was
grouped about an admittedly delicates-
sen dinner, with the courteous Donald
Cray exclaiming upon the excellence
of the cooked tongue one could buy in
Wellmont.

They all seemed to be excited this
evening, and inclined to chatter—tired
with all the decorating, probably, and -
then there was some kind of dance at
the Country Club which Marge and
William were attending, Henry be-
lieved. Well, merciless as ever, he’d.
give ’em more cause for excitement!

“ Oh—didn’t mention it,”
drawled. “T’ve moved.”

\“ Moved?” Laura echoed.
{“ Tke office!”
"“Why, Hal!” Laura said blankly.

he

_J* Well, it was about time!” William
contributed. “ Where'd you move to,
dad?”

“Up into the Kelfer Building—
tenth floor,” Henry said impressively.

“ Aha?” said William, and resumed
his conversation with Cray.

Laura was still blinking utter lack
of comprehension at her husband.

“Why, you—you didn’t say any-
thing!” she murmured

“No—no,” Henry grinned compla-~
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cently.
and—"

“You must tell me all about it after-
ward,” Laura informed him politely,
and turned back to her younger daugh-
ter. “ You'll simply have to wear the
red velvet, darling. I'm sorry, but I
can’t get that spot off the yellow silk,
and there’s- no time to send it to the
cledner’s.
velvet to the Country Club dance,
Harry!”

‘“ She does?” said Henry.

Margey shrugged sadly.

“ Well, there will be a lot of cultured
people there, I suppose. Perhaps they’ll
appreciate an antique like that.”

“Say!” cried William Morrow hot-
ly. “How do you get that way—an-
tiqgue? What about me? How’d you
like to be wearing a Tuck that’s so old
the moths are scared to walk on it for
fear of going through a weak spot and
breaking their necks?”

“1 couldn’t do that very well,”
Marge said sweetly. “This isn't a
masquerade.”

Laura “was patting her daughter’s
shoulder. Cray was laughing in his
rich, well bred way, and beginning a
humorous discourse on the vanity of
fine raiment. ,

_ Henry Morrow, it appeared, was
at perfect liberty to take his nice, new
. little offices off in a corner and play
with them, if he chose—but he'd have
to do it all by himself. The launching
of his big sensation seemed to have
slipped somewhere; it had gone be-
neath the waves and quite failed to bob
up again. .

“Do you like your new offices,
father?” asked the ever considerate
Ina. ,

“Oh, yes! Fine!” Henry said to
the canned beans on thé plate -before
him. “ Fine!’

What it amounted to, what there
was absolutely no denying, was that
something or other had happened to
his family the very night they moved
into this accursed old shack. And it

“ Been keeping it as a surprise

She has to wear her old red.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

was gettiug worse instead of better,
It wasn’t the same family at all!

CHAPTER XII.
THE’ DOWNWARD PATH.

HE society bug had bitten Laura.
Hoping against hope, the fireside
loving Henry had at first tried to

pooh pooh away the notion. Convic-

tion that this was a rather fruitless job.

came the night that Laura yanked him,
with no decent warning at all, to din-
ner at the Harrison’s, next door, where
a paid cook cooked about half as well
as Laura, and table was served by a
silk-legged, white-capped maid who be-
longed nowhere but in one of the old
time musical comedies the Morrows
used to attend when they lived in Har-
lem and theater prices were lower.
 Utter certainty settled in when he
discovered Laura piloting him to the
big Cartworthy house to play bridge,
a pursuit at which Henry could make
a roomful of enemies in almost no
time.

Well, mainly, she would have to go
it alone.

Morrow had too many other things
to think about—the same old things,
grown more irritating with the days.
As, for one example, Jones, of the office
furniture concern. Jones came blithe-
ly in one afternioon, a sheaf of papers
in his hand. He greeted Henry with
an airy smile; he hummed unconcern-
edly as he rustled through his papers,
and at last he selected one and laid it
on Morrow’s desk with a grinned:
~ “Like to get rid of some money to-
day, sir?”

“What's this?”

- “ Account to date, Mr. Morrow. O.

e
. Henry tilted back in his new chair.

“ Probably. I haven’t looked through
it. But what’s the idea of this, Jones?
Has anybody been suggesting that I'm
on the verge of bankruptcy?”’

“Mr. Morrow!” protested the other.

13
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“ All right, then. When you sold
me this furniture you told me I could
take my own time in paying for it—
one month, two months. What are
you dunning me now for?” '

“ Oh, Mr. Morrow !’ Jones laughed.
“T’m not dunning you. About every
so often the firm feels that it needs the
money, I think, and sends me out col-
lecting. 1 just take along whatever
bills are due and trot around looking
for people who are in the mood for
writing checks.”

“Well, I'm not one of ’em
said bluntly.

“ Er—not to-day, then, Mr. Mor-
row?”’ queried the caller, and hesitated
oddly for an instant.

“ Not to-day, not this week and not
next week,” Henry answered.

For the most infinitesimal fraction
of another instant, Jones seemed to be
peering into the hidden depths of
Henry’s very soul. He found the ex-
ploration satisfactory. He smiled
brightly, picked up the bill and replaced
it in his sheaf.

“That’s quite all right, Mr. Mor-
row,” he said. “ Quite all right!”

“I'm glad it is,” Henry responded
gruffly. ““I'll mail your check shortly.”

All of which, he conceded gloomily,
was pure bluff, there’d be no check for
Mr. Jones for quite awhile, unless
something unexpected came in. And
it was by no means quite all right,
either; many things Henry disliked,
but being hounded for money he
loathed. If Jones knew how tight the
cash really was around this shop!

It was just as tight an hour later,
when Miss Flint entered, resplendent
in another new gown—and how she
did it on her salary was all past Henry
—and advised him that Mr. James
Brantree craved audience.

Mr. Brantree’s brother-in-law was
puzzled ; they had parted at eight with
no suggestion of an impending visit.
His perplexity turned to alarm at the
sight of Brantree’s very tight little
smile and the visible tension with

"’

Henry
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- which he waited for Miss Flint to close
the door and move away.

“Something—er—up ?” Henry asked
softly. “I thought you were keeping
out of New York as much as pos-
sible ?”

“Rot! What does it matter?”
Laura’s brother asked, with a desperate
little laugh. “Yes, something’s up,
Hank. I'm broke!” '

13 Eh ?1)

“T1 mean, stone broke, Henry. I’'ve
seen too many shows and bought too
many clothes for myself and too many
good dinners for other people these last
years. I've been an improvident ass, be-
cause I had nobody depending on me
for bread and butter, I suppose, and—
well, the reserve fund didn’t last very
long. Henry, I'm down to my last
fifteen dollars.”

Morrow made no comment what-
ever. Two full seconds he did devote
to wishing from the bhottom of his
heart that this person was not Laura’s
brother, though. Not that Henry was
mean. Not that he was averse to
helping his fellow man once in awhile,
Only, just now—

He gazed morosely and expectantly
at Brantree, whose cigarette drooped
from the corner of his mouth, who
picked at his right forefinger with his
right thumb and stared straight back
at Henry.

“I want to say one thing before I
say anything else, Hank,” he began
jerkily. I know your expenses are
pretty heavy, and, if I'm asking too
much—well, just say so, and we’ll for-
get I ever came in here.”,

Henry nodded.

“No? All right. Go ahead, Jim.”

“Well, it’s like this, Grabbing at a
straw, maybe; you’ll probably think so.
Er—Gallivan.”

“Who’s Gallivan?”

“The fellow who runs the private
detective agency that’s been trying to’
find out for me who did the Salton job.
He—and another thing, Henry!”’
Brantree broke off, with his desperate
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little laugh. ‘T know you're not rich,
but T know you’re not down to fifteen
dollars. I know you wouldn’t have
taken on all this,” and he indicated the
office in general, “unless you were
pretty sure of swinging it. And that’s

why I thought maybe it wouldn’t be’

’”

too much to ask to—

“ Go on, about Gallivan!”

“ He's a good sport, Hank. Yes, he
really is.  When he took the job he
thought there was nothing to it. Re-
cently it has been getting his profes-
sional goat altogether. -1 stopped in
there on my way here, and he was so
mad about it he was damning things
around like a mule-skinner. He said—"

“I know,” Henry interrupted sadly.
“ How much?”’

Mr. Brantree winced and reddened.

“1 want to borrow two hundred
dollars, Henry.  Gallivan said that if
we came to the end of that with no
results, he’d put in as much more—as
operators’ wages, of course—and then
cross it off the books.  It’s the first

case, he says, that has stopped ‘him
since he started the agency.

Henry played with his fountain pen
and wished that the man was across the
way, working at his press. He missed
that man.

“What does Gallivan think about
the chances, Jim?” |

“He’s honest. He doesn’t know,
except that he’s going out on the case
himself now and—Henrv if you don’t
want to lend me that money, don’t do
it!  I'm pretty damned sick of the
whole business; I can’t sleep and I have
to choke down food to spare Laura’s
feelings. On the dead level, I'd as
soon go to Salton and let hlm do what
he likes with me; right now.’

“Well, yes, but if therels a
chance—"' the stightly startled Henry
muttered. “Is there a chance that you
can be cleared?”

“There’s always a chance, I sup-
pose, until they have me in jail, Hank.
I @m innocent, you know, and some-
hody did do it—somebody’else!”
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A mighty sigh wanted to emerge
from Henry—a sigh so great that it
must have shaken his whole anatomy
for a second and then have left him
limp. He stifled this sigh.

““That’s right. We'd better take a
chance, Jim!" he muttered, as he
reached for his check book.

When Brantree had departed, after
grateful stammerings which refused
absolutely to ring true in Henry’s ears,
Mr., Morrow laid his check book away
very tenderly and wiped the slight film
of perspiration from his forehead.

And he gazed across the street,
where there was nothing but pale pink
sandstone and white-collared people
moving briskly behind .shining win-
dows, and more than ever he missed
the man who was condemned to the
stamping out of little pieces of brass.
While he was still part of the land-
scape, Henry had never quite appre-
ciated that aproned individual as a
focal point for calming meditation.
T'wo hundred dollars! Tzeo—hundred
dollars! And gone!

Because so much of the old sympa-
thetic understanding seemed to have
evaporated from his home atmosphere,

Morrow held his peace for several
days regarding another source of
worry. ‘Then Brantree, who was.

growing downright haggard, went off
to the pictures with Ina and” her
Donald.

The telephone tinkling, Henry found
himself requested to shut off the radio
during the first decent music that had
come out of the air’'in a week. Alone
in the silent living room, he was priv-
ileged to-sit and listen to Laura’s end of
the conversation.

And it was enough to make a man
get up and bite the furniture, that talk
was'

Why, once upon a time, Laura had
been able to speak and to laugh like a

human being; in fact, hef laugh used
.to.be the prettiest and the heartiest

Henry had ever heard come from a
woman.  Well, there was another
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thing that” had heen all changed
around! ‘

She was natural enough with the
family, but when talking to a woman
like this Mrs. Farnwell, who had
called her up—a rather elaborate
pouter-pigeon Henry had met . just
once, who wore a single diamond and
that the size of an egg—when talking
to that kind of people, you might have
thought Laura was the duchess of
something-or-other! '

Every now and then Laura allowed

an a to grow so broad that it would

have stretched across the street. With-
out seeing her, you could feel her arch-
ing her brows and exclaiming over
things that couldn’t possibly matter to
any one but an idiot, and giving a kit-
tenish tilt to her head.

When she laughed it was a high
soprano warble that made the hair
bristle on the back of Henry’s neck.

So when Laura had quite finished
her conversation with Mrs. Farnwell,
Henry, for some mystic reason, felt
compelled to speak freely and at once.

“ Say, honey!” said Henry.

“ Why, yes?”

“ Have we got a couple of young
kids or have we not?"

“T believe we have,” Laura dimpled,
‘as she curled up on the couch and
opened the fifty-cent fashion magazine
that seemed to absorb her lately.
“ Why, Hal?” '

“I was just wondering. I thought
maybe my memory was playing tricks.

- T don’t see much of them.”

Laura shrugged. Henry scowled.

“ Say, Latra! Do you know that
Willie and Marge haven’t been home
one night since we moved in here?”

“ Well—they’re yo—" -

“Yes, I know they’re young. That’s
just what I'm talking about. Margey
ought to be doing her lessons. William
ought to be getting into bed and getting
some sleep.  Bill used to stay around
two or three nights a week until he took
to running with this curiosity next
door. Margey went out Fridays and
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Saturdays, and thought it was a treat.

. Now they eat and run!”’

Laura failed to contradict him.

“Bill gets home between one and
two every morning and sings on his
way to bed! He gets up looking like a
boiled owl; and pretty soon they’re
going to fire him, Laura. A boy can’t
stay up -all night every nighy and hold
a job.  Margey’s either going to quit
high school or stay there till she dies
of old age.  They’ll never be able to
graduate her at this rate.”

“Well?” Laura said resignedly, and
laid aside her magazine.

“Well, what I want to know,
where’s it going to end?”

“I suppose they’ll come to their
senses, Harry.”

“Idon’t. They’re my children, but
I'm beginning to doubt if they have
any senses to come to!” Henry said.

“Bill’s traveling with the Harrison

gir] exclusively ?”

“Good gracious, yes!”

“I'm not keen on that.”

“They’re nice people.”

“ Never mind how nice they are; a
boy that age gets no idea of life if he
sticks to one girl that way, and partic-
ularly—Laura, Marge doesn’t go out
every night with the Burtis boy, does
she?”

“T'm afraid she does, Harry.”

“I'm going to put a stop to that!”’

“ How?”

“I—er—TI'll speak to his father
about it!” said Henry. '

Laura laughed, in the old-fashioned
way, however.

“But what will you say to him,
dear? Tell him you don’t approve of
his son?”

“Tell him—er—tell him—well, I'll
know what to say when I get started.”

