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-~ 4 Ra})mond S.Spears

Author of *Trail of the Otter Pelts,” “ A Round With Nemesis,” “ Down the Mississippi,” ete.

played such a striking part.
Sachem,”

IN a way, this fine story is a sequel to ** Trail of the Otter Pelts ™
February 19, 1916), that stirring tale of the Northwest in which Janie Frete
At all events, Janie is the heroine of *

and this time a little more on the side of right and justice.

(January 29 to
“ The Green

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER I
RUSK’S FIND.

il ANIE FRETE went to New
4l York in early May, which is
one of the most diverting
seasons in which to visit the
\ metropolis. She arrived on
one of the night-line boats
down the Hudson. Leaving
the boat at the Harlem dock, she ate
breakfast in a One Hundred and
Twenty-fifth Street restaurant, and
bought a newspaper to read on her way
down-town.

She read only the head-lines up and
down the first and second pages. But
on the third and subsequent pages she

I A-S

found numerous little items of general
interest sent in from all over the coun-
try. They described the news that cre-
ated furors in scores of places that New
York regards as “back-country”—hap-
penings and mishaps in Pittsburgh, Co-
lumbia Cross Roads, St. Louis, St.
Genevieve, Burlington, Muscatine, De«
troit, Sheboygan and so on down the
list.

To Janie Frete these little items were
like personals in the home-town Chron~
icle. Probably no one in the country
read them with greater average interest
and understanding. It seemed to her,
when she stopped to think about it, that
every day some one whom she knew
had something happen to him, or som~-
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thing happened in a town where she
had been.

That is one of the larger joys of the
cosmopolite, the far-traveler. He
knows the far places as well as the
home-burg person knows the First
National at the corner of Main and

nn.

There was a one hundred thousand
dollar fire in Doyer; Janie recalled that
town to think that it was a pity the
flames had not destroyed two hundred
thousand dollars worth of property and
a few leading citizens besides. Her
memories were so intimate that not all
of them were pleasant.

But all the rest of the newspaper
gave way to the transcendental interest
which blazed up in her mind as she
read the “ff Ic"” head-line of a third page
paragraph known as “telegraph.”

The black head-line read:

FINDS DINMO RIVER’S BIGGEST PEARL.
Dissrow, Wis,, May 7.—John Rusk, a
pearler, brought to town to-day a green
pearl weighing 100 grains, which he found
in the Dinmo River. The jewel is the
largest pearl found in this locality. The
lucky fisherman refused an offer of $1,500,
declaring that it was worth much more.

“One hundred grains!” Janie re-
peated with parted lips. “A green pearl
of one hundred grains! Offered fifteen
hundred for it! What is the matter
with it?”

She read and reread the item. As
soon as she could do so she went to
Maiden Lane and entered one of the
old buildings there. She took the ele-
vator to the top floor, where she turned
to an office on the glazed door of which
was the brief inscription:

MOYEN FIRMAN
PEARLS

She knocked and then impatiently
tried the knob. The door opened; she
entered precipitately, but stopped with-
in the threshold. A young woman rose
from her chair and faced the visitor
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with quite smiling countenance, but
with a certain firmness of expression in
the eyes, indicating a New York busi-
ness woman’s examination of a
stranger’s intentions. The secretary of
a dealer in pearls must needs be a good
judge of humanity.

The office contained three desks. A
great safe stood in one corner. A stack
of books stood along one wall. Upon
the polished surface of each desk were
things that caught and held the eye and
the curiosity. For instance, close at
hand was a great bludgeon of a crystal.
But the glint of mother-of-pearl drew
the eyes from the crystal—not one
glint, but numerous glints and sheens.

The door opened against a maple
desk; the secretary watched the visit-
or’s hand as it held the door-knob.
That hand was within a foot of a great
stack of rectangular pieces of stout
white linen paper folded into envelopes,
like the large papers in which druggists
wrap up powders for veterinary-sur-
geon prescriptions.

“Is Mr. Firman coming in to-day?"”
Janie asked doubtfully.

“I expect him any time now,” the
other answered. “Won’t you sit down?
He w1ll certainly be here within half an -
hour.”

“Yes; I will wait for him,” Janie
nodded. “My name is Frete—Janie
Frete.”

“Oh, yes; I remember
be long in coming.”

Janie sat down at the desk in the
center of the room. On this desk was
the huge crystal, and papers, letter-
envelopes, and a number of manufac-
turing-jewelers’ pamphlets.

Before the young women had passed
beyond the stage of conversational
commonplaces the door opened and a
man entered—a tall, slender, smiling
man. At sight of him Janie sprang to
her feet.

“Mr. Firman!”

“Miss Frete!”

“Look!"” she continued.
seen this?”

Firman perused the item about the

He will not

“Have you
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large, green pearl, taking his time and
reading with care. When he had quite
finished he looked toward the window,
then drew from his own pocket another
morning newspaper and showed her a
similar item around which he had
drawn a black pencil-mark.

This item said :
HUNDRED-GRAIN PEARL FOUND

Diserow, Wis., May 7.—A perfect ball
pearl, green in color and weighing 100
grains, was found in the Dinmo River still-
water several miles below this place yes-
terday by a button-sheller, John Rusk.
The pearler refused to consider any offer
for the pearl, declaring he was gomgrm
sell it to some millionaire or king. The
jeweler who weighed the pearl said it was
the greenest green pearl taken out of the
Dinmo River since pearls were discovered
here.

“It sounds like a real nice pearl,”
Janie suggested. “It must be real
cute—""

“Cute! Cute! Nice! A hundred-
grain green pearl cute—nice!” the
pearl man cried, and then smiled, roll-
ing his eyes at the two young women
as he added:

“I might have known you were
ballyragging! It’s the Green Sachem—
it’s the great green pearl the trade has
been waiting for! It's worth—I hate
to think what that pearl is worth!”

“I suppose you would like to have
it—at a reasonable price,” Janie ob-
served.

“Like to have it! Like to have it!
Why—why—TI'd pawn—I"d—"

Firman seemed unable to think of
anything adequate as he continued al-
most hopelesslv

“There isn’t a chance in a thousand
that pear! will get to me, and if I ob-
tained it I don’t know whether I would
ever have the heart to sell it—to take
money out of it again.”

He began to pick over some of the
envelopes of stout linen paper. He un-
folded one of them and handed it to
Janie. In the envelope was a lump of
pearl nearly an inch long, more than
half an inch wide and oval-shaped. It
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was green, bright grass-green, but it
had a rich, lustrous bronze along the
crinkled edges, which flashed and
flowed as Janie turned it in her fingers. -

“That’s a Dinmo pearl,” he told her.
“It came in three days ago. I bought
it from the Disbrow jeweler, who said
the hundred-grain pearl was the green-
est pearl he had ever seen. The pearl-
ers all go to him to have their finds
weighed. You can see—"

“It’s that color! That great pearl is
that green?” Janie whispered. “What
a wonderful pearl it must be! Of
course, you want me to go get it for

ou.
y “Eh!
mean it?”

“Yes,” she nodded.

“But how—I beg your pardon! Of
course, get it! I know better than to
ask you such a question. But the
price? Think what the price will be—
that color, and that size!”

“You could raise half the value in
a day?”

“That would be at least fifty thou-
sand—1I could raise that.”

“Be ready then,” Janie admonished
him. “Now I must go shopping. I
must have some—let me see.”

She drew a list from her pocket, and
addressing herself to the other young
woman began to ask questions. Fir-
man listened for a minute, and then
hastily excused himself. He explained
that he had to be going immediately.
When he, returned nearly two hours
later both young women were gone, so
he had to let himself into the office
with his key.

Again he looked, then picked up the
paper to read once more the item about
the great pearl —about the Green
Sachem, for which the pearl-buyers
of America were waiting, for which
they had been waiting since long be-
fore the pear] was found or was known
to exist.

He discovered, however, that the
item had been torn out of his own pa-
per, as well as out of the paper in
which Janie had espied it. Immedi-

You don’t think—do you
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ately he called a boy who served in sev-
eral offices, and demanded a copy of
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dow. As she did so her magazine
slipped to the floor. Instantly the man

every morning printed in
New York.

“Of course,” he said to himself, “T'll
receive the clippings from the bureau—
but I want that item. Think of it! A
hundred-grain green = pearl — grass-
green at that!”

pap

CHAPTER IL
JANIE LEARNS ABOUT PEARLS.

ANIE and Firman's secretary went
shopping together. Janie bought

a pair of hunting boots, a gray
waist, a short brown skirt, and a cap
to match the skirt. She bought many
other things, too; in fact, she had what
she called a “regular shopping spree.”

After luncheon the two parted.
Janie returned up the Hudson to Al-
bany on the night liner. She had
enough merchandise to fill a trunk
waiting for her at the Harlem pier. On
the trip up she engaged the stewardess
to help stow her purchases away in the
trunk which she had bought for ex-
actly that supply of summer things.

As soon as her goods were thus dis-
posed of Janie resumed thinking about
the Green Sachem, a subject more ex-
citing and attractive to her than a
dozen shopping tours. At Albany
Janie expressed the trunk home to
Cape Vincent, off which on Two Canoe
Island, was her rubble-stone cottage.

With a suit-case only, Janie went
aboard a through train for Chicago,
and settled herself quite comfortably
in the observation car. Always when
traveling Janie Frete was prepared to
read a magazine; but in this instance
as in a thousand others there was an
interference.

Sitting opposite her was a stocky,
rather heavy-featured young man. His
cravat set off a magnificent white pearl.
In his hand he had a copy of the lead-
ing jeweler's weekly. He was quite
restless.

Janie turned to look out of the win-

sprang to reclaim it for her.
Jame flashed her smile upon him.

“Thank you!” she cried. “It was
stupid of me—"

That was the beginning. Janie was
voluble.

“I'm going to Chicago,”
him. “And then I'm going to Wiseon-
sin. It’s an awful long ways. Why,
it'll take more than forty hours to get
to where I am going!”

“T'o Wisconsin!” he repeated joy-
fully. “That’s where I'm going! You
see, I'm a—commercial man. I make
these trips occasionally, and they are so
long and so dull!”

“You going to Wisconsin?” she
asked. “How fast this train runs! Oh!
Did you see that cunning little house?
I don’t like riding so fast. You can’t
see hardly anything—just glimpses.”

“Well, after you've been over a line
a few times it becomes an old story.
Then the train doesn’t go half fast
enough. You'd be glad to fly.”

“I suppose so; and business demands
so much speed, too. A friend of mine
sells threshing-machines, and he says
even the farmers want to do things
faster now.”

“I suppose so; even in my line they
are speeding things up more and more.”

“A watchmaker?” Janie asked,
glancing at the paper which the young
man carried in his hand.

“Oh, no,” he answered quickly; “not
watches. Ere—om:\mental work, you
might say.”

“Oh—beads and so on.
nice clean work.”

The young man started and glared at
her doubtfully. Janie changed the sub-
ject.

“They have real good cows out this
way, don’t they?”

“Yes—er—I suppose so.
on a farm, do you?”

“No.”

Janie shook her head.

“Not lately,” she qualified. “I live
in the woods some. I wonder if the

she told

Anyhow it’s

You live
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hunting is any good on those hills?
Looks as though there might be some
birds in those woods. Probably noth-
ing but suckers live in that creek. What
is it—that stream?” 5

“The Mohawk, I think.”

“Oh-h!”

“That’s the Erie Canal over there;
the new Barge Canal is being dug
through here. That’s what makes the
water so yellow—dredging, you know.”

“It’s a real good thing, isn’t it?”

“Spoil all the mussel-beds; that’s
bad. Out in Indiana they dug drain-
age=ditches which ruined more pearl-
shells than the land the ditching re-
deemed was worth.”

“Mussel-beds ?”
doubtfully.

“Yes; that’s where they find the raw
material for pearl buttons, you know.
The mussels grow in the streams, and
then fishermen catch them—"

“They’re a kind of fish then?”

“Oh, shellfish—like oysters or clams.
They tong them, and in shallow water
they fork them out. It’s getting to be
a great industry, gathering shells for
the buttonmakers.”

“I wonder if that isn’t what they
meant? They wrote to me that my
cousin was shelling or pearling, or
something like that. He found a shell
worth a hundred dollars.”

“That must have been a pearl to be
worth that much. It might have been
a shell with a pearl-lump in it, though.”

“Perhaps. That’s a nice chicken
house, wasn’t it?”

“Eh—chickens? I didn't notice.”

“Yes; a fine flock of Rhode Island
Reds. They’re good layers.”

“I suppose so. ‘This cousin of yours;
where does he fish?”

“I just don’t know ; he went to Ohio,
or Indiana, they wrote. The Wabash
River, I think.”

“They’ve found lots of fine pearls in
the Wabash, and sold a good many tons
of button-shells there, too.”

“Pearls? They find pearls? A lady
friend of mine had some real nice
pearls. They were made in France—"

Janie  repeated

197

“Artificial pearls,” the youngman ex-
plained with just a shade of distaste for
artificial pearls. “Real pearls are very
valuable. Some of them are worth
thousands of dollars.”

“I saw a real pearl, I think, one time.
It was dreadfully little. It was setina
ring with a real diamond, too.”

“This is a genuine pearl,” the young
man remarked, deftly removing his

stick-pin.  “It weighs just a trifle over
eleven grains. It's a White River
pearl.”

“It is very pretty,” Janie said, turn-
ing it over and looking at it from all
sides. “That’s a real pearl? I remem-
ber when I was a little girl we used to
go down to the brook and find little
pebbles in bokies, like clams, only al-
most black outside. Inside they were

green. We played marbles with the
round ones—"
“Where—where was that?”’ the

young man breathed, his voice catch-
ing.

“Why—I was so young! My people
moved around a good deal. I don’t
just—Oh-h! Did you see that herd of
Jerseys? Why, they must have been
blooded cattle !”

“Yes—yes; very fine. But can’t you
remember where it was—those green—
er—pebbles, marbles ?”

“That I used to play with?
such a little girl!”

Janie shook her head.

“But perhaps I'll remember,” she
continued hopefully. “You see, my
people were cheesemakers, and they
moved around so much, Isn’t that a
nice garden!”

“I—I wish you could think where
that stream was,” he said thoughtfully.
“Was it a large one?”

“No, not very; it was just a little
brook. We made bridges across it, and
fell into it. But there were lots of
bokies in it. That’s what we called
them—bokies.”

“Bokies? That’s a new one to me.”

“Yes; green bokies. ‘There were
pink and white bokies, too, but not very,
many of them. I remember one of the

I was
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boys was angry, and took all the big-
gest ones and hammered them on a
stone, and broke them all up.”

“Ah—oh!” the young man gasped in
real agony.

“Boys are mean, now aren’t they?”
Janie asked archly.

“The brats! They were large, those
marbles?”

“Oh, about so large as I remember
them.”

“They were worth thousands—tens
of thousands of dollars!”

“What! Green bokies—valuable?”
Janie demanded, sitting up.

“Yes; green pearls are worth four
times as much as this kind. No other
pearls are worth so much. Why, I'm
going half way across the continent
just on the chance of seeing, let alone
buying, a great green pearl that a fish-
erman is reported to have found. If
you could only think of where that lit-
tle brook is—"

“Yes; if I only could! But prob-
ably it’s all dried up by this time. You
know when they cut away the woods
-streams dry up. They were making
deadenings around there then, L re-
member, killing off the trees so they
could pasture and farm it.

“Funny I can’t remember where that
was. I can see the country so plam'
But I was young — just a little girl,
four or five years of age.”

“Dried up!” he repeated as if a great
calamity had been suggested to him.
“I suppose so. You know, they find
pearls in Indian mounds, bushels of
shapes and baroques, but all calcined,
the lime softened, the horn decayed.”

“Shapes and bar—which?”

“Shapes—that means pearls of per-
fect shape. This is a ball pearl. There
are biscuit, pear, egg, button—a num-
ber of perfect shapes.

“Then there are baroques — fisher-
men call them ‘slugs’—which are irreg-
ular. There are a great many baroque-
shapes; some are quite common, as
dog-teeth, wings, heart, saucer, and
irregular biscuit, pear, egg, button.
These have greater or less value, ac-
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cording to their orient and beauty and
size.”

“I should think so,” Janie nodded
with wise ignorance.

“They are used more and more
in ornamental - jewel manufacturing.
Lately they have begun to make little
pearl grotesques. They take a great
number of these pearl baroques and
make them into statuettes. A pearl
that vividly suggests a face is one of
the most valuable of baroque-shapes.
Arms, legs, feet, hands, all have value
too. The sorting-out of pearls is an
art in it<elf, as is the use of the natural
shapes in manufacturing and construc-
tion.”

“No doubt,” Janie commented.
“And they find all those things in—in
bokies?” -

“In boLxes, ’ he smiled m supenor
kindliness. “They grow—

“Pearls grow!”

“Certainly. Pearls are formed of a
network in layers of horny matter and
lime. The lime comes from the inside
of the shell. So does the horny mat-
ter. The outside of the shell and the
hinges are composed wholly of horny
matter. Sometimes a pearl is formed
so close to the edge, or lip, of a shell
that it is covered or composed entirely
of the horny matter—"

“Like cowhorns?”

“Very like, indeed—composed en-
tirely of the horny matter from the
outside of the shell. Such a pearl is
black or red or brown or white and
slightly transparent. You have seen
those old horn-books they used to
have? 'Thin, transparent horn was put
over the sheet on which words were
printed for spelling lessons?”

“Oh, y es; my grandmother had some
of them.”

“Well, the horn-pearls are like that
—thin layers of horn. Fishermen used
to find and bring them in as pearls, but
pearl-buyers thought they were water-
worn pebbles or quartz or glass bot-
tles which had been broken in the
streams. We thought they lied when
they said they found them in the shell.
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* “But in late years we have learned
the truth the fishermen were telling. I
have found them myself; but even so,
not many people know this outside of
the trade.”

“It is very interesting, I am sure, I
suppose green pearls are just like cow-
horns, then—only—"" .

“Oh, no! There is something in the
water, some chemical, mineral sub-
stance that makes the nacre green; the
pearls of great price are composed of
both lime and horn,” he made haste
to say, glad of an interested listener,
but slightly exasperated at times by her
apparent ignorance.

He enlightened her from an abund-
ant store of pearl lore and pearl facts.
He recurred often to the little brook
by which the young woman said she
had played with green pebbles out of

" “bokies,” and she as frequently pointed
out scenes of agricultural interest. She
did not fail to note every milk-station,
cheese factory, well-kept or large
dairy-farm or practical hencoop.

No one ever met a young woman of
greater entertaining qualities than Miss
Janie Frete. Incidentally she learned
in due course that the young man was
Frederick Eidemar, that he had an
office on Maiden Lane and represented
a great jewelry and silverware con-
cern.

“They have commissioned me to
purchase a large and unusual pearl,”
he confided in Janie. “One of their
customers is a collector of pearls. He
is a man of great wealth; if I were to
tell you his name I lmagme that even
you would recog—

“Even me?” Janie asked, rolling up
her eyes. Then as he choked with con-
fusion she continued with a sort of
mothering smile and tone:

“Really, I ought to have told you
that I make part of my living writing
and I just have to read newspapers and
magazines, mostly agricultural period-
icals.”

“Oh, I beg pardon!” he exclaimed.
“P’'m ashamed of myself !

“Oh, youmneedn’t be!” she told him,

199

“I “suppose I'm dreadfully stupid to
talk to!”

“Indeed not!” he declared, laughing
ruefully. “You are — er — decidedly
interesting.”

“Thank you very much,” she smiled
gratefully. “You see, I'm just a coun-
try girl.”

CHAPTER III.
HOW RUSK FOUND THE GREEN SACHEM.

OHN RUSK, six feet tall, weight
one hundred and fifty pounds, with
short, grayish-brown whiskers, lived

in a tent or house-boat, or shack, ac-
cording to his convenience. His small,
sky-blue eyes peered from under a mass
of tangled eyebrows. His hands were
as broad as most men’s are long. His
hair hung in sunburnt locks over his
ears and around his neck. He wore
black slicker overalls and a faded blue
woolen shirt.

Now he was living in a tent on the
mainland five miles below Disbhrow, on
the bank of the Dinmo River, a wind-
ing stream that carried clear, beautiful
waters from numerous shallow lakes in
the knolly timberland through new and
then the aging farming land on down
into tributaries of the upper Missis-
sippi.

John Rusk’s tent was slightly tinged
with gray—a half-season’s weather~
beating. It stood on a little flat under
tall trees. To a practised eye the tent
presented several novel features, which
only an old-timer in the outdoors could
have devised.

In the first place the tent was home-
made. The peak and eaves showed this
clearly, for the canvas had been sewed
along the peak, making a three-inch
loop from end to end of the ridge.

Up from this peak reached strong
canvas loops at each seam. The ridge
pole, a long, slim evergreen sapling,
was outside; it was above the tent,
which hung down from the ridge-pole
on stout trot-line cords. :

The canvas had been looped in the"
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same way at the eaves, and the side-
lines reached out from real, overhang-
ing four-inch-wide eaves to the stakes
on each side. The ground-cloth was
sewed fast to the tent. There was a
threshold eight inches high across the
doorway. The door consisted of an
outside roll of strong, fine-meshed mos-
quito-netting and an inside roll of
heavy canvas. The door could be laced
into position. So is was plainly to be
seen that the tent was insect and reptile
proof.

A galvanized stove-pipe stuck up
through a long, wide zinc pipe-hole; an
ax-blade was stuck in a tree near a
hacked chopping-block; a jointed fly-
rod extended along on forked sticks out
of possible rain under one of the tent-
eaves, and a landing-net leaned against
the taut tent-end. A fish-basket swung
by its pack-strap from a limb-stub near
the net.

There was a stone fireplace in front of
the tent and a pile of both green and
dry firewood in sapling sticks near by.
Under an old piece of tarpaulin beside
the tent-door was a pile of dry wood
and kindlings—at least a half-cord of
stovewood. As this wood had sawed
ends it was plain to the mind that the
camper had a cross-cut saw in the tent,
out of the wet—or at least a buck-saw.
A series of “X” buck-ends beside the
pile of firewood saplings indicated
where the man cut up his wood, in
thorough woodsmanlike fashion.

It was a pretty, clean, and thorough-
ly convenient camp. Less than forty
feet distant was a clear-water little
brook, in the bottom of which at in-
tervals cold springs boiled up. The
pool in which the fisherman dipped his
pail was dug out and carefully lined
with cobblestones. At the boat-landing
was a skiff.

More than a hundred yards down-
stream was a boxlike, sheet-iron stew-
pan on a stone fireplace. Up the bank
from the pan was a pile of dark mussel-
shells, amounting to ten or twelve tons.
The fact that the fisherman had his
shelling outfit so far from the tent indi-
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cated a sensitive nostril in spite of his
occupation. The decay of the mussels
plucked from the shells after the stew-
ing is such that many people fail to en-
joy to the full the romance of button-
shelling and pearling.

But this camp of John Rusk pos-
sessed most of the best features of his
occupation. Old John himself loomed
well against the woods background as
he tonged the mussels from their bed
in the still-water of the Dinmo River
and drew them up, pried them over the
banister around his scow-flatboat and
opened the long-fingered pincers to let
the shells fall upon the heaps at either
end of the boat.. It was such a clean
river-bottom that it was hardly neces-
sary to give the shells more than one
swash through the water to carry out
the few sand-grains that clung to them.

As he tonged the mussel-bed the fish-
erman sang in a low voice. Perhaps
some people would not have called it
singing, especially people who are able
to scan and who suffer from overper-
ception of meter. He drawled and in-
toned and hummed “The Pearler.”

“In Arkansas an’ Tennessee,
In Texas an’ in Toway,
In Michigan, Kaintuck,
From Saranac to Caddo-a-a
I tong the mussels up.

“In muckets an’ in butterflies,
Deer-toes an’ spreading wings,

I find the slugs an’ button-blanks,
And other worthy things.

“So T drudge an’ foot the waters
My fortunes for to seek;

A thousand for the beautics,
An’ shells at a hundred a week!

“T go to town in the mornin’,
An’ I don’t come back at night;

T live a life of gaiety,
When I cash my pearls so bright.

“You see me lank and scrawny,
My whiskers full o’ tar;

But let me tell yo', honey,
T'm the boy who ‘sells at par!”

Bluejays came along the bank to
mock his singing; crows and ravens
answered his shouts from afar; squir-
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rels walked sidewise on limbs over-
hanging the water, chattering against
the disturbance of atmospheric condi-
tions ; but Old John sang on with occa-
sional sidelong glances at the trees and
their occupants. Now and then when
he heard the distant splash as a black
bass leaped to seize an early spring
moth or fly he would turn to watch the
circling wavelets, smiling.

Thus the sheller and pearler at-
tended to his occupation. He worked
with methodical steadiness, for he was
getting his living out of it. He could
think back to the “finds” that he had
made—a “big one” that brought him
a thousand dollars at Newport, Arkan-
sas, back in White River excitement
days; a “pear” that brought him eight
hundred and sixty dollars auctioned
off on the banks of the Wabash. He
could remember some good jokes, too,
as there on the Wabash when a smart
commercial traveler pretended to take
a great black pearl out of a mussel, and
then sold it on the spot for four hun-
dred and fifty dollars, the unfortunate
speculating pearl buyer learning in
New York that the black pearl was
worth two hundred and fifty dollars
and had been taken in fact from a salt-
water clam down in Fulton Market.

Singing, thinking, working, the old
pearler wasted neither his strength nor
his mind. Over and over again he re-
peated the stories that he had heard.
He even sang some of the stories to
blank verse, as, for instance:

“Oh, I found a great big peeler
In the Wabash by the bridge.
And sold it to a buyer

For a thousand on the spot.

“He liked the shape so pretty

That he bought it on spec.;

But though he peeled it an’ peeled it
There wa'n't no shine within.”

Old John had just emptied a tongful
on the heap in his banister-boat when
his eye caught sight of a ‘“cripple”
shell of large size. It was a “wash-
board,” more than three inches long.
At the posterior end there was a
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drooping grin in the shape of the lip;
on the top there was a distinct bulge;
in the bottom was another, less distinct
little mound. It was gnarled and
rough, like many another shell that has
lived a hard life, victim of accidents
and intruders.

Rusk turned the shell over in his
hands, and then tossed it into the pail
he used to bail the boat. He turned
away from it, to resume the tonging.
Afterward when he thought of what
he had done after holding that shell in
his hands his breath came in short
gasps.

Now calmly, with certain regulated
motions, he worked on to gather his
day’s stent of shells. When he had
finished his thousand-pound heap he
hauled in his - down-stream anchor-
rock, then drew in his up-stream one.
As the boat was losing headway from
the up-stream kedging, he took up a
long pole with which he kept the boat
driving up-stream. At last he turned
in to the stew-pan and the shell-heap.

There he forked about two hundred
pounds of the shells into the pan, filled
it with water, built a fire under it, and
sat down to open the misshapen shell
he had put aside in the bailing-pail.

He slipped a thin, flexible knife-
blade into the shell beside the hinge
and cut through the tough muscle
there; then he cut through the mate of
that muscle on the other side, and the
shell fell open upon his palm. There
in the lips of the shell, resting in one
of the two cavities that matched, was
a round ball like a large musket-bullet.

It reflected the sunlight, the flicker-
ing of the just-spreading leaves, the
shadows and the substance of the tree-
trunks round about.

Rusk sat, his lower jaw falling till
there were no corners to his mouth.
He stared, paralyzed by what he saw—
a green pearl larger than any other
gem he had ever seen! Even in his
dreams he had never seen a fantom of
the color and beauty of this one.

Small white clouds passed one after
another across the face of the sun, and
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in the depths of the pearl the lights
changed accordingly. There was a
moment of pale, Cumberland river
green; there was a green like that of
evergreen trees ; there was a pale spring
green; there was a bronze-purple and
a lake-green.

. Rusk stared at it unwinking, hardly
breathing.

“I wa'n’t lookin’ fo’ hit!” he whis-
pered at last. “I wa’n’t lookin’ fo’ no
such pearl as that! Ho, law! An’
hit’s green! Sho!”

The fire blazed up under his stew-
pan and the water began to steam. The
shells opened ; the water began to boil ;
the shells sizzled and the water slopped
around; the fire died away and became
a bed of coals. When at last he
stirred up from his stunned reverie
John’s hand could bear the heat of the
cooled water.

“Sho!” he muttered. “I done b'iled
an’ ruinated them shells!”

CHAPTER 1V,
MASKED VISITORS.

USK’S strength seemed to have
deserted him. It was with much
difficulty that he rose to his feet

and stumbled along up the bank to his
tent, carrying the shell and its loose,
wabbling pearl in his trembling hands.
He sat down on the chopping-block be-
fore the tent and stared at the pearl.

He knew that it was valuable. He
had seen pearls, tiny compared to this
one, sold for hundreds upon hundreds
of dollars. He had seen a pearl no
larger than “one side” of this pearl
sell for three thousand dollars. He
himself had sold a pearl for a thou-
sand dollars—just an ‘ordinary large
White River pink. A green pearl of
the same size would sell for three or
four thousand dollars.

Here was a pearl times and times as
large! He could feel its weight on the
palm of his rough, calloused, water-
rived hand. A pearl that he couldn’t
feel on that palm might be worth five

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

hundred dollars. A pearl that would
roll along one of the creases in his
palm—along his life-line as in a groove
—a pearl no larger than a BB shot or
a swan-shot, would be worth a hun-
dred, or even two or three hundred
dollars.

This pear]l seemed to fill his palm.
It was a fistful when he closed his hand
upon it. A baby’s fingers could hardly
reach around it. Turning it over and
over on his palm, he could not find a
sign of a fleck, flaw, dulness, opaque-
ness, crease, or even false color.

““She’s perfect!” he whispered. “Ho,
law!" They neveh was no such pearl in
the world ’fore this! Sho! Sho!”

Rusk would have liked to go up to
Disbrow to have the pearl weighed at
Yoker’s jewelry-store. He thought of
rowing up to town that afternoon. He
even attempted to go to the skiff, but
he was obliged to sit down. He felt
dizzy; he had a kind of a bad spell; he
had lost his strength ; his head pounded
and thumped.

““Peah’s like I'm took bad,” he
whispered. “I ain’t feelin’ very well.
Lawse! I ain’ no mo’ strength than a
deer hard hit. I don’ know what ails
me. ’Peah’s like I cayn’t hardly
breathe no mo.’

“Sho! Ain’ hit the bigges’ pearl
eveh growed green? ’Peah’s like I
cayn't swallow no more. An’I gota
sweat; I'm sweatin’ an’ sweatin’!”

Beads of perspiration rolled down
his face and sparkled in his beard. It
got into his eyes and smarted a little,
He thought it must be malaria or wat-
ery rheumatiz or wet fever or some of
those things.

He was so faint that he crawled into
his tent and lay upon his back on the
folding cot, with his hands clutching
the gem in its crippled casket. He man-
aged to pull out all the meat, leaving
the bare shell with its priceless, perfect
child—a pearl so large that one could
not dream about it and claim sanity
and knowledge of pearls.

For twenty years John Rusk had
lived upon imagination. He had gone
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pearling on the Cumberland in the
days before there was a market for
button-shells, when men had to live on
their finds or work to save up money
to live on while they hunted fortune.

He had hunted pearls up the Mis-
souri to where there are no pearls of
price. He had prospected down the
Holston, where the pearls are small and
poor in color. - He had gone over the
divide into the Great Lakes watershed,
though he knew that for some reason
or other the mussels on that side did
not yield pearls of price, except away
down east, where in the Saranac is a
pearl fishery which has never known
an excitement. He had found pearls
of price in Caddo Lake, and had sold
hundreds of tons of button-shells, and
many pearls and baroques found in
eastern Arkansas rivers and bayous.

He knew privation, hunger, cold, all
weathers, sickness, malaria, cotton-
mouths and blue racers and rattlers,
black flies, mosquitoes, punkies, galli-
nippers. He had fished for mussels
through ice on the upper Mississippi,
and had dragged crow-foot hooks
along bayous during the overflow of
the lower Mississippi.

Restless, homeless, friendless, tire-
less, he pursued the phantom of his
dreams, not even knowing that he was
a dreamer, not even realizing that to
his soul Nature had called, and that he
had answered the summons of imagi-
nation, to seek pearls and pursue
them.

For years and years he had been
climbing a mountain of hope and
crossing the mesas of dreamland. All
those years in his mind’s eye he had
been looking past all troubles, past all
difficulties, to the concentrated essence
of fulfillment and satisfaction.

He did not know even now that he
had passed the last, utmost barrier and
that the prize of his earning had fallen
into his hands. All he knew was that
he couldn’t breathe very well; that the
strength of the morning seemed to
have passed out of him and that he
wasn’t feeling very good.
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“Sho! Hit's an awful 'size, that
there pearl! My lan’! But I ain’t
feelin’ very well to-day. ’'Peah’s like
I'm took bad!”

So he lay there in weariness, his
mind reverting occasionally to the but-
ton-shells which he had allowed to
boil, and thus ruined by crackling and
crumbling. He told himself that he
ought to be down shucking those other
clams. He reckoned the spoiled shells
at thirty dollars a ton—say three dol-
lars. He had known poverty and pen-
nilessness so often between his days of
prosperity that, with the unimaginable
green pearl in his hands, he felt a little
gloom of despondency because he had
wasted three dollars.

“I could mux ’em up with them
other shells,” he told himself, tempted.

However, he quickly shook his head.

“But I'm honest; I don’t try to sell
no all-profits to no man.”

“All-profits” is the name given by
button-shellers to shells which are too
small or valueless to be usable, but
which nevertheless are of some weight.
They are so called because only the
shellers make anything out of them.

Rusk forgot his dinner; he forgot
his supper; he forgot his evening
smoke; he forgot everything except
his weakness and his pearl.

Darkness caught him by surprise.
The splash of muskrats coming out of
their holes startled him from his re-
cumbent posture. . He fumbled around
till he found matches. He lighted his
lantern and built a fire. The heat felt
good. He realized that he was hun-
gry, so he cooked some potatoes and
fried a black bass in pork-grease and
cornmeal. He brewed a pail of tea.

When he had eaten he felt his
strength returning; but now he was
cursed with sleeplessness. He had
slumbered soundly through thunder-
storms and gales, through blizzards
and night winds, but now there was
such singing in his ears, such thunder-
ings in his head that he could not rest.

Long after midnight he did at last
doze off. When he awakened in the
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morning his watch said that it was
after ten o'clock. He went down to
his shell-heap, threw the boiled shells
out into the river, then -carefully
stewed out the other shells, shucked
them, and threw them up on to their
heap.

He returned to camp, cooked and
ate dinner, changed his working-
clothes to a store-suit, and rowed up
to town in his light skiff. He walked
up to Yoker’s jewelry-store, and stood
by waiting while a man took and paid
for a repaired watch, and while a
girl bought a seventy-five-cent ring.

“Howdedo, Mr. Rusk!” Yoker
smiled. “What can I do for you to-
day?”

“I got a pearl I wish you'd weigh
fo’ me, Mr. Yoker.”

“So? Got a good one, eh? . . .
For the love of Heaven, man!”

Rusk had rolled the pearl across the
glass top of the counter. The jeweler
stood staring, paralyzed. At the cry
his assistant came running.

Yoker brought out his scales and
put the pearl on the balance. He then
piled on the tiny brass disk-weights.
He kept heaping and heaping ghem on,
till at last the weights began to swing
down their side of the balance.

“My Heavens, Jim! Count them!
See’f I've got it right! Count them!”
the jeweler half-whispered, = half-
breathed to his assistant.

“One hundred and a half grains,
sir,” the less comprehending employee
responded.

“Yes—yes! That’s what I made it!”

“One hundred grains?” the fisher-
man repeated almost doubtfully.

Then he grinned with satisfaction.

“That’s quite a trick, ain’t it ?”” he re-
marked.

“Yes, sir! It's—it’s the largest
green pearl ever found! What’ll you
take for it? TI'll give you—I'll give
you five thousand—T'll give you fifteen
thousand dollars for it!” Yoker
pleaded.

“No "

Rusk shook his head.
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“They ain’t money enough in this
town to pay for that pearl; you know
that. I'm agoin’ to sell hit to some
millionaire er the King of Russia. He
buys right smart pearls, they say. Yes,
sir, hit’s shore quite a trick "

Then Rusk wrapped up the pearl
again in a wad of cotton and put it into
a tin box, which he slid down into his
trouser-pocket.

“Much obliged, Mr. Yoker!” he
called back. “I got some little tricks—
slugs an’ two biscuits—I'll bring up
some day; but I ain’t got time now,
suh. Good day, suh!”

“Good Lord! He’s right I” Yoker re-
peated over and over again.

He told his next customer about the
great pearl. The story was repeated,
till before long people were coming to
Yoker’s to see it. But he told them the
truth; Rusk had carried the gem away
with him.

Among the rest came the editor of
the local newspaper, who was also cor-
respondent of several newspapers in
cities far and near. He made twelve
dollars on despatches about the pearl.
Two of his stories went clear to New
York. An error in transmission made
it appear that the pearler had refused
fifteen hundred dollars instead of fif-
teen thousand dollars. But the weight
went through accurately as one hun-
dred grains.

Rusk bought some bacon, sugar, to-
bacco, salt pork and other supplies on
his way to his skiff. He rowed back
down the river to his tent and sought
to recover his complete mental equi-
librium, now that he realized- that he
had a hundred grain green pearl.

The offer of fifteen thousand dollars
for it was so large that Rusk could
not quite comprehend it. Three thou-
sand dollars, five thousand dollars
would have been easier to understand ;
but fifteen thousand dollars was too
large to figure out. He had handled a
good deal of money in his day—hun-
dreds of dollars at a time.  Even so
he could not reckon it in terms that he
could really measure.
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But that did not matter. It was a
heap of money. There was no hurry
about it. He wasn’t a man to go clean
off the handle at the first ripple of ex-
citement.

“I'm too old a gull-hawk to lose my
head about a pearl!” he said to him-
self confidently. “All I got to do is
keep cool an’ get things straightened
out the way they ought to be!”

He went on living and thinking in
his tent, just as he had always thought
and lived. He looked with some won-
derment to the weakness which had
overcome him on first sight of
the pearl. He now attributed it to
something he had eaten for breakfast;
or may be it was his heart or his liver.
He couldn’t quite make out. Anyhow,
he knew it was something the matter,
so he gathered some swamp-herbs and
brewed himself a medicine, which he
drank copiously.

“That will fix me up good!” he
shivered as the bitterness assailed him.
“I reckon hit were spring fever ailed
me. Yessir, that’s what hit was; hit
were spring fever! Now, ain’t that
plumb ridiculous?”

On May 9, two nights later, while sit-
ting in his tent on a camp-chair, smok-
ing by the lantern-light, he heard a hail
from without.

“Howdy, boys!” he answered, ris-
ing to his feet. “Come right in!”

He pulled the slip-knots of the door-
flap, and raised it to let the visitor en-
ter. On the face that appeared were
long, crooked whiskers.

‘The man thrust a revolver against
his abdomen.

“Hands up!” the intruder ordered.

‘Then to his companion :

“Now, get a move on, you!”

CHAPTER V.
“A NICE LITTLE COUNTRY GIRL.”

‘REDERICK EIDEMAR found
F Janie Frete immensely amusing
and entertaining. She was naive,
unsophisticated, and surprising. She
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seemed to love cows and chickens,
horses and cheese-factories.

As they sat at a table in the dining-
car, he observed that she instinctively
did the right thing. She was an orna-
ment to the occasion, as well as charm-
ing.
“It’s so kind of you!” she murmured
when he told her to pick what she
wished. But again she indicated the
habit of economy. She asked only for
the things that were priced the least.
She would not impose on a stranger, a
chance and probably a mere passing
acquaintance.

“You write for newspapers?” he
asked.

“Yes, to make my living, or most of
it. I write just little items, you know
—recipes and easy methods and that
kind of thing. Some day I hope to be
able to write a real story—plot, you
know, and atmosphere, and characters.
T've just a beautiful character to a
story. It's a cow.”

“A cow!” he exclaimed, trying not
to laugh, and yet to display an appre-
ciative smile.

“Yes, a cow. You know Black
Beauty, and Old Dog Tray. Lots of
stories have been written about ani-
mals, but never about a cow; I mean
about a nice, placid, pasture-loving
middle-aged Jersey cow, and a great
awkward calf—perhaps a bull calf.
Anyhow there they are under the
great shade elm, with all the rest of
the herd around them. Then some-
thing happens, you know—some day
I'll think of what might happen.

“An editor—a real nice man, too—
told me that all I lack is experience.
One must know so much to write stor-
ies! Everything almost!

“Wouldn’t a story with a cow for a
heroine be just splendid? It’s real
novel, too, don’t you think ?”

“Yes, indeed!” he bubbled.

“If I could only thinik of something
that might happen to a nice motherly
cow. You see, you must have inci-
dents in a story.”

“I suppose so,” he nodded. “I've
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often wondered how authors get their
ideas for stories.”

“It’s dreadfully hard work if you
haven’t any experiences to draw on.
You must have lots and lots of inter-
esting experiences, going around the
country the way you do. You must
see lots of strange things?"”

“Oh, yes! It's quite a romantic
business, buying pearls is. I bought
a pearl at Wittsburg, on the St. Fran-
cis River, one time. It was a nice
little pink pearl, and I paid three hun-
dred and fifty dollars for it.

