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Anthor of “ Conttaband,” “ When Wilderness Was King,” ** The Red Mist,” etc.

WHEN almost a year ago, we gave you that remarkable adventure stery,
** Contraband ” (ALL-STORY, September 30 to October 28, 1916), we told

you that we were doing something that had never been done before; that for the first
time a Parrish novel was to appear serially prior to publication in book form. It
was considerable of an achievement; but as an achievement, no matter how big, that
1sn’t followed by others of equal importance, misses its chief function, which is to m-
spire emulation, we have gone right ahead and done it again. ** Contraband ** was
a story of the sea; this one is of the Mississippi River and the wild forests of Mis-
souri and Illinois m 1832—the days when slavery was in the height of its power;
when the Indians were still a very active menace and the Mississippy River was prac-

tically the outermost frontier of civilization.—THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
AT OLD FORT ARMSTRONG.

T was the early spring-time, and my his-
I tory tells me the year was 1832, al-

though now that seems so far away I
almost hesitate to write the date. It ap-
pears surprising that through the haze of
all those intervening years—intensely act-
ive years with me—I should now be able
to recall so clearly the scene of that far-
off morning of my youth, and depict in
memory each minor detail. Yet, as you
read on, and realize yourself the stirring
events résulting from that idle moment,

I A-S

you may be able to comprehend the deep
impression left upon my mind, which no
cycle of time could ever erase.

I was barely twenty then; a strong, al-
most headstrong boy, and the far wilder-
ness was still very new to me, although for
two years I had held an army commission
and been assigned to duty in frontier forts.
Yet never previously had I been stationed
at quite so isolated an outpost of civiliza-
tion as was this combination of rock and
log defense, erected at the southern extrem-
ity of Rock Island, marooned amid the
sweep of the great river, with Indian-haunt-
ed land stretching leagues on every side.
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A mere handful of troops were quartered
there, technically two companies of in-
‘fantry, yet numbering barely enough for
one; and this in spite of rumors daily
drifting to us that the Sacs and Foxes, with
their main village just below, were already
become restless and warlike, enflamed by
the slow approach of settlers into the val-
ley of the Rock. Indeed, so short was the
garrison of officers, the harassed command-
er had ventured to retain me for field ser-
vice, in spite of the fact that I was detailed
to staff duty, had borne despatches up the
Mississippi from General Gaines, and ex-
pected to return again by the first boat.

The morning was one of deep-blue sky
and bright sunshine, the soft spring- air
vocal with the song of birds. As soon as
early drill ended I had left the fort en-
closure, and sought lonely perch on the
great rock above the mouth of the cave.
It was a spot I loved. Below extended a
magnificent vista of the river, fully a mile
wide from shore to shore, spreading out in
a sheet of glittering silver, unbroken in its
vast sweep toward the sea, except for a
few small, willow-studded islands a mile
or two away, with here and there the black
dot of an Indian canoe gliding across the
surface.

I had been told of a fight amid those
islands in 1814, a desperate, savage battle
off the mouth of the Rock, and the mem-
ory of this was in my mind as my eyes
searched those distant shores, silent now in
their drapery of fresh, green foliage, yet
appearing strangely desolate and forlorn,
as they merged into the gray tint of dis-
tance.- Well I realized that they only
served to screen savage activity beyond, a
covert amid which lurked danger and
death, for over there, in the near shadow
of the Rock valley, was where Black Hawk,
dissatisfied, revengeful, dwelt with his
band, gathering swiftly .about him the
younger, fighting warriors of every tribe
his influence could reach.

He had been at the fort but two days
before, a tall, straight, taciturn Indian—
no chief by birth, yet a born leader of men
—defiant in speech and insolent of de-
meanor, in spite of the presence, also, at
the council of his people’s true representa-

tive, the silerit, cautious Keokuk. Even
with my small knowledge of such things,
it was plain enough to be seen there exist-
ed deadly hatred between these two, and
that Keokuk’s desire for peace with the
whites alone postponed an outbreak.

I knew then but little of the cause. The
Indian tongue was strange to me, and the
interpreter failed to make clear the under-
lying motive; yet I managed to gather this
—that, in spite of treaty, Black Hawk re-
fused to leave his old-time hunting grounds
to the east of the river, and openly threat-
ened war. The commandant trusted
Keokuk, with faith that his peaceful coun-
sels would prevail, but when Black Hawk
angrily left the chamber, my eyes followed
him to his waiting canoe, my mind con-
vinced that this was not destined to be the
end; that only force of arms would ever
tame his savage spirit.

“This all came back to me in memory
as I sat there, searching out that distant
shore-line and picturing in imagination the
restless Indian camp concealed from view
beyond those tree-crowned bluffs. Already
tales reached us of encroaching settlers ad-
vancing along the valley, and of savage,
retaliating raids which could only termi-
nate in armed encounters. Even already
crops had been destroyed and isolated cab-
ins fired, the work as yet of prowling, irre-
sponsible bands, yet always traced in their
origin to Black Hawk’s village.

That Keokuk could continue to control
his people no longer seemed probable to
me, for the Hawk was evidently the
stronger character of the two, possessed the
larger following, and made no attempt to
conceal the depth of his hatred for all
things American. .

Yet, to my view, all appeared peaceful
enough; the silent, deserted shores, the
desolate sweep of the broad river, the
green-crowned bluffs, the quiet log fort be-
hind me, its stockaded gates wide open,
with not even a sentry visible, a flag flap-
ping idly at the summit of a high pole, and
down below where I sat a little river steam-
boat tied to the wharf,- a dingy stern-
wheeler, with the word Warrior painted
across the pilot-house. My eyes and -
thoughts turned that way wonderingly.
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The boat had tied up the previous eve-
-ning, having just descended from Prairie
du Chien, and, it was rumored at that
time, intended to depart down river for
St. Louis at daybreak. Yet even now I
could perceive no sign of departure. There
was but the thinnest suggestion of smoke
from the single stack, no loading or un-
loading, and the few members of the crew
visible were idling on the wharf or grouped
upon the forward deck, a nondescript
bunch' of river boatmen, with an occasional
black face among them, their voices reach-
ing me, every sentence punctuated by
oaths. -

Above, either seated on deck stools or

moving restlessly about, peering over the.

low rail at the shore, were a few passen-
gers, all men roughly dressed—miners from
Fever River likely, with here and there per-
chance an adventurer from farther above
—impatient of delay. I was attracted to
but two of any interest. These were stand-
ing alone together near the stern, a heavily
built man with white hair and beard, and
a younger, rather slender fellow with
clipped black mustache.

Both were unusually well dressed, the
latter exceedingly natty and fashionable in
attire, rather overly so, I thought, while the
former wore long coat and high, white
stock. Involuntarily I had placed them in
my mind as river gamblers, but was still
observing their movements with some cu-
riosity when Captain Thockmorton crossed
the gangplank and began ascending the
steep bluff. The path to be followed led
directly past where I was sitting, and rec-
ognizing me, he stopped to exchange greet-

ing.

“ What—have you finished your day’s
work already, lieutenant?” he exclaimed
pleasantly. “ Mine has only just begun.”

“So I observe. It was garrison talk
last night that the Warrior was to depart
at daylight.”

“That was the plan. However, the
Wanderer went north during the night,”
he explained, “ and brought mail from be-
low, so we are being held for the return
letters. 1 am going up to the office now.”

My eyes returned to the scene below.

“ You have some passengers aboard?”

“ A few; picked up several at the lead-
mines, besides those aboard from Prairie
du Chien. No soldiers this trip, though.
They haven’t men enough at Fort Craw-
ford to patrol the walls.”

“ So I'm told; and only the merest hand-
ful here. Frankly, captain, I do not know
what they dan be thinking about down be-
low, with this Indian uprising threatened.
The situation is more serious than they
imagine. In my judgment, Black Hawk
means to fight.”

“1 fully agree with you,” he replied so-
berly. “ But Governor Clark is the only
one who senses the situation. However, 1
learned last night from the commander of
the Wanderer that troops were being gath-
ered at Jefferson Barracks. I'll probably
get a load of them coming back. What is
your regiment, Knox?”

“ The Fifth Infantry.”

“ The Fifth. Then you do not belong
here?”

“No; I came up with despatches, but
have not been permitted to return. What
troops are now at Jefferson—did you
learn?” :

“ Mostly from the First, with two com-
panies of the Sixth, Watson told me—only
about four hundred altogether. How many
warriors has Black Hawk?”

“ No one knows; they say his emissaries
are circulating among the Wyandottes and
Pottawottomies, and that he has received
encouragement from the Prophet, which
makes him bold.”

“The Prophet! Oh, you mean Wabo-
kieshiek? I know that old devil, a Winne-
bago; and if Black Hawk is in his hands,
he will not listen very long even to White
Beaver. General Atkinson passed through
here lately—what does he think?”

I shook my head doubtfully.

“ No one can tell, captain; at least none
of the officers here seem in his confidence.
I have never met him, but I learn this:
he trusts the promises of Keokuk, and con-
tinues to hold parley. Under his orders a
council was held here three days since,
which ended in a quarrel between the two
chiefs. However, there is a’ rumor that
despatches have already been sent to Gov-
ernors Clark and Reynolds suggesting a
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call for volunteers, yet I cannot vouch for
the truth of the tale.”

“ White Beaver generally keeps his own
counsel, yet he knows Indians, and might
trust me with his decision, for we are old
friends. If you can furnish me with a
light, I’ll start this pipe of mine going.”

I watched the weather-beaten face of
the old riverman as he puffed away in evi-
dent satisfaction. I had chanced to meet
him only twice before, yet he was a well-
known character between St. Louis and
Prairie du Chien — rough enough, to_be
sure, from the very nature of his calling,
but generous and straightforward.

“ Evidently all of your passengers are
not miners, captain,” I ventured, for want
of something better to say. * Those two
men standing there at the stern, for in-
stance.”

He turned and looked, shading his eyos,
the smoking pipe in one ha.nd

“ No,” he said. *“ That big man is Judge
Bwuca.ire, from Missouri. He has a plan-
“tation just above St. Louis, an old French
. grant. He went up with me about a month
ago — my first trip this season — to look
after some investment on the Fever, which,
I judge, hasn’t turned out very well, and
has been waiting to go back with me. Of
course, you know the younger one.”

- “ Never saw him before.”

“Then you have never traveled much
on the lower river. That’s Joe Kirby.”

“ Joe Kirby?”

“ Certainly; you must have heard of
him. First time I ever knew of his drift-
ing so far north, as there are not many
pickings up here. Have rather suspected
he might be laying for Beaucaire, but the
two haven’t touched a card coming down.”

“ He is a gambler, then?”

“ A thoroughbred; works between St.
Louis and New Orleans. I can’t just figure
out yet what he is doing up here. I asked
him flat out, but he only laughed; and he
isn’t the sort of man you get very friendly
with — some say he has Indian blood in
him—so I dropped it. He and the judge
seem pretty thick, and they may be play-
ing in their rooms.”

“ Have you ever told the planter who
the other man is?”

“ What, me—told him? Well, hardly;
I’'ve got troubles enough of my own.
Beaucaire is of age, I reckon, and they tell
me he is some poker player himself. The
chances are he knows Kirby better than I
do; besides, I've run this river too long to
interfere with my passengers. See you
again before we leave; am going up now
to have a talk with the major.”

My eyes followed as he disappeared
within the open gates, a squatty, strongly
built figure, the blue smoke from his pipe -
circling in a cloud above his head. Then
I turned idly to gaze once again down the
river, and observe the groups loitering be-
low. I felt but slight interest in the con-
versation just exchanged, nor did the mem-
ory of it abide for long in my mind. I had
not been close enough to observe Beau-
caire, or glimpse his character, while the
presence of a gambler on the boat was no
such novelty in those days as to chain my
attention. Indeed these individuals were
everywhere, a recognized institution, and,
as Thockmorton had intimated, the planter
himself was fully conversant with the game,
and quite able to protect himself. As-
suredly it was none of my affair, and yet
a certain curiosity caused me to observe
the movements of the two so long as they
remained on deck. However, it was but a
short while before both retired to the cabin,
and then my gaze returned once more
to the sullen sweep of water, while my
thoughts drifted far away.

The soldier was within a few feet of me,
and had spoken, before I was even aware
of his approach.

“ Lieutenant Knox?”

I looked about quickly, recognizing the
major’s orderly.

“ Yes, Sanders; what is it?”

‘ Major Bliss requests, sir, that you re-
port at his office at once.”

“ Very well. Is he with Captain Thock-
morton?”’

“Not at present, sir; the captain has
gone to the post-sutler’s.”

Wondering what might be desired of me,
yet with no conception of the reality, I fol-
lowed after the orderly through the stock-
ade gate and across the small parade
ground toward the more pretentious struc-
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tare oocupied by the officers of the gar-
rison.

CHAPTER 1I.
ON FURLOUGH.

NUMBER of soldiers off duty were
A loitering in front of the barracks,
while a small group of officers occu-
pied chairs on the log porch of their quar-
ters, enjoying the warmth of the sun. I
greeted these as I passed, comscious that
their eyes followed me curiously as I ap-
proached the closed door of the com-
mandant’s office. The sentry without
breught his rifle to a salute, but permitted
my passage without challenge. A voice
within answered my knock, and I entered,
closing the door behind me.
The room was familiar; plain, almost
shabbily furnished, the walls decorated

only by the skins of wild beasts, and hold-

ing merely a few rudely constructed chairs
and a long pine table. Major Bliss glanced
up at my entrance with deep-set eyes hid-
den beneath bushy, gray eyebrows, his
smooth - shaven face appearing almost
youthful in contrast to a wealth of gray
hair. A veteran of the old war, and a strict
disciplinarian, incliwéd to be austere, his
smile of welcome gave me instantly a dis-
tinct feeling of relief.

“ How long have you been here at Arm-
strong, lieutenant?” he questioned, toying
with an official-looking paper in his hands.

“ Only about three weeks, sir. I came
north on the Enterprise with despatches
from General Gaines.”

“ 1 remember; you belong to the Fifth,
and, without orders I pmmptly dragooned
you into garrison service.” His eyes
taughed. “ Only_sorry I cannot hold you
any longer.”

“ 1 do not understand, sir.”

“ Yet I presume you have learned that
the Wanderer stopped here for an hour last
night on its way mnorth to Prairie du
Chien?”

Captam Thockmorton Just informed
me.”

“ But you received no mail?”

* No, sir—er, rather, I have not been at

the office to inquire. Was there mail for
me?” .

“That I do not know; only I have re-
ceived a communication relating to you. It
seems you have an application pending for
a furlou

“ Yes, sir.”

“1t is my pleasure to inform you that it
has been granted — sixty days, with per-
mission to proceed east. There has been
considerable delay, evidently, in locating

A sudden vision arose before me of my
mother’s face, and of the old home among
the hills, but I took the paper from his ex-
tended hands, and glanced at the printed
and written lines.

“ The date is a month ago.”

“ That need not trouble you, Knox. The
furlough begins with this delivery. How-
ever, as I shall require your services as far
as St. Louis, I shall date its acceptance
from the time of your arrival there.”

“ Which is very kind, sir.”

“Not at all. You have proven of con-
siderable assistance here, and I shall part
with you with regret. I have letters for
Governor Clark, of Missouri, and Governor
Reynolds, of Illinois; also one to General
Atkinson, at Jefferson Barracks, detailing
my views on the present Indian situation.
These are confidential, and I hesitate to
entrust them to the regular mail service. I
had intended sending them down river in
charge of a non-commissioned officer, but
shall now utilize your services instead—
that is, if you are willing to assume their
care?”

“ Very gladly, of course.”

“T thought as much. Each of these is
to be delivered in person. Captain Thock-
morton informs me that he will be prepared
to depart within an hour. You can be
ready in that time?”

I smiled. “In much less. I have little
with me but a field kit, sir. It will not re-
quire long to pack that.”

“Then return here at the first whistle,
and the letters will be ready for you. That
will be all now.”

I turned toward the door, but paused
irresolutely. The major ‘was already bent
over his task, and writing rapidly,
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“Y beg your pardon, sir, but a8 I am
still to remain on duty, I presume I must
travel in uniform?” ’

He glanced up, his eyes quizzical, the
pen still grasped in his fingers.

“I could never quite understand the
eagerness of young officers to get into civil-
ian clothing,” he confessed reflectively.
“ Why, I haven’t even had a suit for ten
years. However, I can see no necessity for
your proclaiming your identity on the trip
down. Indeed, it may prove the safer
course, and, technically, I presume you
may be considered as on furlough. Travel
‘as you please, lieutenant, but I suggest it
will be well to wear the uniform of your
rank when you deliver the letters. Is that
all?”

“I think of nothing more.”

Fifteen minutes sufficed to gather to-
gether all my belongings and change from
blue into gray, and as I emerged from
quarters the officers of the garrison flocked
about me with words of congratulation and
innumerable questions. Universal envy of
my good fortune was evident, but this as-
sumed no unpleasant form, although much
was said to express their belief in my early
return.

‘ Anyway, you are bound to wish you
were back!” exclaimed Hartley, the senior
captain earnestly. “ For we are going to
be in the thick of it here in less than a
month, unless all signs fail. I was at that
last council, and I tell you that Sac devil
means to fight.”

“ You may be certain I shall be back if
he does,” I answered; ‘“but the major
seems to believe that peace is still pos-
sible.” '

“ No one really knows what he believes,”
insisted Hartley soberly. ¢ Those letters
you carry south may contain the truth, but
if I was in command here we would never
take the chances we do now. Look at those
stockade gates standing -wide open, and
only one sentry posted. Ye gods! Who
would ever suppose by appearances we were
just a handful of men in hostile Indian ter-
ritory?”’

His voice increased in earnestness, his
eyes sweeping the group of faces. “T've
been on this frontier for fourteen years,”

he continued, “and visited in Black
Hawk’s camp a dozen times. He’s a Brit-
ish Indian, and hates everything American.
Ask Forsyth.”

“ The Indian agent?”

“Yes; he knows. He’s already written
Governor Reynolds, and I saw the letter.
His word is that Keokuk is powerless to
hold back an explosion; he and the Hawk
are open enemies, and with the first ad-
vance of settlers along the Rock River
valley, this whole border is going to be
bathed in blood. And look what we’ve got
to fight it with!”

“ Thockmorton told me,” I explained,
“ that Atkinson is preparing to send in
more troops; he expects to bring a load
north with him on his next trip.”

“ From Jefferson?”

“ Yes,; they are concentrating there.”

“ How many regulars are there?”

‘“ About four hundred from the First and
Sixth regiments.”

He laughed scornfully.

“I thought so. That means that Atkin-
son may send two or three hundred men,
half of them recruits, to be scattered be-
tween Madison, Armstrong, and Crawford.
Say we are lucky enough to get a hundred
or a hundred and fifty of them stationed
here. Why, man, there are five hundred
warriors in Black Hawk’s camp at this
minute, and that is only fifteen miles
away. Within ten days he could rally to
him Kickapoos, Pottawottomies, and Win-
nebagoes in sufficient force to crush us like
an egg-shell. Why, Gaines ought to be
here himself, with a thousand regulars be-
hind him.”

“Surely we can defend Armstrong,”
broke in a confident voice. * The savages
would have to attack in canoes.”

Hartley turned and confronted the
speaker.

“In canoes!” he exclaimed. ‘ Why,
may I ask? With three hundred men here
in garrison, how many could we spare to
patrol the island? Not a corporal’s guard,
if we retained enough to prevent an open
assault on the fort. On any dark night
they could land every warrior unknown to
us. The Hawk knows that.”

His voice had scarcely ceased when the
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landing below. Grasping. my kit, I shook
hands all around and left them, hastening
across the parade ground to the office. Ten
minutes later 1 crossed the gangplank and
put foot for the first time on the deck of
the Warrior. Evidently the crew had been
waiting my arrival to push off, for instant-
ly the whistle shrieked again, and imme-
diately after the boat began to chum its
way out into the river current, with bow
pointing down-stream.

Little groups of officers and enlisted men
gathered high up on the rocky headland
to watch us getting under way, and I lin-
gered beside the rail, waving to them, as
the struggling boat swept down, constantly
increasing its speed. Even when the last
of those black spots had vanished in the
far distance, the flag on the high staff re-
mained clearly outlined against the sky, a
symbol of civilization in the midst of that
vast, savage wilderness. Thockmorton
leaned out from the open window of the
pilot-house, and hailed me:

“ Put your dunnage in the third cabin,
Knox! Here, you, Sam —lay hold and
hdpl”

It was nothing to boast off, that third
cabin, being a mere hole, measuring pos-
sibly about four feet by seven, but suf-
ficed for sleeping quarters, and was reason-
ably clean. It failed, however, in attrac-
tiveness sufficient to keep me below, and
as soon as I had deposited my bag and in-
dulged in a somewhat captious scrutiny of
the bedding, I very willingly returned to
the outside and clambered up a steep lad-
der to the upper deck. ,

The view from this point was a most
attractive one. The little steamer strug-
gled forward through the swift, swirling
water, keeping nearly in the center of the
broad stream, the white spray flung high
by her churning wheel, and sparkling like
diamonds in the sunshine. Lightly loaded,
a mere chip on the mighty current, she
seemed to fly like a bird, impelled not only
by the force of her own engines, but swept
irresistibly on by the grasp of the waters.

We were already skirting the willow-clad
islands, green and dense with foliage to the
river’s edge; and beyond these, could gain
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tantalizing glimpses of the mouth of the
Rock, its waters gleaming like silver be-
tween grassy banks. The opposite shore
appdired dark and gloomy in comparison,
with great rock-crowned bluffs outlined
against the sky, occasionally assuming
grotesque forms, which the boatmen point-
ed out as familiar landmarks.

Once we narrowly escaped collision with
a speeding Indian canoe containing two
frightened occupants so intent upon saving
themselves they never even glanced up
untii we had swept by. Thockmorton .
laughed heartily at their desperate struggle
in the swell, and several of the crew ran
to the stern to watch the little cockleshell
toss about in the waves. It was when I
turned also, the better to assure myself of
their safety, that I discovered Judge Beau-
caire standing close beside’me at the low
rail. Our eyes met inquiringly, and he
bowed with all the ceremony of the old
school.

“ A new passenger on board, I think,
sir," and his deep, resonant voice left a
pleasant imprgssion. ‘“ You must have
joined our company at Fort Armstrong.”

“Your supposition is correct,” I an-
swered, some peculiar constraint prevent-
ing me from referring to my military rank.
“ My name is Knox, and I have been about
the island for a few weeks. I believe you
are Judge Beaucaire, of Missouri.”

He was a splendidly proportioned man,
with deep chest, great breadth of shoul-
ders, and strong individual face, yet bear-
ing unmistakable signs of dissipation, to-
gether with numerous marks of both care
and age.

“1 feel the honor of your recognition,
sir,” he said with dignity. “ Knox, I be-
lieve you said? Of the Knox family at
Cape Garadeau, may I inquire?”

‘“ No connection, to my knowledge. My
home was at Wheeling.”

‘“Ah, I have never been so far east.
Indeed, the extent of my travels along the
beautiful Chio has only been to the Falls.
The Beaucaires were originally from Lou-
isiana.” .

“ You must have been among the earlier
settlers of Missouri.”

“ Before the Americans came, sir,”
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proudly. “My grandfather arrived at
Beaucaire Landing during the old French
régime; but doubtless you know all this.”

“No, judge,” 1 answered, recognizing
the egotism of the man, but believing
frankness to be the best policy. “ This
happens to be my first trip on the upper
river, and I merely chanced to know your
name because you had been pointed out to
me by Captain Thockmorton. I under-
stood from him that you represented one
of the oldest families of that section.”

“ There were but very few here before
us,” he answered with undisguised pride,
“ mostly wilderness outcasts, voyageurs,
couriers de bois; but my grandfather’s
grant of land was from the king. Alphonse
de Beaucaire, sir, was the trusted lieuten-
ant of D'Iberville—a soldier and a gentle-
man.”-

I bowed in acknowledgment, the family
arrogance of the man interesting me deep-
ly. So evident was this pride of ancestry
that a sudden suspicion flared into my
mind that this might be all the man had
left—this memory of the past.

“ The history of those early days is not
altogether familiar to me,” I admitted re-
gretfully. ““ But surely D’Iberville must
have ruled in Louisiana more than one
hundred years ago?”

The judge smiled.

‘“ Quite true. This grant of ours was
practically his last official act. Alphonse
de Beaucaire took possession in 1712, one
hundred and twenty years ago, sir. I was
myself born at Beaucaire, sixty-eight years
ago.”

“ 1 should have guessed- you as ten years
younger. And the estate still remains in
its original grant?”

The smile of condescension deserted his
eyes, and his thin lips pressed tightly to-
gether.

“I—I regret not; many of the later
years have proved disastrous in the ex-
treme,” he admitted hesitatingly. “ You
will pardon me, sir, if I decline to discuss
misfortune. Ah, M. Kirby, I have been
waiting you. Have you met with this
young man who came aboard at Fort Arm-
strong? I—1I am unable to recall the
name.”

“ Steven Knox.”

I felt the firm, strong grip of the other’s
hand, and looked straight into his dark
eyes. They were like a mask. While, in-
deed, they seemed to smile in friendly
greeting, they yet remained expressionless,
and I was glad when the gripping fingers
released mine. The face into which I
looked was long, firm-jawed, slightly
swarthy, a tightly clipped black mustache
shadowing the upper lip. It was a reck-
less face, yet appeared carved from marble.

‘ Exceedingly pleased to meet you,” he
said carelessly. ‘ Rather a dull lot on
board — miners, and such cattle. Bound
for St. Louis?”

“ Yes—and beyond.”

“ Shall see more of you, then. Well,
judge, how do you feel? Carver and Mc-
Afee are waiting for us down below.”

The two- disappeared together down the
ladder, and I was again left alone in my
occupancy of the upper deck.

CHAPTER III.
HISTORY OF THE BEAUCAIRES.

HE first two days and nights of the
journey southward were devoid of
any special interest or adventure.

The lonely river, wrapped in the silence of
the wilderness, brought to me many a pic-
ture of loveliness, yet finally the monotony
of it all left the mind drowsy with repe-
tition. Around each tree-crowned bend we
swept, skirting shores so similar as to
scarcely enable us to realize our progress.
In spite of the fact that the stanch little
Warrior was proceeding down - stream,
progress was slow because of the unmarked
channel and the ever-present danger of en-
countering snags. The intense darkness
and fog of the first night compelled tying
up for several hours.

The banks were low, densely covered
with shrubbery, and nothing broke the
sameness of the river scene except the oc-
casional sight of an Indian canoe skim-
ming across its surface. Towns there were
none, and seldom even a sign of settlement
greeted the eye on either shore. The only
landings were made at Yellow Banks,
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where there was a squalid group of log
huts, and Fort Madison, where 1 spent a
pleasant hour with the officers of the gar-
rison.

Occasionally the boat warped in against
the bank to replenish its exhausted supply
of wood, the crew attacking the surround-
ing trees with axes, while the wearied pas-
sengers exercised their cramped limbs
ashore. Once, with some hours at our dis-
posal, we organized a hunt, returning with
a variety of wild game. . But most of the
time I idled the hours away alone.

No one aboard really attracted my com-
panionship. The lead miners were a rough
set, boasting and quarrelsome, spending
the greater part of their time at the bar.
They had several fights, in one of which
a man was seriously stabbed, so that he
had to be Ileft in care of the post-surgeon
at Madison. After the first day Kirby
withdrew all attention from me, and ceased
in his endeavor to cultivate my acquaint-
ance, convinced of my disinclination to in-
dulge in cards. This I did not regret, al-
though Beaucaire rather interested me; but
as the gambler seldom permitted the judge
out of his sight, our intimacy grew very
slowly.

Thockmorton, being his own pilot, sel-
dom left the wheel-house, and consequent-
ly I passed many hours on the bench beside
him, gazing out on the wide expanse of
river and listening to his reminiscences of
early steamboating days. He was an in-
telligent man, with a fund of anecdote,
acquainted with every landmark, every
whispered tale of the great stream from
New Orleans to Prairie du Chien. At one
time or another he had met the famous
characters along the river-banks, and
through continual questioning I thus final-
ly became possessed of the story of the
house of Beaucaire.

In the main, it contained no unusual fea-
tures. Through the personal influence of
D’Iberville at Louis’s court, Alphonse de
Beaucaire had originally received a royal
grant of ten thousand acres of land bor-
dering the west bank of the Mississippi, a
few miles above St. Louis. When his mas-
ter returned to France, leaving him unem-
ployed, Beaucaire, possessing ample means

of his own, had preferred to remain in
America. '

In flatboats, propelled by voyageurs,
and accompanied by a considerable retinue
of slaves, he, with his family, had -ascended
the river, and finally settled on his princely
estate. Here he erected what for those
early days was a stately mansion, and de-
voted himself to cultivating the land.
Twenty years later, when his death oc-

curred, he possessed the finest property

along the upper river, was shipping heavily
to the New Orleans market, and was prob-
ably the most influential man in all that
section.

His home was considered a palace, al-
ways open to frontier hospifality; the num-
ber of his slaves had increased; a large
proportion of his land was utilized, and
his name a familiar one the length of the
river.

His only son, Felipe, sueceeded him, but
was not so successful in administration, se-
riously lacking in business judgment, and
being decidedly indolent by nature. The
latter married into one of the oldest and
most respectable families of St. Louis, and
as a result of that union had one son,
Lucius, who grew up reckless of restraint,
and preferred to spend his time in New
Orleans rather than upon the plantation.

Lucius was a young man of twenty-six,
unsettled in habits, when the father died,
and, against his inclination, was compelled
to return to Missouri and assume control
of the property. He found matters in
rather bad condition, and his was not at
all the type of -mind to remedy them.
Much of the land had been already irre-
trievably lost through speculation, and
when his father’s obligations had been met,
and his own gambling debts paid, the es-
tate, once so princely and magnificent; was
reduced to barely five hundred acres, to-
gether with a comparatively small amount
of cash.

This condition sufficed to sober Lucius
for a few years, and he married a Menard,
of Cape Garadeau, of excellent family, but
not great wealth, and earnestly endeavored-
to rebuild his fortunes. Unfortunately his
reform did not last. The evil influences of
the past soon proved too strong for one of
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his temperament. A small town, redolent
of all the vices of the river, grew up about
the Landing, while friends of other days
sought his hospitality. The plantation
house became in time a rendezvous for all
the wild spirits of that neighborhood, and
stories of fierce drinking bouts and mad
gambling were current in St. Louis.

Common as such tales as these were in
those early days of the West, I still re-
mained boy enough in heart to feel a fas-
cination in Thockmorton’s narrative. Be-
sides, there was at the time so little else
to occupy my mind, it inevitably drifted
back to the same topic.

“ Have you ever been at Beaucaire, cap-
tain?” 1 asked, eager for more intimate
details.

“ We always stop at the Landing, but I
have only been up the bluff to where the
house stands once. It must have been a
beautiful place in its day; it is imposing
even now, but showing signs of neglect and
abuse. The judge was away from home—
in St. Louis, I believe—the day of my visit.
He had sold me some timber, and I went
out with the family lawyer, a man named
Haines living at the Landing, to look it
over.”

“The house was closed?”

“No; it is never closed. The house-
keeper was there, and also the two daugh-
tel‘s."

“ Daughters?”

“ Certainly. Hadn’t I told you about
them? Both girls are accepted as his
daughters; but if all I have beard is true,
one must be a granddaughter.” He paused
reminiscently, his eyes on the river. “ To
all appearances they are about of the same
age, but differing rather widely in looks
and character. Both are attractive girls, I
judge, although I only had a glimpse of
them, and at the time knew nothing of the
difference in relationship. I naturally sup-
posed them to be sisters, until Haines and
I got to talking about the matter on the
way back. Pshaw! Knox, you've got me
gossiping like an old woman.”

I glanced aside at his face.

“ This, then, is not common river talk?
The truth is not generally known?”

“ No; 1 haye never heard it mentioned
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elsewhere, nor have I previously repeated
the story. However, now that the sugges-
tion has slipped out, perhaps I had better
go ahead and explain.”

He puffed at his pipe, and I waited,

~ seemingly intent on the scene without. The

captain was a minufe or two in deciding
how far he would venture.

“ Haines told me a number of strange
things about that family I had never
heard before,” he admitted at last. “ You
see, he has known them for years, and at-
tended to most of Beaucaire’s legal busi-
ness. I don’t know why he chanced to
take me into his confidence, only he had
been drinking some, and, I reckon, was a
bit lonely for companionship; then those
two girls interested me, and I asked quite
a few questions about them. At first
Haines was close as a clam, but finally
loosened up, and this is about how the
story runs, as he told it:

“It wasn’t generally known, but it
seems that Lucius Beaucaire has been mar-
ried twice—the first time to a Creole girl
in New Orleans when he was scarcely more
than a boy. Nobody now living probably
knows whatever became of her, but likely
she died early; anyway, she never came
north, or has since been heard from. The
important part is that she gave birth’to a
son, who remained in New Orleans, prob-
ably in her care, until he was fourteen or
fifteen years old. Then some occurrence,
possibly his mother’s death, caused the
judge to send for the lad, whose name was
Adelbert, and have him brought to Mis-
souri. All this happened before Haines
settled at the Landing, and previous to
Beaucaire’s second marriage to Mile. Me-
nard. Bert, as the boy was called, grew
up wild, and father and son quarreled so
continuously that finally, and before he
was twenty, the latter ran away, and has
never been heard of since. All they ever
learned was that he drifted down the river
on a flatboat.”

“ And he never came back?”

“ Not even a letter. He simply disap-
peared, and no one knows to this day
whether he is alive or dead. At least, if
Judge Beaucaire ever received any word
from him, he never confessed as much to



Haines. However, the boy left behind tan-
gible evidence of his existence.”

“ You mean—"

“In the form of a child born to a
quadroon slave girl named Delia. The
mother, it seems, was able in some way to
convince the judge of the child’s parentage.
All this happened shortly before Beau-
caire’s second marriage, and previous to
the time when Haines came to the Land-
ing. Exactly what occurred is not clear,
or what explanation was rnade to the
bride. The affair must have cut Beau-
caire’s pride deeply, but he had to face the

conditions. It ended in his making the girl

Delia his housekeeper, while her child—
the offspring of Adelbert Beaucaire—was
brought up as a daughter. A year or so
later the second wife gave birth to a_fe-
male child, and those two girls have grown
up together exactly as though they were
gisters. Haines insists that neither of them
know to this day otherwise.”

“ But that would be simply impossible,”
I insisted. “ The mother would never per-
mit_'”

“ The mother! Which mother?
slave mother could gain nothing by con-
fession; and the judge’s wife died when
her baby was less than two years old.
Delia practically mothered the both of
them, and is still in complete charge of the
house.” ‘

“You met her?”

“ She was pointed out to me—a gray-
haired, dignified woman, so nearly white as
to scarcely be suspected of negro blood.”

“ Yet still a slave?”

“1 cannot answer that. Haines himself
did not know. If manumission papers had
ever been executed, it was done early, be-
fore he took charge of Beaucaire’s legal af-
fairs. The matter never came to his at-
tention.” '

“ But surely he must at some time have
discussed this with the judge?”

“ No; at least not directly. Beaucaire
is not a man to approach easily. He is
excessively proud, and possesses a fiery
temper. Once, Haines told me, he ven-
tured a hint, but was rebuffed so fiercely
&s never to make a second attempt. It was
his opinion the judge actually hated the
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sight of his son’s child, and only harbored
her in the house because he was compelled
to do so. All Haines really knew about
these conditions had been told him secret-
ly by an old negro slave — probably the
only one left on the estate knowing the
facts.”

“ But, captain,” I exclaimed, “ do you
realize what this might mean? If Judge
Beaucaire has not issued papers of free-
dom, this woman Delia is still a slave.”

“ Certainly.”

‘“ And under the law, her child was born
into slavery?” .

“ No doubt of that.”

“ But the unspeakable horror of.it—
this young woman, brought up as free,
educated, and refined, to suddenly discover
herself to be a negro under the law, and a
slave. Why, suppose Beaucaire should die
or lose his property suddenly, she could be
sold to the cotton-fields, into bondage to
any one who would pay the price for her.”

Thockmorton knocked the ashes out of
his pipe.

“Of course,” he admitted slowly.
“ There is no question as to the law, but I
have little doubt but what Beaucaire has
attended to this matter long ago. If he -
dies, the papers will be found hidden
away somewhere. It is beyond conception
that he could ever leave the girl to such a
fate.”

I shook my head, obsessed with a shad-

ow of doubt.

“ A mistake men often make—the put-
ting off to the last moment doing the dis-
agreeable task. How many, expecting to
live, delay the making of a will until too
late. In this case I am unable to @on-
ceive why, if Beaucaire has ever signed
papers of freedom for these two, the fact
remains unknown even to his lawyer. One
fact is certain: nothing bearing upon the
case has been recorded, or Haines would
know of it.” ‘

“ There is nothing of record. Haines
assured himself as to that some years ago.
The fact is, Knox, that while I hope this
provision has been made, there remains a
doubt in my mind. Beaucaire has traveled
on my boat several times, but he’s an un-
sociable fellow; I don’t like him; he’s not
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my kind. If he still harbors hatred to-
ward that runaway son—and, to my no-
tion, he is exactly that sort—he will never
feel any too kindly toward Delia or her
child. If he has not freed them, that will
be the reason—no neglect, but a con-
temptible revenge.”

“ What are the two girls named?”

“ Rene and Eloise.”

“ Which one is the daughter?”

“ Really, leutenant, I do not Lmow.
You see, I was never introduced, but mere-
ly gained a glimpse of them in the garden.
I doubt if I would recognize the on¢ from
the other now. You see, all this story was
told. me later.”

I sat there a long while after he had
gone below, the taciturn mate at the wheel.
The low, wooded shores swept past m
changing panorama, yet I could not divorce
my mind from this perplexing problem.
Totally unknown to me, as these two mys-
terious girls were, their strange story fas-
cinated my imagination.

What possible tragedy lay before them
in the years; what horrible revelation to
wrench them asunder, to change, in a sin-
gle instant, the quiet current of their lives?
About them, unseen as yet, lurked a grim
specter, waiting only the opportunity to
grip them both in the fingers of di
and make instant mock of all their plans.
In spite of every effort, every lurking hope,
some way I oould not rid myself of the
thought that Beaucaire — either through
sheer neglect, or some instinct of bitter
hatred — had failed to meet the require-
ments of his duty.

Even as I sat there, struggling vainly
against this suspicion, the judge himself
came forth upon the lower deck, and began
pacing back and forth restlessly beside
the rail. It was a struggle for me not to
join him; the impetucsity of youth urging
me to even brave his anger in my eager-
ness to ascertain the whole truth. Yet I
possessed sense enough, or discretion, to
refrain, realizing dimly that not even in
the remotest degree had 1 any excuse for
such action. This was no affair of mine.
Nor, indeed, would I have found much op-
portunity for private conversation, for only
a moment or two later Kirby joined him,
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and the two remained together, talking
earnestly, until the gong called us all to
supper.

Across the long table, are of cloth, the
coarse food served in pewter dishes, I was
struck by the drasm, ghastly look in Beau-
caire’s face. He had aged penceptibly in
the last few hours, and during the meal
scarcely exchanged a word with any one,
eating silently, his eyes downcast..

Kirby, however, was the life of the com-
pany, and the miners roared at his hamor-
ous stories and anecdotes of adventure;
while outside it grew dark, and the kittle
Warrior struggied cautiously through the
waters, seeking the channel in the gloom.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE END OF THE GAME.

NCONSCIOUS that the stage had
U thus been set for a great life drama,

a drama in which, through strange
circumstances, I was destined to play my
part amid stirring scenes, and in surround-
ings that would test my courage and man-
hood to the uttermost. Yet, although I
heard it not, the hour had already struck,
and I stood on the brink of a tragedy be-
yond my power to avert.

I left the others still seated about the
table and returned alone to the outer deck.
I had no plans for the evening, and retain
now oaly slight recollection as to the hap-
penings of the next few hours, which I
passed largely quietly smoking in the dark-
ened pilot-house, conversing occasionally
with Thockmorton, who clung to the wheel,
carefully guiding his struggling boat
through the night-draped waters. The
skill with which he found passage through
the enshrouding gloom, guided by signs
invisible to my eyes, aided only by a fel-
low busily casting a lead-line in the bows
and chanting the depth of water, was
amazing. Seemingly every flitting shadow
brought its message, every faint glimmer
of starlight pointed the way to safety.

It mwst have .been nearly midnight be-
fore I finally wearied of this, and decided
to seek a few howrs’ rest below, descending
the short ladder and walking forward
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along the open deck for one last glance
ahead. Some time the next day we were
to be in St. Louis, and this expectation
served to brighten my thoughts. It was a
dark night, but with a clear sky, the
myriad of stars overhead reflecting their
lights along the river surface, and bringing
into bold relief the dense shadows of the
shores on either side.

The boat, using barely enough of power
to afford steering way, swept majestically
down-stream, borne by the force of the
current, which veered from bank to bank.
We were moving scarcely swifter than from
eight to ten miles an hour, and the mo-
notonous voice of the man casting the
lead-line arose continuous through the
brooding silence. The only other per-
ceptible sounds were the exhaust of the
steam-pipes and the plash of running wa-
ter. Thockmorton had told me we were
. already approaching the mouth of the Illi-
nois, and I lingered against the rail, strain-
ing my eyes through the gloom, hoping to
gain a distant glimpse of that beautiful
stream. We were skirting the eastern
shore, the wooded bank rising almost as
high as our smoking stack and completely
shutting off all view of the horizon.

As I stood there, gripping the rail, half
fearful lest we'strike, the furnace doors be-
low were suddenly flung open for a fresh
feeding of the fire, and the red glare of fire
lit up the scene. Close in against the shore
nestled a flatboat, evidently tied up for the
night, and I had swift glimpse as we shot
by of a startled man waving his arms, and
behind him a wildly barking dog. An in-
stant more and the vision had vanished as
quickly as it had appeared; even the dog’s
sharp bark dying away in the distance. The
furnace doors banged shut, and all was
again darkness and silence.

I turned back along the deserted deck,
only pausing a moment to glance carelessly
in through the front windows of the main
cabin. The forward portion was wrapped
in darkness, and unoccupied; but beyond,
toward the rear of the long saloon, a con-
siderable group of men were gathered
closely about a small table, above which a
swinging lamp burned brightly, the rays of
light illuminating the various faces. I rec-
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ognized several, and they were apparently
a deeply interested group, for even at that
distance I could plainly note the excite-
ment stamped upon their countenances and
the nervousness with which they moved
about seeking clearer view. 4
There were so many closely wedged to-
gether as to obstruct my vision of what
‘Wwas occurring, yet I felt no doubt but what
they watched a game of cards—a-desperate
Struggle of chance, involving no small sum
to account for such intense feeling on the
part of mere onlookers. Gambling was no
novelty on the great river in those days,
gambling for high stakes, and surely no
ordinary game, involving a small sum,
would ever arouse the depth of interest
displayed by these men. Some instinct
told me that the chief players would be
Kirby and Beaucaire, and with quickening
pulse I opened the cabin door and entered.
No one noted my approach, or so much
as glanced up, the attention of the crowd
riveted upon the players. There were four
holding cards—the judge, Kirby, Carver,
and McAfee; but I judged at a glance that
the latter two were merely in the game as
a pretense, the betting having already gone
far beyond the limit of their resources.
Without a thought as to the cards they
held, my eyes sought the faces of the two
chief players, and then visioned the stakes
displayed on the table before them.
McAfee and Carter were clearly enough
out of it, their cards still gripped in their
fingers, as they leaned breathlessly forward
to observe more closely the play. The
judge sat upright, his attitude strained,
staring down at his hand, his face white,
and eyes burning feverishly. That he had
been drinking "heavily was evident, but
Kirby fronted him in apparent cold indif-
ference, his feelings completely masked,
with the cards he held bunched in his hands,
and entirely ooncealed from view. No
twitch of an eyelash, no quiver of a muscle
revealed his knowledge; his expressionless
face might have been carved out of stone.
Between the two rested a stack of gold
coin, a roll of crunched bills, and a legal pa-
per of some kind, the exact nature of which
I could not determine. I leaned forward, but
could only perceive that it bore the official
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stamp of some recording office—a deed,
perhaps, to some of the remaining acres of
Beaucaire. It was evident that a fortune
already rested on that table, awaiting the
flip of a card. The silence, the breathless
attention, convinced me that the crisis had
been reaclied—it was the judge’s move; he
must cover the last bet, or throw down his
hand e loser.

Perspiration beaded his forehead, and he
crunched the cards savagely in his hands.
His glance swept past the crowd as though
he saw nothing of their faces.

‘“ Another drink, Sam,” he called, the

voice trembling. He tossed down the glass
of liquor as though it was so much water,
but made no other effort to speak. You
could hear the strained breathing of the
men.
“ Well,” said Kirby sneeringly, his cold
gaze surveying his motionless opponent.
“ You seem to be taking your time. Do
you cover my bet?”

Some one laughed nervously, and a voice
sung out over my shoulder:

“Yeu might as well go the whole hog,
judge. The niggers won’t be no good with-
out the land ter work ’em on. Fling ’em
into the pot—they’re as good as-money.”

Beaucaire looked up red-eyed into the
impassive countenance opposite. His lips
twitched, yet managed to make words issue
between them.

“ How about that, Kirby?” he asked
hoarsely. ““ Will you accept a bill of sale?”

Kirby grinned, shuffling dis hand care-
lessly.

“Why not! ’Twon’t be the first time
I've played for niggers. They are worth so
much gold down the river. What have you
sot?”

“I can’t tell that off-hand,” sullenly.
“ About twenty field hands.”

“ And house servants?”

‘“ Three, or four.”

The gambler’s lips set more tightly, a
dull gleam creeping into his eyes.

“ See here, Beaucaire,” he hissed sharp-
ly. “ This is my game, and I never squeal,
and play square. I know about what
you've got, for I've looked them over.
Thought we might get down to this some
time. I can make a pretty fair guess as to
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what your niggers are worth. That’s why
I just raised you ten thousand, and put up
the meney. Now, if you think this is a
bluff, call me.”

“ What do you mean?”

“ That I will accept your niggers as cov-
ering my bet.”

“ The field hands?”

Kirby smiled broadly.

“ The whole bunch — field hands and
house-servants. Most of them are old; I
doubt if altogether they will bring that
amownt, but I'll take the risk. Throw in
a blanket bill of sale, and we’ll turn up our
cards. If you won’t do that, the pile is
mine as it stands.”

Beaucaire again wet his lips, staring at
the unoovered cards in his hands. He could
not lose; with what he held no combination
was possible which could beat him. Yet, in
spite of this knowledge, the cold, sneering
confidence of Kirby brought with it a
strange fear. The man was a professional
gambler. What gave him such reckless-
ness? Why should he be so eager to risk
such a sum on an inferior hand? McAfee,
sitting next him, leaned over, managed to
gain swift glimpse at what he held, and
eagerly whispered to him a word of en-
couragement. The judge straightened up
in his chair, grasped a filled 'glass some one
had placed at his elbow, and gulped down
the contents as though it was so much
water. The whispered words, coupled with
the fiery liquor, gave him fresh courage.

“ By God, Kirby, I’ll do it!” he blurted
out. “You can’t bluff me on the hand I've
got. Give me a sheet of paper, somebody—
yes, that will do.” _

He scrawled a half dozen lines, fairly dig-
ging the pen into the sheet in his fierce
eagerness, and then signed the document,
flinging the paper across toward Kirby.

“ There, you blood-sucker,” he cried in-
solently. “Is that all right? Will that
do?))

The imperturbable gambler read it over
slowly, carefully deciphering each word,
his thin lips tightly compressed.

“ You might add the words: ¢ This in-
cludes every chattel slave legally belonging
to me,” ” he said grimly.

“ That is practically what I did say.”
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“ Then you can certainly have no objec-
tion to putting it in the exact words I
choose,” calmly. “I intend to have what
is coming to me if I win, and I know the
law.”

Beaucaire angrily wrote in the required
extra line.

“ Now what?”’ he asked.

“ Let McAfee there 'sign it as a witness,
and then toss it over into the pile.” He
smiled, showing a line of white teeth be-
neath his mustache. “ Nice little pot, gen-
tlemen—the judge must hold some cards to
take a chance like that,” the words uttered
with a sneer. “ Fours, at least, or maybe
he has had the luck to pick a straight
flush.” '

Beaucaire’s face reddened, and his eyes
grew hard.

“ That’s my business,” he said tersely.
“ Sign it, McAfee, and I'll call this crowing
cockerel. You young fool, I played poker
before you were born. There now, Kirby,
I’'ve covered your bet.”

“ Perhaps you would prefer to raise it?”

“You hell-hound —no! That is my
limit, and you know it. Don’t crawl, now,
or do any more bluffing. Show your hand
—TI’ve called you.”

Kirby sat absolutely motionless, his cards
lying face down upon the table, the white
fingersof onehandresting lightly upon them,
the other arm concealed. He never once
removed his gaze from Beaucaire’s face, and
his expression did not change, except for
the almost insulting sneer on his lips. The
silence was profound, the deeply interested
men leaning forward, even holding their
breath in intense eagerness. Each realized
that a fortune lay on the table; knew that
the old judge had madly staked his all on
the value of those five unseen cards gripped

in his fingers. Again, as though to bolster

up his shaken courage, he stared at the face
of each, then lifted his blood-shot eyes to
the impassive face opposite.

“ Beaucaire drew two kayards,” whis-
pered an excited voice near me.

“Hell! So did Kirby!” replied another.
“ They're both of ’em old hands.”

The sharp’ exhaust of a distant steam-
pipe below punctuated the silence, and sev-
eral glanced about apprehensively. As this
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noise ceased, Beaucaire lost all control over
his nerves.

“ Come on, play your hand,” he de-
manded, “ or I'll throw my cards in your
face.” .

The insinuating sneer on Kirby’s lips
changed into the semblance of a smile.
Slowly, deliberately, never once glancing
down at the face of his cards, he turned
them up one by one with his white fingers,
his challenging eyes on the judge—but the
others saw what was revealed—a ten-spot,
a knave, a queen, a king, and an ace of
hearts.

“Good God! a royal straight flush!”
some one yelled excitedly. “ Damned if I
ever saw one before.”

For an instant Beaucaire never moved,
never uttered a sound. He seemed to doubt
the evidence of his own eyes, and to have
lost the power of speech. Then from nerve-
less hands his own cards fell face down-
ward, still unrevealed, upon the table. The
next moment he was on his feet, the chair
in which he had been seated flung crashing
behind him on the deck. .

“You thief!” he roared. “ You dirty,
low-down thief; I held four aces—where
did you get the.fifth one?”

Kirby did not so much as move, nor be-
tray even by a change of expression his
sense of the situation. Perhaps he antici-
pated just such an explosion, and was fully
prepared to meet it. One hand still rested
easily on the table, the other. remaining
hidden.

“So you claim to have held four aces,”
he said coldly. ‘“ Where are they?”

McAfee swept the discarded hand face
upward, and the crowd bending forward to
look saw four aces and a king.

“That was the judge’s hand,” he de-
clared soberly. ‘I saw it myself before he
called you, and told him to stay.”

Kirby laughed an ugly laugh, showing his
white teeth.

“ The hell you did. Thought you knew
a good poker hand, I reckon. Well, you
see I knew a better one, and it strikes me
I am the one to ask questions,” he sneered.
““ Look here, you men; I held one ace from
the shuffle. Now what I want to know is,
where Beaucaire ever got his four? Pleas-
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ant little trick of you two—only this time
it failed to work.”

Beaucaire uttered one mad oath, and I
endeavored to grasp him, but missed my
clutch. The force of his lurching body as
he sprang forward upturned the table, the
stakes jingling to the deck, but Kirby
reached his feet in time to avoid the shock.
His hand, which had been hidden, shot out
suddenly, the fingers grasping a revolver,
but he did not fire. Before the judge had
gone half the distance, he stopped, reeled
suddenly, clutching at his throat, and
plunged sidewise. His body struck the
upturned table, and McAfee and I grasped
him, lowering the stricken man gently to
the ﬂoor

™

CHAPTER V.
KIRBY SHOWS HIS HAND.

HAT scene, with all its surroundings,
remains indelibly impressed upon my
memory. It will never fade while I

live. The long, narrow, dingy cabin of the
little Warrior, its forward end unlighted
and in shadow, the single swinging lamp,
suspended to a blackened beam above
where the table had stood, barely revealing
through its smoky chimney the after por-
tion, showing a row of stateroom doors on
either side, some standing ajar, and that
crowd of excited men surging about the
fallen body of Judge Beaucaire, unable as
yet to fully realize the exact nature of what
had occurred, but conscious of impending
tragedy.

The air was thick and stifling with to-
bacco smoke, redolent of the sickening
fumes of alcohol, and noisy with question-
ing voices, while above every other sound
might be distinguished the sharp pulsations
of the laboring engine just beneath our feet,
the deck planks trembling to the contin-
uous throbbing. The overturned table and
chairs, the motionless body of the fallen
man, with Kirby standing erect just be-
yond, his face as clear-cut under the glare
of light as a cameo, the revolver yet glis-
temng in extended hand, all composed a
® picture not easily forgotten.

Still this impression was only that of a
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brief instant. With the next I was upon
my knees, lifting the fallen head, and seek-
ing eagerly to discern some lingering evi-
dence of life in the inert body. There were
none, not so much as the faint flutter of a
pulse or suggestion of a heart throb. The
man was already dead before he fell, dead
before he struck the overturned table.
Nothing any human effort might do would
help him now. My eyes lifting from the
white, ghastly face encountered those of
McAfee, and, without the utterance of a
word, I read the miner’s verdict, and arose
again to my feet.
“ Judge Beaucaire is dead,” I announced
gravely. “ Nothing more can be done for

_him now.”

The pressing circle of men hemming us
in fell back silently, reverently, the sound
of their voices sinking into a subdued mur-
mur. It had all occurred so suddenly; so
unexpectedly, that even these witnesses
could scarcely grasp the truth. They were
dazed, leaderless, struggling to restrain
themselves. As I stood there, almost un-
conscious of their presence, still stanng
down at that upturned face, now appearing
manly and patrician in the strange dignity
of its death mask, a mad burst of anger
swept me, a fierce yearning for revenge—a
feeling that this was no less a murder be-
cause nature had struck the blow. With
hot words of reproach upon my lips I gazed
across toward where Kirby had been stand-
ing a moment before. The gambler was no
longer there—his place was vacant.

“ Where is Kirby?” I asked, incredulous
of his sudden disappearance.

For a moment no one answered; then a
voice in the crowd croaked hoarsely: ’

‘“ He'just slipped out through that after
door to the deck—him and Bill Carver.”

“ And the stakes?”

Another answered in a thin, piping treble.

“I reckon them two cusses took along
the most ov it. Enyhow ’tain’t yere, ’cept
maybe a few coins what rolled under the
table. It wasn’t Joe Kirby who picked up
the swag, fer I was a watchin’ him, an’ he
never wunst let go ov his gun. Thet damn
sneak Carver must ’a’ did it, an’ then the
two ov ’em just sorter nat’rally faded awa.y
through that door thar.”

L )



McAfee swore through his black beard,
the full truth swiftly dawning upon him.

“Hel!” he exploded. “ So that’s the
way of it. Then them two wus in cahoots
frum the beginnin’. That’s what I told the
jedge last night, but he said he didn’t give
a whoop; that he knew more poker than
both ov ’em put tergether. I tell yer them
fellers stole that money, an’ they killed
Beaucaire—"

“Hold on a minute,” I broke in, my
mind cleared of its first passion, and realiz-
ing the necessity of control. ¥ Let’s keep
cool, and go slow. While I believe McAfee
is right, we are not going to bring the judge
back to life by turning into a mob. There
As no proof of cheating, and Kirby has the
law behind him. Let me talk to the cap-
tain about what had best be done.”

“ Who—Thockmorton?”

“Yes; hell know the better action for
us to take. He’s level-headed, and an old
friend of Beaucaire’s.”

“I’'m fer swingin’ that damn gambler up,
without askin’ nobody,” shouted a fellow
fiercely. “ He’s bin raisin’ hell frum one
end o’ this river ter the other fer ten years.
A rope is whut he needs.”

“ What good would that do in this case,”
I questioned before any one else could
chime in, “ either to the dead man or his
family? That’s what I am thinking about,
men. Suppose you strung him up, that
money, the plantation, and those slaves
would still belong to him, or his heirs. I'm
for getting all these back, if there is any
way of accomplishing it. See here, men,” I
pleaded earnestly. “ This affair doesn’t
necessarily end here on board the Warrior,
and if you were to kill Kirby it wouldn’t
benefit matters any,”

“1 would get rid ov a skunk.”

“Yes, but he is only one of a hundred
between here and New Orleans. Look at
the other side a minute. Beaucaire bet
everything he possessed— everything—Iland,
niggers, and money. Kirby sneered him on
to it, and saw that he had the kind of a
band that would do the business right.
When the judge died he didn’t own enough
to pay his funeral expenses. Now see here;
I happen to know that he left two young
daughters. Just stop and think of them.

2 A8
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We saw this game played, and there isn’t a
man here who believes it was played on the
square — that two such hands were ever
dealt or drawn in poker. We can’t prove
that Kirby manipulated things to that end;
not one of us saw how he worked the trick.
There is no chance to get him that way.
Then what is it we ought to do? Why I
say make the thief disgorge—and hanging
won’t do the business.”

“ Well then, what will?”

“1 confess I do not know yet. I want
to talk with Thockmorton first. . He may
know something.” A

There was a ‘moment’s silence, then a
suspicious voice:

“Who the hell are you? How do we
know you ain’t in on this yerself?”

“ Listen, men,” and I fronted them, look-
ing straight into their eyes. “ You have a
right to ask that question, and I’ll tell you
who I am. I am not here in uniform, but
I am an officer of the United States army.
Captain Thockmorton will vouch for that.
I pledge you my word that this affair does
not end here. I never met any of these
men until I came on board the boat at Fort
Armstrong, but I have letters with me for
Governor Clark of Missouri, and Governor
Reynolds of Illinois. Either man will ac-
cept my statement regarding this matter,
and I promise you that either Kirby and
Carver will return the papers and money
before we reach St. Louis, or I'll swear out
& warrant for their arrest. If you boys will
stay with me we’ll scare it out of them for
the sake of those girls. What do you say?”

