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some soft, gauzy, pink stuff-chiffon, 
I think I've heard the wife call it
with a lot of rose-colored silk stitchery 
on the edges of the flounces; and she 
had a band of pink ribbon on her 
hair." 

Cleek made no comment, nor did 
his countenance betray even the slight
est trace of emotion. He simply put 
the shut hand that held that gauzy, 
pink fragment into his pocket and 
shoved it far down out of sight. 

A while ago he could have sworn 
that Ailsa Lorne's foot had never 
crossed the threshold of this house of 
crime; now he knew that it had, and 
if the evidence of this scrap of chif
fon stood for anything, crossed it after 
she had left Clavering Close - after 
she had heard that threat against the 
Count de Louvisan's life. 

CHAPTER V. 

The Riddle of the Night. 

B
EFORE Mr. Narkom could ask

any questions the sound of ex
cited voices 'and hasty footsteps 

coming up the drive and making to
ward the lonely house drove all other 
thoughts from his head. 

"Come along," he whispered to 
Cleek. "It's Hammond and Petrie 
returning from the keeper's shelter 
on the common. I know their voices. 
And they have unearthed something 
startling, or they wouldn't be talking 
so excitedly. 

They had indeed, as he learned when 
he hurried out and intercepted them 
at the cottage steps; for between them 
they were supporting a mah stripped 
of coat, waistcoat, .and hat, and wear
ing bound round his head a blood
stained handkerchief. 

His bearded face was bruised and 
battered, his shirt and trousers were 
covered with mud, and he was so weak 
from loss of blood that it was next to 
impossible for him to stand alone. 

0 Sir," broke ·out Hammond, as they 
came up with Mr. N arkom and paused· 

with this unexpected newcomer before 
him, " I don't know whether that 
French mounseer is a wizard or not; 
but he copped the lay at the first guess,· 
Mr. N arkom, and, foreigner or not, I 
take off my blessed hat to him. 

"Here's what we found when we 
got to the shelter, sir-this here party, 
knocked senseless, tied up like a trussed 
fowl and tucked out of sight under the 
gorse - bushes nigh the shelter. Coat, 
cap, badge, and truncheon all gone, 
sir - nicked by that daredevil who 
took us in so nicely down there at the 
old railway arch. The murderer him
self he were, I'll lay my life; for look 
here, sir, here's what he most brained 
this poor chap with-a hammer, sir-_ 
look! And a hammer was used, wasn't 
it, to spike that dead man to the wall ? 

"Had him, Mr. Narkom·; had the 
rascal in our very hands-that's what 
we did, sir-and then like a parcel of 
chuckle - heads we went and let him 
go." 

" It is a trick that has succeeded 
with others besides yourselves," said 
Cleek. who had been bending over the 
injured man. He looked up at Nar
kom significantly. " Monsieur, I ex
pect my assistant here any minute now. 
Would it not be as well to report this 
shocking affair to the local authori
ties?" 

" Certainly, monsieur! " agreed N ar
kom, who had forgotten that Dollops 
might arrive now at any moment. 

" What about this poor chap here, 
sir?" interposed Petrie. "He's in a 
desperately bad way. Oughtn't we to 
take him with us and turn him over to 
the hospital-folk? " 

" Non-that is, not yet, my friend,'' 
softly interposed Cleek. " Your good 
superintendent and I will look after 
him for a little time. There is a ques
tion or two to ask. He will bear the 
strain. of talking now better than he 
might be able to do later. Notify the 
hospital officials as you pass· through 
the town proper, and have an ambu
lance sent out. That's all. You may 
go." 
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" Well, so help me-" began the 
indignant Petrie, then discreetly shut 
up and went. A moment later the 
limousine had whizzed away into the 
mist and darkness with the three men, 
and Cleek and N arkom were alone with 
the injured keeper. 

" I expect that is Dollops in his 
taxi:, whispered Cleek. " I thought I 
heard the sound of a motor. That will 
obliterate every track if you don't stop 
him. Head him off if you can, dear 
chap, and set him to work directly you 
have dismissed the taxi. Tell Dollops 
to measure and make a drawing of 
every footmark in and about the place. 
Quickly, please, before it is too late." 

Mr. Narkom hurried off and' van• 
ished in the mist, leaving his ally alone 
with the dying man, for that • he was 
dying there could be no question. 

A bullet had gape through his body; 
a hammer had battered in the back of 
his head; he was but partly conscious 
- with frequent lapses into complete
insensibility-and the marvel was not
that he occasionally uttered some wan•
dering, half • coherent se�tences, but
that he was able to speak at all.

" My poor chap! " Cleek said feel• 
ingly as he administered a stimulant 
by which the keeper's flagging ener• 
gies were whipped up. " Try to speak 
- try to answer a question or two -
try-for a woman's sake."

"A woman's?" he mttmbled feebly. 
"Aye, my poor wife-Gawd 'elp her
her and the kiddies ! And me a goin' 
'ome, sir - me a gettin' of my death 
like this for jist a <loin' of my duty
doin" of it horrest and true, sir, for 
king and country! " ,

" And both letting you face the 
nightly peril of it unarmed ! '' said 
Cleek bitterly; then, passionat€;ly: 
" Will you wake up, England ? Will 
yon wake up and do justice by these 
men who give theiF lives that you may 
sleep in peace, and who, with a badge 
and a truncheon and two willing hands, 
must fight your criminal classes and
keep law and order for you ? ,, 

"Aye---s� day, may lik�somei 

day, sir," mumbled the dwindling 
voice; then it trailed off and sank sob• 
bingly away, and Cleek had to admin• 
ister more brandy to bolster up his 
fading strength. 

"A word," he said eagerly, the ham• 
mering of his heart getting into his 
voice and making it unsteady. " Just 
one word, but much depends upon 
it. Tell me-now-before anybody 
comes: Who did it-man or woman? " 

"I dunno, sir - I didn't see. The 
mist • was thick. Whoever it was, 
come at me from behind. But there 
was two-there must have been two-
one as I heard a runnin' toward me 
when I challenged, sir, and-and got 
shot down like a dog; and 'tother as 
come at me in the back when I sang 
out ' Murder! ' and blew my whistle 
for help. But, men or women,_ which
ever it may 'a' been, I ne;ver see, sir--, 
never. But one woman was on the 
common to-night. A lady, sir-oh, 
yes, a lady indeed! " 

" A lady? Speak to me-quickly
my friend is returning. What did that 
lady wear? Was it a pink dress? Or 
couldn't you see? " 

" Oh, yes ! I could see-she came 
near me-she spoke in passing. She 
gave me a bit of money, sir; and asked 
me not to mention about her bein' out 
there to-night and me havin' met her. 
But it wasn't a pink dress, sir; it was 
green-all shiny pale-green satin with 
sparklin' things on the bosom and 
smellin' like a field o' voylits on a 
mornin' in May! " 

The sense of unspeakable thankful• 
ness· that Cleek experienced upon 
hearing that the dress of this unknown 
" lady " was not pink was lost in a 
twinkling in one of utter and over• 
whelming surprise at learning that it 
was green!

Pink, white, and green, here were 
three evening dresses called into the 
snare of this night's mystery; and yet 
a third woman now involved. White 
satin, that had been Lady Katharine 
Fordham's gown to•night; pink chif
fon, that had been Ailsa Lorne's. Who 
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then was the wearer of the pale-green, his challenge with a bullet, and then 
satin gown? Here was the riddle of pounced upon by somebody else who 
the night taking yet another perplex- was behind him and floored him with 
ing turn. the hammer. 

A clatter of hasty footsteps came " I take it that the person who was 
along the drive and up the steps to the running and who fired the shot ,ms 
veranda, and N arkom, in a state of advancing toward him from this di
violent excitement, stood beside him. rection-was, in £�ct, the actual as-

" All right," he said, answering sassin-and that having discharged 
Cleek's inquiring glance. "I headed the pistol and caused this poor fellow 
the taxi off and set Dollops to work to whistle a call for assistance to the 
as you suggested-and a blessed good constable in Mulberry Lane, he was 
thing I did, too, otherwise we might put to it to get out of the box in which 
have lost valuable clues." he had found himself by those two 

" There were footsteps, then? " things. 
" Footsteps? Great Scott, yes - " To escape across the common 

heaps of them; the absolute continua- meant to be pursued by the constable 
tion of those which led me and my men and driven across the track of one of 
to this house. But the madness of the the ·other keepers; so he took the bold 
thing, the puzzle of the thing! No hazard of putting on this poor chap's 
man on earth can run away in two di- coat, cap, and badge and playing at 
rections; yet there the blessed things joining in the hue and cry in the man
are, going down the road at full tilt, ner he did. Is thaf "-turning to the 
and coming back up it again still on a dying man-" the truth of it?" 
dead run. _ 

• 
The keeper could only nod-he was . 

" T.wo lines of them, old cha� now too far gone to make any verbal 
one going and the other returning and response, and even the administering 
both passing by the gate of this house. of another dose of brandy failed to 
By it, do you hear? By it, and never whip up his expiring strength. 
once turning in; yet in the garden we "I'm afraid we shall never get any 
have found marks that correspond more out of him, poor fellow," said 
:with them to the fraction of a hair, Cleek feelingly. "He is lapsing into 
·and we know positively that the fell ow unconsciousness, you see. Raise hirp
<lid come in here. It licks me, Cleek- a bit, make him a little more comfort
•it positively licks me. It's beyond all able if pos- Quick! Catch his head, 
reason." Mr. Narkom! Don't let it strike the 

" Yes," admitted Cleek, thinking of boards. Gone! A good, true servant 
the green satin dress. "It is, Mr. Nar- of the public gone! And the black-
kom: it certainly is." guard that kilted him still at large! " 

"Dollops will bring the drawings Then he gently folded the useless 
he's making to you as soon as h� has hands and closed down the sightless 
covered all the ground," resumed the eyes, and, shaking out the coat which 
superintendent almost immediately. Petrie had bundled into a pillow, 
" Clever young dog that, and no mis- spread .it over the dead man, and was 
'take. But to return to our muttons, very, very still for for a little time. 
old chap. Did you get anything out "There's a widow-and some little 
of this poor fellow-any clue to the nippers, Mr. Narkom," he said when 
party who assaulted him? " he at length rose to his feet. " Fihd 

'.' None. He doesn't know. For one them out for me, will you? And if 
thing, the mist prevented him see- you can see your way to offer a good, 
ing his assail�nt; and for another, he substantial reward for the clearing_ up 
,vas first shot down by some one who of this case and the capture of- the 
�as running toward him and answered criminal, I'll pull it off, and you_ may 
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abruptly, leaned forward into the mist 
and darkness, listening. 

For of a sudden, a babble of angry 
voices, mingled with the sounds of a 
scuffle, had risen from the road be
yond the gates, and hard on the heels 
of it there rang forth sharply the shrill 

tones of Dollops crying out at the top 
of his voice : 

" None o' yer larks, now! Got yer ! 
Gov'ner! Mr. Narkop-i! This way! 
Come quick, will yer? I've copped the 
bounder. Out here in the bushes under 
this blessed wall ! " 

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forset tbi1 mapzine ii iuaed weekl,:, and that 
• :,ou will get the continuation of thil 1tor:, without waiting a month.
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Frank Condo1'.., 
is extremely difficult to tell 
precisely when to cease re
ferring to some young mar
ried women as brides. Some 
of these charming adven
turers upon the sea of mat
rimony continue to look, act 

and talk like brides for a long, long 
time after the fatal stroll down the 
church aisle, while others drop off the 
bride look about a week later. 

And the husband - the husband 
ceases to feel like a bridegroom al
most instantly, although he conceals 
this impression with great deftness 
from the fluttery half of the partner-
ship. 

It is when he definitely refuses to 
shave of a Sunday morning and lolls 
around the house in a frayed bath
robe descended from bachelor days, 
pref erring the comic supplement and 
a couple of pipes to wifely approval 
and a stiff, white collar-if is then that 
the musing bride begins to compre-

�end that, after all, she simply married 
a male person and not a young Greek 
god. 

You would undoubtedly speak of 
Beth King as a bride, and you would 
inevitably envy Joe King because -of 
his possession of Beth. Beth is a lit
tle pink-and-white pint of femininity, 
usually surrounded by white lace and 
brown curls. 

She is slender and blue-eyed and ap
pealing, and you would no more hurt 
her feel in gs with a harsh word than 
you would kick a new-born kitten. 

Furthermore, Beth loves Joe beyond 
the power of human expression to de
scribe, and Joe is equally affectionate 
and thoughtful. Joe is a pretty de
cent chap, who works for a mining 
company in a building forty stories 
high, and now you know enough about 
this admirable and perfectly mated 
pair to start off intelligently. 

They have been married two years, 
and it is doubtful if, in all that time, 
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an unkind word has passed between 
them. 

Beth invariably meets Joe at the 
door when he comes home in the eve
ning, wearied and petulant from the 
day's cares; and after she has kissed 
him several times and rushed him into 
his slippers and fixed up the hot water 
for him and variously ministered to 
his wants, Joe forgets his weariness 
and sits down to dinner contentedly 
and without the fifty-horse-power 
grouch observed in many husbands. 

And that is why, considering all 
these and other unmentioned things, 
that there came to Joe a day of untlt
terable self-contempt. It is true that 
he had determined to tell the truth to 
Beth, to confess everything and shrive 
his soul, but at the wrong moment 
Mrs. Henry J. Circumstance leaped 
into the game and crabbed it. The 
facts were these : 

On a certain broiling hot day in 
July Joe walked down the elevated
railway steps at Warren Street feeling 
that he was in for a bad day at the . 
office. 

The sun glared down upon a crin
ging metropolis with a feverish, brassy 
eye. The pavements began to turn into 
goulash, and in the· offices electric fans 
served only to swirl the hot air into 
the gasping countenances of perspiring 
men and women. 1

After lunch, Joe took himself by the 
hand and announced to the office man
ager that if the business depended upon 
him that afternoon i� would be 
wrecked before nightfall, because he 
had no intention whatever of remain
ing in the bake-oven in which he had 
toiled during the morning. 

He felt hot and sticky and miserable. 
He didn't even want to see or talk 

with Beth, which shows you how real
f y bad he felt, and, after giving the 
matter continued thought, he wended 
his way toward Brooklyn- Bridge and 
disappeared fr�m New York without 
informing any living soul. 

Ordinarily he would have telephoned 
Beth that he was taking an af temoon 

off on account of the heat; but as he 
fully intended to reach home before 
the dinner hour, he omitted the mes
sage to his beloved spouse. He had no 
intention of deceiving her or pretend
ing that he had been working as usual 
during the afternoon. 

He was merely going down. to Dia
mond Beach to escape the deadly city 
heat. 

Diamond Beach is an obscure strip 
of sand forty miles from New York, 
where the ocean rolls in cheerfully on 
a hot day and few city people congre
gate. It is far off the beaten path, and 
New Yorkers-most New Yorkers
know nothing of its lure. 

Joe was looking for peace and calm 
and a dip in the cooling waves, and if 
you had told him on the train going 
down to the Beach that he would do 
something that afternoon of which he 
would be miserably ashamed, he would 
have laughed in your face. 

If you had informed him prophetic
ally that before the shades of evening 
drew nigh he would have lowered him
self in his own estimation and offered 
a deadly affront to his own adored 
wife, he would have snickered and 
called you hard names. 

If you had told Joe King that an
other girl that very afternoon would 
-but let us keep this chronologically
straight.

Joe stepped off the train and walked 
happily down the long board-walk in· 
the direction of the sea. He could 
hear the rollers murmuring their in
cessant welcome, and the cool breeze 
sifted in from afar, bringing with it 
the revivifying tang of the salt sea. 

"This certainly is fine," Joe said, 
breathing deeply. "I make a mistake 
in sticking so close to the office. I 
ought to get out here- oftener. Already 
I feel like a new man, and I'll bet it's 
a hundred and ten in the shop this 
minute." 

Filled with pleasing thoughts, he 
hunted out a bath-house, equipped him
self with a suit, and plunged into the 
breakers,· where he reveled luxuriously 
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for an hour or more. There were very 
few people passing along the board
walk in front of the big hotels and 
even fewer on the smooth, white beach. 

Cooled and refreshed by his plunge, 
he donned his clothes, bought a stein 
of beer and some cigars, and set forth 
upon a stroll down the beach. He 
passed beyond the board-walk into the 
vasty silences beyond, and for some 
time he was in sole possession of the 
beach. 

Then very abruptly, suddenly, unex
pectedly, and cheerfully, he met the 
Girl with the Green Feather. 

She had been sitting against a sand
dune, staring out to sea, an open book 
beside her, a parasol stuck in the sand 
and on it the hat sporting the green 
feather. 

She glanced up at Joe as he slowly 
passed. He glanced down at her. 
They were quite close together, and so 
far as any one could see, they were 
the only two people in the world. 

The Green Feather Girl lowered her 
eyes and then raised them again. 
vVhenever a girl does that to you, cit
izens-whenever she looks away and 
then looks back one second later, it is 
an indication that your presence is not 
regarded as a horrible offense. 

Furthermore, Joe imagined that the 
'faintest suggestion of a smile lurked 
about the corners of her mouth, and 
when vou consider that it was a de
light£ tit, pretty mouth, you may or 
may not pardon Joe for stopping in his 
tracks, removing his hat, and murmur
ing something. 

The Green Feather Girl smiled out
right after Joe's murmur, and right 
there Joe King began to sink by the 
bow. The more he looked, the more 
it became apparent that the lonely lady 
was a pippin from Pip County, East 

" Pipton. She was clad in a diaphanous 
blue gown, a creamy, lacy waist, and 
her pumps were of dull black kid, small 
and shapely. 

Furthermore, her ankles were silk
clad and extremely easy to look at. 
.The hat, hanging on the parasol, was 

a small, silk affair, and the green 
feather thrust itself defiantly into the 
air. 

For one fleeting, self - accusing in
stant Joe reflected that this was no 
place for him to drop anchor. He was 
a married man, two years recorded, 
with the finest little spouse in the 
world, and no dainty siren on the 
sands should be permitted to halt him, 
no matter how alluring she might be. 

Then the instant passed on, and Joe 
murmured something else. 

" It certainly is a lovely day," re
plied the Green Feather. " And so 
delightfully cool and remote. With 
the great white rollers breaking and 
the breeze and the smell of the sea-, it 
is almost heavenly! " 

"It is more heavenly now," said 
Joe, regarding the damsel appraisingly, 
"than it was before I saw you" -
which is pretty fair batting for a man· 
out of practise. " How does it hap
pen that such an alarmingly pretty girl 
as you is found all alone on a desert
ed beach, far from home and friends?" 

" I am a peculiar person,'-' she 
laughed. " Sometimes I am overcome 
with an intense longing for the sea 
and lonesomeness, so I come down 
from New York· all by myself and 
wander in the solitude of this great 
white beach. Don't you love it? Of 
course I've had all the solitude I want 
now, and I am very glad you hap
pened by." 

"Thank you," Joe answered po-
litely, stretching out comfortably on 
the warm sand. " This is a great 
place. The city was hot and I was 
tired, so I came down here for a· swim, 
little dreaming that good fortune 
would bring me near one so charming." 

" You didn't forget any of the reg
ular New York stuff when you came, 
d!d you? " she said, looking at him. 

" I presume you are a New York
er," he answered. "You dress with 
the skill of one accustomed to the 
newest modes. Your hat is· a wonder ! 
I like the green feather immensely." 

"I trimmed it myself," she said, and 
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thus by easy degrees the two lonely 
ones drifted into casual conversation, 
embracing such subjects as may be of 
interest to a yoting man and a young 
woman. 

It is not the purpose of this narra
tive to suggest ideas and thoughts to 
young married men that might not 
otherwise have occurred to them. But 
facts are facts. 

Joe King undoubtedly was to blame 
for the situation because he walked 
into it deliberately under the influence 
of a pretty face, and, furthermore, it 
was a wholly harmless flirtation.• It is true that Green Feather had no
way of knowing that Joe King had a
Beth King at home. It is also true
that there can be no excuse for Joe's
reaching over through the sand, about
four o'clock, and closing his left hand
over Green Feather's right, on the pre
text of examining a lapis lazuli ring.

It was a pretty ring and a pretty
hand and Joe was forced to examine it
intently, thus bringing himself even
nearer to Green Feather than he had
been.

You may want to know whether the
damsel blushed when Joe spoke of the
violet shade in her eyes or the glint of
the Southern sun in her bonny hair,
but you will never know. You may be
mildly curious to learn whether Joe's
arm totally forgot itself and wandered •
about a slender and sand-strewn waist.

• It might occur to you as interesting
to find out whether a small head
drooped _further and further toward a
broad and manly shoulder until it rest
ed there, with a pair of cherry-red lips

. in such tantalizing proximity that an
angel from above might have shivered
with apprehension for the weal of
Joe's soul.

You may want to know all these
things, but after all you have no right
to know. It is, bluntly, none of your
business.

The red sun dropped into the High
lands of Navesink across the rolling
sea, and Joe King came to himself with
a start-possibly a guilty start.

" 1-1 don't know about how the 
trains run," he said. " Perhaps we 
had better start." 

" You are right," replied Green 
Feather. "We must be getting back 
to town. We've had a pleasant after
noon, haven't we?" 

"Glorious," returned Joe, but there 
was a certain halting catch in his voice. 
It seemed to him as though he had 
been wandering through the hazy, de
lightful mazes of a sweet dream and 
somebody had abruptly dragged him 
out of bed. 

They wandered up the beach until 
they came to the board-walk, and Joe 
noted with alarm that the sun was 

• sinking faster than ever and that dark
ness would soon be upon them. To
make matters worse, the train had
gone ten minutes before they reached
the station and the next one would not
leave-horrors--until seven o'clock,
thus bringing the travelers into the city
at eight.

" Well," said Joe as cheer£ ully as he
could, "we might as well have a bite
to eat. It will be too late when we
arrive in town."

" That would suit me perfectly," she
smiled. "I am hungry. It's a pity we
missed the train. Perhaps you should
have been in town by six."

" Oh, no," Joe replied, but the hol
low tones in his voice were plainly
perceptible.

" You don't seem to be as happy
and gay as you were," she said some
what accusingly. " Aren't you happy
now?"

" I'm as happy as a lark. Who could
be otherwise in the company of one
so radiant and angelic as you? "

It was a dying effort. 
Try as he would to restrain it, the 

tone of woful melancholy would creep 
into Joe's voice and he could think of 
nothing but his own dear wife, the de
layed, cold, flat dinner at home in the 
apartment-and of his own colossal 
perfidy. He had begun to picture him
self as a gorgon, a wretch beyond hu
man forgiveness, utterly unworthy of 
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the sweet and confiding creature who 
was devoting her life to him. 

If he could have done so without 
attracting attention, he would have sat 
himself down upon a heap of sand and 
indulged in salty tears. 

The dinner they had was unmarked 
by boisterous merriment, joyous jest
ings, or undue mirth. Green Feather 
regarded Joe with puzzled eyes, and as 
for Joe-the longer he remained at 
Diamond Beach the sadder he became. 

It was not a successful dinner in any 
sense of the word, and when it was 
ended Joe gave an inward cheer and 
hurried his fair partner over to the 
seven o'clock train. 

On the ride to New York he was 
strangely silent, and the rallyings of 
the lady failed to restore his joviality. 
Large, copious hunks of gloom sur
rounded him, and he indulged in some 
free and prolonged thinking. 

He admitted to himself that he had 
done something for which Beth would 
probably never forgive him. He had, 
lowered himself in his own eyes and 
succumbed to the fascinations of a 
pretty face. 

Possibly Beth would break all known 
records and forgive him, but he would 
never forgive himself, and, no matter 
what happened, he would never do any
thing like it again. 

And sternest among his thoughts on 
the way home was the resolution to go 
straight to Beth and make full and 
complete confession. He would hide 
nothing from the trusting and inno
cen, darling. 

He may have done wrong, but he 
would not live a lie. Beth should know 
of the trip to Diamond Beach, of the 
lady with the green feather, of the 
sundry and several scenes, incidents, . 
and happenings by the sad sea waves, 
of the dinner together, the missed train 
-the whole unfortunate business!

After he had made this resolution
he felt better, and toward the end of 
the journey he again attempted to be 
ch'eerful to his companion. She had 
probably caught some of his gloom, 

so he gave up the attempt, and when 
the train stopped he bade her a hasty 
adieu. 

" Shall we meet again? '1 she asked, 
smiling the same dazzling smile that 
·had sunk him in the afternoon ..

" I regret to state," replied Joe
firmly, " that I am going into the coal
business in the middle of South
Africa, and leave for there immediate
ly. I am never coming back to
America again. I fear we shall never
·meet."

Green Feather lauihed, held out her
hand, and said :

" I meet lot_s of queer men. Take
care of yourself, and don't swallow
any coal-dust.'�

She walked away jauntily-and out
of this narrative.

Joe galloped down the subway steps,
looking at his watch. It was a few
minutes before eight o'clock. All the
way up-town he gave himself a mental
tongue-lashing, and when he emerged
from the station near his apartment,
he wa:s the. most penitent husband in
New York, where there are many such., He scurried down the street, rushed
into the entrance of his building, near
ly tore the bell off the elevator, dashed
down the hall, thrust his key into the 
door, opened it, and faced-a dark,
empty, desolate, Bethless apartment.
Excited as he was, the shock chilled
him, and for a moment he stood dumb
ly in the doorway. Then he closed the
door and walked down the long hall to
the parlor.

" Beth! " he called, but the answer 
was that of the grave. Silence. Cold
ness. He placed a trembling hand up
on the dinner-table. and found it guilt
less of even a clot'h.

No one had dined there that even
ing. Where was she? Tom between
conflicting emotions, he switche4- on
the electric lights and stared around
the room.

He looked about for a note explain
ing her queer absence, but there was
none. Forty explanations came into
his mind, and were rapidly thrust out.
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Th� be heard a grating sound-the 
scraping noise of a key being inserted 
in the lock, and even as he peered 
down the hall the door opened and 
Beth, his trusting wife, entered. ,,,., 

She was clad in her long, blue coat 
and the pretty bowler hat he loved to 
have her wear. She walked down the 
hall toward him and, in the parlor en
trance, she slowly remoyed her hat. 
Joe stared at her for an instant, and 
then she said : 

" Well, I know everything! " 
There was a cold, icy note in her 

voice. In her eyes was the steely 
glint of a wronged and knowing wom
an. Her chin was firmer than he had 
ever remembered it, and her lips were 
pressed tightly together. This was a 
different sort of Beth. ' 

"What-" he began falteringly, 
guiltily, cringingly-" what do you 
know?" 

" I would never-never-never have 
dreamed it," Beth continued in tthe 
same monotonous, frigid way. "You 
were the man I trusted. You were the 
man I loved. I have been behind you • 
all the time.1' 

" Not-" Joe trembled - " not 
down at the beach." 

"Yes, down at the beach," she an-
swered. 

" How did you get there? '!
" I simply followed you, of course." 
" From-from the office? " 
"From the office." 
"And-and you saw-you came 

home on the same--the same train? !' 
"I did." 
" You saw the-the girl? " 
Beth shuddered. 
"I saw the girl. How could I help 

it? You made no effort to conceal 
• her."

Joe sat down limply upon the sofa
and wiped his forehead. In the center
of the room Beth remained standing
like a statue of Justice, Vengeance, and
Outraged Wifehood. She was slowly
unbuttoning her gloves and looking at
Joe as though slle meant to plunge ai 
dagger through his false heart.

"Let me tell you something," he 
pleaded. " You probably will not be
lieve me when I say it, but I swear to 
you that, on the way home, I made up 
my mind to tell you everything that 
has happened this afternoon, conceal
ing nothing." 

Beth laughed mirthlessly, raising her 
chin and throwing off the " Humph! " 
ironically. 

"A very likely thing," she replied 
haughtily. 

" I swear it," Joe repeated misera
bly. " I will admit that I acted wrong 
to-day, but I insist that I meant to hide 
nothing from you. I was going to be
gin with my leaving the office because 
of the intense heat and tell of the trip 
to Diamond Beach, of the Girl with 
the Green Feather, and-and all the 
rest. I didn't see you there, Beth." 

"Naturally, you did not. Do you 
think me an imbecile? W 0t.ild I be 
standing before you waving a flag to 
attract your attention?" 

"It was all harmless enough and 
you must know it," Joe went on in 
the same voice used by the old French 
nobles before the guillotine was re
leased above their aristocratic necks. 
"I was alone and I met the girl and 
she was alone. Na tu rally-" 

Joe did his best for himself under 
the painful conditions. 

He softened the story as much as 
possible. He did not dare conceal a 
solitary fact, because he did not know 
exactly how much Beth knew, and he 
feared that if he told a lie at this 
critical moment the ship would be 
wrecl<ed beyond a doubt. So he told 
the truth. 

Beth finally sat down at the table, 
strumming it nervously with her fin
,gers and fixing Joe with a steady 
look. He was perspiring when the 
story was over, but not an ounce of 
it remained within his system. 

He had told everything. 
" I will never do anything like it 

again," he pleaded. "I made up my 
mind to that, and when you stop to 
think that I had intended telling you all 
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the facts, anyhow, I think you ought 
to forgive me. It will never happen 
again, Beth dear. I swear it." 

Then came a period of durance in 
which Beth slowly shed her air of grim 
justice. The steely glare departed 
from her eyes and, when she spoke 
again, the old delightful softness had 
returned to her voice. Joe gave a 
thankful sigh and moved across the 
room toward her. 

" This time, Joe, I will forgive you," 
she said, pressing his hand as it lay 
upon her shoulder. 

" It will be the only time," he an
swered fervently. 

Then he kissed her, and she smiled. 
The storm had been weathered. Pres
ently she rose from her chair and be
gan to unbutton the long, blue cloak. 

It fell away from her slender figure 
and beneath it Joe saw with bulging 
eyes the creamy, pinkish, wispy, cloud
like garment a woman calls a kimono, 
whether it is one or not. Beth's was 

't'.1 

made of cobwebs and angels' whispers, 
and it was naturally a garment for in
door or boudoir wear. 

"What's that?" Joe demanded 
hoarsely. " You haven't been wearing 
that thing outdoors-why, you haven't 
-. you haven't-" 

" I haven't been out of the house at 
all," Beth said sweetly. "I have been 
sitting here waiting for you and, 
having nothing to do, I thought. So 
I thought of waiting until you had 
come in and then stepping out into the 
hall unknown to you, wearing the blue 
street coat and the hat and-well, you 
know the rest." 

She smiled at him. All at once Joe 
suddenly shrank and, instead of being 
six feet tall and proportionately broad, 
he could easily have walked through 
the keyhole. 

"You are quite a thinker," he said 
feebly. " In fact, from now on, per
haps you had better do all the thinking 
for this family." 

't'.1 

BESIEGED 

BY H. S. HASKINS 

AS Cupid is belligerent 
fl And sails life's stormy sea, 
I'll have a care he doesn't launch 

A submarine at me. 

But while I scan the troubled waves, 
Where hidden dangers lie, 

He's apt to take an air-ship and 
Bombard me from the sky. 

His ordnance is the latest type, 
His aim is straight and true, 

And when he gets a bead, alas! 
It's all but up with you. 

Last night I barely did escape, 
For, taken by surprise, 

I hobbled off the battle-field 
With wounds from Mabe.l's eyes. 



W Caroline Stinson Burne 
CHAPTER I. 

A Breach of Military· Etiquette. 

TUART HARDING was like 
most cadets who have passed 
t h r o u g h plebe year and 
e m e r g e d not altogether 
chastened. In summer he 
was accustomed to go on 
ten - mile hikes · with three 

pints of lemonade " slum " under his 
belt, then dance all evening till " hell 
cats " and be ready at the crack of the 
sunrise gun for drill. ( He rarely slept 
except in chapel.) 

He was never captain of his com
pany and he was sometimes caught in 
the class-room " trying a spec," which 
term denotes .. an unsuccessful attempt 
at bluffing. He was always in love 
with the L. P., or lady of the post, 
and, although no " spoonoid," usually 
" dragged a femme " at every fort
nightly hop and took her for a walk 
down Flirtation during the second 
half of at least one dance. 

In fact he had tried out a great 
many " femmes " in the course of this 
narrow but by no means straight path. 
But the one who had failed most sig
nally to respond to its well-known al
lurements was a certain small red
haired girl with doll-like f ea tu res and 
a tip-tilted nose. 

Stuart Harding was six feet, with: 
HI 

a chiseled profile, blue eyes, and an in
fectious habit of smiling. He gave her 
his class ring. 

This was all before the day that 
Stuart and two other first class men be
came rather intimately connected with 
a pint of Three Star smuggle9- in by 
way of Highland Falls. Not that any 
of them did anything unbecoming offi
cers and gentlemen. But the presence 
of a flask in Harding's bunk consti
tuted a breach of military etiquette . 
that could not be overlooked. 

There was a trial-Harding boned 
military law every night for two 
weeks-but most of the evidence piled 
up against him he refused, for reasons 
best known to himself, to remove. 
Some people talked of toasts drunk
obligaticms owed, and said, " Cherchez

la femm,e ! " But then, there is almost 
always some talk on an army post. 
The charge was "conduct prejudicial 
to military discipline." 

So Harding called on all his friends, 
then left by an afternoon boat. 

He had previously informed his 
family of the course events had taken 
- likewise the red-haired lady. And
the red-haired lady wrote briefly, say
ing, " Mamma thinks I need a change,
so I am going for a cruise around the
world on my cou:sin Fred Dalrymple's
yacht, the Sylph." It was signed,
" Your sincere friend, Doris Carring-
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ton," and this had a vaguely chilling 
effect on Stuart. 

" If she only knew! " he groaned. 
Meanwhile Harding had become ac

quainted with lunch counter doughnttt:s 
and the slats of park benches while 
trying to convince sundry gentlemen 
that he was a necessary adjunct to their 
business success. Then his father came 
on from Tennessee and at length suc
ceeded in locating Stuart where he was 
holding down an eight-dollar job as a 
maintenance-of-way engineer orr the 
New York Central. 

For three generations there had 
been Hardings in both branches of the 
service. Therefore, it had been a heavy 
blow to Colonel Harding when his 
son's military career nad ended abrupt
·ly. Bnt he liked the boy's pluck and
the fact that he hadn't given up and
come home with a hard-luck story.

And privately, he considered rhat 
the commandant had been oversevere. 

So the colonel gripped Stuart's hand 
fim1ly when they met for the first time 
after the court-martial. Then Colonel 
Harding invited his son to dine. They 
went to the Belmont and the colonel 
bought Stuart grape fruit and white 
bait ··and fillet mignon, potatoes au 
_qratin and coffee with crackers and a 
Camembert. Because there was no 
com whisky on the wine list, h(! also 
ordered a bottle of champagne. 

Then his father passed Stuart a Ha
vana which his son accepted, and for 
a whi-Je they smoked in a friettdly si
lence. And rhey presented a pleasing 
picture of mutual regard and respect. 
The elder Harding,. a dignified, hand
some man of sixty, his son a dignified, 
handsome youth of twenty-three, in 
spite of the civilian clothes he wore, 
cut in the style of two summers ago 
when he had been home on furlough 
and which he had outgrown. Colonel 
Harding was the first to break silence. 

" Stuart, you want to make good? " 
" Yes sir I sure do " 

' ' 'I 

" Uo you think you can make use 
of your engineering knowledge beyond 
just what you're doing now?" 

" Yes, sir.
,
,. 

" I have a friend who wants to build 
a rairlrnad through Zanzibar. So far 
the sultan of that country has refused 
to give them a concession. Some one 
has to go and get it out of the sultan, 
then . survey, draw up specifications, 
etc. It will probably take time, and 
Melton, my friend, has no one he can 
spare just now. Would you like to try 
it? " 

'·' Yes, sir," Stuart replied. 
"Then here's luck, my boy. We'll 

stay here to-night and � around to 
the office together in the morning." 

" Thank you, dad. I'm-I've got to 
make good," he blurted out, deeply 
touched. 

That night Stuart got down an en
cyclopedia and looked up Zanzibar. He 
was not sure of its location. He found 
that it was an island off the east coast 
of Africa; that it was a!..' cesspool of 
wickedness, Mo1hammedan in religion,

• Oriental in appearance, and African in
morals."

This was sufficient to fire young
Stuart's imagination. But he read fur
ther that there were savage tribes in
the interior of the island known as
Bantus, and his imagination was still
more fired and ltis enthusiam whetted
at the thought of possible fighting.

He went to bed to dream of mina
rets and narrow r winding streets, oJ
veiled women, savage Mack \V?lrriors,
crowded bazaars and �he smelt of the
East, whatever that- may bet And blue-
prints and red-haired girls with tip
tilted noses were mingled inextricably
in it all.

CHAPTER 1i 

The. Retl-Haired Girl 

O
N the following day Harding was
accompanied to the -office of a 
great man by his father, who 

forthwith made all the arrangements 
for hlm. 

The great man looked hurriedli at 
Stuart's neat blue-print drawings and 
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rather more attentively, more piercing
ly at Stuart, freshly garnished for the 
occasion ·by the proprietor of a Fi£ th 
'.Avenue shop. The �little white-etched 
lines of the blue-prints made them look 
very like most blue - prints. Stuart, 
with his straight figure of a Greek 
athlete ( not a prize-fighter exaggera
tion of one) and his straight-from-the
shoulder glance and a smile with which 
he seemed to challenge Fortune, was 
not exactly like every other young man. 

"This isn't going to be fighting, you 
know, or even engineering-it's going 
to be diplomacy and quinin," said the 
great man. 

Stuart's face fell. "I see, sir,"· ,he 
vouchsafed. 

"Not but what you mayn't be called 
on to do some fighting, too," the great 
man continued. " There's no Sullivan 
law in Zanzibar. 1' 

• Stuart's face brightened again.
"And, of course, you' re to call on us

for any necessary expenses in connec
tion with surveying-and, in fact, the 
granting of the concession. Entertain
ing, you understand, and that sort of 
thing. Do you like music? I hear the 
sultan is musical." 

This seemed a rather irrevelant fact 
to Stuart, but he merely said that he 
could sing '.' Benny Havens" and 
some of the latest "rags." The great 
man (who was his father's friend, Mr. 
Melton), wrinkled up his brow and 
thought Stuart's musical knowledge 
might do. 

" '\Vhatever you accomplish, or 
don't accomplish, be careful about get
ting into difficulties with ,the British 
.government. They have a sort of pro
tectorate over Zanzibar and the place 
is full of British officials. Formerly 
part of a British regiment was sta
tioned there. But the natives haven't 
been troublesome lately, so at present 
there are only a handful of officers and 
a company of native troops." 

" And the railroad? 1' said Stuart.
;, At present it's a small line running 

out to Chekeouwi, a few hundred 
miles. Now we want to put it through 

Diumbi, Tandium and Baush Madji, 
on up to the coast towns in the north. 
This will be connected with Mombasa 
on the mainland by a small steamer, 
and so the Zanzibar road will be a con
tinuation of the Uganda line which 
goes all through East Africa. At pres
ent you have to g0- from Mombasa to 
Zanzibar-the city-by a steamer, all 
the way arqund the island. Wait
here's the map. You see? " 

Stuart Harding and Mr. Melton 
were soon poring over various maps 
and plans .. 

The wagon roads throughout the 
island were to be surveyed and utilized 
as far as possible. The work after 
that would belong to an experienced 
engineer. The chief part of Stuart's 
work, after all, would be to get the 
con.cession ! 

Later Colonel Harding accompanied 
his son aboard the Mediterranean 
steamer on which he was to go part 
of the way. His father had been so 
thoroughly " decent," as Stuart ·ex
pressed it, that he was feeling just a 
little "silly." At the door of the state
room they caught sight of a floral 
tribute. 

" Wl}at is the meaning of this? " the 
colonel haughtily demanded. " Any 
one would think you were a debutante, 
sir." 

!' I don't know, sir; unless it's some 
joke," replied Stuart with a mystified 
air, after he hatl stooped to pull off the 
tissue paper. This done, a huge horse
shoe of roses was revealed with the 
sentiment in immortelles, " Good 
Luck!" 

" Look at the card," his father sug
gested, and Stuarr did so. It was 
signed, " Respectful yours, Sam Por
ter." 

"Why, dad, that's the groom that 
took care of ' Whisky. ' You remem
ber the nigger down home that enlisted 
in the colored regiment? The whitest 
nigger you ever saw. He was _up at 
the Point the last two years." 

" Well-well-by George! This is 
astounding. '' The colonel could do 
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nothing but stare at the elaborate 
horseshoe. 

" I shottld say so. The poor fellow 
must have spent every cent he had on 
that thing.'' Young Harding stared 
half ruefully at the big horseshoe of 
roses. Then he tenderly covered it up 
in its tissue paper shroud once more. 

"Well-we'll take it as an omen," 
he said with a glance at his father. 
:And they went up together and had a 
drink just before the last warning was 
bawled to those going ashore. 

Stuart went immediately after the 
boat pulled out and inquired for mail. 
There were several letters postmarked 
West Point, and a telegram or two. 
There was one in his mother's hand
writing from 1his home town in Ten
nessee. He found himself whistling 
something that was popular at the 
time, something about, " Take Me 
Back to Tennessee.'1 

Then the band struck up another 
air. It was a rag with a theme stolen 
from one of Offenbach's operas, and 
it had been played at every West Point 
hop that year. And she had always 
'danced it with him. 

Now he realized what letter it was 
he had been looking for. His mother's . 
he knew would be sweet and tactful---
those from the fellows would keep up 
a pretense of jocundity-he knew 
them without opening them. They 
would be dated "Hell-on-Hudson"
something like that ; a�d he would be 
addressed " Dear Old Stew," or some- . 
thing equally affectionate. 

Somehow he could not open them 
now. 

He jammed them down into his 
pockets. It seemed so odd tq be in 
" cit " clothes and have pockets! Her 
tantalizing coppery hair had just come 
up to the third brass button from the 
top of his dress uni form. The music 
brought her to him more plainly than 
ever. 

The trombones seemed to be sawing 
into him and through him, the drums 
were the beat of his own pulses, the 
trill of the piccolo was his own nerves 

quivering. There seemed to be a kind 
of gnawing sensuality, a piercing, 
sweet pervasiveness like a physical 
presence about this music. He could 
not endure it any longer. • 

With a muttered word he started 
for the bow of the boat. He looked 
out over the bright waters of the ba'y, 
a . moody frown on his chiseled fea
tures! Probably, after all, Zanzibar 
would not be • very amusing. He had 
no money beyond enough to supply 
his immediate needs, so he would study 
all the way over on some of the things 
he felt shaky about, then he would 
probably die ingloriously of fever af
ter he got there ! 

A rwhite • yacht came down the bay. 
Brass work gleamed in the sun, and 
she made a line of black smoke in the 
milky sky. On the deck, lounging in 
a big wicker chair and wrapped in. a 
heavy white coat, sat a slim, red-haired 
girl. Another girl and two men and an 
older woman, smiling and competent, 
were there too. But Harding only saw 
tthe girl with the red hair. 

" Hell! " he said gently. 

CHAPTER III. 

A Rhine Maiden,

A 
WEEK later Stuart was talking

with apparent enjoyment to a 
pretty girl who had come out 

in New York the winter before. 
They were in the Winter Garden on 

the upper deck and Stuart was buying 
coffee for the girl at eleven in the 
morning. She had risen too late for 
breakfast in the saloon and couldn't 
bear to breakfast in her stateroom, 
she explained. 

Shel was a bl9nde and very satisfac
tory to look at. When she spoke 
Stuart merely watched her. When she 
was silent, he watched her all the more. 

There was nothing in what,s-he said 
to distract one.from the innocent pleas
ure of looking at her. No mental com
plexities interfered with her �erene 
type of beauty. For her people had
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enough. But of course we can't tell. 
Nothing has been announced yet." 

" That little shrimp? " 
Stuart was aghast. His expression 

threw caution to the winds or to per
dition, he didn't care which. Miss 
Vandenheuven suppressed a smile. 

" He has reams of money, and the 
Carringtons are very poor," she went 
on. No, he hadn't known. Doris had 
always seemed better dressed than 
most girls. He had never noticed any 
signs of extreme poverty. Besides, 
what had that to do with it? 

The United States Military Acad
emy might give to its cadets a liberal 
education; no one could accuse that 
education of being a commercial one. 
A cadet is brought up to consider his 
profession an end in itself, not a means 
to an end, and that end money. Poor 
Stuart! " I hadn't heard anything 
about it, but tthen a cadet wouldn't be 
likely to," Stuart Harding said quite 
steadily. 

Miss Vandenheuven looked at him 
pityingly. She reflected that the army 
always gives one a certain position, 
after all. Her father had influence at 
Vv ashington. 

" Isn't there any way of your being 
reinstated at the academy? " she asked 
suddenly. But Stuart preferred not 
to discuss things with }).er just then, 
and replied with an evasion. 

She was to disembark at Ville
franche, and the night before the ship 
reached that port Stuart and Miss 
Vandenheuven were standing together 
up in the bow of the boat. . 

There had been a dance on board. 
Stuart had to admit that, Pennsylvania 
Dutch or not, the girl could dance. 
And Miss Vandenheuven was consid
erably surer of her dancing than of her 
social position in the big city where 
her father was such a power .in the 
business world. She was gowned in 
green chiffon and lace and appeared as 
slim and round as an asparagus stalk. 

And with her small head bound in 
plaits of hair, and with her green 
frock, she rather resembled one. Then, 

considering the diaphanous quality and 
negligible quantity of her attire, Stuart 
decided in favor of a Rhine maiden 
comparison. Yes, with her clinging 
green gown, she reminded him exactly 
of the supematura.1 beings- who floated 
up on the stage by mechanical means 
and sang the approach of Siegfried. 
She really was an artistic thing. 

" You look as though you had just 
risen from the water-sort of a nymph 
or something," he told her. 

She shivered slightly and drew clos
er to him. 

" I'm glad to say I haven't. Think 
how cold and dark it would be down 
there. And·my hair all wet against the 
back of my neck." 

"I dare say we're more comfortable 
here than down among the phos
phorus," he conceded. 

" Yes; isn't it nice and comfortable 
here?" she murmured. "We're just 
sheltered enough. And there's no one 
here but just us!"

Again he thought that the lack of 
imagination she displayed and the ut
ter conventionality of her inner shrine 
were entirely pleasing. They had for 
him the pleasant, homey feeling that 
a German domestic interior has when 
painted by a conscientious artist. 

The fingers of her left hand I rested 
lightly against his forearm. He took 
it for a moment in both of his. The 
hand had a kind of firm softness about 
it, and the fingers were long and ta
pering. 

Her hands were in fact the most dis
tinctive thing about her. 

Stuart wondered how he had missed 
them before. He found the other one 
and discovered that it was quite as 
alluring. The even-clinging pressure 
of the long fingers bit into his nerves. 
He felt as though bound in a silken 
cocoon from which there was no es
cape. 

A faint fragrance came to him with 
the salt tang of the sea. He fought as 
though to waken from some dream. 
Finally, he grasped her roughly and 
drew her to him. Her soft cheek melt-





228 i\l'.X-S'J:ORY WEEKLY. 

But Harding underestimated his 
rival's ingenuity. The Englishman 
had a spark of imagination concealed 
beneath his. noncommittal exterior. 
The next time Stuart went to the pal
ace the sultan greeted him with the 
announcement, " The King of England 
has sent me his picture. It is a long 
continuous picture. Ver-ee fine thing. 
.Ver-ee thoughtful of English king." 

Frisby had imported the coronation 
films, and a moving-picture machine ! 
Harding promptly cabled that he need
ed a high-power car, and was told that 
one would be shipped from Naples· at 
once. 

He and McNeil enjoyed it hugely, 
but the sultan was afraid of his 
precious life to step into it. He also 
understood the rivalry by this time and 
enjoyed playing Harding against the 
Englishman and vice versa. It was 
amusing and profitable! 

Harding was furious.•
" Hang it," he declared to McNeil.

" I've got to make good. I've got to 
show them at home. And I've got to 
show her."

Once again McNeil made a sugges
tion. "The old boy's an inveterate 
gambler," he said. " Why not get him 
that way? He has a roulette-wheel in 
his bedroom and decides by -it which' 
side of the bed to get out of every 
morning. He's very superstitious, 
too." 
• " I wish he'd play me for the con
cession," Stuart remarked.

"You'd lose. He's a shark," was 
the comforting reply. 

" Does he know poker? " Harding 
asked, a gleam of hope overspreading 
his features. 
• McNeil doubted it.
' That same day Harding went again
to the palace and took with him a pack
of cards with President McKinley's
pictures on the backs ..

" The President sends you these 
:with his love and hopes that you will 
enjoy playing the great American 
game, poker," Harding told him with 
(eatures admirably composed. (" It 

doesn't matter that it's some years 
since McKinley happened to be Presi
dent," he had explained to J\-lcN eil.) 

The sultan appeared delighted at the 
deceased President's extreme consid
eration. He ordered cushions brought, 
and he and Harding w _ere soon squat
ted on the floor, the sultan deep in-the 
mysteries of " two of a kind " and " a 
full house." Barefooted slaves with 
jingling anklets and bangles brought 
them native drinks and bottled cock
tails. 

" The Count of Luxembourg " mu
sic was being played on the victrola, 
and they could _ look. out over the for
tifications which surrounded the pal
ace, on the harbor side at brown-sailed 
boats framed in by palm-trees. Sud
oenly, "Here's luck, then," Harding 
cried. "I'll play you for the conces
sion." 

" Done-so ! " the sultan agreed ex
citedly. 

" I play you the railroad of yo_µrs 
against my Moonflower, Zuleika, the 
most bee-utiful-" 

" What do you mean? What moon-
flower ? " Harding broke in. 

"She is brought to me just to-day . 
by my agent. Her mother is Arab 
lady, daughter of rich planter of Pem
ba. Her father is Englishman in 
steamboat company. He die of fever 
and so the mother wish to dispose of 
daughter. Very good " - the sultan 
shrugged expressive shoulders-" you 
get her if you win from me. I get 
your railroad if I win from you." 

Harding frowned. He would haye 
pref erred no mention of the moon
flower lady in the stakes. But he was 
afraid of losing his one chance for 
the concession. 

And he was getting uneasy about 
not having made any advance so far 
in his negotiations. What would the 
company think of him? 'What would , 
his father think of him? And at the 
academy? 
• As for Doris Carrington, he hardly

supposed she would be interested, but
he longed to make· good and at some
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The table was covered with a litter 
of papers which occasionally fluttered 
about in the light breeze that blew 
fitfully from the harbor, greatly to 
the inconvenience of Mr. McNeil. 
Around the walls of the small apart
ment were hung excellent lithographs 
of the President and Vice-President of 
the United States, and one of his high
ness Ali bin Hamoud-bin Mohammed 
bin Seid, Sultan of Zanzibar under the 
British East African Protectorate. 

\Vell-kept firearms also helped to 
decorate the walls. 

A center-table was strewn with 
ancient comic weeklies, pipes, cigarette 
butts, empty glasses and siphons. A 
dejected upright piano ( execrably out 
of tune) and a number of wicker 
chairs with faded cushions completed 
the careless furnishing of the room. 

Suddenly McNeil looked up from 
" cloves exported to the value of-" 
and burst out with an unnece.ssary re
mark about the weather. 

"Lord I It's hot as Fourth of 
July! " At this moment a slim choco
late-brown boy entered by the door 
that led into the dining-room. He 
wore an immaculate turban and very 
little else. 

"Bakaru," McNeil addressed him, 
" make me one of those American 
Beauties-I showa you how mix 'um 
last night. Just a little of the grena
dine and quite a little of the Scotch, 
you know." 

" Ye-es, but hell! " Bakaru whined, 
and continued languidly to rearrange 
the table in the middle of the room. 

The consul fixed him sternly with 
a cold gray eye. " Get the drink, I 
say! Always remember you're a bar
keep first, a general qousework girl 
and no questions asked, second." 
• Again Bakaru protested with a faint
sweet smile.

"Get out!" McNeil shouted with 
the force of a mine explosion. Bakaru 
got. " Why the deuce doesn't Hard
ing come? " McNeil muttered to him
self. " Bakaru ! " Bakaru glided 
gracefully into the apartment. 

"Ye-es, bibi," he drawled. 
" Where Harding bibi go with devil 

wagon? What he say? " I\'IcN eil ques
tioned in simplified English. 

" He take devil wagon along palace 
of sultan. He stay all afternoon he 
say, giving talk to sultan and imploring 
for important paper which permit of 
iron road to be built," Bakaru replied. 

Here an automobile-horn punctured 
the thick, hot air. -

" Devil wagon sing outside now," 
Bakaru remarked. 

"Well, what are you about? Darn 
you, anyhow!" McNeil exclaimed, as 
he dropped a pile of papers which flew 
over the floor in several directions. 
" Why can't you get me that drink? ,. 

Bakaru disappeared, to return short
ly, sampling the cocktail. 

" See here-am I to drink that drink 
or are you? Put it down and get an
other," the irate McNeil growled out. 

Again the automobile· - horn was 
heard. "Where's Ali?" McNeil con
descended to inquire of the departing
back of the brown boy. 

"Ali has gone out to seek some air," 
Bakaru returned. 

"He's always seeking something. 
Let Harding bibi in." 

Bakaru went to the door, mildly 
protesting. It was Ali's duty to wait 
on the door. But at present Ali-was

escorting a lady to a native dance, clad 
in white trousers and coat, and carry
ing a silver-headed cane and a cig
arette. 

A moment later Stuart Harding en
tered, with a somewhat agitated ex
pression on his boyish face. 

" Hello, old boy; any luck? " Mc
Neil greeted him. 

" Luck ! Don't talk tb me about 
luck," Harding replied sadly. " I dortt 
believe there is such a thing. Mac, I'm 
in a devil of a mess. 

"Well, why don't you say some
t�ing? " he fipished :with an injured 
air. 

" Say something?" McNeil con
sidered for a moment. 

" Certainly. Instead of sitting tpere 
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explained ,vith weary patience. " You 
see. I won her this afternoon." 

McNeil's face resembled a chart of 
the arctic curreri.ts. " You did? I 
congratulate you," he said. 

"Confound you-" Harding started 
in abusively. 

" I suppose you mean that you won 
her affections," McNeil coolly con
tinued. 

" Affections be damned ! " Harding 
broke out. " Can't you understand, 
you thick-skulled-I mean I won her 
at poker this afternoon." 

" See here, what's bitten you? Or 
is it a touch of the sun? Do let me 
make you an American Beauty-it'll 
set you up-" McNeil started up so-
1icitously. 

"My dear fellow-it's the simple 
truth-there's nothing the matter with 
rne. The old boy put this girl up as 
stakes-I won her and lost the con
cession." 

Harding, with deep chagrin, had to 
carry off the situation without much 
aid from McNeil. For McNeil start
ed to laugh immoderately. "Gosh! 
You're a regular little Mark Antony!" 
he exclaimed_ joyously. 

" It's no joke, I can tell you. He's 
going to send her around with her 
woman as soon as she's packed up," 
Harding told him. 

"The old heathen!" McNeil ex
claimed delightedly. " \i\Tho and what 
is she? " 

" She's his ward, I believe. He re
lieves himself of his responsibilities in 
this manner. Her mother was the 
daughter of a rich planter of Pemba 
and her father was an Englishman in 
the steamboat company. That's what 
he says. at least," Harding returned 
indifferently. 

" Pretty? " McNeil inquired next. 
"\,Vho? The girl? How the deuce 

should I know! " Harding irritably 
parried. 

" Didn't you see her? " McNeil per
sisted. 

" Didn't lay eyes on her once, and I 
wouldn't if I could help it." Harding 

replied. "If I wasn't afraid of offend
ing the old. boy I'd pay her fare one 
way to Cape Town. l did intimate 
that I wasn't in the habit of carrying 
young girls _home from card parties 
as souvenirs, but he just grinned wiek
edly and said that the beauteous Moon-
flower was mine." ' 

" It's probably one of his cast-off 
divorced wives. If it's Khole, she's as 
big as Mount JEtna and with about 
the same disposition." 

Harding looked alarmed at this but 
said nothing. 

" \,Vhen is the bitter wallop most 
likely to fall?" McNeil continued� 

" Any moment," said Harding brief
ly. The American consul drummed 
with his fingers absently. 

"Er-what's the lady's social posi
tion to be?" he asked discreetly. 