“A boy had gone down to the ford
that afternoon and as he stood there
a man and two youths came driving
some cattle up onto Crowley’s Ridge
to pasture there. One of the cows
kicked a big knife-blade shell out of
the water as she stumbled along. The
boy picked up that shell, opened it with
a piece of—ah—corset steel, and there
was the pearl, a beautiful egg-shape.”

“Oh-h! Old Biddie kicks up the
pearl-shell! There’s an incident for
my cow story!” Janie exclaimed
breathlessly. “Do tell me, then what
happened 7

“Why, the boy, he just grabbed the
pearl and held it above his head and
came running up the street, yelling. I
offered him three hundred and fifty
dollars and he took it. That’s all. It
was worth much more than three hun-
dred and fifty dollars, I should say,
but it was a wet pearl, and wet pearls
of good orient sometimes fade or
cloud or check—crack, you know—
when they dry. I think they do that
because the layer of shell is not, quite
fully grown—"

“And that blessed boy had three
hundred and fifty dollars because old
Biddie kicked it out the mud!”

“Not mud—sand! Beautiful, clear
white sand with some gravel in it!”

“Now I've found an incident for my
cow story!” Julie exclaimed, her eyes
shmmg bnlllantly “I'm so grateful
to you!”

“And you'll send me the story when
it’s printed ?” he asked.
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“Indeed T shall!” she responded
heartily, and added :

“But I don’t know when it'll be
printed; editors are so awfully uncer-
tain, you know.”

“They don’t print everything then?”

“Oh my, no! Writers would get so
rich if they did that there’d be no
standing them at all. I wonder if I
couldn’t have Biddie kick out a bokie
and have her find a green pearl. How
large do green pearls grow?”

ell, I—um-m—"

Eidemar looked at Janie question-
ingly.

“I saw an item in the paper yester-
day,” he went on, “about a man who
had found one that weighed a hundred
grains out in Wisconsin.”

“That would be kind of expensive,
Wouldn’t it

“Expensive? It would be cheap at
fifty thousand—a bargain at forty!”

“Gracious! Are they worth as
much as that!”

“Oh, yes. Why, if that pearl is
perfect—I mean if it has no cloud,
spot, wrinkle or any blemish—it is
almost priceless. A prince of India
might pay several hundred thousand
for it. Of course you cannot tell much
about what you read in the news-
papers. This clipping says Rusk—
he’s the pearler—refused fifteen hun-
dred for it. No wonder if he knows
his business at all! In the field that
way a green pearl orient would bring
fifteen thousand quicker than fifteen
hundred.”

“Then my cow heroine could pay
off a mortgage and send the hero to
college and do lots of things, couldn’t
she?” Janie asked, her countenance
beaming with inspiring delight.

“Oh, yes,” Eidemar answered al-
most shortly. Janie seemed to divine
his mind.

“You see,” she said, “it wouldn’t be
just a scrub cow; Biddie would be reg-
istered stock, but nobody would really
know it, till somebody, hearing about
the beautiful green pearl, would rec-
ognize in her the long-lost blooded
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calf. You see”—Janie started up—
“there’d be some mark—some spot—
and they’d know! And just plain old
Biddie would prove to be a real prize.
Why, I'm finding my plot! Isn’t that
beautiful ?”

yes—yes,” her companion

“They might hang the green pearl
on a long, fine gold chain around her
neck, at the State fair, and every-
Bady.=

“Hang a hundred-grain green pearl
on a cow’s neck?” Eidemar snorted,
staring at Janie.

Her viewpoint stirred the emotions
of a man who catered to the throats
of the most beautiful in the land.

“Well,” Janie changed thoughtfnlly,
munching “her bread, “perhaps the
poor farmer’s daughter might wear
the pearl.”

“She’d better sell it and buy a
farm,” he suggested.

“Then you don’t think country
girls ought to wear real pearls?” Janie
asked, looking at him in a way that
made him shiver.

“Oh, no! I didn’t mean that—not
at all! You see—you see what I mean;
pearls denote a certain culture, re-
quire a certain setting—"

“And country girls have neither the
wit, beauty, charm, bearing to wear
pearls—especially green ones!” Janie
sighed as if her greatest ambition had
been thwarted.

“Oh, I didn’t mean you!” he floun-
dered around. Janie laughed lightly
and glanced up at him with her eyes
all atwinkle,

“You—you—" he choked.

‘Then he laughed as he asked:

“What are you—who, I mean—
really?”

“Sir?”

“Oh, T beg pardon. Of course I be-
lieve you. Only you—sometimes—"

“Look—quick!” she told him, indi-
cating a wide marshland on the south.
“Isn’t that splendid! Just think what
onions they would raise there if they
drained it and properly cultivated it!”
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“I wish I could have such enthusi-
asm for agriculture,” he grumbled.

“There’s rye! I believe that man
expects to plow it under for fertilizer
and that he’ll plant late corn for his
silo, don’t you?”

“Why, yes T don’t know, though.

.. 'They find some mussels in all
these streams. We had a good pearl
from the Erie Canal once.”

“Is that so? When you hear of a
large pearl you go and buy it?"”

“Sometimes; of course it’s better to
have the customer come to you. If
a pearler knew you were going half-
way across the continent just for a
chance to buy his pearl he would expect
a price out of all reason. Newspaper
stories, exaggerating the value of
pearls and not describing the really
valuable pearls as they are—what
makes them valuable—make some of
the pearlers think that a rough slug
ought to bring thousands.

“We had a nice lilac baroque come in
only day before yesterday. It was
really worth about ninety dollars, but
the pearler asked five hundred dollars.
Of course we mailed it back to him. It
was not worth while to try and argue
the matter with him. Some day he will
sell it for a hundred dollars.”

“What would anybody do with a
hundred-grain green pearl?” Janie
asked.

“Well, it would be bored and hung as
a pendant in a string of pearls, for one
thing. An India prince very likely
would mount it in a head-piece like a
bangle or even in a turban-crown.

* There are collectors who would place it

in a cabinet with other pearls. A gem
like that would certainly create a great
deal of excitement in the pearl-trade
circles.”

“Lots of people will try to get it,
don’t you think—if there is such a
pearl?”

“Lots of them,” Eidemar assented
thoughtfully. “I will have lots of com-
petitors. If I was an old fisherman I
wouldn’t like to have that pearl in my
pocket over many nights. Why, there
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a specialty of following up pearlers and
robbing them ecither of their pearls or
of ‘the money thcy regeive for pearls,
which is safer.”

“And men who buy them, too?”

“Yes, of course; but pearl-buyers are
subject to another kind of attack. Peo-
ple try to work them by various kinds
of confidence games. We have to be
alert all the while. You never know
when some one will spring a new one,
and most assuredly you don’t want to
be the first one to fall for it. Some of
them pretend to be old fishermen, and
they try to work off medicine pearls—"

“Medicine pearls?”

“Yes—doctored pearls. A pearl sub-
jected to certain kinds of electric-light
rays becomes very brilliant, radio-
active, and appears far better than after
the light has faded.”

“Isn’t it dreadful how people think
up such schemes!”

Janie’s face drew down as she
thought of the wickedness of the world.

“But it takes a wise one to pull one
over on a pearl-buyer of experience
these days,” he assured her. “You get
50 you don't trust anybody. Why, there
was a man we had known in the trade
for years who was doing a nice little
business, especially in baroques of
quality. One day when his credit had
become established he dropped out of
sight with a cool hundred thousand.
He was just a plain rascal, who had
planned and worked for more than five
years with never an honest thought,
and always looking ahead tosthe day
when he would make his getaway. But

* he got his. A girl took him in good
and proper.”

“A girl?”

“Yes. Firman on Maiden Lane was
one of his victims. Firman baited a
hook and—well, swindling pearl-buy-
ers and jewelers isn’t as popular as it
used to be.”

“Who was she?” Janie asked.

“I don’t know. No one knows ap-
parently. If you could get acquainted
with her she would give you stories and
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are gangs, mostly river rats, that make S

plots enough out of her own experience
to fill more than one book.”

“I wish I could write them.”
shook her head.

Fidemar was sorry ‘when the hour
grew late and Janie retired to her com-
partment, which indicated to his mind
that she was a girl of ready money even
if she did talk about writing cow
stories. He was sorrier still when their
ways parted at Madison, Wisconsin.
Still he had her address—Two Canoe
Island, Cape Vincent, New York.

“She’s a bright girl, all right!” he
remarked to himself. “All she needs
is just a little more polish and—um-m
—she’d pass anywhere, even in a
crowd !”

He went up the Northern Line and
crossed on the branch to Disbrow. - On
this branch line he met two other pearl-
buyers. They greeted one another cor-
dially.

“It’s sure a big green one—it’s the
Green Sachem we've been waiting
for!” one said. “It'll be the grandest
old auction that was ever seen in
Mussel-Shell Island. Whoe-e-e!”

“He refused fifteen thou. for it—
John Rusk? Any of you know him?”

“I do,” the Philadelphia specialist
nodded. “He’s a Kentucky hill-billy
who took to pearling on the Cumber-
land. He’s been in all the excitements
for twenty years or so. Had some luck
too. He brought in a hatful of ba-
roques at Newport in 1902. I bought
eleven ounces from him, and some nice
rosebuds. He sold a good one to Fir-
man about the same time, I think—F'ir-
man come out, has he?”

“Haven’t seen him yet, but he’ll be
there; you can bet he will!”

The three hurried to Yoker’s jew-
elry-store. 'They found the street in
front of it as well as the store itself
crowded with people.

“It’s stole!” Eidemar heard a man
exclaim. “What a haul! A hundred-
grain green pearl stolen!”

“The Green Sachem stolen!” Eide-
mar gasped.

He stood as the others stood, aghast

Janie
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at the calamity that had fallen upon the
pearl-trade. After that first cutcry the
men—buyers from all the centers—
stood and talked in whispers, so that it
sounded like some good man’s funeral.

CHAPTER VI
RUSK’S STORY.

“AS soon as she had bidden Mr.
Eidemar good-by Janie went to
the Yellow Pine Hotel, where

she immediately called up Yoker’s, at

Disbrow, on the telephone. When the

connection was made she said to Yoker,

who responded :

“Will you please tell me where a
pearler named Rusk is?”

“After the big pearl, eh?”

“What pearl? He' is a relative of
mine. His sister married and so I am
coming to visit him and do you know
where he is?”

“Well, he’s down the river about five
miles from here—or was. But he was
robbed last night of a big pearl—"

“Robbed! Robbed of a big pearl? I
—what happened? Did they hurt
him?”

“No, he’s all right, but most crazy.
He had a big green pearl, and a fellow
held him up and stole it.”

“Stole the big green pearl? Who
was it?”

“Don’t anybody know. Fellow with
a long yellow beard an—"

“Poor Uncle John! I must get to
him right away then; mustn’t I? Well,
T’ll come right—"

“You won'’t find him here any more,
I expect, lady. He took down his tent
and has gone on down the river. He’s
all broke up! He said he’d pike right
on through to the Mississippi now, and
leave this country.”

. “Thank you; good-by!” Janie cut
him short.

Even over the telephone men liked to
talk with a person whose voice sounded
like hers.

“Gone on down the river? That
means—Ilet me see,” Janie meditated,
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Taking from her coat a map of Wis-
consin, she traced the Dinmo River
down from its source to Disbrow and
from Disbrow to the Wisconsin. There
at the mouth a railroad crossed.

In half an hour Janie was on her
way to the mouth of the Dinmo. As
she sat in the rattling, banging side-
line passenger-train she wondered to
herself why she was on the way to the
mouth of the Dinmo to talk to the old
pearler who no longer had the great
green pearl which had brought Eide-
mar and no doubt a score or more of
others beside herself to the scene.

“But I've a hunch!” she repeated to
herself, “I've a hunch! It’ll be time
enough to go to Disbrow after I've seen
him—if I catch him!”

She was all anxiety to arrive at the
Dinmo River. John Rusk would not
arrive there that day, even though he
pulled hard down-stream from morn-
ing to night. It was too far for a day’s
run. But if he kept pounding down he
would certainly arrive the following
day. He might row all night as well as
all day, in which case he would make
about seventy miles by morning, and
run into the Wisconsin by nine o’clock
or thereabouts.

“If he doesn’t come down I'll go up
and meet him,” Janie determined.

She arrived at Dinmo Crossing at
6.10 o’clock. There was a little rough-
hewn hotel, with loafers sitting along
the front porch, and on the right a
livery-barn in which stood trampling
horses. The sand was deep up the main
street; there was a wormy look to the
trees.

But for Janie Frete it was a delight-
ful-appearing place. It was a regular
vacation kind of a town for her. The
loafing men were lumberjacks who had
brought down some timber; the street
was a kind of backwoods sporting
place, as a little store window full of
fish-rods, landing-nets, trolling-spoons,
fish-lines, artificial flies and an assort=
ment of well greased firearms indi-
cated. Civilization had starched only
the collar of the postmaster’s son, who
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smirked from the top step as Janie
passed, heading for the hotel.

The supper bell rang for the train.
At that sound the loggers ceased to
loaf. They started up with a bang as
one man. One of them paused to nod
to the young woman, taking the suit-
case from her hand.

“That’s some pack to tote,” he re-
marked. “You should of come up in
the bus, lady.”

“I'd rather hoof it,” Janie answered.
“I was afraid they’d charge me double
for killin’ the hoss!”

“Whoe-e-e!” the logger called softly.
“Gee! I knowed you was all right.
Whatche doin’?"”

“I gotta man comin’ down the
Dinmo, an’ I sure want him—bad! If
he gets by me I don’t know what I will
do!”

“We won't let him get by. What is
he?

“Pearler—relative of mine. He's a
button-sheller; good feller, but he left
Disbrow this mornin’ an’ I'm headin’
of him.”

“It’s a good bunch here; my name’s
Bradigan—Blue Brads they calls me.
Missus  Joupay keeps this place
There’s a pan in there to wash up, an’
come right in. Supper’s ready.”

“I heard the bell—and I could eat
cattails, I'm that starved,” Janie re-
sponded.

As she entered the dining-room the
young logger half-rose and pointed
across to a table that had a whitish
cloth; but she shook her head and sat
down at the head of the loggers’ table,
which was covered with oil-cloth, cof-
fee-cups and messes of things to eat.

“I'm some careless with the slop-
pings,” she remarked.

Then as the tall, freckled-faced
waitress appeared with coffee, plate and
tableware, Janie began to help herself
from the heaps of meat, potatoes,
bread, pickles and other things that the
Toggers had moved up her way.

Janie ate with the daintiest of pre-
cision, however. Every motion was a
poetic curve. At first thought the log-
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gers were embarrassed, but Janie soon
put them at their ease. She began by
turning to them as she ate with hearti-
ness and saying:

“That train was a bone-shaker; it
was like riding a tote-wagon on the
corduroy. I'd rather walk, but I had
lots of time, so I rode. Any of you
boys know Pete the Gooser ?”

“Know him?” several exclaimed.
“Know him! He a friend of yourn?”

“Well, I'm a friend of his'n. He
was contractin’ in Michigan, but he
come up here—"

“Two years ago; that’s right,” a big
logger nodded. “I come up with his
crew. He’s goin’ to farm it now, that’s
what he said.”

“When I saw him he was goin’ tow-
boatin’ around the Soo,” Janie said.
“He couldn’t be snaked out the woods
with log chains!”

“That’s nght he s took a pme job up
north this year.”

The loggers were at ease, as, of
course, Janie was also. She asked
about the Dinmo River, and was told
that it-was a slow creek through a lot
of flat country, winding around a good
deal, but having only a few shoals and
long stillwaters between.

“It’s nearly all cut-over country,”
one said. “Some farms and little vil-
lages. Disbrow’s the largest town.
Good bass-fishing in the stillwaters and
upper lakes.”

“How long will it take a man to
come down from Disbrow poling a
boat ?”

“Why, three or four days; if he
came right along, a night and a day.”

Supper over, Janie went to the room
given her by Mrs. Joupay, but did not
stay there long. She came down first
to the empty sitting-room, and then
went out on the front veranda, where
the loggers were lined up, chatting.

Upon her appearance Blue Brads
immediately sprang to his feet. As
she started down the three steps he
tipped his hat, saying :

“T'll show you the way up to the
creek.”
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“Thank you, I wish you would,” she
accepted.

They strolled along the street toward -

the bridge, a hundred yards distant.
At the bn(fge were two loggers, sitting
on the railing.

“Ain’t nobody come by yet,” one of
these told Janie.

“You watching for h1m° Thank
you ever so much, boys!”

‘The four stood there looking up the
clearwater stream. They could see a
quarter of a mile to the bend. Beyond
that was lowland, with river-bank trees
marking the stream’s course toward the
east and southeast.

“It’s good fishing up that way,” Blue
Brads remarked. “They got some big
ones. 'There is a feller up there gettin’
out clamshells, too.* I see by the paper
he had a lot of them, worth thirty a
ton. He’s just up the bend ‘there, about
two mile. There’s some up above him,
too. One of them’s the feller you're
lookin’ for ?”

“Yes, he’s a button-sheller.”

“I thought you said so. If he don’t
come down you can run up an’ find him
if he ain’t left the creek.”

“He left word he was comin’ right

“Then he’ll come here, all right.”

Sunset was at hand when a skiff
rounded the bend up above. It was
rowed with long, strong strokes. There
were two men in it. As they came
nearer Janie saw that they had two
suit-cases with them. The men landed
a hundred yards up-stream, where sev-
eral boats moored to a float indicated
a boat-delivery.

“Them the fellers?”
asked.

“Why, they’re very young! I—"

She walked away and Blue Brads
followed her. When out of hearing of
the others she continued to him.

“Find out who those men are, w111
you, Mr. Bradigan? They row like
rivermen; but don’t let them know you
are interested in them, though. Is there
a train out of town to-night?”

“Noj; you came in on the last one,

Blue Brads

211

It comes down in the morning at 8.05.
This is a jerkwater branch, you know.”

“Then they’ll stay here to-night,
probably.”

“They’ll have to. I won’t ast no
questions, but if they talk, I'll get it,”
he assured her, and turned up the side
street toward the livery.

Janie returned to the bridge, where
she explained to the two:

“Blue Brads’s gone up to find out for
me. It’s been a long time since I saw
my uncle. It was before auntie died—""

“You sure don’t want. to take no
chances with them-river rats,” one of
the two approved. “Brads’s got a
smooth tongue, an’ I sure expect he’ll
find out for ye. Good feller, Brads.”

“He is real nice,” Janie nodded.
“Good natured, too.”

“When he ain’ lookin’ for a fight, he
is,” one continued. “Brads is a good
man with his dew-claws; ain’t he,
Jink?”

“Ain’t nobody ’round here puts ’em
up to him!”

“It’s a land of good men, too!” Janie
remarked.

“You bet!” the others agreed.

As it was coming on dark, the three
sauntered back toward the hotel. No
one would be likely to go on down in
the night, especially after an all-day
pull on the river.

Bradigan overtook them before they
reached the hotel.

“They’re apple-tree agents; b'en up
in the cut-over country workin’ the
farmers for orders for trees,” Bradigan
told Janie in a low voice. “Guess they
kinda want to get out the country, Fly-
by-nighters—you know them kind. But
see for yourself I

The two men were of a height.
They carried small suit-cases, one of
cane the other of leather. Their slouch
hats came low over their foreheads.
Their chins and jaws were hard and
bony, with two or three days’ growth
of thin, scattering whiskers. One
walked with a firm, determined step;
the other shuffled along, giving the im-
pression of dragging behind,
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In the twilight gloom they passed
Janie and turned into the hotel. They
asked the bartender if they could get
something to eat, and he answered he
would see the missus, ~The two stood
by the clerk’s desk, waiting for word.
Mrs. Joupay soon appeared. Hearing
the demand for something to eat, she
said she would have something set up
for them.

“They’re no friends of mine.”

Janie shook her head.

“If they was,” she added, “I'd sure
move into some place where I didn’t
have no friénds.”

“That's right!” Brads assented.
“They're sports—town sports; that's
what they be!”

“That upstander pulled a good oar,
though,” Janie suggested.

“He sure did that; he acted disap-
pointed about the train.”

Janie sat down on the steps. Blue
Brads also took a seat and leaned
against a post. The kerosene reflector-
light cast a rather tawny, flickering
glow over the scene.

In a few minutes Janie went inside.
She entered the dining-room where the
two men were eating.

“You didn’t happen to see an old
man coming down the river, did you?”
she asked.

“Old man? No.”

“Probably he hadn’t started yet,
then. I'm expecting him.”

Janie shook her head.

“He ought to be here to-night.”

“They wa’'n’t nobody passed us, an’
we passed nobody coming down,” the
spokesman repeated.

" “Well, he will come down,” Janie
remarked.

“He’s a pearler—an old man!” she
observed as she turned away.

“Eh? Pearler? What?”

Both started and looked at her. One
gazed at the other and hissed. The
other began to drink his coffee. Janie
stood as if uncertainly and then left the
dining-room.

She went out on the porch again.
Bradigan was waiting for her.
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“There’s a lady sells ice cream up the
street toward the depot,” he suggested.

“Good!” she rewarded him. “Let’s
go have some!”

The two walked up the street to-
gether. They had plates of yellow,
home-made ice cream with sponge cake
—also home made. It tasted delicious
to Janie. Bradigan was proud, too.
While they were sitting there a two-
seater rattled along the gloomy main
street, as Janie remembered a little
later when they returned to the hotel.

“Them two fellers pulled out,” some
one said to Bradigan.

“Gone!” Janie repeated.

“Yep; piked out—broke away!”

“They said they expected to stay all
night.”

“They did; but Mrs. Joupay told em
they’d have to go bunkies, so they hired
a rig an’ went down to Dallia, on the
other road, to Portage.”

It was nearly noon on the following
day when a boy came running to Janie
with the information that a shelling-
outfit was coming down the river.
Janie hurried to the bridge, and sure
enough there was John Rusk. Rusk
answered her hail doubtfully, but came
ashore upon her demand.

“I wanted to make sure I found
you,” she told him. “Won’t you tell me
all about the hold-up? That pearl will
surely show up some day, and if you
will tell me about it perhaps I can help
you trace it.”"

“Who are you?” the pearler de-
manded.

“You know Firman, the Maiden
Lane pearl-buyer?”

“I've hearn tell of him; yes.”

“Well, I represent him. My name is
Frete.”

“Frete? Say! IbetI heard a feller
tell that knowed yer. Hit were down
on St. Francis. You—"

Janie laughed.

“You mean Doldrum?”

“That’s the cuss!”

“Well, he deserved it! Now won't—"

“You bet he did!”

“What happened? Sit down and tell
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me about that big green pearl; won’t
ou ?”

The shadow of fortune lost crossed
the man’s countenance. He stared up
the river g minute, and then looked at
her.

“They ain’ much to it. They jes’
come into the tent. They hailed, an’ T
neveh suspected nothin’. They come in
w:th guns, an’ they held me up. They
wa’n’t nothin’ I could do. One Ieveled
his gun at me, an’ t'totheh went a
searchin’. T had the big green un into
a tin box—"

“What kind of a tin box?”

“Hit were a Bucko Salve box. You
know Bucko Salve, don’t yah?”

“A green-and-yellow-striped box

“That’s the kind. They was jes"a
little of the salve around the bottom on
hit, but T put in a wad of cedar-shred-
din’s an’ nested hit, an’ then I put in the
pearl, an’ put anotheh wad on top. She
was jes’ a nice fit. Lawse! Lawse! An’
them fellers found hit first whack. Hit
were into my chest, theh. Theh neveh
touched the slugs er the otheh box I
had pearls in—"

“Other pearls?”

“Some little fellers—one about five
grains. I hadn’t got to sell them.”

“Green?”

“Green.”

“Want to sell them now ?”

“No; hit'd mean bad luck not to have
a nest-egg, yo’ know.”

“That’s so; a man does need a nest-
egg, pearling. It helps bring other
pearls along,” Janie nodded. “What
kind of fellows were they—I mean the
hold-ups?”

“Fellers about of a size.
long, yeller beard; t'other had sunthin’
tied around his face under his eyes.”

“T'wo men? Had you seen any
strangers around P’

“Not to notice. Theh'd be'n some
down from Disbrow to see the pearl
next day afteh T was up theh. But I
knowed "em—seen "em aroun’ town.”

“Where do you get your mail?”

“Cairo Wharf Boat Number Four.
The clerk theh sends hit on to me

One had a
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same’s to all the river people about
wunst a month, when I write fo’ hit—
hit’s gone; they ain’ no uset! Them
fellers is gone—"

“T'wo men?” Janie asked again. “No
more than two men?”

“Two fellers is all. They was in-
quiring aroun’ back theh, but they
wa'n’t no hide ner hair left of ’em.
They skinned right out. ’Course they
watched all around.

“They was some buyers come in
from Chicago to get that pearl. They
said they’d give fifty thousand fo’ hit!
Lawse! Fifty thousand dollars! Why
—why—hit’d made me rich! I could
of had a gasolene bo’t long’s this
bridge, an’ two three fellers to run hit
if T could of sold hit an’ had the
money.

“An’ they robbed me! I wan't
neveh robbed befo’. ’F I had ’a’ be'n
I wouldn’t of be’n so plumb keerless.”

He choked as he remembered the
calamity.

“Yoker offered me fifteen thousand,
but I knowed hit was wuth more,” he
went on. “’Sides, hit were sech a big
feller, hit were so tarnation purty a
trick, I jes’ couldn’t let hit go all to
wunst, *fore I'd what yo’ mout say seen
hit myse’f.”

He sat down on the river bank, and
buried his face in his hands. Janie sat
down beside him. She put her hand
across his shoulders. Rusk had kept
down his grief a long time, but now
he gave way to it. He sobbed and
shivered.

Janie said not a word. ~She stared
at the sheller’s outfit. Then as the old
man quieted a little she asked :

“Did you have many shells?”

“Why, sho! T did now !” he replied.
“Yes; I sold ’leven tons.”

“Then if I write to you at Cairo
Wharf you'll get the letter?”

“I expect,” wearily.

“All right, Rusk. Won't you come
up to the hotel and have dinner?”

“No; I'll jes’ git out of this yeah
country! . I'm goin’ clar to Louisiana
bayous!”
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“Good-by—good luck!”

“Thank ye kindly. I hearn tell of
yo'! See yo’ ag'in some time!”

He went into his banister boat,
picked up the long pole and headed
away down-stream, towing his skiff
behind. Janie walked slowly back to
‘the hotel.

CHAPTER VIL
PENGUINE MURRE.

ENGUINE MURRE loved pearls.
They were his one love; to it all
other human passions gave com-

plete sway, except a streak of economy.

Penguine lived in a squat, square
little building on the Heights, in Har-
lem. Daily he made his way down
Manhattan Island on the Subway to
Liberty Street, where he was not
known by any one to have any love
for anything.

He had a suite of several offices, in
which were clerks, stenographers, and
a pert office boy-secretary. He trans-
acted business over the telephone di-
rectly or through his manager or other
member of his office force.

Murre dealt in spices, the stranger
the better. He bought and sold herbs
and roots, barks and leaves, stalks and
flowers—the withered products of all
continents, gathered by the readers of
trappers’ and feather-hunters’ peri-
odicals.

From him one could purchase the
original leaves, whose cocain principle
gave strength to porters and packers in
the Peruvian Andes; he offered a ready
market for ragwort, horse-nettle,
pleurisy root, corn-smut, false helle-
bore, sheep-sorrel, blacksnake-root,
pipsissewa, poke, cramp-root, haw,
scouring bush and skunk-cabbage. He
touched the realms of almost familiar
commerce in ginseng, golden seal and
catnip.

But his appearance was that of a
plain business man, well-tubbed, clean-
shaven, well-dressed. In the multitude
he attracted no more attention than if
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he loved theaters and dealt in real es-
tate or listed stocks and bonds.

He did wear in his cravat a stick-pin
which' betrayed his real, true love—a
small, bright-gold pearl mounted in a
platinum triangle. Most people want
white or Arabian cream pearls. A
select few are familiar with the rare
and priceless green pearls.

Murre betrayed his unique taste by
wearing an odd pearl. Only a special-
ist would have recognized Murre’s
genius in the pearl that shone and
looked like new gold.

Murre’s dark eyes were small and
deep set. His stocky frame was not
perfectly in harmony with the hard,
thin line of his long jaw. He was one
who would not attract particular atten-
tion in a crowd of driving, relentless,
predetermined business men, but there
was something baleful, something dis-
tressing, something repelling in his
bearing—not so conspicuous, not so
clearly observable as to be unique or
even unusual among successful money-
makers of a certain type, but notable
by a close student as an uncomfortable
spiritual undertone. ‘The appearance
of his house, dark, shadowy, with
blinds drawn and an air of dustiness,
accentuated what one could not fairly
determine in Murre personally.

The great profits from his trade
Murre invested in two ways—sure-in-
come bonds and pearls. Perhaps he
would have put all his profits into
pearls if he could have found enough
of the kinds that he desired to take
the money.

He collected shapes. and baroques,
matching few of them. He sought
colors especially. So many people seek
standardized pearls that other than the
common, easily matched colors are low
in price by comparison. Thus the
white, pink, black, green and lilac
pearls are held in great esteem by those
who have passed the glittering-bauble
stage of diamond and ruby ornamenta-
tion, but only a few people have the
taste of a Murre, who loved colors in
pearls.
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The trade knew his hobby and un-
derstood his desires. He proved a
market for many pearls undesirable in
ordinary trade. He would buy a cloudy
pearl for instance, or a flecked,
wrinkled, pitted, piebald, or similar
gem. He would not pay more than
the fair price, however, and generally
obtained what he wanted at a bargain,
since purchasers of odd shapes and
colors are not numerous. A dealer
would rather sell at a small profit than
carry an uncertain quantity over for a
long period.

All this was fair and without blame,
although it was not exactly open and
aboveboard. Murre delighted to work
in secret. He never was seen on
Maiden Lane for example, but would
bargain with pearl-brokers in out of
the way places—an eccentricity which
was respected in the trade. Some peo-
ple buy for parade, and have their
fancy manufactured pieces displayed
for a long time in windows placarded:

[ $100,000. FOR MR. R—.

Also sundry people have their pic-
tures taken with their modest selections
from their strong-boxes. Editors of
Sunday editions and illustrated sections
know how easy it is to obtain such
photographs. Sometimes- it is harder
to keep them out of print than to put
them into the new process-engraving
sections.

But Murre loved pearls for their own
sake. The trade believed that he had
at least a million dollars invested in
them. His collection was certainly one
of the five or six collections of national
supremacy. He. had pearls which a
prince of India might well envy.

All this is necessary to tell because
Murre was also connected with the un-
derworld of pearls and pearling. There
was no safer fence for stolen pearls
outside of India. His passion carried
with it an uncanny knowledge of the
gems whose charm attracted him. He
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watched for example the travels of the
famous baroques and shapes. He knew
who owned the Simitar, the White
Dumbbell, -the Eye of Heaven, the
Half-Moon, the Red Heart. He
watched pearl owners with constant
espionage.  Through the clipping-
bureaus he kept track of all pearl-items
and all owners of pearls he thought
worth having. :

Because there were people who had
pearls which he longed to possess, and
because it was impossible to purchase
these great gems at what he thought a
reasonable price, he resorted to other
methods. He was crafty in this work
too.

For instance, there was a brief item
in the newspapers one day back in 1908,
The item read:

The police were. informed to-day of a
theft of $14,500 worth of jewelry belong-
ing to Mrs. Van de Zea. lI‘ 'he gems were
stolen by a house-enterer on Thursday
evening. The missing property includes a
gold watch, a brooch, several rings, and a
beautiful pearl string and pendant.

'he pendant is a wing baroque exactl;
like the feather of a peacock’s tail, and is
valued at $6,000. Pawnshops have been *
notified, and it is believed the thieves will
be unable to dispose of any of the pieces.

A few days later Mrs. Van de Zea
offered a reward for the return of her
jewels, and they all came back with the
exception of the priceless peacock-
feather baroque, of which no trace
could be found. The gold swivel on
the necklace, from which the wing
hung, was broken. Murre had made it
worth another kind of specialist’s time
to obtain that peacock-feather baroque.

Murre had learned of a collection of
pearls owned by a traction-magnate.
This collection was unlisted in Murre’s
notes, and he found some difficulty in
learning about its contents. However,
he put an advertisement in a newspaper
which read :

PEARLS.—I have a 26-grain, bright-
pink, White River dog-tooth pearl. I wish
to dispose of it to some one who will ap-
preciate its natural and traditional value.

Prrsro, Box 11,
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Murre mailed a marked copy of this
newspaper to the rival collector, and
within the business day received a tele-
gram to which Murre responded with
the pearl as described.

“I don’t like to part with it—I'll not
sell it unless I know it will be taken
care of,” he protested. “I couldn’t bear
thinking of having this mounted in an
ugly Jap statue with other slugs.”

“Its history ?" the other asked.

“Well”—Murre hesitated—*this was
found near Muscatine, Towa. It was
stolen from that pearler by a river rat,
who carried it to Memphis and sold it
to a politician for twenty-five dollars.
The politician gave it to the mayor of
an Ohio River town as a token of ap-

reciation. ‘The mayor used it as a
luck-piece, and sure enough he made a
fortune.

“But a servant found it in the library
one day on the floor. She threw it into
the waste-basket at first, but then de-
cided to keep it as no account. She
went on to a river showboat, and now
she’s making a hatful of money—
movies, you know. So I got it—""

“Who told you I wanted historic

arls?” the man demanded.

“Maiden Lane,” Murre answ ered;

“so I came to you. Of course—"

“It’s straight—but I want those
names.”

“I got them; you can get it straight
too from—um-m—here’s the adver-
tisement the mayor put in the paper for
it. You see it's a luck-piece.”

“All right. Six hundred?”

“No; a thousand; she gave it to me,
but I've got to raise a thousand.”

“Can’t see you at that.”

“You never bought as good a piece
that cheap!” Murre declared.

“What-t!” the other answered.
me show you some things!” 3

He went to a plain mahogany cabinet
and pulled out a drawer. There were
a hundred baroques, all flat ones, on
black velvet. From among them the
man picked up a baroque of nearly the
same shape but at least ten grains heav-
ier and of as good a color.

“Let
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“I paid five hundred dollars for
that,” the collector said almost scorn-
fully. “I offered six hundred because
I know the mayor. who lost that luck-
piece. I want to give it back to him—
for luck!”

“A thousand dollars!”

Murre shook his head.

After a little thought the traction-
magnate shrugged his shoulders and
then counted down a thousand dollars
ready money. He put the pearl in his
pocket. It was not among the
two thousand specimens which found
their way to Murre’s house a month or
more later—specimens of baroques and
pearls, many of them of little intrinsic
value but in some way linked with
events.

Murre, a thoroughly unscrupulous
collector, laughed to himself when he
had spread down this great addition to
his own assortment.

“I knew he'd fall for that little
story,” he told himself. “I have a few
history pieces myself; but he'd give up
a good one just to get snucks with the
signer of franchises.”

So Murre as soon as most men
learned of the great green pearl which
John Rusk, the nomad pearler, had
found out in the Dinmo River in Wis-
consin.

The very thought of a hundred-
grain green pearl—the Green Sachem
of trade expectation—made him warm
behind the ears and dry in his throat.
No sooner known than acted upon;
Murre went out to a public telephone
and over the long distance got in
touch with a man in Milwaukee, one
Corneil Agate.

“This is Mucket Yell,” Murre said.
“I wish you would find out about a
green head at Disbrow. Do it?”

“Sure thing!” the reply returned.

Thus thirty-six hours later the hun-
dred-grain Green Sachem changed
hands by violence.

Murre read in the newspapers that
the old fisherman had been robbed of
his find. He smiled with satisfaction.
He prided himself on getting what he
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went after, especially in the line of
pearls.

“Forty years from now my execu-
tor will discover that I had two collec-
tions of pearls,” he mused. “One will
be pearls that the trade brought to me;
the other will be pearls that no one
will know how I obtained. . .

And I've sure caught my share of the
lost pearls of history!”

Then he laughed.

“I have some dandy souvenirs!” he
nodded, chuckling. “There’s no close
season on pearls! Now I get the
Green Sachem! It's worth a hundred

thousand !

CHAPTER VIIL
MURRE IS WORRIED.

ENGUINE MURRE went to his
business as usual from day to
day. He was seething within,

thinking more and more about the
great green pearl which was as good
as his. He was ready for his hired
hold-up, whenever the man should ap-
pear at the end of a telephone wire.
Murre would go and meet him and pay
him, not the full value of the prize, but
enough.

“He can’t ask more’'n twenty-five
thousand for it!” Murre told himself.
“He hasn’t many markets he can sell
it at, if he don’t bring it to me. Of
course that kind aren’t particular—but

“he don’t dare peddle it around. Be-
sides I tipped him off !”

Agate ought to have appeared with-
in a week. He did not show up in two
weeks. Murre grew more and more
uneasy. He was afraid something
was wrong. He watched the news-
papers anxiously, trying to find out
whether one Corneil Agate had been
arrested anywhere.

The Disbrow weekly paper printed
more than two columns about the
green pearl, its discovery and its loss.
Murre received the clipping within a
week of the publication—ten days af-
ter the theft. He read it through with
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interest and satisfaction. One para-
graph made him fairly exult:

Gathered at Disbrow were some of the
foremost pearl-buyers in the world. Rep-
resentatives of great jewelry-firms were
here to bid against one another for the
possession of what they all agreed is a
pearl superior to anything of its kind ever
found.

Disbrow goes on the map now as the
producer of a gem that will be remem-
bered as long as pearls are remembered,
and Sheriff Grope and his deputies are ran-
sacking the country in an effort to bring
the pearl and the desperate miscreants
back to Disbrow and to justice.

This is the first time in more than twenty
years that the foul crime of hold-up has
been committed in this county, and the dis-
trict attorney is determined that when the
scoundrels are captured, they will receive
the limit of punishment.

“They’ll have a lot of fun catching
those boys!” Murre nodded. “They
made their getaway, and now they’re
taking their time about coming this
way. Probably they are cov ering their
trall so they won’t get me into any
fix.

Murre’s satisfaction had two ques-
tion-marks to disturb it. One was the
fact that the authorities out in Wis-
consin were so determined to capture
and punish the miscreants (he refused
to admit to himself that he was one of
them). The other question-mark was
the troublesome doubt whether the
green pearl was being held back.

When three weeks had gone by and
there was still no word from Agate
Murre began to realize that the thieves
were holding out on him. He had al-
ways been a hard-fisted, bargain-mak-
ing fence. He had screwed two or
three of the underworld specialists
pretty hard, taking advantage of the
character of their necessities.

“Agate had some money, or he
wouldn’t have been loafing around
Milwaukee,” Murre at last divined.
“He had some, and he isn’t in any
hurry. He knows I want that pearl bad.
I'd ought to have waited—but if I had
some buyer would have grabbed it up.”

What to do the collector could not
think. The days dragged along un-
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comfortably. He could not rest for
thinking of holding that great green
pearl in his hands. He read the full
account of the affair in one of the
jewelry weeklies, which had sent a re-
porter to the scene to learn all about it.

The fame of the Green Sachem was
thus established. It was a prize of
vast price; it would sell for full value
the day it arrived in the market if the
flaw in its title could be wiped out.
The trade paper said:

There were several men on the scene,

wxllmg and able to pay not less than

d to eighty th d

dollars for this wonder, if the orient is as

good as Yoker, the Disbrow jeweler and

only expert who had opportunity to ex-
amine it, said it is.

Murre cursed the publication of the
figures. The two hold-ups would not
fail to know them; they were just the
kind of men who study values and de-
mand their full meed of cash.

“They could get forty thousand dol—
lars in India—no questions asked,”
Murre muttered. “Perhaps they've
double-crossed me! If they've sold me
out—"

Murre tried to think of some re-
venge he could take. Daily he pon-
dered over the subject. He watched
the advertising-columns in three or
four papers, thinking that perhaps the
green pearl would be brought to his at-
tention in that way. The telephone was
the better way and the common one,
but only the hold-up held the number,
Murre called up Milwaukee from a
public phone; but, as he knew, Agate
had left some time previously.

Murre’s thinking and watchfulness
at last brought its reward. In a news-
paper he found an item in the Lost and
Found department that struck home.
It read:

FOUND.—Large, unusual pearl. Owner
please identify same and pay for advertise-
ments. Box 456.

“The sons of guns!” Murre growled.
“T've got to bid on that pearl I showed
them how to get!”
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He took a sheet of blank card-index
paper and wrote on it :

It’s a go. ‘How much for ad? What T
X?l:t is a hundred gr. green pearl.  Ans.

He mailed the note in a blank en-
velope in a street-box. Then he re-
sumed watching the advertisements.
Two days later there was an answer :

i FOUND.—Pearl as identified. Address
ost.

Murre addressed the same box and
gave his unlisted telephone number and
the hour of seven o’clock p. M. At that
hour Murre was called to the telephone.
Upon answering he heard a woman’s
voice.

“You have had some correspondence
about a pearl?”

“Yes—a big one,” he answered.

“Well, of course you must tell me
about it. I don’t want to take any
chances, please.”

