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CHAPTER 1

BAD NEWS BEFORE BREAKTIAST.

ISING to the extent of a supporting
elbow, I viewed my early caller with

one eye—the other was still asleep.
Rex Tolliver had the entry of my rooms
at all hours, but it didn’t seem nice in him
to take advantage of that fact to break
my sweet slumbers in the early dawn. So
far as I am concerned, that is any time
before 11.30 A.M.

“ Great Scott, Hil, haven’t you any
heart at all?” demanded the ruthless one.
“I thought she was just about the same
as a sister to you.”

I shook my head sleepily.

“ Numberiess booful ladies have prom-
ised to be sisters to poor-little orphan Hil-
dreth., Which she is it? And why the
excitement?”

Rex dropped into a chair.

“Then you haven’t heard?”

“T heard that chair. If you love me,
spare my furniture. No man of your
weight and temperament ought to—”

“Hil, for Heaven’s sake! It’s Ronny
I'm speaking of—your cousin, Veronica
Wyndham!”

My eyes opened suddenly.,

“What are you talking apout? Ronny’s
all right.”

1 A-S

Francis Stevens

Author of * The Nightmare,” etc.

“She is? Then you know what has
become of her? Where is she?”

“ At home—or at the office, more likely.
They have such unearthly ideas about early
rising.”

“ Oh, is she? Is she? Well, just glance
at those head-lines and then—go back to
sleep, since you’re so darned indifferent.”

He fiung a badly rumpled newspaper on
the bed and stalked gloomily over to the
window, where he stood looking out, his
back expressive of condemnatory scorn.

But I was not in the least indifferent
to anything concerning the only cousin I
ever really loved.

Those head-lines, in which her name ap-
peared in letters of glaring size and sinister
hue, got me out of bed and into my clothes
quicker than anything else in the world
could have done.

VERONICA WYNDAM VANISHES
SUDDENLY.

Former Secretary of Governor Goes and Leaves
o Trace.

FIANCEE OF SOCIETY MAN,

Feared She Has Been Spirited Away—Police
Search Vainly.

I cast a hasty glance down a whole
column of “It is saids ” and ** Supposed to
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haves,” but having known a few reporters,
I had no desire to waste time in acquiring
misinformation. I reached for my clothes
with one hand and my shoes with the other,
not stopping to ring for Billings. As I
projected myself into them I shot a series
of Sherlockian questions at Tolliver which
disabused him of any idea of my indif-
fcrence.

His answers were not particularly help-
ful. The last time he had seen my cousin
had Deen three days previous—that was
Monday—and he had taken her to the
theater. He went on for five minutes be-
fore I realized that what he was saying had
nothing to do with her disappearance, but
was in the nature of self-reproach because
he had disagreed with her about the play.
She liked it and he didn’t, and it was too
Ibsenesque with the Ibsen left out, but now
he wished he’d kept still about it, and—

I was dressed by that time. Shaving
could wait.

“ Never mind Ibsen,” I broke in. “ Did
you see her home that night?”

“Did I—say, Wyndham, would I be
likely to leave her in the street? Of course
I saw her home, and she was so annoyed
over that confounded argument that she
would scarcely say good-night. That’s
what hurts most. We parted in anger, and
now—"

“That’s how you and I will part, if
you can’t come down to brass tacks and
tell me exactly what has happened. You
saw her three days ago—no very long time.
How do you know she has disappeared?
Maybe she has gone off on a visit or some-
thing.”

“No, she hasn’t. Do you think ske
would leave her work at loose ends, that
way? Carpenter kept it dark—confound
him! Only phoned me last night, and said
he thought she and I might have eloped.
The blamed fool! Why the dickens should
we elope? It seems she didn’t go to the
office Tuesday morning.”

“ You're sure she reached home all right
Monday night?”

* Look here, Wyndham, do you think I
had her kidnaped? If you do, come right
out and say so; don’t heat about the bush.”

I stared at him.
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“No; I don’t think you had her kid-
naped. I want to know if you left her at
the street entrance or went up to the apart-
ment with her.”

“ Oh! Well, I've been talking with ’steen
detectives who have all asked the same
question——where did I leave her. It’s got
on my nerves. I took her up, of course,
but Mrs. Sandry had retired, so I didn’t
go in. Besides, she didn’'t ask me.”

Mrs. Sandry was the nice old lady who
shared Ronny’s apartment and played
chaperon. For all her independence, Ronny
was a great little stickler for the conven-
tions. Hence, when she went on her own
and acquired an apartment, she also went
in partnership with Mrs. Sandry.

‘ Carpenter called up her place,” con-
tinued Rex, “ when she failed to show up
at the office or telephone. Mrs. Sandry
told him that Ronny wasn’t there—that she
had not come home, and was supposed to
have spent the night at Anne Lacroix’s
house. Ronny had told Mrs. Sandry that
she and I were to meet Anne and her hus-
band for supper after the show, and that
she might go home with them. So Carpen-
ter took it for granted that she had done
that, and that something had delayed her.
He never called up the Lacroix house till
late in the afternoon. Of course she wasn’t
there. Anne was ill, and they never kept
their appointment with us.

“ Then, instead of notifying the police,
Carpenter went up to see Mrs. Sandry.
They talked it over and made up their fool
minds to wait another day before starting
anything. That is, Carpenter made up his
own mind and the old lady’s, too. I know
what ailed him, and I'll square that account
before the finish. He was afraid of any
scandal in connection with his precious
office.

‘“Then yesterday afternoon—yesterday
afterrnoon, mind you, two whole nights and
nearly two days after she had disappeared
—he had the nerve to call me up and ask
me if we had eloped. Oh—”

“ Forget Carpenter. Have you told the
police?”

‘“ Have I—say, isn’t it in all the papers?
Didn’t I tell you that I have been badgered
by detectives ever since?”
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* Well, why didn’t you come to me last
night? I was here—got in on the s5.10.
And why haven’t any enterprising journal-
ists been around to look me up? Every
one knows Ronny and I are related, and—
yes, there it is, head of another column.
‘ Beautiful young woman is a cousin of the
well-known millicnaire clubman, Hildreth
Wyndham.” Whenever I am dragged into
print it’s always in the millionaire class.
Those boys are so generous. Bui why
haven’t any of ’em been around?”

“Hang your egotism! You'll find a
dozen reporters drifting about the corridors.
That man of yours wouldn’t wake you for
them.”

“ Good old Bill—but this time I wish
he had. What have the police done?”

“ Talked—talked—talked! And hinted
things, and asked things, and made insult-
ing insinuations. The only wonder is I
didn’t turn loose and murder a few of
them!”

“ Detectives are supposed to ask ques-
tions—just like children. I'm going to see
Mrs. Sandry.”

I had reached the conclusicn that noth-
ing useful could be extracted from Tolliver
until he had calmed down a bit. In vulgar
parlance, he was “ rattled,” and badly.

“ They won’t let you see Mrs. Sandry,”
he asserted with bitter gloom.

“Who won’t? Don't tell me they've
arrested Mrs.—”

* Of course not. She is in bed with a
nurse in attendance. Wher. I went there
this morning I met the doctor coming out,
and he said her blood-pressure was two
hundred and her pulse—some outrageous
speed, and if she isn’t kept perfectly quiet
there is danger of cerebral hemorrhage.”

“Poor old lady! Ronny was as dear to
her as a daughter.”

“Don’t use the past tense that way!
She isn’t—she isn’t—"

“ No, certainly she isn’t. Come along,
old man. We’ll begin with Carpenter,
then.”

“You may, if you iike. If I go near
him just now, there’ll be bloodshed.”

“1 see. Don’t suppose you slept much
last night? Not at all? I thought so.
Your car outside? Lend it to me; I'll
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drop you at Hanready’s, and be around
again after you in a couple of hours. Then
you’ll be fit to help make use of any news
I run across meantime.”

Naturally my plan, being a sensible one,
didn’t appeal to Toliiver’s mood of frenzy.
At last I told him frankly that if he
wouldn’t fall in with it, I should have
nothing more to do with him—at least,
until I found Veronica. Then he yielded
to reason.

It was not that he had any deep respect
for my sleuthing ability. That was an
unknown quantity, since never before had
I suffered the loss of anything more dear
to me than a sleeve-link. No, it was the
fact that I was Ronny’s nearest living
relative. We three had chummed around
together a lot ever since he made her ac-
quaintance, which was, by the way, through
my friendly and cousinly offices.

So he saw reason at last, and we went
down to the street, besieged all the way by
the cohorts of Misinformation Row. Their
pleas for attention were pathetic. Know-
ing, however, their imaginative powers, 1
wasted no time nor sympathy on them.
Even if I had had anything to tell, they
could have invented something much mere
exciting.

We reached Tolliver’s big touring-car at
last, and five minutes later pulled up in
front of Hanready’s. Rex went’in to the
Turkish baths with the air of a man walk-
ing into the mausoleum of all his dearest
dead, but I hoped for the emergence of
a saner man when I should return that
way.

I hadn’t stopped for breakfast, and
didn’t intend to. * Carpenter first,” I de-
cided, springing into the driver’s seat, for
Tolliver had been driving his own ear.
“ After that—we’ll see.”

CHAPTER 1II.
TWIN COUSINS.

Y frenzied friend spoke not beside
the mark when he said that Veronica
occupied a sisterly place in my af-

fections. She and I had played and quar-
reled and gone about together ever since
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our romper days. I‘or anything to happen
to Ronny hit me just about the same as
if we had been twins, instead of first
cousins.

Our fathers were two English brothers,
who came to America in their hopeful
vouth. They drifted part way West, mar-
ried and settled down in Marshall City
at the mining-camp stage of its career,
when it looked as much like the future
State capital as a two-mustang-power buck-
board looks like a De Luxe-Rollinson Eight.
They came in with the ¢ first families,” and
grew up with the city.

My mother died at my birth, and my
aunt mothered Ronny and me without par-
tiality, until she, too, was taken. We were
both the only children of our parents, and
by the time of which I write, both orphans,
though with one more or less important
difference.

Dad left me enough of the indispensable
to keep me indefinitely from the sorrows of
toil. Ronny’s father, however, died a hank-
rupt, a deed of which no one had sus-
pected him capable. My cousin was left
with nothing but a heritage of brains, from
which not even the bankruptcy courts
could separate the poor girl.

Naturally, I went straight to her and
offered to divvy up, but all she would take
was a loan. On that capital she started
to make her own way in the world. Tor-
tunately she had learned stenography and
played private secretary to her father for
a year before he died. Carpenter &
Charles, real estate, took her on at a
salary of ten per. One year later she was
dragging down thirty, and old Carpenter
wondered how he had ever run the business
without her.

Charles wasn’t around the office much
then. He had just been elected Governor
on the People’s ticket, and before that his
duties as State Senator made it necessary
for him to leave the business in his part-
ner’s hands, to a great extent,

A while after he had taken his oath of
office, Charles blew into the real-estate
emporium with the melancholic complaint
that there was no such thing in the world
as a personal secretary who could do one
hour’s real work in less than three hours’
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time. He played on his poor old partner’s
sympathies so that Carpenter offered to
“lend ” him Miss Wyndham until some
one else showed up. Charles had already
‘““hired and fired ” six ambitious young
men.

Ronny appeared five years less than her
reverend twenty-two, and of the ornamental
rather than the useful type. Mr. Governor
looked his doubts, and of course that set-
tled it for Ronny. She’s a thoroughbred.
Just tell her, ““ This is past your abilities,”
and she’ll fly the hurdle or break her neck
attempting it.

So a young and fair Wyndham was in-
stalled in the executive mansion at the desk
six times vacated, and I fancy Charles’s
doubts were dissipated before the end of
three days’ tenure. After a while Carpen-
ter wanted her back, but Charles put him
off. For nearly a year her successor failed
to materialize, and at the end of that time
she quit of her own accord.

I was glad of it, for all that year she
owned few idle hours to waste on little
Hildreth, and I missed her confoundedly.
I took it for granted that she left to save
herself from nervous breakdown. Clinton
Charles was a notorious slave-driver, and
that he drove himself harder than any one
else must have been small consolation to
those around him. So back she went to
the real-estate office.

Carpenter was delighted, I was delighted,
Ronny herself seemed pleased. Every one
was happy, except, probably, the Governor,
who had again to take up the elusive trail
of an efficient secretary.

During that year I had joined the “ Idle
Sportsmen.” It was the “Idle” which
attracted me, I suppose, but the name was
a fraudulent misnomer. I was the only
member of that club who didn’t rise at least
an hour before eight o’clock, breakfast, and
perform a lot of acrobatic stunts with
dumb-bells and exercisers and things. And
they all shot, and rode, and boxed, and
fenced, and set up physical prowess as their
little platinum idol.

Of course they soon found me out. In
fact I was such a rara avis in their set that
they took to me as a novelty. I remained
a member and made quite a number of
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friends among the strenuous ones. How-
ever, the only man with whom I became
really intimate was Rex Tolliver, and that
was after I presented him to Veronica.

Since she was baek with Carpenter, who
closes his office at four, gaicties were re-
simed among the Wyndhams. That is,
she accepted my escort to dance, opera,
or play; blew around the country iz my
car, and generally conspired with me to
maike sad the hearts of a number of young
chaps not lucky enough to be her near-
brothers—and wouldn’t have been if they
could.

Veronica did not remain a poor working-
girl for lack of matrimonial chances.

Then Rex met her, and that was his
immediate Waterloo. The Idle Sportsmen
saw him no more, except on such occasions
as he could not bestow his company upon
my cousin. This did not surprise me, but
Veronica’s own behavior did. I had seen
her pass out charming indifference to so
many of my sex that I had begun to think
her matrimony-proof.

From the first she seemed to take quite
a kindly interest in Toiliver. He was a
hale, good-looking young fellow, who took
out his surplus energy in athletics, and had
so clean a record all around that my
brother-cousinly watchfulness could find
no fault in him. I had always supposed
that if Veronica should marry, she would
pick out some human dynamo like Charles,
with lofty brows and a fatal inability to
loaf. However, opposites, etc., and it
wasn’t six months after meeting that their
engagement was announced.

In Marshall City a girl does not neces-
carily lose her social position just because
she has to work for her living. We are
not New York. About fifteen hundred
miles far from it. Marshall City society
took just as much interest in Ronny’s en-
gagement as if her father had never lost
his grip, and old Tolliver was delighted.
Said he had heard of Miss Wyndham’s
abilities from Carpenter, and a girl who
cculd handle Clinton Charles’s work, not
tc mention Carpenter’s, ought to be an
ideal housekeeper.

I don’t follow his analogy, but he said it.

My cousin gave notice at the office.
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Carpenter was heart-broken, but resigned.
The minister was chosen. The trousseau
was preparing. I was to give away the
bride, and Rex Tolliver was the most
fatuously happy young dub in Marshall
City. That was the prospect of last Sat-
urday, when I had left town for a few
days’ fishing up-river.

Exactly what were the prospects of this
Thursday had yet to be discovered, but
as I sailed up Chisholm Street in Rex’s car
I felt like a very determined Ilittle dis-
coverer. Lazy I may be, but there are
circumstances which can prod me into des-
perate displays of unsuspected energy. I
was going to find Ronny, if I had to search
every home in Marshall City from cellar to
garret, and I knew that Rex Tolliver was
fully as determined.

CHAPTER IIIL
DESPAIR AND SUSPICIONS.

S a giver of clues, Carpenter proved
a barren failure. 1 had always
thought him a kindly old boy, who
regarded my cousin with almost paternal
pride and afiection. Now I discovered that
his pride was that of a man who owns a
unique and efficient machine, and rejoices
in the envy of his fellows.

He welcomed me with bitter complaints
about the “ scandal,” and how embarrass-
ing it would be for Governor Charles to
have such a scandal come up in con-
nection with an employee of his business
firm, who had also been his secretary pro
tempore, and how this scandal would never
have got in the papers save for Tolliver’s
impetuosity. '

At the third repetition of the word
‘“scandal 7 my well-known good humor
forsook me. I reminded Mr. Carpenter
that Miss Wyndham was my cousin, that
she was just about the finest and straightest
girl who ever wasted her abilitics on the
work of a money-grubbing, land.grabhing,
soulless bundle of moral cowardice whe
walked on two legs like a man, and that
he had best be extremely careful what he
said about the matter. Otherwise the firm
of Carpenter & Charles might find itself
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facing notoriety of another sort in the shape
of a libel suit.

Somcwhat breathless and distinctly warm
under the collar, I emerged from the Real
Estate Trust Building and turned next to
police headquarters.