No one spoke immediately, although
there was a muttering of voices, sounding
antagonistic, and sprinkled with oaths. It
was, indeed, a poor time and place in which
to appeal to the law, nor were these men
accustomed to the pleadings of mercy. I
glanced across Beaucaire’s extended body
and caught the eyes of McAfee. The man

" lifted his hand.

“ The leftenant has got this thing sized
up about proper,” he said gruffly. ‘ He's
an army officer all right, fer I saw him back
thar on the island when we wus tied up at
the dock. Now look yere, boys, I'm fer
hangin’ both ov them cusses just as much
as eny ov the rest ov yer—a bit more, I
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reckon, for they stripped me ov my pile
along with Beaucaire, only I was easier ter
strip—but, as the leftenant says, that ain’t
the pint now. What we want ter do is get
back them bills o’ sale, so them two young
women won’t be left with nuthin’ ter live
on. Let’s make the fellers cough up furst,
an’ then, if we think best, we kin hang ’em
‘afterwards. It’s my vote we let the leften-
ant tackle the job—what do yer say?”

The rise and fall of voices, although
puncuated by oaths, and indistinct in ex-
pression, seemed generally to signify as-
sent. The faces of the men, as they pushed
and crowded about us, remained angry and
resentful. Clearly enough prompt action
alone would carry the day.

“Very well, then, boys,” I broke in
sharply. “ You agree to leave this settle-
ment with me. Then I'll go at it. Two or
three of you pick up the body and carry it
to Beaucaire’s stateroom — forward there.
The rest of you better straighten up the
cabin, while I go up and talk with Thock-
morton a moment. After that I may want
a few of you to go along when I hunt up
Kirby. If he proves ugly we’ll know how
to handle him. McAfee.”

“I’'m over here.”

“T was just going to say that you better
stay here and keep the fellows all quiet in
the cabin. We don’t want our plan to leak
out, and it will be best to let Kirby and

Carver think that everything is all right—

that nothing is going to be done.”

I waited while several of them gently
picked up the body and bore it forward into
the shadows. Others busied themselves in
straightening overturned furniture, and
gathered into a small pile those few scat-
tered coins which had fallen to the deck
and been overlooked by the two gamblers
in their eagerness to escape. No one at-
tempted to appropriate any of these. Mc-
Afee apparently knew most of the fellows
intimately, calling them by name, and
seemed to be recognized as a leader among
them. This fact was encouraging, as to all
appearance they were a rough set, unac-
customed to law of any kind, and to be con-
trolled only by physical strength, and some
one of their own sort.

In spite of my position and rank, I was
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far too young in appearance to exercise
much weight of authority over such bor-
dermen, but fortunately I possessed suf-
ficient good sense to rely now in this emer-
gency upon the black-bearded McAfee, who
served well. His voice, strongly resembling
a fog-horn, arose in threat and expostula-
tion unceasingly, and the miners, who evi-
dently knew him well, and perhaps had
previously tested the weight of his fist,
were lamblike and obedient to his control.

“They’ll be quiet enough fer a while,
leftenant,” he managed to whisper hoarsely
to me. “ But they is jest boys growed up,
an’ if eny one o’ them should really take a
notion ter raise hell, all the cussin’ I might
do wouldn’t make no diff’rance. Whatever
yer aim at, better be done right off, while
I kin sorter keep ’em busy down yere—
wunst they git loose on the deck the devil
himself couldn’t stop ’em frum startin’ a
row.”

This advice was so good that I slipped
instantly away, silently gained the door,
and, unobserved, emerged on to the deserted
deck without. The sudden change in en-
vironment sobered me, and caused me to
pause and seriously consider the importance
of my mission. Through the thin walls of
the cabin the murmurous voices of those
within became indistinct, except as an oc-
casional loudly spoken oath, or call, might
be distinguished. The struggling Warrior
was close within the looming shadows of
the western shore, and seemed to be mov-
ing downward more swiftly with the cur-
rent, as though the controlling mind in the
darkened wheelhouse felt confident of clear
water ahead. The decks throbbed to the
increased pulsation of the engine, and I
could plainly hear the continuous splash of
the great stern-wheel as it flung spray high
into the air.

I paused a moment, hand gripping the
rail, and eyes seeking vainly to peer across
the wide expanse of river, really fronting
the situation for the first time, and endeav-
oring to think out calmly some definite
course of action. Thus far, spurred only
by necessity, and a sense of obligation, I
had merely been blindly grasping at the
first suggestion which had occurred to mind.
The emergency had demanded action rather
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than reflection. But now, on cooler con-
sideration, and alone, the result I sought
did not appear so apparent, nor so easily
attained.

Hitherto, in the midst of the excitement
occasioned by Beaucaire’s tragic death, my
mind had grasped but one idea clearly—if
I permitted Kirby to be mobbed and killed
by those enraged men, his death would
benefit no one; would remedy no wrong.
That mad mob spirit must be fought down,
conquered. Yet now, when I had actually
accomplished this, what must be my next
step? Nothing less potent than either fear,
or force, would ever make Kirby disgorge.
Quite evidently the gambler had deliberate-
ly set out to ruin the planter, to rob him of
every dollar. Even at the last moment he
bad coldly insisted on receiving a bill of
sale so worded as to leave no possible loop-
hole. He demanded all.

The death of the judge, of course, had
not been contemplated, but this in no way
changed the result. That was an accident,
yet, I imagined, might not be altogether un-
welcome, and I could not rid my memory
of that shining weapon in Kirby’s hand, or
the thought that he would have used it had
the need arose. Would he not then fight
just as fiercely to keep as he had to gain?
Indeed, I had but one fact upon which I
might hope to base action; every watcher
believed those cards had been stacked, and
that Beaucaire was robbed by means of a
trick. Yet, could this be proven? Would
any one of those men actually swear that
he had seen a suspicious move? If not,
then what was there left me except a mere
bluffi? Absolutely nothing.

Gambling was a recognized institution,
with which even the law did not interfere.
Of course there were statutes in both Mis-
souri and Illinois, but no enforcement. In-
deed, the gambling fraternity was so firmly
intrenched, through wealth and influence,
that no steamer captain even, autocratic as
they often were, would dare encroach on
their prerogatives. Interested as Thock-
morton would be in serving Beaucaire’s de-
pendents, and as much as he cordially dis-
liked Kirby, all I could rely upon from
him in this emergency would be a certain
moral support, and possibly some advice.
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He would never dare ally himself openly,
for the cost of such action would be too
high. On the other hand, from my knowl-
edge of Kirby’s desperate character, and
previous exploits, I seriously doubted the
efficacy of threatening him with lynch law.
He would be far more liable to defy a mob
than yield to its demands. Yet memory of
those two helpless girls—more particularly
that one over whose unconsciousness there
hung the possibility of slavery—urged me
strongly to attempt even the apparently .
impossible.

I fully had it in my mind to fight the
men personally if, in no other way, I could
attain my end—at least I would face him
with every power and authority I could
bring to bear.

With no other object in mind, and un-
armed, never once dreaming of attack, I
advanced alone along the dark, narrow strip
of deck, leading toward the ladder which
mounted to the wheel-house. There were
no lights, and I was practically compelled
to feel my way by keeping one hand upon
the rail. The steamer was sweeping about
a great bend, and a leadsman forward was
calling the depth of water, his monotonous
woice chanting out strange river terms of
guidance.

I had reached the foot of the ladder, my
fingers blindly seeking the iron rungs in
the gloom, when a figure, vague, indistinct,
suddenly emerged from some denser
shadow and confronted me. Indeed, the
earliest realization I had of any other pres-
ence was a sharp pressure against my
breast, and a low voice breathing a menac-
ing threat in my ear.

“I advise you not to move, you young
fool. This is a cocked pistol tickling your
ribs. Where were you going?”’

The black night veiled his face, but lan-
guage and voice, in spite of its low grumble,
told me the speaker was Kirby. The very
coldness of his tone served to send a chill
through me. ‘

“ To have a word with Thockmorton,” I
answered, angered at my own fear, and
rendered reckless by that burst of passion.
“What do you mean by your threat?
Haven’t you robbed enough men already
with cards without resorting to a gun?”’
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“ This is no robbery,” and I knew by the
sharpness of his reply my words had stung;
‘““and it might be well for you to keep a
civil tongue in your head. I overhead what
you said to those men in the cabin. So
you are going to take care of me, are.you?”
There was a touch of steel in the low voice.
“ Now listen, you brainless meddler. Joe
Kirby knows exactly what he is doing when
he plays any game. I had nothing to do
with Beaucaire’s death, but those stakes
are mine. I hold them, and I will kill any
man who dares to interfere with me.”

“You mean you refuse to return any of
this property?”

“ Every cent, every nigger, every acre—
that’s my business. Beaucaire was no
child; he knew what he was betting, and he
lost.”

“But,” I insisted almost hopelessly,
“ perhaps you do not wholly understand
this matter — the entire situation. Judge
Beaucaire risked every penny he possessed
in the world.”

“1 suppose he did; but he expected to
gain it all back again with as much more of
mine.”

“ That may be true, Kirby. I am not de-
fending his action, but surely this is no rea-
son, now that he is dead, why you should
not show some degree of mercy to others
totally innocent of any wrong. The man
left two daughters, both young girls, who
will now be homeless and penniless.”

He laughed, and the sound of that laugh
was more cruel than the accompanying
words.

“Two daughters!” he sneered. * Ac-
cording to my information that strains the
relationship a trifle, friend Knox—at least
the late judge never took the trouble to ac-
knowledge the fact. Permit me to correct
your statement. I happen to know more
about Beaucaire’s private affairs than you
do. He leaves one daughter only. I have
never met the young lady, but I understand
from excellent authority that she possesses
independent means through the death some
years ago of her mother. I shall therefore
not worry about her loss—and, indeed, she
need meet with none, for if she only prove
equal to all I have heard, I may yet be in-
duced to make her a proposition.”
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‘“.A proposition?”’ )

“To remain on the plantation as its mis-
tress—plainly an offer of marriage, if you
please. Not such a bad idea, is it?”

I stood speechless, held motionless only
by the pressing muzzle of his pistol, the
cold-blooded villainy of the man striking
me dumb. This, then, had probably been
his real purpose from the start. He had
followed Beaucaire deliberately with this

_final end in view—of ruining him, and thus

compelling the daughter to yield herself.
He had egged the man on, playing on the
weakness of his nature, baiting him to final-
ly risk all on a game of chance, the real
stake not the money on the table, but the
future of this young girl.

“ You—you have never seen her?”

“ No, but I have met those who have.
She is reported to be beautiful, and, better
still, worth fifty thousand dollars.”

“ And you actually mean that you pro-
pose now to force Judge Beaucaire’s daugh-
ter to marry your”

“ Well, hardly that, although I shall use
whatever means I possess. I intend to win
her if I can, fair means, or foul.”

I drew a deep breath, comprehending
now the full iniquity of his plot, and brac-
ing myself to fight it.

“ And what about the other girl, Kirby?
for there is another girl.” .

“Yes,” rather indifferently;  there is
another?”

“ Of course you know who she is?”

“ Certainly — a nigger, a white nigger;
the supposed illegitimate daughter of Adel-
bert Beaucaire, and a slave woman. There
is no reason why I should fret about her, is
there? She is my property already by law.”
He laughed again, the same ugly, sneering
laugh of triumph. ¢ That was why I was
so particular about the wording of that bill
of sale—I would rather have her than the
whole bunch of field hands.”

“You believe, then, the girl has never
been freed—either she or her mother?” I
asked.

“ Believe? I know. I tell you I never
play any game with my eyes shut.”

“ And you actually intend to—to hold
her as a slave?”

“ Well, I'll look her over first before I de-
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noe—shewonldbewonhspotﬁxnof
money down tke river.”

CHAPTER VL
INTO THE BLACK WATER.

contemptuous, utterly indifferent

manner in which he voiced his vil-

lainous purpose would have crazed
any man. Perhaps he intended that it
should, although it was my belief that he

merely expressed himself naturally, and -

with no thought of comsequences. The man
was so steeped in crime as to be ignorant
of all sense of honor, all conception of true
manhood. But to me this utterance was
the last straw, breaking down every re-
straint, and leaving me hot and furious with
anger.

I forgot the muzzle of the pistol pressed
against my side and the menacing threat in
Kirby’s low voice. The face of the man
was indistinct, a mere outline, but the swift
impulse to strike at it was irresistible, and
1 let him bhave the blow—a straight-arm
jab to the jaw. My clenched knuckles
crunched against the flesh, and he reeled
back, kept from falling only by the support
of the deck-house. There was no report of
a weapon, ne outcry; yet, before I could
strike again, I was suddenly gripped from
behind by a pair of arms which closed
about my throat like a vise, throttling me
instantly into silent helplessness. .

1 struggled madly to break free, strain-
ing with all the art of a wrestler, exerting
every ounce of strength, but the grasp
which held me was unyielding, robbing me
of breath, and defeating every effort to call
for belp. Kirby, dazed yet by my sudden
blow, and eager to take a hand in the af-
fray, struck me a cowardly blow in the face,
and swung his undischarged pistol to a level
with my eyes.

“ Damn you!” he ejaculated, and for the
first time his voice really exhibited temper.
“ Pd kilt you with this, but for the noise.
No, by God! There is a safer way than
that to settle with you. Have you got the
skenk, Carver?”

“ You can bet I have, Joe. I kin choke

the life out o him—shall I?”
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“No; let up a bit—just enough so he
can answer me first. I want to find out
what all this means. Now, look here, Knox,
you’re an army officer, are you?”
“ Yes,” I managed to gasp, sobbing in an

effort to catch breath as the iron fingers at

my throat relaxed slightly. .

“ Well, then, what is all this to you?
Why are you butting in on my game? Was
Beaucaire a friend of yours?”

“1 cam hardly claim that,” I admitted.
‘“We never met until I came aboard this
steamer. All I am interested in is justice
to others.”

“To others? Oh, I suppose you mean
those girls—you know them, then?”

“1 bave never even seen them,” I said,
now speaking more easily. “ Thockmar-
ton chanced to tell me about them yester-
day, and their condition appealed to me,
just as it naturally would to any true man.
I thought probably you did not understand
the situation, and hoped that if I told you
the truth you might respend.”

“ Oh, you did, did you? You must have
figured me as being pretty soft. Well, what

-do you think now?”

His tone so completely ended my hope of
compromise that I replied hotly:

“ That you are a dirty, piratical cur. I
may have doubted your purpose at first,
for I am not used to your kind, but this is
so no longer. You deliberately ruined and
robbed Beaucaire in order o gain posses-
sion of these two girls. You have admitted
as much.”

He laughed, in no way angered by my
plain speech; indeed, it almost seemed as
though he felt complimented.

“ Hardly admit, my friend, for that is
not my style. I let others do the guessing.
What do you think of that, Carver? It
seems we rang rather high in the estima-
tion of the young man.” His eyes again
centered on me. “ And you are really not
acquainted with either of the ladies?”

« No »

“I see; a self~appomted squire of chma
actuated merely by a romantic desire to
serve beauty in distress. Extremely in-
teresting, my dear boy. But, see here,
Knox,” and his tone changed to seriousness.
“ Let the romance go, and talk sense a min-
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ute.
fighting me alone. You haven’t even got
the law with you. Even if I cheated Beau-
caire, which I do not for a moment admit,
there is no proof. The money is mine, and
so is the land, and the niggers. You can be
ugly, of course, but you cannot overturn
the facts.

“ Now I don’t care a whoop in hell for
that bunch of miners back there in the
cabin. If left alone they will forget all
about this affair in an hour. It’s nothing
to them, and they are no angels if it was.
But, in a way, it is different with you. I
understand that, and also that you are in a
position where you might make me some
trouble. People would listen to what you
had to say—and some of them might be-
lieve you. Now you acknowledge that
what has occurred is personally nothing to
you; Beaucaire was no special friend, and
you don’t even know the two glrls—all
right, then, drop the whole matter. I hold
no grudge on account of your striking me,
-and am even willing to share up with you
to avoid trouble.”

“ And if I refuse?”

“ Then, of course, we shall be compelled
to shut your mouth for you. Self-preserva-
tion is the first law.”

“ Which simply means that you intend
to go on, and yield nothing.”

“That is about right. We’ll hold tight
to what we've got—hey, Carver?”

“ That’s allers bin my way o’ doin’ busi-

ess,” chimed in thg other brutally. “ An’
we've sure got you, mister soldier-man,
where we kin handle yer, I reckon.”

I looked about at them both, scarcely
able to distinguish clearly even their out-
lines in the dense gloom. The seriousness
of my situation, coupled with my helpless-
ness and inability to achieve the object pro-
posed, was very evident. These men were
reckless and determined, unable to even
grasp my point of view. It might, under
these circumstances, have been the part of
wisdom for me to have sought some means
of compromise; but I was young, and hot,
fiery blood swept through by veins. The
words of Kirby stung me with their breath
of insult—his sneering, insolent offer to pay
me to remain still.

You are not going to get very far -
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“ You must rank me as one of your own
kind,” I burst forth. *“ Now you listen to
a plain word from me. If that was intend-
ed as an offer, I refuse it. When I first left
the cabin and came here on deck, I honest-
ly believed I could talk with you, Kirby;
appeal to your better nature, and gain some
consideration for those two .girls. Now I
know better. From the start this has been
the working out of a deliberately planned
plot. You and your confederate have cool-
ly robbed Beaucaire, and propose to get
away with the spoils. Perhaps you will,
but that end will not be accomplished
through any assistance of mine. At first I
only felt a slight interest in the affair, but
from now on I am going to fight you fellows
with every weapon I possess.”

Kirby chuckled, apparently greatly
amused.

“ Quite glad, I am sure, for the declara-
tion of war. Fighting has always agreed
with me. Might I ask the nature of those
weapons?”’

“ That remains for you to discover,” ex-
asperated by his evident contempt. * Car-
ver, take your dirty hands off of me.”

In spite of the fact of their threat, the
ready pistol pressing against my ribs, the
grip of Carver’s fingers at my throat, I did
not anticipate any actual assault. That
either would really dare injure me seemed
preposterous. Indeed, my impression was,
that Kirby felt such indifference toward
my attempt to block his plan that he would
permit me to pass without opposition—cer-
tainly without the slightest resort to vio-
lence. The action of the two was so swift,
so concerted, as though to some secret sig-
nal that almost before I realized their pur-
pose they held me helplessly struggling,
and had forced me back against the low
rail.

Here I endeavored to break away, to
shout an alarm, but was already too late.
Carver’s hands closed remorselessly on my
throat, and, when I managed to strike out
madly with one free fist, the butt of Kirby’s
pistol' descended on my head, so lacerating -
my scalp the dripping blood blinded my
eyes. The blow partially stunned me, and
I half fell, clutching at the rail, yet dimly
conscious that the two straining men were



uplifting my useless body, Carver swearing
viciously as he helped to thrust me outward
over the wooden bar. The next instant 1
fell, the sneering cackle of Kirby’s laugh of
triumph echoing in my ears until drowned
in the splash as I struck the black water
below.

I came back to the surface dazed and
weakened, yet sufficiently conscious to make
an intelligent struggle for life. The over-
hang of the rapidly passing boat still con-
cealed me form the observation of those
above on deck, and the advantage of per-
fnitting them to believe that the blow on
my head had resulted in drowning, together
with the knowledge that I must swiftly get
beyond the stroke of the deadly wheel,
flashed instantly through my brain. It was
like & tomic, reviving every energy. Wait-
ing only to inhale one deep breath of air, I
plunged back once more into the depths,
and swam strongly under water.

The effort proved successful, for when I
again ventured to emerge, gasping and ex-
hausted, the little Warrior had swept past
and become merely a shapeless outline,
barely visible over the surface of the river.
Even if the two men had rushed to the
stern, seeking to thus ascertain what had
happened to their victim, they could not
have detected my presence in that dark-
ness, or determine whether or not I had met
death in the depths, or been crushed lifeless
by those revolying pagdles.

Slowly treading water, my lips held bare-
ly above the surface, I drew in deep drafts
of cool night air, my mind becoming more
active as hope returned. The blow I had
received was a savage one,and pained dully,
but the cold water in which I had been im-
mersed had caused the bleeding to cease,
and likewise revived all my faculties. The
water was so icy, stit fed by the winter
snow of the North, as to make me conscious
of chill, and awaken within me a fear of
cramps. The steamer melted swiftly away
into nothingness, the last indication of its
presence in the distance the faint gleam of
a stern-light piercing the night shadows.

The very fact that no effort was made
to stop was sufficient proof that Thock-
morton, in the wheel-house, remained un-
conscious of what bad occurred on the deck
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below. My fate might never be discovered
or suspected. I was alone, submerged in
the great river, the stars overbead alone
piercing the night shadows. They seemed
cold, and far away, their dull glow barely
sufficient to reveal the dim outline of the
western share; and even this would have re-
mained invisible except for the trees lining
the higher bank beyond, and silhouetted
against the slightly lighter background of
sky. In the other direction all. was appar-
ently water, a turbulent waste, and one
glance deciding my action, I quickly struck
out, partially breasting the downward
sweep of the current, in a desperate strug-
gle to attain land.

I discovered this to be no easy task, as
the swirl of the river bore strongly toward
the oposite shore; yet I had always been a
powerful swimmer, and, although now se-
riously hampered by boots and heavy, sod-
den clothing, succeeded in making steady
progress. A log swept by me, white bursts
of spray illuminating its sides, and I grap-
pled it gratefully, my fingers finding grip
on the sodden bark. Using this for partial
support, and ceasing to battle so desperate-
ly against the downsweep of the current,
I managed to finally work my way into an
eddy, struggling onward until my feet at
last touched bottom at the end of a low,
outcropping point of sand. This proved to
be a mere spit,but I wandered ashore, water
streaming from my clothing, conscious now
of such complete exhaustion that I sank in-
stantly outstretched upon the sand, gasping’
painfully for breath, every muscle and nerve
throbbing.

The night was intensely still, black, im-
penetrable. It seemed as though no human
being could inhabit that desolate region.
I lifted my head to listen for the slightest
sound of life, and strained my eyes to de-.
tect the distant glimmer of a light in any
direction. Nothing rewarded the effort.
Yet surely along here on this long-settled
west bank of the Mississippi I could not be
far removed from those of my race, for I
knew that all along this river-shore were
cultivated plantations, and little frontier
towns irregularly served by passing steam-
boats.

We bad not been far to the northward
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of St. Louis at midnight, and Thockmorton
confidently expected to tie up the Warrior
at the wharf-boat before that city early
the next morning. So, surely, somewhere
near at hand, concealed amid the gloom,
would be discovered the habitation of men
—either the pretentious mansion of some
prosperous ‘planter, or the humble huts of
his black slaves. Could I attain to either
one, I would he certain of welcome, for hos-
pitality without questioning was the code
of the frontier.

The night air increased in chilliness as
the hours approached dawn, and I shivered
in my wet clothes, although this only served
to arouse me into immediate action. Realiz-
ing more than ever, as I again attempted to
move, my weakness and exhaustion from
struggle, I succeeded in gaining my feet,
and stumbled forward along the narrow spit
of sand, until I attained a bank of firm
earth, up which I crept painfully, emerging
at last upon a fairly level spot, softly car-
peted with grass, and surrounded by a
grove of forest trees. The shadows here
were dense, but my feet encountered a de-
pression in the soil, which I soon identified,
as a rather well-defined path leading in-
land. Assured that this must point the way
to some door, as it was evidently no wild
animal trail, I felt my way forward cau-
tiously, eager to attain shelter and the com-
fort of a fire.

The grove was of limited extent, and as
I emerged from beneath its shadow I came
suddenly to a patch of cultivated land, bi-
sected by a small stream, the path I was
following leading along its bank. Holding
to this for guidance, within less than a hun-
dred yards I came to the house I was seek-
ing, a small, log structure, overshadowed
by a gigantic oak, and standing isolated
and alone. It appeared dark.and silent, al-
though evidently inhabited, as an ax stood
leaning against the jam of the door, while
a ‘variety of utensils were scattered about.
Believing the place to be occupied by a
slave, or possibly some white squatter, I ad-
vanced directly to the door and called loud-
ly to whoever might be within.

Thete was no response, and, believing
the occupant asleep, I used the ax-handle,
rapping sharply. Still no voice answered,
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although I felt convinced of some move-
ment inside, leading me to believe that.the
sleeper had slipped from his bed and was
aproaching the door. Again I rapped, this
time with greater impatience over the de-
lay, but not the slightest sound rewarded
the effort. Shivering there in my wet
clothes, the stubborn obduracy of the fellow
awakened my anger..

“ Open up, there!” I called commandeer-
ingly. “ Or else I'll take this ax and break
down your door.”

In the darkness I had been unobservant
of a narrow slide in the upper panel, but
had scarcely uttered these words of threat
when a flare of discharge almost in my very
face fairly blinded me, and I fell backward,
aware of a burning sensation in one shoul-
der. The next instant I lay outstretched
on the ground, and it seemed to me that life
was fast ebbing from my body. Twice I
endeavored vainly to rise, but at the second
attempt my brain reeled dizzily, and I sark
back unconscious. '

CHAPTER VIIL
PICKING UP THE THREADS, |,

TURNED my head slightly on the hard
shuck pillow and gazed curiously about.
When my eyes had first opened, all I

could perceive was the section of log wall
against which I rested; but now, after pain-
fully turning over, the entire interior of the
single-room cabin was revealed. It was
humble enough in all its appointments, the
walls quite bare, the few chairs fashioned
from half-barrels, a packing-box for a table,
and the narrow bed on which I lay con-
structed from saplings lashed together, cov-
ered with a coarse ticking, packed with
straw. The floor was of hard, dry clay; a
few live coals remained, smoking, in the
open fireplace, while a number of garments,
among them to be recognized my own cloth-
ing, dangled from wooden pegs driven into
the chinks of the farther wall.

I surveyed the entire circuit of the room
wonderingly, a vague momery of what had
lately occurred returning slowly to mind.
To all appearances, I was there alone, al-
though close beside me stood a low stool,
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supporting a tin basin partially filled with
water. As I moved, I became conscious of
a dull pain in my left shoulder, which I also
discovered_to be tightly bandaged. It was
late in the day, for the rays of the sun
streamed in through the single window and
lay a pool of gold along the center of the
floor.

I presume it was not long, yet my
thoughts were so busy it seemed as if I
must have been lying there undisturbed for
some time, before the door opened quietly,
and I became aware of another occupant of
the room. Paying no attention to me, he
crossed to the fireplace, stirred the few
smoldering embers into flame, placing
upon these some dried wood, and then idly
watched as they caught fire. The newcomer
was a negro, gray-haired, but still vigorous,
evidently a powerful follow, judging from
his breadth of shoulder, and possessing a
face denoting considerable intelligence.

_ Finally he straightened up, and faced me, "

Lis eyes widening with interest as he caught
mine fastened upon him, his thick lips in-
stantly parting in a good-natured grin.

“ De good Lord be praised!” he ejacu-
lated in undisguised delight. * Is yer really
awake ag’in, honey? De docthar say he
done thought ye’d cum round by terday,
sah. Enyhow I’s almighty glad fer ter see
yer wid dem eyes open wunst mor —yas
sah, I shure am.”

“ The doctor?” I questioned in surprise,
my voice sounding strange and far away.
“ Have I been here long?”

“ Goin’ on ’bout ten days, sah. You was
powerful bad hurt, an’ out o’ yer head, I
reckon.”

- “ What was it that happened? Did some
one shoot me?”

The negro scratched his head, shuffling
his bare feet uneasily on the dirt floor.

“ Yas, sah, Mister Knox,” he admitted
with reluctance. “ I's sure powerful sorry,
sah, but I wus de boy what plugged yer.
Yer see, sah, it done happened dis-a-way,”
and his black face registered genuine dis-
tress. “ Thar’s a mean gang o’ white folks
round yere thet’s took it inter their heads
ter lick every free nigger, an’ when you
done come up ter my door in de middle ob
de night, a cussin’ an’ a threatenin’ fer ter
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break in, I just nat’arly didn’t wanter be
licked, an’—an’ so I blazed away. I’s
powerful sorry ’bout it now, sah.”

- “No doubt, it was more my fault than
yours. You are a free negro, then?” -

“Yas, sah. I done belong wunst ter
Colonul Silas Carlton, sah, but afore he
died, just because I done saved his boy
frum drownin’ in de ribber, de ol’ colonul
he set me free, and give me a patch o’ lan’
ter raise corn on.”

“ What is your name?”

“ Pete, sah. Free Pete is whut mostly
de white folks call me.” He laughed, with
teeth showing, and the whites of his eyes.
“ Yer see, thar am a powerful lot o' Petes
round ’bout yere, sah.”

I drew a deep breath, conscious of weak-
ness as I endeavored to change position.

« All right, Pete; now, I want to under-
stand things clearly. You shot me, sup-
posing I was making an assault on you.
Your bullet lodged in my shoulder. What
happened then?”

“ Well, after a while, sah, thar wan’t no

"mor’ noise, an’ I reckoned I'd either done

hit yer, er else ye'd run away. An’ thar ye
wus, sah, a lyin’ on yer back like ye wus
dead Just as soon as I saw ye, I knowed
as how ye never wus no nigger-hunter, but
a stranger in dese yere parts. So I dragged
ye inside de cabin, an’ washed up yer hurts.
But ye never got no bettah, so I got
skeered, an’ went hoofin’ it down fer de
docthar at Beauclair Landin’, sah, an’ when
he cum back along wid me, he dug de bul-
let outer yer shoulder, an’ left sum truck
fer me ter giv’ yer. He’s done been yere
three times, sah.”

“ From Beauclair Landing—is that a
town?”

“ A sorter a town, sah; ’bout four miles
down ribber."”

The mentioning of this familiar word
brought back instantly to my darkened un-
derstanding all those main events leading
up to my presence in this neighborhood.
Complete memory returned, every separate
incident sweeping through my brain—Kir-
by, Carver, the fateful game of cards in the
cabin of the Warrior, the sudden death of
the judge, the mob anger which I sought
to curb, the struggle on deck, my being
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thrown overboard, and the danger threat-
ening the two innocent daughters of Beau-
caire. And I had actually been lying in
this negro hut, burning up with fever, help-
lessly delirious, for ten days. What had oc-
curred already in that space of time? What
villainy had been concocted and carried
out? What more did the negro know?
Something, surely, for now I remembered
he had addressed me by name.

“ Now, see here, Pete,” I began earnestly,
“how did you learn what my narhe was?”

“ De docthar he foun’ dat out, sah. I
reckon he thought maybe he ought ter kno’,
fearin’ as how ye might die. He done
looked though yer pockets, sah, an’ he took
two papers what he foun’ dar away with
him. He done tol’ me as how you wus an
offercer in de army—a leftenant, er sum-
thin'—an’ thet dem papers ought ter be
sint ter de Gov’ner et wunst. De las’ time
he wus yere he tol’ me thet he wint down
ter Saint Louie hisself, an’ done gif both
dem papers ter Govmer Clark. So yer
don’t need worry none ’bout dem no mor’.”

I sank back onto the hard pillow, greatly
relieved by this information. The burden
of official duty had been taken from me.
I was now on furlough, and free to act as
I pleased. I suddenly became conscious
that I was hungry. I expressed this desire
for food, and the negro instantly busied
himself over the fire. I watched his move-
ments with interest, although my thoughts
quickly drifted to other matters.

“ Have you picked up any news lately
from the Beaucaire plantation?’ I asked at
last.

He twisted his head about at sound of
my voice. ’

“ T heerd said they done brought de body
ob de ol’ jedge home, sab—he died mighty
sudden sumwhar up de ribber. Thet’s 'bout
all I know.”

“ When was this?”

“'Bout a week—maybe mor’n that ago.
The Warrior brought de body down, sah.”

“ The Warrior? Did any one go ashore
with it?”

“ 'Pears like thar wus two. men stopped
off at de landin’. I disremember de names,
but one ob ’em wus an ol’ friend ob de

jdge)s.”
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I turned my head away silc’ntly, but only
for 2 moment. The two men would, in all
probability, be Kirby and his satellite Car-
ver. Evidently they intended to lose no
time. The accident, the period of my un-
consciousness, had left the villains ample
opportunity in which to carry out the de-
tails of their devilish plot. The silence had
convinced them of my death, leaving them
nothing to fear, no opposition to guard
against. Doubtless the Beaucaire property
was already legally in Kirby’s possession,
and any possible chance I might have once
had to foil him in his nefarious purpose had
now completely vanished.

To be sure, I had reasoned out no defi-
nite means whereby I could circumvent his
theft, except to take legal advice, confer
with Governor Clark, and warn those
threatened girls of their danger. But now
it was too late even to do this. And yet
it might not be. If Kirby and his confed-
erate believed that I was dead, were con-
vinced that I had perished beneath the
waters of the river, they might feel safe in
taking time to strengthen their position;
might delay final action, hoping thus to
make their case seem more plausible.

If Kirby was really serious in his inten-
tion of marrying Beaucaire’s daughter, he
would naturally hesitate to immediately ac-
knowledge winning the property at cards,
and thus indirectly being the cause of her
father’s death. He would be quite likely
to keep this hidden from the girl for a while,
until he tried his luck at love. If love
failed, then the disclosure might be made
to drive the young woman to him; a threat
to render her complacent. The negro evi-
dently knew very little as to what had oc-
curred, merely the floating gossip of the
slave quarters, and some few things the -
doctor had mentioned. But there was a
man living at the Landing who would be
informed as to all the facts.

“1 believe the judge left two daughters,
did he not?”

“ Yes, sah—mighty pretty gals they am,
tOO.”

“ And they still remain in possession of
the house?”

“ 1 reckon they do, sah. ’Pears like the
docthar sed sumthin’ ’bout treating one ob
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‘em—Miss Eloise—one time he wus ober ’

yere. Sure, -dey’s dere all right.”

“ Do you know a lawyer named Haines?”

“ Livin’ down at the Landin’? VYas, sah,
I knows him.” .

I lifted myself up in the bed, too deeply
interested to lie still any longer. :

“ Now listen, Pete,” I explained earnest-
ly. “I've got sufficient money to pay you
well for all you do, and, just as soon as you
get me something to eat, I want you to go
down to the Landing, and bring Lawyer
Haines back here with you. Just tell him
a sick white man wants to see him at once,
and not a word to any one else. You might
tell Haines this is a private matter—you
understand?”

“Yas, sah,” the whites of his eyes rolling.
“ He done know ol’ Pete, an’ I'll sure bring
him back yere.”

It was dark when they came, the fire
alone lighting up the interior of the dingy
cabin with a fitful glow of red flames. I
had managed to get out of bed, and partial-
ly dress myself, feeling stronger and in less
pain as I exercised my muscles. They
found me seated before the fireplace, in-
dulging in a fresh pot of coffee. Haines
was a small, sandy-complexioned man, with
a straggling beard and light-blue eyes. He
appeared competent enough, a bundle of
nervous energy, and yet there was some-
thing about the fellow which instantly im-
pressed me unfavorably — probably his
sbort, jerky manner of speech, and his in-
ability to look straight at you.

‘ Pete has been telling me who you are,
lieutenant,” he said, as we shook hands,
“ and, putting some other things together,
I can guess the rest. You came, South on
the Warrior?” :

“ From Fort Armstrong—yes; who told
you this?” :

“ Captain Thockmorton. I saw him in
St. Louis, and he seemed deeply grieved by
your sudden disappearance. No one on
- board was able to explain what had oc-
curred.”

“Yet there were two men on the boat
who could have explained, if they had cared
to do so,” I answered dryly. ‘I mean Kir-
by and Carver; they were the ones who
threw me overboard.”
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He dropped into a chair, his keen, ferret
eyes on my face.

“ Kirby and Carver? They went ashore
with the judge’s body at the Landing. So
there is a story back of all this,” he ex-
claimed jerkily. “ Damn it, I thought as
much. Was Beaucaire killed?” .

4 No—not at least by and violence. No
doubt the shock of his loss hastened his
death. Surely you must know that he
risked all he possessed on a game of cards,
and lost?”

“ Thockmorton knew something about
it, and there were other rumors floating
about the Landing, but I have heard no de-
tails.”

“You did not see the two men, then?”

“ No, I was not at home, and they went
on down the river the next day on a keel-
boat. You saw the play?”’

“I saw the last part of the game, and
was convinced, as all the others present
were, that the judge was deliberately ruined
for a purpose. I believe it was all planned
beforehand, but of this we have no tangible
proof.”

“ His opponent was Joe Kirby?”"

“And a fellow named Carver, a mere
hanger-on.”

Haines wet his lips, his eyes narrowing
to mere slits, his professional nature com-
ing to the front.

“ First, let me ask you why you believe
Beaucaire was cheated?” he piped. “I
know Joe Kirby, and consider him quite
capable of such a trick, but we shall need .
more than suspicion to circumvent his
scheme.”

“I have every reason, Haines, to feel con-
vinced that both Kirby and Carver trailed
Beaucaire up the river with the intention
of plucking him. Kirby practically con-
fessed this to me, boastingly, afterward.
All the way down he was bantering the
judge to play. That last night he so manip-
ulated the cards—or rather Carver did, for
it was his deal—as to deceive Beaucaire
into firmly believing that he held an abso-
lutely unbeatable hand—he was dealt four
aces and a king.”

The lawyer leaned forward, breathing
heavily.

“ Four aces! Only one hand is better
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than that, and it would be impossible to
get such a hand out of one pack.”

“ That is exactly true, Haines. I am no
card-player, but I do know that much about
the game. Yet Kirby took the pot with a
royal straight flush. Now, either he or
Carver slipped an extra ace into the pack,
or else Beaucaire did. In my opinion the
judge had no chance to work such a trick.
And that’s the case, as it stands.”

Haines jumped to his feet, and began
pacing the dirt floor excitedly, his hands
clasped behind his back.

“ By God, man!” he cried, pausing sud-
denly. “ Even if he did have a chance, the
judge never did it—never. He was a good
sport, and always played a straight game.
You say he bet everything he had?”

“To the last dollar—Kirby egged him
on. Besides the money, a deed to his land
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and a bill of sale for his negroes were on
the table.”

“ The field-hands, you mean?”

“ Yes, and the house-servants. Kirby in-
sisted that he write these words: ¢ This in-
cludes every chattel slave legally belonging
to me,” and made Beaucaire sign it in that
fom ”»

Haines’s face was white, his eyes staring
at me ineredulously.

“ God help us, man! Do you know what
that means?” he gasped.

“1 am almost afraid I do,” I answered,
yet startled by his manner. “ That was
why I sent for you. Would that include his
son’s daughter?”

He buried his face in his hands.

“Yes,” he confessed, brokenly. “To
the best of my knowledge, Rene Beaucaire
is a slave.”
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DON'T KID YOURSELF

BY WILL THOMAS WITHROW

IF the * big head " were a fatal malady, we'd all be dead; for we're all, at times,

afflicted with inflation of the head, and I guess it’s mighty lucky that it acts as its
own cure, which I reckon if it didn’t—well, we'd all be corpses, sure!

Every fellow, when he’s making his try-out in life’s big game, thinks the world
should be congratulated that he’s in the same, for he's full gf youthful ego, and it
sets his brain abuzz, so he thinks he hits the line a good deal harder than he does!

He’s dead sure he’ll make a touch-down, every time he gets the: ball, but the
mterference stops him, and he gets a bruising fall,” and he sees some other fellow
forge ahead and make the goal, and his head shrinks several inches — but it’s
healthy for his soul!

Many a man has thought that when he’d run his final mortal sands this old
world would next day surely be in a receiver’s hands, but the world’s ‘ big ** men
are dying every day, and when they fall, it goes right on doing business—scarcely
misses them at all!

Men who yesterday were reckoned * indispensable,” are dead, and the world,
not even pausing, marches steadily ahead; marcha, and will go on marching, as the
race forever must: trampling under foot the * great ** ones who have crumbled into
dust!

For the stuff that men call greatness, after all, is mostly bunk; it intoxicates
and dazzles men; it makes the spinit drunk; but it burns the soul to ashes in .the
fierce heat of its flame, to illuminate with glory the swift passing of a name!
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HETHER or no I am doing wise-

\X, ly in giving to the world a full

and true account of the myste-

rious death of Fred Ryder may be open to

question, but having given the subject the

most careful consideration of which I am

capable, and being sustained by the opinion

of the dead man’s wife, I am moved to

reveal the stupendous facts ef the immedi-
ate circumstances of the tragedy.

Fred Ryder was my brother-in-law and
my closest friend. We had known each
cther from early boyhood, and, as the years
sped, our friendship waxed to the full de-
velopment of a complete understanding.

Ten years ago he married my only sister,
Alice, and the bond of their mutual love
bad- been tightened by the advent of their
two children-—John, now eight years old,
and Annie, six. My brother-in-law had an
income from real estate sufficient to provide
him with all the necessities and most of the
luxuries of life.

Alice, too, has an independent income of
her own, so Fred was wholly free to devote
all his time to the study of applied science,
particularly chemistry, which was his pet
subject.

Shortly after the birth of Annie the fam-
ily went to reside in a house which had been

“DIFFERENT”
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built to Fred’s specifications on a little
estate he owned on the slope of Overlook
Mountain in the Catskills. There was
nothing remarkable about the house except
in its prevailing feature of comfort, the
work of housekeeping being reduced to a
minimum by a host of electrical appliances
installed by Fred.

The power for these was supplied from
an immense turbine on a mountain river a
few hundred yards away which operated a
powerful dynamo, and this also furnished
electrical energy in Fred’s laboratory,
which was located conveniently at the end
of the garden in the rear of the house.

Situated as it was, the place, of course,
was a little lonely, but the solitude appealed
to Fred, for it insured freedom from inter-
ruption in his work. My sister, however,
felt the lack of human companionship; and
it was this, I believe, which actuated her
and her husband in giving me a pressing
invitation to come and live with them, an
invitation of which I was glad to avail
myself.

I speak, therefore, with intimate knowl-
edge when I say that the family life of my
brother-in-law and sister—of all of us, in
fact—was one of almost unmitigated felic-
ity. Up till that day, now nearly two
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months ago, when the dreadful blow fell,
not a cloud bigger than a man’s hand had
appeared in that domestic heaven.

For a few months before the catastrophe
we had observed that Fred became more
and more absorbed in his work. Day after
day he would spend all his time in the
laboratory, remaining there until far into
the night. My sister would have been
alarmed at his complete absorption had I
not reassured her.

I knew Fred well, with the less intimate,
more detached, but more observant knowl-
edge of a lifelong friend. I believed I saw
in the abstracted eagerness of his manner
that he was on the trail of some discovery.
I did not pretend to him that I noticed any-
thing unusual in his conduct, nor did I
question him.

Often before I had observed him in
moods of exaltation only a little less lofty
than the one in which he was now soaring,
and I knew that at such times he hated
interference. So now, though he told me
nothing—indeed, he rarely even spoke to
me—I was not surprised, for I was well
aware that I was quite unable to follow
him into the intricate recesses of science
where he stepped with confidence.

And then suddenly his manner changed.
One morning he came down to breakfast,
and was again to all of us the same un-
abstracted, normal Fred as of old. He
looked haggard and wan, but he was in
high spirits as he joked and laughed about
commonplace things.

But though his manner was superficially
the same, yet it seemed to me that there
was a subtle, an indefinable, difference. To
me he was more companionable than ever;
to his wife and children he was even more
tender than usual, with now and then an
unwonted wistfulness in his affection.

After breakfast he took John and Annie
out with him to the garden, and Alice seized
the opportunity to tell me she was very
much worried about him. The night be-
fore, she said, he had left the laboratory
and gone to bed much earlier than had
been his custom of late. She could not tell
the exact time, for she had been asleep, but
she thought it was before eleven o’clock.

At midnight he had wakened her by
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rising in a state of excitement which he
endeavored vainly to subdue, and as he
dressed he had explained that there was
an important phase of the work he was
engaged on which he had overlooked, and
that he could not rest until he had satisfied
himself of the result of certdin reactions.

She did not see him again till nearly six
in the morning, and then he had returned
cold, fatigued, and dejected. He had come
and put his arm around her, sitting beside
her on the bed, and kissed her with pro-
found—almost solemn—devotion.

She had simply urged him to come to bed
and snatch a few hours of sleep to relieve
his nervous emotion. He had got into bed,
and, although he could not sleep, he had
grown gradually calmer, and when the first
gong sounded for breakfast in the morning
he had insisted on rising to join the family.

Looking out of the dining-room window
which gave on the garden, we could now see

(,Fred and the two children enjoying them-
selves in boisterous amusement around a
bonfire he had built under the copper
beeches near the laboratory.

He had gathered a great heap of dead
leaves and twigs and set fire to it. As we
watched, we were surprised to see him enter
his workshop and emerge a moment later
with an armful of scientific instruments,
which he threw recklessly on the pile.

Several times he reentered the laboratory
and came out again with his arms full of
books, papers, and instruments which he
heaped upon the blaze, to the shrieking glee
of John and little Annie. .

We attached no special . significance to
his action, he having many times recently
referred to the antiquity and inefficiency of
his scientific outfit, and we were satisfied
that he was simply cleanigg house in prep-
aration for a more modern equipment.

During the next six days Fred retained
his accustomed manner; he was himself
again. Only one thing did we notice that
struck us as a little strange, which was that
after the morning of the bonfire he never
again entered the laboratory. Most of the
day he spent in his smoking-den, and after
dinner, in the evenings, he would sit with
me before the open fireplace in the.dining-
room, a baize-covered table between us, on
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which were a tantalus, a box of cigars, and
a chess-board. Happy evenings they were
to me, and I know they were happy, too,
for Fred.

On the night of the sixth day, after he
had checkmated me in the most brilliant
game I had ever seen him play, he remarked
casually to Alice and me that he thought
he would go out for a tramp in the moon-
light. B

Alice did not oppose him, although I
knew she always held such expeditions
dangerous. As for me, I felt a bit cha-
grined that he did not ask me to go with
him, but, feeling that he might want to be
alone for a quiet meditation, I said nothing
about it. :

The following morning, as I was taking
a pipe in the garden after breakfast, Peter,
our chauffeur and coachman, brought me
my letters. The superscription of one of
these, I observed with a shock, was in
Fred’s handwriting.

I felt immediately that something was
wrong; many little things in Fred’s conduct
which I had only half observed, or to which
1 had attached no importance, came crowd-
ing on my memory.

In trepidation I tore open the letter, and
this was what I read:

I know that the very receipt of this note from
me will, to some extent, have prepared you for
a shock. You may, indeed I know you will, be-
lieve me when 1 say that the only regret I have
in doing what I am about to do is the grief it
will bring to Alice and you. As for my children,
they are fortunately as yet too young to be affect-
ed by this trouble, and there is none else for
whom I care.

When you are reading this I will be dead.
You will find my body lying beside the black
pool over Echo Lake, near the summit of In-
dian Head Mountain. Break the news gently to
my wife, and, when you have done this, give her
the enclosed note.

All my affairs are in order. I have made you
executor of my estate. You will find my will in
the safe. I need not admonish you to take care
of Alice and my children, you would do that in
any case.

I enclose also two sealed copies of a memoran-
dum—one for Alice and one for you—in which 1
set forth the awful, the sublimely horrible ex-
perience which befel me, and which has driven
me to self-destruction. These are not to be
opened until a week after the inquest, when my
fate will have been forgotten by the gossips. I

leave to Alice’s judgment and to yours the ques-
tion of making known the contents.

Remember me always as your affectionate
brother, FrED.

"There is no need to intrude on the grief-
stricken privacy of my sister. Peter and
1 went to the place indicated in Fred’s
letter. It was a small pool of semi-
stagnant water. I knew the spot well, and
often had admired the thick profusion of
its broad fringe of sedge.

As we approached it now we were mysti-
fied to observe that the pool had dried up
and that all around it the sedge and grass
had been burned up and scorched for a
distance of many yards. At another time
this would have aroused in us the most
profound astonishment, but our thoughts
were diverted by the sight of Fred’s body
lying at the edge of the scorched zone.

The head had been almost torn from the
trunk by some disruptive force applied,
apparently, within the mouth. But the
extraordinary fact was that expert medical
testimony at the subsequent inquest de-
clared that the disruptive force had been
produced by 7no known human agency.

I believe I have now told all the salient
incidents in this case as they were observ-
able to us who were so closely in touch with
the central figure, and, having in mind the
grave possibility, if not likelihood, of error
creeping into the record were I to continue
the narrative in my own words, I think it
best to produce here the memorandum left
by Fred exactly as he wrote it:

.o the fruit
Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste
Brought death into the world, and all our wo.

- And it came to pass that I, too, did eat
of the fruit of the forbidden tree—the Tree
of Knowledge—and the veil was lifted from
the mystery of this world’s destiny, and I
saw death and destruction. I have stum-
bled, or I have been led, into the hideous
arcanum of nature, which is chaos.

It is difficult for me, almost impossible,
for T am but mortal, to tell you my story.
An experience which transcends all human
experiences defies description. But I will
try. .I must, however, disclose only so
much as will set up the truth of what I re-
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late. T may not be too precise, for that
would be to defeat the very object for
which I am about to immolate myself.

For months past I have been engaged
on many scientific problems, chiefly of ‘a
chemical nature. The exigency of the times
led me to conceive the possibility of being
able to provide for the safety of our United
States by presenting her with a potent in-
strument of defense. The object I had in
view was to produce an explosive substance
which would be at the same time abundant,
easy of production, altogether safe to han-
dle, and available for all purposes.

You know that the prices of the ingre-

dients of every known explosive have in-
creased enormously since the outbreak of
the European war. Some chemicals neces-
sary to the manufacture of explosives,
hitherto commonplace, are almost unob-
tainable, and others, being mineral deriva-
tives, are monopolized by the countries in
which these mineral deposits occur. But in
any event, even in normal times, the man-
ufacture or production of explosives is
always costly.

The first object I had in mind was an
explosive compound, the component parts
of which would exist in superabundance,
and the production of which would be
cheap. My second object was safety—both
before and after explosion. It is a point
generally overlooked in discussing the
ethics of the use of poisonous gas, that all
explosives in common use give off gases
which are either highly deleterious or
poisonous.

In this sense they are all dangerous after
use. Before use, they are all dangerous
because there is none of them proof against
either the fool or the foolhardy. To over-
come this I aimed at producing an explosive
which would give off no poisonous gases,
and which would respond neither to severe
shock nor to direct inflammation.

Finally, I wanted to make an explosive
in which I could regulate both the rate and
the resultant force of the explosion, so as
to make it usable for every purpose.

All explosions may be regarded as
processes of quick combustion, in which the
residual gases are hundreds of times greater
in volume than the original explosive. The

~
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only difference between combustion and
explosion is in the length of time occupied
in the disintegration.

When an explosive action has begun in
any substance, the phenomenon is propa-
gated throughout the whole mass by being
reproduced from molecule to molecule. It
is the rapidity with which this propagation
proceeds that determines the nature of the
consequent reaction, and it may vary from
the rate of ordinary combustion to the in-
conceivably high velocity of detonation.

Roux and Sarrau were, I think, the first
to differentiate between explosives and to
divide them into two classes. These they
called explosions of the first order, or deto-
nations, and explosives of the second order,
to which ordinary explosions belong. The
detonation of an explosive, such as nitro-
glycerin, guncotton, or picric acid, is ob-
tained by exploding with fulminate of
mercury; and in this case the explosive
substance is disintegrated almost instanta-
neously.

Ordinary explosions may be produced
either by direct application of fire, or suffi-
cient heat, or by a small quantity of
gunpowder. It is this kind of explosion
which takes place in firing a projectile from
a rifle or cannon. In fact, such an explo-
sion is the only suitable one for the purpose
because detonating explosion would proba-
bly burst the breech.

The phenomenon of varying rates of
combustion or disintegration may be ob-
served sometimes in the same substance.
You can, for instance, burn a stick of dyna-
mite; you can also burn a bit of celluloid,
but 1f you heat it and strike it with a
hammer it will explode.

Guncotton, however, affords about the
best example: When wet and closely com-
pressed, guncotton burns slowly; if loose
and uncompressed, it will flash off; if spun
in threads, it can be used as a quick fuse;
and dry guncotton can be exploded by a
fulminate.

Many mixtures and compounds which
are capable of explosion are less sensitive
than those I have just mentioned, and re-
quire a very powerful initial impulse to
cause them to explode. Some of these sub-
stances, such as ammonium nitrate, trini-
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tronaphthalene, and potassium chlorate,
were until recently regarded as non-
explosive, because the method of exploding
them had not been discovered. The ex-
plosiveness of potassium chlorate was, I
think, first discovered at the fire which
took place at the Kurtz works, St. Helens,
in May, 1899, when 156,000 kilograms of
the chlorate, which up till then had been
regarded as a combustible merely, exploded
with terrific force, bringing death to unwit-
ting bystanders.

Many years ago, acting on the assump-
tion of the universal applicability of the
hypothesis of evolution, I had begun to
study the chemical elements with a view to
finding out the nature and course of the
evolutionwtaking place in these elements
themselves. Collaterally with this there
was another problem which I regarded as
the main object of my investigations. It
is not necessary, nor is it advisable, for me
to do more than .outline this problem.

It was suggested to me a long time ago
by an address delivered by Ramsay, and it
had to do with the discovery or isolation
of the primal or fundamental element in all
matter. I do not know whether I have
actually succeeded in doing this, for my
experiments have come to an abrupt, a
terrible, ending; but a few days ago I did
finally succeed in breaking up one of the
most familiar - elements into two more
fundamental than itself, and it was this
discovery which laid open for me, and for
all of us, the path of absolute ruin. But I
anticipate.

Meanwhile, 1 had synthesized a great
number of unstable chemical - compounds
composed of elements readily obtainable.
These, from their very nature, were, I
knew, readily capable of disintegration, but
I had hitherto failed to find a suitable
impulse, or an'impulse sufficiently strong
to effect the disintegration of any of them
with explosive violence.

When, however, I did finally succeed in
breaking up the element of which I have
spoken into two more fundamental than
itself, I found that one of these two, which
T have named mortifier, effected the result
at which I had aimed on some of the com-
pounds I had synthesized, and on further
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investigation I discovered that this was due
to the extraordinary affinity of mortifier for
the hydrogen elements in thoseicompounds.
Its affinity for the hydrogen atom was so
intense, so powerful, that the disruption of
the whole mass took place with detonating
violence.

Satisfied at last that I was on the right
track, that I had practically achieved the
object I had set out to achieve, I decided
that night, not yet a week ago, to make
this a pausing place in my labor.

For many weeks day and night had
ceased to have any special meaning for me.
I had prosecuted my research restlessly,
relentlessly, snatching now and then an
hour or two of fitful sleep. I had felt, I
had known, I was on the right trail. As
game is to the pointer, so had my quarry
been to the distended nostrils of my intel-
lectual being.

As a weasel pursues the hapless rabbit,
so had I followed fast and ever faster the
elusive object of my chase, until at last I
had caught up with it, grappled with it, and
beaten it to subjection. I felt the fierce,
primitive, passionate triumph of the hunter.
But, over and above all, I felt the intense
pleasure which attends alone the fruitful
exercise of the rational faculty.

Yes, to-night I would go to bed early.
Although it was not yet eleven o’clock, I
bad become quite drowsy, which was not
to be wondered at, I reflected, considering
the severe strain to which I had been sub-
jected for so long. So I wrote down rapidly
a few notes in a manner unintelligible to
any one but myself. These I locked care-
fully in my bureau, and then, as a final
precaution, I double-locked the door of my
leboratory, and stepped out into the
garden.

The night was chill and clear, and a mil-
lion eyes of heaven peered down upon me
with the calm serenity of infinite mystery,
as if to chide me for the pride I had taken
in wresting one little secret from reluctant
nature. Chastened by this thought, I en-
tered my house, went up straight to my
room, and crept into bed beside my wife,
who was already asleep.

For a moment I thought of waking her
to tell her of my discovery, but she being
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so sound asleep, and I being so jaded in
mind and body, I postponed that sweet
pleasure till the morning.

And now, how can I, who am no writer—
I, who am ever conscious of the clumsy
awkwardness of my literary expression—
hope to tell you through the medium of
the written word the infinite horror of the
tragedy which befell me that night?

On going to bed I had fallen quietly
asleep, but my mind could not detach itself
from the problems on which it had labored
so long and actively. I know that I
dreamed long and wearily, but I remember
definitely only the final portion of my
dream. Q

I seemed to have marched in a long night
tediously over an arid desert until I came
to the edge of a precipice whose depth my
vision could not penetrate. Still as I stood
gazing out over the void, it seemed to me
that I saw a little star shoot forth from its
celestial setting and approach me; and as
it came nearer it grew into a huge, blue
ball of intense brilliance, becoming bigger
and bigger until at last it burst into a glo-
rious spray of surpassing splendor, illumi-
nating by its glittering refulgence the sur-
rounding waste. In an instant I saw that
I stood at the edge of the earth beyond
which there was naught. '

I awoke. Calmly I awoke, and my
opening eyes again met the cold, mysterious
scrutiny of the unlidded eyes of heaven.

And, as I looked, there came to me as
if from an immeasurable distance a wail of
infinite pathos—such a wail as might arise
from the souls of a myriad unconceived
babies sighing for existence. Whence and
from what the wail came I do not know.
1 heard it only for a moment, and then it
was lost in the slow and churchyard tones
of the great hall-clock striking the hour of
midnight. _

Suddenly I sat upright as if electrified,
every nerve and muscle in my body racked
and taut in a paroxysm of terror. I felt—
T could almost see—the hideous specter of
an infinite, black doom crowding in on me
as if to overwhelm me. Choking with
dread, I craned forward eagerly to clutch
at something—anything—to take hold of
an object fixed and tangible. For a thought
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—Oh, God, what a thought!—had seared
itself into my soul and left me numb with
horror! :

Many a time before in a dreary vigil of
the night had I been stricken with a vague,
an indefinable, terror. This I remembered
now; and I remembered, too how the first
glimpse of russet dawn had soothed my
weary spirit, and with the remembrance I
felt a little easier.

The thought I had conceived, I argued,
was monstrous, impossible. Such a thing
could not be. Yet, I could not remain one
moment longer abed. I felt I could not
put off for a minute the absolute proof to
myself that my thought was nothing but
an hallucination.