“Well, I wrote it’s a £0, didn’t I?
And the big green one—"

“Exactly. Isn’t that enotigh?” the
volce interrupted.

“No. You see how it is; I was asked
to step in on this,” Murre explamed

“Well, I want you to identify the
rest of it. If you’re right you know
more than you've said. A name per-
haps, or any one of several (hmgs—
understand ?”

“Oh, yes, I see. Milwaukee? You
mean and the boys?”

“That’s better, but I want to know
just a little more. You see how it is—"

“Did you ever play marbles?” Murre
asked.

“What kind? What is that?”

“Well, I mean with glass agates or
any kind of agates.”

“What else ?” the voice asked.

“You go to blazes!” Murre swore.
“You're butting in!”

He hung up and sat wetting his lips
with his tongue. Cold shivers chased
up and down his spine. Something had
gone wrong. There was a terror in his
‘heart that he had never suffered before.
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It came back to him that he had
played with fire. He had sent men to
rob. He was linked up with thieves.
If one squealed— He turned and
looked to right and left behind him in
his own library.

“She almost trapped me!” he whis-
pered. “Who was that? She don’t
know Agate! She was fishing, and she
got a bite. I'd "a’ swallowed the bait in
a minute! I—it's that Sheriff—the
prosecuting attorney!”

He staggered to his feet and went to
the front door to look at the street. A
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man was passing by on the opposite
side. He turned and looked at Murre’s
house.

Murre drew back lest he be seen.

Now any man, any woman, might be
a. detective tracing him. He was
stunned by the realization of his jeop-
ardy.

“I'm a fool!” he groaned. “If it had
been Agate he’d had my private num-
ber. I went and wrote it to that—that
woman! Wasn’t T a fool! Wasn't I
a fool! . . . What next, I wonder?
What next?”
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THE SEVEN AGES

BY JOE H. RANSON

. Arr the world’s a game
‘And all the men and women merely players.
They have their umpires and their managers,
And one man in his time makes many errors,

His plays being seven ages.

At first the busher,

Swaggering and blustering in his backwoods club:
Then comes the Leaguer with his trophies
And shining evening nose, lining the bars

Of cities in his circuit.

And then the Big League,

Smiling on him with a contract goodly,

Promises new glories overnight. Then the company

Of heroes of the diamond, Plank and Shang and Johnson,
Jealous in fielding, sudden and fierce in batting,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the Umpire’s mouth.

And then the Umpsy,

Brazen of voice, arbitrary, final,
With fines severe and rules of formal cut,
Full of importance, tyrant of the season.

And so he plays his part.

The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and unresponsive bench,
‘With*hands on knees and wistful eye

Scanning the youthful hopes Who take his place:
His speed is gone and his once mighty arm,
Turning again to childish weakness, hangs

A useless thing indeed. Last scene of all

That ends this strange, eventful history,

Is waivers and the bushes, mere oblivion,

Sans hope, sans youth, sans fame, sans everything.
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CHAPTER L
GETTING ACQUAINTED.

N some of the reminiscences I
have culled from the none-
too-fragrant bouquet of my
life, I have referred to my
unvarying rule to play a
lone hand.

The advantages were ob-
vious, the disadvantages equally so.
Nine criminals out of ten are finally
convicted through the “squealing” of
an accomplice. I was at all times
secure from betrayal, and my safety
thus enhanced ninety per cent., to say
nothing of my peace of mind. There
were many big deals, however, which
I was unable to negotiate alone. T was,
in a way, obliged to content myself
with smaller pickings. Still, some of
these were by no means inconsiderable,
and among them must certainly be in-
cluded the emeralds of the Earl of
Crewell.

I was never much of a bookkeeper,
and seldom knew my cash balance.
Many times the first warning that it is
low comes from an increased lavish-
ness in tips. Some subconscious, plod-
ding stratum of my brain keeps track
of my finances, and when they touch
danger mark I begin to tip exorbitantly
in what must be a sort of bravado to
keep both courage and reputation up.

The day I gave a guinea to Eric, head
waiter of the Clayton, a brooding crea-
ture whom I rather disliked, I received
a first warning that it would be well to
draw off a trial balance.

For obvious reasons I am my own
banker. I had no charge accounts, and
the one hundred pounds I found in my
money belt represented my assets.
With regret I realized that my play
spell was over, and that I must return
for a time to the routine of vulgar
trade.

Among the items I had filed away
during my leisure was the fact that the
‘Wanderers was the richest club in Eng-
land. It probably derived its name
from the fact that few of its members
ever left London. It was an elderly
men’s club, ultra-conservative. I de-
cided to look it over.

To scrape acquaintance with a
Briton of the upper class was the hard
task I set myself. I knew by sight one
member of the Wanderers, a melan-
choly old colonel who frequently dined
at the Clayton, and occasionally wan-
dered through the billiard-room. I
could not even imagine him addressing
a stranger. The marker, a cheerful
cockney named George, informed me
that Colonel Davenant played, at rare
intervals, a game of Chinese billiards,
and would always stop to watch any-
one else play it.
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It was evident to me that the mel-
ancholy gentleman had a weakness for
this little-played variation, and I deter-
mined to use his fad as a lever to scrape
acquaintance.

Years ago I had learned to play
Chinese billiards in a Shanghai dive.
I began to practice, and soon recovered
the knack of handling two cues at
once. I tipped George, and told him
that if I were to address him in the
presence of the colonel, he was to re-
ply “Yes, sir,” and no more. Then I
laid in wait for the man whom I had
elected as my sponsor to the Wan-
derers.

On the third night of my vigil he
appeared. I signaled George and bade
him stand by. In the course of his
solitary patrol the colonel reached my
table. From the corner of my eye I
noted that a gleam of pleased incre-
dulity flashed across his face, and he
sank unobtrusively into the lounge by
my table, laid aside his stick, polished
his monocle, and ordered a brandy and

a.

For quite a while I practiced the
most difficult shots I knew, never, of
course, glancing at my gallery of one,
who smoked peacefully and followed
every move with gleaming monocle.
Suddenly I threw down the cues,
sighed, and turned to the marker.

“George,” said I, “it’s no use. ‘I
guess the present generation doesn’t
play Chinese billiards. I shall not come
to the Clayton again.”

“Yes, sir,” said George.

I seated myself on the lounge at the
far end from the colonel, ordered a
drink, and lighted a cigarette.

The agony of spirit endured by Colo-
nel Davenant was perfectly evident to
me. He had found me only to lose me.
He yearned to grapple me to him with
hooks of steel—but “it wasn’t done,
you know.” Of course, I could have
spoken to him before sauntering away,
but my’position would be much stronger
were I able to force him to take the
initiative, Ultimately, with Heaven
knows what inward misgivings, he did.
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And-in due season, exactly as I had
planned, he introduced me to the Wan-
derers, that we might play Chinese
billiards undisturbed in its funereal
hall.

I never discovered that he had any
other fad; and here, having fulfilled
his task, he fades from my life. He
was one of the few comparatively poor
members. It was my object to meet
John Wattington Chivers, Earl of
Crewell.

The mere fact of possessing a guest
card to a London club is by no means
an open sesame to friendly converse
with its members. It but scales the
outer walls of the fortress. I relied
upon the same tactics that had borne
me thus far.

The Earl of Crewell was a man of
mystery. None of his fellow members
could be termed intimates. If he had a
real friend, the fact was not known.
About all that any one knew of him
every one knew. He had served his
country in India, bringing home some
wonderful recipes for curries and chut-
neys, and an unusual collection of em-
eralds. The latter had been worn a few
times by his countess, years ago, and
had caused a sensation. He spent most
of his time in the club, reading and
working over tournament chess games.
He had never been known to play over
the board. He had a castle somewhere,
and a Hindu valet. To these meagre
facts Colonel Davenant added a few
others.

“Poor beggar,” he said one night
after I had allowed him to win a game
of Chinese billiards, “he has had a
devilish run of luck. His wife eloped
with a blooming young chauffeur, and
his secretary bilked him out of a small
fortune. Then his adopted daughter,
a girl he had done everything for, went
away somehow and disappeared, so
that he is now alone in the world.”

“Didn’t he get any of "em back?”

“Not one; he didn’t even try to re-
trieve his wife and the adopted daugh-
ter, and the secretary chap was never
heard from. Oh, he has money enough,
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of course; but the game has gone
against him in every way. Tough luck
—what? His horses never ran to form,
and his old pals died off. So he just
toddles in here and plays solitaire
chess. No chance to lose at that, you
know. Not a bad old chap, but deuced
hard to get to know. I never managed
it myself.”

I managed it. T had little to work
on, but placed my bet on the green
stones. I have a number of perfect
gems. They are the best investment
possible for one who carries his prop-
erty about with him. A diamond, pearl
or emerald of first water usually in-
creases in value faster than bank in-
terest on the original cost. They can
be realized upon anywhere,*and occupy
little space. Among my stones was an
unset emerald. 'After diligent search I
found an ancient Spanish ring, whose
flawy pearl I had replaced by my em-
erald, and fitted to my finger.

It was my hope that the Farl of
Crewell might notice it; and not only
did he speak to me the very first time
I sat near him while he rummaged
among the chess departments of the
magazines, but I found him an infor-
mal sort of chap, talking freely enough
when in the humor. Of course I had a
story ready, wherein my ring, a family
heirloom, had come down from an an-
cestor who had helped sack a palace
during the Mexican war, and I care-
lessly admitted I knew nothing as to its
intrinsic value. I don’t know whether
he believed me or not, nor if the cutting
of the stone harmonized with my
chronology; but he examined it with
interest through a pocket glass, and
estimated its value offhand within five
pounds of what I had actually been
offered for it, and asked me if I were
a connoisseur. I admitted that em-
eralds appealed strongly to me, but
that I had never seen any rare ones.

*The rest was only a matter of time.
I was asked to run down with him to
his country seat for a day or so, just as
I was wondering if all my reading up
on emeralds and my efforts to be an
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agreeably unobtrusive companion were
coming to naught after all. I strolled
over to the Clayton to pack my kit-bag
(I am always ready to move at short
notice) and settle my bill. Quite on’
good terms with myself and the world,
I took tea on the Embankment Ter-
race, and smoked a leisurely cigarette
while waiting for the limousine of
Lord John. He had given me two
hours to prepare. It was more time
than I needed. In my profession the
lingering adieu is rare,

CHAPTER IL
THE EMERALDS AND—

HAVE but a vague recollection of
the ride to Hollowheath, Upper
Deeping, Shrops, the seat of the

ancestral castle of the Farls of Crewell.
I know that we stopped off at none of
the inns frequented by tourists. We
lunched at one obscure hostelry because
Lord John fancied their rook pies and
home-brewed ale. We avoided another
because he was once served with luke-
warm tea there. We rode for the most
part in silence, the Hindu valet in front
with a Hindu chauffeur.

All the Earl’s servants were Hindus,
he informed me. They were loyal and
discreet, and all belonged to the same
caste, If one died, Lord John shipped
his body back to India to be buried with
due ceremony beside the river Ganges.
If one became homesick, he was at
liberty to return; but in such case a
substitute always appeared to replace
him. Tt was all left to Vivekanda, the
steward.

“How many are there?” I asked.

There were seven; the steward,
house-boy, cook, a char-man, gardener,
chauffeur and valet. No woman on the
place.

The castle, by Lord John’s account,
was a rambling affair, a nucleus of im-
mense antiquity, with additions made
by each succeeding generation. His
own contribution had been a garage.

“I suppose there are dozens of rooms
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I have never been in at all,” he said.
“I could easily get lost in my own
house. Secret panels and staircases,
and all that sort of thing, I dare say;
never fancied them myself.”

Most of the time Lord John worked
out problems on his pocket chess-
board in silence. His remarks were
made unexpectedly and at long inter-
vals. Near the end of our journey he
observed that on his death the estate
would pass out of the direct line. But
this had happened before. The title had
originated some time in the thirteenth
century, and the family had suffered
numerous vicissitudes. Few drops of
the original blood flowed in his own
veins.

“Rather a pity you have no issue to
inherit the old place,” I ventured.

Lord John shrugged indifferently.
His bones would rest in the family
vault; his Hindus were remembered in
his will and would return to India, well
provided for. For the rest, he half be-
lieved in the doctrine of Karma any-
how, and rather expected to pass on
through various incarnations where it
would make no difference whether he
had once been Earl of Crewell, or John
the plowman. With which philosophi-
cal conclusion, our car swerved into a
driveway bordered by great oaks, and
the grim pile of Crewell House loomed
black against the sunset.

Vivekanda met us at the door, a
magnificent turbaned statue in bronze.
In his flashing eyes I saw the same look
I had already noted in the faces of
valet and chauffeur. Lord John was
well setved. These silent Hindus would
throw away their dinner if his shadow

- were to fall across it, but would shed
their blood for him with equal readi-
ness. They were proud and loyal—
“the best in the world,” their master
had said.

After bathing and slipping into my
dinner clothes, I rejoined the Earl of
Crewell in a small room where he
usually ate. The regular dining room
of the castle was too large, and he had
furnished an ante-room off the library
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with Indian screens, mattings, bronzes,
weapons, teakwood chairs and tables,
silk hangings and odds and ends he had
collected. Here I enjoyed one of his
famed curries; a gorgeous dish, but so
hot that I took refuge in the various
chutneys, which in turn drove me back
to the curry. My tongue was nearly
paralyzed when we sat down in the
library to coffee and cigarettes.

I was highly satisfied. Of course, I
should have managed somehow to get
at the Crewell emeralds, but my
finances were at a point where timé
was precious. Unaided, I might have
found it both dangerous and slow
work to penetrate a crazy old castle
whose very owner was liable to lose
his way in its mazes, peopled as they
were by shrewd servants doubtless fa-
miliar with every turn. I should have
succeeded in time, but how much more
agreeable to be installed by the master
himself! I was set many steps nearer
the goal.

But good fortune was not done with
me yet. I was to be set at the very
threshold, and that at once; for Lord
John presently remarked, “I dare say
you are curious to have a look at the
emeralds?”

I puffed indolently at my Indian
cigarette before replying. “Naturally
I am anxious to see them, but as you
know, I am not a connoisseur.”

“You do not need to be; they make
their appeal to any one with eyes and
a sense of beauty. Their value does
not reside in their market value. Even
I don’t know that; no one does. For
there are few like them in the world.”

He led the way to a small alcove on
the opposite side of the library from
the dining room, severely furnished
with large square table, a few chairs
and in the corner a medium sized safe.

You can picture the attention with
which I watched him turn the dial. I
could not hope to get the combination
in full, of course, but certain vital de-
tails might be gathered. It was, I
noted, a Chubb safe, model of about
the year 1900. Chubbs are not easily
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cracked. I sincerely hoped to open this
one by conventional means.

The Earl of Crewell spun the dial
several times, and set it at some num-
ber 'between 60 and 70. I could esti-
mate no closer than that, and dared not
edge any nearer the safe. I sat on the
table, idly striking match after match
in the apparent attempt to light a fresh
cigarette. He seemed to make about one
and a quarter revolutions to the right,
three-quarters to the left, two full
turns to the right again, and a dozen
notches to the left. These figures I
jotted on my cuff as the heavy door
swung wide. He turned and smiled.

“Few men have ever been inside
Crewell House in this generation,” he
said. “It was sheer impulse on my part
asking you down. I always follow im-
pulses. Otherwise they follow me, and
annoy me. I have some rather unusual
collections here, and it is a pity not to
share them. But I'm going to show
you only the emeralds. No one but my-
self has looked on them for ten years.”

He opened a little iron door which
covered a set of drawers; pulling one
out, he rose and placed it on the table.
It contained a number of small boxes
and envelopes. Selecting one, he
dumped it suddenly on the plush cover;
and it was as if a stream of green fire
poured forth, It seemed to my aston-
ished gaze as if there were jewels
among them as large’as robin’s eggs;
square, round, oval, all shapes and
sizes, and ranging from pale sage to
deep-blue green in color. I had barely

sped with surprise when, with a
sharp click, the room was plunged in
darkness. A second later, Lord John
turned on them the ray of a pocket
electric torch. It seemed as if the
emeralds moved and writhed about in
green flames that hurt my eyes.
Against the inky blackness this strange
glitter played across Lord John’s face
in ghastly hues. In an instant he had
switched on the lights again, and had
opened his lips to speak, when a sinister
interruption broke the silence with ter-
rifying unexpectedness.
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My nerves are not jumpy, as a rule.
But so utterly engrossed had I been
with the glorious.gems in that silent
little room that at the dreadful clamor
I jumped like a cat, and my right hand
flew to the automatic in my coat pocket.
It was evident that the Earl of Crewell

was at least as startled as I. He had *

not even glanced at me, but stood with
neck thrust forward, face blanched,
and rigid as a statue. Then, quick as a
flash he scooped up the emeralds, thrust
them into their drawer, jammed it in
the safe and spun the dial and, still
without a look in my direction, he
darted into the library, I at his heels.

One voice alone rose above the din;
a sort of maniacal scream, which was
at times incoherent and again crysta.l-
lized into speech.

“My God, I will never be put back
there!”” I heard; and again, “Kill me,
damn you! I won't go back to that
hell I

All the time there were sounds in-
dicative of a life and death struggle;
gasping breath, sobbing groans, the
dull impact of heavy bodies against the
corridor walls, scuffling of feet, grad-
ually drawing nearer the open door of
the library.

Suddenly a writhing group filled the
space for an instant; I caught sight of
a pale, gaunt man somewhere in the
late forties, with staring eyeballs and
slavering mouth; of the figures of
Vivekanda and the house-boy turned
desperately about him; and then they
were gone, The body of the white man
seemed to collapse grotesquely, like a
stuffed figure; the two Hindus pre-
vailed, and a moment later there came
a scraping sound, as of a sack being
dragged along the hall, a door slammed
violently,.and all was silent. The even
voice of Lord John brought my eyes
back to his.

“This has been most distressing,”
he remarked. “I must crave your in-
dulgence for the present. All shall be
made clear to you at breakfast. I owe
you an explanation now; but I am not
up to it to-night.”
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We drank a couple of brandies and
seltzers as if nothing unusual had hap-
pened ; and soon after he bade me good
night after escorting me to my room.
The house-boy did not appear, nor did
I expect him to.

The disturbing incident had nothing
to do with my own plan, and when en-
gaged on business I do not permit my
attention to be distracted. Of course
I made a thorough examination of the
state of my doors and windows, and
slipped my automatic beneath a pillow ;
whereupon I sensibly went to sleep. I
slept soundly.

CHAPTER III.
THE PRISONERS.
ORD JOHN and I breakfasted

next morning in silence. I am

never discursive before coffee,
and was well content to exchange the
usual amenities and let it go at that.
Directly we had finished, however, he
said, shaking his head:

“ Most unfortunate — the row ldst
night. Never happened before, and
shouldn’t have happened at all. How-
ever, kismet, as they say. What?
Well, the beans are spilled, and if I
were not to explain the whole situation,
you would be jolly certain to fancy
something worse. So I owe it to my=-
self as well as to you to make a clean
breast of it. To tell the truth, it has
to do with one of the unusual collec-
tions I was speaking of last night.
Now there is nothing to it but to show
it to you. It explains itself. Will you
follow me?”

He led the way through a number of
halls and cross corridors, up one short
flight and down another, until we came
to a great oak door with an unusually
heavy bolt. I don’t know what I ex-
pected to see on the other side—but
when the door swung back there was
only a long hall, with many closed
doors on either side. Lord John paused
a moment.

“Pardon personalities, my dear fel-
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low—but I wish to say that I was born
with rather a lovable disposition.
There can be no doubt of this—family
traditions are unanimous; and as far
back as I can remember I hated cruelty
and would never tolerate it in others;
much less practice it. I never tor-
mented cats, or stoned dogs, or abused
younger children, and I was always
being gulled because I was too trust-
ful. Please remember this—for you
behold a man who has been betrayed
continuously for more years than you
have lived. I sha'n’t bore you with a
list of all those who have done every-
thing possible to wreck my faith in
human nature; but they explain the
singular collection you are about to
gaze upon. Outside of my servants, no
eye but mine has beheld it.”

We proceeded down the hall for
perhaps a third of its length, and
paused again before one of the doors.

“On principle,” said my strange host,
“I do not believe in revenge. But if

"revenge preys upon you, it is necessary

to do one of two things: You must
either banish it or gratify it. Brood
over it and it will destroy you. I was
unfortunate in being unable to banish
mine.

“Ten years ago, one night in this
very house ”—his superior, afistocratic
face wore a look of pain and unutter-
able -disgust—"“ I overheard my wife
say to a handsome young devil of a
chauffeur recently engaged on her rec-
ommendation :

“‘If I am ever parted from you, I
shall die! What is life to me if it is
empty of love? All this glitter and
make-believe happiness cloaked by ab-
surd upper-ten poses are just the empty
husk of sham. And I'm tired of it,
—oh, so tired of it! I want you to
chain me to you so that they can’t ever
part us!”

The Earl of Crewell turned and
looked at me with a smile that bared
his yellow teeth.

“Well,” he added
their wish. Look !

Greatly wondermg, I watched him as

“I gave them
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and motioned to me to look through.

I saw an exceedingly comfortable

and even luxurious living-room. A
sea-coal fire glowed in the grate; on a
mighty table lay a veritable cargo of
books and magazines. There were
soft rugs on the floor, admirable prints
and canvases on the walls, a writing
desk, easy chairs, well-filled bookcases,
vases of flowers, a linnet at a sunny
window ; these I took in at a flash, be-
fore my eyes fastened upon a man and
a woman breakfasting at a little table
before the fire. The woman might have
been forty-five; she possessed a sort
of petulant beauty, and was becomingly
clad in a pale lemon morning gown
which set off her brunette type in an
almost Japanese manner. The man
was a few years older, I should judge,
but a common looking chap, heavy
jowled and paunched, and with a fat,
pink face. He was reading a news-
paper propped before him against a
marmalade jar, while crunching his
toasted muffin and from time to time
taking a swallow of tea. The woman
gazed everywhere but at him. She
seemed not to avoid him; rather it was
as if he did not exist. Her own tea
had scarcely been tasted.
* For some time I gazed at this scene
of placid domesticity without compre-
hension. Little by little I was puzzled
over something which I could not quite
identify. Suddenly it flashed upon me;
both were using only one hand; he his
left, she her right. No matter what
little service they performed for them-
selves, only one hand was used. And
as I speculated he finished his last
swallow of tea with a gulp, and rose
abruptly from the table. She rose so
coincidently as to give the impression
of being dragged to her feet. And I
saw—I saw that a fine steel chain,
about three feet in length, passed from
a steel wristlet on her arm to a similar
one on his!

A grating laugh at my side drew my
eyes from the little slide to the face of
the Earl of Crewell.
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he slid back a narrow panel in the door

“And she never has been parted
from him,” he chuckled; “not once in
all these ten years. So she didn’t die.”

I shivered. I can only describe my
feelings by saying that I felt very ill.
The full horror of it did not grip me
at once—that came gradually, and
long after; but the high lights of the
situation reeled across my brain like
a photo-film. Ten years—and never
for a moment more than three feet
apart! There flashed across my mem-
ory that most ghastly of all medieval
punishments, wherein the man guilty
of some unusually brutal murder was
fettered to the corpse of his victim and
left alone. I could never bring myself
to speculate for long upon this situa-
tion, and I found the present one sick-
eningly like it in all but death itself.
I was glad when we crossed the hall
and paused before another door.

“My next exhibit,” said Lord John.
whom I now regarded as unquestion-
ably mad, “is a man who worshiped
gold. He was my private secretary. I
took him from a bleak orphan asylum,
educated him, paid him more than he
was worth, and he betrayed me. He
sold private information to my ene-
mies, and robbed me beside. If he had
taken the money for some wild esca-
pade of youth, or lost it gambling, I
could have forgiven him; but he didn’t.
He prudently invested it all, and was
pretty well-to-do when I found him
out. Some day I'll tell you how I found
him—and where. He loved gold; well,
he has it. Coals of fire. What?”

I applied an eye to the little panel
and looked into a gorgeously furnished
room. Everything in it represented
extravagant outlay. The very walls
were singularly papered with canceled
checks, notes, drafts and other com-
mercial issues; richly framed copies of
Holbein’s “Miser” and a good “Danaé
and the Shower of Gold” hung upom
the wall, and I noted several cabinets
of rare coins. Upon the table glittered
an ornate breakfast set with the steam
rising from the coffee urn.

“Solid silver,” spoke Lord John at
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my side. “You should see his dinner
set, though. Fourteen karat gold, every
piece. He wanted gold—and he has
it. But-I expect it’s no good waiting
to see him. He was the chap who
almost broke away last night. He’s
pretty well done up—probably not out
of bed yet.”

I made no comment, and we passed
on to the fourth door on the same side.

“They all have suites,” my genial
guide explained. “Their tastes have
been consulted in each case. The man
you are going to see now was a pro-
fessional gambler. He trimmed me to
the bone when I was just out of public
school. I wouldn’t have minded that—
needed the lesson. It was the cold-
blooded way he did it, and the laugh-
ing stock he made me by spreading the
story where it hurt most. He made
life a hell for me while I was forking
over all my salary as fast as I got it;
and finally when I simply couldn’t
meet the last note quite on time, he
went to my governor and blackmailed
it out of him. I only caught him four
years ago. Have a look at him.”

1 beheld a pale, nervous old man sit-
ting at his table, breakfast half eaten
and pushed away, chin resting on his
two fists. He heard me at the panel,
for he gazed in my direction with dead
black eyes full of hatred.

““He seems to have enough to read,”
said I, having noted plenty of books
and magazines about.

“He has,” agreed Lord John. “Yet
he seldom reads. Every book in that
room is devoted to gambling in some
phase: 'There are treatises on bridge
and poker, volumes of systems to beat
faro, roulette and the ponies; court
records of trials of gamesters; a his-
tory of Monte Carlo, a few novels
based on sporting life. And every
‘'magazine you saw is confined to some
sport associated with betting. He has
packs of cards and a little wheel to
amuse himself with, but I havent
known him to play solitaire for over a
year. Occasionally he practices shuf-
fling, cutting and dealing, however,
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But he seems bored and ungrateful.
Certain types are hard to please.”

‘We moved on to the end of the hall.

“My last curio,” said the Earl, “and
on the whole my most contented one.
I had a daughter once, an adopted one
I took from poverty, and would have
given anything within the power of
love and money. I didn’t wish to shape
her life for her. I was willing to give
her a pretty loose rein, but I expected
her to derive at least some intelligence
from the schools and governesses 1
paid for, and to rise a degree above
the Billingsgate standard of taste.

“ All was wasted. There wasn't a
spark of affection in her. She wanted
an American cocktail—the fad in the
fast set of her day—the first thing on
waking, and she would read nothing
but the unwholesome novels of the
decadent French modernists. The pub-
lic supposes that she eloped; but she
has, in fact, retired perpetually to a
hermitage.”

He slid the panel aside, looked in for
a moment, shrugged his shoulders, and
stepped aside so that I could see.

I still carry in mind the picture of
a pale, curiously beautiful girl with
sleepy, sea-green eyes, and pale, gold-
en hair, clad in a morning gown which
might have been created by Paquin
himself. Her breakfast egg remained
unbroken, her coffee cup half empty.
As T gazed at her, she languorously
added a gold-tipped cigarette stub to
the little pile which had already accu-
mulated in her cloissonne ash-tray.

She idly and somewhat disgustedly
poked over a file of magazines with
lurid covers, and others, which had
arrived by that morning’s mail, re-
mained unopened. An entire side of
the wall was occupied by a bookcase
wherein loosely sewed French paper
novels held a comfortable majority.
The shelves looked dusty, as if their
contents had long since ceased to in-
terest her; and an abandoned game of
solitaire, whose cards were partly
scattered about the floor, testified to
her bored effort to flog the limping
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hours. I turned away, glad that this
was the last exhibit.

I invented an errand to my room
when we had left the exhibition hall.
I desired to meditate for a little while,
and the Earl was palpably relieved. I
selected a strong cigar and an easy
chair. Under no consideration must
I do or say anything to offend Lord
John; that much was clear at the outset.
To be packed off now, with the emer-
alds almost within my grasp, would be
to lose the extraordinary advantages
gained. As to my course of action
once I had the jewels in my belt, that
bridge would be crossed when I came
toit. As I smoked and planned, a very
faint rustling attracted my eyes to the
door. From beneath, a white envelope
protruded. I picked it up, tore it open,
and read:

My Dear Frrrow :

It is with shame and regret that I am
obliged to lock you in your apartment for
a bit. Imperative business calls me to
London this afternoon, and will keep me
there for two or three days. On such short
notice I have no possible alternative but to
secure your person until I have time to
decide what to do.

You have vital secrets of mine in your
possession, revealed through no fault of
yours. You will understand how grieved
I am to appear such a deplorable host.
Every attention to your wishes will be
given by my .servants—save, of course,
that you cannot communicate with the out-
side world. T may add that any attempt at
escape will be both futile and dangerous.
Forgive me—if you can.

(Signed) Caivers.

It was with difficulty that I repressed
a rousing cheer upon reading this mis-
sive. Locked in! The one stroke of
luck I needed to make me happy had
befallen me. The Earl of Crewell was
actually leaving me in his castle for not
less than two full days. If in that time
I could not acomplish my purpose, then
indeed I deserved to fail.

An admirable luncheon was served
me at noon, the house-boy asking me
to indicate my pleasure as to dinner,
and anything I might need in the mean-
time. The menu I left to the Hindu
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chef; but to give the impression that
I was resigned to my duress, I ordered
the daily papers, magazines, tobacco,
Scotch and a few bottles of soda. Be-
fore I had done lunching I saw from a
window the big limousine of Lord
John, with both chauffeur and valet
aboard, rolling over the drawbridge en
route for London.

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE ESCAPE.

Y apartment consisted of three
rooms, a bedchamber with bath
opening into a sitting-room,

which in turn adjoined a smaller one
where I took my meals. Sunny win-
dows lighted all the rooms on one side;
the opposite walls were unbroken. No
bars were visible until these windows
were closely examined, when it was
apparent that the sashes and divisions
were solid steel set in the stonework
of the wall. The separate panes, too
small to admit a human body," opened
on hinges for ventilating purposes.

The door leading from dining to
sitting room was secured by a massive
bolt. In the morning, when my bed-
room was made up, and I was break-
fasting, this door was left open. When
the house-boy retired, T was confined
to bed and sitting room. Thus at no
time was I able, by overpowering the
servant, to gain freedom; for he en-
tered the dining room with my meals
and was locked in by Vivekanda, and
only then did he unlock my door and let
me out. After eating I was locked in
the living room, and the house-boy de-
parted with the empty dishes. The
same process was repeated when I sum-
moned him by shaking the bell cord.

I had no jimmy or other forcing
implement with me, not having
dreamed that restraint would be.one of
my complications. I had pliers, of
course, but they were useless against
the bolt on the other side of the door,
which, as it opened outward, presented
no hinges that I might otherwise have
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removed. A search of the room failed
to reveal any tool with which I could
cut or saw through the door. I was
not alarmed in the least, but admit I
was puzzled when I retired that night.

Here I may remark for the benefit
of the innocent householder, that sim-
plicity, rather than complexity, foils the
burglar. It is the old-fashioned key
in the door, secured by a simple loop
of telephone wire bent over the door,
and the small wooden wedge that baffles
him while he laughs at patent locks
and window fastenings.

No ingenious dream came to help
me, no inspiration from the kippered
herring at breakfast next morning. It
was while I sat staring at the door
after the house-boy had gone that an
idea came to me. I was idly watching
the broad band of sunlight that crept
across it.

In an instant I was on my feet,
searching for a certain article I vaguely
recalled having seen the preceding day.

The thing I sought and found was a
powerful reading glass. I knew, some
of the strange uses to which lenses may
be put. With an ordinary watch crystal
the hunter can light his pipe or his fire,
Conflagrations have been started by sun
rays focusing through goldfish bowls,
leaving the little fishes unharmed.
Bubbles in window panes have acted
similarly. In tropical countries a solar
engine has been found practical.

Surely I could burn out a section of
the door containing the bolt which held
me prisoner !

Presently the sun struck full upon
the oak door. I scratched upon it an
outline which I knew would include the
bolt, whose position I had noted.
Steadily bringing my glass to bear
until the intense white focus bore upon
the surface, I had the satisfaction of
seeing a tiny puff of smoke rise from
the varnish.

The result was all that T could have
hoped for. It was like cutting into
steel by an oxy-acetylene flame. As
fast as the wood charred, I scraped it
out with my knife blade. %
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Once I had to pause, baffled, as the
band of sunlight threatened to pass off
the door. It stumped me for a mo~
ment; then I solved the difficulty with
the mirror from the dressing table.
This slightly weakened the sun’s rays,
but in two hours and at the cost of tired
wrists, a tiny ray of light showed me
that I had eaten through the door. In
ten minutes more it swung gently open,
leaving the great bolt clinging futilely
to its useless wooden strip.

It was next in order to find some hid-
ing place in this room; for I had noted
in the outer door a little slit through
which I had no doubt the room was
observed each time before being en-
tered. I selected a highboy, which I
pulled out a little way from the wall
to give me room to slip behind. My
mind was now working at top speed,
and I rapidly completed the necessary
preparations,

The house-boy, finding my door
forced, would of course give the alarm,
and I should still be a prisoner, besides
losing all the advantage of surprise. I
must therefore conceal the break. To
this end I whittled out small wooden
wedges and drove them into the burned
crevice from the sitting room side, thus
making the piece quite firm. On the
other side I filled the cracks with moist-
ened soap, smoothing it over with a
silk handkerchief. It was not likely to
be noticed, with the bolt apparently
secure. A few more details, and I had
but to wait behind my highboy until the
servant brought my luncheon. _

When the servants arrived, I heard
them outside the door as they paused
and inspected the room, finding it ap-
parently empty. A bolt was then drawn
and the house-boy entered with the
tray, while Vivekanda closed ‘and re-
locked the door. I had eliminated all
chances of failure within my contrel,
but I had to assume that the steward
would not look through the slot again.
If he did my plans were spoiled.

The house-boy set out my luncheon,
drew up the chair, and stepped softly
to the locked door. I held my breath
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as he drew the bolt. Nothing went
amiss. He opened the door, paused a
moment on not seeing me, then stepped
into the room and spoke. Instantly I
slipped from the highboy and followed
him, covering him with my automatic.

“One cry, my friend, and you are
due for a reincarnation,” I said softly.

He probably did not understand my
words, but he did my gun. I would
have killed him instantly, and he knew
it.

As rapidly as possible I bound him.
I was obliged to use the bell cord, hav-
ing no rope. I have an effective
method, of which I am rather vain. I
bind my victim with his back to an
open door, one hand to each knob. , He

can struggle to his heart’s content, and -

merely cut into his own wrists, for the
simple reason that a thick plank sep-
arates the hands, and unless they can
work together they are helpless. The
fingers cannot even get at the knots.

As soon as my boy was made fast, I
slipped back to the other room, after
assuring him that I would murder him
if he so much as sneezed.

Presently, wondering at the silence,
Vivekanda began to call out and ask
(as I suppose) what was the matter.
Seeing nothing through his slot, hear-
ing nothing, he entered. When he was
well inside the room I stepped forth
and covered him as I had the house-
boy. He was a sensible fellow, and
made no attempt to resist or escape.

The house-boy had been a frail chap,
but the steward was big and brawny.
I had a vivid recollection of his man-
handling of the prisoner the night of
my arrival. I could not very well tie
him to the door knobs and keep him
covered with my gun, and I felt that he
would be more than a match for me un-
armed.

Having figured this out in advance,
I drew from my pocket a paper of spe-
cially prepared tacks I use for various
purposes, such as putting automobile
tires out of commission when desirable.
They are half-inch carpet tacks with
rounded brass heads. In the concave
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side of each head I melt a drop of
solder; the tacks thus always lie point
up, like certain weighted toys. I made
Vivekanda remove his sandals, and
scattered a handful of these tacks about
the door I proposed to tie him to.

The rest was simple enough. He
could not take a step without getting
two or three half-inch points into his
bare feet. I gambled on this deterring
him, and won. In five minutes I had
him tied fast till doomsday or outside
help arrived.

Having used all my bell cord before,
I took strips of a linen sheet prepared
by wetting thoroughly. They were
very strong, could not injure his wrists
and possessed the merit of shrinking
tighter as they dried out.

I wish it to be understood that it
was in no spirit of bravado that I then
ate a quick but hearty repast. I prefer
not to work on an empty stomach.

When, kitbag in hand, I stepped out
into the corridor and bolted the door, I
knew exactly what dangers threatened
me. There remained three servants;
the cook, charwoman and gardener.
None of them suspected anything, and
it was unlikely that they would leave
their quarters. It was possible the
two prisoners might screw up enough
courage to yell, and that they might be
heard; if so, and help arrived, it would
be my unpleasant duty to reduce their
particular Hindu caste by two or three
adult males.

I proceeded at once to the little alcove
where Lord John’s safe reposed. Open-
ing a safe is a tedious task, like a par-
ticularly difficult game of solitaire. I
adjusted my pocket microphone, and,
turning the dial slowly, prepared to
note the numbers used in the combina-
tion.

‘This method is not infallible. If the
safe is new, and has been opened but a
few times, or if the combination has
been changed recently, it will fail. I
doubted if Lord John had had occasion
to change his, and hoped that it had
been used enough so that the tumblers
might give, to a trained ear like mine,
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that infinitesimally different sound
that betrays them.

It may have been an hour before I
had noted five numbers I must stake all
upon.

Now the various combinations which
can be built up of five numbers, taken
in conjunction with from one to three
revolutions each to right or left, is
fairly sickening. This was where my
notes of Sir John’s manipulations were
of service.

By using these in connection with
the numbers, success came at last. At
exactly half past two, the drawer of
emeralds lay before me on the table.

The museum pieces I had no inten-
tion of touching. They were too dan-
gerously conspicuous; practically im-
possible to dispose of. I might as well
wear the broad-arrow. I was satisfied
with a double handful of the smaller
ones, worth, I roughly estimated, some
fifty thousand dollars. A thorough
overhauling revealed nothing else in
the safe except private papers and a
number of ancient heirlooms of little
intrinsic value.

I replaced the depleted drawer and
locked the safe. Never have I com-
mitted a robbery with less compunc-
tion. The big jewels I had left; the
others Lord John did not need. He
did not exhibit them to others, and
probably seldom looked at them him-

self. Besides, he was a madman, whose *

victims I was about to set free.

I was filled with the warm glow of
conscious virtue,

The beautiful feature of my little
operation was my comparative immu-
nity. * No one had seen me at the strong
box, or could prove that I had robbed
it. I was justified in the measures
taken to effect my release. The ser-
vants would never-be called upon to
testify. When I released the prisoners,
it was pretty certain that some, if not
all, would take to flight. Any one of
them might be suspected of the theft of
the emeralds.

I had left no traces in London, and
Lord John would hardly court public-
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ity. Once more I was justified in my
iron-clad rule to work without confed-
erates.

I wish that I might have stayed on
to see the thing through. The inter-
view between the various inmates must
have been dramatic. But I dared tempt
fortune no further. When I had after
great difficulty found their wing in the
castle and unlocked their doors, I ex-
plained briefly that as a guest I had by
chance learned of their fate, and, in
the temporary absence of our host, re-
leased them. I advised them to arm
themselves at once in the gun room,
and told them that two of the servants
were bound upstairs and three 1 .ore at
large, while Lord John himself would
be down in a day or so.

I left them babbling thanks, and saw
them scurry to the gun-room before
walking out with my bag.

CHAPTER V.
THE BEST OF THEM.

T was a dreary walk to the nearest
station, with a tedious wait for a
train to follow; but in due season

I found myself at Paddington station ;
and about the time Lord John must
have set out for Crewell House I
boarded the Channel boat at Folkstone.

Smuggling is only difficult when one
is suspected, or in war time. T secrete
valuables from the customs inspectors
when one is believed to carry them on
his person is no mean achievement. I
have done it, but it taxed my ingenuity
to the uttermost.

In this case there was no difficulty
whatever. I bore the emeralds in the
lunch-basket from which I was re-~
freshing myself while my effects were
being pawed over. It added a droll
touch that I paid duty on half a dozen
peaches in that same lunch-box—fruit
being dutiable.

The tax assessed was very reason-
able—for the hollows where the
peach stones had been were solid
masses of green gems. The suave
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young inspector remarked that it was a
pity I had not eaten the peaches and
avoided the tariff. I think he rather
expected I would have offered him one,
and I sometimes wonder what would
have happened if I had!

‘Weeks later, in a boulevard café, I

read in the Galignani Messenger of the
death of the Earl of Crewell at his
London club and of the expected ar-
rival at the Continental Hotel of his
wife and adopted daughter.
* I felt a curiosity to look upon them
once more. After several vain at-
tempts, I saw them in the hotel café
one afternoon. They were drinking
tea—at least the widow was. Upon
her left wrist was a wide gold bracelet
set with emeralds.

Once it slipped down so far I could
see a faint red mark—the scar left by
another bracelet, made of steel, worn
for many years.

(The

U U
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Her companion—and I wondered a
little at these two opposites being to-
gether even for the sake of appearances
—was looking terribly bored and pal-
pably sulky. Having just pushed away
an empty liqueur glass, she ordered a
brandy and soda and lighted another
cigarette—the sixth or seventh, accord-
ing to the ash-receiver before her.