There they were civil enough. When
the police have no news and the family
come around inquiring, they are always
civil. Of course they don’t need to go so
long on politeness if they have something
practical to show for their efforts. I know
this now, but then I was at first quite
pleased.

The chief was all consideration and as-
surances that everything possible was being
done. They were already, he said, in pos-
session of several promising clues. The
nature of these clues he would not divulge,
however, lest some one be “ put wise ” who
at present regarded himself as entirely
unsuspected.

I did not quite like this talk of a
mysterious “ some one ” in the masculine
gender. It hinted at suspicions and in-
nuendos of which I wished, above all things,
to keep the case clean and free. I sug-
gested to the chief, somewhat dolefully,
that Veronica might have gone down again
to the street after Tolliver left her, perhaps
in order to post a letter. Then she might
have been murdered for her rings and purse
and her body weighted and dropped in the
Hawkeye River.

Or (and this I considered a rather bril-
liant inspiration) she might have been kid-
naped in connection with some political
matter. Governor Charles was at that time
engaged in a bitter fight, in which he and
the “ Reform " party were lined up against
the railroads, backed by a coalition of Sen-
ators who disgraced the State. Politics are
a bore, but no man who read the papers
could avoid knowing that much. Might
not his former secretary have possessed in-
formation which, if it could be extracted
from her by terrorization, would be a
weapon in the hands of Charles’s op-
ponents?

The chief eyed me pityingly. Then he
replied that either hypothesis was of course
possible, but that they were about equally
improbable.
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The Aldine Apartments faced on Far-
ragut Place. The street was boulevarded
and lined with trees, like almost every resi-
dence street in the city. But it was well
lighted, and there was a policeman on that
beat who swore that no deed of violence
could have taken place there between the
hours of twelve (when Tolliver left her)
and eight, when the patrolman was relieved.

As for political intrigue—well, the chief
laughed outright. Acts of violence attri-
buted to low-grade politicians and the
“ Ring ” were mostly worked up by the
boys of newspaper row. There was noth-
ing to it. Besides, it was six months since
Miss Wyndham had left the Governor.
Anyway, was it likely that he would put
very important State secrets in the hands
of a young lady of twenty-two or three?

Knowing Ronny, I thought just that was
possible. And ignorant though I was, no
one could hang halos over the heads of
our railroad magnates and expect me to
believe those halos more refined than pure
brass. '

However, I saw that to persuade the
chief of this would take more time than
I had years to live, and would hardly be
worth while at that. So I bade him fare-
well and went straight to the Aldine Apart-
ments.

Tim, the elevator-boy, knew me—natur-
ally. He had seen me there often enough.
He reminded me that, since the Aldine did
not boast two shifts of employees on its
elevator, and since he, Tim, went off duty
at 10 P.M., you after that hour walked up
—or down, as the case might be.

I had known this, but it had slipped my
mind. I might have realized that so im-
portant a witness as the elevator-boy—
supposing him to have been present—would
not have been overlooked by the police.

Common humanity forbade my trying to
see Mrs. Sandry. I retired from the Aldine
and started the car, just in time to evade
attention from an alert-looking young man
whom I recognized as Brownley, of the
Evening Bulletin.

Discovering that my two hours had ex-
pired, and not wishing to keep poor Tol-
liver in suspense, I ran straight back to
the baths.
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As I swung into Chisholm Street, from
its termination a few squares distant the
Capitol stared me in the face. It is not
such a big building, but beyond doubt it
iq ‘t itiful, The charm of its gleaming

tc pillars and the exquisite curves of its
come held little appeal to my anxious
sensihilities just then, but the sight of it
reminded me of Charles.

Would it be worth while, I wondered, to
try for an interview with the Governor?
Cetld he know of anything which might
account for his former secretary’s murder
cr abduction?

While not enjoying his personal acquaint-
ance. I had of course more than once seen
him, and even attended a couple of
banquets where he was a guest. Clinton

harles had not impressed me as a person
who would like to be bothered by anxious
young men seeking their kidnaped cousins.
He had the broad brows and the deep-set
eyes of a dreamer, but the squarish chin
and firm mouth of a man of determinative
action. He fairly irradiated personality,
but it was of an energetic sort. I felt that
unless @ man had business with him very
pertinent to the Governor’s own activities,
he might better keep off and let Charles
alone.

Besides, now I came to think of it, the
Governor must read the papers. If he
knew anything that would be helpful in
tracing Veronica, he would surely come for-
ward with it. That would be common
decency, and by reputation Clinton Charles
was personally a model of all the virtues.
Even his muck-raking opponents had never
succeeded in “ getting anything” on the
Governor. No man of that kind would
allow his one-time assistant to languish in
captivity, when a word of his might free
her: or, if she had been murdered, bring
vengeance on the criminals.

Not a bit of use bothering Charles, I
decided, and just then arriving at my goal,
I saw Tolliver coming down the steps to
meet me. He did look more himself, but
when he heard the negative result of my
efforts his face fell. He climbed heavily
intc the seat beside me.

“1 went over all those places,” he
growled scornfully. “ When you left me

583

I thought you had something different up
your sleeve.”

“ What could I have?”

“ Well, you really know her better than
any one else does. Hasn’t there been any-
thing in the past which could account for
this?”

“ Meaning anything, or any one?” I
asked in a very quiet, even voice,

“1 mean either.” Tolliver looked
straight ahcad of him with a sullen set to
his jaw that I did not like. As he said,
I knew Veronica; but I had made Tolli-
ver's acquaintance less than a year ago.
There might be qualities in his disposition
of which I was ignorant. For instance,
unreasoning jealousy.

“You had better tell me just what you
mean, Tolliver, if you wish an intelligent
answer.” ‘

“You know what I mean.”

“ Perhaps—I—do.” And with that I
stopped the car and jumped out.

“ What is it? Where arg you going?”

Rex forgot his sullenness in dismay.

‘“ Going it alone,” I retorted quietly. “I
believe I'd rather, since your affection for
my cousin is of that quality.”

“ Why, Hil, old man, what did I say to
start you off like that? Ronny is every-
thing in the world to me—you know that,
For God’s sake, don’t misunderstand me.
Get back in the car here.”

I did, for his protests were so excited
that people were beginning to stare at us.

We went on, and Rex proceeded to ex-
plain in detail. He had meant only that
Veronica might in the past have known
some one who was sufficiently crazy about
her to abduct or even do away with her,
driven to it by her impending marriage.

‘“That’s very unlikely,” I pointed out.
“If you are going to set the police on the
trail of every man who has wished he stood
in your shoes, you’ll have half the male
portion of our set in jail. Don’t you real-
ize that such a thing mustn’t even be hinted
at? Do you want that sort of surmise
circulated through the papers—about your
future wife?”

He turned rather pale.

“ No!” he gasped, and I knew that T had
shut him up effectually on this score.
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After all, Tolliver was reduced to the
point of desperation, and having reached
that stage a man can’t be held responsible
for his thoughts. A lover out of the past
would be just the torture conjured up by
such despair. I forgave Rex, and set my
mind at the task of thinking up new coverts
wherein might lurk some news of my miss-
ing cousin.

CHAPTER 1V.
ANOTHER FORMER SECRETARY.

ELL, we skated around all day in

Rex’s car, both spreading and im-

bibing gloom among various friends

and acquaintances. All of them were con-
siderably excited over the news.

One girl—Janet Williams, it was, daugh-
ter of Harrison Williams, who owns every
taxicab in Marshall City—had given a sew-
ing-bee for charity on Tuesday night. She
had expected Ronny to be present, and
when she did not appear Janet “ just knew
that something awful had happened to her.”
Wonderful thing, these after-the-event pre-
monitions.

But at least Janet had done something
practical toward finding her friend. She
had instructed her obedient father to inter-
view every one of his taxi-drivers and ques-
tion them. If that brought forth no in-
formation, each of them was to keep his
ears wide open to pick up any scrap of
conversation which might, be let fall by
his passengers in transit. The idea was
that the criminals might be run to earth
among the giddy patronizers of such
vehicles.

I foresaw an alarming series of taxi col-
lisions. A man can hardly drive circum-
spectly and at the same time keep one ear
firmly glued to the little window behind
him. Also that if I had to ride in a taxi
1 was going to be careful what I said.

Her father had consented to offer fifty
dollars reward to the man who brought him
any valuable information. Tolliver and I
iooked at each other in disgust. The dis-
gust was for ourselves, not Williams. The
obvious wisdom of offering a reward had
neither occurred nor been suggested to us.
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With a hurried commendation for Janet’s
enterprise, we hastened to put that matter
right at once.

In the last edition of the evening papers
any crooks interested might read that ¢ the
family ” of Miss Veronica Wyndham would
be glad to pay one thousand dollars for in-
formation which should lead to the discov-
ery of her whereabouts. I, the family in
question, wanted to multiply that niggardly
sum by at least twenty-five, and Rex was
with me to the limit of what he could ex-
tract from father.

But just after we left Janet’s we met up
with one Harvey Jenkins, who discouraged
our munificent intentions. Jenkins was
chief advertising man for Farlingham, Inc.,
the mail-order people, and an old friend of
dad’s.

“ You boys have the right idea, but the
wrong method,” he said when we had told
him our plan. ¢ There’s a psychology of
rewards just as there is of selling stoves
and furniture. If a man thinks he can
earn, say, five hundred dollars by sleuthing
around a bit and investigating his own
neighborhood, he’ll do it if he has to sus-
pect lifelong friends. But twenty-five thou-
sand, or even ten, will paralyze his im-
agination. It’s like offering to sell him a
dining-room suite for fifty cents. He can’t
see it—thinks there’s a trick somewhere.
You offer five hundred, and you’ll have
’em all working for you.”

“ But,” I protested, ““ we weren’t think-
ing of amateur sleuths. We were driving at
the criminals themselves.”

“In the first place, these criminals of
yours are supposititious. In the second, if
any one is holding her to ransom, then
they’ll certainly let you hear from .them.
And if you offer anything enormous to start
with, you'll never get off with any twenty-
five thousand. Take a tip and start with
five hundred.”

We couldn’t quite agree on that, but
compromised on the thousand afore-
said.

Then there wasn’t anything to do. The
only private detective agency in Marshall
City is a joke, and not even a practical
one. They couldn’t find a lost dog if the
unfortunate canine came and howled out-
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side the agency door. We didn’t bother
with them, and so, after offering the reward,
as I say, there seemed nothing more we
could do. It was horrible, intolerable, mad-
dening, but for the life of us neither Rex
nor I could think of a next step.

We had seen all her friends. They knew
nothing. An impertinent, prying plain-
clothes man had gone through poor Ronny’s
private correspondence. It was innocent
‘of clues as so much blank note-paper. Mrs.
Sandry was still in a critical condition, but
she knew nothing. If she had, she could
never have concealed it from Carpenter.
The dear old lady was no secret-keeper.

Two interminable days dragged past.
By Saturday, however, we could have kept

busy enough if we had followed up every

one of the ‘““ clues ” which were turned in
to me and to the police by those ambitious
to acquire that thousand.

Jenkins was right. We began to think
that every man, woman, and child in Mar-
shall City was working for us, and also
that we dwelt in a city of imbecile op-
timists.

Some of those clues—but the people
were no worse than the police, and I
can prove it. Sunday morning Rex came
around in the early morn, as had become
his habit, and informed me with deep dis-
gust that he was being “ shadowed.” On
looking out the window at said ‘‘ shadow,”
I agreed that he was an unmistakable
plain-clothes man.

I agreed with Tolliver that this was
too much, even though he was the last
person to see Veronica. He and I went
" straight to the chief, and Rex produced
. s0 many alibis to account for his every
‘ movement after leaving her, and for the

: next two days, that the shadow was with-
;;drawn—without apologies, for, said the
© chief:
§ “You yourself admit that you quarreled
! at parting. Sorry, but you know we have
i to suspect every one. Our business. It’s
£ the respectable ones who do the craziest
: things—sometimes.”

© “Cheer up, Rex,” I consoled him later.
%At least, he said you were respectable—
by inference.” )

“How the deuce can you make a joke
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of it?” complained Tolliver. ¢ It seems to
me, Wyndham, that you take the whole
business very light-heartedly.”

That was unkind and not true, but one
must make allowances for a man in Rex’s
place. I let it go at that. Anyway, I
could appreciate his feelings.

That was Sunday, and already excite-
ment had calmed down too much to suit
me. If Tolliver thought me light-hearted,
I accused the world of positive jubilance.
Who, except Rex and I, and—yes, prob-
ably Mrs. Sandry—really cared about
Ronny? To whom else was she indis-
pensable, or who felt that her loss was so
intolerable that life might as well stop
short because of it? Answer: Nobody.
Popularity is all very well, but—

With such melancholy meditations did I
while away two hours of Sunday afternoon
in my own rooms. Rex was off investigat-
ing one of the innumerable clues which
our offer had brought forth. The police
sorted out a few, and cast the rest aside
with professional scorn. This was one of
the outcasts. Rex was looking it up more
to keep busy than for any other reason,
while T stayed at home to receive that
longed-for phone call from the chief.

At last it occurred to me that some part
of my hopeless depression might be traced
to another cause than the indifference of
a cruel world to my sorrow. I rang for
Billings.

“ Bill,” said I, “ you are letting me starve
to death. Is that right?”

“You never eat luncheon here, sir.”

“ And so, quite naturally, you supposed
that I never eat it anywhere. Next time—
if there ever is a next time—that I remain
with you for any considerable period, you
may serve luncheon exactly four hours after

»”

“Yes, sir. T’ll have it ready in—"

“No, you won’t. I am deeply hurt, and
I'm going to the Blue Thimble round the
corner. If any one phones while I am out,
vou may call me there.”

Billings looked not the least 1mptessed
by my displeasure.

“TNl attend to the phone, sir,”” he prom-
ised. “It certainly is dull waiting around
this way. Wish there was anything I could
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think of to help you fird the pcer voung
lady.”

“So de I. If Mr. Tolliver comes in,
send him around to the Thimble.”

The Blue Thimbie is a little caié where
the food is as good 23 the name is ridicurouns.
The name suggests sewing circies and tea
pariics, but as a matier of fact it is a
strictly bachelor resort, with 2 gritl and a
chef who graduated irom the best
in paradise, and dmscended uncn earth 1o
biess it.

I found my favorite table vacani. and
seating mysell, considered the menu. The
little café was almoct empty. as I knew
it would be at that hour of Sunday after-
noon, and I was g!a(‘ to see that none of
my acquaintances were present. I was tired
of shallow sympathy and unmeaning con-
dolences. ¢ It’s a shame. old fellowv. You
thought a lot of her, didn't you? Have
vou heard that Jim is entering Peterkin Iil
at the bench show? Some buil-pup. Peter-
kin.”

Of course they werent all that had, but
the spirit was there. They had passed
through their brief spasm of emotion over
Ronny’s disappearance, and now they wani-
ed to be done with it and get on to seme-
thing interesting and really vital.

So, when I saw Fred Dalton entering,
saw him observe me with a happy smile,
and then bear down upon my table, I felt
less pleased than I should. Of course by
the time he reached me said happy smile
had been modified to a doleful grin. Good
of him to conclder my feelings.

“Any news?” he asked. as he seated
himself and accepted a menu irom the
waiter.

“Yes, they say the Governor
the Gratz bill.”

He looked at me with pained sufprize.

wiii veto

“I1 meant about your cousxn—-\liss
Wyndham.”
“Oh! No, we haven't heard anvthing.”

He gave his orcer. then turned again
tCc e
*Tee bad. But nothing

e\eL m £ you
very nard. eh, Wyndham? ish T had
your happy disposition.”

At least I had headed off the ** You

thought a lot of her, didn’t you, etc.”
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¢ Nothing ever hits me at all,” I retorted.
“1 thought you’d be more interested in
the Governor himself—having worked with
him.”

Dalion flushed slightly. He was one
cf Ronny’s six predecessors at the secre-
tarial desk.

I lasted a month,” he said defensively.
“ I wouldn’t have kept on if he had wanted
me to. Say, that man ought to have forty
personal secretaries, instead of one. Your
cousin must have been a wonder to stick
it out so long. I hear he almost wept when
she left him.”

¢ Yes—the same as Carpenter.
lose a first-class machine.
penter & Cha:’cs.”

“\What's the matter with you to-day?
It’s not like you to carry a grouch. As
for Charies, you can’t blame him for regret-
ting one person who could keep up with
his infernal energy.”

Dalton laughed suddenly.