“Really, I wish you wouldn’t get
started,” Laura said, quite soberly. “1
think you’ll make yourself rather ab-
surd before you’ve finished, Harry.”

“Why?,.' .

“Because you're so likely to grow
excited—and, after all, they’re only
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children.  Gerald’s just twenty-one,
you know, and he is a nicé youngster.”

“ Say, does a nice youngster take a
kid like little Margey and. tear all over
the country with her in an automobile
every night? You don’t know where
they are! I don’t know where they
are! And the chances are if you asked
’em, they’d lie about it! Does a nice
youngster do that?”

“Nowadays, they seem to,” she
murmured. '
Mr. Morrow crossed his legs the

other way and bit into, his cigar. He

seemed to be making very little head- .

way with a woman in whom common
sense had once been so -shining a
quality.

“And another thmg——-two
things, in fact!” he grunted.

“Yes, Hal?” Laura said patiently.

“First one: there’s something or
other afoot—something or other be-
tween Margey and Will!” Henry said
very earnestly. ‘I have no idea what
it is, but I know it’s going on!’

“ Oh, bosh!” said Laura.

“ Bosh all you like, I tell you some-
thing’s going on around here that I
don’t know about! Do you know what
it is?”

“I do not!”’

“Laura, do you think for one second
that those kids can afford the pace
they're traveling? That I can afford
the new clothes Marge seems to need
or that Bill can afford to spend every
cent he lays hands on?”

This time Laura nodded gravely
enough.

« NO,
that.”

“ Pretty soon, Bill's
end of his rope, in whatever fashion.
What then?” .

,““Well, then. .I' suppose he’ll be
rather shocked and—why, probably
take a brace and be that much better
for his lesson,” the new Laura said.
“He's not heading for any real
trouble.”

“ How do you know he isn’t? Sup-

more

I don’t. I've thought of

coming to the .
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pose this spending mania gets the best
of him? -Suppose—well, he’s my son,
of course, and I've tried hard enough
to drum decent ideas into hlm—but
suppose—" _

“What you want to say is, suppose
he found himself in some such predica--
ment as Jim’s?”

“ Perhaps it is!” Henry said stoutly.

“We’d have to get him out of it and

-make very sure it didn’t occur again,”

Laura answered, with much less assur-
ance, and glanced oddly at her husbz’md.
“Tt couldn’t occur, of course, but—

“What you want to say,” Henry
laughed unpleasantly, “is that I-could
raise some money on Prindle’s stock?”

“ Perhaps it is!” said Laura.

Her husband shook his head.

“1 thought something like that was
wandering around in your mind,”
Henry muttered.  “ I can’t figure out
what that stuff’s done to my family and
the principles they all used to have.
But it sure has done something!”

Laura opened her magazine and
smiled tartly.

“Isn’t it just possible that it may
have waked us out of a long coma,
Harry? Some of us?”

He was still occupied with his little
puzzle two days later, when he came

"home—came. home on the same train,

at the same time, with the same news-
paper in his right hand and the same
healthy appetite for one of Laura’s
dinners, just as he had been coming
home for years and years—and found
Laura missing!

It was much as if the world had
caught upon some interstellar snag and
ceased 1ts revolving! One good
minute after Margey had told him that
mother wasn’t home yet and hadn’t
phoned either, Henry was still stand-
ing with his hat on the back of his head,
trying to grasp the ‘full significance of
the phenomenon.

Oh, Laura had been away times .

enough before this, of course. Once or

twice a month she went to dinner at
the home of a relative, and sometimes
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Henry chose not to accompany her.
But this was altogether different. Oc-
casions of that kind were always ar-
ranged and understood well in advance.
Laura left something ready to be
warmed by Ina at dinner time, and
Henry always knew just when she was
coming back. But this morning Laura
hadn’t even mentioned that she was
going out!

Mr. Morrow laid aside hat and coat
and trudged into the kitchen, where
Ina was boiling potatoes and looking
around rather vaguely.

“ Where’s mother?”

“T don’t know!” Ina said soberly.

“ Didn’t she stop at the store and tell
vou, or telephone or something?”

“No, dad. I—I don’t know whether
to heat up this pot roast from yester-
day or—or whether mother planned
something else for to-night.”

Eyes growing rounder, Henry gazed
at his elder daughter.

He was growing colder and colder
and colder!

“ Something’s happened to
She’s been hurt!” he stated.

“Why, I hardly think that, father.
We’d have heard.”

“ Not if she had been badly injured
or—or killed,” said Morrow. * She
never carries anything to identify her,
Ina; I've been trying for vears to make
her do that. Is the car out in the
garage?”’

“Yes, I looked.”

“And she didn’t leave a note any-
where?”’

Ina shook her level head.

“No, father. Mother always props
a little memo against the sugar box
there, when she’s going to be away.
There wasn’t a sign of such a thing.
But I'm sure she hasn't been hurt.
Wellmont isn’t a big place, and we've
lived here for a long time.  Some one
would have recognized her.”

“They might—they might not,”
Henry muttered, and grew slightly
paler as he looked around again. The

her!
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emptiness of that Lauraless kitchen
was no less than blood-curdling. She
should have been over there, laughing
at him—or over here, critical nose
sniffing at steam from a pot—or else—
“1 suppose the best thing I can do is
to call up the police station and find
out ?” he said thinly.

“I think I"d wait, just a little while,”
Ina mused. ‘‘ Mother’s probably call-
ing somewhere and they’ve had a late
tea, or something of that kind. I think
these potatoes are done, dad. Will
you look at them?”

“ How the devil should I know when
potatoes are done ?”” asked the agitated
parent as he turned away. “I never
cooked potatoes!”

He hurried to the front of the house.
Even now Laura had not returned—.
and he had been home fully five
minutes! He went into the living room
and gazed around, rather as if expect-
ing Laura to pop out from behind a
piece of furniture.

William, standing over the radio set,
ceased snapping his fingers to the
rhythm of faint music.

“ Hello, dad! What do you know
about this?  Pittsburgh in daylight!”
he cried loudly. ““ Not so bad? Big
sister got the chow near ready? I
have a heavy date this night!”

“You may not keep it,”” Henry said
darkly. “ Something has happened to
mother!”

“ What has?”

“1 don't know, vet.”

“ How do you know anything has?”
William inquired further, with some
reason.

“ She isn’t home, is she?” Henry de-
manded harshly. “I—I'm going to
call up the police!”

But he paused with his hand on the
telephone—paused with a chilly film
upon his brow and his heart hammer-
ing in his ears. A car was stopping
outside, and the heart suddenly stopped
with it! They were bringing her
ftome!

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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" HITE boy back dere think he

\X’ own de railroad. Think he de

brassiest brass hat on de line.

Bov, he think dem thoughts so fas’ he’s

gonna bus’ right out’'n dat noo unee-

form less’'n he watch out. An’ if'n he
don’t, 'l bus’ him mahself.”

“Aw jes’ sqush him ’twixt yo’
fingehs, Jeff, an’ heave him out'n de
back do’h,” counseled Jeff’'s fellow
porter.

“ Humph!” Jeff was disdainful and
screwed his wizened little face into an
expression of contempt.  “I'm gonna
stawmp him right undeh foot so he be
jes’ paht de flo'h. Won’t be even one
dem shiny silveh buttons lef’ when I
gits th’ough.”

ay

A Pullman adventure in which the rear-end brakeman makes an
enemy whose animosity he later on finds of service to him

By LAURANCE M. HARE

The “ white boy” whose complete
extermination Jeff had just outlined
was one Bert Loomis, officially desig-
nated at the yard office as a spare pas-
senger brakeman. The title was newly

‘acquired, and 'this was his first trip in

that capacity.

It is true that during his seven years
at Luthersfield, in the foothills of the
Alleghanies in Pennsylvania, he had
occasionally grabbed a passenger run,.
but they had been few and far between,
and only when a regular passenger
man or a spare passenger man had been
unavailable. _

But now Bert’s position was inviol-
able. By right of seniority, he had
been officially designated and was of-
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ficially recognized as a spare passenger
brakeman. He had purchased a brand
new uniform to celebrate the occasion
and, as the saving goes, he was * feel-
ing his oats ”’ when his first run turned
out to be on No. 2 going East, an all-
Puliman limited, the finest train on the
railroad.

Jefferson Johnson, also by right of
seniority in the ranks of Pullman por-
ters, was on the same train when it
pulled out of Luthersfield about day-
Light that morning.

His position was even more in-
violable than Bert’s. This was his
regular run. ‘There was nothing spare
about him, except his anatomy. While
Bert got on the train at Luthersheld
and would get off again at the end of
the division high up in the mountains
long before the train reached New
York, Jeff had been on it ever since it
left Chicago the previous evening.

Accordingly, Jefferson Johnson had
a great and acute disdain for all rail-
road men. He swayed back through
his car, the last on the train, where
sleepv-eyed passengers were here and
there emerging from behind the green
curtains that lined the aisle.

At the rear he stopped before the
partly opened door of an emrpty com-
partment.

He pushed the door open.

Inside, sitting on the back of his
neck, with his feet cocked up on the
seat before him and his nice new
uniform cap turned bottom up on the
seat beside him, was the new hrake-
man.

Jeff said nothing, but the sneer on
his wrinkled old face was unmistakable
if Bert had seen it. But Bert hadn't.
When Jeff opened the door, Bert had
¢lanced at him and had returned his
gaze to the scenery shooting past the
window without giving the porter a
second thought.

Jeff didn’t like this. He traversed
the narrow corridor alongside the row
of compartments and the smoking
room and opened a small cuphoard at

117

the very end of the car beside the ves-
titbule door.

From the cupboard he took a collaps-
ible chair, without any back, the seat of
which was a piece of green carpet
stretched across the iron framework,
He set the chair directly in front of
the vestibule door and returned to the
compartment.

He caught Bert’s eye, and with a
slight jerk of his head motioned the
brakeman to follow him. Bert put
his cap on his head and did so. When
they reached the vestibule, the porter
turned a wrathiul face upon him.

“Whar at you-all git dis idea "bout
confisticatin’ dem empty compahtments
to pahk yo’ carcass in, white folks?
Dem’s reserve’ fo’ cus’mers—cash cus’-
mers ob de Pullman Comp'ny. Wipin’
yo’ dogs on dem plush cushions like
dey was do'h mats! Dis whar you
b’longs—settin’ right heah watchin’ fo
de trains to wave yo’ lily white hands
at.  An’, boy, vou sets, else I sets you.”

Bert sat. He wriggled his chair
comfortably into a corner and stretched
his legs out into the aisle. He pushed
his cap to the back of his head and
grinned up at Jeff.

*“ Thanks, George,” said Bert. “I
haven't a nickel or I'd give it to you.
The smallest T have is a quarter. I
was just wondering if I'd have to
stand up here until No. 7 goes by.
There’'s just one thing more you can do
for me, George. You can move this
chair out on the platform. It's a nice
warm day, and I’d like some fresh air
after all this popping off.”

*“Pop you right off de railroad,”
warned Jeff. “If'n I sets dat chair
outside, I sets it clean out longside de
roadbed an’ I sets vou out too.”

“You and who else?” Bert wanted
to know.  ““You better go back and
start portering before some of your
passengers get carried on to the next
station. We're due in Ashley in
about five minutes and passenger trains
generally stop there. 1 thought I'd
tell you in case you didn’t know.”
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Jeff turned on his heel and re-
treated in disgust. “ Humph!” he ex-
claimed. “ Boy don’t even know when
he insulted.”

Bert opened the vestlbule door and
sat serenely in the doorway listening to
the clackety-clack, clackety-clack of
the rail joints and dreaming dreams.

There may have been a sligh exag-
geration in Jeff’s first statement that
Bert thought he owned the railroad.
He didn't thmk so now, but such a con-
dition was not heyond the scope of his
imagination. In fact, he had a pretty
definite idea that such, in the course of
time, might be the case.

These happy thoughts were intruded

upon presently by the lusty ringing of
a bell in the corridor which a thought-
ful car designer had supplied for the
purpose of summoning porters and
which porters seem to have a genius
for not hearing. So-far as Bert could
discover, the summons had no effect.
. Again the clackety-clack of the rail
joints was the only sound until the bell
rang again, louder and more insistent.
Bert peeked around the corner of the
smoking room. There wasn’t a sign
of the porter. '

Now Bert realized quite as fully as
had Jeff that he had been insulted.
But in choosing not to recognize the

insult, he had robbed the old porter of .

most of his fun.

But even that didn’t satisfy Bert,
and he listened anxiously for the next
peal of the bell. It would please him
1mmensely, he reflected, to have some
irate passenger write a complaint
against Jefferson Johnson to the Pull-
man Company.

But the next summons was not the
bell at all. It was a woman’s voice.
1t was rather high and undoubtedly
feminine.

Even when its owner was provoked,
it still remained spmewhat melodious.
But it was also imperative.

Oh, yes. It was the kind of voice
that would make any one sit up and
take notice.  Bert sat up. Not only

‘was
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that, but he rose to his feet and again
peeked around the corner of the
smoking room,

The long train was drifting into
Ashley, giving a slight lurch every now
and then as the air brakes were applied.
A girl stood in the door of compart-
ment B, looking impatiently up and
down the narrow corridor. o

The train lurched more violently,
and she was thrown against the op-
posite side of .the passage. She saved
herself from falling only when she
grabbed the iron hand rail across one
of the windows.

It was just about two good leaps for
Bert from where he stood to the girl’s
side. By the time she regained her
balance, she found her arm in the grip
of a strong masculine hand. She and
Bert realized at about the same time
that such support was no longer nec-
essary, for the brakeman released her
arm hastily and snatched off his hat
just as she drew away. Bert looked
down at her and grinned.

Bert was proud of his grin, and it
accounted in part for his conceit—that
and the fact that he was quite a hand-
some male. He was only twenty-five,
and looked even younger.