Both looked as if their freedom was
something they, as yet, hardly knew
what to do with. But there was a re-
lief in the older woman’s eyes which T
am not likely to forget.

I wished that I might know how it
fared with the others; the unfaithful
secretary, the gambler and, especially,
the quondam debonair chauffeur.

And as I thought of them, one by
one, there came over me a faint sus-
picion that perhaps John Wottington
Chivers, last Earl of Crewell, was the
best of the lot after all!
end.)
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SONG OF A BANK CLERK

BY THOMAS PEARCE

HIRTY-SEVEN, forty-two, and fifty-one—
Oh, the air is heavy laden with the spring!
Down in Dixie niggers singing in the sun,
Chopping cotton to the crazy tunes they sing.

Debit—credit—check it off and rule it down—
Oh, the fragrance of the newly furrowed loam!
And the little moon a peeping through the Maréchal

Niel that's creeping
O’er the trellised, broad veranda back at home.

Carried forward, page one hundred thirty-nine—
Oh, the sunlight dancing on the swimming-pool,

Girdled round with maiden-hair and muscadine,
Gravel-bedded, crystal clear, divinely cool!

Entry: “ Mary’s lips are just the heart of June "—
Oh, it’s sick I am to feel the summer rain

On my upturned face a falling! .

. I have heard

the South a calling—
’S out of balance—I must check it all again.



AN

é Raymond Ashley

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

"MAJOR ” BUFORD CARBOROUGH, FOURTH, of Virginia, scion of a fine old

family and a man of more than ordinary culture and ability, has fallen, through
his love of liquor, to the position of “swamper” or cleaner-out of the Oasis bar in the
mining camp, Toquima City. There, known simply as “Old Maje,” or Bud Cobber, his
only friends an ex-prize fighter, Kid Burke, and the night bartender of the Oasis, Dave
Alderson, the latter a clean-living young man much above his position, he lives a life of
alternating alcoholic forgetfulness and regret for the wife and daughter in the East,
who imagine him in some sort of business and to whom he sends all his scanty wages.
One day, getting into the cellar where the liquor is stored, he drinks whisky and ab-
sinthe in great quantities, but the effect is a curious psychological phenomena; he for-
gets his recent life and becomes the Buford Carborough he should have been. In this
condition he takes the train to the capital of the State, where he meets Bishop Sumner
and John Merling, the leaders of the great State-wide Anti-Saloon League, and, offering
to fill-in for a Senator who is called away, makes a speech that becomes a classic and
makes him famous. That night he dines with the bishop and other leaders, and is invited
to make a speech some weeks later at another big political meeting. He accepts, but by
this time the effects of the liquor are wearing off. His surroundings are becoming
unreal, and vague memories are stirring. He pleads weariness, and retires to his hotel,
where he goes to bed and to sleep. But in the morning it is “ Maje,” the swamper who
awakes, his mind wiped clear of the events of the past twenty-four hours.

CHAPTER IX.
THE MORNING AFTER.

AJE rubbed his eyes and
commenced to stretch his

silver dollar had been scraped off and
the raw spot covered with adhesive
plaster—doubtless by Kid Burke.
Feeling a stiffness of forehead, the old
swamper wrinkled his features to dis-

limbs, desisting at once, for

one leg, the left, manifested

a pronounced disinclination

to bend at the knee-joint.

He tested it slowly, flexing

and straightening it again and again

until the hinge seemed to operate with
better lubrication than at first.

He swung to the side of the bed

and examined the knee in the dim

light; a patch of skin the size of a

lodge whatever the something was;
failing, he raised his hand to it, and
found a small cross of adhesive plas-
ter there, too.

“Kid!” he called. Receiving no re-
ply: “I guess Buhke isn’t on deck this
aftehnoon. I'd like ve’y much to con-
sult with him in regahd to my condi-
tion and its cause—I must have been
on a busteh this mo’nin’ sho’!”

He attempted to remember a se-

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for May 13.
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quence of events which might lead up
to and be responsible for his sore, used-
up sensation. The attempt was futile;
he remembered perfectly the incident
of the rubber tube and the whisky bar-
rel in the dug-out behind the Oasis.
He had gotten through his labor of
‘the morning, had repaired to the cel-
lar, broken an absinthe bottle open and
mixed the contents into a soul-satisfy-
ing beverage by the judicious use of
the rubber tube.

He had drunk once, and again, and
again, and—here he was, sitting on
the side of the bed, with a head which
felt at least as large as the whisky
barrel and a thirst as sharp as the
broken edges of the green bottle! Of
the interval he was entirely ignorant.

It must be late afternoon, he
thought, for he had a conviction that
he had slept many hours, and nine in
the forenoon was his usual hour of
retiring. He glanced at the window;
rubbed his cheek with a dubious palm
and glanced again. No, there was no
mistake; there were three windows,
instead of the customary one! Fur-
thermore, the cheek against which his
hand rested was as smooth as the skin
of a baby, except for a slight stubble
when his palm moved against the
grain.

This combination of mysteries was
becoming tiresome! Maje reached for
the silver watch which always hung
at the head of the bed; his fingers
touched an electric button, and a four-
bulb chandelier flashed its tungsten
glare over the room.

“Gawd!” murmured Maje in awe.

He stood tentatively upon that
complaining left leg and hobbled to
the window; snapped the curtains to
the top and gazed out with a ludicrous
expression of amazement. He was
looking from a fifth-story window, at
the dawn-lit streets, roofs and rail-
road yards of a city! Below, an early
passer-by or two hurried past, coats
buttoned to ward off the chill wind.

A taximeter-cab driver slept peace-
fully on the seat of his machine in
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front of the hotel; a beer-wagon rolled
up to the door of a saloon across the
way—Maje could hear the clumpity-
clump of hoofs on -asphalt—discharg-
ing uncomfortably cold-looking ice
and kegs of beer which induced men-
tal associations in the beholder.

Whew! How thirsty he was!
Maje drank from the ice-water pitch-
er, scorning the infinitesimal glass,
and turned to his clothing, to encoun-
ter the greatest surprise of all! Care-
fully folded on chair and bureau lay
the raiment of a king (Maje was some-
what vague in his ideas of what con-
stituted royal garb), and there, upon
the chiffonier, the hat of a haber-
dasher’s dreams!

The old swamper ruffled the fur
with a finger, then smoothed it again
and commenced to dress. Perhaps
this clothing did not belong to him,
but there was no other owner in evi-
dence, and it at least would serve to
clothe his nakedness until 'he could
solve the riddle of existence—and get
many, many- drinks to alleviate the
villainous thirst which scorched him
from head to toe!

He finished dressing, picked up the
heavy cane he found hooked to the
cdge of the bureau, switched out the
lights and found himself in the dark
hallway. Not knowing the exact pro-
cedure through which it was necessary
to go in order t1 get the elevator, he
grasped the cane and negotiated the
five flights of stairs, every step causing
the sore knee to flinch with pain.

In the foyer, a clerk smiled a sleepy
“Good mommg

“Good mo'nin’, seh,” Maje an-
swered, “ can you tell me if my account
with the hotel has been settled ?”

The clerk ralsed a supercilious eye-
brow. “Name?’

Maje hesitated; he was not at all
certain as to his own identity: every-
thing else was topsy-turvy, so per-
haps his very name had undergone
some metamorphosis, as had his clothes
and pérsonal appearance! “Cah’bro,”
he ventured finally.




THE- ENEMY IN HIS MOUTH.

“M-m-m, yes, sir, you settled last
evening, I believe.”

“Thank you, seh.” Maje stumped
to the door, thence into the street, and
some sixth sense impelled him toward
the location of the beer-wagon, on a
corner facing the railroad, where an
electric sign, garish in the daylight,
informed the world as to the where-
abouts of the Hoffman House Bar.

Inside the swinging door, Maje
paused in a caution born of much expe-
rience, and felt in his pockets. He
pulled out a handful of gold, silver
and currency, and his twisted little
smile came to the surface.

“Well, seh,” he said, “wheaheveh
I've been, and whateveh I've been a-
doin’, it was cehtainly profitable!—
T'll take a lil’ Bou'bon,” he confided to
the man in white.

A newspaper lay upon the bar, and
to this Maje sidled; here was a chance
to learn his whereabouts. Madron
Morning Advertiser, he read, and
sighed with relief. He was at the
capital of the State, and Toquima City
lay only fourteen hours’ travel south-
ward.

At this moment, the liquor he had
ordered was served, and Maje forgot
all else. A grateful warmth pervaded
him; soreness in leg and forehead dis-
appeared as if a magic cure-all wand
were waved above him, and he felt an
almost uncontrollable desire to sing the
little song anent his complete indif-
ference to the sight of Josie and Joe.
The paper was pushed aside; the bar-
tender wiped his mahogany with a
glass-towel and threw towel and news-
paper into a pile of rubbish.

When Maje had lowered the sur-
face of the whisky in the bottle some
three inches, he departed in the di-
rection of the station. The sun was
rising when the train for Toquima
City slid to a stop and he climbed into
the vestibule. He went to the dining-
car and ensconced himself in state.

“Nigguh!” he called to an attendant,
“bring me a lahge glass of Bou'bon
whisky !”
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The steward came running forward.
“I am sorry, sir, but no intoxicating
liquor is served on the diners of the
Sierra Western!”

“Dahn the old women who ah always
meddling with otheh people’s busi-
ness!” Maje grumbled, aghast at the
fourteen hours of internal Sahara con-
fronting him. He ate gloomily, ‘then
slumped into a seat in the chair-car and
went to sleep.

That first drink in the Hoffman
House Bar had been served too quickly;
it had robbed Maje the swamper of
one of the most exquisite pleasures of
man—that of seeing one’s name in
print. Across the page of the daily, in
black letters an inch in height—a “sev-
en-column head,” we believe, is the
correct designation—was the inscrip-
tion:

ANTI - SALOON LEAGUE ORGANIZES.

Hon. Buford Carborough, Orator of the Day.

Young Bob Connell had performed
his stint remarkably well. Leading off
with a full description of the hall, the
delegates and the various speakers, he
had saved the big speech of the south-
ern orator for the climax of his article.
The words of Carborough were printed
in full, the telling phrases of his scath-
ing arraignment of the drink-evil being
quoted in italics and spaced with pithy
headings from the brain of Bob Con-
nell.

On an inside page the Irish newspa-
perman, with the ingenuity of his ilk,
had taken what little was known of
Carborough and his antecedents and
had reconstructed the story of his life;
Carborough himself would have been
surprised at the faithfulness of the pen-
picture to the original!

Nor was that all the publicity to
which Maje the swamper would have
been treated had he delayed the first
drink for a time sufficient to allow the
perusal of the Advertiser. In the news
section, the automobile accident re-
ceived notice, and in the society column
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mention was made of the dinner-party
at the home of Bishop Sumner,and also
of the fact that Carborough had been
asked to address the Suffrage Alliance
organization-meeting in June.

It is said of every canine quadruped
that he has his twenty-four-hour inter-
val of greatness. This was one of those
dog-days in the life of Maje the
swamper—and he did not even know it!

We spoke, upon a time, of the work-
ings of Kismet, and of Chance; how
Fate makes puppets of us all, swampers
and bishops, bartenders and senators.
But the proof is not yet finished; not
yet do we set down “Q: E. D.,” to show
that the task is done.

CHAPTER X.
HOME,

1 ’YOU know who I am?” Johnny
D the Hop demanded of Dave the
grave-yard bartender as the last
customer went out into the night, leav-
ing a quietude favorable to light con-
versation.

“No, Johnny, who are you?” Dave
humored him absently, not looking up
from his labor. He set on the mahog-
any slab that topped the bar four bot-
tles labeled, respectively, “Rye,” “Bour-
bon,” “Sour Mash” and “Sixteen-year-
old Oasis Special,” and proceeded to
fill them impartially from one copper
funnel, releasing the spring-valve with
practiced finger until the beautiful ma-
roon liquid gurgled into the neck of
each bottle in turn.

Johnny did not answer. He was
staring, loose-lipped, at an apparition
which confronted him as he faced the
open front door. It looked very much
like Maje, the vanished swamper, gone
these three days, none knew where—
like him, yet somehow different.

In place of the ragged grayish beard
they had known, this strange Maje pre-
sented a brown mustache, well-
trimmed, above a little “goatee” which
went far toward matching his honorary
military title. Gone, too, the soiled gray
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trousers, upheld by a single suspender;
instead, the returned wanderer inté un-
known fields was dressed like unto a
gilded lily, in frock coat, not-too-clean
linen and a hat more glorious than ever
desert had seen before—shiny, tall, with
a nap like the fur on a black mouse;
patent leather shoes below spats of just
the right shade of gray to match his
cravat and the glove-fingers peeping
from a breast pocket! °

But the man within the clothes con-
firmed the adage regarding fine feath-
ers and the birds they deck; old Maje
slumped along, as Kid Burke phrased it
somewhat later in the day, “‘draggin’
bot’ feet about t’ree yards behind him.”
Maje’s face was a study in grief, the
color of an unripe olive, streaked where
little rivulets of perspiration had fur-
rowed the dust of his rail-journey.

The bartender would have greeted
his associate effusively, but the Hop, in-
sistent upon the idea which obsessed
him—of “telling his right name,” cut
in, repeating the query of a moment be-
fore.

“D’you know who I am?” he de-
manded of old Maje.

“No, Misteh Johnny, seh, I don’t
know who you ah, seh, and I don’t
give a tinkeh’s dahn. At present, my
whole attention is engrossed by weight-
ieh mattehs, chiefest of which is a pro-
found feeling of nausea, which I am
about to alleviate with a modicum of
this heah sublime cohn-distillate, if you
will permit it, Misteh Davey, seh?”

“Go to it!”” Dave assented. “I am so
glad to see you back that I'll give you
anything in the shop. I have wrestled
with that mop the last few days until
my back is as crooked as a fish-hook I

“Well, now, that’s too bad, Davey.
I'm mo’ than so’y. You see, I—I left
town ratheh suddenly!”

“You did, for a fact!” Dave was
consumed with curiosity, but one of the
axioms of the country where his days
had been spent says that a tongue in the
cheek saves much vexation of spirit.
The drug-fiend, however, had not been
answered.
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“D’you know what my name is?”" he
reiterated.

“Yes,” Alderson replied judicially,
“your name is Johnny the Hop. Your
first name is Johnny ; your middle name
is “The,” and Hop is your last or sur-
name. I suppose “The’ is short for
“Theodore,’ thus, ‘Johnathan Theodore
Hop.” Is that right?”

“Aw, quit your kiddin’,” Johnny
complained, “I'm serious!”  He
coughed violently, then adopted the
cute, kittenish expression which is so
ludlcrous and so infinitely pathetic;

“my name is Merling!”

The name meant nothing to Dave,
but to Maje the swamper it seemed
strangely familiar. The old fellow
scratched his head ; Merling—Merling,
where had he heard that name before?
Some vague association stirred, but
would not utter, however hard the at-
tempt at concentration. Concentration
was a difficult process at best this
morning; his brain seemed more nearly
adapted to the state of muddled coma
than to remembrance. <

Maje glanced in pity at the drug-
habitue. So Johnny the Hop had a
name, after all, like other men! Funny,
the lack of it never had been noticed
before—any old “tag” was sufficient
for one of the unfit! During the years
of his wandering before coming to
Toquima, Maje remembered spending
a day or two in the vicinity of the
crumbling, abandoned prison near
Yuma, and the utter desolation of the
spot had made an impression that could
not fade away.

Most desolate of all had been the
bleak penitentiary cemetery, in the lee
of a hill on a spit of adobe land jutting
into the river, where the weathered
wooden slabs each held but a terse
number to denote the occupant below.

Maybe, he thought now, they, too,
once had possessed names, once had
been real, living men of loves and hates
and faults and illusions, like Johnny
the Hop; maybe, like Johnny, they had
gone down and out because of a
damnable craving they could not re-
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sist. Johnny had said his name was
Merling; it might as well have been,
well, say, Alderson, or Carborough—
it was all a question of chance, resist-
ance and opportunity: “But fo’ the
grace of God, theah stand Bufo'd
Cah’bro’!” Maje paraphrased softly.

Many a better man than he, Maje,
had taken the well-worn trail along
which all land-marks point downward,
never back up the slope! Perhaps
Johnny had commenced with a little
lemonade “with a kick in it”; or a bot-
tle of whisky purloined from saloon or
club out of bravado; maybe a sniff of
the wonder-working cocaine while
“painting the town red” with other
young fools, or maybe the lure that
is said to prevaricate in feminine visual
orbs—it mattered not which.

To paraphrase the gruesome little
song, “Drink and the devil had done the
rest!” whether the wreck alongside him
at the bar was a Merling or a Smith
or only Johnny the Hop!

nny,” Dave, the bartender,
shrewdly queried, “I thought they had
quit giving you snow; where did you
get it?”

“Get what?”

“The dope—you are full to the muz-
zle!”

Johnny assumed an air of ponder-
ous, asinine wisdom. “Oh, I can get it
all'right, when I've got the price! See
there!” He extended a hand contain-
ing a few minor coins; the knuckles
rattled against the bar like castanets.

“Here!” Dave pushed the “Special”
bottle forward, “take a little of this
cyanide. As Doc Boland says, ‘Simile
simultaneous tarantler!” which I take to
mean ‘Poultice with the hair of the dog
that bit you!” ”

Johnny accepted without cavil or de-
lay.

A sound of stertorous breathing
came in the door, followed a moment
later by Emmett Burke, fresh from a
two-mile run on the level playa valley
below Toquima, his cheeks flushed and
the breast of his sweater pumping as
if it held a bellows.
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“Gimme a barrel of water, Dave!”
he commanded, ranging at the bar be-
side the Hop.

Dave grinned at the symbolic picture
—the pair and the brown bottle. “Be-
fore and after taking!” he said. "

Kid Burke, until now, had not no-
ticed his room-mate Maje, who still
was absorbed in soulful reflection. The
pugilist turned and ‘“gave him de
wunst over” from smooth-shaven jowl
to shining shoes.

“Who’s de patent medicine ad?” he
asked of Alderson.

Dave, amused, performed an elabo-
rate introduction. “Majah, let me pre-
sent my friend and admirer, Mr. Em-
mett Kid Burke, right-hand man to the
Marquis of Queensbury!”

“Well, damned if it ain’t Maje!”
Kid Burke stepped back, shading his
eyes from the glare of the swamper’s
splendor., “Where’ve you been, you
old chuckawalla?”

“I—TI've jes’ been galivantin’ around
’lil bit, Emmett.”

It was the best answer he could mus-
ter, anxious as he was to explain and
to meet the evident worried friendli-
ness of the Kid. “Galivantin’ around,”
indeed, expressed perfectly Maje’s own
concept of the occurrences of the last
few days. He knew, nebulously, that
Buford Carborough, the aesthetic, criti-
cal analyst of motives, had been in the
ascendent—and there was a lurking
conviction that the said Carborough,
had made several separate and distinct
varieties of anass of himself!

Somehow, a mental image of that
other self intruded, in which there
were many faces upturned, many voices
raised in acclaim; what the object of
their plaudits, or why they should have
seen fit to applaud at all, memory re-
fused to divulge with any satisfactory
degree of clarity, That mental picture
was “too dahn post-impressionistic,”
anyhow !

Sounds, colors and movements were
combined in confusing miscuity; the
clang of trolley-car gongs, the nerve-
racking screech of automobile horns

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

created a mind-Bedlam, punctuated by
a steady, throbbing “boom-boom-
boom” behind his temples which was
only his over-strained heart complain-
ing. The bar, these familiar figures of
Davey and Johnny and Emmett, seemed
as unreal as the figments of his de-
tached state.

Maje wished now, more poignantly
than at any previous occurrence of his
amnesia, that there were some one in
whom he might confide, with whom he
might consult in regard to precautions
necessary to prevent further repetition
of the “galivantin’ ” procedure. Dave
was out of the question; Maje had an
uncomfortable—probably ~mistaken—
idea that to the bartender the whole’
matter would be a subject for jest.

Kid Burke, while offering sympathy
and help wherever possible, would not
understand—the Kid lived in the do-
main of the actual and the physical,
not among the fourth-dimensions of
psychology or psychiatry, No, Maje
must keep his own counsel, as in the
past. _

One precautionary measure, how-
ever, was possible, necessary—he must
give up drinking, absolutely and at
once. In pursuance of this newly-
formed resolve, he reached for the bot-
tle of “Oasis Special,” poured a stiff
drink, and swallowed it, squinting
through the empty glass as he had seen
Dave Alderson do.

CHAPTER XI.
MOVING PICTURES,

R. BOLAND read the Madron
papers with interest and a feeling
of genuine regret that profes-

sional matters on the desert had pre-
vented his attendance at the organiza-
tion of the Anti-Saloon League.

The name “Carborough,” which ap-
peared so frequently in the typography
of the Advertiser, was utterly unfamil-
iar, but that was not surprising; one
must not expect a country physician to
know personally every man in the
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State, even though the physician be
high in political and fraternal circles.

As a matter of fact, the newspaper
merely described Carborough as “prom-
inently identified with legal and Tem-
perance causes in his own State and in
this, the State of his adoption”; indefi-
nite phrases which might mean a great
deal or nothing!

Boland found most impressive in all
the printed matter at hand the spirit
of sane, earnest practicality which per-
meated the meeting at the capital, man-
ifested in the speeches, the personnel of
officers and committees and the busi-
nesslike manner in which the subject of
drink regulation had been approached.

The remarks of Bishop Summer, in
particular, Boland considered to be a
series of verbal bullets aimed at the
very “bull’s-eye” of Truth. The prob-
lem was, as Bishop Sumner said, to
deal with the bodies of men, not with
their souls; that should be considered
later, when “mens sana in sana cor-
pore” should come to be the rule, when
health and sanity should lend receptive-
ness for teaching religion and ethics.

That statement hit Joseph Munson
Boland, as he expressed it, “right be-
tween the face and eyes!” The doctor’s
workshop was the human body, his one
obsession a millennium resulting from
preventive therapy based upon a philos-
ophy declaring the seeming paradox
that the best time to cure any given dis-
ease is before the malady has been con-
tracted !

Granted, without argument, that
such an ultimate development would
bring about the almost total elimination
of Boland’s own profession, displaced
by sanitary engineering and rising
standards of health, but what of it?
“Doc” Boland confessed to a “hanker-
ing” for two other fields of endeavor,
anyhow—the legitimized faro-game of
mining and the newly-developed field
of the animated film!

This latter ambition was of recent
origin. Like every other community
where two or more men are gathered
together, Toquima City boasted a thea-
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tre where the silent “movies” pictured
life as it is and is not with charmings
impartiality.

More; in the last few weeks a film
company had been busy with reel and
camera re-enacting scenes from the
camp’s earlier days—the days when the
drama of casual existence moved al-
most as swiftly as the successive lengths
of celluloid film now depicted them. |

Boland had followed the actors in
keen enjoyment and curiosity, scraping
acquaintance wherever possible, and
asking innumerable questions. Thus
was he engaged on the day following
the receipt of the Madron papers con-
taining news of the meeting of the
SARAA

Seated on a basalt boulder on the
sunny slope of the hill, with Dave Al-
derson beside him, Boland watched the
filmatization of a scene which was to
achieve fame and dollars under the title
“The Jumping of the Wild-Horse
Claim.” As the actors rehearsed again
and again in order to meet the idea of
the director as to how a claim should
be jumped Dave became bored at the
reiteration and indulged in small-talk.

“Old Maje came back last night,” he
said.

“Which old Maje?” Boland asked
indifferently.

“Don’t you know Maje? The old
swamper at the saloon—the good-for-
nothing old Southerner who tries to
create a whisky famine every morn-
ing!”

“Oh, yes, sure; noticed him around
there a hundred times, but never as-
sayed, examined or analyzed him very
thoroughly. Where has he been?”

“If the Lord don’t know any better
than I do he’s a lost man! He caught
the night train out last Sunday, I think,
and showed up again at midnight last
night, all togged out like a gambler in
love. Kid Burke and I kidded him,
but Maje didn’t open up with any in-
formation. Burke says old Maje gets
mail from somebody; I guess he's got
folks somewhere, and maybe he went
to make a little visit.”
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Dave was silent a moment, tossing
*pebbles at a diminutive lizard; then
he smiled: “Speaking of Burke re-
minds me—the Kid came into the sa-
loon this morning and squared up to the
bar while Johnny the Hop was in the
act of mooching a drink. The sight of
them—the Kid as pink as a cherub and
Johnny just about on his last legs
from whiffing the old dream-stuff—
kind of tickled me; I told them they
ought to have their pictures taken—
before and after taking!”

Boland looked speculatively, first at
the motion-picture camera in the fore-
ground, then at his companion. “Dave,
I've got it!” he said, rising.

“T should say you have—got it bad,
too!” Dave opined. “Let me see your
tongue !”

The doctor complied, laughing, “T'll
let you see my heels, too, as soon as
they get through jumping the Wild-
horse claim down there!”

“What's the idea ?”

“I'm going to take that picture you

. mentioned—before and after taking—
and a lot more just like it, and I'm go-
ing,to make about the fastest prohibi-
tion literature out of them that this
tame and barbered West ever saw "

Dave considered this very gravely.
“Doc,” he said, “I'm with you clear
around the track. But if the proprie-
tors of that little ‘Oasis’ meal-ticket of
mine get onto it, they will tie a can to
me as big as that bucket they are hoist-
ing up there at the Octoroon shaft!”

Boland sought the camera man and
talked long and earnestly. An hour
later he wired State headquarters for a
very little assistance and a great deal of
money to be furnished from the coffers
of the Anti-Saloon League. Receiving
authority to draw upon the organiza-
tion for the necessary funds, the two
amateurs proceeded about the “‘stage-
setting.”

First, they decided on a general sum-
mary of the liquor business as repre-
sented in Toquima City. To this end
pictures were taken of the various sa-
loons, so-called “barrel-houses,” dance
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halls and pseudo-Bohemian resorts of
wine and revelry. Then the “drama”
proper was begun.

It being impracticable to photograph
the Oasis Bar in the night and early
dawn, owing to difficulties in the way
of successful lighting effects, Boland
and Alderson reconstructed the night
scenes, as nearly as possible, and en-
acted them during the afternoon hours,
when the sunlight through the canvas
sides of the structure was at its best,
The big tent-house lent itself surpris~
ingly well to the role of studio.

Kid Burke entered into the novel di-
version with enthusiasm, Maje with a
grumble or two which were stilled by
the usual lubricant, and the many
physical wrecks who called the Oasis
“home” were subsidized easily by the
promise of a few dollars. Questioned,
as he often was, as to the purpose of all
this demonstration, Boland would smile
and mutter “local color,” or if he hap-
pened to be very busy at the moment,
“none of your doggoned business!”

When the film was finished and de-
veloped, after some little cutting, re-
peating of scenes and “smoothing” of
rough spots in the plot by the director
of the film company, Dave Alderson
and the doctor voted themselves and
their efforts to. be unqualified suc-
cesses.

“What I like about it, Dave,” Boland
explained, “is that there is no bunk, no
‘mellerdrammer’, about it; it depicts,
faithfully and ruthlessly, the sordid,
mean, pitiful and deplorable vice of a
mining camp, than which there is- no
vice vicier! It isn’t like a lot of those
‘underworld’ dramas, where a fellow
sees, beneath a guise of uplift and sen-
timentality, the same old sensuality, the
same old wickedness that is as alluring
as it is untrue to the eternal verities,
and realism ad nauseam pandering to a
morbid desire which defeats the very
purpose it purports to seek!

“It isn’t one of those plays wherein
carousals are attractive, marital infi-
delities the rule rather than the excep-
tion, and the devil is a young man of
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careless mien who seems to be daring
a fellow to ‘try it and see’! It is ex-
actly what we meant it to be—a smash
at the saloon business and the men who
fatten off of it!”

“—And the ‘villain® is one of the
most polished actors I have ever seen!”
Dave finished, at which Boland guff-
awed. Dave himself was the “villain”
to whom allusion was made, and, like
Maje the swamper, Dave had marred
an otherwise excellent piece of his-
trionic work by his amateurish faults
of self- consclousncss and looking at the
camera—"‘registering idiocy,” the di-
rector somewhat unkindly had called

it!

In all, the completed film consisted
of four reels of about one thousand
feet each. The first reel was taken up
with the various scenes of the camp;
the remaining three were devoted to the
story, with the Oasis Bar as setting for
the more important incidents. The
thread of narrative was simple, but
effectual.

Kid Burke, who performed as hero
in the early portion of the scenario,
was shown as a well-fed, healthy young
prize-fighter who had had an ear
chewed off by an opponent who thought
the little rules evolved by the Marquis
of Queensbury included permission to
commit mayhem.,

The hero refused drink again and
again, finally yielding to the importuni-
ties and sneers of his comrades, be-
coming first the partaker of a casual
glass, next a boon-comrade of more
consistent drunkards, and finally a
hungry, down-at-heel “moocher” sleep-
ing or lounging in the filmed Oasis Bar.

Maje, the old swamper, performed
throughout as “back-ground” and
“local color,” and managed some very
creditable effects in the scenes which
revealed him mopping the bar-room
floor, hauling sleeping idlers here and
there, or joining the revelers at the bar
—here, especially, was Maje realistic to
the point of enthusiasmi, as he refused
the warm tea which formed Kid
Burke’s beverage, and demanded
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“Qasis Special,” citing as precedent the
fact that Richard Mansfield always
carried realism to the smallest details!
But Maje would look at the camera!

The downward path of Kid Burke,
from total abstinence to figurative satu-
ration, proceeded as the film pro-
gressed. In successive “sets” he was
prosperous athlete, not-so-prosperous
athlete, not prosperous at all, and, at
length, not at all athletic, owing, pre-
sumably, to his growing tendency
toward dlpsomama

At this point Johnny the Hop (made
up, of course, to resemble Kid Burke
as nearly as might be), became the
hero, and traversed the descending
trail. Descents were a specialty with
Johnny; he did nothing else half so
well. His antics before the camera,
brought out with careful coaching by
Boland and Kid Burke, were ludicrous,
laughable, in the extreme; yet the
cumulative impression derived by a
spectator would not be humorous in the
slightest degree—the smile of amuse-
ment gradually would be displaced by
pity, the laugh of aroused interest by
something akin to horror.

The last scene of all was a master-
piece. It revealed Johnny, at the lowest
mental, moral and physical ebb, ejected
from the saloon because his custom was
no longer profitable, and left to wallow
in the slush of the gutter. Here Doctor
Boland made his début as an Aescula-
pius of the screen, attending the victim
through fatal “black pneumonia™
brought about by alcoholism and ex-
posure,

CHAPTER XII
THE BORDER LINE.

AJE drifted quite naturally back

to his labor as porter in the

Oasis Bar, and to his laxity of

habit and deportment. For days after
his return to the mining camp, his
physical condition was far from satis-
factory. The headache persisted, and,
as liquor aggravated the symptom, he
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avoided the fearful Oasis whisky as
much as he could.

Another reason counseled absti-
nence; Maje, on examining the con-
tents of his pockets, found some two
hundred and sixty dollars in currency
and silver—it must have been nearly
three hundred, he thought, before the
amount of his rail fare from the capi-

. tal of the state to Toquima City had
been deducted.

Whence this money had come, he
had no means of ascertaining; prob-
ably Buford Carborough had acquired
it by some secret process of “benevo-
lent assimiliation,” but whether hon-
estly or otherwise only Carborough
knew, and Carborough was too far
away across the gulf separating sanity
from amnesia for his testimony to be
taken in the premises.

Maje kept his own counsel in the
matter, afraid to consult either David
Alderson or Kid Burke lest they mani-
fest a curiosity which he would find it
difficult to satisfy. He spent none of
the money, for two reasons; first, be-
cause that would entail explanations as
to where he had gotten it, and second,
because he wished to hold it as nearly
intact as possible in case any claimant
for the funds should appear.

However, after a week of delibera-
tion during which no whisper of an-
other owner reached his ears, he
grasped his courage firmly and for-
warded one of the hundred-dollar units
to Caroline, with a great many pages
of wistful love written into a long-
winded dissertation which told nothing
at all.

He would have sent more, but for
the same reasons—there was no ade-

“quate way in which he could confess
the possession of a large sum of money
and at the same time render satisfac-
tory excuses for longer delay in pay-
ing the promised visit to Virginia.

Virginia was out of the question;
Maje the swamper was still a beast!

Another  disturbing thought in-
truded. While Buford Carborough
had been “gallivanting,” some sort of
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compact had been made, some contract
entered into, perhaps, when he had
been in the half-and-half state between
his twin consciousnesses of swamper
and “gallivanter,” and the memory of
which was common property of his
brain in either individuality.

Indeed, right at this point Maje, for
the first time in the history of his puz-
zling duality, made a near approach to
the truth, in all probability. An alienist
considering the manifestations of his
delirium, mania or whatever it should
be called, would have looked at the out-
set for just such symptoms.

In the transitory stages of this man’s
mind from one “self” to the other, he
would ask, was there not a period, short
or long, in which the mind was pecu-
liarly susceptible to suggestion? Might
not the excursion of Maje to Madron
City have been the result of some
mental stimulus, some hypnotic sug-
gestion acting upon him when his mind
was in a median-state of receptiveness?

Investigating under this theory, such
a scientist would search the late past of
his subject, seeking a word or an epi-
sode which would meet the supposi-
titious case—and almost inevitably he
would seize upon that early-morning
conversation between the bartender, the
physician and the drug-habitué, with
its newspaper quotation, its diatribes
against liquor, and the effect of these
upon Maje the swamper, who had been
spectator and auditor.

But there was no alienist; there was
only old Maje, old, muddled, ineffec-
tual Maje, who mopped the floors and
cudgeled his brain in an effort to recol-
lect that “promise.” The effort was
futile, except for one little gleam of
light which dazzled for a moment and
then left the murk darker than before;
his promise had had to do with the
tenth of June! 'The simple date, that
was all he knew.

On the trip from Madron to To-
quima City, the rails had clicked it out
—*“clickety-click, the tenth of June, the
tenth of June, clickety-click”—until
Maje had hated the unoffending day
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like poison! In the succeeding days it
became almost an obsession.

It worked insidieusly into his little
song about Josie and Joe, and he
rhymed June and moon and tune and
soon as if he had ceased being swamper
and turned his attention to the writing
of topical songs! He wanted to ask
Dave Alderson what significance, if
any, that special day held in chronol-
ogy, but as always he shrank from pos-
sible prying ridicule.

He surreptitiously turned forward
the calendar on the wall of the Oasis,
and found, to his infinite surprise, that
the cursed day was like all other days,
not even being granted the distinction
of being printed in red!

Maje knew but one cure for obses-
sions. He applied it, so persistently
that Dave Alderson and Kid Burke
consulted and again put into operation
the little “card-index system” of drink
enumeration.

Doctor Boland’s motion-picture proj-
ect had come as a welcome diversion,
affording, to Dave, a means whereby
Maje could be interested in something
extraneous and thereby won away from
overindulgence in whisky; and to Maje
an opportunity to develop a large but
hitherto-unsuspected talent for theatri-
cals.

And here, again, an alienist would
have found meat, in tracing the anal-
ogy between this histrionic ability and
the brilliant magnetism of Buford Car-
borough. But Maje was no tracer of
analogies; he was chiefly concerned
with getting his mopping finished with
the expenditure of the least possible
physical effort, and with circumventing
the officious interference of Kid Burke
and “Davey” in his personal affairs, as
exemplified by their cursed restrictions
where his drinking was in question.

Why in the world should they be im-
pelled to take his welfare upon their
shoulders? Why not let him severely
alone, to go to the devil after his own
peculiar fashion? And what the rea-
son for all this “ten nights in a bar-
room” realistic photography of old Doc
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Boland’s—was he, Maje the swamper,
to be made into a “horrible example,”
to warn other drunkards away from the
drink that both cheers and inebriates?
He took the matter up seriously with
Davey.

“What s the object of these heah
pichehs, Davey?” he asked as they
rested after filming Johnny the Hop in
a particularly unesthetic environment,
“you an’ Doc goin® join the ol” women
in a Teme’ance crusade?”

“You bet we are, Maje! We are go-
ing to go as far as we can toward put-
ting old Rum on the bum; we are going
to make you good drinking men as
lonely as Robinson Crusoe was on
Thursday! We.are going to show as
many people as we can just how ugly
an old brute you are when you are
soaked to the eyebrows—"

Maje felt a tremor of panic. “Wheah
—wheah you goin” show these heah
films?” he quavered, “all oveh the
United States?”

“Oh, no, just in this state, during the
campaign.”

Maje heaved a relieved sigh. It
would not do; it would not do at all for
his pictured features and environs to
start traveling at random across the
country—perhaps to end at some little
show-house in Alexandria where Caro-
line would learn exactly the sort of
“mercantile establishment” in which
her father was employed!

Matters were not any too satisfac-
tory where Caroline was concerned,
anyhow. Her last letter had seemed to
have, between the lines, a suggestion of
reserve, almost of suspicion, as if at
last she had commenced to pierce his
translucent sophistries and to inquire
as to real reasons for fundamental
facts.

At intervals, for perhaps an hour at
a stretch and generally after he had re-
tired to his bed in the early forenoon,
Maje seriously considered beginning to
abstain from Qasis whisky, though the
bare thought was sufficient to turn his
blood to warm saline water which de-
manded imperiously to be diluted with
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the “cohn-distillate,” as he had face-
tiously termed it.

There had been many, many of these
fine resolves in the past, some of them
maintained for weeks or months, al-
ways to terminate because of some
mental storm-period which weakened
his will-power and resistance, or be-
cause of the damnable, insidious, irre-
sistible fact that he wanted whisky with
every molecule of him and the whisky
always was there before him, waiting,
beckoning, smiling, singing, luring.

Except for the ever-presented means
of gratification, the appetite could have
been fought off indefinitely. It was not
hard to refuse one drink, or another, or
a dozen; it was nearly impossible to be
always and always on guard, when the
very fact that he was on guard was
sufficient to wake the craving if it were
otherwise asleep!

Chancing one morning to see a tele-
gram from Bishop Sumner at Madron
City to Doctor Boland, Maje felt stir-
ring again that queer inner-knowledge
that here was a totally unknown but
vaguely familiar name.

The word “Sumner” flashed before
his eyes a genial, big man, a dinner-
table and other grouped faces, as one
sees a panoramic landscape in the frac-
tional second of a lightning-bolt. It
also brought” dancing back the phrase
he was coming to detest—"“clickety-
click—the tenth of June!”

He had heard that the slow dropping
of water would wear away a slab of
marble ; might not the infinite repetition
of a sequence of words wear away a
man’s brain in a similar manner?

He remembered the ancient jest of
the man condemned to death who peti-
tioned the governor of a state: “Gov-
ernor, I've got to hang on Friday, and
here it is Wednesday!” Maje knew
not what was to happen to him on the
fateful date, but, whatever it was, it
was getting more and more imminent!

It was regrettable that John Barley-
corn did not conduct a proprietary-

dicine busi Maje the p
would have sent in a very sweeping tes-
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timonial. For with Maje, fiendish
Oasis whisky cured obsessions, blues,
hypochondria and all the evils to which
flesh or spirit are heir! As the tenth of
June approached, Maje began a new
course of his old treatment.

Alderson, having affairs of his own
and knowing nothing of Maje’s finan-
cial wind-fall which had netted three
hundred dollars in some secret fashion,
thought that the ten cards on the cash-
register would limit the swamper’s in-
dulgence. This time Maje did not need
to employ subterfuge ; he calmly walked
to the lower town on the edge of the
wind-swept playa and purchased what
balm his hurts demanded.

“Maje is off on a bust again!” Kid
Burke confided to Dave when he noted
the swamper’s uncertainty of walk.

“I wonder where the old tank gets
it!” Dave speculated, “he hasn’t been
bothering me asking for hooze, and I
stopped letting him fill the service-
bottles in the cellar—I'm sure that’s
where he got his skin full of whisky
that time he went rambling across the
country two or three months ago.”

“I don’t know,” the Kid replied,
“but I seen him and Johnny the Hop
early last night hittin’ the trail for
Squatter-town like they’d been over
the road before and knowed the
blazes!”

“But where would they get the
money to buy whisky down there?
There’s no philanthropists running
those dance-halls!”

“I dunno. I guess mebbe Maje is
usin’ up his wages dat way instead of
payin’ his bills.”

“Well, if that's what the old chuck-
awalla is up to, I will just hold his
money and deal it out to him as he
needs it!”

He did; but, contrary to expecta-
tion, Maje offered no demurrer. The
old swamper accepted the new ruling
meekly, and went his bibulous way.
On the sixth of June, he sobered suf-
ficiently to look about him, learned the
date and was seized with unreasoning
panic.
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On the seventh, he was happily opti-
mistic, singing about Josie and Joe as
he worked his mop. On the eighth, he
was morose, sodden. On the ninth he
was gone.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE FIFTH ESTATE.