" I ·suppo·se the guardianship . is 
transferred," said Harding. soldly, 
with a meaningful glance at his friend. 
"I shall treat her very distantly." · 

"Oh, we're her guardians!" said 
McNeil without enthusiasm. 

"I take it, I'm her guardian," Hard-
ing corrected him. 

"Of course. Certainly. I mean 
you're her guardian." McNeil accepted 
Harding's amendment. "You know, 
Stuart, she may not be so bad. She 
may turn out to be rather useful about 
the house." 

" About as useful as a cotillion fa
vor," Harding growled

.:.

"Oh, I don't know!" McNeil began 
hopefully. " At any rate we can train 
her. Implant a few useful ideas. Let 
her polish the brass on the automobile 
...-..and, mix our drinks! Bakaru's al
ways sticking his ugly mug into the 
glasses. I shall teach her the secret of 
the American Beauty cocktail if she 
seems especially intelligent." 

Harding's young brow was seamed 
with cares which refused to be dissi
pated. " You forget, Mac, if any one. 
should turn up in this outlandish. part 
of the world, Zuleika the Moonflower 
would figure rather awk,,•ardly as a 
household pet! '' 
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"Now who's going to turn up?,,
McNeil demanded. "Any one would 
think that you expected Mrs. Grundy 
and a whole chorus of Prunes and 
Prisms on the next mail boat.'1 

" Maybe it's not likely-but you've 
heard me speak of · Miss Carrington, 
Mac? " Harding asked seriously. 

"Heard you speak?" McNeil 
jeered. " Heard you rave, babble and 
blat, you mean? I suppose you ref er to 
the owner of the doll baby map you 
carry around with you," he ended up 
with delicate sarcasm. 

"The same," Harding nonchalantly 
admitted. "And she's going around 
the world on her cousin Freddy Dal-

. rymple's yacht. Well, the math sharks 
tell us there's no such thing as chance, 
or luck. But just suppose that crowd 
should drop in on us?" 

" I should say the math sharks were 
right," McNeil answered promptly. 
- " And you'd be right - darned
right,'• Harding agreed heartily.
" You see, my dismissal from the
academy sounds pretty raw at best.
Somehow, people look at it in a dif
fereq.t light from 1:king handed the
same thing from an alma mater. Now
if Doris should blow in here and find
Zuleika the Moonflower-"

" She doesn't take kindly to moon
flowers and the other night-blooming 
varieties?,, McNeil suggested. 

" I don't think she would," Hard
ing • acknowledged in a reminiscent 
tone. " She just came up to the third 
button of my dress uniform," he con
tinued dreamily. 

"There's a subtle connection, of 
course,'' Mr. McNeil remarked dryly. 
" Engaged ? " 

"Yes," said Harding. 
. " Your one diversion up there, isn't 

it? " his friend asked soothingly. 
" Stop slandering the future gen

erals as the press always calls the cadet 
corps," Harding admonished hhn. 
" You sometimes hit the nail on the 
head, Mac ; but when you do, you· dis
play the delicacy of a steam drill lam
ming into bed-rock }Vith an iron pile." 

McNeil whistled softly. Then he 
started to pile up the documents that 
were supposed to ·occupy his spare 
moments. 

" Thank God you're not in the diplo
matic service, my boy," he exclaimed. 
" And now we can all have another 
American Beauty." 
• He got up and went to the table
where the Swahili boy had put out the
materials for a variety of drinks.

A moment or so later, when McNeil 
was blissfully contemplating the pink . 
depths of an· American Beauty, and 
Harding was toying with a less elabo
rate concoction of his own, the honk

honk of an automobile horn was again 
heard. 

"Well, there's the A-rah lady I 
guess. I suppose we might as well let 
her in," McNeil remarked resignedly. 

" Hold on; Mac," exclaimed Hard
ing, starting up, "we've got to do the 
thing right. Impress her a little-be 
very dignified, you know. Where's 
Ali? r• 

" Out swelling it around somewhere, 
of course," said McNeil disgustedly. 

"Then where's that fool nigger, 
Bakaru ! " Harding shouted. 

" Ye-es, bibi,'? a languid voice was 
heard to reply from the kitchenette 
regions. 

" Hurry-vite ! Son of a scorpion! '' 
McNeil encourage& 

"Come on here, Bakaru. We've got • 
some guests-put your store clothes 
on and beat it to the do.9r/' Harding 
added.· 

" Lady outside in devil wagon," Mc
Neil supplanted. He felt that the repu
tation of the United States through 
him was at stake. Bakaru appeared 
with his eyes popping out 'of his head . 
He - was buttoning up a white coat. 
" A'h-it is always hurry up! " he ex
claimed. Harding and McNeil fell 
upon him and helped him complete his 
toilet. 

"After this,'' said McNeil, "I think 
he had better wear a ka11zu for every 
day." 

" Yes," S3bH Jil��Ming agreeing to 
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Harding looked as indignant as was 
possible under the circumstances. 

"Why not say a little harmless gas
oline and radiator paint with a dasli 
of vitriol?'' he asked bitingly. "No, 
McNeil, I shall make her some lemon
ade-it's very nourishing." 

"Oh, just as you like," McNeil stiff
ly acquiesced. " Only you needn't 
think you're the only boob with any 
manners this side of the canal-just 
because you wiled away three precious 
years in a tin school you put on more 
airs than a footman." 

McN eiL then proceeded to devote 
himself to Zuleika. He sought out the 
most youthful of the illustrated week
lies and presented her'with it. 

"This number's pretty good," he 
explained. " It's there, all right." 
Zuleika accepted it graciously and re
garded it gravely for some moments 
before exclaiming sympathetically : 
"The pictures-are so very sad, do you 
not think so ? " 

"Yes," I suppose so," said McNeil 
solemnly gazing at a caricature which 
was supposed to excite -hilarity. Hard
ing proudly approached with a tall 
glass of lemonade dressed up with twin 
straws and an appetizing slice of the 
fruit floating on top. 

"Here's some nice lemonade," said 
Harding smiling encouragingly. 

Zuleika took the glass and tasted the 
beverage gingerly after first carefully 
removing the straws. She· immedi
ately made a very exaggerated moue,
and then deliberately spit out the un
pleasant liquid ! 

"It is very bitter-this how you say 
-limonade ! I do not love it," she
apologized.

"She means sour . . They like every
thing dead sweet," McNeil explained 
to Harding. 

"I'm mighty sorry," said Harding, 
"in distressed tones. " Here, put • some 
more sugar in it." He handed_ her the 
sugar-bowl. 

Zuleika the Moonflower smiled in 
great amusement. She had a subtle, 
shy Mona Lisa-like smile that was apt 

to burst out into childish glee at any 
moment. 

" I would prefer to put into the 
sugar the limonade ! " she exclaimed. 

Harding looked relieved. "Why, 
of course. Go ahead." 

McNeil was equally ·cordial. " Cer
. tainly-g.o ahead. You can have every 
sugar-bowl in the house. Only I think 
the other one's broken." 

"No," corrected Harding, "but I'm 
using it for a shaving-mug." 

Zuleika poured the lemonade into 
the sugar-bowl, stirred the sticky mess 
with a teaspoon, then started to �at it 
daintily but with evident satisfaction. 
McNeil and Harding watched her with 
interest. 

When Harding started to light a 
cigarette Zuleika beamed at him and 
intimated that she would " adore one 
of the cigarettes for smoking, too." 

Harding apologized profusely and 
held tlie match while she lighted one 
and puffed serenely at it with the air 
of a connoisseur. 

"Well, what do you know about 
that! Some girl!" McNeil admiringly 
vouchsafed. 

"It was most sweet of you to permit 
ine to have the sugar-dish, Mistaire 
Harding," Zuleika began. 

"Not at all," said Harding in some 
embarrassment. 

" Oh, not at all! '' McNeil assured 
her airily. " Perfectly natural thing to 
do." 

But Zuleika continued to gaze 
adoringly at Harding. 

" I think, too, that it is most sweet 
of you to wish to marry with me," she 
told him. 

Harding stared at her _transfixed. 
" Marry you!_ Sacred Blue! " he ejac
ulated at last. 

McNeil sprang up and confronted 
his friend. 

" Sacred Blue! Great guns! Hard
ing, what's this you're springing? 
After the way you raved about the 
sweet young thing that comes up to 
your third button! Gosh! Every girl 
you see-" 
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"Man alive '1-Harding started to 
def end himself from the implication
" for the love of the beautiful blue 
Mike! You're the one who's raving! 
I told you I never saw her before. 
You believe me, don't you? " 

"I suppose so," said McNeil grud
gingly. 

" That's better," Harding remarked. 
" In fact, I'm fool enough to be

lieve anything you say," McNeil added. 
" Mademoiselle, who told you he was 
to marry you? " he asked Zuleika on a 
sudden impulse. 

Zuleika answered quite cheerfully: 
" The sultan say to me, ' Go, Zuleika, 
with Mistaire Harding; he will marry 
you at earliest convenience.' So say 
his highness.'' 

" His . impudence, I should say," 
Harding burst out as he paced up and 
down the room distractedly. 

" Oh, I say, Harding-remember 
this is rather embarrassing for her," 
McNeil protested. 

But Zuleika seemed more disappoint
ed thar) embarrassed. She was frankly 
hurt, like a child with whom some one 
has broken a promise. 

" So, then, you do not wish to marry 
with me? " she exclaimed sorrowfully. 

" I wouldn't put it that way, made-
111oiselle," McNeil began in a kindly 
elder-brotherly fashion. "He's just 
not sufficiently well acquainted with 
you at present. In our country a man 
calls on a girl for a long time, plays 
tennis with her, dances with her, sends 
her five pounds of candy at a time. If 
at the end of six months he still likes 
the way she does her hair and wears 
violets better than the other girls he 
knows, they become engaged for an
other six months-followed by most 
anything." 

Plainly this was utterly incompre
hensile to Zuleika. She pondered it 
with a puzzled brow for a moment. 

" Ah, you say we must first do those 
many things? " she asked. · " I am 
afraid I have •not the time to be en
gage'," she announced in businesslike 
tones. 

" You see," - said Harding, holding 
forth to McNeil, "the old rascal has 
been imposing on the girl and inci
dentally putting up a game on me! " 
He crossed over to where Zuleika sat 
on the throne of cushions. 

"Zuleika, I never told the sultan 
anything of the sort," he went on ex
citedly. " My dear girl, it's absolutely 
impossible ! " 

" Then I cannot stay-that is also 
impossible. I must tell the sultan to 
have me marry to some one else," said 
Zuleika with sweet impassiveness. 

" Not at all! I can't have that. I'm 
your guardian.'' Harding spoke de
cidedly. 

Zuleika laughed softly. �' What is 
it-a guardian?" she inquired archly. 

" Why, a guardian-a guardian 
takes care of one. I'm going to take 
care of you," Harding explained 
grandly. 

" Does a guardian not marry ever? " 
Zuleika wanted to know. 

"'in a few rare cases-mostly in the 
novels," Harding replied. " But what
·do you want to get married for? You
are only a little girl."

Then Zuleika drew herself up and
astounded both McNeil and Harding
by her sophisticated reply.

"I am already divorced woman,"
she asserted. " I cannot marry again
my husband until I am first marry to
some one else," she explained.

" That tanglefoot legal process she's
trying to get over to us does sound like
something I heard a fellow telling
about once. The Zanzibar marriage
law is pretty rotten," McNeil com-
mented.

• -

Harding looked utterly incred.ulous.
"Zuleika, are you sure you're marri{!d
-and divorced ? " he asked her.

"Yes, guardian," Zuleika replied
meekly. 

"\i\Tho's ''the man?" Harding shot 
the question at her. 

"Yes, who's the rascal?" McNeil 
added. 

Zuleika 
serenity: 

answered with immense 
"His highness the sultan. 
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I am married • to him and divorce'. 
All happening day before yesterday." 

Harding knitted his brows and dove 
into his pockets with both fists. " A 
dickens of a performance, I call it," he 
announced. 

" His earliest wife, Salme, the sul
tana, she very displease' with me. She 
say, ' Divorce this daughter of an 
Englisher at onoe.' The mother of the 
sultan she also agree with Salme. It 
is done." 

-Zuleika giggled at the rumpus she
had created in the royal family of 
Zanzibar. 

" How could he divorce her the same 
day he married her? " Harding pro-
tested. 

" Oh, it is ver' simple," Zuleika as
sured him. " He just say, ' I don't 
want you ; I don't want you,' in pres
ence of three persons. Divorce is ac-
complish'." 

" Charming menage the sultan must 
have," was Harding's comment. 
" What I can't see is why you want 
to marry the old scoundrel again. I 
should say once was enough," McNeil 
remarked. 

But Zuleika did have reasons of her 
own. " Ah, that sultan is a most 
clever man! He have many papers
money and jewels left to me by my 
father. I wish to obtain them again." 

"Rotten trick to play on a girl," 
said Harding indignantly. " He seems 
to have married her for her money, 
and she wants to marry him to get it 
back. Marriage seems to be the one 
way to circulate th� currency in Zan
zibar." McNeil laughed at such unique 

. high finance. 
When asked if she cared at all for 

the sultan, Zuleika laughed and an
swered that it was such a " fonny 
question." She declared that she mere
ly wanted �her jewels back, especially 
some beads which had been given her 
at the convent the year before. That 

,.Zuleika was • convent - bred seemed 
rather amusing, taken with her envi
ronment and some of the ideas which 
it had fostered. 

• " And it is not so bad to be the
wife of the sultan," she added. 
" Salme-pish ! She ha� no children ! 
I might soon have become the sul
tana," she finished, smiling compla
cently. 

And it appeared that Zuleika was 
. right in her surmise. For everybody 
knew that the sultan had divorced his 
real wife, the Princess Salme, and that 
the British government had requested 
him to remarry her. And officially he 
had no harem-the other wives were 
all married to him morganatically, 
which was more civilized and more 
palatable to the British protectorate. 
Practically, however, haremlik was 
carried on in the most orthodox Mo
hammedan manner, in spite of the 
sultan's European education. 

The conversation with his new ward 
had been extremely illuminating to 
Harding in many _ways. But it had 
also left a number of open questions. 
He felt that the girl as well as himself 
was in a " rotten hole,-" as he expressed 
it to McNeil. 

He wished that he could at least get 
her jewels back for her, but was un
willing to risk his influence with the 
sultan to that extent when the real 
reason for his being in Zanzibar was 
so much more important. 

When he proposed putting the 
matter into the hands of the British 
government, since his father had 
been an Englishman, McNeil advised 
against it, saying that the British 
would be very little inclined to grant 
him any favors if they found out that 
he wanted the concession that Frisby, 
the representative of the English com
pany, was after. 

And so, after telling Zuleika that she 
could retire to her own apartment-a 
rather small room with an iron cot 
and dotted Swiss window curtains and 
a Japanese screen and two camp-chairs 
-Harding and McNeil went down to
the English Club and played pool for
the rest of the evening. And neither
of them mentioned Zuleika the Moon
flower to any of the officers or other
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members of the ruling class fo oe

found there in the course of conversa
tion. 

CHAPTER VII. 

McNeil Suggests a Solution. 

M
cNEIL, as he himself phrased it,

took to Zuleika at once. "She 
is a real little peach," he said. 

" Why her hands and feet are like 
flowers, and you could go swimming in 
her eyes. She seems to have a cheer
ful disposition, too, and what more 
could you want? " 

McNeil challenged Stuart to name 
other desirable qualities." 

" But what's that got to do with 
me? " Stuart asked him. They were 
in the living-room where McNeil had 
been endeavoring to pound out super
a?nuated rag-time on the unresponsive 
piano. 

" Gee ! " he sighed out. " I wonder 
how it would seem now to float into 
a Broadway lobster palace and buy 
some of the sparkling juice, 'just to 
make us happy '-a bunch of good 
guys - and to see some real coons -
not half Arab, half Swahili with some 
Canarian Portuguese thrown in-all 
twanging away, grinning to beat the . 
cars. Oh, say, I haven't been home in 
so long I guess I wouldn't recognize a 
single face or a single tune from Ho
boken to Forty-Second Street. 

" ' All is change but the unchanging 
law of change.' 

" The nice girls I used to know are 
all married -.-- the others 'are probably 
dead. Now, Harding "-McNeil came 
back abruptly from his reminiscing 
and replied to his friend's question
" maybe that was purely rhetorical on 
your part; but, anyway, it has got 
something to do with you. You know 
you haven't a chance for the conces
sion as things stand. The sultan 
simply plays you and Frisby against 
each other, and then laughs loud and 
long at the result. Why not clinch the 
matter? You could dangle the stolen 

inheritance over him with Zuleika at 
your side until he'd give you any
thing, because you'd have it on him." 

" What are you driving at, Mac? " 
Harding burst out. " Do you seriously 
propose my marrying the girl? " 

" Seriously? " McNeil innocently 
questioned. " Why not seriously? But 
of course that's up to you. Another 
thing, you'd have to ma�ry her to 
make it of any use. In this country a 
divorced woman has no legal rights. 
Otherwise she could get her junk with
out you." 

" Well,. she won't get it through me,. 
then. I'm not so accommodating. 
Why don't you ? " 

" Oh, she'd rather have you.! " said 
McNeil. "She does nothing but gaze 
rapturously at you when she's in the 
room. You've made a hit. Besides, 
I'm not the marrying kind. ' One or 
two women have loved me, God bless 
them!' and all that. But as for nfar
rying - that was forcibly yanked out 
of my system some years ago, owing 
to the low cost of living on a diplo
matic pittance. It's up to you, my 
boy." 

" You forget. I have a previous 
engagement," Harding said with gre�t 
dignity. "I still insist that it's an af
fair for the British government to take 
up. Then she'd be off our hands." 

At this moment Zuleika came un
concernedly into the room. 

She held a gay-colored scrap of 
embroidery in her hands, and insisted 
that it was going to develop into a tie 
for Harding. Harding could ·not, to 
save him, see it by any possibility in 
the light of an article of neckwear. 
But he did not say so. Zuleika• had c!_l
ready learned in a single day's resi
dence at the consulate that th.e sultan 
invariably took a fancy to the necJctie 
Harding happened to wear when •call
ing on him, and that Stuart was apt to 
return from the palace- minus his neck
gear. Evidently this was intended to 
supply the deficiency. 

" Zuleika," McNeil asked suddenly, 
"what was your father's name?" 
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"It was Mistaire Hugh Rafferty," 
Zu.leika replied in her musical treble. 

Harding and McNeil both burst out 
laughing. 
-- " Rafferty ! Pretty gqod. Are you 
quite sure he was from the right little, 
tight little island? " Hauling ques
tioned her seriouslv. 

" Island? " · Zuleika asked· 'in sur
prise. " He was from plaze call Con
nect-i-coot." 

" Connecticut ! " McNeil shouted in 
delight. "Say, this is good. Then, 
by heck, I'm her guardian! As United 
States consul I shall go to the sultan 
to-morrow and demand the Rafferty 
patrimony. Now, what do you think 
of that, Zuleika?" 

Zuleika smiled rather wanly. "It 
is so ver-y good of you. But I am 
still a divorced woman. That station 
in life is unrespectable," she said. 

"You're an ungrateful woman, 
which is much worse," McNeil told 

. her shortly. 
"For that I am most sorry," said 

Zuleika, as thoug,h acknowledging a 
fault. 

" I say, Mac, how are you going to 
prove all this about Mr. Rafferty?" 
Harding asked him a moment later. 

"That's so." McNeil thoughtfully 
gazed ahead of him. "Zuleika, how 
do you know your father was Hugh 
Rafferty from Connecticut? " he asked 
her. 

"My sacred mother tell me so," 
Zuleika replied. " She have decease' 
from fever on island of Pemba. May 
her soul and the soul of all the f �h
ful departed rest in peace ! " 

She crossed herself as she said this. 
Harding had not known of Mrs. Raf-
ferty's death before. 

" Learned all that in the convent, I 
suppose," McNeil remarked to Hard
ing. " Haven't you any papers -
marriage, birth, or baptismal certifi
cates to prove it? " he asked the girl. 

Zuleika thought a moment. " Ah, 
those papers--the sultan he have all!" 
• "Curse him I He would, of course,"

sa�d McNeil with deep chagrin. _"An-

other clue gone wrong. Stuart, the 
only way for her to get back the an-
• cestral bucks is for you to marry her.
Come on, be a sport! Zuleika, you
might look over those photographs of
the cathedrals of England. They're
very thrilling. Or else go and exam
ine the view."

Zuleika went over to the wide case
ment window with cheerful alacrity.
She always did what was asked of her,
as though one had conferred a favor
on her.

Harding turned to McNeil with a • 
puzzled countenance. " I've never seen 
you quite so facetious before," he re
marked stiffly. " Hold on to your 
funny bone, won't you? You might 
dislocate it working it overtime." 

" You· keep right on thinking I'm 
joking, don't you?" McNeil asked in 
wonder. 

" Well, then, do you honestly think 
it would be square to her? Do you 
think this marrying game would be 
quite the chivalrous thing? " Harding 
asked him. 

"Certainly," McNeil answered with 
conviction; " Whatever else it may 
be, marriage is always chivalrous. 
You'd not only improve Zuleika's so
cial position-you'd get the conces
sion." 

"vVell, at any rate, I'm engaged to 
Miss Carrington as far as I know, and, 
as I'm not a Mohammedan, the thing 
is plain enough. You see, the Zuleika 
thing is all off." 

Harding started to cross to where 
h!s ward was patiently examining the 
view. 

"\i\Tait a minute--you're so impet
uous," McNeil hurriedly broke in. 
"Consider the girl's feelings. I mean 
Zuleika's. You could be released later, 
you know. You might even do it -
sort of-· morganatically." 

Harding grinned. " Morganatic
ally ! No, thanks! " he said. " When 
I marry-it won't be morganatically 
--and the girl's going to be a queen! " 

McNeil shook his head with a world
ly - wise air. "You're a joker. Go 
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ahead, old man ! Break the news gen
tly," he said. 

Harding walked over to the girl. 
She did not turn at his approach, but 
�cN eil could detect a quick, subtle 
change in her bearing. It seemed as 
though every feature - even her hair 
and her clothes-took on a slight, up
curving motion, although actually she 
had not moved. . 

time. Do you understand? I distinct
ly forbid it! " 

Harding sank limply into a chair. 
Zuleika prostrated herself gracefully 
at his feet as a token that she had 
heard his remarks, and McNeil re
garded them both with his brow whim
sically corrugated and his hands deep· 
in his pockets. 

"Er-how's the view?" Harding 
asked crudely in his boyish voice. CHAPTER VIII. 

"The vue, it is very well, thank you. 
Harding's Dilemma. 

I am growing quite accustom' to it," 
said Zuleika with perfect composure. 

I
T was two days after the Sylph had

" I have been looking long time at a appeared in the waters of Zc!_nzi-
bee-utiful white boat. It is ver' lovely, bar harbor. 
with shiny brass railing like the auto- McNeil was reading a two-weeks-
mobile," she continued. old newspaper and lounged in an easy 

" Must be a new yacht in the har- chair with his favorite drink at his el
bor ! " Harding exclaimed with an air bow. Harding smoked a cigarette 
of intense interest.. while in a semirecumbent position, 

" Didn't know you were yachting and Zuleika sat at his feet on a pile of 
mad," said McNeil with an exaspera- cushions and played a weird, plaintive 
ting air of calm. " Why the display melody on a native stringed-instru
of emot,ion? Supposing it is a yacht. ment. 
Yachts have been known to put in "\Vhy don't you go dqwn to the 
here. Peop_le generally start from harbor, board the yacht and call on 
Mombasa to hunt, and they do occa- Miss Carrington?" McNeil suggested 
sionally stop off-" ..,. to Harding, laying down his paper for 

f' Where's the glass? Don't you a moment to do so. 
see? Maybe it's-" Harding was Harding only snorted contemptu-
rummaging frantically in the table ously. 
drawers for the field-glasses. 

-
"If I had a lot of swell friends blow 

" Gee! You're as restless as a flea. in on a long, low, rakish, snow-white 
Here, wait a minute." McNeil took yacht with gleaming brass rails, Cir
up the glasses, which had been reposing cassian walnut lined throughout ·and a 
on top of the piano for the past month, hundred odd cubic feet of refrigerator 
screwed and unscrewed them, and fit- room, I'd have been down there long 
ted them to his eyes. ere.this wishing them merry Fourth of 

"My, she's a beauty, all right!" he July and all the rest," McNeil proceed-
exclaimed. ed unabashed. 

"Well, what's her name? Can't you "I don't_ doubt you," Harding re-
make it out? " Harding demanded. sponded. 

"Oh, her name!" McNeil got the "That's very nice of you," said Mc-
range again. "S-y-1-" he spelled out. Neil sweetly. "But why don't you go 

" The Sylph! I knew it," said Hard- down? You know you want to see 
ing incredulously. "That's what I that girl. '.Ask them to come and take 
was afraid of. If they ever come tea at the American consulate,'' he add
ashore and find their way to the con- ed grandly. 
sulate- Zuleika, I was just going to "And have Zuleika pour, I sup-
say, as my ward, I forbid you to pose," Harding remarked. 
marry me or any one else for some "I bet she'd do it like-like a debu-





242 ALL-STORY WEEKL Y. 

finished, using one of the expressions 
she had heard Harding use. 

" I shall bring you something nice 
from the boat," Harding promised. 

" Sweets?" Zuleika asked ecstatic
ally. 

" If I have to commit burglary," 
said Harding. " And I shall think of 
you," he added rashly. 

Zuleika fl.ung herself on him in an 
abandon of gratitude. 

" You are the most loveliest person 
in the world and all Asia besides," she 
told him and imprinted a large round 
kiss on his tanned cheek. 

"Oh, I say, Zuleika. You're all 
sticky," Harding protested. "You've 
been eating that nasty sweet paste. A 
vile habit! " 

McNeil laughed coarsely and put 
down the paper. 

" Oh ! " he shouted, " but you two 
are funny! " He went off into more 
cachinnation. " That sounded like an 
elephant pulling his foot out of an Irish 
bog." 

" I wouldn't mind if she didn't eat 
such slues of sweet stuff," said Har
ding in some embarrassment. 

" I shall live on limonade after this," 
Zuleika sobbed. "It is, you say nour
ishing," she added contritely. 

" There, there." Harding patted 
Zuleika awkwardly. " I'd as soon 
urge cider vinegar on you. I'm truly 
sorry, Zuleika. Now go on up-stairs 
like a good girl and wash your hands 
and face. You might put on a clean 
dress-tr9u-change your things, you 
kno,v." 

Zuleika was conciliated. " And 
you will no more make laughter at 
me? " she asked breathlessly. 

"Never again," Harding declared. 
Zuleika started to go, then hesitated 

• with childish reluctance.
"And you will give me, if I am very

agreeable, one, or perhaps two little
kisses, like butterflies going to sleep ? "

" Yes," said Harding, looking after 
her, "like butterflies going to sleep." 

Zuleika smiled radiantly and clapped 
her hands. " Then you are not cross, 

dear chap," she said, and ran lightly 
from the room. 

Harding paced the room senral -
times in silence, watched speculatiYely 
by McNeil. 

"Love's only skin deep with the�e 
people, don't you think?" he asked 
finally. McNeil shrugged. "Apt to 
be," he replied. "But then, some 
darned queer things can happen, 
Stuart. You want to look out." 

" Tell you what," Stuart burst, 
after a few moments cogitation. " If 
you're game, old man, I'd like-to go on 
a lion hunt into the-interior. They're 
thick up in the Nairobi country where 
they're putting the railroad through. 
Just take the boat to Mombasa, hire a 
couple of guides, and there you are ! " 

" I thought you were going to take 
me down to call on Miss Carrington ? " 
McNeil peevishly objected. 

"I am, but we needn't stay a week," 
Harding assured him. • 

" But why shoot harmless lions? " 
McNeil perversely continued. 

"Oh, just for instance, I suppose," 
Harding told him. " It would be nice 
fo have my picture snapped sitting on 
my first lion-skin, you know." 

" And the concession? " McNeil 
deftly suggested. 

"The concession," said Harding 
slowly, " can go to thunder--or Fris
by." 

And he took down a couple of the 
- latest examples of modern gunsmith
ery and began to manipulate an oily
rag.

"All right," McNeil agreed.
"Here's luck." He mixed himself art
American Beauty. " Have one, in
honor of the lion snap-shots? " he
asked.

" No? Just a snifter?" He drank 
it off regretfully. "I suppose Zuleika 
does get rather on your nerves. She's 
sort of demonstrative," he threw out. 

"She's adorable. But she is rather 
-demonstrative," said Harding -with
the air of imparting a· secret.

"I don't suppose she m�ans a thing 
by it," McNeil said. 
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" Of course not." Harding looked
intently at the end of his cigarette. 
'' But just imagine any well brought 
up girl acting that way! Why, she's 
forever flinging herself at my feet and 
embracing my none too slender 
ankles," he finished in a tone of con
siderable surprise. 

11 I notice she doesn't confine herself 
to your ankles,'1 McNeil said. " But 
that's no reason why you should go 
and shoot lions." 

"I'-d like to know what they taught 
·her in the convent," Harding medita-

1 
tively remarked.

'' And l' d like to know what they 
taught you at West Point. .You two 
are the most ex�uisitely innocent speci
mens I've ever run across," McNeil 
chuckled. "Why not take what the 
gods give you? " 

Harding flushed slightly. " That's 
where you're wrong, Mac/' he said 
gently. " But I happen to know what 
I'm capable of-and what I'm not. 
That's why I'm going to stir up a little-
excitement among the lions in the 
Nairobi country. Are you with me? z, 

"Oh, the follies of youth," McNeil 
declaimed. " Yes, I'm with you, old 
aire-eater." The two young men ex
changed a glance ·of understanding. 

"Thanks," said Harding simply. 

CHAPTER IX. 

The Moonftower Entertains. 

F
OLLOWING a succession of loud
knocks at the street door some
wba t later in the same afternoon, 

Harding looked up from the maps he 
was studying of the Nairobi country. 

"Where's that fool nigger, Bak
aru?" he asked impatiently. • 

"Making a few social calls, I sup
pose," McNeil returned. "Or perhaps 
he dropped in �t his club." 

,. Bakaru ! '1 Harding shouted for 
the third time. "That chocolate boy's 
going to suffer for this." 

"Great guns! A whole raft bf 
people outsine ". McNett.....e �med. 

" Mac, it's the party from the 
yacht.1' 

Harding walked toward the door 
and flung it open with an air of non
chalance that McNeil recognized as en
tirely assumed. McNeill followed to 
back him up if necessary. He was 
curious and elated at the idea of meet
ing Miss Doris Carrington and the 
owner of the yacht Sylph, who was al
ways figuring in the Sunday supple
ments. 

Freddy Dalrymple, a ·slim, dark 
youth with a perpetual thirst for ex
citement in hazel eyes under very black 
brows that slanted downward from the 
middle of his forehead, was the first 
to enter. 

"You're McNeil, the consul, I be
lieve? Heard of you at-" He 
stopped short on catching sight of 
Harding. 

" Stuart Harding! What in the 
name of the seven saints are you do
ing here?" 

Harding wrung his hand, ana at 
the same time explained in a low tone 
that it was owing to a misunderstand..; 
ing between himself and the com
mandant. Dalrymple whistled under
standingly. 

" Mother/' he said, addressing a 
portly, young-looking woman, �' isn't 
it great? Stuart Harding here, inspect
ing things for the government-forts 
and mines and things, you know. The 
harbor's full of mines, it seems, and 
owing to the high cost of torpodoes in 
the States-" 

"Good gracious·! Not really. You 
poor boy," Mrs. Dalrymple murmured 
vaguely. 

" Very glad to see you, Mrs. Dal
rymple," said Stuart somewhat hur
riedly,· and added in a frantic whisper 
to Fred Dalrymple: " Introduce Mc
Neil to your mother, Dal. Introduce 
'em all round." 

Then he turned to greet Miss Car
rington, who smiled at him charming
ly, and told him that it was so . per
£ ectly wonderful to see him in such an 
od<l corner of �oW'0imd. 
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Harding managed to extricate her' 
from the rest of the party, consisting 
of her aunt and cousin, an Englishman 
named Fitzmaurice, and a pretty girl, 
who was Miss Anise Allen. 

"It's ever so much more wonderful 
to see you here," he told her.. " Did 
you get my letter telling of the abrupt 
cutting off of my career in the army? " 
he asked rather anxiously. 

" Such a sad, blue letter," said Miss 
Carrington with a little laugh. " But 
I don't quite understand. You don't 
mean that you were really permanent
ly expelled? '1 she asked, knitting her 
delicate brows. 

" Exactly. That is it," said Stuart. 
" Why, but, Stuart-" Miss Car

rington said reproachfully, "I don't 
think that was nice of you, consider
ing our engagement. I wanted a mili
tary wedding so. Kitty Drisdale's 
was perfectly stunning." 

" I'm sorry, dear," said Harding 
contritely. " I wouldn't have had it 
happen for a thousand worlds." 

" Well, what did you do to get ex
pelled? '' Miss Carrington asked 
finally. 

"The charge was 'conduct preJu
dicial to military discipline,' " Stuart 
answered. 

" Oh, Stuart, how could you do any
thing so dreadful? " Miss Carrington 
fairly shuddered. 

" Being translated,'! Harding ex
plained gently, " it was for drinking a 
lady's health." 

" \/\That lady? " Miss Carrington de
manded. 

" You, of course.'r 
"Oh, that's, different," Miss Car

rington conceded. " But why? " 
"Well, you see, one of last year's 

class came back-one of the best men 
we ever had," Stuart explained pa
tiently. 

" He had a flask that he was flouT
ishing around. One of the men told 
him that we were engaged. He asked 
me about it, and I said I hoped to be 
-as long as it wasn't announced that's
all I thought I 1had the right to say.

But he promptly congratulated me and 
drank my health. He in\'ited me to 
join him in drinking to you. You can 
believe I didn't refuse." 

" I'm so glad. I think it was de
lightful of you. It's against the rules, 
isn't it? " Doris Carrington asked ~ex
citedly. 

"Of course," Harding replied. "A 
few moments later, though, the officer 
of the day got a whiff of the faint, 
lingering aroma of Three Star as he 
passed me---I was in for a court
martial." 

Miss Carrington gasped. 
" But that's a disgrace, isn't it, to be 

court-martialed? " She gazed at him 
with wide, troubled eyes. " Stuart, do 
you think our engagement had better 
---continue? " 

Harding went rather white. '' Do 
you feel that way about it, Doris? " he 
asked her. 

" You know I don't want to be hor
rid,'! she reproached him. " Only it 
makes it rather awkward. Even if'it's 
not announced, quite a lot of people 
know." 

"I see," said Stuart slowly. "It's 
not quite fair to you. I'm under a 
cloud at present. But just the �ame, 

• Doris. I want you to understand that I
haven't done anything that either of
us could ever be ashamed of. And
I'm over here to make good; that's
why I didn't go home. You know,
dear," he added in low, earnest tones,
" it's up to you, of course; but six
months' grace and you-if you want
to-would do wonders for a career
that seemed to !have turned turtle when
I left the Point."

Miss Carrington smiled undecided
ly. "That's nice of you to say those
things about me," she said. "-But you
know how careful a girl has to be.
Still-I think-I shall keep your ring,
if you want me to.'!

Harding looked at her without smi-
11ing. He felt vaguely hurt, even
rather angry, and as though something
was oddly lacking.

" Are you sure yoµ want it? " he 
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asked rather stifBy. But she had "Oh, they're fascinating," Miss i\.1-
tumed away with a smile to the len declared. "There's the subway 
Englishman, who was making ·some slink - and the tanglefoot glide�h, 
absurd remark to nobody in particular and the dromedary trot! It's perfect
-a habit he had. ly simple, too-you just-let me show 

Meanwhile Mrs. Dalrymple had ob- you-" 
tained possession of McNeil, who was , " No, dear, let me show him. You 
now deep in the throes_. of polite con- go and play for us. You play rag di-
versatiot}. vinely," Miss Carrington insisted. 

" So you: and Stuart have been keep- " But, my dear, you play exquisite-
mg bachelor hall together, Mr. Mc- ly," Miss '.Allen returned sweetly. 
Neil? " she chatted pleasantly. " That " But only classical music. Herr Rum
must be so very jolly. But don't you! pelup says syncopated things spoil the 
find the womanly touch sadly lacking?" artist's touch;'' 

"No ma'am, not at all. That is- "Never mind the artist's touch, 
I wouldn't recognize it if I came face Miss Allen," McNeil, who had been an 
to face with it in broad daylight," said amused spectator, intervened. "I 
McNeil. "You see, I was always an think ragtime's great. And I bet 
orphan. I was brought up by six you're the best little pianola in the 
uncles. T-hey lived in Jersey," he world," he added with real enthusiasm. 
further elucidated. Miss Allen laughed gracefully and 

" How extraordinary! 1' Mrs. Dal- crossed to the piano at once. 
rymple put up her lorgnet_te as though " Shall I play 'Too Much Mus-
to locate the six uncles. " But do tell tard '? " she asked. 
me what Stuart Harding is doing over " Too much what? " Harding asked 
pere. My son was trying to explain- in amazement. 
something about inspecting the mines "Poor dears-they don't even know 
in the harbor-" 

- ' Too Much Mustard,' " Miss Allen 
�• Oh, didn't Harding tell you?•� sympathized. 

McNeil innocently inquired. Then she started to play, but stopped 
" You see, he's in the secret service, a moment afterward and burst out 

and it's a great secret. Connected laughing at the tones which clashed 
with the diplomatic service-and with out from the battered piano. :But Me
the Interstate Commerce Commission. Neil encouraged her to continue with 
Not the United States, but the Inter- all possible advice, hovering about his 
states. You follow me?'" he fabri- instrument with an affectionate pride. 
cated with great rapidity. " That's all right, Miss '.Allen,'' he de-

" Oh, perfectly - so interesting," dared. " It'll go in a minute. The 
Mrs. Dalrymple murmured with a puz- gears are a little stiff-just give ·her 
zled expression on her plump, careful- some more gas." 
ly massaged features. Miss Allen declared it a perfect me-

Here McNeil seized the opportunity dium for her musical expression and 
to dash into a group composed of continued to play with the utmost good 
Harding, being towed about by Miss nature. 
Allen, while Doris Carrington vainly "If you don't mind," Dalrymple in
endeavored to distract her friend's at- terjected, "I'm going to have a stinger 
tention from her lover. myself." 

"You don't know what - you've "Beg your pardon." McNeil re-
missed being away off here. There are luctantly left the p,iano. " Let me 
about a million new steps to the tan- make you an '.American Beauty. One 
go!" Miss Allen was saying. - of my specials. It's as harmless as a 

" Honestly? Thank Heaven-" breakfast-food ang twice as nourish-
Harding ejaculated. ing." 
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Dalrymple watched him mix it and 
then said dubiously that he_ hoped it 
was not as pink as it looked. 

Mrs. Dalrymple was heard in a quiet 
interval to ask Fitzmaurice if he 
" iiked the modern dances ? " 

"Oh, ripping, ripping," he ahswered 
enthusiastically. " They're complete
ly demoralizing society. Society needs 
to be demoralized occasionally. Other
wise civilization wouldn't go on." 

" Very true," Mrs. Dalrymple 
agreed. " But don't you think they 
rub off some of the girlish bloom? " 
she asked seriously. 

"Undoubtedly, dear madam," he 
admitted. "I've often noticed that to 
be the case after dancing with a young 
girl." And he flicked a dab of imagin-
ary powder from his coat-sleeve. • 

At this moment .a high treble voice 
was heard singing with joyous aban
don in the room above. Harding and 
McNeil exchanged glances. A look of 
swift consternation lighted Harding's 
sternly regular features. McNeil 
alone retained his gay imperturbability. 
For there had been a subtle change in 
the atmosphere of pleasant good hu
mor that pervaded the room. Then 
Dalrymple's voice was heard falling 
on the stillness. 

" I say, Harding, who's the ca
nary ? " he asked. 

McNeil rose to the occasion with 
elaborate carelessness. 

"Oh, that's our housekeeper, a great 
big Swahili," he explained. 

"That's Piloola. Has a funny 
name-charming voice. She's as big 
as a dog-house-as two dog-houses." 

He laughed in an embarrassed man
ner. The others were looking at him 
with fixed smiles. 

" Where are those two niggers, Ali 
and Bakaru? " Harding demanded. 
"Are they still out? " 

" I guess so," McNeil answered. 
" But I heard Piloola singing-sing
ing just like a lark," he finished almost 
in desperation. 

• " I told her to go to the market for
tea." Harding continued, in hopes of

deceiving their guests, who were mere- • ·
ly somewhat puzzled by the turn of the 
conversation. McNeil murmured 
something about telling Piloola to  go 
to the Highlands, ancLMrs. Dalrymple 
brightened up and said, " Yes, I think 
I require tea." 

" And I require another drink. Not 
an American Beauty, thank you, a real 
drink this time," Freddy Dalrymple 
remarked. 

" I shall speak to Piloola about some 
tea," said Harding, starting for the 
door. •� Piloola ! " he called cheerfully. 

" Ye-es, dear chap, I am coming to 
you," replied a voice from off stage. 
" There is no one else at home. What 
is it I can do? " 

Zuleika appeared at the doorway in 
a fresh and charming costume, and a 
sensation was immediately noticeable 
among Harding's guests. 

Dalrymple's cool, cynical voice had 
a note of amused wonder in it. " Are 
many of the natives on this order? No 
wonder-" • 
• Miss Carrington gasped an incredu: 
lous something about " size of a dog- . 
house indeed " ; and Fitzmaurice re
marked appraisingly that she was " a 
bit off color, by gad." 

" Extremely familiar for a servant, 
I should say," was Mrs. Dalrymple's 
contribution. 

But Harding and Zuleika regarded 
each other as though the situation 
were habitual. Zuleika smiled be
witchingly at Harding and seemed to 
see no one else. They might have
been quite alone. 

" As long as the boys are out, could 
you get us some coffee or sherbet or 
something? " Zuleika nodded quickly. 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Dalrymple, but 
I'm afraid we don't own any tea," he 
added, turning apologetically for an 
instant. 

"And some little-Iittle-'ow you 
say, caks? " Zuleika asked in a kind of 
ecstasy of confidence. 

"Simply great - if there are any," 
Harding answered. 

" But certainly, dear chap! " Zuleika 

;._..J.,! 
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exclaimed happily and left the room. 
There was a loud burst of merriment 
from Dalrymple. 

" Why didn't you introduce us? 
Housekeeper indeed I Stuart, you're 
some speed king,'' he ·gasped 'delight
edly. Fitzmaurice slapped him on the 
back heartily. " Didn't know you h�d 
a harem, old chap I Gad! " 

Harding glared helplessly from one 
to the other. 

"Now, listen a minute, please-_" 
McNeil was beginning in a soothing 
tone, when Mrs. Dalrymple, putting 
up her lorgnette, demanded icily who 
the young person was. "Remember, 
I'm chaperoning two young girls," she 
added unmistakably. The "young 
girls " rose and went to her. 

Again Dalrymple shouted with glee. 
" Yes, remember she's chaperoning 
two young girls! " he entreated. " Is 
your friend the sort o'f person any nice 
girl can safely introduce to her chap,
eron?" 
· " Shut up, Dal," Stuart addressed

him with a baleful glance. . " There
seems to be some sort of misunder
standing," he continued pleasantly to
Mrs. Dalrymple. " The lady is Miss
Zuleika Moonflower-and my ward."

Every one looked rather blank. Miss 
Cartington gave a little " Oh! " of en
lightenment, and · then looked  at Miss
Allen. 

"But what on earth are you doing 
with a ward ? Good gracious, Stuart I " 
Mrs. Dalrymple burst out excitedly. 

Harding regarded her innocently. 
" I'm-what does any one do with a 
ward? " he asked. " I'm-bringing 
her up, of course." 

" I bet you are," Dal commented 
briefly. 

" You see, the sultan is a great 
friend of Stuart's," McNeil further 
explained. " He entrusted Stuart with 
the girl's education. He wants her to 
have a strictly-military education. 
Stuart teaches her tactics, you know." 

" Dear me, how odd,'' Mrs. Dal
rymple remarked in tones which im
plied her helplessness to comrrehend. 

In fact, there was noticeable a cer
tain expectant expression in the faces 
of his guests, as though everything had 
not been definitely settled. It troubled 
Stuart until he looked into the sweet 
eyes of Miss Carrington. 

'' Stuart, won't you. show me the 
view? " she asked suddenly. " I hear 
it's marvelous." He gladly led the 
way to the little veranda overlooking 
the harbor, with a glance over his 
shoulder at McNeil who responded 
with a large, intelligent wink that 
Harding devoutly hoped passed un
noticed by the others. 

Once on the veranda, and surround
ed by comparative privacy, Stuart was 
about to take enthusiastic possession 
of Miss Carrington's slim, sunbrowned 
hands. But she drew herself up coldly. 

" Perhaps you can explain your dis
graceful conduct," she said in a low, 
indignant tone. 

" What do you mean, Doris? " he 
asked quietly. 

" What do you mean by having a 
Turk for a ward ? " she countered. 

•• She's not a Turk. She's half
'.Arab and half Irish," he returned. 

"I don't care if she's half Welsh 
rabbit! " Doris Carrington flung at 
him angrily. " You have no right to. 
It looks simply horrid." 

" Don't get excited, Doris. She was 
wished on me. You heard what Mc
Neil said. She's a perfectly harmless 
girl." 

"I don't see why the sultan should 
give you a ward," Miss Carrington 
tearfully continued. 

"I don't either. It's a way he has 
though, dearest." 

" Why didn't you refuse to take 
her? It's the most absurd thing I ever 
heard of." 

" You don't understand, Doris," 
said Harding with masculine superi
ority. " The circumstances were pe
culiar. I can't offend the sultan. I'm 
trying to get an important concession 
out of him. It's going to mean a lot 
if I succeed." 

"Concession!" Miss Carrington ex
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claimed, rage in every line of her 
pretty face. "What has that to do 
with me? Really, Stuart, you're 
dreadfully inconsiderate. 'Will you 
send the person away and never see 
her again? " she asked with an alluring 
pleading note in her voice that thrilled 
Harding tremendously. 

"Doris! I can't do that," he said 
distractedly. " I told you I must not 
run any risks with the sultan. Besides 
-the girl has nowhere to go. The
sultan has all her money and we want
to get it back for her.

" If she's nothing to you-you 
ought to let her go when I ask you to," 
she cried angrily. " You see what 
they all think." 

" They're beasts! " crcied Harding, 
a dark flush overspreading his face. 
" I can't be held responsible for their 
rotten thoughts and their rotten jokes 
and their rotten bad taste. 

The girl looked moodily out over 
the bright waters of the harbor and 
saw nothing. 

" Doris," he burst out suddenly, 
"you don't believe that? I know it is 
awkward, but I counted on your under
standing." 

" Then you won't let her go? " Miss 
Carrington asked with a watchful, 
controlled look in her eyes. 

"No-I can't," said Harding quiet
ly and with a touch, of stubbornness. 

"Very well. Here's your ring." 
Miss Carrington tore the ring from 

her finger and handed it to him, with 
bright-red spots burning in her cheeks. 

" Do you mean our engagement is-
broken? " Harding asked. 

She looked at him furiously for a 
moment. Then a shrewd thought 
flashed into her mind. She smiled pen
sively. 

" Until you can do as I ask, Stuart, 
I think it had best be postponed-in
definitely," she replied. 

He looked at her slowly, with a cu
rious expression that puzzled her. 
. "All right," he said quickly, then. 

turned and held the casement window 
for her to pass inside. 

Zuleika was carrying about a tray 
of glasses with a cool-looking, green 
liquid, ice-filled. And she distributed 
them more in the manner of a hostess 
than of a serving maid. Harding no
ticed with admiration her air of smi
ling composure. 

She seemed to be doing something 
quite accustomed-was very evidently 
dispensing favors graciously and yet 
with a certain graceful Oriental def
erence. She met Harding's eyes for a 
fleeting instant and smiled happily. 

CHAPTER X. 

A Toy Watch. 

M
cN�IL was_looking_ on at Zuleika

with an air of mmgled amuse
ment and pride, something like 

that of the delighted parent of an at
tractive though forward child. Evi
dently he was interested in Zuleika's 
social success. 

"And what sort of a beverage is 
this, my dear? I have to be so careful 
of my digestion," Mrs. Dalrymple was 
saying. 

Now that her status in society had 
been determined upon, the lady was 
quite willing to be gracious to the di
vorced wife of the sultan. -For during 
Harding's tete-a-tete on the veranda 
with Miss Carrington, McNeil had 
been busy telling romantic tales about 
the parentage and prospects of the 
beautiful ward. 

According to McNeil, she was the 
heiress of untold wealth, whole plan
tations, entire islands, and fabulous 
jewels. Her father had been an Irish
man of noble but impoverished family 
who made a fortune in manioc and 
cloves and married into a leading Arab 
family of Pemba. Zuleika had- been 
carefully educated in a convent and 
taken to the sultan's palace after the 
good sisters had pronounced her plu
perfect in all branches, but there had 
excited so much jealousy that· the sul
tan, seeing she was not in sympathy 
with the Eastern mode of living, -had 
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transferred her to the American lega
tion. 

Well, it had helped to while away 
the moments until Harding's return, at 
least, McNeil told himself. Of course, 
if they wanted to believe it that was 
no affair of his; and it might even 
make them behave more decently to 
the poor kid, as McNeil styled Zuleika. 
But perhaps the poor kid could look out 
for herself on occasion. 

" I should love to see you dance, 
Miss Moonflower," Miss Allen smiled 
encouragingly at the lithe, graceful girl 
with the wistful eyes. 

" Yes, do. I'm sure you're a dan
cer," said Doris Carrington -languidly 
as she entered the room with Harding. 

Zuleika smiled deprecatingly. 
" Oh, nevaire. I dance nevaire, 

iniss," she said. 
" Really? Why not? " Miss Car

rington asked her. 
" Oh, it is not possible in this coun

try. It is not permitted that a lady 
of rank dance," she said modestly; 
then added, with a sort of sweet re
luctance, " But I do pot mind; oh, no. 
It is so much more amusing to watch 
others dance." 

There was the slightest possible ac
cent on the word others and the merest 
flicker of eyelids demurely cast down. 

Miss Carrington flushed up quite un
accountably. 

"Gad! She's good," said Fitzmau
rice under his breath. " I like your 
ward, Harding," he added, and went 
over to where Zuleika stood with Dal
rymple, who was making remarks in 
a low tone of voice and looking at her 
across an untouched Scotch and soda. 

" Miss Moonflower," Fitzmaurice 
began, " I can show you something 
more interesting than a lot of people 
making donkeys of themselves. Come 
out on the veranda for but a moment." 

" Ah-so I " . Zuleika smiled up at 
him slowly. " You think you will 
show me 011e people making a don
key I " atftl she laughed elfishly. 

" That's one on you, Fitz, old man," 
Harding laughed out. 

"Now, did she mean me or herself 
-and that she was not going to be
one, you _know?" Fitzmaurice asked
of no one in particular.

"You're perfectly right, mademoi
selle," Dalrymple spoke approvingly. 
" Who wants to go out on a stupid 
vetanda ? Come out on the yacht to
night and we'll follow the path of the 
moon together." 

Zuleika clasped her hands to her 
breast. 

" Oh, that will be love-ly ! That 
path of the moon-I shall so like to 
follow it," she breathed out. " But 
you must first ask my guardian-nat
urally." 

" Oh, yes-naturally," said Dalrym
ple in a tone of deep disappointment. 

The others laughed. 
Here Miss Allen came up and en

tered into the conversation again. " I 
understand you were brought up in 
convents and harems and all sorts of 
interesting places," she commented. 
" You must have a great many accom
plishments! " she added, with a spark 
of malice. 

Zuleika looked anxiously at Dal
rymple as though to be prompted. 

" Accomplishment? What is it, this 
accomplishment? " she asked in a hesi
tating manner. 

"It's something no girl should be 
without," he replied gravely. 

"Ah-yes!" Zuleika exclaimed in 
sudden enlightenment. " I am very 
sorry I do not have one. But I think 
yours is lovely." 

She gazed admiringly at Miss Al
len's gold vanity-case, to which she 
had been having recourse at frequent 
intervals, a point that had not escaped 
Zuleika. It swung from a slender gold 
chain and had her initials in jewels 
on the cover. 

Miss Allen laughed, but looked 
slightly annoyed. 

" I shall ask my guardian to buy 
me an accomplishment, too. Did your 
guardian buy you that one?" Zuleika 
innocently inquired. 

Dalrymple looked rather nervous at 
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Harding insisted on exploring a small! 
alley. 

" Wish \ve had th' automobile," he 
said to McNeil after they had threaded 
the narrow and dirty streets along the 
• water-front for some time.

"Damned lucky-haven't got it," •
McNeil returned with a happy grin.

They turned a corner abruptly, and
the palace wall loomed up almost di
rectly in front of the� blank ex
panse of cement-covered stonework,
on which the moonlight fell softly.
There was one archway on this side
with a beautiful, heavy, wooden door,
thickly studded with brass nails.

" This entrance to 'bode of fel
felicity,'' Har'ding declared amiably.

" How you gonna get inside? '' Mc- .
Neil inquired with interest.

" Don't see any bell anywhere,"
Harding complained.

" Wish I had-vaulting-pole with
me. I'd show you. Very-very care- 1 

less,'' McNeil mourned.
" Oh, I say; here some nice chaps

can help us out."
Harding had caught sight of some

stealthy, dark forms that were ap,
proaching with catlike quiet through
the moonlight The palace was built
on a sort of esplanade on the water's
edge, and was raised considerably
above the harbor. McNeil ran to the
edge of the escarpment.

He returned with an air of import
ance. "Our noble confederates have
'rived entirely," he announced.

Harding went and looked over at a
fleet of canoes moored close to the sea
wall and not visible from a few yards
back. "Noble confederates 'rived en
tirely," he corroborated.

A horde of black warriors were ap
proaching, the light falling on their
polished shoulders and sinewy backs.
They were fully armed with spears
and round, heavy shields, and rather
scantily clad. Harding went up and
bowed to their leader.

"This way," he said. "You just
"follow me," he explained with elabor
ate politeness.

"They're Bantus from the interior; 
came down river," McNeil told Hard
ing. 

Harding led them to the door in the 
palace wall with many gestures. 

Then he turned and smiled courte
ously at the leader. The leader thought 
he was being invited to enter the door 
and an incredulous grin lighted his 
dark countenance. He advanced, fol
lowed by his men, and then looked up 
inquiringly at Harding towering sol-
emnly above him. 

The Bantus are a wiry, muscular 
people, but small in comparison with 
a well-formed white man. 

" This is the fores' primeval - th' 
murmuring pines an' th' hemlocks," 
Harding quoted with deep feeling. 
The Bantu chief waited patiently for 
the door to be thrown open. 

" 'Twas brilling and the slithy 
toves-" he continued. McNeil gave 
him a • stern look. " Well, what you 
gonna do 'bout it? " he asked peev
ishly. 

" Don' int-" Harding stopped and 
looked sadly at McNeil. "Interrupt," 
he finished. 

" How 'bout them-those jewels? " 
McNeil persisted. 

The little Bantu chief went up to 
Harding and poked him gravely in the 
chest with a stubby forefinger. It 
seemed to affect Harding strangely. 
He gasped and blinked. " Wants me 
to open th' door," he said. 

"Well-whadda ye gonna do 'bout 
it?" McNeil asked. 

Harding pondered a moment. 
" Have a brilliant idea," he announced. 
"We're going t' have a testudo-just 
like Cresar." • 

McNeil looked on- with interest 
while Harding went through a panto
mime that showed the Bantus the for
mation of a testudo. They placed 
their shields on their backs, others 
stood on the shields and held their 
shields so that they formed a roof. 
Harding was then jostled from one 
shield to another until he found him
self level with the too of the wall. 
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" Fines' little elevator in th' world,'� 
said McNeil, looking on admiringly at 
the clever work of the men with the 
buffalo-hide shields. Harding leaned 
over against the top of the wall, then 
scrambled onto the top which was 
wide and planted with carefully wa
tered grass, coconut palms, and acacia 
trees in bloom. 

" Ah-" said Harding with a lon$"
<lra wn sigh. "' The rose-red acacia 
that mocks the rose '; " and he paused 
to pluck one of. the flowers. He kissed 
it and placed it tenderly in the lapel of 
his white pongee coat. 