The seriousness of life had never set
very heavily upon him, and his manner
candid, eager and energetic.
Certainly it was unusual for such a
youthful looking individual to he part
of the crew on a limited, all-Pullman
passenger train.

The girl smiled faintly and thanked
him.

It is hardly necessary to mention
that she was pretty—they all are these
days. It takes a fairly ugly face to
hold out against the effects of modern
make-up, and this particular girl had
had considerable to start with before
the make-up had been applied.

“Did you want_something?” Bert
inquired.

“T've been ringing for the porter for
nearly” five minutes,” she answered.=
“ Are you the porter?”
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“No, maam,” said Bert promptly.
“I'm a brakeman.” '

The girl looked at him curiously.
“You look more like a newsboy to me
—news butchers, I guess you call them.
I didn’t suppose they allowed minors to
work on railroads.”

“1 aint—I'm not a minor. I'm
twenty-five years old, and I've worked
on this railroad for seven years.”

“It doesn’t matter,” the girl inter-
rupted hastily. “ Do you know where
the porter is?”

“Well,” said Bert, “he may have
some passengers getting off at this
station, though I doubt it. ~ Chances
are, he’s figuring out the best way to
commit an assault on a certain brake-
man.” :

In spite of herself, the girl laughed.
Immediately she blushed and straight-
ened up and said in a decidedly icy
manner :

“1 don’t know why I'm standing
here talking with you. I only wanted
to tell the porter to make up my berth
‘while I'm at breakfast. '

“Which way is the diner? Will I
have time for breakfast before I reach
my station?” ,

“The diner’s up forward,” said Bert.
“ Which station is your station?”

“ Summit.”

“ That’s where I get off too—end of
the division,” Bert explained. “ You've
got lots of time for breakfast. About
three hours.” _ .

The girl wanted to laugh again, but
she didn’t. Instead, she remarked
quite severely, though there was a faift
twinkle in her brown eyes:

“ Goodness! I don't know why
railroad men have to be so personal. I
didn’t ask where you get off nor about
your personal grievance with the por-
ter. I don’t know why you think I'd
be interested, but,” she added demurely,
“Tam. You look like a nice boy and
T can’t understand why any one would
want to assault you. You are a nice
hoy, aren’t vou?”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Bert promptly.
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The train had stopped. Bert looked
about quickly, as if he had just awak-
ened from a dream, a pleasant dream,
and started for the back door.

““Wait a minute,” he said over his
shoulder to the girl.  “ I'll be back.”

“I shan’t,” she replied. “I'm going
to breakfast.” '

Bert couldn’t stop, at the moment,
to argue the question.  Standing at
the rear end of the train when in a
station, with a red flag in his hand with

. which to give the high-ball, was one of

his few duties, and liere he was falling
down on the job.

“ Gosh,” said Bert as he stood wait-
ing for the baggage to be unloaded
up ahead, “good thing I didn’t
make them wait for me. Bad enough
to insult a strange lady and probably
get reported for my pains. Wonder
what ails me?”

And-then, out of a clear sky, as the
image of the girl remained in his mind,
it occurred to him what ailed him.

“ Must be I'm in love,” he told him-
sc;}f. “ Gosh!” and he grinned hap-
pily. o

But his grin didn’t last long. He
had just given the high-ball, climbed
up into the vestibule, and closed the
door when his face fell. o

“Lot of good it'll do me to be in
love with her. Tell her to wait for me
and she as much as said to go to grass.
Serves me right. Can’t ever keep my
tongue in my head. Hell!”

He sat down on his little chair and
gazed pensively upon the fleeing
scenery and listened to the clackety-
clack, clackety-clack as the wheels
passed over the rail joints, and
mooned.

““ Maybe,” he argued, ““ she was just
being playful when she said that. Aw,
gosh! I better kick myself for an
idiot.  She just wanted to talk to
somebody to pass the time. Catch a
girl with a whole compartment to her-
self wanting anything to do with a
brakeman. She’s probably got a dad
that could buy ‘the railroad if he
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wanted it. Gosh, I hope I didn’t make
her mad anyway.”

At that moment, Jeff stuck his head
around the corner.

Bert looked at him and remembered
what the girl had said about making
up her berth.

“ George!” he called nonchalantly.
“The young lady in compartment B
wants her berth made up while she’s at
breakfast. Give you something to do
besides watch me.”

Jeff glowered at him. * Gives you
sumpin to do pickin” up what pieces of
you is lef’ afteh I gits th’ough. T’ works
fo’ de Pullman Comp’ny, boy, an’ T
don’t take no ordehs from no lil back
end brakeman. Quickeh you larns
dat, betteh off you is.”

“ Suit yourself,” said Bert, “but
you better make up that berth or you’ll
have that young lady or- your neck.
And, believe me, she’s Just the kind
that could make you dance.”

“ Chase yo’self, white hoy,” Jeff ad-
vised, “’fore I chases you,” and he re-
treated to the other end of the car. He
did not make up the berth in compart-

ment B.
I1.

FoRTY-FIVE minutes were ticked off
to the monotonous clack of the vanish-
ing rail joints. Then there came a sud-
den savage, uninterrupted, contmuous,
angry ringing of the bell in the cor-
rldor

Bert squirmed uncomfortably in his
seat as it persisted: It made him feel
as though he himself was guilty of a
misdemeanor, instead of the refractory
porter.

"The bell ceased ringing abruptly and
there was a slight commotion, togethet
with the sound of voices, in the vicinity
of ‘compartment B.

“ Porter!” The voice was the melodi-
ous, imperative one of the girl. Bert
listened intently. At that moment he
wanted nothing more in life than to
listen to the music of that voice and
obey its despotic owner.
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“Why,” it continued, “didn’t you
make up my berth while I was gone?”

“Didn’t know you was gone,” Jeff
explained humbly.

“ But I told the brakeman to tell you.
I rang and rang for you before I went
to breakfast. Didn’t he tell you?”

“ Don’t know nothin’ "bout no brake-
man, miss. Fixes yo’ be’th right off,
miss. Takes me jes’ one lil jiffy.”

“Where am I going to stay while
you do it? I wanted it done while I
was at breakfast. I don’t believe the
brakeman didn’t tell you. I asked him
to especially.”

“ Don’t know nothin’ ’bout dat, miss.
Didn’t know you was gone. Fixes yo’
be’th right off. Sets anywhar you like,
miss. De whole cah’s yo’s.”

“ Goodness!” the girl continued im-
patiently. “I never saw such indiffer-
ence. I've a'good notion to report you.
Where is the brakeman?”

“ Cain’t say, miss. Don’t know noth-
in’ ’bout no brakeman,” Jeff repeated.

The girl walked past him with an im-
patient twist of her shoulders and start-
ed for the rear of the car. When she
came-in sight of Bert on his little stool,
she stopped short. :

Bert jumped to his feet and took off
his cap.

“ Oh!” she said, surprised. “ I didn’t
know you were here.” She glanced
through the vestibule doorway. “ Good-
ness! Isn’t there even an observation
platform on this train?”

Bert shrugged his shoulders. “ You
can have this stool if you like. I’ll set
it out on the platform for you. Tl
open one of the doors so you can see
better.”

The girl agreed and Bert set the stool
outside and opened one of the doors.
This was against the rules and he had
to stand between the girl and the door
to make sure she wouldn’t venture too
near the edge and fall off.

He was consnderably elated to be able
to function officially in the girl’s pres-
ence. But she immediately threw cold
water on his elation.
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“ Didn’t you tell that porter what I
asked you to?" she inquired suspicious-
ly.
“Yes, ma’am,” answered Bert, “ but
he never pays any attention to any-
thing I say. He thought I was trying
to kid him, I guess.”

“1I don't sge,” she remarked, ‘“ why
he has to take his personal grievances
out on the passengers. For a cent, I'd
report him.”

Bert reached into his trousers pocket,
solemnly drew forth a bright new pen-
ny and handed it to her. She smiled at
him frankly.

“You have my permission,” he said.
“I don’t think it would do you any
good, though.”

“Oh, that reminds me,” the girl
commented. “ You were going to tell
me what the trouble is between you
two.”

Bert wrinkled his nose negligently,
and turned his head farther in her di-
rection.

“I'm new on passenger,” he ex-
plained, “ and this is the first time I've
had this run. That porter is what yon
might call a veteran and he just doesn't
like the way I wear my face or some-
thing.”

“1 think that’s mean,” said the girl
earnestly. And if Bert had tried with
all his might to excite her sympathies,
he couldn’t have done a better job. Only
he didn't know it.

“ 1 guess,’” he said, “ that you haven’t
done very much traveling.”

The girl glanced at him quickly.

“ How do you know I didn’t travel
much?” she inquired. .

Bert shrugged his shoulders.

“ What you said about reporting the
porter and thinking it mean of him to
ride my neck like he has. I appreciate
your agreeing with me,” he assured her
hastily, ““but nobody pays any atten-
tion to porters. Wouldn’t do any good
if they did. Experienced travelers nev-
er pay any attention to them.”

The girl gazed thoughtfully out
upon the landscape and busjed herself

121

keeping her skirt in place against the
wind from the open door.

“ Well,” she said, * fath—that is, we
haven't always been able to do every-
thing we liked. It’s only comparatively
recently that we’ve been able to indulge
our fancies to any extent. Goodness!”

Her attitude of friendly conversation
vanished abruptly and she spoke severe-
ly.

*“ Here I am reciting my whole fam-
ily history to a man whom I've never
seen before. What must you think of
me? Do see if the porter is finished in
my room, will you, please, Mr. ——?”

“ Bert's my name,” said the brake-
man eagerly, even as he saw the look
of self-reproach and confusion in the
girl's eyes. “ Bert Loomis. I'll have
to shut this door while I'm gone. Be
back in a second.”

A man's mind works rapidly on some
occasions and while he was walking the
half dozen or so steps from the vesti-
bule to the door of the compartment,
Bert did a lot of thinking.

The burden of his thoughts was to
keep the girl on the platform as long
as he could. His first idea was to bluff
the porter into taking as long as pos-
sible to make up'the berth by telling
him of the girl's threat to report him
for his negligence and perhaps, if nec-
essary, to bribe him. But a more dig-
nified and practicable plan immediately
superseded that.

As he entered the compartment, Jeff
was leisurely making up the berth.

“ Say, George,” Bert said noncha-
lantly, ““ don’t be all day in here. The
passenger paid for this compartment
and she doesn’t want to ride out there
in the vestibule the rest of the trip.”

Jeff was mad.

* Chase yo’self, lil feller,” he said.
“T lets de passenger know when I gits
th'ough. Don't need no help frum you
neither. Won’t git no tip frum her now
afteh you buttin’ in mah business.”

“ Don’t go blaming it onto me,” Bert
replied. “I told you to make up the
berth. It's your own fault that you
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didn’t. You just get a move on before
she gets real mad and reports you.”

“ Does some reportin’ mahself, less’'n
you gits,” Jeff threatened. “* All time
pesterin’ a man.”

“Well,” said Bert, “you’ll have
somebody else pestering you if you
don't get this work done.”

And then he laughed. Already the
porter’s movements were perceptibly
slower, if possible, and Bert knew that
he would drag out the operation of
making the berth as long as he possibly
could, which suited the brakeman per-
fectly.

As he turned to go, Bert noticed an
expensive but worn leather bag on the
floor. It was lettered with three gold
initials. They were just ordinary ini-
tials, but Bert caught his breath and
stared at them fixedly for a moment be-
fore he went on.

I1I.

“ Has the porter finished yet?'" asked
the girl when he returned.

“Not vet,” said Bert, trying to hide
his sense of triumph. ““ Gee!" he con-
tinued, “1 just got an awful surprise.
I looked at the initials on your bag and
they're the same as the general pas-
senger agent of the railroad—DNMr. Jem-
son. Everybody calls him J. M. J—
same as the initials on vour bhag.
Quite a coincidence,” he remarked
casually.

The girl glanced at him, but he was
staring through the doorway. Her eyes
twinkled and she said:

“Well, you see, it’s father's hag.”

Bert turned toward her as though he
had been shot.

“ You—vou mean,” he stammered,
“that J. M. J. is your father?”

Miss Jemson nodded her head mis-
chievously.

“Gosh!” said Bert fervently, “I
hope I haven't done anything you didn’t
like.”

“ What do you mean?" she inquired.

““ Oh, that porter business and my
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trying to get familiar with you this
way.”

“You aren’t to blame for what the
porter does or doesn’t do,” she assured
him, “and as for getting acquainted
with me—I guess I'm as much re-
sponsible for that as you. If I hadn’t
wanted you to I wouldn’t have let you.”

“ Then you do like me some?” Bert
asked anxiously.

Again Miss Jemson nodded her
head. Bert took a deep breath.

* Gosh,” he said, “ I wish I was good
enough to ask you to let me see you
again.”

Miss Jemson looked at him in sur-
prise. “ Aren’t you?” she asked. “ You
told me awhile ago that you were a nice
boy.”

“Oh, I don’t mean that,” Bert ex-
plained. “ I mean I'm just a brakeman
and I haven’t got much education.”

“You know father used to be a
brakeman,” said the girl.

“I know,” said Bert. ““I've always
admired your father a great deal, Miss
Jemson, from the stories I've heard
about him. I've worked awful hard,
hoping that some day I'd land a good
job, tool” But I don’t know, it’s a pret-
ty long grind. I suppose you're going
to school at Summit,” he ventured.

“Yes, but not as a student,” Miss
Jemson explained. * I'm teaching.”

“ 1 don’t see why you have to teach
when your father’s general passenger
agent of the road.”

“I don’t have to,” she explained.
“ Before father was promoted I al-
ways wanted to be a teacher, so I
thought I'd try it anyway. Besides, I
like to earn my own money. Listen,
Bert,” she said suddenly, “would you
like to go to school?”