I arose, therefore, at once. And as I
did so, my wife awoke, and, while I dressed,
T explained to her, in as quiet a manner as
I could assume, that I wished to test the
effect of a reaction which I had overlooked
in my researches.

My heart bled for her, my darling Alice,
in pity for the extreme worry which I knew
my ill-concealed excitement and unusual
conduct would arouse in her, and I felt in-
expressibly grateful to her for the implicit
trust she had always placed in me, no
matter how eccentric my actions might ap-
pear.

Fully dressed, I left the house, and, walk- -
ing down the garden, the bracing, nipping
air of early winter whipped me into re-
newed vigor. Collected now in mind, and
refreshed in body, I entered the laboratory,
turning on the switch as I closed the door
carefully behind me.

Taking up a test tube, I walked over to
a water-faucet and allowed a few drops to
trickle into it. Under the full light of a
Tungsten lamp I dropped carefully an in-
finitesimal quantity of mortifier into the
water in the tube, and the water flashed off
almost instantaneously!

Repeating the experiment, this time with
a few drops of water of normal salinity, I
introduced once more a particle of mortifier
into the water; and the result was, as I had
anticipated, not a flash but an explosion,
which shattered the test tube in my trem-
bling fingers!

To describe my sensations at this mo-
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ment would be wholly impossible. There
are no words in any language to describe
them, for no man had yet conceived the
infinite import of my experience.

Rooted in sublime dismay, I stood there
in horrid contemplation of the destiny of
the world as revealed in the fragment of
broken glass gripped tightly in the fingers
of my outstretched hand.

I do not know whether T have yet made
clear to you the reason for my utter per-
turbation. Remember I have told you that
I bad found that the substance mortifier
had an extraordinary affinity for hydrogen.
Its affmity for this element was so great
as to disrupt with extreme violence the
water molecule, made up, as it is, of two
atoms of hydrogen with one of oxygen, and
the violence of this disruption was such as
to propagate its influence through the whole
mass of the water. A

More than this, I knew from the inherent
nature of the reaction that its violence was,
within certain limits, commensurate with
the salinity of the water on account of the
‘sodium element in the salt. In short, I
had achieved what I had eet out to achieve.
I had discovered an explosive, abundant,
easy of production, and of such a nature
that I could regulate the force of the ex-
plosion—and that explosive was water!

How long I stood in contemplation I
cannot tell, for the notions of time and of
eternity had already blended into each
other and become indistinguishable. But
as you would measure time, I stood there
as if petrified for probably only a few
minutes.

And then a faint ray of hope that this
chalice might yet be removed from my un-
willing lips pierced the blackness that en-
compassed me. It was possible, I thought,
that though an explosive effect had been
produced by mortifier on a small quantity
of water, yet the reaction might not take
place where the quantity of water was very
great. Urged by this faint glimmer, I
resolved to put the question immediately
to the test of actual experiment.

Far up on the flank of Indian Head
Mountain there was, 1 remembered, a pool
of stagnant water formed by the rain in
a cup of the hill. The pool was isolated,
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and, after the week of drought which we
had just had, I knew that the earth all
around it would be quite dry. Here, I de-
cided, would be just the ideal place for the
momentous experiment.

Taking a minute quantity of mortifier, 1
incased it carefully in a soluble capsule,
making the capsule of such thickness that
it would take about ten minutes to dissolve
in cold water. Then, donning a light over-
coat and a cap, I locked the door of my
laboratory and went out into the night.

Walking as quickly as I could, running
even where the ground permitted, I breast-
ed the slope of the mountain, and, aided by
the clear light of a crescent moon, arrived
at last, panting, at the side of the pool.
It was then two o’clock.

As T stood there for a moment with open
mouth to take breath, I could feel and hear
in my throat the throbbing of my over-
strained heart. Knowing that no living
thing, save, perhaps, a few small animals,
would be in the vicinity at that hour of the
morning, I lost not a moment, but took
the capsule of mortifier from my pocket
and placed it carefully in the water at the
edge of the pool.

Then I walked to a knoll a few hundred
yards away, from which I could have an
unobstructed view of the pool should any-
thing happen.

Nor had I long to wait before something
did happen!

From the spot where the pool lay there
rose up into the highest heavens a column
of blue flame of miraculous volume which
almost scorched me with its intense heat,
and all around me there were innumerable
cracklings and minor explosions; and I felt
my face and hands bedewed by a mist of
reformed water vapor—produced, as I
knew, by the recombination of the disso-
ciated hydrogen and oxygen elements set
free by the initial flashing of the water in
the pool.

As I have said, the initial effect of the
mortifier on the water was a flash; there,
was only wanting the presence of the so-
dium element to have produced an explo-
sion.

Aghast with terror, I cried aloud in the
night and fell upon the ground in a trans-
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port of unutterable wo.. Who was I, or
what was I, that fate should have singled
me out from the uncounted human beings
of the earth to be the fortunate recipient
of a secret so titanic? Blind fool that I
was! But a few hours before I had prided
myself on “ wresting one little secret from
reluctant nature.” But now I knew that
1 had been made the luckless victim of a
monstrous confidence, thrust on me by a
ruthless nature only too terribly eager to
impart it.

I, who had believed myself to be a free
agent in my investigations, had penetrated
a forbidden mystery to my own undoing. I
had discovered a substance of such hideous
potentiality as to invest me with all the
attributes of a malignant god of destruc-
tion!

Lying prone upon the ground, my mind
grasped gradually more and more fully the
vastness of the awful secret, until at last
the full truth swept over me with cata-
clysmal effect. Only to step to the sea-
shore—to cast a particle of mortifier on the
moving waters—and in a moment the earth
would be a nebula. Like Lucifer of old,
roaming with his legions through the track-
less universe, so, too, could I, in imagina-
tion, ’

. . . behold the throne
Of chaos, and his dark pavilion spread
Wide on the wasteful deep! With him enthroned

Sat sable-vested night, eldest of things,
The consort of his reign.

For some reason I now became tranquil.
I do not know why or how this was so,
but I think it was due to the sublime, if
Satanic, grandeur of my reflection. Rising
up, I essayed to walk back to the pool,
but the ground around it over a wide zone
was still so hot that I could not come near
it. This did not trouble me, however, for
I could realize well enough what there
would be to see, so I bent my steps toward
home, where I arrived about six o’clock in
the morning.

As to the course of action I would fol-
low, my mind was now fully determined.
Plainly I could not live. It would be im-
possible for me to go my accustomed
rounds as if nothing had occurred. Such
a secret as weighed on me would, I knew,
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inevitably bear down upon me and crush
me with its intolerable burden. I might,
of course, for a time preserve my counsel
absolutely within myself. But the time
would surely come when I would be driven
to madness, and, in that condition, what
might not I do?

And, even if I were able by superhuman
force of will, to preserve my sanity, how
could I provide for the possibility of falling
sick, or meeting with an accident, and in
subsequent delirium blurting out the whole
facts of my infernal discovery? No, there
is no way out for me, but to die.

But before I should die, it was necessary
for me to remove all vestiges of my re-
searches. You remember that morning -
after breakfast when I brought the children
out with me into the garden, and danced
with them around a bonfire of my books,
instruments, and papers. That was the first
part of the holocaust offered up for the
safety of the world—a sacrifice that is now
complete in my own immolation.

The philosophy, the fundamental knowl-
edge of the world and of the destiny of the
human race has been revealed to me. I see
now that we are but the playthings of na-
ture—a picture puzzle—a set of blocks, pro-
vided for her amusement. Already she has
completed one design of which she has
become aweary, and, like a wanton child,
she is crying to have the blocks jumbled up
again to begin another picture. The world
is but as a drop of water which condenses
in the air, falls to the earth, and, in the
passage, becomes tenanted by countless
organisms. Then the sun dries up the drop.
The organisms are no more. And the eter-
nal cycle goes on forever.

Sometimes I have felt tempted to use my
knowledge for. my own aggrandizement, to
exercise my power, or, rather, to use the
threat to exercise it to impose my will upon
the world. .

Compared with my power, what would
be the strength of potentates, princes,
kings, or emperors? At my word wars
would cease, or be enacted with ten-
thousandfold ferocity. I had nothing to
do but to prove, to demonstrate, the effi-
cacy of my terrible secret, and from a
houseboat on the Hudson I could dictate
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I could crush
To

my pleasure to the world.
the human race in absolute bondage.
hell with the thought!

But this I believe, of this I am fully con-
vinced, that somewhere, soon,.some one
else, if not many others, will stray along the
path which leads to destruction. Man is
afflicted with the curse of reason, and many
men are using that reason in a manner and

in a direction which will lead with certainty

to ultimate total disaster.

There are, I know, scores of chemists on
the face of the earth who are engaged in
just such a pursuit as I followed. It may
be a year, it may be a century, but the day
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of wrath—that dreadful day—is fast ap-
proaching.

And now I go from you. To-night I will
go up into the mountain beside the pool
where the final proof of my damnable ex-
perience was established. For a senti-
mental reason I would like to die there,
and, besides, I want to give myself a fi:-1
demonstration. .

I will take with me a small soluble cap-
sule containing the last particle of mortifier
now in existence. This I will put in my
mouth as I sit beside the pool, and I will
then -fill my mouth from a flask of salt
water. That will be the end.

U

SWEETHEART

BY MINNA IRVING =

U’RE welcome to your satin dress,
Your boots of fmest kid,
Your sweater from the fashion-shop,
Your nifty little lid;
* Your wrist-watch, gold and platinum,
Your classy limousine,
And foreign chauffeur at the wheel
Dolled up in Russian green—
] My sweetheart is a soldier!

My shoes are scuffed, my jacket was
In style a year ago;
I hollar * Cash!” all day, until
P'm hoarser than a crow.
A subway ticket is my size,
And glad to get it, too,
But still I am a happier
And prouder girl than you—
My sweetheart is a soldier!

Whenever I look up and see
OM Glory and its stars,
I feel a joy that never comes
With clothes and motor-cars, A
Because I've some one brave and true,
And near and dear to me,
Enlisted to defend the flag
That stands for liberty—
p My sweetheart is a soldier!
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CHAPTER I
THE LETTER TO THE PRESIDENT.

OY GAYLORD sauntered aimlessly
through Boston Common, glowered

at the budding elms, scowled at the
waters of the historic Frog Pond glistening
brightly under the noon sun of a nearly
perfect day in May, and dropped disconso-
- lately onto a convenient park bench unoc-
cupied at the moment.

Though he was young and strong, had
money in his pocket, held a steady position
which paid him well and promised still bet-
ter, the young Bostonian was at odds with
the world. For his country was at war,
and he, the lineal descendant of a family of
patriots, had been rejected by the medical
sharps of both the army and navy.

They would have none of him in spite of
his seeming perfection.

They appreciated his coming around.
They admired his rugged physique tough-
ened and tanned by out-of-door work and
exercise, found every tooth in his mouth
sound and white, and listened through
stethoscopes to the beatings of a heart or-
ganically and functionally perfect.

But when, at a distance of thirty feet or
s0, he had faced a linen chart and had been
called upon to read the third line of letters
from the top, instead of saying “ O-C-B-K-
D-J-V,” he had hesitated and then faltered
“ 0-0-D-H-D-J-U.” -

“ Rest your eyes a few moments,” the
examining surgeon for the army had sug-
gested, with a kindly smile, “then try

But the second reading was worse, like-
wise his performances before the navy man
an hour later, and now noon found the
would-be volunteer seated on a park bench
listening to sparrows chirping and shrill-
voiced urchins hawking New York “ eve-
ning ”’ war extras.

He had been definitely rejected on ac-
count of imperfect eyesight. And, the sur-
geons had informed him, neither operation
nor glasses could make him eligible under
the regulations for either branch of the
fighting ‘service. It was a cruel check to
his ambitious. patriotism.

There were other men to carry on the
grim work of curbing the predatory Cen-
tral Powers — plenty of young men who
could read the third line on the chart at
thirty feet. He would not be needed
abroad.

There was work for him at home: tilling
the soil, working in a munition plant, or the
like. Home was the place for him through-
out the war — unless the beast of battle
should devour men so quickly that a lower-
ing of the physical standards would be
found necessary.

Gaylord wondered what was wrong with
his eyes. During the five and twenty years
of his existence he had never known them

s
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to fail him, either at school or business.
True he had read much and studied hard—
sometimes until late at night, but never had
his sight failed him. In his present work
as demonstrator for the Perfect Six Motor
Corporation, keen eyes were required when
showing a * prospect ” how fast the P. S.
could throw gravel—eyes open alike to the
perils of the road and the possible inter-
vention of motor-cycle bluecoats.

Gaylord could “ spot ” a cycle cop as far
off almost as he could see one, and never
yet had he run back to the Tremont Street
salesroom with so much as a scratched mud-
guard or a dented radiator. And when one
stepped hard on the accelerator pedal of a
1917 Perfect Six runabout it required
pretty good eyesight to keep out of either
the hospital or the law courts.

As the moments passed, and Tremont
Street grew black with luncheon-seeking
shoppers and clerks, Gaylord found himself
wondering whether or not his forbear who
bad left Braintree in 1776 to fight under
General Washington, could shoot straight,
and whether he had been called upon to
read a line of silly black letters spelling
nothing. Then there was a great-grand-
father who had served under Scott back in
the forties. Gaylord felt quite certain that
this ancestor who had won distinction dur-
ing the storming of Chapultepec had not
gone through the preliminaries of having
his teeth examined—as if he were a horse
for sale—his chest thumped, nor been lined
up before a chart with big letters in the top
line and ridiculously fine print in the lower
one.

And hjs grandfather — Gaylord’s heart
thumped quickstep time as he thought of
the fine old gentleman who had won a
medal of honor at bloody Antietam, and
had left an arm on the field at Spottsyl-
vania. John Gaylord, major of cavalry,
was well over sixty before he put on glasses
to read his evening newspapers. Wasn’t it
quite possible that at twenty-five, even he
might have fallen down if called upon to
spell out that hateful third line?

Roy’s own father had died about the.

time the Maine was blown up. The son
scarcely remembered him, but he had faint
recollections of a toy drum, and older boys
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charging Spanish box-and-barrel “ fortifi-
cations ” in the backyards of RoxBury.
Had he lived, in all probability the elder
Gaylord would have been charging the real
thing at Santiago.

It was a bitter thought that two wars
would pass and no Gaylord of Massachu-
setts wear honorable khaki from declaration
to the end of hostilities—or death.

Then there was the matter of the girl—
the soft-spoken, nimble-fingered Mary
Grey who alternated between the switch-
board and filing cabinets over at the sales-
room. How could he go back and face her
after his day off, taken avowedly for the
purpose of enlisting, and say to her: “ They
wouldn’t take me for either the army or
the navy.”

The decisions of the surgeons was a re-
flection on his manhood. Never again could
he hope to occupy quite the same spot in
the affections of the glossy-haired girl who
had given him to understand that there was
no one in the world just like him—no one
in the world as dear to her as he was. For
was he not now a * reject,” an imperfect
creature incapable of shouldering a Spring-
field or manning a battery? ’

Although by no means a “ slacker,” he
was perforce in a class just a grade above
one, a private in that army of noncombat-
ants that would hoe potatoes and knit socks
for oversea warriors.

Only the evening before, when leaving
her at the door of her Dorchester home,
Roy had told her of his intentions. And
she, the daughter of a captain of marines,
bullet-riddled at the head of a landing party
in Haiti, had pressed him close to her, and
with lips that quivered had told him:

“ You’re right, Roy, dear. You have no
father or mother—no one that you have to
support. It’s your duty to go. Be among
the first. I'll—wait for you.”

And later, when his lips were still wet
with the tears that stole from her hazel eyes
and stained the velvet of her cheeks,’ she
had placed her hands on his shoulders,
turned her glowing face up to him and said:

“I’'m proud of you. I only wish I were
a man!”

And now it seemed that the following
moming, instead of marching boldly in and
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tendering his resignation, he must crawl
back to the office and report for work, a
cheapened idol, a god dethroned.

Gaylord swallowed hard and turned his
eyes toward the elm branches far overhead.
He could see all right. High above him two
sparrows were perched on a naked limb,
their chirpings answering the twitterings of
their mates on the ground.

Roy could distinguish even the bobbing
heads of the little creatures. He smiled at
the thought that an “ eligible ” volunteer
might possibly be able to pick out the
beaks and eyes of the birds, then turned to
read the golden letters on a sign over a
Tremont Street piano wareroom. Each
character seemed clear and distinct to him.

And yet—like a man he faced the bitter
fact — those doctors knew their business.
They were kind to hitm. His vision was
certainly not up to either mxhtary or naval
requirements.

Thoughts of the girl surged back to him,
and with the memory of her parting kiss
and blessing still hot within him, he looked
once more into the elm branches and won-
dered what he could do for his country—
what action he could take not only to re-
deem himself in her eyes, but also to show
to his own satisfaction his love for the flag.

And as he looked aloft and turned deaf
ears to the hum of Boston town, an idea
was born to him—an idea worthy of the
best traditions of his family.

Minutes fled. The one o’clock whistles
sounded. The sky clouded and a light
rain began to fall.

Passers-by under umbrellas gazed curi-
ously at the young man so oblivious to a
wetting. Yet it was not untlil the idea had
become a plan, and the plan had taken defi-
nite shape, that Gaylord got up from the
bench and hurried dripping to his room on
the unaristocratic side of Beacon Hill.

Throughout the afternoon he labored
with pencil and pad, and as evening came
on he fitted and lit a new incandescent man-
tle to the gas-jet nearest his writing corner,
crystallized his thoughts and set down with
pen and ink the following:

My pEAR MR. PRESIDENT:
I come from a long line of citizen-soldiers, am
eager to serve my flag and country in the war at
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hand, but find that on account of defective eye-
sight I am not eligible for the army or navy. I
have never known until to-day that anything was
wrong. with my 'sight; but I suppose the doctors
know what they are about. Their refusal to pass
me has been my greatest disappointment in life.
But I must do something, Mr. President; so I
write you this personal letter hoping that you
may bear me in mind in case you need a young

‘man for some extra hazardous service at home

or abroad. I don’t care what the work is, or
whether or not its execution will cost me my life.
All I want to do is to make good, and it matters
not whether I have one or a hundred chances out
of a million of living until the end of the war.

It isn’t that I don’t place any value on my life
and offer you a worthless thing, for I have youth
and health and strength and everything to live
for. But, on the other hand, I have neither
father nor mother or any one to support besides
myself, and feel free, therefore, to consecrate my
life to our cause.

I have a high-school education, speak no Ger-
man, some French, am twenty-five years old,
sound physically, don’t wear glasses, am working
every day as an automobile demonstrator, and
know how to drive, care for, and repair some
thirteen different makes of cars. I have $1,700
in the bank, smoke, but don't drink, am a fair
swimmer, and can keep my mouth shut. I en-
close a good photograph of myself taken two
months ago, and would like to hear from you if
you can use me in any capacity.

Very truly yours,
Roy GayLorD.

The letter completed, Roy read it over
carefully, added a comma here and there,
then placed it in an unsealed envelope and
went out for his supper. Almost light-
heartedly he ate, his thoughts on the un-
sealed document in his pocket—what the
girl would think of it, and whether or not
his whole-souled offer would be appreciated
by her and accepted by the President.

Eight o'clock found him on the porch of
the little suburban home, and a few mo-
ments later Mary’s sweet-faced mother
showed him into the living-room, and with
excellent judgment left the young people
alone on the plea of having “ beans to put
to soak and bread to mix.”

After barely a word or two of greeting,
without speaking of his disappointments of
the day, Roy produced the letter and placed
it in the girl’s hands.

“If you'll read this,” he said simply,
“it 'l explain everything.”

Wonderingly Mary took the missive .and
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seated herself at the drop-light on the cen-
ter table. A preliminary glance at Gaylord,
and she went on to read. Roy awaited her
opinion—stood nervously resting his weight
first on one leg and then on the other, his
eyes the meanwhile fastened on a little ter-
ra-cotta bust of George Washington which
stood on a corner shelf beyond the open
piano.

She finished reading. Her big hazel eyes,
full of concern and sympathy, sought his.
Her lips moved and she said softly:

“Im sorry—for yow. I have an idea
just how you feel. And you didn’t have to
write this letter, dear, to show me your pa-
triotism. You'd still have been the same
Roy to me.”

She drew closer and handed the letter
back. Roy placed it in his pocket, then,
his eyes still on the bust of the warrior
President, he groped for her hands and held
them tightly while he asked:

“ What do you think of it? Will he give
me something to do?”’

Mary was silent for some moments, her
mind busy with the problem of what action
if any the chief executive would take.

“I don’t think,” she said presently,

-“ that he’ll take any notice of it. He’s a
very busy man—especially during these
days. Then again, he’s got the Secret Serv-
ice and Department of Justice for danger-
ous missions and investigations, to say noth-
ing of thousands of young army officers
trained and willing for spy service abroad.”

Roy’s grasp on her hands tightened.
“You think the President will ignore my
letter, then?”” he asked, a plaintive note in
his query. His eyes left the bust and found
the parting in the hair of her bowed head.

“N-no,” she said, disengaging one of
her hands to place it on his shoulder. She
smiled up at him and finished: “ Maybe
you’ll get a note from one of his secretaries
—a note running: ‘ The President asks me
to thank you for your unselfish offer of the
4th instant, and to say in his behalf that at
the present time he has nothing in view for
you.7 »

Gaylord had no reply to make to this.
The thought that the head of a great nation
could find no place for a citizen willing to
give his very life was an uncongenial one.

41

Frowning, he went on to consider it, until
the girl raised herself and kissed him for
the first time of her own accord.

“ Never mind, dear,” she murmured ten-
derly, “ for you offered all you had, and
that’s all any man can do. You're just the
same to me—just as big and fine and brave
as though the war were over and you were
home again with two legs and two arms and
a row of medals across your chest. Mail
your letter and come back to work as usual.
And when you. get a chance you'd better
see an oculist. . Maybe they’ll take you for
a motor-truck expert in the quartermaster’s

. department later when they get to sending

the troops abroad. Cheer up and saw wood.
The war’s young yet.”

At her optimism and satisfaction with
him Roy smiled in spite of himself, and a
few minutes later Mother Grey in the
kitchen heard Mary’s fingers sweeping over
the piano keyboard, trying out “ something
new,” while her civilian sweetheart leaned
over her and made an effort to turn the
music at the proper moments.

CHAPTER II.
THE ANSWER.

WEEK passed by after the mailing

A of the letter, and Roy had about

decided that there was no place for

him in the scheme of national affairs, when

he was agreeably surprised one morning to

find on the hat-rack of his lodging-house a

letter marked “ Personal,” and bearing the
Washington postmark.

Roy’s fingers trembled a little as he
ripped open the envelope and drew out its
contents. And his heart beat a tattoo as he
stood in the dim hallway and saw that the
typewritten sheet was headed in embossed
letters of blue: “ The White House:”

Quickly his eyes flew down the page and

i

.absorbed the followying, to which the signa-

ture of the President was appended:

My DEAR. MR. GAYLORD:

I am deeply touched by your patriotic offer,
and make haste to give you a personal reply. I
can make use of you very shortly on a mission
with considerable danger attendant to it, and will
advise you in ample time. In the mean while keep
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your own counsel and tell no one of our cor-
respondence., Spies are on every hand. Destroy
this, and await orders. Do not, under any pre-
text, write to me or visit Washington.

Elated, Roy thrust the communication
into his pocket and set out for the garage
where he was to tune up a Perfect Six tour-
ing model preparatory to demonstrating it
for a West Newton prospect. In so far as
the instructions to keep his own counsel
and destroy the note were concerned, he
determined to carry them out to the letter—
.after he had taken Mary Grey into his con-
fidence and had shown her, visible proof of
the President’s need for him.

“ Most women can't keep a secret,” he
mused later as he bent over the sweetly
running engine and tested the spark-plugs.
“ But Mary’s different from the majority.
She’ll keep her lips shut so tight that no-
body can pry a word out of ’em. This is
too good to keep all to myself.”

The West Newton demonstration and
two others were over at noon. Roy washed
up and hastened with glowing face to where
Mary was seated behind the telephone
switchboard in the practically deserted
salesroom.

“ The answer’s come,” he whispered tri-
umphantly. “ The President has accepted
me.”

In the midst of devouring a chicken sand-
wich Mary stopped and reached for the let-
ter Gaylord held out to her. Quickly she
ran through it, theh raised a sober face to
his.

“I'm surprised,” she breathed gently.
She thought for a few moments, then add-
ed: “ But I don’t think it quite fair.”

“ What d’ you mean—* not fair ’?” Gay-
lord scowled his perplexity. He had had
an idea that the girl would rejoice with
him.

“I1 rhean,” she said with considerable
emphasis, “ that I don’t think it fair of the
President to take advantage of your offer
and send you on a mission with a lot of
danger attached to it. Just because you’re
patriotic is no reason why you should be
chosen for extra-hazardous work. If you
go as a soldier you take your chances with
the rest. It's along the same lines as the
question of conscription. Simply because

\
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'a hundred thousand or so of fine young

men volunteer for active service immedi-
ately after a declaration of war is no rea-
son why they should all get shot up in
France when there are millions of other
young men left here whose responsibilities
are equally as great. I think if the Presi-
dent needs a man for very dangerous service
that it isn’t square of him to take the first
man brave enough to volunteer.”

Tears stood in the hazel eyes as Mary
handed the letter back. She turned to plug
a connection, “ listened in ” a moment, then
added: “ Of course the President is a busy
man. He can’t possibly look at the matter
through my eyes. He’s doing the best he
knows. Who am I to blame him?”

“TNl bet a dollar he typed this letter
himself,” Roy sgid by way of changing the
subject. “I've read that he operates his
own machine and handles his own personal
correspondence.”

Mary nodded and forced a smile. Then
the simultaneous dropping of two cable in-
dicators called her lips and fingers into play,
and Roy left her after ‘a hurried caution to
maintain silence. He tore the letter into -
smal bits, scattered these aleng Tremont
Street, and sought his own luncheon.

Meanwhile, the little flurry of calls over,
Mary Grey scowled thoughtfully through
the big plate-glass windows, considering the
latest developments in her little world. Her
man was being taken from her—or at least
would be very shortly. The mere fact that
he bad been ordered not to visit Washing-
ton indicated to her mind that the Presi-
dent wished to keep Roy inconspicuous—
unknown in identity and feature to the
nest of spies which undoubtedly infested
the national capital.

This meant that he was to be used for
spy work himself. Possibly Roy would be
sent to Germany, there to perform some.
act which would cost him his life.

The girl shuddered at the thought. She
closed her eyes and pictured her man stand-
ing bound and blindfolded in front of a
spike-helmeted firing-squad. Should the
Germans get him—and they were clever,
indeed—they would shoot him without cere-
mony.

Or, if the mission lay in domestic cen-
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ters, and he were discovered, it might in-
volve a knife-thrust in the back, poison in
his food, a shot in the night, the splash of
a body cast off some lonely pier-head.

Mary wheeled on her stool and ransacked
the cabinet at her elbow for plain paper and
an envelope. She found both, turned to
her typewriter and wrote:

My DEAR MR. PRESIDENT:

I am practically engaged to be married to Mr.
Roy Gaylord, of this city, the young man to
whom you have written accepting his offer to act
for you in any dangerous capacity you may select,
and feel bound to protest if the work you have in
mind is likely to cost him his life. It’s not fair,
Mr. President, to take the first volunteer noble
enough to make you such an offer, and I ask you,
sir, to give him the same chance that at least he’d
have on the firing-line,

His disappointment at being refused for the .

army and navy on account of defective eyesight
was a hard blow to him, and I dare say a desire
of setting himself right in my eyes (which was
unnecessary) had something to do with the spirit
which prompted him to make you this offer of
his very life if needed. Likewise it prompted
him, possibly, to show me the letter he wrote to
you, and your acceptance received by him this
day.

Forgive him for this breach of your instructions
not to take any one into his confidence, and do
not let him know that I have written to you and
implored you to give him a fighting chance.

Very respectfully yours,
(Mi1ss) Mary Grev.

1434 Linden Avenue,

Dorchester, Massachusetts.

Between telephone calls Mary completed
the letter, addressed the envelope, and on
her way home after work placed a special-
delivery stamp on the missive, and with a
little sigh of relief slipped it into a mail-
box. She had acted for what she consid-
ered the best, and during the days that fol-
lowed not a word did she breathe on the
subject either to her mother or to the per-
son most intimately involved.

There came a morning when another let-
ter bearing the Washington postmark await-
ed Gaylord on the hat-rack. Nearly a week
had elapsed since the receipt of the first
communication from the President, and
Roy had begun to think that in the pres-
.sure of business at hand the chief executive
had forgotten him.

Not so, however, for as he crossed the
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Common and found an unoccupied bench
his eager fingers ripped open the plain en-
velope and his eager eyes encountered a
sheet of note-paper bearing the familiar
embossed heading: “ The White House.”
And directly under the blue letters was the
underscored warning: “ Confidential. Mem-
orize essential part and destroy at once.”

Roy looked &rogpd him, and found no
one nearer than a b'{vy of school children a
hundred feet away frolicking along the
paths with strapped books and slates. Be-
yond them a policeman sauntered, juggling
his club. The children passed, the police-
man turned into a path leading toward the
Soldiers’ Monument, then Gaylord’s eyes
leaped back to the letter and read:

I bave investigated to my satisfaction the mat-
ter of your loyalty, your character, and your an-
tecedents. This accounts for the delay of a week.
I am not going to ask you to lay down your life
on the altar of patriotism, but I am going to ask
of you unswerving devotion, unquestioning obe-
dience, and, above all, absolute silence respecting
your relations with me.

In asking you to respect my wishes, I am ac-
tuated by motives which, for the present, must be
kept a secret from you. It is sufficient to say that
solely by blind obedience can my object be at-
tained, and only through you as long as you
choose to be close-mouthed and subservient. You
will take no friend into your confidence—not even
the girl you hold dearest and who is employed by
the same firm that pays you wages.

These are your orders for the present, and all
expenses incurred relative thereto will be re-
funded duly by means of a Treasury warrant:

Resign your position, and let it be known to
your employers and others interested that you are
going to France for the purpose of driving an
ambulance for a Red Cross unit. Before leaving
Boston provide yourself with open letters of rec-
ommendation, a birth certificate, and a written
statement from the local sales manager of your
firm to the effect that you are a skilled driver
and repairer of gasoline motor-vehicles.

With these documents in your possession, you
will proceed to New York next Wednesday or
Thursday, and register under your own name at
the Regal Hotel, Broadway, near Eighty-Third
Street. There I will communicate with you later
and give you additional instructions. In the
event that the hotel named has no available ac-
commodations, you will seek some near-by hotel
and call for your mail at the Regal, explaining to
the room-clerk at the latter place that you had
made arrangements for the forwarding of your
mail there.

In concluding, I would say that I was favor-



44 ALL-STORY

ably impressed by the photograph you enclosed in
the letter you sent me, and that I hope one day
to be able to greet you personally here in Wash-
ington. Hereafter I will address you on plain
paper, and will sign simply my initials.

1 thank you, my young friend, not only for the
service you are about to render your flag and
country, but also for the personal favors you are
on the point of showing to,

Your most grateful friend, ™
THE PRESIDENT.

The Frog Pond was near by. There was
little to remember aside from the name of
the New York hotel.

Roy tore the closely written sheet of pa-
per into fine pieces and scattered them un-
seen on the breeze-wrinkled surface of the
pond. Later he crumpled up the envelope
and threw it down a sewer opening near the
Boylston Street corner. Not even to Mary
would he show the precious letter.

She could guess or surmise the reason for
his becoming a Red Cross man, Hence-
forth he decided to be as close-mouthed as
the proverbial clam at high tide. In him
the President would find a confidant worthy
of absolute trust.

Now he marched to the office and told
the immaculate sales manager that within
forty-eight hours he must get a new tester
from the factory to succeed him as demon-
strator. He regretted the short mnotice
given—but he was ineligible for the army
and navy, and was going to France to
drive a Red Cross ambulance for the Amer-
icans, and would the S. M. be good enough
to give him a certificate to the effect that
he was a young man of good character, as
well as a willing and skilled driver and re-
pairer of gasoline-driven motor vehicles?

The sales manager regretted the coming
separation, but after all Roy was merely a
cog in the big wheel of the Perfect Six. So
the S. M. scowled into the transmitter of
the telephone, called for Miss Long Dis-
tance, and after a brief talk with the fac-
tory, dictated a letter to his stenographer,

- signed it, and handed it to Roy. It was a
flattering testimonial to his general char-
acter and ability, and as Roy read it his
heart swelled big with gratitude for the su-
perior who had raised his salary semiannu-
ally for the last five years, and who, though
crusty and abrupt at times under the stress, .
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of “low peak” sales, had always been
“square” with him. He muttered his
thanks, fingering the open letter awkward-
ly, but the S. M. cut him short.

“All Tl ask of you, Gaylord,” he
snapped, “is to take care of the Waltham
lady on that town car proposition in the
morning. Give her a smooth ride. Show
her all about the electric lights and starter, *
and explain the changeable limousine body
to her. Try hard to land her, for she’s got
a raft of well-to-do connections that bank
high on her judgment. I wish you all kinds
of luck abroad. You’ll make good. K I
were a few years younger and wasn’t tied
up with a contract I'd be with you myself.”

The day passed by with little to do. Roy
found time to visit the office of the city
registrar and get a certified copy of his
birth record. Likewise he found oppor-
tunity to visit the offices of several citizens
of standing well known to him who vouched
in writing for their knowledge of his good
qualities and abilities in the motor line.
Armed thus, about closing time, he ap-
proached Mary.

“I'm off to-morrow night,”* he said sim-
ply. “I’'m going to France on Red Cross
business.”

She looked at him a long while, then
asked gently: “On affairs of the Presi-
dent?”

He neither affirmed nor denied it, but
with a woman’s ready intuition she divined
that he was acting under orders. Later, as
he called at her home for a farewell visit,
she asked him many questions, but he
parried them and left her pouting and tear-
ful. All he would admit was that he was
going to New York, there to sign up as an
ambulance driver with one of the Red
Cross units with connections in France.

“ They need skilled chauffeurs and me-
chanics over there,” he said, “ and they’re
not so particular about eyesight so long’s a
fellow can navigate a car. It’s a good work,
and you ought to be glad I'm going.”

And she was, but womanlike was nettled
because he withheld his entire confidence
and refused to tell her whether or not he
had heard from the President again, and
whether the “ Red Cross work ” had been
mapped out in Washington.
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Morning came. The Waltham lady got
a smooth ride through selected streets, a
“ charming ” speed spin along the Mill
Dam Road, and was signed up igr a Per-
fect Six chassis and two bodies. 'Gaylord
was free. He drew his pay, found time to
exchange a brief word with Mary, and then
went to his bank and arranged for a modest
letter of credit.

The day wore on. Roy bought and
packed a steamer trunk. A few farewell
visits paid, a telephonic good-by to Mary’s

mother, and as evening approached he-

- called for the girl and joined her at an
early dinner.

The meal was eaten almost silently,
Mary scarcely touching her food or raising
her eyes to his, but in the taxicab which
bore them to the station in time for him to
board the seven-o’clock train, she seemed to
awaken to the fact that her man was going
from her—quite likely on a dangerous mis-
sion.

Now she clung to him, kissed him, and
begged him not to leave her.

-

CHAPTER III.
AT THE HOTEL REGAL.

HE New York train was late, and it
was nearly two in the morning before
Gaylord reached the hotel he had

been told to patronize. A sleepy night clerk
spun the register around for him, found the
key to a two-dollar room, and a chocolate-
colored West Indian ushered him into the
elevator and conducted him to his floor.

Morning came, and with it Roy’s steamer
trunk. But there was no mail for him at
the desk, and the Bostonian put in an irk-
some day of suspense and conjecture.

The second morning, however; brought a
Washington letter — a letter replete with
definite instructions. Roy read it carefully
from beginning to end, then reread it and
entered two addresses in a memorandum
book.

The communication, signed simply with
the well-known initials, was on plain paper.

Gaylord was instructed to present himself
to the New York representative of the Vol-
unteer Motor Ambulance Corps as a candi-
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date for service in France. He was bidden
to make no reference whatever to the real
nature of his errand.

Arrived in Paris he was to proceed to the
Hotel Michodiére in the Rue de Bourgogne,
a place frequented by American ambulance
drivers in their passages through the city.
At the Hotel Michodiére, the letter advised
Gaylord, he would receive further instruc-
tions from the President’s trusted lieutenant
in France.

The letter added the following significant
advice:

Seemingly unimportant letters and circulars
may come to you through the mails from time to
time. You will read each of them carefully, and
any paper containing the printed or written
words, “the road to market ”—no matter what
the context—you will consider as a personal order
from me, and treat as follows: Saturate such a
paper with a weak solution of plain salt and
water and hold up to a light. This must be done
privately. Writing will appear, and will con-
stitute your instructions. Disregard all matter
not brought out by the sodium solution, and im-
mediately after memorizing instructions, destroy
each communication.

This is the last message you will receive from
me until you return to the United States. Burn
this and destroy the ashes. 1 thank you, and
hope to be able to thank you personally in Wash-
ington within a few months.

Murmuring “ the road to market,” Gay-
lord tore the closely typed document into
two strips and fashioned the latter into
spills. He burned these, ground up the
ashes and dropped them into a cuspidor.
The cleverest spy, he reflected, would be at
a loss how to reconstruct and read a letter
so treated. The President’s instructions
carried out so far, Roy pocketed his testi-
monials and headed for the nearest “L"”
station.

A kindly old gentleman with a scholarly
face surmounted by a halo of white hair -
met him in the Volunteer Ambulance Corps
offices at 8 Rector Street, and after reading
the recommendations, shook hands warmly
with the new recruit.

“ Awfully glad to send you over, Mr.
Gaylord,” he said, beaming on Roy. “It
isn’t every day we get men like you who
can take a car to pieces and put it together
again. I'll see about your passport and
will run over to the local bureau and vouch
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for you personally. All you need that I
can see is a dozen photographs about two
by three. You run along and get those this
forenoon, and maybe we can get you off on
the Touraine next Monday. She’s sup-
posed to sail Saturday, but I happen to
know she won'’t.”

In Wall Street, Roy found an establish-
ment which turned out passport photo-
graphs “ while you wait,” and although the
waiting was a matter of nearly two hours,
he was back at the Rector Street address in
time to have the V. M. A. man take him
that same afternoon to both the local pass-
port bureau and the offices of the French
consul general.

“I'm oiling the way for you,” the old
man explained, “ so there won’t be any de-
lay Monday. I’ll have your letters and pa-
pers ready for you bright and early. If the
U-boats don’t get you, you'll be in France
within twelve days.”

Saturday, the following day, passed
quickly, helped along by a shopping expe-
dition during which Roy laid in a few ne-
cessities in the shape of driving-gauntlets,
shoes, and leggings. A

Sunday dragged along. Lonesome and
friendless, the Bostonian put in the day let-
ter-writing and wandering through Bronx
Park.

Nine o’clock Monday morning found
Roy- seated in the outer offices of Gordon
Elliott, and thirty minutes or so later the
old man bustled in and went through his
mail. Presently he sent a clerk out and
summoned the volunteer.

“ Everything’s here, Mr. Gaylord,” he
said with a smile. He held out an official-
size envelope plump with folded papers,
and continued: “ All you have to do now is
to slip over to the French consulate for your
visé, and then drop in on the steamship
people for your ticket. There’s plenty of
room aboard the Touraine. Meet me here
at three o’clock and I'll introduce you to a
fine young fellow who’s going over to join
the corps. I feel certain that Nesbit and
you will make a good team. You two are
the only recruits we have for this steamer.”

Promptly at three o’clock he was on
hand in the outer office, and soon Gordon
Elliott emerged from the inner room, fol-
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lowed by a keen-eyed man apparently. in
the early thirties.

. “Shake hands with Mr. Nesbit,” the
Red Cross representative said. * Mr.
Nesbit—Mr. Gaylord, of Boston.”

Roy gripped the hand of the stranger,
and saw a firm chin, a tooth-brush mus-
tache, and a weather-bronzed face lit up
by the palest yet deepest blue eyes he had
ever seen. There was a military make-up
about this erect, deep-chested, and narrow-
hipped person in rough but fashionably cut
tweeds that awed the man from Boston.

Nesbit, a walking-stick hooked jauntily
over one forearm, a rain-coat slung careless-
ly over the other, appeared to be a man
of the world—a man who asked no odds
of any one and was accustomed to takmg
his own part in tight places.

“ Glad to know you, Gaylord,” the man
in tweeds said with a smile. “ Mr. Elliott
tells me that you’re a motor expert. Hope
T get assigned to the same section and on
the same car with you. I hardly know a
spark-plug from a monkey-wrench—but
I'm willing to learn.”

There was a warmth in the grip of the
hand, a spontaneity and sincerity in the
wholesome smile, that appealed most
strongly to Roy. Heartily he returned the
greeting, then muttered a disclaimer as to
being in any sense an “ expert.”

A laugh all around followed, then the old
man fished out a box of cigars and tele-
phoned for a taxicab. \

The Blue Peter was at the fore-truck of
the Touraine as the three men gained the
pier, and soon after the two passengers
fiashed their tickets and passports and

_crossed the cabin gangplank a hoarse biast

of the steamship’s siren roused the echoes
along the water-front and warned ashore
those who had no further business aboard. -

Presently the liner tuned up her engines
and started slowly astern, and as Nesbit
left him to get some “ last-minute > letters
ready for the pilot, Roy stood on the port
side of the boat-deck and watched the un-
familiar faces on the pier slip past. Sud-
denly the white head of Gordon Elliott
bobbed out of the line.

“ You tie up with Nesbit,” the old man
called out. “ Good-by and good—"’ .
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The freshening breeze from up the North
River whipped away the balance of El-
liott’s farewell, and soon the Touraine was
in mid-stream and was being snubbed
around by a brace of snorting tugs.

A smooth passage followed, uneventful
in any sense save for the dousing of the
lights the night previous to approaching
the French coast. Neither Zeppelin nor
U-boat was sighted, the lower reaches of
the Gironde were gained in safety, and Bor-
deaux was reached.

Roy’s heart thumped perceptibly quicker
as he stepped for the first time on French
soil, and as the Gare St. Jean was reached
and he saw the big station.crowded with
leave-expired poilus on their way back to
the trenches, he eyed almost reverently the
groups of capable-looking fellows in
campaign-stained horizon blue.

Now he found Nesbit’s services of the
greatest value, for his companion not only
spoke French like a native, but seemed to
know just what to do and where to go for
it. In a trice he secured reduced-rate travel
orders for them both, exchanged jokes with
the one-armed captain of infantry on duty
in the capacity of commissaire militaire,
and almost before Roy realized it their
baggage had been “ registered ” and they
were seated in a first-class compartment of
the Bordeaux-Paris morning express.

“ We'’re lucky to make this train,” Nes-
bit observed, lighting a cigarette. ‘ Now
we'll get to Paris before dark and have
time to hunt up decent quarters and get a
square meal. The whole town shuts up
tight at nine-thirty these days.”

“I'd kind of made up my mind,” Roy
hesitated, “ to put up at the Hotel Micho-
diére in the Rue de Bourgogne. They say
some of the American ambulance fellows
hang out there.” ’ .

“ Rue de Bourgogne?” Nesbit repeated,
a thoughtful frown on his face. * That’s
not a bad idea. As I remember, it’s quite
near the station of our arrival—the Quai
_d’Orsay. I think I’ll trail along with you
and give it the once-over.”

Nesbit’s decision pleased Gaylord, for
the elder man had proved to be a fine trav-
eling companion and an all-round good fel-
low who had seemingly voyaged almost
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everywhere. He spoke four or five

languages.

Although rather close-mouthed as to the
nature of the business which had taken him
over so much of the world, and absolutely
reticent concerning his personal connections
and resources, Nesbit had won both admi-
ration and respect from the Bostonian and
was fast gaining his friendship.

Puzzled at times by Nesbit’s reserve,
Roy had long since given up guessing the
nature of his companion’s profession and
station in life, and had  somehow reached
the conclusion that Nesbit was possessed
of a considerable amount of means, and
that “ family trouble ” of some sort was
responsible for the unfailing reticence.

This much Roy knew: that Nesbit was
an expert with firearms, a linguist extraor-
dinary, and that, among other places, he
had lived in Mexico, Guatemala, China, and
Japan, as well as practically every large
city in Europe.

The train left the vineyard-dotted land-
scape of the Midi, steamed through Old
Touraine, and, on time to the dot, pulled
into the Paris terminal. Here, while Nesbit
attended to the baggage, Roy sat in an
open taxicab and stared high over the dome
of the Invalides where a double-seated
Caudron was buzzing noisily along through
the air.

Nattily uniformed and decorated officers

'strode briskly by, saluted at frequent inter-

vals by stalwart poilus with the mud of the
trenches still evident on their shoes and
spiral puttees. On every hand the Bos-
tonian found something worth looking at.
With an effort he brought himself to the
realization that-at last he was actually in
France—and on his way to the fighting
front to do something for the President.

Presently Nesbit came along, followed
by a porter and a baggage-truck, and after
a short drive the Hotel Michodiére was
reached and pronounced to be “ all right ”
by a group of young khaki-clad Americans
who swarmed around the new arrivals in
the lobby and asked for news and papers
friom home.

There were vacant rooms there—two on
the second floor—and soon Roy and Nesbit

had registered and had filled out the neces-



48

sary blanks for the police. They were in
ample time for the evening table d’héte,
and found on every tongue the same ques-
tion:

“ When will the first expedition sail?”

While Nesbit shrugged his shoulders and
went on to explain to the best of his abil-
ity, Roy approached the woman in charge
and made shift to ask if there was any mail
for him.

No, there was nothing yet for monsiexr.
Should any letters arrive, he would find
them on the key-rack under the number
corresponding to that of his room. Roy
was not surprised.

He could scarcely.-expect as yet to re-
ceive orders from the Paris agent of the
President.

CHAPTER 1V.
AT THE HOTEL MICHODIERE.

ORNING came, and after breakfast,

the usual repast of coffee, hot milk,

and rolls, served in his room,

Roy finished dressing, and went down-stairs

to find the pigeonholes of the key-rack
fairly bristling with letters.

Many of them, he saw at a glance, were
addressed to Americans stopping at the
hotel, and bore in one corner of the en-
velopes the imprint of a famous banking-
house.

One was addrssed to him. He opened
it and drew out what was obviously a
mimeographed circular inviting him to
subscribe for the latest French war loan.
1t read:

TO ALL GOOD AMERICANS IN FRANCE!

Your own Benjamin Franklin once said: “ The
road to wealth is as plain as the road to market.”
Now is your time to subscribe to the War Loan
and reap a higher percentage of interest than that
which an equal amount will yield invested in
American— -

Thus far Gaylord had read when over
the top of the circular he saw Nesbit ap-
proach, yawn, and open an envelope similar
to the one he held in his hand. Almost
immediately a bored expression passed over
his face, and he crumpled both letter and
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envelope and tossed them airily into a
waste-basket. : :

“ Good moming, Gaylord,” he said
pleasantly, his pale-blue eyes flashing from
Roy’s face to the open circular in his hand.
* 1 see you’ve got an invitation to contrib-
ute to the war loan, too,” he went on after
a pause. “ These financial sharps are surely
on the job. They must have agents going
around copying the names from the dlffer-
ent hotel registers.”

Roy returned the greeting, and was about
to consign the circular to the same waste-
basket when some subconscious sense came
to his rescue and made him remember the
phrase “ The Road to Market.” These
words were incorporated in the opening
paragraph of the letter. Now it flashed
over him that he held in his hands the in-
visible orders from the President’s repre-
sentative.

He mumbled some response, and, to his
immense relief, Nesbit sat down, picked up
a morning paper, and turned his back on
him. Forthwith Roy slipped the circular
and envelope into his pocket and sauntered
slowly toward the stairs. As he passed the
first landing he quickened his pace, and
soon gained his room and locked himself
in.

His first act was to place his hat over
the keyhole, then he found the paper of
table salt he had ready for the emergency,
and prepared a solution of it in the enam- ..
eled wash-basin his bedroom afforded. Now
he immersed the circular into the liquid,
and, taking no chances, soaked the envelope
also.

One by one the gummed flaps of the
envelope yielded to the softening influence
of the salted water, and presently Roy held
it between him and the light that streamed
in from the Rue de Bourgogne There was
no result.

His name and address alone appeared
on what had constituted the face of the
container. Roy laid it aside and held up
the saturated sheet of paper.

A grunt of satisfaction came from him
as he saw between the mimeographed lines
rows of typed characters now scarcely less
distinct.

A faint violet at first, with the passing
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of the moments they deepened in shade and
became a brilliant purple.
Eagerly his eyes drank in the following:

RERAD THIS AND THEN DESTROY
ABSOLUTELY

Henceforth the President desires that you obey
orders from me. Your immediate instructions are
that you report without delay ta Red Cross head-
quarters, and ask as a favor that you be assigned
to American Section No. 21. If you are asked
why you prefer that particular section, you may
state that you understand that that is the “ crack ”
corps of ambulanciers, and that you want to join
it at the front without delay.

By reason of your imtimate knowledge of
meotor-cars it may possibly became the intention
of your coxps commander to keep you in camp
with the repair mechanics. You must stipulate
before signing for your six months of service that
you must be permitted to drive a car and evacuate
the wounded just as the other drivers of limited
qualifications are, and have been, doing. You
may if you wish consent to the performance of
extra work with the repair gang during hours
that would otherwise be ones of leisure for you

You will hear from me again very shartly. Be
oa the alert for circulars or letters containing the
code words agreed upon, and always be in a
position to have the necessary salution handy.

There was neither signature nor imitials
appended to the.message, nor did Roy dare
bazard a guess as to the identity of the
President’s agent. He finished reading the
communication, then shredded the wet
paper into particles. These he rolled into
little balls and flipped them through the
open window into the street.

Meanwhile he comsidered the fact that
other circulars had arrived, and that Nesbit
had received one and had thrown it away.

An ides came to him—a thought which
he hastened to put imto operation. He
locked his door and went down-stairs.

Nesbit sat where Roy had last seen him.
He looked up as the Bostonian approached.

“ Will we run over to headquarters about
ten?” he asked.

Roy nodded.
pose.n

Nesbit consulted his watch, arese, and
said he was going out for cigarettes.

To Roy’s unspoken delight, the other
picked up his hat, seized his stick, and de-
parted. This was Gaylord’s chance. He
ghanced around the deserted lobby. No
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“ Might’s well, I sup-
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one was visible, save an old woman polish-
ing silver near the doors communicating
with the dining-room.

Roy hitched his chair pear the waste-
basket and an instant afterward the crum-
pled circular cast aside by Nesbit was in
his possession.

Less than thirty scconcb later the letter
was smoothed out and thrust into the so-
lution. Eagerly Roy seized it and held it
dripping up to the light. But ne writing
appeared between the typed lines. The
particular circular mailed to Nesbit was
what it appeared to be—nothing else. Now
Roy destroyed it as he had the other, mar-
veling at the cunning displayed by the
President’s agent.

Again Roy descended to the lobby,
where he was joined presently by Nesbit. -
After a short walk to Red Cross Head-
qQuarters, not far from the Chamber of
Deputies, the two recruits were welcomed
by the khaki-clagd man in charge.

“ We're mighty lucky to get yos,” he
told Rey after looking over his papers and

- reading Gordon Elliott’s letter of introduc-

tion. “ Hope we can persuade you to stay
at our repair base at Bar-le-Duc. ‘We’re
awfully short of mechanics, and some of
these pew fellows are devilish hard on cars
—let alone the unavoidable smash-ups.”

But Roy shook his head smilingly. “ I'm
sorry to seem unobliging,” he said with
firmness, “ but I came to France to drive
cars—not to doctor ’em. - I want to do my
bit with Section 21.- When I'm not busy
driving I'll be only toe glad to do what
tinkering I can to keep the ambulances in
sha.pe.”

“1 see,” the Red Cross official said, dis-
appointment evident in both his manner
and tone. “ You're just like the rest of
’em; you want all the excitement you can

He thought for a moment or two, then
continued:

“T guess I can fix both of you men up
for Section 21. They moved last week from
Dieue quite close to the German stronghold
at ——. There’s a French attack being
planned—you mustn’t speak of it to any
one—to drive the German artillery back
from the heights.
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“T think I can get your papers and see
you off within four days—and inside of a
fortnight ’—the speaker smiled grimly—
“ T can promise you all the excitement you
want.”

“ That suits me,” Nesbit declared.

Roy breathed easier. He had complied
with the instructions given him so far, and
had found it no difficult task.

Three busy days followed. The recruits
were measured for uniforms, furnished with
rubber boots and kit-bags, and later con-
ducted to the offices of the Board of Mili-
tary Control in the Rue Pinel, where they
were handed the magic Carnet d’Etrangér
—the sealed and signed and photograph-
adorned red book passing one without ques-
tion to practically any point within the
¢ Zone of the Armies.”

Came the morning when Roy went down-
stairs and found a scrawled invitation for
him to visit an antique-shop, where, among
other objects for sale, was a painting by
Lévy-Croussac entitled “ The Road to
Market,” a “ most excellent delineation of
sheeps and cows on a beautiful country
road.”

Gaylord had never heard of Lévy-
Croussac, he was not particularly interested
in paintings, but the code words drew his
attention, and he lost no time in develop-
ing the poorly spelled missive, which, he
recollected afterward, seemed damp and
somewhat stained as he drew it out of its
envelope. -

After a soaking in the saline solution, the
familiar instructions to read and destroy
appeared, followed by the orders:

You will leave town within a day or two, and
will take a train for ——, from which place you
will proceed by auto-ambulance to a point in the
vicinity of ——, just west of the German lines. A
Frech attack is being planned against the German
fortress on the heretofore impregnable Heights of
——, and it is in connection with this that your
valuable services are to be employed in a manner
which you will understand later.

Immediately after luncheon to-morrow you will
retire to your room in the hotel, and as a signal
that you are there, alome, you will draw your
window-shade almost down to the sill. Shortly
thereafter you will receive a package enclosed in
plain wrapping-paper. You will place it, un-
opened, in the bottom of your kit-bag. You will
show this package to no living person, nor will
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_you speak of it to any one, but will keep it dry

and contained within its inner waterproof wrap-
pings until such a time as you may be assigned
to your own ambulance and actively engaged in
the evacuation of the wounded.

When such a time arrives, and you are familiar
with the roads and approaches to ——, you will
open the outer jacket covering the apparatus, and
will obey to the letter the instructions contained
therein in an envelope. Be sure that you are
alone and unobserved when you open the package,
and treat the paper inside the envelope exactly as
you have treated this.

And, above all, remember that you are the
trusted man and representative of the President,
and that you will suffer death rather than betray
his plans for an early ending of the war. Never
forget that millions of lives hang in the balance,
and that a great deal depends on your implicit
confidence, obedience, and absolute silence re-
specting your mission.

“ The mystery thickens,” Roy mused as
he destroyed the lengthy missive and pro-
ceeded to flip the rolled-up pellets of satu-
rated paper out onto the asphalt of the
Rue de Bourgogne.

What effect on the ending of the world
war the mere possession of a package of
‘“ apparatus ” by an American ambulance-
driver at the front could have, was a propo-
sition beyond him. In any event, he de-
cided after a period of fruitless puzzling, it
was his duty to go ahead and obey orders
without question.

Doubtless, in time, all would be made
clear to him. If it were the purpose of
the President to have him work in the dark,
the Chief Executive must have some very
good reason for such action.

The following day Roy ate somewhat
hastily, and after luncheon left the table
without the usual dalliance over his coffee.
He spoke of having some letters to get off,

. gained his room, and locked the door.

Then, according to instructions, he drew
down the window-shade, an act visible
plainly to any one standing below in the

_Street.

Now he waited patiently for develop-
ments.

They came eventually, but nearly a half
an hour elapsed before somebody tapped
on his door, and he opened it to find Nesbit
standing there with a square parcel in his
hand.

“ Here’s a package for you, old top,” he
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said lightly. ¢ It’s marked ¢ Personal and
important,” and just came by messenger.
Thought I'd fetch it up myself.”

The eyes of the speaker flashed from Roy
to the drawn curtain.

“ What’s up?” he went on to ask. “ Got
a headache? Why so dark?”

Roy mumbled something about having
had to knock off letter-writing on account
of feeling drowsy. He faked a yawn, and
announced his intention of taking a nap.
He felt disturbed, uneasy, and wished to
himself that Nesbit would go away without
showing any curiosity about the package
he now held in his hand.

Everything happened in accordance with
bis unspoken wish. Nesbit moved off down
the hallway, calling back over his shoulder:

“ Have your sleep out. Ill be around
all the afternoon, and if the office phones
for us I'll wake you up.”

With a sigh of relief Roy closed and

fastened the door, then gave his attention |

to-the package.

Beyond a typed label bearing his name,
hotel address, and the words “ Personal and
important,” the wrappings of the object
were plain. The parcel was securely cord-
ed, cubical in shape, some nine inches
square, and weighed, as Roy estimated,
fourteen or fifteen pounds.

Gaylord wasted little time in guesses as
to the nature of the ‘“ apparatus” con-
tained, but wrapped it up in his raincoat
and placed it at the very bostom of his kit-
beg. On top of it he piled extra flannel
shirts and- underwear, wadded in his pair
of blankets, and then thrust the handle
through the gathering-rings at the top of
the bag, and locked it in place. Then he
threw himself on ‘the bed and feigned
Sleep.

CHAPTER V.
. AT THE FIGHTING FRONT.

T was a life strange and new and full
of thrills that Roy lived after leaving
Paris. An auto-ambulance met his train

at ——, took the two recruits and their be-
langings on board, and bumped its way out
of town past ammunition convoys moving
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slowly toward the fighting front. Columns
of troops, mud-stained and haggard from
the vigil of the trenches, poured along the
highway from the direction of the Verdun
sector, out of shell-range at last and on
their way to a welcome period of rest.

At a fork of the roads the car bore off
to the right and pressed on toward
Now no more troops were met, but always
ahead of the Red Cross men lay the seem-
ingly endless trains of ammunition wagons.