* Tell you what, Wyndham, if any one
has kidnaped your cousin, I1l bet it’s
the Governor. He’s probably got her hid
away somewhere in durance vile, making
her atténd to his correspondence.”

That was too much for me. 1 gave him
ieave to be indifferent, but not to make a
joke of it. I beckoned the waiter and
asked for my check.

“You haven’t finished,” protested Dal-
ton reproachfully. \’\thv Wyndham am
I driving you away?”

“ Certainly not.” Dalton’s nothing but
a good-natured, harmless kid. His redden-
ing face made me feel like a brute. I told
him that I was half-sick when I came in
and worse now, asked him to dine with me
next week at the Sportsmen’s, and returned
to Biliings and the happy occupation of
awaiting a message that never came.

Rex didn’t show up at all. About ten
o’clock he phoned me that he had followed
his clue clean out in the country, and
run it to earth in the Park View Asylum.
The *“ abducted ” ladv turned out to be a
person of large avordupois and few facial
charms, who had gone mad over the death
of a cherished pug-dog, her companion of
fifteen years’ standing.

While touched by this sad episode, I

Hated to
Fine firm, Car-
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agreed with Rex that the police were right.
The clue had been hardly worth following.

CHAPTER V.

A CALL ON THE GOVERNOR.

HAT night I dreamed outrageously,

perhaps because I had eaten so little.

I hunted for Ronny through enor-
mous houses, whose corridors had no end-
ing, and whose doors possessed a nasty
habit of swinging open to disclose heaps of
wormy skulls. I ran miles after a huge
black motor-hearse, which I knew contained
her corpse; but when I caught up with it
there was nothing inside but a crazy pug-
dog, with a ticket on its collar: “ Consigned
to Governor Charles—a first-class working
machine.”

At last, after other equally charming
adventures, I did find Ronny. She was
concealed in a secret chamber under the
dome of the Capitol and was hammering
furiously on a typewriter. Documents and
unanswered correspondence were stacked
about her to tottering heights, and beside
her stood Governor Charles, brandishing
what looked like a Herculean club.

I, however, knew it to be the Power of
Veto.

Veronica’s cheeks were hollow, and her
© eyes, as she turned to look at me, enormous.
. She said: “ Hildreth, come soon, as I can

: never finish all these letters.”

4

Just as T was about to spring upon the
_Governor and wrest away his Power of
: Veto, without which I knew him to be help-
¢ less, the energy summoned up for the at-
 tack awakened me. Ronny’s words were
still in my ears, as if she had been in the
‘room and spoken them. ‘ Hildreth, come
soon, or I can never finish all these letters.”
:The sentence repeated itself over and over
in my brain with maddening persistency.

- At last, in desperation, I got up, took
:a hot shower, and dressed. Then, lying
gdown with my clothes on, I slept until
jmearly eight. In my boyhood, when T suf-
fered much from insomnia, I had learned
ghat trick and it almost invariably worked.
No sooner was I awake, however, than
absurd dream recurred to me.
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“The ¢ Hildreth, come soon ’ part is all
right,” 1 observed to Billings, as he served
my coffee and omelet, *“ but the rest is mere
nonsense.”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Tolliver called up a
while ago—"
‘““What?” I nearly upset the coffee.

“Why didn’t you wake me? Confound
you, Billings—”

“ He said not to disturb you, sir. Only
to say that he would be at home until
noon, and after that you could reach him
at the Sportsmen’s.”

So, even Rex had deserted me. That
was the self-pity of nervousness, of course.
Aside from our mutual loss, Tolliver and
I had little in common. Ronny was the
connecting link between us, and if he
fancied other society than mine for a
change, it was not astonishing. But that
morning I was in a mood to find fault with
the whole of creation.

My mind has one peculiar faculty—
weakness rather. It will occasionally seize
upon some trivial idea or notion and pro-
ceed to go over it and over it, to the point
of madness. DPoe wrote about a fellow
with a brain like that. Only he was worse
than I. He ended, as I recall it, by fasten-
ing his attention on his sweetheart’s teeth,
and when she died he went out and dug her
up and pulled ’em all out. Something like
that. Cheerful, pleasant fireside compan-
ion, Mr. E. A. Poe. 1 was never that bad,
but when I read the story I knew what Poe
meant.

In this case it was Freddy Dalton who
had started it. His fool joke about the
Governor’s kidnaping Veronica to make her
go on with his work had camped right down
in the back of my mind, and there it in-
tended to remain. Hence the dream.
What Dalton said, and what I dreamed
Veronica said, was repeated to the point
of nausea. That there was no possible
sense in it made no difference. I couldn’t
get away from it, and I knew I couldn’t.

There was only one cure. I had found
that out in previous cases. To be rid of
the idea I must translate it into action.
Just as the poor dub in the story had to go
and pull out those ghastly teeth, so I would
have to go to Clinton Charles and ask him
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—but no, there reason rebelled. 1 could
not ask him if he had my cousin shut up
somewhere writing his letters.

Still, I could go to him and—oh, inci:ire
if there were any way in which the search
could be ofiicially encouraged by him, as
Gc»c nor. At the worst, he would only
kink my brain turned by grief. 1 was
going.

Calling up the executive mansion, I
found that Charles was in, but would be
leaving in twenty minutes for—I didn’t
wait to find out where. I hung up in a
hurry, and a few minutes later was beating
it out Central Avenue in my roadster.
Since little Hildreth had to make a fool of
himself, let him get it over with as quickly
as possible.

By good luck—or bad—1 drew up at the
curb just in time to see Charles coming
dcwn the steps. He had two men with
him, important-looking dubs, but my im-
patience did not propose to be thwarted.
Just as well to be snubbed here as any-
where else, I thought. Jumping out, I
waited on the sidewalk in front of his own
limousine.

As the three came ableast of me I stepped
forwazd, lifting my nice, pretty Panama.

“I beg your pardon, Governor Charles—"

He never even looked dt me.

“I'm not giving interviews this morn-
ing,” he threw me, and went on talking to
the man on his right.

“I'm not a reporter,” I protested, real-
izing his mistake. ‘I want just a moment
of your time on a matter of private busi-
ness.”

At that all three turned and glared at me.
That is, Charles’s companions glared. The
Governor never found that necessary.
There was something of the magnificent
about Charles — something big and over-
whelming. As if one should meet one of
those giants of old romance, “ over twenty
cubits high.” I don’t know how high that
is, but I presume it is a great deal more
than the five feet nine of Charles’s actual
stature. No, this largeness was not physi-
cal; but every time I had seen him I re-
ceived the same impression. That he was
so much bigger than I that my own in-
significance had no right to trouble him.
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And yet, with other men, I'm not famed
for self-effacement.

“1 have no time just at present, Mr.—¥

“Wyndham,” I finished for him, a.nd
got out a card.

“ Oh, Wyndham, is it?”

is eyes left my face, and ke stood a
moment looking down at the card, and
tapping it against the fingers of his left
hand. One of his companions—a fat, {ussy,
side-whiskered individual, whom I now rec-
ognized as Senator Comstock, a leading
member of Charles’s own party—stirred im-
patiently.

“Can’t we go on, Governor?
will—?”

To my complete amazement Charles
raised his head and cut the Senator’s speech
short with: *“ It is not necessary for me to
be present, Senator. You are fully ac-
quainted with my views and, I am certain,
can convey them with greater eloquence
than myself. I find that I shall be detained
for a short time, but I may join you some-
what later.”

(44 But_”

“T ask it as a favor, Comstock. I know
that you are more than competent to handle
this for me.”

Charles possessed a voice as remarkable
as his personality. It had a vibrant and at
the same time velvety quality. He could,
when he chose, give it an almost caressing
note that was in some queer way personally
flattering to the man or men whom he ad-
dressed. Flattery is hardly the word, either.
It was something nobler than that. DBut
every one who has heard Charles speak
from the platform will know what I mean.

The Senator swelled visibly.

‘ All right, Governor. I’li de my best—
but Fairchild will be disappointed.”

“Oh, I think not.” Then to the other
man: ‘“Good day, Mr. Berger. It was
kind of vou to come to me so irankly.”

* Not at all, sir—not at all.” Mr. Berger
beamed upon the Governor as if be had
never hurled verbal tin cans and bad eggs
at him from the political stump.

I knew DBerger, too. He'd been carica-
tured often enough. * Rotten politics”
stuck out all over him like bristles from a
porcupine, and he was the acknowledged

Fairchild
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tool of our dear old “ railroad ring.” T was
rather surprised to see him here—that is,
I should have been if I had retained any
astonishment in stock. Could it be possible
that Governor Charles was dismissing these
men in order to attend to me?

It was not only possible, but true. As
the limousine rolled off, bearing the virtuous
Senator and his blackguardly companion,
Charles turned to me.

“And now, Mr. Wyndham, if vou will
come into the house I shall be glad to hear
whatever you have to say.”

“ Thank you. You’re very kind.”

He led the way, walking a few steps in
advance, and I followed meekly behind.
Ha! I had it! He had mistaken me for
some one else. Some other Wyndham, some
important, expected Wyndham, should have
been going up that walk at the gubernatorial
back. Once inside—my real identity estab-
lished—well, fireworks were due.

I set my teeth. Before I was thrown out
I would ask him one question, if I had to
barricade myself behind chairs and tables.

He took me straight to his private study,
a large, somber, book-lined room on the
first floor. There, having closed the door,
he 1aid his hat, stick, and gloves on a table
littered with papers, and faced me, still
standing.

“Now, Mr. Wyndham?”

Often when most embarrassed or ex-
cited I am outwardly most calm.

“ T won’t detain you but a few moments,”
I began in the coolest and most leisurely
manner. “I came to see you about my
cousin, Miss Veronica Wyndham.”

3% XVeS? »

The word came curt as a knife-stab.
Nothing caressing about that. But at least
he was not astonished, and therefore could
not be receiving me under any false im-
pression.

“Yes,” I continued, still very leisurely
of speech, and increasingly embarrassed
under the surface. * You know, for a while
she was your private secretary.”

What an asinine thing to say! Of course
he knew it. But instead of snapping me up
as I expected, Charles half-turned away
and indicated a chair by the window.

“Won't you sit down, sir?”
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He seated himself in a chair facing me,
and pushed a small humidor across the
table.

“ Smoke?” he asked briefly.

In a sort of daze I took a cigar, he helped
himself also, and not another word was said
until the two Havanas were cut and lighted.
Then he answered me, as if there had been
no interruption:

“Yes, as you say, Miss Wyndham was
for a time my secretary.”

He had a queer way of speaking, I
thought. Quite rapid, and yet every word
distinct and some way—tense. I had never
before noticed it was a mannerism of his.

“ She has disappeared,” 1 observed.

“T know it.”

¢ She is—very dear to me.”

That was inane—sentimental—oh, for
Heaven’s sake, why couldn’t T ask my ques-
tion and get away? Those deep-blue,
visionary eyes of Charles were fixed on my
face. Beneath them the contradictory
mouth and chin seemed to grow even firmer
and more stern.

“Yes?” Again that cutting monosy!-
lable.

“We are trying to find her,” I continued,
“and T thought you might be able to
help us.”

“ And why, Mr. Wyndham, should you
think that I can help you?”

He leaned across and shook the ash from
his cigar into a tray on the table.

Suddenly I gave up. I was making a
fool of myself with a vengeance. I rose
from my chair so abruptly that Charles
started. _ '

“ Governor,” 1 said, reaching for my hat,
and my absurd embarrassment leaving me
in the act of defeat, “I had no right to
come here and take up your time. Since my
cousin went, I have naturally been under
a heavy strain, and everything else havins
failed, I recalled her connection with you.
I thought you might be willing to use your
influénce toward pushing the inquiry. It
was most kind of you to grant me an inter-
view, and I fear you put aside important
matters to do it.”

“That was nothing—a meeting from
which I could easily be spared.”

Charles rose, too, and I thought he
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looked much less stern.  Probably my apol-
cgv had softened him. Then he actually
smilec.

* Aiss Wyndham was a very unusual
vourg woman. 1 can hardly blame yvou for
being grieved over her disappearance. 1
read of it in the papers at the time. I fear
there is little [ can do to heip, but if an
cpportunity docs arise, be sure I shall take
it. Nothing else you wished to ask?”

“ Why, one question, if you don’t mind.”

“ Certainly not. What is it?”

“ Do veu know where she is?” -

Yes, § asked it. The question slipped
cut of ambuscade and off my tongue before
1 could check it. What I meant to say
was, did he know of anything in connection
with her work of that yvear which could
have any bearing on the case. But my sub-
consciousness tricked me, and loosed the
most amazingly insolent query I could have
possibly devised.

Charles started again, and like a flash all
the geniality left his face. He looked cold
as an iceberg, and unapproachable as the
Grand Lama of Tibet.

“ Mr—Wyndham!”

I was quenched—obliterated. And my
deadly calmness of embarrassment re-
turned.

“It’s a question 1 ask everv one,” 1
drawied. * Sort of habit I've acquired dur-
ing the last week. Good day, Governor—
and thanks, ever so much.”

“ Good day, sir.”

I ieft the room with a dignity which I
knew to be awesomely ridiculous——and left
him standing there, staring after me. Some-
body—or something, T was too flooded with
chagrin to know which—showed me to the
docr. That was the end of my call on
Governor Ciinton Charles.

All the way down the walk, as I got into
my car, started it, and drove on cut Central
Avenue, I was conscious of nothing but a
rising tide of white-hot rage—a most un-
familiar sensation.

Why--why—why? Why should T allow
myself to be so overwhelmed by the mere
presence of a man that I could not speak
t0 him intellizently? Why did I care in the
feast what he thought of me, one way or
the other? But why, above all cther whys,
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did T ask that last impertinent, altogether
outrageous guestion?

CHAPTER VI
MRS$. SANDRY READS A LETTER.

EX never came near me that morning,
nor did I seek hiim. I had nothing to
tell him, except a humiliating episode

which I wouldn't tell to anybody.

The more I thought of it, the less I
thought of myself. Clinton Charles, recog-
nizing my name, doubtless, as being the
same as his iormer secretary’s, had put off
attendance at a meeting in order to grant
me an interview. Of course he remembered
Ronny, and of course he remembered her
kindly. No one could do less.

Then, instead of taking advantage of his
courtesy and putting my case to him frank-
lv, I had stumbled and dawdled along, said
nothing that I wanted to say, and generally
given him an impression of total imbecility.
And crowned the effect with an impertinent
insult. A

What if Charles zwere an important man,
of an unusua! and dynamic personality?
Ronny was just as wonderful, in a different
way. Just as important, too, and a darned
sight more so, where I was concerned. I
had behaved like an awkward schoolboy.
Worse, I had lost a possible chance to enlist
in the search a man with some real brains
and intelligence.

I avoided my friends all morning, but
finding my own society intolerable, decided
at last to go around to the Aldine and call
on Mrs. Sandry. Every day I had sent her
flowers, and made telephone inquiries, and
I knew that she was sufficiently recovered
to see me.

The nurse met me with a professional
smile and the information that Mrs. Sandry
was out of danger, though still weak. 1
found her sitting up in bed, a lace boudoir-
cap on her snow-white hair, and my last
flowers on a table beside her. She wel-
comed me with tears, and I was so glad to
talk with some one (besides Tolliver, of
course) who was really afflicted by the same
loss as myself, that I found myself en-
joying the call.
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We talked, and agreed, and discussed
- possibilities (I had to be hopeful there, for
, Mrs. Sandry’s sake), and eulogized our lost
one, quite in the manner of the family when
they meet after the funeral. Of course,
Mrs. Sandry was not related to Veronica,
- but if they had been mother and daughter
. the old lady could have felt no worse over
- her disappearance.

Finally she pointed at a little desk.

“There’s a bundle of letters in there,
“Hildreth. Letters that she wrote me while
:I'was in the sanatorium last winter. They
“are so dear. There is one where she speaks
:of you, Hildreth, and I want to read it to
you. Will you bring them over here?”

I was by that time in a condition of
maudlin sentimentality where I knew I
should weep outright if Ronny had said
anything very touching about me—though
how she could have done that was a matter
for curiosity. However, I went to the desk,
selected the bundle referred to, and as .I
pulled it out of the pigeonhole by the rib-
bon it was tied with, the ribbon gave way.
It had been tightly bound, and its sudden
release caused a sort of explosion of letters.
Ronny’s missives flew right and left, some
on the floor, and a couple in Mrs. Sandry’s
ivory-finish scrap-basket.