After glancing down on the other 
side of the wall, he came back to the 
outer edge and reported conditions to 
McNeil, who sat on the ground at the 
base of the fortification to the abode 
of felicity and looked dreamily at the 
stars. 

"There's the biggest coon out of a 
side-show--direc'ly below - right on 
other side," Harding announced. 

"Knock 's block off-bash 's silly 
head quite in-bash 's silly head-" 
repeated McNeil gently. 

Harding took a spear from .one of 
the Bantus. He swung it from above 
and there was a sound of the contact 
of solid wood with bone, something 
like the noise of a croquet-mallet hit
ting the ball. Then the keeper of the· 
outer gate fell stunned on the ground 
without another sound. Harding 
swung himself by the branch of a 
palm-tree growing near the wall down 
into the garden below. 'I\. moment later 
the gate was thrown open and several 
hundred of the Bantu tribe swarmed 
in. 

McNeil still continued, to gaze at 
the stars. 

It was considerably later in the day, 
although the morning was yet young, 
when Harding sat at breakfast on the 
veranda of the American consulate 
and sipped coffee brewed by Zuleika. 
He looked pale and thoughtful, and 
although he was freshly tubbed and• 
shaven, and smelle4-Qf a po11ular brand 

of talcum powder, his clothes appearea 
to be sadly in need of pressing, and in 
the lapel of his white coat a faded aca
cia blossom drooped. 

It was very annoying to find that 
Bakaru _had not returned his morning' 
suits from the laundry. He could not 
quite account for the way this one had 
been creased and wrinkled. " It must 
be due to the sea air,'' he said aloud. 

" Eh, dear chap? The sea -air? •� 
Zuleika inquired calmly. 

" I think the sea air has taken the 
creases all out of my clothes-out on 
the yacht last night, you know," he ex
plained. Zuleika shook her head re
proachfully. "But the grass stains
and your pocket ripped off and a great 

. tear like a door in the leg of your 
troo-'' 

Harding looked down in embarrass
ment . " By Jove! " he exclaimed. " I 
wish McNeil were here. He could tell 
me where we went," he added under 
his breath. 

Then he looked down at the acacia 
dying on his perfectly correct lapel. 
"' The rose-red acacia· that mocks the 
rose,' " he quoted for the second time 
that day. And then in a flash he re- . 
membered. 

" By God, I'm a raving lunatic! " 
he exclaimed. "Where's McNeil?" 
he demanded of the startled Zuleika. 

"I do not know. I think he has 
not return' yet," said Zuleika quietly. 
Harding groaneo and put his hands 
to his head. Then he suddenly dove 
into his pockets. 

He brought out two small leather 
boxes that had come originally from 
Regent ·street. 

"These are your jewels, Zuleika," 
he said. " Couldn't find the papers. 
He probably has them himself-they 
weren't with the khazuahdar." 

Harding might have been handing 
her the morning paper. 

Zuleika went very white. She took 
up the boxes and pressed the little 
spring releasing the cover of each. /\. 
fortune in pearls and rubies was re-

• �ealed. Zu�lka fwept unreservedly.
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Harding had seen her cry before, but 
it had not been like this. 

" What did you do to get these, 
dear chap? 

,, 
she asked later. 

Harding smiled wanly. " The Lord 
only knows," he said. 

A few minutes later Bakaru and Ali 
entered the room with an air of sup
pressed excitement. Either terror or· 
a sense of their own importance - al
most overwhelmed them. 

" You tell Harding bibi," said Ba
karu to his companion. 

" You tell him-he no make cross," 
Ali replied reass1,1ringly. 

"What's it all about? What have 
you been doing? " Harding questioned 
them. 

" In the harbor are many-many-" 
They stopped and looked at each other. 

"For Heaven's sake-what's the 
matter? Can't you tell? " Harding 
burst out. 

Bakaru looked at Ali gravely. " Yes, 
but hell-" he began. 

"Oh, get out then," Harding ex
claimed wearily. 

Zuleika spoke to them rapidly. 
" Wait yet one moment - what is in 
the harbor? " she asked anxiously. 

" In the harbor are many Bantus in 
small boats. They steal, kill-my God, 
they are terrible, those Bantus! " Ba
karu cried shrilly. 

" The bazaars are full of it I It is 
even said that they have gone to the 
palace-" 

" And this is all my fault," Harding 
muttered. 

" Dear chap, you must not stay
you are in very great danger," said 
Zuleika, rushing over to where he 
stood and prostrating herself grace
fully at his feet. 

"Don't be absurd - there's no real 
danger-you know the British regi
·ment is here," he told her, and lifted
the girl in his arms.

She smiled and half closed her eyes. 
"No soldiers here now- all gone 

away," Bakaru yelled and danced up 
and down in an abandonment of glee. 
Harding looked at him closely. 

"You're lying," he sa_id shortly. A 
part of the King's African Rifles was 
always kept in barrack� at Z;inzibar. 

" No-no-" Ali cried, shivering 
with nervous excitement. 

" All go up td Uganda country -
fight with people who do not wish rail
way. So Englishman's shikari tell," 
he insisted. 

Then Harding vaguely remembered 
hearing about some trouble with the 
natives along the route of the new 
Uganda Railway. Evidently· it had 
been necessary to call out the troops 
stationed at Zanzibar to quell the up
rising. 

He was convinced now that the Ban
tus had learned of this in

1

the mysteri
ous way that news flies about Africa. 
Their landing in the city last night had 
been deliberately planned. This was 
their first chance in many years to get 
back at their hereditary enemies, the 
coast people. 

And he saw the part he had played 
in the protection of the city. He cursed 
himself for a double-dyed ass and a 
consummate villain. 

"We've got to put a stop to this," 
.he said aloud. 

" Dear chap - you must try to go 
out on the white yacht with your 
friends. These people may burn-de
stroy and kill. There is no one in this 
city who can fight. They are • fat and 
lazy, all. Such cowards! " Zuleika 
stamped her small feet with indigna
"tion. 
• Harding took the field-glasses and
looked out over· the harbor.

" Ye gods ! There must be a thou
sand canoes coming out of that delta 
over there," he exclaimed.· "The 
mango and copal trees in the swamps . 
make a fine am.bush for them-must . 
have been only an advance guard last 
night." 

Zuleika tried to read his face, but 
the dominating expression was one of 
scientific curiosity. 

Suddenly he caught sight of some
thing else as his glasses veered about 
the horizon. 
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" I can't allow it! " Mrs. Dalrympler 
burst out excitedly. " I'm your chap
eron and I absolutely forbid it. Why, 
you might kill some one! " 

She took her duties as a chaperon 
seriously, it was evident. 

" I don't see why we can't help. An 
English officer on the Fear Not once 
showed me all over a big gun. He 
was the most fascinating man ! " Miss 
Carrington persisted. 

"You're thinking • of a conning 
tower, with a cute little spiral stairway 
running up the middle," Miss Allen re-
marked in superior tones. 

" Here goes; we've got to pick out 
a crew right off. One crew for each 
gun, you know," said Dalrymple, dis
regarding the lady candidates and 
turning to Harding as the military 
authority. 

Fitzmaurice laughed aloud. "Aren't 
you becoming a bit mixed, dear boy? " 
he asked. 

"What's the matter now?" McNeil 
wanted to know. 

" You know you've only got one 
crew," said Fitzmaurice triumphantly. 

" Pshaw! You didn't understand 
me. One crew for the yacht, of course, 
and then the gun crews. Crews within 
crews, you see? " 

" I should suggest that you stop 
cruising now, and stand by to come 
about. A broadside or tiwo scattered 
judiciously among the nearest canoes," 

• McNeil advised in the manner of an
expert.

"That's about right. Will you give
me a crew for each gun, captain? " .
Harding asked in deeply respectful
tones.

A number of the men were invited
up on deck, and it was decided that the
Swede should have charge of one gun
and the Irish boy manage the second
gun.

" Just give me an idea of what men
are best qualified, captain," Dalrymple
asked.

"I should suggest Snyder, Mr. Dal
rymple. He used to be on an American
cruiser. I think he swabbed the deck

or made pies, I forget which; not that 
it matters. About the others, I've no 

·idea of their fitness or unfitness,"
Captain Dorkins spoke in resigned
bitterness.,

Snyder was told to step forward,
which he did with a proud and sheepish
grin.

Harding laughed with pure excite
ment. It seemed that they were really
going to have a fight ang not a comic
opera representation of one.

"How many of the rest of you have
ever fired a daisy air-rifle? " he asked
seriously. "All who have answer
aye!"

"Me-I," replied the crew to a man. 
" They qualify," said Harding brief

ly. "Dal, take half the bunch and I'll 
take the other half." 

They picked three men for each gun 
as though choosing sides for a· game 
of some sort. 

"War's declared-clear the decks!" 
Dalrymple shouted cheerfully. 

" How about the ladies? Shouldn't 
they get into the scuppers or batten 
down on the hatches or something? " 
McNeil asked thoughtfully. 

"Some day, old man, I'll give you 
a nautical dictionary. Too busy now," 
Harding told him. 

" Girls-mother--mademoiselle-all 
go below, please. Captain's orders," 
Dalrymple announced. 

" Why can't I stay here .and hand 
you the bullets, Freddy? " Doris Car

rington asked her cousin. 
" Go below and get the first-aid kit 

-you know we may be wounded
before this is all over;" Harding
suggested. And the girls departed in
a flutter to become impromptu Red
Cross nurses.

"Where's the enemy, sir? Just 
give the word an' we'll pump it into 
'em! " an overenthusiastic member of 
the crew exclaimed. 

" Silence in the ranks! " Harding 
commanded. " Every man to his 
piece!" 

" Every man to his piece ! " Dalrym
ple echoed him. 

- ..,.
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" Range at· a thousand yards I " 
Harding commanded. 

Dalrymple glanced inquiringly at 
him. 

" Got it already-what the-" he 
demanded. 

" Ready-fire! " Harding snapped 
out 

Dalrymple repeated the order; the 
crew working under the Swede fol
lowed suit and fired. 

There was a tremendous crashing re
port, and the crew rushed delightedly 
to the side of the boat. They scanned 
the water excitedly for the results of 
their work. 

" What tlie devil are you doing? 
Get back there I " Harding roared. 

The crew got-in considerable cha
grin. 

" Do you think this is a confouncled 
Mexican revolution�very man for 
himself? Or maybe you imagine you're 

• at a Coney Island shooting-gallery-·
hitting glass balls for a cigar," he went
on with elaborate sarcasm.

They hung their heads like tiall-
players ordered to the bench.

"Now give 'em some more of tlie
same stuff, boys," Harding added a
moment tater in a new tone.

" Every man to his piece I " Dalrym
ple cried. " Oh, you are already r
.Well-go on-ready, fire I "

"What the blazes-say, Dal, yours
are firing too soon I " Harding com
plained.

"Sure. But yours are too slow,'�
Dalrymple remarked cheerfully.

"My word I " Fitzmaurice chortleii,
with the spy-glasses screwed tight to
his right eye. " That went home right
enough I By gad-they do look funny
sprawling in the water like that l "

"Did we hit something?" Harding
asked delightedly.

"You bet we did-look over there
that canoe-a shell went right smash
ing into her bows. She absolutely
spun clean round-the entire crew
spilled into the water ! " Dalrymple e�"'
claimed in amazed, 1 joyous tones.

" And the beggars aµ.. now epjoying 

a luxurious bath," Fitzmaurice conclu
ded. 

" Can't they swim, though-look at 
them t Regular water-rats I " Harding 
gazed out over the intervening sheet 
of water at the luckless Bantus whose 
canoe they had incapacitated. 

"Say, they're all paddling their own 
canoes to the other shore-notice 
that?" McNeil asked. 

It was true. The canoes from the 
interior had met with unexpected op
position. They were now rapidly re
tiring to the plantations of mango and 
copal trees that grew in rank luxuri
ance in the delta of the river. 

A moment later, to the amazement 
of those on board the yacht as much 
as the savages in the canoes, there was 
another dull roar-and the dilapidated 
gun on Jesus Fort emitted a single 
shell. It skipped harmlessly over the 
blue waters from one wave to the next; 
then there was silence as before. 

" Took them some little time to get 
wise to the situation," McNeil com
mented. 

Harding laughea. 
"That's like these people-after it's 

all over," he said. 
" Ha I Whoop ! Victory is ours ! " 

Dalrymple shouted. Then he went and 
repeated it at the door of the saloon. 
" All right, girls and lady mother! 
.Battle's all over," he announced. 

" Why not follow this up-grapple 
with the canoe fleet hand to hand at 
closer range? " the Englishman wanted 
to know. 

" Let 'em go. J\.11 you'd grapple with 
. would be the bottom of the harbor. 
It's precious shallow over there," Mc
Neil advised. "But keep a sharp look
out. They're treacherous devils. Only 
I don't think they were expecting this.

We've got their wool scared straight 
as a string, I bet." 

Harding was looking off moodily 
in the direction the Bantus had taken. 
He seemed as though he would have 
liked them to come back and finish the 
skirmish. 

" This may imorove vour drag with 
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the sultan, Stuart, old top-saving the " You're just trying to pretend that 
fair city of Zanzibar and all that,". Mc- we didn't miss anything," Doris Car- 
Neil said, going up to him. He had rington pouted prettily. " And not one 
divined the trend Harding's thoughts of you had the grace even to get 
were taking. wounded." 

" I'll tell you this;" Harding began " It was most inconsiderate," said 
soberly. "I'd sell my drag and the Miss Allen reproachfully. "There .I 
whole outfit for a plugged dime if I sat on the edge of a chair with " First 
could be back on the reservation. I'd Aid" open in one hand and a yard of • 
walk the area all night and stay awake moist linen gauze in the other." She 
through chapel thanking the Lord for laughed gaily. 
'hell-cats ' and 'slum. ' I tell you, Mac, The young men protested that they 
it's in my blood. This farce we've just would have got properly wounded if 
been through has been exactly enough only the Bantus had given them a 
like the real thing to wake it up. It's chance. 
all I've ever thought of being all my "They were haughty and kept their 
li.fe, and-" distance," Dalrymple explained.· 

"See here, boy," McNeil said kind- "Lucky for us_ they were-:if you 
ly; " can that stuff. Here come the once got .a spear or a Bantu arrow in 
girls and old Lady Killjoy. Remem- you, nothing would save you but 
her, you're the little hero. You've just strychnin injected at once. They 
won a battle-fierce ·encounter with smear their weapons with the juice of 
savages, et cetera, et cetera." poisonous herbs," McNeil told them. 

He flung an arm across Harding's "Quick, Watson - the needle!" 
shoulder and walked with him across Miss Allen said, and the others 
the deck to where Mrs. Dalrymple and laughed. 
the "two young girls," also Zuleika, A few moments later, Zuleika, who 
stood in an excited group asking rapid- had been strangely quiet, merely look-

' fire questions about the battle." ing quietly at Harding as at one de-
" Tell us all about it. We want to livered from some great danger,. was 

know all about modern warfare," seen to fix her eyes on something float
Doris Carrington demanded. ing in the water close to the yacht. 

" This was warfare de luxe," Harcl- Immediately she lost her dreamy tran-
ing told her. quillity, and the languid gratefulness 

"Exactly," Dalrymple agreed. "I of her glance was changed to one of 
told Stuart to say when-then the crew intense watchfulness. 
poured high explosives into the bright- " See-the branch of the copal-tree 
blue water. A passing shell happened which floats in the water! " she ex
to collide with the bow of a canoe-" claimed in ·a low tone of suppressed 

fear. 
"It's drifted over here from the op

" My dear Freddy, spare us the bru-
tal details," Mrs. Dalrymple begged, 
covering her face with her hands.  posite shore where the Bantus are,"

"But, sweetest mother, there were McNeil replied. "The tide would 
no details to speak of, brutal or oth- naturally bring it this way." 
erwise. It was simply, bang! Nothing "They may be camping the�. We'd 
doing. Bang I No. 2, a canoe turns tur- better keep a lookout," said Harding. 
tie, and the whole army ran-. paddled "But there's no harm in that branch 
away into the bulrushes, just like out there," he added, and turned so as 
Georgy Porgy," her sQn reassured her. to get a better look at it. 

"My dear chap, aren't you becoming "Dear chap - I am afraid of that 
a bit mixed-sacred and profane his- branch-no branch of a copal-tree or 
tory-"' Fitzmaurice began, then left of another tree moves like that. It is 
his .sentence hanging in the air. coming toward the boat! " 
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- me-if you can?" Harding asked in
a low, earnest tone.

" But, foolish one, of course! It
was all perfectly natural," Zuleika
said slowly, and with a little smile.

" You couldn't help it, Harding.
\Vant a drink of water, Zuleika?"
McNeil asked briskly.

"Thank you, no," Zuleika replied.
" You are so ver' kind. Everybody is
kind. I ha.ve never been quite ill be
fore-I am nearly glad to be hurt in
my arm."

Z uleika smiled at Harding as she
said this, in a way that made McNeil
feel that she had forgotten the others
:were there.

" You're right, mademoiselle," Fitz
maurice asserted didactically. "Never
regret a new sensation - and you'll
grow old disgracefully."

" That will do for you,· Fitz," Dal
rymple remarked. Now the point is,
why should we let this son of Satan
with his poisonous arsenal concealed
in a bamboo-tree, or whatever it is
why should we let h�m escape us?
Let's chase him around the harbor in
the tender."

" All right-give him a run for his
money. I like your proposition," Mc
Neil agreed.

" I'd like a crack at his woolly head 
- sweet is revenge! " Fitzmaurice -
blithely caroled.

" Harding, coming along, or-" 
" I've got to look after Zuleika. Re

member -don't stop till you get the 
fellow-if it takes all night," Harding 
replied promptly. 

A moment later Dalrymple was 
heard asking the captain for a particu
larly bloodthirsty crew to man the 
launch. And the captain accepted the 
situation ungracefully as usual. 

Mrs. Dalrymple and the two girls 
went below to discuss the proper fit
ting out of the tender on its mission of 
vengeance. 

"I wish they'd go clear across the 
Indian Ocean and back," Harding ex
claimed fervently._ "All of them-

• every one," he repeated firmly. Then

he dropped on one knee and bent above· 
Zuleika. And gradually her lips and 
eyes drew him to her. 

"Tell me--what made you do that? 
He might have killed you." Harding 
questioned her in a very low voice. 

n I cannot tell you that-again," 
she said faintly. 

He gave a sort of cry, and then his 
lips met hers. 

A moment later: " Zuleika�o you 
care--honestly ? " 

" Yes, dear chap! " she answered. 
" Funny - I never thought I loved 

you before," Harding mused. "It's 
been like shouting between continents 
in the dark until now." 

"But there is now a most beautiful 
light!" Zuleika exclaimed happily. 

"Then you're the light, Zuleika.

And you've got to keep right on shi
ning and twinkling always," Harding 
said, and kissed her lightly. 

" That was most lovely twinkle, 
dear chap," Zuleika laughed in her elfin 
way. "No-not any more--1 must 
go now to my little room with the port
hole window. The chaperon lady will 
expect to see me there. But I shall 
think many lovely thoughts of you," 
she promised seriously. 

" Poor kid-of course you must go 
to your stateroom. You're all in." 

" Yes, I am, as you say,· shot to 
pieces, dear chap." 

Zuleika made a pathetic little· face, 
and Harding picked her up as though 
she had been a tired child· and carried 
her below. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

The Abduction. 

I
T was long after the luncheon hour

when Dalrymple, McNeil, and Fitz
maurice returned from the pursuit 

of the Bantu swimmer. He had, of 
course, abandoned the copal branch 
and struck out for the shallow water. 
He had almost succeeded in eluding 
them altogether and reached .the part 
of the harbor not navigable even • to 
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such a small boat as the tender. But 
they had overtaken him in an exciting 
spurt. 

" All we did was to tow him round 
the harbor at the end of a rope," Dal
rymple answered the questions of 
those who had not left the yacht. " But 
we let him understand that if �y more 
javelins were thrown we'd blow their 
whole village up," he continued. "The 
poor boob was almost drowned. But 
I rather admire his nerve, coming over 
into the enemy's country that way. It 
would have been sort of a shame to 
hurt him," Mc�eil remarked in excuse 
for the anticlimax of having let their 
quarry go. 

" I only hope that it hasn't stirred 
these savages up against us again," 
Captain Dorkins remarked ominously. 

The captain's remark was not with• 
out foundation as was proved that 
same evening. It was a sultry, moon
less night. Every one was on deck
the cabins and even the saloon, with 
an electric fan going continually, were 
stifling. Dalrymple had ordered the 
longest, coolest clrinks that the. steward 
could concoct, a.nd the men sat around 
sipeing them and puffing listlessly at 
their cigarettes. _ _ 

" I wish the moon would come out. 
I want to go in for • a swim," Doris 
Carrington announced, yawning be
hind a slim hand. 

" 'Twould be ripping. I feel as 
though I were melting down like a 
Camembert cheese," Dalrymple agreed. 

" Suppose you met a shark - or a 
Bantu," Harding suggested. 

" Then I should expect you to jump 
down the shark's throat to save me or 
let the Bantu brain you while you 
smiled heroically, Stuart," Miss Car
rington returned, smiling - insolently at 
him and then glancing coolly at Zu
leika. 

Harding flushed slightly. 
" I sincerely hope 7ou' d recover

from the bitter blow i l didn't," he 
said pleasantly. Miss Carrington bit 
her lip, then turned away languidly, 
saying that she ,vould see ·them later. 

" This is getting altogether too ex
citing for me," she announced as a 
parting shot. 

A few moments later she appeared 
on deck in a green taffeta bathing-dress 
and cap, both of which were exceed
ingly becoming. She ran out on the 
bowsprit with a little reckless laugh 
and prepared to dive. 

"By Jove! I didn't think she was 
in earnest! " :Etitzmaurice exclaimed. 

" Dori�-you can't do this fool
hardy thing," Dalrymple shouted in 
considerable excitement. 

"Doris-I can't allow you to do 
this-such a ridiculous hour for going 
in bathing-I never heard such non
sense. Fred-go and bring that crazy 
girl back," Mrs. Dalrymple command
ed in distracted tones. 

"Really, you shouldn't, Miss Car
rington. I don't think it's safe," Mc
Neil said quietly. 

Harding did not speak. He ,knew 
that if he did she would be just con
trafy enough to wish to refuse what 
he asked. Doris was like that ! She 
had considered Harding her inviolable 
property for so long that it upset her 
considerably to notice how his interest 
in the little Irish-Arab girl, or what
ever she was, had grown. 

'And just when she had resolved to 
punish him. 

" Wait for me, then - I'm going 
with you," Dalrymple called in desper
ation. 

But he was too late. Doris Carring
ton stood poised for an instant with her 
white arms above her head, then dove 
gracefully. She struck the water as 
straight as an arrow. The girl could

dive. 
McNeil, who had never seen this ac

complishment 0£ Miss Carrington's 
displayed before, gasped admiringly. 

Dalrymple smiled cynically. He 
knew his cousin so well. 

" This is Doris's daredevil pose, and 
that was her trump card," he said, and 
glanced over at Harding. 

The girl struck out from the yacht 
as soon as she apoeared at the surface 
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of the water, with long, even strokes, 
swimming on her side. One white arm 
flashed regularly and a phosphorescent 
wake showed where her body cut the 
water. 

" We've got to follow that girl in 
the tender. Want to come? " 

Dalrymple drew . recruits from 
among his guests and the crew, and 
hurried below in great exasperation 
at having his delicious after-dinner 
languor, as he expressed it, itlterfered 
with. 

Before they had succeeded in getting 
the tender under way a scream 
-followed by a succession of screams
--echoed across the water. The last
ended in a wild shriek that was cut off
abruptly, then silence fell over the dark
waters of the harbor.

All those on deck looked at each 
other, dumb with consternation. Fi
nally Mrs. Dalrymple shrieked out, an
nouncing the fact that she was sure to 
go insane if anything else happened! 

This did not help the situation any, 
and Miss Allen led her to her state
room and put her to bed, seeing that 
she had something to calm her nerves 
meanwhile. 

"That Miss Allen's the right sort
do you know that?" McNeil said to 
Fitzmaurice later. 

The Englishman looked at him 
blankly. 

"She's a girl with a head on her
practical and smart," McNeil repeated. 

Fitzmaurice looked as though an in
spiration had sprung up in his mind 
unawares. 

" By Jove I so she is," he agreed. 
Then he blushed violently. 

After scouting about the harbor for 
a half-hour they gave up the search 
for the canoe that had carried Doris 
Carrington off. 

" It's doing no good mooning round 
in the dark this way. They'll probably 
go back to their camp with her right 
away. They may even take her in
land to one of the villages," McNeil 
told Dalrymple. 

There wasn't a canoe in sight on the 

entire harbor, and the tender drew too 
much water for them to v.enture into 
the river delta. 

"Do you think they're after a ran
som? " Dalrymple asked. 

" H-m - probably. Of course it 
must be that," said McNeil evasively. 
But he knew that it was probably noth
ing of the sort. 

" I say we go for the automobile and 
come around by land-it's not more 
than six or eight miles," Harding pro
posed. "Have we got those new, sol
id rubber tires that were ordered from 
Paris a month ago? " ·he asked Mc
Neil. 

"Sure-but what good's that going 
to do when you don't know the roads 
to their nasty little villages-or even to 
the camp in the delta?" McNeil in
quired. 

" Don't you suppose I've surveyed 
every inch of this beastly island in the 
past four months? " Harding loftily 
demanded. " While you've been sit
ting out on the veranda nights, batting 
mosquitoes, I've been making a 
Baedeker to take along to-night." 
They ran the little boat over to the 
dock, then rapidly made their way to 
the warehouse and got out the 1uto
mobile. " You see, it's right about 
there." 

Stuart pointed out a pencil cross on 
the map of the island which, together 
with a map of the city, he kept in a 
pocket of the car. 

They went to the consulate first and 
gathered together all the food, fire
arms, and whisky that they possessed. 
McNeil also made up a first-aid kit 
with remedies against snake-bites, 
fever, and bullets. 

It was almost ten o'clock when the 
big machine started from the shack 
that Harding and McNeil called home, 
and the moon was now shining in a 
cloudless sky. They had that at least 
in their favor. 

But the Bantus had more than an 
hour's start of them. They must go 
all through the city, cross the bridge 
over the U nguya, then strike out on 

•
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the proposed railroad route. If the 
Bantus went toward their chief vil
lage the automobile would be on the 
longest side of the triangle. 

Granted that they caught up with the 
savages, they could not tell what they 
would do to recapture Doris Carring
ton. If they should not find her in 
any of the Bantu towns they must 
abandon the machine and with guides 
penetrate to. the swamps of mangroves, 
reeds, and tall grasses with which the 
deltas along the coast were adorned. 
If Miss Carrington did not take the 
fever, all might yet be well. 

The young men.felt almost sure that 
the black men, having stolen her in 
revenge for the damage done by the 
yacht, would hold their captive for 
ransom. These Mohammedan negroes 
were extremely mercenary. 

"What are we going to do if she's 
been sentenced to the harem of one of 
their chiefs?" Harding asked McNeil 
so that Dalrymple could not hear him. 

McNeil was more reassuring than he 
felt he had reason to be. 

"They'd· hardly dare do that," he 
answered Harding. " They'll either 
try to ransom her or --sell her out of 
the country. They want to make some
thing on this. If they intend to ran
som her they'll take her to the chief 
village, but if they think they can get 
more for her by selling her ·out of the 
country to some of the traders of the 
Swahili coast, they'll be likely to take 
her to one of the coast towns, to Lindi 
or Kilwa, probably. They're the near
est ones to this part of the country." 

The railroad route ran first along 
the coast towns, then struck inland 
through Diumbi northward. They de
termined to take this direction. 

Harding had procured some of the 
guides that accompanied them once on 
a shooting trip into the interior, men 
who knew the country even better than 
he di _d. Two of these Swahili gentle
men were put into the tonneau of the 
car. They occupied the small chairs, 

• while Dalrymple and McNeil lolled
luxuriously in the cushioned seat.

They had now crossed the bridge 
over the Unguya, and were going at as 
fast a clip as they dared along the 
railroad route. 

All the curtains were down, Stuart 
was driving. The curtains might prove 
valuable in an ambush; being of a 
heavy kind of patent rhinoceros hide, 
they might be useful in stopping bul
lets. Stuart was glad that his wind
shield was not . of glass but of some 
transparent kind of celluloid. 

Half way to the town of Lindi, while 
the car swayed and bumped along over 
the stumps of coconut trees and copals 
which would have speedily put ordi
nary pneumatic tires out of commis
sion, a native rushed at them out of a 
thick covert of vines, shouted some
thing, and disappeared. 

" What did he say? " Dalrymple 
asked. The Swahilis were appealed to 
and declared that he had shrieked a 
warning to his companions, saying that 
the " devil wagon from the capital was 
out to-night."· 

" Were they Bantus ? " Dalrymple 
asked further. 

He was told that they were peaceful 
natives who cultivated fields of cloves 
and worked on the· coffee plantations 
as coolies. 

"But they will try to inform the 
Bantus of our coming. They delight 
in running miles to tell some piece of 
news, just for the joy of telling it, 
apparently," said Harding. 

" Well, I think we can beat them to 
it, anyway," McNeil remarked. 

" Which remains to be seen/' said 
Stuart rather grimly. " Do you re
alize that we're chasing a whole army 
to capture its latest spoil? And that 
we have a handful of men and a hand
ful of guns against all their savagery 
and cunning? If this weren't Africa 
it would sound as fantastic as it is." 

They passed through the towns of 
Lindi, Kilwa, and Nomboola without 
:finding any trace of the Bantus, al
though they sent out the two Swahilis 
as scouts, and themselves questioned 
the few Eurapeans to be found at that 
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" Do you think? " began Dalrym
ple excitedly. 

" It would be right on their trail-if 
they slipped out of the haroor and 
went up the coast, then into this 
'Stream, which is probably nothing but 
a shallow brook," McNeil ventured. 

"Now, suppose .we reconnoiter first 
and see if it's really Miss Carrington. 
Then we can figure better on how 
we're going to separate her from her 
escort, don't you think? " Stuart 
spoke rapidly and took out a revolver 
which he loaded for action. 

He and Dalrymple, with- the two 
boys, set out to explore the Bantu en
campment, while McNeil started the 
motor and was to be in readiness for 
immediate flight if the others succeed
ed in bringing Miss Carrington baGk 
with them, or if an alarm was sounded 
and the Bantus attempted pursuit. 

For, of course, if it was found that 
the odds were greatly against them in 
numbers they would stand no chance 
in a fight ip the open. 

What they had counted on all along 
was that· the majority of the canoes 
had remained in hiding near the yacht 
ready to make a sortie, and that Miss 
Carrington had been removed to . one 
of the native villages with a compara
tively small escort. 

Some of the Bantus carried firearms, 
but their muskets were of a primitive 
design ; and there were not enough to 
go around even of those. Spears and 
other varieties of hardware formed the 
only weapons of defense which some 
of them boasted. 

The two Swahilf guides walked 
ahead with pantherlike caution, part
ing the branches noiselessly, crawling 
from beneath the underbrush, and slip
ping in and out between the tangled 
vines with perfect ease. Harding and 
DalrympJe struggled after them as best 
they could. 

Suddenly the foremost Swahili 
turned and held up a black, warning 
hand. Through the parted branches 
the two young men looked and saw a 
group of Bantu warriors sitting in ai

circle on the ground. They were on 
the other side of the stream of water. 
In their midst were the women and 
children and the household goods of a 
number of Bantu families. 

Harding and Dalrymple both thought 
they could make out Miss Carrington' s 
slim figure and startling red hair. 
Surely she would not be asleep at such 
a time? But perhaps, worn out with 
fatigue and excitement, she had fallen 
exhausted. 

For she appeared to lie at full length 
upon the ground. 

Harding had a fleeting thought that 
she might be dead and that the war
riors were watcbing over her body. 
But she moved restlessly once or twice, 
without rising from the ground, and· 
that idea was dissipated. He was glad 
he had not mentioned it to Dalrymple. 

Dalrymple must feel bad enough as 
it was. 

" If we could only signal to her and 
let her know that we're here and work
ing to rescue her," said Dalrymple. 

How to wake her without alarming 
the camp-that was the problem! 

The old warrrors appeared to have 
fallen asleep sitting there. Harding 
looked for guns and saw only five or 
six antiquated pieces. One was a little 
air rifle, two were heavy, old shotguns 
at least five feet long, and one was an 
old flint-lock musket that some ambi
.tious Yankee trader's ancestor must 
have carried in the Revolutionary War. 

" After all, what do you say to our 
rushing the camp? " Dalrymple sug
gested. " There aren't so many of 
them with arms. We could pick up 
Doris and run." 

" We'll warn her by tooting the au
tomobile - horn, then run it . full tilt 
right through the camp ! " exclaimed 
Harding. 
• The summary daring of the plan ap

pealed to him. • 
" How are you going to get it across 

the water? Be,ides, the road is certain 
on this side; on the other side of that 
brook there isn't anything," Dalrymple 
observed scornfully. 
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hoary savage waved an umbrella above 
his head. They made no sound, but 
in another second a spear splashed in 
the water near the escaping party. A 
few shots went wild. 

Stuart's revolver was loaded m 
every chamber. 

" Can you fire it? " he ·asked her. 
The Bantus had plunged into the 

stream by this time. For answer she 
cocked the pistol and pulled at the. trig
ger. But she did not have strength 
enough to move it all the way back. 
They were in more shallow water now, 
and Stuart swung her down from his 
shoulder, gave her the heavy -stick to 
hold on by, keeping the other end him
self. 

Then he turned and fired into the 
pursuing ranks. One Bantu fell on 
his face into the water, another howled 
with pain and clutched at his shoulder. 
Several of· them turned back, but one 
wiry negro took steady aim at Hard
ing from where he stood in the muddy 
water. His shot went jhrotigh the arm 
that was holding the stick. 

Doris Carington gave a cry as she 
saw his a.rm drop limply at his side. 
With one arm disabled, Harding could 
not very well stand in water up to his 
hips and reload the revolver, so he 
told the girl to run, and quickly made 
his way onward, disregarding the Ban
tus, who were still firi11g 1rt intervals 
and following them through the water. 

Harding dragged Doris Carrington 
up the bank just as Dalrymple and Mc
Neil appeared. Dalrymple had heard 
the firing and made his way back to 
the car to get help. They carried a 
whole arsenal with them, and one of 
the Swahili boys shivered in the-back
ground with an extra supply of loaded 
revolvers and ammunition of all kinds. 

" Come on-never mind firing at 
them," Stuart called to the others. 
" Our cue is to get away. Can't tell 
how many more may be skulking 
round!" 

They all made their way back to 
the car with the Bantus yelling and 
firing wildly after them. The Swahili 

ran with · greater· enthusiasm toward 
the car than he had shown before that 
d�y. 

. Harding found a shield of buffalo
hide dropped by one of the Bantus. 
This he picked. up and carried along, 
thinking it might be useful. Dalrymple 
opened the door of the car as soon as 
he reached it and thrust Miss Carring
ton inside. 

" Here you boy Googli, tum handle 
on devil wagon. Start at once! " 
Harding called out to the Swahili who 
had been keeping guard over the car. 

"Yes, bibi," the boy replied respect
fully and jumped out of the tonneau 
where he had been hiding under the 
cushions and started to crank the mo
tor. The powerful engine purred, then 
awoke with a fierce snort. 

Harding vaulted into the driver's 
seat, speeded up his motor, put her in 
gear, and they shot out on the trail. 
'Die Bantus gave them Godspeed with 
a shower of bullets that rattled harm
lessly on the top· leather curtains of 
the car. McNeil held the Bantu shield 
over Harding's shoulders, while he 
•guided the car skilfully with one hand.
And Harding, his eyes fixed grimly on
the road ahead, his left arm aching and
throbbing, and his teeth gritting in time
to the whir of the motor, wondered in
his soul how they had ever accom
plished the rescue that had actually
taken place.

"Thank God, that's over with,"
Fred Dalrymple exclaimed piously.
" Do you realize what a sweet time we
had getting you out of that ?'1 he asked
his cousin. Doris Carrington' s big
eyes instantly filled with tears.

'.' It was frightful-frightful," she
sobbed. " I-I -didn't-I shouldn't
have gone in--that way.''

"Never you min·d all that now, Miss
Carrington," McNeil said. "We're
mighty glad to get you back. ,Only it
gave us an awful fright, you know.
And you're darned lucky . nothing
worse happened to you."

" Thank you, Mr. McNeil," said
Miss Carrington_humbly, trying to dry
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talking to the disagreeable Scotch en
gineer," he answered conscientiously. 
" Engineers are always Scotch, and al
ways disagreeable, I've discovered." 

Miss Allen laughed lightly, but it 
sounded a trifle forced. 

" Do come over and see the view, 
Miss Allen. The view on this side of 
the boat is really superb,'t Fitzmaurice 
burst out. 

Miss '.Alleri looked as though she 
thought this a rather extraordinary re
mark. But she only said obligingly, "I 
think so too, only I know it like my 
prayers." . • 

Fitzmaurice gloomily replied that 
she also probably knew what he was 
going to say to her like her prayers. 

"The fact is, Miss Allen," he con
tinued boldly. "I'm going to propose. 
How do you like yours done? '1 

Anise Allen wanted to laugh, but 
she didn't. 

" That's very thoughtful of you to 
ask me. I'm sure I consider it very 
straightforward," she said, her eyes 
twinkling. 

" Now, if you'll only indicate
some sort of a preference-you see, I 
want to get it over with-I mean-be
gin," he stopped helplessly. 

A little ripple of laughter greeted 
this effort. 

" Go on," said Miss Allen demure-
ly. • . 

" Thanks. At any rate, I think 
you're ripping-ripping-just the way 
you whipped out those bandages, you 
know. Don't you think we might take 
the hurdle together, you know?" 

Fitzmaurice tried miserably to meet 
her cool gray eyes. He wanted to-but 
he felt as though turned to ice with 
shyness. All his usual nonchalance had 
deserted him. Some Englishmen are 
built that way. 

Then he heard her saying in a per-
fectly composed voice : 

" Certainly, Lionel. I've always 
meant to marry an Englishman ever 
since I was six years old/' 

• He went over and· put his arm
about her shapely shoulders. 

0

"That's awfully decent of you," he 
mumbled. 

She laughed amusedly. " Of course 
it is," she said and looked at him af
fectionately. 

" I'm such an ass at all the prelim
inaries always,'! he remarked a few 
moments later. 

" I know," she said gently. " What 
makes you? " 

Her calmness and coolness always 
amazed and fascinated him. But be
fore he could reply to this a dis
obliging boat whistle shattered the at
mosphere. They turned and saw a 
small launch-not the Sylph's tender 
-headed directly for them. It was
flying a blood-red flag.

Zuleika came up on deck at this mo
ment. She caught sight of the small 
motor-boat that was coming alongside, 
and uttered a quick exclamation. " It 
is the sultan's boat-see-that is h-1s 
private signal ! " 

"'Now, what in thunder does that 
mean? " Fitzmaurice asked. 

" I do hope we haven't got into any 
sort of trouble from firing on those 
blessed Bantus ! " Miss Allen ex
claimed. 

"One never knows how they're go
ing to take things in these black and 
tan countries," Fitzmaurice said, sha
king his head gravely. "Of course, if 
the worst comes to the worst, I think 
I could make everything all right with: 
the consul general--old Ponsonby's 
my mother's first cousin once re
moved,'' he added reassuringly. 

"Look at that beautiful, shiny black 
boy in the red turban; he's standing 
there in the bow just like a figure
head ! " Miss Allen cried out admiring
ly. The beautiful black boy was Ba
kan:t. 

j\ moment later he stood at ease on 
the deck of the Sylph. 

" You Bakaru-speak-why you 
leave American Consulate all alone, 
come out here?" Zuleika asked him se
verely. 

She had a way of making Ali and 
-Bakaru keep their places, and it was
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ment, really; but with the regiment 
away-hello f-.what's that over there 
-do you see? "

The little launch flying the sultan's
colors had left the channel by this time 
aad had headed for the sultan's pri
vate quay. Miss Allen followed it with 
her eyes and soon caught sight of the 
objects of Fitzmaurice's solicitude. 

W. covey of canoes had suddenly
darted out from the adjacent shore and 
was making for the luckless motor
boat. They were between the motor
boat and the dock for which she was 
headed, so it was not a question of 
speed. 

"Now, how did _ they get over 
there? " Fitzmaurice inquired. " By 
jove, those BantU'S are the very devil! " 

"And we've had the search-light go
ing all evening," Miss Allen exclaimed 
indignantly. "We ought to fire on 
them now," she added. 

"Might blow up the palace if we did 
that. Besides, Dorkins wouldn't have 
it," Fitzmaurice answered her. 

" Bother Dor kins, '1 said Miss Allen, 
"We've got to do something, you 
know, after the sultan being so 
decent." And she started off to find 
the captain. 

"I'll have them turn the search-light 
on the canoes," Fitzmaurice called af
ter her. 
• Miss Allen again proved her re

sourcefulness that same night by suc
ceiding in getting Captain Dorkins ta
say that one of the guns might be fired
in order to cut off the Bantus and save
the motor-boat from the perils of pois
oned arrows.

A picked crew, consisting of the 
Swede, the Irish boy and Snyder, who 
used ·to make pies on the Minnewasco, 
was selected to man the forward gun. 
The search-light pla.yed cruelly-on the 
canoe fleet, and the motor-boat was 
seen to have gone out of her course 
and was man�ng to hold off the ca
nQes. 

"If her injins ever give way or they 
run out of gas, oh my, wouldn't that 
be jam to them savage hordes ? " the 

6 A-S 
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first gunner was heard to remark to 
the second gunner. ·' 

"Ay tank so, too," grinned the 
Swede And the gunner's mate; as he 
poured oil into the mechanism of the 
gun, declared that he . wouldn't be 
aboard that "la'nch, no, not if you 
was to gimme twenty bucks out the 
cash register." 

"Never mind that now-just lob a 
few over into the canoes-that'll send 
them back where they belong,'t Fitz-
maurice directed them. 

The little six-inch barked out a mo
ment later and scattered shells among 
the huddled canoes. But the canoes 
put into the very quay that the motor
boat was aiming for, instead of run
ning to cover on their own side of the 
harbor over by the delta. 

" Now they'll land and perhaps at
tack the palace," Miss Allen said in 
evident alarm. The motor-boat had 
stopped her engine and was drifting 
about in mid-channel. 

" How close in shore do you think 
we can get? " Fitzmaurice asked the 
captain. 

" I believe it's deep water in there at 
the sultan's private quay, but I'd rather 
not risk going in - the British. regi
ment might appear any moment. Then 
our inter£ ering this way might be 
taken exception to." Captain Dorkins 
replied cautiously. 

" Perhaps you're right, captain," 
the Englishman replied doubtfully. 

They stood a moment irresolutely, 
watching the broad white path that 
the search-light made on the dark wa
ter. For, by this time, clouds had shut 
down on the sky and the moon, lately 
risen, was obscured. 

Suddenly Miss Allen and Zuleika 
gasped in astonishment and the men 
swore softly. A rocket followed by 
two other rockets, at short intervals; 
went up from the palace. Three lurid 
streaks of fire across the black sultry 
sky, and then darkness again .. 

" What can it mean? " Miss Allen 
asked. 

" Do you suppose theive reached 
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occasional clieering remark to the cap
tain, now flung himself into the deck 
chair and wiped the smoke and sweat 
out of his eyes. 

" Guilty of distinguished conduct 
i� the first degree! • Whew ! 1' he ex
claimed, and sat fanning himself and 
smiling at the captain. 

Miss Allen came out on deck witli 
her arm twined about Zuleika's waist. 
"Lionel,'' she said sweetly, "you'll 
be a candidate for a Carnegie medal 
yet, and get your family into the pa
pers. Now go and take a hot tub." 
. She yawned delicately, said good

night, then steered Zuleika to her state .. 
room and turned in for the night. 

Fitzmaurice stared after the two 
young women. " Gad! " he said. Then 
lhe took: Miss Allen's advice quite 
gratefully. 

CHAPTER XV. 

The Sultan's Concession. 

H
ARDING lay in a berth on ooard

the Sylph and looked at the 
ceiling with eyes that were un

naturally bright. 
He discoursed with himself on va·

rious weighty and frivolous matters, 
he even sang snatches of " Benny Ha
vens" and "Honey Lou," a song that 
had come out the spring before and 
had been played by the band at all 
the spring hops. He went through the 
entire set of signals used in the game 
with Yale, and then recited the part 
of <;aptciin Kidder (with cues) from a 
play called " Brass Buttons 1' that he
had played "in when last home on leave 
-for the benefit of the library.

His temperature was at one hundred
and four. 

A clever Englist-i surgeon had re
moved the bullet from his. 'forearm 
and the shattered member was then 
.placed in splints, 'for the arm was 
broken in two places. The bullet, it 
had been thought, was a poisoned one, 
and Harding had been treated for this 
as well, but a fever· had set in, and for, 

the next few days his condition was 
critical. 

Zuleika had asked to be allowed to 
take the case, and the English surgeon 
had said gruffly, "Yes, if you'll do as 
you're told!" 

Trained nurses were not plentiful in 
.Zanzibar. Zuleika had nodded her head 
violently in acquiescence. She did not 
dare speak to this doctor person who 
treated Captain Dorkins and Dalrym
ple alike as though they were flies. She 
would have done much more to be 
near Harding. 

Fancy being permitted to do abso
lutely everything for the proud, firm, 
cool, self-sufficient creature! Fancy 
being permitted- to sit in the room at1d 
ward .all inquiring friends away-ab
solute mistress of the situation! 

:Zuleika reveled in the cunning little 
dock-everything must be done ac
cording to that little clock, for mys
terious reasons ·- and then· the small 
thermometer and the boxes of small 
:white pills. Zuleika never doubted, 
never despaired of Harding's speedy 
recovery, was always self-possessed 
and cheerful. 

When the doctor snapped at her she 
answered _quietly. When Harding 
_called to her in a seemingly rational 
voice and as she bent over him told 
her confidentially, "Do you know that 
I'm a poached egg and this toa·st is 
damn hot. Fm going to get up and 
meave it," Zuleika fed him chopped ice 
in a spoon and turned the pillow. 

Everybody was sorry to hear of 
Harding's illness. 

Dalrymple had to publish daily bul- · 
letins to ward off inquiring natives, 
and Bakaru did nothing but swagger 
around and talk about his master. The 
sultan sent flowers from the palace 
gardens, and the English consul-gen
eral, who had played billiards with 
Harding at the Sports Club, sent him 
a magnum of champagne. 

"That's more than he ever aid for 
me," Fitzmaurice complained. "And 
he's my mother's first cousin, once re
moved." 
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" You've told us that before, and be
sides, you haven't a temperature," his 
fiancee told him. All the men were 
somewhat jealous of Harding's tem
perature, they felt he had really done 
nothing special to deserve it and it got 
him so much attention and made him 
so interesting. 

" I wish to Heaven I could work 
up a temperature and be thoroughly 
delirious for once! " Dalrymple ejacu
lated. "I could then do and say ex
actly what I pleased and not be held 
responsible. If a healthy man should 
air his true opinions or once do things 
the way he'd like to, they'd clap him 
into a strait - jacket. Lucky Hard
ing! " 

At which speech his cousin looked at 
�im with cold disapproval and said it 
was fortunate Aunt Julie wasn't there. 
" You know you rave enough as it is," 
she added. 

Really, Doris Carrington's disposi
tion was often very horrid, in private 
at least. 

" Do you know I've seldom been 
just as absolutely crazy as I could be 
-and some day I shall regret it," Dal
rymple said, then he sighed. That look
of thirsting for excitement had flared
up _in his hazel gray eyes and died
agam. 

Then, one day, after talking inces
santly about Rhine maidens who 
looked like green asparagus stalks and 
were "ripping lookers but wooden," 
and after telling Zuleika that he must 
" make good and grab the concession 
somehow," and then, when she agreed 
with this, laughing sardonically and 
saying it was "postponed indefinite
ly! !• Harding fell into a deep sleep of 
pure exhaustion. 

Zuleika watched his breathing, and 
then stopped fanning him at a critical 
moment. 

When he awoke, small beads of 
perspiration stood on his forehead and 
his eyes were calm and clear when he 
looked at Zuleika. She gave a little 
gasp of joy-the first time she had 
been kno-wn to show any emotion since 

they had brought Harding on the" 
yacht-and ran and thrust the tiny 
thermometer into his mouth. 

Harding stared at it-then he burst 
out into feeble chuckles. "Zuleika .a 
red-cross nurse!" he chortled. 

Zuleika grasped· the precious ther
mometer that he had cast aside. 

" My God, dear chap, you are with
.out temperature! " she an·nounced, 
then the tears rushed into her eyes and
streamed down her cheeks. • • 

"Don't," said Harding huskily. 
Zuleika smiled at him with an April 
face. 

"I shall not any more," she whis-
pered. 

" By Jove, you look stunning in 
those togs," he said admiringly, a mo
ment later. 

The English surgeon had requi red 
Zuleika· to wear something as nearly 
approaching a uniform as possible. He 
said that he couldn't endure these 
heathenish trousers-it wasn't decent 
in a nurse. " Get her a neat, print 
frock," he ordered. 

So Miss Allen and her maid togeth
er constructed a frock for Zuleika on 
approved lines. It was such a success 
that they went ·on with their dress
making and Zuleika • was soon the 
proud possessor of a ·wardrobe of two 
blue-and-white lawn _frocks and a 
white crossbar. 

Zuleika's small face glowed, but 
she composed her features demurely. 
"Now you must have some jelly and 
then go to sleep," she told him firmly. 
Being ordered about by Zuleika was a 
new sensation for Harding. He stared 
rebelliously.. Then he smiled craftily. 
" I will on one condition/' he sai.d. 

" What is that? " Zuleika asked un
g11ardedly, her eyes round and serious. 

"Come here," said Harding com-
mandingly. She went. 

" Do you still love me ? " he asked 
her. 

Zuleika knelt on the floor of the 
cabin and bent above the berth on 
which Harding lay. Evidently her 
answer satisfied him. 
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" You cfarling ! " he said. The.n, a'f.• '�- guished-and with your arm in a sling, 
ter another pause. "Have I been hor- too!" said Miss Carringtortgraciously 
ribly ill-really? I had a f.eeling you and with a slight note of regret in her 
were here. I knew it, subcounsciously, voice. 
I guess." " You look like a Christmas tree ! " 

" Even when you were a poached exclaimed McNeil scornfully. 
egg?" Zuleika inquire� with a little "Now read what goes with it," said 
dimple showing in the corner of her Mrs. Dalrymple impatiently. 
mouth. Harding glanced rapidly through 

" Oh, my soul! was I that, too? " the content:; of the official communi
Harding groaned. "Zulei�a, why do cation indited by.his highness1s British 
you humiliate me so? �• secretary. 

Zuleika expressed her contrition; "Boys and ladies-listen to this-
then sprang up guiltily. ½Ji bin Hamoud bin Mahomed bin 

" How have I been acting for a Seid greets me first off-in the name 
·train nurse! " she cried. " Bad girl of the Prophet and all others in au·
that I am, and you a bad boy, too. I thority-heartiest thanks extended
must quickly get jelly from the chef according to this I'm the savior of life 
and you will eat it-· it is chicken jelly, and property in Zanzibar! Nothing 
beloved of my soul-then you must for it but to let the insurance com-
sleep." panies go out of business." 

She went noiselessly from the room " Stuart, I don't believe you take it 
and Harding closed his eyes. When· at all seriously, one would think it was 
he opened them a moment .later it was a11 a joke," Mrs. Dalrymple reproved. 
to smile dreamily at the companion- "Certainly, it's too serious to be 
able ceiling. taken seriously for a minute," Fitz

Two days later Harding was on 
cleck propped up with pillows in a deck 
chair. They brought him his mail 
that had accumulated since his illness. 
It included the large, flat package dec
orated with the seal of the sultans of 
Zanzibar. Harding took it and looked 
at it curiously before opening it. 
. " Do open it up, Stuart; and H 
there's any graft, let us in on it," said 
McNeil generously. 

"Wait a minute!" Harding ·re
moved two gaudy-looking objects done 
up in tissue paper. "Many happy re
turns of the day! Lord! Look at this 
junk t What's it for? " 

Every one gaped in astonishment. 
" Great guns ! The order of Zanzibar 
and the order of Salme-the seven
pointed star and the five-pointed star," 
McNeil explained. · . 

" They are lovely, is it not that you 
are fortunate, dear chap? 1' Zuleika
started to pin the insignia on Hard-
ing's breast pocket. 

" Oh, Stuart, Y°'' look • so distin-

maurice remarked. 
Miss Allen looked at him reproach

fu11y. "And you promised you 
wouldn't make another epigram to
day," she said. 

"I know-I know," he stammered, 
" But that ,v.as before luncheon. One 
isn't responsible for what one says or 
does on an empty stomach." 

Here an exclamation brolce from 
Harding. 

"Look at this-it's the concession!" 
He waved it above his head and 
beamed • incredulously. " Wh-at do 
you think of that? " he inquired dum
foundedly. 

The men crowded about to look at 
the impressive document and to slap 
Harding on the back until Zuleika 
protested_ �t the treatment her patient
was rece1vmg. 

Mrs. Dalrymple and the two girls 
made graceful, overcomplimentary 
speeches, until Harding blushed un
comfortably and smiled happily. 

" It is a beauti fut concession, dear 
chap, is it not? " Zuleika held it up at 
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a rakish angle and adrnired it as 
though it had been a new spring hat. 

The rest of the pile of letters were 
doubtless of a more personal nature 
and Dalrymple and his guests strolled 
to other parts of the deck while Hard
ing rapidly slit the envelopes, chortled 
over letters scrawled hastily by former 
classmates and grimaced at the bills. 

But when he had galloped through 
a recklessly written and perfumed note 
from Miss Vandenheuven, informing
him that the young lady was about to 
go to Egypt and would prevail upon 
her mother to bring her down to Zan
zibar if Stuart was still horribly lone
some and would like to see her, Hard
ing sighed with sheer relief. 

"Thank the Lord, that's over with. 
I didn't answer and now she'll think 
I'm a cad and hate me forever! " he 
exclaimed. 

And he made a mental note to write 
her that he had been ill-" which she 
won't believe. I never believe it when 
a healthy brute of a girl wires me she's 
ill and can't come to a hop or some
thing," he commented to himself. 
" Then I shall tell her I'm up to my · 
ears in work trying to catch up and 
that the climate is beastly. 

" She'll read between the lines that 
I'm having the time of my life taking 
some other dame around-and sh�'ll 
smile promptly and effectively at some 
other fellow. Girls are so ·fickle, any
way. Ugh! I'm sick of them-ex
cept Zuleika. Zuleika, are you fickle? " 
he asked her aloud. 

Zuleika, unaware of the misan
thropic thoughts Harding had been in
dulging in, blandly wished to know 
what to be fickle meant? When she 
heard Harding's labored explanation 
that it meant changing one's mind
liking first one person and then an
other-Zuleika dismissed the question 
as frivolous and unworthy her consid
eration. 

"I? How can I tell? I have only 
started liking-people-very short time 
ago," she said simply. Then she smiled 
and looked at. him with inscrutable 

eyes. " But you-some time you 
answer that question yourself," 
said. 

she

"Zuleika-you little wretch! " said 
Harding sternly. "Come here and do 
pennance for that sassy remark." 

" Harding-did you get the-cable
gram? You know it came the night 
you rescued Doris." Dalrymple came 
up with a serious face in which sup
pressed excitement struggled. " I 
opened it when I got in-you were 
raving by that time. I thought it might 
be from home-and by Jove I'm aw
fully sorry, but I never thought of it 
until now-it's from the secretary of 
your company, I fancy. It didn't seem 
to be especially important-at least not 
when you were .ill. • But I cabled back 
that you were ill from a bullet wound 
and would proceed as soon as you hu
manly could. I take it you were in 
wrong about something-�• 

" What's it all about? " Harding 
asked with a mystified air. He took 
the cablegram from Dalrymple and 
read it at a glance. 

" Good Heavens! This isn't the 
company--man, it's the government. 
Read it! Cockrane's the Secretary of 

. War- Oh, by Jinks! Do you see 
what it means? " 

Harding had gone perfectly white. 
Dalrymple took it and read it care

fully. "Of course-congratulations, 
Stuart! I say, that's great! ' Rein
stated former standing.' Why, it's a 
pardon from the President. Come 
here, people, what do you think's the 
latest? " 

He raced off to tell the news to the •• 
others that Stuart Harding had been 
reinstated at the academy in his for.: 
mer class. "And he's to proceed at 
once," he added importantly. 