The driver, a Baltimore man, leaned to-
ward Nesbit and Roy, wedged in with him
on the front seat, and in a voice shrill
above the sputtering of the exhaust, ex-
plained:

“ There’s a big attack coming off on
They’ve been rushing ammunition
up here for the last six weeks. The big
stuff comes in on the narrow-gage railroad.
Wait till you see the train with the rolling
curtain.”

The phrase puzzled Roy until thirty
minutes later, when, within a short ride of
the camp, the Baltimore man pointed to a
railroad track bordering the road. No rails
were in sight, however, and up the invisible
track sped the strangest-looking train the
Bostonian had ever seen.

A gasoline-driven locomotive ground its
way noisily along at the head of a string
of flat cars piled high with solid-looking
boxes. Rope beckets for lifting purposes
were affixed to the ends of the boxes, and
even to Roy’s unpractised eyes it was ap-
parent that the cases held ammunition of
large caliber.

But the most striking feature about the
train was the painted canvas which
stretched ahead of it and lay behind it,
matching and blending with the landscape,
and shielding the glistening face of the rail
from the view of enemy aeroplanes. The
canvas, mottled with green and brown
somewhat like the marbled edges of an un-
abridged dictionary, was at least double the
width of the single line of track.

As the train moved onward a roller ar-
rangement just ahead of the locomotive
picked it up, bore it smoothly over the
decked-in flat cars, and dropped it behind
the last car, where it lay flat and masked
the track.
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“There’s a big ammunition base just
ahead,” the chauffeur shouted as they
passed the train and pulled into a clear
stretch of macadam spotted here and there
by a shell-car. “ The French are planning
the biggest offensive since the Douaumont-
Vaux attacks last year, and they’re piling
up ammunition enough to win the heights.
There’s a double squadrille of planes on
hand to keep the German observers back,
and even at that they ain’t taking any
chances of keeping the stuff from being
spotted from planes. Look!”

Roy’s eyes followed the nod to the right
of the Baltimore man, and presently, with
its engine throttled low, the ambulance
crept by a patch of land covering two
acres or a little more, each square foot of
the surface of which was stacked high with
naked shells of large caliber, and boxed
projectiles of lesser diameter and power.

A dozen feet or so above the surface of
the earth, this patch of land was roofed
over from field to road-edge with a thatch-
like covering of greenish brush and straw
which, viewed from an aeroplane thou-
sands of feet above, must surely have pre-
sented the appearance of being a little
field of growing grain — a tiny square of
land not unlike adjacent squares of thriv-
ing buckwheat and timothy.

A multitude of poles and timbers gave
support to the roof of straw and brush, and
before the ambulance passed the base Roy
could discern where the concealed railway
entered the territory. Indeed, he could
distinguish the platforms, where gangs of
men were grouped awaiting the coming of
the train.

Now a hoarse buzzing sound came to
the ears of the men on the American car,
and Roy and Nesbit looked ahead and up-
ward, and saw, over a patch of woods, a
flotilla of aeroplanes cruising in a grand
circle, the outer periphery of which brought
them, in turn, almost within range of the
antiaircraft guns on the gray heights.

Even as they looked, dull reports came
from far ahead, and little puffs of dark-
colored smoke blotched the blue of the
heavens around what appeared, at that dis-
tance, to be a pair of swiftly moving specks.

“ German shrapnel,” the chauffeur ex-
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plained. ““ The French antiplane shells
show up against the sky like a pure white
ball.”

They had passed several villages, and
now drew near a cantonment of huts bor-
dered by rows of tents. A score or so of
auto-ambulances were parked at the far
end of the nearest row, and the Stars and
Stripes floated proudly from a large tent
which, Roy assumed rightly, was the mess-
tent of the section.

They pulled up, and, as if to signal the
arrival of the strangers, a large shell
screamed far overhead and burst several
miles within the French lines.

“ We’re within range,” Roy said, sur-
prised.

The Baltimore man explained that they
were well within range of the German
guns, but hidden by direct fire from ——
by an intervening hill. Now a score of
seasoned and sun-bronzed Americans came
forward, and introductions and hand-
shaking was in order.

Later, Roy met the chief of the section,
and to his delight was assigned to duty that
very night. o

“Il let you ride with one of the boys
to-night,” the chief said, * so’s to have you
acquainted with the roads. We have only
one advanced post to evacuate here, and
there’s practically nothing to do but carry
a few sick from back to ——. Latér
we’ll have lots of wounded to carry. To.
morrow night you can drive a car of your
own —and I suppose you’d like to have
Nesbit put on with you?”

The idea appealed to Roy. He thanked
the chief, and so the matter was settled.
Then the two recruits were assigned to a
tent, -and after some unpacking and a
wash-up they proceeded to get better ac-
quainted with their fellow members.

Night came, and Roy got his first taste
of actual warfare in the shape of a shell
which burst in the road ahead of his car
and wiped out an artillery supply truck—
horses and teamsters and all. There were
no wounded to carry, but a badly blocked
road resulted, and during the wait Roy and
the Baltimore man, to whose car he had
been assigned, sat and smoked and talked
of home.
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Several more shells screamed past before
the wreckage was cleared, and Roy
breathed easier as they pulled out of the
danger zone and sped along a hillside road
under dimmed headlights. Soon they
reached the poste de secours, the field hos-
pital which had been established in a de-
serted quarry, and found five sick men
ready for the first trip to

“This is the easiest place we’ve ever
had,” Roy’s companion explained. ‘ We
have but this one post to evacuate, and it
takes but three cars to do the work. When
they get the infantry up here and start that
attack, we’ll be busy enough.”

Two round trips were made to the base
hospital, and by the time daylight came
Roy knew the roads well enough to feel
responsible for a car of his own.

He told the chief this at breakfast, and

off to ride with him. Now he remembered
the instructions of the President’s agent,
for he had a car of his own, and knew the
—— road and approaches. It was time for
him to open the package and receive fur-
ther instructions.

For a time Roy puzzled over the propo-
_sition of how he was going to get rid of his
tentmate long enough to “ develop ” the
missive he expected to find in the package.
But it seemed as though Nesbit could read
his unspoken wish, for shortly after break-
fast he slung a pair of field-glasses over his
shoulder and picked up his uniform cap.

“ You've been up all night, old top,” he"
said with a smile, “ and I guess you'll sleep
better if I'm not puttering around. I'm
going to get the chief’s permission to take
a little walk. I'll see you later, and help
you polish up the car for to-night.”

Through the open flap of the tent Roy
watched his companion disappear. Imme-
diately he got up from his cot and poured
a little water in his wash-basin. To this
he added salt, then opened his kit-bag and
got out the package. Inside the paper
wrapping he found an inner covering of
rubberized cloth, laced up at one side, and
within this he discovered a plain envelope
containing a blank sheet of paper, together
with a box which looked as if it were made
out of gun-metal. It had a sliding top,
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notched at one side to facilitate opening,
and sealed at the opposite side by a cop-
per wire which pierced the lid and top of
the box: proper. N

It was but a cursory examination that
Roy gave the box, for he knew not how
long he would remain alone. He laid it
aside for the time being, and placed the
sheet of paper in the wash-basin. Almost

_ immediately the familiar typewritten char-

acters began to appear. Soon Roy was
able to read:

This box contains an apparatus of recent in-
vention, perfected for the purpose of wireless
telephony along chosen and prepared “ lanes of
activity.” One of these lanes between our secret
agencies in France and Germany passes over the
ammunition base near ——, across the —— from
——. It is desired that you make a preliminary
test of the instrument, preparatory to important

¢ . _ telephonic Jinstructions to be given you later.
was assigned to a new car. Nesbit was told °

On the night of June 23, or on any subsequent
night, between the hours of midnight and 2 A.M.,
provided the weather is clear and that there is
not very much wind, you will so arrange -your
trips with sick or wounded that you will pass the
large ammumition base between the hours above
mentioned. If a companion is riding with you,
make some excuse for getting rid of him for a
few minutes. It might be well to drop a wrench
or some piece of material in the road, then send
the person back to look for it. Obey the follow-
ing orders down to the smallest detail:

Carry the telephone apparatus in the teol-box
of your car, commencing the night mentioned;
but do not, under any circumstances, break the
seal or disturb the box until you are ready to
communicate. Having gotten rid of your com-
panion temporarily, you will balt your car at a
point on the romdside nearest the cemter of the
ammunition base. If a sentry proves inquisitive,
you will plead motor trouble.

Place the apparatus on the ground, clip the
wire, and pull back the lid. The copper ground-
ing plugs will be disclosed. Lay one of these on
the roadway in a northeasterly direction, and
place the other plug on the naked earth at the
opposite point of the compass. Then take out
the combined receiver and mouthpiece and keep

- repeating your name. Speak softly, do net shout,

then obey what you are told. Do not forget the
dates or the hours; and as the sensitized lanes are
necessarily narrow, you will pay strict attention
to placing the instrument where you have been
told.

In the possible event of failure to make a con-

“nection with either of our directing agencies, you

will not continue: calling for more than three or
four minutes, but will close the box and secrete
it. Instructions will come to you by mail thence-
forth, to be developed in the usual manner. Mem-~
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orize the essential features of this note, then
destroy it.

" “ What in the world do they expect me
to—" Roy began, then gave it up. The
future alone would solve the problem.

There was little to commit to memory.
He destroyed the letter, replaced the box,
and sought the sleep he needed after the
night’s work.

June 23rd was but three days off, and
long before the first of the nights appoint-
ed Roy became perfectly familiar with the
roads in and about ——, particularly with
the main réad to ——, which paralleled
the canvas-covered munition railroad for
quite a distance, and passed close by the
thatched-over shell-base.

Roy eyed the spot curiously as he sped
by it on his nightly trips, and wondered
by what marvelous means a “lane” of
electrical activity would be projected above
it on and after midnight of the selected
date.

In a general way, he knew that Amer-
ican scientists had been busy with U-boat
and other problems of the world war, but
that secret agencies had been established
in Germany, and that a wireless device had
been invented to communicate with them,
were two facts which Roy found it difficult
to grasp.

The work was not difficult, the new car
ran smoothly, and Roy got to like Nesbit
better and better as the days passed and
the nightly work continued. Came the
morning of the eventful June 23rd, and
Roy chuckled to himself as he viewed the
cloudless sky and the promise.of a clear,
windless night.

He slept but little that day, his mind
busy with conjecture as to what the night
would bring forth, and as to whether or
not he could so_time his trips as to be in
the vicinity of the ammunition-base within
the stipulated hours.

Supper-time came finally, and, watching
his opportunity, Roy smuggled out the box
and placed it in the big tool-case on the
running-board of his car. In one side-
pocket he then placed wire-cutting pliers,
thrust a flat electric torch into the other,
and went in to the evening meal well satis-
fied with himself.

All was ready so far as humanly possi-
ble. Faithfully and conscientiously he had
obeyed both the President and his agent
in France. Now Roy hoped only for clear
weather and good luck with his running
schedule.

CHAPTER VI.
HELL’S ACRE.

VERYTHING went smoothly during
the early hours of the evening. Roy
and his companion made one round

trip to ——, and eleven o’clock found them
off again to the base hospital with a small
load of sick. Now Roy showed his driving
qualities, and put on speed that he esti-
mated would bring them back abreast of
the shell-pile shortly after one in the morn-
ing.

The weather held clear and fine, and he
whistled as he drove.

The hospital was reached without mis-
hap, the sick men borne from the ambu-
lance, and as Roy headed back along the
road to —— he began to think up some
scheme for getting rid of Nesbit while he
obeyed orders regarding the telephone.

At a point which he judged to be at least
five minutes’ brisk walk from the shell-base
he slowed up and came to a stop.

“ Seems to me,” he muttered, “I hear
one o’ those rims rattling behind.”

He got down and fumbled in the tool-
box, telling Nesbit to keep his seat. “ It 'l
only take a second to tighten up,” he ex-
plained.

Wrench in hand, he made believe to
tighten up some nuts, then purposely left
two tools on the turf at the roadside and
resumed his seat. “ O. K., now,” he said,
and started off again.

Roy now ran the car swiftly until
abreast of the ammunition-piles, and just
before he reached a point he determined
to be midway he put out his foot stealthily
and' pushed off the ignition switch. The
engine died, but before he braked the
wheels of the rolling car, Roy pulled well
out of the middle of the road on the side
nearest the looming shell-stacks.

. “ What's up?” Nesbit grunted as Roy
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got down from his seat and flashed his
pocket lamp under the raised side of the
hood

“ Ignition trouble,” Roy answered. It
may be a short circuit, or something else.
Tl have to run it down.”

He puttered around under the hood for
several moments, then straightened up.
“I'm a stupid dunce, after all,” he said
disgustedly .

“ What’s wrong now?” Nesbit asked.

He got down from his seat and approached
. Roy.
“ Why,” the latter answered, “1 was
fool enough to leave a wrench and a ham-
mer back there at the side o’ the road.
D’you mind going back where we stopped
and have a look around with your pocket
light? If I get the car started Il pull
around and pick you up.”

“ Sure, I'll go back,” Nesbit agreed, and
started off at once.

As the sound of his footsteps died away
Roy looked cautiously around. There was
no moon, but the starlight showed him a
sentry some forty yards distant, pacing
slowly and unconcernedly up and down
before a roadway entrance to the munition-

. base.

The light gleamed faintly on the long
bayonet fixed to his shouldered rifle. Now
a convoy of supply camions rattled by,
their dimmed headlights passing Roy one
by one, umtil at last the rear car’s tail-
light waned and disappeared up the road.

Now he was alone, and moved briskly.
He drew the cloth covering from the tele-
phone apparatus, and set it flat on the ma-
cadam just in front of the radiator of the
car.

“One grounding plug northeast,” he
murmmured, felt for his cutting pliers, and
went on with the recalling of his instruc-
tions. “ The other plug in the opposite
direction,” he mused, and leaned over to
snip the wire and draw the lid back.

Came the patter of footsteps, and even
as Roy looked up in alarm a whistle
shrilled in the night, and from the gloom
close at hand a muscular and agile figure
leaped and threw him to the roadway.

For a few moments Roy struggled des-
perately, and tried to loosen the iron clasp
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of the arms that held his own helplessly at
his sides; then he ceased, and thrilled at
the voice of his opponent.

“ Behave yourself, Gaylord!” came in
the well-known tones of his teammate and
companion.

“ What d’you mean?” Roy asked with
considerable heat, although he now lay
passive while surprise and anger at the in-
terruption coursed through him.

“You’ll see in a moment, old top,” Nes-
bit uttered in friendly fashion. He de-
tached one arm, and once more the shrill
sound of a whistle pierced the night.

By this time the semtry had given a
separate alarm, and soon an armed guard
came up at the double, but halted and
stood at a respectable distance as Nesbit
barked orders at them in Fremch. An in-
stant later a lighted staff car dashed up,
stopped abruptly abreast of them, and out
from it piled a graybeard in whom Roy
recognized the gemeral commanding the
sector, followed by two other officers.

Questions and answers in French fol-
lowed rapidly, and now Roy saw that one
of the officers was the lieutenant attached
to his own ambulance section. His mind
in a whirl, wondering vaguely if they sus-
pected him of being a spy, Roy struggled
to his feet and watched one of the officers
pick up the box containing the telephone
apparatus.

Now the general glanced at his watch
and gave some orders in a low tone. Im-
mediately Nesbit saluted and asked a ques-
tion—a question that was answered in the
affirmative. - Still holding the apparatus,
one of the officers entered the stafi car,
and was followed by the others.

Then the car moved slowly off.

“ Come on, now,” Nesbit said with a
chuckle as he turned to Roy. “ Forget
your ¢ ignition trouble ’ and follow that car.
You’re due to see the sight of your young
life. We’re going to ride along The Road
to Market.”

Humiliated and tantalized, Roy rained
questions on his companion, but all he
could draw from him were the words:

“ Never mind now. You've done better
than you know for the President. I'll ex-
plain later. You climb into that seat and
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follow the general’s car before it gets out
" of sight.”

There was nothing left for Roy but to
do as he was told. Dimly he sensed that
he was being used as a pawn in some big
game. In any event, he reflected, as he
threw on the switch and stepped on the
starting - pedal, everything was bound to
turn out all right as long as a French gen-
eral and his staff seemed to be in “the
know.”

It was but a short drive that followed.
The red tail-light of the car ahead swung
to the left presently, and Roy turned after
it into a branch road bordered on both
sides with a fenced-in field of plowed land.

There was little to be seen in the star-
light that prevailed; but as the general’s
car came to a halt possibly three-quarters
of a mile away from the main road, Roy
drew up behind it and saw a man with a
lantern standing beside a two-wheeled ma-
chine somewhat resembling a hose-cart.

Above its flat body, suspended between
two uprights, a reel of wire hung. Roy
recognized the cart as being a part of a
field telephone outfit in general use on the
fighting front.

“ Watch,” Nesbit cautioned, as Roy
threw off his switch and set his hand-
brake. . ¢ Just keep your eyes on the mid-
dle of that field for about five minutes.
They’re going to make use of your wireless
telephone, but they’re going to put a wire
on it first.” ,

Roy could see but little, although pres-
ently he made out the form of the officer
bearing his apparatus. Followed closely by
a man wheeling the reel of wire, the officer
passed down a bridle - path bisecting the
plowed field, and running at right angles
to the road on which the cars stood.

“We'll wait here with the general,”
Nesbit said as the men and the reel disap-
peared. “ They’re going to take your box
a third of a mile out there, attach a wire
to the sliding lid, and then wheel that reel
back here.

“ When the engineers and photographers
stationed at certain angles around here get
all set, the general’s going to let you pull
one end of the wire.”

Shadowy forms now came and went, and
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Roy saw that certain of them bore pecu-
liar-looking cameras and tripods. Soon
the general gave an order, and the oil lan-
tern left standing in the roadway was ex- -
tinguished. Nesbit glanced at the luminous
hands of his wrist-watch and murmured:

“ There’s time. It’s not yet two.”

Roy would have ventured another ques-
tion—a dozen of them—but now activity
prevailed among the group at the entrance
of the path, and the reel of wire came slow-
ly into view. At a signal from the general
a whistle was sounded, answered by other
whistles from points along the roadside.
Now the general glanced at his own watch,
and then spoke briefly to Nesbit.

“ Get hold of that wire,” the latter said,
turning to Roy. “ Get a good grip of it
by wrapping it around your hands a couple
of turns—then pull like hell!”

Wonderingly Roy did as he was told;
but, although he tugged with all his
strength, and the wire threatened to cut
his hands, no result followed. An officer
grunted impatiently and laid hands on the
wire ahead of the American. Together
they pulled, and instant results followed,

A spot of red appeared in the distant
center of the field. It grew larger, and be-
came a tongue of flame which leaped high
in the air and lit up the surroundings
with a sickly glare of lurid red. Now the
column of fire burned steadily, and became
a blood-red finger against the night sky.

Roy gasped and stole a glance at Nesbit.
But his companion was looking no longer
at the pillar of flame.

His eyes were turned on the heights of
——, and as Roy’s gaze followed that of
the“elder man, there came a flash from the
hill across the ——, a vivid flash, followed
in a few seconds by the sound of a scream-
ing projectile which fell and burst within
a hundred yards or so of the signal fire.

A grunt of satisfaction came from the
bearded lips of the general, and an instant
later twin flashes appeared on the hill held
by the Germans, followed by two shells
which fell and detonated quite close to the
red flame.

“ They’ve got the range,” Nesbit mut-
tered, and even as he spoke a series of
flashes came from the heights, and present-
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ly it seemed to Roy as if -a bit of hell had
been turned loose on earth.

Shells fell by scores; and as the red light -

went out, they continued to shriek and de-
tonate over and around the spot where the
“ telephone ” had been placed. Now larger
guns of a heavier caliber came into action,
and the ground beneath the feet of the ob-
serving party trembled as the death-laden

missiles buried themselves harmlessly in

the earth around the center of the field, a
third of a mile away.

Roy’s pulses tingled as the big guns
roared, their iron throats vomiting shell
and flame; then suddenly the American
paled as he thought of what would have
happened to the ammunition-base had he
drawn back the slide of the box.

“ Fooled!” he gasped.  But by whom,
and for what?”

The gun-flashes grew fewer and became
less frequent. Then impulsively Roy
turned to Nesbit.

“ For God’s sake,” he pleaded, “ tell me
what all this is about?”

.“In a few minutes, old top,” the elder
man answered. ¢ Through you we’ve
fooled Fritz, and on the way back to camp
Tl try to make it clear to you. If the
French night photographs and triangula-
tion schemes work out well, we’ve put in a
good night’s work for Uncle Sam.”

A few words passed between Nesbit and
the general; then the latter chuckled and
waved his hand, a motion which Roy inter-
preted correctly as one of dismissal. He
climbed into his seat; Nesbit hopped up
beside him, and soon the two Americans
were heading back for the main road.

Once behind the protecting hill and Roy
turned on his headlights. The engine
" hummed sweetly, drowning the distant and
intermitent grumbling of guns keeping
alive somewhere their three-year-old duel.
Now Nesbit cleared his throat and began
the relation of some facts which operned
Roy’s eyes, and would have endangered
the speeding car had not Roy been a ‘ nat-
ural ” driver, handling his wheel and throt-
tle’ subconsciously.

“You remember your letter to the
President?” Nesbit bega.n by way of an

opening.
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Roy nodded. How could he possibly
forget it?

“ Well—he never received it. There was
a crooked mail-clerk on the Boston-New
York run — a naturalized citizen of Ger-
man birth by the name of Rudolph
Groelich. Together with other letters ad-
dressed to certain departmental officials, he
abstracted your letter, and in the course
of a few hours it was in the possession of a
New York secret agent of the German gov-
renment.”

A light began to dawn upon Roy—a

light that grew stronger as Nesbit con-
tinued:
. “The New York man—Herr Gutmann
by name—conceived the idea of using you
as a cat’s-paw. He reasoned that you were
a young fellow jammed full of a spirit of
such intense patriotism that you’d give
your very life to further his schemes, pro-
vided he could induce you not to write to
Washington again. So he wrote you—"

“ But the letter was on White House
paper,” Roy broke in, “ and was signed—"

“ That’s nothing to those cunning dev-
ils,” Nesbit interrupted in turn. “ A little
job of embossing or printing, or the for-
gery of a signature, never stood in their
way. He relied upon you, and thought of
a way to use you. He didn’t want you to
write the President again, for he figured
that a second letter would probably get
through and arouse suspicion. The crooked
mail-clerk was only on duty alternate
nights, and couldn’t very well go through
all the Washington pouches. His policy
had been to snatch and pocket what Presi-
dential and official mail he could lay his
hands on.

“ So Gutmann strung you along until he
had a plan perfected, and that’s where your
qualifications as a motor expert came in.
For he knew. through European connec-
tions that an American section of ambu-
lances would be in the vicinity of —,
and it was his aim to get you into that
particular section and have you betray un-
wittingly the big ammunition-base the Ger-
man aeroplanes had been hunting so long.”

In the semidarkness Roy’s blushes were
hidden, but he offered no excuses at the
moment, for Nesbit was saying:
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“ The Germans knew — as they always
know of most important movements—that
a big attack on was in course of
preparation. Their aeroplanes and spy sys-
tems tell them that much, in addition to
what information leaks across by word of
mouth from escaped prisoners. The only
policy of the French has been to deceive
the enemy as to the location of their artil-
lery, the ammunition-bases, and the rail-
way feeders.

“ And so it was that the Germans knew
~—probably through prisoners working on
the roads — that somewhere close to the
main road beyond ——, and at a point well
within gun range of —— heights, a huge
ammunition-base was about complete. It
remained only for them to locate it and
shell it out of existence.

“ The loss to the French would have run
into the millions, and would have delayed
the attack indefinitely. In the mean while
the Germans were laying plans to take ad-
vantage of the lack of ammunition. We
have no definite knowledge on that point
at the present moment.

“ Their plans worked smoothly; owur
plans worked smoothly; and it became an
easy matter for them to have you join Sec-
tion 21. We saw to all that. The only
fault I have to find is that the car fol-
lowing ours to-night—or, at least, this
morning—took the wrong turn, and was
delayed to such an extent that I had to
tackle you to keep you from opening that
box of red fire. The mere sliding back of
the lid was sufficient to ignite—"

“ Then you mean to say,” Roy broke in
again, “that you knew what my orders
were, and that you knew all along that it
wasn’t a telephone instrument?”

“1 mean to say that within forty-eight
hours of the time you received your first
letter, coming,apparently from the Pres-
ident, that I've had you under strict ob-
servation right up until the present mo-
ment. I was in the Boston post-office, and
¢ developed ’ each letter you received there.
I sat in the car behind you on the train
from Boston to New York. I received and
developed your letters hours before you
opened them—not only in Boston and New
York, but in Paris. Do you remember
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getting a letter that seemed somewhat
damp?”

13 YS.”
letter.

“ Well—that was a time when I had to
cut it a little fme. It made no difference,
however. And then again, you’ll remem-
ber my fetching the package up to your
room. That package was in my possession
long enough to develop the instructions and
dry them, and there was a brigadier of
judiciary police and several officers from
the Quai des Orfévres waiting for the mes-
senger.

“ They made him cough up all he knew
before they got through with him, and
there’ll be a little shooting affair within a
day or two in Paris at which the chief of
the German secret service will take one of
the prominent parts. We had to go slow,
so’s not to alarm our birds.

“ Of course you grasp the rest. German
artillery observers on were to be at
their posts, and await the red flare between
specified hours on certain clear and wind-
less nights. It was a pretty scheme, clev-
erly thought out; but, thanks to you, we
routed out two dangerous nests of spies
and put _several kinks in the chain of Ger-
man secret infornwation. That’s about .all,
I think—and here we are close to camp.”

Roy throttled down, and made the turn
which brought him close to the parked cars
and rows of tents. He brought the car to
a stop, then put two questions:

“But how did the President get to
know that I'd written him? And who are
y‘m?”

Nesbit chuckled. “Let me introduce
myself,” he said, gripping Roy’s hand and
shaking it warmly. “I’'m Special Agent
Nesbit, of the Division of Investigation,
Department of Justice, United States of
America—and your very good friend.

‘“ As to the other matter: all I'm at lib-
erty to tell you now is that a girl wrote a
letter to the President, and asked him not
to send you to practically certain death.
The President got her letter, and it was
turned over to me.”

“ Mary Grey,” Roy breathed gently.

Nesbit leaned toward his companion and
spoke in a low tone."

Roy recollected that particular
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“ When?” Roy fairly shouted, squeezing
Nesbit’s hand with all his power and work-
ing his arm pump-fashion.

“ The last report I had on the subject,”
the special agent said evenly, “ was that
she reached Bordeaux safely on the Ro-
chambeau one day last week. Probably by
this time she’s hard at work in the Amer-
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ican hospital at Neuilly. She won’t look
half bad in a nurse’s costume—"

But Roy made no answer to the sally.
He raised his eyes to the stars, thankful
that the girl was not too far away, and
that through her he had proven to be a
useful tool—a valuable, though unwitting,
agent of the President.

Note: Names of actual places and descriptions of locations behind the French lines have
been deleted from Mr. Reynolds’s story lest, in any manner, they should be of benefit to the

enemy.—THE EpITOR.

(The end.)
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EGIONS, legions, putting out to sea,

Whence come you, whither go you, who are ye?
“ Near and far we come, but weary-far we go,
-Men of Maine and Texas, Georgia, Idaho.”

What word bear you, what message leave?
“ ¢ Death ’ writ on steel; and ‘ Hope; never grieve.’”

. Why sail you solemn, clad in drab and dun?
“ We are the World’s hope, her last and only one.”

Legions, legions, plowing down the bay,

Shall you save the world then, fighting far away?
- “ God save you, and God take our souls,

If at last the battle o’er our ensign rolls!”

What foe face you, what powers address?
“ Powers mad and terrible, dark, and frightfulness.”

Why sail you solemn, clad in drab and dun?
“We are the World’s hope, her last and only one.”

Legions, legions, misty on the main,

When shall you rest you in your homes again?
“ Rest shall be for many far from home;

Hope may die of hoping ere again we come.”

—~
What is your last word, Death or Love?

“ Death and Love are brothers where we shall move.”

Why sail you solemn, clad in drab and dun?
“ We are the World’s hope, her last, her only one.”



DOWN AND OUT.

E office door was locked—the door
I bearing on its glass panel the in-

scription:

J. B. LINWOOD
. Broker
JNVESTMENT SECURITIES

"It 'resisted the hand of David Forbes.
Forbes scowled, more than a little disap-
pointed, for he had particularly wanted to
see his friend in this hour of the broker’s
annihilating downfall. Impatiently he
rapped on the glass, and rapped again. No
answer from within, and yet the elevator-
starter in the hall down-stairs had just now
told him Forbes had come in, only a quar-
ter-hour before, and had not gone out

again.

“ Where the devil can he be, I'd like to
know?” growled Forbes, and knocked
again, this time insistently. A chair
scraped inside the office; a step sounded;
. the bolt was clicked back and the door
swung open.

“ Hello, Jim, old man,” exclaimed
Forbes. “ What’s the row? Not home to
callers?”

“ Not at home is right,” answered Lin-

wood. His face was startlingly pale, by
contrast with his black hair brushed
smoothly back; his dark eyes, sunken and
hollow, were ringed with the circles painted
by disaster and exhaustion. They smol-
dered dully, as he looked at his friend—the
best friend he had in the world, even though
their lines of work lay wide apart; for Lin-
wood had been long “ in the street,” while
Forbes was winning spurs as a consulting
engineer. ‘“ Not at home, Dave — but
you’re different, of course. Come in.
What'’s up?”

Forbes entered the office, the windows

of which overlooked the noisy turmoil and
hurry-skurry of the Broad Street “ curb,”
Linwood immediately locked the door
again.
“1 don’t want anybody else butting in,”
he exclaimed, half-apologetically. “ I've let
everybody go — both clerks, stenographer,
and all. Paid ’em a week’s advance, and
canned ’em. Had to, of course. Every-
thing’s all over. And I don’t want any con-
dolences, either. Just want to be let alone.
When a man’s cleaned out and done for,
it’s not agreeable to have the crape-hangers’
brigade on the job, or see the buzzards
roosting on the fence, waiting to pick the
bones.”

Wearily he lagged back to his desk and
slumped into his revolving chair, a used-up,
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beaten man. Forbes thrust thumbs into
the armholes of his waistcoat, studied his
friend with blue eyes of appraisal for a half-
moment, then thrust out a fighting lower lip
and ejaculated:

“ Jim, you talk like a fish at high tide!
I’m ashamed of you!”

“You’re welcome, and be damned' ”?

torted Linwood, his nerves raw. “ If you 've
come here to pull that try-try-again stuff,
you'd better blow while the blowing’s good.
I tell you I’'m all through!”

Forbes ‘walked over to his chum, clapped
a vigorous hand on the dejected shoulder,
and exhorted:

“ Chop that, Jim! Take the ax to that
rubbish. Just because they’ve got you to
the mat, that don’t mean you can’t come
back. Lots of men have put their coin on
the wrong horse, and been cleaned, and
then made good after all. Why not you?”

Linwood raised a hand, as if to repel en-
couragement. Forbes saw new lines in the
broker’s face; saw that Linwood needed a
shave and a fresh collar; saw that his tie
was wrinkled, his trousers baggy. Never
before had Linwood, the immaculate, thus
let himself decline. Wearily he shook his
head.

“ This is different, Dave,” said he. “It’s
~not only that I'm down flat, but I've

dragged three or four others down, too—
one of ’em a woman. A woman that hand-
ed me pretty nearly everything she had, to
invest. I ought to have stuck to the legiti-
mate; but I saw a chance to make a killing
on that infernal United Aztec proposition,
and went to it strong, and—you know.”

“ Yes, I know, Jim. But can’t you buck
up and get into the game again? You can’t
be all in! Haven’t you got a little some-
thing to take another flyer with?”

“Not a plugged jitney! Elton, Gregg,
and McIntyre and that gang skinned me,
first, and tacked my hide on their barn
door,” answered Linwood wearily. “ Then
Roberts grabbed off my meat, and Dris-
coll’s got a mortgage on my skeleton. I'm
cleaned like a fish, I tell you. Done, all in,
wiped out!”

“ How about your real-estate holdings in
Bay Ridge?”

Linwood reached into a pigeon-hole of

.came off to me, and it was:
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his beautiful rosewood desk, drew out a
folded paper and handed it to Forbes.

“ Take a slant at that, will you?” asked
he.

Forbes studied it a moment, then, with
an oath, tossed it back on the desk.

“ Good night!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t
think they’d do tkat to you!”

“ What you think hasn’t got anything to
do with it,” Linwood explained, with the
petulance of quivering.nerves. “It’s what
I know that counts. Talk about being
thrown to the wolves! Say!”

“ Your insurance?”

“ Surrendered. All gone.” )

“ H-m!” Forbes grunted. “ This s bad.
Very, very punk, old man. Worse than the
boys were telling me, and they made it out
pretty raw. But—well, you've still got a
lot of friends to depend on, Jim. You ought
to be able to get enough credit from them
to take another smash at the market and

clean up. And then—”"

Linwood interrupted with a mocking
laugh.

“ Give me a smoke, Dave, and can the
¢ friendship ’ cheese,” said he. “ Thanks,”
as Forbes proffered a box of Turkish. Lin-
wood struck a match and took a lungful of
smoke. “ Friend#!” he gibed. “ Not one
of ’em—except you, that can’t afford it,
and_that I wouldn’t take it from, anyhow—
would stake me to a counterfelt penny,
Mex. Couple of days ago, everybody’s hat
‘ Hello, old
top!’ and ¢ Atta boy!’ To-day they don’t
even know I'm alive. Nine-tenths of ’em
are crowing over. me, tickled to death I'm
in this jam; and the tenth one would run a
mile, if I said ¢ loan ’ to him.”

“1 think you’ve got this thing doped
wrong, Jim.”

“ And I know damn well I haven’t! I'm
ditched, with all four tires blown and the
engine busted. There isn’t enough left to
pay for towing into the garage. It’s the
junk-heap for mine, Dave, and the quicker
the better.”

Dave found nothmg to answer. Pensive-
ly he lighted a cigarette; his smoke min-
gled with that of Linwood, in the office once
so busy, so vital, so hustling, now seeming-
ly so remote from the rushing tides of busis
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ness, speculation, life; the office now a
tomb of hopes and enterprises, where the
muted typewriters, the filing-cabinets, the
Wall Street publications all mocked Lin-
wood’s grievous downfall.

Forbes realized he could not swim against
the current of his friend’s supreme dejec-
tion. Over to the window he walked, and
for a moment stood gazing down into Broad
Street, watching the active, noisy throng
that crowded the “ curb ’—many of them
with strange red, green, or parti-colored
caps—the swift play of hands and fingers
as signals shot from pavement to windows
and back again, the hurrying messenger-
boys, the push-cart men lined up tp minister
to the wants of youths and men too busy
plunging after fortune even to take time for
a meal.

From a window-ledge, higher up across
the street, a strip of ticker-tape depended,
wavering in the river breeze. It seemed to

wag derisively at him, like a long, mocking

tongue. Forbes swore, under his breath,
and turned back toward his friend.

Hands thrust deep in pockets, he stood
for a moment gazing at the figure of Jim
Linwood, sagging there in the big.chair at
the rosewood desk. Jim glanced up at him,
forcing a wry smile. °

“No use my trying to kid myself any

longer, Dave,” said he. * This isn’t a tem--

porary embarrassment. I need a loan of
at least ten or fifteen thousand to get on my
feet again, and I might as well ask for the
moon, with trimmings. I've come to my
finish. What I've got to do is acknowledge
the corn, face it like a game sport, and act
accordingly.”

“ Meaning how? What are you going to
do?" \

“PDo? Why —you know. The only
thing I can do — the thing lots of other
plungers have done before me, and lots will
do after me. When the bloody old candle
is burned up at both ends, and even the
wick’s gone—you know—"

“ You aren’t going to make a damn fool
of yourself, are you?” Forbes shot at him,
with a quick, troubled look.

“1 don’t call it being a damn fool,” re-
torted Linwood. He picked up a pen,
which—its work being nearly at an end—
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lay on the blotting-pad before him, and be-
gan jabbing the sharp point into the paper.
‘ Everything’s crabbed; everything’s up the
flue, that makes life livable for me—coin,
real estate, credit, business, apartment,
clubs, the whole shooting-match. If you
think I'm going to start in, at thirty-four,
at the bottom of the ladder, and pull that
‘ upward-and-onward ’ stuff —be a bhall-
room boy, clerk it for somebody else on
salary, most likely one of my former com-
petitors, take orders from people I used to
boss, and drag down about half enough to
pay my Country Club dues, you've got an-
other think coming.”

“ Why not duck out, go West, and—"

“ And leave all these debts behind me?
Run away and hide? Nix on that, either!”
Linwood’s head came up, a little, and his
eye grew a trifle clearer. “ Nothing like
that, Dave. Nothing, a-tall! I’'m not the
kind of a guy that paws over ruins to save
a stove-lid and a flat-iron. It’s taken me
twelveyearsto build up what'’s just slumped
to pieces in five days. Of course I admit
it’s my own fault. You don’t have to tell
me that. If I'd stuck to the regular brok-
erage game and not tried to buck the Aztec
bunch, I'd have got by all right, same as
lots of others. But I didn’t. It was dou-
ble or quits, for mine; and I turned the
wrang card, that’s all. Now there’s just
one way out, and I'm going to take it.
That’s the answer.”

Forbes, unable to lay tongue to any ar-
gument, for a moment, pushed back his hat
and scratched his sandy head.

“ Just what’s your idea, Jim?” asked he,
his voice shaking a bit.

‘ What'’s that to you?’’ Linwood demand-
ed. “ Whatever I do, wil be done right;
you don’t need to worry about that. There
won’t be any gun-play. That makes a
mess of things, and goes against my natural
ideas of neatness. Gas? Nix on the gas,
Dave. It’s wasteful of other people’s prop-
erty, and Lord knows I've already wasted
enough. Besides, it involves the risk of in-
juring other people, or even causing a fire
or explosion. The river don’t appeal to me.
Too sloppy. Poison burns and bloats you,
too—that is, the ordinary kinds—and then
the papers.get hold of the remains, and ex-
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ploit ’em to beat the band; and the poor
guy that sold you the stuff, maybe, goes to
jail. No, Dave, I'm just going to disap-
pear. I'll think of some way that won’t
bother anybody or make any trouble at
all.”

He drew at his cigarette again, and
dropped it, only half-smoked, into the brass
tray on the desk.

“1 don’t want anybody to know what
happened, not even you,” said he. “ Not

even my brother out in Akron, Ohio. I'm

glad he’s all the relatives I've got. If there
were more, it might complicate matters

“ And when—when are you plans
this?”’ asked Forbes, in an abyss of despair,
but realizing the entire futility of any fur-
ther argument.

“ Just as quick as I can get a few per-

sonal matters cleaned up,” said Linwood.
“T was writing my brother when you came
in.” He gestured at the half-finished letter
on the desk. ‘“ And I've got a nephew in
Harvard that I've got to look out for, as
far as I can. By selling off the office fur-
niture and everything, I can raise enough
to put him through this year, anyhow.”

Another silence fell. On the ledge above
the window a sparrow was ehippering as
she built her nest in April sunshine. From
the street arose the incessant murmuring of
restless life that strives forever toward some
goal itself cannot perceive. The dull, far
whistle of a ferry-boat mingled with the
shriller pipingof a tug. Life, everywhere;
life, activity, vital forces in play. Every-
where, save in this office, where thoughts
and hopes of death had elbowed life away.

“It's a cowardly thing to do!” suddenly
cried Forbes, revolting against his friend’s
cold decision. “It’s surrender — it’s the
white flag over the trenches!”

“Think so?” asked Linwood, smiling

oddly.

“Sure I do! Only a quitter pays up
that way! Only a quitter dodges things
that way!”

“I don’t agree with you, Dave,” an-
swered - the broker. ‘“ Now that I'm up
against the real proposition, I find it takes
a devil of a lot of nerve. It’ll take all I've
got, and then some, when I get right down
to business. But I've got enough to go
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through with. I've got: that, even if I
haven’t got anything else. This isn't the-
atrical boasting. It’s just a plain statement
of fact.”

He leaned back in his chair, threw down
the- jabbing pen, and for a moment seemed
studying the ceiling. Forbes stood there
scowling at him, seeking some loophole of
attack, some way to sting his friend into
the rebellion against fate that no argument
had availed for. All at once he burst out:

“ What an I-told-you-so picnic for your
enemies! What a crusher for your
friends!”

“ Friends!” sneered Linwood. “I've al-
ready told you what I think about them. I
haven’t got any real ones. Oh, yes, lots of
acquaintances and associates. Fair-weather
stuff. You know the gang. But as for be-
ing friends, forget that part. With the ex-
ception of yourself, there isn’t a man in
this city that would dig up one buck to
keep me from blowing out what I call my
brains, right in the middle of Wall Street,
and you know it.”

“1 don’t know it!” retorted Forbes. “I
mean, I know it’s a rotten lie. You’re crazy
in the head, Jim. Inside of an hour I can
go out and find a dozen men that would put
up a thousand apiece to get you on your
feet again.”

Linwood laughed rather wildly, with a
jangle of raw nerves.

“ Great stuff!” mocked he. “ Go on,
pull some more like that. You’re all right,
Dave, only you’re a nut.”

“T’ll bet you anything you like I can do
it!”

“You’d lose, and get cleaned out worse
than I am.”

“ Want to cover my bet?”

“How can I? You've got nothing to
bet with, and neither have 1.”

“ I’ve got my salary, and you've got your
life. Tl go you ‘one year’s pay against
your life—no, damn it, that’s nonsense, be-
cause if I lose, you'd go out, and then how
could I pay up? I tell you what, Jim,” the
engineer kept on, more and more excitedly,
the while he slapped his palm on the desk..
‘“ Here’s what you do. You bet your life
I can’t find the money for you — how’s’
that?”
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“1 bet my life?”” repeated Linwood, puz-
zled. ‘“ What the—what do you mean?”

“ Mean? Just what I say. Give me—
well, twenty-four hours to make good in.
Meantime, hands off your life.” Forbes
drew out his watch and glanced at it. The
hour was 10.15. *“ Give me till quarter
past ten, to-morrow. If by that time -I
haven’t raised ten thousand bucks from the
fellows you say have all turned you flat,
the felows you claim are gloating over
your downfall, the fellows that are only
waiting their chance to throw you on the
junk-heap, then go ahead and do anything
you blamed please. But in the mean time,
hold off. Is that a bargain?”

Linwood pondered a moment, then cast
a calculating eye on his excited friend.

“It’s too long,” said he. “1I can’t stand
it another night. This office will close at
five. I’ll be here till then. You've got to
deliver the goods by then, or it’s all off.”

“Done!” ejaculated Forbes. “I can
have . the money here by three, on a pinch.
I’m morally certain of that. But we’ll call
it five, to give a couple of hours’ leeway.
Great! I'll soon show you what a devilish
pervérted view you’ve got of your friends,
and life, and everything in general.

“You aren’t going to slip anything over
on me, are you?” demanded the broker,
suspiciously.

“ What do you mean,
over?”

“ T mean, kick in with the coin yourself,
and then string me mto believing somebody
else dug?”

“No, Jim, Ill play straight. If they
come across it'll be a bona fide deal. Ill
land ten of ’em at a thousand apiece, dead
easy.,)

“ And another thing I want understood,”
continued Linwood.

“ What'’s that?”

“ You aren’t going to black-jack ’em into
giving up. Aren’t going to spring it on ’em
that if they don’t come through I'm going
to—you understand—"

“ No, I won’t say a word about that part
of it. I realize it would be using undue
pressure, and it would give you a fearful
black eye. You'd never get over it. It'll
be just a straight loan proposition, with no

slip anything
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come-back in case they refuse. A fnend-
ship proposition, nothing more.”

Linwood thought for the space of fifteen

keart-beats, then nodded assent.
* “ All right, Dave,” said he. “It’s a go.
But I'm not banking on anything. I cam
hear ’em talking already—I know the line
of bull they’ll hand out. You’re just delay-
ing the obsequies, that’s all. But there’s
no great harm done, anyhow, and you'll
Jearn a valuable lesson on the real inward-
ness of friendship. You’ll hear one grand
sermon on the text of: ‘ When you ain’t got
no money, well, you needn’t come
amd.’ ”»

“To this Forbes made no answer, but held
out his hand. Linwood waved it away.

“ No sob-stuff, and no good-by-old-pal
stuff, here,” said he, his voice mocking and
a little hard. ‘. Now, I've still got this let-
ter to finish, and the office-furniture to get
rid of, so you'd better chase along.”

Once more he bent over the desk, drew
the half-completed letter toward him and
reached for his pen.

Without another word, Forba walked to
the door, paused there a moment, looked
back a silent moment at his friend—who
now paid him‘not the least attention—and
was gone.

THE BRITTLENESS OF FRIENDSHIP.

ITHOUT delay—for every moment
now was precious—Forbes set him-
self to the task of enlisting financial

first-aid for the wrecked broker. First he
made out a little penciled list of Linwood’s
most intimate friends, a dozen names or so.
Three or four, he felt positive, would suf-
fice; but he wanted to be sure of baving
enough.

He glanced over his kst to choose the
man whose office was nearest at hand. De-
Witt, this was.

Straight down Wall Street he made his
way, to DeWitt’s office. DeWitt was pros-
pei~ and human; a big man. physically
as well as financially, in a big brokerage
business. His offices, leading out of a spa-
cious room where many customers sat m
easy-chairs studying the little green quota-
tion-cards deftly put up and takem down
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from the long board that covered one end
of the place, overlooked the City Bank.

The senses were pleasantly impressed
thereby. Mahogany furniture, Bokhara
rugs, and the clatter of busy typewriters
suggested indefinite opulence. As Forbes
sent his card in to the private office, he felt
that the matter of a paltry thousand dol-
lars, to tide a lame duck over a storm-wave,
would mean no more to DeWitt than the
drawing of a single breath. The wager,
thought he, was already won.

“ Poor fish, to throw his life away like
that,” thought Forbes with a little con-
tempt,  when it can be saved for the mere
asking!”

The clerk who had taken in his card
suavely beckoned him. He entered a sump-
tuous inner lair, heavy with cigar-smoke,
and graced with deep-cushioned leather di-
vans and chairs, a glass-topped desk, and a
vigorously executed bronze group represent-
ing a bear and a bull in mortal conflict.

DeWitt, looking tired and perplexed in
spite of his impeccable raiment and his
ruddy jowls, gave Forbes his hand and a
strong, slim, black cigar.

“ Well, what can I do for you, old man?”
asked he, striking a matoh for his visitor.
“ Something about that San Pablo railroad;
orxsxttheMmasGermdockproposx
t!m?”

“ Neither,” answered Forbes, sitting
down in one of the chairs that comfortably
engulfed him. “It's a purely personal mat-

ter. In fact, it’s about our mutual friend,
Linwood.”

“H-m!” said DeWitt, frowning. He
passed a hand decked with a gorgeous dia-.
mond over his rubicund, troubled face.
“ What about friend Jim?”

“ He’s in wrong, and—"

“ So am I, Forbes,” interrupted DeWitt.
“ My wife’s been raising the blue devil with
me. I haven’t dared go home in three days.
She’s got a detective after me, I hear. Ali-
mony, and all that—that’s what she’s after.
Wants a divorce, with whacking alimeny.
Not married, are you? Lucky dog! I
guess I've got about all the hell I want to
tackle.”

“Sorry to hear it,” persisted Forbes;
“but this is different. You know, Jim has
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just been cleaned out, to the eyebrows.
He’s flat on his anatomy. I'm asking you,
among others, to kick in with a little relief-
fund. If we can manage to stake him to a
thousand apiece, making up a total of ten
thousand or so, he can get on his feet again.
He can make good, and square up in a week
or two, and—"

« My dear Forbes,” said the broker,
“much as I'd like to help him, I really
don’t see how I can do it, to-day. Next
week I might, but just now it’s out of the
question.” He erupted smoke, at which
he peered as if reading dire events impend-
ing in the gray-blue cloud that hung on
the Creesan air. “ This domestic rough-
house I’'m having is involving me in some
litigation that’s going to ocost like sixty.

. And the market’s been breaking wrong for

me the past ten days. I'm all tied up
worse than a pup in a basket of string. If
Jim wants a good tip or two, I'll be glad to
accommodate him. I can put him next to
an A1 buy; but ready cash—no, no, I'm
mighty sorry, but—"

“ Not even five hundred?”

“ Not even one, old man. But why don’t
you ask Hibbard? He’s a very particular
friend of Jim’s. They play golf together,
and all that sort of thing. Hibbard ocould
let you have the whole amount and never
wink. He’s on the right side of the market,
you see. Hibbard’s your man. By all
means see Hibbard.” ‘

Forbes tried to press his argument, even
to the point of entreaty, but DeWitt would
have none of it. In a few minutes, seeing
that he bade fair to make a nuisance of
himself, he took his leave, more than a bit
dejected.

‘“ Oh, well, I couldn’t expect to land any-
thing first crack out of the box,” he tried to
comfort himself as he went down in the ele-
vator; but none the less he couldn’t entirely
suppress the sensation of chilling appre-
hension that this first rebuff had injected
into his veins. ¢ Better luck next time,” he
assured himself as he walked back up Wall
Street toward the heaven-pointing spire of
old Trinity.

Into Fulton Street he turned, bound for
the rear entrance of the Equitable Build-
By all means he would visit the offices
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of Rineman & Hibbard, where help would
certainly be forthcoming.

There he not only caught these two men,
but also Deering and Clement, all friends of
Linwood. Again he told his tale to the four
in conclave in the private office where he
gathered them all together.

“ Serves him dammed well right,” com-
mented Rineman, mumbling over his desk
as was his habit. “1I told him he’d get in a
jam if he kept on the way he was doing.
Couldn’t make him listen to anything.
He'll have to get the dough somewhere else
than from me/” :

Hibbard appealed to, launched into an
invective against Linwood’s business meth-
ods and declared that this disaster would
teach him a most salutary lesson. Any one
with half an eye could see that Hibbard was
living up to La Rochefoucauld’s maxim:
“ There is always, in the misfortunes of our
friends, something not displeasing to us.”
Clement and Deering were both very, very
sorry their affairs were in such shape that
they couldn’t spare a nickel.

“ Next week, perhaps,” Clement added,
“1 might dig up a few bucks for him, but
just now—"

With an oath Forbes grabbed his bat and
departed. Not even the door-check could
prevent the shivering slam he gave the door
by way of emphasizing his opinion.

His next port of call was the office of
William J. Herman & Co., on Broad Street.
Everybody knew that Herman was “ rotten
with money,” even though his office was
cramped and dingy and ill-furnished. He
and Linwood had put through many a deal,
and had long been accounted on close terms
of intimacy. Here, of a certainty, relief
was to be found.

Impatiently Forbes waited in the little
outer pen of the office, until at last the opu-
lent Herman signified his willingness to be
seen. Admitted to the presence, he once
more stated his case, this time with growing
brevity and more than a touch of impa-
tience. Herman said:

“You won’t get a cent out of me. Lin-
wood’s getting only what’s coming to him.
Why didn’t he stick to his regular broker-
age business?”” Herman was thin, nervous,
and snappy. “ Why didn’t he hang to his
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one-eighth of a per cent, buying and selling
only _for suckers? No, that wasn’t good
enough for Linwood. He wanted to try
puts and calls, pyramiding, buying on mar-
gin, and all that get-rich-quick stuff. Wal-
lingford stuff. The system handed him a
bundle, that’s all. He got burned. Now
he’s bellyaching, or you are, for him. Can
it, Forbes; can it. You'll never get a nickel
for him in the Street. Not in a thousand
ym!”

Forbes walked out, feeling rather scared
and crawly up and down the spine. For
the first time he was beginning to doubt his
ability to make good; and that meant—no,
no, he wouldn’t admit it, even to himself.
Nevertheless he had to admit it, when he
got nothing but rebuffs from three other
concerns made up of Linwood’s fair-weather
friends: Downs & Farr, H. J. Messenger
& Co., and Bannard & Truax—the latter
firm being Linwood’s attorneys.

Bannard, Congressman Bannard, was
particularly smooth. He swung his little
gold cigar-cutter by its chain as he deliv-
ered himself of some moral lucubrations,
meanwhile gazing abstractedly out of his
window at the East River and the stretched
spans of the bridges, all busy and vital
under the cheerful spring sunshine.

“T really do not see just how I can con-
tribute anything toward rehabilitating the
fortunes of Mr. Linwood, just at the pres-
ent time,” said he. “I like Mr. Linwood,
personally, but I distrust his business judg-
ment. He is, I fear, rash and prone to as-
sume excessive risks. I feel that the diffi-
culties in which he finds himself must be
solved without my assistance, and—"

His irritation exacerbated to a point of
rudeness, Forbes mumbled something about

rats deserting a sinking ship, stood up and

took his leave without ceremony. The hour
was now close on to two o’clock, and Forbes
was nervous, shaken, tired and hungry. His
dejected feet bore him into a fashionable
café and bar, a kind of lunch-club patron-
ized almost exclusively by brokers and
bankers. The place was still half-filled,
though the rush-hour was over.

Lined up before the bar at one side,
Forbes caught sight of three men that both
Linwood and he knew well: Traube, Morri-
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son, and Hammell. Them he approached
with his routine tale, now getting thread-
bare as a beggar’s whine—the tale he found
himself growing monstrous sick of—the tale
that fairly crossed the grain of him, to tell.
Traube heard him only half-through,
then glanced at his watch, murmured a few
perfunctory words of regret, and executed a
strategic retreat toward the Hindenburg
line of the exit. Morrison had a hard-luck
story of his own to tell, and told it, ending
up with a plea to borrowa little money him-
self—a plea that Forbes readily penetrated
as a ruse to escape the necessity of lending.
As for Hammell, he only shook his head
and began whistling:
Sorry I ain’t got it. If I had you could get it;
But I'm all down and out.

With a curse of angry disappointment
Forbes turned away.

“ You’re a hell of a fine lot of friends, I
must say!”’ he growled. ‘ This Wall Street
bunch is worse than a pack of wolves. Let
-one fall, wounded, and the rest will tear
him to’ pieces. He’s a good fellow as long
as he can run with the pack, but once he’s
down, God help him!”

Faint with nerve-strain, exhaustion, and
famine, he fronted up to the lunch-counter
at the rear of the place, took a.cheese sand-

+ wich, some olives,.and a couple of hard-
boiled eggs. He ate with ireful haste, then
turned to the bar and ordered a mug of
musty. Just as he was blowing back the
drift of foam at its lip, he felt a touch on
his elbow.

‘ Beg pardon,” said a voice, a thin voice,
a bit quavering, but kindly. “ What seems
to be the trouble? I was just sitting here,
having a bit of lunch, and really couldn’t
help overhearing a little of what was going
on. You seem to be in difficulties of some
sort. Can I assist you in any way?”

“Why —I don’t . know,” answered
Forbes, setting down his mug. “ You see,

it isn’t anything I'm up against, personally. -

It’s—well, a friend of mine that’s in a tight
box, and—"

He paused, hardly knowing how to con-
tinue. Puzzled, he contemplated the man
who had thus dropped anchor in the har-
bor of his perplexity; something of an old-
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ish man, say between sixty and sixty-five,
with a shiny bald-spot ringed by wavy
white hair; a ruddy, mild, wrinkled face
that somehow reminded -one of a withered
Baldwin apple, and the most kindly pair of
blue eyes that ever peered out through gold
spectacles — a shabby-neat old gentleman,
whose somewhat faded coat, white tie and
round cuffs conveyed the flavor of another
era—an old gentleman to whom one felt in-
stinctively like entrusting one’s inmost
secrets—on the whole, a most extraordinary
old gentleman.

“It’s a friend of mine,” repeated Forbes,
somehow feeling his heart expand and open
toward this unknown man, whose words
rang in so different a chime from the ex-
cuses, circumlocutions, and half-malicious
banter of all the others. ‘ He’s honest;
he’s tried to do the best he could, but he’s
been playing into rotten luck, and now he’s
up against trouble, terrible trouble. I'm
trying to help him out, that’s all.”

“ Trouble?” asked the old gentleman.
“ What kind of trouble? Tell me all about
it.”

Forbes drank off his ale, to give himself
a moment for quick thought. Who could
this man be, and what his motive? A little
suspicion whispered to be heard; but
Forbes suppressed it. No; men like this
need not be feared. Forbes decided to an-
swer everything.

“ Well, it’s this way,” said he, shoving
his mug back over the bar. “To put it
plainly, he’s flat-broke, and owes a lot of
money. He’s wiped out—that’s the whole
story.”

“ You call that real trouble?” smiled the
old gentleman. '

“ Why, yes. Of course. It’s bad enough
for anybody, but ke makes it ten times
worse. It’s his idea of ruin. He can’t see
anything else in life, at all. I'm trying to
help him pull through, and everybody I've
asked for a loan—all friends of his—has
given me the gate. Now you've got the
whole thing in a nutshell.”

The white-haired old man studied over
this a moment, then, with a look of great
wisdom and understanding, nodded.

“T see,” he said, in that quiet, tolerant
voice. “ He’s a young man, you say?”
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“Yes. Thirty-four.”

“T might have known. ‘ Youth must be
served.” That’s an impatient age. Must
have its own way, or won’t play at all.
Can't see life as a give-and-take, with the
take often predominating. What’s his
name? Do I know him?”

“ James Linwood—]. B. Linwood. He’s
a broker, at—but no matter where. On
Broad Street; that’s enough.”

“ Ah, yes, I think I've heard of him,”
said the old gentleman. ¢ Rather a tall,
thin fellow? Yes, yes. Ne'w England ac-
cent. Always- flats his ‘rs.’ From Ver-
" mont?”

“ New Hampshire.
shire.”

“Correct. I remember, now. Yes, I
know him, more or less indirectly. And
you say he thinks he’s ruined?”

“ He's positive of it,” answered Forbes.
“It's a fact that he’s cleaned out like a
split herring.”

“ What of that?” asked the old gentle-
man. ‘“Only a young man calls that fatal.
Only a young man sets his heart so very
firmly on money that he can’t see anything
else. A young man simply doesn’t under-
stand life, that’s all.” He gestured toward
the window, where the passing tides of life
flowed to and fro, unceasingly. “I wonder
if he ever stood in this window and watched
the contrasts, and analyzed and grasped
them?”