I gathered up those on the floor, and
reached in the basket after the other two.
My hand came up with not only the en-
veloped letters, but a torn half-sheet of
note-paper. There were only a few lines
written upon it, and they were in my cou-
sin’s upright, firm hand, always clear and
legible—so legible, in fact, that my eyes
took in the meaning almost without vo-
lition.

It was a letter which she had begun, sit-
ting at Mrs. Sandry’s desk instead of her
own. But instead of finishing it, she had
torn the sheet across and cast it aside,
doubtless dissatisfied with her opening lines.
The detective who, while Mrs. Sandry was
too ill to protest, had explored my cousin’s
private correspondence, had stopped short
of raiding Mrs. Sandry’s own desk. The
nurse probably played dragon at the door.
The torn sheet had not been emptied from
the basket, because there was practically
nothing else in it.
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For some obscure reason, as I looked at
my cousin’s writing, my mind seemed to
come to a dead halt — to stop thinking. I
knew that those few words were laden with
a meaning which was not innocuous; some
dreadful import which loomed up like a
huge black wave, poised, frozen, held mo-
tionless by the momentary numbness of
my brain. There was in me a gripping
sense of evil—but no thought at all to tell
what the evil might be.

“ Hildreth!” It was Mrs. Sandry’s voice
which set my mind going again—and re-
leased the black wave. “ Is there anything
the matter? Are you ill? What have you
there in your hand?”

“ Nothing — or rather, your
Won’t you read them to me?”

I walked over to the bed, laid the letters
on the coverlet beside her, and myself sat
down in a chair. The little table with my
flowers was between us.

She searched among the letters for a mo-
ment, drew one out, and began to read.
What it was about, I have not the slightest
idea. My eyes were fixed on that torn sheet
of note-paper held on my knee, and con-
cealed from Mrs. Sandry by the table.

While the old lady read, and I sat there
very quietly, the black wave was flying over
me—choking—strangling.

Said the bit of paper on my knee:

letters.

My pEar CLINTON:

Your description of Asgard Heights was charme
ing, but in the spirit of your letter I prefer to
think that you wrong both yourself and me,
Should I do as you have asked for such an in-
centive, surely we should have little regard for
one another after the first glamour had worn off,
I tell you frankly—as I have always been frank
with you—that the very least of your personal
arguments carries more weight than all the splen-
dors and luxuries you could devise to tempt me.
You must understand—

There it ended. “ You must under-
stand—" and there it broke off, was torn
across, and cast aside. I did understand—
understood with an ever-increasing and
abominable lucidity; understood beyond
the reach of blessed and merciful doubt.

“My dear Clinton,” and ¢ Asgard
Heights.” There, in my hand, I held the
key to the whole mystery of the disappear-
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ance of Veronica Wyndham. And I would
have given anything—my life gladly—to
hur! that key back into oblivion.

Ascard Heights, That was the famous
estate in the mountains which Charles had
purchazed within the last few months.
Untii that time he had never been weaithy
in any large sense—merely pProsperous.
Then an uncle of his died, and in pride for
his nephew’s successes and great aims left
him nearly the whole of a reputedly enor-
mous fortune, When Charles’s first act
after receiving this inheritance was the pur-
chase of Asgard Heights, his supporters
shook their heads and his enemies rejoiced.

Here at last was a handle, a dangling
rope, by which Charles could be pulled
down from his popular pinnacle. No man,
they said, could own Asgard Heights, with
its vast palace of a house, its wonderful
gardens, and its square miles of fenced-in
game preserves, and go on playing the game
of People vs. Plutocracy—at least, not on
the people’s side.

When it became known that not a single
American citizen was employed by Charles
on the large staff of servants required by
the scale of house and grounds, his oppo-
nents pounced on that also and exploited
it with vicious joy. They ignored the fact
that in our State Chinese servants are a
commonplace in many households.

The Governor, moreover, though a native
of Marshall City, was the son of a mis-
sionary. He had spent most of his boy-
hood in China, spoke two or three dialects,
and was known to have plaved patron saint
to more than one strayed Celestial in our
midst, fallen into difficulties born of the
white man’s prejudice against the yellow.
He had reason, then, to look among them
for loyalty and service, though perhaps I
alone now knew the reason behind the rea-
son for this choice.

He ran not one-tenth the risk of gossip-
spreading from his probably weli-bribed
Chinamen that he would have run from
servants of any other nationality.

Despite the strenuous efforts of his de-
tractors, what actual effect the Heights
wouid have on his career remained to be
seen. 1 had heard it said that Charles was
an exception to the common rule; that he
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held the people’s attention, fascinated them,
by his sheer brilliancy and magnetism;
that he was not a common man raised by
his fellows to be their representative, but a
master who commanded and was obeyed
by all.

That. of course, was gross exaggeration,
DBut, at least as yet, his popularity through-
cut the State seemed unaffected.

So, “ dear Clinton” had described As-
gard Heights charmingly to my cousin?
Now, a great many people call me Hildreth
or Hii. But who called Governor Charles
by his given name? His most intimate
friend, perhaps—if he possessed one—and,
it seemed, his former secretary. That she
should call him so was to me almost evi-
dence enough in itself. Why, he hadn’t
even a nickname among his enemies or
friends. He was Governor Charles—Clin-
ton Charles—damnable, hypocritical, wo-
man-betraying Charles, as I named him
now.

I recalled the man as I had seen him that
afternoon, with his beautiful eyes, and his
fine, strong face and noble forehead. Re-
called the charm of his voice, and the en-
chanting flattery of his manner—when he
chose it to be flattering. Recalled the mag-
netism of his personality, attractive or re-
pellent, as he wished to make it; his amaz-
ing abilities, and his immense capacity for
concentrated work.

There was the very picture of the man
whom I, before Rex stepped in, had prophe-
sied that Veronica would marry.

Yet she had never dropped a hint, even
to me, that Charles had offered her any
personal attentions. His name and hers
had never been connected in that way.
Certainly he had never paid her open
courtship.

No — open — courtship!  But secret,
secret— “ My dear’ Clinton—" “ Asgard
Heights,” *“ Should I do as you have asked
for such incentive—" “ The very least of
your personal arguments carries more
weight—"" The words of a woman pre-
pared to yield, but striving still to hold
about herself some few rags of self-respect.
No, I wronged her there. If Ronny had
sold herself, it had been for love, and no
more ignoble inducement,
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But that she—my cousin—my little
chum—a Wyndham—

No wonder that, when he heard my
name, saw my card, he dismissed his com-
panions, and led me into his house. No
wonder he eyed me with the stern ex-
pectancy of a man who faces a cocked and
leveled pistol. And no wonder he was
courteous, and at the same time strained
of voice and manner.

He thought that I knewr! And when I
asked him outright, “ Do you know where
she is?” his indignant ¢ Mr.—Wyndham'"”
was no more than the final bluff of a man
who is at the point of throwing down his
hand.

And I had walked out of there—left him
—never pressed the question. But, thank
God, there was time encugh vet for that.

Carelully folding that scrap of Veronica’s
writing, I put it in my pocket and rose. I
realized that all this time Mrs. Sandry’s
voice had been sounding in my unconscicus
ears, and that now it had stopped.

“It was very good of vou to read it,
mother,” T said, “ and now I've tired vou
enough. Good-by.”

And, to what must have beer her acute
amazement, I bent over and kissed her.

“Why, Hildreth!” she exclaimed. and
began crying again.

You see, I wanted to bid an affectionate
farewell to somebody who loved Ronny and
liked me, because I intended to go cut and
kill Governor Charles.

CHAPTER VII.
A CHANGE OF HEART,

AM just a common, ordinary, quite in-
dolent and usually optimistic sort of a
dub. Certainly cut on the lines of

neither an assassin nor a hero. High
tragedy and little Hildreth have never beer
team-mates. At least they never had until
intuition, deduction, and genera! informa-
tion made me aware that the Veronica I
knew, the beloved, comradely Ronny, bound
to me by ties not only of consanguinity
but the most sympathetic understanding—
that this girl had indeed gone from me
forever.
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That the person who had destroyed her,
more surely than by murder, was the man
who, above all others, should have held
himself straight, firm, true, as his face
would have me believe him, even without
his puritanical reputation.

And why shouldn’t he have married her?
Was a Charles so much better than a
Wyndham? Snobbishness is a quality I
despise, but a man has a right to defend
his name when another man casts mud at
it, even by inference.

Had Charles been a married man, this
thing would have been equally atrocious,
unworthy, but at least understandable. But
he was not. Somehow, despite his matri-
monial desirability, he had reached the
Governorship and the age of thirty-five and
remained a bachelor. Every one knew that
he had no interest in women, though (or
perhaps because of it) he was as popular
among the feminine voters as among the
men.

Oh, no, he had no interest in women!:
How many others beside Veronica had
vielded to that magnetic charm of his,
thrown away their happiness, and kept it
secret for love of him—to save his accursed
reputation?

I had left the Aldine Apartments, and
next thing found myself walking into my
own rooms, though how I reached there I
had no idea. Billings met me, took one
look at my face, and the pext instant was
beside me.

““Lean on me, sir, I'll get you into bed.
You're all right. sir. T’ll have Dr. Meadows
here in—"

I flung his arm off angrily,

“ What’s the matter with you, Billings?
I don’t want any doctor.”

He hovered around me with the anxiety
of an old hen over its solitary, sick-looking
offspring.

“1 beg pardon, sir, VYou’re white as
a ghost and look worse than when you
was coming down with typhoid. It’s all
this strain and worry, sir, and you ought
to take care of yourself—you ought, really.
If the poor young lady should come home
to-day and find you looking so—"

“ Never mind the poor young lady, Bill.
And don’t worry about me. I'm going out



594

again in a few minutes, and if Tolliver calls
up_n

I stopped right there. Until that mo-
ment I had forgotten all about Rex Tolli-
ver. Should I tell him? If I did, venge-
ance would be taken out of my hands. I
could be sure of that. During the past
week the cheerful, somewhat opinionated,
but always fun-loving boy who had won
Veronica had changed into a sullen, grief-
ridden man, irritable, ready to fly into anger
at a word or look. I could imagine the
red rage into which this news would throw
him; and what form would that anger take?

I had thought to force Charles privately
into admission of the truth, then kill him,
and take the consequences. No need for
the world to know any reason. Let them
think what they liked. But Tolliver—how
well did I know him? Would not his hatred
turn upon both betrayer and betrayed?

To Clinton Charles mere exposure would
be a worse punishment than death. In our
State such an intrigue would not be tol-
erated for an instant. Charles was taking
a terrific risk for the sake of his selfish
pleasure; yet no one could doubt that to
him ambition was more than life.

Would Tolliver’s vengeance take that
form?

And thinking of it put a new aspect on
my own determination. Was this my boast-
ed loyalty to Veronica? She loved the man,
loved him so that, yielding at last to his
entreaties, she had been willing to forget
honor, friendship, all that had made up her
life till then, and go to him in shame and
secrecy. And for the satisfaction of my
own anger, she was to be cut off from any
possible return to the respect of her world
and, more important still, herself.

I was ashamed. What worth is a pro-
tector who protects by unreasoning vio-
lence? I would go to Charles, but instead
of assassinating him out of hand, he should
have a chance to make such reparation as
still lay in his power. Veronica must go
away for a time. We would fix up some
sort of plausible story to account for her
original disappearance. What it would be
1 could not conceive, but hard-driven inven-
tion will work miracles. Then she must
openly return, break off her engagement
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with poor Rex Tolliver, and openly receive
the attentions of our honorable Governor.
The bitter comedy should end with their
marriage.

I no longer stood the least in awe of
Charles. It had Dbeen fear, not contempt
for my insignificance, which had enveloped
him in an atmosphere of strain and caused
my own unreasonable embarrassment.

And yet, to make my weapons invincible,
did I not need evidence a trille more com-
plete than the scrap of letter in my pocket?
I knew, and he would know that I knew.
But he might barricade himself behind his
great and virtuous reputation, have my
cousin spirited away, close the mouths of
the Oriental servants with the wealth he
now possessed in such plenitude, and laugh
at me for a suspicious, presumptuous fool.

The simplicity of my original intention
had its virtues. His denial would be small
good to me if he died next moment; this
other plan involved complications, diffi-
culties.

I had driven poor, worried Billings from
my sitting-room while I thought the prob-
lem out. Now I called him back.

“ Bill, I'm going out. It’s four now, and
I may not be back till late this evening. If
Mr. Tolliver phones or comes here, tell him
there’s nothing riew. That I’ll see him in
the morning—or to-night, if he cares to
wait.”

I was going to have my hands full with
Rex Tolliver. I pitied him from the bottom
of my heart, but Veronica’s happiness came
first. If I could possibly prevent it, Rex
was never going to guess the shameful
truth. _

Half an hour later I was speeding out
the Charlevoix Pike, headed for that charm-
ing mountain retreat from the cares of
office, Asgard Heights.

CHAPTER VIIL
AN UNEXPECTED COMPLICATION,

ARSHALL CITY, as you may know,
M lies on two sides of the Hawkeye
River and in the center of a wide
valley, around which sweeps the curving
Pére Marius Range, The iron and copper
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district is somewhat to the southeast, and
Charlevoix Pike runs westward, ascends
Kennett Mountain, and on to Charlevoix
beyond the range. It is a hard, broad, well-
oiled read, a great favorite with motorists,
and that day there were plenty of cars out
besides mire.

The afternoon was sunny, but not too
warm, and as more than one acquaintance
gave me a passing hail, I was sick with
memory of the many times that my little
roadster had carried Ronny out this way.

Three miles from Kennett I turned off
the pike into the branching road which led
to Governor Charles’s splendid and isolated
domain. Since he bought it he had never
entertained there.

I knew why now.

Ronny would have plenty of time to be
alone with her reflections, for Charles
doubtless deigned to visit her only at such
odd hours as he could conveniently spare
from his political occupations.

I ground my teeth. Yes, I did. Exactly
like the regular villain. Indifferent, was
he? Charles, the magnificent, with the
world and my cousin at his feet! Well, just
wait a little—till I had seen her, talked
with her, had the evidence of my own eves
to support my story. Then we should have
the spectacle of Mr. Clinton Charles on his
knees to little Hildreth, begging for a
chance to bestow all public honor upon the
neglected resident of Asgard Heights.

A picture of him in that attitude came
to me, with myself, arms folded in master-
ful scorn. There was an incongruity about
it which brought an unwilling grin to my
lips. Nevertheless, something pretty near
that was going to happen, or the State
would find itself minus one perfectly good
Gevernor.

Just as I reached this interesting stage
in my reflections, a loud bang, followed by
a whistling sound, brief but ghastly, ap-
prized me that my left rear tire had given
wp its ghost,

I stopped the car. For a moment haste
tempted me to run her off the road, leave
her, and walk the remaining distance. Com-
mon sense, however, reluctantly assured me
that thus I should arrive much later than
if I stopped and adjusted the spare tire. I
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was yet nearly four miles from my destina-
tion. Moreover, to arrive on foot, dusty
and warm, would give me an appearance
which scarcely fitted with my purpose.

So I descended, got out my spare tire—
and discovered that the jack was missing.
I recalled then having loaned it to a fellow
motorist on the road, who had broken his,
and who had promised to return it “in a
couple of hours, old fellow, when I pass
your place on my way back.” He might
have turned it in at the garage, but it was
certainly not in my car.

I glanced back along the road, and was
somewhat dismayed to see another motor
approaching. It was still about a quarter-
mile distant. This road led nowhere but to
Asgard Heights. If that were Charles
coming, the situation might develop with
more speed than I had anticipated. But
every one knew the Governor’s brown tour-
ing-car; this car was bright-red, and I at
once determined to hail it and borrow a
jack.

It was traveling at considerable speed,
but I stepped in the middle of the road
and waved my arms. He had to stop or
run me over.

He stopped.

* Hello, Tolliver!” I said. “ You're just
in time to lend me a hand. Tire’s busted.”

Yes, indeed it was Rex. I’d a good deal
rather it had been Charles, or Lucifer, or
scme one else whom I wouldn’t have mind-
ed meeting just then. But we have to take
what is handed us in this world, and so
I had to take Rex Tolliver. Of course, my
visit to the Heights was off.

“ Out for a spin?”

Tolliver sprang to the ground and came
toward me. I thought the amiability of his
tone excessive. Since last Thursday amia-
bility and Rex had been perfect strangers.