The rest of the yachting pa,rty came 
up quickly to Harding, who again re
ceived their congratulations in his 
steamer chair. He did not notice that 
Zuleika stood strangely aloof with a 
still expression on her small face. 

" Great! " and " Corking! " and 
" Say, you're in luck to-day, old man I " 
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ing cheerfully. " Tell the others to 
come and drink our health in the con
sul-general's champagne. Zuleika and 
I are engaged." 

" I always did like Zuleika," said 
McNeil after he had congratulated 
Harding. 

That night the Sylph sailed out of 
Zanzibar harbor, New York her next 
port. Harding and Zuleika were on· 
board. Dalrymple had insisted on 
that. 

" It's the only thing for. you to do," 
he had told Harding. "Now that Zu
leika has become your fiancee instead 
of your ward. Does away with all 
complications-chaperons, you know, 
and all that." 

Harding had not thought of this 
before, but he at once succumbed to 
the logic of it. He said good-by to 
McNeil and the shack of corrugated 
zinc. It was rather a wrench, leaving 
McNeil. 

"Never mind me," said McNeil loy
ally. " If it's the sort of life you pine 
for, go to· it. I'm glad you're taking 
the girl with you, too. I congratulate 
you for not standing on one foot try
ing to calculate how much worth of 
green trading stamps goes with a thing 
you want-just as though life were a 
five and ten cent store." 

" Thanks. And you've got to be on 
hand for the wedding in June. You're 
best man, Mac," Harding told him. 

(The 

tr tJ 

" \i\Then the bridal - ,neath is in 
bloom," McNeil promised with a 
mournful grin. They looked steadily 
at each other for a minute, then Hard
ing turned and walked swiftly aboard 
the. Sylph. 

That night on deck Miss Carrington 
wore a circlet of diamo.nds and platin
um instead of the army crest she had 
discarded some time ago. It was too 
conspicuous to pass unnoticed. 

"Who's the lucky devil?" her 
cousin asked her rather casually. He 
was used to Doris's engagements. 

" Isn't the design charming? " Miss 
Carrington smiled down at the ring as 
the facets caught the bright moonlight. 

" Kemp Hotchkiss had it made for 
me-one of those little places in the 
Rue de la Paix: I cabled him my ac
ceptance at once," she said. 

_ " I hope it takes this time," was 
Dalrymple's laconic remark. "Be
cause it would be unfortunate if you 
should decide to postpone it indefi-
nitely." 

"My dear Freddy-please ·don't 
trouble yourself too mu�h on· my ac
count," Miss Carringto_n said languidly 
and walked away. 

And Harding smiled and looked up 
at the southern cross, wondering at life 
and the exigencies of fate. 

" Of what are you thinking, dear 
chap? " Zuleika asked him. 

" You, of course!" he said. 
end,) 
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DESIRES 
BY AMANDA BENJAMIN HALL 

W
HEN I was a child ( and it puzzles me still)'

I greatly would wonder that I, 
Who climbed to the top of the loftiest hill, 

Could never lay hands on the sky! 

But since-I've discovered, from reaching around, 
That things are not near as they seem, 

'And Heaven is not to be touched, I have found, 
Except from the heights of a dream. 



Ma.r}Jland Allen 
HE shipping firrp of Gradon 

& Taintor, with offices in the 
Strand and warehouses on 
the West India Dock Road, 
awaited the arrival of the 
bark Cocohead -· Captain 
Lage Dahlgren - with the 

anxiety of men who have a responsible 
duty to perform. It was their inten
tion to send fifteen thousand pounds 
to the firm's representative in Sydney 
as payment of a certain indemnifica
tion. 

Because of the wording of the. bond . 
the payment must be made in gold, and 
for certain private reasons they de
cided to send the whole fifteen thou
sand pounds in specie by the hand of 
Captain Dahlgren-a man without 
nerves and stone deaf to all but action 
-upon the stanchest and speediest of
their clipper fleet, the bark Cocohead.

This momentous decision was a se
cret one. Only Snaith, the bookkeeper, 
was taken into confidence. And at 
first Taintor did not subscribe to this. 
But Gradon urged the necessity of ex
pert assistance and the fact that Snaith 
had been with them for a long time. 

" Besides," said stout Herbert Gra
don, "look at the fellow; he's too thin 
to be tempted." And he laughed in his 
round, jolly way. 

Taintor looked through the open 
office door at Snaith, lean, stooped, and 

, haggard, in the shabby, wrought-iron• 2s,

bookkeeper's cage, and his glance was 
dubious. 

" I should say it depended some
what upon his private pursuits. To 
me lean men are always dangerous." 
Taintor himself was thin, gloomy, and 
conservative. "Who's that man talk
iqg to him ? " he added. 

" Seems to be a friend," replied his 
partner easily. " Saw them together
m the park, Sunday." • • 

" Looks a seaman by his build and 
carriage," remarked Taintor, still 
gloomily observing Snaith in the little· 
cage and the man lounging against the 
window outside. "He's strong, that's 
plain enough, and he's an ugly cus
tomer in spite of that grinning face 
of his, or I'm no judge of men." 

Herbert Gradon laughed again. 
"You were born with a liver, and no 
mistake. Plenty of seamen know 
Snaith and come here to see him, too. 
The fell ow does look strong; he also 
appears the personification of good 
nature. Shall we have Snaith in here 
after luncheon ? " 

Taintor nodded. "It's a risk,". he 
said pessimistically. " But the whole 
thing's a risk so far as that goes." 

Snaith received the news so quietly 
and- went to work so immediately 
that Taintor's partly smothered fears 
flamed out once more. 
. "That fellow's been spying around," 

cried he. " He knows all about our 
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men from the boarding-house kept by 
Snaith's brother. 

But the confounded seasick girl 
made him afraid to prowl about the 
captain's cabin .. 1n'he door into the 
little stateroom'iwhere she lay was al
ways open and commanded an unob
structed view of the whole place. So 
he waited, _cursing his luck and taking 
out his. ugly humor on the men, who 
in their tum began to grumble. 

Jeanne-Marie remained inyisible 
for a week. By that time Crone solved 
to his own satisfaction what he had 
<;ome_ to look upon as a rather fishy 
situation. 

The captain intended to keep his 
daughter in there for the ·trip. She was 

1 the guardian of the treasure, and not 
such a bad idea for a born fool like 
Dahlgren. He set his clever, wicked 
·wits to outmatch the man whom he
despised. Then the girl came on deck
and the mate knew his quickest route
to the hidden specie lay through her
unawakened heart.

Dick Crone was skilful at love
making.

He had a winning way with him, as
the bookkeeper at • Loudon & Dodd' s,
still repelling the tearful appeals of
his wedded wives, could amply testify.
Captain Dahlgren, receiving no warn
ing of this impending danger, neither
was he any help to Jeanne-Marie. He
only knew he had his little girl back
with him and it brightened his eyes
and lightened his heart to see her once
more about the deck.

If the new mate walked and talked 
- with her-Mr. Hammond had many

a time ridden lier upon his knee.
Sweet, ignorant Jeanne-Marie knew
only one love-story, that of her father
and mother which had endured until
her mother's death and since in her
father's heart.

She dreamed just such another for
herself, and Dick Crone was the most
wonderful man in the world with eyes
as blue as the sea upon which she was
born.

Do you see how easy matters were 

made for Dick Crone? • Do you see 
how he searched the captain's cabin 
through the soft, love-bright brown 
eyes of Jeanne-Marie? And when he 
discovered the dear fact of their love 
and begged that it should remain their 
secret, their very· own, until the Coco
head reached Sydney, do you see why 
the girl consented? 

Jeanne-Marie lived in a fierce, sweet 
dream that burned in her bones like 
hot fever, while Dick Crone drew no 
nearer to the hiding-place of the can
vas bags, for the very simple reason 
that the captain's daughter knew noth
ing whatever of the shipment of the 
fifteen thousand pounds. So the mate 
could only report to his fell ow-con-

• spirators that he stood very well with
Jeanne-Marie. But this was not
enough for them.
• The Cocohead drove into warmer
waters and the men grumbled more
and more. The affair was thoroughly
discussed in the forecastle, most of the
cre'!V having been won over. Only two
remained silent and non-committal
the cabin steward and the bo's'n.

Crone, having won all but the hid
ing-place of the gold, felt a strong 
confidence that he could count upon 
these two when the time came. This 
was one of his two mistakes. It was 
the first one and small, but it rather 
flawed the pattern of his brave design 
that the other rent to shreds. 

The restless, uneasy atmosphete of 
the forecastle spread to the. cabin. 
Captain Lage Dahlgren, who never 
reflected upon what enriched his 
daughter's bloom and deepened the 
brightness of her eyes, was soon aware 
of the tension among his men, and 
speculated. deeply as to the cause. He 
felt sure some wind of the gold had 
blown that way. After a time of 
brooding he spoke. 

" Some kind of humor forward I 
can't quite make out. Have you no
ticed it, Mr. Crone? " 

" Can't say I have, sir," replied the 
mate in his smart, respectful style. 

The captain passed out of the cabin, 
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and Crone, seated and impatient for 
his supper, looked up and met the 
frank wonder of the steward's gaze. 

" I sy ! " cried the man ; his voice 
expressed admiration. 

" Better get in line," said Crone 
good-naturedly. "Something's going 
to happen to-morrow." He began to 
eat the food the man placed before 
him. 

The steward lost no time in going 
to his friend, the bo's'n, with the news. 

" You keep yer mouth shut,'' re
turned the bo's'n. "They's no service 
in carryin' tales. Cap'n's runnin' this 
ship." ,, 

The steward did as he was bid: So 
while the forecastle knew that Dick 
Crone had agreed to get the captain on 
deck the next morning and " take care 
of him," Lage Dahlgren only knew· 
something was toward among his crew, 
and his daughter was completely occu
pied with the fact that she was in love. 

That morning Jeanne-Marie was 
early on deck. Her brown eyes were 
bright, her fair hair curled in loose 
rings about her broad, white forehead; 
she was dimpled and rosy with love. 

Crone took a turn about the deck 
with her, whispering in her little ear 
and laughing at her valiant attempt to 
match her step with his. There was 
more in that attempt than met the eye, 
if he had but known. They came to a 
halt close by the companionway and 
the mate lifted his face to the bright 
morning with a little, appreciative 
sigh. 

" Eh, sweetheart; what a day! " he 
cried. " Call the captain, call him up 
for a mouthful of this fresh air be
fore breakfast." 

Jeanne-Marie stood on tiptoe and 
framed her red mouth with her little 
brown hands. She did nof very much 
want her father at that particular mo
. ment, but she loved Crone the· more 
f <:;>r his thoughtfulness. 

" Father I " she shouted. " Father, 
come on deck a1id see what's here." 

Now, at that moment the steward 
completed the arrangement of the 

breakfast table· to his entire •satisfac- 
·tion. He had forgotten Dick Crone's
warning. The captain's strong, tm"." 

ruffled calm Lnspke,d ,bjm ,,·ith too 
much confidenc�. Still-�bsorbed in the 
problem of making the table attractive 
to Jeanne-Marie, he started out on 
deck. Crone, seeing the head appear, 
expecting only the captain, fired in
stantly from his hip. The astonished 
steward, remembering too late, stag
gered back into the cabin and made a 
bloody wreck of the breakfast prepa
rations. 

" Don't you go, sir," he gasped. 
" It's mutiny-it's-" He rolled under 
the table and died. 

Dahlgren was just behind, moving 
in obedience to his daughter's happy 
call. He stopped and stared woodenly 
at the ghastly, twitching figure. His 
face was pale, his eyes showed .the im
pact of terrific shock. He raised his 
hand as if to deny the horrid fact the 
steward's sudden death seemed to as
sert, and another shot rang ou't on 
deck. 

Lage Dahlgren moved then. 
\i\.Thatever agony his daughter's de

f ection might cause him, bis duty to 
his owners was very clear. He jerked 
open the locker where the money lay, 
seized the two black automatics Tain
tor had pressed upon him with gloomy 
misgivings and darted out upon the 
deck. 

It was the bo's'n who fired. the sec
ond time. And the sl10t stampeded the_ 
crew. For it showed Crone -had Hed 
and there were men to fight on the oth
er side. They turned and fled for the 
forecastle, thinking solely of their 
precious skins, each man expecting to 
be knifed by his fellow. And while 
Crone raged, cursing them roundly for 
the cowards that they were, they dived 
down the hatchway like rabbits in a 
burrow . 

The captain fired as he rushed up 
the companionway. 

The bullet clipped Crone1s ear and 
set him· cursing to a different tune. 
The blood poured down his face and 
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flew wide upon the white dress of 
Jeanne-Marie. The mate was a brave 
enough man with a crowd of bullies at 
bis. back. But the sudden, unexpected 
turn of affairs shrieked treachery and 
the example of the crew was irresisti
ble. 

The clip upon the ear sent him stag
gering. Even as he recovered he shot 
the bo's'n and fled for the forecastle. 
There he crouched, shook the blood 
from his eyes with his left hand, shot 
down the man· at the wheel and 
dropped beneath the coaming. 

Captain Dahlgren, hard at the 
mate's heels, fired one beat of a second 
too late. The lock of fair hair the bul
let" clipped from Crone's disappearing 
head blew back along the deck to the 
motionless feet of Jeanne-Marie. The 
captain threw down the heavy cover 
Of the hatchway and battened it se
curely into place. And then, upon his • 

. hands and knees, he looked along the 
deck and panted. 

He saw his daughter, who all this 
time had never moved nor made a 
sound. The fair lock clipped from 
Dick Crone's murderous head, was 
caught upon the. toe of her little white 
shoe and waved ·there softly. And th� 
captain-rose and came near to her. 

"You called me, Jeanne-Marie," 
said he. 

. The girl closed her eyes, opened 
them again with a pathetic, pained sur
prise, as if horrified to find the violent 
scene still before her. There arose a 
shout from the forecastle. 

"Jeanne-Marie I Open quick, here, 
Jeanne-Marie I" 
• It was Dick Crone. He knew the

three men who were· not down there
were dead, for he had shot· them all.
Remained only the captain-and
Jeanne-Marie, his sure ally, was on
the same side of the hatch.

"Lift up the hatch, Jeanne-Marie." 
He made no effort to keep the triumph 
out of his voice. He had been mis
taken about the bo's'n and the steward; 

• he was very sure of the obedience of
the girl. •

• • 

" Lift up the hatcl1, sweetheart," 
cried he. 

Captain Dahlgren regarded his 
daughter profoundly, and Jeanne
Marie did not stir. 

" Lift up the hatch," cried Crone. 
" Knock out that brass pin, Jeanne
Marie. Take both your little hands to 
it. How can we get married if we 
don't get to Sydney, and· how can we 
get to Sydney if you don't let us out 
to work the ship? " 

Still Jeanne-Marie did not answer, 
but the captain stood away, giving her, 
with a gesture, free access to the fore
castle hatch. 

"Xou must use your own judg
ment," said he. " I am not the man 
to put my daughter in irons. But you 
may be sure of one thing," he added in 
the same quiet way. "It's Gradon & 
�aintor's money he wants, not you, 
my girl; it's that fifteerr thousand 
pounds down there in my cabin. He 
made it up with that damned book..: 
keeper; I can see it all plain enough 
now. 

"I knew something of his record 
when he was on the Rebecca, but I 
thought I was a match for him. And 
I am," said Lage Dahlgren. "But I 
did not look for such treachery from 
you, Jeanne-Marie. I would have told 
you where the money was without this. 
You understand, don't you, that he 
made love to you because he thought 
you knew?" 

Jeanne-Marie regarded him with 
eyes that seemed to have dimmed and 
receded beneath her forehead. And she 
was silent. Only the loose blouse of 
her dress blown back by the wind 
showed the violent beating of her be
trayed heart. 

But Captain Dahlgren turned away 
unmoved. " One thing more," said he. 
"You cannot be spared now. You en
tered this game of your own accord " 
-Jeanne-Marie flinched back a little
like a loving dog beneath a blow, and
the black circles about her eyes took on
a darker shade-" you must side with
me or with Crone," said Captain
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Dahlgren. " I will not have it said 
that I fathered a coward." And 
Jeanne-Marie shrank back further. 

Dahlgren heaved the bo's'n over
board with small ceremony, cleaned 
the place where he had fallen, and 
performed the same offices at the 
wheel. He did not glance once again 
at Jeanne-Marie nor remark the way 
Dick Crone battered at the hatch and 
shouted. He brought the body of the 
steward from the cabin and cleaned up 
the mess there. 

"Have you made up your mind 
yet? " he said to Jeanne-Marie. And 
she did not answer. 

" Will you steer until you do? " 
She nodded as if the movement were 

a painful necessity. 
Captain Dahlgren spread out a 

chart. " I do not intend to be under-
handed with you," said he, " however 
ignorant I have been in the past." His 
daughter made no reply to this, and he 
did not seem to expect it. 

" Do you see this? " He put his big, 
brown finger down in the midst of a 
waste of white. " This is where we 
are. Do you see that? " He touched 
a small black dot. " That is the island 
of Taravao, where we are going to get 
help-if I still need it when we get 
there," he added grimly and folded up 
the chart. 

He set the ship upon the new course. 
" Hold her there," said he, " until
you have made up your mind. There 
will be no one or plenty to steer after 
that. I will do what I can with the 
rest." 

He left the wheel in the hands of 
Jeanne-Marie and went away to hoist 
a signal of distress and do-what he 
could., 

The wind blew') the waves sang in 
monotonous harmony, the sun wheeled 
across the sky. Captain Dahlgren went 
to and fro along the deck ; Dick Crone, 
in the forecastle, battered against the 
closed hatch and shouted ; and Jeanne
Marie, white-faced and wooden, held 
the Cocohead upon her course for 
Taravao. 

At noon the captain went into the 
cabin and brought out some biscuits, 
pickles, and a. tin of beef. Jeanne-. 
Marie. glanced-;�t the food and away
again to the compass. - •

Dahlgren took the wheel from her 
hands. 

" Eat," said he. His voice came to 
her bleakly, a call from the distant 
stars. " I do not expect you to make 
a decision as quickly as a man� but you 
will need strength when you do. Not 
Crone nor I wilt go down without a 
struggle." 

Jeanne-Marie a1e; and drank a cup 
of wine: ., 

When she had finished the captain. 
did not release the wheel. Th� girl 
made an irresolute movement toward 
the forecastle hatch, where Dick Crone 
beat and shouted. She glanced at her 
father's immovable, silent face and sat 
down in a forlorn huddle upon the 
deck. 

Night came as it does in the trop
ics like a cap clapped over the eyes 
of day. 

Lage Dahlgren looked at his daugh
ter. " You have not made up your 
mind yet," said he. " I can see that. 
\1\Till you take another trick at the 
wheel until you do? " 

And Jeanne-Marie arose and - stood 
once more· with her hands upon the 
spokes well worn by a rougher touch_ 
than hers. 

The captain brought a mattress and 
some pillows from the cabin and threw 
them down close by. He walked away 
and leaned upon the rail. 

And there was silence on the Coco
head but for the sharp, staccato 
striking of the ship's clock, the bat
tering on the forecastle hatch, and the 
hoarse, intermittent shouts of Dick 
Crone. 

At last the captain came to the 
wheel. 

"Four hours ·is enough," said. he. 
"There is to-morrow, you know," he 
added significantly. 

The two looked at each other-the 
daughter who could not explain and 
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the father who lived in a world where, 
action was the only true means of com
munication-and the agony that they 
endured stood out from their white 
faces like a material thing. 

Silently Jeanne-Marie released the 
whetl; silently she lay down upon the 
mattress her father had brought be
neath the Cocohead' s queer assortment 
of sail. 

Once she started up as if_ to speak, 
but exhaustion bore her inexorably 
'down and sleep closed over her like 
fainting. Toward morning her fa
ther's hand awoke her. She saw the 
wheel was lashed steady and he held 
a heavy sack in his hands. 

" Come," said he ; " I need you to 
help your friends." . 

The girl arose and foUowed him to 
..__ the forecastle batch. 

" Stand clear below there ! " the cap
tain called; his voice was controlled 
and steady. " We have some food for 
all hands, and if I see so much as a 
spot of white I will fire. I don't in
tend to starve you to submission and 
risk your working the ship to Sydney. 
Much too easy, that ! I intend to fatten 
you for the gallows, which is what 
you deserve. . Knock out that brass 
pin," he said to Jeanne-Marie. 

The girl obeyed. 
"Lift up the hatch." 
She tried, and did not budge the trap 

an inch. 
"Put your back into it," ordered the 

captain. "This sort of work requires 
strength. Didn't you think of that 
when you called me to come on deck? " 

Jeanne-Marie raised the hatch. 
"Lower the sack," said her father. 

The ugly automatic was steady in his 
hand; his eyes were fixed upon the 
tense, silent blackness of the open 
hatchway. 

The sack went over the coaming, the 
harsh rope began' to run swiftly be

. tween the girl's slim fingers. 
" Steady ; don't let the thing get 

away; there's stuff in there that will 
break. You'd better keep that light 
doused! " he cried sharply. 

And the sack of food went slowly 
down into the yawning darkness of the 
forecastle. 

"Jeanne-Marie," shouted -Dick 
Crone, " by your love for me I com
mand you to draw up thi!)- gun I tie 
here to the rope and shoot that man 
through the heart. Are you listening 
to me, Jeanne-Marie? It is my life or 
his. By the kisses I have shared with 
you, by the things you have whispered 
when I held you in my arms, draw up 
this gun and shoot." 

The girl's fingers ceased to pay out 
the rope, twitched, and began to draw 
it up. She looked across the open 
hat,chway at her father's set, steady 
eyes. 

The rope slipped, fell with a soft 
thump upon the sack of food down in 
that hostile blackness, and Dick Crone 
cried out sharply. The heavy hatch 
crashed shut, the brass bolt shot into 
pJace, and Jeanne.;Marie fell with her 
face against the deck. 

Lage Dahlgren went back to the 
wheel. And presently, as if in dread
ful obedience to things as they were, 
his daughter arose, returned to the 
mattress, and lay down. At sunrise the 
captain summoned her to the wheel 
and himself lay down and closed his· 
eyes with a stern, unrelaxed composure 
that bore no resemblance to sleep. 

Jeanne-Marie held the Cocohead 
true on the course for Taravao. Her 
hands clung to the spokes of the wheel, 
her slim body bent and swayed. The 
sunlight glinted on the two black au
tomatics at her father's sides. Out 
across the smooth, tropic sea the white 
horses rose and ran with a dazzling 
brightness that dimmed her eyes. The 
clamor of her lover's voice, pleading 
with her by the love that was her life 
for his, rose from the closed hatchway 
of the forecastle and filled her ears. 

" Your father is a hard man," cried 
Dick Crone, " and you have betrayed 
him. What will you do in the streets 
of Sydney when he has cast you off? 
And me, your lover, your promised 
husband, are you going to betray me, 
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He would have caught the baby in 
his arms and comforted her; she would 
have wept out her broken heart against 
the refuge of his loving breast. Buf 
the thing had gone too long ; the strain 
upon them could not be so easily re-
laxed. 

He merely touched her arm and 
pointed. Filmy and iridescent in the 
early light of day, s�en dimly through 
a mist 'like the vanishing land of 
dreams, something bulked upon the 
horizon that was not cloud. Captain 
Dahlgren said : " We have come to 
Taravao." 

Snaith, anticipating both • success and 
failure, had resigned and disappeared 
long before the news came to the of-. 
fices of Gradon & Taintor' on the 
Strand. And on her nexf voyage to 
Sydney Jeanne-Marie displayed to the 
many friends she had found there a 
gorgeous diamond locket, a grateful 
gift fr<,m the owners of the Cocohead. 
But it was her doting father who told 
them the whole story, not Jeanne
Marie. 

Dick Crone was hanged, but none 
of the other men. 

She was betrothed to Mr. Owen, 
who kept the James B. Lockley trading 
store at Tikihau, and had lifted 'her up 
insensible from the deck of the Coco
head by the opening in the reef before , 
Taravao. 

It seemed that he and his friend, the 
bookkeeper, had planned .1 an even di
vision of the fifteen thousand pounds. 

She denied she had ever been brave; 
she was very sure she had never been 
in love before. 

" " t'.1 

ALLIES! 

BY MAZIE V. CARUTHE.RS 

A
LOVER and his chosen maid,
One ·evening, all in vain essayed• 

To find a corner dark. 
The house was all too brightly lit, 
;which did not suit the twain one bit-

The)C wished (you'll see) to spark! 

But, being a resourceful man, 
'At last he hit upon this plan : 

They sought the libr'ry, where, 
Close by, a brand-new reading-light,' 
M'hich made one's book a joy at night, 
__ Was placed a huge-winged chair. 

To this the twain repaired. In haste 
His arm went 'round the lady's waist 

(She cuddled up within it!)
Then, reaching forth a cautious hand, 
He pressed th' electric button-and 

'Twas dark!. Oh, blissful minute! 

When father's step was heard, why, then
The button pressed-'twas. light again I 

( N .B.-He must be stupid 
Between these lines who cannot read; 
Electric lights are friends indeed, 

And �llies great for Cupid I) 
7 , A
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS 

S
IR JOHN VESSIE, a very rich and happily married English gentleman, befriends.

a beautiful actress, Myra Berrington, by offering her the use of his compartment 
on the Homburg train. She accepts and they talk and dine together en route. Paul 
Duhardt, an unscrupulous adventurer, sees them, recognizes them, and seizes the 
opportunity to blackmail Sir John. Threatening to tell her lover, Ralph Humphry, 
of the trip with Sir John as train companion, and of another quite innocent but some
what compromising meeting at Sir John's hotel, Duhardt compels Myra to ask Sir 
John for five thousand pounds, which he, though equally innocent, agrees to pay for 
the sake of his family. By appointment he goes to Myra's flat, where he pays the 
money in large notes, forcing her to give him a receipt. He knows nothing of the 
man Duhardt's share in the transaction, believing Myra to be acting on her own 
initiative, and so goes home considering the incident closed. Myra, too, -thinks that 
with the payment of half the amount to Duhardt, she will be free; but at that moment 
the man himself appears, takes all the money from her, and, hinting that their black
mailing operations have only just begun, leaves her frightened and dismayed. 

CHAPTER X. 

Missing. 

telephone in the drawing- room of 
. Myra's flat. If she had her wits about 
her she might_ spoil his game, though 

soon as Paul Duhardt got it was impossible she could have any 
outside Alma Mansions he conception what it was. 
hurried. He walked to the Still accidents will happen - espe
end of the road, glancing cially over the telephone. So far, every 
over his shoulder once or accident that had happened was in 
twice in case Myra followed Duhardt's favor. At last he found a 
him. He almost expected taxicab, and, hailing it, he told the 

that she would. driver to go to the offices of the In-

He was relieved when he got safely genue Theater. 
round the corner. He had never in- " And hurry! " 
tended sharing the proceeds with Miss Duhardt lay back in the cab, and, 
Berrington, but he did not know he taking off his hat, mopped his face. 
was going to have quite such a soft He was hot. He had been on the run 
job. Vessie had unconsciously played ever since eleven o'clbck, first chasing 
into his hands. V essie to the bank and back, and now-

Once out of sight of the mansions, He put his feet up on the seat facing 
Duhardt commenced to run. There him, and, taking the bundle of notes 
was not a cab to be seen in the streets; from his pocket, he counted· them, and 
he thought he remembered seeing a examined each one. On the whole, it 

Thie etory bepa in the All-Story, W eeldy for Jul7 10.
zgo 
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was a good thing V essie had not given 
Myra a check. 

Moistening the tips of his fingers, he 
carefully reshaped the e11ds of his 
mustache,- plastered his hair into place, 
and, with the aid of the little mirror . 
facing him, arranged his tie and pol
ished up the diamond pin. 

The cab stopped at the Ingenue 
Theater. Duhardt • gave the chauffeur 

- a shilling, the exact amount of his
fare. Before going info the theater he
crossed the road, and, entering a t�bac-

• conist's, bought a large cigar; from a
fl.ower-selJer on the pavement.a carna
tion for his coat-he felt that perhaps
his appellrance was slightly dusty, and
wanted· brightening_ up .
. A minute later he was waiting in the

clerk's office while his card was taken
in to Mr. James Chagford.

James Chagford, or " Jimmy," as
he was familiarly known in the pro
kssion, was sole lessee and manager
of the Ingenue, formerly the Empress
Theater, one of \ the smartest little
playhouses in London. He also had an
interest in two or three other theaters,
but the Ingenue was his latest favorite
toy.

Jimmy Chagford had a little axiom:• "Fools produce plays, wise men ' pre
sent ' them." A fool and a wise man
were at that moment both waiting on
him. It was wonderful the fascination
theatTical speculation . Piad for every
type of person.

Jimmy Chagford s4w the fool first.
Even wise men accumulate more wis
dom" by waiting. There were two en
trances to his private office, and he
took advantage of this to prevent the
men meeting.

"Ask Mr. Dubardt to wait a couple
of minutes," he said to the clerk.
," Phone down to the box - office and
tell them to send Mr. Humphry up
by the private staircase. He's waiting
in the foyer."

!fhe clerk quite understood. 
" Well, sir,. the gentleman of whom 

I spoke the Qther day is now waiting 
to see me," he said to Ralph Hum-

phry directly the latter entered the 
room. " Are you prepared to put 
down a thousand pounds for six weeks' 
rent of the Ingenue in advance? I 
think that was the sum agreed upo�." 

There was a look of genuine dis
tress on the frank, boyish_ face, but 
Chagford did .not notice it. He was a 
business man, and sentiment was just 
as big a drug in the theatrical market 
as untried plays. 

"I'm expecting Miss Berrington 
here every moment," Ralph stammered . 
"She promised to tum up at half past 
one, but phoned through that she 
might be late. I think it's all right, if 
you can just give me fifteen minutes, 
say." 

Jimmy Chagford leaned back in his 
chair. and shook his head. " I have 
already given you forty-eight hours." 
He pulled out a document from one 
of the pigeonholes in his bureau. 
" Here's your agreement, waiting to 
be signed directly you hand me the 
check. It should have been signed last 
Saturday." 

He rose from his seat and held out 
his hand. "I'm awfully sorry, Mr. 
Humphry; but another time perhaps." 

Jimmy had perfected the art of 
showing his visitors the quickest way
into the street. ' 

There were almost tears in Ralph's 
eyes as, fumbling for his hat, he un
consciously gyrated toward the door 
through which he had just come. He 
knew Myra's heart was set on going 
into management-the ambition of her 
life. 

Jimmy Chagford had driven him 
into the passage; the door was closing. 
"Wouldn't you consider coming in on 
sharing terms with us? We have 
ample capital for that-and you admit 
the play is fine." 

Chagford smiled benignly : "A fine 
play! I'm sure you'll have no difficulty 
in placing it. But sharing terms-

• my dear sir, I have a client at this mer
ment in the n� room waiting to put
down cash for six months' lease of
this theater."
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The door closed. Chagford turned 
the key noiselessly. Then he touched 
the button of the electric bell on his 
bureau. 

He had spoken more or less meta
phorically, and he was slightly sur- . 
prised when Mr. Paul- Duhardt walked 
into the office, sat opposite to him, 
pulled out a crocodile leather case, 
from which he carefully extracted a 
bundle of bank - notes, and, counting 
three - to the value of two thousand 
pounds - placed them in front of 
Chagford. 

" Give me a pen and I'll sign," he 
said laconically. " You've got the 
agreement and counterpart ready? " 

Jimmy Chagford fingered the notes. 
He opened a drawer of the bureau, 
and laid a document before Duhardt. 
" That is the form of agreement I 
generally use. You had better glance 
through it." 

" You bet ! " Duhardt said; rolling 
the cigar between his lips. 

A change, subtle and vague, had 
taken place in him. Except in appear
ance, he was not the same man who 
half an hour ago had left Myra Ber
rington's flat, and hurried, fearful of 
being pursued, up the street. 

" I understood at our last interview 
you wan'ted the theater for six 
months?" 

Duhardt nodded. " I'm giving you 
cash for three months in advance, 
balance on the 25th of November. 
That's good enough, isn't it? And 
look here, date the agreement from 
to-day. I want to enter into posses
sion at once. Oh, 1 sha'n't interfere 
with you," he said quickly, taking the 
cigar out of his mouth and flicking 
off the ash. " But, having got the 
play, the leading lady, and everything 
all right, I want to start rehearsing 
almost at once." 

·chagford began to make objections.
Merely from habit, of course. He 
was naturally a conventional man. 
Duhardt brushed them aside as he 
had brushed the dust from his patent
leather boots. 

A few alterations were made in the 
agreement, which was filled in and 
signed by both" men'; Duhardt sug
gested that Chagford's clerk should 
run round to Somerset House and get 
it stamped at once. 

The manager of the Ingenue rose, 
and locked up the bank - notes in his 
safe. " Certainly you Americans �an 
hustle when you like! You meant to 
get this theater, Mr. Duhardt. By 
Jove, the whole thing has been fixed -
up in about thirty-six hours! Almost 
a record!" 

Paul Duhardt shrugged his shoul
ders. " I did a-much bigger deal the 
other day in about thirty-six minutes." 

And the cold, colorless eyes half 
closed, while he smiled. Picking up 
his hat he moved toward the door. 
The oak shelves with the pjle of plays 
caught his eyes. He jerked his cigar 
in their direction. 

"Have each of those masterpieces 
got an author? " 

Chagford thrust his hands into his 
trouser-pockets and nodded : -" Yes
or they had once upon a time. I ex
pect some of them are in paradise now 
-the authors, I mean." He laughed
at his own joke.--

" I'd like to read them.'' 
" If you've got the time to waste, 

you're at liberty." 
" Haven't you read them? " 
Chagford si�hed. "Not yet!'' 
Duhardt blew a long cloud of smoke 

· from his cigar. "Why, you may have
missed a fortune."

Chagford pursed up his mouth.· 
"When a man once starts· writing 

things," Duhardt continued, "he is no 
longer a responsible person. If it were 
not for pens, ink and. paper half our 
prisons would be empty. Well, so
long, Mr. Chagfor�. I take possession 
from to-day?" 

"Well, shall we say from to-mor
row morning? Wouldn't you like to 
look over the premises? " 

" I guess they won't run away," 
Duhardt said as he opened the door. 

Leaving the theater, he walked to 
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He walked all the way back to the 
hotel. Stilt she had not arrived, nor 
had she se:nt any message. 

He sat down in the lounge, intend
ing to wait. He noticed a man enter 
the hotel whose face seemed vaguely 
familiar. He looked at Ralph in a way 
that suggested t4at he, too, recognized 
him. 

Humphry gave him no more than a 
passing thought. He found it impos
sible to sit still and do nothing, so he 
made his way back to the Ingenue 
Theater. He ran against Jimmy 
Chagford in the foyer and stopped 
him. 

" It's too late," the latter said before 
Ralph could speak. " I've settled-" 
·, " Hang the theater! " Ralph inter
rupted rudely. " Jim looking for Miss
Berrington. She promised to meet me
1here two hours 'ago. Have you seen
her?"

" No. If she had called I should 
have been told," Chagford said, and 
he passed on. 

For a moment Ralph felt stupefied. 
He found himself walking up the 
Strand searching for her among the 
crowd that flowed to and fro. 

Jealousy had vanished now; only _a 
vague, nameless fear remained. She 
had gone, the woman he loved, dis
appeared. Something must have hap
pened to her. She would never have 
left him in the lurch. 

Something dreadful . . . an ac
cident. Perhaps she had been killed. 
He commenced to hurry along, scarce
ly noticing the direction he took, 
searching blindly. 

Afraid now to go back to the hotel 
-and wait.

CHAPTER XI. 

Cat and Mouse. 

M
R. PAUL DUHARDT was kept
busy shopping until closing
time. At six-thirty he returned 

to his rooms in Soho. As he opened 
the front door with his latch-key he 

ran into the arms of the fat German 
w·oman; and he swore at her in her 
native tongue. As a rule he ,Yas most 
meek and polite to his concierge-house
keeper.; but now he suddenly found 
himself indepen<lent of Soho, and he 
could not help letting the German 
woman know it-in his own fashion. 

Ente4ing his bedroom, Duhardt 
threw a few things into the kit-bag 
which he had brought with him from 
Homburg. He locked up his bureau, 
poured himself out a whisky and soda, 
and then, locking the door of his apart
ments, he carried his bag into the 
street, and calling a cab drove to the 
Hotel Regent. 

Walking up to the bureau without 
the least swagger, but with the air of 
a man who knows what he wants and 
means to get it, Duhardt engaged the 
suite of rooms which Sir John Vessie 
had occupied about twenty-four hours 
previously. Some parcels had already 
arrived 'for him, which he ordered to 
be sent up to his apartments. 

Then he inquired for Miss Myra 
Berrington. He had already looked 
into the hotel during the afternoon, 
expecting to find her· there; had seen 
and recognized Ralp_h Humphry, ob
viously on the same quest.-

It was now seven o'clock, and Du
hardt felt surprised that she had not 
already put in an appearance. With 
surprise there was also just a tinge of 
anxiety. 

" ,i\/hen Miss Berrington returns, 
tell her I want to see her, and give her 
the number of my sitting-room," he 
said td the clerk. 

Then he went up-stairs and, unpack
ing the kit-bag, dressed for dinner. 

Then he smoked a cigarette in the 
lounge and watched the world, the 
flesh,-and the stars of musical comedy 
file past him on their way to the res
taurant. 

He had reserved a table for two, but 
it began to look as if he would dine 
alone, or possibly not dine at all. 

Perhaps Myra Berrington had run 
away? Or perhaps in a nioµ1ent of 
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pique or anger or fear she had been 
t�pted to take her own life! Wom
en were inexplicable creatures. Paul 

•nuhardt bit his lips, and the ferrety
eyes grew abnost red.

What would it matter, he asked him
self savagely, if she had? Vessie was
in his power now-the walking gold
mine.

The circular revolving door at the
entrance of the hotel suddenly spm1.
violently round on its axle, and a
woman fell rather than walked into
the lounge.

For a second Duhardt failed to rec
ognize Myra Bcrrington. She had
looked particularly smart that morn
ing when she interviewed Sir John.
Now her clothes hung about her frame
limply. She suggested the tired,
hunted creature, seeking sanctuary.
Strands of hair fell across her face,
which was moist and colorless.

She stwnbled toward the bureau,
then hesitated, as if uncertain in her
own mind of what she wanted. The
clerk leaned toward her= " A gentle
man has been inquiring for you,
madam-''

Duhardt cut him short. He linked
his arm through Myra's and led her
toward the lift.

" I thought you were never coming. 
I was getting anxious." 

She made no effort at resistance. 
There . were heavy rings around her' eyes ; she was worn out, physically and 
mentally. He saw that at a glance. 
He guessed what had been in her mind, 
but he said nothing. 

"I've reserved a table and ordered 
dinner. You' re eating with me to
night. I've business to dtscuss after 
you've eaten-theatrical business." 

He put her into the lift Then he 
got in with her, and walked as far as 
her room. He repeat.ed what he had 
ju.st saitil in a quiet, unemotional voice. 
She looked at him in a dazed way. 

" I thought yon' d gone. Aren,t you 
satisfied? y orrve taken everything� 
why don't you leave me alone?' •• 

He patted her on the shoulder as if 

she were a na�ghty child. " Don't 
jump to concJusions. Do as I tell you. 
You'd better ring for one of the maids 
to help you dress." 

Myra laughed, and drew her hand 
across her eyes as if trying to bntsh 
away a dreadful dream. 

"I didn't think l should ever see 
you again. And I hadn't the courage 
to face Ralph, nor the courage to look 
my friends in the face again." 

Her body stiffened. She drew her
self up and clasped her hands together 
in a vise. "I tried to kill myself, -to 
commit suicide. I've been walking up 
and down the Embankment, crossing 
and recrossing Hungerford Bridge for 
·hours. But I hadn't the courage."

"It's -lucky you hadn't," Duhardt 
laughed; but he felt a curious throb 
at his heart. 

"You are meant for life, Myra; not 
for death. You shouldn't jump to con
clusions. I told you I was going to 
play the game. \Vhen you've had some 
dinner and heard what I've got to say 
you'll be wanting to insure your life 
instead of trying to chuck it away. 
Now, then, hurry up and make your
self look nice. Only hurry up." 

He had almost expected a scene and 
was rather surprised when, in less than 
an hour, she reappeared dressed for 
dinner. The pallor of her skin and the 
darkness of her eyes served to enhance 
her beauty. 

Duhardt realized that all eyes were 
turned in their direction as they walked 
through the restaurant. He let her eat 
her dinner in peace, taHdng about any
thing that came into his head, giving 
her · no opportunity of speakmg and 
trying to prevent her from thinkmg. 

She was famished, and after a half
hearted refusal of the first two courses 
nature had her own way, and presently 
Duhardt saw the color corning back to 
Myra's cheeks and the light· to her 
eyes. 

They tpok their coffee in the lounge 
adjoining the restaurant. Duhardt 
chose a secluded comer. He was sur
prised when Myra opened the attack. 
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" \V:ell, I suppose you've some • ex
planation to offer me, Mr. Duhardt. 
That's why you've brought me here." 

Duhardt smiled craftily. For the 
fast forty minutes he had been feeling 
and behaving more or less like an or
dinary man ; looking like one, too. 
Now all at once the suggestion of an 
animal, a ferret, returned. He sank 
lower ·into his seat, thrusting his head 
forward, fixing his colorless little eyes 
on Myra.· 

"I suppose that means you're going 
to ask for your share of the swag? " 

She looked at him, but she could 
not meet his gaze for long. Her eyes 
dropped, her cheeks burned. " Are 
you a thief as well as a blackmailer? " 

"Merely the predominant partner," 
he smiled. " You've too much imagi
nation, Myra. I suppose it's the artis
tic temperament. And you must learn 
sel £-control." 

"If you don't give me back half the 
money you took this morning I shall 
expose you," Myra whispered. Her 
strength and '!itality had returned. She 
had her back against the wall again 
and was prepared to fight. 

Duhardt was not in the least per
turbed. He sipped his coffee with the 
air of an epicure. 

" You don't flatter me," he said ; 
"but there's only one thing you can do 
to hurt or annoy me; and as a mark of 
confidence I'll tell you what it is
to take your own life. Now, if you 
had committed suicide I could have 
stuck old Vessie for any amount I 
chose to ask; but it wouldn't have made 
up for the loss of you. You're going 
to prove aJmost as profitable an invest
ment as he." 

Myra half rose from her seat. " If 
you think I'm going to help you 
��n-'' 

He stopped her with a gesture. 
"You're going to help yourself. You 
are going to help your lover, Ralph 
Humphry." He drew his chair closer 
to hers. "I'm gambling on you-just 
as you gambled on V essie in the Hom
burg-Ostend express.', 

.,_ 

f!e stopped to see the effect of his 
words. At that moment a boy ap
peared with a card, ,Yhich he handed to 
Myra. 

With a wora of apology Duhardt 
stretched out his hand and took it. 
" Mr. Ralph Humphry." 

" The gentleman wants to see you 
at once, miss," the boy said to Myra. 

Duhardt dismissed him. " Say Miss 
Barrington will come." Then he 
turned to Myra, who had risen to her 
feet. Her face was the color of parch
ment again. " My Heaven, what am I 
to say to him? " 

Duhardt rose, too, and took her ann. 
"I suppose he's been looking for you 
all day, eh? Tell him you've ,been busy
hunting capitalists-that you ve found 
one ; a charming and eccentric Ameri
can who is looking for talent and · a 
really good play. Then bring him 
along and introduce him." 

" I don't understand," Myra fal
tered. 

She had realized that afternoon 
when she tramped the streets alone, 
tempted to kill herself, how completely 
she was in this man's power. If she 
refused to obey him he could qestroy 
her. 

Ralph still believed in her. If once 
he met Paul Duhardt she would never 
know a moment's peace day or night. 
. " Why do you want to see him? " 
she ,vhispered. " Leave him alone
lea\le him to me." 

" I want to produce his play, if it's 
good enough," Duhardt replied. 
" Now get a move on you." 

He led her toward the outer lounge, 
then returned to his seat and ordered 
liqueurs and cigars. He had to wait 
nearly half an hour before Myra re
turned with her lover. 

He smiled as he watched them com
ing. Cer�ainly th.eatrical managers in 
London did not know their-business, or 
Myra Berrington would have been a 
star of the first magnitude. She only 
wanted running; and :he was going to 
run her. 

" Glad to make your acquaintance,  
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sir," he  said to Ralph in the approved 
American fashion as soon as Myr� in
troduced him. " Miss Berrington was 
just _telling me all about you and the 
very fine play you've written her. Now 
I know Miss Berrington's work, but I 
don't know yours. I'd like to read 
-/our play if it's still free. Have a 
drink?" 

Ralph swallowed a liqueur brandy. 
He had found Myra, and nothing else 
seemed to matter for the moment. He 
did not know what had happened dur
ing the afternoon. Myra had begged 
him to wait for her explanation. 

"Yes, I've written a play," he re
plied unsteadily. " We hoped to pro
duce it ourselves, but at the last mo
ment-" - He broke off and looked at 
Myra. "The theater was taken over 
our heads." 

" Which theater? " Duhardt asked, 
inhaling the smoke of his cigar. 

- " The Ingenue. There was some
other fellow after it who possessed 
more capital than we did, I suppose-" 

Paul Duhardt . broke into a peal of 
laughter. "Say, that's too bad! Why, 
I'm that fellow. I signed the agree
ment this afternoon. • And to think 
that I froze you out !'" 

" You! " Myra stared at him, fas
cinated. 

Duhardt nodded. " Queer, isn't it? 
It belongs to me right enough. And 
I'm looking for a real good play with 
which to open my season there-with 
Miss Berrington as my leading lady." 

Ralph was too surprised to speak. 
"I don't suppose you happen to have 

the play with you ? " 
"Miss Berrington's got a copy," 

Ralph replied. "I could let you have 
one to.morrow." 

Duhardt turned to Myra" "Got it 
handy? Could Mr. Humphry read it 
to me now?" 

She nodded, wondering what was 
coming next. Was Duhardt only play
ing -with her or was he in earnest? 
Anyway, she _knew she would have to 
fall in with every proposal he made. 

"Then let's go up to my sitting-

room, and if Mr. Humphry can spare 
the time he shall read it to me now;" 
He turned to Ralph. " I'm a bit of a 
hustler." 

They went up-stairs. To Myra's 
horror, she foun.d herself in the sitting
room Sir John Vessie had occupied. 
To sit there opposite Duhardt, feeling 
his evil, hungry eyes fixed on her face 
,vhile the man she loved read his play 
aloud-the play written for her and 
which they were to have produced fo-
gether-was the most exquisite torture 
she could conceive. 

She knew Duhardt was in earnest. 
He had not lied. He had taken the 
Ingenue Theater-and with the money 
she had blackmailed out. of Sir John 
Vessie. 

He would with that same money buy 
her lover's play and produce it. \Vith 
that same money he intended buying 
her, too. He was like some horrible 
octopus stretching his tentacles out in 
all directions, fastening them every
where, on everything she loved and 
respected. 

She writhed in agony. She won
dered why she didn't shriek aloud. But 
Ralph Humphry, all unconscious, fin
ished reading his play and, laying it 
down, he looked anxiously at Paul 
Duhardt for his verdict. 

CHAPTER XII. 

The Blackguard's Weapon.

D
UHARDT made no attempt to

criticise the play which Ralph 
Humphr'y had just read him. N. 

�onsiderable silence elapsed before he 
spoke. 

Myra had her back turned on him; 
her face was hidden. Ralph was hot 
and flushed with the exertion of re��
ing his manuscript. He tried to hide 
his excitement. 

Dunardt, chewing the end of his 
cigar, watched him through half-closed 
eyes. He had summed him up cor
rectly. 

He was head over ears in love. With 
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Myra as a lever Duhardt could do as 
he liked with him. 

"Yes, the play's all right," he said 
at length. And then he yawned. 
" What about tern1s? " 

Ralph was ready to agree to any
thing, as long as his play was produced 
at once-with Myra in the leading 
part. 

There and then Duhardt wrote out 
a contract letter for him to sign. The 
amount of Miss Berrington's salary 
and othei4 important details were left 
for decision until the following day, 
when Duhardt took for_mal possession 
of the Ingenue. 

" We'll get preliminary notices and 
bills out at once," he said. " Engage 
the company right away, and start re
hearsals in a couple of days. 

Ralph hardly knew how to express 
his gratitude. Suspicion had left him. 
From the depths of despair he had 
been raised to the seventh heaven of 
delight. 

He, an unknown author, was to be 
produced. The woman he loved was 
going to play the leading part. He was 
as happy as if they were going to run 
their own season at the Ingenue. When 
he bade Myra good night in the lounge 
he kissed her, careless who saw. 

" Our chance has come after all," he 
whispered. " Nothing matters now. 
You must tell me to-morrow how it all 
happened." 

A shiver ran through Myra's body. 
Lies and deception would soon come 
easily to her. 

Ralph walked back to his lodgings 
with his face turned to t'he sky and his 
heart beating wildly with exc�tement.� 
He ,vas to receive eight per cent of 
the gross weekly takings. That might 
mean anything from fifty to a hundred 
and fifty pounds a week. 

In his pocket lay Duhardt's contract 
letter to that effect. But, better than 
that, he would have in his pocket in a 
few days' time a special license to 
marry Myra Berrington, " the leading 
lady." 

But if at that moment he could have 

·looked into Paul Duhardt's private
sitting-room at the Hotel Regent,
where the future manager of the
lngenue Theater was still talking to his
leading lady, his faith in her and their
future might have received a rude
shock.

Sir John Vessie had made urgent 
business, connected vaguely with af
fairs of state, the reason for his 
sudden return to London the very 
morning following his arrival home. 
Lady V essie knew her husband was 
worried, but she refrained from trying 
to discover the cause. 

As a rule, he told her all his 
troubles: they has never had secrets 
from each other. This was something 
he could not tell her. She was satis
fied. 

But she did ask him about Miss 
Myra Berrington. The incident at 
dinner over the telephone had appealed 
to her sense of humor. 

Her John having an "affair" with 
another woman, an actr:ess. She 
laughed at the dea. 

Sir John answered her qu�ion$ 
satisfactorily and laughed with her. 
But his laughter was forced. And his 
conscience was stained with a lie. A 
lie to his wife. He had sooner cut off 
his right hand. 

He returned home from his inter
view with Myra Berrington· a poorer 
man by five thousand pounds, but a 
richer in sympathy and in his knowl
edge o_f human nature. 

The affair was closed and finished. 
He would not be troubled again. But 
he found a new text which henceforth 
he metaphorically nailed over his front 
door: 

" Judge not, that ye be not judged." 
The week crept away,' and he bad

two or three good days with the par
tridges. He was really beginning· to 
feel himself again; to hold up his head 
before his guests, his servants, and his 
tenants without feeling a wliited sepof
cher, when a bombshell exploded at his 
feet. 
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It was Sunday morning, and he had . " Shut the window, Reggie; those 
just retired to his study after break- bells are rather distracting." 
fast to smoke a cigarette and glance Reggie obeyed, and, turning, faced 
through his correspondence, when his father with a br:ave attempt at 
there was a knock on the door, ancl his nonchalance. "What d' you make of 
son entered the room, carefully closing it, dad-a hoax, or can it be-" 
the door behind him. He held a letter Sit John was ·putting the letter back 
in one hand, which he fingered nerv- into the envelope. His head was bent. 
ously. • "Anonymous communications-" he 

" Can I speak to you, dad, for a commenced unsteadily. 
few minutes? " Then he stopped. A waste-paper 

Something in Reggie's voice made basket stood at his feet. Obviously, 
-_ Sir John look up and knit his brows. the right thing to do would be to tear 

"Of course, my dear boy, of course- up the offensive missive and fling- away 
nothing wrong, I hope? " the pieces. 

A twinge of conscience prompted "It's funny being addressed to Mr., 
the question. Hitherto his children John Vessie," Reggie continued. " Of 
had not caused him an hour's worry. course, my second name is John, hut 
Of course, Reggie had been· extrava- no one ever uses it. D' you think it is 
gant. Got int<;> debt once or .twice. intended for you, dad ? " 
Nothing serious. , Vessie moistened his lips. " What 

Reggie cleared his throat nervously; makes you think that? " 
he gave a boyish laugh. " Oh, no- . Reggie . changed his position. He 
that's to say, this letter-" was obviously feeling ill at ease. "Well 

He held it out between. his finger -the ' John ' for one thing. Then
and thumb, gingerly, as _if it were that woman's name-and the Hotel 
something unclean. Sir. John looked Regent. It's all so-queer." 
at it, the frown on his forehead deep- Sir John turned the letter over and 
ening. But he did not take it. over. "Yes, yes, that's so. It looks 

"Yes? " like an attempt at blackmail." His 
"Well, I received it this morning. voice sank to a frightened whisper. 

Can't understand . it." Again he There was a prolonged silence in the 
laughed, more awkwardly. " Stupid • room. Though the windows were
hoax, probably; only it couldn't have closed the church bells could still be 
been meant for me. D' you mind read- heard ringing a tuneful peal. 
ing it?" 

• "But there's no demand for money, 
Sir John took the letter. A square and no aqdress on the letter," Reggie 

envelope with the stamp embossed up,- said eventuallv. 
on it-such as can be puorchased at any "True." ·sir John rose. "Of 
post-office. The address was written course, you haven't shown it to any 
in a sh�ky. uneducated hand: one else-not to your mother, I 

mean?'' 
Mr. John Vessie, " Not to a soul, dad; is it likely? " 

Napperley Hall, Sir John tried to look his son in the 
Sussex. face-and failed. 

• "Leave the letter with me. I'll lock
it -up. It's sure to be followed by a. 
demand for money. But you tlJUSt 
forget all about it. One has only to 
give these brutes rope enough and they 
hang themselves. The next communi
cation we'll give to the police ! Now, 
�ou'd better get dressed for church.'' 

Inside the envelope a half-sheet of 
paper. Sir John read the letter. His 
son walked to the window and stood 
lQOking out across the lawn. The 
sound of church bells came softly 
across the valley. It was a long time 
before Sir John spoke. 
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" Right you are, dad. But if we can: 
trace the authors, I hope you'll let 'em 
have it hot! The-the blackguards! " 

Sir John waited until his son had 
left, the room. Then he gave a sigh of 
relief. Reggie still believed in him 
and trusted him. He knew that from 
the tone of his voice. 

But for how long? 
He took the letter out and read it 

again: 

I know everything that's been happen
ing. I know you traveled from Homburg 
with a certain well-known actress called 
Myra Berrington. I know that you al
lowed her to share your wagon-lit. On 
reaching London you went to the Hotel 
Regent. She followed you there: That
same night there was a scene m your 
room. A woman had been heard to 
scream for help. The manager was called, 
but nothing was discovered. Because you 
were hiding the· woman, the thiaf ! It was 
Myra Berrington. Two days later you 
were seen to enter her flat in Kensington. 
You were alone with her for a consider
able period. I know everything-but there 
is more to follow. . . . Be careful, _you 
are watched by many eyes. 

X. Y. Z.

There was a gang at work ! He had 
been watched and followed and spied 
upon ever since boarding the train at 
Homburg. It seemed impossible that 
Myra Berrington, an actress well 
known in the profession, could be at 
the bottom of it-one of the gang. 

He was no longer safe. That letter 
had been purposely misdirected to 
"Mr. John." Soon they would be 
writing to his wife, his daughtei;.. 

Vessie staggered to the newspaper 
file and took out a copy of Saturday's 
Times. 

The thing must be stopped at once. 
At any cost. It would be fatal to 
apply to the police. 

It must be stopped secretly. 
He ran his eyes down the columns 

of the first page until he came to an 
advertisement he remembered reading 
long ago with mingled feelings of 
curiosity and disgust : 

1 am private investigator to the Aris
tocracy. If you are in legal, social or any 

moral difficulty consult me. French, Rus
sian, and German system of espionage. 
Secrecy I 

JUSTICE \'A:-<DIKE. 

There followed the address and 
telephone number. 

Taking a pair of• scissors Sir John 
cut out tht advertisement and put it in 
his pocketbook. He was scrunching 
the newspaper into the waste-paper 
basket when Lady Vessie entered the 
study. 