“ Contrasts?” repeated Forbes, rather
mystified. Truly, this old gentleman spoke
strangely and in a manner rather hard to
follow. “ Just what do you mean by con-
trasts?”

“ Why, poverty and wealth in this case.
There, see there, for instance. See that
man with the silk hat, just coming out of
that doorway? Take a good look at his
face. Does he look happy, to you?”

“No,” answered Forbes, shaking his
head. “I can’t say that he does. Why?”

“ Well, that’s Dudley K. Parsons, Jr.
He's worth between nine and ten millions—
some say twelve to fifteen. Think of hav-
ing all that on one’s shoulders to carry
round, will you? He’s one of the most un-
happy men I know. His burden is simply
killing him. He’s only forty-six, but he

Keene, New Hamp-
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looks a good ten years older, as you see.
And there’s that other one—that thin man
with the light overcoat, trying to read those
legal papers as he elbows his way along, as
if every moment was his last.”

“T know him,” put in Forbes. ¢ That’s
Stevens—E. Howard Stevens, of the Con-
solidated Corporations Company. What
does Bradstreet rate him at—twenty mil-
lion?”

“ Something like that. And there—look
at old ‘ Tiger’ Caldwell! Just coming past
that truck, there. Doesn’t seem to have an
ounce of fat or a drop of blood in his body.
Dried up, withered, done for, heart and
soul. Three hundred and fifty million, at
the inside. Ever see a mare miserable face?
Stand here an hour, and you'll catch a
dozen or two of ’em, Mr.—Mr.—”

“ Forbes. David Forbes.”

“ Mr. Forbes. Glad to know you.” The
old gentleman’s hand, slim but vitally
warm, grasped the engineer’s. “ By the
way, my name is Harknes. Joel Hark-
m."

“ Oh!” exclaimed Forbes, tightening his
grasp. “ You don’t mean to say—you’re
not the Joel Harknes, are you?”

The old gentleman smiled cheerful as-
sent. .

“ The same,” said he. * But never mind
about that. As I was saying, there’s not
one of these °fortunate ones,’ whether
they’ve got one million or five hundred, but
looks overdriven, harassed, miserable, slav-
ish. Of course the reason for it is—"

Forbes did not hear him. The unbound-
ed astonishment of this meeting had quite
robbed him of the power to listen. How
then could this thing have happened? Who
but had heard, for years, of old Joel Hark-
nes, without contest the most mysterious,
erratic, lovable old figure on the Street?
And who after all, knew anything definite
about .hlm? No fma.ncxal register had ever
been able to make him give his rating; no
data whatsoever existed as to his wealth—
reputed to be enormous; no facts were dis-
coverable about his operations. Rumor
had it that he bought, sold, traded, financed
and took his profits all through channels
that completely hid his connection with the
business. Rumor told a hundred odd,
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whimsical tales of him—but what the facts
-were, who could say?

And still old Joel Harknes kept on phil-
osophizing, as he stood there in the win-
dow of the lunch-club with his new ac-
quaintance. Forbes constrained himself to
quell his astonishment and to give ear.

“ But now, on the contrary,” Harknes
was saying, “ now see that messenger-boy?
Hear him whistle?”

{3 Yﬁ ”

“ Where can you find a slnmng morn-
ing face ’ like that among the millionaires?
Where can you find a smile like that?”

“ Nowhere, in the vicinity of money, I
guess,” admitted Forbes.

“ Look at those two youngsters in that
doorway, pitching pennies,” continued the
mysterious millionaire. “ Happy? Bet
your life they’re happy—and I don’t be-
Keve either of ’em is worth a dime, all told.
See that teamster, with the cob pipe. No
frown on that face, eh? And—" -

“ Yes, but pardon the personal question,”
interrupted Forbes; * how does it come that
you aren’t—well, all the things that other
millionaires are? Yow look happy enough,
and healthy enough, and all that.”

“ Ah, my dear sir,” smiled Harknes, his
eysverykmdlythroughhxsspectada,“l
happen to be a philosopher. I recognize
money as the servant of man, not his mas-
ter. I have preserved my sense of values,
my just discrimination between ruling my
business and letting my business rule me.
Not every man can do that thing. I hap-
pen to be the exception. All I'm laying

down is a general principle. If your friend

- Linwood could do the same—"

“ But it isn’t all money with him, at
that,” Forbes came to Linwood’s defense.
“It’s partly money, and partly his friends
—or rather the idea he’s got that, now he’s
in trouble, he hasn’t any. The fact is, Mr.
Harknes, they are acting rather rotten.
Most of them are deserting him. I may
say, all of them, so far, that I've inter-
viewed. But I still believe he’s got a few
that will stick.”

“ Friends?” queried the old gentleman.
“And he’s only thirty-four? Why, he’s
not entitled to any, at that age. Aoquaint-
ances, yes, if you please; but no real hon-
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est-to-God friends. When he gets to be
sixty- seven, like me, he’ll have the right to
expect ‘em—a few. A few, mind, only a
few, tried by the sturm und drang of long
experience. But at thirty-four, pshaw! So
that’s what he’s grieving his heart out, over,
is it?  Why, he’s only a boy, after all. No,
no, sir, his reasons aren’t valid. No money
and no friends, at thirty-four, and he’s dis-

ocouraged! Why, life has hardly begun for
him, yet. Tut, tut—nonsense, sir—non-
sense!”

“ That may all be, Mr. Harknes, from
your viewpoint,” answered the engineer;
“ but all this is very real and very serious,
to him. I’ve volunteered to help him, and
I can’t go back with just & bundle of max-
ims and a little philosophy. I started out,
a while ago, to test his theory by trying to
Taise some money for him, and I must con-
fess that, so far, his diagnosis is pretty
nearly correct. 5o far, though I've asked
ten or a dozen men that he’s always count-
ed friends, not one of ’em has been willing
to chip in a peany.”

“ ¢ Straightway with one accord they all
began to make excuse,’” quoted the old
gentleman, “or words to that effect. Is
that the idea?”

“ Yes, that’s it. So you see—"

“1 admit it’s bound to trouble him, when
he knows it,” mused Mr. Harknes. “ And
thatwﬂlbeapxty—-arealpxty Letme
seey now; let me see—"

Foramomenttheddgentlmmre-
mained sunk in thought, his mild eyes peer-
ing out at the busy, moving mass in Wall
Street, as if seeking inspiration there. Then
all at once, with a quick, jovial, upward
glance—a shrewd, penetrant glance, too—
he said:

“ Would you be willing to folow a little
plan I might suggest?”

“ Why, certainly. That would be fine!
I—T don’t think I ought to impose on
you_n .

“Sh! The leprechauns might hear you!
If you'll come with me, sir, it’s quite possi-
ble I may evolve some solution for your
difficulty and his.”

“ A solution? You mean—"

“1 mean that I invite you to accompany
me to my office, where we’ll take a very
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practical step toward putting Mr. Linwood
on his feet again. You accept?”

“Do I? Lord, yes!”

‘“ All right, then, that’s settled,” decided
the old gentleman with a smile. “ Come
along, sir; let’s be going to my office—let’s
see what can be done for this friend of
ours,”

A SAMARITAN IN WALL STREET.

OMEWHAT dazed by this sudden and
unexpected turn of affairs, Forbes
made way down Wall Street with

Joel Harknes, who now said never a word
as they elbowed through the hurrying press.
Three or four minutes’ walk and a swift up-
ward flight in an elevator brought them to
a small, well-lighted office high up above
the turmoil of the money-plexus of the
world.

The old gentleman methodically hung up
his hat and coat, slipped into thin office-
coat of black mohair, and.set a black skull-
cap on his bald-spot, while Forbes, with a
glance or two, was sweeping up the office
into his consciousness—a plain, simple
office, with neither clerk nor stenographer
—an office of the old style, with an ancient
safe of the variety that yeggs boast they
can crack with a can-opener, a lot of dusty
file-boxes, and quantities of neatly folded
newspapers piled in one corner.

“ As eccentric a place as the old man
himself,” thought Forbes, as Harknes sat
down in the antique swivel-chair padded
with a red cushion, in front of the desk
which had grown in the crop of 1848 or
earlier.

“ Be seated, sir,” invited the mysterious
millionaire, with a smile of pure hospitality
as he extended his -hand toward- the only
other chair in the place. “ Sit down, now,
and let me think a minute. Let me see
what can be done. Let me see—let me
see—"’ -

Forbes’s sense of delicacy dictated that
he should proffer no suggestion. Even
keeping silence, he felt an odd little half-
sense of shame—something as if he had
been a beggar about to receive a ‘“ hand-
out ” of cold victuals, or a blind man wait-
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ing for a nickel to fall into his palm. But
thoughts of Linwood and his dire need sup-
pressed these unpleasant sensations. Pa-
tiently he waited, while the old gentleman,
head resting on hand, eyes half closed, im-
mersed in deep cogitation. There was
something calm almost to the point of the
patriarchal in the mild benevolence of that
pensive face, lined by long years of thought
and insight and the wisdom of life.

Why had this sphinxlike financier, al-
most a total stranger to Linwood, shown an
interest where all the others had turned
aside with a jest, a sneer, an excuse? What
might be his inner motive? Forbes could
not plumb it; but he had very little time to
whip the trout-brook of speculation with
the fly of interrogation, for already Hark-
nes had ceased his pondering and was be-
ginning to take action.

With a thrill of that eager expectancy
we all feel when we realize we are certainly
going to get something we want—as, for
example, when the distant uncle’s will as-
sures us of a liberal bequest—Forbes saw
the old gentleman reach into a pigeon-hole
of the desk and draw out a pocket-size
check-book. '

Opening this at the first check, Joel
Harknes dipped pen in ink-bottle and bold-
ly signed it. Forbes’s gratification turned
to a kind of dull wonder, and this to an as-
tonishment ever more and more acute, as
he watched the old financier keep turning
check after check, and—as calmly as if he
had been addressing envelopes—sign them
all, every one, to the very last.

Not one date did Harknes write, nor one
amount. Nothing but a signature on each,
leaving everything else entirely blank, mak-
ing each little slip of paper valuable to
whomsoever should hold it, to a degree that
Forbes could only estimate as overwhelm-

This extraordinary task consumed per-
haps five or six minutes, for every name
was written with great care and duly blot-
ted. When the book was at an end, Hark-
nes smiled at the staring Forbes, closed the
book, and extended it to his visitor.

“ Here, my dear sir,” said he, “ is a little
something which may perhaps help our
friend to recoup himself and get on his feet
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again. Will you be so very kind as to hand
it to him, with my regards, and tell him to
make such use of it as his best judgment
may dictate? Beyond this, I need say
nothing.” '

Stupefied by this perfectly incredible
happening, Forbes accepted the book. One
by one he flipped over the checks. Each
ome bore the signature, in a precise and
old-fashioned hand:

JOEL K. HARKNESS

Just that alone; nothing more.

“ Good Lord!” thought Forbes, in a daze
—a daze through which temptation seemed
%0 nod and beckon, though futilely—* this
gives the holder of this book carte diamche
with the millionaire’s account in the Man-
bhattan National Bank! It’s an unheard-
of thing—it’s incredible—it can’t be true!”

The old ' gentleman, still smiling,
drummed on the desk with gnarled fingers.

“T ‘trust,” said be, “ that this will suf-
ficiently relieve Mr. Linwood. I hepe his
dificulties will be entirely overcome by
what I consider it a pleasure and an howor
to hand him.”

For a moment Forbes could lay tongue
to no answer; then, pulling himself to-
gether, he made shift to stammer:

“ My dear sir, are you—are you quite
aware of — pardon me for asking, but do
you realize what you have given me?”’

“Perfcctly.”

“ You are turning over to me, without
any receipt or guarantee—"

The mysterious millionaire raised his
hand in an cloquent gesture of assurance
that el was well; that all was as it should
be.

“ Pray accept what I have offered,” said
ke, in his quiet, measured tones. “ Let
there be no conditions, no limitations or re-
strictions whatsoever. Your friend—rather
let us say, our mutual friend—is in diffi-
culties. He believes that money will solve
his problem. I wish to relieve his anxiety.
My action, I'trust, will bear good fruit.”

“ Yes, yes, of course; but you haven’t
specified any amount, at all, in any of these
checks!”

“ Mr. Linwood, himself, should de the
best judge of what he needs,”

n

“ This is most astonishing! It’s the most
extraordinary thing I ever heard of in all
my life!”’

“ Mr. Lmwood’s need also seems to be
extraordinary, from what you tell me—
need not only of money, but also of the
knowledge that friendship, trust and faith
still survive in the world. I am merely
matching my resources against his necessi-
ties.”

Forbes could utter no reply, but sat there
staring first at the amazing old gentleman
and then at the Aladdin’s lamp of a check-
book—a very Fortunatus’s purse of &
check-book, indeed—as if a miracle from
the Arabian Nights had just been wrought
before his dazzled eyes.

Then, suddenly catching the magnnude
and inspiration of the moment, he stood up,
took a step or two, extendedhishand, and
seized that of the old gentleman in a strong

“I—1 don’t know how I'm going to
thank you,” he began, lamely enough.
“ Any words of mine will be—"

“ Quite unnecessary,” the mysterious

" millionaire finished the sentenee for him.

“The very best thanks I can have—and
really, I’m not asking any at all—will be to
know I've put a good chap on his feet
again. That’s quite enough.

“ And now,” he added in 2 little different
tone, “I really beg you to spare me any
further discusston. I've get a lot of impor-
tant little things to attend to—important to
me, that is, though really, nothing is mevre
important in this world than anything else,
just as nothing is any more wonderful than
anything else, if you know how to under-
stand things. Pray don’t misunderstand
me when I beg you to excuse me from any
more conversation.”

All but speechless, Forbes let go the old
gentleman’s hand. For a moment he stood
there, half-dazed, hardly knowing what to
do. But the financier, drawing some pa-
pers toward him on the desk, was already
beginning to busy himself with his own af-
fairs. Forbes moved toward the door.

With hlsha.ndontheh)obhemrned
for a last few words.

“ My dear sir,” he began, “ in all my ex-
perience I bave never got up against anmy-
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thing like this, in the way of generosity.
It quite reverses my idea that the world of
business is nothing but a bunch of grafters,
every one trying to do all the rest, and—"

“ Good day, sir; good day,” the old gen-
tleman closured his remarks with just a
tinge of asperity. * If I have rendered you
any service, I beg you will reciprocate by
taking up no more of my time. Good
My! »

Forbes put his best foot forward to run
straightway back to the office of Linwood.
At the locked door he banged imperatively.
Fevered at any delay, he rattled the knob
thereto. Linwood opened, his face a gray
mask of weariness, disillusion, and the hate
of life.

“ Back again?” asked he, in flat tomes.
“Tt didn’t take you long to find out there
was nothing doing, and—" _

“ Nothing do-ing?” shouted Forbes.
“ My God, man, I’ve got a million for you!
You were talking ten thousand, and I've
raised a million, cold!”

“ A —what?” demanded Linwood, his
eyes widening, his jaw dropping. “ Say,
what kind of hop have you been smoking,
now? You're nutty!”

“ Nutty, am I?”” exulted Forbes, hauling
out the check-book. ¢ Hop-head, am I?
Ring off on that stuff, and look at this, will
WU?"

Into Linwood’s hand he thrust the book.

“Talk about your talk-abouts!” cried
he. “Can you beat that?”

Understanding not, frowning in the ef-
fort to comprehend, Linwood stared at the
book a moment; then, holding it by the
binding, ran over the checks, flipping them
one by one to view.

“ What the devil is all this?” he demand-
ed, ugly and suspicious. “ What are you
trying to slip over on me, now? Some
bunk proposition? I'm over seven, you
know. What’s the idea, handing me a book
of blank checks on the Manhattan Na-
tional?”’

“Blank nothing!” retorted Forbes,
keyed up to a quivering intensity of nerves.
“ They’re all signed, every last one of them.
Can’t you read? Look there, and there,
and there!” He stabbed an excited fore-
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finger at the checks as they passed in re-
view. ‘“Signed by a millionaire! He’s
turned over God knows how much cash to
you—no receipt, no restrictions as to
amount or use, no interest—"’

“ What are you handing me?’’ interrupt-
ed Linwood, going a shade paler. ‘ What
are these things, anyhow? Forgeries?”

“ Forgeries, nothing!” snapped Forbes,
in anger at the other’s persistent skepti-
cism. “I saw him write the signatures,
myself, every blamed one of ’em. He in-
sisted on my taking the book—said you had
carte blanche—said you were the best judge
of how much you’d need, to come back on.
With backing like that, you can make a
clean-up in no time, such as the Street
aever saw. Everybody thinks you’re down
and out. You can just simply wade right
through ’em, before they begin to tumble.
It'll be a slaughter—a regular Battle of the
Marne! You can turn the trick on all of
‘em, especially the gang that threw you!”

In his haste and eagerness the words
fairly tumbled over each other, cascading
from his lips; while Linwood, reft of speech,
stood staring first at him, then at the check-
book, as if at some miraculous thing that
had swooped in upon him from the Fourth
Dimension.

“T braced a dozen of your friends,” con-
tinued Forbes, at a great rate. “ They all
turned me flat, gave you the merry ha-ha,
and said it served you right for trying to
tip the market upside-down. Said you were
only getting what was coming to you, and
wished everybody like you would get theirs,
t00. You had your bet won, that far, any-
how. I thought it was all off — thought
you’d won. Then the old man overheard
me talking, in a café, and volunteered. I
never asked him for a red. It’s all his own
doing. Can you beat it? Can you beat
it?”

Linwood made no answer, but stood
there trembling a little,. his lips beginning
to quiver.

All at once he threw the check-book on
his desk, and sat down heavily in his chair,
overcome by the swift force of the reaction
sweeping over him.

“ Clear out, Dave,” said he, huskily.
“ Get out — blow — I'm going to make a
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damn fool of myself. Ill thank you later,
when I'm myself again. But for God’s
sake, man, get out of here at once, now.
Get out!”

ARMORED IN PERFECT FAITH.

ORTY-EIGHT hours from that time,

in answer to a call of: “ Come in!”

Linwood entered the archaic little
office of the mysterious millionaire. The
old gentleman looked up, smiling very
amiably, as he turned im his swivel-chair
and fixed those mild blue eyes of his on the
visitor.

“ Good day, sir,” said he.
do for you?”’

Linwood held out his hand; & hand that
did not tremble now; a hand firm and
strong as his face, which had recovered its
former self-reliant, wide-awake confidence
and strength.

“ My dear sir,” said he, as he warmly
shook the old gentleman’s hand, “I am
Linwood— James B. Linwood. I’ve come—"

“Yes, yes, I know you,” interrupted
the old gentleman. “ Won’t you kindly sit
down?”’

“1 have come,” persisted Linwood, tak-
ing the other chair, “ to return that wonder-
ful check-book of yours and to thank you
for the use of it—thank you, that is, so far
as any words can possibly serve.”

“So you did use it, did you?” queried
the financier, smiling a little as he crossed
one leg over the other and leaned back in
his chair. “ Well, well, bless my soul, Mr.
Linwood, I'm very glad, indeed, it came in
bandy. I'm glad it was of service. You
really used it, eh?”’

“ Why, yes. Constructively, that is. It
saved the day, for me—saved my fortunes
—more than that, my life. I just don’t
know what to say —how to thank you,
or__” -

“ The faot, alone, that I've been of ser-
vice to a man in trouble, or a man who
thought he was in trouble—it’s really quite
the same thing —is thanks enough,” re-
turned the other, speaking very quietly and
gently. “ Please don’t say more. I under-
stand. We all need a boost, once in a
while. I'm interested, however, to know

“ What can I.
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just what use you made of the checks. Just
how much you had to draw, to rehabilitate
yourself. Not that I care for the money,
at all, you understand. That’s quite im-
material. My curiosity springs from a to-
tally different source.” His eyes twinkled
just a little, behind their lenses. * You
don’t mind telling me, do you?”

“ Why, mo,” answered Linwood, drawing
the check-book from his pocket and laying
it on the desk. “ Though I confess it’s
rather odd. The curious part of the whole
affair is that I —1I really didn’t touch a
penny of it, or need to. Just the credit
you established for me, the knowledge that,
if driven too hard, I had your funds back
of me, turned the trick. I won’t bother
you with details. All I need say is that I
got a fresh grip on myself, took a couple of
long shots and—well, won out. I'm clear
of debt, this minute; I've squared every
last red cent, and I’'m seventy-six thousand
ahead of the game. If that wouldn’t make
a story, what would?”

The old gentlema.n pondered a moment
then smiled again and nodded his black-
capped head, patriarchal with white hair.

“ Very good, sir, very good indeed,” he
approved. “ You've demonstrated the stuff
you’re made of. You’'ve tested your mettle.
More, you've done almost exactly what I
ocounted on your doing. A very pretty ex-
periment, sir. Admirable! I don’t know
when anything has given me greater satis-
faction. You've not only got yourself on
your feet, but you’ve helped confirm my
faith in human nature, especially American
human npature. I'm truly delighted, Mr.
Linwood. Let me congratulate you, and
myself, too. It’s really come out very well
indeed. You say you—you haven’t touched
a single one of those checks?”

“ Not one.”

“ That’s most fortunate, sir,” said the
old gentleman, * because, you see, they
weren’t good. Weren’t worth the paper
they were printed on.”

“What? What’s that you say?”

“Fact, sir. Not worth a tinker’s dam,
the whole bunch of ’em. The entire pro-
cess of rehabilitation, therefore, rested with
yourself. Your renewed self-confidence
turned the trick; nothing else. Just that,
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.Mr. Linwood, not another blessed thing.
You could have done it just as well without
those fooligh little pieces of paper, as with
them. Lots of banking and business is car-
ried on the same way. Confidence is the
key-note. Your confidence grew from a
few worthless bits of paper. Purely psy-
chological, my dear sir. Psychological,
nothing more.”

“ What do you mean?” demanded Lin-
wood, gaping with acute astonishment.
“ Your checks—no good?”

“ Not the slightest in the world, in this
particular bank. I haven’t a penny on de-
posit there. And very little anywhere else.
In the first place, I'm not a millionaire at
all. People think I am, though, and that
does just as well. Emire nows, that’s an #-
lusion. I'm not even actively in the mar-
ket. I have an annuity or two, that quite
suffices for my needs. I do a little business,
once in a while, and sometimes lend a bit
of money, which I usually lose, in the pur-
suit of my social researches. But it’s noth-
ing, nothing. I'm winnew among whales.
AR this, of course, is strictly confidential.
If it got past you it would very seriqusly
interfere with my real business.”

{3 Whi(j1 is_"

“ Merely to play the rile of spectator in
the greatest theater of human activities,
life and passions in the world — ch
Street,” explained the old gentleman, smil-
ing again. “T've got a box-seat at the
world-drama, Mr. Linwood. That’s el
But as for being an actor, no, no, not at all.
Pm so glad you didn’t uncover my inno-
cent little diversion by trying to cash a
check. It would have made no end of
trouble for both of us.”

“ And you risked all that for me?” asked
Linwood, amazed. “ You took all that
chance, for me?”

“ Why, yes. Yes, of course.” U

“ How did you know I wouldn’t—"

“ T trusted you, that’s all. I know some-
thing of human nature,” answered the old
gentleman calmly. “1I figured it all out,
pro and con, and felt morally certain you'd
do just as you have done. You’re of good
New England stock, sir. Revolutionary,
fighting stock. You ran true to form, just
ss I knew you would. The checks were
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merely intended as mental and moral stim-
uli. Even if I'd had a milion m that bank,
you ocouldn’t have cashed one for five
cents.”

113 Why mt?”

“ Why not? That’s simple. The name
I used, to sign them, wasn’t even my own
name. It’s nobody’s name—it’s a pure in-
vention.”

“ Not your name?” demanded Linwood,
more and more mvolved in puzziement.
“ You’re Mr. Harkness, aren’t you? Joel
K. Harkness?”

“ No, sir. ‘There is no Joet K. Harkness.
Not as I wrote it. I'm Joel Harknes—no
middle name, and only one‘ ess’ at the end
of sthe name. Joel K. Harkness, with two
‘esses’ is a meve abstraction. He doesn’t
exist. I made him up, for the eccasion, to
test you. Quite an experiment, eh? And
it succeeded so wonderfully well! In my
life-occupation of sitting here im this pri-
vate box, looking dowa at the cemédie hu-
maine, 1 don’t know when I've witnessed a
more enjoyable bit of actiom. Don’t talk
to me about geing to the theater. Life it-
self is vastly bigger—it’s & million times
more of a drama than anything ever staged
on the boards. And this kittle act I’ve just

- put en—admirable, sir; admirable!”

Struck dumb for the moment, Linwaod
could only sit there gazing at the kindly
old philosepher—taking him al} i, with e
sort of ocosmic wonder, black cap, silver
hair, spectacled blue eyes, ruddy face, and
Then suddenly he ejaculated: -

“ My God, can this be possible?”

“ Not only possible, but trwe. Though
you didn’t know it, Mr. Linwood, what I
really gave you was a book of seraons,”

“ Sermons?”’

“ Yes, sermons. One lay hidden under
each check. And al with the selfsame
texts of self-rellance, courage, determima-
tion, faith. I needn’t say more. I know
you understand me, now—don’t you?”’

Linwood’s hand went out te the old gen-
tleman again. Harknes grasped it warmly.

“ Good luck te you,” said he, with a look
of the most profound and heartfelt beneve-
lence. “If you've learned a lesson, all I
ask is that you won’t forget it. Remember
i, especially, next time things look black,
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if they ever do again. As for the check-
Jbook, I'm going to keep that as a souvenir
of one of the very prettiest experiments
T’ve ever conducted.

“ And now, Mr. Linwood,” he added, “ if
you'll pardon me, I'm so very, very
busy—"

Linwood released the philosopher’s hand.

“ I—I was going to offer you something,
by way of interest,” he ‘began. “If
you'll—

“ Quite useless,” smiled the old gentle-
man, picking up his pen and casting an eye
at a half-written letter. “I couldn’t think
of accepting a penny. Not one.” Em-
phatically he shook his venerable head.
“I've already been repaid, a thousandfold
—and, after all, I didn’t do anything but
write a supposititious name a few times.
No, no—no payment, Mr. Linwood. And
now, good day—good luck to you—good-
by!"

When Linwood, still in considerable of a
mental fog, had departed, and the door had
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closed after him, Harknes laid down his
pen, took up the check-book, and for a mo-
ment or two thumbed it over, smiling very
gently and wisely to himself.

“ A sermon under every check,” sa.xdhe.
“ The best kind of a sermon—not a meta-
physical, up-in-theclouds sermon, but a
practical, useful, every-day, God-helps-
them-that-help-themselves sermon. I wish
everybody in the world could have a ser-
mon driven home to them like that. I wish
everybody could understand that no man
can ever help any other man, save as he
shows him how to help himself. What a
different world this would be—how much
finer, and truer, and better, in a thousand,
thousand ways!”

For a silent moment or two he pondered.
Then, carefully putting the check-book into
one of the pigeon-holes of the old-fashioned
desk—still smiling with an inner warmth
of happiness too deep for words—he picked
up his pen and bent more to his unfinished
labor.

U U

A WAR-TIME PORTRAIT

BY CHARLES HANSON TOWNE

IS hair was golden as a girl’s; his cheeks were pink and white;
His hands were delicate and soft; he hated men who fight.
He never argued, never raised his gentle voice a bit;
If anything, he was too fine; he was foo exquisite.
But when they needed youngsters, those early days in France,
Young Rupert packed his grip and went to drive an ambulance.

He had a soft, bland way with him; he passed the drinks and smokes;
He hated ribald stories, he detested filthy jokes.
He loved the lovely things of life; he played—ah, what a touch!
Some said he was effeminate—men didn’t like him much.
But when the Allies needed help, young Rupert seized his chance;
He didn’t_balk; he didn't talk; he simply sailed for France.

His light companions loitered here—the chaps who laughed at him
Because he was too “ precious,” and because his waist was slim.
They’re guzzling beer in dim cafés, they’re smoking strong cigars;
They’re telling you what tkey would do with Kaisers, kings, and Czars.
But Rupert’s on the firing-line; he’s helping all he can.
Effeminate? Not on your lifel He's every inch a manl
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A SEMI-DUAL STORY

PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

ARL HOFFMAN, a wealthy old recluse and inventor, was found murdered in his study; the
safe was open, but nothing was missing but some 2 very important war inveatiom,
and suspicion pointed about equally to two men, Count Michael Missadoyeff, a Russian, who

had been trying to buy the patent and incidentally marry Hoffman’s beautiful ward, Marya
Townsend, and been turned dowm on both propesitions; and Robert Harding, supposed to be an
English secret agent, who was also in love with Marya. The housekeeper, the hostler, and the
secretary, Herbert Saxe, also came in for a certain amount of questioning. Bryce and Glace, private
investigators, took the matter up, assisted by Semi-Dual, a mystic and astrologer from Persia,
and the facts unearthed seemed to point to the Russian, until Harding mysteriously disappeared;
later they discovered that the latter mstead of being an Englishman was a member of the American
secret service set to guard the invention, and the mystery deepened. Dual, under his real name,
Prince Abdul, took a house near the- Russian and engaged Saxe as his secretary; the latter, of

course, did not know that his employer was interested in any way in the murder case. Moved
By Dual, Bryce somewhat baffled, suggested to Glace that they call upon Missadoyeff. :

CHAPTER VIL
A CLUE.

CONSIDERED Bryce’s suggestion brief-
ly, and assented: “ All right. Working
with Johnson, as we are, there’s no rea-

son why we should not go ask the count
some questions. We can at least get a line
on the man.”

And right there fate took a hand in the
tangle again, as we were to learn, though we
did not know it as we walked the few blocks
to the Missadoyeff house.

It stood huge and dark save for two
lights which glowed on either side of the
door as we went up the steps. -

A moment later we confronted a facto-

tum in livery who politely inquired our
business, and to whom I presented our
cards. He gave us seats in the hall itself,
departed to anmounce our presence and
bring us Missadoyeff’s reply.

As it chanced, it was the count himself,
however, who returned te us in person. Six
feet twa he was, if an inch, and built to cor-
respond. Clad in evening-dress, with a red

yrihbon across his bosom; masssive of head,
his lower face slightly bearded, with dark
eyes looking out from under bushy brows,
he was a man to command attention as he
paused in a door near the side and rear of
the hall.

“1If .you will step in here, gentlemen,”
he invited, as we rose.

This story begen in the AH-Story Weekly for August 28.
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We passed into a room evidently used as
a workroom by our host. There was a
grate with a fire, a huge table with a great
lamp, massive chairs, dull pictures in shad-
owed frames, the remains of what appeared
to have been a supper not yet cleared from
one end of the table, and an ash-tray on
which fumed a cigarette some six inches
long, and a half-emptied glass. Besides the
door through which we entered, and an-
other at the rear, there was no break in
the walls, other than narrow windows set
above a dark paneled wainscoting some six
feet high. The place, except for its sumptu-
ous furniture, was almost a cell.

“ Sit down, please,” Missadoyeff request-
ed, smiling without any lighting of the eyes.
“You police agents here are almost as
active as those of my own land, it seems.
One of you, named Johnson, was here a
few moments ago, and now you appear.”

That was a surprise in its‘way, but I met
the count’s eyes without letting mine waver.
“We do not desire to cause you annoy-
ance,” I said in reply, “ but we are trying
very hard to gain all possible information
concerning the Hoffman murder case.”

The count lifted his cigarette. “I am
afraid my information is limited in that
quarter. I told Johnson as much.”

“ Yet your pencil was found in the dead
man’s hand,” I told him quickly.

He nodded in a careless way. ‘ Where
it was doubtless placed. I inadvertently
left it in Hoffman’s house at the time of my
last call.”

“ When was your last call? We ain’t
doubtin’ you didn’t mean to leave it.”
Bryce made a tactless growl.

Missadoyeff eyed him calmly, however,
before he spoke: “ Mr. Glace, your com-
panion has execrable manners. Ignoring
them, however, I last called on Mr. Hoff-
man on the forenoon of the day before yes-
terday, as I think you say. I can incident-
ally verify that.” '

“ You left the pencil there at that time?”
T asked.

“ Yes,” said the count. “1 have a habit
at times of taking a little thing like that
and tapping when talking. I did so that
day. T forgot to replace the pencit. I can
understand your suspicion, of course.”
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I had been looking about. Now my eyes
came back to the table and the remains of
the supper. It seemed to me there had
been service for two. As the count paused,
I once more spoke:

¢ It appears we have rather taken off the
gloves in our questions and answers, count.
Can you account for your time last night
between, say, eight and ten?” I watched
him closely, in the hope of surprising some
fleeting expression, but was not repaid.

For he laughed. “ My dear man, of
course I can. I was in the company of one
of our most charming women.”

Something contracted within me. “ Miss
Townsend?” I questioned quickly, and kept
my eyes on his face.

He nodded and blew smoke. “Ah! I
see you know she is my dear friend.”

“ 1 thought Hoffman told you to keep off
the grass up there?” Bryce once more broke
in. :
Missadoyeff bared his teeth slightly
rather than smiled. “ Many have told me
to do things, my man, and few been
obeyed.”

“ What time did you leave Miss Town-
send?” I inquired.

Missadoyeff shook his head. I hardly

know. In pleasant company time means
little. Somewhere before ten, though, I
think.”

His words gave me a shock. In every
way they appeared to me an evasion, an
endeavor to convey a meaning other than.
the truth. They were in accord with his
story of the pencil, which, while plausible
enough, as far as it went, made no real ex-
planation as to who had placed it in Hoff-
man’s hand, or why. And now the count
was quibbling over the time he had left
Marya last night. Why?

Had he in reality left her later>—been in
Hoffman’s house with her? Had they gone
there together, and had there been a strug-
gle in which the count had struck the old
inventor with the well of ink, and had Hoff-
man, clutching frantically as he fell, caught
the pencil from the count unheeded by the
latter? Yet, what, then, of Harding? I
could not. have been mistaken in the agony
my words about him had aroused in Marya
Townsend’s eyes.
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I sat silent while all this passed through
my mind, and my attitude appeared to af-
ford the count some amusement, for he
smiled the least bit and drew a kerchief
with which he wiped his hands, his lips and
mustache.

“ Well, Mr. Glace, was my answer not
what you expected?”’ he remarked.

But now I was all attention again, be-
cause, as he had finished his use of the
kerchief and returned it with a sort of flick
to his pocket, my nostrils once more filled
with a subtle, penetrating scent. It was the
odor of attar of roses, and it floated from
Count Michael to me. '

“Ne,” I said frankly in answer, noting
Bryce all alertness now, too. “ You see,
we have positive proof that Marya Town-
send was in the Hoffman house some time
after ten last night.”

That time J shook his pose. Suddenly
kis eyes burned as he turned them full on
me. ’

“You have positive proof?” he repeated
in a voice of deliberate control. ‘“That is
a very definite statement, Mr. Glace.”

“It is one we can back with definite
proof,” I maintained.

“ What proof?” he asked, after a mo-
mentary pause of consideration.

“ A kerchief of fine linen, smeared with
ink—a kerchief bearing an ‘ M’ in one cor-
ner—a kerchief the exact duplicate of
which we later obtained in a way to leave
no doubt of its ownership—and one scent-
ed with the same perfume which you your-
self affect.”

I gave it to him straight. I could not
see how it could do harm, and I hoped it
might produce some additional information
"in return.

But it did not, in the way I expected,
for at the finish Missadoyeff laughed—
actually laughed.

“You police,” he cried. “ Pardon me,
but I fear I must smash your irrefutable
proof. Some time ago—just before your
Christmas—I gave a good-sized reception
and dance in honor of Miss Townsend, as
you may have heard. Among the favors
were boxes of handkerchiefs—for the ladies,
you know—made from very fine linen
from my own land, embroidered with vari-
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ous initials. As I recall it, there were sev-
eral of each letter in the alphabet, as it was
a large party I gave. Also with each box
was a small bottle of this scent, which is
genuine attar of roses. There were over a
hundred young women present, so you see
it would be so hard to pick definitely on a
single one whose name may begin with
an ¢ M.i ”

“ Damn it!” Bryce exploded.

Missadoyeff turned toward him. “T per-
ceive that to you, Mr. Bryce, the inference
is plain.”

“ Oh, it’s plain enough,” said Jim. “ It’s
one of the few things in this mix-up that is.”

Suddenly the count seemed to adopt a
lighter humor. He leaned back in his chair.

“ Just why should you men suspect me of
destroying old Carl Hoffman?” he asked.
“It would be a foolish action for a man
here in your country as the agent of a
friendly nation, to buy munitions and sup-
plies. Why should I be committing mid-
right murders? Let’s be sensible.”

“ Let’s quit fencing, count,” I returned.
‘“ International friendship is well enough to
prate of, but—would that friendship pre-
vent your laying hands on a thing which
would be worth all the munitions in the
world to your country, if you had a
chance?”

Missadoyeff narrowed his eyes. “ Mr.
Glace, you appear to have. a defmite con-
ception in your brain. Give it a name.”

I bowed. ,“ We know you had positive
knowledge of such an invention on which
Hoffman was at work. We even know you
tried to purchase the same. We know Hofi-
man refused to sell. We know the nature
of the invention, and also that since last
night the plans have been missing from
Hoffman’s safe. Am I plain?”

While I spoke, the count’s face darkened.
“ Indeed, yes,” he said, when I paused.
“ You might as well accuse me of murder.
But—are you sufficiently imbecilic as well
as to suppose I took Marya Townsend with
me as a witness of my crime? I admit, I
tried to gain those plans by honorable pur-
chase, and that he refused, as you say. If
there is a means to prove that T went fur-
ther in the matter, it is for you to find it.
I shall not help you, be sure. I should ad-
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vise you, however, to give over the attempt,
which will fail, ‘and devote your energies
to regaining the plans. There are other
agents of other nations abroad in your land,
beside myself. Do not forget that while
you follow the trail of a scented handker-
chief.”

“What other agents?”’ Bryce spoke again.

Missadoyeff shrugged. “ Any other
agent,” he returned.

Once more I changed my tactics. “ Were
you acquainted with a man by the name of
Harding, count?” I asked.

He gave a satiric smile. “ The blunder-
ing young American who attempted to per-
form a mission of espionage on myself? Oh,
yw‘”

“ Through Miss Townsend?”

. For an instant the man’s eyelids quiv-
ered, and then: “ Mr. Glace, it is said that
a little knowledge is a dangerous thing.
You appear to have gained a trifle here and
there. Do not, pray—trifle—too far.”

“ Meaning?” I challenged what seemed
almost a threat.

“ That we will discuss the young woman
no further, nor the attempts of this Harding
in her direction—nor insult her by the ‘in-
sinuation that she was a talebearer in either
direction. That is clear and comprehen-
sive, I hope.”

Despite my suspicions, I had to admire
the man’s stand. I began to suspect that
his interest in Marya had been due to the
girl herself—her beauty and youth, and
sweetness. At least, sincerity had rung in
his tones.

“ How much do you know of Harding?”
I resumed.

“ Dear me,” said the count. “ Johnson,
too, wanted to know that. Let me be brief.
I know he was a conceited young cub, who
fancied I did not know he was watching
my movements in connection with this Hoff-
man invention. I know he had the egotism
to seek to ingratiaté himself with a woman
as far above him as the stars. I know he
has disappeared since last night, setting all
you people by the ears, since coincident
with his disappearance Hoffman was found
dead and the plans of his invention missing.
That is all, I think.”

I decided to be as bold as the man be-
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fore me. “ What you don’t appear to'know
is that Harding is under suspicion,” I ab-
served.

Missadoyeff lifted his bushy brows. “ In-
deed,” he accepted. “I must revise m
opinion of you police.” !

“ He will be welcome when found,” I
said.

Missadoyeff smiled. “ Ah! You appear
to have a sense of humor, Mr. Glace,” he
replied. _

I answered his smile. ‘“ A sense of hu-
mor lightens a task, don’t you think,.
count?” I said, hitching my chair nearer the
table. For some time I had been eying
something lying in the shadow cast by the
top of the table on the floor. But I couldn’t
make it out, and I didn’t dare study it long
at a time without running a risk of attract-
ing attention. Yet some way the thing
beckoned my inspection, and I wanted to
know what it was. It seemed to lie just
where it would have dropped from the per-
son of one occupying one of the two places
laid for that still unremoved supper.

“Indeed, yes,” Missadoyeff returned.
“ After a verbal fencing bout we threaten

~to part in amicable fashion, with honors

even.”

“Not quite,” I returned. " You've
completely demolished a cherished clue for
lls-”

I was getting a better view of the thing
on the floor. So far as I could see, it ap-
peared a small oblong of some glazed mate-
rial, in shape not unlike a tiny envelope.
I put a hand in my pocket and drew out a
case of cigarettes.

The count held up a hand quickly. “ Oh,
but you must try one of mine,” he prof-
fered, shoving a tiny box across the table
in my direction. “ They are my own blend,
and, believe me, your country made me pay
a duty—they did, indeed.”

“ Thank you,” T accepted. I had planned
the thing, and it worked. I put out a hand
and took one of the long paper rolls, and
at the same time I dropped my own case.
Stooping instantly, with a purposely stifled
exclamation, I regained it, and also I gained
that little oblong something I had eyed and
schemed to obtain. I got it, palmed it
quickly, and rose. Missadoyeff struck a
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match and extended it to me. I lighted my
cigarette.

For a few minutes we sat chatting and
smoking before I turned the conversation
back to the pencil. “ You do not intend
trying to explain its presence, themn?” I
asked. .

Missadoyeff shrugged. “Nickevo,” he re-
joined. ¢ That is to say, there is no need
for me to bother. It is fate. How it came
there I do not know. How, then, can I ex-
plain?”

I nodded and rose. * There is no need
for us to take up more of your time,” I
suggested. “ Pray pardon the intrusion in
the first place, count.”

He got to his feet and accompanied us
to the door. “ Some other time, on some
other mission, we might prove better com-
panions,” he said, as the servant gave us
our coats and hats.

“When I am older and have learned a
greater finesse in verbal fencing,” I laughed.
¢ I have time—you are older than 1.”

"~ Missadoyeff nodded. “ As it happens,
to-day is my - birthday, according to the
Russian calendar. I am fifty-nine, Mr.
Glace. Good night.”

The footman held open the door. We
went out and down to the street. And there
I turned in the direction of the Polk Street
house. My heart was singing with elation
at what I had done.

“ What are we heading this way for?”
Bryce cut into my_mood.

“To see Semi,” I told him, “ and show
him what I found.”

“You found? Where?” he exclaimed,
in astonishment. -

“ Back there.” I took out what I had
picked from Missadoyeff’s floor. It was a

" small bag of fine glazed fabric, water-proof,
in fact. It was about two and a half inches
long by two wide. I held it toward him
under the corner arc lamp as we neared a

crossing. “ Do you know what that is,
Jm?”
He shook his head. “ No.”

“Then,” 1 went on quickly, “ Tl tell
you. It’s the sort of cover a secret agent
of this country uses to carry his identifica-
tion card about in. It’s clear proof that
Harding was in that room with Missadoyeft
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not later than this evening, or that’s how it
looks to me.”

CHAPTER VIIIL
DUAL TAKES COMMAND.

“Y N there?” Bryce stammered. “ As his

I prisoner—or his pal, do you mean?”’

“ As his prisoner, I think,” I replied.
“You know the count said Johnson had
been there. There were two places laid for
supper. He had Harding with him when
Johnson was announced. He’s holding him
for some purpose of his own. When John-
son came, Harding took a chance. He
dropped this little bag, hoping the visitor
might be some one who would know what
it was. Well—one visitor did.”

“ Granny!” said Bryce. “We'll tell
Semi—put Mulkins and Jenkins wise, and
then watch the wheels go round.”

I nodded. “ One thing’s certain. Missa-
doyeff didn’t get the plans, and I'll bet he
thinks Harding knows where they are, and
is trying to make him give up.”

“I gotcha,” said Jim. “ Come along.”

We quickened our steps to avoid all pos-
sible delay. My elation sill clung to me.
I had gone into the very lion’s den and
picked up my clue under his eyes. Even
now I could imagine Missadoyeff laughing
to himself at how he had added confusion
to my former doubts and sent me forth no
wiser than I came. Well, let him laugh.
Inside a short time there might be a laugh
coming to me, if my suspicions proved cor-
rect. At least, if they were right, it would
serve a further purpose still. It would in-
dicate that Harding had been in Hoffman’s
house—that in all probability it was his
footprints Johnson had found at the foot
of those vines—that he had dropped there;
and also, that the Russian believed that
Harding had either gained the plans, or
knew where they were—therefore, that the
count had fallen short in his intent of gain-
iug them for kimself.

I began to picture a provisional scene as
I walked, Missadoyeff and Marya Town-
send going to that house and coming inside
it at a time when Harding had about com-
pleted his task after killing the old inventor
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—whether in cold blood or in a desperate
endeavor to escape detection or detention
himself. Surprised, Harding would have
taken the only means of escape open to
him—down the vines—and so away from
the scene, leaving Missadoyeff to come up
and discover the body—Marya to scream
with horrified realization, bend to examine
the body and smudge her fingers with ink—
because, despite Missadoyeff’s clever ex-
planation about those kerchiefs, I had
watched him too closely to quite miss the
fact that he was very ready about giving
that explanation. Too ready, I thought
now, in the enthusiasm of my latest find
in the case.

To support that again was the passionate
anxiety, the terror of anxiety, in Marya
Townsend’s face that afternoon, when she
learned that Harding was missing. I smiled
to myself as I walked. It was all coming
out so very nicely—each piece of the puzzle
fitting in so exactly. And then suddenly my
smile died. If I was right, who put that
pencil in Carl Hoffman’s dead bhand?  If
Missadoyeff came after Harding, why, in
Heaven’s name, had he left the pencil there?
Surely he would have examined the body of
the dead inventor, and found that pencil
as quickly as the less astute Johnson had
done. My carefully built-up fabric having
reached the keystone upon which its perfect
arch depended, found no keystone and came
tumbling down about my ears. I swore
into the night.

“ What'’s the matter?” said Bryce.

“T thought I saw the whole thing for a
minute,” 1 told him. “ But there’s some-
thing missing.”

He chuckled. ¢ That’s the unknown
quantity Dual was talking about, I guess.
I've seen it all from start to finish about &
hundred times to-day. I've even started to
explain it to you once or twice, because it’s
easiest for me to think out loud, and talk
what seems like fool rot, just sorter arguin’
along with myself. An’ every time I had
that unknown quantity by the tail, it wig-
gled away and crawled back into its hole.
But we’re coming on, old boy. Every time
we do something, we get something more.
We're a jolly lot of little retrievers who go
get ’'em and carry ’em back to the man
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who can fit ’em all together, like we’re doing
now. Cheer up. I guess the man who
knew the unknown quantity was there this
mornin’ and will know about what it looks
like when he lamps it at least.”

That was a pretty long speech for Jim,
who generally grunted or puffed or snorted
a few words and subsided. It showed how
deeply he was moved by this little thing
which held us in its tangled coils. And his
words gave me fresh courage. They held a
truth incontestable in the face of all I had
seen Dual do in the past. They were the
most logical thing Jim had said all day.

Most surely, Semi had said this morning
that there remained a certain element to
be discovered. To that end he had taken
his usual step of removing his field of
operations to the place where we now were
aproaching. Why should I worry or tor-
ture my brain to understand? Why not do
as in the past, when I had gone where Dual
commanded, and done what he said, and
seen him bring order out of chaos, and cer-
tain, swift justice in the end, where others
had been baffled by the things he so certain-
ly unveiled.

We had reached the pavement in front
of 919 Polk. I turned toward its door. And
once more Bryce halted in his tracks.
“ Holy smoke!” he exclaimed.

This time I asked: “What'’s the matter?”

“ See’ here,” he said. * Speaking of un-
known quantities, there’s one bet we've all
been overlooking to-day. Hoffman’s host-
ler and the old woman living there with him.
They say they were asleep last night while
Saxe was out of the house. But how do we
know what they was doin’? Maybe—”

“ For Heaven’s sake, don’t put any more
kinks in this, Jim,” I interrupted, not with-
out a peculiar feeling that he was right. We
had not suspected. Why should we not
have suspected? Saxe had been gone when
the crime was committed. Why should they
not have known on what Hoffman worked?
Why should they not have known that Mis-
sadoyeff was after those plans? Why should
they not have been as likely to seek to come
by things as any other member of any other
nation? Had Keating, say, seeing the
fruits of Hoffman’s brain about to be given
elsewhere, sought to forestall action and
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taken them either for some country or for
the selfish gain—Dual had spoken of that
morning. Had he meant something like
that? -

We went up and rang the bell. Henri
opened to us almost at once. He waved us
toward the door of the reception-parlor.

“‘The master is in his study,” he said
softly.

Without other explanation he turned
back to a smaller hall I had seen earlier in
the evening, and seated himself on a chair
beside the little door which gave upon it
from Dual’s own private room.

That in-itself was surprising, but there
were more surprises in store, because as we
entered the blue-draped room we found the
door of the room beyond it open, and there
drifted out the sound of voices to our ears.

Beyond doubt some one else was with
Semi-Dual. Henri had told me to go in,
however, and I advanced toward the door,
to see that Dual sat in the presence of two
men, one of them short and stocky and one
lean and tall.

I stopped and stared. They were the
men I had seen in our own -office not over
two and a half hours before. - So Dual was
in touch with the secret-service agents? He
certainly was moving, it would seem; had
certainly made quick use of that number
I had given him when I was here before.

There was other evidence of his work
spread out before me in a mass of papers
which nearly ‘covered the desk—papers
themselves covered with circles and sym-
bols of astrological computations.

Yet rather than seeming exhausted by all
his labors, Dual never looked better than
he did that night. His work seemed to have
sent a slight flush into his olive cheeks. He
glanced up as Bryce and I paused in the
door and smiled his welcome.

“ Ah, Gordon,” he said quickly, “ you
have sought, it seems, and found. You
know Mr. Jenkins and Mr. Mulkins. Come
m."

“T have not only sought and found,” I
returned as I entered, “but I intended
seeking farther for Messrs. Jenkins and
Mulkins after I had seen you, and lo, they
are here. That should shorten the steps
of my mission greatly, I have been to the
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house of Missadoyeff. Gentlemen, do you
know what this is?”

I produced the little, glazed cover and
laid it in Mulkins’s hands.

He stiffened as though some one had
driven a fist against his jaw. His eyes
met mine swiftly, sharply.

“ Never mind that; where did you find
it?” he demanded almost bruskly.

“In the house of Count Michael Missa-
doyeff,” I declared, and waited for the ef-
fect.

Jenkins had risen and come over by
Mulkins’s side. The two men looked now
at one another rather than at me. I let
my eyes wander to Dual. He was eying
the little envelope with a slight smile. His
eyes shifted to mine with a look of com-
plete comprehension—complete understand-
ing. His smile deepened.

“ Missadoyeff was born fifty-nine years
ago to-day by the Russian calendar,” I
said.

Dual nodded He waved a hand slight-
ly to indicate the papers on his desk, as
one who would say that he was a.lready in
possession of the information.

Mulkins’s voice interrupted. ‘ Prince,
let me use that phone. This looks like that
Russian had our man in his grip. Just
let me borrow a coupla men from Johnson
for an hour, and we’ll see if he keeps up
that sort of thing around here.”

Then Dual did one of those peculiar
things which marked him as a man apart
from all others and his courses as different

- from those of ordinary men.

“ Before you do so, Mr. Mulkins, permit
me to ask Mr. Glace a few questions,” he
said.

“But we’re losing time. That rascal
may kill Harding before we get at him, for
all we know,” Mulkins protested with
something like heat.

Dual turned his eyes upon him. ‘ Mr.
Mulkins,” he returned, “I believe it was
upon my request that you came here. I
think it was upon my initiative that I have
interested myself in this matter from the
first. I have assured you that if I might
be granted your cooperation I would show
vou definite results.

“I am seeking not to do you a favor,
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nor to come at your missing associate in-
deed, but to clear up the entire circum-
stance, and thereby, in all seeming, protect
the lives and freedom of millions of people
—and in the end permit justice to be per-
formed upon the person of that one who
is guilty of this attempt upon life as em-
bodied in the person not only of Hoffman
but in the nation as well—in the world
perhaps. Are you aware, sir, that to-mght
the world is in danger?”

There could be no doubting his words.
Truth rang in their accents. Mulkins
seemed suddenly shaken out of all definite
ability to respond to the question.

It was Jenkins who spoke. “ Do what
he says, Bill—do what he says.”

Semi appeared to take it for granted.
For once he questioned me in public.
“ Gordon, what did you learn from Missa-
doyeﬁ'?”

I told him briefly, and he bent his head
to consider. .

In the end it was Mulkins to whom he
spoke. “I would suggest now, sir, that
you use the telephone to call a guard and
set it about the house of this Missadoyeff,
for the safety of this nation which you
serve.”

“ But Harding—” Mulkins began once
more in excited protest.

Dual lifted a hand. “ Mr. Harding is
not with Count Missadoyeff, nor in his
home at this moment,” he said.

“ What?” Mulkins stared. ¢ What
about this thing Glace brought back with
him, then?” :

“ Mr Glace, my very good friend, found
that some. time ago, Mr. Mulkins,” said
Dual.

# You mean the Russian’s sprung him?”
Mulkins got to his feet and faced Dual
direct.

“ Unless my judgment is utterly at fault
from the beginning,” said Semi-Dual.
“Mr. Mulkins, will you order that guard
about his place? Time is pressing.”

“Don’t be a mule, Bill.” That was
Jenkins.

Mulkins scowled. He was far from con-
vinced. But he sat down, and picked up
the instrument in one hand.

“What shall I tell ’em to do beside
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-stand around?” he inquired gruffly and

with rather bad grace.

In a way I couldn’t blame him. Myself
I was totally in the dark, but I knew Dual
too well to doubt that he knew—that at
last ke knew. This was the sort of work
he did when certain—when his labors had
brought results. Suddenly my whole mood
lightened. I looked at Jenkins and smiled.
And Jenkins shook his head and made a
grimace which said he was baffled; that,
like Mulkins, he was in the presence of
what he did not understand.

Dual answered the question. “ Tell
them to watch—to follow any soul which
leaves that house after they arrive near it -
—see where they go, and do what the occa-
sion requires when once they find out that

- destination.”

Mulkins spoke into the phone, hung up
the receiver, and set the instrument down.

“ Well, thats done,” he growled. * What
pow?”
“ An explanation,” said Semi-Dual.

“ Mr. Mulkins, if you and I are to work
together, I perceive that something like
that must follow. I cannot have our en-
deavors run at cross-purpose, as they
threaten to do. I can appreciate how pe-
culiar the things I have asked you to do
must seem. I can appreciate your natural
desire to rush to your friend’s assistance.
But—it would have availed nothing more.
You would not have found him had you
sought.”

Mulkins shook his head. “I can’t see
how you make that out,” he made answer.

Dual smiled. “ I have the fact that Glace
very cleverly told the count that Harding
was under suspicion. And'I have more—
much more. 1t is of that I wish to speak.”

Mulkins shrugged. “ Oh, all right.”

“ Mr. Mulkins,” Dual went on, “I have
told you I was 'a man half Persian, half
Russian—a mixture of both Occident and
Orient—capable of understanding the mo-
tives of each section and race. Why do
you suppose I came to this nation to live?
- “ 1t is because it is here that the nearest
approach to the highest ideals of nations,
of life, may be found—the nearest ap-
proach to man’s divine right to be born
and live out his life as an untrammeled
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individual exists. I have lived here, and
lived my own life in my own way.

“ To-day I stepped out of my life into
the cosmic life of man for a time, for a
purpose, because to-day this nation stands
threatened with the most terrible calamity
which could befall her at this time. That
calamity I desire to prevent. For that
purpose I am here; for that purpose I have
kept my finger on the pulse of this matter
all day long in so far as I could.”

“ You mean them plans?” said Mulkins.

Dual bowed his head.

Mulkins’s face lightened with a sudden
conception. “ You think he believes Hard-
ing knows where they are? He’s sprung
Bob so he can follow him to ’em and grab
them when he goes.” :

“ Harding will be followed,” said Dual.
“1 think the count is assured that Harding
knows where they are.”

“Then for God’s sake, why didn’t you '

let us go get him before he was started off,
instead of sending a guard?” the secret
agent demanded.

“ Because,” said Semi, “ Harding was re-
leased before you even knew he had been
in the count’s power.”

“ Before Glace brought back the envel-
cpe, you mean?” Mulkins stared.
Again Dual bowed. “ Yes.”

“ But—" stammered Mulkins.
Lord, man, how do you know?”

Dual gestured toward the paper-covered
desk. “ By these pages of calculations
which I have made to-day.”

“ You mean you've figured it out?” Mul-
kins mouthed.

“ Exactly.”

“ From what?”

“ From astrology, Mr. Mulkins—the
science of the planetary control of mundane
life.”

I heard Jenkins gasp. Mulkins grew
slowly red. He appeared to believe himself
being made a butt of.

“ Rot!” he exclaimed. * That bunk was
exploded a long time ago. Most of their
guesses missed fire.”

“ Because,” said Dual calmly, “ most of
the predictions may have been said to have
been guesses. Because in their readings
most of the readers failed to take into ac-

“ Good
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count some unknown quantity which influ-
enced the whole result.”

I stiffened slightly and waited, while
Mulkins considered.

“ Well,” he said slowly, ‘ there’s some-
thing in that.”

“ Mr. Mulkins,” Semi went on, “did
you study algebra in school?”

Mulkins nodded.

“ You know what the unknown quantity
is—something not determined, yet depend-
ing for its finding on the known elements
of the equation, and not found correctly
unless each step is properly performed.”

Mulkins nodded again.

“ Did you study geometry and trigonom-
etry perhaps?”

“ Sure. I had a fair education.”

“ They are the mathematics of angles,
are they not?” .

“ Oh, yes,” said Mulkins.  Sure!”

“ And a mistake in an .angulation makes
a woful error in the result?”

Mulkins grinned. “ Rather.”

“ Mr. Mulkins,” said Semi-Dual, “ as-
trology is the mathematics of the angula-
tion of the planetary influences governing
earth life. Given the quality of each planet,
and their positions at a given time, one
may certainly predicate their mean influ-
ence on any point of the earth’s surface. A
mistake will change the reading and the
predicted result either in character or time.