FEW generations back, a man

named Jean Jacques Rousseau

evolved and proclaimed to the
world his doctrine of the “T'win Es-
tates”—“Les Deux Etats”; on the one
hand, the Nobility, supposedly secure
in their feudal rights as overlords, on
the other hand, the Church, whose
capital “C” acknowledged but one
other equivalent letter in the alphabet,
the capital “S”in State,

Years passed, and Le Tiers Etat,
the “Third Estate” of the Proletariat,
wrote its name largely in letters of
blood upon the page of history, as
chronicled by one Carlyle. In his turn,
Carlyle the chronicler forecast the
birth of another world-force which he
called the “age of pamphlets,” and
which we, catch-word philosophers
that we are, call the Press, or the
“Fourth Estate.”

It remained for the West to labor
and bring forth a fifth, and we hailed
it with jest and jibe, quip and smile, as
our forebears hailed Copernicus or Co-
lumbus,

.+ And Ruth said: “ Entreat me not
to leawe thee, or to return from following
after thee; for whither thou goest, I will
go; and where thou lodgest, 1 will lodge;
thy people shall be my people, thy God my
God; where thou diest, will I die, and
thcre will T be buried. , , .

And Ruth (we use the name in the
larger sense, as symbol for her sex,
calmly disregarding the fact that she
spoke to one of her fellow-militants)—
Ruth has kept her word; has followed
her “Caius” in the bright light and
through the dusk, with hand now ex-
tended to aid him, now suppliant that
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he might guide her when the way was
rough.

Her touch has thrilled, and aided,
and soothed him, from the first soft
maternal finger his small atavistic
hands .clutched to the tear-accompa-
nied aid in his final “little folding of
the hands to sleep.” She has been
friend, counselor, comrade, following,
or leading, even to the Poles, even to
the polls. One tenet only Ruth
omitted from her prophetic avowal—
“Whither thou votest, I will vote!”

It was to this Dr. Boland had re-
ferred, that dawn in the Oasis Bar at
Toquima City, when he shrewdly
pointed out the mistaken policy of the
Drayley administration in overlooking
the “Fifth Estate,” as exemplified in
the “keynote” speech of Governor
Drayley at the annual banquet of the
Associated Vineyardists.

The physician, of course, did not
mean to infer that the Drayley admin~
istration was so utterly imbecile as to
disregard the fact that forty-five thou-
sand women voters would voice their
protest against existing political evils
for the first time at the forthcoming
November election,

He meant simply that the “keynote”
speech was ill-advised and hasty, that
Governor Drayley erred in stating his
opinions so unequivocally at the begin-
ning of a campaign and upon clean-
cut moral issues, where public senti-
ment—at least that portion of public
sentiment which has given to philology
the beautiful word “suffragette”—of
a surety would be antagonistic.

Already the pro - administration
papers were commencing to “hedge”;
editorial after editorial appeared in the
Madron Mail venturing suggestions of
compromise, of dissimulation, coun-
seling temporary avoidance of the
liquor issue.

“Let us equivocate, let us quibble;
let us not act in haste, lest we have
plenty of the leisure resulting from
business stagnation in which to re-
pent!” one imagined them saying.

As for the opposition journals, they
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had seized upon the pretext offered as
a Persian kitten upon a plush-covered
catnip ball! Here was grist for the pol-
ished millstones of a horde of space,
Sunday, editorial and cartoon men,
alert for the first smell of the mixed-
metaphorical fray!

Governor Drayley was a firm be-
liever in the value of publicity; to be
cartooned, caricatured and “written
up” was “all in the game” and desir-
able; but the governor began to have an
uncomfortable feeling that he was be-
ing made ridiculous—a far different
thing, and not at all desirable—when
the Morning Advertiser commenced its
famous series of day-to-day cartoons
entitled “So the people may know !”

The Advertiser, owned outright by
Bishop Sumner, was the official organ
of the Anti-Saloon League, locally
known as “the Antis.” Asked “Anti
what?” Drayley probably would have
answered, “Anti-everything—adminis-
tration, progress, development and con-
structive politics "

Sumner, if the same question had
been put to him, probably would have
said, “Anti what? Anti-graft, anti-
saloon, anti-corruption—yes, if you
will have it so, anti-administration!”

Bishop Sumner owned the Adver-
tiser, and dictated its policies; but the
worthy churchman himself bowed in
fealty to a higher will, that of the
sweet-faced lady who graced his house-
hold. Here entered the far-famed fem-
inist movement; in other words, the
“State Non-partizan Suffrage Alli-
ance,” of which Mrs. Sumner was tem-
porary president.

The Advertiser quite as a matter of
course became the official spokesman
for the inceptive alliance, greeting its
advent with a blare of figurative trum-
pets. The Mail perforce accepted the
claim of Bishop Sumner’s paper, but
found cause for resentment in the loss
of its catch-word nickname, when the
Advertiser began to give equal space to
the women, the day’s news and the
Anti-Saloon League (named in the
order of their relative importance).
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The “Aunties,” the Mail had termed
the prohibitionists with glee; now they
were forced to discontinue use of the
derisive appellation, for fear of am-
biguity—it might smack of: imperti-
nece if Mrs. Sumner and the ladies as-
sociated with her should consider the
epithet addressed to them!

About June first, or, in other words,
about ten days previous to the organ-
ization-meeting of the Suffrage Alli-
ance, the Advertiser began to allot to
the feminists their share of daily space;
your true woman of the world, be she
social leader or clubwoman or politi-
cian, loves her publicity, and the paper
meant to see that this want should be
filled, fully and capably,

The names, pictures and articles of
Mrs. Sumner and the other temporary
officers shared honors with the orator
of the swiftly approaching day, Buford
Carborough. By dawn of the ninth of
the month, the fame of the brilliant
southerner was at is zenith.

Strange, no word from Carborough
had been received to date, and no one
in or about the capital had seen him
since the evening following his master-
ly address to the members of the Anti-
Saloon League; but the orator had
given assurance that nothing but the
pressure of personal or business affairs
should hinder his appearance in June,
and undoubtedly he would have advised
them of such a contingency in plenty of
time to secure another speaker in his
stead.

Bishop Sumner and the railroad
president, John Merling, went ahead
assisting in the preparations for the
feminine “feast of reason and flow of
soul” with an easy confidence that Car-
borough would not fail them.

It must not be supposed that Buford
Carborough had been accepted with-
out the most rigid investigation as
“one of us” by the bishop, his family
and his associates. Far from it. The
day following the meeting of the Anti-
saloon League Sumner had wired the
Washington daily upon which the Ad-
vertiser depended for current news at
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the national capital, asking that a re-
porter be assigned to cover the life of
Buford Carborough.

‘The orator had spoken of Alexan-
dria, Virginia, and Sumner knew that
this city was just, across the Potomac
from Washington. In wiring for in-
formation he was careful to ask that
the correspondence be kept secret, and
that no prying into family affairs
should be done.

A night-lettergram one day later
brought the desired information.
Translated from “journalese” into
English, it was to the effect that the
Carboroughs were an old and réspected
family of Virginia, of which the pres-
ent Buford Fourth was the sole sur-
viving member along the line of direct
male descent.

Carborough had graduated from
Yale, cum laude, in “ninety-four,” and
had commenced to practice law in his
home town. Married one year later
to Caroline Buller; one child, a girl,
now twenty years of age. Wife and
daughter living in Alexandria, very
quietly, giving rise to the supposition
of poverty, which was denied by the
mother and admitted by the daughter
in a private interview.

The reporter suspected family dis-
cord resulting in a separation, although
this was denied by the daughter, who
said her father was expected in Alex-
andria for a visit. Pictures had been
secured by the staff photographer of
mother, daughter, home and surround-
ings, and if notified the Washington
paper would be glad to furnish any
amount of Sunday stuff desired at the
usual rates.

All very satisfactory, and exact
verification of what Carborough him-
self had told them, the bishop ad-
mitted with a slight feeling of shame
at his inquisitiveness.

In his attempt to save words in tele-
graph tolls (and, possibly, because of
the hesitancy of a metropolitan news-
paperman to admit that he had been
baffled at every turn of his inquiry by
two very charming women), the re-
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porter had said nothing about the lapse
of years between the graduation of
Buford Carborough and the present—
an oversight which Bishop Sumner nat-
urally failed to perceive.

However, by reference to the regis-
tration-lists of the State for the past
few years Merling readily found the
name of Carborough among the regis-
tered voters in Lotus County, and this
ended their prying.

Poverty? Yes, there could be little
doubt of that; Carborough’s clothes be«
fore the automobile accident had been
threadbare, although neatly kept and
scrupulously clean except for the soil-
ing it received in-the street. But pov-
erty in this big west was no disgrace;
Merling himself could remember many,
many days in his career when he had
gone hungry to sleep!

In his address before the Anti-saloon
League, Buford Carborough had shown
himself a man of rigid principles and
the ability to present those principles
forcibly and well. In the home of the
bishop he had been affable, courteous
and as poised as if he were the master
of millions instead of a man in worn
clothing whom they had extricated
from under the wheels of a car.

1f Carborough had left home because
of marital infelicity, that also was of
no consequence in this connection; the
reporter said that the daughter knew
exactly where her father was, and that
she expected him home at any time;
this effectually disproved any possible
accusation of willful neglect or deser-
tion on the part of the southerner, In
fact, after the investigation, Carbor-
ough stood higher in the estimation of
his two friends than before.

Inquiry at the Madron Hotel re-
vealed the fact that Carborough had
departed from the capital on the morn-
ing after the meeting of the “Aunties,”
leaving no address for mail to be for-
warded and no inkling as to his des-
tination.

Sumner proceeded to forget the ora-
tor and prepared for the two forthcom~
ing conventions, of the Suffrage Alli-
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ance on the tenth and the. Non-partizan
Fusion on the eleventh of June.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE TENTH OF JUNE.

T was a great speech.
Words are but faulty tools with
which to build visualizations of
other words; phrases limp under the
strain of over-loads; superlatives are
only comparative, after all; and hyper-
bole scrambles metaphor into hopeless
miscuity approaching that into which
one Humpty Dumpty of fable is pur-
ported to have fallen; these are the
limitations of the chronicler who has
no colors nor intonations nor gestures
to aid him.

There is no unit by which oratory
may be calibrated, no turn of phrase to
describe it. The words of Bob Connell,
in the city-room of the Advertiser, are
as good as any.

“It was big stuff, boys,” said Bob,
who ordinarily was not impressed by
anything under the shining sun, “big,
fine, sob-stuff, with a kick in it like that
in the link-motion gears of the justly-
famed Missouri mule! That Carbor-
ough is a wonder; listen to me, because
I am a prophet, though, as usual, with-
out honor: he’s a big man, and he’s
bound for the top of the heap!”

This was fulsome praise, coming
as it did from Bob the cynical.

There is very little need for descrip-
tion; the speech of Buford Carborough
Fourth, before the Suffrage Alliance,
or fragmentary portions of it, are as
familiar to the reader as the words of
Antony above his dead friend, or those
of Rienzi to his compatriots.

Who has not heard, as an instance,
the simple, sheer poetry of his opening
fines, printed a thousand times since
that tenth of June under the caption
“Motherhood” or “Woman”? Who
that would see first here (if we should
render the speech werbatim), his clos-
ing words on “Drink, the Curse of Na-
tions!” Surely, no one. More than
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surely, no one who was present in the
Madron Auditorium that day.

Carborough had reached the capital
city in the morning, had purchased a
complete change of linen and betaken
himself to the barber’s, as on the occa-
sion of his former visit. Not until these
formalities had been concluded did he
call up Bishop Sumner. The latter,
having allowed himself to become
anxious at not hearing from the man
who had changed the meeting of the
Anti-saloon League from a threatened
failure to a pronounced success, had
rushed to the hotel and carried Car-
borough to his home.

A “stag” luncheon negotitated —
Mrs. Sumner being too deeply en-
grossed in affairs of state for the lesser
housewifely duties—the two men had
taken their way leisurely to the Audi-
torium, stopping in at the railroad
offices for John Merling. The president
of the Sierra Western was unfeignedly
glad to see the southerner, his eyes
lighting with an affection as genuine
as it had been quick in incubation.

“Ah, there, Mr. Carborough, seeing
you is like meeting a boy from the old
swimming-hole, sir! How are you?”

“Fine, Misteh Merling, seh, thank
you, seh—fit as a fiddle, as they say
down ouh way; and you all, seh?”

Merling smiled at the colloquialism,
at the friendly solicitude, at the fine
earnestness of the southerner’s cour-
tesy which allowed just-a shade of
anxiety to reflect in his voice as if it
mattered greatly whether or not the
railroad man was “fit as a fiddle,” too!

The audience, as they entered the
assembly-hall and traversed the center
aisle to their seats on the stage, pre-
sented a humorously-apparent reversal
of the order which had obtained at the
meeting of the Anti-saloon League in
April. Now, the women were grouped,
with the tense faces of amateur arbiters
of destiny, on the main floor; the men
filled the gallery, curious as to how the
representatives of forty-five thousand
neoteric electors would wield = their
power.
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The election of permanent officers,
choosing of standing committees and
routine transactions having been fin-
ished at the business-session of the
Suffrage Alliance in the forenoon,
nothing remained except this, the great
public ratification of the fact that the
State Suffrage Alliance was a-borning.

Mrs. Sumner spoke, briefly; intro-
duced the subsequent speakers, and
finally Mr. Carborough, who came to
the edge of the platform as a crescendo
of applause arose from floor and bal-
cony.

Buford Carborough was true to the
best traditions of a southern chivalry,
which is very real despite the jibes of
outlanders and the tiresome pretense
of that strange not-fish-not-fowl, the

“professional southerner.” :

His introduction, as has been said,
was a splendid tribute to womanhood.
Next came an erudite historical study,
tracing feminism from the first vague
manifestations in the concepts of sav-
age races to the doctrines of equality
in suffrage, economics and education;
from the practices of matriarchism to
the near-ultimate of modern sex-bal-
ance.

Exhausting this topic—dwelling not
too long lest he become tedious—he
drifted gradually to the subject nearest
the hearts of all, drink, more especially
in its relation to the life of woman

. through the pages of history.

Her part, he said, had been the pas-
sive one; always had she paid, though
the debt contracted had been another’s;
she had reaped the whirlwind, even
though her “Caius” had usurped the
function of sowing the wind of
thoughtless pleasure. At last it was to
be given her to have a voice in the dis-
cussion, a ballot in the decision; it re-
mained to see how wisely she would
utilize these prerogatives.

At this point, as at an analogous
stage in Carborough’s impromptu ef-
fort before the Anti-saloon League, the
subconscious, abeyant personality of
Maje the swamper intruded, and the
orator sketched for his hearers a de-
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lineation, not of Maje, the drink-cursed
wanderer, but of a woman, and of her
relation to that wanderer—her faith,
her love and ultimate despair.

“Sob stuff,” Bob Connell called it.
“Sob stuff?” . Yes. Sob stuff,
also, were the three pitiful crosses, side
by side on Calvary; so, too, the words
uttered in the Garden of Gethsemane,
and those spoken on the field of Gettys-
burg!

Carborough ended and sat down
amid a silence more eloquent than
tumultuous applause.

The spell cast by the orator upon
his hearers was succeeded by a hum of
conversation and restlessness. The men
and women in the circle of chairs on
the stage turned curious eyes upon Mrs.
Sumner, whose “next move” it seemed
to be. That estimable lady was gazing
out across the hall, rapt in some intro-
spective contemplation of her own.

She saw not the auditorium, not her
fellow-members of the Suffrage Alli~
ance; she was looking at herself, among
imagined scenes and, judging from the
smile that flickered and disappeared,
whatever she saw was very pleasant.
Her lips.moved; an expert lip-reader
might have discerned the words, “Mary
Sumner, maker of Governors!”

To-morrow, the eleventh of June,
would witness the primary or nominat-
ing convention of the Non-partizan
Fusion, in which an entire State ticket,
from governor to clerk of the Supreme
Court, would be placed in the field.
Why not seize upon this, the “psycho-
logical moment,” if ever there existed
such a division of time, to put forward
a man for the executive chair; a man
behind whom they could marshal at -
least a majority of the feminine votes?

Such a man, in the very nature of
things, would not forget the means
whereby his name had been presented ;
again, he would be pledged, by his ac-
ceptance of the candidacy, to support
suffrage, school reform and uplift leg-
islation. The addition of the Alliance
to the forces of the Non-partizans
would strengthen both, and, through
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. ‘
them, the Temperance agitation, which

was to be the paramount issue of the
campaign.

Finally, the incident would redound
to the personal credit of him or her
who should broach the nomination. In
short—why not launch the “boom” of
Buford Carborough for governor of
the State, here and now?

The bishop, seeing that his wife had
forgotten her duty, rose and would
have tip-toed across to her side, but she
recovered her presence of ‘mind, and
reached for her gavel.

“Fellow members and State repre-
sentatives of the Suffrage Alliance,”
she said evenly and clearly, “I have the
honor to propose to you, and to request
a motion to the effect that we, as an
organization banded together for the
good of the commonwealth, pledge
ourselves to support the Non-partizan
State ticket in the November election;
provided, the convention of that party
shall incorporate within its platform
such bills for school, suffrage and
purity-of-election laws as our commit-
tee on legislation shall submit; and pro-
vided further, the said party at its con-
vention to be held in this hall to-mor-
row shall nominate for Governor of
the State the Honorable Buford Car-
borough, of Lotus County !

While his wife was speaking Bishop
Sumner gathered the trend of her
thought. Quietly he pinched the arm
of John Merling and led the mystified
railroad president into the wings.

Merling went reluctantly, holding
back until he caught the name “Car-
borough” at the end of the surprising
verbal bomb-shell Mrs, Sumner was
igniting.

“Well, what do you think of that?”
Sumner demanded.

“I think,” Merling was running his
fingers slowly through his gray thatch,
the while a slow smile widened across
his face, “I think Mary Sumner has
more sense and knows more politics
than the whole kit and kiboodle of us!”

Sumner considered this gravely. “So
do I,” he said.
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As for Buford Carborough, he sat
as though stunned for a long interval.
The effort of his oration had left him
weak and unnerved, his mind sluggish
to receive so startling an impression.

Could it be that he had heard aright,
he wondered—had this regal woman
really proposed his name for the high-
est executive office of a state? Or was
it simply another of the subconscious
murmurings which caused him at tmles
to doubt his own sanity?

Furtively he pinched his leg to see
if his sensory perceptions were normal;
they were, beyond doubt. He tried to
cast back along his career, but that was
more difficult; only a dozen short
periods of time cquld be recalled with
any degree of clearness and, strangely
enough, nearly all of those periods re-
vealed Buford Carborough in a posi-
tion analogous to the one in which he
found himself now—the central figure
in a large concourse of people, the dom-
inant personality in gatherings where
to attain that eminence required stam-
ina, intellectuality and moral fiber
above the ordinary.

True, there were long periods dur-
ing which the individuality of Buford
Carborough seemed to become as neb-
ulous as the genii of a hasheesh dream,
spaces of time covering the lapse of
years for which there was no sem-
blance of memory save the curious,
continual intrusion of that other man,
with the face of Buford Carborough
but with the soul, tastes and moral prin-
ciples of a beast of the field.

It was all fragmentary, enigmatic—
a bit of landscape here, a snatch of
conversation there; now a fragment of
memory returning vivid and clean-cut
as an etching, and now a phantasmago-
ria of scenes and faces and episodes in
confusing heterogeneity.

Even here, with his new-found
friends, Merling, Bishop Sumner and
his wife and these other members of
the Suffrage Alliance, it all seemed un-
real, theatrical, the good people mov-
ing and talking like puppets respond-
ing to strings held by an unseen hand,
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while he, Buford Carborough, sat in a
position apart and studied, analyzed,
classified them.

He pinched his leg again, wishing
that he might subject his brain to some
similar test to find if it, too, were really
awake, or only dreaming through a
trance from which he presently would
recover consciousness and find himself
again the old, battered hulk of a man
who appeared and reappeared in the
back-ground of his mind!

Yet why, he thought, was it neces-
sary for him thus to falter, thus to
question the motives and inner reasons
which lay behind his enigma? To
Bishop Sumner and John Merling,
bowing and smiling encouragement
over there at the side of the stage, he
was accepted, acclaimed as Buford Car-
borough, the leader in a state’s fight
for reform in politics.

To these hundreds of men and
women before him he was the man of
the hour. While that hour should last,
why not realize to the fullest the ideals
of which the present enthusiasm was
the voice?

Suddenly the resolve was made. Let
the unborn future take care of its un-
thought-of contingencies; there was a
fight to be waged, a struggle which
would strain every resource of the
Non-partizan forces, and it would be
the part of a coward to refuse the prof-
fered leadership in the campaign.

This cogitation had taken place
within the space of a few moments.
Even as Carborough rose Bishop Sum-
ner and John Merling entered from the
side and crossed to the orator. At sight
of the churchman and the magnate
shaking hands with Carborough in
silent concurrence with the sentiments
expressed by Mrs. Sumner, the cheer-
ing, loud enough before, became deaf-
ening.

Tears stood in the southerner’s eyes
as he walked forward and raised his
arm for silence. But the time for si-
lence was past, and not a word he ut-
tered could have been heard five feet
away. He stood uncertain, crying with
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nervousness and happiness. Which,
perhaps, was as effective as many
speeches!

CHAPTER XV.
FOR GOVERNOR, BUFORD CARBOROUGH.

HERE are the conventions of
yesterday? The winds of initi-
ative and referendum have

blown them nearly all away—nearly,
but not quite, all. ~In one or two com-
monwealths the wheels of the old politi-
cal machine still whirl, grinding out
what grist the voice of the “boss” di-
rects, but even here the voice has
grown strangely querulous, a plaintive
whine replacing the ancient growl.

Twice had the law for initiative,
referendum and recall passed the Leg-
islature during the Drayley administra-
tion, each time to meet the “thumbs
down” of gubernatorial veto; Governor
Drayley had no intention of “letting
the people rule” while a mere scratch
of his pen could avert such a fell catas-
trophe!

It was easy to pack a convention
with sympathetic “insiders;” it might
prove more difficult to convince a whole
electorate at the polls that the phrase
“business administration on sane, con-
servative lines” was other than a catch-
word of very small relative signifi-
cance!

Bishop Fred Sumner had fought
tooth and nail for the passage of the
referendum measures; but, under the
unlooked-for turn of events brought
about by Mrs. Sumner’s startling ad-
vocacy of Buford Carborough, the
bishop found cause to revise his senti-
ments.

He had meant unobtrusively to lend
his support to the cause of Prohibition,
and to give such space in the columns
of the Advertiser as should seem war-
ranted. Further than that, he had
planned and hoped only that “timber”
for state offices would be found which
would deserve and attain victory at the
election.
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Merling and he had gone over the
available material from which candi-
dates might be selected many times
during the spring months, without
reaching any very definite conclusion.
Sumner himself had been mentioned
as a possibility, as also had Merling,
who was well known throughout the
state as a strong advocate of temper-
ance enforcement.

But it is a curious fact, of which both
of them were fully cognizant, that
neither churchmen, editors nor million-
aires make winning political candi-
dates, possibly because the nature of
their callings conduces toward unpopu-
larity in certain circles.

Up to now, the most likely man in
the state for the executive nomination
had been Dr. J. M. Boland of Toquima
City, one of the old “war-horses” of
the parties going to make up the Non-
partizan Fusion. Boland had signified
his desire to run for an office, but
steadfastly had refused to head the
ticket, even though Sumner had
brought pressure to bear in an attempt
to overcome the physician’s scruples of
modesty.

Boland undoubtedly would get the
nomination he wished—that of Lieu-
tenant Governor, and he remained un-
shaken in the resolve not to “shoot too
high,” as he expressed it in letters to
the bishop at state headquarters. Bo-
land, at present was in the northern
part of the state, laboring on his mo-
tion-picture project, and his latest let-
ters had expressed uncertainty as to
his attendance at the caucus.

Failing to convince Boland that suc-
cess at the polls depended upon his
candidacy, Sumner had turned else-
where. Samuel Bayless, a banker of
Pickford, would have accepted the
nomination, but Sumner looked with
misgiving upon this, too.

What the Non-partizans needed was
not a solid, prosaic business-man; they
required a candidate capable of stir-
ring people, of firing their imaginations
and winning their hearts. Such a man
suddenly had sprung into the lime-
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-Iight at the last moment—Buford Car-

borough.

Now at last Bishop Sumner realized
the importance of being able to dictate
to a convention, without the tedious
and cumbersome process of allowing
the rank and file of voters to designate
their choice of candidates. He oc-
cupied that position, and he meant to
make the most of it.

On the morning of the eleventh of
June he called John Merling at the rail-
road offices, asking for an immediate
conference. There had been no oppor-
tunity for discussion on the preceding
evening, as a round of receptions, din-
ners and dances had followed the suf-
frage demonstration.

Merling arrived and plunged into
the midst of things, as was his wont.
“Morning, Fred,” he greeted, “has the
governor shown up yet?”

“Good morning, John—no, gover-
nor Carborough isn’t here yet, but I
’phoned him, and he said he would
come at once.”

Merling drew up a chair, and low-
ered his voice confidentially. “Fred,”
he said, “I am afraid the southerner is
gomg to jump the hurdles!”

“What do you mean—have you
seen him?”

“No-o, I'm simply putting two and
two together. Carborough has had a
night of sober thought, and I am afraid
he will want to back down, that’s all.” .

“But-why—why should he?”

“Well, for one reason, he will be
scared stiff; for another, he is as poor
as a church-mouse and as proud as the
devil, saving your presence!”

“How do you know all this?”

Merling confessed what he had
learned at the Sierra Western Hospital
on the day of the automobile accident;
that the orator’s clothing had been
threadbare, his linen frayed, and that
there had been precious little of the coin
of the realm in the pockets. But,
characteristically, he made no mention
of his own little “donation for current
expenses,” inserted into the new habili-
ments they had purchased.
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“That is bad,” Sumner shook his
head gravely.

“Not as bad as it might be.”

“No?”

“No. I've got a bank-roll big
enough to choke an elephant. I'll
furnish the money; you must see to it
that it reaches Carborough.”

“Why don’t you do your own chari-
table work ?”

“Simply because I could not get
across with it. I am a rich railroader,
with nothing to redeem me but my
money, from the standpoint of Car-
borough, and he would consider neither
a loan nor a gift from me—he would
think it was tainted- Sierra Western
slush-funds.

“It must be put up to him as coming
directly from party funds, as.a loan;
that is the only condition under which
he would accept, I am certain. To save
your conscience in the matter, I here-
by donate ten thousand dollars to you,
as custodian for the Non-parties, to use
as you see fit. Go to it!”

“Maybe my conscience is not so

tender as you think!” Sumner replied
whimsically, “however, I'll make the
attempt.”
« When the maid announced the
orator, Sumner commenced as soon as
the greetings had been dispensed with.
“Have you had your breakfast, Mr.
Carborough?”

“Oh, yes, Bishop Sumneh, houhs
ago, thank yo’!” Carborough looked
as fresh as if he had slept like a baby;
in reality, he had passed a sleepless
night, twisting and turning in a ner-
vousness that would not yield to the
desperate counting of many thousand
sheep; but the ministrations of a mas-
seur had removed all traces of exhaus-
tion, leaving a much more healthy
color in cheeks and lips.

“Well, then, we can get right down
to business: If John Merling can
stand it to have money mentioned in
his presence without getting out his
sandbag, I would like to discuss cam-
paign funds for a moment.

“You know, Mr. Carborough, under
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the laws of this state all campaign con-
tributions must be published in the
form of affidavits by candidates. For
this reason, all expenses connected with
the campaign of the Non-partizan Fu-
sion are to be paid from the offices of
the State Central Committee out of a
general fund.

“As regards your personal expenses,
should we be able to secure the nomina-
tion, we would wish that you draw
upon the committee for any sums nec-
essary; or, better still, I can see to it
that sufficient funds will be deposited
to your credit, and you may use any or
all of it, as you see fit, rendering an ac-
counting whenever that is convenient.

“I do not know anything about your
personal circumstances, and do not
wish to know anything; I simply am
telling you of our plans, not only in the
case of the gubernatorial candidate, but
for all the state offices in which we are
interested.”

Carborough thought this over care-
fully. As Merling had surmised, he
had come here prepared to refuse the
nomination because of the financial ex-
penditure which would be necessary
and which he was totally unable to
meet.

He had tried to think it out in the
small hours of the night, but had made
slow headway, as that dull, persistent
frontal headache muddled his thoughts,
and the same vagueness of perception
he had noted in the afternoon became
worse as the night wore on. Finally
he had given it up, no nearer a solution
than when he had commenced.

Now, in the light of morning and
logic, finances did not loom so largely
portentous, especially after Bishop,
Sumner had explained. Carborough
decided to ask another question.

“Bishop Sumneh, seh, this pehsonal
fund yo’ speak of: would that be in
the natuh of a loan, to be repaid at
some definite time in the futuh?”

“Yes, surely, if you would prefer to
put it upon that basis.”” Sumner’s
voice held a world of complete indif-
ference. Seeing that the southerner
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was wavering, Merling intruded a
word. “Mr. Carborough,” he said hes-
itantly, “I would be very glad, as a
slight personal favor, to go with you
on a note for the amount advanced—I
think my name would be good for any
sum of that magnitude, wouldn’t it,
Fred?”

“Well,” Sumner grinned, “I would
have to look you up first, John, but 1
think it very probable.”

The facetious tenor of their remarks
was happily chosen; it impressed upon
Carborough, as no amount of argu-
ment would have done, that the finan-
cial aspect of the matter at hand was of
slight consequence, a relatively unim-
portant but necessary detail.

Sumner was too wise to wait for a
definite answer; he went ahead, taking
it for granted that the point was set-
tled. Carborough, not knowing how to
reopen the subject without seeming to
draw too fine distinctions, was perforce
content, and dropped the matter.

“Theh is anotheh thing of which I
must speak,” he said. “I have prom-
ised my lil gal in Vuhginia that I would
pay them a visit. Would that intehfeah
with any of yo’ plans, gentlemen?”

“Why, no, Mr. Carborough, I don’t
see how that would cause any trouble.
How long do you intend to remain
away?”

“Oh, six weeks, two months at the
outside, I should say; I must attend to
some mattehs heah befo’ I leave, then
spend a month oh two with my family,
and pe’haps bring them with me when
I retuhn in the fall, seh.”

Sumner and Merling conferred. In
the likely event of Carborough secur-
ing the nomination his presence in the
early months of the campaign was not
necessary. The Non-partizan campaign
could be conducted by the central com-
mittee as ably and well as if he were on
the ground. No possible objection
could be made, they assured him,

“Now that we have settled as to
what we will do whcn we have grabbed
this nommanon said Merling, look-
ing around for his hat, “let’s go get it!”
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The convention, after the excitement
and furore of the suffrage rally, par-
took of the nature of an anti-climax.
To all intents and purposes Buford
Carborough had been nominated the
day before, by Mrs. Sumner, and one
ballot after his name was presented for
consideration by the delegates merely
confirmed her choice.

Mr. Bayless withdrew his name, and
any hurt he might feel was salved by
presenting him with the nomination
for State Treasurer. At five in the af-
ternoon the Advertiser published a spe-
cial edition giving the complete “slate”
of the Non-partizan Fusion; Buford
Carborough, candidate for Governor;
J. M. Boland, not present, but nomi-
nated by Mr. Merling, for Lieutenant-
Goverrlor, the various lesser state of-
fices being distributed with a view to-
ward allotting patronage to the several
political districts according to popula~
tion.

For the first time in the history of
the state a non-partizan reform ticket
entered the field as a political factor
commanding respect,

Merling, Sumner and Carborough
quitted the audltorlum together,

“Mr. Carborough,” Mer]mg said a$
they stood on the curb, “I congratulate
you from the bottom of my heart—go
in and win! We all will stand behind
you to the last gasp! Now, I have to
go up the line this afternoon. My car
will e coupled onto the ‘Limited,” and
Fred is going with me as far as Pick-
ford. Can’t you join us?”

Carborough could not rouse any an-
swering enthusiasm. He felt old, old
as the granite cobblestones at his feet.
As always, the excitement and mental
labor of the day brought about a physi-
cal and nervous reaction. He was cer-
tain that a rail trip, even on the palatial
Columbine, John Merling’s private car,
would make him car-sick—there was a
suggestion of nausea at the mere
thought of it.

He wanted sleep, sleep, sleep—
hours, days, weeks of complete ob-
livion to overcome the ragged feeling
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and recover his poise. He excused
himself as gently as possible, and urged
the bishop and the president of the
Sierra Western to make haste.

CHAPTER XVL
THE LIGHT FADES.

LONE and somewhat confused

by the busy thoroughfare, Car-

borough wandered at random
about the streets, that most forlorn of
human bipeds, a stranger in a city.

Yet he found on close self-analysis
that the feeling of loneliness was inside
himself, a vast nostalgia for the Caro-
lines, mother and daughter, to whom
he could have opened his heart and
from whom he might receive sympathy,
homage, love, and the sweet “Well
done, thou good and faithful servant,”
which would mean more than the con-
gratulations of a thousand political ad-
mirers.

Of this last form of adulation there
was sufficient and to spare; as he
passed a group of men at a corner one
whispered to another: ‘“That’s him,
that’s Carborough—'Rah for Carbor-
ough!” and the cheer, “’Rah, 'rah, 'rah
for Carborough!” spread through the
crowd as the object of their cheers
doffed his hat and smiled in friendly
fashion.

Man after man whom he never be-
fore had seen stopped him, slapped him
uncomfortably hard upon the back and
introduced him one to another, magni-
fying his little meed of fame after the
manner of ward politicians.

The bedlam of traffic was deafening
to his unaccustomed ears, but it, too,
held something of pleasure, for on the
tongues of passersby, in the voices of
newsboys, on bulletin boards or the
blackboards of mnewspaper or stock
broker’s office the name of “Carbor-
ough, Non-partizan candidate,” was
blazoned or heralded.

This was fame, and Buford Carhor-
ough, Fourth, was not less susceptible to
the glamour than another, He bought
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copies of the extra edition of the Ad-
vertiser, and almost fainted with sur-
prise; on'the front page were pictures,
faithful to the last detail, of Caroline
his wife and Caroline his daughter, the
water-front below Alexandria and the
old home!

Where in all the world had these en-
terprising newspapermen secured their
material upon such short notice. It
was inexplicable. Also it increased his
homesick feeling almost to the point of
physical pain. He felt the need of
communion with “lil Cah’line.” First
he entered the newspaper office, bought
other copies of the edition, ready-
wrapped for mailing, and dropped
them into the mailbox; then he sub-
scribed for the regular paper to be sent
to Alexandria, and returned to the
Madron Hotel.

He wrote briefly to Caroline, telling
his good fortune and mailing a check
upon his new bank account. The letter
was little more than an eulogy of
Bishop Summer and John Merling,
closing with a word of love and the ex-
pressed hope of seeing them very soon.

After mailing the letter he trudged
the streets in the gathering dusk, more
lonely than ever because of the mental
associations called to mind as he wrote.
He stopped at a drug store, purchased
aspirin for his aching head, and walked
on and on.

One by one the incandescents flashed
into being; the daytime clang gave way
to evening sounds of taxicab and hom-
ing crowd. But to Buford Carborough
the scene was of a sudden unreal. De-
spite the drug the headache persisted,
the sense of detachment from his sur-
roundings became more pronounced.

Happening to pass a restaurant, a
feeling of familiarity caused him to
hesitate and attempt to correlate im-
pressions. By an effort he remem-
bered the place; it was here that he and
Sumner and Merling had eaten lunch-
eon on the day of the automobile acci-
dent.

How long ago it seemed! Looking
back, it was as if one remembered a
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vista of the Quaternary, seen during
some previous incarnation. That day
in Madron City, and a scant half dozen
other days, stood out in recollection
like red threads in the drab woof of a
carpet, and even they were vague, as
though the red threads were frayed
and faded by the years.

He entered the restaurant, called for
a private room, ordered a tureen of
clear soup and a chop, and dropped his
head upon his arm. He was tired,
tired to the very soul, and sick and
miserable and old.

The waiter brought his chop, and
stood awaiting instructions, until the
orator, at a loss as to what the man
wanted, called for his check, paid it
and dismissed the servitor. He tasted
the food, desisting at once, for he felt
no hunger.

The room seemed stiflingly hot. The
music of a string orchestra out in the
main dining room was punctuated by a
steady, tempo-shattering “boom-boom”
as of a misplaced bass-drum, but Car-
borough knew that the sound was en-
tirely within his own body.

His eyes burned, the lids twitching
as if he were trying to wink at his face,
reflected in the carafe; his nerves
seemed ragged, frayed, and he knew
that he could not sleep, although he felt
that he had been continuously awake
through the lifetime of a Wandering
Jew.

He must summon all his faculties
and win away from this place before
suffocation ensued. He got to his feet,
walked very carefully to the front of
the restaurant —a hundred miles of
narrow lanes between tables and star-
ing diners, he thought, and out into the
street.

Turning south because the glare of
incandescence hurt his eyes, he walked
to the memorial bridge across the
Madron River, and leaned upon the
concrete parapet, soothed by the ripple
beneath. His nerves gradually quieted,
his head fell forward, and he seemed to

sleep.
Rousing himself as he choked for
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breath, he grasped one corner of his
collar and tore it from his neck, so that
he might breathe. ‘The high beaver hat
slipping onto the parapet, he examined
it with casual interest, then dropped it
into the black water, smiling as it
bobbed along and was lost in the
gloom. Then he went to sleep again.

In an hour a policeman tapped him
upon the arm. “Come, come, move
on!” he said, not unkindly. “This is
no lodging house, sir!”

Carborough looked at him vacantly.
“What—what did you-all say, seh?”

“I say, you will have to hump along,
sir. Where did you stop?”

“At—at the Oasis Bah, seh.”

“The which?”

“The Oasis Bah, seh.”

“I don’t know any bar of that
name here,” the officer said. “Where is
your hat?”

“I—I lost it—in the riveh, seh!” He
thought this as good an explanation as
any; in truth, he had not the faintest
recollection’ where the hat was, or
where he himself was, for the matter
of that!

“I don’t know any Oasis Bar in
Madron!” his interrogator was saying.
“Where is it?”

“In Toquima City, seh. I—I meant
T belong in the Oasis Bah in Toquima
City, seh. Can you tell me wheah you
and I can go and get-lil drink, officeh ?”

“Why, you can get a drink down
here a block or so—I don’t drink—
while I am on shift.”

Thinking swiftly, Maje the swamper
had been able to gather his where-
abouts from the other’s mention of the
city, and his answer evidently had been
sufficiently coherent to satisfy the
minion of Madron’s law.

“Good night, sir!” the blue-coated
policeman saluted and passed on.

Maje skirted the business section,
and at length reached the railroad
yards and the haven of a cheap saloon.
As walking was warm work, he had re-
moved his frock coat and carried it,
folded carefully, on one arm. Some-
what later he left the place, after hav-
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ing fortified the inner man with a great
deal of that which he carried under his
arm in a parcel wrapped in his coat.
He paused, considered for a few mo-
ments, then trudged away down the
track.

Whether or not he intended to walk
the two hundred and seventy miles to
Toquima City is not known. If so, he
had traversed only some three miles be-
fore he repented of his bargain. He
sat on a rail, pulled the cork from his
bottle, threw the cork into the sage
with true Rabelaisan prodigality, and
toasted the high Sierras which guarded
the sleeping Madron Valley. Then he
staggered on, the bottle in one hand,
his coat in the other.

His feet became sore, and he got
down and crawled toward a switch
lamp whieh looked at him from a green
eye—two green eyes—a little way
down the track. It was the junction of
the southern route with the main line
of the Sierra Western, but Maje did
not know that. He waited, entertain-
ing himself as best he could, until a
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freight train flashed into view coming
from the west.

Maje climbed laboriously, removed
the switch light, turned the red eye to
the approaching headlight and swung it
widely.

“What s the matter ?” the conductor
asked, running up breathlessly.

“Nothin’ the matteh, seh,” Maje
mollified him; “I just want to get®
abo’d, seh !’

“Well, I'll be— Got any money?”’

“Yes, seh, plenty of it!” Maje
proved his assertion by revealmg a
handful of legal tender.

“All right, get on. We had to stop
here and turn the switch anyway, or
else I would take a fall out of you!”

Maje smiled his little ingratiating
grin.  “Oh, now, seh, you wouldn’t
’spect a man to stay out heah in the
brush all night, would you?”

The conductor laughed. “T'urn her
loose, Casey!” he called to the engi-
neer. “This old guy stops trains like
he was a personal pal of old John Mer-
ling’s!” 7
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IN SHAKESPEARE'S TIME

BY JAMES S. RYAN

HEN Shakespeare' wrote and Burbage played,
No scenic splendors made a show,

No meretricious “

props

” delayed

The nfighty psychic tidal flow.

There were no big electric signs
Atop of tower or steeple

When Burbage sang the poet’s lines
And Shakespeare charmed the people,

{The majesty of human rage,
The softest fancy’s flight
Regquired no overgilded stage

The people to delight.

’

When Burbage played a Shakespeare parf
He must have felt it in his heart!
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IS baptismal entry read
“Samuel Blodger”; among
the riffraff of the Far East,
the scene of his later efforts
to scratch a living out of his
kind without breaking his
nails or blistering his palms,
he was known as “The Cheery Wrong
'Un.” The “Cheery” part of his nom
de crook was an outward, uncrackable
veneer, his chief stock-in-trade; the
“Wrong”-ness in him was inherent and
ineradicable.