" Aren't you coming with us to 
church, dear? " 

He shook his head and picked up a 
bundle of documents. " I really can't 
I've a fearful amount of correspond ... 
ence. If people ask where I am, you 
must find some excuse for my ab
sence." 

Bending down, Lady Vessie kissed 
him. " Poor old man. I wish I coofd 
only stay at home and help you.1' 

He waited until the closing of the 
front door told him that the family 
had started for church. He stood for 
a few moments with his hands clasped 
over his face, bis body quivering. Then 
he dropped onto his knees before the 
bureau, and• clasping his hands to- · 
gether he falteringly conunenced to 
pray. 

"If I have sinned, smite me for my 
shortcomings. Let me pay-but spare 
my wife and children. • O Lord, let not 
the innocent 'suffer." 

CHAPTER XIII. 

Mr. Justice Vandike. 

T
HE first thing that Sir John Ves
sie did on Monday morning was 
to read once again the letter 

which had fallen· into his son's hands. 
He wondered what form the next mis
sive;: would take ; how long ail interval 
of peace would be allowed before it 
arrived, and to whom it would be ad
dressed. 

They would strike next at his wife; 
then at his daughter Jane, just develop
ing into glorious womanhood-as in-
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ndcent and pure as the white lilies 
floating in the water of the lake. Even 
his younger son still at Eton would not 
be safe. 

Sir John took the newspaper cutting 
from 'his pocketbook and read it care
fully. There were two advertise
ments-the first, which had so often 
arrested his attention and aroused his 
disgust-six weeks ago he would have 
refused to believe that any innocent 
man· or woman required the services 
of a private detective. The other at
tracted him by its brevity:· 

Are you worried? • If in trouble, no 
matter the cause, ring up Strand 2036, and 
we will get you out of it I 

AR'l's:UR Bis'l'wooo. 
129 Bedford Street. 

Sir John had quite made up his n;iin� 
to seek advice. For many reasons it 
was impossible for him to take the let
ter to his family solicitors and tell 
them the whole story. That was the 
course of action he should have pur
sued in the first· place-when he had 
originally suspected Myra Berrington. 

Now it was too late. He had been 
successfully blackmailed. He had paid 
up. Why, his own solicitors, even the 
head partner, who regarded him in the 

• light of a small deity, would be shocked
beyond expression, and probably feel
convinced in his own mind that Sir
John had at least been guilty of some
grave indiscretion.

Undoubtedly there • was only one
thing to d�to seek private advice.
He had not only his family, he also
had his party to consider.

As soon as he was·sure of not being
disturbed he went to the telephone and
rang IJP Mr. Justice Vandike. While
his house was full of guests, with
shooting and picnicking parties every
day, it was absolutely impossible that
he should again go up to London.

He asked to be put into communica
tion with Mr. Justice Vandike himself.
'A high-pitched fem ale voice demai:id
ed his name. Sir John hesitated. He
was in such a state of nervo1;1s sus-

picion that he did not trust telephone, 
telegram, or pen, ink and paper. 

" Put me on to Mr. Vandike him-
self. Say the matter is urgent." 

" You won't give your name? " 
"No!" 
There was a long interval. Now 

and then a queer sotmd came over the 
wire as if some one were beating a 
tattoo at the other end of it. At last 
he heard a man's voice: 

" I am Justice Vandike. Who is 
speaking? " 

Vessie experienced the sense of re'." 
lief a sick man feels when a physician 
enters his bedchamber and takes his 
han�. . The voice he heard surprised 
him. It did not suggest the private de
tective. There was nothing of mys
tery or secrecy about· it. Rather it was 
cheery and friendly. 

"I am speaking to Mr. Justice Yan
dike himself? " Vessie insisted. 

" You, are. There is • only one 
Justice Vandike. I am he. Tell me 
your name and your business, ple!ise. 
My time is valuable." 

The voice improved on acquaint
ance. It sounded mild, almost benev
olent. It belied the spoken words, for 
there was no suggestion of haste in it. 

Vessie lowered his voice. " I am Sir 
John Vessie, of Napperley Hall." He 
paused, not quite certain how to pro
ceed. 

At that moment Bowles, the butler, 
crossed the hall. Seeing his master at 
the telephone, he padded very quietly 
past him. Vessie watched him out of 
sight. 

"Yes, Sir John," Vandike's voice 
said at the other end of the wire. 
�• What can I do for you ? " 

He might have been a tradesman 
taking orders or a• commission agent 
ready to make an investment on Sir 
John's behalf on a horse he was run-
ning in the Leger. 

Vessie cleared his throat.· " It's 
rather a difficult matter. I would like 
to see you personally." 
. " I am quite at your service, Sir 
John." 
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"Unfortunately it's impossible for 
me to come up to London. We're en
tertaining for the shooting, and I've 
only just returned froin my cure at 
Homburg." 

" Quite so, quite so! " the cheery 
voice said. " I saw your name in the 
Times." 

Sir John started violently. �•Eh?" 
" In the fashionable intelligence col

umn," Mr. Vandike said reassuringly. 
" ' In and Out of Town.' You had a 
pig bag on ' the First.' Partridges are 
strong and plentiful down your way, 
eh?" 

Sir John hardly knew whether he 
was relieved or disappointed; This 
unknown, unseen man was, as a man, 
reassuring. But he hardly suggested 
the secretive, cunning inquiry agent. 

" Vv ould you like me to run down 
and see you, Sir John?" 

" Yes-I see no reason-I think that 
would be the most convenient way. 
And the sooner the better. When can 
you come?" 

"About midday, after lunch. Or 
before if the matter is urgent.'' 

Sir John glanced at the hall clock. 
" I'm afraid that's impossible. The 
train service here is very awkward." 

He heard Justice Vandike laugh. 
" I have a ·sporting little car, forty-five 
horse-power. I can be at your front 
door within a couple of hours.'' • 

" Shall we say half past two?" 
Vessie suggested. He felt quite sure 
now that he had applied to the right 
man. "There's ·one little thing, Mr. 
Vandike. I hope you won't feel of
f ended - but you advertise rather 
largely; your name is probably well 
known." 

The pleasant voice at the other end 
of the wire intenup,ted him. " Ex
actly ! At half past two your butler 
will bring you a card, bearing the 
name of Mr. Artht1r Brown." 

Sir John hu1,1g up the receiver with 
a sigh of gratitude. He was inclined 
to believe that his prayers had been 
heard and would very shortly be an
swered. He announced at lunch that 

 

he had a busy afternoon before firm,-":. 
and that he would not be .visible again 
until tea-time. 

He was the first to rise i rorn the 
table. He told Bowles that he was 
expecting a Mr. Arthur Brown - at 
half past two. He was to be shown 
straight into the study, and Sir John 

. would not be at home to any one else. 
Bowles bowed. "Very good, Sir

John. I understand." 
The discreet butler had probably 

made the same remark a score of times 
before. B"ut every little thing now 
seemed terribly significant to Vessie. 
Perhaps his servants had already be
gun to suspect that something was 
wrong. 

V essie ordered coffee and liqueurs 
to be ready. He opened a new · box 
of perfectly seasoned Coronas. 

The study - clock was just dliming 
the half-hour when Bowles opened the 
door and announced in what seemed 
to Sir John to be a stage whisper: 
" Mr. Arthur Brown." 

Sir John advanced wjth outstretched 
hands, then stopped. He wanted to 
make a good impression, to avoid all 
fom1ality or stiffness; but when he 
saw Mr. Brown he believed a mistake 
had been made. Mr. Brown, seeing
his hesitation, also looked surprised. 

" Sir John Vessie, I believe? " 
" Yes, yes! Are you Mr. Justice 

Vandike?" 
Vandike smiled deprecatingly, slight

ly elevated his shoulders, and spread 
out his hands. " Shall we say Arthur 
Brown for the time being? " he smiled. 
" Probably my appearance somewhat 
belies my name. But, Sir John, surely 
experience has taught you that we 
can't judge from appearances." 

"Of course not, of course not! 11 

Vessie said hastily, again holding out 
his hand. " But I wanted to be quite 
sure that I was really talking to the 
principal. Naturally, in your business 
you employ many-er-agents. Let 
me give you a cup of coffee and a 
liqueur?" 

" I never touch either." 
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Sir John motioned him to a seat and 
handed him one of his famous coro
nas. Justice Vandike, alias Arthur 
Brown, refused that also. 

Sir John wondered how he was 
going to begin. He also wondered 
how much he was going to tell this 
extraordinary man, for Justice Van
dike was far more surprising than 
even his voice had been. .The only 
thing about him that seemed suitable 
was his pseudonym, Arthur Brown. 

He was a short, fat, little man, with 
round, clean-shaven face, ruddy com
plexioned, which suggested sunshine 
and fresh air. His nose was not quite 
straight, his mouth large and kindly; 
he possessed the bluest of blue eyes
the eyes of an innocent, wondering 
child. Very fair hair, almost golden, 
which, in spite of being cut short, 
curled gracefully about his temples. 
His hands and feet were rather large. 
He was dressed in a light-gray lounge 
suit 

"You're looking at me and think
ing I ought to be an estate agent rather 
than a private detective, Sir John," he 
said with a merry chuckle. 

Vessie blinked his eyes. " By gad, 
you're right! That's just what I was 
thinking." 

Vandike rubbed his hands together. 
" I was articled to a firm of architects. 
l ran away to sea, and got all the non
sense licked out of me there. I was
on a tramp stealller· when the crew
mutinied. The captain and I against
a score of European mongrels. We
won! - Now, Sir John, tell me your
trouble."

V essie took a deep breath. He felt 
like a little boy again. Undoubtedly 
this man was wonderfully tonic; self
confident, · optimistic-but was he any 
good in an affair which required the 
utmost tact and delicacy? Vessie's 
spirits rose - the next moment his 
heart sank. 

"It's not easy to begin. I think 
it's a case of blackmail." 

Justice Vandike ·taughed. " Is that 
all? Unpleasant, I'll admit, for the 

moment. But running a blackmailer 
to_ ground gives me just as exquisite 
pleasure as getting a rocketing pheas
ant the man on my right has just 
missed with both barrels." 

Sir John Vessie unlocked a drawer 
in his bureau, and, taking out the let
ter his son had given him, he handed 
it to Vandike. The latter took out the 
half sheet of paper the envelope con
tained, and put it on the mantelpiece. 
He examined the envelope carefully, 
holding it up to the light. 

" Addressed to Mr. John Vessie, I 
see. Your son? " 

"My son's name is Reginald John. 
Q,uite naturally he opened the letter." 

" Then you know it was intended 
for you?"

Those innocent blue eyes were very 
keen, like the eyes of an eagle. 

" I think the mistake was inten
-tional. Will you read the letter? " 

Vandike picked up the half sheet of 
paper, opened it, turned it over, and 
felt the substance of the paper with 
his fingers, then held it up to the light. 

" Heron's Court, Antique"-he was 
reading the water-mark. He muttered 
something else thoughtfully. "Do 
you ever put up at the Hotel Regent, 
Sir John?" 

" Yes-always. The other day on 
my return from Homburg. But how 
on earth-" 

"Xou mustn't question me, plea�e." 
He read the letter, replaced the 

sheet of paper in its envelope, and 
handed it back to Sir John. . Putting 
his hands into his trouser-pockets, he 
smiled benignly. 

"Now, Sir John, there's only one 
way in which we can work. Complete 
and absolute confidence must exist be
tween us. You must trust me as you 
would not trust any other living man ; 
otherwise you're wasting my time and 
your money. In a manner of speak
ing, I must be your conscience, your 
soul. If you can't do this tell me so." 
He gave a fat laugh: " I sha'n't be 
offended, and you'll be under no ob
ligation for this little visit." 
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V essie wondered if those keen and 
innocent blue eyes had seen into his 
soul. He was wondering how much 
he dare tell this man. 

" Go on, Sir John; better make a 
dean breast of it or else show me the 
door. If I were a physician, now, 
you'd be anxious to tell me all your 
symptoms. In fact, I'd lay odds you'd 
exaggerate them in your anxiety to 
hide nothing. You've got to look on 
me as a moral doctor. That's w,hat I 
am. I d9n't mean that I've got any 
morals myself, but I know how to 
look after other peoples'." 

Vessie's cigar had gone out. He 
relit it. "Just give me a couple of 
min'utes. Let me think it over." 

"Certainly." Justice Varidike walked to the French windows and stared out
into the garden. He had a keen eye 
for beauty; he loved trees and flowers 
and the open air. Vessie heard him• 
sigh. 

Somehow or other, he could never 
tell to his dying day why that sigh de
cided him. He made a clean breast of 
everything that had happened since he 
first set foot on the express - train at 
Homburg. And Vandike listened ,vith
out once interrupting, still standing, 
looking out of the window, his back 
to Sir John. 

When the latter had finished he al
lowed thirty minutes to pass before 
he .swung round and spoke. " Ifs no 
use moralizing, but really sometimes 
my sympathies are with the black
mailer ! Innocent men make it so easy 
for them. Now, Sir John, I'm not 
going to give you my opinion; it 
:wouldn't help you if I did. I'm just 
going to get to work. But I'll tell you 
one thing : This is not an ordinary 
case of blackmail. It's really interest-
ing, most interesting." 

He rubbed his big hands together 
and looked at Sir John �vith a benign 
smile. " I suppose you know Myra 
Berrington is a talented actress? I 
might almost say famous, As I mo
tored through London I saw her name 
glaring at me from every hoarding." 

Vessie tried to smile. " I suppose • 
I'm paying for those hoardings." 

Vandike shrugged his shoulders. 
" Might I see your sorr; Mr. Reginald 
John?" 

V essie frowned. " If it's abso
lutely necessary. But I want to keep 
him out of it. It was bad enough his 
receiving the letter. He's young, im
pressionable. My principal desire is 
to keep my family out of it; above all, 
to avoid publicity." 

Vandike pursed up his lips and 
stroked his red cheeks. " I may be 
wrong, but I don't think you can keep 
your son out of it. I think he's at the 
bottom of the whole affair, Sir John." 

Vessie leaped to his feet. " My 
son-my boy! My dear sir-,, 

Smilingly Justice Vandike shook 
his head. '' Remember, Sir John, ab
solute and complete confidence. Please 
send for your son and let me question 
him. I'm quite sure he's as innocent 
as you fire. Nevertheless, I fancy he11 
be able to give me very valuable in
form�tion, and probably open. your 
eyes, too, which, if you'll pardon me, 
have been closed as tightly as those 
of a newly born puppy all your life." 

Sir John touched a button of the 
electric bell. Bowles entered the room. 

'' Send Mr. Reginald here. I think 
you'll find him playing tennis." 

Bowles bowed. " Very good, Sir 
John. I understand." 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Reggie Makes a Call. 

• "DASH it all, I'm in the middle of
a set! " Reginald Vessie cried 
when Bowles delivered Sir 

John's message to him. .., Love
thirty ! What on earth does he want 
with me?" 

" Shall I say you're coming ahnost 
at once, sir?" Bowles suggested. 

" I supose so, but J must :finish this 
set," the heir to Napperley Hall replied 
carelessly. 

The butler crossed the lawn toward 
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the study. Sir John had opened the 
French windows again. Justice Van
dike was questioning him about his 
garden-the soil, and which were his 
favorite roses. V essie waxed elo
quent. Rose-growing was one of his 
hobbies. 
. Bowles reappeared and delivered 
,Reggie's message. "While we're wait
ing for my son perhaps it would be as 
well if we discussed-er--discussed 
terms," Sir John suggested. "I pre
sume you'll take up the case and act 
for me?" 

" Delighted I Delighted ! " Vandike 
cried breezily. " You must know that 
the game of running a blackmailer to 
earth when once you've got into his 
clutches is nearly as expensive as be
ing blackmailed ! Sometimes the best 
we can do is to compromise. But it 
altogether depends who the blacklllilil
er is. Generally he's a member o'f a 
gang. There are really only two s,;nart 
gangs working in London_ just now 
It's the wrong time of year for them, 
too." 

Confidence was returning to Sir 
John Vessie. The confidence a sick 
man often feels when he hears his doc
tor discussing his disease as if it were 
a new growth of artichoke. " But 
you can give me a rough idea of your 
fees? " he asked. 

" I am paid by results. If there are 
no results, then just out-of-pocket and 
office expenses. Even they may be 
high, Sir John. I may have to put half 
a dozen men on: espionage work. May 
have to bribe a paper or two." 

V essie felt a sudden sinking in the 
pit of his stomach. " You don't think 
it can possibly get into the newspa
pers?,, 

Vandike ran his "Ttngers through his 
golden hair. "There's a little rag, 
which you must have seen on the book
stalls, called the Weekly Wash. Its 
cover is generally a photograph of a 
pretty lady with a pretty taste in lin
gerie. Its columns are supposed l:o 
deal with the turf, the drama, society, 
and art. You may not believe me, but 

8 A-S

many of its contributors wear coro
nets. Now you must not be surprised, 
Sir John, if one morning you receive 
a copy of that newspaper, possibly 
marked. And I guarantee that you'll 
probably find a paragraph under this 
heading: 

"' We want to know: ... 
"' If Sir John enjoyed his trip from 

Homburg to Londot1? And Miss 
Myra Berrington's opinion of the Ger
man State Railways; whether their 
wagons-lits compare favorably with 
those supplied by English railway com
panies?'" 

Sir John glanced hastily toward the 
open windows. " Good Heavens
you havtn't seen that?" 

Vandike raised his hand depreca
tingly: " No, no--not yet! But you 

. mustn't be surprised. Still, I hope I 
may be in time to prevent it." 

Vessie dropped into a chair and 
mopped his forehead. " Good Lord! 
But they daren't do it. It's criminal." 

"Another form of blackmail, that's 
all. The Weekly Wash is run by one 
of the gang to which I refer." 

"But it must be stopped," Sir John 
cried hoarsely. "At any cost." 

"Then you'll give me carte 
blanche?" 

Sir John wrung his hands. " I don't 
see what else I can do." 

Justice · Van dike rubbed his hands 
together. "Absolute and complete 
confidence. It's the only way we can 
work together." 

Steps sounded on the gravel path 
outside and Reggie Vessie entered 
through the open French windows. 

He was wearing flannels and a soft 
siJk shirt. His boyish brown face was 
flushed with the exertion of the hard 
game he had just played. 

" Hullo, dad, what do you want? " 
He stopped short as he saw a 

stranger present, looked Vandike up 
and down, then gave him a curt nod. 

" You had • better close the win-
dows,"· Sir John said. 

" But it's as hot as-as hot as an

oven." 



306 ALL-STORY WEEKLY. 

Again he looked at Justice Vandike, 
more closely and curiously. Vessie 
closed the windows himself. Then he 
introduced Vandike - he was careful 
to call him Arthur Brown. 

" He is a detective I have employed 
to try to discqver the author of the let
ter you received on Sunday. He wants 
to ask you a few questions, Reggie." 

" Right-o, fire away," Reggie re
plied carelessly. " I don't know any
thing about the beastly thing except 
that it came by post in the usual way. 
If I could find the beggar who wrote 
it I'd give him the soundest thrashing 
he's ever had." 

Vandike was standing with his back 
to the fireplace, his hands clasped to
gether. 

" \\Thy? " he asked suavely. 
" Why? " Reggie flung the word 

back at him. Then halted and stam
mered: " Dash it all, wouldn't you? 
Beastly anonymous letter, making rot-
ten suggestions." . 

" You think a man wrote it, then? " 
" Don't think," Reggie replied 

bluntly. " I should hardly think a 
woman would stoop to a low trick like 
that." 

Justice Vandike nodded pleasantly. 
" Stripped of their conventions, men 
and women are very much alike, Mr. 
Vessie. I needn't ask you to be per
fectly frank with me, and you mustn't 
object to any questions I ask.'� 

Reggie Vessie nodded. " All right. 
Go ahead." 

" You know the lady mentioned in 
the letter, • Miss Myra Berrington? " 
Vandike asked. 

" I am quite sure that my son-" 
Vandike stopped Sir John with a 

gesture. He apologized. And he 
,,vaited for his son to answer. 

" What the deuce has that to do with 
this beastly letter? " Reggie asked 
after a moment's hesitation. 

" You know the lady? " Van dike 
repeated. 

Reggie plucked his mustache. " Yes 
and no. I believe I ran up against her 
when I was at Sandhurst. There was 

a bit of a rag. She was playing at the 
theater at Aldershot; she made rather 
a hit. I remember we escorted her 
back to her hotel." 

Vandike nodded. " Yes, I remem
ber. I happened to be in the town on 
business and I visited the theater that 
evening. Very clever actress, isn't 
she?" 

Reggie did not reply. He was look
ing at Justice Vandike now with frank 
contempt in his eyes. He had taken a 
dislike to the man. 

"And when did you meet her 
again? " Vandike asked. 

Reginald Vessie began to grow 
fidgety. He looked at his father, but 
Sir John's face was hidden. 

" I object to being questioned like 
this," he blustered. 

"Tell Mr. Brown all you know, my 
boy," Sir John s;iid huskily. 

Reggie frowned and his cheeks took 
an added color. There was a note of 
pathos in his father's voice he had 
never heard before. 

" Well, I met her again in London 
once. You see, I knew her. She was 
playing then at the old Empress The
ater-it has been rebuilt now." 

Vandike smiled, and Reginald Ves
sie longed to kick him. 

"Of course, the incident at Alder- . 
shot happened some years ago now. 
You've grown up since then. You're 
a man of the world. So you won't 
mind confessing that you fell in love 
with this fascinating actress? ". 

Again Reggie hesitated before re
plying. " Good - Heaven, no! she 
amused me, that's all. I mean she was 
interesting," he ac:!9ed, " and a jolly 
sight more intelligent than the silly 
girls one had to dance attendance on 
and talk rot to at6Sandhurst." 

" When did you last meet her? " 
"I don't know. It was a long time. 

ago." Reggie took a couple of steps 
toward Vandike. " Look here, 
·Mr.-"

"Brown, Arthur Brown," Vandike 
said gently. 

" Look here, Mr. Brown, ai:e you 
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"It's· funny that a woman like Miss 
Berrington-·" 

" My dear sir," Vandike interrupt
ed, "I know an eminently respectable 
gentleman with a handle to his name, 
who keeps up a fine country estate al
most entirely by blackmail. Of course, 
he doesn't take any active part; he 
merely supplies information on which 
others act. A most paying game. If 
you get any more communications 
send them to me. Keep me informed 
if anything happens." 

He picked up his hat and moved to
ward the door. Sir John stopped him. 
" About my son ana this woman. You 
don't suppose-" 

" Merely a boyish indiscretion," 
Vandike replied easily. "You see I 
happened to know they had met. 
Leave everything in my hands and 
don't worry. Good day." 

Sir John V essie walked to the front 
door and waited while Vandike took 
his seat in the car. He drove himself, 
but he had an exceedingly smart 
chauffeur with him. 

" She'll lap her seventy miles an 
hour at Brooklands," Vandike said, re
f erring to his car. 

He released the throttle, the engines 
commenced to race. The car kicked 
violently, then slid down the drive, 
and in a few seconds was out of sight. 

Sir John Vessie walked slowly 
across the lawn and watched the game 
of tennis. Next morning he saw his 
son off at the railway station for Lon
don. Reggie rented a suite of rooins 
in Duke Street. 

" Come up and see me now and 
then. dad; we'll have a night out to
gether." He lowered his voice. "And 
let me know when you've run these 
brutes to earth-you know what I 
mean. For goodness' sake, don't let 
that detective chap persuade you that 
Miss Berrington has anything to do 
with it. She's a lady and as straight 
as a die." 

On reaching London, Reggie drove 
straight to his rooms, unpacked his 
luggage, changed, and then, going to 
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\i\T ellington Barracks, reported himself. 
On his way up Whitehall he noticed a 
new hoarding; on it, in enormous let
ters beneath the name of the Ingenue 
Theater, Miss Berrington's name. He 
walked along the Strand until he came 
to the theater; at the entrance there 
was a large portrait of Myra. 

He looked at it for a long time; then 
he went round to the stage door. He 
was informed that Miss Berrington 
had been rehearsing, but had left an 
hour ago. 

Calling a cab, he drove to Alma 
Mansions. The servant told him Miss 
Berrington was not at home, but was 
expected shortly. 

" I'll wait," Reggie said. He left 
his hat and stick in the hall and was 
shown into the drawing-room. A silver 
box of cigarettes stood on a side table; 
opening it, he took out a cigarette, lit 
it, and, flinging himself into an arm
chair, he picked up an illustrated paper. 
Presently he heard the front door bell 
ring; voices and footsteps outside. He 
rose to his feet expectantly. 

CHAPTER XV. 

A Threat and a Promise. 

P
AUL DUHARDT had given Myra

to understand that she would not 
receive one penny in cash out of 

the five thousand pounds she had ob
tained from Vessie. He had told her 
this the evening Ralph read his play. 
He told her several other things which 
were not likely to help her toward a 
sound· night's rest. 

He had a very happy knack of at
tacking his victims Just at the ·moment 
when he knew that their powers, 
physical and mental, were at their l�w
est ebb. 

Myra Berrington fought in a half
hearted way. She called Duhardt a 
thief; she th.reatened to expose him, 
to give the game away to Sir John, and 
to go to Scotland Yard herself. 

Duhardt let her talk, knowing she 
would do none of these things. As 
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soon as she was thoroughly exhausted 
he told her that he would expect her 
at the Ingenue Theater at ten o'clock 
the following morning to discuss terms 
and consider the cast of the play. 

In spite of what she had gone 
through, Myra slept soundly, and it 
was half past ten before she arrived , 
at the theater. Duhardt had already 
installed himself in the offices. Prob
ably to pay Myra out for being late, he 
kept her waiting. 

There were many other people wait
ing to see him, too. Clerks, male and 
female; representatives of big printing 
firms; costumers-all sorts and condi
tions of people connected with the 
theater. 

Myra Berrington was only one of a 
crowd. It was no use feeling resent
ful. It would be worse than useless to 
lose her temper. Duhardt had it in 
his power to humble her. He had al
ready installed fear in her heart, and 
shame. 

When she was shown into the room 
he had chosen for his private office 
he glanced at the clock and greeted her 
by saying that she was an hour late. 

" I have been waiting half an hour 
down-stairs," she replied. " If you 
treat your leading lady with so little 
ceremony, I pity the rest of the com
pany." 

." The rest of the company will keep 
their appointments or get the sack," he 

• replied curtly. "Sit down. Now,
then, Jisten. The play's all right. I
even think there may be money in it.
I'm going to star you. Given an order
for the advance .printing already. In
forty-eight hours, more or less, every
omnibus and every hoarding will be
shouting MYRA B�RRINGTON to a gul
lible public. Now, what about the
cast? I know the names of most of
the London actors and actresses ; but
I want brains, not names. You can
help me there."

" Hadn't you better consult the
author?"

" When I've had your advice. There
must be scores of clever people who

• know how to act, but who do not know
how to advertise. Those are the people
who are generally cheap, too. Make
out a list."

Myra knew what Duhardt meant.
She knew what he wanted, too. She
hated and feared his cleverness.

Duhardt looked at the list. " I sup
pose any of those will come at about
ten pounds a week-or less? "

Myra shrugged her shoulders. She • 
felt as if she were betraying her 
friends, betraying the profession which 
she lt!>ved. 

She looked at Duhardt ; she knew 
how he would beat them down; how 
he would craftily point out that he was 
giving them the chance of a lifetime; 
that they ought practically to come for 
nothing. 

Well, she would be crafty, too. She 
would write them privately and put 
them on their guard. 

" And how much do you want a 
week?" Duh34"dt asked, leering at her. 
" You'll have to dress well on and off, 
as they used to say in the provinces. 
Oh, you look all right as it is, I know. 
But when you're leading lady here you 
have got to make a splash. I can start 
booming you, but you've got to attend 
to details." 

She felt that in Duhardt's hands she 
would soon cease to be a woman or an 
actress-she would simply become a 
proprietary article. 

" I can get your pictures in the daily 
and weekly press-a new photograph 
every week. You must get it in the 
academy, in picture-galleries. You'll 
want a motor-car. You can try all the 
latest on the market and be photo
graphed driving them in the park. In 
the same way some one is always stick
ing a new corset on· the market-you 
can get all your clothes for nothing if 
you're photographed in them; I'll put 
you on to the people. You must do 
the �est." 

"And if I refuse?" 
Duhardt leaned back in his chair 

and, folding his arms, looked steadily 
at Myra. "Hadn't you better make 
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up your mind to the fact, once and for 
all, that you ain't going to refuse? " 

There was a short silence. " It de
pends on what you ask me to do. You 
may go just a step too far, Mr. Du
hardt. I wasn't bluffing when I told 
you last night that I tried to take my 
own life. I dare say that won't hap
pen again. But if you go too far I 
may be tempted one day to walk into 
Scotland Yard, confess everything, and 
give myself up." 

Duhardt shook his head. " Rough 
on Ralph, wouldn't it? Besides,• what 
would you gain? Hang it all, our in
terests are identical. I'm working for 
you." -

" You have made use of me; you 
have cheated me. I loathe myself al
most as much as I loathe you." 

Duhardt smiled. " You'll get over 
that." He pushed a sheet of foolscap 
toward her. " Here's your contract; 
sign it." 

She read it through,, It was the 
usual thing-seven performances a 
week, half salaries for extra matinees; 
as if the public were admitted free 
on the first matinee and only paid half 
price for their seats on the second. 

A long list of absurd rules stipu
lating that she should not use bad lan
guage or get drunk on the stage. Her 
salary was twenty pounds a week 
during the run.._of the play; and she was 
bound to Paul Duhardt for three 
years. 

Duhardt handed her a pen. After 
a moment's hesitation she took it and 
signed her name. 

" That's right," he smiled. " You're 
getting wise quickly. Perhaps you 
realize how generous I have been. I 
might have got you for nothing." 

Myra Berrington rose from her seat 
and, placing her arms on the top of 
the desk, leaned across it. 

. She shook her head. " A few weeks 
ago, Mr. Duhardt, I was very clever in 
my own estimation. I thought I knew 
�verything a woman could know .. You 
have opened my eyes." 

" I haven't started yet," he replied 

laconically, pulling forward a bundle 
of telegraph forms and commencing to 
fill them in. 

" Oh, yes, you have. But I can 
look ahead now. Perhaps one day my 
chance will come. One day our posi
tions will be reversed, and I shall be 
top dog. If so I'l� make you pay ten
fold for all I've suffered and am going 
to suffer." 

He looked up and laughed in her 
face. " Isn't it rather silly to put me 
on my guard ? " 

She smiled at hjm, and Duhardt put 
down his pen and kept his eyes on her 
face. 

Not only beautiful, but confounded
ly fascinating. She possessed what ar
tistic people call temperament-that-in
describably fascinating, alluring some
thing which often succeeds where 

• beauty fails, where wealth fails, where
chicanery fails.

Duhardt stroked his chin. It was
a foolish threat she made-but it
struck him then that it would be well
not to treat her too lightly.

" I've never seen you off your
guard," Myra whispered, answering
his question. " That contract I've just
signed isn't worth the paper it's written
on."

" No contracts are." 
" I shall do as you tell me up to 

a certain point, because I can't help -
myself. I shall act for you, advertise 
for you-and so on. You can do as 
you like with me more or less. But 
keep your hands off the man I love. 
Don't touch Ralph Humphry." 

Duhardt took up his pen again and 
continued to write out his lelegrams. 
"Thanks for the warning." 

" It's not a warning," she whispered 
-" it's a threat! If yot:t value your 
life you'd better heed it." 

Paul Duhardt went on writing until 
he heard the door. close. Then, look
ing up. he too� a handkerchief from 
his pocket and passed it across his face. 
For a few moments he remained deep 
in thought. 

Picking up the &pea�ing-tube on his 
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desk, he told the clerk in the adjoining 
room to admit Mr. Ralph Humphry. 
He showed him the lists Myra had 
made out. anrl told him the names of 
the people to whom he had , already 
telegraphed. 

"I hope to see 'em this afternoon. 
You had better be here. We can en
gage them right away and start re
hearsing to-morrow." 

"By Jove! you're a man after my 
own heart; you can hustle," Ralph 
laughed. "What about a producer?" 

" We'll produce the play ourselves," 
Duhar<lt replied. "I've got a proper 
contract made out for you ; look 
through and sign it. I'm reserving all 
rights to myscl f, but you get a com
mission right through." 

" It seems fair enough," Ralph said, , 
and he signed. 

Duhardt offered him a cigar. " By 
the way, to drop business for a mo
ment, I believe you're engaged to be 
married to Miss Be!rington, aren't 
you?" 

Ralph colored. " How do • you 
know?" 

" Oh, I guessed it. When we were 
talking about your play she let drop a 
hint. She was so awfully keen on its 
production I guessed there was some
thing up." 

"Bless her heart," Ralph said under 
his breath. " Do you know, she cares 
more about getting my play produced 
than playing in it herself? She would 
have given up the part if she could 
have found some one else to produce 
it-another actress with capital, I 
mean." 

"Then, it's true? " 
"That we're en�ed? Yes." Ralph 

rose from his seat and commenced to 
walk about the office. "· I'd better 
make a clea� breast of it; though, don't 
let it go any further for the present. 
I've got a license; we're to be married 
in a couple or weeks." 
. Duhardt gave a twirl to his mus

tache. " That will be about three 
weeks before the first night. Have 
you thought of the wedding tour? " 

"Oh, we.sha'n't bother about that-
I hadn't thought of it. But that's only 
,a silly convention. When one loves 
one doesn't want a wedding tour. A 
man goes to Cairo, Paris-� and para
dise-when he takes the woman he 
loves in his arms." 

Duhardt pursed up his lips. 
"Well, I'd better be getting along," 

Ralph continued. " What time did 
you tell those people to caU? If I'm 
back at four o'clock it'll do, won't it? " 

Paul Duhardt rose and planted him
self in front of Humphry: "Do you 
love Miss Berrington enough to make 
a small sacrifice for her? " 

"I think so," Ralph replied very 
quietly. 

" Then, for her sake, more than the 
sake of the play, you must ·not marry 
her-yet." 

" What the devil do you mean? " 
" Gently, gently," Duhardt replied. 

" Let us look at this as two men of the 
world. Marriage doesn't mean much 
to a man. It's the beginning and the 
end of a woman's life. It would be 
fatal if Miss Berrington married right 
in the middle of rehearsals. You know 
what rehearsals of a new play are like? 
Ceaseless work day and night; nerve
racking." 

" I didn't think of that." 
"There's something else. Some

thing more important. Miss Berring
ton will be standing in the full glare 
of publicity-just as if one stuck her 
up on a pedestal in the middle of Pic
cadilly Circus and turned a score of 
search-lights on her. The news of her 
marriage is bound to leak out. It won't 
be good for business. The public likes 
to sur,round its footlight favorite with 
a certain amount of romance. There 
isn't any romance in a married woman 
,-or there shouldn't be! • Not in Eng
land at any rate." 

" What difference can it make to her 
work? It's her work that will count." 

Duhardt shook his head sympa
thetically. "Not in London, my boy. 
It's all the little paragraphs in the daily 
papers. The picture post-cards, the fas-
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cinating portraits in the weekly jour
nals and the monthly magazines. The 
public likes to have a heroine off the 
stage as well as on. If she marries 
the Duke of. M ontguise in the play it 
likes to go home and over the tea cups 
marry her to the Duke of Somebody
Else. If it knows she's plain Mrs. 
Humphry, the author's wife-well, it 
lets her down." 

"O!t, that's all rot," Ralph said 
fiercely. 

Duhardt turned away, and picking 
up the contract which Humphry had 
signed, he slipped it into a drawer in 
his desk. 

" Very well, I'm only asking you to 
,vait until her position is absolutely se
cure in London. When Miss Berring
ton is it she can do as she likes, marry 
her chauffeur or a pork-butcher. 
Marry her in three weeks if you wish, 
my dear fellow, but we must find an
other leading lady for the play." 

Ringing the bell he gave a clerk the 
bundle of telegrams he had written 
out and told him to despatch them at 
once. 

"I'm afraid I must ask you to go 
now; I've a score of people waiting to 
see me. Think it over. I must have 
your decision at four o'clock. I haven't 
mentioned it to Miss Berrington; 
women are funny creatures; but prob
ably she would feel as I do-wouldn't 

. like to tell you for fear of hurting 
you." 

Ralph walked to the door. He 
stood there some seconds with his , 
back to Duhardt. At last he spoke. 

" Very well, I'll wait," he said un
steadily. " But you mustn't expect 
me to wait too long. .If the play's a 
success, and Myra makes the hit she's 
bound to make, then she becomes my 
wife, .and I'll .see the public-" 

" Exactly," Duhardt smiled pleas
antly. " And you'll probably be grate
ful to me for my suggestion. A good 
thing's always worth waiting for, eh?" 

Ralph Humphry left the room with
out replying. Duhardt touched. the 
electric bell button by his side. 

"I'll see Mr. Smith now," he sa:id' 
to the clerk. 

He picked up a portrait Myra had 
given him of herself, from which lith
ographs were to be made for the post
ers. He looked at it critically. 

"Hanged if I'd have waited for 
you if I'd been in his position," he 

. said to himself. The f errety eyes 
grew bright and a cunning smile part
ed his lips. 

" If the wedding bells have got to 
ring it is I who will set them jangling, 
Myra. ' When the man takes tlie
woman he loves in his arms he goes to 
paradise.' " 

He laughed under his breath as he 
laid the portrait down. " Yott may 
think it's quite a different place, M·yra, 
bat I guess I'll take you there, my dear, 
and we'll stop at Paris en route." 

CHAPTER XVI. 

The Spider Meets the Fly. 

R
EHEARSAL was just over for

tht day. It commenced at eleven 
o'clock, and had proceeded with 

a short interval for refreshments until 
late in the evening. Rafph called a 
cab and drove Myra to Alma Man
sions. This had been the fourth re
hearsal, and to Ralph's surprise and to 
Myra Berrington's relief, Duhardt had 
not once put in an appearance on the 
stage. 

Now that things had more or less 
settled down, and the first flush of ex
citement gone, Ralph felt inclined to 
criticise Mr. Duhardt and his methods 
-and there were a score of questions
he would like to put to him.

Who was Mr. Paul Duhardt, any
way? Where had he sudaenly sprung 
from? What was his capital?-

Ralph asked these questions of 
Myra as they drove along. After all, 
she was in a sense responsible for him. 
He was her discovery. 

"I don't know anything-more about 
Mr. Duhardt than you do,'" she told 
him now. ". I only know that he's got 
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plenty of capital, and after all nothing 
else matters to us, does it? Especially 
as he's letting you produce the play 

. • 
"your own way. 

Ralph was tempted to tell Myra of 
Duhardt's stipulation, that they should 
not marry until the play had been pro
duced and she had made her position 
secure. He was waiting for her to 
say something about their marriage ; 
it hurt him that she h�d never ref erred 
to it since that evening at the Savoy 
Restaurant. 

�' No one seems to know anything 
about Duhardt," he continued. "I 
suppose he's all right? " 

" It's too late to think about that 
now," Myra replied uneasily. " I don't 
suppose Mr. Chagford \\'Ould have . 
leased him the theater if he hadn't 
been." She laid her hand on her lov
er's arm. "You mustn't worry about 
anything except the production." She 
gave a curious little laugh. " If only 
your play's a success you'll have every 
manager in London imploring you to 
write him one. Then there'll be . the 
provincial, colonial, and American 
rights. You haven't parted with those 
to Mr. Duhardt? " 

Ralph 'was forced to admit that he 
had done so; " I couldn't fight or 
argue about it. Everything was done 
in such a rush. I get my royalty, 
though." 

Ralph left her at Alma Mansions. 
"You'd better rest," he said, "and I 
must go home. J.-ve several altera
tions to make in the second act." 

Myra was glad that he had not sug
gested coming in. Already she had a 
dreadful feeling in fier heart that un
less she was careful they would drift 
away from one another. She was 
afraid of being left alone with him. 
She had not known how difficult it 
would be to act a part--off the stage. 

It is easy enough to deceive ac
quaintances, friends. A woman can 
deceive the man who loves her, but try 
as she will she cannot deceive the man 
to whom she has given her own heart. 

She entered her flat wearily, glad to 

be aione, yet always haunted by the 
knowledge that at any moment Du
hardt might send for her or come to 
her. She told her servant to get her 
some tea. 

"There's a gentleman waiting to 
see 'you in the drawing-room," the 
maid replied. " I think he said his 
name was Mr. Vessie." 

" Vessie ! " Myra stopped with her 
hand on the door handle. What could 
Sir John want with her? She thanked 
Heaven, as she pushed the door open, 
that Ralph had not come up. 

Reggie Vessie rose from his seat 
and flung his cigarette away. He held , 
out his hand rather awkwardly. 

" Hope you don't mind my coming. 
I just missed you at the Ingenue, so I 
thought I'd come on here. They �oJd 
me you had finished rehearsal and 
gone. I suppose that is the sort of 
thing doorkeepers always say to 
strangers.'' 

Myra Berrington stared at him 
amazed: "I don't understand." 

Reggie plucked at his fair mustache. 
" I say, you don't mean to say you've 
forgotten me. That's awfully rough 
luck. I suppose it's a year or more 
since we last met. My name's Vessie 
-Reginald V essie. I came round to
see you last when you were playing at
the Old Empress. Awfully rotten
play-but you were ripping.''

Myra gave him her hand and then 
dropped into a chair. " So you're Mr. 
Reginald Vessie, Sir John V essie' s 
son ! Oh, yes, I remember you now
quite well. But somehow or other I 
never connected you. But that's why 
the name seemed so familiar ! " 

"That's all right then." Reggie did 
not seem quite at his ease. He helped 
himself to another cigarette and sat 
on the arm of the chair he had been 
occupying. " You don't mind my 
smoking?" 

Myra shook her head. "To what 
do I owe the honor of this visit?" she 
asked, trying to speak lightly. 

"Oh, I don't know. Only got back 
to town this afternoon. Saw your 
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name on the hoardings. Aµd-well, 
I've never forgotten you, you know. 
I was an awful young ass when we 
had that rag at Aldershot. And, by 
gad, you were a recent sort." 

Myra smiled. She remembered 
now. A lot of overgrown, high
spirited boys conducted her back to her 
hotel. They had showered flowers on 
her at the theater. That had been 
nothing unusual. The same sort of 
thing occurred when she went to Ox
ford or Cambridge. 

"Yoi1've grown up now," she said. 
" You mustn't be surprised I didn't 
recognize you." 

" But I haven't changed," Reggie 
cried eagerly. " I mean-" 

Myra's thoughts were running 
ahead. " Why did you caH? " 

He got off the arm of his chair and 
sat closer to her. "Because I wanted 
to see you, of course. I suppose you 
think I've forgotten? Hang it all, a 
fellow doesn't change in eighteen 
months." 

Myra sighed. ." Are you trying to 
remind me that you made love to me? 
You were a boy then, Mr. Vessie. And 
there were a lot of other boys. And 
they all made love to me." She tried 
to laugh. 

, "I know," Reggie said quickly, 
"they always did to every pretty 
women they came across. But I was 
different. I mean, i really liked you 
just for yourself." 

Myra really laughed now. " You're 
awfully kind." 

From the way he spoke and behaved 
Reggie Vessie was reminiscent of his 
father. He was a young man of the 
world, and just as innocent as the old 
man. She found herself wondering 
cynically what woman would open his. 
eyes and pick his pockets. 

" I don't think you've told me yet 
why you really came to see me," she 
said. 

" Yes, I have," Reggie replied, look
ing at her eagerly. 

He wondered why he had ever lost 
sight of her. Her beauty made him 

feel tongue-tied. It was rather won
derful to find himself alone with this 
beautiful actress in her own flat. There -
was an atmosphere about the room 
quite different from the atmosphere at 
h9me, • or to thar which he found in 
other houses when he paid duty calls 
or went to duU, respectable dances. 

"I get beastly fed-up in London 
sometimes. It's awfully rotten living 
alone and only meeting the usual con
ventional people one's go� to meet, you 
know!" 

·" So you'd like to come . and see
me sometimes as an antidote ? " There 
was a pause. "Is your father aware 
that you know me? You say you only 
came up to town to-day. Did you tell 
him you were coming to call? " 

Reggie Vessie flushed. " Rather 
not. He's awfully old-fashioned; he 
wouldn't understand. But all the same 
I wanted to ask you something �bout 
him. We were talkin·g of you yester
day." 

" Really? " She tried to speak light
ly, but her heart commenced to beat at 
an absurd rate. 

"You met the guv'nor, didn't you. 
coming over from Homburg? " 

" He told you that? " 
Myra was on her guard. Reggie 

Vessie made her think oCher lover .. 
Her soul revolted against the idea of 
seeing this boy's ideals dragged into 
the mire, his faith in his father shat.,. 
tered, and perhapi his home life de
stroyed. 

" Oh, yes! I met your father in 
Homburg," she replied quickly. "We 
were both there for the cure. He told 
you- What did he tell you?" 

Reggie rose from his seat and com
menced to walk up and down the little 
room. He did not find it easy to ex
plain, but Myra waited, wqndering 
what was coming. 

"Look here, Miss Berrington, I 
want to be straight with you. Father 
did not tell me everything. You rang 
him up on the telephone the very night 
he got home. Of course when I heard 
your name I was rather surprised. 
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Then a few days later I got a letter
a beastly, anonymous letter-in which 
your name and the guv'nor's were 
mentioned." 

"A letter? An anonymous letter? " 
• She made no attempt to disguise the
anxiety in her voice.

" Yes. It was addressed to Mr.
John Vessie, so naturally I opened it.
I can't quite remember how it was
worded. But it sort of suggested -
well, you know, blackmail."

Myra covered her face with her
hands, and a low cry escaped her lips.
Blackmail! Was she to be haunted
by that loathsome crime for the rest
of her life?

. " Do you think I wrote that letter? "
she asked when Reggie had roughly
outlined the contents.

" Good Heavens, no I " he cried
vehemently, turning on her. " Such
a· thought never entered my head. I
know you didn't. Do you think I
should have come to see you if I
had?"

"Then who--" Was this Paul
Duhardt' s work? It seemed impossi
ble. He would not risk it; he had got
all the money he wanted. He had
made himself safe by getting it

• through her. And yet who else could
have known, who else could have
done it?

"Of course the guv'nor was rather
upset," Reggie continued. " If I'd
been he I'd have chucked it into the
waste-paper basket. But I suppose for
,your sake he thought the matter ought
to be sifted to the bottom. Anyway,
he sent for some beastly detective
chap."

"A detective?" Myra rose to her
feet.

" Yes. Arthur Brown. Do you
know him?"

Myra shook her head. 
" Well, be knows you. He remem

bered that night at Aldershot, spotted 
me when I came into the hotel. Of 
course, that doesn't matter. Had to 
tell the guv'nor all I knew-which was 
nothing." 

Reggie looked at her, then crossing 
to her side, took her hand. It was 
quite cold and lifeless. " I say, I al
most wish I hadn't told you anythiog. 
You mustn't let it upset you, Miss Ber
rington. Surely you know the guv
' nor' s the straightest of men. He'll see 
that you're protected." 

Myra began to laugh. With a great 
effort she stopped herself. "And so 
you came to warn me? Your father 
doesn't know that? " 

"Of course not." 
Myra withdrew her hand, and told 

Reggie to sit down again. Neither of 
them heard a ring at the front-door 
bell. 

" I suppose you haven't the faintest 
idea who is the author of that letter? " 
Reggie asked. "It's- simply vile just 
because you're a woman with no one 
to protect you, that some foul brute 
should try. By gad, if I get hold of. 
him I'll wring his neck." 

Myra looked at him, and forced a 
smile to her lips. Her face was white, 
her eyes lusterless. " You mustn't give 
it another thought, Mr. Vessie. It 
doesn't matter a bit to me. . Women 
who live alone and work for their liv
ing have to take risks. It's splendid of 
you to have come to me and been so 
frank. But you mustn't come again.'' 

He leaned forward and seized both 
her hands. She tried to draw them 
away, but he would not let them go. 
" I certainly shall come again," he 
whispered. "Now, more than ever." 

She shook her head, and looked at 
him imploringly. The pallor on her 
face, the expression in her eyes only 
in:creased his determination to serve 
her and his desire to see her. 

" Hang it all, it's my duty, now. I'll 
tell the guv'nor, if you like. We'll let 
this blackmailing brute see we're not 
afraid of him. I tell you what, when I 
get • leave for a week-end, I'll motor 
you down to Napperly Hall. Lady 
Vessie would just love you, I know she 
would." 

Myra commenced to laugh hysteric
ally. " You don't know what you're 
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saying. And you're hurting me. Please1et go my hands." Reggie V essie shook his head. He possessed all the quixotic chivalry of a former century. Two years ago he had been head. over ears in love with Myra Berrington. He felt the boyish passion return with renewed force. He was a man now-and she needed his protection. " Not until you've told me when I can come again," he cried. " Not until you've promised to let me see this thing through for you. To-protect you." He bent closer. She wrenched her hands fr�e. She felt tempted to strike him: ".For your own sake, for your father's sake-" • The remaining words rattled unsaidin her throat. For the door opened and Paul Duhardt walked into the room. Reggie pushed his chair back and rose to his feet with a smothered oath. Myra Berrington got up, too, and, walking to the windows, flung them open. "vVant to have a little talk about the play, to hear how it's going," Duhardt • said quietly: " Haven't had a look at

lrehearsals yet." He turned towardReggie, then walked to Myra's side: " vVon't you introduce me? " , Myra Berrington was staring at (Reggie, trying to tell him to go. He 
1
saw fear in her eyes. She said nothing, only looked at him. " My name's Vessie. Reginald Vessie. Perhaps you'll tell me yours? " " Paul Duhardt. Manager of the Ingenue Theater. I'm presenting Miss Berrington in a new play in five weeks" time. Glad to meet you, Mr. Vessie." He held out his hand. " Sir John Vessie's eldest son, I presume? " Reggie nodded. Duhardt looked at Myra, then opened the door again. " I'm afraid you're tired, Miss Berrington. Long rehearsal, I suppose? Hadn't you better take off your hat and have a little rest before we talk business? I'll entertain Mr. Vessie and give him a cup. of tea. I noticed the servant was bringing it in." 

Myra slowly crossed the room. She' had to do what she was told. Duhardt watched her into the passage, then closed the door. " Sit down, Mr. Vessie, and have a cigarette," he said condescendingly. "I suppose you're an old friend of Miss Berrington, eh ?-inter@sted in her career as an actress? " Reggie _nodded. He was trying to sum up Paul Duhardt. Instinctively, with the egotism of youth, he resented him. " Well, I'm very glad we've met," Duhardt continued. " If you're one of the select few who have realized Miss Herrington's genius, then this is just the moment when you 'can make yourself useful and help bed Would you like to?" 
CHAPTER XVII.

In the Web. 
R

EGINALD VESSIE stroked hisfair mustache thoughtfully. . He could not help feeling slightly flattered at what Paul Duhardt had just said. " One of the select few to help the well-known actress, Myra Herring-. ton!" It was quite the fashion, too, to be mixed up in theatrical enterprise. Reginald V essie had on the whole been very well brought up, but it was only natural that his father's position in the county, his wealth, and the regiment to which Reggie belonged should• have given him an undue sense of his own importance. And now at Duhardt's words he became more keenly alive than ever tohis own importance. He commenced to walk -about the room, his hands in his trouser-pockets. " In what way do you imagine I can serve Miss Berrington? And--er-by the way, what makes you think I wish to serve her? " Duhardt raised his eyebrows in mild surprise. " I beg your pardon if I've.made a mistake. I had an idea, I don't 
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know why, that you were an old friend 
of Miss Berrington's, and naturally 'in
terested in ,her career. She has had so 
few real chances. Every one admits 
her genius, but she has never been con
nected with a really popular success." 

Reggie V essie cleared his throat and 
nodded. " That's true." • 

" In this country unless an actr�ss 
keeps right in the public eye, and plays 
in two or three successes, m_anagers 
won't look at her, and she can · never 
get a decent salary." 

" I think I know what you mean," 
Vessie said, standing beside Duhardt 
and looking at him critically. " But 
where do I come ·in? I can't write 
Myra-Miss Berrington-a play. I 
wish I could." 

Duhardt glanced uneasily toward the 
door as it opened. But only the maid 
entered, bringing in the tea. "She's 
got a play all right," he continued. 
"I've got the theater, the prettiest in 
London. I'm backing her for all I'm 
worth. What she wants, Captain V es-
sie---" 

Reggie corrected him, and explained 
-that he had not yet obtained his cap
taincy.
" All she  wants, my dear sir, is 
booming, advertising!" 

·" That's rather cheap, isn't it?" 
Duhardt wagged his finger know

ingly. " If I were to do it-I, as a 
business man with my business in
stincts-yes ! But supposing a man in 
your position were _interested-" 

Duhardt waited to see the effect of 
his words. Reggie once more took a. 

�m up anti down the room. He was 
certainly feeling interested and, with
out knowing it, was also feeling flat
tered. 

Duhardt sat down before the tea
�ble and poured out two cups • of tea. 
Presently Reggie drew his chair close 
up to Duhardt's. 

"I'd like you to explain a little more 
fully. I don't see what I can do-to 
advertise Miss Berrington. Anyway, 
I hate advertisement. Beastly bad 
fonn." 

" Have a cup of tea. That looks 
rather a nice cake on your left." 

Reggie V essie suggested they should 
wait for Miss Berrington. Duhardt 
explained that her flat was Liberty 
Hall. 

" And you're a Bohemian at heart, 
Mr. Vessie; you are one of us. I can 
see that at a glance;" 

"I believe I am," Reggie acknowl
edged smilingly. " I get awfully fed
up in London with the usual r.ound. 
The army's all right as an amusement 
or a side show, but I'm hanged if I can 
see it's any good as a profession. But 
about Miss Berrington? " 

"You admit that she's a beautiful 
woman?" 

"By Gad, yes. I'm only just be
ginning to realize how beautiful." 

" She would make a sensation in 
society. But nowadays people have to 
have things thrust under their noses, 
hence the necessity for advertising. 
On� can't advertise actresse� as one 
does patent medicines-certain man
agers do, but I don't believe in it. 
Anyway, Myra Berrington isn't that 
sort." 

"Of course not," Reggie agreed. 
" It wouldn't do at all in her case." 

Duhardt emptied his cup of tea and 
lit a cigarette. 

"Now, what Miss Berrington 
wants," he continued, thoughtfully . 
blowing a cloud of smoke between his 
lips, " is a man of the world, a gentle
man moving in decent society who will 
introduce her to the right sort of peo
ple. Take her about to the right places. 
To put it coarsely, some one who will 
show her off! A beautiful actress, Mr. 
Vessie, is like a great picture : she has 
got to be exhibited before she can be 
appreciated." 

Reginald Vessie was silent. He did 
not quite know what to say. The sug
gestion was sudden and unexpected. 

" You see," Duhardt continued, " di
rectly the play is produced at the In
genue Theater, Miss Berrington will 
be pestered with attentions from the 
wrong sort of men, both young and old. 
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You know the type as well as I do, Mr. they couldn't say anything-anything 
Vessie." unpleasant concerning your friendship -

Reggie nodded. Duhardt handed for her. In this world it's still the 
him a cigarette and lit a match for him. woman, the innocent woman, who suf
" It's very ·sad for Miss Berrington fers; especially if she's alone and earns 
that she's alone in the world," he said her own living." 
sententiously. "She's never made Reggie sat back in his chair and 
friends-a shy, retiring nature. By threw his cigarette away. " I'll do it!

the way, has she ever met Lady Vessie I've got a little car, two-seater. If I 
or Sir John? " can get leave I'll run her down next 

Reggie started, and the color Sunday. There's only one thing-" 
mounted to his face. Duhardt pre- - Duhardt knew what that one thing 
tended to be busy pouring out another was, but he held his peace. 
cup of tea. "I'm very glad I met you, Mr. Du-

" No - that is to say - I think my hardt," Reggie Vessie said. "I'll think 
father ran across her-when he was over what you've told me. I don't see 
at Homburg." He had half a mind to how I can be of much real service to 
confide in Duhardt. Miss Berrington, l;>ut, by Jove, I'll do 

"I know you won't misunderstand my best." 
the interest I take in Miss Berrington," " Probably you can do a great deal 
Duha�dt said as he stirred his tea. more than you think. You see, you're 
""\Vhile she's under my management I what we call a white man in America, 
feel I have a duty to perform. No and that's what Miss Berrington wants 
breath oi scandal must attach itself to to protect her against the other sort. 
her name." Your name, Mr. Vessie, stands for all 

" Rather not! " that's clean and straight in English 
" So I hope you won't mind my sug- society.". 

gesting that if you're interested in her Before Reggie could reply the door 
future and wish to remain her friend, opened and Myra came into the room: 
you'll introduce her to Lady Vessie." She had changed her dress for a pale 

" I never thought of that." Reggie mattve wrap. She looked very pale 
spoke under his breath. and tired. 