“ The angulation of the major influences
may even be correct and the reader may
fail to take into account some minor in-
fiuence which will still throw out the whole
—some unknown or unsensed quantity
again. Mr. Mulkins ”"—his voice dropped,
rounded, became rich and splendidly full—
“man is a finite creature and prone to err.
God, be He that of the Christians, the
Jehovah of the Jews, the Allah of the
Moslems, or the Oom of the Buddhist, is
infinite, at One with His creations, and
makes no mistakes; nor do the stars He
has placed in His heavens lie. It is finite
man who errs in reading the influences at
work in the universe.”

This was the old Dual I had known so
long and loved. I thrilled to him in
response. I looked at Jenkins. His ex-
pression was one of interest intense. But
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Mulkins still appeared unconvinced. He
shifted in his chair and frowned.

“ An’ yet you claim to do it correctly—
ain’t that flying pretty high? Ain’t you a
man?”’

Dual smiled slightly. “ Yes, T am a
man. But I do not read these signs for
personal gain nor self-aggrandizement nor
fame. When I read, I read only to gain
knowledge.

“ There is truth in the saying, ¢ Knock
and it shall be opened to ye, seek and ye
shall find.” I read, Mr. Mulkins, not only
with the eyes of the mind, but as well with
the eyes of the soul.”

Mulkins was plainly puzzled.
ke began.

Jenkins spoke for the first time to cut
him short. - “ Oh, shut up, Bill, and let
the man talk. A good many people have
believed the thing for a mighty long time,
I'm not sure that I don’t believe it my-
xlf.”

{3 But_”

CHAPTER IX.
DUAL EXPOUNDS THE LAW,
UAL resumed. “1It is all a science

of angles, to speak broadly, and the
~ determination of those angles—their
direction of operation—and hence the re-
sult of that operation. There are, too,
Toany ways of calculating those directions.
Yet the two methods most commonly used
are the primary and secondary determina-
tions. .
“ You have charged error. Bear with me
while I show you how easily error may
creep in.

“ In the primary determination of direc-
tions, one degree of space, or four minutes
of time, stands for one year of mundane
life. Tpe calculate by this method exactly,
the exact time of a person’s life must be

known—or if it is not, it must be obtained .

by methods of rectification, many of which
to the mere commercial astrologer are un-
known.

“ The true believer will use them to gain
true results——the dabbler will not. With
the exact time obtained, allowance is made
for the revolution of the earth on its axis,

86

Every four minutes of this, each degree of
revolution, contains the events of one year
of life. You can see how important the
exact time becomes. The error of onme
minute will throw the final result three
montks from the proper point where it
shou]d fall.

“Can you see, Mr. Mulkins, why un-
thinking people should blame the error on
astrology, and mnot upon the wrong
premise, upon which the whole fabric of
an astrological figure was erected? Yet to
so damn it were as reasonable as to expect
a right mathematical- answer to a sum in
which the wrong numerals were set down
at the start.

“ With the correct data it becomes pos-
sible, however, to determine exactly at what
angle the light of the various planets
strikes upon the earth’s surface at that
time, and thereby to predict a definite
result.”

Mulkins nodded slowly. “ Well,” he ad-
mitted, “ T suppose you might say it would
—but that’s astronomy, I guess.”

“ Astronomy is founded on astrology,”
Dual said quickly. “Let us go on. In
the sécondary method, most useful in most
cases because of the uncertainty of the time
when a thing actually does occur, each day
succeeding a happening, or while the sun
travels one, degree of the three-hundred-
and-sixty-degree arc of the zodiacal circle,
is taken to correspond to a year of life.

“ Hence each two hours would equal a
month—four minutes would equal a day.
As most births are recorded within a half-
hour or so of the time they occur, a sec-
ondary direction will, you see, generally
fall within a few days of the time fore-
casted, despite the variation in clocks and
the conflicting statements of people.

“ Where the correct time is given, a sec-
ondary direction will always, i properly
calculated, fall within five days of the
predicted time—and as a rule on the exact
date itself. The position of the moon in
the zodiac at the date when the direction
should fall will, in fact, govern the result
and determine if it fall five days before or
after the calculated time, or at what point
in between.

“ That being the case, the careful man
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can take the time his direction cites as a
basis for further calculation, and by bal-
ancing the moon’s influence and ascertain-
ing when it will be exerted upon the indi-
cated time, or withdrawn from it, predicate
exactly at what time the predicted event
will actually fall out.”

“ You mean that you’ve been applying
those rules to this Hoffman affalr?” Mul-
kins asked rather thickly.

I noticed that he eyed the many sheets
of paper on the desk with something like
respect.

“ Precisely,” said Dual. “ To continue
with the moon: she is the main factor in
calculating earth results, because of her
swift motion. She is also the main source
of error. The larger planets change their
positions far more slowly and hence their
angles.

“Let me explain. You can see that as
the earth revolves, and the moon, the sun,
and the various other planets advance in
that orbit which constitutes the zodiacal
circle or elipse, they, since their rate of
advance varies, will come to certain and
varying angles from time to time, both
as to themselves and the earth, and to the
position they occupied at the time of any
event.

“ Depending upon those angles, their in-
fluence will be good or the reverse. Angles
of one hundred and twenty degrees are fa-
vorable; angles of sixty degrees are also
‘good. On the other hand, an angle of
ninety degrees is bad; so is an angle of one
hundred and eighty degrees.”

He paused again and glanced at Mul-
kins. The man sat bolt upright in his
chair, his attention apparently fixed, but
he sa.ld no word of comment, and once
more Dual resumed.

. “You see, Mr. Mulkins, it is a.ll a
matter of angles. When a certain planet
arrives at a certain angle from another
planet in the chart of any life, or any event,
or at a certain angle from a certain point
where another planet was at the moment an
event occurred, it brings about other events
which will happen on the date when such
an angulation occurs, provided there are
no other influences operating to change

~ that effect.

~
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“ And in accordance with the character
of those planets entering into the angula-
tion, and the angle produced, those events
will be good or bad, as the case may be.
Yet we must take into account the charac-
ter of the planet aspecting, and the planet
it aspects, the character of the zodiacal sign
in which the planets are found, and the
nature of the astrological house or houses
in which the planets are placed.”

“Th’ what?” said Mulkins.
get that last.” -

“I should mention,” Dual explained,
“ that in casting a horoscope the supposed
heavens are divided into twelve divisions
denominated houses — six masculine, six
feminine, in their influence, alternately
arranged. Each house has rulership over
certain affairs of a man or a nation, the
weather, or horary questions. There are
also twelve signs of the zodiac so called,
alternately masculine and feminine, but
divided into four trinities, the fiery, the
earthy, the airy, and the watery signs.

“ Having told you that, let me go a
step farther and explain that as light, heat,
sound are but forms of force, planetary in-
fluences or light are but force refractions.
The zodiac is a prism through which uni-
versal force refracts. The sun throws its
rays to all planets. It is the same. But
each planet is different. It absorbs a part
of the sun’s ray and refracts it transformed
toward the earth. One planet absorbs a
preponderance of red—Mars, let us say;
one a preponderance of blue—Saturn; and
these transformed rays have different ef-
fects.

“ When two rays meet at an angle, they
either harmoniously blend or antagonize
one another. If their angle is good, the
result is good. If it is bad, the result is
evil, and the earth reaction is good or bad
as the case may be. If the rays of light
are in themselves antagonistic, the evil will
be intensified where the aspect is evil, and
the good will be more or less neutralized

“1 don’t

_where the aspect is good; and, where the

rays of light are in themselves harmonious,
the evil produced by an evil aspect will be
materially lessened, while the good pro-
duced by a good aspect will be augmented.
This fact most astrologers have completely
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‘periodthelongitudeofthemoon at birth will be

overlooked. And now, if perhaps I have
. made myself clear in the main, do you see
how easy it must be for error to creep in?”

Mulkins drew a kerchief and mopped his
neck.

“ Good Lord, yes,” he ‘admitted without
hesitation. What I can’t see is how it
could be kept out.”

Semi-Dual relaxed slightly from the pose
he had held and smiled. “ The answer to
that is extreme care, plus what 1 termed
some time ago reading not merely of cold
figures by the mind, but reading as well
the deeper meaning with the soul. The
man who hopes to learn truly the great
truths of life must come seeking with un-
selfish purpose and a clean mind.”

Jenkins cleared his throat. “ But see
here, prince, you keep emphasizing the im-
portance of getting the exact time when a
thing occurred, and nobody knows the
exact time when Hoffman was murdered.”

Dual turned slightly toward him. “ Your
point, Mr. Jenkins, is very well taken. If
there were no way around it, it would
brand my claims as false. True I did not
know the time of Mr. Hoffman’s death. 1
‘do now. It occurred at seventeen minutes
after ten last night. What I did ascertain,
however, was the time when the murder
was reported, and upon that I erected at
first a horery figure covering the general
conditions surrounding his death, from
which figure I was enabled to ascertain the
tiue time of death by calculating when the
aspect was in force which produced death.

“Having done this, and later being
placed in possession of the information as
to when and where Mr. Hoffman was born,
1 was enabled to erect his horoscope (along
‘with the horoscopes of several others under
consideration) and ascertain the exact time
of his birth by a number of methods known
to the scientific, esoteric astrologer.

“One of those methods is the checking,
from a provisional birth time, of directions
which are known to have fallen out. An-

other is the correction, by means of the -

prenatal epoch system, the rule for which
may be briefly stated:

“ When at birth the moon is decreasing in light,
at the prenatal period it will be in the zodiacal
sign sefting at birth, and at the moment of the
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seltmg.

“ When at birth the moon is increasing in light,
at the prenatal period it will be in the zodiacal
sign rising at birth, and at the moment of the
period the longitude of the moon at birth will be
rising.

“ Calculate the degree on the ascendant.

“ Calculate the moon’s longitude.

“ Subtract the nine calendar months from the
date of birth.

“ Ascertain the date nearest to the estimated
period on which the moon is in the sign re-
quired and transiting the degree of the estimate
ascendant or descendant at birth. Assume this
to be the exact day of the period and calculate
the moon’s longitude for that time, which longi-
tude should be the true ascendant or descendant
at birth, according as the moon is decreasing or
increasing in light at birth.

“The various metheds of correction
should always be used, that the result may
be proved beyond doubt. You will admit,
Mr. Jenkins, that it is a law of mathemat-
ics that a result, to be correct, must work
both ways. It is a poor rule which does
not do the same.”

Jenkins smiled slightly.  You used a
sort of process of exclusion, elimination,
and comperison,” he declared.

“ You must remember that besides being
a student of astrology, I have applied my-

'self to an understanding in part of those

higher forces of life so many people call
occult, because they are beyond the realms
of ordinary comprehension, rather than be-
cause there is any controversion of univer-
sal law in their operation.

“ This morning I erected my first figure.
My friend Glace here came with Mr. Bryce
and they gave me the fact that two men
and a woman appeared more or less in-
volved in the affair, and that one of these
men was the Missadoyeff, whose house
your men now are watching; also that seme
plans of a potential invention had been
stolen. I was then in a position to assign
provisionally at least to some of my sym-
bols certain characters in the probable
events of last night. Later still the same
source of information gave me the day and
year of birth of at least three of these per-
sons, which my figure held; the dead man,
Harding, and the woman. I then began a
series of corrections based upon the sig-
nificators of those persons and their posi-
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tion at the time when the murder was re-
ported, to find in what way their several
stations compared with deﬁmtely known
events.”

“ But what a task—what a labor?” Jen-
kins exclaimed.

Dual again waved hlS hand toward the
table. He smiled. ‘ A labor, yes. A task,
no. I hoped to serve—perhaps a world.”

“ But still I don’t see the need of fur-
nishing this place and moving in,” said
Jenkins. “I don’t follow you there.”

“Not now,” said Dual. “Later you
will. At present let me say only that even
before Glace came to me this morning with
Mr. Bryce, my first indefinite figure had
shown me a situation of peril for some
power, and a significator for whom my
friends’ story up to that time, as they told
it, gave no defiite place.”

. “That was th’ unknown quantity you
spoke of?” Bryce declared with some ex-
citement showing in his tones.

Dual bowed toward him. “ Yes, Mr.
Bryce. As I have said before, an unknown
quantity may sometimes throw an entire
calculation or situation completely out.”

“ And you finally made these corrections,
I suppose?” Jenkins resumed.

“Yes,” said Dual. “With the pro-
visional birth dates, it was easy enough to
erect a figure of each of the three concern-
ing whom I had that data, and compare the
results one with the other—and from that,
by harmonizing each with the other, to
arrive at the time of birth which would
bring  each into the position he or she held
last night.”

“Yep,” Mulkins burst forth,
that. Then what?”

“Let me ask another question before
you answer, prince,” Jenkins put in. “ You
explain very succinctly about the harmon-
izing of the Harding, Hoffman, and the
woman’s significators, as I think you call
them. But it is merely a few moments
since Glace, in my hearing, gave you the
provisional time of Missadoyeff’s birth, yet
you claim to have known that Harding had
left him before Glace arrived with the in-
formation.”

“ Once more you take good ground, Mr.
Jenkins,” Dual said. “ Were the final solu-

“I see
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tion of this matter to have rested upon the
birth-date of the Russian, it would neces-
sarily have been delayed some hours. I
have just told you I was a student of all
higher universal forces, and all force is the
same, refracted through the media of uni-
versal creation in various forms. By my
knowledge of racial psychology, of the
Russian’s position in this city, of his ends
and objects, I was able to-pick out the
significator in my horary figure which must
be his. Such significator, in the case of the
Russian, shows from its place in the korary
figure the part which the Russian has
played and is to play in this affair, and it
was not necessary for me to verify or dis-
prove his part in the transaction by
recourse to a figure erected for the time
and place of his birth. Had there been
doubt as to his standing, it would have
necessitated my checking from his birth-
date, which, however, in pursuance of my
custom, I will do at the first opportunity,
now that I have the data requisite for so
doing.

“ His significator primarily overshadows
those of the other participants in this tragic
intrigue. In the horary figure Harding’s
significator is separating from that of the
Russian, shortly after forming a conjunc-
tion therewith, and the full bearing of one
upon the other can be read by the nature
of the aspecting and aspected planets, the
quality of the, aspect operating between
them, and the nature of the house within
which they are placed.”

Jenkins nodded. “It was from this I
presume that you determined that Harding
had left Missadoyefi’s house?”

“ Exactly, Mr. Jenkins. By means of
that computation I had learned that Hard-
ing had left before Glace arrived here,
simply because at a time antedating my
friend’s arrival, the significators of Harding
and the Russian began an angulation which
would inevitably take them apart.”

“ Good Lord!” Mulkins gave vent to the
ejaculation. “ Why are we sitting here in-
stead of doing something ourselves, if you
know all about it?”

Dual smiled at his outburst. * Because,
Mr. Mulkins, the time when my directions
indicate the termination of this affair, has
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not yet arrived. 'Moreover, with all my
endeavors, my figures still contain a certain
quantity, not as yet definitely known.”

“ You mean that after all this you ain’t
sure?” Mulkins said, in something ap-
proaching sudden disgusted anger.

“ Not at all: I mean that the time is not
at hand to strike—that the evidence, as
even you yourself should know, is not all
at hand. Think, Mr. Mulkins. Why did
I call you and. your companion here in the
first place? I mean that this morning I
realized the unknown factor in this whole
affair—that all day the unknown quantity
has remained—the same—and that it is
the quantity which, when determined and
placed in proper position, will terminate
this affair, and place the answer in your
hands.”
~ “In my hands?” Mulkins questioned,

drawing back.

“In yours,” said Dual. “In this case
the unknown is the cause of all which has
happened. Shall I tell you why? Because
it alone can be made so to harmonize with
my figure, as to bring all else to pass.
Therefore, because of an unknown quan-
tity, Mr. Mulkins, you are here and Mr.
Jenkins, - Glace, and Mr. Bryce and 1.
Because of it, I took -this house and fur-
nished it forth as a setting for the drama
which shall, within its walls, be played out.

Because of an unknown quantity, to-night

an old man lies dead—the life-work of his
hands and brain is missing, two men lie
under suspicion by the potlice, a young girl
suffers what torture of unrest she alone
knows, another crime will, in my judgment,

be attempted, and a nation, a world, still _

hangs in danger. All this, Mr. Mulkins,
has come to pass, because of a quantity,
unknown.”

Again his voice rose and rang through
the room in mellow accents as he spoke.
He seemed for the moment inspired. Pur-
pose, knowledge, shone from every line of
his face, sounded in every word, over-
whelming doubt and commanding belief in
his words and himself.

And then his voice softened.
cause of that—because I knew how this
thing must baffle, because I desired above
all else to see innocence defended, and

“ And be-
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selfishness punished, and crime atoned, I
have taken this matter into my hands, and
asked your assistance—that . those things
might be accomplished, and the welfare of
a world which will never know of its peril,
preserved—and, in the final end of the
equation, immutable justice done.”

I thrilled again as he spoke. In the end
—1I did not doubt—it would all end right.
The plans then would be recovered if the
peril was to be averted. Never had Dual
spoken like this unless certain. Now, then,
he was sure, waiting only for the time ap-
pointed to arrive. I felt my soul fill with
renewed courage, a sort of radiated light of
hope.

“What’d I tell you?” Jim whispered
hoarsely at my elbow. ‘ He’s matched up
the pieces. He knows.”

Mulkins sat on staring—nonplused.

Jenkins sighed so that it hissed across
the room.

Mulkins roused. ‘“You mean you
know?” he demanded. “ You know who
killed Hoffman—who stole them plans?”

Dual smiled. “ They were not the
same.”
‘““ What?” The stout man seemed on the

verge of apoplexy, to me. His eyes were
popping. He breathed in harsh rasps.

I gasped. Great God, then some one had
killed in vain—a futile, fruitless slaughter.
Missadoyeff! The name flashed before me.
He had killed and been foiled on the verge
of success. That explained the pencil. He
had had no time to remove it.

“ The two acts were committed by differ-
ent people,” said Dual.

“You dope that out by means of them
figures of yours?” Mulkins challenged, and
sat waiting, puffing, his face a purple red.

Dual bowed his head. “ Yes. I will go
farther, Mr. Mulkins, and predict that
before long you will have word of Harding,
in proof of my prediction that he is at
liberty again.”

“If I do—if I do,” Mulkins declared
between gulps of astonished perception of
the gauntlet thrown down, * darned if I
don’t believe all you’ve said and throw in
with you at the end.”

“ That is what I desire,” said Semi-Dual.

And shrill through the room, the bell of
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the telephone rang, setting our nerves
aquiver, bringing us all figuratively up on
our toes.

Dnual glanced in my direction. “ Gordon
+—if you please.”

I rose and went to the desk, took up the
standard, placed the receiver to my ear and
mumbled a rather unsteady, “ Hello.”

“ Who's that?” barked Johnson’s voice.

“ Glace,” I said.

“Oh, hello, you up there,” he spoke
quickly. “Say, I'm hunting Jenkins and
Mulkins. They there, too?”

“Yes,” 1 replied. “ They’re here.”

“ WeIl, tell ’em,” said johnson, in what
sounded like some excitement at his end of
the wire also. “ Say, Glace, tell ’em their
than Harding is down here in his room at
the Kenton. I guess they’d better come
down. Tl keep tabs on him till they do.”

CHAPTER X.
AT THE XENTON.

SET down the phone on the desk.

“ Johnson on the wire,” I informed my

companions. “He says Harding is
down at the Kenton.”

“«Gawd!” exclaimed Mulkins, 28 he
came to his feet. “I—I guess we’d better
be going down there then,” he continued
rather weakly, after a moment’s peause.
“Come along, Jenkins. Prince Abdul
seems to win.”

. I laughed. Not very polite, but 1 was
swept out of myself into something for the
moment like to a very hysteria of elation;
and Bryce was grinning, and Jenkins was
quietly rising with the air of a man not as
much surprised as he had expected to be.

Mulkins eyed me dully. Then his glance
went to Semi.

“ Prince,” he mumbled. “I said if you
won I was with you. That goes. Will you
come along with Tom and me and see this
thing through?”

“With pleasure,” Dual rose. “ Also I
would ask that my friends here be as well
included in the invitation. Their interest
is no less than yours or mine.”

Mulkins nodded. ¢ Sure,” he assented.
“ Well, let’s get on,”
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We pessed out of the mmer roem, In
Dual’s lead. Henri still sat on his chair.

We were a silent party as we toek a car
and were carried down-town. We spoke
but little. I think each of ws was too
wrapped with his own thoughts and coajec-
tures, to0 much impressed with the porten-
tous elements abroad to-might—the trend
of events. I am sure Jenkins and Mulkins
were t00 deeply affected by the aimast
explosive manner in which one “ direction,”
such as they had heard Dual speak of, had
fallen out. And surely the last thing they
could have dreamed of was that the man
would be found in that room at the Xenton
where he had formerty stayed.

The car bowled along and brought us
finally inte the down-town districts. We
left it and crossed the street to whevre the
wide doars of the hotel itself fronted the
pavement. We entered the jobby and -
found Johmson pacing back amd forward
with something of iapatience i his stride.

He came toward us quickly, his ewes
lighting as he confromted Dual. A queer,
his face. And then Mulkins speke:
“ Hello, Johnson. Glace says you've got
him treed. I brought Prince Abdul along
with me, secing as he predicted the very
thing thats occurred.”

“1 was spesking with Mr. Johnson by
phone earlier this evening,” saidd Semi.
 There is no need to explain.”

Johnson nodded. “ Yep, your man’s ap-
stairs. Th’ desk says be’s been tryin’ to
get into touch with either Jenkims or you
for thirty minutes.”

“He has?” Mulkins gasped. “ Well,
let’s go see what he wants, then, ‘stead of
standin’ around.”

A cage lifted us to the fifth floor. We
turned down the corridor with Mulkins and
Jenkins now in“the lead, walking with the
assurance of direction gained only by defi-
nite knowledge. They had been here
before. They paused after a bit and jen-
kins tapped softly on the panels of a door.

Footsteps came euickly from within,
The door was jerked open. A somewhat
disheveled man, with dark asbum bair in

- gbundance and a well-shaped jaw and chin,
now shot out at an angle, appeared.
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“ Hello, boys,” he said on the instant.
“I've been trying to get you on the phone.
Who told you I was here?”

Mulkins made answer. “ City Detective
Johnson found it out and phoned us a mes-
sage. Here, johnson, this is Harding.”

“QOh, I know him by sight,” said the
" detective, as we entered the room. “ And
I've been trying to get a sight of him all

day.” He thrust a hand into his vest-
pocket. “ Glad to meet you, though, Hard-
ing. Have a smoke.” I saw that his

fingers held a cigar.

“ Thanks.” Harding took the proﬁered
weed. “Sit down, boys, if you can find
chairs.” His eyes tumed toward Dual and
Bryce and myself, and at once Johnson
made us acquainted. We found chairs.
Johnson passed around more cigars, and
we lighted up. One might have thought us
the best of friends, save that Dual himself
did not chose to smoke and sat, rather far
back, beyond Johnson, more like a specta-
tor than a participant.

“ Bob,” Mulkkins opened, “ where on
earth have you been?”
Harding shook his head. “I’'ve been

rather up against it, Bill,”” he returned.
“ As a matter of fact, I began to think I
was up against it, and if somebody hadn’t
played me a good turn I don’t just know
where I would or would not be right now.”

“ Come clear,” Mulkins said. ‘‘ You kin
spill all you know in this bunch, Bob.”

Harding seemed to accept the assurance.
“It’s a rather queer story,” he began.
“ You know the man I was set to watch?”

“ Missadoyeff?”’ Jenkins spoke. “ Yes,
go on.” I saw his eyes dart toward Semi
as though saying that he admitted the cor-
rectness of what had been said in that
orange-draped room.

“Yes, Missadoyeff,” Harding resumed.
“It looks a little like a case of the biter,
bitten. Last night I was walking along
Park Drive because I knew Missadoyeff
was spending the evening with Miss Town-
send, and I wanted to see where he went
after he left there. He has a penchant for
doing his work, not only under cover, but
under cover of darkness as well, as I've
found out. Well, I was walking along the
street not far from the Townsend house—”
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“Sure it wasn’t the Hoffman house,
Harding?” Johnson opened a flank attack.
Harding’s story was not opening at all in
the fashion his suspicions would demand
if they were to gain support.

And Harding paused in his narrative like
a man stricken by a sudden shot. I saw
that the question took him completely by
surprise. I saw the fingers which held
Johnson’s cigar contract till they threat-
ened to crush the tobacco into fragments.

“The Hoffman house—you mean old
Carl Hoffman’s place?” he inquired in a
quick rasp.

Johnson smiled. “ Go on,” he directed,

and began puffing on his own cigar.
- “I was walking near the Townsend
house,” Harding resumed, with a decided
emphasis on the personal name; “ when
without warning I was attacked from be-
hind. I was taken at a total disadvantage
and then something struck me back of the
ear—you can see the bruise, I guess; look
and see.”

Mulkins got up and complied.
he assented after a moment,
beaned, all right.”

“I went down and out,” Harding con-
tinued. “When I came to I was in a
strange room, with my feet locked into a
manacle and my hands cuffed. I was lying
on a bed, and the first thing I did was to
roll off onto the floor. That brought a
heavy-set fellow, who picked me up and
told me to behave, if I didn’t want to be
hurt.”

“ What time?” said Jenkins with a pecu-
liar look.

Harding considered.
eleven,” he replied.

“1T reckon that’s right,” Johnson chimed
in. “Go on.” His lips twisted in some-
thing like a satisfied grin.

“ After a time Missadoyeff came in,”
Harding resumed. ‘ He said something
about Hoffman being dead. He seemed to
think I had some knowledge as to where
the plans of Hoffman’s invention had gone,
and I saw he had taken me prisoner in
order to learn what I knew. Well, that
was pretty bad for me, but I was glad that
he didn’t know where they were. I laughed
in his face. We talked a while, and he

{3 Yep’7’
“you was

‘“ Between ten and
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went off and left me, and I didn’t see him
any more last night.”

“Bob,” said Mulkins as he paused,
“ didn’t you know Hoffman was dead last
night?”

Harding turned his eyes toward him.
“No, I didn’t,” he declared quickly. I
noted his jaw shoot forward as he said it.
“ Why, I was even thinking of going up
there and telling him who and what I was
and asking him to give the U. S. first
chance at his invention to make sure—
coming out in the open, you know.”

“You was thinkin’ about it?” Johnson
spoke again.

“Yes. Then I was knocked out.”

‘“ An’ Hoffman was, too—before the time
you say you got yours,” the city detective
rejoined.

Harding’s eyebrows went up. “ That’s
why Missadoyeff thought I might know
something about the plans.”

“You didn’t see him leave the Town-
send house?”’

€« No.”

“.He says he left before ten. Where was
you?”

Harding’s jaw set defiantly, I thought.
# Mr. Johnson,” he retorted, “it is his
word against mine.”

Johnson nodded.

“ Uh-uh. I reckon that’s so. Well, how
did you get loose?”

“ Missadoyeff turned me loose this eve-
ning,” Harding made reply. “ To-night,
after he’d come to see me a couple of times
to-day, demanding information, he sudden-
ly changed tactics and had me up to a little
supper. While we were eating and he was
questioning me again, a servant came in
and said there was an agent of the police
calling to see the count. He had me taken
out at once, but I had an idea that Bill and
Tom here would find I had dropped out
and would be on my trail. So I slipped the
cover off my identification card and
dropped it beside my chair without Missa-
doyeff seeing me do it. I knew if anybody
who knew what it was should find it, the

count would find himself in a pickle. Who

did? I know when I came back after a
Jong time, it was gone, because I looked.”
Mulkins jerked a heavy thumb in my
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direction. “ Glace here found
brought it to us.”

Harding looked at me and smiled. He
had a-nice smile, too, when one met it like
that. “ Thanks, Mr. Glace,” he remarked,
and went on with his tale. ¢ Missadoyeff
had me back again in something like an
hour. He started in again only with
threats if I didn’t answer at once. Well, I
couldn’t, so I played my card blind. 1 told
him what I'd done with the cover and
called his attention to the fact that it was
gone. Ten minutes later I walked out of
his house and came down here, and I've
been trying to get in touch with you boys
ever since I could wash my face and get
into a fresh suit of clothes.”

“You didn’t know about Hoffman’s
death until Missadoyeff told you?” Johnson
inquired. ﬁ

“ Good Lord, no! How could 1?” Hard-
ing demanded.

“ Then you wouldnt have known that
the old man had a pencil, belonging to the
Russian, held fast in his hand when he was
found, would you?”

Harding seemed shaken as he turned to
face the detective. To my watching eyes
his face lost some of its color and grew
almost strained. I saw his eyes flicker the
least bit as he brought them up in am
almost pugnacious stare to confront John-
son. ‘“A pencil belonging—to—Missa-
doyeff?” he said thickly. “ You mean—”

“1 mean that Hoffman had the count’s
gold-headed pencil shut up in his fingers
when he was found.”

“But—” The word leaped involun-
tarily from Harding’s lips.

“ But what?” Johnson shot out his jaw
as he spoke.

“I was going to say, how could Missa-
doyeff have been there when 1 didn’t see
him leave the Townsend house.”

I glanced at Dual. He was sitting
quietly in his place, with arms folded, his
eyes fastened on the face of the young man
whom the others questioned, watching his
every movement, his very expression, and
recording them, I knew, toward a final
judgment. And I wondered. With all the
evidence pointing to the likelihood that he
had certain knowledge of the Hoffman

it and
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affair prior to his seizure by Missadoyef,
which I did not doubt had occurred, he
was defiantly denying all such knowledge.
If innocent of all guilt, why should he; and
if he persisted, was he then not innocent,
but guilty? Yet, if guilty, why the pencil
in old Carl’s hand? It was still a tangle—
still held its concealed element of the un-
known.

And Johnson was baring his teeth in a
grin. “ That’s a blamed good question at
.this time, Harding,” he returned. “I
guess you must have been asleep when you
thought you was watching that Townsend
house. Count Mike did leave there, and
I ain’t sure he left alone. He had com-
pany maybe, because we know that Miss
Townsend was in Hoffman’s house last
night, right after he was killed.”

Harding’s eyes widened swiftly, like
those of one who sees a sudden horror, held
before the view. This time the cigar did
crush in his fingers and drop to the floor
seemingly beyond his notice. And then
his lips parted. “ You know that?” he
cried hoarsely. “ You say you know that
Marya Townsend was in that house at that
time—last night?”

“T don’t just say so—I know it,” John-
son returned.

“ How?’

. “ Well, I got it straight.”

I glanced at Bryce. I recalled that I
had noticed him holding Johnson in hur-
ried conversation while we ran up in the
cage to this floor. And now, as I met his
eyes, he nodded. He had put Johnson in
touch with what we had learned that after-
noon.

Then I looked at Mulkins and Jenkins.
How much they knew; how much Dual
might have told them, and Johnson before
that, I did not know, but I found them
frowning as they regarded the younger
man. ,

Johnson was speaking once more. “If
that ain’t enough to convince you, I found
a handkerchief of hers in the front hall of
Hofiman’s house last night, and it was
smeared with ink.”

“ And I found its mate in her own house
this afternoon—the two are dead ringers
for each other,” Bryce suddenly broke in.
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“ But—” Harding began as with an
effort, and paused.

“But what?” Once more Johnson
snapped up the single word and added an-
other to it.

Harding did not answer quickly. “ Noth-
ing,” he said in a dry, lifeless tone.

Johnson laughed shortly —a hard, un-
pleasant sound. ‘ Say — Harding, where
are those plans?”

“The plans? Why ask me?” It was
almost as though the man turned to meet
a new attack, so abruptly did he speak.

“ Because you know,” Johnson made
answer; ‘“and because we want to know
quick. Come across. Where are they?”
Triumph, success, rang in his voice. I
knew at that minute he thought he had
won.

But once more Harding faced him in
sullen defiance.

“ Bob—come clear.”
who spoke.

Harding whirled toward him. * Bill—”
There was pain, surprise, in the word.

“ Come through.” That was how Mul- -
kins met it. '

“And do it now. Where are those

plans?” Once more Johnson made in-
sistent demand.
" Harding’s jaw set till its muscles knot-
ted. “I don’t know,” he said fiercely. “I
told Missadoyeff the same thing, and now
I'm telling you. I don’t know. Make the
best of it.”

Johnson turned his eyes toward Mulkins*
and on to Jenkins. “ Well?” was all he
said.

Jenkins answered the monosyllabic ques-
tion. “This evening, up in their office
with Glace and Bryce, Bryce was sayin’
that Harding might be open to suspicion,
and both Bill and I told him he was way
off the track. We told him Bob was
straight. And what we said we meant.
That was before he showed up here with
the cock-and-bull story he’s just pulled.
Of course, parts of that are true. We know
it; but what I can’t see is where there’s
any sense in his letting on that he didn’t
know Hoffman was dead before he was
grabbed by the count. Honest, Johnson, I
don’t know.”

It was Mulkins
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“Well, I guess I do, then,” Johnson
said.

“ What?” Abruptly Harding sat up and
leaned toward him. His face was set and
rigid in its every line.

And Johnson leaned back—and grinned
into his face—the grin of a wolf.

“ Well, for one thing, I know you wear
a No. 7 shoe,” he remarked. “ They told
me at the shop where you buy ’em. And
I know somebody wearing that size left
some footprints up under a side window
of Hoffman’s house last night. I know
that when I come into this room I handed
you a cigar. And I know that you took it
with your left hand. And then you shift-
ed it and struck a match with your left
hand again before you lighted the thing.
_ And whoever killed Carl Hoffman was left-
handed, because Hofiman’s right  temple
was smashed—or else he was struck from
behind. And that’s enough. I don’t care
whether you’re a secret agent or mot. I
want you for the murder of Hoffman, Bob
Harding, and I guess that’s all.”

Harding sat back and sighed. For a
moment his face relaxed and became boy-
ishly wistful, I thought, and then once
more it was hard. He got to his feet.
¢ Johnson,” he said in a manner almost
flippant, “you certainly are some detec-
tive.” And he smiled.

Silence held the room for a minute. No
one spoke. Then it was Harding who
broke it. By impulse pure and simple, as
it seemed, he turned toward-Jenkins and
Mulkins. .

“Tom,” he said thickly, his voice
choked now by emotion. “ Bill.”

Jenkins swore. He got to his feet.

“ Take him away!” he fluing out gruffy
to Johnson and then walked off across the
room.

'CHAPTER XI.
THE.- FUNERAL.

ORDON,” said Connie, my wife,
the next morning, coming in with
the paper, “ see here!”

1 hastened to bend over the printed
sheet, and read where she pointefl._ That,
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was enough. I grabbed the paper and fin-
ished the account:

ATTEMPTED BURGLARY AT
TOWNSEND HOUSE.

About one o'clock this moming a ragamufiin
was led into the Central Station and booked on a
burglary charge. He was a man of villainous
appearance, in old clothes and heavily bearded,
who refused to answer any questions regarding
why he came to be trying to enter the house of
Miss Marya Townsend by means of a pass-key
when taken in charge.

Since the murder of Carl Hoffman, executor of
the Townsend estate, night before last, both the
Hoffman and Townsend houses have been under
guard. The arrest of the unknown man, who
maintains a stoical silence and professes not to
understand English, would make it appear that
some connection exists between the principals of
the former crime and himself.

Detectives have taken the matter up as an ad-
ditional item in the murder case, and develop-
ments are expected at any time. Meanwhile the
unidentified stranger is held on the blotter charge.

I looked at Connie after I had read it
aloud. “ That’s why Dual wanted those
men on guard at Missadoyeff’s,” 1 de-
clared.

She frowned. I had told her about the

case. ‘ But this was at Miss Townsend’s,”
she returned.
I nodded. “ Yes. But this man went

there from the count’s. That’s where he
got his pass-key, of course. Mulkins’s men
followed him and grabbed him. They've
told the papers just what they pleased and
no more, and they’ve kept out the story
about Harding. Probably the poor devil
doesn’t understand English. He’s one of
Count Mike’s men, and was doing what
he was told. Dual expected something like
it, too. Good Lord!”

I felt a sense of elation. Score two for
Semi-Dual. As always, he was beginning
to draw in his threads, and as each came
in it brought its result to be added into the
whole at the last. A sudden urge to get
back into the action seized upori me.
Harding was in jail—so, too, if I was cor-
rect, was one of Missadoyeff’s men. Mul-
kins and Jenkins, Johnson and Dual, were
working together. So were Bryce and I—
working with Dual. I hurried through my
breakfast and set off for the Polk Street
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house, after phoning my destination to
Bryce.

Saxe opened the door for me himself.
I asked for Semi, and he told me “ Prince
Abdul ” was not yet down, but would be
shortly. I said I would wait his coming,
and divested myself of hat and coat. -

Saxe waited until that was done, and
then led me quite into the orange-draped
room. “If you don’t mind,” he began, as
I found a seat, “ I would like to ask you a
few more questions about my employer. I
¢an’t make him out at all.”

“It takes time to understand him,” I
rejoined with an inward chuckle, as I
imagined Semi’s effect on this young man.

Saxe nodded. “ As to this claim of his
to—er—occult powers. You and I do not
believe in such superstition, but—does he
really fancy he has such ability as he says?
Last night he was at work on the most
elaborate series of calculations I have ever
seen. Does he believe in himself—or is the
thing all a pose for effect?”

“ Why do you ask?” I inquired.

He fidgeted a bit. “ Hang it, Mr.
Glace,” he replied at length, “it’s all bal-
derdash, of course, but he makes me feel
that he’s sincere. Why, do you know last
night he told me he would undertake to
solve the mystery of poor old Carl’s death
by these computations of his—and he
asked me a lot of questions—about every-
thing imaginable, even down to the ages of
- Keating and Mrs. Bauerman. That was
after you left. Is it pretense, or what?”

His words gave me food for thought.
“It isn’t pretense, Mr. Saxe,” I affirmed.
“It is real. I have seen it proved. I used
to scoff myself, but I do so no longer.
Prince Abdul told you the truth.”

He sat there and stared when I had fin-
ished. ¢ But—but, good Heavens, Mr.
Glace!” he said at length. ‘“ He told me
he could read minds, send and receive tele-
pathic messages — sense character and
psychic emanations — tell who had pos-
sessed a thing by reading some sort of vi-
brations they had left impressed upon it.
My dear sir, that’s magic, and this is the
twentieth century—an age of knowledge.”

“ Wouldn’t you call that knowledge of a
sort?” I inquired.
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Short, sharp, the door-bell stabbed the
echoes. Saxe rose. * Excuse me, I'll have
to answer. That serving man of his went
up-stairs a bit ago.”

He left the room to return shortly, carry-
ing a huge paper-wrapped parcel.

“ Flowers,” he explained as he laid it on
the couch. “ Looks like a funeral bou-
quet.”

“ Which it is,” Dual said as he opened
the little door and came in. “I was ex-
pecting it, Saxe. Ah-—good morning,
Glace.”

He looked as fresh, as bouyant, as I had
ever seen him, despite the task he had han-
dled the day before—a task involving so
much of importance—as he turned again
to Saxe.

“I think you know where Miss Town-
send lives, Mr. Saxe?”

Saxe bowed. His face, as he did so,
showed fresh surprise.

“ If you will be so kind as to take these
flowers there at once,” Dual went on, “I
shall be obliged. “ Ask for Miss Town-
send, and say Prince Abdul sends his of-
fering to the manes of an excellent man.
As you know, the funeral of your late em-
ployer is this afternoon. Should you de-
sire to attend, you may take the afternoon
for the purpose when this errand is done.”

“ Thank you,” Saxe accepted, as he bent
to lift the paper-wrapped bouquet. “1I in-
tended to ask your permission. I think
Mrs. Bauerman and I will get Keating to
drive us from the church in Mr. Hoffman’s
coach.” He straightened and left the room.

Dual threw himself into a chair and
smiled at me as soon as we were alone.

“ You were right about Missadoyeff last
night,” I said. ,

He nodded. “ Yes—he will try again.”

“To enter the Townsend house?”

“ Exactly, my friend.”

“ Then he must think Marya has the
plans,” I exclaimed, “ or knows where they
are"’

Semi-Dual smiled. “ You planted that
belief in his brain last night when you told
him she was at the Hoffman house.”

“1 did?” I faltered, and then I laughed.
“ Oh, Dual, I give it up. I'm lost in the
maze.” '
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“ Patience,” he said. “ Will you go to
this funeral of Hoffman’s with me this
afternoon?”’

“You are going to attend?”

“Yes. Will you bear me company, my
friend?”

“If you wish it,” I assented.

“I do. It is at two o’clock from the
First Lutheran Church, of which he was a
member. I shall meet you at the door.
And now go. Do nothing, say little, until
the time of our appointment; in that do
not 'fail.”

1 shook my head and rose. “ Dual,” I
said, “ unknown quantities are terrible
things. I hope I never meet another.”

“But you will,” he told me. “Life is
filled with such things. Last night, when
I spoke to Mulkins and Jenkins, I might
have mentioned that there are even un-
known planets in our universe itself—not
yet properly located or charted, though
their position is theoretically known by
reason of their influence thrown through
our astrological equations. We know they
are there, although their presence is not
yet unveiled to the sight. And as you say,
an unknown quantity may indeed be a ter-
rible thing, potent to work most terrible
effects. And, now, no more.”

I went back to the office and found Jim
hanging around. He was ‘full of the at-
tempted burglary of Marya Townsend’s
house. I told him I was going to the
funeral with Semi, and he burst out into
questions as to the purpose involved in
that.

I mussed about the office the rest of the
morning, went out and got lunch, and
showed up at the Lutheran Church a little
before the appointed time.

It was a cloudy afternoon, with a chill
wind; but despite that, it became evident
to me as I stood to one side and watched,
that Hoffman was to be accorded a large
attendance at the last rites above his body.
The audience streamed in through the
church doors in a steady force. The man
must have had a large number of friends
and acquaintances; and then, too, there
would, of course, be the always morbidly
curious who would be attracted by the
tragic elements surrounding his death,
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I stood there and moralized a bit to my-
self while I waited and watched for Semi.

- Almost on the hour a taxicab stopped in

front of the church, and he descended,
spoke to the driver, and came straight

‘across the pavement, looking neither to left

nor right.

I placed myself at his side. He gave no
sign of recognition as we went up the steps
of the church together. Nor did he speak
as we entered the edifice of worship and
passed down an aisle to seats.

But I saw his eyes roam hither and yon,

‘until they fell upon Marya Townsend ap-

proaching, slender and pale in a dark gown,
walking between a woman compamion also
darkly dressed and—yes—Count Missa-
doyeff bulking large in his frock coat, his
glistening top bat held in front of his breast
in a grey-gloved hand.

I watched her myself. She was positive-
ly haggard, her high color still faded as I
bad seen it there by the window of her
home. Her dark dress accentuated the
pallor still more, making her wan in the
dim light of the church, and I noted that
she walked with a hand on the arm of her
woman companion, as though seeking the
personal contact for support.

The past night and day had certainly
made a woful difference in the woman.
Last night Dual had said she was suffer-
ing torture. I could not doubt it now that
I saw her again. Something had torn and
mangled her soul in those hours since I
had left her—and brought dark circles to
rim her long dark eyes.

The services began almost at once after
her arrival, and were not long. - The organ
throbbed softly, at the end, and the au-
dience rose. They began to stream out
as they had streamed in. Dual rose also
with a hand on my arm and bhalf pushed
me out of the church and down the steps.

By now though I was becoming inured
to the unexpected. Without much fresh
surprise I entered his cab at his silent di-
rection and found it taking place in the
line.

Then we were off, with Dual still silent
beside me. Never in all the time I had
known him had he been more imscrutable

of purpose, less given to explain. He sat
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there dumb, and yet as it seemed to me
acutely watchful, while we ran to the ceme-
tery and through its gates and up a grav-
eled drive.

But he did not descend from the cab
when it stopped. Already several other
caabs were halted before us. Looking out,
I could see the pall-bearers supporting the
ooffin from hearse to the grave. Their
dark clothes and gray gloves stood out
against ‘the skyline in moving silhouette.
And I saw a splendid town car from which
Marya and her woman companion and
Missadoyeff again were descending—to
take position beside the grave where al-
ready flowers were being piled. I sat and
watched a bit affected by it all, as we all
are, I think, by this oft-repeated lesson of
the evanescence of life.

As at the church, the services were not
long. There was a prayer, a song, its soft-
voiced hope and faith in a better, a higher
existence, borne to my ears on the wings
of the wind.

The singing ceased. All save the imme-
diate friends drew back. I saw Marya and
her companion, and Missadoyeff—and,
yes—Saxe, standing free of the others.
Then the attendants went to work. The
earth was piled into the grave and heaped
above it in a_clay-colored mound, on which
there suddenly bloomed a wonderful
blanket of flowers, things of beauty—the
final tribute to the temantless body of the
man who had used it and now had cast it
aside.

I glanced from the picture of the grave
and the young girl standing beside it, the
wind whipping her dark gamments about
her, to Dual.

Hesatashehadsatfromtheﬁlst
silent, impassive, expressionless, unless it
were for his deep, gray eyes. And as all
along—as I had felt all along—they were
watching—watching—as for something ex-
pected and not yet seen; staring out of
the window of the cab, toward the little
group by the grave—the two women, and
the huge figure of Coumt Michael, now
standing unocovered, the wind rumpling the
least bit his heavy, dark mass of bair.

For what was he watching? Why had
be come to this service of the dead? Why
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had he, a man unknown to Marya Town-
send, sent flowers to her for use on the
grave of a man to him unknown? What
was it he expected? What was his pur-
pose? Of all the uncertain elements of
this tragic affair, this was the most pecu-
liar action of a.ll on his part, to me. I
turned my eyes back to the group by the
grave.

Marya had put down her head. Despite
the fur coat she wore against the weather—
was it the same she had worn the night I
had seen her rush in terror-driven haste
from the house of the man who lay now
here at her feetP—despite that, it seemed
to me that her shoulders were heaving—
that she was sobbing as she looked upon
his grave. And in that moment 1 think I
felt positive—sure—that whatever her
knowledge of the tragedy of his death,
whatever her reason for being in his house
on the night of his murder, she herself had
not struck the blow which crushed his tem-
ple and brought about this service beneath
the gray skies of to-day.

And then, even as such thoughts ran
through my brain, I saw Count Missa-
doyeff touch Marya on the arm—saw him
bend and whisper something into her ear .
as she still shook with shaken shoulders
and bowed head.

I saw her straighten as though struck
by some sudden and unseen lash. I saw
her half turn toward him, throwing up her
head in a gesture which spoke almost of
defiance. I saw her clench her gloved hand
nearest me at her side. And then, without
warning, I saw all purpose, all life as it
seemed, go out of her figure and posture.
I saw her sink forward like one stricken
by a mortal hurt and reel into Missa-
doyeff’s suddenly outstretched arms.

CHAPTER XII.
DUAL PLAYS THE PIANO.

HERE followed the most weird of all
the strange incidents of the Hoffman
affair.

I saw Missadoyeff lift the fanting girl
and carry her toward the limousine, the
dark figure of her companion at her side,
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Then Dual leaned forward and spoke
to our driver. Our car swung about and
moved off down the drive from the place
of death and out of the gates. Once more
Dual spoke and demanded haste. The
speed of the car increased, while I sat
gasping—for Semi had given the address
of the Townsend house on the Drive.

I glanced at my companion and found his
face immobile, an inscrutable mask once
more. But I knew he followed a plan—
that the limp fall of Marya’s figure into
the Russian’s arms was the thing for which
he had watched and waited. I knew it,
felt it now. But I was no nearer under-
standing as we-pulled up at last in front
of the Townsend house.

Dual paid the driver and dismissed him.
We stood there in the bleak wind in front
of Marya’s home, seemingly without rea-
son. The girl was back there somewhere.
And Missadoyeff was with her. Abruptly
I found my breath sticking in my throat
at a sudden conjecture. Semi had said the
count would try to enter this house again.
Was this the time? Was that what we
were standing here in front of the mansion
to forestall.

Once more Dual’s hand fell on my arm.
He turned me facing the house. We went
up its walk and mounted to its doors.

Dual rang the bell. We stood there and
waited, while once more confused lack of
comprehension seized upon me. ‘

And then the same maid who had an-
swered my ring the afternoon before set
the inner doors open and faced Semi’s re-
quest for Marya herself.

Yes, he asked the maid for hér mistress.
More than that, when informed that the
one he seemed to seek was not at home,
he proclaimed himself Prince Abdul, and
extended to the woman inside the scroll-
work, his card, replaced the hat he had
lifted from his head and turned away.

What was he doing? What did he mean
to do? I asked myself those questions
again as we went down the steps and slowly
toward the street and Semi turned to cast
a glance down the Drive in the direction
from which we ourselves had come.

I followed his turning eyes with my own.
And 1 saw the town car coming swiftly,
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not over a block away. It came over me
that Dual had merely killed time in a
plausible way while he waited its arrival.

The car came on and stopped. It was
a handsome thing, as I have said, with
a coat of arms on the lower panel of its
door—the same which had been on the
pencil found in Hoffman’s hands. It was
the count’s own conveyance. He had, then,
taken the two women to the services, it
would seem. No doubt he had done so
as a friend, as an expression of courtesy
to Marya herself. And yet he was the
man who had last night organized an at-
tempt to break into this girl’s house, if I
could believe the seeming trend of evi-
dence in the matter and Dual’s own predic-
tion of the night past.

The door of the car was swung open.
Missadoyeff appeared backward slowly. I
saw that he bore a burden. Marya would
seem then to have remained unconscious.
Then he turned and I saw the girl lying
in his . great arms where suddenly she
seemed small, frail, a crushed thing he
might have retrieved from some peril and
was bearing back, limp and broken, to her
home. After the man and his burden came
the other woman, her face troubled and
anxious. They paused momentarily on the
pavement while Missadoyeff shifted the
girl’s position in his arms.

Once more Dual acted, stepping for-
ward and lifting his hat. “ Your pardon,
sir,” his voice came to my ears. “ May I
not render the young lady assistance?”

Missadoyeff seemed to take conscious
account of his presence only then. For a
moment he stared back into Semi’s eyes.
Then he spoke almost gruffly. * The
young lady has fainted. She requires a
physician. She has recently undergone a
rather severe strain.”

Dual answered at once: “ So I perceived.
Had I known mnothing of the physician’s
craft, I would scarcely be justified in prof-
fering my service.” -

For a moment the two men faced each
other there on the sidewalk; Missadoyeff
holding the girl, Dual waiting, Marya’s
companion hovering in the background,
and I saw in that instant how the count’s
hand was being forced. In the face of
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Miss Townsend’s seeming condition, he
could scarcely refuse the proffered aid, be-
fore this other woman and myself.

And he seemed to sense it, for suddenly
he nodded. ‘ That being the case, perhaps
you had best accompany us into the
house,” he said gruffly, and once more ad-
vanced, with Dual at his Side.

Behind them came the woman. As for
myself, without waiting to see more, I ran
up the steps and set the bell shrilling to
call the maid and open the doors, that
there might be no further delay. This
time the maid answered quickly, her eyes
wide as she recognized her mistress and
Missadoyeff. She flung the great scroll
barriers open and stood back, while the
count carried Marya inside and on into
that red room where the day before I had
first met her, and laid her down gently on
a couch.

Meanwhile the other woman had divested
herself of hat and wrap and was coming
forward to render assistance. Her face
was still anxious but more assured as Dual
bent over the form of the girl and began
a deft examination.

“ Get some water—wdrm—some whisky
or brandy,” Dual spoke in direction.
“There is no cause for alarm. This syn-
cope will pass.”

I had drawn back toward the front win-
dows of the room. Missadoyeff, after a
studious inspection of Dual, turned and
came over toward me. For the first time
that afternoon our eyes met.

Count Michael’s brows contracted slight-
ly for an instant. “ You here, Mr. Glace?”
he said quickly. “ You chose a rather inop-
portune time.”

“ As you see,” I gave back smiling. I
was confident now. Dual was here, beside
the girl. Dual had said Missadoyeff would
try once more to enter this house for a
purpose. 'Who but Dual would have sup-
posed the man would chose this afternoon,
immediately after the funeral of Miss
Townsend’s friend, for the attempt. And
who but Semi would have found this means
to enter at the same time he did and so
block his game, whatever it was?

“You forced your way in, it appears?”
he suggested.
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“T rang the bell for your admittance,” 1
returned.

“And followed?”
out humor.

I shrugged. * At least I am here.”

He nodded. “I remember now. I did
ot recognize you outside with the doctor.
Who is he, may I ask?”

“A friend of mine,” I informed him.

The woman came back with the brandy
and water, and while Marya’s companion
lifted her slightly, Semi forced a portion
of the mixture between her teeth.

Immediately he seated himself on the
edge of the oouch beside and facing her,
with his back toward Missadoyeff and my-
self. He sat there for a time in silence,
seeming to fasten his gaze on the face of
the girl, yet speaking no word, making no
motion, just holding his eyes on her closed
ones and waiting.

And the girl lay there, pale, quiet, ap-
parently lifeless in all the deep ocolor of the
place, her hands white blotches on the dark
fabric of her gown, limp, without volition.

Missadoyeff spoke with something like
a sneer in his tone. “ Has your friend
exhausted his efforts. They seem without
result. Perhaps—"

“ Marya!—Marya!” The words were
Dual’s. They cut short those of the other.
“ Marya!—awaken! Open your eyes, my '
child.”

I started forward. The count followed.
The woman standing still beside the couch,
bent in attention. And very slowly, like a
child, indeed, waking, I saw the lids of the
girl on the couch flicker and roll up.

“ Marya!” Dual spoke again. ‘
“Yes,” she said. And swiftly her eyes
leaped to his face, hung there for a moment,
turned toward the woman, and she smiled.

¢ Jeanne,” she faltered; “ oh, Jeanne.”

Jeanne Munson, as I leamed her name,
went in answer to that cry, knelt, and took
the girl into her arms. Marya struggled to
rise, and Jeanne lifted her slightly, holding
her pillowed against her own breast.

Again Semi spoke. “ And you, Count
Michael, I am quite sure the young lady
will be all right.” ‘

I saw sudden horror leap into- Marya
Townsend’s eyes. Her lips opened.

Hissmilewa.swiﬂl-.
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“ Count Michael,” she cried in a voice
half-scream, ‘“ where is he—what has he
done?”

In a moment the count was beside her. -

“1 am here, Marya,” he said softly.

But she drew back against Jeanne. Once
more her eyes wandered and met mine.
“ Mr. Glace,” she faltered. “ Mr. Glace—
take him away—make him go with you.
QOh—at least you love your country—and
he—is an enemy to me and to it.”

“ Marya—" Missadoyeff bent over her.

“ One moment, count,” Dual interrupted.
“ A person who has been through such
things as Miss Townsend has experienced
is in need of no more excitement. Permit
me to suggest that this is no time for dis-
cussion, or—anything else.”
~ Missadoyeff straightened. - He turned

toward Semi-Dual. The glances of the two
men met and clashed, and it was Missa-
doyeff’s eyes that faltered. “1I can scarcely
explain the cause of my young friend’s
words, save that she is yet not fully con-
scious,” he said slowly.

“] know what I am saying,” Marya
cried out. “I know why you are here. I
am fully conscious. Mr. Glace—will you
not see that he leaves this house—at once—
now?”

I looked the man full in the face.
“ Count Missadoyeff?” I said.

He bowed. “1I regret this deeply,” he
made answer. ‘ Gentlemen, Miss Town-

send, Miss Munson, I bid you good after- -

noon. If there is anything I can do—”"
He broke off with the unfinished suggestion,
turned abruptly, and left the room. On the
whole, he took it pretty gamely, I could not
but admit.

As the door closed behind him, Marya
spoke to me: “ Mr. Glace, answer me a
question. Is it true that Mr. Harding has
been arrested? It was that man’s saying
so made me faint.”

I bowed my head.
send—1last night.”

She turned her head against Jeanne
Munson’s shoulder and began to sob.

“ For the murder of—of Mr. Hoffman?”
she asked at last.

“ Yes, Miss Townsend.” I hated to say
it, but what else could I do.

“Yes, Miss Town-
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“ But he didn’t do it—he didn’t—didn’t.
Oh, God, will this nightmare never end?”
she burst out with a surprising strength.

There was a movement behind me. Dual
appeared beside me. My dear child, why
struggle so against the inevitable turn of
the wheel?” he addressed her softly.

She ceased her half-choked panting and
looked into his eyes. “ Who—who are
you?” she faltered, after a moment. “I
have seen your face befote.”

“ When you regained consciousness a
few moments ago,” Dual told her. “I am
Prince Abdul.”

“ Prince Abdul,” she repeated, frowned,
and went on more quickly; “ the man who
sent those flowers by Saxe?”

“And of whom Saxe told you some
things,” Semi answered her, still in a low,
soft voice.

“ I—I couldn’t understand it,” she said
slowly. “1I had never heard of you, and
the flowers were so magnificent. I—I
asked him about you, of course. He told
me the strangest things—that—that you
were an—an occult—a man who believed
in modern magic.”

“ He might have said,” Dual responded,
“ that an occult is one who loves his fellow-
man; one who studies much to learn some
little of the great laws of God and his life,
that he may use his knowledge to help
others struggling along the path of that
life.”

Marya’s dark eyes never left his face
while he spoke. ‘ Help,” she repeated
when he finished. “ Would you help me,
if you could?”

Suddenly she sat up, freeing herself from
Jeanne’s arms. ¢ Tell me why Harding
was arrested,” she burst out. Tell me that,
please.”

“ Because of his acts and his words,”
said Dual slowly. “ Because of what he
knew, and did not tell, and because of what
he did not know and believed that he did.”

“ But he did not kill Mr. Hoffman. He
did not!” Marya once more cried.

“ My child,” Dual said softly, ¢ those
who seek the truth sometimes learn how to
read more than is said, to sense and under-
stand deeper meanings than mere words

express.”
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“ Saxe said you read minds,” she gasped.
“Js that what you mean?”

“ Miss Townsend,” Dual replied indirect-
ly, “ when your father’s friend was slain,
some plans were taken from the safe. Last
night Mr. Harding denied that he knew
where they were.”