And Sam was in a bad mess. Asa
gambler to whom a fifth or sixth ace
was never superﬂuous, finding his
fleecy lambs in native dens among il-
licit pearlers, opium smugglers, rene-
gade European skippers of Chinese
near-pirates and the like, naturally he
took the rough with the smooth. An
occasional beating up was to be ex-
pected; a black eye or a hot punch on
the nose from a disgruntled sailor with
flat pockets never bothered Sam after
the actual moment of impact. The re-
treating figure of his victim was ever
the signal for the set and oily smile to
settle back into his face.

But this case was different. His
pickings in Macao had not been so
good as he had been accustomed to get
in Singapore. Ships were not so fre-
quent. His first few pluckings had
been shared with Fang, the proprietor
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of the den in which he operated, and
returns had not at all satisfied him.
So he had driven a hard bargain with
Fang, by which he paid a definite rental
for his verandah room, and kept the
proceeds of his games of chance for
himself.

Prospects looked bright again when
a big, briny, rolling seaman fell into
his hands, more than half seas over,
and loaded with money. It wasa com-
paratively simple matter to ease the
victim of his wealth—so easy that Sam
had not thought it necessary to enlist
the aid of other players. Fang, apart
from any arrangement as between ten-
ant and landlord, had always sat in at
Sam’s little games, sometimes as a de-
coy, sometimes as a handy assistant in
case of trouble; and he was ill pleased
at the notion of being left out.

Sam ought not to have slighted a
tried comrade.

His new pigeon submitted to the
plucking operation with noisy good
temper, drinking himself more and
more deeply under the weather as he
lost; but contrary to all precedent, the
more fuddled he became the keener he
watched Sam, and when the last of his
money lay on the table, and Sam smil-
ingly raked it in after a brilliant jug-
gling feat with the dice, the victim got
to his feet unsteadily, balanced him-
self with stubborn determination, and
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without malice calmly spread Sam’s
nose over his face with a battering-ram
of a brown fist.

Now the slighting of Fang bore
fruit. Sam’s yell should have brought
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and Sam’s itching ears were assailed
by a rumbling laugh of drunken tri-
umph.
The heavy hush of the alley seemed
mten51ﬁed for a brief second; then si-

a horde of swarthy, lar bouncers

ously a spiteful curse ripped

to his aid, and his victim would have
been lucky to get out alive. Sam yelled,
and kept on yelling, while the room,
really twelve feet square, contracted to
a tiny space bounded by walls that
pushed him always into the way of a
lurching demon with forty flying fists.

And Fang remained deaf.

It was the heartiest beating Sam had
ever experienced; doubly painful be-
cause, when the playful sailor left him,
a huddled, whimpering heap amongst
the splinters of a bamboo table, the
only piece of currency remaining in the
room was the copper Chinese “cash,”
nailed to the door by a brass tack
through its little square hole and kept
in the place as a luck-piece.

A pipeful of poppy and the ministra-
tions of the local cuticle renewer would
have brought back Sam’s smile had it
not been for the violation of all the
rules of the game. His pride was
touched when his pockets were emp-

tied. Why, the drunken sailor had not”

only taken back the money he had lost;
he had actually taken Sam’s roll, too!

The smile fled far from Sam. He
ceased yelling as his assailant’s foot-
steps died away on the squeaking
stairs, and murder flashed from his
puffed and blackening eyes as he
stepped with catlike tread to the ve-
randa.

A big earthenware pot, containing a
weedy aloe, stood beside the window.
Sam wrenched the plant out, picked up
the heavy pot, and peered over the ve-
randa rail. Below was the back door
of «the den, opening on to a narrow,
noisome alley, full to the brim with
black, fetid darkness, and the scufflings
and squealings of a myriad monster
rats fighting over toothsome morsels
of animal and vegetable garbage.

Out from the denser shadow of
Fang’s house stepped a burly figure,

out from Sam, the earthenware pot
crashed full upon the head beneath,
and the jovial roysterer fell like a
pithed ox, catapulting his senseless
body against the flimsy house walls
with a bang.

Any one of a dozen doors in the
alley might open and belch forth a
human hyena, attracted by the freshly
smitten prey, and Sam wanted the prey
for himself. Swiftly extinguishing the
light in the room behind him, he slipped
over the veranda rail and dropped to
the ground beside his victim.* Before
he knelt to search for booty he bent a
keen ear to catch any note of warning;
and faintly, above the hum of the port
and a far-off clatter of steam winches,
he heard brisk footsteps and rough
voices speaking in English.

Biting off a furious malediction
which consigned nocturnal ramblers to
perdition  wholesale, the Cheery
Wrong *Un glided like a shade into the
dark doorway at his back and peered in
the direction of the approaching foot-
steps. At the end of the alley toward
the water-side a single lamp winked like
a yellow eye in a black face, and in the
lesser blackness of its gleam swung
three men, clad in white, in uniform of
sorts.

Sam’s acquaintance with uniforms in
the East was not extensive. He cast
one swift, sorrowful glance at the fig-
ure on the ground, sighed from the bot-
tom of his regretful soul, and vanished
like an eel in a bucket of oil, breathing
one word : -

‘“‘Police!”

At last the combined forces of evil
luck threatened to erase the smile from
the Cheery Wrong 'Un’s fat face for
good and all. Sam used all his un-
canny knowledge of byways of human
cesspools and found brief sanctuary
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among others of his own kind and
color. But Fang had been busy, too;
the withered old Chinaman was a
power in the Macao gambling world,
which is as swift a planet as any in the
whirling world of chance, and the raid-
ing and complete cleaning out of his
place which had followed close upon
Sam’s exploit had started a buzz of
comment which sounded unmistakably
hostile to Sam’s trained ears.

The staggering knowledge that even
Portuguese territory was not safe for
~him any longer took the wind out of his
sails. Singapore was long since closed
to him; his brother jackals had prom-
ised him before he left that port that
if he ever showed his oily grin back
there again he need have no fear of the
police; the undertaker would take care
of his carcass.

Shanghai—well, he’d never reach
Shanghai; he’d be smelled out by a
fresh-faced English policeman before
the ship’s anchor fairly took hold of the
mud at Woo-Sung. And as for Hong-
Kong, there was an ugly matter of a
man, last seen in Sam’s company,
found in a Kow-Loon fan-tan joint
with a knife between his shoulders.

The veneer of his cheeriness was
badly strained whenever Sam allowed
his mind to wander to Hong-Kong.

But the glaring necessity of leaving
Macao was before him. Everywhere
he went that was placed first in the
news he got, and he consigned to the
darkest dice-less, card-less, prohibition
depths of a womanless hereafter the
sailor who had left him penniless in
such a plight. There was only one
small glimmer of light in his darkness:
among other activities, he had dabbled
during slack times in a little scientific
crimping, and still had one or two
friends in that line.

To Leoung-Foo, wealthy owner of
sampans and dealer in sailors’ souls,
Sam therefore applied, asking aid in
getting out of the port on the strength
of services before rendered.

“No can do, Misser Sam,” breathed
the Chinaman softly, pushing the door
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against his applicant.
look f’you. You go ’'way!

“Hey! what’s up?” demanded Sam,
inserting a foot between door and
lintel. “You get me a ship out of here,
see? I got to leave to-night.”

Sam shoved hard against the door,
and immediately behind the wood he
heard pattering feet and whispering
voices. The pinch upon his boot in-
creased as men put their weight against
the door, and a sweat broke out all over
him as he realized the far-reaching
power of Fang’s influence. He saw
that if he ever got clear of Macao it
must be by his own wits, and he gave
up struggling with the insistently clos-
ing door.

He asked, before withdrawing his
foot altogether :

“Hey, Leoung-Foo, I'm going. Tell
me if there’s any ships leaving, will
yuh? That’s all I want.”

“I'wo steamer go 'way chop-chop,”
returned the soft voice of the China-
man. “Both load at dock bottom dis
street. One he go Samarang. Oller
one he go Hong—"

“All right, all right,” sang out Sam,
backing away. “It’s the Dutchman for
mine! So long, and thanks, old boy.”

On his hurried way down to the
wharf Sam chuckled aloud at the new
avenue of escape. The Dutch islands
had never occurred to him; there, at
least, he was unknown, and a fresh,
perhaps fruitful, field lay open to him,
In any case, whatever the prospects
might be in Java, it was unthinkable
that he waste his time with the Hong-
Kong ship. There was no doubt as to
his prospects in the “Isle of the Scented
Stream.” :

The glimpse of a flitting figure in
white duck uniform reminded him
sharply that he was an object of much
interest to the police, and for thirty
seconds the Cheery Wrong 'Un halted
with bated breath in the shadow of a
warehouse, debating in his mind
whether, after all, it was safe to board
any ship, wherever bound, just then.
But stronger than all the imaginary

oliceman he
B
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terrors ahead, behind him was the rec-
ollection of a dark alley, a shattered
flower-pot and a fallen man.

Sam braced up his courage, fixed his
face in the oilest of smiles and marched
up the gangway of the Samarang
steamer.

“Passage?” queried the skipper, to
whom he addressed himself, looking
Sam over from top to toe. Signs were
not lacking of the rough-and-tumble
treatment he had received in Fang’s
gambling-house. On the steamer’s fore
deck men were busy unrigging cargo
lights; on her forecastle-head others
worked at singling up mooring lines,
and the skipper evinced little inclina-
tion to devote much time to a man of
Sam’s outward condition of impecuni-
osity. -

“Passage?” repeated the skipper.
“Got any money ?”

“Why;, no, skipper, not right here.
But I'll pay you in—"

“Oh, sure! No doubt you will. I
need another hand in the stokehold.
Want a job firing?”

Sam shuddered, and his face went
gray for an instant. Feeding ravenous
furnaces in the hot belly of an iron
steamboat had no place in Sam’s am-
bitions. In an instantaneous compari-
son between stoking a steamboat and
humping rock for the Government in
a chain-gang the stoking gave him the
more violent qualms.

“Do I look like a fireman, cap’'n?”’
asked Sam deprecatingly, bringing his
inevitable smile to bear. “I'm a man
of leisure, and not—"

“You may be the Rajah of Kiss-me-
hand for all I care;” snapped the skip-
per. “You don’t look much, anyhow,
and a passage costs real money in this
ship. If you're crazy to leave this
man’s port there’s a job below. If you
don’t want to take it, gettahelloffmy
ship!”

The Cheery Wrong 'Un gulped
noiselessly and cast a fearful look back
at the town, where lay his natural ene-
mies. But that job of stoking stuck-
hard in his gizzard. He couldn’t force
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himself to undertake that horrible ser-
vitude without another try for an alter-
native.

“I can get you a stoker, cap'n, if
you'll give me a passage,” he blurted
desperately without the remotest idea
of where such a man could be found
just then, but hoping for the best.

“¥You get men?” The skipper’s tone
was incredulous. “Where d’ye think
you can get men when old Leoung-Foo
himself can’t get ‘’em?”

“Make a dicker, cap’n,” urged Sam,
his old assurance returning. “Do I get
a passage if I find a good, husky fire-
man?”*

“Surely. But don’t come abeard
my ship again unless you have the
goods. So we might as well say so-
long.”

Sam slipped down the gangway
again, and almost ran along the wharf
in the direction of the small boat-land-
ing. His quick-moving wits had
worked at high pressure while making
his bargain, and a bright ray of hope
had rewarded the stress of his brain.
Leoung-Foo might turn him down—
had undoubtedly done so; but Leoung-
Foo's samipans were manned by the
water-rats who: carried out his nefari-
ous schemes for supplying unwilling

" labor to short-handed ships; and these

men knew Sam, had done jobs for him
at the behest of their legal master and
had been well paid for them, for the
Cheery Wrong 'Un was free of hand
when flush of money.

There was the bare chance that
Leoung-Foo had neglected to convey
to his men in the river the altered
status of Sam Blodger, and toward the
sampans hurried Sam. Every sampan
was fitted with a tiny, shed-like house
aft for the accommodation of her two-
man crew; but in only one small house
was there a glimmer of light, and Sam
stepped down into this sampan.

Of course all the water-rats were
congregated together to pass a hectic
night of gambling. They did that
every night when idle. .
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Here again his judgment was adrift.
* His feet had scarcely touched the tiny
after-platform of the boat when he
was confronted by dark, menacing fig-
ures swarming out of the house. The
light went out suddenly, but Sam
caught the flash of steel inside before
it went. Hoarse voices within were
hushed, and in his ears outside hummed
angry tongues. He made himself
known, and the angry note diminished,
but an undercurrent of suspicion still
lay in the voices that spoke to him.
“You no stopalong here, Misser

Sam,” warned the boatman in whose

sampan they stood. “No play fan-tan

to-night. To-mollow. Go 'way now.”
s “Huh, listen,” returned Sam, in ex-
* tremity. “I don’t want to play. I
want one fireman for steamer. You
help me find, yes? I pay you proper
to-morrow.”

A rapid interchange of unintelligible
river jargon ensued among the boat-
men, and apparently a dispute was on
foot. The boatman-in-chief, However,
wielded some authority, and soon he
turned to Sam and asked :

“What ship? He make sail one-
time? Chop chop?”

“Right away,” stated Sam emphat-
ically. “Only waiting for one fireman.
Come on. You can get a man for me,

es?”’

A further jabbering argument was
quickly settled, and a scuffle was heard
inside the black-mat cabin. Then the
boatman briefly bade Sam lead on, and
he followed with a companion ; between
them the two Chinamen bore a naked
white man, while a third boatman ran
alongside hurriedly wrapping a filthy
loin-cloth about the stark figure as he
ran.
Too elated to bother with the prob-
lem of what the white man had been
doing aboard the sampan, only making
quite sure that it was not a corpse he
had secured, Sam boldly led the way
up the steamer’s gangway again, and
reported his success to the astonished
skipper. That busy person briefly
waved an order to carry the new fire-
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man aboard, and as briefly conducted
Sam to a small cabin off the saloon;
then went about the business of getting
his ship to sea.

The Cheery Wrong 'Un took imme-
diate advantage of his new lodgings to
the extent of treating himself to a
good, refreshing wash and brush up.
Then he removed his shoes and
stretched himself on the bunk, luxu-
riously relaxing to the manifold
sounds of bustling preparation outside.
Hatches were slapped into place, iron
battens clanged into their cleats, far
forward the forecastle windlass clat-
tered metallically and wound in the
snaking wire springs.

Voices sounded in a loud exchange
of reports between forecastle, stern and
bridge, and Sam closed his eyes peace-
fully as ‘the engine-room telegraph
rang out “Stand-by!”

To his lulled senses it seemed as if
somewhere, far away, many tongues
were wagging in furious debate. He
smiled contentedly, for such was an in~
variable accompaniment to the business
of sailing. But voices sounded much
nearer to his small cabin, and Sam
wrenched himself back from the brink
of dreamland with a start, and sat up,
Two men were in the saloon, just out-
side his door, and one spoke in tones of
disgust; the other was sarcastic—
biting.

Sam thrust his head outside the door
and listened.

“Any trouble, cap’n?” he inquired
nervously. “Going to sail to-night,
ain’t you?”

Both men ignored him. They were
too full of their own troubles.

“Here we are, ready for sea, and
held up by that drunken Jock Ballan-
tyne!” fumed the skipper. “He’s been
ashore since noon to get one measly
fireman! What you wanted to send a
boozy, shore-crazy second engineer on
an errand like that for beats me. I've
got you a fireman without stepping off
the ship!”

“Jock’s all right, skipper,” retorted
the other—chief engineer he was; “I
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thought he was aboard long ago.
Maybe something’s happened to him,
He knows we're sailing as soon as the
cargo’s in. I think I'll slip ashore and
see if I can find him.”

“Slip ashore nothing !’ exploded the
skipper. “We'll sail without him!”

Sam withdrew his head and closed
the cabin door. He smiled happily,
feeling perfectly secure now. He
blessed the skipper from the bottom of
his heart for having so keen a sense of
duty to his employers, whoever they
might be. He stretched himself on his
bunk again, sighing blissfully, and al-
lowed his senses to drift off into a
visionary realm in which Samarang
and a plethoric bank-book were em-
bodied in welcoming genii as he dis-
embarked in his new haven.

Then again in the cabin rose angry
voices—three of them now, and they
were close to the door of his berth.

Sam leaped from the bunk, his skin
going flabby and damp as the sweat
poured down him.

He recognized the skipper’s voice,
and the chief engineer’s; the third
voice sounded vaguely familiar, though
he couldn’t place it. He was speedily
enlightened. The door was flung open,
two men entered the berth, and two
huge, horny hands grabbed his collar
and hauled him into the saloon.

A third great hand fell heavily on
his shoulder, twisting him around with
ridiculous ease until the light shone full
upon his face. That third hand pos-
sessed the same vague familiarity for
Sam as had been conveyed by the voice.

He raised his eyes, half terrified, and
they fell on the naked figure.of his own
contribution to the stokéhold strength
of the steamer. And topping the
glistening, muscular figure, leered the
face of his late gambling antagonist,
bandaged about the skull, grim as to
lips, but alight with unholy joy—and
awfully, horribly sober.

“So this is the little man who took
me away from those river pirates, is
it?” chuckled the second engineer,
“And put. me into the fireman’s
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fo'c’s'le! Well, I don’t know that I'm
quits for that flower-pot at that. I'm
skinned now, clear to my shirt.”

“What's it ‘all about ?”” demanded the
skipper. “We’d ought to be half way
down the harbor by now, and we're
still short of that fireman., Where've
you been, Jock?”

“Oh, just a ramble, skipper,” grinned
Jock. “I had a little dice game with
this gent. I won all his money, didn’t
I, sonny? Then a flower-pot fell on
my crust and I got knocked out. The
police got to me before any of them
alley rats could reach me. They patched
up my head, and I started to come
aboard. Then I remembered we wanted
a fireman, and I slipped along the river
to seek one. Next thing I knew was
that I was waking up in yon sweet~
smelling fo'c’s'le.”

The skipper broke in impatiently:

“You're still lacking your fireman.
You'll have to do with a man short,
for T won’t hang about any longer.”

“Sure, we'll hook her out right away,
skipper,” returned Jock. “We're lack-
ing nobody now,” and he took Sam by
the wrist and beamed upon his chief
and the skipper.

The grip on his wrist was like a
shrunken iron band, and Sam saw his
fate clearly. He shivered, and gulped:

“All right. I'm it. Where’s my
shovel 7

His right to the name he went under
was established there, in his hour of
discomfiture. He smoothed his shining
face into a slick smile, and remarked:

“Sooner I get to work, the sooner
T'll get to Samarang.”

Then came the utter catastrophe.

“Samarang?”’ the skipper asked
irritably. “Who told you this ship
was going to Samarang "

“Ain’t you going to Java, skipper?
Ain’t you?” gasped the Cheery Wrong
’Un. “Don’t say you're going to—"

“We're going to Hong-Kong, son,”
snapped the skipper, mounting the
stairs two at a time, leaving Jock Bal-
lantyne to follow with his stricken
stokehold hand.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

OHN NORTH, the commanding spirit of the great United Products Corporation, the
richest and most powerful concern in the world, is attending a banquet on the roof

of the mighty Olympian Building in New York, when he sces a wonderously beautiful
girl, attended by a handsome young cavalier of foreign appearance. Realizing that he
is on the verge of falling in love with her, which he has no wish to do, he goes to his
rooms, shaves his heavy, blond beard, and getting into his huge aeroplanc, heads it south-
west and lets it go. Ultimately he lands in the middle of a swamp near the Gulf, where
he is found by Jean Genet, a native of the little isolated village of Vaudreil, Loulslana,
who takes him home. There he gives his name as Mr. South of Somewhere, and is con-
versing with the village doctor and wise man, Dr. Carondelet, when a young man, Bap-
tiste Lafréniére, whom he recognizes as the companion of the girl he has seen in New
York, approaches, forces a quarrel on him, and challenges him to a duel. He accepts,
naming as a weapon a bomb, that a returned soldier from France has brought over, it to
be placed between them and the fuse lighted. This is done, when suddenly the girl her-
self appears and rushes toward them. Mr. South catches her in his arms, kisses her, and
forces Lafréniére to take her out of danger, while he stays by the bomb. Luckily the
bomb does not explode. Later that evening the girl's uncle, Joseph de la Chaise (her
name, he learns, is Enterpe de la Chaise) calls at the inn, and asks him to come to his
home. for the purpose of apologizing to his niece for kissing her on the dueling-ground.

Mr. South goes, his head awhirl.
CHAPTER XIIL
A PIRATE'S HOME AND HOARD.

R. SOUTH OF SOME-

WHERE walked with a

swinging stride alongside

the uncle of Enterpe de la

Chaise, a prey to peculiar

emotions. So he held his

tongue, for the thing he had

unhesitatingly pledged himself to do

he had never before done in all his life
~—apologize.

Had any other person in the world

made a similar demand it would have

been as brusquely refused as it had

been readily granted to the avowed
guardian of the Creole beauty. Mr.
South, however, was quite uneasy—
not so much because he had pledged
humiliation to himself as because of
the person to whom his words must be
directed. :

He was utterly insane, without a
doubt.

But after all, it was the kind of
lunacy, so he consoled himself, which,
in ordinary men and women, made the
world go round. In his case, however,
it would probably result in more per-
sonal opprobrium—for those scarlet
lips could pout-as obdurately as they

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for May 6.
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could smile beatifically—those swim-
ming, amorous pools of eyes could
sparkle with anger as intensely as his
own tawny orbs.

And therein-lay the rub.

Mr. South realized that Enterpe de
la Chaise was far removed from the
conventional milk-and-water type of
female seeking a protector—as much as
he was, in his own eccentric way, re-
moved from the routine life of some
indifferent individual of his own sex
who starts in with a business house
and by punctuality and the unremitting
exercise of all other cardinal virtues,
establishes a world’s record for punch-
ing the time-clock on the second—
until he is at an age when he can re-
tire—and degenerate—on a pension,
with all the respectability inherent in
the commonplace.

The very fact that he was now
plunging along the ancient flagged
walks of Vaudreil on such an errand
but emphasized the willful pride of
Enterpe. Otherwise, why the apology?
Mr. South was sure that the amiable
old uncle, trotting placidly by his side,
possessed no initiative to demand it for
himself—he was, doubtless, echoing
her wish, although uttering it as his
own.

His reflections were cut short by a
remark from Joseph de la Chaise,
whose tone suggested confirmation of
South’s previous deductions regarding
his character—or lack of it.

“You are not well acquainted with
this section, m’sien?” he hazarded,
with a glance that might have come
from a rabbit.

“What I lack in extent I seem to
atone for in intensity,” evaded Mr.
South, with a rumbling chuckle.
“Have you lived here long?”

“Oh, yes, m’'sieu. 1 was born in
Vaudrell in fact, in the house whither
we are bound.”

“Is it far from here?” indifferently
queried the stranger.

“About a mile beyond the home of
M. jacques Lussat—you have heard of
him—no?”
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“I do not seem to place him—no, I
think not.”

“M. Lussat is the ablest advocate in
this section. He is also the county
prosecutor.”

“Judging from the conduct of Bap-
tiste Lafréniére, the able M. Lussat is
not overwhelmingly convinced that
duels are worth troubling himself
about, I should say,” rejoined South,
sarcastically.

“Ah!” The elderly Creole’s expres-
sion suggested possibilities. “M’sieu,
you have not heard why M. Lussat
does -not interfere with the code
duello?”

“I plead utter ignorance of the pros-
ecutor’s neglect of such matters. In
fact, M’sieu de la Chaise, the only
thing that interests me in Vaudreil is
my present errand—and yourself.”

Enterpe’s uncle shot him another
sidewise glance, half-timid, half-eager,
as if he greatly desired to uncork some
information which, however, owing to
Mr. South’s polite aloofness, he would
forego.

But his natural garrulity impelled
him to renew the chat when, after
passing the moody but prim residence
of M. Lussat and rounding a curve in
the bayou road, in the distance gleamed
the bright lights of a larger and more
pretentious house than Mr. South had.
seen in the village itself. It was not
without a certain degreee of pride
which showed in the wave of his hand
and the tone of his next remark that
Joseph de la Chaise said:

“There, m’sien, is my home—and
Enterpe’s.”

To his companion the effect was
much the same as if he had said:
“Behold, wanderer! Before thine
eyes is the sacred tripod of Delphi—
and the flame which thou seest is from
the altar fires of the Oracle herself.”

Mr. South stopped short, transfixed
with admiration for the sight. The
mansion itself was huge, and sat on a
knoll rising from the low ground
around it so abruptly that the outlines
of the building showed half above the
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tops of the trees. Every window was
blazing with light. And on the
curiously shaped apex of a tower,
rising above the north wing, was a
blazing brazier-like basket, filled with
pine knots or some resinous wood,
which flared up into the heart of the
quiet night not unlike the beacon-flame
of some dead-and-gone band of wreck-
ers seeking to lure a ship to its doom
with a false signal,

“What in the world is that?” de-
manded Mr. South.

“M'sien—"

_ There was a querulous note in the
stammering attempt which Enterpe’s
uncle made as he started to reply. Mr.
South shrewdly conjectured that the
heacon was something which the older
man had not anticipated—something
which suggested disquieting possibili-
ties—there could be no doubt of it,
judging from his sudden trembling.

“It’'s nothing to me, m’sien,” de-
clared Mr. South, again pressing reso-
lately forward. “Only, the oddity of
it struck me—otherwise I should not
have asked.”

“My home,” resumed the other, after
a few more steps along the cypress-
lined roadway, “is an historical place,
after a fashion. You see, m’sien, the
great Jean Lafitte once lived' here—in
the days when he fought three na-
tions—"

“Three?” incredulously echoed his
companion.

“Three!” affirmed Uncle Joseph
proudly. “Spain, Great Britain and the
United States—he took them all on,
one after the other. It was this way,
m’sienw: In the first decade of the cen-
tury beginning with the year 1800, the
war with France and Spain filled the
great Gulf below with French priva-
teers. These got rich booty from the
Spanish galleons. They used the isl-
ands of Guadaloupe and Martinique as
their bases.

“Then, Great Britain took a hand—
and the French privateers were as
homeless as Noah’s raven—nowhere to
go on the face of the broad waters, ex-
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cept America, which, also, was lined
with Spaniards, save only here in
Louisiana, which, in 1803, became a
territory of the United States. So the
French privateers had no choice but to
come to Barataria—barring the coasts
of France, which lay too far away.

“Hither, then, they came. And Jean
Lafitte—himself a Frenchman and a
gentleman, spealing English, Spanish
and Italian as fluently as his own
tongue—hither, as I say, m’sien, came
Jean. This house that is now mine was
his.  And here, often, in the past years,
that beacon blazed to guide his hoats
up and down the tangled waterways
leading from New Orleans out upon
the broad, sparkling waters of the Gulf
—and the Spanish Main beyond.

“On the isles of Barataria they built
what was called the “Femple,” and
hither came those French privateers
with their booty—and from there, the
boats of Lafitte and the men of Lafitte
crept up the bayous and the fourches
with their goods, which were, sold in
New Orleans by Jean and his cross-
eyed brother, Pierre. They grew very
rich, M’sieu South!”

“So I should imagine!” muttered
South. “Well, how did it all end,
M’sieu de la Chaise?”

“Jean Lafitte, he who organized the
contrabandistas, had been an officer in
the French navy before he became a
merchant,” went on de la Chaise,
proudly. “Everywhere—" he swung
his arm in a wide circle to indicate the
directions, “went his hoats, even as far
west as the Lac des Allemands. His
captains, Beluche You and Dominique
You, and Rigoult, and Johannes—they,
too, grew rich.

“Then Spain, England and the
United States fell upon them—an offi-
cer seized some contraband goods at
New Orleans. This was in October,
1813. They put a price upon Jean’s
head—pouf—he laugh at them all—
and still his schooners sail right up the
big broad river, protected with his own
scouts—as far as Donaldsonville. He
fortify his island and he print his paper
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—La Lanterne Magique—and he say,
‘Come and take me!” And they do not
come, m’sieu, for two years.

“Then they capture both Pierre and
Jean—but they disappear—and then
Jean is reported found again,- this
time, m'sieu, through treachery—here,
in this house. And, down to the cala-
boza he goes in Vaudreil, thence to
New Orleans. But, always, the pris-
oner he is the gentleman—not like the
canaille Culbert and Magilbray knaves,
who hide out in Cottonwood Creek.
Then, Lafitte, he disappear from the
prison—how, no man knows. And
they offer one thousand dollars for
him, thinking it it Jean—but, instead it
is Pierre—and all the time Jean is on
his Baratrarian island.

“Then, a great expedition attack
Grand Terre and Cheniére Caminada,
another island, also fortified. The men
of Lafitte fight bravely—but they are
outnumbered. They are shot down, or
compelled to surrender. All buildings
and stores are destroyed, his telegraph
torn down, and seven vessels, including
the General Bolivar, are taken, with
their batteries—but of Pierre and Jean,
m’sieu, there is no sign—they escape up
Bayou La Fourche to the German
Coast. They come out only to fight
with General Jackson against the Brit-
ish—Pierre and Jean and Captain
Rigoult and Captains Beluche and
Dominique You—all brave men, and
General Jackson, he call them ‘these
gentlemen.” ”

“And then, m’sieu?” breathed Mr.
South, his flaming eyes and quick
breathing showing his intense interest
in the story.

“Lafitte and his captains, they stand
by General Jackson, when he is fined
one thousand dollars for contempt of
court at New Orleans. They draw his
carriage through the streets. There is
a great ball, one night. General Cof-
fee, he is introduce to Jean Lafitte—
and hang back. Jean, he advance, and
says: ‘I am Lafitte, the pirate—you
not know me?” And he laugh.

“Then he go to be Governor of Gal-
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veston, where General Jackson ask
him, where, also, at one time before
Jean has a private island. Then he
fight the United States revenue cutters
again. He is defeated. But they do
not know Jean. He go to Cape An-
tonio, Cuba, and he re-fit another ship,
the General Victoria, and then two
more. Governor Villeré, who succeed
Claiborne, the first governor under
American rule, in Louisiana, he issue
proclamation, in which he say: “This
Lafitte, he make the waves of the Gulf
to groan!” No man knows, m’sieu,
how or when Jean Lafitte die—some

say—

And here Joseph de la Chaise peered
out at a suspicious rustle in the shrub-
bery, for they were now nearing the
house.

Mr. South of somewhere looked in
the same direction. 3

“I guess it is only the night wind,
rustling the leaves,” said he, quietly.

“That beacon,” went on his mentor,
in a hushed tone, “was last light up in
1822—when Jean he come back by
night—with much treasure. That was
the last they see of him, m’sieu, and of
the treasure—well, there be many who
would give something to know—some,
m’sien, here in Vaudreil.”

“A wonderful story,” observed Mr.
South of Somewhere, as they came up
the neatly graveled walk, curving as
gently as a Cupid’s bow, to the ornate
veranda of the great mansion. “How
did you come to know so much of it?"”

Joseph de la Chaise drew himself up
with a certain hauteur hitherto foreign
to him. “He was my grand-uncle,
m’sien, and the great-grand-uncle of
my niece, who awaits us. Come, shall
we go in?”

CHAPTER XIV.
MOONLIGHT MADNESS.

NTERPE DE LA CHAISE was
waiting for them.

She was like old ivory in her
gleaming black gown.
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The maddening curves of her, the
sweet throat which seemed rising like
a graceful Grecian column on some
holy temple to the tawny-eyed monster
who slouched defiantly into her pres-
ence, the savage yet god-like woman-
hood of her flamed like the beacon on
the tower—but it was the flaming up of
an elemental affinity, profounder than
sex, deeper than discretion, ages older
than even language.

Had he been on the broad bosom of
the sea, Mr. South* of Somewhere
would have re-christened himself Ulys-
ses, the ship Argo, and bound himself
to the mast to escape the wild music,
trailing invisible banners of aerial
bronze behind the silken tones of her
simple welcome.

He nerved himself to look into her
eyes—and, unlike the sodden Hippolyte
Alimiere, in them he saw the waving
shapes and shadows of his first over-
whelming intuitions—deepening even
as he gazed, half-enthralled, into an un-
shakable conviction that she was for
him—and for him alone.

Then, something like panic seized
him.

He wanted to turn and run at one in-
stant—at the next he felt he must do
something extraordinary, something
weird, something utterly bizarre—even
tear off the roof, if need be, to win her
approval; for, no philosophy and no
science was proof against the fire of
those limpid eyes, just as no geometri-
cian of the heart had ever plotted the
tangent of the curve of those lips—now
wreathed in a gracious smile.

“Won’t you sit down, m’sieu?” said
Enterpe, after some queer noises which
Mr. South of Somewhere vaguely
recognized as emanating from her un-
cle’s throat, and which, probably, were
intended to be in the nature of a for-
mal presentation.

He staggered to a divan and dropped
upon it like a man_with a bullet in his
heart. This apocalyptic vision utterly
unnerved him. She wore no ornaments
save an ancient gold coin on a golden
thread around her throat.
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Mr. South of Somewhere blessed
Uncle Joseph for his shrill query.

“Enterpe, the beacon it is burning ?”

“Is it?” she replied, as she took a
chair opposite the two men. “Well,
what of 1t?”

“Nothing,” admitted Joseph de la
Chaise, meekly. “Only, I was wonder-
ing how it came to happen—that’s all.”

The girl ignored him and turned her
eyes, expectantly, upon the shriveled
South. He leaped up, as if propelled
by the springs of the upholstery of the
divan—springs which had suddenly be-
come white-hot would have produced
much the same effect.

“Mlle. de Ia Chaise,” he began, steel-
ing himself to his repugnant obligation,
“I have come to present my profound
apologies for my presumption—my vio-
lence—my hateful behavior—"

He was stumbling, incoherently, un-
til he saw her look of swift surprise.

“I do not understand, m’sien!” said
she.
South turned with a look of sudden
fury upon the rabbit-faced little man
who had lured him thither.

Enterpe’s brows contracted some-
what as she divined the reason for the
stranger’s attitude. But Uncle Joseph,
with the fatuousness of a mediocre
mind who is confident, despite appear-
ances, that his conduct has been irre-
proachable, beamed :

“My dear niece, you told me to bring
him and T suggested that he apologize
for his unseemly behavior before all
of Vaud—"

She checked him with a haughty

and.

“¥Y ou told him to apologize "

“Why not, Enterpe? As your guar-
dian, it is my duty to see that no act of
another’s shall lower you in public es-
teem. You know how people gossip
around a little village like—"

“My dear uncle, you are no longer
my guardian!”

Uncle Joseph shook himself like a
dog-who has stepped upon a live wire
and who cannot understand the queer
senlsation which the same has imparted
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to his paws. He blinked and blinked
and blinked—his open mouth refusing
to voice the query his rabbit’s eyes con-
tained.

“You were, you know,” went on En-
terpe, with a delicious drawl, “until
just a few minutes ago. Can it be pos-
sible, Uncle Joseph, that you have for-
gotten that this is my birthday—that T
am twenty-one to-day—that I am now
my own mistress, under the laws of
Louisiana? You asked about the bea-
con—TI am celebrating my anniversary,
uncle, and that is why I wanted the
beacon lighted—lighted as it was when
my brave great-grand uncle last visited
his home in 1822, and to honor our
guest, M’sieu South!”

She lisped the last words with such
delicious languor that the heretofore
abashed stranger took heart of grace.
Truly, of all the fantastic phases of his
experience, this was at least as celes-
tially insane as any other.

His eyes again performed the obla-
tion to the girl’s person. A new and
most becoming majesty seemed to wrap
her round—she was as serene as if a
Sistine votary torn from the temple of
the stars, more queenly than if clothed
in purple and gold-leaf.

Then, of a sudden, she turned the
dazzling radiance of her smile full upon
him—and before her lustrous, ivory-
white face, topping the throat of ala-
baster, Mr. South of Somewhere now
stood defiantly, although he told him-
self that the smile had transformed
her into a Circe—and presently he
might be running around on all fours,
squealing like the pigs in the fable.

“Dominique You, the little Creole
boy who works for M. Lussat, who
lives in the house next to this one up
the road,” said Enterpe, “assured me
when you left the Place d’Armes with
Dr.. Carondelet to-night that you
were the spirit of Jean Lafitte, come
back again to Vaudreil. Look out for
that imp of a Creole lad—he’ll be ask-
ing you for a commission as captain
to-morrow on the strength of his name
and your réputation, M’sieu South.”
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“Your uncle has been telling me the
story of that remarkable man. I'm
flattered, I'm sure,” boomed the vis-
itor. 3

“And that reminds me,” said En-
terpe swiftly, “Uncle Joseph, I wish
you'd replenish the brazier on the
tower with plenty of pine knots. That
beacon must blaze all night—I've
promised myself that luxury ever
since I was a slip of a girl and afraid
to meet M. Lussat after dusk, because
he always gave me the same damp,
mouldy feeling one gets in the tombs
about here.”

Uncle Joseph arose obediently and
disappeared.

Before Mr. South of Somewhere
could speak or move Enterpe de la
Chaise rose swiftly, placed her finger
on her lips mysteriously and whis-
pered :

“Now, before he comes back we will
slip away into the garden—I want to
talk with you, M’sieu South.”

She was gliding away before his
amazed eyes. He followed, half-stu-
pidly, until his dulled orbs caught sight
of the frieze extending around the
room above the wainscoting where it
met the door through which she was
leaving the room.

The frieze was made up of one group
of Bacchus and Adriane, alternating
with another troop of Satyrs and Bac-
chantes, which the artist who had de-
signed the decorations had woven into
a series of repetitions. Clearly Jean
Lafitte, pirate and gentleman, was al-
most as much of a Pagan as Mr. South
of Somewhere.

The door led directly into the gar-
den, but its beauty, save as a back-
ground to the goddess tripping just
ahead, was lost on the stranger who, so
short a time ago, had been facing Bap-
tiste Boisblanc Lafréniére across a
sputtering fuse, leading, as both sup-
posed, to a hooded death.

She seemed to glide along, like a
wraith, one hand lifting her skirt free
from the night dews, and thereby
revealing a paradise of chiffons.
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Then she seemed to dance, instead
of glide, as the path suddenly broad-
ened into a little circular glade, open-
ing to the east, into which the waxing
moon, just rising, poured a flood of sil-
very rays.

In the center of the space was a
boulder, some three or four feet high,
with a flat-shaped top perhaps six feet
square.

As Enterpe de la Chaise led the way
toward the slab Mr. South of Some-
where rushed after her. He told him-
self it could not be real—he had fallen
to death in his aeroplane—all that had

since transpired was the last mirage of

his earth-consciousness — for surely
now he was not following a woman of
flesh and blood, but a fairy-sprite
whose soundless feet were tripping
over the enchanted hills of Connemara
—or a houri who was practicing her
first mincing steps for Mahomet in
Paradise.

She was already seated on the slab
as he reached her side, and turned on
him her high-bred, exotic face with an
invitation that maddened him, especial-
ly with her next words, preceded by
her low, challenging laugh.

“See, M'’sieu South—here is a
ready-made stage. We have the moon-
beams to light our faces, we have a
nightingale over yonder in the trees
who will presently be our orchestra;
we have a fountain, as all who seek ro-
mance for their little hour should have
—can you not distinguish its roguish
dripping ?”

She flung out her white arms, point-
ing to one side, where the patter of the
discreet water came with distance-soft-
#£ned regularity.

“It is thus,” muttered Mr. South of
Somewhere, seating himself by her
side, “that the fountains dance to the
moon in Wraby, the blest; and your
arm is the white limb of a Nixie, on
the haunted banks of the Rhine!”

His fierce, flaming eyes caught and
held her Stygian pupils triumphantly.
In that eternal moment Mr. South of
Somewhere might have been the in-
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trepid Lafitte himself—passing through
a hastily erected arch of victory upon
the Place d’Armes of the little village
of Vaudreil, amid the plaudits of its
adoring inhabitants, after being pelted
with flowers in a place-where flowers
always bloom, for the face and eyes up-
turned to his was one with purpose and
one with consummation with his own—
and naught of discord permeated the
time or the place.

The nightingale poured forth his
throaty crescendos of joy from the
neighboring arbor.,

Enterpe, the unfathomable — the
goddess whom he had twice fled lest he
should again meet her—nestled closer.

“Kiss me again, as you did to-night
when you went out to die, as you
thought,” breathed the savage with a
soul. “I shall never for—"

Her rapt face, as he~complied, was
tinted with a bliss so divinely passion-
ate and yet so pure that the moonlight
which fell across her features was not
whiter than the thoughts of the man
whose lips pressed hers as he shut off
her words—nor could any kiss, even
were it such as Venus promised to the
betrayer of Psyche, in the height of its
fiercest delirium, be other than dross
compared with the wild, white peace
that wrapped their silent figures round.

Mr. South of ‘Somewhere stroked
her raven hair, and contemplated the
quaint old coin hanging on a thin,
golden wire around her throat.

Words, at such a time, would have
been profanation.

Once again they embraced—and all
the heaped-up sweetness of the whitest,
freshest flowers of FEden seemed to
tremble on her lips—lips so fragrant
and so pure that the white moonlight
beside them was like fire in his blood.

Then, with a nearness that startled
them both, a magpie chattered, storm-
ily. A long, querulous cry, high-
pitched, thin, acrid followed—then a
Babel of near-by sounds—two voices
in strident, quarrelsome tones.