Duhardt laughed pleasantly. " Moth- Reggie placed an armchair for her 
ers are very jealous of their sons, and and put a cushion at her back. Du
they seldom look with favor upon any hardt poured out a cup of tea and Reg
friendships they form away from gie handed it. After a while Duhardt 
home." He waited for few moments: hinted at the conversation he had had 
" The simplest and most tactful thing with Reggie. 
to do would be to motor Miss Berring- "I'm afraid all my time will be 
ton down to Napperley Hall one Sun- taken up with rehearsals for some 
day. During these strenuous rehears- weeks," Myra said, and she threw a• 
als a day in the country would do her frightened glance at Duhardt. 
a world of good. Probably Lady , " You must let me fetch you from 
Vessie would fall in love with her at the theater sometimes," Reggie said, 
first sight. \Vhereas, if you wrote and " give you a bit of lunch or dinner at 
said you wanted to introduce her to a . the Savoy grill, and a run round the 
friend of yours who was an actress, park in my car."-
well "-again he laughed-" you're a " Excellent," Duhardt agreed. Ris-
man of the world, you know! " ing, he glanced at his watch. "Well, 
• " Yes, women are funny about those I must be off now. I'm sure you're too
things," Reggie agreed. tired to talk business, Miss Berrington.

"And if people knew that Miss Ber- To-morrow at rehearsals will do. I've
!:ington was received at N apperley Hall two or three appointments to keep this 
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evening." He held out his hand to to motor you down to Napperley Hall 
Reggie. '' If you want me I'm always next Sunday if you're free, and intro
at your service, Mr. Vessie. You'll duce you to my mother. I know the 
find me at the Ingenue every day; just guv'nor would be delighted, too." 
send up your name, that'll be enough." Myra Berrington heard herself laugh 

As soon as he had gone Reggie in a strange, unnatural way,. Before 
V�sie sat down by �yra's side. He she could reply the servant opened the 
felt about ten years older than he had door and handed her a half-sheet of 
done when he first entered the room. note-paper. Myra took it and unfolded 
He was thrilled by a sudden desire to it. It contained just half a dozen pen
protect this woman. She was so • cited words. 
young, so lonely, and so beautiful. He "Excuse me for a few mimites," 
told himself he had been a young fool she said unsteadily to Reggie. " I'm
to· lose sight of her during the past I'm wanted." 
few months. She closed the drawing-room ooor 

" You look awfully tired and quite behind her and waited until the servant 
worn_, out," he said gently. "You had gone back to the kitchen. The 
must rest all you can, you know." front door stood slightly ajar. She 

" I an� i:ather tired;" she admitted. opened it and found Duhardt waiting 
" I shall be all right when I've had a outside; 
little sleep." "What is it?" she whispered. 

Reggie refused to take the hint. " I came back to tell you that you've 
"Mr. D.uhardt has been explaining got to let young Vessie run you," Du
things to me. I want you to know I'm hardt replied. " He'll advertise you 
absolutely at your seryice in future. better than I can. And he'll take you 
No, don't say a word," as Myra tried down to Napperley Hall. That'll give 
to interrupt him. "It's no use refus- the old man a nasty jar, but if we want 
ing. I-I promise not to make love any more money it'll make matters easy 
to you," he laughed boyishly, "but I'm for you." 
jolly well going to take care of you " I refuse! " 
and see you're not pestered by a lot of Duhardt smiled and shook his head. 
rotten outsiders. You're going to make "For the third and last time-yqu 
the biggest success ever known ip this can't ! Directly you refuse to obey me 
new play at the Ingenue, and I'm going I shall expose you. You must remem
to help you." her, my dear Myra, that you are the 

The fear that was never absent from blackmailer, not I. You asked Sir 
Myra's eyes now increased. What, John for the money. He brought it 
she wondered, had Duhardt been say- to your flat. You took it. 
ing to this boy? She leaned forward "You must go down to Napperley 
and laid her hand on his shoulder. He Hall, you must make yourself pleasant 
looked up into her eyes-and she shiv- to the Vessies. Tell the old man he's 
ered. He had just said he was not quite safe-for the present. That's all. 
going to make love to her. But al- If young Vessie falls in love with you 
ready she read love in his eyes. so much the better. You can keep him 

"Mr. Vessie, listen to me. It's im- hanging on. Now go back and make 
possible that we can be friends. Don't yourself pleasant. If you don't-. well, 
think I don't appreciate your kindness, I shall have to find another leading 
that I don't trust you. But-" lady during your temporary absence in 

"You're thinking about that rotten HolJoway jail." 
letter I received, I suppose," he said Turning on his heel he walked down 

' angrily. " But it's all right. I'm going the staircase. 
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forset tbla mquiae ia iaued week!,., ud that

,._ will set tbe continuation of tbla ator,. without waitiq a month. 
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myself, so that I could not attend to busi
ness. To-day is _the first day I have been 
able to write a letter, and my first is to 
you, because I like the ALL-STORY WEEKLY 
so much. I beg you to send me all the 
back numbers from May I. Enclosed find 
money order for $4.00 for renewal for one 
year. 

Yours respectfully, 
FRANK RINALDI. 

Mabton, Washington. 

ANENT "O'TOOLE'S WATERLOO," 
BY CARVEL-CAREWE 

(After havin' perused the poetic press
notice concernin' me masterpiece.)· 

w HIST ! DEAR EDITOR : 
Faith, how can I keep sore at the way 

that you juggled me name, when your 
poetry's grand and must surely command 
both world-wide attention and fame I So, 
thanks for the elegant manner in which 
you have went and writ up that same funny 
switch. 

And assurin' yer highness your blarney 
is shwell, 'tis meself be remainin', 

Yours, 
CAREWE-CARVEL. 

TIIE GOOD OLD INCOMPARABLE 

To THE EDITOR: 
Enclosed find post-office money order 

for $4.00 for which please send me that 
'good old incomparable, the ALL-STORY 
WEEKLY, for one year, beginning with the 
June 19 issue. My former subscription ex
pired all too soon, and if I don't get to 
finish " The Promise," and read others 
like "The Quitter," "The In-Bad Man," 
and others as good, well - words cannot 
express what might happen. 

Wishing you continued success with 
your grand magazine, I remain, 

Sincerely, 
B. H. BUCHANAN. 

P. 0. Box 326,
King's Mills, Warren County, Ohio.

BETTER EVERY ISSUE 

'l'o THE EorTOR: 
Enclosed you will find IO cent� in stamps 

for which send me the ALL-STORY WEEK
LY for June 5. 

Just a word in favor of the ALL-STORY. 
I have read it many years, along with 
other Munsey publications, and it is get
tin� better every issue. Your authors are 

all good and I haYe no kick 
any source. 

Wishing you all kinds of good luck in 
making up a still better magazine, I re
main, 

An ardent reader, 
M�ff'l' H. ROYER. 

Hingham, Massachusetts. 

AFl'Elt THE DAY'S LABOR 

To THE EDITOR: 
Nearly since the initial number have I

been a reader of the ALL-STORY as my fa
vorite diversion after a day of labor at the

editorial desk. Its marriage to The Caw
lil'r was very displeasing to me, as the 
union cut out many of the restful and en
trancing stories of the old All-Story. 
The divorce of name came as good news, 
and I sincerely hope it will be followed by 
a return to the good stories of the old 
days. Edgar Rice Burroughs has ever 
been the peer of all, although I found few 
stories that were not well worth reading 
before the amalgamation; but since that 
time I have been forced to pass many a 
one by. I would like to see my old friend 
the ALL-STORY in reality instead of name 
only. 

Yours truly, 

Editor, Herald, 
Iola, Wisconsin. 

B. L. Bxn«.

PARDONS GIESY FOR HIS NERVE 

To THE EDITOR: 
Believe me, your magazine is a corker, 

top hole from start to finish. I began to 
read the ALL-STORY two years ago, and 
since then I have not missed a number. 
What has happened to Zane Grey when he 
is not sending in another story as good as 
" The Lone Star Rangers "? 

Edgar Rice Burroughs had better begin 
writing that sequel to "The Mucker" or 
he will find himself forestalled ; some of 
the M11cker' s fans will take up the story 
where Burroughs left off, and bring it to 
a better ending. I think that " The Curi
ous· Quest of Mr. Ernest Bliss" was one 
of the best stories ever published in your 
magazine, and it cert'ainly is the best story 
Oppenheim ever wrote. 

I have just begun to read "House of the 
Hawk," by J .. U. Giesy, and it ·certainly 
promises to be a good yarn, although the . 
introduction of White Kate was rather a

novelty in fiction writing. It is seldom we
get such a close view of a heroine. 

However, the story promises to be 0. K::, 
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so we will pardon Mr. Giesy for his rierve. 
"The Promise," by J. B. Hendryx, is tip.
top. • If you continue to publish such good 
stories in the future as you have done in 
the past, your magazine will never go bust 
for want of readers. 

From your friend and booster, 
]. A. JOHNSON. 

P. S.-By the way, when is Jacob .f.ish
er going to write that sequel to The 
Quitter"? • . 

J. A. J. 

A DETECTIVE STORY DE LUXE 

To THE Eo1TOR: 
• Quite recently I was fortunate . to se
cure four back numbers of The AU-Story
(monthly) containing. the complete novels:
"Under the Andes," " A Man Without a
Soul," " The Outsider," and " The Invisi
ble Empire."
• Each of· these stories was remarkable,
and_ I only regret that I wasn't born soon
er . (I'm only twenty). I began reading the
present magazine with the amalgamation,
and I've noticed the kicks registered by
Tm: ALL-STORY- readers because of the
consolidation. And no wonder ! I opine that

• the discontinuation of that pe\-iodical was
a terrible loss to the reading public as well
as a financial loss to the publishers.

But I suppose you know your business. 
Below you will find a listed rep•rt of the 

- s"ials published in the second quarter of
this year. It is gratifying to state that you
have done exceeding_ly better than for the
first three months. The average is 87 per/
cent, a gain of 12 per cent on the first
quarter. I mark them according to how
1 liked them.

"The Mysterious Goddess" is a detec
tive story de luxe. Footner, Gregory, and
Titus are three comers, the latter's" Doc!"
is an exceptionally dramatic story. -" The
Bondboy " is big, vital, and wonderful.
"Cinder-Eve," by Jackson, was rather
good, and the situations were clever and
amusing.

Although " Pellucidar " is a sequel ( a
"good one) to "At the Earth's Core," that
does not, and must not, be the last story
about this wonderful land. Innes's inner
world is too wonderful to be forgotten so
soon.

It is little over a year s,ince the amalga
mation, and in that time you have pub
lished six big stories: Grey's "Lone Star
Rangers," Oppenheim's " Curious Quest,"
Simpson's " Clavering the Incredible,"
Ogden's ," The Bondboy," and Warner's
'" The Man-Eater." Of course there are
scores of other good and extra good novels,
but the aforementioned ·are top-notchers.

I haven't listed the novelettes because 
only several were worth while. 

Ayres, Ruby M., "B<1,rriers Strong". .85 
Burroughs, Edgar Rice, " Pellucidar " .95 
Buchanan, John, "The Thirty-Nine 

Steps " . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .90 
Crewe-Jones, Florence, " The Laugh-

ing Death " . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .85
Footner, Hulb.ert, " The Fur Bring-

ers" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. .92 
Fredericks, Arnold, " The Mysterious. 

Goddess " . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .95 
Hendryx, James B., "The Promise" .90 
Ogden, George Washington, "The 

Bondboy " . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .99 
Sheehan, Perley _Poore, " Abu, the 

Dawn-Maker " ...... : . . . . . . . . . . . . .40 
Titus, Harold, " Doc ! ". . . . . . . . . . . . . .96 
Warner, Anne, "The Man-Eater".. .98 

Very truly yours, 
J. R. CHROM!tY. 

720 Donnelly Street, 
Duryea, Pennsylvania. 

ADMIRES FERTILE IMAGINATIONS 

To THE EDITOR: 
As per your suggestion ( and well you 

know same will be followed by many), I 
iam enclosing herewith forty cents in 
stamps, for which you will _ please send me 
the four copies of The All-St(Jry Cavalier 
containing the story entitled "At the Earth's 
Core," by Edgar Rice Burroughs, of which 
"Pellucidar," now running, is a sequel. 

We certainly do enjoy the magazine, and 
particularly those dandy impossible sto
ries. We admire the imaginations which 
can conceive of such plt)ts and carry them 
to a successful finsh. 

I wish your magazine every success in 
the world. 

MRS. MARCAR� E. DRANBAUER. 
1415 Webster Street, 
Baltimore, Maryland. 

PREFERS COMPLETE NOVELS TO SHORTS 

To THt EDITOR: 
I quite agree with Claude A. Beardsley 

concerning the short stories. I would 
rather have a complete novel instead. 

Give us more stories like " Sand," " The 
Mucker," the Semi Dual tales, and count
less others that are very good. 

Please continue these interesling stories. 
Also do not forget the Heart to Heart 
Talks. 

MIN!tRVA V. SMITH. 
277 Christian Street, 
Steelton, Pennsylvania. 
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Abie explained hastily. " I only want 
a higher job, that's all." 

II That's all r That's au! " 
The head of the firm eyed the boy, 

first in anger, then in wonder, and 
1inally in pity. He nodded his head in 
a manner distinctly in the affirmative, 
but marred that complaisant quality 
wholly by his words. 

" What you can d_o,, anyhow? " with 
asperity. " What you can do? All the 
time for eight seasons you bring me 
the customers' cards, and even this 
you can't do straight. Last season :you 
bring me a card from Miss Katzen
stein, from Kankakee; the while it was 
Mrs. Petersburg, from _Red Springs. 
You want a higher job, you-you
you--" 

" But she gave the wrong card to 
me herself," pleaded Abie. "She her
self gave the wrong card to me. If 
Mrs. Petersburg herself don't know 
her right name, how sh0ttld I know 
it?,,

" Silence from you! •� thundered 
Heinsheim. Then he added in kindlier 
tones : " Abie, go now back by the ele
vator. Might to.:day some customers 
will come. If you didn't was by the 
elevators, might they will think if this 
ain't the right place." 

Heinsheim had no desire for 
trouble with the help on the very eve 
of the season, and his attitude of near
tolerance prodded Abie's ambition to 
one more futile display. 

''. Mr. Heinsheim, you ask' what I" 
can do? Every day regular, I practise 
my handwriting. I write now fine. 
And at figures, I'm extra fine." 

Increasing confidence became appar
ent in him. 

"Lemme show you," he volun
teered eagerly. " If you 'had two 
hundred chickens running around 
here, and somebody offered y�u sixty:. 
two cents apiece for 'em, and then 
somebody else came and said, ' -I'll give 
you sixty-two and a half cents for 
'em,' apiece, I mean, how much would 
you make more on the second man 
than if you sold out to the first man ? " 

Pausing for a second he flashed a 
look at the open-mouthed Heinshei111, 
and then continued, triumphant, secure 
that his was a· superdemonstration of 
mathematical ability. 

" You'd make just a dollar more, be
cause he'd give you one hundred • and 
twenty-five dollars, and the first man 
could only give you one hundred and 
twenty-four dollars, see? 1' 

But Heinsheim only snapped vicious .. 
ly in answer: 

• " By me in the showroom, Abie,
ain't no chickens running around. 
There is only there muddles," he said 
severely. " I should worry me my head 
about your figures." His disregard for 
simile was awful. "Muddles figures 
and chickens figures is something,
again altogether difference. 

" Go now back, Abie, by the ele
vator," he said with decision,' "and 
don't make for me no more bother. 
From you I'm tired already." 

Then he turned back to his desk. 
" But, Mr. Heinsheim, I can do any 

kind figures," Abie persisted. "Any 
kind! Just like I done that, in my 
head. Any kind at all. Ask me some� 
thing ! " His request was almost 
imperative. " Go on, ask me some
thing!'' 

"I'll ask you: something.'1 yelled 
Heinsheim, whirling about furiously, 
while every vestige of patience fled 
from him and he shook his fist in dan
gerous proximity to Abie's nose. "I'll 
ask you something! For why it is you 
didn't close all the· windows last night 
before you went away home? Answer 
me that, hah ! For what reason yoUJ 
didn't was closing all the windows? 
You want that the burglars should can
cel for us our insurance ? 1' 

His exasperated voice shrilled un
til it ended in a squeak. 

" You want I should ask you some
thing? Well, now, I ask you some
thing. For why it is you don't make 
me no quick answer? Now, Abie," 
-.again he was the conciliating 
"head," but this time his tones car
ried, somehow, a note of positive final-
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ity-" go you back by the elevator. 
Maybe next season I give the raise.· 
-when you're worth it. By me is a
man what he shows."

And with this vague promise Abie 
had to be content. He went back to 
his place in the hall-, there to meditate 
on the ill - luck that was his. He 
grieved, too; grieved because he, who 
was in every way fitted to be a book
keeper, was only a hall-boy. 

Abie, just then was in that frame of 
mind which inevitably invites disaster, 
and disaster accepted his invitation 
and approached, as it so often does, in 
the form of a woman. 

In short, Ethel O'Neill emerged 
from the elevator. 

" Card," said Abie, automatically, 
his mind still concerned with the 
scurviness of fate. 

" No card," said the lady. " I want 
t'see Heinsheim. M'name's O'Neill." 

Abie studied the scrolls in the 
wrought-iron of the elevator gate. 

" Godda have a card," he said apa
thetically. " Godda have a card." 

" Oh, yeh, now. Have yuh godda? '1 

It was a plaintive little speech. It 
brought the boy's eyes down. Mainly 
he became aware that she reached 
about to his shoulder; that yellow ring-
1lets cascaded over her forehead and 
curled behind her ears and over her 
ears and around her ears, and then 
lovingly hugged her cheeks. 

He liked her hat, too. It set so 
jauntily on her blond head. He liked 
the brace of wings that it flew from 
its starboard side and the tiny bow it 
blew to helm. 

\tVhy, even the wings quivered with 
disappointment when Abie made that 
short answer ! 

"\Vell, I ain't got no card," she 
murmured, stressing the " �ot '' with a
vocal kind • of violence. ' I wanted 
t' brace old Heins11eim f' r a job, but I 
ain't got no card." 

Then, after a pause. " I guess I 
better be goin'." 

She made the announcement in the 
manner of a question and the cadence 

of that Third Avenue 
Abie unaccountably. 

votce stirred 

"\tVait a minute," he said, quickly. 
"Just you wait a minute, and I'll see." 

He disappeared into the office. 
"Mr. Heinsheim/ 1 he "·hispered 

hurriedly, as in the man's placid ex
terior he remarked no trace of the pre
vious upheaval. " There's outside a 
.girl wants work." 

" Tell her she should go in. the fac
tory and see the forelady. And make 
she should use the back elevator.'1 an
swered Heinsheitn, peremptorily. 
" Ain't you know it yet, Abie, that the 
front one is for the-customers alone? " 

" But she ain't a factory girl, she 
ain't a factory girl." Abie assured him 
in a kind of breathless stage whisper. 
" A card she ain't got, but blondie hair 
she's got, and she's pretty like a model. 
:A swell little model. She's a Irish 
gentile, Mr. Heinsheim," he insisted; 
"a Irish gentile with blondie hair and 
a fine hat, and pretty, yet even better 
than a model." 

Heinsheim sought to hide his inter
est in a great crackle of paper. 

"Send her in by me here," he com
manded briefly, and Abie moved quick
ly at the behest. 

"Go in," he said, propelling the 
damsel officeward. " Tell him you can 
do anything." 

And with this modestly circum
scribed injunction, he subsided for the 
time. Bu_t he waited not too long be
fore Heinsheim, with his hand fast
ened securely on the young arm of 
Miss O'Neill, burst on his view. 

" Abie," offered Heinsheim, " Miss 
O'Neill is going to work by me-. You 
show her where she should put her 
hat, and then you make her with the 
whole place familiar. 

"Go mit, go mit," he counseled the 
girl pompously. "This is Abie. Abie 
will tell you everything you will want 
to know. Abie is the smartest boy in 
!he place, the smartest boy. On figures
Abie can't be beat. Any kind figures
is for Abie easy, only not figures from
musical shows."
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A little cackle of merriment issued two days," he volJeyed at her, "how 
from his lips

,. 
then swe11ed until it be- many miles will you walk, cdunting -

came a full-fledged la�gh. When nineteen blocks to a mile? " 
Heinsheim laughed his gold chain Ethel backed away and regarded 
shook. You could tell by that chain him helplessly. " I dunno," she said, 
just where the chest of him ended "do you?" , 
and the stomach of him began. "Sure," he assented, joyously. 

"Take on her good care, Abie." " You'll walk a hundred and forty-
Sfill chuckling at his own wit, he re- five miles and two blocks less than an

linquished his hold on the girl's arm· other mile_. It's easy when you know 
and went back to the office. how. Just as easy! Ain't it easy? " 

Alone, they stared at each other. "Search me. I suppose so, if yuh 
There was renewed interest m the say it is." 
brown eyes and the dawn of a great She remained silent for a moment, 
relief shining in the blue. , eying him contemplatively. Then-
. "Gee," giggled Miss O'Neill, " ain't " If I tell yuh something, will yuh 
that old duffer the limit? " promise never t' tell a soul? " 

Abie agreed in - the libel, and then - He nodded, and she spoke candidly
Ethel O'Neill drew closer to the boy, indeed. 
serenely conscious that her manifold "I'm a bum at figgers. Heinsheim's 
charms had taken him by storm. She goin' a give me sotne bills t' copy in 
shifted the chewing-gum resting be- , a big book. I godda foot 'em up." She 
hind her white teeth. giggled hysterically. "Whatever that 
, "What's y'r whole name? '1 she means! You know "-there was the 
questioned, imperiously. flavor of honey in her voice-" you 

"Abie Rosenshein." tol' me to say I could do anything, an' 
"Holy mackerel I •? she ejaculated. I did, an' now I'm so scared! Feel my 

"That's some mouthful; ain't it?" hands! Ain't they cold?" 
'' Don't you like it? " She slid the small members into his. 
"It's punk," she observed succinctly. Her chin quivered. Her breath fanned 

" Say, why did that old guy freeze his cheek. She had to stand on her 
onto me like that? " She rubbed her toes for this coup, but wasn't the game 

worth the candle? And don't they arm  and squirmed one shoulder. 
"What's the big idea?" breed 'em wise enough to know it on 

Then Abie stated a perfectly obvi- Third Avenue? 
ous fact. " Oh, you needn't to worry about 

"I guess he wants you to work here. that,'1 her father-confessor advised her 
Don't you want to work here? " loftily, smiling a• slow, superior smile. 

"Who, me? Sure, that's what I "I can do that little work for you." 
came f'r. Say "-her questions were " C'n yuh? When? " 
irrel�vant and her tones a trifle un- " Dinnertimes." 
easy-" can you write nice?" She "Aw! "-she shifted her gum coax:. 
jerked her thumb backward, indicating ingly-" take it home! The old man 
the closed door behind which sat Hein- can't get wise t'us, see? " 
sheim. " An' c'n yuh figger real good, And thrilling at the nearness of the 
li�e he says yuh c'n? " Irish gentile, the guileless youth ac-

" Well, I guess I can! " quiesced. 
Abie was boastfully radiant. Even But may we waste sympathy on 

that slur on his name was fully coun- him? Was he the first man to burden 
terbalanced by the awe in the girl's himself with work so that a woman 
voke. might riot in ease? And was he due 

" If you walk twenty-one blocks for any more sympathy than the usual 
every day for one hµndred and thirty- man gets in a like situation? 
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realize how completely he was • en
meshed in a web of his own making. 

He grew to hate that girl, to hate 
every curl on her head, every flash 
from her blue eyes.- He grew to hate 
her with a hate so deadly .that only in 
the ashes of a perfect love could such 
a loathing have had its being. 

And then he fell ill. No physical ill
ness his, but a complete suspension of 
energy, which had its beginning in a 
feeling that, if he failed to report at 
Heinsheim's for a few days, the bills 
unposted and the unwritten cards 
would bring Ethel's hellish machina
tions . to light and so obtain for him 
salvation. 

So great was his anguish, so great 
the stress of mind which prompted him 
to this course, that the fact that ab
sence now, at the height of the season, 
meant surely deduction from his 
wages, or worse still, absolute dis
charge, he waved aside as negligible. 

And looking at the pallor of him, 
his mother wiped a tear from her eye 
with the comer of her apron, shook 
her head commiseratingly, and then 
clasped her hands with a gesture of 
supplication. 

" Oh, Abie," she murmured brok
enly. " I'm afraid for you! So weak 
you got to be, so white! I tell you all 
the 'time, ' Abie, Abie, put avay d' 
books,' but on me you don't listen. I 
know you want you should be a fine 
bookkeeper, but ain't better in my fam
ily I should have a live office boy like 
a dead bookkeeper? You need a wife 
she shall look out for you. That's 
what you need, a wife-" 

Then Abie sat up and smote the air 
with a clenched fist Mrs. Rosenshein 
was unacquainted with the situation 
and so failed to catch the significance 
of his words. 

" Ain't enough I'm sick in bed al
ready? I need yet a wife. I need yet 
a wife-" 

He clawed the air in impotent fury, 
and his moth�r fled from him in fright. 

Evening brought with it the set of 
the sun, and Ethel O'Neill. 

"Abie," she cooed, "I'm so sorry 
that y'r sick.;' 

Abie stared unsmilingly into a space 
which took his gaze out of the one 
window in the bedroom straight into 
the airshaft; but the view there, the 
blank, gray wall of the tenement op
posite, was hardly enticing. The 
blond head bent over him was dis
tinctly more so. Abie's esthetic sense, 
however, was dead. 

".Are you?" he said, listlessly. 
" Yeh, I am," she breathed, bending 

closer. Ethel had a way of bending 
close to any one of the masculine per
suasion. Then she giggled rather 
nervously. 

"Is it the heat what's got yuh? Yuh 
ain't crazy yet, are yuh? " 

" I am," he returned, bitterly. " I 
am crazy. Just· like you say " - his 

• hand sought his head with a motion
which bore out the statement-" crazy
with the heat."

And no physician could have more
truly diagnosed his case. Abie was

crazy, not only with the heat that as
sailed him from without, the unbear
able heat of the sweltering summer,
but with the heat that assailed him
from within. A heat generat�d from
a galling sense of def eat, a mounting
irritation which gathered itself . to a
fury, blind and insensate, and then
fled and left him strangely languid.

" Abie," cooed Ethel again. " Abie,
look at me! "

Very reluctantly Abie stopped try
ing to count the bricks in the opposite
wall, and looked to the compelling
Ethel. Her face was wreathed in
smiles.

" The first day that you come back,
Abie," she mouthed sweetly, " we c'n
go t'the movies."

And then she smiled again. 
So, indeed, must Delilah have 

smiled when she enticed the man who 
had many times Abie's strength and 
greater, proportionately, his power for 
resistance. W ho, then, can blame Abie, 
if, without any volition of his own, 
his hand closed over the folded com-
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mercial paper and the cards she slipped 
to him and he shoved them hastily un
der his pillow? Who can blame him 
if he groaned silently and turned his 
face to the wall ? 

Next day he was back to work. 
" I wish that you wouldn't stay 

away in the season time, Abie," said 
Reinsheim, querulously. " Can't you 
get sick when the business ain't? You 
think you work hard, maybe. Look it 
that little Irisher. She can work! 
Look it, look it, look it i She is a s1nart 
girl, ask her something! " 

Irritably he held up to Abie's view 
cards_ done in the boy's own hand
writing; figures ranged in regular 
rows like soldiers on parade. 

" You are thinking you work hard 
with nothing to do· only bringing in 
cards from customers by the elevator. 
And then even you ain't got sense, • 
but you go and get sick right in the 
busy season. Figures from your head 
.you can make? Better from your. 
head you should make a rocking-chair, 
and even then you'll got wood left 
over." 

When Heinsheim became sarcastic 
the shadows about Abie's eyes, and the 
line of· gray that bordered his lips, 
deepened. 

" Look it Ethel. I say again, look it 
her ! " He pounded his desk. " All 
the day she can work in the showroom 
and jolly with the buyers they should 
�eave here big orders, and go out with 
them every night, and bring me from 
home yet best-class work besides ! " 

He regarded Abie contemptuously. 
" You wanted I should give you a 

higher job. Not this season, Abie," 
he grated, " and yet not yet next sea
son, I'm thinking." 

Heinsheim clicked his tongue in 
conclusion, and Abie held his peace. 
1When that most perfidious of her sex 
completely forgot the tryst she made 
in the sickroom and flew out to dine 
with a buyer from Kansas, his humili
ation was complete; and when, three 
days later, he was summoned to the 
office peremptorily, some mysterious 

prescience warned him that an hour of 
reckoning was at hand. The thought 
that at last he would be discharged 
:filled him with none of the joy he an
ticipated from the circumstance. On 
the contrary, even with the mercury 
at 91 degrees, he became quite cold 
Nor had his intuition erred. 

" Look it, look it, look it! " shrieked 
Heinsheim, waving a yellow sheel of 
paper high above his head. " Only 
this once ! " 

He permitted the paper to flutter to 
the floor and the dazed Abie made no 
attempt to rescue it from its· igno-
minious position. • 

" Is it right, I ask you,'' ye1led 
Heinsheim. " Is it- right fr6ni •• you, 
hah? You who by me should be such 
a faithful employer!" 

Heinsheim meant "employee," but 
he caviled not at trifles. 

" I paid that girl her salary, and 
all the time for nothing I was paying 
her ! Only she sat around and laughed 
and put powder on the nose, more and 
more and more! " 

His voice rose with each repetition. 
He shook an accusing forefinger at 
the boy. 

" For what reason you make me pay 
out good money, kosher money? For 
what reason, I ask you; hah? So Ethel 
she run by all caoarets mit buyers 
and wear for my money shoes mit 
fancy fronts? For why you do this, 
Abie? For why? for why?" 

He paused, not because his arraign-· 
ment was complete, but because his 
breath gave out, and the quiet Abie 
thrust out a belligerent chin as all the 
accumulated ire against everybody 
who had ever wronged him flamed to 
the surface. 

" Did I tell you this," he demanded, 
utterly forgetting the respectful 
"Mr." with which conversation with 
Heinsheim must always begin. '' Did 
I tell you this? Did I? Did I? " 

He waited not for answer .. His 
voice rose in a shrill crescendo, and 
then slid right back again to nonnal. 
" Did I squeal on that Irish gentile? 
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'Ain't I kept still all the time I knew 
she wasn't worth no three dollars a 
week? Ain't I? She told me the first 
day she came how she didn't know 
nothing, and I promised not to tell on 
her. And ain't I kept my word? Ain't 
I always been honest? Fi·re me, that's 
right, fire me," he babbled, incoherent
ly. "I did all the work and she got all 
the money; and now," his voice broke, 
"1even my job I won't have. But I 
should worry ! I should worry ! " 

i, Abie," said Heirtsheim solemnly, 
" read you this." 

He stooped for the fallen paper and, 
from the Western Union sheet, Abie 
read: 

I married Sidney Vailski of the Peoples' 
Emporium, this morning. Who's your 
best office-boy? Who's your best •book
keeper? Who did my work while I was 
out to rackets? Ask Abie-then raise his 
salary. 

(Signed) ETHEL. 

Obviously Abie. should worry, and 
he would worry nevertheless. 

11 Who told you this? " he demand-
- ed, bringing his face close to Hein
sheim' s with splendid disregard for
consequences. " Who told you this ? "

"Abie," said Heinsheim, as Abie 
lifted his eyes. " Them bills is already 
three days back. Go you by the books, 
Abie. A good elevator-boy is for me 
easy to find. A good bookkeeper, 
,not!'' 

tJ tJ 

THE SECRET GARDEN 

BY MARGARET G. HAYS 

I 
HA VE a secret garden
Deep down within my heart, 

Abloom with the rnem'ries of the time 
Ere Fate us twain did part. 

There violets and forget-me-nots, 
Soft bluets like the skies, 

Recall the glances once you gave 
From your loved azure eyes. 

Carnations and pink peonies, 
Your blushing cheeks aglow; 

iYour· slender hands, so graceful, white,,, Sweet lilies, sway and grow. 
While all around,_ about, supreme, 

W�thin my garden's close 
Rich, rapturous roses-deep and red 

Queen of all flowers-the rose, 
Each one a radiant bliss is, 
They are the wond' rous kisses, 

Once, as a bee, sweet nectar sips, 
I gathered- from your warm, red lips. 

When life seems dark and dreary 
I steal an hour apart 

To revel in this secret 
Loved garden of my heart. 
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It was all fantastically irregular, and 
not a man in the whole land would 
have undertaken such an, arrogant 
piece of official forgery except Austin. 
When finally he began his racketing 
journey with the summer capital as 
its objective, he went heralded by 
other code messages addressed to 
government officials who well knew 
his " unofficial " connections, and who 
could insure him an immediate au
dience with the viceroy. And twenty 
minutes after he had entered the 
town which thrives under the • snow
freshened wind from the Himalaya 
foot-hills he was closeted with Lord 
Belden. 

After the florid English peer had 
cast wondering eyes over the small 
bunch of cablegrams which comprised 
Steele's correspondence in the case he 
laid them down uncertainly on the desk 
before him, gazed at his importunate 
visitor with puzzled mien, and de
clared: 

"But I don't understand this at all, 
my dear Austin. There hasn't been a 
Thug murder in India for all of God 
knows how many years." 

" I know there hasn't-openly," the 
intelligence man snapped back. "But 
this tale is jolly well straight,. your 
excellency. If your lately departed 
predecessor were here now he could 
vouch for what I'm going to tell you." 
And he related the appearance of the 
Thug signs upon the dead-walls of 
Delhi and in other cities as far south 
as Calcutta. 

"This is no hoax," he urged ear
nestly. " I'm willing to stake my word 
on its truth, sir ; and. so would you if 
you'd known young Steele. But there 
isn't any time to lose. What's to be 
done must be done now. And, your 
excellency, knowing that the delay 
of 11 day or so might throw the 
whole thing against us, I have taken 
the liberty of summoning over your 
name the • lieutenant - governors of 
Bengal and Agra and Oudh." 

" What? " Lord Belden exploded. 
" Signed my name? Austin, I'll see 

you broken for this impertinence; I'll 
see-" he spluttered feebly. 

" After this has been settled, as you 
please, your excellency," the intelli
gence mart interposed. " I apologize 
now for having done it, but before this 
is over you will see that the only thing 
to do was to get them here as quickly 
as possible." 

And then for a moment overstep
ping the bounds of • strict official 
courtesy, he expostulated: "Great 
Heaven, man, won't you understand 
this is the worst crisis India has had 
to face since the Sepoy rebellion? Am 
I taking my official life in my hands 
this way for nothing?" 

So the upshot of it was that Austin 
chafed and fumed in Simla until the 
lieutenant - governors _ arrived post
haste, for such command as they re
ceived had been extremely irregular 
and disquieting. 

But during the period of his en
forced inaction Austin had not been 
entirely idle, and had finally won 
grudging support from the viceroy 
himself, with the result that a call 
was sent out for the gathering of the 
executive council to meet unofficially 
with the Indian state governors and 
Austin. 

They gathered in the viceroy's of
fice late on the third night. There 
were the three Indian civilian members 
of the council, representing the depart
ments of land revemtes, agriculture, 
and education, besides those at the 
heads of the bureaus .of law, finance, 
commerce, and industry; for, although 
a native religious uprising could not 
possibly be brought under the head of 
any of these governmental divisions, 
Lord Belden refused to move an inch 
without the sanction of his official 
family. 

The heads of the Indian states were 
present, and also, at Austin's sugges
tion. the commander-in-chief of the 
British forces in the empire. 

Low-toned they discussed• the ca
blegrams, trusted secretaries guarding 
the doors, for none knew better than 
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these men how secrets leak in India. 
One by one they admitted themselves 
nonplused; it was a situation which 
was unbelievable. 

Many times before had iconoclastic 
doubters asked how many years Eng
land expected to rule the empire, and 
the answer had been given: fifty, one 
hundred, five hundred years; who 
knows ? And yet to each man there 
the idea that Great Britain would not 
always be paramount in Hind came as 
a distinct shock. 

Midnight fell at last upon the little 
gathering of uneasy officials. They 
had learned with increased alarm that 
the Thugs were probably to mobilize 
,in territory adjacent to that controlled 
almost exclusively by the French. 
;Visions of the articles of the Triple 
'Entente smashed beyond all hope of 
repair, should they send an armed 
British force to enter Cambodia, 
!flashed consternation--- upon their dis
quieted minds. 

The lieutenant-governor from Ben
gal made futile suggestions and was 
plainly beyond his depth, groping in 
the maze of treachery which had been 
bared before him. The lieutenant
governor from Agra and Oudh, palsied 
with the fear that there was to be re
peated in his provinces outrages sim
ilar to those which had made that part 
of India an anteroom of hell during 
the early days of Thuggee, stammer
ingly urged : 

" Cable the home office, your excel
lency. Ask them to request France to 
aid us. Great Heaven! They tell me 
fifty years ago every well in the whole 
of Oudh concealed the body of a 
phansigar' s victim! " 

But the beleaguered viceroy waved 
him aside impatiently.

" If the Thugs are about to rise." 
he snapped, " there must be no ad
vertisement of the fact in France. 
Russian spies are thick as flies in 
Paris; and you should know that the 
Czar's men are forever lurking just 
over there "-he waved out through 
the windows in the direction of the 

saw-toothed ranges - "waiting for 
just such an opportunity to strike and 
gain a foothold here." 

The commander-in-chief of the 
army in India urged a course of pre- 
pared vigilance. 

" Let them come," he offered, " now· 
that we are warned. And as soon as 
they set foot on Indian -soil we can 
nab them and whisk them off to the 
gallows." 

But that, too, was waved aside; for 
the viceroy, although new in his post, 
realized that a single seed germinating 
in the hot, plot-ridden climate of the 
empire, can sprout a million-rooted 
holocaust overnight. 

The members of tne executive 
council-they who looked after the 
thoroughly civilized matters of finance, 
education, agriculture, and commerce 
-hemmed and hawed and finally ad
:71itted that they had nothing . of 
importance to suggest ; and so, without 
having arrived at any definite conclu
sion, the meeting was adjourned over- 
night. .. 

Yet, Fitzallen • Austin did not go 
when the rest took leave. Instead, he

waited until the last of them had left 
the room ; and the viceroy, turning, 
discovered him. 

" I have taken the liberty of wait
ing, your excellency, for i have a

plan," he extenuated. 
" Why didn't you say so while t� 

rest were here? " the peer demanded. 
Austin, standing in the middle of a 

huge tiger-skin rug, hands behind him, 
hesitated a moment. He walked to 
the door to make sure the secretarial 
guard was still at his post, and closed 
it carefully before replying: 

"I thought it best to keep my sug
gestions for the present f qr your ex
cellency's ears alone. The plan is one 
which must be secretly, though on no 
account openly, sanctioned by the gov-
ernment." 

" Sit down," the queen's representa
tive in India invited gruffly. 

Austin drew forward a chair and 
began: 
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" Your excellency, there is just one 
way to avoid the international side of 
this _business. We must overtake the 
Matsu Maru on the high seas. And if 
we fail in that, then we must risk em
broiling ourselves with France, if the 
need drives. There are men in my 
department who will undertake that 
risk. If they go, they will set out 
with the understand_ing that England 
cannot stand behind them, and that if 
we miss the Thugs at sea and follow 
them into Cambodia, we take the 
chance, if discovered, of placing our
selves on the footing --,of an invading 
army." 

The old viceroy was listening in
tently, tugging at his close.;cropped 
white mustache. 

" But," Austin continued, " the 
government at home must know of 
this, and you must authorize certain 

• expenditures from- the secret emer
gency fund.

"And as I see it-if the worst
comes -- perhaps those of us who go
can stand upon the ground that
Steele's servant is a British subject;
yet that's a pretty slim guarantee . be
tween our freedom and penal servi
tude or worse.

" We may not even have to set
foot on French soil," he argued hope
fully. "If the Thugs keep within the
Cambodian limits, there -won't be
much trouble. The infernal c9untry's
only a sort of protectorate, anyway.

•" However, your excellency, that's
my plan."

" But hang it all, Austin," the old
man growled- humanly, "isn't there
some other way? If you and your
men get tangled up in these Cambo
dian jungles, with French lndo
China on one side and Siam on the
other,· and unintentionally get across
either line and are caught - why,
France sends offenders such as you
and your force would be to Devil's
Island!"

The intelligence man laughed a little
grimly, and commented:

"No, your excellency. Any way 

you take it, I guess it's going to be a 
jolly tough nut to crack. And this is 
the only hammer I know of that will 
do it-unless "--and he eyed the older 
man shrewdly-" you have some other 
notion about it." 

"But I haven't," answered Lord 
Belden shortly. At last, fully alive to 
the necessities of the situation, he 
added m6re kindly : " A.nd thank God 
you found it out in time! " 

So the result was that, following 
another hurried interchange of code 
messages, Lord Belden lifted the re
sponsibility off the shoulders of his 
councilors to his own, approved Fitz
allen Austin's plan, and sent the intel
ligence man scurrying to Calcutta, 
armed with authority to proceed. 

Days later what appeared to be 
two dingy coast traders under loafing 
engines pulled out from Calcutta and 
entered the reaches of the Indian 
Ocean. 

Every man aboard the Irma and 
the Orient Star had at some time or 
other been in the fighting rank and file 
of lost hopes. Every soul of them 
had seen his cartridges finish in the 
teeth of almost certain death. Each 
one would take any risk however wild, 
and could be depended on to keep si
lent ever after. 

The two steamers sailed within half 
a day of one another; within thirty
six hours hails passed between them, 
and Meddoes from the Irma was pulled 
across a quarter of a mile of midnight 
sea to the conference with Austin. 

They sat in the cabin of the Orient 
Star, sea - charts between them and a 
handy bottle and glasses. 

" You've had a chance to overhaul 
the packing-cases sent aboard you? " 
Austin inquired. 

" Yes; the machine-guns are in per
fect working order. Also, there's a 
little one-pounder and plenty of rifles." 

Austin heaved a sigh of relief. 
" They reached you in time then? " 

" Yes; and plenty of food for their 
dainty gullets, too." 
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Austin drew the chart toward them. 
It showed the shore - line of Cambo
dia, and Austin had marked upon it 
ever-widening circles to cover all that 
part of the sea off the thickly wooded 
shores from the Gulf of Tongking to 
the Gulf of Siam. 

" Here's how the land lies, Med
does : The Nana is evidently seeking 
a back door 10 India, through which 
his leaders can come and organize 
their bands, and back through which. 
they can slip when their murder ex
peditions are accomplished. The em
pire will be the hunting-ground of his 
wolves, but their lair will be far away. 

" You remember what Sleeman 
found out in the early days; that na
tive officials always, through fear and 
corruption both, turned their blind 
sides when Thugs entered their dis
tricts? Well, as nearly as I can rea
son it out, it looks like a repetition of 
their old game. There are plenty of 
spots in Cambodia where, with bribes 
paid to the prayer authorities, they 
cin establish headquarters. Perhaps 
they may never t,et foot on French 
soil! 

" Now, our job will be to prevent 
the Matsu Maru, if possible, from 
ever discharging her passengers except 
in irons aboard either the Irma or the 
Orient Star. 

" We've got to stretch our lines to 
block her getting into the Gulf of 
Siam, and that means we've got to 
cover the sea from Great Redang 
Island off the east coast of the Malay 
Peninsula-here it is on the map--to 
Cape Padarang in Cochin China." 

" Shades of Henry Morgan! " 
Meddoes exploded and hummed to 
himself a snatch of an old buccaneer
ing ballad as he scrutinized the chart. 

"Yes; it's rank piracy, I know," 
Austin admitted. 

" But this is a bit of all right! " his 
subordinate enthused. " Always have 
wanted to be a bloody rover." 

"Well, here's your chance. You'll 
run from Cape Padarang south by 
southwest to the hundred-and-eighth 

degree of longitude. I'll take the 
other. Go as far as your sanguinary 
mind '11 let you if necessary, and blow 
'em out of the water before you let 
'em land!" 

CHAPTER XXL 

A Man and a Maid. 

J YING there in the _ hold, with the 
L clutch of death in his vitals, Doug-

las Steele would sell his life dear
ly. A quick turn 0�

1his body; an up
ward, twisting thrust there between 
the ribs which showed against Chota 
Lal's lean barrel- then Steele might 
have a chance to gain the upper deck 
and the women. 

His fingers crept along the edge of 
his couch. They wormed beneath the 
cloth, closing upon the sturdy haft. 
Suddenly he wrenched the blade free. 

But as he whirled for the upstroke 
his wrist was pinned by a clutch of 
iron, and Chota Lal hissed: " Lie 
still, heaven-born! " 

Incredulously Steele loosened his 
grip on the blade as the Hindu went 
on: 

" I knew not that the weapon was 
so near or, Bahadur, I would have 
spoken when• I saw the sweat beading 
thy skin. Tum thou and face me." 

And when he spoke again his words 
were the words of a man ashamed 

" I saw what has been in thy 
thoughts since the Thugs . worshiped 
here this day, even before thou thy
self knew it. And I should have told 
thee to have no fear." Then his voice 
changed, and, holding a note of pride : 
" Yet I could not resist deceiving thee. 
I played, sahib, and I tricked the 
stranglers. For into my deception I 
put my heart,. tJtough I had not count
ed upon its stealing my strength from 
me." 

Over Steele dawned a- great white 
light. Self-hypnotism. His servant, 
living the verities of his part, had 
mesmerized himself. 

A wave of relief came, and he 
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laughed nervously. " Thank God, you 
spoke when you did, Chota Lal! " he 
murmured; "for I have been a fool. 
Go on with the work.': And Steele 
slipped into a fitful doze while' his 
servant completed the task. 

Sheared of his foolish suspicions of 
Chota Lat's fidelity, Steele underwent 
the monotonous though perilous rou
tine of life aboard the murder ship for 
many days following. 

Hours when the vivid light of tropic 
day bathtd the ship he .crouched in the 
noisome hold, going on deck only at 
night for brief spaces of airing and 
exercise. And then. later, the ap:. 
proach to the hold guarded by his 
servant, Steele would go through sim
ple callisthenics to keep his muscles 
Bexible and his limbs ready for instant 
action. 

During "the first hours following 
that time of awful suspense behind the 
sail--cloth curtain Steele was consumed 
with• bitterness and self-abasement. 
That he had been _guilty of misjudging 
his man was a fault which caused him 
to constantly reproach himself. But 
later Steele saw that even before he 
had acknowledged to himself that he 
mistrusted Chota Lal the little brown 
man had sensed the ..s.uspi�ons in his 
bearing. 

He saw that the servant had accu
rately catalogued his master's misgiv
ings and assigned to them their true 
causes. Afterward, Ghota Lal had 
watched their sprouting with that tol
eraace which an Oriental always dis
pbys toward one of whiter skin-even 
to one whom he loves. And that his 
servant harbored no bitterness or ran
kling resentment Steele soon became 
oohvinced. 

The life aboard the Matsu Maru 
took on a superficial air of idle
ness, despite the ever-present, ever
mcnacing, and horrible purpose which 
underlay the cruise. Day crept into 
tropic night and emerged fresh-born 
into sparkling day again as the old ship 
took her course southwest by south and 

IO A-�

then circled more to the rising sun, 
keeping out of the lanes of steamer 
travel. 

Neither Steele nor his servant did 
much to further their grasp upon the 
intricate det.ails of plot and plan, ex
cept that each night Chota Lat crept to 
the top of the upper-deck h-Ouse, ready 
to bring word or warning to Steele 
from the Sahiba Jhanavi. 

And, in the enforced idleness of the 
dim old after-hold, Steele's thoughts 
gravitated night and day to the girl 
far above him. surrounded by peril and 
danger whkh momentarily might 
break and overwhelm her. To him 
the whole grim business seemed like 
a death-watch at the bedside. of a 
friend-waiting, ever waiting, for the 
end to come. 

:_ro plan- ahead at this stage of the 
game was impossible. And deeper and 
de�per he was sinking under the chann 
of this warm, radiant bit of woman
hood. He had not gone to her, nor 
had he permitted Chota Lal to tell her 
the truth, because until this time he 
had been warned off by that peculiar 
masculine balance-wheeJ which keeps 
brave men from being reckless and 
makes prudent men of those who 
might otherwise .be rash. 

He had seen this slip of a girl with 
the Oriental strain in her nature look
ing her whole soul out through eyes 
that glowed with a zealot's fire. He 
had watched her as she sat at the feet 
of �e lean, brown old man whom she 
still knew as the Swami. And he had 
not been certain whether she would 
listen to his words and play the game 
as he dictated it. 

But now it occurred to him that 
the knowledge she • already possessed  
of his interest in her, which she had 
kept closely and, faithfully, had been 
test enough, even though his life and 
hers hung in the balance. 

Douglas Steele ha9 never been a 
man to take snap judgment, and per
haps he would even now have re
frained from entrusting all of the se
cret to the girl had he not remembered 
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that the ship had now been long 
enough at sea to fetch any port in the 
neighborhood of the Cambodian Gulf. 

This in itself, if the girl were at 
all observant, must be a cause for new 
anxiety. A word of reassurance, he 
concluded, would be all that the sit
uation warranted. Yet, manlike, deep 
in his heart Steele resented the thought 
that he was known to the girl of his 
dreams only as a swart, hairy fakir 
who squatted day and night in the filth 
of a ship's hold. 

And so on the evening of the twelfth 
day since the northwest coast had 
dropped away astern Steele, instead of 
relieving Chota Lal of his vigil when 
midnight approached, insisted upon 
going himself to the upper deck upon 
the dangerous •nightly vigil. 

Had there been sufficient light in the 
dim old hold, Steele could have seen 
the twinkle which shot through the 
beady eyes of the little Hindu. But 
the place was dark, and Chota Lal said 
no word; for there is a never:.to-be
broken rule between Hindu and white 
men who understand that no mention 
must be made between them of their 
women except in the gravest of cases. 

So it was that Steele went alone 
to the deck again, _swarmed up the 
stanchion to the upper half-deck, and, 
previously instructed by Chota Lal, 
finally sprawled in the friendly lee of 
the long-boat, his ear to the gap be
tween awning and roof. He could 
hear nothing .at first, and then, em
boldened by the absence of sound, he 
turned his body� slightly, applying his 
eyes to the aperture. 

Below him Jhanavi sat alone. She 
had chosen to fix the time of commu
nication after midnight, as experience 
had told her that Minerva Steele re
tired to her small, stuffy cabin early in 
the evening even· when she was not 
afflicted by her particular obsession
sea-sick11ess. 

Ears tuned and alert, Steele lay mo-. 
tionless. The deep-yellow tints of his 
turban and lang11ti cloth, as well as the 
darkness of his skin, blended well 

enough into the shadows of the boat.t 
to make detection hardly likely. 

He had thought it all out clown there 
below. He must first prepare the girl 
for the disclosure of his identity. Just 
how this might be accomplished he left 
to the unfolding of events. At any 
rate, for the moment he must preserve 
his role of -Hindu mystic. 

From the chart-house fonvard came, 
faintly mellowed' by the distance and 
the heavy night-air, the voice of the 
skipper; and he could hear the whine 
and complaint of the decrepit steering
gear. 

But there was nothing to alarm him. 
So he tapped gently upon a cross 
frame of the top awning to attract the 
girl. Finally she caught his insistent 
summons and stirred in her chair. � 
moment later she stretched her am1s 
above her head in a gesture of well
simulated weariness. The loose sleeves 
of her white robe fell away with the 
movement from elbow to shoulder, and 
a ray of moonlight· streaking through 
,a break in the awning fell full -upon 
her face and bathed the warm bronze 
tints of her arm. 

At the sight of her there below·him, 
her form· indistinct, Steele's breath 
quickened. The chann of the girl was 
heady, like a �parkling wine. Then 
she rose and walked to the rail, cas
.ually peering over to inspect, so far 
as she might.the deck beyond her can
vas screen. 

Satisfied that> there was no one about 
to overhear them, she came beneath 
the aperture, through which peered the 
man whose every fiber was singing 
praises to her beauty. and called softly: 

"There is no word, Chota Lal." 
"0 Queen of the River, Chota Lal 

remains this night 'below, and it is 
Bhagwan, his master, who has come," 
Steele replied, speaking as do all Hin
dus, even when using the language of 
the whites, with that unusual, musical, 
half-alien construction qf words which 
so well permits familiarity without 
giving offense. 

The girl stifled a little gasp o{ sur-
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. prise, as withorit realizing she looked 
for the first time full into the eyes of 
the man who had followed her across 
thousands of miles of land and sea. 

And the man in tum comprehended 
in that moment that whatever might 
have been in his· anxiety for the fate 
of the British in India, still this slip of 
a girl and her fortunes were the most 
potent factors in his wild venture. 

But Jhanavi Faron was suffering a 
shock. An utterly unreasoning im
pulse born in her, perhaps, by the in
fluence of the wild sea reaches, had led 
her during the past few days in some 
absolutely illogical fashion to visualize 
shamelessly the mysterious sage of the 
Matsu's hold, as the young man of the 
Broadway traffic crush. 
. Now, even in the half light of the 
moon, she could see that the face 
pressed close to the aperture was a 
lllQll.Strous, hairy thing; the counte
nance of a swart man of Hind! 

She was. disappointed. All her 
youthful romanticism, pot quite dead, 
demanded that her protector be of 
more aureate clay than this great, 
shaggy native. 

She shuddered, controlled herself, 
and asked, after the manner of native 
speech: 

" Why hast thou come to me, Bhag
wan? " And then, half mockingly, as 
the full irony of her day-dreams burst 
upon her : " Do the omens speak weH 
this night; or do they foretell such ill 
that no tongue but thine can bear the 
tidings ? " 

Steele sensed the change in her man
ner. It smote like a chill blast upon 
his fevered blood. But he did not 
dream its cause, replying gravely, 
feigning to have overlooked her un
gracious manner. 

"Wah! Wahl" he voiced the Hin
du's exclamation of surprise. "Thou 
hast keen eyes, 0 Jhanavi, that they 
read so readily what has befallen. For 
I have looked into the past and have 
seen many things made •plain, which, 
tmtil I speak, must remain as mys
teries to thee." 

Unimpressed, the girl listened . 
What there could be in the coming of 
the Hindu sage, in ptace of his chela, 
to upset her, she was too disturbed to 
analyze even to herself. 
, And every fiber of her being to-night 

was in open revolt against all (')f the 
dark-skinned crew with which she 
found herself enmeshed. Not a thought 
did she give to her own native ances
try, for when the scales had at last be
gun to slip from her eyes, they had 
fallen fast, and each of her senses 
stood hostilely, watchfully on guard. 

She felt that she had been tricked 
and made the dupe of a wily schemer; 
that all her better impulses had been 
played upon, and it was all the more 
maddening because she could isolate 
nothing definite from • the seething 
mass of her unnamed suspicions. 

Prudence had warned her still to 
preserve silence as far as Minerva 
Steele was concerned, and long bottled 
up, all her annoyance and uneasiness 
found in• the swart mystic a ready ob
ject. 

" Enough of this, Bhagwan ! " she 
snapped imperiously, as a white wom
an might speak to her native butler. 
" I am weary of the purposeless in
triguings and midnight visits! " 

" Softly, Sahiba ! " the voice above 
her warned. " Thy tones may plunge 
us into the bottomless pit. Surely thou 
knowest the danger and risk in my 
coming this night? Would my neck 
or thine look well then in a noose ? 
Caution, for a time. The hour passes 
and I have much to say." 

Then, taking refuge in a proverb of 
Bengal, he quoted : " ' Fraud may 
achieve what force would never try ; 
the jackal killed the elephant there
by!'

,, 

Rebuked, the girl was silent while 
the man above her talked rapidly in 
clear-cut whispers. 

"I saw in my crystal a city of white 
men .. There was a street of bazaars, 
but not like those of Benares or Bom
bay. And it was night. 