“1 was,” said I off-handedly. * Will be
again, perhaps, if you'll lend me your jack.
Howard Trumbull has mine. Why a man
who will spend three thousand dollars for
a car should carry a cast-iron jack beats
me. However, he’s got my good steel one
now.”

“You don’t say so! So your tire blew
out, eh?”

“You can see it,” I retorted impatiently,
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“ Come, hurry up with that jack, won't
you?”

* Sure—in a minute. Say, Wyndham,
why are you going to call on Governor
Charles?”

“ Governor Charles!” T repeated it as if
1 had never hefore heard the name. It was
bad acting, but he took me by surprise.

“Ye-es. Or didn’t you know this road
leads to Asgard Heights?”

“Of course I knew it, But you needn’t
infer that little Hildreth is going to call on
the Governor. In the first place, he hasn’t
been invited, and in the second—"

“In the second, having seen him once
before to-day, why should you bother to
come ’way out here this afternoon?”

That made me angry. My own amia-
bility had been worn pretty thin by recent
events, and besides, Rex’s tone was in-
sufferable.

“What do you mean, Tolliver?
you been spying on me?”

“TI've been trailing you around a bit.”

He pushed up his goggles, and 1 saw
that he was watching me keenly, eyes half-
shut, suspicion in every line of his tanned,
handsome face. My irritation vanished in
alarm. If Tolliver had learned anything
to make him suspect Charles, then that
morning call of mine, together with my
presence on the Heights road, was plenty
to start something which I might have hard
work to stop.

“ That’s a little bit beneath you,” I said
with an air of dignified reproof. * I hardly
thought you’d do a thing like that.”

“No? Well, I don’t mind telling you,
Wyndham, that T've known all along you
had something up your sleeve that you were
precious careful to keep me out of. You
shut me up mighty indignantly, didn’t you,
when I suggested—"

I broke in on him sharply.

“Don’t say it! I won’t pretend that I
don’t know what you mean. I'm not likely
to forget that the man who is supposed to
e the most jealous guardian of my cousin’s
honor insulted her by the basest sort of
insinuation. Believe me, Tolliver, I haven’t
forgotten it at all.”

That took him aback. My heart was
sick in me, and therc was no real spirit be-

Have
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hind the words, but he thought differently.
He flushed, and looked from my face to
the yard of dusty white road between us.

“I'm not— altogether responsible, "I
think.” Then his eyes flashed up and met
mine again. ‘ But why are you going to
Asgard Heights? And why did you call on
Charles this morning?  Good Lord, Hil,
if you knew all I've suffered, you’d not
blame me for suspecting things. Be frank
with me. All those months she was work-
ing for him—alone with him half the time,
Carpenter had no right to send her there,
nor Charles to take her. He’s not married.
No other women in the house but servants.
Wyndham, if I'm wrong, kill me for a jeal-
ous fool. If I'm right—for God’s sake,
tell me!”

Nice position for Hildreth, yes. Said
Hildreth pulls himself together and remem-
bers that, not being of the G. W. family,
he can artistically lie.

“ My friend, if you were any one but
the man whom my cousin has seen fit to
choose for her prospective husband, I'd
take you at your word—or try to. But
you are Veronica’s choice—and besides, 1
haven’t a pistol handy.

“ Now I'll tell you something that I had
meant to keep from you until I had proved
whether there was any truth in it. Thought
you had had enough of false hopes and bad
clues.  Really, though, you've hardly
proved worthy of so much consideration.”

‘“ What d’you mean? Don’t stop like
that! If you’ve run across something that
may lead to Ronny, tell it to me. I'm a
dog—a beast—anything you like. But Zell
me! 1

I wanted to tell him, all right, but for a
minute my inventive powers failed. At last,
in desperation, I pitched on the “ political
secret ”’ idea which I had suggested to Chief
Brennan, and had meant to ask Charles
about—before I learned the truth. Only I

turned it inside out, and hoped that to

Rex’s keyed-up imagination its extrava-
gance might sound plausible.

“ Well, I called on Charles this morning.”

“Yes, I saw you.”

“You said that before. I called there
because I had a notion that in Ronny’s
work with him she might have been given
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some information which could be used by
the Governcr’s enemies. I wanted to ask
him straight out if that were so.”

I stopped again. Drama—also invention
—is helped by artistic pauses.

“Yes?> And he said it was possible?”

I might have assented, but that would
not have accounted to him for my presence
near Asgard Heights.

“He didn’t admit it, but some of the
-things he said aroused my suspicions in
another direction. Rex, I shouldn’t be at
all surprised if she is being held at the
Heights to keep her from telling something
she knows about Charles—something which
would ruin him politically. I came to find
out that, and if you’ll kindly go back to
Marshall City T’ll finish the job. No, my
dear fellow, one can do it better than two.
I'm going up there and say that Governor
Charles has sent me out with a message for
Miss Wyndham. The very fact that I know
she’s there will gain mé admittance—if she
is there. Once her presence is proved, it
will be easy enough to get her away, and—"

“Yes, it will'” Tolliver viewed me with
gloomy contempt. “ First thing they’ll do
will be to telephone the Governor and ask
him if he’s sent out a messenger.”

That was true enough. But anyway,
Tolliver had swallowed my bait—or ap-
peared to.

“I never thought of that,” I confessed
with a melancholy air. “ Then the best
thing we can do is to go back to town. I’ll
have another interview with Charles—"

“You mean 7/ will!” Rex’s hazel eyes
flared with a sudden reddish tinge.

“No, you won’t.”” What with excite-
ment and the strain of impromptu false-
hood, my coolness was by this time ice-
bergian. ¢ That is my privilege as her rela-
tive, and besides you’d simply go in there,
get in a tearing rage, and spoil everything.
Let me handle this, Rex. For Ronny’s
sake!”

It seemed he was going to yield. That
“for Ronny’s sake ” was a nice touch of
sentiment—and applicable enough, in all
truth. He hesitated, and I thought to clinch
his decision by saying: * This is a case for
diplomacy, not brute force. The police
would laugh at us if we went to them, and

597

if you see Charles in your present mood, it
“will end by her being removed to another
hiding place. She’s already been somebody’s
prisoner for a week. You don’t want to
risk lengthening the time, do you?”

That clinched his decision, all right, but
at an unexpected angle. He took one stride
forward and grabbed my shoulder.

‘“ Hil, if she’s at Asgard Heights, why in
the name of sense should we wait to go
through all that ‘diplomatic’ rigmarocle?
She’s your cousin and my promised wife.
Aren’t we men enough to go up there, find
out the truth and take her away—by force,
if necessary?”

Yes, we probably were—if she were being
held by force. Even at that moment my
opinion of Rex’s mentality dropped ten de-
grees below normal. He really believed my
story — thought that Governor Clinton
Charles had violently kidnaped his former
secretary to prevent her revealing some
dark secret of the Reform TParty. How-
ever, the main consideration was not Rex’s
credulity, but to get him away from this
vicinity.

“1 think youre wrong, Tolliver. We
can't do anything now, just the two of us.
The whole estate is fenced in with deer
wire — and probably patrolled by his
Chinese servants. And they’d never iet us
in at the gate.”

Again he eyed me steadily and long. I
saw by the look in his face that an idea was
about to spring into brilliant being, and
braced myself to squelch it if I could.

“We may not be able to enter by the
gate,”” he said slowly, ‘“ nor over the fence.
But what if I should tell you that I know a
way to get in those grounds without meet-
ing any such obstacles?”

‘“ Airplane?” I suggested intelligently.

“ Airplane! No. You and I can go in
there, Hil, and no one be any the wiser, un-
less we choose. Here! The first thing is to
get your tire fixed.”

He was back at his own car as he spoke,
and opening the tool-chest.

“But, Tolliver—"” I stopped.
“but ” could I advance?

What his plan was I could not imagine.
Something wild, no doubt, that would end
in our arrest for trespass, and in no glimpse

What
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of Ronny. On the other hand, Fate might
not e half so kind. If he did get in—
found my cousin, perhaps in the very com-
pany of her lover—heard from her own
lips that she was there by choice— He
mustn’t go—he must—mnot!

“ Man,” 1 said, “ don’t be a fool. What-
ever your scheme is, it’s sure to end dis-
astrously for all of us. Come back to
Marshall City and let me talk to the Gover-
nor.”

By that time he had the jack in position
and was working the old tire off the rim.
He glanced up with a flash of renewed sus-
picion.

“ Tt seems to me, Wyndham, that you’re
darned anxious to keep me away from
Asgard Heights. What’s the idea?”

“ No more than I said. Oh, well, if vou
want to take the risk, go ahead. Perhaps,
after all, it’s the best way.”

IFor now I realized that my unlucky “ in-
spiration ” had landed me where further
protest would only confirm Tolliver in his
original suspicion. All T could hope was
that Charles’s Chinamen were alert, intelli-
gent watch-dogs—or, if we did find Ronny,
that I could get a word with her ahead of
her desperate fiancé.

CHAPTER IX.
¢ JACOB’S LADDER.”

T was then after six o’clock and, as Tol-
liver cheerfully remarked, by the time
we were within the boundaries of Asgard

Heights darkness would lend its conceal-
ment to our visit. I thought it also in-
creased the chance of Charles’s presence
there, which would lessen my opportunity
for a solitary talk with my cousin in ad-
vance of Tolliver by about ninety per cent.
I could hardly advance that as a reason for
delay, but I did ask to be informed im-
mediately of the mysterious means by which
we were to enter undetected.

“ Never vou mind, Hil. TI’ve something
to show you which will make you sit up.
1 don’t believe Governor Charles knows
there’s a bhack door to his new estate—of
course, if he does know and has had it
blocked up, then the game’s off—or rather,
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it can’t be played on the same lines. No, I
won't stop to explain here. Take too long.
Climb in your little go-cart now, and follow
Uncle Rex.”

The prospect of immediate action had
produced a remarkable change in Tolliver.
His old boyish spirit had returned, and if to
me his cheerful impetuosity appeared like
the enthusiasm of a maniac, rushing head-
long over a cliff, that was because I knew
the cliff was there and he did not. And
the worst of it was that the least word of
warning would only precipitate disaster.

Seeing no way out of it, I followed the
dust of Rex’s touring car, one minute curs-
ing him for a credulous fool to believe so
wild a yarn as I had told him, the next
praying that his credulity might not give
way again to his original and, as Ronny’s
letter informed me, correct suspicions.

He did not, as I had expected, drive on
along the road to Asgard Heights, but
started back toward the pike. In a short
time we had joined the scattered procession
returning cityward. For the life of me I
could not reconcile this with his avowed in-
tention to make his investigation that very
evening.

A short distance bevond Salvator’s, a
road-house at whose pleasant open-air tables
I had often dined with my cousin, Rex
turned aside. Turning after him I found
myself invading what might have been con-
sidered a road by a pre-Columbian-Ameri-
can of unexacting requirements, but he
would have deceived himself. It was not
so much a road as a series of hummocks
traversed by ravinelike ruts. The natural
forest began here, which spread out toward
the pike from a spur of Kildaire Mountain,
and this road-thing struck inward and up-
ward between the trees.

Tolliver’s car is like a traction engine, or
one of these armored “ caterpillars ” that
they use in trench warfare. It might re-
fuse to climb a vertical stone wall, unless
the stones were rough enough to give tire-
grip, and then it would probably go right
along up. But my roadster is more delicate
and ladylike. At the end of the first forty
yards she plunged her left fore wheel in a
rut she thought was a bottomless crevasse,
gave one panic-stricken sob, and quit. Rex



THE LABYRINTH.

came back on foot, in response to the yell I
sent after him.

“If this car walked on stilts,” I said,
“she might be able to toddle along here.
As it is, she’s done. Is it necessary that we
invade the wilderness?”

“Of course,” he retorted impatiently.
“If you would only drive a real motor in-
stead of that wretched— Say, I can’t tow
you. The grade is too steep, and it’s too
rough. You'’ll have to ride with me.”

“And leave my car here? She’ll be
stolen. Come on back to town, Tolliver,
and let’s go at this thing from a sensible
angle—"

“ Any man who would steal tZat would
deserve—deserve to own her. However, if
you care more for your car than you do for
your cousin, go back by all means. I can
get on alone, I imagine.”

I imagined, too. I imagined Tolliver
coming upon Ronny and Cl—

“Tli go with you. Give me a hand,
though, and we’ll put her in the under-
brush.”

We did, and covered her over with
boughs, like a forlorn, deserted babe in the
wood. Rex begrudged the time spent, but
worse than futile though I knew delay to
be, I could not resist holding back as much
as possible the hour of our début at Asgard
Heights.

Once in Rex’s juggernautal machine,
however, matters were out of my hands.
We went. I spent most of the time in the
air, as we negotiated the slight inequalities
of the way—in other words, bamped the
bumps—for Rex drove as if he thought he
were on the Harlequin track, which is the
pride of Marshall City’s racing-car owners.

Dusk was laying its gray soft veil across
the summer world. Naturally, it got laid
first in the forest. Rex lighted his lamps,
and by their spreading, rut-exaggerating
radiance, we penetrated where foot of man
may have trod before, but not the tire of
an automobile—I'm sure of that. At last,
when I was certain that in ten more cata-
clysms the inside of that car would drop
out and give the “road” its hard-won
victory, Rex jumped a ditch—1I thought he
did, though there may have been a plank
or so over it—and we came to a halt.
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The lamps showed a rocky, treeless slant
directly ahead, ascending at an angle of
eighty-five degrees.

“Why don’t you go on up?” I inquired.
“ Run out of gasoline?”

My friend disdained to reply. He sprang
out, took off his dust-coat and goggles,
bundled them under the seat, and began
searching for something in the car.

‘“ Now, where’s that torch gone?” he de-
manded. ‘ Oh, by George!”

The hunt stopped and he straightened
up. “Trumbull has it. He borrowed it
one night last week.”

“ Wanted it to look at my jack with,
maybe. Now we know why friend Trum-
bull can afford a three-thousand-dollar car.
What did you need it for? Torch-light pro-
cession?”

“ Never mind.
sole reply.

I meekly obeyed, as he started off
through the underbrush at right angles to
the rocky slant which had, apparently,
ended our connection with the automobile.

“ Don’t you think the mystery could be
decently canned now?” 1 pleaded, as I
caught up with him. “T’d like to know
what we’re doing.”

“ Going up Jacob’s ladder.”

“ 1 believe you are crazy.”

“ Thanks. I call the place Jacob’s ladder
because only an angel could use it con-
veniently, An angel or a small boy.”

As he spoke, Rex ducked and plunged
beneath a dark mass which, on following, I
identified as the low-spreading boughs of a
balsam pine.

Emerging into yet blacker shadow, a
match flared in Rex’s hand. We seemed
to be standing at the bottom of a narrow
fissure in the rock. Above the walls drew
together, ending far up in a threadlike slit
of stars. There were loose pebbles under-
foot. Some time a stream had flowed here
from out the stony heart of Kildaire Moun-
tain. )

“What do you think of the Asgard
Heights back hallway?” my friend inquired.

“ You’ll have to show me. Name the big
idea.”

And at last Rex condescended to explain.
Years ago, it seemed, his people had owned

Come along,” was his



600

a summer cottage located some two miles
distant. Julys and Augusts Rex used to
play bappy barefoot kid, and in that ca-
pacity he joined a band of desperate brig-
ands (heirs of several neighboring cot-
tagers), to whose captaincy he won by dis-
covery of this very rift in the Heights
stronghold.

“T don’t believe old Mason ever had an
idea where some of his best fruit went to.”
(Mason was the “iron and copper king”
from the heirs of whose estate Charles had
acquired the Heights.) ¢ Brigands, you
know, are bound to be unscrupulous. He
trusted his fencing, but there’s a sort of
plateau above here and my Jacob’s ladder
leads up inside the fence. It’s not con-
spicuous at the top, and that good old
balsam hides all the lower part. If our
mothers had ever guessed the broken necks
we risked and the forbidden fruit we got
away with, they’d have seen visions of un-
dertakers’ wagons or criminal futures for
us all right. Gee! We were some desper-
ate bandits!”

I was feeling very sorry for Rex just
then. Blindly, almost joyously, he was
approaching that before which this folly of
secret stairways and stolen apples would be
scorched and shriveled to nothing. He evi-
dently proposed to rescue his promised
bride after the best style of any serial
“movie.” How would he face the sordid
truth of his betrayal?

If Rex observed in me any lack of re-
sponse to his own enthusiasm, he made no
comment, but turned and led the way yet
further into the yawning depths.