“ He denied it—he said that?” she asked
quickly. “ He said he didn’t know?”

Dual bowed, with his eyes on her face.
“ But others thought he did; the man who
placed him under arrest—Missadoyeff also.
Last night the count attempted to obtain
them, when he endeavored to have an agent
burglarize this house.”

Some of -the color which bad crept back
into the face of Marya Townsend under
excitement drained away. “ He thought
they were here?”’ she faltered.

Dual arose and went to the piano, and
seating himself ran his fingers swiftly over
a scale. And then, while we sat, he began
to play, an improvisation as it seemed to
me, because I could not name it.

I had never known that he played,
though I knew him to be fond of music. I
sat and listened while the melody his fingers
evoked stole softly through the room, and
I thought that the piano itself must have
had little use for long, becaunse there were
parts of Semi’s playing which showed the
instrument to be sadly out of tune, the
notes flat and muffled in tone.

I half tumed my head toward Marya
Townsend and held it there, arrested by an
expression of something like terror in her
parted lips, her quickened breathing, her
actually staring eyes. I studied her more
closely. There was nothing which I could
bring to explain it. Dual’s actions seemed
to me more like a kindly attempt to ter-
minate a painful conversation, instead it
seemmed to be driving the girl to the point of
distraction.

And then Dual ceased his playing and
rose from the bench. He turned and faced
us from the front of the piano. * Marya,”
he said, addressing her directly, “ you asked
me if I could read minds. Marya, why do
some of the notes in my playing fall flat?”

She began to tremble. I saw her clench
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her hands, her lips quiver. And then she
cried out in a voice like the supplication of
a soul eternally lost: “ Don’t; oh, for God’s
sake, don’t.”

Dual smiled—not in triumph, nor deri-
sion, nor humor. It was the smile of a
supreme, a mighty pity.

He turned and lifted the lid of the piano,
thrust in an arm, and appeared to grope
briefly, withdrew his arm, and showed a
heavy manilla envelope in his hands.

I gasped. I knew what he held, even be-
fore the girl on the couch leaped to her
feet and stood swaying, while her arms
came up and stretched toward Dual, and
she burst into agonized appeal: * Put
them back! For God’s sake don’t take
them! Prince Abdul, you are not a bad
man; you are not cruel; you can be kind
if you will—not to me, or Harding, or any-
one alone—but to my country—my race.
For the sake of all the women who will
bear men in the future, put those plans
back, and leave them where they are!”

And Dual thrust them into his pocket.
“ Marya,” he made answer, “ for the sake
of all the things you mention; for the sake

“of all the women who shall come after you,

and the children they shall bear; for the
sake of the nations and the world; for the
sake of God’s justice, it is necessary at this
time that I take them. It is not yet for you
to understand, but you will understand fully
when all is finished; and these papers—this
potential danger—is laid in a safe place.
Until that time, hold your spirit in pa-
tience, and await, still in courage, the end.

“ Come, Gordon, we shall go.”

He bad them, had found them, those
missing plans. Once. more he had proved
himself right. The one who had slain had
not held the plans of that grim invention
old Carl Hoffman had drawn from the
storehouse of unseen things.

Yet, as I turned and went with him, there
was small elation in my heart. All that was
covered, overshadowed, by the final picture
I took with me—of a woman, young,
slender, a dark figure of tragic defeat, in
whose eyes burned the dying embers of a
beaten hope. .

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and that
you will get the conclusion of this story witheut waiting a month.
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sorry for these motion-picture actors
an’ circus acrobats, an’ Presidents

of the United States an’ editors of Demo-
cratic newspapers, an’ other people which
is all the time taking their life in their
hand just to get along an’ make a livin’.
That was before we win the world series
an’ I begin goin’ to them banquets.
~ Not that these after dinner speakers get
any of my sympathy, nor yours neither,
because they don’t. I don’t never expect
to commit no murder; but if I ever feel
like a homicide is the only thing which
will make me happy, I'm goin’ out an’ get
me an after-dinner speaker. Nobody will
miss him; an’ as for him, he’ll thank me
for puttin’ him out of his misery.
~ But nobody which possesses a spark of

intelligence, which, when sufficiently
fanned, will enable him to faintly distin-
guish the difference between a toastmaster’
an’ an oyster cocktail, is entitled to any
sympathy if he goes to work an’ deliberate-
ly becomes an after-dinner speaker. The
same amount of intelligence which is re-
quired to become a successful after-dinner
speaker will qualify any man to hold down
a job in the street cleanin’ department,
where he can become a positive benefit to
his fellow citizens, instead of — an after-
dinner speaker.

Not countin’ toastmasters’ gags—an’ I
don’t wish them nothin’ worse nor better,
them toastmasters, but that every one of

THEY was a time when I used to feel

’

them does it sooner or later—I’ve listened,
this winter, to ninety-eight thousand “ A
couple of Irishmen ” stories, sixty-seven
thousand Isaac an’ Izzy knock-outs, fifty
thousand “ good ones about a rube who,”
an’ forty thousand regular screams about
—never mind.

Out o’ the whole bunch, they was just
one speech which I really enjoyed. I only
heard, an’ remember, four words o’ that
speechh I enjoyed it because it reminded
me of Henery Bingham; an’ in recallin’
sweet memories of Henery, I forgot all
about how here I was at another banquet,
an’ the speeches just beginnin’, an’ the
Lord bave mercy upon us, an’ I never real-
ized that banquet again till it was pretty
near over—an’ so, once more, I was much
obliged to Henery. )

Like everything else, banquets some-
times goes by contraries. Maybe you’ve no-
ticed it particularly, oh, say, between one
an’ two o’clock. Things is apt to be not
quite what they seem, or where, or maybe
fewer. That is, if you are that kind of a
banqueter. Neither am I. Anyways, this
was at a banquet of the United Sons of the
Sahara. Maybe them United Sons was
just back from there. If they was, that
would explain it.

An’ you can take my word for it, it
don’t pay a man to travel extensively in
no deserts. The after effects is terrible.

At any rate, when it come to a certain
kind o’ fightin’; where you go to the front
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through a pair o’ swingin’ doors, you had
to hanfl it to the United Sons of the Sa-
hara. They had the sand. An’ when it
come time to break the oratorical ice, the
toastmaster introduces the First Grand
Exalted Mahout, which proves to be a little
man by the name o’ Pinkey, an’ in a highly
inflamed condition.

“ Miz’ Toas’'maz” 'n’ fella Sonza Z’ara,”
says Pinkey, “’s with ’'mosh’ns emin-
gled_”

Well, it was easy to see that the F. G.
Exalted Mahout had been mingling some-
thin’ besides his emotions; anyway, right
there I lost the thread of his discourse—if
they was any. That stuff o’ Pinkey’s took
me right back to the time when I an’ Hen-
ery Bingham an’ Butch Randall an’ a

lady whose stage name was Rue Russell— .

but I guess I better begin with Henery.

Henery Bingham joined out with us
Blue Sox along in midsummer when we
was playin’ a series in Philly. Henery let
his benders go from the port side; still an’
all, to look at, it didn’t seem like Henery
was like most o’ these southpaws. He
didn’t look no crazier than anybody else
which dresses in the height o’ ‘fashion—
an’,” believe me, Henery wasn’t no rube.
They wasn’t nothin’ out o’ the ordinary
about Henery lessen it was his face. Hen-
ery had what you would call a very ex-
pressive face, I guess.

When Henery was glad, he didn’t have
to tell you about it; the merry little sun-
shine just dripped out o’ Henery’s face at
every pore. An’ when Henery was sad—
well, one look at Henery an’ you wanted
to go off by your lone somewhere an’ have
a good cry.

When Henery was mysterious, right
away you could feel the goose pimples
breakin’ out on you, an’ a kind o’ cold,
clammy thrill .along your spine, an’ you
didn’t have to be told they was a spy in
the offing, or somethin’. An’ when Hen-
ery was scared, nobody beat you away
from there except the ones which see Hen-
ery first.

I never see anybody with a more ex-
pressive face than Henery Bingham’s—
no, nor one-tenth as expressive.
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Henery could of drawed down a fortune
a year as a movie actor if it hadn’t of been
for only one thing; an’ that wasn’t because
he couldn’t act nor because he wasn’t good-
lookin’ enough. Nothin’ like that. You
see, Henery was apt to get a little excited;
an’ then—well, let me tell you.

I guess Henery Bingham was what one
o’ them highbrow college profs wbuld call
an interestin’ psychological study. Any-
ways, the Old Man pitched Henery the
second day after he joined us. An’ Hen-
ery pitched a nice, heady game—an’ win it.
He had everythin’ — which is enough, as
Hughie Jennings says.

That night I ast Henery didn’t he want
to go to a show with I an’ Butch Randall.
Oh, Butch an’ I was good enough friends,
except when it come to Rue Russell. But
just because you are in there tryin’ for the
same girl is no reason why a couple of
guys should suspend these here diplomatic
relations. Come to think of it, maybe I
an’ Butch’s relations wasn’t so friendly as
they was diplomatic.

Diplomatic relations gives you a better
chance to watch the other guy—if you get
me. Ask anybody which lives in Washing-
ton, D. C.

Anyways, Henery was game for the
show. ;

Now I shouldn’t never of left it to
Butch to buy the tickets, anyway. Butch
is one of them first row fiends where a man
has to sit on the back of his neck, gazin’
upwards like you was watchin’ a flyin’ ma- .
chine, or you don’t see anythin’; or if you
do see anythin’, it’s liable to be too much.
An’, anyhow, you can search me where’s
the advantage of a first-row seat at a melo-"
drama.

But I guess I must of forgot this Row A
habit o’ Butch’s, because I leave it to
Butch to buy the seats for the three of us;
an’ the first thing I know, I find myself sit-
tin’ where I have to dodge every time the
bass fiddler reaches for a low one.

Not that it would of made any great dif-
ference, our sittin’ up there with the stu-
dents — where did that old ‘ bald-headed
row ” idea ever come from, anyway?—if
it hadn’t of been for Henery. But I an’
Butch wasn’t no seventh son of a seventh
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son, an’ so how could we know the sort o’
stuff Henery was goin’ to pull?

Well, it seems this here evenin’s enter-
tainment is a kind o’ melodrama, like I
said; an’ the piece was wrote by a guy
name of Thomas, an’ so the name of it was
somethin’ geographical, like Arizona, or
Idaho, or Cedar Rapids—any place west
o’ Chicago, because they ain’t no romance
east o’ there, an’ so I suppose the line
must be drawed just west o’ the stock-
yards. Anyways, I couldn’t never see no
romance in the meat business.

The play, it’s a mighty serious piece o’
work, but it’s gettin’ over big. Big!
They’s a full house; an’ in the pinches,
when it looks like the heavy has at last got
the hero where he wants him, take it from
me, the crowd is so still an’ spellbound you
couldn’t of heard the mercury drop, except
for the hissin’ in the gallery. Yes, sir;
that play sure has the crowd goin’ for fair.

An’ it’s like this: They’s a girl — we'll
call her Ruth, say—which is in love with
the hero, an’ take it from the hero, he’s
more than anxious to marry her any time
she’s a mind to mention. But Ruth has
an idea that she ain’t high-born enough for
no regular hero like him, or maybe she’s
half Indian, or they’s lunacy in the family,
or somethin’, though o’ course they ain’t
nothin’ o’ the sort; or even if they was,
you can bet that knowin’ for a fact that
-your mother-in-law is crazy, instead o’ just
guessin’ at it like most people—you can
bet that no little thing like that would
stop any guy which ;got one good look at
Ruth, not for a minute! -

Just the same, Ruth has this idea, an’
you can’t shake it out of her. She won’t
listen to no marriage with the hero, not
under any circumstances; an’ not only
that, but the hero is already engaged to
another dame, an’ so, no, they’s nothin’
doin’, absolutely. An’ so, what with one
thing an’ another, an’ tryin’ to split his
vote between them two dames, an’ the vil-
lain all the time tryin’ to ruin him in his
business, an’ everythin’, you better believe
that life for the hero ain’t no one bed o’
roses after another.

I wouldn’t of changed places with him
not for nothin’—not even to avoid bein’
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stabbed in the eye by that bass fiddler. I
had a hunch all the time that they was a
jinx on Ruthey, an’ this hero wasn’t never
goin’ to get her. An’ the other girl was
one of them tall, tired blondes, an’ I
didn’t have no use for her.

Well, they sawed along for a couple of
innin’s, with first the hero an’ then the
villain on top, an’ Ruth still holdin’ off the
hero, though you can see how it hurts het;
an’ I have found out how, by holdin’ my
head just so, I ain’t runnin’ more than a
twenty - to - one shot o’ gettin’ spitted
through the eyeball with that fiddle-bow,
an’ so now I can take a good look at the
stage once in a while without worryin’, an’
then here comes the big scene!

Of course, the en-tire cast is on the
stage. If it. was East, probably it would
be one o’ them garden parties; but this is
out West, on a ranch, an’ so it’s a bar-
becue, or somethin’ like that. Anyways,
everybody is present except Ruthey an’ a
gunfighter which the villain has hired to put
out the hero. Well, leave it to this Thomas
to see to it that Ruthey gets wise to the
gun-play just in time, so by hurryin’ she
can stop the bullet by throwin’ herself in
front o’ the hero. Which she does.

Believe me, it’s mighty affectin’, that
dyin’ scene between Ruth an’ the hero—
accompanied by the orchestra. For a fact,
they’s so many handkerchiefs in use, it
looks like one of them Chatauqua salutes.
An’ from all over the house comes various
sounds o’ distress—everythin’ from sobs to
sniffles.

Darned if it didn’t almost get me, too—
or it would of if Ruthey, which was slowly
passin’ away right up next to the foot-
lights, hadn’t of happened to look at Hen-
ery Bingham. I never see anythin’ do
anybody so much good as that one look at
Henery seemed to do Ruthey.

Because all of a sudden, an’ you can
believe it or not, an’ at the time I can’t
hardly believe my own eyes—all of a sud-
den Ruthey, an’ her, mind you, with one
foot already in the grave, smiles a smile at
Henery, which, if it was anybody but her,
I would of called a broad grin. Anyways,
another quarter of an inch an’ that smile
would of been positively indecent.
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An’ so then I took a look at Henery
and— Well, you remember what I said
about that expressive face o’ Henery’s, an’
how when Henery registers joy, grief, an’
so forth, it is pretty sure to be contagious,
because Henery sure can put his stuff over,
an’ so, then, that smile o’ Ruthey’s, right
in the face o’ death, an’ a five-thousand-
dollar house, is explained; it is only a re-
flection of Henery’s.

Well, they’s some shows which deserves
to be put on the bum, but this ain’t one
of them, an’ so I don’t get this stuff o’
Henery’s a-tall; an’ so I tell Henery to lay
off it, an’ what is he thinking of, an’ does
he want to get us throwed out? But I'm
too late.

Ruthey has got herself under control,
an’ is once more tendin’ right up to the
business o’ dyin’. An’ I guess that fleetin’
smile 0’ hers—though you wouldn’t think
of a smile o’ that size not in terms o’ fleet-
ness—hasn’t carried over the footlights, be-
cause the house is still with her, an’ the
handkerchief squad workin’ overtime.

But the feelin’s o’ Henery Bingham has
reached a point where they can’t no longer
be controlled. An’ believe me, the loud,
rude laughter with which Henery greets
Ruthey’s positively last an’ dyin’ words
come to me as a terrible shock. If some-
body had throwed a fit o’ merriment like
that at a funeral, I wouldn’t of been not
one bit more shocked an’ horrified.

No; nor the rest o’ the audience, neither.

Well, leave it to Butch an’ I, we see
right away where it’s a case o’ get out be-
fore they come for us, because here is all
the makin’s of a full-growed riot, an’ of
course I an’ Butch hasn’t done nothin’;
but, still an’ all, we’re with Henery, an’ so
o’ course we got to stand by him, an’ so I
an’ Butch each grabs an arm an’ hustles
Henery up the aisle an’ out o’ there, an’
him still laughin’ fit te kill—an’ that goes
as it lays.

In the lobby a cop makes a play for us,
but I tell him where our little friend is
harmless, an’ is only now just hysterical or
somethin’; an’, no, they hasn’t not one o’
the three of us had a thing, an’ I an’ Butch
is takin’ Henery right home; an’ so finally
the cop says: All right; maybe so; but
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believe him, I an’ Butch better take Hen-
ery somewhere an’ have him examined, an’
not take no chances, because he may turn
homicidal any minute, an’ gettell out o’
here, anyway. »

An’ so then I an’ Butch walked Henery
round a while, an’ finally he come out of it. .

“ Gee,” says Henery, after he had got
his breath back, “I never had nothin’
affect me like that before! Honest, that
scene where that girl was dyin’—that was
the saddest thing I ever see! Honest, I
ain’t cried like that since I was a kid!”

I guess T wasn’t never nearer takin’ the
full count than I was right then.

“D’you get that?” I says to Butch.
‘“ Henery hasn'’t cried like that since he was
a kid!”

“No,” says Butch; “I'm a long ways
from gettin’ it. Say,” he asts Henery,
“ was you cryin’ then?”

“Why, sure,” says Henery. “ What
d’you mean?”
“Well,” says Butch, ‘“most people

would call it laughin’.”

“ That’s funny,” says Henery.

Now my idea was that it wasn’t so
funny as it was queer. Henery sure had I
an’ Butch guessin’, but—well, we let it go
at that. _

It was too deep for us.

At that, after a while I begin to get a
kind o’ line on Henery; but it wasn’t not
till I had had Henery under study an’ ob-
servation, as you might say, for quite some
time. You understand, Henery didn’t
make no breaks like that except only once
in a long while. It seemed to be only when
Henery got pretty well excited that—well,
for instance, they was that run-in which
Henery had with Billy Williams, the time
Billy claimed Henery had tried to throw
his spikes into him.

The two of them would of fit it out right
there on the field if the rest of us hadn’t
pulled ’em apart; an’ then, you might
know, when I an’ Henery drop into a
place after the game, it ain’t one minute
before in comes Billy Williams.

So then Billy an’ Henery resumes hos-
tilities about where they was left off, an’
from there it’s only a step to sheddin’ their
coats an’ goin’ to it. An’ I guess thig
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Williams wouldn’t of been so fierce about
mixin’ things up with Henery, because
everybody says Williams ain’t nothin’ but
a big bluff, if it hadn’t of been for the way
Henery looked. You never see a scareder
man in your life. Believe me, when it come
to puttin’ over the idea o’ sheer terror, I
never see nothin’ to equal that expression
o’ Henery'’s.

An’ I'm just about to give Henery the
credit o’ possessin’ a yellow streak a mile
wide an’ no bottom—when he wades in an’
puts out Billy with a punch!

So I suppose Henery was registerin’
bravery all the time.

An’ then they was the time when Miss
Rue Russell says wouldn’t it be so nice if
T an’ Butch was to give her an’ some of
her friends a little dinner party. Well, be-
lieve me, these little dinner parties runs
into money; but, the way things is, I an’
Butch has to fall for it; an’ seein’ as how
Henery is able to wear a full dress suit of
evenin’ clothes without lookin’ like a nigger
minstrel doin’ a white - face turn, we ast
Henery would he care to join us, an’ Hen-
ery joins.

I an’ Butch  was so busy jockeyin’ for
the place next to Miss Rue Russell that
we didn’t pay no attention to Henery. But
at the last minute Butch works the Minne-
sota shift, or a fake kick, or somethin’ on
me, an’ grabs her off; an’ so then, when we
have sat down to the table, I have the time
to give Henery the north-to-south, when
the lady which I’'m sittin’ next to calls my
attention to him.

- “ Not wishin’ to appear too inquisitive,”
says the lady, indicatin’ Henery, with a
disgusted look an’ a salad fork, “ but who
brung in the Death’s Head?”

Well, they wasn’t no doubt but what she
had called the turn on Henery. The stuff
Henery was registerin’ would of made a
fortune for an undertaker. For a fact,
without no exaggeration, Henery had old
John W. Gloom himself lookin’ like the
original cheerful idiot.

An’ so then I an’ Butch an’ the rest o’
the bunch turn in an’ try to jolly Henery
out of it; but they ain’t nothin’ doin’.
Henery’s map refuses to register even one
little fleetin’ smile. An’ as the evenin’
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wears on Henery’s gloom deepens, an’ set-
tles down around him an’ the rest of us
like a shroud.

We broke up early.

I walked home with Henery.

“ Gee,” says Henery, when we had said
good night to the rest o’ the people, ‘ some
party! Honest, I had the time of my
life!”

Can you beat it?

“You don’t say,” I says. * Everybody
happy, an’ all this an’ that, what? Well,
all I got to say is, you took a queer way o’
showin’ it!”

But, anyways, I guess it was this last
little thing which give me the tip-off on
Henery Bingham. Henery’s was a strange
case. It wasn’t chronic, as they say, be-
cause, like I said before, most o’ the time
Henery didn’t appear no different than I
an’ you; but, if you get me, they was cer-
tainly times when Henery Bingham’s emo-
tions was badly mingled, not to say scram-
bled—an’ not no mere figure o’ speech, like
you hear at a banquet, neither.

Maybe I should ought to put it this
way: they was temporary times when, in
traveling from the seat o’ Henery’s emo-
tions, wherever that is, those same emo-
tions of Henery’s got switched on to the
wrong track and, on reachin’ the surface,
pulled into the wrong station. In other
words, sometimes Henery’s emotional gear
got throwed out o’ mesh an’ failed to co-
ordinate. I guess that’s as near as I can
come to it.

If I was one o’ these here professors of
psychology, or somethin’, maybe I could
explain it to you; an’ then again maybe I
couldn’t.

Henery Bingham’s was a mighty strange
case. I shouldn’t wonder but what it would
of baffled old Seneca G. Science himself.

Figurin’ in that expressive map o’ Hen-
ery’s, too— But maybe I should ought to
tell you about I an’ Butch an’ Miss Rue _
Russell. Cuttin’ out the prelims an’ get-
tin’ right down to the finals, along about
the time the baseball season is closin’, an’
the season for a two-a-day bunch is open-
in’ up, I get it hot off the bat, or from Miss
Russell’s own lips, that Butch Randall is
playin’ with her in a sketch which they’re
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goin’ to put on at the Palatial at no very
distant date.

An’ so Butch has put one over on me,
an’ it looks like this is my finish.

Well, I never see no nicer girl than Rue
Russell, an’ a perfect lady in each an’
every respect, because it ain’t so difficult

to qualify now as it was when your mother -

was a lady, an’ so I don’t wish Rue no
manner o’ harm a-tall, an’ may she live
long an’ prosper; an’ if she prefers Butch
Randall to such as I—well, then, all very
well an’ good; but I admire her taste! But
as for Butch Randall—

Still an’ all, I’'m willin’ to let the results
speak for theirselves, though I don’t admit
now, no more than I ever did, that I had
anythin’ to do with it. Of course, you
can’t make Butch Randall believe nothin’
to the contrary, though since then I an’
Butch has went to the mat one dozen times
on the subject,.an’ though I haven’t win
the decision, not every time, you can bet
that they wasn’t ary time but what Butch
knowed he had been in a fight.

The facts is, an’ I got witnesses to prove
it, that when I an’ Henery started for the
Palatial that night, the night Russell an’

Randall was openin’ there—the facts is, I

says to Henery, an’ I'm willin’ to leave it
to as many as three or four people if I
didn’t—I says to Henery:

“ Now, Henery, remember you got to be
good, an’ don’t go puttin’ over no such
stuff as you did the night we was to that
out-West thing, because far be it from us
to crab good old Butch’s act, an’ I can
still find much to admire in Miss Rue
Russell, though she is now lost to me for-
ever—an’ take my word for it, one o’ these
fine days she’ll regret it.”

An’ so them was my very words, an’ I
guess as many as fifteen persons heard me
say them. An’ besides, all of us knowed
that this thing of Russell an’ Randall’s
was comedy stuff, an’ meant to be funny,
an’ so the conditions wasn’t nothin’ like
that time Henery made death seem like a
kind o’ humorous adventure to little Ruth.
But if Butch Randall wants to blame it
onto me, why, he has that privilege, an’ I
guess they ain’t nobody stoppin’ him.
Only you would think that Butch would
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know enough to stop his squawkin’, be-
cause the more he hollers the worse it looks
for him. An’ the better for me.

An’ as for I an’ Henery’s occupyin’ such
a prominent place in the theater—right’ up
in front o’ one o’ the stage boxes—it wasn’t
nothing more nor less than an accident, no
matter what Butch says. I ain’t denyin’
that I bought them seats a good week be-
forehand, an’ I an’ Henery was there when
the doors opened, but somebody else might
of beat us to them seats just as easy as
not. An’ so that is as much truth as they
is to what Butch says about my ribbin’ it
all up for Henery to sit where he did, an’
right where everybody in the house could
see him. Take it from me, Butch is ravin’.
What difference did it make to me where
Henery Bingham sat?

An’ just to clinch things, an’ show you
where they couldn’t possibly of been no
hard feelin’s on my part, I'm willin’ to say
right now that that act o’ Rue’s an’
Butch’s went big—that is, it was goin’ big.
Yes, sir; I never see Miss Rue Russell
lookin’ prettier, an’ as for Butch, well, if
you knowed Butch like I, you would won-
der how he got away with it like he did.

So you hear me handin’ it to Rue an’
Butch. An’ not only that, but that sketch
o’ theirs was a regular scream. For a fact,
they had some o’ the funniest lines I ever
heard. ~ For instance, where Rue says to
Butch—but never mind. Anyways, it was
great stuff.

An’ so it looks like the sketch is a
knock-out, an’ Rue an’ Butch is slated for
an easy winter on the big time, because
it’s easy to see, an’ hear, where the crowd
is strong for Russell an’ Randall, when all
of a sudden..a feelin’ come over me as if
somethin’ had went wrong. You know
how it is in a theater when somethin’ comes
off which ain’t exactly down on the bills;
everybody seems to kind o’ get the feelin’
of it all at once, though they don’t no-
body know yet just what’s happened—
that is, only a few which was the first ones
to notice.

So I seem to feel all of a sudden, like I
said, that Russell an’ Randall has lost their
audience. - An’ so then I look round to see
what the trouble is, an’, would you believe
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it, I find all eyes is turned towards the box
where I an’ Henery is sittin’. An’ it looks
like about one-half o’ the people is unde-
cided whether to laugh or cry about what-
ever it is, but the other half has made up
their mind and is laughin’ fit to bust their-
self.

If things had been a little different I
guess they wouldn’t nobody ever felt more
like sinkin’ through the floor, or somethin’;
but, somehow, I seem to grasp right away
where it is Henery Bingham which is the
target of all them critical eyes, an’ not I.
An’ so I took a look at Henery.

Of course, Randall an’ Russell is still
goin’ on with the act, though they ain’t
nobody payin’ them the slightest attention
—that is, nobody but Henery Bingham.

That look at Henery showed me that
Henery was payin’ that funny stuff o’
Rue’s an’ Butch’s the highest compliment
in his power, but I was wise, an’ the crowd,
which had only Henery Bingham’s expres-
sive face to judge by, must of thought dif-
ferent.

- Because Henery was cryin’ like a child;

big, bitter tears was chasin’ each other
down Henery’s cheeks, like the rain trick-
lin’ down a window, an’ not no little sprin-
kle, neither, but more like-a cloudburst.
Addin’ to this the all-round picture of ex-
cruciatin’ anguish into which Henery’s fea-
tures is twisted, not to say nothin’ of his
lips tremblin’ like a leaf, an’ the hysterical
workin’ of Henery’s throat, an’— Well, I
guess you couldn’t blame them people for
misunderstandin’ Henery. If I hadn’t made
Henery a study I would of misunderstood
him myself.

But grantin’ that them people thought
Henery was cryin’ instead o’ laughin’—
which he was, or which he thought he was,
or which he started out to do, or somethin’
—grantin’ that, then the spectacle of all
them people laughin’ theirself sick over
this terrible grief of Henery’s was one o’
the finest illustrations o’ the inborn cruelty
o’ the human race which I ever hope to

Still an’ all, maybe they was excusable.
Y’see, the way Henery pulled this thing,
weepin’ a steady stream without never
takin’ his eyes off the comedy team o’ Rus-
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sell an’ Randall—well, it didn’t look like
this was no private grief o’ Henery’s which
he had brung to the theater with him. No,
nothin’ like that. ‘

It looked more like it was the perform-
ance o’ this same comedy team o’ Russell
an’ Rangdall which was havin’ this sadden-
in’ effect on Henery. An’ so—

Well, you might say that that little
sketch o’ Russell an’ Randall’s opened in
August an’ closed in January—they was
off to a hot start, but finished in a frost.
That is, if they did finish; because if they
did nobody knew it—an’ a shame if there
ever was one, because that was a great
little act!

Well, I took it just as hard as Rue an’
Butch. But, you might know, you cam’t
make them believe it, not with an ax. But
let it go. Anyways, after that first per-
formance, it’s all off between Butch an’
Rue.

Which is about as logical as most wo-
men is; because what did Butch have to do
with it? Not no more than I—an’ Miss
Rue Russell, which is still her stage name,
won’t not even so much as look at me,
neither.

But Henery—well, you can take it from
me they ain’t no smarter girl then Rue.
In spite o’ what Henery done to her—in
fact, even whilst he was doin’ it, Rue seen
the fortune in that expressive face o’ Hen-
ery’s, an’ so now it’s Russell an’ Bingham.
Mr. an’ Mrs. Bingham in private life. It
don’t make no particular difference to the
sketch whether Henery now coordinates or
not.

In fact, it’s Henery’s unexpectedness
which is his biggest hold on the public.
But Henery Bingham wouldn’t never do
for no screen actor. He couldn’t never
register no sort of stuff to order. Why, if
Henery was a thermometer, he’d be just
as liable to register Palm Beach when he
meant Nome, Alaska, as not. You
couldn’t never depend on him to express
his right feelings.

So, all in all, I guess you would have
to go some to find a queerer case than Hen-
ery Bingham’s.

At that, seein’ the way things turned
out, I sometimes wonder—
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PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

ARRY DECATUR steered his flying speed-boat out of New York Harbor in the face of a

half-gale, flying from some mystery ashore.

At sea, to save his life, he boarded the old

whaler Nantook, Captain Converse, and was signed as a member of the crew as far as
Colon, Panama. Captain Converse and those aboard the whaler suspected Decatur of being an
escaping murderer. On the voyage Decatur was driven almost to madness by the first mate, Jessup.
Hope Converse, the captain’s daughter, befriended him.

CHAPTER VIIIL

TIT FOR TAT.

HE morning had not yet passed be-

I fore the visitors to Colon were back

aboard ship. But Jessup’s boat did
not come tacking down the bay until mid-
afternoon. ’

When it ran alongside the bark and the
mate swung up the ladder, Swansen
grinned at sight of the crease between the
eyes of his usually placid superior.

Jessup at once went into the cabin and

through to the main stateroom at the call-

of Captain Converse.

. “I've returned to report, sir,” he said.
“ Tt appears that Decatur must have cov-
ered his crime very effectually. The Canal
authorities have received no charges against
him."

Hope came out of her stateroom, heavy-
eyed from slumber, but with her sweet lips
curved in a happy smile.

“Yes! Aren’t you glad, Mr. Jessup?”
she exclaimed. “ To think we held such
thoughts against him! The consul told us

he had seen all about it in the papers from
New York. ’

“ Some woman persuaded Mr. Decatur
to buy stocks. They went down, and he
lost all his fortune in a single day. The
shock drove him out of his mind. You
see how completely that explains every-
thing.” ‘

The mate started to draw a frayed news-
paper from the. inner pocket of his coat,
but was checked by a curt query from
Captain Converse: .

“You of course set the young man
adrift?”

“ After I had insisted that the authorities
cable to the New York police. I waited
until the message came back that there was
no charge against him.”

“Very well. We have done our full
duty. No more of him. With regard to
our run through the Canal, we cannot get
a tug to take us through before to-mor-
row.”

“1 noticed a number of steamers being
lifted through the locks, sir,” remarked Jes-
sup. “There seems to be a rush in the

This story began in the All-Story Weekdy for August 25.
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Canal. Freights must be going
bigher.”

The little skipper wrinkled his bald fore-
head. ‘“ May be that. Nothing more now,
Mr. Jessup.”

“ You had a pleasant visit ashore, Miss
Hope?” asked the mate as he was going
out.

“Very, but rather tiring,” answered the
girl. “T shall rest until sundown.”

“ That’s as well. The moon on the bay

“will be glorious.”

The prediction was not overdrawn
When, after supper, Jessup handed the girl
up the aft companion, she cried out with
delight over the beauty of the tropical
scene in the glamour of the brilliant full
moon.

Hardly, however, had "they begun to
stroll the deck when Jessup halted to fix
an annoyed stare upon a small power-
launch that was heading down the bay
straight for the bark.

Instead of sheering off as the mate ex-
pected, the craft ran in alongside and
stopped at the side ladder.

A man in a white-linen suit and Panama
hat emerged from under the awning. The
moment he swung upon the side ladder
the launch thrust off and glided away.

“ What’s the meaning of this?” muttered
"Jessup. “ Can’t be a Canal official, else
his boat would have waited.”

Hope was no less puzzled. When the
visitor started aft she went forward with
the mate toward the poop-ladder. The
man’s face was hidden by the black shadow
of his hat-brim as he ran lightly up the
steps from the main- deck.

But when he reached the top he struck
a pose and swept off his hat to the girl with
the bow of a Spanish grandee.

“ Why—why, Mr. Decatur!” she ex-
claimed. .

“Yes, I'm it, Miss Converse,” he gaily
admitted. “ Don’t wonder, though, that
you’re surprised at such a transmogrifica-
tion. The butterfly from the hairy cater-
pillar. What?”

The comparison might well have been
made in sober earnestness. He had left
the bark a shaggy-faced, unkempt beach-
comber, only to reappear as nattily dressed

still
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and gentlemanly in appearance as the mate.
His black eyes and the long scar aslant
his clean-shaven cheek alone remained the
same.

Jessup quietly placed himself between
the smiling visitor and Hope. His look
and tone were almost womanly gentle: I
am afraid, Mr. Decatur, I must ask you
to go down into the waist."

“ My dear Mr. Mate,” bantered Deca-
tur, “I regret that I must decline your
invitation. Matters are not quite as they
were this morning, my good man. If you
reported the truth about me to your su-

perior—"
“He did, Mr. Decatur,” interposed
Hope. “We were so pleased! We had

already learned from the consul at Colon.”

“ Pardon me for interrupting you, Miss
Hope,” said Jessup. “ This man has been
too smart for the police; but aside from his
uvndetected crime, I happen to know that
his relations with the woman for whom
he___"

Decatur’s calloused, tar-stained hand
struck flat across the mate’s mouth.

“ How’s that for a stopper?” he taunted.

A heavy flush darkened Jessup’s face,
but he spoke as quietly as before:

“You know I cannot thrash you in the
presence of Miss Converse. What’s more,
I would not dirty my hands with such as
you, else I'd toss you over the side.”

“That’s a game two might play at,”
rallied Decatur.

The mate stepped to the poop-rail and
raised his voice in a sharp command:

“Lay aft, a boat’s crew.”

“Very kind of you, I'm sure. But I've
no intention of leaving just now,” mocked
Decatur.

He turned to Hope, his face suddenly
sober and earnest. .

“1 beg your pardon for all this flippancy,
Miss Converse. I came aboard for two
purposes, one of which was to give your
father certain information that I believe he
will consider important.”

The girl smiled at him and then at the
mate.

“ You see, Mr. Jessup. May I ask you
to call my father?”

“1 am very sorry, but—”
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“ Then I must take Mr. Decatur below,
and it is so dreadfully hot and stuffy in
the cabin.”

Jessup bowed stiffly.
father.”

As he stepped down through the booby-
hatch, the visitor turned from him with a
chuckle. '

“ Poor old chappy! Did he get his fur
rubbed the wrong way? Too bad!”

Hope did not smile at the banter. Her
deep eyes were fixed upon the mocker in
a look of grave reproach.

“ If we did not owe you an apology, Mr.
Decatur, for our unjust suspicions of
you_n

“ Please, Miss Converse!” he broke in,
even more serious than the girl. “ Please
forget it! I gave you every reason to think
the worst of me—the way I came aboard
and acted.”

“ But—but to put you before the mast!”’

“ Best thing for me. Seemed deuced
tough at the time— Just what I needed,
though. Knocked some of the nonsense
out of me. It already seems like a lark.
No joking. In learning to soar aloft I
forgot to feel sore.”

He glanced up at the great black cob-
web of spars and nggmg that towered
above them in the moon glamour. His
bright glance flashed back to the beautiful
girl before him.-

“ Up there in the clear air and sunshine
—with the thought of your kindness to the
red-handed murderer to help him up out of
his hell.”

“ Oh, Mr. Decatur, I—”

“ That’s what you thought I was. I had
given you reason to believe it. Yet you
showed your kindness just the same, patch-
ing and mending me. You ought to get a
shoe-machine aboard to sew up toughs.”

The humorous twist to his seriousness
did more than relax the tension between
them and bring a smile to Hope’s straight-
ened lips.

“ Oh,” she murmured. “ Now I know
for certain that you didn’t do anything
really bad.”

All the eager intensity of the young
man’s face disappeared as if a shadow had
fallen across it. His eyes sank before the

“1 will' call your

girl’s candid gaze. He tried to stammer a
reply, glanced uneasily around, and fell si-
lent at sxght of Captain Converse and
Jessup swinging up through the booby

“hatch.

The little skipper lost no time in greet-
ings. ‘“It appears I misjudged you, Mr.
Decatur. I am ready to offer a straight-
forward apology, but not one cent of black-
mail.”

Decatur drew himself up and stood quiv-
ering, as if Captain Converse had struck
him as he had struck Jessup. But his gaze
turned to the white-faced girl.

His clenching fists relaxed. He replied
to the captain no less quietly than Jessup
had spoken to him after the slap in the
face.

“ You would naturally think that of me,
sir. I must ask you, however, to believe
that my visit is for exactly the opposite
purpose. No, it’s not money. I swapped
my dress-suit for this outfit, and one five
paid for the launch trip down.”

“ Well?” curtly queried the little skip-
per.

“ Swansen told me that if -the Canal
should be blocked and you had to round
the Horn, you stood to forfeit the freights
on your cargo, as well as to lose the fall
whaling season in the arctics.”

“Yes. What of it?”

“ The man I swapped clothes with is one
of the Canal pilots. I happened to ask why
the steamers bound for the Pacific side
were crowding through the locks so fast.
He tried to stall me off, so I kept at him
till he let it out. There’s another slide get-
ting ready to let go in Gaillard Cut.”

“ Very 'probable story,” said Jessup. “ 1
see the point. You want a passage over to
Panama.”

“ Why hasn’t the threatened slide been
made public?” demanded Captain Con-
verse. _

“ Because there would have been too
great a rush of boats, and the slide may
come down any time to-night,” said De-
catur. “ The locks will be closed at mid-
night. I went to the superintendent at
Gatun.

“ He happens to be a friend of a friend of
mine—met him in New York. I told him
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that even if the government pays damages
for 'blockade delays, the voyage round the
Horn would ruin you.”

“ Well?”

“He agreed to slip you through the
locks, along with a pair of the smaller
tramps.”

Jessup smiled incredulously.
probabilities!”

“Yes, and here’s another,” replied De-
catur. “I asked the superintendent how
about it, if we couldn’t get a tug in time,.
He said he had yet to meet an old whale-
man who couldn’t sail his ship up even an
irrigation ditch, with the wind dead ahead.”

“ And we'd have the wind fair nearly all
the way across to Panama, father!” ex-
claimed Hope.

“ There are the Canal regulations,” ob-
jected the captain. “I've no wish to get
tangled in red tape.”

Decatur drew from his pocket severa.l
gold coins. “I sold my watch to the su-
perintendent. Here is the two hundred
dollars. I will put them and my rings in
the hands of your daughter as pledge that
T've told you the truth.”

“ What'’s your object in doing all this?”
bluntly demanded the little skipper.

* “T1l tell you the other side of Culebra,
if we get through before the slide.”

‘It strikes me, sir—"’ began Jessup.

But Captain Converse cut him short.
“ Turn out all hands. Run up to Culebra
fast as you can drive her.”

The mate was too good a seaman to hesi-
tate over a direct order. He stepped to the
poop-rail and shouted the command, “ All
hands on deck!”

Within a minute half the crew were yo-
heaving at the capstan, while the rest were
scrambling aloft to crack on sail the mo-
ment the anchor was broken out.

“ More

CHAPTER IX.
UNDER THE AVALANCHE.

FFICIAL favor is as steam in the
cylinders or a fair wind swelling
outspread sails. Half an hour be-

fore midnight found the old whaler at
Gatun, in company with two small tramp
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steamers, fast by cables between the cafion-
like walls of one of the lower twin locks of
the great Isthmian Canal.

Behind the three vessels the towering
leaves of the inner sea-gate swung together,
and under the three keels the waters of
Gatun Lake poured down through the great
culverts and out from the holes in the
bottom of the lock basin.

Rapidly the flood crept up the smooth
tace of the concrete walls and the bolt-
studded steel of the gates, bearing the
tramps and the Nantook on its surface,
out of the depths tqward the glaring search-
lights above. In exactly eight minutes they
were floating thirty feet above tide."

Once level with the second lock, the gate
between swung open, and the electric
tractors towed the vessels through from one
thousand-foot basin into the no less im-
mense twin of the second water-step.

Another lift to the third lock, and then
the three ships had only to be floated up
this last step ‘vi-the greatest ship stairway
in the world.

Hardly was the water of the lock level
with the great artificial lake, eighty-five
feet above the Atlantic, when the last gate
was opened. The three vessels were set
free in the upper enftrance basin.

The tramps, under full head of steam,
slipped out into Gatun Lake well aheed of
the Nantook. But the bark cleared the
wind-blanketing walls of the basin with her
jib and foresails already set and the crew
mast-heading yards and sheeting home main
and mizzen sails as fast as the volleying
orders of captain and mates could drive
them.

More and more quickly the lockhead and
huge dam fell astern as sail after sail was
cracked on. The old whaler surged away
up the lake in chase of her lock mates, with
the fresh northwest wind on her starboard
quarter.

Decatur, standing side by side with Hope
Converse in the bend of the weather rail,
glanced aft at the lengthening wake of foam
and then ahead across the moonlit white-
caps at the tramp steamers.

“ Yumpin’ yiminy!” he mimicked his
friend Swansen. “ Two to one, Miss Con-
verse, we overhaul that rear tramp.”
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The girl’s sea-blue eyes were sparkling;
her lovely face was flushed. She smiled
with a pride like that of a yacht owner.

“It’s not sportsmanlike to bet on a sure
thing, Mr. Decatur. You must know be-
fore this that the Nantook is clipper built.
She’ll show her heels to old Rust Funnel
before we round those islets. Then we'll
take the second leg up the lake with the
wind on our port quarter, and we’ll walk
- past that other iron teakettle.”

“ Won't we, though! There’s the call for
stuns’l-booms—and what’s that they’re
boisting to the main truck from the royal-
ya.rd?”

Hope’s quiet joy changed to amused de-
light. “ Good for Gus! It’s his patent
royal-lift skys’l. He’s been pestering fa-
ther about it for years. How they've
ganmned him! But look—it’s drawing well,
and no need of the skys’l mast and stays
that we’d have to rig for a regular
skys’.”

“ They’re setting stuns’ls—whew!/ See
the lee rail go down!” cried Decatur as the
bark heeled far over under the tremendous
spread of canvas and dashed still more
swiftly aslant the trough of the whitecaps.
“ My eye, but we’re beginning to move!
Look how we’re walking up on that tramp.
Good thing your father has that pilot on
the forecastle head. It’s all right out here
in the open lake. But think what racing
like this will mean when we run into the
Cu ”»” :

“ Surely you can’t fancy this canal is
anything,” replied the girl. “ If only you
could see Magellan Strait or the narrow,
crooked lanes between the ice-floes that we
tack through up North. Why, even Mur-
phy, there at the wheel, could run an® epen
waterway like this without a lookeut. The
only question is, will it stay open till we
get through?” ’

Decatur shrugged. “ You heard what
the pilot said: Crevasses steadily widening;
whole hillside may come down any minute.
Your father certainly is losing no time!”

“Thanks to you! Oh, if we do slip
through, how shall we able to thank you?”

“Why, I—it’s been nothing really,
ealy—”

“ Nothing to yeu, perhaps; but to us

8 as

it’s everything—everything—far more than
you know.”

“ My thought was only to try to repay
you in part for your kindness, Miss Con~
verse. That was all. Yet, if we get
through—would you have any objection to
my asking your father to sign me on for,
say, as far as Nome?r”

Hope faced the hesitating questionex
with candid pleasure in her deep eyes. “ For
Nome? Why not for the voyager”

“You mean it? You really would not .

object?” murmured Decatur, his eyes
sparkling like black diamends. ¢ Miss
Converse, if only I felt I could earn my
salt! You know, that ten dollars your
father gave me was the first money 1 ever
received from my own labor. I must learn
to earn my living. I’'m stony broke, out in
the cold, cold world.”

The girl looked approvingly at his tay«
blackened hands. “ You earned that tem
dollars. But I'm afraid youll find the
weorld a bit colder than this up above Bering
Strait.”

He wriggled the toes of his canvas shees.
“ What matter cold feet, if the heart is
warm? D’you know, I've always bad 2
perfect horror of ice—outside a highball

glass; but mrew I'll be able to toss snow-.

Lalls at Polar bears.”

* For the first time in his krnowledge Hope
laughed outright—a low, musical laugh as
golden as her sweet voice. “ Really, I be-
lieve we shall be very good friends, Mr.
De—" .

“ Barry!” he cut in. “ Why not make it
[1 Bm 7?»

“You have yet to be signed on, Mr.
Decatur,” she replied with an almost intan-
gible reserve that was none the less effective
in dashing his impetuosity.  Here are
father and Mr. Jessup. All set, I see, Mr.

”»

“ All for the present. We’ll shake out
the balloon-jib when we come aroumd on
the second leg of the up-lake run,” said the
mate, his brown eyes looking Decatur up
and down with seeming indifference.

“ The balloon-jib!” exclaimed the girt.
“In a wind like this?”

“Yes, daughter. Mr. Jessup thinks
she’ll stand up under all we can spread,”

-4
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said the captain. “ Now take a turn with
him. I want to talk with Mr. Decatur.”

As the mate strolled forward with Hope .

to the poop-rail, out of ear-shot of the
others, he remarked with quiet dignity:
“In my three weeks aboard the Nantook,
Miss Converse, your acquaintance has
been a very great privilege. If I have in
some small degree won your friendship—"

“ Not in a small degree, Mr. Jessup,” the

girl interrupted him with cordial warmth.

He bowed a trifle formally. “ That
makes it harder to go on, yet all the more
necessary, Miss Hope. -Perhaps the best
way is to leave the question of the dis-
closure to you. What I wish to say is that
I happen to know something about this
man Decatur—”

“ No, no, please—not now,” broke in
the girl. “ At least, wait and see if we
get through Culebra. Afterward, if you
feel you must speak, let it be before him
and father, not me. Look! we’re beginning
to Tap the stern of old Rust Funnel. See
her puff.”

Jessup quietly acquiesced in the wish of
his companion, and turned the talk to a
discussion of the run to Pedro Miguel, as
the bark swept proudly past the chugging,
straining steamer. All too soon his zéte-a-
téte was interrupted by the -bellow of

Swansen on the fore-deck and the nasal’

shout of Tisdal in the waist, relaying aft
the order of the pilot to go about. The
bark had cleared the islets that marked the
first turn in the course.

Every man of the crew was at his post,
on deck or aloft, ready to ease off or haul
on sheets and braces. Under the sonorous
commands of Captain Converse, repeated
by all three mates, the bark’s head veered
to eastward, with her sails swinging around
square to the full drive of the wind while
it shifted across her stern to the port quar-
ter.

As she straightened up from her port tilt
and heeled over to the starboard, the flut-
tering spanker and fore-and-aft topsails of
the mizzen jibed across the quarter-deck
with a tremendous flop and clatter but
without damage. The jibs had already
been put over. 4

Promptly the order was given to hoist
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the huge balloon-jib. This put the. old
whaler under every stitch of canvas that
could be spread—far more than even most
whalemen would have ventured to carry in
so brisk a wind.

Again heeled over until her lee rail
dipped, the heavily laden vessel slanted
down the wind at full clipper speed, across
the moon-flashing lake toward the dark
point of Bohio. Far grander and more
beautiful than a racing yacht, she bore
down upon the foremost tramp with the
feather of spray undet her low-driven prow
spuming white in the moonlight.

Swiftly she overhauled the steamer and
swept past to windward of the smoke-
vomiting funnels. The siren of the tramp
yelled a shrill salute—the voice of steam
blaring out its admiration for the magnifi-
cent cloud of canvas that was so swiftly
forging ahead in the race.

Captain Converse and Decatur had
moved forward along the weather-rail to
join Hope and Jessup. The girl waved
toward the steamer and called to Decatur:

“ What did I tell you? They’re salut-
ing the victor!”

“’Rah for the also-rans!” said Decatur.
“It takes a real sportsman to be a good
loser.”

“ How about yourself?” asked Jessup.

The younger man’s face darkened.
“ What d’you mean?”

Before the mate could reply, the shouts
of Swansen and Tisdal relayed aft a fresh
order from the pilot. At a sign from Cap-
tain Converse, Jessup sprang around to cry
out the necessary commands. After this
none of the whaler’s officers had leisure to
talk.

The Nantook flew past Bohio and
through the narrow waters beyond, around
the long curve up into the head of the great
artificial lake. A third steamer was over-
hauled and passed by the gallant old bark
as she coursed through the straits of the
Chagres Valley beyond San Pablo.

Sweeping on around the easterly curve
toward Bas Obispo, she met a passenger
steamer and two heavily laden tramps
coming from Panama. All of these opposite-
bound vessels blared their sirens at sight
of the whaler’s spectacular race.
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So far the rush of the bark had been less
caring than it appeared. Though at times
she careened until her lee rail was awash,
her ballast cargo of machinery held her
from going on her beam-ends, and the wind
remained steady even in the cuts.

Had Captain Converse been certain of a
clear run through, he might have sent one
of the watches below. But there was the
chance that the threatened slide might come
down when the bark was entering Gaillard
Cut. In such event there would be need
to strip to bare poles and let go anchor
with the utmost haste.

Moreover, neither officers nor crew rel-
ished the thought of being caught below
decks if the slide should nip the vessel as
she sought to pass the point of danger.

No one aboard was more keenly alive
than Hope Converse to the peril that await-
ed all, around past Gamboa, in the dreaded
Cut. Yet while her father and his mates
and crew waited with every thought cen-
tered upon the trimming of the sails and
the danger ahead, the girl stood aft beside
Decatur at the weather-rail, drinking in
weird beauty of the moon-shadowed jun-
gles past which they were being swept.

" Except when the call of the pilot raised
a responsive clamor of commands and
echoings, the only sounds aboard the
whaler were the creak of blocks, the sigh
¢i the wind through the cordage, and the
swirl of water under her bows._

Half-awed by the strangeness of the
passing panorama, Hope and Decatur
sought to peer into the mysterious depths
of the black jungles whence came a medley
of tropical night cries—shrill pipings, pig-
like squeals, and the menacing roars of
giant cats.

In the short period since the order of
the government to depopulate the Zone, the
shores of the great ‘Canal had fast gome
back to the wild. The few jungle paths
and roads were already choked with the
swift growth of tropical vegetation. Pec-
caries rooted amid the upspringing brush
in former clearings; pumas and jaguars
shunk through the doorways of abandoned
huts.

All this and more the young man and the
girl pictured to one another as they gazed
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across the narrow strip of water at the
liana-festooned wall of impenetrable jungle.
Suddenly, out of the wilderness to port,
came a peculiar toot. The bark swept past
the mouth of a little inlet, up which the
watchers glimpsed an engine and train
rattling across a long trestle.

“ Great Czsar!” cried Decatur. “ What
a ghost! ¢ Aw-l-1 abo-a-rd—Chicago, Neuw
Yorrk, un Frisco. Change cars at Pana-
ma’!” /

“ But think of us—sailing over the back-
bone of the Americas!” replied Hope.
“ That is the real marvel!”

Decatur shifted to an easier loll on the
rail. “ Poor old hobo Balboa! He had
to hike afoot where we glide light as the
airy thistledown o’er woodland mere.”

“If only we may not pile up against
that slide!” whispered the girl. Her voice
rose to sudden shrillness. “ Look! That
must be the Chagres—and those steamers
—headed for Panama, yet moored to the
bank! Oh, dear! They never would have
stopped unless it’s too late to pass!”

Hardly less concerned than his compan-
ion, Decatur leaned outboard to stare
ahead while the Nantook drove past the
Chagres River and around the bend into
the southeast run to Culebra. Not an inch
of canvas was furled on the bark as she
flew past Gamboa down the long reach
teward the looming mass of Gold Hill and
the perilous passage of Gaillard Cut. The
crucial moments of the wild night race were
at hand.

A few more minutes and close ahead ap-
peared a pair of giant hydraulic dredges,
backing from the ditched barrier of the
last slide toward the solid rock cliffs of Gold
Hill. The siren of the nearest dredge
shrieked a signal for the bark to come to.
As heedless of the call as the ear-stopped
sailors of Ulysses, the old whaler surged
past in full flight—a foaming sea-monster
winged with ninety-odd feet of towering
canvas.

The siren stilled its useless shrieks. But
out from the second dredge darted a swift
little power-launch that curved around and
raced parallel with the bark, close in under-
her port quarter. A tall man swung up on
the bows of the launch, clear of the swing.
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“Stop that ship,” he shouted.
heard the signal. Stop and tie up.”

“ Canal blocked?” queried Captain Con-
verse.

“Not yet. But crevasses are opening
fast. She may go any minute.”

« Where? ” )

¢ Just beyond the last slide. Orders out
to stop all craft. I'm in charge here.
Come to, or I'll board and arrest you.”

The little skipper thrust out his lower
lip, tugged at his beard, and calmly de-
cided to defy authority.

“ Sorry, Mr. Ditch-Digger, but I'm a
leetle near-sighted. I can’t read a warrant
by moonlight, and I'm rather in a hurry.
Any message for San Miguel or Panama?”

The official flung up his hand. “ You
hairbrained fool! That slide will smash
your old tub like an eggshell!”

“Too much chili in your con carne,
Uncle Sam,” commented the captain.
“ Take a sip of ice tea. The Nantook is
old enough to be your aunt. She has slipped
out of a hundred nips. in the Polar pack.
She’ll scrouge through this pinch.”

“You whaleman!” cried the official,
overcome with amazement at the sailor’s
daring. “ Go to it, if you want the gam-
ble, but spread your napkins. - There’s a
million cubic yards hanging by a thread,
and— Good Lord! A girl! Quick—
sling her down to me while there’s time!”

Hope leaned over the rail beside her
father.

“ Thank you, sir,” she called down. “ I'd
rather stay aboard.”

As the official cried out his dismay, a
bareheaded man came racing aft alongside
the port bulwarks of the bark. From be-
hind him rang out the angry denunciations
of Tisdal.

The man’s face showed ghastly white
with terror as he bounded out of the shad-
ow of the main course and glared up at
the group on the quarter-deck. He was
the pilot, and he had fled from the fore-
castle head when most needed.

“I heard—I heard!” he yelled. “ The
slide’s falling! You crackbrained Yankee,
you’re running into hell!”

“Back to your post!” roared Captain
Converse.
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“You

Instead of obeying the command, th,e
panic-stricken man leaped upon the bul-
wark and dived overboard. As he plunged
out and downward a pistol flashed and
roared in the black shadow abaft the main-
mast. The shriek and convulsive kick of
the pilot told that the bullet had struck him
in foot or leg. ]

" Captain Converse vaulted clear over the
poop-rail down upon the main deck. As he
sprinted for the bows he shouted a stern
conmand:

“ Put up that pistol, Jessup. Go below.”

Side by side Hope and Decatur rushed
down and forward after the captain. Over
the rail they glimpsed the power-launch
swinging around to pick up the wounded
pilot. They passed Tisdal hurrying aft to
take the place of Jessup. Swansen was
backing to the main hatchway. The cap-
tain had leaped upon the forecastle head to
act as pilot.

Decatur and his breathless companion
ran up into the weather bow to peer for-
ward past the bellying jibs. The swift-
driven whaler was already far along in the
great Cut. She had put the titanic, forbid-
ding mass of Geld Hill well astern and was
shooting aslant the broad channel toward .
the narrow opening that had been dredged
through the tip of the last slide. Beyond
lay the danger, where a section of the hill-
side-rose at a steeper angle.

Coolly the little skipper eyed the haz-
ardous slope and began to call out the quiet
orders that should con his ship throughout
the passage.

Swift and silent as a monstrous white
owl, the bark swooped at and into the
narrow opening. Now she was surging
through the ditch—the short lane that
would be her last chance for safety should
the slide come down.

A half minute more, and the daring craft
burst clear of the passage, to sweep out
along the full-width channel directly under
the impending avalanche. Aboard her

.every soul stood waiting, rigid with sus-

pense, mute, scarce breathing. At any
instant the huge mass of loosened hillside
might come thundering down to fill the
Canal bed and bury the bark under thou-
sands of tons of rock and clay.
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Not a man aboard the onrushing vessel
stirred or spoke. A shout might have been
enough to bring down that hair-hung ava-
lanche.

On the forecastle head Captain Converse
poised as if transfixed. At the helm Mur-
phy, the Irish boat-steerer, crouched over
the wheel, stiff and motionless, his gray face
wet with cold sweat, and his big hands
clenched upon the spokes.

But the bark was headed on a long slant
~out toward the middle of the Cut, and there
were no flaws in the wind to throw her off
her course.

Foot by foot and yard by yard, the si-
lent, staring watchers marked off the on-
ward sweep of the ship along the section
of hillside whose angle offered the menace
ot the expected down-hurling. Swiftly as
the vessel foamed through the placid cur-
rentless water, her progress seemed to all
aboard little more than a tortoiselike crawl.

Half the length of the danger zone was
passed in safety—two-thirds. A few of the
least fearful watchers ventured to breathe
more freely. Twenty seconds more would
see the bark safe. Captain Converse
turned to look around at the hillside. Hope
laid a quivering hand on Decatur’s arm.