" There were strange gharries 
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which ran by themselves, without 
horses. There were men and women 
afoot. And the gharries swept by, to 
a corner, where they became crowded 
and stalled, and there was much talk 
and noise. 

" From one of them, sahiba, there 
stepped a girl. From another a man. 
And together the two went through 

. the throngs ! " 
The girl, interest again rampant, 

demanded: "You say that you saw 
him-a young man? " 

" I said not that he was young; I 
said a man," Steele replied, and though 
he could not see it, Jhanavi bit her lips 
in annoyance, while the story went on. 

"I saw as I have told, 0 Queen of 
the River," and Steele added rashly, 
"there was in his manner the way of 
a man with a maid; the-" 

But, irritated at the personal note 
which the narrator had put into his 
words, she broke in again: 

" Hasten with the telling, Bhagwin. 
If there be things of importance dally 
not with tales of idle visions. 

" \:Vhat is this man to me-he whom 
I have hardly seen? Why tell me of 
these things? " 

Her disdainful tones stung Steele 
to reckless adorafion. Full and strong 
his love for her flared out. She stood 
there below him a creature of superb 
attributes; a woman warm, pulsing and 
-because of her very denials that she
cared aught about the young man of
the crush-elusive.

Casting caution to the winds he 
cried low and tensely: 

" You ask why I tell these things to 
you? And I answer of what use are a 
dreamer's dreams if he may not tell 
them?" 

His words were still in keeping with 
his role, but the low, vibrant tones of 
his voice flecked the girl's intuitions 
on the raw. Blanched and trembling 
she gazed upward in the swart, hairy 
face, which gave the lie to what her 
heart told her she must have known all 
the time. 

" You are he ! " she exulted. " You 

are the man of the motor-car; the man�
of the traffic tie-up! " 

What preposterous talk ,Yas this of 
motors and traffic! For the moment 
Steele had forgotten that such things 
existed. So thoroughly had he be
come imbued with his role of Thug 
that since he had first looked down 
upon this woman he had been heart 
and soul a Hindu lover wooing his 
brown-skinned mate. 

So it came as a shock to hear talk of 
motor-cars and Broadway, there on 
the deck of a black, brooding craft, 
racketing her reckless way across a 

. trackless tropic sea. 
But there stood the girl, bosom ris

ing and falling jerkily in the stress of 
her exultation: - Gone was her disap
pointment. Something of the latent 
savage stirred within her, too, for here 
was a champion full • 'worthy of her 
colors, and best of all, her feminine in
tuition had been vindicated! 

She started to speak, but was for� 
stalled. 

" Softly, Miss Faron," the man . 
above her called. " We are far from 
being clear of the woods. And yet I 
fancied that I ought to trust you. I'm 
Douglas Steele." 

" Not-not the one-" 
"The same," he interrupted. "And 

if my ears are good for anything, I can 
now hear the melodious slumber song 
of my sainted Aunt Minerva." 

" I'll waken her," the girl suggested. 
" No-not for worlds, if you value 

our chances. Not a word to her until 
I tell you. I know Aunt Minerva; and 
you and I, with Chota Lal, are about 
the only cooks needed to watch while 
this bit of devil's broth simmers." 

I:Ie again became serious, and told 
her as rapidly as he could sketch it out 
the whole infernal business. 

As he talked the girl's face became 
bloodless, and once or twice she choked, 
as though sickened by his revelations. 

Still, relentlessly, Steele continued 
baring the plot to her, counseling, ad
vising, until the morning watch wane.cl. 
'And it was not until he was about to 

°
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return to his lair in the hold that a personal note crept into their low-voiced, guarded talk. "We've got to work together, Miss Faron," he declared. " Either my man or I will be here each night. But it were better, unless there is something that you or I should know, that no words pass between us. It will just be keeping the lines ttp and working." Then he went silently and cautiously, .leaving the girl a prey to her own con-fused thoughts. Out of the nightmare of horror which had fallen from his lips came also recollections of things this man had said, less terrible, though scarcely less perplexing than his tale. She recalled his intimate words of address, patterned after the manner of a native. Had h.e. merely been playing up to his part? She remembered-and this time blushed at the recollection-his words as he described the young man of his vision. " 'The way of a man with a maid,' " he had said. And again his all too unmistakable complaint: " What use are a dreamer's dreams if he must forever keep silent? " Surely here was food for what . thoughts she might steal from the ever.present peril which hung above her 1 
CHAPTER xxu.·

The Typhoon"s Relative. 

0 N through tropic seas slatheredthe bows of the Matsu. Across southern equatorial currents she plowed. sometimes over a summer sea, blue and dancing with light winds; sometimes over the treakly breast of waters, oily and viscid in calm, reeking, steaming, tmdulating with a slow, tired motion ; and again thro_µgh wrack of squall and blow, but ever with her nose reaching out across miles of latitude and longitude, and never lying to. To the young girl in the deck cabin peace had come strangely. Even when• 

Steele had held up to her aff righted gaze the detail of nightmare plot and horrible reality which encompassed her, the sense of security she felt in his presence aboard could not be abated. Somehow there came to her an abiding trust in the resource and fidelity of this man, whom she knowingly had seen but once in his proper person. And, acting under his orders, she set herself about blinding the eyes of her companion to the true state of their plighti smoothing over, explaining, extenuating many of the puzzles of the long sea journey which had finally penetrated Minerva's mind to bring disquiet to her. Although she never learned by word or sound of his presence, she knew each night that Steele or his servant for a · ·moment crouched there, alert, above her, ready to step before her into any unexpected brea91 which might have opened beneath her feet. And the midnight journey to the top of the deck-house was the only thing to break the monotony of ·Douglas Steele's days, except his care of the murder temple. Yet, much of a fatalist as are most white men who have lived on the outer rim, he was content to be vigilant and to borrow no trouble . He wanted none--that is, until the old sealer had left behind her the stark wastes of the south Pacific. His duty it was to watch and wait, and be ready to strike! There came no further clashes between Captain Bonin and his strange passengers, although Steele and Chota Lal knew that hostilities were but postponed. So, down through nested islands, seldom sighting sails, the Matsu Maru worked as weeks piled on weeks, and at last she entered the shambling China Sea. 
Sailorrnen of the long voyage declare that of all the waters of earth there is none so treacherous as this. It is a place of currents and tides, of shoal 
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water and islands of doubtful existence, 
off which smoky rollers plume and 
break. 

Across its wide reaches, where fur
tive pirate bottoms skulk even to this 
late day, the monsoon winds blow 
steady, until the dreaded typhoon 
whirls out of nowhere, lashes and tears 
the waters, smashes ships to kindling, 
dances out its howling fury, spins into 
another quarter, and dies, swiftly, 
chokingly; for it is a wind of unknown 
listings. 

None can tell the typhoon's signs. It 
is likely to appear during both mon
soons. Yet, the skipper of the Matsu 
knew that the big wind seldom reaches 
as far south as the steamer's course 
bore, and so gave it little thought. 

But there is a close relative to the 
typhoon which whips the China Sea 
below the fifteenth parallel of north 
latitude-the northeast gale. So the 
old sealer, in the track of a storm not 
yet manifest, plowed her way early in 
November across a sunlit sea, sky above 
blue and clear, and the monsoon sweep
ing the heat from her sun-baked decks. 

Steele, as was his custom during -
daytime, lay below, resting on his sail
cloth bed. Up above, Chota Lal squat
ted in the broiling sun, taking in, 
through half-closed eyes, all that trans
pired, ready to bring his master word 
of change or alarm. 

Out from the east-northeast whipped 
the gale. It sang among the old 
schooner-rigged steamer's cordage and 
whined above her laboring decks. The 
seas piled in mad confusion. 

In the midst of the coming fury, 
Captain Bonin relentlessly drove the 
Thugs into the steerage and locked 
them there. He needed his decks clear 
for the fight which •was to come. 

Under battened hatches, Steele and 
Chota Lal crouched in the hold. Fate 
had thrown down a scurvy trump, for 
if t}:te wild gale triumphed they would 
be drowned like bugs in an entomolo
gist's alcohol bottle. All about them 
they could hear the pounding of the 
waves and the shrieks of protest voiced 

by the sea;;.smitten timbers 
hulk. 

Hour after hour, during that space 
of darkness and disaster, the white man 
lived in the torments of hell. Every 
crash above him could mean but one 
terrible thing - that the flimsy super
structure in which the woman he 10\·ed 
was penned up had gone by the board.

They could get no food and no 
water. The heat became insufferable. 
And the white man and his Hindu 
servant, battered and tossed, fought to 
keep from being slammed to their

deaths against the inner skin with . 
every pitch and buck of the ship, 
while through the dim gleams _of their 
single lantern Kali the ferocious, Kali 
the• hideous, Kali the goddess of all 
that was black and murderous, leered 
above them in her arclike sweeps with 
the roll of the steamer. 

Gall and wormwood it was to Steele 
to know that above him men were 
fighting wind and wave for their. very 
lives, while he, because a Hindu is sup
posed to know nothing of the sea, was 
forced to remain, uncomplaining, in 
his trap. 

Once the huge butt of the mast, 
stepped in the after hold, quivered and 
groaned. With its chocks strained, it 
settled to quiet thumping with the 
Matsu's motion, and Steele knew that 
the mainmast had gone. 

Then the seas ceased to break so 
heavily, and it was apparent to the 
watcher in the hold that Captain Bon
in must have risked some of his al
ready short-handed crew in getting 
oil-bags out to windward. 

That night the gale spent its fury, 
and with the coming of gray, dismal 
dawn, the hatches were lifted. 

Stifled by his long imprisonment: 
Steele risked the dangers of the light 
of day, leaping to the deck to fill his. 
lungs with clear, sea air. 

Around him was desolation. Even 
with the sun appearing in a hot, red 
ball to lighten the drab of breaking 
darkness, the scene was forbidding, 
oppressive. 
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Forward some of the Jap sailors, • being altered to bring her nearer the 
under the driving of the skipper, were • skipper's find. 
hacking away the raffle of the broken Then the- Matsu was held to her new 
foremast. And Steele could see that course until Steele, unaided by glasses, 
the mainmast had suffered a like fate. could see that their objective was a 
One of the quarter-boats hung in derelict. But whether a steamer or a 
splinters at its davits, and, casting his wind-jammer he could not tell, for.her 
eyes upward, he saw that the extra upper decks seemed to be swept clean, 
boat atop the deck cabin had been with neither stump of mast nor brok-
swept away. en funnel showing. 

The old sealer had discarded most Skipper Bonin yel!ed into the en-
of her small boats when she cleared as gine-room tube, and the Matsu slowed 
useless dunnage about the decks, and down to half speed, finally losing an 
now the Matsu Maru's passengers, in her way, and rocking with just 
case of wreck, must depend upon the enough power to hold her head to 
one remaining quarter-boat. swell. 

The upper half-deck superstructure • Hopes of salvag!ng a cargo, _worth 
whereon the women's cabin stood bad more to him than his present billet, 
miraculously escaped annihilation. And ran rampant in the avaricious brain 
though strained and • wrenched in of the old seal-poacher. Despite the 
every seam and strake, the hull of, the fact that he was leaving the Matsu 
old sealer seemed to have come through fatally short-handed should anything 
without fatal damage. unforeseen occur, he ordered the quar-

All that morning three of the J aps ter-boat, spared by the storm, over
worked at clearing away the raffle, side, and was pulling toward the 
Skipper Bonin driving them, with the wreck. 
mate, Fuji, at the wheel. Steele, al- While the little boat bobbed and 
though running some added risk in the curtsied in her outward way, Steele 
glare of day, stood by. fairly itching to leaned upon the rail, trying to make 
get into the game. but afraid of the out the name of the derelict. He was 
consequences if he should betray any alone on deck, none of the Thugs hav
knowledge of seamanship. ing as yet sufficiently recQvered from 

Well along in the forenoon watch the shaking they had received during 
Captain Bonin, who had relieved Fuji the blow to appear; 
after the raffle was cleared, swig out He saw the quarter-boat near the 
from the wheel-house for the mate. wreck, veer in its course to board 
Together they talked a moment, and from leeward, and then the Jap sailors 
then the mate gral).hed sea-glasses backed water furiously, pulling for 
from their becket beside the binnacle their lives as the wreck settled by the 
and swept the tumbling sea ahea� off head, lifted her stern high in the air, 
a little to port. and took her last dive. For all his 

From where he stood on the after- dreams of unearned gain, Skipper 
deck, Steele could make 011t nothing, Bonin had been too late. 
though, his curiosity aroused, he tried Steele waited until he came over 
to pick up with his naked eye the ob- the side, cursing in aU his many 
ject that the skipper had sighted. tongues at his ill-fortune, and he heard 

Ten minutes later and he fancied he him bawl a volley of Japanese to the 
could descry a black hulk, now ap- mate, in which appeared but one word 
pearing, now disappearing with the of English that Steele could recog
pitch of the sea. It seemed to be about nize. 
three po4Its off the Matsu•s bow and, That word was " Irma/' and Steele 
glancing behind, the wake told him rightly took it to be the name of the 
that the course of the old steamer was derelict. 
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Undoubtedly the Irma had met her 
fate in the blow of yesterday, and al
though the steersman on the Matsu 
kept a sharp lookout, no trace of any 

• survivors could be found. But it was
not unlikely that if any had escaped

. from the sinking steamer, they had
been blown far out of this particular

_zone long before.
So, unchallenged by young Meddoes

and the Irma with her armament, the
Matsu Maru stood on, her deck now
clean, and her ::tack, which had been
twisted by the force of the pounding
waves, once more straightened and
·stayed.

But the Matsu Maru was not to
escape entirely unscathed from her
battle with the gale and the racking
seas. Three days .after the Irma had
taken her last plunge Steele, squatting
in the hold, where all the myriad
noises of the groaning ship came to his
ears, detected a new note in the sym
phony of sound.

First, he .became impressed with the
fact that the engines were pounding
no longer with the staccato chorus of
" full steam ahead," but were thump
ing monotonously as though cut down
to half their power.

This puzzled him, for he was con
scious that old Bonin had been driv
ipg the Matsu at her best, and nothing
short of an accident could account for
any diminution in her speed.

And Steele was right. Strained and 
•• tried to their utmost by the racing of

the screw when the Matsu's stern was
flung high out of the water during the
gale, the engines-scrap-iron at best
bad been weakened. To make matters
worse, the constant driving under
forced draft had greatly overtaxed the
scale-corroded tubes of one of .the star
board boilers.

Nor was that enough vengeance for
the sea, upon whose restless face the
Matsu Maru had ventured with her
lading of murderers, for a crack had
developed in the big propeller-shaft,
and every mile she was driven added
�o the danger of the expedition meet-

ing disaster there 111 the 
of the China Sea. 

Before the gale robbed the Matsu 
Maru of her masts the skipper could 
have stood on under sail while a 
collar was worked upon the lame shaft 
and the leaky boiler-tubes were doc
tored; but now, without even an extra

topmast aboard which could stand the 
strain rigged as a jury-mast, it became 
a question of drawing the Matsu's fires 
and lying-to in the open sea while the 
work was being done, taking chances 
of blows and squalls; or, as an alterna
tive, standing on under easy speed, 
risking further damage to the boilers 
until some island was sighted, under 
the lee of which a safe anchorage 
might be found. 

And that was what Skipper Bonin 
decided to do, as the crack in the 
propeller-shaft was as yet compara- • 
tively small and the risk there£ ore not 
too gre.at. 

Two more days of loafing over the 
placid reaches, and he fetched a point 
which on his charts showed land. of a 
sort. It was marked " Existence 
doubtful," and was one of those points 
which abound upon maps even· t<rday 
to warn the mariner of dangers in· the 
little-known sea-reaches off the regular 
lanes: 

But the skipper knew that there 
might be an anchorage there and that 
there was no indication of any other 
harbor nearer to him than the nested 
islands in the neighborhood of Char
lotte Bank, which lay farther to the 
northwest in latitude 7 degrees 8¼ 
minutes north, and longitude 107 ·de
grees 36 minutes east. 

Although it was an even chance that 
there would be no haven on this 
" Existence doubtful " island, even if 
it were found, the Matsu held on. 
This time the skipper's luck was with 
him. The unnamed island rose fair 
before them one morning. Low it lay 
on the dancing, sapphire sea, ringed 
almost with a frothing, smoking 
barrier-reef. But old Bonin; cruisipg 
carefully about ·it, at last found· an 

• 
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opening through which he pushed the 
limping Matsu to an anchorage. 

CHAPTER· XXIII. 

In the Shipboard T enfple. 

T
HE anchorage at which the Matsu

heaved to was not ideal. The 
island at its· highest point rose 

not many feet above the tumbling 
ocean, and even - the _thick growth of 
foliage that capped its gentle slopes 
could afford a ship lying offshore no 
great amount of protection from wind 
or storm. Yet it was the best to be 
had in many weary water leagues, and 
so the skipper was forced to drop his 
mud-hooks and be content. 

Along 'the shore masses of the lush
verdure so common to the bits of land 
outcroppings in the China Sea ran al
most to the water's edge-grim, inhos
pitable, repellent for all its leafy green
ness. The Matsu lay perhaps fifty 
yards out, and hardly had her irons 
sank in four fathoms of clear, limpid 
water than her passengers were 
swarming her decks, filled with the 
yearning for land, their forebears for 
centuries· having held· nothing in com-

' . mon with the buffeting sea. 
So, at the wish of the Nana, the 

single boat was gotten overside and 
the Hindus were freighted ashore. -

Chota Lal had been_ the first to 
clamber gaily over the ·side ; he, at 
least, held jointly with the other 
brown-skinned men a deep and abiding 
hatred of curling, trembling water. 
But Steele remained upon the ship, 

. having to his great relief been charged 
to stay in attendance upon the . evil 
goddess of Thuggee. 

The women, too, remained in their 
cabin, which, with the Matsu lying as 
she did, faced seawardr All of which 
suited the wily Nana, in that they 
would have little opportunity to see 
anything of a suspicious nature that 
might happen ashore. 

The lazy af temoon died at last. In 
the dusk the camp--fires- of the Thugs 

gleamed and winked • out of the open 
sp_ace which ran back irito the trees 
from the • scant beach; and the weird 
song-noises of the murdering men 
were chanted into the hum of insects 
and the cries of night-birds to become 
part of the sonorous symphony of the 
jungle.· 

Out on the Matsu, where until 
nightfall Bonin with the mate had 
driven forward the work of repair, a 
single Japanese sailor, constituting the 
anchor-watch, tenanted the decks, and 
for the first time since he had set foot 
on· the murder craft many weary 
weeks ago, the white man who an
swered to the name of Bhagwan 
moved about the old ship freely with
out a sense of impending danger .. 

With the approach of night the 
tropic heat, despite the monsoon's gen
tle breathing high overhead, sagged 
down like a wet covering; and Steele 
dragged some of his sail-cloth from the 
h<,ld to the forepeak, stretching him
self there to rest. Yet sleep would not 
come to him. 

Between his heavy eyes and the stars 
which had popped out brightly in the 
blue above him there persistently in
terposed the face of the girl for whose 
sake he had dared the dangers of the 
Thug ship. 

Until now Douglas Steele had 1 been 
content to steal to the deck-house when 
the midwatch began, satisfied with the 
knowledge that Jhanavi Faron was 
there below him, safer because of his 
presence. 

But to-night he was hungry for the 
sight of her, careless of danger, reck
less under the sway of his unspoken 

• passion. The impatience of the lover
saddled him, and he waited restlessly
for the time when he could make his
pilgrimage to the upper deck.

And when at last he crouched there
silently, as he had waited so often be
fore, the bonds of caution slipped from
him, and boldly peering over the edge
he called her name.

She answered softly, and then: "I
wondered if you would come to
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• night," she said. " Where are we?
Is it an island? What has hap-
pened? ''

He told her in short, hurried sen
tences, and watched the smile grow on
her face as the features of a child
might light up at the prospect of a
holiday.

" And they are all gone ? " she
asked. " Then we can talk. There
are many things-"

But Steele's sense of responsibility
was returning, and, he urgecl: "We
must still be careful."

" Oh, bother! " she pouted. " If
there is risk here, can't we steal away
to some other part of the ship where
we'll be safe?"

" Sh-not so loud ! " he cautioned.
" The crew is still aboard-"

" But there's nobody in the hold,"
she persisted. " The temple of the
Thugs! Take me there! Think of our
sitting there safe-of all places in the
world!" ..

The man gasped at her audacity,
and then chuckled to himself, for he
knew that less danger would threaten
them to-night in the dim confines of
the temple of murder than anywhere
else aboard the Matsu. Then, too, it
would give him a chance to familiar
ize the girl with the general lay of the
ship, a matter of moment should need
come for them to escape.

" I have been very contrite, too,"
the girl hinted.

" Why? " Steele blurted. 
"I was going to tell you why, but 

you say it's dangerous for us to talk 
here." She smiled, and Steele knew 
that he had been neatly trapped. 

So, after the man had assured him
self that the short companionway to 
the after-deck was clear, they stole 
like shadows to the yawning hatch,· 
and Steele, leading the way, steadied 
the shaky ladder as she descended. 

Under his guidance she explored 
the house of sinister worship, and at 
last, unawed by the Mighty Mother 
who. scowled above her, seated herself 
cross - legged beneath the alabaster, 

' 

goddess, where the soft glow of the 
yellow - globed temple lamp, streamed 
down upon her. 

It brought back to the man standing, 
braced on bare, brown, sinewy legs to 
the gentle ,oil imparted by the ground 
swell, another night, which seemed 
ages in the past when he had first seen· 
her sitting as Buddha sat. 

More than ever she now appeared 
to possess the vivid beauty of a tem
ple girl, the lissom . grace of a half
wild, wonderful creature of the Orient 
But the bushy beard which covered 
his face, and the turban folds which

cast his eyes into the shadow. masked

well the heart-hWlger and the leashed 
desire of him. 

He knew that the time had not ar
rived when she would come to him as 
a strong man's woman should come, 
flying gladly, tremulously to his arms; 
and until that time-

She was speaking : 
" The night-the rught you came to 

tell me of the danger-how I had been 
tricked-" she trailed off. 

" But what of it? " Steele ·asked, 
his failure to understand her an hon-
est one, for the subsequent trend of 
their talk that night when first he lay 
on the deck-house had wiped • out- his 
memory of her curt reception. which 
had at the time perplexed him. 

He did not realize that his attitude, 
which now seemed a refusal on his 
part to_ respond, was making it very 
hard for Jhanavi to go on; but she-. 
having made up her mind that some 
word was due this man to whom she 
owed so much, did not • falter now. 

" The ' what of it ' is that I behaved 
abominably," she confessed. "I knew 
it all along, but I was in a wretched 
temper that night, Mr. Steele. Some
how I had begun to realize that every
thing wasn't as it should be, and yet 
my faith in the old Swami was dying 
mighty hard." 

The girl's confession nonplused 
him. It did not seem, according to 
the eternal verities, that this glorious 
creature should take a tone of apology 
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with him. Besides, he hated explana
tions. And yet it was yery pleasant 
that she should· care even this much 
for his feelings. 

So, taking a different tack, that he 
might avoid accepting an apology, 
which in itself would put her auto
matically in the wrong, he asked : 

" Didn't yoµ have any idea of the 
danger there is to a young, tempera
mental woman in these cults? " 

She was silent a moment, grateful 
that he had possessed sufficient dis
crimjnation to make the expression 
she had thought necessary an easy 
one; and then she conceded frankly : 

" Yes, I knew; I've heard of women 
who have gotten into all sorts of 
trouble over such things. But then 
almost everything. can be made an evil 
through excess, can't it? " 

He agreed. "Undoubtedly. What 
I mean is that there exist among the 
priests of Buddha ItJany men who are 
every bit as earnest and conscientious 
in their own way as any of the good 
men of the world. But it has been 
my experience that the ones who are 
really worth while remain in their little 
hill villages, striving to fead the people 
of their own blood into better lives." 

They talked for long, sometimes im
personally, sometimes not, on religion 
and other things. In the- dim light 
Steele, watching her face, caught the 
play of her feelings. 

He allowed • himself for a moment 
to wonder upon the strangeness of 
their position-in dead of night argu
ing, almost academically at. times, 
there in the ship's hold, while above 
them still leered the mighty Kali. 

That he paid her the compliment of 
arguing with her and giving due def
erepce to her as a reasoning woman, 
even in the face of the fact that she 
had allowed herself to be so shameful
ly duped, she appreciated more than 
she could have told. 

"Perhaps if I had spoken sooner to 
my aunt,'' the man beside her said, 
" all this might have been avoided. 
But," in extenuation, "I had not the 

remotest idea that beneath the robes of 
the Swami was hidden the most dan
gerous criminal of the century. That 
was why I appeared to encourage her 
-so that I might have time to prove
that he was a sham."

The girl rallied to his defense. 
" I don't think she would blame 

you, Mr. Steele,'' she declared. "And 
it has been wonderful-just to think 
that you were there when the need 
came-that is all that counts anyway. 

" I don't suppose you'll ever know 
how much you've helped me toward a 
readjustment - and - and - good 
night!" 

She went swiftly, making her way 
surely through the dim light toward 
the ladder before Steele could disclaim 
her assertions ; but he overtook her, 
and giving her the signal that all was 
clear, watching her as she gained the 
safety of the shut-in deck. 

He returned to the forepeak, lost in 
a maze of retrospect and conjecture. 
He sat staring ahead into the deep sea 

- night until he seemed to see the wom
�m of his dreams floating ahead over
the waves, beckoning him on.

He sat thus until the dim, false dawn,
not knowing that he was cramped and
chill.

CHAPTER XXIV. 

Tupponi. 

W
HEN Steele awoke after a fit

ful nap the freshness of tropic 
morning had cast a benison 

upon sea and land, and from the beach 
came signs of stirring in the camp of 
the Thugs. It would never do for the 
brown men to know that for a whole 
night their deity had been without a 
servitor, and so he hurried below. 

This morning the dim hold, with its 
leering patron of bloodless death, 
seemed purged and clean to him, for 
he fancied that something of the pure 
aura of the woman he loved had re
mained behind after she had left him 
there the night before. 
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with its pro_mise of plenty and suc
cess, the old Nana's face was drawn 
in agony. Steele, glancing at the hand 
which held the lotali ewer, could see 
that the gnarled fingers were tensed 
and white, and the knuckles stood out 
like horrible lumps with .the strain of 
the heavy vessel. 

While they watched the old eyes 
lost their gleam of craft .and arro
gance. Came slinking into them the 
duH of deadly fear .. Like a film across 
his vision, it rooted there and bloomed-

As a mail who stares into the face 
of a diabolical doom, he stood, and 
the chattering of the Thugs was wiped 
out when they looked upon him, as 
the chattering of monkeys ceases in 
the forests when· a tiger slips through 
the rttkh .

Palsied with the. fearful struggle 
they were watc;:hing, their jaws sagged 
downward. Each was impotent to 
move hand or foot. 

The moments shrieked their slow
ness. Now the Nana's face was ashen 
gray beneath its bronze. One of his 
great fingers jerked, artd then convul
sively, frantically, returned to its 
grasp. The battle was going against 
him. .His uncertain clutch on the 
mouth of the heavy brazen pitcher was 
slipping, slipping-

Shrieks of horror were torn from 
the phansigars as the lotah dropped, 
ancl its clear contents sank into the 
greedy sward. 

"Ard/ml! The bad omen!" they 
wailed. " Remember the prophecy ! 
Not to the expedition, but to him who 
drops the sacred lotah shall evil come, 
for it is written he shall die within the 
year!" 

CHAPTER XXV. 

The Omen. 

S
O upon the Nana Sahib fell the

sentence of the omen. 
The old man knew and held to 

the traditions of his people. That the 
hated English might scoff, and that 

even other sects of the Hindus might 
declare that in so innocent an accident 
as the dropping of a pitcher no occult 
meaning could be hidden, in no way 
shook his. faith in the teachings of his 
forefathers. 

He believed, as Thugs have always 
implicitly believed, that his destiny 
was controlled by immutable signs. It 
was the same rock-ribbed fatalism, 
except that it took a different form, . 
as that which underlies the natures bf 
all Orientals. 

As far as the Nana Sahib was con
cerned, it was _the implacable judgment 
of Kali! 

How he had offended the old man 
knew not. But he had transgressed. 
Else why had the sacred pitcher fallen 
from his grasp ? 

Of course there ·would be offerings 
and sacrifices, made with much obei
sance, to placate the goddess. Yet he 
knew it would avail him nothing. The 
course of the Nana was nearly run. 

But now he must think of the glori
ous promises of the lizard, made be
fore the hand of his fate had crashed 
upon him. There was yet to be ac
complished the triumphant revival of 
the deity who had turned from him in 
her anger, and he found some comfort 
in the reflection that ill could come to 
none but him because of his unwitting 
violation. Nor would he passively 
await his doom. 

So, like a man stricken with the 
plague, he seated himself upon the 
spot where the anger of his gods had 
overtaken him, there to remain for 
seven hours in meditation and prayer 
to the goddess of Thuggee. The Thugs 
drew away and silently slunk back in 
the bushes toward their camp. The 
omen which in their eyes marked the 
Nana Sahib for death within a year 
was a matter between their high priest 
and the Great Mother. 

Whatever the old man had done to 
call • upon himself the evil which 
awaited him was also none of their 
concern. At the proper time they 
would make the required sacrifices. 
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Fascinated with the ·potentialities 
for life and death which lay in the fall 
of the pitcher, Steele had with deep 
absorption watched the manifestation 
of the omen. 

His daily routine, patterned faith
fully after that of the Thugs, as well 
as the constant association of them 
with his every waking moment, was 
having a peculiar effect upon him, for 
he had caught to a small degree the 
psychological trick of not pnly as
suming but actually living his decep
tion, and had of late, superficially at 
least, become even to himself a 
Hindu. 

It was a transient state of mind, 
engendered by the constant suggestions 
of his environment; yet because of it 
now the unquestioning resignation 
with which the old man received the 
sentence of death impressed Steele as 
not being something strange and un
real, but as a natural thread in the 
grim fabric in which he had become 
enmeshed. 

Somehow it would have seemed in
clecent to Steele to remain and pry 
upon the Nana, devotee of ritual mur
"der though he was. Steele knew he 
could • without compunction send a 
bullet crashing into the .brain of him 
if it should become necessary. But to 
lurk behind, watching as he would 
have liked to do, was too much like 
;vivisection. 

He had witnessed what was a trag
edy in its own way, and he stole back 
to the camp with the rest, edging as 
near as he could to Chota Lal when he 
recalled the evidence given by his serv
ant that there were things to be told. 
'.But beyond casual fnutterings the little 
brown man said nothing, for they 
:Were never out of ear-shot of the 
(Thugs. 

Through the long afternoon Steele 
lay about the camp where the brown 
men talked in awestruck whisperings 
concerning their leader, who still sat 
at his meditations .. But when the dusk 
of evening came and soft blackness fol
lowed with that swiftness which leaves· 

'in those latitudes nothing of twilight, • 
he slipped from his place near the 
spluttering fire, the smoke of which 
in some measure kept from his half
naked and unprotected bide the gath
ering swarms of great, blun�ring in
sects and tiny, worrisome gnats. 

He made his way to the beach. The 
hot moon was up. As it rose it 
spilled a surfeit of silver upon waters 
that even before its rising had been 
overbright with the coruscating, reful
gent streaking of phosphoric anirnal
ctllre. 

Out on the sand he stopped. 
For a moment Bhagwan, the Thng, 

was plagued by the thoughts of Steele, 
white adventurer. All that day, un
der the proximity of the jungle and . 
the effect of the strangler's weird -rites, 
he ha<l been filled with atavistic yearn
ings. The tangles' beckoned to him. 
The touch of sward on .naked flesh, 
the scent of wood smoke, the mur
murings and lashings of the sea out 
beyond the barrier-reef had stirred 
wild pulsings in his blood. 

But from the back of his mind, un
called, unbidden, there came a flash of 
memory-=::Broadway at night! Yet 
what was Broadway., to him? A great 
street thousands of miles away-to all 
intents and purposes in another sphere. 
For the Dougla·s Steele who had trod
den its brilliant length, he knew in his 

. heart of hearts, had been a savage- re
turned for· a brief time to the haunts 
of men; to-night he was back again 
to his own, rightfullf perhaps, and 
known to his fellows as �hagwan, a 
strangler. 

He thrilled with pleasure at his own 
nakedness and savagery. 

But his thoughts whipped back as 
unaccountably as they had swerved. 
Now again he was heart and soul the 
traitor Thug, planning the downfall of 
his own band; and in furtherance of 
his plot he started out along a narrow 
sand spit which jutted out into the 
waters. 

The strip was bare of verdure, and 
he felt that there was little chance of 
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any of• the stranglers hiding near 
enough to overhear should he happen 
upon Chota Lal. 

Nor had he held his vigil long be
iore his servant came through the 
darkness. He walked openly as if he 
had nothing to conceal, yet when he 
reached his master he spoke low and 
hurriedly: 

"Murder is to be done, heaven
born ! " he hissed. " The prey has 
been marked down and the noose made 
ready. It is the old white captain
sahib and all the Japanese crew, who 
will die for the glory of Kali as soon 
as the land is reached and their use
fulness be over." 

The call to arms had come. The 
hours of waiting idly above the seeth

. ing volcano had passed. And the need 
to be up and doing acted as a potent 
tonic upon Steele. 

As a snake sheds its skin he aban
doned his role of Thug. Once more 
he was blood and bone and brain, the 
white adventurer. 

" I suspected as much when they: 
took the omens -to-day," he admitted; 
" and yet I thought that perhaps they 
were consulting the. Auspices because 
it will be December before Cambodia 
is sighted, and as .you said they will 
never start an expedition in that 
month." 

" That, perhaps, was one of the rea
sons, Bahadur, but for all of that the 
captain-sahib and his men have long 
been marked. There has been little 
danger to us thus far,' heaven-born, 
but the perilous part of the journey lies 
still ahead." 

"Then it is time f,or us to go," 
Steele declared. " We must think of 
the women first, Cho ta Lal.· Thou 
lmowest what hath kept these dogs to 
heel! There upon the ship no omens 
could be heard." 

" True, heaven-born, for where are 
lizards and jackals and asses to be 
found upon the sea?" 

"But now it is different," Steele 
urged. " With thine own ears 'thou 
heardst the lizard speak and bid them 

I I A-S 

km; and they will obey as surely as 
the chetah drags down its prey! Let 
us warn Captain Bonin and join forces 
with him." 

" Nay, sahib. Of what avail, think 
you, would he and his puny yellow 
men be against the Thugs ? The 
stranglers will not move openly. A 
pod of the poisonous datum in the 
sailors' food some morning - and 
while they lie stupefied the noose falls! 
The old captain-sahib has stuck his 
head into the mouth of the lion. Let 
him get it free! " 

Steele knew that Chota Lal spoke 
the truth. And yet he was loath t0 
leave a white man to take his chances 
with that wolf-pack. His servant con-
tinued: 

"Sawest thou not the dropping of 
the lotah ewer? The Nana's power 
will wane, for without doubt he hath 
done something displeasing to the god
dess. Already is Bunyara prepared to 
take command should the hand of his 
fate strike down the Nana. And," he 
added grimly, "thou and I know 
whose hand it will be. · There be • two 
things to do : Take thou the boat and 
put to sea with the women, or remain 
here with me-" 

Using the native speech, Steele cut 
in : " There be those whose fortunes 
are of more moment to me even than 
the fate of the empire. Make ready, I 
charge thee, Chota Lal. I go, and this 
night must find us on our way." 

" Nay, heaven-born. It is written 
that thou goest alone. Remember the 
blood oath which I have taken against 
this man, this Nana Sahib. Can I then 
let him slip from my hands? And the 
omen-it has spoken. He must die
and I am the executioner ! " 

Ever the opportunist, the little 
• brown man had read in the fall of the

ewer a prophecy of his own success.
Now • more than • ever he was deter
mined to hold to the trail. He went
on:

" What there is between me and
him, heaven-born, it were ill that any
should know. A shame was put upon
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our blood by this man, and his life is 
forfeit." 

Steele was impressed by his serv-
ant's earnestness. Yet he remained 
adamant. If they escaped. the aid 
that Chota Lal might give them in the 
boat would possibly mean much in the 
equation of their chances;· and at that 
moment Douglas Steele, had the power 
been his, would have sent a universe 
tottering if by so doing he could serve 
the woman he had come to love. So 
he insisted : 

" I have no wish to thwart thy v<;>w 
or stay thy hand, Chota Lal. And yet 
if I should go with the women, leaving 
thee, my brother, behind, thy life 
would not be worth that of a. timid 
hare in ·a tiger's. den, for discovery 
would surely follow. 

"Now listen. I have a plan by 
which we, perhaps, may detain the 
band upon the island." 

But Chota Lal remained obstinate 
until the white man did what he other
wise would never have done. Turn
ing on his servant he snapped : 

"Hast thou then forgotten when I 
stood between thee and death? " 

A look of pain swept across the 
Hindu's face. "Nay, Bahadur. And 
the shame that thou shouldst remind 
me of it! Haye I not followed thee, 
obeyed thee-" 

"Then," the white man went on in
ex·orably, "the debt is acknowledged. 
And I demand the payment. Thou 
goest with me this night ! " 

" Yet is my oath more than my 
life," the Hindu defended. "Thou 
are demanding an usurious price. 0 
heaven-born. And thou wilt not def er 
the settlement? " 

,r Patience, Chota Lal," the other 
returned more kindly. "Thy hands 
shall yet spill the blood of Nana Sahib. 
But there is no excuse .for haste. 

" Was there then ·time named in thy 
family vow? Will not next week, 
next month, if it be so decreed, suffice? 
I promise thee thy vengeance. But 
first must the women be taken to a 
place of safety. 

"Once that is clone-then, not�'

Chota Lal alone, but thou and I. broth- -
ers of the blood, ,Yill take the trail 
again." 

Sullenly, under his obligation to 
Steele, Chota Lal promised to obey. 
The night was well adYanced and, 
watching their opportunity, they 
slipped from the rocks and struck out. 

They had located the single Japan
ese sailor who constituted the anchor
watch at his lonely vigil on deck and 
fortunately for them as they ap
proached, swimming with as little rip-

. ple as possible, he made for the fore
castle hatch, below which they knew 
his fellow countrymen were resting 
after their arduous day's labor with 
the cracked propeller-shaft. 

Steele and Chota Lal chose to· board 
the Matsu well aft, however, for this 
part of the ship, commonly occupied 
by the Thugs, would be most likely 
deserted. 

There was one thing· that Steele felt 
must be accomplished as soon as possi
ble, and this time, when the J ap 
watchman had voluntarily taken him
self out of the way, could not be im
proved. 

So he stole to the upper half deck, 
making his way to the wheel-house. 
All was dark and silent within. 

Steele felt his way to the after bulk
head, in which he knew should be a 
door leading into the chart-room. 

He found it at last and -pushed it 
open. By making his hands take the 
place of eyes he located a table on 
which a chart seemed to be held out 
flat by pins. This he removed care
fully, taking the chance that it was 
the one he wanted, for to have struck 
a match, even could he have located 
one, would have been too much of a 
risk. 

Steele was unwilling to leave the 
island without some means of relocat
ing it, and he was certain that a bred
in-the-bone deep-waterman like Cap
tain Bonin would certainly indicate the 
position of the island upon the chart. 

The taking of the Auspices and the 
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Within half an hour everything was 
in readiness. Nothing now remained 
but to get the women and put in opera
tion the plan he' had conceived for de
laying the Matsu Maru at the island. 

On his first trip below for stores 
that night, Steele had obtained from 
the tool-lockers two large augers. 
,vith these, after drawing the canvas 
cover over the stores they now had in 
the quarter-boat, Steele and Chota 
Lal crept for the last time into the 
after-hold. 

Under the white man's instruction 
the Hindu helped to bore holes in the 
rotten strakes of the old· sealer, each 
some distance from the others to pro
vide ready jets of water which by 
_morning should, without attracting at
tention, waterlog the Matsu to such an 
extent that she could not be moved un
til pumped clear again. 

With much less risk than he was 
now taking, Steele could have sunk the 
Matsu by the simple expedient of 
opening her Kingston valves, which 
controlled the outboard ejection of her 
engines. But that method would have 
worked too fast. What he desired wa� 
a steady, gentle filling of the ship, so 
gradual that it might escape notice un
til the damage was done. 

Once Chota Lal stopped his boring 
and, drawing close to Steele, whis
pered: 

"Sahib, these holes be small and 
easily mended-" 

"Aye, if they are discovered. But, 
ten chances to one, Captain Bonin will 
think that the storm started the seams. 
And the delay will be accomplished, 
Chota Lal, for they may never suspect 
the ruse at all." 

By the time the two amateur scut
tlers had completed their work suffi
cient of the harbor water was spurting 
into the Matsu in gentle gurgles to see 
her waterlogged and settled deep in the 
scant four fathoms in which she rode 
should the trick remain undiscovered. 

"\i\Te've done all we can do," Steele 
panted as he dropped the augers into 
the rising water and sprang for the 

ladder. "It's quick. and away now. 
Put a few more holes in her while I 
lower the boat and get the women." 

It would have simplified matters 
could Steele have lowered the Ii ttle 
craft from the davits with the women 
aboard her; but he feared possible dis
covery, and Jhanavi and his aunt could 
be handed down over the side with lit

tle trouble, for the Matsu had scant 
free board, 

So he hurriedly cast off the lashin_gs, 
and hoisting first on the forward and . 
then on the aft tackles, he labored.,un
til the boat cleared the Tail Then he 
swung her outward, letting the falls 
whine softly in their sheaves as the lit
tle era ft went overside. 

Swinging down into her, he quickly 
made fast the painter, regained the 
deck, and sought the women. 

From the deck-house roof his sig
nal was answered almost immediately, 
and worming his way forward he 
whispered to the girl, who looked up 
at him anxiously. 

" The time has come,. Miss Faron, 
when you'll have to trust yourself to 
me. There's murder afoot, and we 
must get you and my aunt clear. 
We've a boat provisioned and we start 
in ten minutes. You must deal with 
'Aunt Minerva, too. Can you make 
it? " 

Bravely the girl smiled up .at him. 
She asked no questions, so strong had 
her faith, in the past week, grown in 
this big, sinewy man, whose matted 
whiskers and brown skin she knew 
concealed but too well her chance 
rescuer of the traffic crush. 

" I will be ready,_" she replied 
simply. 

Again on the after deck, Steele stood 
near the doorway of the main cabin 
awaiting the coming of Chota Lal and 
the women. Five minutes dragged 
slowly by. 

A vague uneasiness came over him.· 
He searched the shadows about the 
deck of the old ship, but could see 
no movement to alarm him. Overhead 
the gentle monsoon sang a low, sleep--
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ing song. Off on the island night 
noises sounded faintly. On the ship 
there was no sound, save the swell 
splashing against her counter. 

The noose fell without warning. It 
gripped Steele's throat as a boa con
strictor winds its prey. In a horrible 
instant he could feel the hands of the 
·strangler, twisting, twisting, twisting!

Red rage swept over him, and in the
fraction of a second, with the surge of
anger, his senses cleared,

In a supreme effort he lurched for
ward suddenly with all his mighty
muscled strength. The scrawny
strangler, jerked loose from his foot- •
ing, twisted half over Steele's back,
rested a moment on swelling shoulder
muscles, to shoot forward and sprawl,
aold broken, upon the deck.

With the swiftness of a mongoose
striking a cobra the white man leaped.
The Thug fought the fig4t of a cor
nered rat, while Steele, fingers sunk
into his throat, drew back his free
hand for a crashing, silencing blow.

But the brown man at that moment
with a sidewise jerk tore his throat
free, and before the blow fell sent a
half-choked screech, ending in a gut
tural gurgle quavering through the
night to his friends ashore.

Steele's blow fell, cutting short the 
warning cry. It died in the strangler's 
throat as he gasped and lay still. 

Fascinated, Steele wasted a precious 
. moment gazing at the huddled heap 
which had been an unleashed phansi
gar. The inert Hindu was Nathoo. 

Down the deck leaped Chota Lal. 
'' Heaven-born! They be stirring 

ashore ! " he cried, and Steele knew 
that the Call of Kali had carried to 
Nathoo's brethren. 

" Into the boat! " Steele snapped, 
for now his ears caught faint foot
falls on the deck above them. The 
women were commg. 

Together they sprang to the side; 
Chota Lal, clinging to the still dang
ling falls, swung down while Steele 
leaped to the_ low, broad bulwark to 
hand the women overside. 

For a moment he poised there, knife 
bared and ready, but when' they 
stepped unhindered from the com
panion-ladder, �e shoved the weapon 
into his loin-cloth. 

" This way; ,quick ! "- he called. 
He reached out to Jhanavi. Their 

finger-tips met. There came a lurch 
and, balance gone, Steele toppled ·back
ward into the sea, followed by a cry 
wrenched from Minerva Steele. 

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and that 
you will get the condusion · of this story without waiting a month. 
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AT REST 

BY NORREYS JEPHSON O'CONOR 

W
HEN you first learned I loved you, did you say:

" I, too, will give my love to bless 
The days he would have passed in weariness" ? 

You seemed to understand 
A helping hand 
Was what I lacked to guide me on my way. 

But now a wondrous quietness has come 
To me, who once was full of strife
Hampered and harassed in my life. 
My cares are now at rest, 
And on your breast 
I find of love and life the per£ ect sum. 
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orders on various members of the crew 
amounting upward of $6oo, payable 
to Mrs. Benjamin Britt. 

Dan McDade was a shrewd leader 
of men; his thirty years of experience 
had proved that. An operator of the 
old school, he brooked no opposition 
or insubordination. Yet, beneath his 
gruffness was a kindly strain that 
manifested

1 
itself in many inconspicu

-ous ways. 
Precise and crisp, he now called his 

foreman to the front. 
" Martin, as near as I can learn, you 

are much to blame for this unfortunate 
accident. Had you used a grain o' 
common sense, you wouldn't have or
dered that boat-crew over them falls." 

"I didn't order ,em over the falls," 
protested Martin vigorously. " They 
run 'em o' their own accord." 

"Yes,', panted Markham, crowding 
forward, "arter you'd taunted us by 
saying th' Old Town crew run 'em 
last year when there wa'n't the head o' 
water there is now. Much as to say 
we didn't darst to run 'em. Arter that 
Benny Britt would 'a' run Niagary 
Falls an' every mother's son in the 
bateau crew would 'a' follered him." 

"Well, you didn't have to run 'em, 
did you? " roared Martin, his six feet 
of physique quivering with anger. " I 
wa'n't 'sponsible." 

"That'll do, Bud," cut in McDade. 
"From the very fu-st you have shown 
yourself incompetent to take charge_ of 
a crew. You tied us up two whole days 
by ordering the upper landings broken 
first and opening the gates. I ought 
to have canned you then. 

. " Yesterday you went plumb ag'in' 
my orders by dynamitin' that small 
jam when it wa'n't necessary, and now 
this-oh, perhaps you didn't exactly 
order 'em to run the falls, but it 
'mounts to the same. As a foreman, 
Bud, you've shown yourself to be a 
rattlin' good cant-dog man, and that 
lets you out. 

" rm payin' three dollars on the 
rear; you can stick or beat it. It's im
material to me, but you are no longer 

foreman. Gimme them wangin keys 
and move your blankets to the ' baker ' 
to-night. Lolar! " 

A straight, athletic figure disen
tangled itself fron1 • the crowd and 
stepped forward. 

" Yes, sir," he said quietly. 
McDade allowed his gaze to rove 

swiftly from the battered Stetson to 
spike-soled boots ; to the well-poised 
head set on wide, square shoulders ; to 
the dark features with their aquiline 
profile; and lastly, he looked into a

pair of black orbs that gazed steadily 
into his own steel gray eyes, without 
the flicker of an eyelash. 

"Lolar, from now on I want you 
to take charge of the entire drive, un
der me, at foreman's pay. Think you 
can do it?" 

" I'll do the best ,J can, sir." 
"And that's all a horse can do," 

responded McDade heartily. 

II. 

ExcEPT for a few unaccountable 
jams that formed in uncanny places, 
the drive proceeded smoothly enough. 

The Indian boss had gained the re
spect and admiration of the crew by 
his easy manner of directing; assuming 
none of the bruskness of McDade or 
the bullying tactics of his predecessor. 

Instead of oaths he used the word 
"please," a mannerism that caused 
some of the older. men to stare; took 
upon himself the hardest tasks rather 
than impose them on another, and 
joined in their good-natured raillery. 
But when he gave an order there was

something in his tone that caused them 
to obey with alacrity. 

All the landings had been broken 
and the crew of sixty men divided into 
two sections, a head crew to keep the 
river free and the " rear-sackers " 
whose duty it was tQ pick up stray 
logs. 

To the latter crew Martin, the de
posed boss, was assigned. Secretly he 
nursed his deep humiliation into a vio
lent hatred, that manifested itself in 
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various little acts that caused his crony,
Joe Marceau, to grin appreciatively. 

As they labored waist deep in the
icy water to extricate a log that had
been capriciously driven into the alder
growth, his resentment grew by leaps
and bounds. 

"I wouldn't care so much if Mac
had put anybody 'sides Lolar in my
place," he confided to Marceau as they
paused to fill their pipes. "Jest 'cause
Lolar's got the repetation o' bein' one
of the best 'white. water ' men here
abouts, ain't no sign he can take charge
o' a crew o' men, an' river hogs at that.
One thing, he's too easy on 'em. Ye
gotter crowd river hogs if ye want to
make 'em respec' ye." 

"Ah g'ess yo' ain' lak heem mooch
befo' she is git your job too, ain' it? "
asked Joe, • wtih a smirk. " Ah t' ink
petite Marie mak' de differance, ain'
he?" 

"Shut up," growled Martin. "Marie
Latour will swap her mind 'bout Mitch
Lolar afore long, jest wait."

Marceau grinned. 
" Yo' goin' for go Wharton to git

mar-ried? " 
" I mought," leered Bud savagely,

"but if I go you go too, you wizened•
faced Canuck. They're jest as anxious
to see you an' Roe up thar as they be
me.". 

" Hello, fellers," broke in a voice
behind them, '" give me a light, will
you?" 

" Th' ' tenderfoot,' " muttered Mar
tin. 

The newcomer was a young man
who seemed strangely incongruous
with his surroundings. Though clad
in the usual driving costume, certain
evidences of refinement were easily
discernible to more than the casual
eve, as, for instance, in the care of his
n�ils. His hands, while strong, were
soft and unused to manual labor. 

At his own request McDade had sent
him to the rear, so he could " rough
it." Bud chuckled. 

"Well, guess you're gittin' all th'
roughin' you want, ain't ye? " he asked

jeeringly. " Sackin' the rear ain't nl,
tango tea party same's I jedge you're
more used to." 

The young man carefully shielded
the match in cupped hands and drew
wheezily on the stem of his bulldog
pipe. He made no reply. 

"An' this gittin' turned out o' yer
bunk at three. o'clock is a tol'able sight
diff'runt than snoozin' in the hay till
nine or ten ev'ry mornin'," continued
Martin. " You must 'a' been purty
hard up to tackle drivin'. What pos
sessed ye ? " 

" I was working in an office, and my
health began to fail. My doctor or
dered plenty of fresh. air, and here I

am. Fact is, I rather like it and ex
pect to stick until we boom out.;, 

Martin advanced - and tapped him on
the breast with his. pipestem. 

"This drive is a long way off o'
bein' in the boom, son," he said -im
pressively, " a long way off. So fur,
we've had all th' breaks in our favor.
Vv"e hain't had any jams o' conser
quence an' the dam's been spillin' over
th' top, when ord'nar'ly this stream
don't open up to more'n six or seven
foot head at th' most. Ain't that so,
Joe?" 

Marceau nodded vigorously. " Orti,
·011i, da's so, yes, sir." 

"Wait till they· jam in this narrer
stream with a heavy head o' water an'
begin pilin' up. Our Injun boss will
commence to have his troubles then,
believe me." 

He shouldered his peavey and· saun
tered toward the stream, _followed by
Marceau. The " tenderfoot " grinned.
" I got you, Steve," he muttered. 

" Lolar,'' said McDade one night,
"I'm going to Wharton to-morrow to
clinch a contract with old man Gordon
that I'll deliver three million feet into
his boom at Umsasqua by the twenty
fourth. 

"To-day's the sixteenth, and allow
ing for any ordinary delay we ought
to make it easy. Soon's they pass the
sluice my responsibility ends. It's oQly
nine miles. We've got an exception-
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ally good head of water, and with this 
crew I see no reason why I can't de
liver. 

" Move to the sluice-way camp and 
let the rear occupy this ground. Set 
four men to sluicing instead· of two, 
and if anything unusual comes up, use 
your own judgment. 

"I'll be backsoon's I can-probably 
in three _or four days. Let Weeks and 
Mayo help you take charge, and-· push 
'em, make 'em earn their pork an' 
beans." 

Three days later the men ,vere eat
ing their crude breakfast by the gut
tering glimmer of two smoking lan
terns, when the slight figure of Billy 
Weeks, the camp .clerk, staggered in, 
the whiteness • of his face accentuated 

- by the dark shadows behind him ; a
deep, gaping wound in his forehead.

"Bqys," he cried hoarsely, "Lolar's
cleaned out with four hundred dollars
·in' wangin ' money."

Before they could recover from this
announcement Old Jack Mayo, a vet
eran of '-' pod auger days," and who
disdained the use of the tin ,vash
basin, if the river were near by, threw
a second bomb.

" Yes, and from the looks o' th'
water backin' up, thar's a locked jam
somewhere twixt here an' th' sluice.
Order 'em to close th' gates."

III. 

TH£ little village of Umsasqua, with 
its twelve hundred inhabitants, reposed 
snugly at the foot of the lake, the ter
minus of a narrow-gage railway that 
connected with the C. P. R. at Whar
ton, sixteen miles away. 

McDade had just dismounted from 
the dilapidated, dusty coach, when one 
of his men came striding around the 
comer of the ramshackle building used 
as a station. 

"Hello, Jeff," grunted he; "ain't 
quittin'' are you? " 

" Nope. Billy Weeks sent me out 
to see if I could reach you by wire 
with this." 

, McDacle scowled blackly at the note 
apprising him of his Indian foreman's 
disappearance, together with four hun
dred dollars, then shook his head in 
his positive way. 

"No, Lolar ain't that kind. I've got 
to have better proof." 

"½"ell, he's the only man missin' 
from either crew. You an' him an' 
Weeks were. th' only men as had keys 
. to th' wangin box, an' th' lock is intact, 
which shows it were opened with a 
key. He laid Billy out with a caliper 
rule, then vamosed. Cookee brought 
Billy to with a dipper full of water 
when he went to call him an' Lolar 
this mornin'. 

"An' here's another thing," he add
ed, as the lumberman shook his head 
decidedly. " Lolar left th' prints o' 
his calks on th' ' deacon-seat ' where he 
stood to reach Weeks's bunk." 

" Well," snapped McDade, " every 
• man on this drive wears spikes. That
don't P.rove nothin' ! "

"It does when they show a center
row same as Mitch Lolar wears.
Hain't another man in the outfit got
center-spiked boots."

McDade swore. 
"I won't believe it-yet. Bttt if it 

is so, I'll not only send Lolar up, but 
I'll break him both as a boatman and 
' white water ' man, on every river in 
this section. Where's the drive?'' 

"Well," replied Jeff slowly, "most 
of it's jammed tighter'n a Chinese 
puzzle at the head o' th' sluice." 

" It is? " roared McDade. " Why 
didn't you say so before? \Vhy didn't 
Weeks say something about it? " 

" Dunno," retorted Jeff. " As for 
me, I ain't had time to tell ye afore, 
'cause I've been tellin' ye 'bout Lolar." 

"T' 'ell with Lolar," spluttered 
Mac. "What's Lolar to me when I've 
got three million feet of lumber tied 
up? \Vhere's the crews?" 

"Head crew's at the sluiceway 
camp, an' old Jack Mayo's takin' 
charge temp'rar'ly. We been sluicin' 
right along since you left. Th' rear's 
down at the foot o' Big Logan." 
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They had proceeded toward the up
per end of the town. McDade, his 
brow corrugated in furrows, was think
ing deeply, entirely oblivious to all 
about him. 

Suddenly Jeff caught his arm in a 
grip of iron and pointed excitedly at 
a figure that emerged . from a shop of 
unsavory reputation kept by Antoine 
Latour. 