Stumbling after, I wondered if 1 had
cold-blooded nerve enough to pitch him off
the top of this mysterious “ stair "’ once we
were up it. Some such drastic method was
needed, it seemed, if I wished to prevent
a greater disaster.

But the actual sight of Jacob’s ladder,
as he had named it, jarred me out of my
murderous meditations and recalled to me
that I had a neck of my own to break.

The crevice had narrowed sharply, till
further progress along the stream bed be-
came difficult. Suddenly I collided with
Rex, who had come to another halt.

“ Where do we go up?” I inquired.
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“ Right here.”

By the light of another match, I saw
that he had seated himself on a projection
of the rock and was calmly unlacing his
shoes. He stopped to wave an airy gesture
toward the converging walls above.

I craned my neck and groaned.

“ Jacob’s ladder is right. We'd be
merry little angels before we ever finished
that stunt. You’re dreaming, man. Come
home.”

“Did you expect an elevator?” His
tones were injured. ¢ Stay here if you're
afraid.”

He fastened his shoes together by the
laces and slung them round his neck. Then
with a straight upward spring he caught
at a jutting ledge, found invisible foothold
for his stockinged toes, half turned and a
moment later was braced diagonally across
the chasm just above my head.

“So-long,” he called tauntingly. Il
tell Ronny how anxious you were for her.”

Which reminded me.

In a moment Rex was again on his up-
ward way, yielding me room to follow. He
shouted down a few words of encourage-
ment and approval, but he needn’t have
bothered. So long as I had breath in me, I
had simply got to stay in the rescue busi-
ness. It wasn’t Charles, though, from
whom I expected to save Ronny once we
found her.

The ascent proved slightly less difficult
than I had expected. After the first the
walls were a fairly uniform three feet odd
apart. It was rather like going up the in-
side of a black chimney, where innumerable
ledges and projections made foot and hand-
hold possible. In my troubled state of
mind I had neglected to remove my shoes,
and in consequence slipped more times than
was pleasant. But though my muscles may
have been softer than Rex’s, my weight
was considerably less. When he achieved
the final edge, I was not far behind.

Climbing by touch is not a method I
should recommend to any other amateur
mountaineer, but at last Rex caught my
wrists and 1 realized that even Jacob's
ladder had an ultimate top rung.

The narrow crack through which we had
emerged was closely bordered by under-
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brush; prickly, brambly underbrush, as I
discovered when we began to push our way
through it. As Rex had said, there was a
sort of plateau here on the mountain slope,
along whose outer edge ran the high deer-
wire fence whose winding miles of length
surrounded the entire estate. Far down
and to the northeast Marshall City glowed
against the sky. Ahead there was only the
darkness of trees rising against a starry
heaven.

“ Come along,” urged Rex in a low voice.
“Don’t make any noise. We might run
into a gamekeeper.”

I hoped we should. A gamekeeper or a
grizzly bear or any other formidable being
who might check our progress Veronica-
ward. '

“No one,” Rex continued, “shall stop
us now. Are you armed, Hil?”

“Lord, no! I didn’t leave home with any
idea of playing bandit.”

“Well, I am,” he said with satisfaction.
“There are ten good little persuaders in the
clip of this automatic.”

“Oh, Lord!” I said again, and then—I
think—I groaned.

CHAPTER X.
THE STOLEN LADY—A MELODRAMA.

T took us over an hour to traverse the

distance between our point of entry and

the formal park immediately surround-
ing the residence.

I'm no socialist, but I don’t think any
man has a right to own nearly two entire
mountains. If he does, he should be forced
to landscape-garden the whole thing and
make the going a little pleasanter for tres-
passers. I fell down gullies, was detestably
scratched by briers, and became convinced
anumber of times that we were hopelessly
lost.

Since breakfast I had been living on
anxiety and nervous excitement; good stim-
ulants but poor nourishment. An empty
stomach added its plaint to my physical
discomforts. By the time we caught a
gleam from the first ground-lamp, I was
‘hating Charles and Tolliver so impartially
rthat it would have been a real pleasure to
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see them meet—provided my cousin could
have been left out of the consequences.

Having crossed the valley between Kil-
daire and Kennett, and negotiated a breath-
taking slope on the other side, the afore-
said first lamp welcomed us. Tolliver, who
had been cursing and grunting along, sud-
denly assumed the manner of a noble red-
skin sleuthing it round the teepees of his
hated foe.

I had no objection to dropping full length
in the underbrush. In a few more minutes
I should have dropped anyway, for I was
all in. But on his announcing that in that
attitude we would snakily writhe the bal-
ance of our way, I rebelled.

“Tolliver,” I said, “ chloroform the boy-
hood reminiscences and recall that you’re
over ten years old. You're not going to rob
an orchard. You’re going to be shot for a
burglar. You’re an adult, little though one
would suspect it. Let us flit from tree-
trunk to tree-trunk like sinister shadows, if
we must, but this slinky sliding idea of
yours doesn’t appeal to little Hildreth. I’m
no snake—not even a caterpillar.”

I think his reply hinted a third alterna-
tive—a worm, in fact—but I carefully
missed its personal application. In the end
he rather sulkily yielded, and it was on our
pedal extremities that we proceeded toward
where he said the house was.

In the natural forest we had met neither
man nor beast, and it seemed as if the more
ornamental part of the estate were equally
deserted. 1 was too occupied by my
thoughts to appreciate the beauty of those
famous grounds. Electric lamps were fre-
quent among the trees and along the
graveled walks, but glimpses of level pools
agleam with lotus blooms, of blossoming
bowers, of fantastically clipped yews and
flower-starred vistas bordered by trees like
slim green guardian damsels, left me un-
enthusiastic. In fact, I quote that descrip-
tion from a tourist’s guide-book, written
when the place was Mason’s and occasion-
ally on exhibition. Trees like slim green
damsels must be worth looking at, too. To
diverge back to my story, we tramped un-
molested through about a mile of aforesaid
scenic triumphs, and then Rex began to
get cautious again.
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“We're close to the house,” he said.
“You’d better stay here, Hil, while 1 go
on and reconnviter.”

“ As a reconnoiterer, I'm it,” I countered.
“You stay here, give me that automatic
and let me go ahead. I’m slimmer than you
and can hide behind anything from a lath
to a beech-tree.”

“Not on your life! I’d look nice hang-
ing behind while you rushed to the rescue
of my promised wife.”

“Your promised wife, but my cousin
and chum since birth. Don’t be so con-
ceited, Rex. She’d welcome a rescue from
me just as gladly as from you.”

1 thought it probable she would, too.
Her dismay at seeing either of us was likely
to he considerable.

“ All right,” growled Rex. *“ Then we'll
go on together, but for Heaven's sake drop
that careless air of owning the place you've
been striding along with. Remember that
we can’t afiord to be caught. If Veronica
has really been brought here and forcibly
detained, they’ll stop at nothing to prevent
discovery.” .

By “they ” I presumed hc meant those
desperadoes of the Reform Party who had
committed the supposed crime. Torn be-
tween pity for his mentality and dread of
impending revelations, ® followed on. In
my own mind, however, I had determined
that Rex was going to lose his little pal
soon after we came in sight of the house,
which was still concealed by trees. I should
slip away from him, go straight to the door
and demand to see my cousin. Beyond that
foresight halted, but at any cost Veronica,
and Charles, if he were bere to-night, must
be warned.

We were sneaking along in the shelter of
some shrubbery that bordered a broad
drive, when with a roar and whir a large
car shot past us. Rex had grabbed my
arm and pulled me flat on the turf.

“ Did you see him—did you see him?”
he whispered excitedly in my ear. ‘ That
was Charles himself in the tonneau.”

“Of course it was,” I responded with
bitter calm. “ He’d naturally come home
to welcome us. Rex, can’t we choose an-
other night when Charles isn’t around—"

“I never thought you were such a—
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baby, Hil.” He had started to use an un-
kinder term than baby. Well, if I seemed
a coward to him, he seemed a fool to me, so
matters were equal.

“ Duck!” T whispered sharply. Rex had
risen again to his feet, and my ears had
caught a slight clinking and rustling sound
some distance to the left of us away from
the drive. He heard it, too. We crouched
very still on the dew-wet turf, peering into
the darkness of a group of small fir trees on
the lawn.

Then a yellow glow silhouetted their Jap-
anesque trunks and boughs. Beneath, peer-
ing straight at us, it seemed, we saw a
hideous saffron face. It was not five yards
distant, and every detail of the features
was clear as some grotesque painting—the
slanted, slitlike eyes, wide grinning mouth
and yellow, hollow cheeks.

We both gasped, caught by the same
eery feeling of spectral horror.

The face turned away, and we caught a
glimpse of a shining black coiled queue
above a dull blue smock. There was a
sound of shuffling, retreating footfalls,

“Hmph!” - sniffed my companion.
‘“ Keep vour nerve, Hil. That was only one
of Charles’s servants lighting up the
gardens.”

““Is there a lawn féte coming off? Most
of the place is bright as daylight already.”

** 1t makes no difference,” said Rex im-
patiently. “It’s the inside of the house
that interests us. I think now that the best
plan will be for us to concea! ourselves until
later in the night, when things quiet down.
I know the very place.”

He was off again and I after him. I
couldn’t afford to lose him till I knew the
whereabouts of this newly proposed am-
buscade, so that I could locate him again—
after my mission of warning should be ac-
complished.

We crossed one green alley of trees, at
the end of which loomed a majestic portico,
a side entrance to the house, I judged. Its
imposing size gave one a chill hint of power
and grandeur, but the main body of the
mansion was merely indicated to our eyes
by the gleam of lighted windows through
foliage.

Rex approached no nearer, Turning to
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the left he led me down a steep terrace,
round a laurel hedge, and so to the level
of a sunken garden that might have been
the pleasance of a wealthy mandarin,
rather than a supposedly democratic
American.

In the midst was a pool nearly big
enough to be called a lake, with a fair-sized
island in the center. A steeply curving
bridge led across the lotus-starred waters to
the door of a scarlet pagoda, whose curved,
overlapping roofs, scalloped and fringed
with tiny bells, answered the winds’ soft
breath with a faint and elfin music. (See
guide-book aforesaid.) The faint and elfin
music didn’t attract our consideration half
so much as a sound of swift, chattering
human speech, emanating from the pagoda,
and bearing news that yet others of

Charles’s Mongolian myrmidons were
about.
“Quick!” snapped Tolliver. “ We

mustn’t be seen!”

Soft-footed, he dashed back toward the
terrace, but this time on the hedge’s inner
side. I was at his heels when he dodged
beneath a curtain of some kind of yellow-
blossoming vine, and I followed him.

We had entered what proved to be an
ormamental grotto, though it was darksome-
ly damp enough to have been the mouth of
a cavern or cellar. I knocked my shins on
a box of gardener’s tools, sat down on it to
recover breath—and realized that I ought
to have dropped my would-be cousin-in-law
outside. Now I was going to have the
deuce of a time framing up an excuse to
leave him.

“ Three of us kids,” said Tolliver, ¢ foiled
od Mason’s head gardener by hiding
in here one whole afternoon. We got home
around 11 p.M., and the neighborhood was
out hunting us through the woods with
lanterns.”

“Those were the happy days,” I said
sarcastically. ““ Too bad you ever grew
up, Tolliver.”

1 heard him turn in the dark.

“What's wrong with you?” he de-
manded. “ If we’re here on a fool’s errand,
it's your fault. If we’re not, I can see
nothing shamefully kiddish in what we are
doing.”
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I couldn’t tell him that the kiddish part
was in suspecting the Governor of forcibly
abducting his former secretary. At the first
hint that she was here of her own free
will fireworks were due. So I pivoted and
said:

“Your way is more dashing than mine
would have been, but possibly it’s the best.
I’'m more concerned than I seem, old man.
I haven’t your patience to lurk here in the
dark. I'm going out and—"

“You are not!” His big body barred
the way. “Sh!” he added sibilantly.
‘“ Some one is coming'”

Close to the grotto a flight of marble
steps cut the terrace, and it was a click of
heels and slight scrape of descending feet
on these which he had heard. Intuition in-
formed me who was approaching. Had it
been any other two people, intuition would
probably have sounded the same alarm in
my then state of mind, but for once the
inner monitor was right,

Tolliver had parted the vines which
partially screened our retreat and was peer-
ing out. I followed his example.

Two figures, a man and a woman, came
into view and strolled a few paces along
the shore of the pool. They halted directly
beneath a great lantern of painted silk, one
of the many which lent the sunken garden
so Oriental an appearance. It cast a ruddy
glow downward upon them. I could feel
the eager tremor which shook the man be-
side me as recognition became sure.

The woman was Veronica and Governor
Charles was the man. Fate, which might
so easily have been kinder, had led them
as directly to us as if by intentional ap-
pointment.

My ocousin looked very slim, innocent
and young, standing there in the rosy light
beside her lover. She was dressed in a
blue, droopy gown of long, soft lines, with
a filmy scarf flung loosely about her shoul-
ders. Hers was a face of tender, almost
childish curves, crowned by hair like soft,
pale gold. Her brows and lashes, however,
were very dark, shading slate-gray eyes—
the kind of eyes that give one a fresh little
thrill of pleased surprise every time one
looks at them. With those eyes, and with
her red little mouth, dimpled chin, and
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Dresden shepherdess nose, no man would
at first sight ever pick Ronny Wyndham for
any task more intellectual than choosing a
trousseau suited to her charms.

Yet packed in that small round skull
under its fluffy adornment were brains of
a quality to be respected. Good sense, too,
or so I had believed until to-day.

To me, with that scrap of letter burning
my pocket, Charles seemed to tower over
her, to dominate her. Like a malignant
jinnee of the fairest outward seeming, his
personalitv had engulfed that of my poor
little cousin and swept her helplessly from
home and honor.

As I stared with tingling hatred at the
face of Veronica’s successful lover, I forgot
the cheated man at my side. Reversing
the situation as I had foreseen it, it was
Rex’s hand which restrained me from rush-
ing out to force a precipiiate reckoning.
His grip brought me to my senses, and at
the same moment Ronny spoke.

Throughcut the dialogue which ensued.
we in the grotto stood just so, and as I
listened I realized that for the second time
that day all my ideas must be astcnishingly
reversed.

Well-nigh too astonishingly, in fact.
Though I could place but one construction
upon the words uttered, all the while I had
the oddest feeling that what I heard could
not be true. Or that some other truth un-
derlay it, as the real life of an actor under-
lies his stage presentation. Perhaps the
theatric background of colored lamps and
reflecting pool played a part in that im-
pression. B

“ When is this folly to end?” Ronny
turned with an impatient gesture from con-
templation of the scarlet-pagodaed islet.
Her tone was as unsentimental as the ques-
tion. “ You have held me here for a week.
Don’t you yet realize the hopelessness and
the madness of what you are doing?”

“The end rests with you,” Charles re-
sponded quietly.

“TIt won’t rest with either of us soon.
Every day increases your risk of discovery.
And when you are found out, don’t you
think I have friends who care enough for
me to see you punished? Haven’t you any
regard left for your own — 1 won’t say
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honor, but for your ambitions? Why, the
very position that saves you from suspi-
cion—"

“ Will make the crash bigger if I'm found
out,” he broke in, with grim acquiescence.
“ And the love that risks a sacrifice like
that means nothing to you!”

“ Love and sacrifice! Those are beauti-
ful words. They’re not fit for 2 man like
you to use! What happiness can you im-
agine would come of it, if 1 should sur-
render? Do you want a wife who hates
and despises you? Why, when I was walk-
ing beside you just now I wondered how
you could endure the company of a person
whom you have so wronged.”

“ Yet you came out with me to-night.”

“You said you had something to tell me.
1 was foolish enough to hope that at last
your manhood had awakened and you
meant to let me go. I won’t be your wife—
no! And if you don't free me soon, you
will have to keep me cooped up here the
rest of my life—if you can succeed in doing
it. Let me go now, and I'll keep still—
that’s the price I offer, and you will be
wiser to accept. You are behaving like a
Chinese mandarin, who wishes a slave, not
a wife, and I would as soon be married to
one.” She glanced scornfully about the
garden. “ These surroundings are very
suitable to your idea of love.”

He laughed, but with no amusement.

“I didn’t design these gardens, though
I heard that Bartoli regarded them as some
of his best work. I did think that their
beauty would please you. As I've said
often enough, I only bought the place for
you, Veronica. Till you came into my life
I never knew the purpose or need of beau-
tiful lands and flower and jewels. I would
like to give you every beautiful thing there
is in the world. You don’t really hate me
as you think. You cannot — must not!
No other man could care for you as I do.”