In the same instant there came a rumble
as deep and vibrant as the tremor of an

earthquake.

* The rumble dinned into a thunderom
roar. The avalanche was falling.

. Back along the hillside the immense mass
of loosened ‘material’ came crashing down
into a hideous chaos of rock and clay that
hurled elear across the Cut. The dis-
placed water splashed high up the oppo-
site bank and spurted sidewise along the
channel in a muddy tidal wave.

Warned by the shout of Captain Con-
verse, Decatur was already half-way to
the fore-shrouds with Hope. He caught
the girl abwtthekne&smdﬂunghettp
into the ratlines.

Asshescrambledtosa.fetyt.begreu
wave broke over the bark’s stern.

Decatur had time only to leap upon the
bulwark and start his run up the rigging
when the furious flood overwhelmed the
ship from taffrail to bowsprit, smashing
boats and pouring down the hatchways.
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Under the impact of the swirling mael-
strom. the stern was wrenched to starboard."
As the bark pitched in the heave of the
billow the compression blast of air from
the avalanche rolled her far over to lee-
ward.

But the gust that would have cast her
on her beam-ends had she been lightly
laden now proved the very means of saving
her.

The violent roll and the almost vertical
pitch of the decks flung off the ponderous
flood of water as the bark struggled up
from under the down-thrust of the wave,.

CHAPTER X.
CONSEQUENCES.

O less suddenly than it had thun-
dered out, the crash and roar of the
avalanche died away. Silence fell

upon the scene of the cataclysm—silence
broken only by the swash of waves along
the Canal bank and the rattle and clash of
loose objects aboard the pitching whaler.

Drenched and spluttering, Captain Con-
verse eased his viselike grip on the fore-
stays and sent a stentorian shout ringing
aft: ‘“Hard up on your wheel!”

From the main shrouds the bull bellow
of Swansen relayed the command: “ Hard
up on your wheel!”

Back came a gasping, muffled cry:

“ Ha-r-r-d—up—she is—sor!”

Shooting on under full headway through
the wild swirl of the beaten waters, the
bark had been about to dash into the north-

" east bank of the Cut. The helm was swung

over barely in time to sheer her away from
the danger.

As her baws fell off, her forefoot grazed
the under slope so closely that the bow-
sprit overhung the shore. But already the
toss and mad whirl of the waves was dying
down, and as the bark came back on her

_course along the mid-channel her rolling

fast moderated.

In the fore-shrouds Hope sought to free
herself from the arm with which Decatur
was still gripping her fast to the ratlines.

“ Ease off—let go,” she said. “ We're
safe. Can’t you realize? Safel”
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‘“ Safe?” he flung back at her. “ Look
aft! You mean wrecked!”

“ No, no—only a boat or two stove in.
But see that frightful ridge—all the way
across the Cut and high above water! Oh!
And look above at the slope—only thé far
end fell. If this end had come down, too!”

Decatur tried to draw the shuddering
girl around. “ Don’t look! If the ship is
safe—"

“ That awful, awful slide!” cried Hope.
“ Had this end fallen with the rest, we’d
now be lying back there. But it didn’t—
it didn’t! And here we are, all safe and
sound!” The girl rebounded from her
fright. ¢ Father, we’re safe—safe past the
barrier! No rounding the Horn for the
old Nantook!” -

Tisdal came limping forward. “ Downs
and Coon Joe are lost, sir,” he reported.
“ Saw ’em carried over the side by the big
sea. Would ’a’ went myself, but fetched
up in the stabb’rd shrouds.”

The captain stared astern and shook his
head. The slide had cost him two of his
best men. The strongest of swimmers must
kave gone down in that seething maelstrom,
and neither of the missing sailors could
swim a stroke.

Swansen came waddling from amidships
to sing out the damage he had noted:

“ Binnacle and skylight smashed, sir;
stabb’rd quarter boat carried away; waist-
boats stove; hatchings and gratings gone by
the board; main yard—"

“ Belay,” broke in the captain. “ Brail
up royals, gallants, and courses. Strip her
to tops’ls. Stand lookout, Seth.”

As Tisdal jumped on the forecastle head
in place of the little skipper, a shout by the
latter brought the carpenter down from the
maintop on a run. He sounded the well
and reported two feet of water.

All this deluge may have poured through
the open hatches when the bark was swept
by the tidal wave. Vet there was a chance
that the violent wrenching had started a-
plank. A gang was at once told off to man
the pumps. Above decks the topmen were
fast reducing the immense spread of canvas.

The bark glided out of Gaillard Cut, on
the Pacific slope of the Isthmus, under top-
sails and jib and with her pumps spouting
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brown streams into the scuppers. The
rapid fall of water in the well tended to
show that no serious leak had been sprung.

By the time the bark had made San
Miguel and tied up in the entrancé basin
of one of the twin locks, the sucking of the
pumps proved that the stanch old hull was
as tight as ever.

Sad had been the wreckage from the
flood in the homelike cabin-rooms of the
captain and his daughter. But Hope had
not waited for daylight to set about the
restoration of order. Decatur seized his
opportunity to be of service to her, and led
the steward and the cabin-boy in the task
of rehabilitation.

By dawn all the wet clothes, bedding,
and mattresses had been taken on deck to
dry, the broken china and glassware had
been flung outboard, the walls and furni-
ture rubbed down, and the floors swabbed.

There remained the mess-room to clean:
EBut Hope was so tired that Decatur made
her lie down to rest in the spare stateroom.
The little cubby had not been used since
the night he came aboard off Coney Island,
and because of its closed port it was one
of the few dry spots aboard the bark.

The girl’s weariness was so great that she
could not eat. When Decatur turned about
from opening the port he glanced at the
narrow bunk and saw that she was already
fast asteep. Never had she appeared love-
lier. The maze of her half-disheveled hair
framed her face in a golden halo. But the
pallor of her cheeks troubled him.

“ No wonder Gus calls her Snow Flake,”
he murmured. “It’s too true—down in
this tropical heat.”

As he tiptoed out and closed the door,
Captain Converse came down the aft
companionway.

“ Where’s Hope?” he queried.

Decatur pointed to the door. “ The only
dry bunk, sir. I've just made her turn in.”

“ Good,” commended the captain. Then
his eyes became stern. * Seen Jessup?”

“No, sir. His door is closed. Shall I
call him?”

“Wait. Tl first settle with you.
Thanks to your information, the Nantook
lies here safe on the Pacific side of the
blockade.”
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“ But I only gave you the tip, sir,” pro-
tested Decatur. ‘‘ It was your courage and
daring seamanship that turned the trick.”

“My all was staked on the venture.
While you—" The stolid New Englander
thrust out a hand that had lost a finger
from the frost-bite. * You’ve proved your-
self a man and a gentleman.”

“ That, sir, makes me feel— But really .

what_little I've done doesn’t half repay
for what you and Miss Converse did for
m”

The disclaimer brought the young man a
clap on the shoulder from the three-fingered
hand.

“Youll do, lad. Hope tells me you’d
like to sign on for the voyage. How about
making you supercargo to Nome at third
mate’s wages, and after that fourth mate
for the voyage on third mate’s lay?”

The, flash of joy in Decatur’s black eyes
passed as quickly as it came. “But a
fourth mate, sir—
able seaman.”

“ From what you told me, back there in
Gatun Lake, you’re well grounded in
mathematics. Until we reach Nome you’ll
have nothing to do as supercargo. You
can put in your time brushing up on navi-
.gation. Now, that’s settled. We'll see
about Jessup.” ,

Once more stern-eyed, the little sklpper
rapped on the door of the mate’s stateroom.
There was no response. He turned the
- knob.

The door swung in. Over the captain’s
bald* head Decatur saw Jessup outstretched
in his bunk, with a small Bible open in ene
hand. His eyes were closed, and his face
- was as placid as a young child’s. He was
fast asleep.

The mate Lad obeyed orders with abso-
lute literalness. He had gone below after
his shot at the deserting pilot. Receiving
no order to come up again, he had remained
below throughout all the frightful uproar
and turmoil of the slide and the wild mael-
strom of the tidal waves.

The dryness of the room showed tha.t he
had closed his port before taking to his
bunk. The Bible may have been used to
prepare himself for the death that would
bave been absolutely unescapable had the

And I'm not even an "’
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ship been caught in the avalanche. And
now he was sleeping like a child.

Captain Converse rallied from his amaze-
ment to spring across to the bunk and
grasp the shoulder of the sleeper. At the
first touch Jessup jerked up to a sitting
position, wide-awake on the instant.

‘“ Aye, aye, sir,” he murmured. “Is the
ship safe?”

“ Safe at San Miguel, and all clear—no
thanks to you. I telephoned the officials
at Culebra. Your bullet made only a flesh
wound, and the pilot is ready to call quits
in return for my agreement not to forfeit
his pay.”

“The fellow was deserting ship in an
emergency,” argued the mate. “ He de-
served a bullet through his heart.”

“You’re a bit too ready with your bul-
lets, Mr. Jessup. The man had a right to
go overboard. I was defying the canal
authorities. They’ve chosen to let that
blow over, long as we managed te scrouge
through. But if you had hit the mark I
believe you aimed at, I'd be held as an
accessory to the murder, and the Nantook
would-be tiedsup in the zone until after the
trial. No, you’re too free with your pistol
to suit me, Mr. Jessup. I'd as lief pay you
oft at Panama—coaster-mate’s wages and a
bonus of fifty dollars.”

Jessup met the stern eyes of his superior
with no wavering in his quiet gaze.

“T’'m a whaleman, sir. I signed on for
the voyage with you as a mate. The bark
suits me. You’ll have to Lreak me—for
cause. I will not give up my berth will-

”»

“ Then you’ll hand over that pistol. If
you can’t enforce orders without shooting,
you’re not the kind of mate I want.”

. With a quiet smile, Jessup drew out the
ugly weapon and handed it over.

“1 believe in going armed, sir, because I
do not like to act the bucko,” he remarked.
“ There is less chance of friction when the
men know you have a pistol. ‘I have never
had need to shoot except in case of actual
mutiny.”

“ Managed right, there’s no occasion for
either pistol or mutiny with the Nantook’s
crew,” snapped the captain. “ Turn out
and relieve Tisdal. I've made all arrange-
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ments to drop to tidewater. Call me at
Panama.”

The mate had laid down fully dressed.
At the curt command he sprang alertly
from his bunk. Before he was out of the
room Captain Converse had rolled into the
warm bunk, without stopping to strip off
his still damp shoes and clothes. He was
asleep the moment his head touched the
pillow. :

As Jessup came from the doorway he met
Decatur face to face. For a, moment the
two stood measuring each other with the
intent gaze of antagonists who have come
to realize each other’s rivalry and strength.
The mate was first to speak.

“ What are you doing here?” he de-
manded. * Either keep forward or get off
this ship.”

“ You've another guess coming, matey,”
replied Decatur. * This is a new deal. I've
been signed on again—in the cabin mess.”

Jessup’s brown eyes widened and as
quickly narrowed. After a slight pause he
spoke with the tranquillity of one who has
no doubts of the outcome: * Whether you
are to stay aft will be decided at Panama.”

Decatur shrugged and followed up the
companionway. Fore and aft the decks
were strewn with wet clothes and bedding
and mattresses.

In the midst of this clutter seamen lay
asleep, outwearied by the night’s watch
and toil. While Jessup relieved Tisdal, the
new member of the cabin-mess lay down
for a nap with his late mates of the fore-
castle. ' -

He was oblivious of the drop of the Nan-
took through San Miguel lock, of her tow-
ing by tug across Miraflores Lake, and the
final drop to Pacific tidewater through the
Miraflores Jocks. But he wakened in the
sultry heat of the breezeless mid-morning,
as the bark tied up at La Boca, the nearest
point to Ancon and Panama.

Some two -hours later, roused by the
noon-time dinner call, Hope Converse came
out of the cubby stateroom, faint and white
from the smothering midday heat. But at
sight of the messroom her drooping eyes
opened wide and fairly beamed with
delight.

- The place had been transformed into a
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tropical bower of graceful palm fronds that
rose around all the walls out of hampers of
tropical fruit. There were pineapples and
mangoes, figs and limes, alligator-pears,
coconuts and plantains. The center of
the table was a mass of splendid, delicious-
ly perfumed orchids and Bignonias and
Gustavia superbas.

The delighted girl was not alone in her
surprise. Her father and Tisdal were al-
ready staring at the lavish display in open
perplexity. Jessup came down the com-
panionway and looked around with a lift
of his arched eyebrows. Beyond question
he, too, was a stranger to the happy sur-
prise.

Last of all, Decatur put in his appear-
ance from the main deck, backed by the
grinning Swansen,

“ Good-afternoon, Miss Converse,” he

greeted gaily. “ How do you like the
effect?”

“Oh, Mr. Decatur!” she cried. *“ Did
you do all this? But you shouldn’t. It’s
—it’s dreadfully extravagant!”

“Not a bit of it,” he disclaimed. “ Got

a barge-load of the stuff for  a song. -
Thought I’d set ’em up for the boys for-
ward. I know what salt horse means in

. the tropics.”

The girl’s blue eyes glinted with happy
tears. “ You’re generous! Here’s your
place on my left, opposite Gus. We're the
underlings, you know.”

Decatur’s sparkling glance told that he
was more delighted to sit beside her than if
he had been asked to take her father’s seat.
Truly matters had changed for him ahoard
the Nantook.

Only thirty hours before he had left the
bark at the muzzle of Jessup’s pistol, a dis-
charged forecastle hand suspected of mur-
der. Now he was sitting down beside the
lovely daughter of his captain, a welcome
member of the cabin mess.

As he smiled up the table he was met by
the reserved yet none the less sincere smiles
of Tisdal and the little captain. Jessup
alone eyed him with a frown, and the dis-
pleasure of the mate passed unnoticed in
the general excitement over the serving of a
big wild-turkey gobbler.

Swansen smacked his lips. ‘ What say,
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Snow Blossom? Makes you think of
Thanksgiving, hey?”

“ Not think, Gus,” the girl half-whis-
pered. ‘It is Thanksgiving—our feast of
thanks that we’re not over on the other side
of that slide—or buried beneath it!”

She. looked areund at Decatur, her
radiant eyes veiled with a mist of happy
tears. .“ Oh, Barry! and we owe it all to
you—even the turkey!”

He flushed red with pleased embarrass-
ment.

“ Don’t blame it all on me, Miss Hope.
I own up to the bird. First thought of a
parrot pot-pie, but the turk seemed more
like home. As for the rest, it was all due
to the nerve of your father making that
wonderful race and defying Uncle Sam
there in the Cut.”

“1 had behind me mates and a crew as
good as ever sailed out of Buzzards Bay,”
said the little captain as he stood up to
plunge his carving-fork into the sizzling
roast bird. ‘“Every man jack did his
share. Jessup persuaded me she could
carry the balloon-jib—"

“ And Gus lifted his hft-skys’ls,” put in
Hope.

“Yet, with it all,” added her father,
“ we’d now be heading out of Limon Bay
for the Horn, if Decatur hadn’t warned us
about the slide.”

The new supercargo flashed a glance
from Hope to her father and then at his
seemingly indifferent rival. ‘ Reckon I've
got to take what you dish up to me, sir.
But I won’t mind if you save me the wish-
bone. I want to pull it with Mr: Jessup.”

The faint blush that tinted the girl’s
white cheeks told that she had divined
what was back of the remark. But if the
mate understood, he gave no sign. He sat
through the four courses of the feast,
quietly enjoying the unusual dishes and no
less quietly observing the looks of Hope
and Decatur.

After the ice-cream from Ancon and the
black coffee, when Decatur opened a box
of Havanas, Jessup at last shot his bolt.

“ No, thank you, Captain Converse,” he
waved aside the box. “I do not care to
smoke Mr. Decatur’s cigars.”

With coel deliberation, he drew a frayed
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newspaper from his pocket and faced De-
catur, as all stared at him, jarred and
astonished by the sudden note of discord
in the geniality of the feast.

A deep growl rumbled up out of Swan-
sen’s huge chest. He hunched forward
over his plate to scowl at the mate.

“ What’s that you say?” he threatened,
“ Ay’d like to hear any gink spiel that the
lad ain’t squared hisself for the way he
come aboard off Coney.”

Jessup glanced casually at the squat
giant, and turned to Captain Converse with
his usual grave dignity.

“This is not a pleasant duty, sir,” he
said. “ Miss Hope asked me to put it off
until we were through the Cut. Not wish-
ing to be a killjoy, I have delayed until
the last possible moment. May I ask that
your daughter leave us?” )

Hope hastened to interpose. “1 prefer
to remain, Mr. Jessup. If you have any-
thing to say against Mr. Decatur, I wish
to hear it direct.”

“ That'’s right,” agreed her father. “ And
I take it Decatur thinks the same. Am I
right, lad?”

The young man’s eyes were on his plate.
After a tense moment of silence he looked
up and stared along the table at Jessup.
His face was as white as Hope's, and his
teeth were clenched on the full lower lip.

“All right,” he defied. * Fire away.
Do your painful duty—your painful Chris-
tian duty!”

The mate gazed back at his taunter with
no sign of flinching in his clear brown eyes
and no trace of malice or hypocrisy in the
gravity of his handsome face.

‘“ All T know is what I have seen in the
newspapers, Mr. Decatur,” he said. “ Here
is one I found at Gatun. It tells about
your sinful affair with that actress and
your gambling away of all your fortune.”

“ But—but these newspaper stories—"
murmured Hope. ¢ They are often over-
drawn—false—"’

Decatur turned to her, his eyes clouded
with doubt and indecision. But as he met
her gaze of candid appeal his half-parted
lips closed in a firm line.

““T don’t know what the papers cooked
up,” he said. “ It’s true, though, I plunged
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on stocks and lost everything, and it’s true
about—that woman.”

At the abrupt confession the girl’s eyes
sank and she shrank almost imperceptibly.
In perfect silence she rose and went around
past the gaping Swansen to go aft into the
main stateroom.

When the door closed Decatur stood up
and bowed to Captain Converse.

“1 wish to apologize, sir, for not leaving
the ship at Gatun. My only excuse is that
I thought I had paid for my wild oats. I
don’t mean by the loss of my fortune and
having to work my way. No, it was the
realization of what I had done—the dis-
graceful memory that almost drove me in-
sane. I thought I had paid. Now I know
that was only an instalment—if you'll
kindly give your daughter my apologies—
I shall go now.”

“ Sit down,” commanded the little skip-
per in a tone that compelled instant obe-
dience.

“ Good. Now mark my word. You've
signed on for the voyage, young man, and
you stay signed. I take it, Mr. Jessup
meant well. At any rate, he has done his
duty, and that’s settled. I may not be so
well posted cn Scripture, but I remember
something about not throwing first stones.
Am I right, Seth?”

Tisdal grunted, and reached a tattooed
hand down across the table to Decatur.
“ Take a brace, lad. We've all been young,
*Tain’t what you’ve done that counts. It’s
what you’re doing and going to do.”

“ You’re white!” muttered Decatur. He
choked down his emotion and straightened
'to face Jessup’s look of grave disapproval
with flashing eyes. “I'm not going to be
a quitter. Il stick and take my medi-
cine.”

CHAPTER XI.
THE GENTLEMAN BUCKO.

T the turn of flood-tide the Nantook
cast off her moorings and dropped
down stream with the ebb. The
breeze was light under the lee of the
Isthmus highlands, but the strong Pacific
tide rapidly bore the whaler down the last
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miles of the great Canal and out past the
Naos Island breakwater.

Beyond, in the open bay, the bark
seemed to loose all headway as she bore
southward aslant the coastwise current. No
less canvas was spread than during her
wild race thrcugh the canal. Yet now she
rode on an 2lmost even keel, and only a
foamless ripple showed under her forefoot.

"The breeze was so faint that Decatur was

surprised when he learned they were mak-
ing a good three knots an hour.
He spent the aftetnoon forward in the

-sympathetic company of Swansen. At the

call to supper he at first hesitated and hung
back. But then he set his jaw and went
aft with his companion.

Jessup was pacing the quarter-deck with
his noiseless, resilient tread. He cast an
indifferent glance over the poop-rail at the
oddly-matched friends, and sauntered back
along the weather-rail.

Decatur was red with anger as he fol-
lowed Swansen down into the messroom.
They found Tisdal alone at the table.

In reply to Swansen’s gruff inquiry, the
steward said that Miss Hope was feeling a
bit under the weather, so the captain was -
taking supper with her in their “ sittin’-
room.” Decatur’s flush faded.

He sat through -the meal silent and
moody.

The next n:orning Captain Converse and
Jessup came to breakfast with the others.
But Hope remained in her stateroom.

The messroom had resumed its usual
bare, tidy appearance, for the wilting
flowers and palm leaves had been fhung
overboard and the hampers of fruit stowed
away in the lazarette or carried to the
galley for preserving.

The mate quietly ignored Decatur. Cap-
tain Converse greeted the supercargo in the
same curtly cordial tone with which he
spoke to the mates. But he at once plunged
into a discussion with Jessup bver the pros-
pect of working the bark out into the
Pacific. Decatur soon gathered that the
Gulf of Panama has an ill-name for calms
and adverse currents.

Before mid-moming the last faint breat.h
of the breeze died away and left the Nan-
took becalméd on a sea as still and glassy
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as a stagnant pond. From truck to deck,
the full spread of sails hung limp in the
torrid, dead air. No slightest catspaw rip-
pled the flat surface of the gulf; no low
swell came undulating to tell of a distant
breeze.. Above the motionless ship the
cloudless sky arched over, hard as a sap-
phire except where it softened down into
the heat-haze around the horizon.

But the stalemate ‘was of brief duration.
After half an hour the loss of all steerage-
way was reported to Captain Converse.

A glance at the barometer showed him
that no hurricane threatened. He came on
deck, squinted at sky and gulf, gave an
order to Jessup, and returned to the com-
pany of his daughter.

The whaleboats, damaged by the big
wave in the canal, had already been re-
paired by the carpenter. Under the mate’s
terse commands, two of them were prompt-
ly lowered and manned by the port watch.
They were strung out tandem, with a line
from the Nantook’s bows, and the long,
slow, steady pull of their crews at the
8weeps soon had the bark under way.

Decatur watched the oarsmen toil and
sweat down close to the hot mirror-surface
of the water in the full glare of the sun.

“ Look at the poor devils, Gus,” he said.
“ They’re parboiling. What’s the use of
punishing them this way?
making enough out of it to pay.”

“Put that up to the ol’ man, lad,”
grunted Swansen. “ Likely he’ll show you
we're pulling out of a contrary current or
He ain’t long in the
leg like Jessup, but you’ll find he’s taller
than most skippers from the chin wup.
Mebbe no fuzz on his dome, but there’s a
think-tank under it.”

“ Can’t see the sense of this, though,”
criticised Decatur. ‘ What’s the difference
of the few knots we can make?”

“ What was the difference between
scrouging through the Cut when we did, or
tailing ’long a bit later? Ships can lay
adrift in Panama Gulf two weeks to a
month if they don’t work out, and two
weeks lost here might mean we’d find Ber-
ing Strait blocked by the ice-pack. Besides,
it’s time the men got broke in to the oars.
We got whaling ahead.”

We can’t be
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“1 see,” said Decatur. “ But why not
shift watches every two bells? We’d make
better time, and none of the men would get
pegged.”

“ Mebbe you’ve noticed that the ol’ man
leaves a lot to the mate.”

“What of it? I'm no seaman, but I
know something about working relays of
shifts. T'll put it up to Jessup.”

Swansen blinked, grinned, and waddled
aft beside his friend, without a word of
remonstrance. They found that the mate
had come down from the glare of the
quarter-deck and was seated in the shadow
of the messroom companionway, where a-
very slight current "of air was sucking into
the ship. He looked up at the approaching
men and then lowered his eyes with placid
indifference.

Decatur flushed, hesitated, and spoke
with the emphasis of overborne reluctance:
“Mr. Jessup, Gus tells me it’s very im-

portant to scrouge out of the gulf. I've
seen rescug work in a mine. We can get a

great deal more pull out of the men if you
shift them every two bells.”

“Yes?” questioned Jessup, without
troubling to 1aise his eyes. “ Well, when I °
wish advice from a landsman, I'll ask for
it.”

“You'll have to, next time,” rejoined
Decatur, his black eyes flashing with re-
sentment. “I know enough now to take
my suggestions to a man of brains. Cap-
tain Converse listened to me once, and he
will again.”

The mate rose and slowly stretched his
tall figure in the opening of the com-
panion.

“ Oh, if you insist upon being noticed,
I'll consider your idea,” he answered with
quiet irony. * Since you are so anxious
over it, we’ll shift the watches now, and
you’ll row stroke-oar in the aft boat.”

Taken aback by this shrewd counter-
blow, Decatur drew aside to cast a glance
of inquiry at Swansen. The bulldog jaw of
the Swede had thrust forward; his gray-
white eyes were fixed upon the mate in a
menacing glare.’

“ Guess I know what you’re after, Jes-
sup,” he growled. “ The lad’s in the cabin-
mess now.”
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“ Where the carpenter and boat-steerers
belong,” rejoined the mate.  They’re
taking their watch outboard, and so will
this green hand. Time he was learning to
pull an oar.”

“ Wait, Gus,” put in the younger man,
his mouth firm-set. “If he has the right
to command me—"

“Not till he settles with me first,”
growled the Swede. “ If you want to try
any bucko work, Jessup, you're free to take
me on. The lad’s too clean a scrapper for
such as us. Here’s your chance to show
you got the stuff. Ay’ll give you your
bellyful.”

Jessup’s ironical smile did not change.
His brown eyes met the cold glare of the
belligerent challenger with a look of bland
indifference, end he stepped lightly forward
as if to slip past between the friends. At
this seeming proof of pacificism Swansen’s
heavy jowl relaxed in a derisive grin.

No less swiftly than Decatur himself
could have struck the blow Jessup pivoted
and twisted a corkscrew Jolt to the point
of the Swede’s slackened jaw. Swansen
reeled back, almost but not quite knocked
out. With tigerish quickness, the mate
bounded upon the half-stunned man to
batter him with foul blows below the belt.

The third mate struck out blindly, and
his bull strength flung back his lightly bal-
anced assailant. Jessup rushed again and
kicked with intent to disable the now fully
enraged Swede.

He failed of his purpose only because
Swansen sprang to meet him and caught
the kick on his knee before it could swing
higher.

Regardless of the stinging jabs in his
face, Swansen closed and clutched his
enemy in a terrific bear-hug.

Rumbling with rage, the squat giant
tightened the grip that fast squeezed the
‘breath out of Jessup and began to crush his
ribs. Not an instant too soon to save him-
self, the purple-faced mate left off beating
the iron-hard body of his crusher and
gouged at the white-glaring little eyes.

With a roar of agony, Swansen loosened
his almost fatal hug and wrenched himself
away from the still more frightful eye-
clutch of Jessup.

-
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A dozen barefoot men of the starboard
watch came pattering aft to see the fight.
Swansen was standing with his hands
pressed against his almost blinded eyes, but
he heard the footsteps and growled an
order for Decatur to keep the crowd clear.

For several seconds Jessup stood a few
paces away, gaspmg and purple-faced.
There was nothmg ‘vindictive or ferocious
in his expression. Though his eyes were
bloodshot, their dilated pupils gave them a
startled, wondering look.

But mild as was the mate’s aspect, he
was as unready to quit the savage contest
as was Swansen. The only reason why
they did not rush together again was that
the Swede cculd not see and Jessup was
o weak from the terrific squeeze of that
death-hug. But the moment the mate
caught his breath he regained a good part
of his strength. He sprang forward.

A warning cry from Decatur failed to
save his friend. Still unable to see clearly,
Swansen could not avoid the foul kick of
his enemy. He doubled together and fell
on the deck in a writhing heap. Promptly
Jessup started to kick at the head and face
of the helpless man. The sight was too
much for Decatur. He rushed in and
jerked the mate away.

“ That’s enough, you beast!” he cried.
“ When a man’s down—"

“ You'll be—next!” panted Jessup as he
whirled upon the interrupter of his sport.

He bounded to the attack, his eyes fixed
upon Decatur with their peculiar wide and
startled stare. Decatur bent to meet him
and let fly an uppercut and swing.

The first was blocked, the second ducked,
and in return a short-armed jot came in
through Decatur’s guard. Had it struck
his jaw squarely he must have dropped.

Even its half-glanced blow sent him reel-
ing backward.

As with Swansen, the mate leaped in to
finish his work. Too dazed to side-step,
Decatur dodged a jab at his face and, strik-
ing down a drive at his solar plexus, closed
and grasped the mate’s elbows to keep
away those eye-gouging fingers,

In vain Jessup sought to wrench his
arms out of that grip.

He could neither free himself nor strike.
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With a fair fighter Decatur might have
held his opponent to the clench as long as
he chose. But Jessup had been trained
aboard ship, not in the squared circle.

When he found himself fast, he uttered
a low snarl and flung forward to bury his
teeth in the side of Decatur’s neck. The
younger man released his grip of the elbows
to clutch the mate’s throat.

Instantly, Jessup pulled back and drove
in a foul fist blow that brought Decatur to
the deck in the same way that the kick had
doubled up Swansen. The only difference
was that Decatur was not so completely
disabled.

Even in his agony he managed to jerk
his head away from the first kick at his
face. As the foot raised for the second
kick, his out-thrust hands grasped it and
gave a quick twist,

Had Jessup’s bones been turned to water
he could not have collapsed more suddenly.
In his fall he tried to drop upon his in-
tended victim. But Decatur had the ad-
vantage of fore-knowledge and he had
rallied from the foul blow. He whirled
over, clear, and leaped up. Jessup re-
bounded from the deck no less resiliently,
but a fraction of a second slower. Deca-
tur’s attack caught him half-risen.

Unable to avoid the swift uppercut and
punch over the heart, the mate staggered
back gasping and clucking. Decatur rushed
at him, certain of victory and eager to make
an end of the fight. -

For his lack of caution he recelved a
blow that again evened the desperate con-
test. Both men were panting, and Decatur
was white with pain, when Jessup rushed
in turn.

Something in the mate’s dilated eyes or
the pose of his arms and forebody may have
warned Decatur. He blocked Jessup’s
kick by an upraised shoe that caught the
mate’s shin and sent him hopping back-
ward.

Murphy, foremost in the ring of on-
lookers, was unable to repress his approval:
“ Nate, bhoy, nate! But thry th’ heel next
toime. ’Twill break th’ bone.”

Decatur did not hear the advice. He
had flashed in and caught Jessup nursing
the bruised shin. Unable to avoid the

.do now is to hold on.
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other’s jabs, Jessup took both full in his
face. Then his clutching hands caught
Decatur’s left wrist in a grip like steel and-
twisted the joint to snap the bone.

The agony forced Decatur to bend over,
but as he turned he brought his right fist
around in a wild swing that landed square
against the ear of his enemy.

Jessup fell sideways on hands and knees,
releasing his grip of the wrist. Before he
could spring up again Decatur was upon
his back.

As the two rolled over on the deck,
Swansen staggered to his feet and burst
through the ring of gaping seamen.

“Watch out fer gouging, lad,” he
warned.

“ Stand clear!” panted Decatur.

He was on his knees, with the mate’s
left arm twisted in both his hands. The
mate had suddenly ceased to struggle.

“Up with you,” ordered Decatur, and
Jessup obediently rose with him. * There
you are, Mr. Foul Fighter! Happens I
know something of jiu-jitsu. All I have to
If you move, you
throw your shoulder out of joint. How
about it? Speak up! Do you call quits?”

Jessup gazed past the head of his captor,
his face gray with the agony of the twisted
arm. But at the moment when his eyes
confessed defeat, his body tensed and his
voice rang out clear and defiant:

“ You mutineer! Break my arm if you
dare!”’

Decatur made no move—he had no
chance. Jessup twisted himself around.
There was a snap like the.crack of a dry
twig. The arm dropped down out of Deca-
tur’s relaxed grip—dislocated.

From the messroom companionway came
a low cry: “You brute. You heartless
brute! I thought you a gentleman—but to
break his arm—"

The girl came toward the quivering,
panting fighters, her blue eyes ablaze with
scorn. Before either could speak, her
father sprang out past her and confronted
them with equal sternness.

“ Fighting—officers of my ship!” he de-
nounced. ““ What does this mean?”

“ Mutiny, sir,” gasped Jessup, his right
hand clasped upon the dislocated shoulder.
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“ Could have handled one of them—but
both—too much.”

“ The lad jumped in when he got me
down, sir,” grunted Swansen. “ No mutiny
about it. Ay asked the mate if he wanted
to take me on, and he took me up.”

“ That so, Mr. Jessup?”

“ We'll—call it—that,” murmured the
mate,

Decatur thrust out his hand. “ Will .you
shake, Mr. Jessup? I don’t like your style
of fighting. But you're a cracking good
sport.”

Jessup ignored the proffered hand and
looked past his enemy at Hope. The girl
spoke for him:
Barry Decatur? To have a man at your
mercy and deliberately break his arm!”

The scorn and contempt of the reproach
brought a scarlet flush into the already hot
face of Decatur. He was still unnerved
and half-dazed from the stress of the deadly
struggle.

Both he and Swansen were in an awk-
ward dilemma. Jessup had started the fight
and he had fought foul; yet neither of his
opponents had been disabled, while he was.

The thought probably did not occur to
Decatur that the girl had seen only the last
incident of the fight and that she believed
Jessup had fought both men at the same
time.

“I'm sorry, but—didn’t break his arm,”
he confusedly answered her. “ Only out of
joint—his own fault. Chuck roll under his
arm—I know how. Can pop it in again—
easy.”

“Yet you stand there and let him suffer
—you who hurt him so!”

“ Aw, Snow Flake!” put in Swansen.
“ Have a heart. The lad on’'y—"

“ Belay your jaw{ you Swede bucko,”
commanded Captain Converse, his eyes like
blue-gray agates. “ Lay forward with your
men. Call in the port watch and get out-
board. Il sweat some of this bad blood
out of you. . Next man who starts a fight
aboard this ship goes into irons. Lay for-
ward now. Look lively. You, Decatur,
help Mr. Jessup below.”

The mate turned the hand of his unin-
jured arm palm outward against Decatur,
in a gesture of repulsion. ’

“ How about yourself,
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“ No, I don’t want any help from him,
sir.”

“But you can’t go that way!” cried
Hope. “If only I knew just how to do
it!”

“ Very simple, Miss Converse,” said De-
catur, his voice cool and sharp. “ Get him
up against a bulkhead so he can’t flinch,
put a hard cushion or roll under his armpit,
and lever the arm. The joint will snap into
the socket.”

He swung about and hastened forward
along the hot, pitch-ocozing deck to over-
take Swansen and the men. Neither Hope
nor her father looked after him. They were
leading Jessup between them to the com-
panionway. '

Aft in the cozy main room where the girl
bad dressed Decatur’s gashed cheek she
now followed his directions for the treat-
ment of his enemy’s dislocated arm. They
proved correct: the ball of the joint popped
into its socket as Decatur had predicted.

Jessup endured the pain of the operation
without a groan, and once that his arm was
back in place, he declared himself all right
again. ‘But Hope insisted that he should
allow her to treat the strained ligaments.

Her father went up to take charge of the
-ship while, with the help of the steward,
Hope bathed the inflamed shoulder and
bound it up i a soothing compress.

When the girl asked for the particulars
of how the trouble had started Jessup
smiled gravely and shook his head. -

“171 ask you to let matters rest as they
are, Miss Hope. Thanks to your kindness,
I shall be myself again in a few days. I
gave rather more than I took. That satis-
fies me.”

“ But for both to attack you at once!”

Jessup looked down at his bruised
knuckles.

“ 1 believe there will be no more trouble.
You heard what your father said.”

“ About any more fighting? Yes. He
always does what he says.”

“Then I am fully satisfied, Miss Hope.
If there’s one thing I dislike it is to act the

- bucko.”

The girl’'s deep eyes glowed with ap-
proval. “I'm glad there’s one gentleman
aboard besides father.”
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“ I shall always try to prove myself one,”
murmured Jessup.

CHAPTER XII.
TANG O’ SALT.

ECATUR had taken to the boats
with Swansen and his men as the
port watch, sweating, purple-faced

and almost exhausted, crawled aboard. The
loss of Downs and Coon Joe in Gaillard
Cut had left the starboard watch a man
short in each of the two boat crews.

When the third mate said that he him-
self would take stroke oar in the aft boat,
Decatur promptly volunteered for the va-
cant seat in the other.

He was ofiered by Swansen bow-oar in
the fore boat, where there would have been
no one forward of him to see if he shirked.
But Decatur insisted upon taking stroke-
oar. The big Irish boat-steerer and Swan-
sen exchanged doubtful glances.

Standing beside them, the young man
appeared almost slight. Once in his boat,
however, he not only kept stroke with
Swansen, but his seemingly effortless swing
on his thwart bowed his long sweep more
than any other, with the exceptions of the
third mate’s and Murphy’s.

To tow the heavily-laden bark was like
rowing with the line fast to a wharf. There
was no spring or give, only a continuous
dead pull 'at the sweeps in the blistering
heat and glare of the midday sun. When
at the end of their two hours of grueling
labor, the starboard watch were called in-
board, three or four of the men collapsed.
Decatur was little less outspent, yet his
black eyes were still bright as he climbed
aboard by way of the forechains.

“ Be jabers, ye've got the makin’s, sor,
if ye’ll oxcuse th’ liberthy,” said Tim Mur-
phy. “Oi bad me oye on th’ shpring av
yer swape, an’ ye a rockin’ aisy as a babe
in his craadle.”

“ Easy?” muttered Decatur as he shuf-

fled aft, leaden-footed, with Swansen.
“Lucky for me, Gus, I went out for the
crew, my last two years at college. Made
my letter.”

“ Next season, lad, you’ll come out of
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the ice a whaleman,” grunted the third
mate. “ Step in and cool off. I've got a
shower rigged in my cubby.”

The messroom was empty. Dinner had
been served an hour past. Only the stew-
ard appeared when the friends came out
from their cooling bath. Swansen saw his
companion’s eyes cloud at the sound of
Jessup’s voice in the ¢ sitting-room.”

“Take a brace, lad,” he mumbled.
“ She’ll give us a square deal soon’s she gits
it straight.” _

But the disgraced pair had gone down in
the girl’s esteem far more than the adoring
Swede could believe possible. When, after
another exhausting turn at the oars, they
came aft for supper, Hope was at the table
—but so, too, were the carpenter and Mur-
phy and the other boat-steerer, the big
negro, Black George.

The newcomers were quiet and well-
mannered in the presence of the captain’s
daughter, and Decatur knew that, accord-
ing to whaler custom, they belonged in the
cabin mess.

Because of the coaster cargo, however,
all three had signed on before the mast as
far as Nome. That they should be brought
aft so soon after the fight was, to say the
least, significant.

Though Decatur and Swansen had been
moved up a place on each side of the table,
they were required to rub elbows with Mur-
phy and the carpenter. This of itself
troubled the supercargo not at all, for there
was nothing of the snob in his nature.

The real punishment was that Black
George sat at the foot of the table, and
Hope had moved to the head, beside her
father.

The girl not only confined her talk to
Jessup. She readjusted his injured arm
when he sought to draw it from the sling,
and she insisted upon cutting up his meat
for him.

The roast was a saddle of venison bought
by Decatur at Panama.

- After supper Decatur found himself
called upon 10 share his stateroom with the
carpenter. Swansen doubled up with Tis-
dal, leaving his own room to Black George
and Murphy. As the carpenter was in the
port watch, one bunk served both him and
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Decatur, as they alternately came on and
off duty.

The new order of thmgs had been estab-
lished for nearly a week when at last, be-
tween the ligl test of breezes, heart-breaking
towing and shrewd slants along favorable
currents, the bark worked down within five
degrees of the Equator and rounded Cape
Malo, out of the gulf into the open Pacific.

The worst of the towing was now past.
But the old bark was still in the doldrums
and had to contend with baffling breezes
and more calms and the sudden dangerous
squalls of the tropics.

During all the tedious slant up Central
America to the zone of the trade winds
Decatur and Swansen were no less in the
doldrums than was the ship.

Hope showed no sign of relenting. She
was civil, even pleasant-spoken to them.

But her reserve showed that she believed
they had put themselves on a level with the
forecastle hands.

Jessup, on the contrary, contmued to
enjoy the privilege that he had gained by
the relatively trifling discomfort of his in~
jured arm. He not only had the girl’s
companionship, as before, in her morning
and evening pacings of the quarter-deck,
but she insisted on treating his shoulder
every day. Most of his evenings after their
strolls were spent with her in the cozy
main stateroom.

Meantime, Decatur was busy with either
hand or bram all of every day and half the
nights. He never shirked the onerous boat
work. He was always first aloft to brail up
the main royal before a squall or to set it
when the fierce gusts abated.

While others off watch were spinning
yarns or thumbing old novels or sleeping,
- he pored over charts and treatises on navi-
gation or dug practical whaleman’s sea-lore
out of Tisdal and Swansen.

Captain Converse took favorable notice
of the young man’s eagerness to learn and
gave him hints on subtleties of navigation
mot to be found in any book. Some of
these he saw in practise as the little skipper
nursed and led and drove his craft up
through the doldrums.

And along with the art and skill of the
whalemen he learned more of their daring.
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Mates and captain all knew to a hair
what the bark would stand up under. Now
and then they lost a spar or split a sail by
holding on too long in squalls. But a few
hours of hard driving with the lee rail
buried in white water, meant the reeling off
of long miles of northing.

One of the surprises of .the voyage was
that Jessup, the mild-eyed, would run into
a squall with more canvas spread than even
Swansen relished.

The quiet efficiency and cool courage of
the mate were undoubtedly among the

_prime’ causes that spurred Decatur to his

utmost effort. From the first there had
been no chance of friendship between the
two. They were as unlike as oil and water,
and this natural antipathy was increased
every day by the fuller awareness of their
rivalry for the favor of Hope Converse.

To all appearances, hard work and good
behavior alike failed to regain Decatur any
degree of standing in the esteem of the girl,
Yet he kept to his toil and study with
unflagging zeal.

By the time the Nantook had worked up
into the Pacific trades, he could take the
sun as well as Swansen and figure out the
ship’s latitude and longitude more quickly
than Tisdal.

The seriousness with which he sought to
absorb nautical knowledge at every pore
did not prevent him from enjoying such
amusements as came within his reach. He
and Swansen missed no opportunity to trail
lines over the taff-rail, and their efforts as
fishermen kept the cabin so over-supplied
with bonitos and dolphins and other fine
fish that many had to be salted down and
some even found their way forward.

The artist in Decatur’s nature never
wearied of the wondrous beauty of the °
graceful, long-bodied dolphins. They came
aboard a brilliant azure blue and passed
through gorgeous transformations of green
and bronze, red and gold, to the final gray.

He found far livelier sport, however,
spearing fish from the forecastle head. He
had a four-pronged dart (the grain) ever
ready for fish up to a hundred pounds, and
a bombless harpoon to use on larger game.
While the bark was still south of the Tropic
of Cancer his “ bag ” of big game included



VOYAGE OF THE NANTOOK.

a large sea turtle, two porpoises and a
sixteen-foot shark—harpoon work that
gave him good practise for the future.

Once in the zone of the trade winds, life
aboard the Nantook settled down to a
steady routine. Day and night the bark
surged through the crystalline indigo*of the
long ocean swells, before the steady push
of the southeast wind. All the round of
the twenty-four hours there was seldom
need to touch a sheet or brace or bowline,
and never to reef or furl a sail. The men
were kept busy only with ship’s house-
wifery—scrubbing decks and paint work,
tarring rigging, slushing down spars, polish-
ing brasswork and breaking out stores.

A week of this monotony added the final
straw to Swansen’s glum.discontént with
the state of affairs aft. He had waited ever
since the unlucky day of the fight, hoping
that his Snow Flake would relent.

Now he had more time to brood, and the
sense of her injustice at last broke through
the barrier of his sullen pride.

He watched for his opportunity, and
caught her alone in the messroom as she
was about to go up for her morning prome-
nade with Jessup. When he blocked the
companionway with his broad body, she
stopped at the lower step and looked at
him with cool displeasure in her blue eyes.

“You are in my way, Mr. Swansen. I
wish to go on deck.”

“ Meester Swansen!” he mumbled, and
he sat down on the steps, glum and heavy.
“Ay can’t move—Ay got frost-nipped.
Won’t you help me up, Snow Flake?”

Spots of angry scarlet flamed in the
gixl’'s’ white cheeks. “ You are insolent!
Never call me by that foolish name again!”

Swansen slowly pulled himself to his
feet.

“Sure. Ay git out of the way. Ay
never asked you to help me before. Many

a time I lugged my Snow Flake up dis com- .

panionway when her leetle toes was frosted
—Aye, and before that, when she was so
teeny Ay hold her in one hand. Who
smuggled her up into the crow’s-nest to
squeal ‘Blow—blow!’ when the whale
spouted> Who caught her the seal pups
and the leetle white-bear cub?”

The scarlet was fading from Hope's face.

9 AS
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The blue eyes had misted over. But the
firm-set lips did not relax.

“ You knew how_I have always felt to-
ward needless fighting—toward brutality.”

“Sure. Ay know. The old Swede bull-
dog belongs forrard. He’s ugly and he got
licked. That old bucko bruiser what
pulled Snow Flake outa Frisco Bay ain’t
fit comp’ny for a growed young lady. Well,
good-by, Mees Converse. Ay won'’t treuble
you no more.”

He averted his battered face and stepped
clear of the companionway. In another
instant a slender white arm was around his
bull neck and a pair of tear-dimmed eyes
were seeking to meet his down-fixed gaze.

“ Oh, Gus—Uncle Gus!” reproached the
quivering girl. “ Why did you force me to
dislike you? It sickens me—that brutality!
Why did you let Decatur egg you into
fighting him?”

Swansen again averted his face from her,
and groaned: “ Ay never lied to you, Snow
Flake. He didn’t do no egging. The lad
is too clean a fighter for bucko mixing. Se
Ay offered to take him on, a.nd he jumped
me. »

“What—MTr. Decatur? But I thought—"

“ No, the mate. Ay sure got to hand it
to him. He’s some peach. Had me going,
one, two, three. If there’s anything he
ain’t got up his sleeve, Ay didn’t miss it.

- He was all there with both flippers and the

eye-gouge and the kick below the belt.”

“ Gus—no—I can’t believe it!”

“ What—the kick? Sure, that’s how he
done for me. If it had been me, with him
down, Ay’'d ’a’ stove in his slats. He
started to reform my map with his foet.
Then’s when the lad sailed in.”

“ And then you both attacked Mr. Jes-
sup!”’ reproached the girl.

As she drew away from Swansen he con-
fronted her squarely, his little gray-white
eyes reddeniong.

“ The damn’ liar—Auk-uk— ’Scuse me,
Snow Flake. Didn’t mean to cuss. But
if he told you that, damn his pretty sheep’s
eyes if Ay don—"

“ Wait, wait, Gus! I— Oh, I'm afraid
it’s been all my own fault. Let me think—
Yes, I remember, he said only that he
fought you both. I mistook him. I
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thought you and Mr. Decatur attacked him
together. He did not say it. But I mis-
understood—and it seemed so unfair of you
—s0 cowardly!”

The Swede’s glowering face ‘lightened.
“That lets us all out, Snow Flake. It’s
been a tough deal, though, for the lad. Ay
fought bucko, same as Jessup, and Ay got
what was coming to me. The lad jumped
into the game when Ay couldn’t wiggle a
finger. He fought clean till after he’d been
fouled. Then he got, the mate in that Jap
hold.”

“ But he needn’t have thrown the arm
out of joint!” protested Hope.

“ He didn’t,” grunted the Swede.
sup done it hisself.”

“ Himself? Why, that’s impossible!”

“No, it ain’t. The lad never budged.
Jessup was yust going to give in. Then he
seen you, and he give the twist that done
the business.”

Hope’s eyes widened with bewilderment.
“T—I can’t see why he should have—hurt
himself.”

“ You can’t?. Yust give the lad the same
chance. He’d put both arms and his neck
out of joint, to be coddled same as Jessup,
going on a month.”

A rosy blush swept down the girl’s face
and faded as suddenly as it had come.

“ Mr. Jessup is a pleasant friend, Gus—
no more. I would treat Black George’s
shoulder just as carefully if his joint was
thrown out. And, Gus, it’s all right now
between you and me, ain’t it?”

Swansen showed his .yellow fangs in a
grin of adoration. She smxled back at him
and started up the compamonway His
grin sobered.

- “Hold on,” he begged.
the lad?”

“Ask him to join me,” the girl mur-
mured over her shoulder.

The third mate waddled out on the main
deck and forward at his liveliest gait. But
his delight was masked behind a glum
scowl when he came up into the bows. De-
catur had just speared a large bonito.
Swansen took the line and jerked his thumb
backward.

“T' pull in your catch, lad. You’re
wanted on the quarter-deck.”

3 J’w_

“ How about
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Decatur slipped on his shoes and has-
tened aft, in ready obedience to what he
mistook for an order. Even the sight of
Jessup and Hope along on the quarter-deck
with the steersman failed to check his quick
step. He ran up the poop-ladder and came
toward the couple, his cap off to Hope, but
his eyes upon the mate.

“ Gus says I'm wanted, Mr. Jessup,” he
reported himself for duty.

“Not by me,” replied the mate with
careless irony, and he waved toward the
booby hatch. ¢ Captain Converse is be-
low.”

“ Wait, please,” said Hope, as Decatur
turned away. ¢ Didn’t Gus say that I
wished to see you?”

Decatur flashéd about to the girl, his
eyes aglow with radiant eagerness. “ You?
No. He merely said I was wanted aft.
Can I be of any service to you, Miss Con-
verse?” - _

“ I wish to beg your pardon,” said Hope,
her candid eyes dark with contrition.

“ But—but, deuce take it, I don’t see
why you—what reason—"’ stammered De-
catur. .

“ Because I've been unjust. -Through
no fault of Mr. Jessup, I misunderstood
about you and Gus in that—that affair.
I'm so sorry——”'

“Don’t!” broke in the young man. “I
can’t let you apologize. You’ve more right
than that to think the worst of me. It was
my nasty temper breaking loose again.”

“Then youll forgive the way I've
treated you?”

“ Not half what I deserved. It’s done
me a world of good—teaching me a little
self-control.  Just to show you—if Mr.
Jessup’s arm had been all right, I'd have
broken out again. I'd have given your
father the chance to carry out his promise
of using his irons.”

“0-0-h! But now?”

“ That’s why I worked so hard. Nothmg
like digging in, tooth and toenail, to keep
from flying off the handle. You see, I
couldn’t run away.”

Jessup had been watching the girl and
Decatur with a quiet smile on his handsome
face and a faraway look in his brown eyes.

“ Thanks to Miss que. my arm is now
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in good shape,” he remarked. “ You are
welcome to start something whenever you
please.”

The open taunt only drew a good-natured
rejoinder from Decatur: “ Thanks to
Miss Hope, T’'ve no longer any wish to try
her father’s irons. And I'm learning the
value of discipline.”

The mate waved toward the poop-ladder.
“You may go forward, now. Miss Hope,
we. were talking about the poets of New
England.”

“ Mr. Decatur’s watch is below,” re-
marked the girl with gracious tact. ¢ Per-
haps he will join us, Mr. Jessup. You are
both men of culture. I believe you should
be friends.”

With impulsive readiness, Decatur thrust
out his hand. Jessup clasped it heartily;
in fact, more heartily than Decatur rel-
ished, for the mate’s grasp almost crushed
his ﬁngers.

Hope saw only the bland smile of Jes-
sup’s rather thin lips and the dilated pupils
of his eyes.

“I am so glad,” she said. “ Now we
shall be a trio of friends. That will add so

much variety to the talk. Mr. Decatur,

who are your favorite poets? Mr. Jessup
prefers Emerson and Browning. You’ll
think I'm a strange girl.
are poems of the sea and the north. Think
of those old Norse vikings—the way they
cruised about icy seas in their open boats!”

Decatur glowed back at the enthused
girl. “ You’re of that blond viking stock
and reared in the polar pack. I'm only a
landsman, but—"

“ But you, too, are of seafaring stock,”
she broke in. “ Beyond doubt you’re de-
scended from Stephen Decatur—perhaps
also from Commodore Barry.”

“ Never thought much about it before
this voyage. But now—”

“ Now you feel it—you know it!” cried
Hope, her eyes sparkling like fathomless
blue water. ‘ The tang of salt is in your
blood. You’re the son of forefathers who
went down to the sea in ships and learned
the wonders of great waters!”

The smiling face of the young man
sobered.

“ 1 went down—and the sea bore me up.

What I like most
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You asked me to tell you my favorite poets.
Of late they’ve been cabaret rimesters.
Now the one poet who appeals to me is
Henley. You may remember this one of
his: :
“Out of the night that covers me,

Black as the pit frompoletopole,

I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

“It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with pumshments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul”

Before Decatur had quoted half of Hen-
ley’s wonderful poem, Jessup’s face began
to cloud with annoyance. At the last line
his impatience drove him to disregard
Hope’s parting lips.

“ Don’t sav you like that heathen thing,”
he exclaimed. * There’s no true religion in
it from first to last.”

“ But the braveness of it—the courage!”
cried Hope.

Decatur nodded gravely. “1It sure helps
one to buck up—when he has gone adrift
in the—universe.” )

“Even a totally dismantled craft need
not go adrift as a derelict,” murmured
Hope. “ Many a balf-foundered ship has
worked safe to port with a jury rig.”

“Not with compass and rudder lost,” -
put in Jessup. .

“ But one may find a new rudder and
compass,” said Decatur, his eyes on the
delicately lovely face of the girl. “1I have
faith in life and hope for the future.”

If she sensed his audacious play upon her
name, there was no drooping of her long
lashes or tinting of the pale cheeks to indi-
cate her feeling. Her candid eyes looked
meaningly from him to Jessup and back
again as she replied:

“ Faith, hope, and charity—but the
greatest of these is charity. I wish my
friends to be real friends to dach other.”

“ You saw me shake hands, Miss Hope,”
said Jessup with quiet finality of tone.

“1 should say we did!” muttered De-
catur, his mouth twisted in a rueful smile.
He turned his shoulder on the mate, and
spoke with eager vivacity: “J¥ say, Miss
Hope, why d’you always stick to the
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quarter-deck? I’'ve never seen you for-
ward, except when your father piloted the
bark past the slide.”

“ Miss Converse has her dignity to con-
sider,” interposed Jessup.

Hope smiled and shook her golden head
with sudden childlike animation.

“But I'm not an officer, Mr. Jessup. I
used to scramble all over the blessed old
ship, fore and aft, below and aloft. Now
that we're out of the heat, I'm beginning to
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feel the need of more exercise. If you'll
excuse me, I'll go forward and have a look
at Mr. Decatur’s catch.”

The mate touched his cap and sauntered
aft to the taffrail. But as he curved behind
the steersman he paused to watch Hope
and Decatur racing each other toward the
bows. The pupils of his brown eyes di-
lated, and he crushed one of his hands in
the other as he had squeezed Decatur’s
fingers.
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MOTHY BRENN owned a thou-
sand acres of land in Old Lake
Town. A wise geologist had thus
- named the town, because he said a million
years ago that region had been the miles-
wide beach of a vast inland sea, dammed
by a wall of ice where the St. Lawrence
flows now, and the overflow running out
into what is now the Mohawk Valley.
Of that all-stuff-and-nonsense Tim Brenn
knew the story, but he believed it not at

When Tim was a boy, over the modern
seas, he had dreamed of the day when he
oould own a thousand acres of land. That
was to him the great hope of life. He loved
the ground he walked upon; he loved the
grass that grew on the ground; he could

waiting a month.

Ragmond S.Spears

look at a peat bog all day long, and at
dusk there would rise “in his throat the
feeling that followed the thought that over
yonder was a country where a man might
earn good wages and buy land—cheap.

All he wanted, or hoped, was just to
own land and be a poor farmer. Of more
than that he never thought.

So Tim had crossed the ocean, two days
a stowaway, seven days a fireman in the
stoke-hole, two days in detention, and two
hours swimming in the black night to the
Happy Land about which he had dreamed.

A farmer had hired him, wet as he was,
to help unload a wagon of produce and
thence to go out to work on a truck gar-
den. He liked the work well enough, and
the food much better; but at the table one
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night, a year later, he had heard the farmer
say that up north in Old Lake Town a
man could buy land at tax sales for ten or
twenty cents an acre. ¢

Within the month Tim was up north in
Old Lake Town, where he learned with
his own ears that the acres around him
were really for sale at ten to twenty cents
an acre, the amount of back taxes.

Tim had saved money from his wages.
He now had a hundred dollars. He learned
the formula for bidding in lands at tax
sales, and he selected some ground so
poverty stricken, so bare, so yellow with
sand and black with moss that there were
no competitors against him, and he bought
a thousand acres of land—a so-called mile-
square lot, the mile being so liberal by
the measuring of old-time surveys that Tim
Brenn had obtained his thousand acres for
ninety dollars.

“ And that’s eighty-nine dollars and

ninety-eight cents more than it’s worth!”

an Old Lake townsman assured the wildly
joyous Tim Brenn, who had in little more
than a year realized an ambition which had
burned with undying brightness through a
hundred generations of his family, more or
less.

“You can'’t raise a thing on it!” another
neighbor told the foreign young man, whose
brogue was richer, by far, than the soil of
his farm.

“ What?” Tim cried.. “ Look ’t the illi-
gant berry-bushes!”

“It’s good for mothing but briers,” the
native retorted.

“ Ah—but there’s a shousand acres of
it!” Tim laughed. “ A man could live on
a thousand acres of bare rock—”

“ That’s what you’ve got—bare rock,
broken up into small pieces.”

“It 'l wor-rk wid a rake!” Tim laughed

Countless people had moved out of Old
Lake Town as soon as the timber was all
cut away. One of the abandoned houses
was on the thousand acres—a barn-frame,
two-story house which had cost $1,800 to
"~ build. - Paint and a few panes of glass re-
newed its good looks and Tim moved his
valise and extra shoes into it. He built
him a bunk of poles from a clump of sec-
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ond growth, and covered it with grass that
grew in thin tufts on the beds of moss.

People wondered how he l