"Lolar," gasped McDade through 
clenched teeth. 

"Yep. He's been to see Antoine's 
gal, Marie. He's been sparkin' up to 
her since last fall. Antoine told Bud 
Martin he could marry Marie pervidin' 
he could produce five hunderd dollars 
as a guarantee that he could support 
her. 

" Antoine may not be-any white rib
boner an' some o' his dealin's prob'bly 
ain't strictly 'cordin' to Hoyle; but he 
sure does love that gal o' his'n. Her 
mother were a half-breed gal from up 
St John way. Purty as a picter, she 
were, an' how in tarnation she ever 
come to hook up with a man like An
toine is more'n I can savvy. 

" Marie favors her c'nsid'able-purt
tier if anythin'-an' she's got th' spirit 
o' a lucivee-a reg'lar lynx. Soon's 
she hearn as how she was to be bar
tered like a hoss or sech, she up an' 
told her father she wouldn't marry Bud 
Martin if he was wuth a million. 

"I heard afore I left camp that she 
an' Lolar was engaged to be spliced, 
soon's th' drive gets in, but his va
mosin' this mornin' will spell his finish 
with her. I've known her since she 
were a little_shaver, an' she'll have no 
more to do with Mitch Lolar; or I 
miss my guess." 

McDade, with eyes intent on the 
figure ahead, made no reply. 

"He's headin' right straight for 
home. Him an' his mother live thar 
alone since her secon' husband died. 
She had a boy by her fust husband
a no 'count cuss an' a bad In jun." 

"I know him," said Mac laconically. 
"There he goes, Jeff. Come on, we've 
cornered him." 

Their quarry had disappeared into a 
story-and-a-half dwelling near the edge 
of the lake, and they quickened their 
steps. 

McDade's calloused lrnuckles rapped 
peremptorily. An old Indian woman, 
a corn-cob pipe • held firmly betweeri 
yellowing teeth, opened the door. 
Glancing past her, the men saw littered 
on the floor a mass of strippings from 
the ash-tree; while several baskets in 
various stages of construction were 
piled against the walls. 

Save for the old squaw, the room 
was empty ! --.. 

" Does l\jitch Lolar live here?" shot 
Mac crisply. 

"Ya-as-he live here-gone now
on drive." 

Gazing into her calm, wrinkled coun
tenance, McDade hesitated. 

" Search th' place," panted Jeff. 
"He's here somewhere." 

" Who here? '' demanded the squaw. 
"Lolar. I'm looking for him." 
"No here," repeated tµe old squaw.

"Gone!" 
" I saw him come in here not three 

minutes ago with my own eyes. Where 
is he? " 

His tone startled- the Indian woman, 
her eyes grew wide. " Mitch no here 
-come see you'se'f.''

She swung the door open and Mac,
after admonishing Jeff to watch the 
rear, entered. A- cry from the river
man brought him running. 

" Thar goes yer game 'cross th' 
lake." 

Two hundred yards away a bark 
canoe was headed toward Moccasin 
Brook, from which a spotted trail led 
to the Canadian border, eight miles 
away. Kneeling between the second 
and middle thwarts and plying the 
paddle with long, sweeping strokes was 
the unmistakable figure of Mitch Lo
lar; while leading to the water's edge, 
clearly defined on the hard clay, were 
tracks .made by a pair of driving-boots 
with a center row of spikes. 

" What better proof do ye want than. 
that, Mac? " drawled Jeff. 
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McDade's answer was a growl. 
After a half-hearted attempt to follow 
in a flat-bottomei:l boat, they gave up, 
and proceeded to camp. 

IV. 

THE sluice was built at a point 
where a rocky ledge extended. at right 
angles to the stream, leaving a space 
of about forty-five feet between the 
end of the bar and a high ledge that 
rose almost perpendicularly� from the 
water. 

The current shot away from the op
posite shore, directed to the chute by 
a " fending-boom," one end of which 
was secured by chains to a large tree, 
the other to a huge bolt that had been 
drilled into the ledge. The water waS"' 
sucked into a smooth sµeet, over a 
natural apron of solid rock, with tre
mendous force. 

The jam had formed here--a seem
ingly inextricable mass of logs that 
rose menacingly forty feet in height; 
forever like a set of giant jackstraws. 

Mayo had caused· the dam to be 
closed and " swing booms " strung 
across at intervals to intercept the fol
lowing logs, resulting in a series of 
pockets which served to keep their 
weight off the jam. 

Improperly placed dynamite affected 
it no more than a handful of lycopo
dium. The crew labored futilely. 

"I don't understand how a jam 
could make there," said McDade to 
Mayo; " there ain't nothing to hold the 
end of a log ag'in' this ledge, and that 
fendin' boom should have kept 'em 
away from that bar there." 

Mayo shook his head. 
" I've druv this stream, off an' 

on, for nigh thutty year, an' I never 
knew a jam to make h�re. An' she's 
a bad one. Ye see th' top sort o' over
hangs, an' it's much as a man's life is 
wuth to go down thar. / wouldn't, an' 
I'd'.never ask a man to do anythin' I 
wouldn't do myself." 
• "No, no,'9 responded Mac listlessly.
He thrust a pudgy hand up through

•

his hair and shook his head despair
ing1y. 

Each moment interlocked the logs 
more firmly than ever. There was 
nothing to do but suspend operations 
on the rear. Those preferring to do 

• so were allowed to return to their
homes. Among them went Martin and
Marceau.

As it was only four miles from Um
sasqua, many visitors flocked to see

. this wonderful caprice of the elements,
and man's futility in opposition.

McDade notified the Gordon Cum
ber Company of his predicament and
back came the terse reply :

Allow you three days' grace. 

J. R. GORDON, 

"He might just as well have said 
three hundred," said Mac to Weeks, 
,vho, with bandaged head, sat in the 
camp. " I stand 'bout as much show 
of gettin' 'em out in that time." .. 

Before him swept a panoramic view 
of his stormy career as a lumberman. 

Beginning at twelve, as a cookee; 
boss at nineteen; and at twenty-four 
the owner of his own operation; he 
had gradually advanced until to-day. 
he was a forceful figure among Maine 
lumbermen, and his influence was 
great. 

He was considered strong financial
ly, but the fact was, every available 
piece of property was heavily mort
gaged in order to enable him to launch 
the present operation. It was by far 
his biggest effott and its success meant 
much; for, besides a socially inclined 
wife in town, he had a son and daugh
ter whose college educations were 
proving expensive. 

• And now-
" Jhis spells my finish, Billy. The

fruits of the labors of thirty years are 
tied up in that stack of toothpicks out 
there. Every dollar. And only a few 
hundred yards away-just over that 
sluice--lies success. It's enough to 
drive a man to suicide." 

The camp-door was pushed open 
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and Mitch Lolar stood before him, his 
face haggard and drawn; while beside 
him stood Marie Latour. 

" So," roared the-irate. operator, his 
voice quivering with ra.ge--" so you've 
come back, eh? " He pointed a 
shaking finger toward the stream. 
" Do you see what you have done, you 
treacherous cur? " 

Lolar's teeth clicked and his eyes 
flashed ominously. 

" Stop,'! he cried, " lest you be sor
ry." 

" What! Do you threaten me, you 
,-you thief? You'll sing a different 
tune shortly, my Indian friend. 
There's a warrant out for your arrest, 
and I am going to push you to the full 
extent of the law. Do you hear? The 
'full extent of the law.'1 

He smacked his fist into his open 
palm. 

Lolar controlled himself with an 
effort and without a word strode out
side. Mac glared after his retreating 
'form and muttered an imprecation be
lneath his breath. 

" Meester McDide," broke in a soft 
iVOice at his elbow. The operator 
turned to-gaze into the deep black eyes 
of Marie, raised to his face appeal
ingly. 

"Pleas', Meester McDade, Mitch 
Lolar, he is-" 

" I don't care to hear anything more 
about Mitch Lolar, except to hear that 
he is behind iron bars," interrupted 
Mac angrily. "Weeks, send a man out 
with a note to Lafe Newman, telling 
him Lolar's here." 

He turned from the girl abruptly, 
and with a dejected mien Marie left 
the camp. 

Just outside the dingy office s,he en
countered the tenderfoot. 

" I met Mitch Lolar on the way to 
the jam, and he said you had some
thing important to tell me." 
• For five minutes they remained in
earnest con,versation, his questions
eager�her answers positive, vehe
ment.

Two minutes later the tenderfoot 

swung briskly into the " tote road ,, 
,toward Umsasqua. 

V. 

THERE was an exceptionally large 
crowd of visitors that day, and as 
McDade sauntered wearily toward the 
jam, he became conscious of an air 
of suppressed excitement. 

Quickening his pace, and reaching 
a point of vantage, he looked down 
into the miniature canon and stifled a 
gasp of surprise. 

Standing precariously on a log and 
swinging a heavy sledge with well
timed precision, was Mitch Lolar; 
while nonchalantly turning the drill 
for him was Jim Markham. 

Towering over their heads, in a 
menacing mountain of destruction, 
was three hundred and fifty thousana 
feet of logs, any one of which, if 
loosened, would crush out their lives 
as though they were flies. 

In breathless suspense the crowd on 
the banks above watched the pygmy
like figures beneath that wall of death, 
watched the ever-growing rush of wa
ter from the opened gates as it trickled 
through, and shuddered. 

At the very edge of the precipitous 
bluff stood Marie Latour, her hands 
clenched so tightly that her knuckles 
showed white; her bosom rising and 
falling with her emotions. 

At last they made ready to charge. 
McDade met Markham as he was 
hauled up, and to Mac's questioning 
look, he said : 

" Th' fendin' boom's holdin' th' hull 
jam. Th' upper end's been swung 
'cross th' sluice an' made fast to that 
big hemlock thar. Lolar seen it soon's 
he come. Th' only chance o' loosenin' 
of her up is in blowin' out th1 bolt as 
holds th' lower end to th' ledge; an' th' 
chance is small at that." 

" How' d th' boom-" began Ma�. 
But Markham was gone. Lolar had 

ignited the fuse and given the signal 
to be hauled up. Willing hands grasped
the rope, but to the waiting crowd the 
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figure was all too slow in reaching 
safety; indeed, no sooner had his feet 
touched solid earth than there was a 
reverberating roar that shook the 
ground. 

Many were thrown down from the 
force of the concussion, as the heavy 
charge exploded. In the great up
heaval that followed, logs were thrown 
in the air like so many toothpicks. 

For a second the great mass shook, 
gave a little, stopped, then its very 
core bulged outward. There was a 
lusty roar from a hundred throats
" She hauls! ''-and the great mass 
plunged in a whirling maelstrom of 
upended logs through the sluice. 

The sluicing of the remainder was 
an easy matter. In sections the swing 
booms were loosened, and by nightfall 
every stick was in the boom. 

After leaving word with Jack Mayo 
for Lolar to come to Umsasqua, the 
overjoyed McDade hurried to the tele
graph office to notify the Gordon 
Lumber Company that he would deliver 
according to his· original contract. As 
he emerged from the office he ,noted a 
crowd gathered before Antoine's 
place. 

In the center of the group, he dis
cerned Lafe Newman, the sheriff, 
while shackled to the tenderfoot was 
Joe Marceau; beside them, hand
cuffed together, was .Bud Martin and 
another man whom McDade took to. be 
his Indian foreman. 

Mac paused and thought quickly. 
,Jn face of fact that Lolar had saved 
him thousands, the four hundred dol
lars meant little. He had earned it
and more. He would refuse to press 
the charge against him. 

He touched the Indian on the arm. 
"Lolar," he began. 

The prisoner turned·, and Mac 
started back in astonishment. Though 
possessing Lolar's physique, the simi
larity went no further. The prisoner 
was swarthy, with black, bushy eye
brows that met above a pair of shift
ing;' beady eyes: Extending from 
cheekbone to jaw, was an UJly scar, 

' 

now tinged a purplish hue from sup
pressed rage. 

"Joe Roe," M·ac gasped. 
" Yes," cried the tenderfoot trium- • 

phantly. "Black Joe, Lolar's half
brother, wanted by Uncle Sam for 
smuggling, and, incidentally, the man 
who stole your four hundred dollars, 
and laid out Billy Weeks. He, Martin, 
and Marceau here bound and gagged 
Lolar and carried him up to Roe's old 
camp at Big Logan and left him there 
to die. 

" Secretly Roe loved Marie Latour, 
and it was she that lured him here at 
Antoine's last night, where he met 
these two," pointing at Martin and 
Marceau. " Marie overheard them 
talking and tramped the ten miles 
thr.ough that swamp last night and re
leased Lolar. 

" Martin and Marceau are also 
wanted by the Federal authorities at 
Portland, for that post-office break at 
Wharton last fall. That means a good 
long jail sentence for both, and after 
that you may settle your little score." 

At the word "jail" Marceau's self
control broke. 

"Ah ain' do it. Ah ain' do it,'1 he 
sobbed wildly. " Bud 9he is break in 
de pos' office on Wharton for try git 

. five hun'erd dollaire to give Antoine, 
so he will mak' Marie mar.:.ry heem. 
Ah ain' do not'in'; joost keep watch. " 

Martin lunged forward in a furious 
attempt to reach the little Canadian, a 
look of tigerish fury shining in his 
eyes ; but Newman thrust him back 
roughly. 

"An'," continued Joe, "she an' 
Roe is took dose fendin' boom - an' 
swing heem 'cross de sluice for mak' 
dat big jam. Ah 1help, too. Den. we 
go on office camp an' tie Mitch.· an' 
Roe is swap his moccasin for Lolar's 
shoe, w'ile Bud is took money from de 
wangin. Roe is git half an' me-.,an' 
Bud is have res'. Roe hit Billy wid 
scale rule. Bud say he will show dat 
sa1wage few t'ing. He is mad, too, 
'cause Mac bounce heem from boss 
job.'' 
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"There you are, Mr. Mac," smiled 
the tenderfoot. 

" But who are you? " asked the be
wildered operator. 

The young man, still smiling, quick
ly loosened his blue flannel shirt at 
the throat, and threw it back. Pinned 
to his undershirt was a badge, labeled 
" Secret Service." 

"My name is Pierce," he said, and 
an exultant strain crept into his tone. 
"This day's work speHs big for me. 
Roe has been wanted for nearly two 
years by the authorities, and by land
ing him and t,he perpetrators of the 
Wharton break I kill two birds with 
one stone, and I owe it chiefly to that 
little girl there." 

He pointed to Marie who, with L� • 
lar, had pressed into the inner ring of 
the circle, a little band of gold encir
cling the third.finger of her left hand. 
Her eyes danced happily as the opera
tor strode forward and grasped his 
foreman's hand. 

"Lolar, I'll eat every word I said 
to-day. I'm sorry. If I can square my
self by being your best man "-Marie 
blushed rosily-" why, I'll be only too 
glad to officiate." 

Lolar grinned happily. 
" Too late, Mr. Mac.' Too late," he

said. . " Father Fran�is mar'ried us 
half an hour ago." 

"Honest In jun?" 
"Honest Injun." 

en Allen Re}Jnolds 
ORTON TERRY, senior 
member of the law firm of 
Terry & Gore, looked up 
from a volume of U. S. 
reports to find his sten
ographer standing at his 
elbow. " The sheriff wants 

a word with you on the phone," she 
said. 

"Hello, Bill! What's doing?" 
called Terry through his desk instru
ment. 

The officer's reply brought a smile 
t9 the lawyer's ruddy face. He fairly 
beamed as he hung up the receiver, 
turned to the stenographer, and said: 

" You may go for the day, Miss 
West. Please get around by nine to
morrow." 

As the door closed behind the de
parting girl Terry crossed the floor 
of his private office and halted before
a shelf lined with filing cases. From a 
bulky case labeled "J. Barleycorn et 
al.," he produced a bottle of Scotch 
and a small tumbler. 
· His thirst quenched w•ith neat liqu_or,

the lawyer replaced the filing case, then
rubbed his hands and smiled .at his re
flection in the office mirror.

" Pretty soft for Terry & Gore! " he 
chuckled to himself from time to time. 
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'· t!asy money! Just like taking worms 
away from crippled sparrows ! " 

Presently he helped himself to an
other look-in at the case of J. Barley
corn et al., then seated himself at 
the window overlooking the main 
street of the northern New York bor
der town. He was debating mentally 
whether he should buy a six-cylindered 
roa'dster or a speedy trotting horse 
when his partner entered. 

Rudolph Gore, more familiarly 
known to the townsfolk of Tyrone as 
11 Rudy," was radiant. He bore on 
this occasion the expression and bear
ing of a man who had just cashed a 
lottery ticket calling for the _grand
prize. 

• • 
"There's no use talking/' he said as 

he approached the senior partner and 
slapped him on the back, " we've got a 
gold mine. Put it all over the govern
ment again to-day. Had five chinks 
admitted out of seven. That means 
fifteen hundred more for • us to divvy 
--;besides expense money." 

" I was digging up references for 
the Lee case when the sheriff phoned 
me about five minutes ago." Morton 
Terry grinned at Gore. Then added : 
"I thought I'd let Miss \,Vest go for 
the day, so we can kinda talk things 
over arid celebrate a little as it were." 

Rudolph Gore seated himself facing 
the other, bit off and spat out the end 
of a cigar, then said : 

11 That makes something over six 
thousand dollars clear for us since the 
first of the month. And jf s pretty 
early in the month yet." 

"Isn't it a wonder, though, that the 
D. A. isn't getting wise? " asked
Terry.

Gore pulled thoughtfully at his cigar 
for a moment or two, then said through 
a cloud of smoke : 

" Don't make any mistake about it; 
that district attorney is wise. Not 
about the identification racket though; 
and that's all we care." 

Gore laughed softly, then went on : 
" He knows very well that our 

Chinese witnesses are coached; but he 

can neither catch 'em nor prove what 
he knows or what the judge suspects. 
The game's an open and shut proposi
tion for us. And unless the law's 
changed we'll keep right on at the old 
stand, raking down three hundred 

--- bucks a head for· turning Chinese 
coolies into free-born American citi
zens, and securing their admission in
to these great and glorious United 
States. Hooray for the present law! 
May it never be changed! " 

Gore stood up, and assuming his 
best " jury attitude," waved his cigar 
as if it were a star-spangled banner. 

" Nothing on the calendar before 
next week," said the senior partner 
when the noise had died away. 

" Which '11 give me a chance to slip 
over the line to-morrow," Gore ob
served.- "I'll see what's doing in Mon
treal ; find out how many yellow boys 
we can expect next month ; and I guess 
I'll have time to take in a show or two. 
Tyrone's a dead slow town. If it wasn't 
the county seat I'd 'a' pulled out long 
ago." 

" But I was thinking of running 
down to N' York for a day or two," 
Terry demurred. " I've about made 
up my mind to buy a car th.at can burn 
up some of these country roads here
abouts. One of us _has got to be on 
the job, though. Who'll go first? " 

" We won't fight over it," laughed 
Gore. " We'll slip over to Eddy 
Bogie's and see if he's got a cold quart 
on the premises. Then we'll borrow 
his dice-box and settle who's to take a 
little vacation first." 

"A very sensible suggestion," 
agreed the senior partner as he got up 
and reached for his hat. 

II. 

BARNARD, the brains and the law
clerk of that bureau of our national 
government which hQs to do wi.tlh t.he 
exclusion and deportation of the un
welcomed John Chinaman, was at the 
Department of Justice, expostulating 
with the Attorney General. 
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"It's a positively disgraceful condi
tion of affairs,' he was saying hotly, 
" these wholesale frauds which are be
ing perpetrated up at Tyrone. And in 
spite of our best efforts the scheme has 
now been worked • for months and 
months, and the scoundrels have bee'!\ 
growing rich at it." 

" You might give me a few particu
lars," said the Attorney General. He 
toyed with a batch of warrants from 
his division of investigation as he add
ed: " You see, I haven't had time yet 
to familiarize myself thoroughly with 
Chinese matters. And I've . been 
obliged heretofore to leave the cases in 
the hands of my assistants." 

" It's easily explained," said Bar
nard. " All but one point, which I'll 
take up later. It's this way: These 
Chinese coolies, landed in ' Canada, 
have been crossing the border into 
New York State. They don't attempt 
to hide or run away from our officers, 
but give themselves up on sight. In 
several cases they've been bold enough 
to inquire their way to the county jail 
at Tyrone. They come in parties of 
from five to ten, and are, of course, 
apprehended and arrested and tried 
on the charges of being unlawfully 
within the United States. They sub
mit very willingly to the detention, 
and when they are arraigned set up the 
remarkable plea that they yvere born in 
the United States, and returned to 
China in their infancy."•

" And how do they attempt to prove 
it?" interjected the A. G. 

"They do it by coached witnesses 
brought up from New York," Barnard 
explained. " Everything is arranged 
in advance by tihe powerful Chinese 
Six Companies, as planned by . this 
shady law firm of Terry & Gore. 

" U n�er their directioi1s the young 
coolies are grouped in pairs, sometimes 
trios, and the claim is then made that 
they are tw.4i>, or three, brothers, born 
in the United States twenty or more 
years ago, and taken to China while 
very young by their parents. A single 
Chinese witness poses ori trial-day as 

an uncle or very near relative of two 
or more of the yottng coolies, and 
swears that, to his positiYe knowledge, 
the boys were bom'in San Francisco. 

"Of course; they never produce a 
birth certificate or an attested copy. 
They claim almost invariably that it
has been lost. And, since the original 
San Francisco records were destroyed 
by the fire of r906, we can't offset the 
daim by proving that these boys were

not .born out there." 
The Attorney-General lowered his 

shaggy eyebrows and puTsed his lips. 
" Why not put the accused on the 
stand? " he asked. " Then you could 
exclude the witnesses from the room, 
and get enoug,h contradictory testi
mony on which the trial-justice might 
base an exclusion." 

But Barnard shook his head. "N6," 
he declared. " Terry & Gore are far 
too clever to permit their clients to 
take the stand. They rely invariably 
on the uncontradicted testimony of the 
Chinese witness who poses as the rela
tive. So, of course, under the law, 
there's nothing for the -trial commis
sioner .to do but to turn the prisoners 
loose a-fter declaring them to be native
born citizens. And this, despite the 
fact that we all know that the rankest 
kind of fraud is being perpetrated." 

The Attorney-General scowled. He 
was quick to grasp the gist of the 
!natter. It was !eal�y very embarrass
ing. 

"D 
'-

o you mean to tell me," he de-
manded, " that the government is 

• being defied by a pair of unprincipled
rascals who, in return for a large fee,
make full-fledged American citizens
out of young Chinese coolies? "

"It's only too true, sir," the law
clerk answered. "Why," he went on
w_ith a wry smile, " if the claims of the
thousands of Chinese who've been ad
mitted during the last year or two as
native-born citizens are true, it follows
that _every Chinese woman living in

. this country during the eighties and 
nineties must have given birth to some 
forty or fifty sons. It's absurd!" 
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" Have you tested your Chinese in
terpre:ters? " asked the head of the 
Department of Justice. "It seems to 
me that if they're loyal to you they 
might secure evidence of suborna
tion to perjury. Possibly by placing 
one or more of them in the Chinese 
detention-rooms in the Tyrone jail it 
might-" 

" Quite useless," Barnard inter
rupted. " Our , • Chinese interpreters 
are loyal ; there's no question about. 
that The other chaps are too slick 
for them-that's all. And as l matter 
of fact, the coaching of witnesses is 
done in New York and in the Tyrone 
offices of Terry & Gore. So there's 
no way of overhearing the coaching 
unleS'S we can establish dictagraphs. 
We tried that without success at Ty
rone." 

- • " Why not secu.Te Secret Seryice
operatives to shadow the lawyers day
and night? " the Attorney-General sug
gested. " If tp,ey could l()(;ate the New
York City rendezvous1 where these
coaching sessions are held, we might
arrange to either establish a dicta.graph
on the premises or ·to have ,a faithful 
interpreter overhear what transpires. 
I take it that both Terry and Gore 
visit the city for conferences with rep
resentatives of the Six Companies? " 

Barnard nodded. " Yes," he said ; 
"they slip in and out of New York 
every few weeks ; but it's • impossible 
for Secret Service men to follow 
them." 

"\Vlhy?,, 
" Since Congress has been ra1smg 

such a row about using the Secret 
Service for various purposes, the Sec
retary of the Treasury has been un
willing to detail operatives for work 
outside • his own department. The 
guards for the President are the only 
exception. And we've no funds in our 
bur�u with which to hire private de
tectives." 

The 'Attorney-General tapped the • 
polished surface 'of his mahogany flat
top and waited for Barnard to con
tinue. Trained lawyer �at he 'fas, the

12 A-S 

departmental head perceived that the 
law clerk had still more to say. 

"My reason for coming to you per
sonally," Barnard continued, "is that 
my chief is away on vacation just now, 
and • I thought I'd come to you for 
advice. If I could only put a stop to 
this wholesale introduction of coolies 
before the chief gets back I'll have his 
undying gratitude. Now I come to 
the matter which so sorely puzzles us 
all: It's the identification by the wit
nesses of the relatives for whom they 
appear. And it's positively uncanny." 

The Attorney-General wrinkled his 
brow; but the wrinkles dissolved as 
the law clerk proceeded to explain. 

" Y �u see, sir," he went on, "both 
Terry and Gore have access to their 
clients in· the jail at all reasonable 
hours. But they don't use our gov
e�nment interpreters at these inter
views. 

"They have an interpreter of their 
own in the person of one Loo Ming, an 
English-speaking highbinder in the 
confidence of the Six Companies. And 
we have no right to deny them a 
private interview; so Messrs. Loo 
Ming, Terry, and Gore and the peti
tioners. for admission have their whis
pered conferences whenever it pleases 
them. 

"But we have a right to refuse to 
let these coached witnesses see the pris
oners before their trial, and we exer-.
cise that right. We don't want to give 
Terry & Gore an opportunity of point
in� out which of the prisoners a cer
tain witness is appearing for, so that 
the witness can point him out at the· 
hearing. So now comes the peculiar 
feature of the scheme : 

"Suppose we have a witness on the 
stand, and he has testified to the Amer
ican birth of two alleged brothers. 
Your district attorney asks him if he 
can identify the Chinese persons in 
whose behalf he has appeared. The 
witness invariably replies that he can.
The test follows. 
• " We have thirty or forty China

men all dres�� i
n�W�� lined up_ in a
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room with guards over them. Vv e al
low neither Loo Ming nor his employ
ers in the room where the identifica
tions are made. And as the witness 
walks down the line we take pains to 
see that none of the prisoners so much 
as bats an eyelash. 

" And yet, in spite of all our pre
cautions, the witness always points out 
the person or persons whom he has 
sworn are his blood relatives. Never 
yet has one failed. It's most remark
able! Time and time again I've pro
ceeded from \Vashington to Tyrone 
and seen the identification test with my 
own eyes." 

" It may be that these identifications 
are made ipossible through photo
graphs mailed to New York from 
China or Canada." 

Barnard shook his head. " No," he 
said; " photographs have never proven 
to be of particular value in Chinese 
work. These young coolies resemble 
each other too closely. Also it's quite 
unreasonable to suppose that the wit
nesses have crossed over into Canada 
so as to familiarize themselves with 
the f ea tu res of the others, since they 
have no right to leave the States 
without permission and would have to 
be smug�led back themselves." 

" Do you ask these witnesses how 
it is that after so many years they 
are able to recognize their relatives? " 

" Sometimes. And the answer is 
always the same: ' I have not seen tlle 
nephew since he was a baby ; but he 
is the living image of his father-my 
brother who died fo the San Francisco 
fire of 1906.' " 

Barnard folded his arms and cros·sed 
his knees as he ceased speaking.. He 
had laid his case. before the highest 
legal officer in the land-finished ex
plaining the dilemma in which his 
bureau found itself. 

For some moments the Attorney
General sat in silent thought. He 
liked Barnard, wanted to help him; 
furthermore. the integrity of the gov
ernment was being violated ; the foun
tain of citzenship was being poisoned. 

• " I'll tell you what I'll do, Barnard,"
he said presently; " I'll lend you a man
for a few weeks-a man ,Yho'll get to
the bottom of this matter or_ die in the
attempt. In my opinion, your Chinese

interpreters have been intimidated. If
not afraid of their own lives. they have
other reasons for fearing to help you
to the utmost. Probably they have
relatives living in China. And of
course you know that the Chinese have
a favorite way of revenging themselves
by setting the .hatchet-men onto the
relativ;s 1n- China of those persons who 
get into the bad graces of the Six Com-
panies over here. If they can butcher 
a man's father or mother or brother, 
and advise the man here of the killing 
abroad, it's considered a sweeter form 
of vengeance." 

Barnard nodded. Versed in me 
mysterious ways of John Cliinama.n, 
he knew well of this custom of the 
tongmen. 

" The man I'm going to let you 
have," the other went on, "is a native 
of the Province of K wangtung, .China, 
but was graduated from Yale U niver
sity and is now in the investigation 
branch of my department. He's a 
jewel. 

" Time and time again I've tested 
him, and never found him wanting. 
He speaks fluently English and French 
and manv of the Chinese dialects. He 
is not ki'1own as a government man; 
and, best of all, he's just back from 
a trip to China, where he buried his 
father-his last surviving relative. He 
has nothing to lose but his own· life. 
and I have reason to believe that he'll 
risk that for the government-give it, 
if necessary." 

"He sounds good to me," comment
ed Barnard, " this supereducated Chi
naman." 

" Just the man for you. I'll wire 
for him and· send him over to-morrow 
or next day. And don't keep him any 
longer than necessary, for he's most 
invaluable to my department." 

"Thank you,· g�neral," Barnard an
swered. 
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Then he picked up his hat and stick. 
The suspicion of a smile flitted across 
the Attorney-General's face as the door 
closed behind the man from the C}li
nese Bureau, but it vanished as he 
reached under the edge of his desk and 
pressed a push-button. 

III. 

MORT TERRY and his . partner were 
pfaying billiards in the rear room of 

·Bogie's cafe. They ha.d the room to
themselves, and their priv1icy was not
intruded upon save when they pressed
the button and ordered refreshments.

"What's the matter, Rudy? " asked
Terry, when his partner for the tenth
or twelfth time failed to score.

Gore gulped down two fingers of 
·neat liquor, forgot his water, then
sputtered:

" Th-that strange Chinaman in court
this morning. He's gotten on my
nerves."

" Who is he, anyway? " 
"Nobody seems to know. He's reg

istered up to the Adirondack House as 
• 'Toy Jup Wong, New York City.'
Loo Ming says he came up from the
city on the night train together with
him and the witnesses."

" I hardly noticed him in court.'' 
" 1 did ! " snarled Gore as he poked 

viciously at the cue-ball and missed a 
arom by fully a foot. 

.. What did he do ? " 
• " Just watched the proceedings. He
didn't mix in with ant' of the govern
ment people sq far as I could see, but 
he watched me like a hawk. And 
when I didn't catch him watching me 
I could feel his beady black eyes boring 
a hole through the back of my head. 
·What's he doing here in Tyrone?
What does he want?"

Terry shrugged his shoulders. 
" Loo says he'll bear watching," 

Gore went on, " and that on the train 
on the way up he kept his eyes and 
ears open a little too wide to suit 
Loo's ideas of what con�tutes Chi
nese etiquette." 
• 

" You don't suppose he tumbled to 
the identification racket, do you? " 
A tremulous note in Terry's question 
indicated that he was becoming anx
ious himself. 

" Impossible ! " snorted the junior 
partner. " But," he added soberly, 
"if they ever do get wise we'll have 
to think up some new scheme - if 

• we're still out of jail."
" Cheer up, Rudy! " exclaimed

Terry at this juncture as he slapped
his partner on the back. "Let's not
bury our dead before the battle. We'll
take a spin before lunch. The new
car's a beaut. An.d what's the use of
letting a strange chink worry us and
put gray hairs in our heads? Drink
up!"

"I s'pose you're right, Mort," 
averred Gore .as he emptied his glass 
and put his cue away. " Bu_t," he add
ed, " I don't like the way that fell ow 
watched me, and I hope he won't be 
in court for this afternoon's session." 

Irbt the strange Chinaman was there 
:--calm, watchful, and imperturbable
listening to the first case--that of the 
United States versus Lum San. 

Together with a score or more of 
other Chinamen whose cases were still 
pending, the prisoner was waiting pa
tiently in the detention-room adjoining 
the court-room-waiting for the iden
tification test-then freedom. 

The first and only witness for Lum 
San was a wizened old laundryman, 
who swore blandly that the Lum San 
in question was his brother's son; that 
he had been born in Dupont Street, 
San Francisco, in the late spring of 
1895, and that the young man had been 
taken to China by his parents when he 
was about nine years of age. 

Attorney Gore finished the direct 
examination of the polisher of collars 
and cuffs, then turned him over to the 
government people. 

As the district attorney, in a futile 
attempt lo get the wily witness to con
tradict himself, began to grill Lum 
San's alleged uncle, Gore strolled 
across the court - room and gazed out 
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of the window for several moments. 
From the window he sauntered slowly 
to a position before a county map of 
New Yark State, and gazed listlessly 
at its lithographed surface. 

Narrowly, his keen brown eyes 
missing no movement of the junior 
law partner, Toy Jup Wong watched 
the attorney. 

In singsong Cantonese the govern
ment interpreter was repeating the 
question : " Can you, and will you, 
identify the young man you claim to 
be your nephew?" when the eyes of 
the witness sought those of Rudolph 
Gore. 

But the junior partner had his back 
turned to the witness-stand, and was 
tracing with his forefinger the bound
aries of Lake Champlain. For the 
fraction of an instant his finger - tip 
rested on the salmon - colored square 
which represented Franklin County, 
then he yawned and turned wearily 
toward the window .. 

" The witness answers ' Yes,' " �ere 
the next words of the interpreter ; 
whereupon the United States commis
sioner declared that inasmuch as no 
evidence had been produced by the 
United States to shake the testimony 
of the witness, and that no testimony 
had been offered tending to show that 
Lum San had not been born in San 
Francisco, the prisoner would be re
leased and admitted to the United 
States as a native-born citizen thereof, 
subject to identification by the uncle. 

At this, for the first time since his 
appearance in the court-room, Toy 
Jup \Vong took action. With a wary 
eye on Loo Ming, he arose, approached 
the counsel rail, and whispered ear
nestly into the ready ear of the district 
�ttorney. 

Surprise was written plainly on that 
official's face as Toy Jup Wong fin
ished and resumed his seat. For an 
instant the district attorney hesitated 
and glanced uncertainly, first at the 

• witness, and then at Rudolph Gore;
'then he approached the presiding jus
tice and whispered to him.

"What's up?" muttered Terry into 
the ear of his p�rtner. 

" You can search me! " said Gore 
with a shrug. 

The commissioner's face grew stern 
as he listened to the district attorney; 
then, when the latter had finished, he 
snapped: 

" Contrary to usual custom, I'll hear 
the other three cases before witnessing 
any identifications. They may as well 
take place after all the hearings are 
over. Call the next case." 

With these words the commissioner 
leaned back in his chair, and the clerk 
called the case of the United States 
versus Chow Foo. 

The hearings dragged along. 
Gore, puzzled and worried by the 

whispered conferences, finished one by 
one the direct examination of his wit
nesses, turned them. over to the dis
trict attorney, . and then sauntered 
around the court-room while the gov
ernment's man tried vainly to entangle 
the perjurers. 

As the . last case w� . being heard, 
Toy J up Wong left the court - room 
and approached the official in charge 
of the Chinese prisoners. A brief 
consultation followed the display of 
certain credentials, after which the 
Department of Justice man was per
mitted to enter the detention-room set 
apart for Chinese prisoners. A score 
or more of them were present, loung
ing around the room, dressed ready 
for the line-up and forthcoming iden
tification tests. 

Attired all alike in loose suits of 
plain white cotton furnished by the 
government, wearing straw sandals of 
uniform pattern, each man cleanly 
shaven and, with his. hair cut just-like 
his neighbor's, it would seem that the 
young cooJies were as much alike as 
so many pennies fresh from the mint. 
Even the soft white shirts with rolling 
c?llars were alike, save possibly for 
size. 

But one thing Toy Jup Wong's keen 
eyes noted-the thing he had been led 
to expect to see. The mere suspicion, 
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of a smile flitted across his immobile Gore. Don't see how we can hold 'em 
features, then he called softly : on a crir;ninal charge, because none of 

"Lum San!" the Chinese will turn State's evidence. 
A young Chinaman approached and Anyway, it's a clean job; and the 

s_tood ill at ease as the hawklike eyes credit's all due that Chinaman you sent 
of the Yale graduate scanned him up here." 
from head to foot. A .question or two " 1What was the scheme? " asked 
followed, but Lum San stood mute. the Attorney General. 

He had been told to trust no one-- The district attorney chuckled into 
no one but Loo Ming of the Six Com-' the receiver. 
panies. Upon his observance of -these "The very simplest thing in the 
instructions depended his chances of world," he explained. "That chink of 
entering the United States, where much yours came up in the train with the 
gold and silver was to be earned in a New York witnesses. He overheard a 
short space of time. few bits of conversation before the 

"Jt matters riot," said Toy Jup others grew suspicious of him, and 
Wong to himself. heard something Loo Ming said about 

Then he turned away, just as the watching what color Attorney Gore 
district attorney and others entered should point out in the court-room, 
the room. and to remember that color when the 

" Keep the witnesses outside for identification test should be made. 
five minutes," whi�pered Toy J up - " And to cut down the telephone
Wong to the commissioner. charges I'll put it briefly to you. Gore 

Instructions were given to that ef- has access to the prisoners up to the 
feet, and some rapid work followed, hour of the hearing. One of his con
much to the surprise of the prisoners. federates is the Chinese cook who 
All in readiness, a line was formed; serves the detention-room. Suppose 
then the commissioner chuckled and six men are to be identified. They are 
ordered in the first witness. ' all dressed alike with the exception of 

Ten minutes later pandemonium the neckties. Other prisoners in the 
reigned in the detention-room, and line-up whose cases are still pending 
soon after-ward, Toy Jup Wong, his are given ties either of black or white. 
hand in the pocket where a revolver " But the Chinese cook sees to it 
reposed, strode depotward to catch the that the six men are each furnished 
evening train. with a different colored necktie. 

His work in Tyrone was at an end, " Gore visits his clients after they 
for he had seen to it that each petition are dressed for the test, and makes a 
. for entrance fo the United States had note of which particular coiors the 
been denied. For, strange to say, each men are wearing. He has no oppor
witness had picked out the wrong pris- tunity of verbally coaching his wit
oner ! nesses as to the colors, because the bail-

And even as Toy J up Wong was on iff takes charge of them as soon as 
his way to the depot, the district attor- they reach the court-house. 
ney was entering the telephone booth " On the wall of the court-room a 
in the Adirondack House. Calling up county map of New York State hangs. 
the long-distance operator, he was The counties are lithographed in vari
soon in touch with Washington and ous colors, such as salmon, orange, 
the head of the Departm_ent of Justice. green, and so forth. The neckties 

"Well, general," said the man at match the shades of the map. At a 
the Tyrone end of the wire, " we've certain moment Gore strolls over to 
put a crimp in the Chinese frauds in the wall and puts his finger on a cer
this district. I'm starting· disbarment tain-" 
proceedings against both Terry ancl " I see," broke in the Attorney Gen-
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eral, " I'll call up Barnard and let him 
know. And how did to-day's cases 
wind up?" 

" All ordered deported," laughed 
the district attorney, " Toy J up \i\T ong 
changed around the ties! " 

A laugh came over the wire from 
the Washington end, then the head of 
the Department of Justice inquired 
about his Chinese interpreter. Said 
the district attorney: 

" He leaves in about half an hour; . 
and I hope he reaches Washington 
safely. The Six Companies will sure
ly set the hatchet-men after him now 
that their scheme is exploded. He's a 
very brave Chinaman and a most loyal 
one." 

"You're wrong," said the Attorney, 

General, "he's not a Chinaman at all· 
Hie-" 

"What!". 
" This is for your private ear. \ \Then 

Mr. Toy_ Jup Wong washes the wal

nut-juice off his face and hands, soaks 
off the collodiqn that holds up the o_ut
er corners of his ·eyes, he's Special 
Agent Deering of my division of in
vestigation. He's a son of the late 
Rev. William Deering of the Chang
chaw Presbyterian Mission. He was 
born in China, knows more about 
Chinese di�lects than any other white 
man I ever heard of, and I'm going to 
raise his salary before the Secret Serv
ice steals him." 

And the Attorney General was as 
good as his word. 

� AI� Shell Briscoe 
IS name really was Noah, 

and it fitted, too, in a way, 
for while his namesake of 
antiquity probably figured 
in the greatest spring rise 
in all history, Noah Beedle 
of Miami Landing was as-

sociated with several that still are 
talked of in the Mississippi Valley. 

He was a thick-shouldered hulk of 
a man in his early forties. Quiet and 
diffident in manner and seemingly dull 
of mind, still there was within him a 
romantic desire for adventure which 
was fettered by his timidity and lack 
of initiative. 

Noah had. the soul of·an adventurer 
and the spirit of a stay-at-home. As 
a boy he wanted to run away with 
every circus that came to town, but 
shrank when opportunity arrived. 

He wanted to sail distant seas and 
see foreign lands and the strange places 
of the world, but always had hesitancy 
intervened; so he had kept to the 
beaten path till the youthful flame of 
ambition seemingly flickered and died, 
till habit had neutralized the wander• 
lust in his blood, and his horizon was 
limited to the narrow section of river 
valley where he lived and worked and 
his two-dollar-a-day job. 
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In the transportation world Noah 
was neither fish nor fowl. On the rolls 
of the 0. K. and St. L. he· was listed 
as a bargeman, .while among regular 
rivermen he was regarded as a rail
roader. 

To explain, he worked on a car 
ferry at Miami where freight-trains 
were transported across the river in 
the days before the bridge was fin
. ished. Passenger-trains were not sent 
across the ferry, being routed over a 
C. P .. and L. bridge a score of miles
north, incidentally paying heavy toll,
since the 0. K. and St. L. :was not a
member of the bridge combine that, in
those days, controlled every span up
and down the river for two hundred
miles on each side of Cairo.

The directors of the line writhed 
over the tribute paid to rival lines till 
they could finance a plan to build a 
bridge at Miami, and it just happened 
that the year the steel-work was begun 
was marked QY the biggest flood in 
twenty years. 

The piers of. the structure were fin
ished and the false-work stretched 
'from the Illinois shore to beyond the 
middle span when the June rise came 
down in a swirling rush and operations 
were promptly abandoned. The car 
ferry at that point suspended making 
trips when the water reached a �ertain 
stage, and the crew turned to t)ie work 
of guar(ling the company's property 
'from the flood. . 

Noah found the change not unwel
come. He possessed many of the 
characteristics of the typical riverman, 
particularly t:He capacity for loafing; 
so he was not entirely pleased the 
day after the barge ceased its daily 
round of crossings to be summoned to 

, the slip by three long blasts of the tow
boat Paducah Belle's whistle. 

• Peters, foreman of the Miami
yards, was talking to Adams, boss of 
the ferry crew and the captain of the 
towboat, when Noah arrived; and he 
lingered in hearing long enough to get 
an idea of what was afO()t. A trestle 
had been washed out a few miles above 

·Miami, and, with freight accumula
ting in the yards, orders had been
issued for the ferry to resume oper
ations and keep going as long as prac
ticable.

None of the bargemen relished the
prospect. It would be a difficult and
dangerous task to warp the barge into
the slip on the Missouri side where
the current swirled in ; but orders were
orders, and within a half-hour the first
string of ten cars were shunted across
the stream.

The first two trips were made with
out incident, though the water was now
within three feet of the rails over
which the cars were run aboard the
slip, but the return to the Illinois shore
after the second found Peters, decided
ly worried, waiting at the landing.

·Beside the yard boss stood an alert
individual with a coldly determined
eye, and Noah heard him present an
ultimatum as he helped warp the barge
into place.

"I know it's taking a chance," the
stranger said, " but that's my business.
I lose two thousand dollars every day
I'm kept from crossing this river. It
would cost me ten thousand dollars to
make a detour the way you suggest, for
we'd lose at least five engagements.
Now, you've got your orders from the
superintendent to put us across to-day,
and I insist you do it."

Peters glanced out over the broad
expanse of the river and nodded slow
ly. The Mississippi in flood-time is
not particularly attractive from a
scenic standpoint. Its magnitude im
presses one, but not pleasantly. One
appreciates the tremendousness of the
rolling mass• of water, but also sees its
muddiness.

" All right," Peters snapped at last.
" I'll put you across. You've got
twenty-nine cars, and that means three
trips between now and dark; so let's
go to it."

Noah gaped at the first string of
gaudy cars that were eased over the
float and aboard the barge. They

:.. were painted a bright yellow, with 
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_ But the tug at that p�rticular moment chanced to be on the far side of the stream, and though it immediately started to the rescue, the odds were even whether it would btHible to arrive in time. With the crash and the yells of warning the barge crew and the circus men had run toward the Paducah Belle. Only Noah remained aboard. His po9t of dUJty-was near the hawsers, and he stayed there. Across the river, yellow spume boiling up under her blunt nose as she bucked the current, raced the Lucy Lee, making a speed for which she had not been designed, and shot in between the Paducah Belle and the bridge, now hardly two hundred yards distant. Still, the ba,ttle- was only half won when the tug shoved its bow against the 9ide of tthe towboat and buckled - down to the task of trying to shove itpast the poin,t to w.hioh the false workextended.If the helpless craft could be guidedthrough the gap, it would be a simplematter to effect a landing lower downthe river, and for a moment it lookedas thougli the efforts of the plucky little tug would be successful.But the powerful current, partly diverted by the mass of timber chokedwitth dr.ift, was too much for the LucyLee. Deliberately, but with tremendous momentum, the . barge startedswinging. Another instant and it wasbroadside with the stream. Di;sasterwas certain.With rever-sed propeller thrashingfuriously the tug tried to back out,leavi-ng the other boats to their fate,but i,t was too late.Broadside on the Paducah Bettesmashed into the false-work, and theLucy Lee's stout timbers were crushedagainst the ma,sonry of a pier.With her hull ripped and torn, thePaducah Belle was wedged deep intothe mass of beams and piling of thehalf-wrecked temporary stru<:ture, andas she settled slowJy the members ofher crew, with that of the barge and

the circus men, too, swarmed up into the false-work over which they could make their way in safety to the shore. Only Noah stuck to hi:s post. And the ,barge? It had partly cleared the mass when the towboat hit, and the hawsers parted as it swung in the grip of the current, missing the pier entirely a,nd striking the uncompleted false-work � glancing blow. There was a ripping and rending of wood as jutting beams raked and ,gouged the ·box cars and cages, then there swelled the spitting squallings of great cats, the trumpet blaist$ of elephants, roars and bellows aind screams -a diapason of animal fear.And shrill and piercing above it allwas the scream of a child, affrighted and in pain. Three of the cars were thrust over the side of the barge. Cages were broken open by projecting beams, jammed together and overturned. The stout side of a box car containing the elephants was -torn out. The great cage containing the hippopota'mus was twisted around, and one end dropped to the deck of the baroge, the iron bars bursting like fly-screen wire as the weig:ht of the river�horse landed against them. Then as the barge cleared the bridge and floated away into the gray drizzle, from out wrecked cars and twisted cages leaped fearsome creatures of the jungle. Noa-h did not come unscathed through the -smash. He had been jammed against one of the cars, narrowly escaping being crushed. Wheii he arose he limped badly, one arm hung almost helpless, severely strained, and he realized i,t would be impossible for him to swim the long distance to the shore. Half-dazed he stared around him at the wreck, then in a sudden panic he ;sorambled to the top of the nearest box car, watching over hi-s shoulder a huge cat slinking along the barge deck. 'I'he •top of the car already was occupied by a dozen monkeys and a long
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had mustered the nerve to follow the 
lure of adventure. 

And the predicament in which· he 
had landed seemed serioµs. Apparent
ly .his legs were 1caught fast in the 
wreckage, and he n\oaned with pain as 
he writhed and tugged in a vain effort 
to free himself. 

Noah called to him encouragingly, 
and the boy· looked up, his eyes curi-
ously round. 

" I can't get loose-and it hurts," 
·he piped; and as Noah stood irreso
lute there came a sharp blast from the
big elephant.

T·he barge was drifting by a low
lying island and Mahomet, with a sec
ond call, went· over the . side. One
after another the other elephants fol
lowed with shrill trumpetings, and
made their way ashore.

Noah started down from -the car to
the boy's rescue, moving slowly be
cause of his injurie$, when he heard a
snarl, and scrambled back to his perch.
He had forgotten the lions !

As he. regained the roof the two
great beasts emerged, and Noah shout
ed a warning to the boy to draw the
canvas over his face and lie still.

"Lay quiet, kid," Noah called out
as the canvas moved; then a chill crept
into his heart as the lioness stalked in
to view.

Fascinated, he watched the play of
huge shoulders as she padded along.
He hoped she would pass, but as she
came opposite the car where the boy
was hidden she stopped, motionless ex
cept for a slight twitching of her tuft
ed tail.

The barge, swinging with a twist of
the current, lurched slightly; the mass
of equipment shifted, and the boy
cried out sharply.

Instantly the lioness crouched, shout�
ders bunched angularly, belly touching
the deck, yellow eyes ablaze.

Sick with horror, Noah watched one
broad paw slide forward, the· bristling
of hair along the spine.

Again the wail of the boy and the
lioness flattened closer to the deck, si-

lent, deadly, its eyes, glowing . with 
blood-lust, fixed on the torn canvas. 

Noah yelled at the beast and hurled 
a piece of board ripped from the torn 
car. The answer was a deep snarl, 
echoed by a wild scream from the lad, 
who had pushed aside the canvas and 
faced the crouching terror. 

A pause for a heart-beat, and Noah 
turned his eyes away. Another in
stant and--he didn't dare think! 

The shrieks of the child · swelled 
higher, cutting like a knife into the 
man's heart. Something dragged his 
eyes back to the spot. The thing had 
crept a few inches closer. 

Then suddenly indecision left Noah. 
Gone .was hesitancy and terror of the 
beast below. He only knew a blind 
rage, and he swung over the side of 
the car, forgetting tlhe pain of his in
jured shoulder as he reached the deck 
and advanced straight toward the 
lioness, brandishing the red pole. 

For just a moment the big animal 
confronted him, muscles taut for a 
spring. Noah lowered the pole and it 
gave way. 

Stnmgely unafraid, Noah followed, 
jabbing with the stick, reviling the 
lioness, driving it before him. 

At the side of one of the cars it 
paused, ears flattened, fangs agleam; 
then, in a seeming panic, with a snarl 
that was almost a whine, it fled out of 
sight. 

When a swift launch loaded with 
animal men from the circus sputtered 
through the mist to the side of the 
barge a half hour later, Noah sat on 
the car-roof comforting a badly 
scared boy with a twisted ankle. 

Near by a group _of monkeys and a 
long-nosed baboon crouched together, 
and beyond a mottled leopard kept a 
wary eye on two lions that ranged un
easily up and down the deck. 

It was a va•stly different Noalh who 
greeted the circus men as they scram
bled aboard with whips and sharp iron 
bars. • He had gained confidence and a 
new belief in himself. Coolly he de• 
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scended to the deck, and with a wave of the pole drove the lions to cover. It was sheer bravado, the showing-off of a boy, but it was characteristic of the new ,spirit which was --to rule Noah -a spirit which would send him farafield to win belated success, to besomething of a man among men.

glanced again at the red pole, and turned to a companion. "Say, paV' he laughed; "there's the original�an with the horseshoe," and he indi . ted Noah, who was lifting the -boy into the launch. " Remember last week in Peoria when old Titan and his mate got to ·fighting and we used hot irons to separate them? Cats don't forget the irons, ever. You see," and he pointed to the red pofe, "they thought that was a hot iron." 
Later, when the story of how Noah had faced th� lioness and had driven her away from her intended prey was told, a veteran animal trainer chuckled, 

AH, MEN! 
BY ELIZABETH G. REYNOLDS 

T
HEY'VE a plenty ways uncertainHave this world of men we meet!We laughing lead them through a pathRose-petaled at their feet. , We call them. to come after, The sunny meadows through. Do they follow us ? Why, certainly they . do: 

Like the changing skies of spring-time, Sun smiling through a cloud, With a tear we call them to us Where we stand all April-browed. Surely they will haste to kiss . The rose-leaf, sweet with dew l Do they follow us? Yes, cautiously they do. 
Then we turning, bid them follow By a rocky way and steep, By cruel thorns our feet are tornAlone we pause to weep-tAnd half doubting, give our sadness voice,Piercing the stillness through. Do they follow us? Reluctantly they do. 
Far, far away we spy them Where the shade and sumihine meet • With troubled brow and aching heart And too reluctant feet. Laughing, dancing flits a stranger, Through the meadows sweet with dewDo they follow her? Why, certainly they do. 
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'' You can't get the mud-hook up 
quick enoug,h to suit me," agreed Babe 
Butler. 

"Say, boys," Dick suggested, "if 
we can make love to a •%lice of that re
ward we'll tell dad to fi're when ready, 
cut the cable, and dilly-dally among 
these barefoot banana republics as 
long as we have a peso left to pay the 
check for our lotus-eating." 

They all shook hands with General 
Bacca,llao, then danced around him 
singing 

" Drink a high-ball at nightfall 
To Pennsyl-va-ni-ah-" 

the which they proceeded to do. 
. The engines throbbed beneath and 
the chase was on. 

" General Bock," said Dick Pember
ton before they turned in that night, 
" the motor tender will be overside 
ready to take you to the steamer in 
the morning. You will be called as 
s09n as she is sighted." 

•� One thousand times gracias ! "
gushed .. the general. " Does the senor
mean it . that I go in those leetle pop
_pop boat? " 

"Yeah. She's got an outboard mo
tor and will get you alongside pronto."

" But the noise she make it! Oo-he ! 
It will rhe bad mans acquaint that I 
am come catch him for shoot!'' pro
tested the Costa Rican. 

" Oh, well, the sailor boys can row 
it, it.hen. 'That's easy. It'll b� pretty 
early for us to see you off, so I'll wish 
you luck now. We'll hang around and 
send for you on signal. Cap has the 
orders. Bttenas noches."

The general was assigned to bunk 
with Bud Simpson in the after-cabin. 
Bud retired early with a headache. 
,...Later, he decided to take a headache 
tablet, a package of which he always 
carried in the suit-case under his ber,th. 
After some fumbling and sleepy swear
ing, he found his tablet and went back 
to bed. 

Soon after the general turned in. 
It seemed to the general that he· had 
gurgled and snoozed- not more than 

two minutes when he was gently shak
en by one of the sailors, who said 
quietly: 

" Greytown harbor; sir. The fruit 
ship is anchored near." 

" Ah-h ! Veree good. The leetle 
boat-he is wait, yes? " 

" All ready, sir, at the companion. 
ladder." 

When the sailor had left, the gen
eral took up th� yellow leather case, 
slipped on deck and deposited it care
fully in the tender, throwing his linen 
coat over it. Then he . hurried back 
to the a f.ter-cabin and scrambled into 
his clothes. 

" Veree quiet! Do not those splash
ings make with such loudness ! " hissed 
the general as he was rowed under the 
great ship's stern. " I will in go by 
those beeg hole," indicating where side 
plates had been removed. 

Noiselessly he po'ked the case in on 
the green bananas and crawled after 
it. The sailors returned to the Tramp. 

For an hour the captain of the yacht 
watched the fruiter for the general's 
signal, but no flag fluttered up to the 
yard arm. Then he noted a hurried 
closing of plates and hatches, and a 
long blast from the steamer's whistle. 
The steam capstan hoisted anchor, and 
the great rusty-brown, red-spotted , 
hulk vanished seaward in the morning 
mist. 

" Well, what d'you know about 
that? " he queried of the rising sun, 
and slipped hurriedly to the owner's 
cabin. "She's gone! Vamosed!" he 
spluttered in Dick's ear, at the same 
time shaking him out of his sleep. 

" Whassamatter? Who's gone? " 
gurgled Dick, ha:1£ awake. 

" We put the general aboard, and 
he's still aboard I He never gave us 
the signal ! " 

" Dunno whasher talkin' 'bout. 
G'way 'n' lemme sleep!" 

Two hour.s later breakfast was 
served. 

" Where's his royal nibs?" it\terro
gated Babe. 

" Gone." Dic.k 1hlew a farewell kiss
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