“ Sure, I'd like to,” said Bert, “ but
I can’t”

“Yes, vou can. I'll tell you what
I'll do. You make a trip up to Summit
every two or three days, don’t you?”

“ Generally,” Bert agreed.

“Vell, I'll be your teacher. I’ll as-
sign your lessons and you can study
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them while you're gone and then I’ll
hear you recite whenever you're at this
end of the division.”

“Do you really mean that?’ Bert
asked.

“Sure I do.”

“ Gosh,” said the brakeman.

They were holding hands in rapt si-
lence a few minutes later when the
porter came and announced that com-
partment B.was in order. He stood
aside to let the girl pass and she did so
without a look or a word to Bert.

When she was gone, the porter faced
Bert with a furrow in his forehead.

“ Listen, boss man,” he began. “I
been doin’ some thinkin’. Is dat lady
gonna report me? ’'Cause I don’t want
her to. I's got a good job heah an’ I
hate like hell to lose it. I done thought
you was kiddin’ me when you tol’ me
to make up dat be’th.”

“ Forget it, J=ff,” said Bert magnan-
imously. He put his hand in his pock-
et and drew forth a one-dollar bill. Jeff
accepted it with glowing eyes.
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“ Thank—ee, suh!” he said emphat-
ically. ““ Thankee. Boss man, I wants
to ‘pologize fo' bein’ so crusty wid

ou.”

“ All right,” said Bert impatiently.
“ Now you beat it. I'm in love and I
want to be left alone. And you be good
to that girl when she gets off the train.”

“Yassuh,” Jeff assured him as he
departed.

Some time later when No. 2 was
stopped under the train shed at Sum-
mit, Jefferson Johnson stood on the
platform beside his car and grinned af-
ter the retreating figure of a brakeman
carrying a hat box and traveling bag
and escorting a young lady station-
ward.

As he looked and grinned, Jeff care-
fully wrapped the one-dollar bill that
Bert had given him around a five which
the girl had handed him just before the
train stopped.

“Lawd gosh,” said Jeff as he pocket-
ed the money, “ain’t love grand?”

THE END
v U U 1

Dead Man’s Island Goes

BEFORE long Dead Man’s Island, so rich in fragmentary history dating

back to Spanish explorations along the Pacific Coast, will he no more.
Located at the entrance to San Pedro—Los Angeles—harbor, the island is
now being blasted away because it is a menace to harbor shipping.

The island was originally known as “ Isla de los Muertos ” among the
Spaniards. Its present name is said to date from the burial of a sailor on
the island, the sailor having died on a trading vessel that put in to the port.
It is also credited with being the resting place for the remains of an English
commander of a small merchant ship.

During Commodore Stockton’s expedition against the Spaniards at Pue-
blo de los Angeles in 18406, one detachment engaged with a Spanish force and
had to retreat. The American detachment fell back to San Pedro, taking
with it the dead and wounded. Isla de los Muertos was the burial place for
five of the expedition.

That the island deserved its name on several separate counts is indicated
by another story that early Spaniards found the body of a dead seaman on
the island. This seaman was supposed to have been a smuggler or pirate.

Besides those already mentioned two passengers off a Panama ship and
a woman were also buried on the island, making ten in all.

g Harold 1. Ashe.
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The Screen

Gillian Hazeltine prosecules outside the law to prove to lovers the adage -
‘““ What a tangled web we weave when firstfwe practice to deceive.”’

h By GEORGE F. WORTS -

CH'AP'I"ER IX (Continued).

FANTASIA.

seen a motion picture called

“The Cabinet of Dr. Caligeri,”
in which all architecture and furniture
were lop-sided, topsy-turvy, and cubis-
tic. ‘This medical’ amphitheater re-
minded him of that picture.
" 'The lines of the room ran at all sorts
of crazy angles. The seats themselves
were unnatural. -They weren’t seats;
merely benches of stone or concrete,
one above the other, running upward
in a semicircle from the pit. Fat brass
rails gleamed. They were for visiting
doctors and students to lean on.

He shuddered.

GLLIAN HAZELTINE had once -

*1 suppose I can’t smoke,” he said
to the watchful orderly who sat beside
him, ‘indifferently looking down.

“No, sir.” '

Minutes passed. The pretty scrub
nurse, he had noticed, went briskly and
efficiently about her business. Gillian
resented her briskness. Oh, well, to
these people a human life, a person-
ality athrob with being, was nothing
but “a case.” He supposed they had
to be hard boiled, .

A man in white entered the pit. Gil-
lian had never seen him before. He
was blond, bald, pink-skinned, blue-
eyed, about forty.

“That’s Andover,” the orderly whis-
pered in a tone as reverential as one
he might have employed in saying,

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for June 16
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“That’s John the Baptist.” “ Next to
Lorber, he’s the biggest brain man in
the State. He’s done some great work.
He’s gonna assist Lorber.”

Dr. Andover looked up and nodded
pleasantly to Gillian. A slender, beau-
tiful blonde girl followed him. She
went to the sterilizer, opened a door,
and peeked in with the busy interest
of a housewife inspecting a roast.

With a nickeled instrument she

forked from the sterilizer a pair of rub- .

ber gloves. Dr. Andover finished
washing his hands at a basin in a cor-
ner and accepted the gloves.
them on his hands, he walked to the
operating table and.stood, crossing his
hands at the wrists, as if all this were
some solemn religious ceremony.

He had crossed his hands at the
wrists, Gillian would learn, as a precau-
tionary measure,
hands would not be tempted to touch
anything. They were sterile. Any-
thing might undo their sterility.

The pretty blond nurse busied her-
self at the sterilizer. She removed a
number of hideous instruments in a
tray and placed the tray on a stand near
the operating table.

Gillian felt himself growing fainter
and fainter, sicker and sicker.

He groaned as the swinging doors,
visible from where he sat, opened again.

A cart was bheing wheeled in. He
found himself staring at the back of
a man’s head—the head of his friend,
Billy the Yegg. The man lay on the
cart, unconscious. The top of his head
had been cleanly shaved.

Orderlies lifted him from the cart to
the operating table. Behind the cart
came the anaesthetist and, finally, Dr.
Lorber, all grave, all somehow giving
the impression that this was a pagan
ceremony to some unbelievable god.

Dr. Lorber glanced up at Gillian. He
smiled briefly. He extended his hands
for rubber gloves. With a command-
ing eve fixed on Gillian, he put on the
gloves. His eyes said: ‘“ Don’t be such
a big baby!”

Placing

Thus engaged, his
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But Gillian could not signal back his
reassurance with a smile, He had never
fainted in his life. Except when he
had been asleep, he had never, to his
knowledge, heen unconscious.

He was aware now that strange
things were happening to him. ‘The

-walls of the amphitheater had sudden-

ly seemed to become infinitely tall and
glossy. A faint, muffled roaring sound
was audible, as if in the far distance,
an electric dynamo was whirring.

. Far, far away, he heard the voice of
Dr. Lorber saying, briskly: “All
ready, doctor.” ’

The nurse was.holding out the tray
of instruments. '

Dr. Lorber selected something. Was
it a saw? A knife? A chisel?

Gillian, faintly groaning, could not
quite decide. He did not care. The
amphitheater, with the .operating table

‘as a hub, was beginning to wheel. Now

it was sliding off to the right. 'The
nickeled instruments gave off soft flick-
ers and sparks of light as they joined
the room’s tilting revolution.

The brass rails for visiting doctors
and students to lean on were inclining
shafts of glitter.

Gillian was exerting the last ounce
of his will power to fight off this dread-
ful intoxication. The roaring became
louder. 'The walls became glossier.
The soft sparkle of the instruments was
translated into sharp proddings in the
region of his stomach. His stomach
began to flutter like an imprisoned bird.

- Darkness came pouring into his brain
as if decanted from a great pitcher.

Vaguely some one said:

“You can start sawing along. this
line, doctor. It’s unquestionably in this
area of the temporal.”

A railroad train came swooping out
of illimitable space at a mad angle to- -
ward Gillian Hazeltine. Its wheels
went thundering above his sinking
head.

There followed a long interval of
reeling confusion, in which lights
flashed on and off, deep voices mur-
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mured, people in white flitted here and
there; all to be followed by a sensation
as of floating through interstellar
space.

The fantasy of swimming through
starry voids was similar to the one Gil-
lian had enjoyed as a small boy, when,
in dreams, he had, without wings, with-
out aid, swum through the air and
along school room ceilings.

A voice growled:

“You great big baby—drink this!”

And Gillian Hazeltine found himself
propped up in the white chair in the
X-ray room with Dr. Lorber bending
over him, pinkly perspiring, a drink of
whisky in his hand.

CHAPTER X.
THE MORNING AFTER.

ILLIAN swallowed the whisky
and licked lips which were devoid
of almost all sensation. He felt

cold and weak and nerveless and quite
il

“Is it all over?” he asked in a husky
whisper.

“Yes, Gilhan.”

“ How—how did it go?”

“ Weren’t you watching it?”

“1 don’t seem to remember.”

“That’s queer. I looked up at you
several times and explained what was
taking place. Don’t you remember
seeing me sawing the hole in his head ?”

Gillian groaned.

‘" NO_” -

“Don’t you remember me show.ng
you the square plate of bone T cut from
his head with the lump that was causing
the pressure on his cerebellum?”

‘" NO,”

“Well, that's funny. You seemed
to be terribly interested. You were
leaning on the rail, and your eyes were
like shoe buttons. I thought you were
fascinated.”

“ Fascinated!” Gillian moaned.

“1 thought you didn’t pass out until
it was all over. Just when we were

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

finishing, your arms flopped down and
you hung over the rail as limp as a
dummy hanging over a balcony. Or-
derlies carried you down here, you
know.”

“I don’t want to hear anything more
about it,” Gillian peevishly cut off his
old friend’s amiable reminiscences. “1I
suppose I'll never hear the end of this.
Well, all T have to say, doggone you,
doc, is—just wait till I get some doc-
tor on the witness stand! If you tell
around town what happened to me in
that amphitheater, I'm going gunning
for the medical profession. And you
know me when my dander’s up!”

“I won’t breathe a word of the dis-
grace of Greenboro’s leading legal light
to a soul,” breathed Dr., Lorber. “ But
I’'m sorry you didn’t see the operation.
It was one of the cleanest and quickest
jobs of my career. Not a hitch and not
the slightest complication of any kind.”

“ Well—well, what did you find,
doc?”

“ Do you want to see what I found?
It’s in alcohol, and I’ll have an orderly
bring it in and show it to you if you
say the word. It’s one of the prettiest
specimens of fibrous—"

“ Stop!” wailed Gillian. “I can’t
stand any more. What is it you call
these people who take such a delight in
making others suffer ?”

“ Sadist,” grinned Dr. Lorber.

“That’s what you are,” cried Gil-
lian. “You’re nothing but a dog-
goned sadist! That’s what all of you
are! You slice, bore, saw, and chisel
into people because you love to see
them suffer! You know how I hate all
this business, and you’re laying it on
as thick as you can just to make me
squirm. Stop being so damned tech-
nical and—and sadistic, and tell me
how the operation went.”

Dr. Lorber continued to grin.

“ When we surgeons run into people
as chicken-hearted as you are, Gillian,
we have to make them suffer. It’s
good for you. You're a sadist your-
self. TI've seen you performing in a
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court room. I’ve seen the expression
of fiendish glee on your face when
you've got some poor devil squirming
on the witness stand. What you've
been through .to-night is well-earned
punishment,

“'The operation? As I told you, it

- went off without a hitch. We found a
growth inside the boy’s skull as big as
the first joint of your thumb. Dr. An-
dover is putting his head back together
now. I left him to clean up because I
thonght you’d had a heart attack. You
did, Gillian—an attack of chicken-
heart!”

“ Will—will Billy pull through all
right, doc?” Gillian quavered.

“1 don’t see why not. He has the
constitution of a horse. Everything,
as I say, went off smoothly. There
weren’t any hemorrhages; in fact, it
was simple, straightaway routine. As
far as I can see, there’s nothing to
worry about.

“The possibility of infection is very
slight. You can go home and go to bed
—and if you’ll take my professional
advice you'll do it now. You look as if
you’d been on a three weeks’ bat. Your
eyes look like burn{g(i holes in a blanket
and you’re the color of putty. Get out
of here!” -

“ When will he be able to get up?”

“In a couple of weeks, if there are
not complications.”

“ When can I see him?”

“To-morrow, if he’s feeling as well
as I'm expecting him to feel,” said the
doctor.

“You're absolutely sure, are youy,
doc, that there won't be any trouble?”

“1 didn’t say that. I said the opera-
tion was successful; that he has the
constitution of a horse; that he ought
to be up in about two weeks; and that,
if complications don’t arise, you can
drop in on him to-morrow. Get out of
here, you pest!”

Gillian staggered forth from St.
Mary’s Hospital and entered his coupé.
He was as weak, he told himself, as a
half drowned cat. For years he had
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lived in dread of an operation. To-
night, he was_sure, he had suffered
more than he would suffer when the
day came for him to be wheeled into
that chamber of horrors and have
things carved out of him.

He wished Dr. Lorber had been
more emphatic in his assurances of
Billy’s chances for recovery. Depress-
ing words of Dr. Lorber’s ran through
his mind as he lighted a cigar:

“I can’t guarantee anything, Gil-
lian. You can’t open up human beings
as you open up an automobile en-
gine.”

Gillian became conscious that the ex-
cellent cigar he was smoking smelled
exactly like burning garbage. He dis-
carded it.

Steering an uncertain course, he
drove to his mansion in Riverdale.

Ordinarily the heaviest of sleepers,
he did not doze until dawn was at his
bedroom windows. He was awake at
seven thirty; and his first act on waking
was to telephone the hospital. He was
informed that Mr. Vollmer had come
out of the ether some hours ago and
was resting ‘“ as comfortably as could
be expected.”

“You mean, there’s still some dan-
ger?” he asked of the floor nurse with
whom he had heen connected.