“Aha!” cried the triumphant accents
of Joseph de la Chaise, “I've caught
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you—you limb of Satan—in the very
act of stealing Enterpe’s magpie,
haven’t 1?”

“Let me go,” piped the other, “or
it’ll be the worse for you!”

“It’s uncle and Dominique You,”
exclaimed Enterpe, a look of wild
alarm flitting into her glorious eyes.
“You must go away—quickly!”

“Why must I go away—and above
all—quickly ?"” rumbled the imperturb-
able Mr. South of Somewhere.
“Neither of them is likely to be mis-
taken by me for a seraph with a
flaming sword, sent to eject me from
Paradise. And, even if they were, I'd
refuse to go.”

Enterpe’s strange apprehension in-
creased. She thrust him from her—al-
most viciously.

“You do not understand—go, and go
far, and do not come back !”

“And not come back?’ parroted the
man.

She was already fleeing toward the
house.

He pursued.

“Go!"” she gasped.

“But—I love you!”

“I have been mad, M’siev—I had
forgotten—I swear it to you by—by—"

She hesitated, desperately .

“—by this!” she added, convulsively,
lifting the golden coin which hung on
her neck. “Oh, forgive me!” she im-
plored, under her breath, now coming
in gasps of some unnamable terror.
“Forgive me—it was but the caprice of
a girl who does not know her own
heart—""

“Does not know?” he repeated, in a
dazed tone. “But I know—"

“It was very wicked of me—you
must go, and not come back.”

“Is it so very wicked then, to love
me—as I have loved you, from ‘the
hour I first saw you?”

She drew into the shadows of the
doorway leading into the house.

Overhead the resinous torch flamed
and sputtered, sending now and again
a shower of sparks from its crackling
heart, sparks that recalled the sputter-
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ing fuse of the bomb of the returned
soldier, only now there was an added
misery in the fragments that fell at his
feet, one moment glowing, next instant
cold, charred, lifeless—like his heart.

It was a cursed fate and no miracle,
Mr. South of Somewhere told himself,
that had impelled the crippled hero to
negative the hidden death contained in
that thrice-cursed bomb—for with its
failure to explode his heart was likely
to burst, instead.

That she saw his obduracy was born
jointly of distress and his wild regard
for her was apparent, next instant.
Again she raised the coin which was
held to the thin wire of gold around
her throat.

“M’sieu South—I swear I had for-
gotten—on this, the only token I have
of my distinguished ancestor, Jean
Lafitte—the only sign of the vast treas-
ure which we have ever found which,
nevertheless, we know he concealed for
his descendants—somewhere. I im-
plore you to forgive me, M’sieu South.
My wayward heart is not mine own to
bestow—I swear it, as I swear truly
that in my madness of a moment of
moonlight T had forgotten the fact.”

He regarded her with the steadiness
of anguish absolute.

“Is it Lafréniére?” he demanded.
“That gentleman and I have still an
account to settle—remember. ‘If it is
Lafréniére—"

“Oh, why did you follow me hére?”
she sobbed softly. “Could you not see
that I loved you—that I fled from you?
And how did you find me out, with all
the precautions I took to avoid being
followed ?"”

“You knew me, to-night, then?”
asked South.

“M’sieu—how can you ask? I would
know you in a monk’s cowl, even were
your head tonsured as your face is
clean-shaven—I would know you any-
where, when your eyes flame and your
voice booms! Would you not know
me? Ah! M’siew South—what an un-
happy fate is ours, is it not? To meet
and love—to flee from each other—to
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meet again on the brink of eternity,
seemingly! Can you not understand
that you must go? For what else, pray,
was it that I turned back again to-night
upon the Place d’Armes? Ah! M’sieu,
if you love me, forgive my moonlight
madness; do not stay to press me for
an explanation that I cannot give you
—upon my honor I swear I cannot—
and upon the soul of Jean Lafitte, as
courageous a gentleman as yourself—
I entreat you to leave Vaudreil to-night
and never to return, if you hope for
my happiness.”

He looked up to find himself staring
at the closed door.

Around the corner of the house
came the shrill tones of the lad whom
Enterpe had said was Dominique You,
still bitterly threatening Joseph de la
Chaise, with a surly defiance that migfit
have emanated from the lips of Jean
Lafitte’s own captain of that name,
when he found himself in the clutches
of the law he had defied.

Mr. South retraced his steps toward
the village and re-entered the Cote
d'Or.

Hippolyte Alimiere, Henry Fau-
chois, Depuis Moreau and Jean Genet
were seated at a table.
were not drinking—evidently the voy-
ageur’s story was the more intoxicat-
ing, for Jean's face wore an embar-
rassed look as Mr. South entered and
strode unceremoniously past them and
approached the stairway.

Jean breathed in a relieved fashion
as his heavy foot was heard ascending
the stair. Then, almost at once, Mr.
South came down again.

He walked over to the group, hold-
ing in his two huge, sinewy hands a
nest of twigs and moss, carefully cov-
ered with his handkerchief. Unhesi-
tatingly he stepped over to Hippolyte
Alimiere and beckoned with his head.

“A word with you, m’sien — out-
side.”

Hippolyte trembled, but followed
obediently, closing the door behind
them, and thus furnishing fresh gossip
for the three left behind.

The quartet
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Their fears, however, were soon dis-
sipated.

“M’sieu Alimiere,” began the stran-
ger, “you have incurred my displeas-
ure. Tell me—do you hereafter prefer
me as a friend or as a foe?”

Hippolyte stammered a protest that
he would rather shed his heart’s last
drop than lose any opportunity to right
himself in m’sien’s esteem.

“Then take this,” replied the other,
“and deliver it to the home of Mile.
Enterpe de la Chaise, and see that she
obtains it herself. Give it to no one
else. Tell her I have left Vaudreil,
and that I send her this token of my re-
spectful regard. And tell no oné else,
understand ?”

Hippolyte nodded eagerly.

“Jean has told you that I am in
league with the devil,” went on Mr.
South of Somewhere casually, but with
his yellow eyes glued on the shrinking
figure of the town toper. “That is as it
may be—but, Hippolyte, I am a good
devil to those who obey and a bad
devil to those who fail to do as they
promise. You have promised. Now
go!”

As commanded, the other hurried
down the street, pointing toward the
still flaring beacon on the summit of
the tower crowning the mansion once
occupied by the most renowned man of
his generation thereabouts—a famous
man to those who know all his life-
story, and an infamous one to those
who know little of it.

Mr. South re-entered the inn, called
for and paid his bill.

In obedience to his gesture Jean
Genet followed him out.

“I have sent Hippolyte on an errand
for me, mon ami,” he remarked indif-
ferently. “And now I have need of
your services. I am going away.”

* “M’sieu is leav—"

“Yes. I want you to take me back *
to where you found me, Jean — to-
night.”

“I no un’erstan’, w’sieu.”

“You know the way?”

“Certainement, m’sien—none better.
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But from where I find m’sieu—then
m’sien he go—where?”
“Somewhere, Jean!”

CHAPTER XV.
RECOLLECTION BEGETS SUSPICION!

HE voyageur led the way to his
home, where such supplies as
would be needed for the trip were

taken to the canoe on the edge of the
fourche.

Then he turned and looked irreso-
lutely at the beacon on the home of
Enterpe de la Chaise. Apparently that
beacon suggested something to Jean
Genet, for his wrinkled forehead
seamed yet more, and his eyes held a
half-mystical, half-dubious but still
almost determined look as he gazed
at it.

He swerved suddenly to address the
stranger.

“M’sieu is in haste?”

“I wish to leave at once, Jean.”

“M’sien, he no un'erstand pauvre
Jean.”

In stilted phrases the canoe-owner
finally conveyéd his meaning to be that
he wanted to know if Mr. South was
in haste to reach the Bayou Lafitte.

South shrugged his shoulders. “Can
we do it in less than two days, Jean?”

“M’sien, beau coup d’ean, the water
that is, she is drop and with that light,
maybe we find him short fraverse—
“eh?”

“The light will burn until daybreak,

ean.” 5

“Voila!” Jean leaped into the canoe,
with a smile. South followed, and
presently they debouched from the
channel down which they had arrived,
and with slight difficulty unmasked an-
other sluggish stream, up which the
canoe was sent with steady strokes,
once they had penetrated the tangle of
vines which hid it from view.

Jean's head turned occasionally, once
the stream broadened into one of the
interminable and nondescript wastes of
semi-stagnant water, and then the

6 a-s

273

other occupant of the craft perceived
the reason for his inquiry as to the
beacon.

No matter how far afield they
plunged into the otherwise trackless
wilderness, that guiding light held
them to a course which avoided all pos-
sibility of straying, provided it was
kept directly astern.

For hours they plunged on into the
primeval swamp. The mosses depend-
ing from the silent, funereal cypresses
or the squat but widespread and sturdy
live oaks waved ghostly hands when
the canoe swept past, as if greeting the
reincarnated spirit of the hardy adven-
turer who had passed that way almost
a century ago—if the tale were true
that Joseph de la Chaise had told—the
mesmeric, cavalier, polyhedral person-
age Jean Lafitte, patriot and pirate,
cruising on what was probably his last
voyage, and also laden with treasure-
trove which no human eye had since
seen.,

On and on and on they sped, until
suddenly the low-lying banks rose
higher, closed in upon them and the
water ended.

Without hesitation Jean signaled
Mr. South to step ashore and he fol-
lowed. A short portage, and they were
over the hump-like protuberance of
soil, the canoe again deposited in its
element, and with another quick glance
at the beacon to get his bearings, Jean
Genet drove on and yet on.

His solitary companion understood
that they were following one of the
trackless short-cuts which enabled the
Creole-contrabandistas of Lafitte’s
time to evade pursuit and defy the com-
bined efforts of three great nations to
apprehend them, until their base was
destroyed.

Yet his morose thoughts refused to
thrill to the fantastic idea that the in-
trepid Lafitte with his noted captains
and turbulent but courageous men had
here lived out their destiny of blood
and booty. Instead, Mr. South of
Somewhere was feeling again the yield-
ing, responsive pressure of Enterpe’s
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lips which had at one moment driven
him, delirious with ecstasy and at the
next had driven him coldly into a de-
spair which the dank, fetid swamp he
was traversing most appropriately typi-
fied.

His own conduct was growing more
and more like sheer idiocy as he re-
viewed the supine manner he had per-
mitted himself to be driven—not only
from her presence—but out of the vil-
lage of Vaudreil—as silly and un-
worthy of his conception of true cour-
age, he bitterly told himself, as her
diabolical paradoxes.

Clearly, the inflamed brain of the
lover had ousted the “cold-storage in-
tellect” of the scientist, of which he
had boasted on the Parnassus Roof.
But, now that he was out of the thrall
of her vivid, voluptuous personality, a
saner, and even more mathematical
trend of ideas sprang up.

They served to beguile the moody,
Cimmerian hours which must yet elapse
between his departure and his arrival at
the Bayou Lafitte; and so, gradually,
piece by piece and bit by bit, as one
solves a difficult cryptogram or patches
together the contents of a letter inad-
vertently torn to bits, Mr. South of
Somewhere began to re-assemble the
cryptic fragments of the surcharged
day—omitting nothing from his cate-
gory—recalling even the details of va-
rious conversations with Dr. Caron-
delet and Joseph de la Chaise—that he
might search therein for some well-de-
fined thread to the enigma.

As in all other problems, Mr. South
of Somewhere first arranged the known
facts; the anachronistic village, the rev-
erence which was universal for one
whom history has not niched in the
Hall of Fame; the hesitancy of Uncle
Joseph to reveal why M. Lussat, the
borough prosecutor, refused to take of-
ficial notice of Baptiste Boisblanc La-
fréniére’s violation of the criminal law
by dueling—and just there he brought
up against a stone wall; for, behind
that reluctance, as Mr. South re-visual-
ized the uneasiness of Enterpe’s guar-

dian, was indubitably something—as
indubitably as Jean Genet was behind
him in the canoe, propelling-it with
tireless strokes against a tideless
stream.

“Jean,” he asked, “do you know that
M. Lussat, the borough prosecutor,
permits M’sien Lafréniére to fight
duels without fear of the law?”

“Yes, m’sieu!l”

The simplicity of the reply was likea
hammer-stroke to the fermenting mind-
state of the man in the bow.

“Tell me why, Jean?”

“M’sieu Lafréniére fight his last duel
with brother of M. Lussat—and kill
heem wit’ rapier! They fight over
Enterpe!

“Merci!” whispered South hoarsely.

So that was it—M. Lussat’s brother
had brawled with Lefréniére over En-
terpe. 'The tie of consanguinity, how-
ever, should have added zeal to M.
Lussat’s endeavors to have a murderer
punished—for Lafréniére was surely a
murderer, and, from Mr. South’s own
very recent experience, a decidedly
eager one, if chance threw things his
way.

The relationship, moreover, between
the borough prosecutor and Lefré-
niére’s victim was no bar at all—for M.
Lussat, following legal precedents and
statutory mandates, could have called
in another officer of equal punitive au-
thority to his own, stepped aside, and
let the law take its course.

Then, why had not this been done?
Clearly, M. Lussat must be a curiously
cold-blooded man to allow his brother
to go unavenged and his slayer unpun-
ished—free, even, to vent his murder-
ous spleen on other victims, as he had
vainly tried to vent it on the stranger.

He had not seen M. Lussat. He
knew nothing of him, save Enterpe’s
ambiguous and desultory reference to
her nearest neighbor; and she had
merely observed that when a slip of a
girl she had always feared to meet M.
Lussat “after dusk, because he gave me
the same damp, moldy x'eelmg one gets
in the tombs about here.”
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M. South of Somewhere smiled, sa-
tirically, in the unyielding and per-
sistent gloom—the while he twisted his
huge torso ever so carefully to peer
back at the flaming beacon on the
tower, guiding them like a pillar of fire
by night—the same beacon which En-
terpe- had capriciously directed to be
lighted on her birthday—without a
thought of the purpose it would serve
before her anniversary was over.

Like the beacon, her freakish refer-
ence to M. Lussat now lighted up the
gloom of Mr. South of Somewhere’s
deductions—thanks also to Jean's
equafly illuminating reply to the ques-
tion of M. Lussat’s indolence in his of-
ficial capacity as borough prosecutor.

Clearly, M. Lussat was one of those
phlegmatic personages in whom the
tides of life seem to flow so sluggishly
that they stop just short of sheer stag-
nation. Clearly, also, he was a decep-
tive man—on the suface. All such men
usually are. Their secretiveness deludes.
Never apparently aroused, never losing
the static quality of assumed indiffer-
ence which is their greatest asset, they
lie impassively waiting, waiting, wait-
* ing—Tlike scorpions beneath an innocent
leaf—until the unsuspecting object of
their hatred, lulled into a false security,
receives the nefariously-silent, venom-
ously-deadly stroke, surcharged, it may
be, with the accumulated virulence of
the fallow years.

“He’s worth watching—this M.
Lussat,” muttered Mr. South of Some-
where. “But, I'm not there to watch
him. However, let's see what next we
have on this gentleman. Enterpe told
me something about a boy he had—Oh,
yes, Martinique—no, that’s not it—ah!
Dominique You.

“Dominique, according to Enterpe,
saw in me another Lafitte—and she
warned me against him asking for ‘a
commission’—for he is named after
one of Lafitte’s old comrades-in-arms.

“Now, let me see—why, it was
Dominique trying to steal Enterpe’s
magpie—ten million of my most de-
voted curses on his impish skull for the

, self,
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emissary of the foul fiend himself!
That brat broke in on our happi-
ness—and it was not until then that
Enterpe volplaned from Paradise it~
self into Gehenna!”

A forbidding scowl, as demoniacally
black and sinister as the unrelieved
blackness of their course toward the
Bayou Lafitte, sat upon the brooder’s
brow.

“Dominique ¥ ou!” he hissed to him-
mentally reapostrophizing him
for a brat without brains, a scion of
Satan, a pup from the pit!

The reiterated name, coupled with
his sibilant execrations, showed that the
lover had, again ousted the “cold-
storage brained” scientist. Something
of this came to him, finally, and he was
glad that both his position and the
raven darkness hid his shamed look.

Then, gradually, Mr. South of Some-
where again took up the coherent
thread of his conjectures. And, with
it, came a renewed influx of the peri-
helion of his passion for Enterpe—
goddess of Creoles, whose amorous
eyes swam before him in the otherwise
impenetrable gloom. His great heart
welled with sympathy as he thought of
her distress.

“She loves me—she loves me!” he
chanted to himself—until the charm of
the moonlit garden, in his mind’s eye,
had replaced the unwholesome fetid,
turgid air and water around him—
until again his hot heart throbbed with
the purity and the divinity of her lis-
some figure leaning against his own—
until the grisly swamp-mist was shot
through with the rose-hue of his
vagrant, fantastic delirium.

He shook himself and shivered.

All of that revealed and sacred hour
was buried in the delicious past which
had swallowed it up—the hateful,
black, forbidding present was still with
him—and with that he grappled, silent-
ly, ferociously, his tawny eyes lighted
with such a’satanic glare that a brood-
ing owl on a dead tree hooted his alarm
and flapped away into the forest be-
fore the feral flare.
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Mr. South of Somewhere, however,
heard and saw him not.
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ter_before—no, by the ancient Eleu-
sinian mysteries, it was that tadpole of

He was p , patching, p
this xrregular bit and that—patlcntly,
assiduously, with cold deliberation.

“After all,” he muttered, “what right
have I to judge her? She is a woman
—and every woman’s life revolves in
certain curves of emotions—while my
own, being a man’s, for reasons equal-

. ly cosmic, progress upon lines of in-
tellect and sequential reasoning.

“She loves me—she not only ad-
mitted she had loved me when she first
saw me but that she had fled, not
through fear, but because she loved
me—and feared something else—not
me!

“She sobbed out that she would
know me anywhere—"When your eyes
flame and your voice booms’—those
were her words, and she added:
‘Would you not know me?’

“Then it isn't ser—and it isn’t me
that ‘is at fault—so much, at least is
clear. What, then is it?"”

Once again the cold dominance of
the philosopher sat enthroned on his
wide, high forehead; the yellow blaze
died down in his eyes until only

* their dull glow showed that he had not
succumbed to the fatigue of the hectic
day and the lonely, dreary, torpid night
which had followed his embarking.

“All Romance, like all Temptation,”
growled South, “is founded on the
fascination of the Exception. Aha!
The exception in our little hour was
the sudden, alarmed cry of the mag-
pie! Before then, Romamce was—
well, I may as well confess—it was
almost rampant!

“It was the startled cry of that pet
magpie of Enterpe’s that dissolved the
fabric of our little dream—a dream that
held a century in the capsule of a few
seconds. It couldn’t have been long
—for I only kissed her twice.

“Now, why was it that the magpie’s
cry should have been so superlatively
explosive—there I go again! It
wwasn’t that magpie—she’s had him for
a pet, so she’s heard him yelp and chat-

Tophet—D. You!

“And Dominique. lives with M.
Lussat. H’'m! He's only a boy—
therefore, unquestionably under the
influence or, shall we say, entirely in
the power of M. Lussat—the man who
won't prosecute his brother’s murderer
—but who, for the sake of my theory,
at least, might send this knavish seed-
ling of manhood with an old pirate’s
name, over to his neighbor’s to steal
her pet magpie?

“I say he might. Am I right or am
I wrong? It’s only a guess—but, if
I've guessed wrong, how, then, does it
come that Dominique was so defiantly
surly when he was coming around the
corner of the house—after Enterpe
had shut the door in my face—and es-
pecially after her obvious terror and
sorrow ?

“Why shouldn’t Dominique You
have been crying, instead of that won-
derful, enchanting and nubile creature?
Why should this bairn of Beelzebub
be stealing ser magpie, anyway, when
the woods are full of them? Magpies
young and magpies old—one of them
yelled his head off that morning I burst
out of the swamp!

“But Uncle Joseph charged Domi-
nique You with stealing Enterpe’s
magpie—and then, bow! The roof
blows off of the Temple of Eros—
Cupid flings himself into the pickerel
weeds—and, I am told, practically to
tell my troubles to the water moccasins.

“Dominique You, however, mani-
fested no repentance—none of the
usual symptoms of childish frenzy at
being detected in an illicit act—trespass
and theft are not nice things to face,
especially when the offender is a mere
boy.
“I'm right. Dominique You was
inspired. And by whom else, pray,
than the mouldy old M. Lussat—he
must be old, because Enterpe remarked
the reek of the tomb on him when she
was a slip of a girl—instead of—"

The thread of philosophy and
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shrewd deduction parted again at the
memory of his little hour.

Once more, as all men must who
have met up with the spirit of undying
passion and romance in female form,
Mr. South of Somewhere forgot the
surroundings of forbidding desolation
which the pale gray of the coming
dawn intensified as it filtered through
the chinks and crevices of the ancient,
Druidical trees—he forgot all things
save the poignant happiness of the
moonlit garden, as he began anew to
spin his top in that enchanted circle
which no one else knows or sees—save
he who has heard an exquisite voice
break through a no- less exquisite
silence.

For the most potent intoxicant that
can lull a soul to slumber is brewed in a
still where all romance and all temp-
tation flow from the fascination of the
Exception—and when the exception
becomes the rule, Romance crumbles in
ruins and Love lies stark and cold—
like a naked corpse upon a sodden field
under a dun-colored autumn sky.,

“M’sien!”

It was Jean’s voice, awed and a little
hushed!

The man in the bow made no reply.

Sunrise flamed ahead, making a
golden lane down which the canoe shot
like a yellow argosy, with auriferous
npples in its wake.

<o .neul’ repeated Jean Genet
again, “we are arriv’.”

No response.

Jean checked the craft ever so little,
drew his dripping paddle from ‘the
water and prodded Mr. South of
Somewhere, ever so gently, between the
shoulder blades.

“Eh!” gasped the stranger. Then
he stretched his long arms and yawned,
prodigiously.

“My good Jean, you woke me from
a very delightful dream—"

He broke off, staring around him.

“Bayou Lafitte!” said Jean, swing-
ing the paddle back into the water, and
pointing the canoe for the neck of
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land, where grew the two sentinel cy-
presses.

Mr. South of Somewhere gazed as if
he dxd not comprehend.

h! M’sieu, that Jean Lafitte—
he was ver’ tres facile—eh? We make
him here in nine hours—with beacon
for lamp-post!”

“And it took us two days, before!”

“Ah, m’sien! Jean Lafitte—he no
come back with us, then, like las’ night
no? I mus’ go back, m’siecn. The
féte, it is beeg joy for. Vaudreil.”

Mr. South of Somewhere stepped
back on the familiar point of land, and
looked half-eagerly over toward the
place where he had built “The Temple
of Everylife” with the blocks from the
lithographed box. The component
portions of the disrupted edifice lay
where he had left them, the cover be-
side them.

Then, overhead, from one of the two
sentinel cypresses, a magpie chattered,
stormily.

CHAPTER XVI.
“PIECES OF EIGHT.”

R. SOUTH OF SOMEWHERE
gazed up into the tree where the
bird was raging. Jean Genet

watched him, closely. Despite the care-
less camaraderie which this mysterious
stranger had permitted to arise, at
times, since their meeting on this very
spot, the voyageur felt his old doubts
returning—especially as he saw the
lowering expression on Mr. South’s
face.

It was almost/what one might expect
from a demon of “the pit,”” who, hav-
ing enjoyed a short respite from the
abode of the lost, now finds his fea-
tures reflecting the hateful, sombre
shades of the noisome place to which he
must soon return.

Furthermore, Jean was almost sure
that he heard a curse fall from Mr.
South of Somewhere’s lips.

Jean hesitated. He was between two
fires. He had not yet been paid for the
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return journey, yet he hesitated to in-
trude such a topic on this fellow, who,
instead of referring to remuneration,
seemed to forget him and grow more
engrossed in his own reverie.

However, Jean presently mustered
up courage to approach the topic
obliquely—by affecting solicitude for
the welfare of the indifferent stranger.

5 “M’sien,” said he, “Jean, he mus’ go

Vaudreil. The féte, it is to-morrow—
no? The Bastile, she will smash—and
n’sien, he will be on Bayou Lafitte—
eh?”

Mr. South of Somewhere regarded
him from eyes whose heavy lids
drooped insolently. His attitude was
one of and cc
superiority, as if he divined the unsat-
isfied curiosity back of the naive at-
tempt to quiz him.

“Jean,” he rumbled, “did you hear

“Yes, m’sien!” faltered the man in
the canoe, shoving it a little further
from the shore. His old fears returned
with redoubled force, “despite the
broadening day. This was no “chauf-
feur,” as he had mistakenly supposed.
Instead, he was undoubtedly from “the
pit” and was about to return thither.
The devil had set him down on the
shores of Bayou Lafitte for Jean to
find ; the devil had stood at his elbow,
although invisible to mortal eyes, while
the hissing bomb had prophesied fright-
ful death to both the stranger and La-
fréniére—and then the devil had seen to
it that, before his subordinate was to be
confronted with such peril, that Phi-
lippe Sainte Marie had taken out the
detonating charge.

The devil was very old and very wise.

He might just as well have reached
over in his invisible person and pinched
the fuse out—but, it was much better to
do as the devil had done—because no
one could explode that bomb after
Philippe had done what he had ad-
mitted doing.

Just here’ Mr. South of Somewhere
happened to remember that Jean's hesi-
tancy might have another reason. With
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a shrewd smile he reached inside his
jacket.

“How much do I owe you for the
trip, Jean?”

“Whatever m’sieu pleases to give!”

“Is ten dollars enough?”

“Merci, m’sien!”

“Here, then, are thirty dollars. You
are going back to the fete?”

Jean bowed respectfully. His devil
was not such a bad devil after all—in
generosity, at least, he excelled some
pious people of the canoe-owner’s ac-
quaintance. With this money, Jean
Genet could not only enjoy the féte—
he might win one of the prizes for
costumes, as well. There was Miro,
the tailor—

Mr. South of Somewhere was turn-
ing away, indifferently. The old voya-
geur’s sense of fear fled—one of com-
punction replaced it. After all, it was
a terrible thing to leavc this good devil
in such an evil place. This impassable
swamp, teeming with reptiles and sau-
rians, with its treacherous quagmires
masked by tufts of apparently solid
grass, the malignant fevers that rode on
its grisly mists—all these loomed up,
suddenly, in the mind of the guide.

“M’sien,” he began, timidly.

Mr. South of Somewhere whirled,
frowning.

“Well? For what are you waiting,
Jean? It’s a long way back to the vil-
lage—unless you take the same route
we came last night, Can you find the
way in the daylight?"” =

“No, m’sien. No man lives who go
the way we come, by day or by night—
with no Lafitte lamp-post.”

“H'm. Did you ever come that way
before?”

Jean shook his head.

“How, then, did you know what to
do?”

“M’sieu, all Creole know how La-
fitte go—or Captains Beluche and
Dominique You, Rigoult—"

“I see—the tradition says to keep the
beacon behind you—is that it ?””

Jean’s face broke into a smile.
“M’sieu, he is droll devil.”
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Mr. South of Somewhere robbed the
remark of possible offence by a hearty
guffaw. Overhead the magpie a.ngnly
protested. -

“Well, Jean, you have paddled hard
all night. If you go back the way we
came to Vaudreil, you'll have to sleep,
as before, at the old hut. Don’t wait
around here until the sun gets too high,
or yow'll miss that féte.”

“But, m’sieu—he will be los’ on La-
fitte Bayou?”

There was such genuine concern
tincturing the observation that Mr.
South of Somewhere laughed again.

“Jean, just now you referred to me
asa devil. Devils, Jean, have a way of
getting out of trouble—"

He grinned as the paddle hastily
drove the canoe a dozen yards out on
the bosom of the bayou. The old fel-
low was alternating between fears for
his personal safety and remorse at ap-
parently abandoning a human creature
to the merciless wilderness.

“M’sien will be safe?” quavered the
boatman.

e shall go back the way I came,

ean.

Involuntanly Jean blessed himself.

“The way you came, m’sien?” His
faint reiteration was all but inaudible.

“Jean, do you hear that bird?"”

“Yes, m'sten. It is a magpie.”

“Did you know Enterpe de la Chaise
had a magpie?”

“Yes, m’'sieu—a pet.”

“Last night, Jean, Dominique You
tried to steal Mlle. de la Chaise’s pet
magpie and was caught by her uncle,
Why should he steal her magpie?”

“I no un’erstan’, m’sien.”

“Oh, well, it's of little consequence,
anyway. Now, Jean, I'm going away.
I understand your dislike at leaving me
here. But, go back to Vaudreil, Jean.
Don't worry. I shall leave here the way
I came—the way a magpie would go
away from here, or a heron.”

Mr. South waved an explanatory
arm upward, his hand picturing the
soaring flight of a feathered creature
beginning to rise above the ground.
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“And T shall go through the air
much swifter than either a magpie or
a heron ever thought of traveling, Jean,
You understand me?

Evidently the canoeist understood
only too well.

He sent his craft frantically through
the narrow opening of the bayou into
the river stern first—that he might not
remove his terror-filled eyes from this
incomprehensible creature, whatever of
personal risk such an unprecedented
way of navigating a canoe entailed.
However, he escaped being swamped,
and darted down the river like a fright-
ened flying-fish.

Mr. South of Somewhere grinned,
then walked slowly to where the cluster
of blocks™ portrayed the ruins of the
“Temple of Everylife.””

As he bent over them with a whim-
sical smile the still storming magpie
flew down and swooped past, as if de-
termined that he should not again re-
possess himself of them.

“Drat that bird!” exclaimed Mr.
South.” “Why, he’s as defiant as Dom-
inique You was last night.”

He stooped to remove the founda-
tion stones of Caution, Prudence, In-
dustry and Thoroughness from the
clutter, preparatory to rebuilding the
temple. A gleam of yellow caught his
eye. His fingers closed around a coin—
identical with that which he had seen on
the throat of Enterpe de la Chaise the
night before—an ancient, golden coin,
with a hole through its unmilled edge,
such as one would bore in order to hang
it on a golden wire.

Again the magpie bore down upon
him and Mr. South of Somewhere re-
garded him with malevolent eyes.

“Aha! You feathered devil! So
you're in it, too, are you? You yawp-
ing thief—you’ve stolen her only orna-
ment, and hid it in the ruins of the
“Temple of Everylife’—ruined because
I had the keystone to the arch contain-
ing “The True Secret of Success.””

He slipped the coin into his pocket,
thoughtfully, while his fingers groped
for the odd-shaped block.
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“I knew magpies were thieves, but T
never knew a long-distance one like this
larcenous bird,” he muttered, sotto
voce. “Where is that keystone block?
T've got to rebuild the ‘Temple of
Everylife.”

He fumbled for it, in vain.

“Why, I had it when I went into the
garden with Enterpe,” he growled, as
if speaking to another person. “I must
have dropped it, or lost it—""

He stood erect, with a sheepish grin.

“My talisman is lost—I must have
left it in her garden. Where else? And
this imp of a bird, inspired by the
thieving example of Dominique You,
who is inspired by the mouldy M. Lus-
sat, probably, stolesEnterpe’s doubloon
—the only relic of the fortune which
Jean Lafitte hid, somewhere, the last
night the beacon blazed over Vaudreil.

“She sent me away. But I wouldn’t
have gone without that talisman. How
is a poor devil to rebuild his temple
with no keystone? Well, a fair ex-
change is no robbery and circumstances
alter cases. These two hoary bromides
shall be my excuse. I'll take back her
coin and she shall give me back my
keystone, containing, as it does, “The
Secret of True Success’—the which
everyone must discover for himself.”

He carefully gathered up all the
blocks, replaced them in the box, slid
the cover into position and pocketed it,
disregarding the protests of the shrill-
ing magpie.

“My feathered friend, you had better
go back to your mistress. Then, after
she has received this keepsake from my
hands, if you can steal it again, you're
welcome.”

He turned his attention to the
swamp

The “staff was lying where he had
left it when entering the canoe with
Jean Genet to go—somewhere.

. Then another and a better idea
flashed into his brain.

He returned to the taller of the two
cypresses and gazed upward. The tim-
orous eyes of a young raccoon peered
down at him.
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“Sorry, friend!” rumbled Mr. South
of Somewhere, “but I've got to get up
there and have a look around for
Beauty’s sake.”

He climbed until the swaying top
would no longer sustain his weight.
Far out in the bosom of the swamp,
huddling on a hillock that was, after
all, much nearer than he had supposed,
lay the aeroplane, like a tired bird rest-
ing after a long flight.

Carefully noting its relative position
with reference to his own, Mr. South
descended, picked up his staff, and
started for the edge of the swamp.

The intense heat had one advantage.
The surface of the ground was much
drier than when the flooded river had
inundated it. In fact, the usual course
of drainage was now reversed — the
waters were running away from the
river, instead of into it, now that it had
returned to something like normal
levels.

Besides, in the daylight, his progress
was much less risky than at night, al-
though the persistent gnats attacked his
unprotected face in endless swarms.

In the course of three hours, how-
ever, Mr. South of Somewhere, drip-
ping and very tired, emerged at the foot
of the hillock. It was of a longitudinal
formation, with sparse grasses topping
it, and the tracks of the aeroplane’s
wheels were visible for about a hundred
yards where he had automatically de-
scended when voyaging “somewhere.”

After beating the ground carefully
for hiding snakes, Mr. South lifted the
fuselage just back of the tail and
dragged the machine on the wheels of
the landing-gear back to the far end of
the hump-like plateau. With a spare
cord he attached the automatic-release
trip to the trunk of a tree, climbed into
the fuselage and rummaged about in a
locker until he came upon a thermos
bottle. The water it contained relieved
his thirst.

Then he drew his sleeping bag
around him, covering his head with a
weather-proof sheet of material which
he spread from the transparent wind-
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shield and back to the one affording
protection to the passenger’s rumble be-
hind. Beneath this improvised tent Mr.
South lighted his pipe, defying the
gnats, and presently his profound
reverie deepened into slumber.

“And what did he say when you
left, Jean?”

M. Lussat voiced the query in all
minds of the motley group sitting in
the Cote d’Or Inn. The féte of the Fall
of the Bastile was over. It had ended
with a bal masque, and the participants
present still wore their respective cos-
tumes.

M. Lussat was as grave and dignified
as the figure of Richelieu which he por-
trayed ; Hippolyte Alimiere was attired
as a blade from Gascony; Henry Fau-
chois and Depuis Moreau appeared as
twin Cagliostros; Miré, the tailor, was
resplendent as a courtier of Louis the
Fourteenth; Galvez, the mayor, as the
Duc d’Anjou; while Baptiste Boisblanc
Lafréniére, rapier at hip, made a par-
ticularly dashing D’Artagnan.

As for Jean Genet, much thought
and not a few dollars of his munificent
fee from Mr. South of Somewhere had
resulted in his attiring himself as Cap-
tain Rigoult—and he had been awarded
a minor prize, greatly to the delight of
his childish mind.

This award and the fact that he was
now a personage of no little local con-
sequence, because of his having brought
and having carried away the mysterious
Mr. South of Somewhere, accounted
for Jean’s presence in the little group,
as well as his failure to remember Dr.
Carondelet’s oft-repeated admonition
about “putting the enemy into the
mouth that stealeth away the brains.”

Jéan Genet, consequently, was just a
trifle elated, and his previous long ab-
stinence also inclined him to become
proportionately confused. Besides, the
suave—almost flattering—manner of
M. Lussat, the borough prosecutor, in-
creased the woyageur’s sense of self-
esteem.

“Why, M. U'Advocat,” said Jean,
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with a slight hiccough, “he told me he
would leave Bayou Lafitte on the back
of a magpie!”

His interrogator frowned.

The levity of the reply disconcerted
him,

“Are you sure?” he inquired, more
severely.

“Quite sure, M. Lussat—or it may
have been a heron—he mentioned both
birds—and waved his arm, like this.”

M. Lussat shook his head at the
group with an expression of quizzical
gjidaixl, tempered by ultra-respecta-

ili

?” exclaimed Jean. “You doubt
me—no? Well, m’sieus—all of you—
if he did not leave Bayou Lafitte in the
belly of an alligator, why not on the
back of a magpie—eh? He is too big
for a snake to swallow, when he returns
to the pit!”

“Nonsense!” broke in Galvez, the
mayor. “The wine has gone to your
head, Jean.”

Jean was about to protest that it had
been intended for his stomach when
Baptiste Boisblanc Lafréniére, whose
coal-black eyes had been flashing fire
from the moment of the first reference
to the mysterious stranger, leaped to
his feet.

“Bah!” he hissed. “This fellow ran
away at night, like a craven, because he
feared that I would call him to account
for his outrageous conduct toward my
fiancée! Were he here, I would run him
through with a rapier. He is a boaster,
a poseur, a charlatan, whose sleight-of-
hand tricks frighten the ignorant of
Vaudreil—but as for me, w'sieus,
were he here now, instead of out in the
trackless swamps about Bayou Lafitte
— somewhere — I would tweak . his
nose!”

Lafréniére was in the very act of
reaching for the red proboscis of a cer-
tain gentleman from Gascony, who, in
private life, answered to the name of
Hippolyte Alimiere, when a guffaw ar-
rested his hand, in midair.

“You would—eh? Well, my Creole
bantam—""
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The sentence remained unfinished as
the sound of a hearty blow rang dully
through the room.

The gallant D’Artagnan was
sprawling on the floor, his rapier
twisted in his legs—while the nose of
Baptiste Boisblanc Lafréniére was
dripping a fluid as red, but by no means
as sparkling, as Burgundy “of the
comet year.”

“You should always speak kindly of
the absent,” rumbled Mr. South of
Somewhere, casually, as if giving ad-
vice were his sole object in life, “for
they may sometimes return, n’'sieu—
as I have returned.”

Lafréniére scrambled.to his feet,
staunching his dripping nose.

“You are insulted,” went on Mr,
South, with satirical gravity. “And, in
order that you may have the fullest
satisfaction for the injury, I shall not
wait for your challenge. I shall, in-
stead, challenge you, m’sien, to meet
me on the field of honor to wipe out—
not the insult I have offered you with
a blow—but the insult you have offered
me by mentioning, although inferential-
Iy, a certain lady, whom,” he paused
and glared around the room, ferocious-
1y, “no one else will mention, I am sure.
And, as the challenged party, you have
the choice of weapons.”

He paused and bent an amused look
on the sorry figure of the gallant
guardsman of a moment before.

“Your pleasure, m’sien?” taunted
South.

“Rapiers!” snuffled Baptiste Bois-
blanc Lafremerc

“Agreed,” returned the imperturb-
able Mr. South, turning indifferently
away. “When, m’sieu?”

“Now—at once!”

“Softly, my dear M'sieu Lafréniére.
The night is cloudy, the light on the
Place d’Armes—a locality which, I am
sure, m'sien is somewhat familiar with
in past events of this kind, notably one
with a certain young gentleman by the
name of Lussat—the light, I say,
M’sieu Lafréniére, is not conducive to
good dueling. You might be unable to
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see clearly—you might, consequently,
spit yourself on my blade, instead of
my impaling myself upon yours—
which would be entirely out of line with
your preconceived ideas about the way
sucPh affairs of honor should result—
eh?

“Besides, m’sien, that is not the only
objection. I have another engagement
—the one I returned to Vaudreil to
fulfil. I could not anticipate that you
would so far honor a poor devil of a
stranger with boasts of what you woquld
do were he here—instead of——some-
where!”

“Bah!” gasped Lafréniére. “And
what, pray, can be more pressing than
our affair, M’sieu South?”

Another figure darted into the centre
of the group—a diminutive, gander-
legged Creole lad, masked of face, but
with a pirate’s ferocious mustachios
bristling from his beardless lips, a
gaudy sash matching his no less gaudy
turban, likewise bristling, with naked
cutlass and a pair of pistols.

No one, however, took the slightest
notice of Dominique You—despite his
title of “Captain.”

Instead all eyes were on the burly
stranger, who imperturbably leaned
against the bar as he replied to the
query of the proprietor of the Cote
d'Or Inn,

“What else can be more pressing?”
he mocked. ““Why, this, m’sieu!”

He hurled a golden coin with un-
milled edges upon the bar—an ancient
coin, with a hole through its edge, as if
it might be intended to be threaded on
a golden wire.

“This,” reiterated Mr. South of
Somewhere emphatically, “must be re-
turned to its owner—in exchange for a
trifling bit of wood which I fancy the
owner of this coin has—somewhere—
at least I have it not, and the last rec-
ollection I have of having it at all was
night before last, when I called on a
certain resident of Vaudreil, who, as
I have previously intimated, m’sicus,
shall be nameless!”

The masked pirate peered wolfishly
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up at the doubloon lying on the bar.
Then he darted away to twitch the
sleeve of the stately figure of Riche-
lieu, whose toe was again beating a
devil’s tattoo on the floor,of the Cote
d’Or Inn, as the toe of M. Lussat had
quivered against the stone flags of the
pavement surrounding the Place
d’Armes, barely two nights before,
when these same two infuriated men
had been facing each other across a
trail of hissing sparks.

“Pieces of eight!” muttered Dom-
inique You to his fierce mustache.

If the courtly Richelieu heard him
he did not indicate the fact. Instead
he hung on the next words of the
stranger, who was facing Lafréniére
with a contemptuous smile which La-
fitte himself might have envied.