“I hope not.” Her tone was’ icily un-
responsive. ‘ To have seen the beast and
tyrant aroused in one man is more than
sufficient.”

“ Stop!” That controlled, flexible voice
of his quivered slightly. His face went
suddenly darker in the lantern-light.
“ Have I harmed you? Have I so much as



HER UNSEEN LOVELINESS.

touched your hand since you came here?
If you really believed me beast and tyrant,
you would not dare call me so!”

Ronny’s dimpled chin went up in that
defiant fearlessness which was so incon-
gruous to her appearance and so exactly
expressed her inward spirit.

‘“ At heart vou are precisely what I said!
You are afraid to touch me because you
are afraid to drive me through the one door
of escape you have left open!”

He drew back, with a slightly ironical
bow. ‘ Aren’t we verging the least bit on
melodrama, Veronica?”

“ A courtship that includes a kidnaping
can hardly escape melodrama.” Suddenly
she laughed, and her mirth had a ring of
sincerity. “ The situation is so preposterous
that I can hardly even yet believe that it’s
real. You—the Governor of this State, a
man of your reputation and standing—"
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“To love so deeply that nothing counts
beside. No doubt it is amusing.”

“ But you don’t love me. If you loved
me, I should be at home this moment. The
simple truth is that you set your will
against mine, and when I declined to be
mastered by you, you resorted to trickery
and violence rather than have your will
crossed’”

“You can put it that way, but—"

“It’s true. If you really want me to
believe differently, let me go home!”

*“T can’t do that. Will you walk further?
Or do you hate the night and the flowers for
my sake?”

“Let me go!”

“ Not yet—never, if I can hold you so
long.”

“ Now!” whispered Rex in my ear, and
the two of us, one in purpose at last, burst
through the curtaining screen of vines.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and
that you will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.
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“BAH! Horrible!  Absolutely horri-
ble!”

I turned to the beginning of the
“tale and noted the author’s name; then,
with the remark, ¢ I shall avoid your sto-
ties in the future, my friend,” I threw the
“book from me in disgust.

. “Were you addressing me, sir?” in-
;quired a pleasant voice at my elbow.

t

¢ Iturned. In my absorption I had failed

et f[nseen,
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“DIFFERENT?”

STORY

to notice the stranger who had quietly seat-
ed himself beside me.

I was in one of the little parks which dot
the city. Before me stretched a half block
of shady trees, beautiful flowers, winding
paths, and well-kept lawn, with numberless
rustic benches. Its boundaries were traced
by a neatly trimmed hedge about six feet
high, beyond which was a substantial, com-
fortable-appearing dwelling.
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“Were you addressing me, sir?” again
asked the stranger pleasantly.

* Pardon me, if I startled you,” I re-
plied. “1 was merely thinking aloud—
venting my displeasure at an author for
deliberately misusing his talent.”

“ What were you reading, if I may ask?”

“One of those revolting nightmares—
the tale of a mysterious, bloodthirsty crea-
ture, invisible to the eye, but real to the
touch, in form like a misshapen man, as
was revealed by a plaster cast taken of it.
It attacks a boarder in a so-called ‘ haunt-
ed ’ house, and is captured. It neither eats
nor speaks, and finally dies.”

“Ah, I know ihe tale: a gruesome, re-
pulsive thing.”

“ That is what I am objecting to. - As
some one has said, a writer must imagine in
order to create at all; then why not im-
agine the beautiful? Even if one's in-
ventiveness turns toward the supernatu-
ral—the invisible—still why not invent de-
lightfully instead of horribly? At least it
would leave a better taste in the mouth of
the average reader.

“Why,” 1 went on, warming to my sub-
ject, “since such a creature is purely im-
aginary, should it necessarily and always
be vicious, hateful, murderous? Why not
a lovely Dbeing, say of the opposite sex,
friendly, kind, even loving? Lord! How
the imagination should scar with such a
theme! An acquaintanceship ripening into
friendship; then love, the relationship
growing closer day by day; with a culmi-
nation—well, the climax need be limited
only by the writer’s imagination and the
prescribed limits of good taste in the print-
ed page.

“Such a situation certainly should ap-
peal to the general reacer far more than
the offensive thing. And,” I added as an
afterthought, ““it would be no more im-
probable than the horror idea.”

Having thus forcibly relieved my mind,
1 gave attention to the stranger to whom 1
had spoken. About thirty years old, tall,
neat, and of inviting presence, his most
striking feature was his eyes. Of the deep-
est blue, they were—eyes that seemed to
gaze into one’s innermost soul; honest,
confiding, serene—the most beautiful eyes
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I ever saw in a man’s face. His other fea-
tures were in harmony; his entire face be-
spoke perfect contentment. Here, I said
to myself, is an interesting character, one
to whom life has been kind.

“You are right, sir,” he said, tapping
idly at the graveled walk before us with
his cane. “I have often wondered why,
when there is so much that is beautiful in
the world, our writers continue to depict
ugliness. And, not even content with the
ugly side of realism, which they might feel
in duty bound to portray, they must needs
make even their romanticism repellent.

*“ But such a situation as you have in
mind is by no means improbable,” he con-
tinued. “ It might interest you to know
that I could relate an experience very sim-
ilar to what you have suggested.”

. “You what!” I demanded in astonish-
ment.

Was the man mad? I moved nearer to
my end of the bench, determined to avoid
any unpleasantness, and resumed my in-
spection of his face. The first glimpse re-
assured me; my fears subsided immediate-
ly. Visionary he might be—a dreamer, a
mystic, perhaps. But violent? Never!
Not with those eyes; though, now that I
looked into them more closely, I fancied I
could see a hint of the enthusiast in their
depths. A colossal liar, then? Hardly.
If ever a face mirrored truthfulness, his
did.

The stranger
thoughts.

“1 assure you I am perfectly sane,” he
smiled. “ You no doubt remember the
words of the bard: ¢ There are more things
in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are
dreamt of in our philosophy.” The poet
knew whereof he spoke. 1t is given to
sorme men to have very unusual experiences
in this world, and I am one of them. Would
you like to hear my story?”

“T certainly would,” I responded.

He gazed with a far-away look into the
purple haze beyond the trees, as if to visu-
alize the incidents of his tale, while I set-
tled myself more comfortably on the bench
to listen.

“ How well I remember the first time
she came to me,” he began. “ It was four

appeared to read my
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years ago, in midsummer, in the late after-
noon. I was sitting in my garden, smok-
ing, my mind lost in contemplation. My
philsophy of life has always been that
beauty far outweighs its antithesis in this
world, and that evening I was in commun-
jon with the infinite. My pipe slipped
through my fingers and fell to the ground,
unheeded, until suddenly I felt the warm
bowl laid gently in my palm again. I saw
nothing, heard nothing, mind you; but a
delicious fragrance, as from another, high-
er sphere, came to my nostrils, Startled,
I called out, but heard no response, though
it seemed I could almost hear the faintest
trace of a sigh. Blindly I thrust out my
hands and groped about me, but my fin-
gers closed on emptiness. The presence
was gone. Unusual, was it not?”

“ Remarkable!” I responded.
turbing, too, wasn’t it?”

“In a way, yes, though I felt no fear—
only a vague sense of wonder. You see,
from childhood I had felt a nearness to
things hidden from my mortal eyes, and
had lived in an atmosphere of imaginative
speculation; hence the visitation seemed
not altogether unnatural.

“She came again within the week. I
was sitting, as before, in my garden; in
those early days she came to me only there.
The breeze had blown my hair, which I
wore long, down over my forehead. Be-
fore I could push it back I felt a delicate
touch, light as down, on my brow, and the
straving lock was replaced. At that same
time, though I saw nothing, a shadow
passed over my face, as if something had
come between me and the sun, and some-
how I knew it was she. Again I reached
out my hands, again I called; but, as be-
fore, my fingers clutched nothing, no sound
came to my ears but a slight, wistful sigh.
Then she was gone, leaving only the same
dainty, alluring redolence in the air.”

“You speak of the visitation as ‘ she,
[ interrupted. “ Did you identify her sex
that early? And how?”

“ I seemed to sense it, in some way,” he
replied. ¢ Irom the very first something in
my physical nature responded to her pres-
ence.

“The next day she came again; and the

“ Dis-
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next, and the next. Always there was some
little touch that made me aware of her
coming; always the same tender, wistful
sigh, nothing more, in answer to my call;
always the same delicate trace of exquisite
perfume. Try as I would I could not touch
her; she always left me at the first attempt.
But I soon grew to expect her coming, and
to look forward to it with increasing pleas-
ure—almost with affection.

“ Suddenly the visitations stopped. Then
I realized how dear her coming had been to
me. I was heart-sick. Had I unwittingly
ofiended the adorable creature who had so
favored me with her notice?—for adorable
I knew she must be, if only my human eyes
could discern her loveliness.

“Two weeks passed, two miserable
weeks that were as an empty void to me.
I grew restless. I slept but little. In my
dreams I visioned her, beautiful, ethereal;
in my waking hours I longed for her. Grad-
ually it dawned upon me that I was in love
—in love with a strange being whom thus
far I had never seen.

“ At last, one evening, as I sat in the
dusk, my depression became so heavy that
I could no longer bear .it in silence. I
stretched out my arms and cried: ‘Oh,
sweet creature from some otherwhere! Oh,
dream of unseen loveliness! Why have
vou left me desolate? If, by word or
thought, I have offended, I pray you, have
pity! TIorgive, and come back to me!”

“ She came. Without turning my head
I knew that she was by my side. Timidly
I reached and laid my hand on the bench
near where I knew she must be, and wait-
ed. Soon I felt a touch, as of dear little
fingers stroking my hand. The stroking
continued until, grown bolder, I essayed to
take the fingers in my own; but she eluded
me, and the next moment I knew she was
gone.

“ After that she came almost daily, al-
ways in the cool of the evening. Once,
having been detained, I reached the garden
long after the sun had set. She had been
there: a faint trace of perfume still lingered
in the air; but I had missed her. That
night I tossed, sleepless, until the dawn.
But she was there again in the evening, and
paradise reopened to my soul.
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“1t was that evening she first permitted
me to touch her. I actually got her fingers
in my clasp, and she left them there, warm
and pulsating, for a moment. My heart
swelled with rapture. Invisible she might
be, but to me she was no longer a presance
merely, but a substantial, corporeal being.
It seemed to me, in my great longing, that
surely now she must materialize befcre my
vision, and I strained to the utmost in my
efforts to behold Ler. I think it was then
that the full realization came upon me that
I must be content never to see her. 1 spoke
to her softly, gentlv, but she made no re-
sponse. Presently the fingers were with-
drawn, and again I was alone.”

He paused, looking off into the distance,
his face aglow, and I knew he was living
those days-—imaginary or otherwise—over
in his mind.

“ Ah, those wonderful hours!” he mused.
“Who was I that I should be so especially
favored out of all the millions in the
world? At times it seemed that it could
net be real—that it was all a vivid, sweet
dream, too ecstatic for reality; and I
dreaded the rude awakening to the com-
monplace. But it was real, thanks to the
power that had seen fit to create such a
being as she. ‘

“ As the summer waned we grew closer
to each other daily, little by little, touch
by touch. At times I felt her fingers upon
my cheex; at others a faint sweet breath
upon my brow. One day I seized her hand
and held it fast in one of mine. With the
other I endeavored to draw her closer to
me. She resisted, fluttering, and would
have again left me, but I held her fast. By
degrees her reluctance vanished, and, yield-
ing at last, she lay in my arms, her head
pillowed on my shoulder. You cannot
imagine, sir, the jov of that moment. To
feel that warm, quivering form against
mine, her flesh soft and melting to the
touch, was paradise itself. I gave myself
over fully to the witchery of the moment,
and our lips met.

“ Ah, that first kiss!

“ Conceive, sir, the perfect communion
of two such souls: I, a man in whom the
subtler sensibilities had been given full
sway from the moment I began to reason;
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she, an angelic being designed, apparently,
for me alone. The glory of that moment
is beyond the power of language to de-
scribe.”

“Tell me,” I interrupted again, deter-
nined to bring the weird, fantastic tale out
to its fullest extent, “ was there any
marked dissimilarity, other than what you
have already mentioned, between her and
the ordinary mortal?”

“ Aside, of course, from her perfection,
che seemed to be intensely human except
for her delitescence—that and her inability
to speak our human language. The latter
was a constant source of disappointment
to me during those early days. I tried re--
peatedly to converse with her, but no
sound ever issued from her lips save the
faint sigh I have told you of, until that
evening when our lips clung together in
that first long kiss. Then, for the first
time, came from her throat a soft, cooing,
tremulous love note, inarticulate, but to me
then and forever afterward the sweetest,
dearest sound in all the world.”

“Was she clothed, as mortals are?” I
asked.

“ Her garment seemed to be of some
soft, clinging, filmy material, pleasing to
the touch. Cobwebby in texture, it was;
and I recall that my first thought was of
the fairy looms I used to believe in when I
was a mere urchin. But perhaps I am tir-
ing you?”

“Far from it,” I protested. “I am
deeply interested in every detail, though I
confess I am eager to hear the climax of
your wonderful experience.”

“The climax! Ah, that came with the
autumn. Through the long summer eve-
nings we met there in my garden, loving,
embracing. For me it was indescribable
bliss, and for a time I felt that my bappi-
ness was complete. But a desire for a still
closer relationship gradually took hold
upon me, increasing in intensity as the days .
passed until I was in a sort of ecstatic
misery.

“I perceive, sir, that you are astounded
at the idea of a nuptial tie in such a case.
Another held the same view—my old fam-
ily pastor, a man of deep sympathy, whose
outlook upon the world embraced with cre-
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dence many things at which most men
scoff. I had already confided my secret to
him—the one man who, among all my ac-
quaintances, I felt sure would hear me
kindly, understandingly. To him I went
in my distress and uncovered my heart’s
desire. For long he opposed me in my
purpose; but by persistency, and through
my claim upon his affection, I finally over-
came him. One evening in October he
came to us in the arbor. 1 took my love’s
hand in mine, and together we stood before
him. Did she hear his questions and my
responses? Did she understand? I will
not say. As I have told you, she could not
speak our human language. But this I do
know, and I leave you to judge for your-
self: She laid her cheek in fullest confi-
dence against my arm while my old friend
spoke the words which wedded me to her.

“Yes, the climax came in the autumn,”
he resumed after a pause. “It has not
ended yet. She is with me daily. My life
is complete. This evening, when I return
to my home, I shall find her waiting. I
shall feel her sweet lips press mine; I shall
hear the one love note she can utter. That,
sir, is my story. Have you ever heard a
stranger one?”’

“ Mistuh Paul,” broke in a voice close
at hand, “ had yo’ done fo’got, honey, whut
time it wuz? I been lookin’ fo’ yo’ ev’ry-
wheres. Bettuh come along home wid me,
now. Yo’ dinnuh’s done been ready this
half an hour.”

I looked up to see a powerfully built,
middle-aged negro, in uniform, who took
my blue-eyed friend gently, but firmly, by
the arm as he arose. Bidding me a cour-
teous good evening, the story-teller took
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his way leisurely out of the park, tapping
idly at the graveled walk with his cane as
he went.

As I also arose to go, I noticed, to my
surprise, that my friend of the hour had
had another auditor besides myself, in the
person of the guardian of the park.

“Did you hear it? All of it?” I in-
quired.

“Yes,” he nodded, smiling,
never heard him tell it better,
fine fettle to-day.”

“ You know him, then?”

“ I’ve known him for years.”

“ His is a remarkable case,” I ventured.

“ Unique, I should say,” he returned.

“ At first I was in doubt,” I said, “ as to
whether he was simply lying or the victim
of an hallucination, but the appearance of
the attendant cleared the matter up. Be-
sides, those eyes gave me a hint of his con-
dition. He is harmless, I suppose.”

“ Harmless? The man is as sane as you
or I. I know him well, T tell you. He
lives in that fine house just behind you.
The negro is his footman.”

Before 1 could frame another question in
my mind I heard the crunch of footsteps
on the opposite side of the hedge. I lis-
tened.  Suddenly, through the dense
growth came a soft, cooing sound, tremu-
lous and sweet, in which a note of love was
clearly distinguishable.

“In the name of Heaven, man,” I de-
manded, “ tell me the meaning of this rid-
dle!”

The guardian of the park chuckled.

“ He has been totally blind from birth,”
he said. ‘“And he is married to a deaf
mute.”