“ Mr. Vollmer is suffering consider-
able pain,” the nurse answered. “ But
that is to be expected after a trephin-
ing.”

“Is there anything to worry about ?”’

“It is too early yet to say,” said
the floor nurse, and hung up her re-
ceiver.

On that discomforting note Gillian
arose, dressed, and tried to eat his
breakfast. His breakfast generally con-
sisted of the juice of three oranges,
two™ generous helpings of oatmeal, a
platter of toast, four or five eggs, ba-
con, and two or three cups of coffee.
This morning he toyed with a piece of
toast—and called it.a meal.

Generally Gillian entered his office
at nine thirty. This morning he was
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there before anybody else. He called
up St. Mary’s until the switchboard
operator at the hospital, her patience
frayed away, said sharply:

‘“ Listen, mister, your friend is per-
fickly O K. Honest, I'm not lying to
vou. He ate a hearty breakfast and
he’s feeling fine. Why should I keep
anything from you?”

“When can I see him?” Gillian
gasped.

“T'll ask the floor nurse.”

She reported to him presently that
he could visit the patient, unless un-
foreseen complications arose in the
meantime, at half past eleven.

When Miss Lawrence came into his
office, Gillian fairly snarled at her.

“I am not in to any one. I don’t
want to be disturbed. I want to be left
alone.”

His excellent private secretary said
nothing vocally, but her expressive
eyes snapped, as if to a challenge.

When she left Gillian shut the door
and began to pace up and down in his
office, smoking cigars until the air was
blue. Fach time he went to a window,
to relieve his mental distress by gazing
at distances, he was frustrated by the
screen of ice. He presently opened his
pocketknife and scraped away an area
large enough to see through.

He looked down upon Chestnut
Street, and he suddenly stopped breath-
ing. Far below him a man was doing
something to Firbank’s windows. The
distance was too great for Gillian to
make out gquite what the man was
doing.

The telephone rang while he was
staring down. He hastened to the in-
strument, and the excited voice of
Anita Ravanno came to his ear.

“ Mr. Hazeltine? Did you get it?”

“We did,” Gillian assured her.

“T1'lIl be down immediately.”

“If I'm not in when yvou come you
will find it on my desk. Wait here until
I return.”

He hung up the receiver and mopped

great beads of perspiration from his
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forehead. Never, he vowed, would he
gratuitously interfere with the course
of people’s lives again. If some of
these mysterious complications which
Dr. Lorber had spoken about should
arise, what would happen to him?

1f Billy Vollmer died! If Billy
emerged from the hospital with some-
thing wrong with his brain! Such
things happened. He had heard of
them happening. Supposing Billy, with
the growth removed from his head,
suffered a complete loss of memory?
What a damned fool he had been to
take all this responsibility!

The ringing of the telephone bell
broke in upon his tortured thoughts. It
was probably some one at the hospital
calling to tell him that his worst fears
had been realized; that Billy had suf-
fered a relapse; that hope was de-
spaired of.

He said hello in the faint gasping
tone of a drowning man going down
for the third time.

A man’s harsh voice said: “ This is
Jason Firbank.”

Gillian was so relieved that he
laughed. Jovially he said:

“ Why, hello, there, Jason!
just thinking about vou.”

“You'd better do some damned fast
thinking about me,” said the indignant
voice at the other end.

“What seems to be the matter?”
Gillian asked. “ You ought to know
Eihat thinking fast is the hest thing I

0.!1

“You took that parcel out of my
safe last night!” raged Greenboro’s
leading jeweler.

“You don’t tell me!” breathed the
Silver Fox.

“You were seen entering my store.
You were seen taking it. I'm going to
get out a warrant for your arrest on a
charge of forcible entry and grand lar-
ceny.”

“In other words,” Gillian merrily
took him up, “ vou’re laying a trap to
make yourself the biggest joke in
Greenboro.”

I was

8A
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“You did take that package!” cried
the jeweler.

*Try and prove it!” Gillian laughed.

“ This is just one more score I've
got against you,™ said the furious jew-
eler. “ One of these days—”

“ The line forms on the right,” Gil-
lian gayly interrupted him. “ The
people who are going to get even with
me form a line miles long. Fall in line,
Jason. And the next time you try your
dirty work on friends of mine, just
remember that 1 have eyes like gimlets
and ears like radio amplifiers. Go out
and roll around in the snow awhile,
Jason, and you'll cool off. Good-by.”

For the fiftieth time Gillian glanced
at his wrist watch; the time was eleven
ten. At eleven twenty-two he was en-
tering the hospital. At eleven twenty-
four he was, on unsteady legs, making
his way into room 1220—the most ex-
pensive room in the hospital, with a
southern exposure, a view of the ice-
bound Sangamo River, and a private
bathroom. )

. A pretty blue-eved, golden-haired
nurse met him in the doorway.

“How is Mr. Vollmer?” Gillian
croaked.

“He is doing very nicely. Are vou
the gentleman who has been phoning
all morning?”’

“1 am.” _

She gave him a bright smile.

“ You may see him now.”

CHAPTER XL
FRUITS OF DECEPTION.

ILLIAN went teetering in with

his hands gripped at his sides.

The pale January sunlight, shin-

ing through the south window, fell up-

on a young man propped up on pillows;

a young man whose head was swathed
in white bandages.

The blue eyes of the young man were
open. They were gazing speculatively
at the famous criminal lawyer.

“ Billy ?” Gillian said tentatively.

9A
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“Well?" said the patient.

“ Do—dou you recognize me?”’

“ There isn’t anything wrong with
my eyesight,” the young man answered.

“1 mean, vou know me, don't you?
I—I'm vour old friend, Gillian Hazel-
tine.”

“I know you're Gillian Hazeltine,”
said the victim of Gillian’s loving

thoughtfulness. * But I'm not so sure
vou're my iriend. Sit down. Pull up
a chair.”

Gillian pulled up a chair beside the
bed and sat down.

“That stunt you pulled off last
night,” said Billy the Yegg, not remov-
ing his penetrating blue eyes from the
lawyer's, ““was one of the meanest
tricks ever played on a civilized human
being.”

“1 did it for your own good,” Gil-
lian meekly responded.

“ Hiring that pork-and-beaner to
knock me out, so you could drag me in
here to have my skull carved into! All
I wish 1s that you were wearing my
head this morning.”

“Does it hurt, Billy?”

“Does it hurt!” the young man
growled. “Do you suppose you can
use a chisel and a saw on a man’s
head—-" He stopped and grinned. “J
don’t mean a word of it, Mr. Hazeltine.
I'll be grateiul to you to the end of my
life. 'What really hurts isn’t my head,
but that I've got to admit I've been
wrong.”

Gillian relieved himself of a gushing
sigh.

“We won't talk about that.”

“We will talk about that,” Billy con-
tradicted. * Since I came out of the
ether, at about four thirty this moms=
ing, I've been overworking my brain,
doping things out.

“ I’ve been trying to understand why,
I've always objected so strenuously to
letting vou take me to a doctor and
having myv head X-rayed. I think my
stubhornness must have been tied up
with the same bunch of influences that

-caused mie to turn crooked.”
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“You remember all that, Billy?”

“ 1 remember everything. The only
thing I can’t remember is why I stole:
why I wanted to crack safes. WWhat-
ever it was, is gone. You see that
pickle jar over there with the little gray
lump in the bottom of it? That's the
lump they took out.”

“How about that feeling of pres-
sure?”’

“It’s gone—all gone.”

“ How do you feel otherwise, Billy ?”

“ Mr. Hazeltine, you could buy me
on the hoof for thirty cents!”

“ But you're reasonably certain you
won’t ever have the hankering to open
other people’s safes?”

€& I am !Y’

“Thank God!” Gillian ejaculated.
The burden of the past eight or nine
hours slipped from him. And he
breathed a sigh oft immeasureable relief.
Billy the Yegg would recover! Billy
the Yegg had been restored at last to
the ranks of respectability!

He was whistling when he returned
to his office. He had accomplished what
he had quixotically set out to accom-
plish—and no one’s fingers had been
burned!

Anita Ravanno was sitting beside his

desk, with the oilskin parcel in her lap,
unopened, when he entered his private
office. She had evidently slept but lit-
tle. She was very pale, and her eyes
were dark and large and tragic.
. He greeted her cheerily and added:
'* ¢ Anita, I’ve just been through a
dreadful experience. I'm going to tell
you all about it on the way down to
the hospital—because I want you to go
down there with me and thank the
young man who got these records for
you. He won't take a penny in pay-
ment. Will you go?”

“Of course I will!”

In his coupé, on the short drive to
the hospital, he told her briefly the story
of Billy the Yegg.

“1 was taking an awful chance,” he
said in conclusion. “ But it was really

.worth it.”
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“ I've never met a real safe cracker,”
Anita said. “I don't know whether
to be scared or thrilled.”

They had reached the porte-cochére
of St. Mary’s Hospital. Gillian parked
the car and they went in.

As they left the elevator on the
twelfth floor, Gillian said:

“I don’t think we had better stay
very long. I only want to speed him
along the road to recovery.”

Gillian opened the door of Room
1220. He followed her in. He heard
her say in a thin, incredulous voice:

“Qliver! Oliver!”

Then she was on her knees beside
the man in the bed.

Gillian, who had closed the door be-
hind him, now gripped the knob and
muttered, “ Oliver? Oliver?” almost
as if mocking her, but with the rising
inflection of astonishment.

Anita, looking up at him with in-
credulity giving way to anger, ex-
claimed breathlessly :

“ He’s been in an accident!
iver, what happened?”

Gillian rebounded from the first star-
tling blow of astonishment.

He repeated, sharply: “ Oliver? Ol-
iver who?”

Anita sprang up, sensing for the first
time that this was not some elaborate
dramatic game.

“You know he is Oliver, Mr. Hazel-
tine!”

“ Oliver—Oliver Clave?” Gillian de-
manded. ““The man you're engaged
to? The man you told me about yes-
terday? Are you telling me that this
man is—is Oliver Clave?”’

“Of course it's Oliver!”’

Gillian sagged against the door, still
hanging to the knob, and stared at the
man in the bed. He could not recon-
cile his own knowledge with her asser-
tions. He gasped:

“I don’t believe it. You're mixed
up, Anita. This man’s name is Billy
Vollmer. T’'ve known him for five
years as Billy Vollmer, or Billy the
Yegg.”

Oh, Ol-
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Anita sat down with a gasp in the
bedside chair. Every trace of color
had deserted her face.

“I—I don't believe vou,”
m a small, husky voice. * You—you're
playing some joke. This man is not a
—a crook. He never has been a crook.
Oliver, what's it all about?”'

The man in bed had closed his eyés.
Now he opened them. He licked his
lips. He swallowed. Finally, he
groaned. His voice when it came in
the form of words was not louder than
a whisper.

“ My name is Oliver Clave,” he said.
“ Mr. Hazeltine has known me for—
for a number of years under another
name. I went to him in the first place
because I thought he might help me.
He did—finally. I mean, last night
he had me knocked unconscious and
operated on. That’s all the explanation
there is.”

His voice stopped. The girl in the
chair and the man at the ‘door looked
at him in silence, waiting. Oliver
Wharton Clave, alias Billy the Yegg,
fumbled with his fingers.

“I couldn’t help it because I was
crooked, Anita. I know I’ve lost you.
I—I wanted to tell you—" His voice
choked.

“ Look here, Oliver—or Billy—or
whoever the devil you are,” Gillian
broke in. ““ Why didn’t you come clean
with me in the first place?”

“1 thought I'd lick it myself,” was
the young man’s answer.

“You would have married this girl,
letting her know—"

“ T would not have married her! I
would have told her. If you hadn’t
brought her here now, I would have
sent for her as soon® as I was strong
enough to think.”

\Vllh trembling hands and in viola-
tion of hospital rules Gillian prepared
a cigar and lighted it. In moments of
stress, hie simply had to smoke. When
the cigar was going he said:

“This is one of the most complicated
messes that’s ever come my way.. L

she said

ing by blowing safes.

He let you think that.
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don’t see how it can be straightened
out. If it’s humanly possible, I want
to. help you two young idiots. But
what can be done? You admired this
fellow, Anita, because of his—his won-
derful ideals.

““ Now you find that he has been liva
You, Billy, or
Oliver, admired this girl because of her
nobility and partly because of her mar-
velous ancestry. You're going to find
out that she’s been deceiving you, too;
lying to you and, what’s more, giving
you the Opportumty to blow your last
safe. This is Miss X, Oliver.”

"Oliver Clave opened his eyes again.
He stared at Anita, but he said nothing.

“I have apparently gone to a great
deal of pains,’”” Gillian resumed, ‘‘to
illustrate to the two of you the tragic
consequences of deception. I didn’t in-
tend to teach a moral lesson when I
engineered this deal.

“1 agreed to secure-a man to break
into a safe to insure your peace of
mind, Anita—and against my very best
judgment. And I salved my conscience
by insuring, with the aid of a pugilist
and a surgeon, that it would be his last
crooked act.

“ But now where are we? Each of
you finds that your idol has feet of clay.
You have deliberately and calculatingly
deceived each other. Where is the
idealist each of you adored?

“ Half of the crimes in America are
passional crimes, or crimes of passion,
and at least half of these begin with
deception. I wonder how far you two
would have carried this deception if
fate hadn’t stepped in and blown you
sky high! -

“ Knowing human nature, I am con-
vinced that you would have attempted
to deceive each other to the grave.
Supposing you had married. Suppos-
ing a year or two later, each of you
had found out the truth ahout the
other?

“You thought he was a man of the
highest principles, didn’t you, Anita?
He fooled you



132

perfectly.
he was—a yegg

“ And she led you to believe, didn’t
she, Oliver, that her ancestry was
without a Dblot, thatathe pﬁr,est of pure
Castilian blood ran in her veins? She
fooled you perfectly.”