“After which, M’sieu Baptiste Bois-
blanc Lafréniére,” went on Mr. South
softly, “I shall be entirely at your ser-
vice. In fact, m’sien, I shall be most
happy to fight you with rapiers or cane-
knives or can-openers or buttonhooks
—on the Place d’Armes or in the dus-
tiest winebin of your cellar. And in
proof that I am not seeking to evade
you, m’sieu, you yourself, if you de-
sire, shall go with me to the home of
the nameless person whom it is neces-
sary that I shall first see; you shall
await me without, and return with me
here when I have concluded my er-
rand. Come, m’sien, what say you?
Will you go?”

He threw open the door with the

words.

‘The chill of the night breeze swirled
in, clutching at the dancing lights of
the candles as if with invisible hands,
bending them over in homage to the
indomitable heart of the iron-nerved
figure standing there at the room’s exit
smiling ironically.

But there was a greater chill than
that bred of the night—one bred in the
heart of Lafréniére, which crept out-
ward until it numbed his flaccid spine,
and again outward until the very mar-
row in his quaking bones iced in its
channels.
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His fine feathers had been sadly
soiled and rumpled with the contact
with the floor of the Cote d’Or, his
nose was swelling until it rivaled in
size and hue the prominent feature of
the dashing blade of Gascony; the
pupils of his beady eyes became black
blots in a sallow sea of pupils; his
twitching lips, his nervous fingers, his
hesitancy and his trembling limbs—all
these proclaimed him for the unmasked
boaster, the craven, the saffron-
blooded ruffian that he was.

A reverberating, tinkling crash
echoed through the room.

Lafréniére leaped sidewise.

But it was only the shattered bottle
of vin ordinaire which Jean, the voy-
ageur, had tumbled incontinently to
the floor in his own excitement.

“Sacré!” hissed Lafréniére, wiping
his streaming brow with a gloved hand,
as South’s grim, remorseless yet spon-
taneous laugh echoed the crash.

“Are you a coward, wm’sien?”
taunted the burly figure at the door.
“Are you afraid that I will seek to do
you harm before we face each other on
the field of honor the second time—
and with the advantage all with you?”

His sneer broadened as Lafréniére
did not reply.

“Well,” boomed South a little im-
patiently, “if that idea holds you back,
wear that iron plaything you have
hanging from your belt, if you care
to.” His words were tinctured with an
intolerable insolence.

Lafréniére  straightened himself
haughtily, however, and shot a ven-
omous look in his direction, while
something like satisfaction at the con-
cession smoothed out the desperate
lines in his forehead.

“I am without weapons of any kind
save those with which Nature has en-
dowed me,” continued the stranger, as
if interpreting the look and putting it
into words for the benefit of the motley
group of auditors. “But, m’sieu, allow
me to inform you that if you contem-
plate treachery toward me because of
my permitting you to wear your fa-

v
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vorite plaything—a rapier—remember,
m’sien, that I have already publicly
placed you on record as a potential as-
sassin—and if it is to be 7 'who do not
return from the business I have in
hand, instead-of you, my public desig-
nation of you will have then been justi-
fied.”

Stung into movement by the barbed
words, Lafréniére moved over toward
the door.

Mr. South of Somewhere waited un-
til the Creole had crossed the threshold.

Then the yawning maw of the black-
ness without closed round and swal-
lowed them up.

CHAPTER XVIL
JEAN GENET’S CURIOSITY.

; JEAN GENET, more than partially
sobered by the astounding reap-
pearance of Mr. South, whom he

had left on the shores of Bayou Lafitte,
staggered to his feet as Henry Fau-
chois cautiously closed the door behind
the reluctant exit of Baptiste Boisblanc
Lafréniére.

Woodsman and swamp rat that he
was, and although profoundly ignor-
ant of many things aside from the
quaint lore of the wilderness and those
secrets whispered by the spell of the
vasty waste during the solitary hours
while he followed his perilous liveli-
hood for a precarious living, Jean Ge-
net, nevertheless, was not without a
certain quaint wisdom, in spite of his
lack of erudition and ignorance of the
outside world and its customs.

His first glance, therefore, was in
the direction of M. Lussat and Domi-
nique You. It was prompted by Jean’s
recollection that Mr. South of Some-
where had referred to both of them,
while leaving Vaudreil to return to the
place where Jean had first found him.

Now, the incomprehensible fellow
was back again in Vaudreil—and there
must be a reason.

Something, therefore, so Jean’s
thoughts ran on, had brought him back
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as abruptly as he had left. In the ab-
sence of other reasons, what could be
more likely than that something had
to do with M. Lussat or Dominique
You—or both?

How Mr. South had returned was
more perplexing than why he had
returned—at least more perplexing to
Jean; for what magpie ever hatched in
the broad Delta section—or what
heron, either, for that matter—could
have brought the big-bodied man thith-
er, as he had himself vowed he would
leave Bayou Lafitte—through the air?

Jean repressed his impulse to shud-
der at the uncanny power of an indi-
vidual who could do what Mr. South
of Somewhere had done, indubitably.
He had found his way back to Vau-
dgeil without a guide, unless his mas-
ter from “the pit” had aided him.

But the reasons which the old voya-
geur secretly believed had brought him
back were human beings, like Jean
himself, and for -M. Lussat, the self-
contained, inscrutable advocate, or for
the irrepressible Creole lad with the
piratical name, fear was just now re-
placed with insatiable curiosity. Why,
for instance, had Mr. South mentioned
them both while leaving Vaudreil and
ignored them both on his return?

It might be that Mr. South’s swift
offense at the manner of Lafréniére’s
intimate reference to Enterpe de la
Chaise had caused the stranger to alter
his first intention. Neither Jean, nor
anyone else in the room, had failed to
understand the spirit which had
prompted the blow and the swift, pan-
ther-like manner in which the offender
had surrendered his advantage, under
the code, to give his former enemy
every superiority on their second meet-
ing.

Jean divined that it was both para-
doxical and Quixotic, although he
could not have recognized a paradox
by name and had never heard of the
humorous Don who tilted windmills to
vent his chivalry.

The woodsman’s former fear of this
queer-acting stranger was no longer as



MR. SOUTH OF SOMEWHERE.

acute as it had been, although the su-
perstitious awe in which he held him
was, if anything, increased. Chauffeur
or devil—he had been more liberal
than many deeply pious folk—Jean
had not been harmed, but, instead, vast-
ly benefited through the association.

That was why he was now peering
warily around the flowing Cagliostro
costume which Depuis Moreau was
wearing, to see what M. Lussat would
now do, if anything.

Henry Fauchois broke the silence as
he turned to the borough prosecutor
with a question:

*“M’sien, was it prudent, think you,
for Baptiste to follow that terrible
creature out into the darkness?”

M. Lussat shrugged his shoulders.

“Why do you ask?” he countered,
after an interval calculated to give his

words the impressiveness which a de-"

layed reply always conveys from one
who speaks little.

“They are not friends,” muttered
Fauchois sheepishly. “They have only
to meet and what follows is like a spark
from steel on flint falling into pow-
der.™

In the ensuing pause, Dominique
You whipped one of his pistols from
his belt and grimaced at it, as he in-
spected the foundations of the twin-
Cagliostro’s metaphor.

“That is none of my affair,” ob-
served the pseudo-Richelieu, after an-
other dramatic and sustained interval.
“I do not know this stranger nor his
antecedents, For that matter, who, in
Vaudreil does? We can only judge
him by his acts. They supplement his
speech. You know as much about
Baptiste as I know—even more—for
you are more frequently in his soci-
ety,” he cryptically continued. “Bap-
tiste is not a child. From what he was
saying when this fellow unexpectedly
came trumpeting in here, one would
hardly think Baptiste feared him. Be-
sides, he was free to go or to stay. He
made his choice without compulsion or
even advice. What of it?”

It was here that Jean Genet steered
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unsteadily toward the rear of the Cote
d’Or—more unsteadily, in fact, than
his real condition warranted. He did
not understand -‘M’sieu South, but, be-
ing an old swamp rat, he understood
some other things—among them a cer-
tain flexing of M. Lussat’s fingers, as he
gathered up his Richelieu’s robe, signi-
fied that the advocate was about to
leave.

This action, no less than the non-
committal tone of the words he had ut-
tered, savored, also, to the voyageur’s
mind of the tactics of a mother-bird
simulating a broken wing to decoy
away an intruder who has ventured
dangerously close to her secret nesting
place. :

Jean’s previous curiosity, born of
the questions put to him by Mr. South
while en route to Bayow Lafitte, was
now deepening into inquisitiveness as
while en route to Bayou Lafitte, was
what he said—or the contrary.

For himself, he doubted the sincerity
of the utterance.

And five minutes later, standing well
concealed outside the front door of the
inn, his doubts grew apace when M.
Lussat and the grotesquely garbed
Dominique emerged and hurried down
the road at a pace which was hard for
him to equal, provided he also re-
mained unseen and unheard.

However, the road led straight to
M. Lussat’s home, and that of itself
was not suspicious, nor the fact that
the residence lay in the same direction
as the one taken so short a time before
by Lafréniére and the stranger to reach
the home of Enterpe de la Chaise.

But Dominique’s first observation
and the manner of M. Lussat’s reply
rather thrilled Jean. It came when the
pair were hardly well out of the misty
circle of light which the Cote d’Or
radiated from ‘its small windows.

“Why did we not follow them
sooner?” piped the lad. “This fellow
has pieces of eight—did you not hear
me when I whispered it? And my pis-
tols are loaded and primed. Can we be
on the track of—"
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“Dominique,” sternly exclaimed the
advocate, “stop your idle chattering!”
Thus adjured, the lad growled some-
thing unintelligible and obeyed—for a
time.

Two hundred yards further on his
shrill, petulant voice again cut through
the somber stillness of the night like a
knife.

“It was you that told me of my
great-grandfather I’ he insisted, with
characteristic defiance. “Did you not
also tell me of his death in New Or-
leans and of his burial with honor in
the middle cemetery on Claiborne
Street—"

The profane imprecation that broke
in on the lad’s remarks was clearly dis-
cerned by Jean Genet, creeping along
the fringe of the road fifty paces or so
behind the pair.

“_—and that on his tomb, in French,
are the words: ‘Here lies 'Captain
Dominique You, the hero of a hundred
battles on land and sea; who, without
fear and without reproach, will one day
view unmoved the destruction of the
world!" did you not?”

For reply Lussat stopped short, fell
upon the youngster, grasping him by
the collar and shaking him as a terrier
shakes a rat.

Jean also brought up suddenly, and
remained there viewing this peculiar
exhibition of the advocate’s wrath with
no little surprise. Dominique You,
however, although whimpering under
the reproof, behaved with that peculiar
and insistent obduracy of a child who
realizes that he is being unjustly treated
and who resents it, while unable to re-
sist the cause.

M. Lussat’s rage passed as quickly as
it had surged out and over his studied
habitual phlegm. Also he seemed to
regret yielding to it, for after glancing
cautiously back toward the lights of
Vaudreil he spoke in tones of marked
Lindliness.

“I am not angry with you because
you believe what I have told you, and
which is unquestionably entirely true,”
said he, just before resuming his for-
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mer rapid pace toward the house. “But
I am angry because you cannot show
yourself the worthy descendant of that
illustrious man—that you disobey me
at such a time—a time when, it may
be, that we are nearing the end of the
long quest for your portion of the hid-
den fortune which Jean Lafitte prom-
ised to one day share with his captains
—a promise made on the isle Chéniere
Caminada, when he fled with the spoils
to avoid enemies who would no longer
be denied.”

“And there are but three heirs, eh?”
insisted the Creole boy in his thin, pip-
ing tones.  “Hortense, who is de-
scend from Captain Rigoult, me, Dom-
inique You, and Mlle. de la—*

Lussat turned upon him a look of
such intense malignity that the boy

. spoke no more.

Presently they turned up the lane
leading to the moribund old brick
dwelling in the midst of the garden,
where the nymph in eroded wrought-
iron, by day or by night, upturned her
visage in disfigured ecstasy atop the
tinkling fountain.

And here, too, paused Jean Genet,
with a transient wonder at his own te-
merity in venturing even thus far to-
ward the same destination which
M’sieu South and Baptiste must now
be nearing—the destination whose
brilliantly lighted windows were as
clearly discernible from where he was
standing as her angelic countenance
and ravishing figure had been apparent
during the bal masque, when, attired
as the “Spirit of Liberty,” Enterpe de
la Chaise had glided to and fro in the
mazy dance, wrenching the heart-
strings of her hopeless admirers as vio-
lently as that ideal which she por-
trayed had wrenched asunder the walls
of the gloomy Bastile.

Jean Genet was no coward—in the
swamp.

There was something, however, so
altogether eery in the sound of the
closing door, signifying that M. Lussat
and his protégé had entered the house,
that he hesitated. It was but an ordi-
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nary sound, yet it was pregnant with
ominousness.

His inquisitiveness as to why the in-
comprehensible M'sieu South had
spoken concerning this strangely as-
sorted pair was dying away. It was
incomprehensible to Jean, however,
that idle curiosity could have impelled
M’sieu South to wing his fantastic
flight—on heron or magpie back—to
Vaudreil again, altogether contemp-
tuous of past dangers, and to a spot
where fresh danger was certainly rife,
unless the old voyageur had misread
the murderous eyes of Baptiste Bois-
blanc Lafréniére, the instant before the
duelist had followed Mr. South of
Somewhere out into the night.

Then another sound broke in upon
his reverie as he paused irresolutely in
the shadow of the oleanders near the
fountain.

The door to M. Lussat’s house was
opening again, this time so stealthily
that even the old swamp rat at first
thought his ears had deceived him—
until he saw a gaudy turban protruding
through the opening.

Dominique You had worn that tur-
ban and a sash to match at the bal
masque, even as Jean Genet was wear-
ing a costume hastily designed by Miro,
the tailor, and by that most worthy
craftsman sartorial declared to be an
historically correct reproduction of the
uniform that the doughty Captain
Rigoult had worn in the days when
the Baratarians coquetted with the
Creoles; when Jean Lafitte, pirate and
gentleman, ruled the Coast of Gold
with the hand of steel in the glove of
silk—a hand whose palm dripped boun-
teously to many fortunate enough to
have lived when and where Lafitte
lived; a hand which, according to the
statements of both M. Lussat and
Dominique You, although dust these
many years, yet held securely in its
clutch a treasure not altogether tradi-
tional, since no less than the borough
prosecutor believed in it and told his
protégé how it came that the descend-
ants of Lafitte and his two valorous
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captains were entitled to share and
share alike.

Jean had heard of this treasure be-

ore.

So with bated breath, putting aside
his sinister forebodings of the moment
before, he waited in the shadow of the
oleanders to see what the turbanned,
besashed figure would do next—
waited while he felt that somehow he
was being drawn into the maw of
things as devilish as his own surmises
when he had first seen the figure of Mr.
South of Somewhere standing so
grimly on the dusky shores of Bayou
Lafitte.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE ROAD TO THE HOUSE OF LAFITTE.

N the interim the men of whom the
old woyageur was thinking were
barely out of earshot of the Cote

d’Or when the stranger remarked
quietly : 3

“My Creole friend, my permission
for you to take along your rapier is not
based on ignorance of your possible in-
tentions toward me, but because my
foresight is better than yours at this
time. One advantage in particular you
will forego if you should inadvertently
put that little toy to use before we re-
turn.”

Baptiste, hissing like a serpent and
clutching the hilt of his sword, skipped
sidewise. Mr. South, however, merely
chuckled like a mischievous schoolboy
and continued his rapid pace un-
alarmed.

“I do not understand you, m’sien!”
exclaimed the Creole haughtily, as he
lengthened his stride to overtake the
other.

“Which, being interpreted,” coolly
retorted South, “is equivalent to your
idea that it is better to kill me down
among the trees, a little further along
the road, eh?”

Lafréniére thanked the friendly
darkness which hid his crimson face.
As Hippolyte Alimiere had declared—
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but for an entirely different reason—
this fellow was truly diabolical. He
even uttered aloud one’s thoughts al-
most before they had time to take
form,

“It is this way, my dear fellow,”
went on South, with an urbanity no
less exasperating than his recent most
savage excoriations. “If you send that
rapier through my body you may kill
me—yes. But what have you gained
by yielding to a hot-blooded impulse,
when you intend doing it anyway, and
in a public manner, a little later—if
you can? You have not gained; you
have lost instead.”

“I have lost—what?”

“Why, the double pleasure of an-
ticipating the joy to be yours when you
succeed—if you do—as well as your
delight at again affording your fellow
townsmen an exhibition of your superb
skill. What else, pray?”

“Perhaps, m’sicu, I would have suffi-
cient pleasure to gratify my present
humor by foregoing the ones you men-
tion.”

“I think not. In fact, I am sure you
will agree with me that you are wrong
as soon as you have cooled off a little.
You are wrong because to attack me
now would be murder. You cannot al-
ways rely, you know, upon the apathy
of the borough prosecutor. Besides
the stigma of an assassin, in addition
to hurting your pride, entails certain
pains and penalties, to say nothing of
your lack of foresight in robbing the
public of a sight of the manner in
which a member of the local nobility
wipes out the repeated stains upon his
honor! Then there is also the delayed
satisfaction to be yours personally,
which the failure of the bomb to ex-
plode, after I released you to save a
certain young lady, caused to be denied
you. No, m’sicu, I think on reflection
you will agree with me.”

“Bah!” snarled Lafréniére. “You
knew that cursed contrivance was
harmless, for you had it in your pos-
session before forcing me to accept
your choice of weapons!”
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“Assertions are not proof,” equably
returned the other man. “I came to
Vaudreil a stranger. I slept in your
hotel. I went to Dr. Carondelet’s to
pay a friendly call with my guide.
Never, until that instant, had I ever
heard of Philippe Saint Marie or the
relic of what he is pleased to call his
miracle. Dr. Carondelet can bear wit-
ness that after I learned of those facts
he was with me constantly. It is true
I handled the bomb, but I had no tools
with which to pry it apart or examine
it. I slipped it in my pocket when I in-
vited him to dine with me—at your
hotel. On the  Way we met you. You
challenged me.’

Lafréniére, realizing that the simple
logic was tinanswerable, gave the con-
versation a new angle, meanwhile fur-
tively fingering the hilt of D'Ar-
tagnan’s trusty blade.

“You knew I was in Vaudreil?”

“When you stepped up to me—not
before. M’sicu, may I not offer you a
suggestion calculated to increase your
peace of mind in future?”

“You may offer it,” coldly réturned
the Creole, “but I may not adopt it.”

“Suit yourself. Itisthis: Study the
properties of numbers—for numbers,
from simple addition upward, contain
more real truths than all the world’s
philosophers have ever written. Phi-
losophy deludes—numbers never lie.
Numbers contain the only true philos-
ophy, for, just as surely as two and two
make four, so does a given cause al-
ways produce a corresponding effect.
Philosophy, whether secular or re-
ligious, may delude you. Therefore it
is detrimental. But if you will, here-
after try and remember that cause and
effect rule this world—not hare-brained
theories—you will be happier.”

“Your solicitude for my happiness
is most marked, it would seem,” gloat-
ed the Creole.

“Prove it for yourself, m’sien. Your
fingers are even now itching at the hilt
of that ornate but very business-like
weapon you wear. The cause of that
itch is the hatred in your brain toward
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me. Yet you will not draw youf sword
nor use it, because pride in a more ar-
tistic manner of murder holds your
arm stronger than a vise would hold

“You seem very sure of it—more
sure than I, M’sieu South!”

“It is the mathematics of cause and
effect. The effect on the public whom
you expect will witness your vengeance
is the cause of your present hesitancy.
You are unwilling to exchange tran-
sient admiration, a few hours hence,
for undying odium. Your pride,
therefore, protects me. Come, m’siex,
be candid—at least with yourself. We
are quite alone. There is no one here
to watch you parade, like a peacock
when spreading his tail. Even were
you a peacock, and so engaged—and
what could be more laudable?—it is,
nevertheless, too dark for the sheen of
your pride to dazzle absent eyes. No
one is present save I, m’sien.. And you
know very well that you could never
deceive me.”

“But you may be deceiving me!”
hotly exclaimed Lafréniére. “How do
I know that you really intend meeting
me at all? Perhaps you are only lur-
ing me out into this darkness to mur-
der me—possibly with accomplices.”

“If that were so, why should I have
first shown myself at your hotel? Un-
til then no one knew I was back in
Vaudreil. Would it not have been per-
fectly simple for me to have looked
through the windows of the inn, waited
until your guests had all departed, then
set fire to the building and shot you
down from the safe shadows when you
emerged? No, M’sieu Baptiste Bois-
blanc Lafréniére, you are—pardon me
for stating it bluntly—wrong again. It
would seem that my most disinterested
efforts to get you to deal fairly, not
with me but with yourself, are futile.
You permit your rage to dethrone your
reason—a dangerous thing for a man
with your temperament, m’sien.”

Lafréniére gritted his teeth at the
careless tone of the words. Such bait-
ing was more exasperating to his pride
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than the most terrible denunciation.
His rapier, for all his boasted skill,
could not protect him against the dead-
lier thrusts which the stranger dealt
with such sang froid.

He was so scourged with the lash of
the homely words that he again paused
irresolutely, uncertain whether or not
to end matters then and there, despite
his inward admissions that South was
entirely correct regarding his over-
weening vanity’ and thirst to publicly
revenge himself on the source of his
previous humiliations.

Once again, however, he was fore-
stalled.

The burly man who had nettled him
with his cruciate remarks turned and
faced him with the same amazing com-
posure which he had invariably exhib-
ited in moments of previous peril.

His great arm suddenly shot out,
with extended hand and forefinger,
pointing backward, almost over the
Creole’s shoulder.

“Even were your present annoyance
to triumph over your pleasurable an-
ticipation, m’sien, you are too late,”
said he.

Lafréniére turned, in spite of him-
self.

“You see?” went on the stranger,
“Richelieu and his piratical convoy are
leaving your inn and coming this way
quite rapidly. Although I have never
been formally introduced to the gentle-
man .in the historic prime minister’s
costume, I may hazard a conjecture,
may I not, that it is none other than
the worthy M. Lussat—he of the fu-
nereal face and the dust-to-dust air of
looking one over ?”

Lafréniére sneered.
sat, but what of it?”

“Nothing, #’sieu, except that they
will overtake us if we linger here, and
M. Lussat, as a private citizen, of
course could not very well have avoid-
ed hearing what passed between us ere
1 left the hotel and you followed.
Surely you have no desire to embar-
rass that tolerant gentleman by forcing
him to stumble over evidence that I

“It is M. Lus-
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spoke truly when I recatalogued you as
a potential assassin! He might be so
startled that he would be forced to take
official cognizance of what had tripped
him, m’sieu—especially if it should
happen to be my dead body. Think of
him, I beg of you, if not of yourself or
of me—a stranger in Vaudreil who has
yet to complete his errand. Shall we
not go on, nt'sieu?”

He turned deliberately.

Lafréniére, his weapon already
creeping noiselessly out of its sheath,
gazed at its formidable bulk—at once
a continual challenge to his vengeance
and a perpetual menace to his pride.

One swift, silent thrust, and—

A cricket in the roadside shadows
rubbed his strident legs together. At
the rasp—as if it were two lithe blades
singing at the instant of engaging in
the hands of two desperately deter-
mined men—a sudden smile broke over
Lafréniére’s swollen, moody counte-
nance.

The rapier slipped back into its snug
sheath and he trotted forward until
again abreast of South, who, plunged
into a reverie, seemed to heed not the
transition in the other’s spirits.

Lafréniére, however, for some rea-
son appeared vastly well pleased that
he had not yielded to his morose and
murderous impulse, for he was almost
jubilant in tone when he spoke again.

They were just abreast of the lane
leading up from the highway to M.
Lussat’s severely respectable abode
when the Creole broke the silence.

“M’siew,” he began, jocularly, “I
fail to understand—that is, if you
are not deceiving me in this matter of
your errand—why you have been will-
ing to accord me satisfaction for your
past insults, as well as the added in-
juries of this evening, with weapons'of
my own choosing.”

“No doubt, m’sien,” politely re-
turned the other. “If you care to be-
lieve that T am in earnest about my er-
rand—and I do not see why you should
question, inasmuch as you are accom-
panying me—you might resolve your
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other doubt by attributing it to a
whim.  For I am whimsical, at times,
mon vieux!”

“Whimsical?” reiterated the Creole.
“In some things—yes. But this, m’sien,
is a matter of life or death. And you
quite comprehend, do you not,” he per-
sisted, craftily, “that you may hope for
nothing less from me, m’sien?”

“Our respective .views of life and
death, I fear, will not be cleared up in
the brief time that yet remains to us,”
said South, with something like a sigh.
“There are phases of what you are
pleased to term life which might be, for
instance, less desirable to me than what
you term death. After all, m’sien, who
shall say where the one ends and the
other begins? Recall what I mentioned
about the properties of numbers. When
did numbers—or the principles they
convey—begin, or when will they or
their principles end? We cannot say
they began when men first learned of
them, because that is simply a contra-
diction in terms. They must have ex-
isted before men learned of their uses
or properties—otherwise, how could
they have been discovered at all?”

“I understand, m’sien,” suavely re-
turned the Creole. “But what have
these numbers, of which you prate so
glibly, to do with life and death?”

“Well,” South’s voice boomed sono-
rously out over the close, fetid dark-
ness, “after all, we know as much of
numbers as of life or death—and no
more. They are, therefore, both
equally unknowable. Who knows what
life is—or its purpose? We begin by
indulging the rosy dreams of youth.
We end by having done what we must
do, all through life, instead of what

_we have promised ourselves we should

do. Ts it not so?”

Lafréniére mumbled something to
the effect that he was more at home on
the field of honor than in discussions
of such topics.

He was rather pleased, however,
that Mr. South’s voice seemed to be
more imbued with a tinge of melan-
choly—Tlike the drift of their desultory
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conversation—the nearer they ap-
proached the home of Enterpe de la
Chaise. He *wds very sure, in fact,
that it lacked the former sturdy defi-
ance which he had always hitherto
noted was so characteristic of this in-
comprehensible individual.

In proportion, therefore, the Creole’s
volatile spirits rose, while the attitude
of Mr. South seemed to take on more
of his own recent dejection.

The essential cruelty typical of his
real nature, however, would not per-
mit the Creole to tacitly witness the
other’s lessening confidence. He en-
joyed the prospect of his coming duel,
but it gave him an added zest, mean-
while, to toy with his victim.

So, with a spurious magnanimity,
now that he had regained something of
the aplomb which South’s mysterious
and utterly unexpected return to the
Cote d’Or had shattered, Lafréniére,
in a tone bordering between insolence
and condescension, renewed the discus-
sion on other lines.

“If 1 remember correctly,” said he,
“you have never handled a rapier.”

“You have a most excellent mem-
ory,” boomed South.

“It is mos’ unfortunat’,” sibilated
Baptiste, unconsciously chppmg his syl-
lables and baring his teeth in his joy.
“The lunge in tierce, for instance—if
T use it, how would you guard?”

“By thrusting in turn, I suppose, as
‘hard and as straight ‘as T can,” said
South, without a tremor in his voice.

“But the riposte, m’sieu—the which
may turn aside your weapon or whisk
it from your hand—eh? Without a
sword—"

“What is written is written. Tech-
nicalities, of this kind, are not in my
lme, m’siew. Hence, I cannot even an-
swer you intelligently—in words!”

“Yet, you will fight me!” smirked
Baptiste, luxuriating in his pleasure at
harrying the other.

“Is Vaudreil large enough for us
both—or, for that matter, the world?
That is why I shall fight you. You
understand, I trust, to what I refer?”

Jto your murderous heart!
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“Shall T ever forget that dear Par-
nassus roof-garden?” genially returned
the Creole, “or your cat’s eyes, as you
looked over the top of your wonderful
beard at Enterpe? M’sieu, I am—
shall we say?—ravished at the recol-
lection—and the prospect!”

*It must be truly fascinating!” gibed
Mr. South. “Were I you, I should
roll around on the ground, I think, like
a Persian feline in a forest of catnip
trees!”

“M’sieu, you are not only a wizard,
as Hippolyte avowed to me—you are
enchantingly droll! Alas, that catnip
should not grow hereabouts! Well,
too great joy, it kills one, so says the
proverb, w’sien. Why, pray, could
you not continue to remain where I
first saw you, and play out your little
game with your theories and some
other enchantress—"

“M’sieu. If you persist in forget-
ting yourself, you will force me to
borrow some old blade from the gentle-
man who lives in this house we are
nearing, to measure it with the one you
wear, thereby robbing the merry vil-
lagers of a glimpse of the glory so dear
I shall do
so, however, if you persist in mention-
ing the name of one so far above you
that a snail might as well aspire to kiss
a star!”

Baptiste laughed, happily, as they
turned in .among the spectral trees at
the foot of the knoll, fringing the
park-like approach to the mansion from
which Lafitte’s beacon once blazed to
guide his lusty freebooters.

“What fools live in Vaudreil,”
jeered the Creole. “They think you a
devil, with mysterious powers. Iknow
you for what you are, m’sien, a fool,
like all other men! T reiterate, m’sien
—you are a fool—for the smile of a
woman sends you to death of a surety,
this time.”

“Of a surety?” repeated South.
“Whence this sudden spirit of proph-
ecy; my Creole friend?”

“My rapier is no bomb denuded of
its defonating charge. And, may I add
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that it is thirsty, m’sien? When it
comes over in the lunge in tierce—

pardon! 1 forget. You have never
seen that captivating thrust, for you
have never handled a rapier! Itisa

beautiful, curving lunge, M’sieu South
of Somewhere. You shall, at least,
have the satisfaction of dying artistic-
ally, and as bravely as you, yourself,
shallsay! For, look you, M’sieu South
—I who shall kill you at daybreak,
have not yet told one person in Vau-
dreil your real name or position—"

“Shall I tell you why?” sarcastically
cut in the man addressed. “You have
not and will not, because, while you
fancy you may kill me, a poor devil of
a stranger, with impunity, if it should
become known afterward who I really
was, M’sieu Baptiste Boisblanc Lafré-
niére, no spot on this planet could pre-
serve you from the vengeance of the
friend you saw with me that night you
have just mentioned.”

“Your friend—bah—"

“Softly,” interpolated South. “Do
not permit the scent of that missing
catnip to over-intoxicate you. Remem-
ber, he saw you. Remember, also, that
he would know you again if he met
you, and instantly recall the smallest
detail of your personality if he heard
that the John North, who has since
died, was killed by a Creole in a duel.
Likewise, while Vaudreil lies buried in
a swamp, m’sieu, science and invention
are in full flower at the edges of this
trackless morass. The wireless, for

. instance, could tick off the news of the
demise of a man who died that Mr.
South of Somewhere might live, in the
ten-thousandth part of a second, from
New Orleans or Baton Rouge—
straight into the station on the Olym-
pian Building in New York. And, in
another ten-thousandth of a second,
m’sieu, think what would befall you!”

“Befall me?”

South shook a forbidding forefinger
under the other’s nose.

“Who else, pray? When that an-
swering message flies, with the speed
of light, out for ten thousand miles
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with a word-picture of you, mon ami,
every wireless station on this conti~
nent—or that of South America—as
well as every ship at sea, would pick it
up. The reward for your apprehen-
sion would set on fire a hundred thou-
sand gold-craving human bloodhounds
and even in Vaudreil, the newspapers
of other cities would carry the offer.

“What, then would become of you?
You may slake your thirst for venge-
ance against a homeless poor devil of a
stranger, m’sieu—if, as I have said,
you can do it—when we meet at day-
break on the Place d’Armes. But, you
had best guard well your oily tongue,
both before and after that event, if it is
fated to occur, for, otherwise, no nook
or cranny of this wilderness will avail
you! No, not even if you turned your-
self into a lizard could you hope to es-
cape the wrath of my one, true friend
in all the world, M’sieu Baptiste Bois-
blanc Lafréniére. That is why you
have told no one and will tell no one—
understand ?”

The Creole wiped his face.

“Cer-certainement!” he stammered.
“And you have told—"

“I have told no one, not even you,
anything they did not already know be-
fore I arrived in Vaudreil. Nor shall
1. And now, my bloodthirsty Persian
tom-cat, you will wait here, a hundred
feet from the veranda steps, for me to
perform my errand, but alone, mind
you!”

He pulled out his watch, consulting
the illuminated dial.

“Two o’clock on a fine morning for
murder—eh?” he rumbled, savagely.
“In thirty minutes, at the outside, I
shall be with you again, and then, back
to the Place d’Armes and to business!”

“Or,” supplemented Lafréniére, sud-
denly whipping his rapier from its
sheath, and bending it, lovingly, until
it was almost double, “I shall enter and
kill you on the floor—in there, eh?”

“If you care to risk it,” silkily went
on South, “rapier or no rapier, m’siew.
I shall not in that event, however, un-
dertake to guarantee that you will live~
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to reach the Place d’Armes. Speak-
ing for myself, I rather enjoy an oc-
casional hazard, perhaps because I un-
derstand the properties of numbers
which govern all hazards. Triple-X
hazards, on others, however, are some-
thing I cannot guarantee even you pro-
tection against—the percentage is a
very dangerous one, my friend. You
know, I suppose—"

““T'hat there is no other way for you
to leave save through this front door?
Yes, m’sien. ‘The-swamp joins the
garden wall on three sides in the rear.
And, by the swamp you cannot escape,
either! For, m’sieu, is it not better to
die, as I have said, artistically—when
die you must—Tlike a brave man at the
end of a rapier? There is little pain, T
am told—far less than from the fangs
of a serpent, the huge jaws of a sau-
rian or the slow torture of su!’focatmg
in the bottomless mire !””

“Nature evidently intended you for
a consoler of sick souls,” grimly re-
turned the other, as he started toward
the steps. “You have mistaken your
calling by becommg a professional

tador of men, m’ hich is the
true designation of a duelist.”

The Creole gritted his teeth in fresh
rage as Mr. South of Somewhere, hav-
ing delivered this Parthian arrow pend-
.ing his return, strode briskly up to the
magnificent doorway of carved mahog-
any and stained glass, through which
the brilliant lights within filtered out in
purple and crimson frescoes across the
cypress flooring of the veranda.

The stranger, despite Lafréniére’s
horrible hatred, was thoroughly game.
No poor power of his at delineating
what would undoubtedly follow, had
succeeded in penetrating his victim’s
imperturbability. He had even re-
mained philosophical, disarming the
Creole’s cruel, vicious pleasure with
ideas as resolute as the heavy re-
verberation of the great silver knocker
which was now thudding like the ham-
mer of Thor against the main entrance
to the home of Enterpe de la Chaise.

Mr. South waited the response to his
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summons, waited with a stolidity which
the Creole lurking in the shadows se-
cretly envied; for the sound of that
insistent summons, somehow, brought
a renewal of the chill which Lafré-
niére had felt in the Cote d’Or, when
the stranger had interrupted his boast.

It swept over him anew as the echo
of the knock died away among the
whispering trees—whispering as if in
anticipation of some foul act which
they told each other they would pres-
ently witness.

Lafréniére
peered round him.

He might as well have stared at the
centre of the earth for all that he could
distinguish.

Death was in the very air, he told
himself, for Baptiste had not worn his
rapier for naught when leaving the lit-
tle group at the inn to follow this fel-
low, who anticipated and parried his
intentions with words that repelled him
so easily that a new thought came to
him—perhaps the skill of speech might,
mysteriously, be transferred to the
wrist of a novice, holding in his great
paw for the first time the duelist’s
favorite weapon.

But Baptiste told himself that such
folly would fade out before the light
of dawn on the Place d’Armes. Mean-
while, he slipped nearer to the steps of
the veranda, where Mr. South of
Somewhere waited, gluing his insa-
tiable eyes on the place where either En-
terpe or her uncle must presently ap-
pear, if the stranger’s errand were not
in vain.

Hence, Lafréniére was quite un-
mindful of the fact that in the thickest
of the shadows behind him was a
gaudy sash girding the waist of a fig-
ure whose head wore a turban to
match it; that a ferocious mustache
sprouted like the inverted and black-
ened tusks of a walrus from its lips;
or that in the sash were two old-fash-
ioned pistols once fitted to the hands
of a certain Captain Dominique You,
whose tomb in Claiborne Street ceme-
tery, in New Orleans, even to this day

shuddered. Then he




bears an inscription proclaiming that
he will, from within it, “without fear
and without reproach one day view un-
moved the destruction of the world.”

Lafréniére could not see this figure

“but the figure could clearly discern the
Creole, because the latter was sharply
defined against light emanating from
the windows of the old Lafitte mansion.

And even the dauntless captain him-
self, who had worn those same pistols
in “a hundred battles on land and sea,”
from each of which he had emerged
“an intrepid hero,” in the hour prophe-
sied upon his last resting place, could
not hope to “view unmoved” the de-
struction of the world with more of
phlegm than the figure creeping up in
the shadows behind Lafréniére exhib-
ited.

Then, the door opened, and the
bared head of Mr. South of Some-
where was silhouetted against another
figure—that of seraph, it seemed,
framed in the tinted rays falling from
the finely-wrought porcelain shade
crowning an Etruscan lamp swaying
above her—the one wrenched by pirate
hands from a Spanish galleon return-
ing from the East Indies in the long
ago, the other plucked from the temple
of an ancient Roman god.

Its soft beams quivered and wavered
as it swung to and fro, filling the heart-
hungry eyes of Mr. South of Some-
where standing in the shadows of the
veranda, like the figure of a Peri who
has forever lost his Paradise, but is
now privileged to return to it for one
final, brief but immortal, half-hour.

CHAPTER XIX.
A MEETING AND—A SHOT.

AFRENIERE regretted that he
was not near enough to disfin-
guish the first words uttered by

Enterpe de la Chaise or her expression
at the sight of the presumptuous fellow
who had insisted upon calling at such
a late hour.

Mr. South of Somewhere was hard-
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ly less advantageously situated, how-
ever, although for far different reasons,
and while actually so close that the
alarmed eyes of the.girl sent a pang of
keenest disappointment through his
otherwise drugged faculties.

“You wish to see my uncle, m’sieu?”
asked Enterpe, her fair face flooding
with the emotion her cool tone denied.

“Mademoiselle, 1 have never been
an artist’s model, hence affectation is
both foreign and fatiguing to one of
my nature. I had entirely forgotten
your uncle at sight of you.”

“He is in the drawing room,” said
she, with a slightly mischievous twist
to the corners of her mouth.

“If you care to preserve him, order
him into the cellar until I have gone
away,” growled South, stepping, unin-
vited, into the hall. “The only reason
for my behavior, mademoiselle—"

“Oh{” laughed the girl, as she closed

the door. “How cold and formal we
are growing! Pray, why, M’sieu
South?”

The maddening way she lisped his
name sent furious pulse-beats hammer-
ing at him from temples to toes. He
checked his wild desire to seize her,
however, choked back the incoherent
terms of eéndearment crowding for
articulate speech, and, with the ghost of
his former confident smile, replied:

“My lack of time precludes long ex-
planation. Let me say, first, that I have
an engagement which must be kept
thirty minutes from now; and then to
add that I disobeyed your command to
leave Vaudreil and remain away that I
might bring you back this.””

He flashed the old Spanish coin be-
fore her.- She regarded it with a per-
plexed expression, while he went hur-
riedly on:

“When I first saw this trinket, it was
on a golden wire around your neck. I
found it on the shore of a bayou re~
mote from here and I was more dum-
founded to see it there, no doubt, than
you are at my having so fortunately
recovered it. However, I think I un-
derstand how it happened to come
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there. A magpie was chattering over-
head—"

He checked his words as the look of
acute but formless terror he had once
before seen mar the beauty of her face
returned at the mention of the word
“magpie,” flashed over it and was gone.

“A magpie!” iterated Enterpe, so
low that her voice was almost inaudible.
“How very strange!”

South flashed his old, assured, sa-
tirical smile.

“Even niysterious!” he gibed. “Well,
all natural phenomena are mysteries,
until analyzed and understood, then
they drop into the commonplace. It
was your magpie that carried it there,
probably.”

“My magpie?
taken ?”’

Her former agitation seemed to be
returning.

“A plague on all magpies!” boomed
South, sulphurously. - “Damn them! I
hate them all and yours more heartily
than the rest of them. They’re a noisy,
disagreeable, presuming, baneful lot of
feathered chatterboxes!”

He broke off before her laugh,
abashed as a schoolboy caught in some
ludicrous prank. She was so utterly
bizarre in her moods. One moment her
face had been that of a great tragedi-
enne, the next it crumpled into soft,
pouting curves that would have driven
a saint to abjure his vows.

“Why, M’sieu South, it could not
have been my magpie that carried the
coin there—although he is always steal-
ing trinkets.”

“Could not have been?" repeated the
bewildered visitor. “Well, whose was
it, then? A substitute thief in feathers,
trained by the versatile Dominque
You?”

Are you not mis-

“Will you not come over into my
morning room and sit down, while I
endeavor to explain?”

She flung him a saucy smile, as, suit-
ing the action to her invitation, she
glided down the hall. Mr. South of
Somewhere, clutching the coin with the
unmilled - edge containing a hole
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through it, followed with the eyes of
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