Anita said nothing, nor did Oliver.

“ Knowing what your feelings were
on the subject of heredity, she believed
she had to deceive you. She let you
go on thinking her ancestry was with-.
out a blemish. Well, so it is—if you'll
drop this ridiculous superstition about
heredity !” _

.- Gillian sadly shook his head.

“ What a pretty mess you two have
made of your lives!  It’s too late now
for explanations. But you've at least
learned a valuable lesson.”

He looked gravely from one guilty
young face to the other.

“1It’s this: Don't lie to the one you
love. Don’t practice deception on the
one you love. - Your first duty to any
one you love is to play square. When
you meet the girl, the next girl, Oliver,
you'll profit by your wisdom. And
when you, Anita, meet the man who
will some day be your husband,” you,
too, will profit by your wisdom. It is,
as I say, too late for explanations.
You’ve lost each other!”

Again, more sadly, Gillian shook his
head. And he looked again from one
tragic young face to the other.

It was Oliver who smashed through
his pride to say, in a choking voice:

“1I don’t care a damn if every one
of her ancestors back to Adam and Eve
were thieves! I love her! I’ll never
love any one else!” -

Gillian reached for the doorknob.
He heard a low sob. Then the daugh-
ter of a long line of pure- Castilian
Ravannos was on her knees at the bed-
side, and the son of an equally long
but unknown ancestry of Claves was
holding her fier¢ely in his arms.

The famous criminal lawyer waited
only long enough to hear a broken:

. THE

If you had dreamed that

[R&4
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“I love you!” .

'—Followed by a sobbed, “I adore
youl”

“He left them, wearing, as he strode
te the elevator, the same expression
employed by the fabulous cat that
swallowed a canary.

" Gillian glanced at the windows in his
luxurious private office as he entered
it. They were clear again. The sun
had melted the screen of ice away.

He rang for an office boy, and when
the boy appeared, Gillian picked up
from his desk a cylinder of yellow oil-
skin, about ten inches in length and six
inches in diameter, bound with a dark-
red ribbon.

“ Take this parcel across the street
to Firbank’s,” said the lawyer. * De-
liver it personally to Mr. Firbank—
with my compliments.  Tell Mr. Fir-
bank that the ribbon has not even been
untied.”

When the boy had gone, Gillian rang
for Miss Lawrence. 'That capable
young woman entered the room with
fire in her eyes. Gillian’s last words
to her still smarted. :

In his kindliest tones he said:

“ Will you bring me all the data in
the Kolster case? I am ready to tackle
it now.”

“ Ah, 7 breathed Miss Lawrence,
“ The Hazeltine law offices are back to
normal again, are they?”

“Back to normal,” agreed her af-
fable employer;

And her ‘eloquent eyes-said: “ Yes,
they are! Until the next beauty in.
distress comes into this office!”

The telephone rang. Gillian smiled
as the disgruntled voice of Jason Fir-
bank boomed in his ear.

“That boy of yours has just de-
livered that package,” said the jeweler.,
“Say! What’s the big idea?”

“I was just wondering,” said the
genial Gillian, “if T could exchange
that package for something suitable as-
a wedding present!”

END



The strange case
of the gambler who had played
honestly and yet bore the reputation of

a cheat and why he resolved to earn the name

TEMPORARILY, David Morti-
mer was not gambling. His
almost colorléss face drawn, he
sat very quietly beside his vacant table,
sipping now and then from a tall iced
and mint-garlanded drink.

But the drink, for all its pale green
beauty, he scarcely saw. His blue eyes
stared hawklike yet without particular
objective through the sluggish haze of
tobacco smoke which hung like a pall
over the rear room of the Casino.

Mortimer sat alone. His lips settled
into a thin red line. Alone— And
he recalled that when he wasn’t gam-
bling, he usually did sit alone.

It was a fact which he surveyed not
in any terms of philosophy, but simply
as a fact—and, now that he was

squarely confronted witlit, as a rather
devastating, overwhelming fact.

So intent was he, staring into space,
that he did not notice Richard Ban-
croft as he came up. ,

“That was some run o’ luck you
had this afternoon,” observed the
miner.

There was admiration rather than
envy or accusation in Bancroft’s voice,

"~ His ruddy-cheeks glowed.

Startled a little, Mortimer came out
of the misty realms of fruitless in-
trospection. Very -faintly, his blue
eyes smiled.

“ Sit down, won’t you?” The gam-
bler’s voice warmed in quick response
to Bancroft’s geniality. '

Like Bancroft, Mortimer was some-

13
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where near forty. Though in other
regards he was very unlike Bancroft.
He had a polish—a very obvious flair,
from black stock and green waistcoat
to the immaculate part in his dark
hair. His face was thin without being
piriched. ,

Bancroft accepted the gambler’s in-
vitation. “I'm warnin’ you, though,”
the miner said, “ you ain’t goin’ to git
me into any poker game. I don’t play.”

Mortimer smiled upon his guest.

“Then let me tell you you're wise,”
he said .dryly. “No matter how
straight the game you don't stand a
chance against a professional.”

Suddenly anxious ‘to talk to some
one, Mortimer became expansive.

“1 don’t mean all this-talk about
‘stacked decks or marked cards or
sleight of hand,” he laughed. “ Those
are the alibis people invent about me.
They figure they're so clever that they
couldn’t have been licked if the game
had been on the level. _

“But, Lord, I don’t have to cheat.
All T have to do is watch the men I'm
playing against. They give themselves
away somehow.” Mortimer sipped at
his drink for a second. *“ Oh, I sup-
pose it would be easy enough to cheat,
sometimes. And I don’t mind admit-

ting that I've been tempted. But up .

to date I never have.”

“Well,” snapped a new voice, *“ we’d
hardly expect a man like you to be
tellin® us much different. It's funny
how every gambler you meet is the
only honest one.”

Uninvited, a rather debonair youing
man of about twenty-seven or so had
taken a seat at the table.  His lips
moved into a self-satisfied grin as he
smiled at Bancroft. .

Something in Mortimer snapped. All
his ranklings of the afternoon seemed
But he made no move.

‘His blue eyes simply studied the man
calmly. It was hardly in Mortimer’s
nature to seek out a brawl. To a gam-
bler brawls came often enough, un-
solicited. '

" for some of my claims.”
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After a moment he went on, ignor-
ing the newcomer:

“That’s why I don’t like a run of
luck like I had this afternoon. Bull
luck like that some times looks suspi-
cious to a hot-headed loser. He may
pull a gun on you. I'd rather just
peg along.” '

The new voice interrupted again.

“So it was just luck, then, when
you held queens full, this afterrioon,
against two other full houses?”

“ Just luck,” nodded Mortimer.

The newcomer snorted his disgust,
With a knowing grin at Bancroft he
rose and moved away.

“Friend of yours?” asked Morti-
mer, following the man with angry
eyes.

Bancroft nodded.
owner round here,
name.

“Young ranch
ind Joe Wilson’s his
Wants to trade me his place

Bancroft smiled. “I don’t know
nothin’ ’bout ranchin’, but I'm figgerin’
to make the deal. T got a daughter,
you see—maybe you've noticed her
here with me. An’ now that her
mother’s dead, it seems to me ranchin’
ud be better for the two of-us than my
havin’ to drag her over these here hills

" with me.”

Mortimer said nothing. For he was
still looking after the disappearing
Wilson—watching the man with un-
diminished anger.

Insults, day after day!

II.
.

As a matter of fact, Mortimer had
not noticed that Bancroft had a
daughter. He had scarcely noticed
even the miner himself until the after-
noon’s chance encounter.

But now that it was evening, Mor-
timer found himself standing near a
window of the Overland House, study-
ing them. Bangroft and his daughter
sat with this rancher, Wilson, under
one of the swinging lamps in the dining
room.

Lord!
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Well off, but not wealthy; Mortimer
surmised. The man's attitude this
afternoon had borne that out—his re-
fusal to gamble.

Not a case of striking it rich and
wanting to plunge, then. = Rather a
case of a few claims with small but
consistent yields. Certainly not a
sucker.

Mortimer paused in cogitation. His
eyes now rested on the girl. She was
pretty—more than that. She was
lovely, with a warmth and life which
prettiness described with hopeless in-
adequacy.

Dressed in flowing pink, she sat

across from her father, a quiet face
resting meditatively against one hand.
Now and again she smiled at Wilson.
 Involuntarily, Mortimer winced. It
wasn’t right, her showering smiles on
Wilson. Then his lips twisted in ab-
rupt irony as he recalled that he really
had nothing against the young man—
nothing but an insult. And, really, he
ought to be used to insults by now.

His smile became almost bitter.
And he wondered suddenly just why
he went on playing the game straight
when not a man ever believed that he
did. - Was it fear of the consequences
of doing otherwise?

Scarcely, he decided. He ran those
risks, anyway. What was it, then? If
you played the game at all, wasn't it
logical to play it for all it was worth?

Mortimer continued to stare at the
group in the dining room. The reason
he had spoken to Bancroft at such
length this afternoon was because
" Bancroft had hbeen the first man in
weeks who had addressed him in a civil
fashion,

Men enough sought out his com-
pany, to be sure, but all were suspicious
and very few were friendly. His lips
compressed.

What a life! Why not, then, go all
the way? Using your brain was one
kind of skill. Using deft fingers
wouldn’t be so very much different.

His thoughts came to a sudden end.
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The trio was stirring; he must not be
caught watching. He moved along the
porch and swiftly down the steps.

Then, just as he reached the side-
walk, a young man careened drunkenly
into him and brushed past. Mortimer
halted to stare after the youth.

Something in his manner com-
manded attention. His face, for in-
stance, in spite of its.very obvious
present dissipation, was frank and
handsome. He was very young, only
a boy. )

Mortimer beheld him stagger up the
steps.

The doors of the Overland House
were opening now, and Bancroft and
his daughter and Wilson were emerg-
ing. They appeared to notice neither
Mortimer nor the youth.

Mortimer smiled. Wilson had told
Bancroft, then, that the gambler was
to be avoided. Oh, well— He was
used to cuts. o

The youth, however, refused to be
unnoticed. = He lurched uncertainly
up to them.

“ Listen,” he began.
have this out. I'm—"

Mortimer saw the girl shrink back,
her face drawn in disgust.

And at this, Wilson struck out none
too gently with his fists.. ‘The youth
reeled and collapsed.

The trio moved on, but Mortimer
noticed that the girl twice looked back.

Quickly, Mortimer came up to the
boy. The young man was sitting up
dazedly now, muttering to himself.

“Get up,” ~Mortimer commanded.
And he hent over to help the youth
obey. -

The boy’s eyes flamed.
they go?” he demanded.

“Down the street, I think, but—"

“I'm going to kill that son of a—"

Mortimer cut him off. “You're
going to sober up hefore you do any-
thing.”

“Try and stop me, will you? Then,
by heavens, I'll kill you too.”

The vouth had wrenched himself

“I'm goin’ to

“ Where'd
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free of Mortimer. He made a dive
for his holster.

Mortimer did not move.

“ Come along,” he said firmly, add-
ing as the hoy stared at an empty hol-
ster, “ I've got your gun.”

The boy’s face dropped.

Mortimer took his arm. “No use
to start in shooting people, sonny.
Juries aren’t generous.  Though "—
he added to himself—* they might ac-
quit you for killing me sooner than
they’d acquit you for killihng Wilson.
I'm simply scum.” .

IIT.

By morning the bov was sober.
Mortimer stood over his bed, studying
him. )

" Well,” said the gatibler, “ tell me
all about it. You're in love with

Bancroft’s daughter. And you're
jealous of Wilson. I gathered that
much.”

The boy looked up sheepishly.

“T've got an awful headache,” he
said.

Mortimer grinned. By which I
infer you’re not used to hard liquor.”

The boy shook his head.- “I
wanted to_ drink last night, though. 1
wanted to get drunk. Let me think.
Oh, yes, I was going to kill Wilson.”
" “ It wouldn’t have helped you.”

The boy went on as if he had not
heard : “ Because he’s cut me out with
Lois. An’ because that- there ranch
he’s figgerin’ to trade to Bancroft ain’t
worth what he’s askin’ for it. That’s
the way he makes his livin’. Cheatin’
people in deals. He ain’t got™ guts
enough to come out an’ rob.”

The boy’s face shone.

“T been tellin’ Lois he’s out to gyp

her dad. Only she won’t believe me.-

Thinks I'm tellin’ her that just ’cause
I'm jealous.”
Mortimer nodded. “ Logical enough
on her part. . _
“ And,” he said, taking a seat near
the bed, “if vou ask me, last night’s

“ put her out of your head.”
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performance didn’t help you with her.
You'll find that if you had any hope
before, it’s gone now.”

The boy went a little pale. “ T‘hen—
then, what should I do?”"

“Forget -her,” smiled Mortimer;

“ And
father?” ,

“'There are some things in life,” said
Mortimer rather bluntly, “ which can’t
be helped. Rather unpleasant, but
true. However, go ahead and make a
fool out of yourself if you want to.”

Mortimer watched, then, for two
days while Phil Marlow did make a
fool of himself—watched with just a
slight touch of satisfaction to behold
another human being likewise buffeted
by society. Phil’s pleas fell on deaf
ears. The trade went through. And
Bancroft paid a cash bonus as well.

And as Mortimer watched, there

let Wilson swindle her'

~ - . .
gradually grew in him an idea.

He came up to Phil a few days later
as the boy stood at the har. He pushed
the bottle aside.

“No use giving her the pleasure of
seeing you go to the gutter,” he said,
“ come here.”

He led the hoy away to one of the
rear tables.

He smiled as he sat down.

“ Life’s given both of us rather a
raw deal,” he said. “ Why don’t we
face the world together? It’d be easier
if each of us had somebody to lean
on—if each of us had a pal to talk to.”

He studied the boy calmly.

“What I'm suggesting is this. You
could meet people for me—get them
into games. Then when I came up,
you’d introduce me. They'd be sure
I was on the level, because you look so
damn young and—"

“You don’t mean, do you,” the boy
demanded, “that you’re not on the

level ?”

Mortimer’s eyes narrowed. ‘This
was a squeamishness he hadn’t looked
for. The boy was not quite the weak-
ling he had taken him for. He had ves-
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tiges of conscience.
thought Mortimer.

He replied simply: “I never have
cheated.” Which was the truth. He
went on in a moment: “ I'd pay vou a
good salary as my—well, as myv secre-
tary, [ suppose. We'd travel .all
through this country.”

Phil's face lit up. “ Gee,” he said,
“I'd sure like travelin’ round thataway,
but— Well, I'd sorta like to stay here
a few more days.’ It seems to me if
I could convince Lois that Wilson real-
ly was a bum, I'd stand a show there.
I found out about some other shady
things he’s pulled. But, of course, just
now she won’t listen to me.”

Mortimer laughed easily. * Oh,
we'll be here for some little time, 1
guess. - Till they make it too hot for
uas,” he added, smiling wryly.

As I had once

Iv.

ALONE in his room that night Morti-
mer practiced dealing. He spent the
entire evening simply shuffling—again
and again. And as he dealt, he watched
his fingers in the mirror.

They moved naturally. No one
would guess. Or—if people guessed,
they wouldn’t be able to prove any-
thing.

Hence, theé situation would be no dif-
ferent than it already was. For he had
always been suspected.

- His grin became ironic. Since peo-
ple expected the worst of him, why
not give them their money’s worth?

And people did consider him scum.
Even Bancroft who had been kind that
one afternoon had cooled and grown
distant.

Mortimer rolled and lit a cigarette.
It was going to be easier, now that he
had a companion. The hoy, of course,
would never suspect that everything
wasn’t straight.

Until—well, later, to be sure, he
might suspect. But by that time they’d
he such pals that it wouldn’t matter.

Mortimer thought suddenly of Ban-
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croft’s daughter.  Beautiful—God!
Too beautiful! He hated her for the
beauty which had had the power te
wound a man, to drive him into the
gutter.

The boy proved, as Mortimer had
imagined, an effective come-on. That
is, when Phil suggested a game to a
stranger, the stranger took one look at
Phil’s  youthful countenance and
thought “ sucker.” The stranger was
more than anxious to play.

And when Phil's “friend” saun-
tered up to be introduced and to join
the game, the stranger was usually so
intent on plucking his fledgling that
he scarcely looked up. The friend.
had his roll before he really knew what
had happened.

Mortimer was, however, never pig-
gish.  For he had observed that you
left a man in better spirits and with
more faith in the game, if you didn’t
quite clean him. Also, Mortimer did
not care to awaken suspicion in Phil.

The gambler smiled in contentment
these davs. It had never occurred to
him that he would enjoy this swindling
as much as he did. It was actually
joyous, this hitting back at a world
which had been unjust.

There were, however, disconcerting
moments, too—one afternoon in partic-
ular when his fingers had been cold
and when he had all but given himself
away.

His heart sank. But, fortunately, no
one had chanced to be watching. Still,
as a result of the shock, he had spent
the rest of the afternoon dealing hon-
estly.

Luck—sheer luck; that was all that

had saved him. He set his teeth, He
mustn’t depend on luck again. His
skill must become flawless. For luck

was a harlot goddess, a changing wan-
ton. '

Bad luck, and. there would he ex-
posure, some day. Then there would
be two guns swiftly drawn—smoke—
death, maybe.

Oh, well, it was such an end that
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he wanted. A blaze of glory! Damn
it,’yes! There’d be something grand
-about a final struggle so meteoric that
its brilliance might lend meaning and
‘glamour to a whole useless life!

V.

MeantTiME he felt himself drawn
closer to -Phil. It was enjoyable, hav-
ing a companion to talk to after all
these years of working alone. Events
took on deeper meaning when you had
some one to share them with.

And Phil believed in him. That
_helped too. He didn’t feel quite so bit-
ter. He recalled, incidentally, that it
was the first time in his life that any
one ever had believed in him.

What irony! When this was the
first time in his life that he had ever
heen dishonest.

He felt, however, no remorse. He
had cast his last scruples to the winds.
He was headed downward, gayly—
joyfully, with a touch of bravado.
Headed toward an inevitable smash.
But, oh, he thought, how glorious a
smash when it comes!

He felt better than he had felt in
years, For now, all struggle was over
within him. It was no longer a con-
tinual battle with conscience.

Conscience  was dead.  Except—
well, he hoped to manage things so that
Phil wouldn’t be caught in his own de-
bacle. He’'d hate to hurt Phil.

For the boy had improved under his
care... He had ceased drinking. He
carried himself more like a man.

“You know,” said Phil, one morn-
ing, “ I had a chat with Lois last night.
She really didn’t intend talkin’ to me,
but I reckon I sort of forced her to.”

Mortimer looked up sharply, his
heart sinking. ‘ They say she’s going
to marry Joe Wilson,” he said. .

Phil nodded. = “ So they say. Butl
ain’t so sure. That is—well, I reckon
they’s still a chance for me. You see,”
the boy went on, “ Wilson did gyp ’em
on that trade. An’ sooner or later
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they’ll find out. Then—since Lois real-
ly ain’t got anything against» me, I'll
be sittin’ pretty again.”

Mortimer’s eyes narrowed.

“They don’t know ranching,” he re-
marked. “ It ’ll take them a long time
to get the truth. And in the meantime
she’ll marry Wilson. You'll only be
getting hurt again if you start playing
round there. What more do you want?
You’ve a pal now and all the money
you can spend. If you go back to
that girl, you'll end up a drunken bum
in the gutter again.’

Phil ﬂushed

“Not this time,” he said after a mo-
ment. ““I've learned my lesson. An’
I've learned somethin’ else from you.
If you got a pal to tie to, things ain’t
so hard. Reckon now if that pal-was
a girl, things 'd be easier still.”

Mortimer did not answer.

But that night after the session in
the Casino, he went to his room to
pack:  He surveyed Phil’s room next
door. The boy had slipped out of the
game early. Probably had gone to bed.

Well, he wouldn’t disturb him. But
to-morrow, he’d tell him that they
were moving on. It was time, anyway.
There was a gold strike at Hillside,
and that would mean big stakes.

It occurred to him that the boy
might protest. Yes, undoubtedly,- Phil
would protest. But Mortimer smiled
to himself. Phil could be managed.

He paused abruptly—for just as he
was thinking of the boy, it seemed to
him that he heard Phil’s voice, drifting
in through the open window.

“ Lois,” Phil was pleading.
you see?”’

A girl’s voice answered.

“1I do like you, Phil, but I've prom-
1sed Joe Wilson.”

“ Joe Wilson’s a° bum; he gypped.
your dad on that trade.”

“ He did not.”

“ Wait and see.”

“ And, anyway,” the girl went on,
“T can’t see what you like about that
gambler.”

“Can’t
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Phil’s voice became defiant. “ Now
not a word about Mortimer. He’s on
the level. He took me in when every-
body else was ready to give me the boot.
It's on account of him I'm a man
agam

Lois’s voice was cool. ‘““ Any man
who cheats at cards is the lowest form
of—"

Phil cut her off. “ Mortimer doesn’t
cheat. He’s on the level, T tell you.”

Mortimer turned back from the win-
dow. Yes, Phil would be easy—very
easy. For the boy realized the debt
which he owed his benefactor. Morti-
mer grinned.

It was, perhaps, a half hour later
when Phil knocked on his door.

“ Saw your light,” explained the boy,
“and I thought I'd drop in.” His eyes
scanned the room. “ Say,” he began,

“ what’s the meanin® of all this?” He
pointed to the half filled bag.

Mortimer smiled. “ We're leaving
in the morning. Gold strike at Hill-
side. There'll be big money there, son.
And life! Dancing girls and bright
lights!
roaring town.”

Phil pursed his lips.

And Mortimer waited for the objec-
tion. But Phil’'s words were in a
slightly different vein.

“ Say,” the boy demanded, “don’t
you ever have bad luck at cards?”

Mortimer all but went pale. This
was so unexpected.

£4 V\/hy_‘) .

“T mean,” Phil began, “ it does look
funny. I've been talking to Lois, and
she thinks— Of course I don’t— But
still, if she does think the way she does,
I got to consider it. Maybe it ’d be bet-
ter if you went on to Hillside alone.”

The color came back to Mort1me1 s
face in a crimson tide.

“You idiot,” he exploded. D_on t
you realize that if she thinks I'm
crooked, she thinks you are, too?”

Phil paled.

“ But—what do you mean?” he de-
manded.

Y ou’ve never seen a real rip-
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“I mean, said Mortimer curtly,

“ that you can’t leave me now. You ve
thrown your fate in with mine.”

Phil stared at him deliberately.

“Lois would believe me if I told her
the truth,” he said. “ She likes me.
And I think if she didn't feel she
couldn’t break her promise to Joe Wil-
son, she’'d even love me.”

The two men stood staring at each
other.

Then Mortimer laughed dryly. “If
I were caught cheating, would she still
helieve you?”

Phil nodded. “1I think so.” His
eyes grew ‘suddenly narrow as he
caught Mortimer’s full implication.
“You don’t mean you have been cheat-
ing?” _ _

Mortimer’s laugh was metallic. “ Of
course, you poor ‘fool.”

Without a word, Phil turned on his
heel to stride for the door.

But Mortimer’s deep, booming voice
stopped him. “ Oh, no you don't.”

The boy turned to find himself face
to face with a drawn revolver.

“We don’t dissolve partnership quite
as easily as all that. Sit down.”

Mechanically, the hoy obeyed.

“Now,” said Mortimer, “ you want
to call it quits, do vou?”. '

Phil nodded. He smiled suddenly.

S I'm—TI'm grateful for all you've done

for me, hut don’t you see—"’

“ Shut up!” commented Mortimer.
He was silent for a long moment. “ Let
me think now.”

The gambler drew a step nearer.

“ All right,” he said, “ quits it is—
only.” His voice mounted "again.
“Not till after to-morrow. You've got
to arrange one more game for me.”

Phil drew himself up. “And if I
refuse?”
“TIl shoot you down, here and

2

now.

“T could promise and still not do
it,” the boy reminded him.

Mortimer smiled. ,

“ But you wouldn’t go back on your
word. Besides, if you did, I'd get you
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And also—this ought

I want a chance to
nick Joe Wilson. I've been gunning
for him for a long time. He ought
to be pretty flush after selling that
ranch. Give me a chance to trim him
and get a good stake, and then I'll leave
‘you:”’

Phil considered.

“You can git him in a game as well
as I can,” he said finally.

Mortimer shook his head.

“ He'll never sit in on any game I'm
playing in. But-if the.game were al-
ready started and I happened in on it,
he’d have to stay for a few hands.”
Mortimer’s finger played with the trig-
“.Promise?”

sooner or later.
to appeal to you.

ger.
Pale, Phil nodded. *“All right,
but—" '

bEl

" “ But, nothing,” snapped Mortimer.
“ Get out.”

After Phil had left, some of the
brusqueness fell from Mortimer’s face.
He smiled almost sadly. Yet—curi-
ously enough—he did not feel bitter.

After all, this was best. He wasn’t
being fair to Phil.
the boy. He had no wish to ruin that
life for him. - For he was honest]y fond
of Phil,

Yes, better to have this break now,
while the boy had some chance, no mat-
ter how feeble, to win Lois. ‘And if
Phil felt so confident that if he went
to ‘her with the truth she would be-
lieve him, there was a meager chance
that she might.

“Yes,” thought Mortimer, * she will
believe him. For she’ll be able to see
the truth in his manner—in his eyes.”

Mortimer stared at the fleor.

It was that very frankness—that
very .ingenuousness in the boy that he
had been capitalizing. He smiled.

But it wasn’t losing the monetary
value of that openness that hurt him.
He was going to miss most of all the
boy’s companionship. It would be
rather hard to face things alone again.
Still, with the stake he’d win from
Wilson— -

Life lay ahead of -
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: not be so clever.

“in the world of that.

Vd

Wilson! He scowled. What if the
girl went ahead and married him?
What if she believed Phil, yet still felt
herself bound to the other man?

He leaned back to light a cigarette. -

Well—damn it—that was the chance
Phil had to take. Life was all chances.
No beating the game by crooked deal-
ing there.

He himself took chances in the blg-
ger game. Some day his fingers might
Some day, a hot-
headed stranger was going to pull a
gun.

He shook his head.

No, not a chance
He was by now,
far too clever. The cards did what he
wished. His fingers had grown deftly
automatic. Whatever his worries, he
need have none on that score. '

Yet he lay awake a long time that
night before he dozed off to sleep.

VI.

PHIL was all smiles when Mortimer

maet him the next morning.

“T've told Lois,” the boy said, * and
she’ s forgwen me, if I promise to leave
you.’

Mortimer’s face lit up. “ Yoou mean,
do you, she’s promised to marry you?”

Phil shook his head. His smile dis-
appeared. . »

“I don’t know,” he answered. * She
still won't beheve what I tell her about
Wilson.” -

‘Mortimer laughed dryly. “You
shouldn’t have told her so much.
You've hurt your own case. Now she’s
obstinate and won’t see things that she
might have noticed if you’d let her dis-
cover them for herself.”

“I know,” admitted Phil, “ But
what am I going to do?” .
Mortimer smiled softly. And for a

second he regarded the boy affection-
ately.

“Hoge,” he said, “ hope that some
miracle will open her eyes.’

“ I have hoped,” said Phil, “ all these
weeks,”
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Mortimer’s mood suddenly changed.

“ I want mostly strangers in to-day’s
game—all strangers except Wilson.”
He hesitated a second. “ Wilson’s been
so busy courting Lois lately that I don’t
think he ‘realizes you’re my come-on.
He’ll be glad enough to try to trim a
rival in love.”

-Phil opened his mouth.

“No welching,” Mortimer com-
manded, ° that 1s the last favor I'll ever
ask you.’

Phxl s face paled, but he moved away
to do as he had been bidden.

Accordingly, perhaps an hour Jlater,

Mortimer sidled up to a table where
Phil and Wilson and three strangers
sat playing.

Phil introduced him, and, he took his
seat. He caught Wilson’s suspicious
glance.

Would the man leave the game at
once? He hardly thought so. He was
banking on his unwillingness to make
a scepe. - And he had waited until Wil-
son’s winnings were such that it might
be embarrassing for him to leave pre-
cipitously.

This was indeed the situation. Wil-
son, though obviously reluctant, lin-
gered.

The game went on quietly—small
pots. Two to Wilson, one to a stran-
ger, one to Mortimer.

Then, presently, there came a big
pot on Mortimer’s deal. But Morti-
mer dropped out. And after a great
deal of action, the pot went to W1lson
who held four kings.

“ Gosh, what a hand!” exclaimed one
stranger.

Phil watched, a little puzzled. But
the boy decided that Mortimer aimed
to let things go on honestly at first
in order to give Wilson more confi-
dence.

The deal came round to Mortimer
again. Once more, Wilson won a
large pot. He held kings full over
jacks full. And the same stranger con-
tributed, scowling darkly.

! -him was something he didn’t do.
“ An’ me holdin’ aces full.” .
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The deal came to Mortimer a third
time. He grasped the pack firmly.
And then—just as he was about to deal
Wilson his last card, there was a shout.

The stranger who had been twice
trimmed reached over to seize Morti-
mer’s wrist, just as Mortimer was tak-
ing an ace from the bottom of.the deck.

“1I saw you,” he shouted; “ you two
are in cahoots!”

"Wilson, taken by surprise dnd totally
unprepared for this turn of events,
stood motionless for a fatal second.
Then, suddenly realizing his plwht he
reached for his gun,

But the delay had, indeed, been fatal.
There was a shot and Wilson sank to
the floor. Another shot now! And
Mortimer crumpled.

Only — bystanders remarked that
Mortimer had made no move to defend
himself.

Later, in his room at the Overland
House, Mortimer smiled up from his
bed as-Phil came in to him.

“ How’s—how’s Wilson?”” he asked

“ Dead,” said Phil, his face white.

Mortimer’s-blue eyes smiled.

~“That’s too bad; I really didn’t
mean to have him killed,” he said slow-
ly. He paused to cough. “ All I aimed
to do was disgrace him.”

He grinned. “ Nobody would have
believed his story that I was dealing
him winning hands just out of charity.”
Mortimer strove to laugh. “ And it
struck me as rather humorous that the
only thing that ’d make Lois wise to
But
I sure had a hard time cheating obvi-
ously enough.”

Phil took the gambler’s hand. Tears
streamed down the boy’s face.

“ And how—how are you?”

Again Mortimer’s eyes smiled.
“Don't know, sonny,” he grinned. .
“Maybe T'll get well, and maybe I.
won’t.” His eyes were kind, “It
doesn’t make much difference, really.
I'm happy anyway.”

’ THE END



The Readers' Viewpoint

MANY readers have admired the

heading illustrations appearing in
ARcosy, and frequently have expressed
a desire to have one of them for fram-
ing purposes.

These original pen and ink drawings
are printed admirably for that purpose.
They are about eight by ten inches on
white cardhoard. Framed and hung on
the wall, they are both decorative and,
at the same time, pleasant reminders
of a good story by one of your favorite
writers.

We have a limited supply of these
original drawings on hand and are of-
fering them to vou, free of charge,
one for each ten * Your Favorite Cou-
pons ” filled in and mailed to us. The
coupons must be from different issues
of the magazine; and this offer holds
good only while our supply of the
drawings lasts.

Start the coupon habit with this is-
sue, and be among the first to get one
of these good looking drawings. It is
not necessary to hold the coupons un-
til vou have ten. Send them in as you
finish each issue; when your tenth ar-
rives, we shall send vou your drawing.

SL'GGESTIONS from readers are al-
ways welcome—and often bear im-
mediate fruit. The suggestion embod-
ied in Mr. Anderson’s letter we passed
on to John Holden ; his novelette, “ The
Last Thousand Miles,” which appears
this week, is the result. Mr. Anderson,
we thank vou!
Timmer, N. Dak.
Please ask Mr. John Holden to wrte a

five-part story on the Los Angeles to New
York Marathon.

Millions of people have seen it, and whole
world read about it, so Mr. Holden should
make a great name for himself by writing a
story about it.

1 would gladly pay three dollars for a good
story covering this Marathon,

C. H. ANDERSON.

Bouquets are nice. We receive
plenty of them like this one from a sat-
isfied subscriber:

Rotterdam Jct., N. Y.
Inclose check for four dollars for year's sub-
scription.,  Bet your sweet life 1 want the
magazine—never was without it for single
week for more years than I can remember.
I believe your magazine is just right, vou have
different stories, which should please all the
readers. 1 frst read the short stories and
novelettes, then place the magazine back in
bookcase until serial story is complete, then
I start the story. Leave your magazine just

as 1t is, it is A No. I magazine.
Jouwn M. Huss.

But sometimes along comes a brick-
bat and gives us something to think
about. Like this:

Brooklyn, N. Y.

I cannot help but express my disappoint-
ment in your magazine. Lately your type of
stories have been inferior, and so monotonous,
being almost all of the Western type. If you
are going to print all Western stories, why
not change the name of your magazine also,
as well as the policy?

I was a reader of the Arcosy for years, but
if the present type of stories is continued, will
certainly cancel my order for same at the
newsdealer. I like a Western story occasion-
ally, but too much of one thing is tiresome.
I1f 1 wanted to read all Western stories I
could buy a regular Western magazine.

Also your short stories are not in the same
class as published formerly, Why don't you
let us have a story from Hulbert Footner,
and from some of the other good writers?

I know that canceling my one subscription
won’t put you out of business, but T am heart-
ily sorry for the change, as 1 looked forward
to reading the Arcosy every week, hut Jately
have found very little real good reading in it

“ A ForMER Arcosy Fan”
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For the benefit of this reader, and
those like him who are not keen for
Western fiction, let us say that while
Arcosy always will publish good first-
rate Western stories—just as we pub-
lish a good story laid in any other field
—we will materially reduce the number

of Western stories in the coming issues. °

Those which we do publish will be so
excellent that we hope even readers as
unenthusiastic about Western stories as
this one will applaud them.

Remember the first copy of the
ARcosy you read—the copy that made
a regular reader of you? Why were
you “sold on it ’? Probably there was
some particular story that made you an
Arcosy fan. We would like mighty
well to know what that story was. Here
is the way three ARcosy converts were
made:

) Keating, Ore.

I would like to express my opinion of the
Arcosy. About a year ago I got some maga-
zines. Among them was the Arcosy. 1 went
back next week and ordered it to be saved for
me. I have been a constant reader since then.
I sure hope we have some more railroad
stories and detective stories. I think “ The
Return of George Washinglon” was a wow.
Leave the Arcosy as it is. FRANK ARTHUR.

Haileybury, Ontario, Canada.

About six months ago I picked up a copy
of your magazine and started reading just to
pass the time, but soon I was really interested
in it. The first story that I read was “ The
Return of George Washington.”” 1 became
very interested and tried my best to get the
next number, but they were either all sold
out or the store did not stock them. At last
a traveling friend got it for me and ever since
then I have ordered them in advance. “Kerry
of the Air Mail” was very interesting, com-
ing as it did so soon after the successful
Atlantic and Pacific flights. I wish you would
print more air and scientific stories. “ Beyond
the Stars” was good as one of these, and also
Garret Smith’s “ Slaves of the Wire.” Other
good stories were “ Adventurers  All”
“Tuckett of the Moon,” “ The Eagle’s Brood,”
“For Country,” “Queen of Clubs,” “ Some-
where in Nevada,” “Blue Steel,” in fact, all
the stories are great. 1 think your best short
story and novelette writers are Garret Smith,
Gordon Stiles, and Ben Conlon. .

1 noticed a fellow raving about the stories
of the “imaginary worlds.” I think these are
quite a change from some of the common
romantic tales. I wouldn’t mind if you would
print some, more stories about Scrub Smith
aund Bill Norman. ) A. Scor.
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. Chicago, Iil.

I cannot say that I started reading the
ARcosy since it was the Golden Argosy, for
I just began about a year ago. Boy, what I
was missing! The hArst story I read was
“The Pancake Princess,” by Fred Maclsaac.
g‘hat was the start of my wild rush on Thurs-

ay.

Other good stories were “Forged Faces,”
“Seven Footprints to Satan,” “ Desperate
Chances,” “ Eyes West!” and many others, but
“The Return of George Washington” was
the best,

As far as I'm concerned, leave the ARrcosy
the way it is, with its Western and war stories,
and please give us a few athletic serials.

MEeLvin R. Jarvis.

What story started you on the
ARcosy trail? -
Here’s an ideal way to enjoy vour

ARcosY :

. O’Cala, Fla.

I have been a regular reader of the Arcosy
for five years and have no kick to make, for
all writers and their stories are real good.
To take a boat and drift over Silver Springs
with the latest Arcosy is my “ seventh heaven,”
as Silver Springs, in Marion County, Florida,
like the Arcosvy, is the finest-of its kind. Tell
Don Waters to give us another railroad story..
Hoping the Arcosy stays as is, I am a satisfied
reader, K L. A

1

YOUR CHOICE COUPON

Editor, ARcoSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,
280 Broadway, N. Y. C, N. Y.

The stories I like best in this
issue of the magazine are as fol-
lows:
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Have you ever considered the possibilities
of the marvelous television—now in its
infancy, but probably soon to be an every-
day utility ? Have you ever considered

- what it will mean to be able to see the one
to whom you are talking ?

“YOU'VE KILLED
- PRIVACY!”

A Complete Novelette
By GARRET SMITH

reveals the terror this far-reaching new inven-
tion brings to the hearts of the underworld.
For them the all-seeing eye spells doom. So
crime locks- horns with sctence—and a hair-
trigger tale is the result.

~

TWO-GUN MAGIC

A Quick-Fire Western Novel _
By DONALD BAYNE HOBART

brings back the Whistling Waddy in a Western
story that is different. A murder mystery—
a corrupt criminal ring—and the Whistling
Waddy right 1n the middle of it with both guns
ooing | | |

IN THE ISSUE OF JULY 7

ALL-STORY WEEKLY

““First In Fiction’’ Out Every Wednesday
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- Talk
Yout Problems
Over With The
World’s Leading

Authorities

advertising problems . . .bring
themto the International Adver-
tising Association Convention
and Exposition, Masonic
| Temple, Detroit, July 8-12....
and discuss them with author-
ities from America, Europe,
Australia and the Orient. In ad-
dition to meetings and discus-
sions, there will be 355 exhibits
...everyoneaveritablegold mine
of ideas on more efficient and
more cffective merchandising.
Everything will be provided
to make every minute of every
day a concentrated source of val-
| uable information and ideas. It
| will be complete in every detail.

You need not be a member
‘ to attend. Plan to come. ..and
bring your family with you. Let
them enjoy fascinating Detroit
during its best season.

W rite for details.

- THE
INTERNATIONAL
ADVERTISING
ASSOCIATION

Convention Committee

Room 240, Statler Hotel
Detrozt, Mich.

| IF you have selling and
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Westclox
{__watch }

$]20

ERE'S full value 1in a good-looking

watch! The makers of Big Ben built
it. The name Westclox on the dial stands
for sturdy construction, long life and ex-
celient time-keeping. |

Millions all over the world rely on Pocket
Ben with confidence. So can you. It's an

ideal watch for your vacation. Sold every-
where for $1.50. ¢

 WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY

La Salle, Illinois

; Westclox
AutO Clock

Attractive, convenient,
s reliable,  Fits any  car,
o s S Quickly attached on dash
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for less than

Protect Yourself for
a Whole Year

ACCIDENT
SICKNESS

L,

AGAINST

' SUPPOSE YOU MEET
BE READY. WITH A SERIOUS
ACCIDENT TONIGHT—will your income con-
tinue? Remember few escape; and none of us
can tell what tomorrow holdsin store. At thisvery
moment, while you are reading this, apparently
safe from harm, somewhere some ghastly tragedy

is taking its toll of human life or limb—some
flood or fire, some automobile or train disaster.

Suppose You Became Suddenly Ill—
Could You Continue Your Job?

What if you had pneumonia, appendicitis or any of
the many common ills covered in this po]icy—
wouldn’t you rest easier, convalesce more quickly,
if you knew that this Company stood ready to
help lift from vour shoulders the distressing
financial burden in case of a personal tragedy?

Mall tlus Coupon NOW

Gentlemen At no cost to me send me details nf the: IJ

NEW $|0 Premier $|0 C[!] Pmln:y

¢ a Day

INVEST IN INSURANCE

*10 5

invested now may later pay doc-
tors, hospitals and household
bills; besides pulling you through
an illness or accident. $10 spent
now will mean CASH whcn you
need it most instead of the usual
sympathy of friends.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

MEN axvo WOMEN
16 TO 70 ACCEPTED

No Dues or Assessments

$10,000

PRINCIPAL SUM

$10,000

Loss of Hands, Feet or Eyesight
$ 2 5 WEEKLY
BENEFIT
for Stated Accidents
and Sicknesses

Doctor’s Bills, Hospital Benefit, Emer-
gency Benefit and other new and
liberal features to help in time of need
—all clearly shown in policy.

This is a stimple and understandable
policy—without complicated or mis-
leading clauses. You know exactly
what every word means—and every
word means exactly what it says.

e i S '1 DON'T wait for Misfortune

to overtake YOU!
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