“And I
He was in
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THEATRICAL

BY HAROLD SETON

H, I was stage-struck, so I went

And joined a Broadway troupe:

They told me I must be content
To get my start as “ supe.”

3 A-S

Then war broke out. I didn’t lag,
But got my chance at last:

For in the playhouse service-flag
I'm in an all-star cast!
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George C. Jenks

N the constant shift and change of rules for the National Pastime it is possible
that they have been modified to such an extent since this story was written as to
cause dyed-in-the-wool fans to question its technicalities.
story, which is a good one, and which is what really matters!—THE EDITOR.

Think, therefore, of the

CHAPTER 1.
AT THE HOME PLATE.

T was the ninth inning. The score was
l 2 to 1 in favor of the Daytons. But—
their opponents, the Joliets, were at
bat, with one man out and two on bases,
the first and third.

Bullyer, their star batter, had just stepped
up and was in great form. He was a mighty
hitter, and he had come nearer to solving
the delivery of the Daytons’ pitcher, Will-
iam Warrick, than any other man in his
club.

The Joliets were not only hopeful but
confident. Let Bullyer bang out just a
single, and the man on third would almost
certainly get home, tying the score. More-
over—such are the chances of the diamond
—the alert * Flitters” Moore, on first,
whose baseball craftiness equaled his speed,
might dodge the Dayton fielders and also
sprint victoriously to the plate. He had
done such a trick, at least, once in the
season, and might accomplish it again.

Let this double catastrophe take place
and the Daytons would be beaten. It would
be sad indeed for them, for not only would
they lose this game but the Middle State

League championship as well. The Day-
ton and Joliet clubs were tied for first place,
and the present contest—the last of the
league series — was to decide who would
carry off the pennant for the wide territory
between the Ohio and Missouri rivers,
where baseball interest is as vital as any-
where in the world.

The Daytons were determined that no
more runs should be scored by the Joliets.
They depended on Warrick. For twelve
years he had been pitching winning ball
for them, and now, at thirty-four years of
age, his speed and control were, many be-
lieved, as good as ever.

His deadly “ pinch-curve ” was famous,
and few were the batters who could negoti-
ate it when he got it over cleanly. But it
was as difficult a ball <o pitch as it was to
hit, and of late Warrick had used it sparing-
Iy. In this day’s game he had not employed
it at all.

Gene Murtagh, manager of the Joliets,
had told his men privately that the reason
Warrick did not work his pinch-curve was
because he could not be sure of the result
when he tried it. There was one man on
Warrick’s own team, Louis Marquis, also a
pitcher and the next in popularity to him-
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self—who said the same thing to his cronies,
He had been heard to declare that War-
rick was too old for his work, and that he
had no business in the box against a strong
nine. Warrick may have known that Mar-
quis had so expressed himself. But, if so,
he never commented on it in public.

Murtagh was coaching at third base, and
as Bullyer took his place at the bat, Gene
remarked to Joe Jessup, the base-runner on
third:

“ Warrick isn’t as steady as he used to
be. I look to Bullyer to knock him out of
the box this time. He can't field as he did
a few seasons ago, either.”

Murtagh may have believed what he said,
but he paid the pitcher the compliment of
watching him carefully, as, after squarely
facing the big batter for a moment, as the
rules require, he drew back his arm and
sent over a ball that shot straight toward
the plate for three-fourths of the distance,
and then turned out and down.

Bullyer hit at it savagely and—missed!
A wan smile flitted across the pale, drawn
face of the pitcher. He had, unexpectedly
to the batsman, delivered a pinch-curve,
and though the ball had not traveled ex-
actly as intended, it had cut the corner of
the plate and fooled the overconfident
Bullyer,

“ One strike!” sang out the umpire, hold-
ing up a finger.

“That’s all right, Bullyer!” yelled an
excited Joliet fan from the bleachers.
“Don’t let him git yer goat! You'll hit
him next time. Swat it over the fence!”

The second ball was a slow incurve, al-
together different from the other delivery.
But Bullyer was an old-time player, with a
cool head, and he was not to be taken un-
aware twice in succession. He caught that
slow incurve just when it seemed as if it
would get away from him, and drove it
straight down the infield—into the hands
of the pitcher!

Bullyer was out! But there was another
chance for the Joliets.

“ Run, Jessup, run!”

The crowd in grand stand and bleachers
roared and shrieked as the man who had
been dancing away from third base, with
his eye on the pitcher until the ball left his
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hand, now dashed headlong toward the
home plate. He must make that tie for his
side! The whole field seemed to be up-
heaving with excitement. Would Jessup get
home?

Well, it depended on one man — the
pitcher whom Gene Murtagh had pro-
nounced unsteady and losing his skill in
fielding. Almost before the spectators re-
alized that the fate of the game was in his
hands he had acted. For a splinter of an
instant he stood—the ball in his fist, left
foot advanced and the right touching the
ground only with the toe—strung up for
action like a greyhound leaping from his
leash. Smack!

The ball had been hurled straight into
the leather mitt of the catcher, who had
been waiting for it with one foot on the
home plate.

Jessup was still six or eight feet away.
A gasping groan escaped him as he saw that
he was beaten.

“Youre out!”
“ Game!”

It was all over. The Dayton Club had
won by a score of 2 to 1, and they were
champions of the Middle State League.

William Warrick walked slowly to the
bench. He was a tall man, who looked not
far from forty years of age, and his slightly
bent shoulders gave him the air of one who
had found the burden of life rather heavy to
carry. This suggestion was increased by
the strands of gray that could be seen in
his dark hair and by the lines that zig-
zagged across his forehead and cut crescents
in his cheeks.

He lifted his cap to cool his forehead as
he went along. The late afternoon sunlight
made the zigzag lines look as if they were
alive and squirming.

Many of the people who were slowly
leaving the grand stand shouted approval
of his work, but he took little heed. He
had been a hall-player for a dozen years,
and he was used to this sort of thing when
a game had come out the way certain fans
wanted it. Let them cheer him, if they
liked. The next time his team lost a game
they would execrate him, as if he were the
vilest reptile on earth! Didn’t they always
blame the pitcher?

bawled the umpire.
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This was the trend of thought that pre-
vented his looking up with a smile of ac-
knowledgment, as he might have done had
his mood been more pleasant. Yet he could
not forbear a gratified smile when a per-
fect roar of applause broke out. The crowd
had mistaken his reason for lifting his cap;
they believed it was meant for a recogni-
tion of their kindly disposition toward him.

Hundreds of them would like to have
jumped over into the field and shaken his
hand, if they could have done it. Some of
the bleacher folk were coming toward
him, dodging the ground-keeper and his
myrmidons.

They wanted to show their appreciation
of the fact that he had won the game, not
only by skilful pitching but by his neat
double-play at the end, when he had caught
out Bullyer and then beaten Jessup to the
home-plate with a swift, straight throw.

“ Good old Warrick!” bellowed one en-
thusiast as he leaned over the front of the
grand stand, waving his straw hat above his
head.

“ What’s the matter with Warrick?”
screamed a bleacherite, and the answering
yell came promptly: “ He’s all right—all
right!”

“ Bully for Warrick!”

“ Good old scout!”

“You shHowed class to-day, ‘Pincher,’
and that goes!”

Pincher was a nickname often applied
to William Warrick in recognition of his
famous pinch-curve, of which he had given
one example that afternoon. He was smil-
ing grimly at the use of this appellation—
for it had not availed him much this day,
even though no hit had been made from it
—and was just going to speak to the Day-
tons’ manager, O’Neil, when he stopped and
frowned.

Two middle-aged men who had been sit-
ting in the bleacher seats, and who looked
like iron-workers, were discussing the game,
and one of them had remarked:

“ Warrick put up a fine game for an old
one, didn’t he?”

“ Yes, it’s a pity he hasn’t got youth as
well as ability. If a young fellow knew as
much about the game as he does, he'd be a
wonder!”
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“ He sure would,” assented the other.
“ But we can’t have everything. A man
can be young just once. I suppose Warrick
will go into the discard soon.”

“1 guess so. He may last another sea-
son, but I don’t know. He’s giving out al-
ready. Three or four years ago he’d have
shut the Joliets out with such support as he
had this afternoon. But he let Bullyer hit
him for a triple, and that meant a run.”

“ Still, it was a good game for an old
one, as I said before. You’ve got to hand
it to him, anyhow, considering his age. He
must be forty-five, I should think.”

The two bleacherites walked on and dis-
appeared through one of the exit gates, and
William Warrick clenched his teeth as he
muttered:

“So I look forty-five, do I? And I was
thirty-four six weeks ago. They don’t know
whether 1 shall last another season. In-
fernal fools! I’ll show them!”

“ Hello, Warrick! Come into the dress-
ing-room. 1 want to see you.”

It was Pugh O’Neil, the manager, speak-
ing. He was a rather short, stocky man of
twenty-eight, with a square jaw, steel-blue
eyes, and black brows that met over his
short, stubborn-looking nose. He was popu-
larly spoken of as ¢ Pug ”” O’Neil—the Pug
being a corruption of Pugh. It also was
held to describe his disposition in a general
way.

Withal he was a good-natured fellow;
but that, be it remembered, is not the same
thing as good-humored. In fact, Pug was a
man of rather short temper. His team all
knew it, and so did most of the umpires in
the league. Some of O’Neil’s orations, when
a decision did not please him, were Homeric
in their denunciatory strength.

Warrick followed the manager to the
room where the Dayton players had been
removing their uniforms, going one by one
to get under the shower, preparatory to the
rub-down and dressing in street clothes.

“Look here, Warrick,” began O’Neil,
when he had got the pitcher into a corner,
away from the others. * You didn’t pitch
your right game to-day.”

“Didn’t I? Why not? The Joliets got
only one run off me, and Bullyer can hit
any kind of a ball.”
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Warrick was disposed to be surly. He
had been stung by the remarks of the
bleacherites on the field and was on the
defensive,

“They had no right to score at all,” re-
torted Pug. “ If you’d worked your pinch-
curve the way I've seen you do it, they
wouldn’t have had even that one run.”

“ The pinch-curve wouldn’t come to me,”
arowled Warrick. “ A man isn’t always at
his best.”

“ 1 know that,” snapped O’Neil. “ But
I've noticed you haven’t been at your best
for the last half-dozen games we’ve played,
You want to brace up. There’s the world’s
championship series to come yet. 1 hope
you're not getting too old. The champion-
ship games will tell the tale. If the Inter-
colonials beat us, it will be your fault,
That’s all.”

The manager marched away, and War-
rick slowly took off his uniform, muttering
to himself as his gray eyes blazed with
resentment:

“Too old; eh? I’ll show them when we
meet the Intercolonials.”

CHAPTER 1II.
AT BAY.

ILLIAM  WARRICK  walked
thoughtfully from the players’ exit
twenty minutes after his brief in-

terview with Pug O’Neil. Two blocks from
the ball-ground he could take a car for his
home at the other end of town. The grand
stand, bleachers, and press-box had emptied
themselves long since, and the main gates
were closed. Even if Warrick had come out
with the crowd, only a few persons would
have recognized him.

In his dark, well-made street clothes, with
a black, soft hat pulled over his eyes, he was
anything but the popular conception of a
star ball-player. His lean, athletic form
showed no bulging muscles at any time.
When out of uniform he might have been
taken for a high-school professor, a sucs
cessful lawyer or a minister of the Gospel—
rever for the quivering bunch of steel-spring
nerves and lightning movement which con-
stitutes the average effective “ twirler.”
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“So I'm getting old; eh?”

His eyes were fixed upon the ground as
he went along. He was pondering over
what the manager had said, and comparing
his criticism with the free-spoken remarks
of the two bleacherites who evidently had
had no thought of his being within hearing.

One of those men had called him “ an old
one,” and supposed that he would soon “ go
into the discard,” while his companion, with
frank brutality, had given him one more
season on the diamond. Then had come
Pug O’Neil, who had told him in so many
words that, if the Intercolonial League
beat the Middle State League in the world’s
championship series, it would be his (War-
rick’s) fault.

“That’s a nice way to keep the nerve in
‘ an old man,’ ” he muttered bitterly. “ But
T'll make good. [/ will! Old? TI'll show
them when I get into the box again.”

‘ Hello, Warrick! What was O’Neil kick-
ing about?” ‘

Warrick felt the breath of the questioner
on the back of his neck, and he swung
around impatiently, A large freckled
countenance, set off by sandy eyebrows and
a fringe of hair of the same hue showing
on the forehead under a back-tilted straw
hat, was within a few inches of his own
face. There was nothing cordial in War-
rick’s tone as he responded:

“Oh, is that you, Marquis? O’Neil
wasn'’t saying anything particular. Thought
I didn’t play as good ball to-day as I do
sometimes, and told me to brace up!”’

“T noticed you weren’t quite tuned up
in every inning. You let Bullyer hammer
you for a three-bagger in the second. It’s
a long time since any one did that off your
pitching. I guess you're tired. You’ve been
in the box a lot this season—two games to
my one, at least.”

Warrick turned on him sharply.

“ Well, the choice of pitchers is O’Neil’s
business. I play when he tells me. Your
arm wasn’t in good shape for a while.”

“Only when I wrenched it a little in
Indianapolis that time, It got all right in a
day or two. There never was much the
matter with it. I could have pitched with
it after one day’s rest if Pug had let me.
And I'd have made good, too.”
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“I don’t say you wouldn’t,” returned
Warrick, somewhat wearily. “ But here
comes a Third Street car. That’s mine.
Good night! I’ll see you at the club-rooms
to-morrow, I suppose?”

“ Sure!” replied Marquis in his flippant
way. ‘“At three. That's Pug’s orders.
Going to chew the rag over the world’s
series. It will be the Delawares, of course.
They only needed that game to-day with the
Richmonds to cinch the Intercolonial pen-
nant, and the Richmonds must have been
easy for them. Well, we ought to put it all
over the Delawares. If you were in the
shape you were five or six years ago, we
might shut them out every game.”

“I don’t exactly understand what you
mean,” said Warrick stiffly.

“ Well, it isn’t your fault, of course. A
man can’t help getting on in years. I don’t
expect to be playing ball at all when I'm
as old as you—or anywhere near it. Here’s
your car. So-long!”

Louis Marquis grinned, tipped his hat
forward so that it covered the sandy fringe,
and sauntered away as William Warrick
swung himself aboard the Third Street car.

The drawn, angry expression was still on
Warrick’s face as he entered the well-fur-
nished dining-room of his comfortable home
in one of the villa suburbs of Dayton. He
had let himself in with his latch-key and
gone directly to the place where he knew
he would find his wife.

Sure enough she was there, in her own
rocker, with an evening paper in her hand.
She had just finished reading an account of
the game that had ended not more than
an hour before. It doesn’t take baseball
news long to get into print in Dayton, any
more than it does in any other American
city, and the Warricks had a special ar-
rangement with their newsdealer by which
the ¢ haseball extra ” was rushed up to their
house as soon as it was off the press.

Mrs. Warrick was a pretty, daintily
dressed young woman of twenty-seven, who
took a deep interest in baseball because it
was her husband’s business. She jumped
up and kissed him as soon as he was within
reach.

“Tsn't it splendid, Will?” she twittered,
bubbling over with nervous delight. “ You
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let them get only one run, and it was your
double-play at the end that beat them at
last. Now for the world’s championship!
You'll win that, too, I know. Why, what’s
the matter, dear?”

“ Nothing. Is supper ready?”

“Yes. You see the cloth is laid. Mar-
garet will put on the supper now that she’s
heard you come in. But there’s something
wrong with you, and I want to know what
it is. Any trouble with Mr. O'Neil?”

Her smile had given way to a look of
wifely anxiety, and her imperative tone was
not to be denied. So Warrick replied with
a shrug:

“ Well, Gertie, it’s the same thing again.
They think I'm getting too old. O’Neil
complained that I had not played as good
a game to-day as I should, and I heard some
of the people, as they passed out, intimate
that I was going back.”

“ They don’t know what they are talking
about,” was her indignant exclamation.
“ You’re the best pitcher in the league. My
father says so, and I’'m sure /¢ knows.”

“ Ye-es,” admitted Warrick slowly. “ The
judge is an authority on baseball. He
played professional ball himself when he
was a young man, and I never knew him
to miss a game of the Middle State League
on the home grounds since I have been in
the Dayton Club. Still, we mustn’t forget
that Judge Carrington is your father, and
that I read law in his office. Why, I should
never have passed my examinations and
been admitted to the bar if he hadn’t helped
me as he did. He’s prejudiced in my favor,
I'm afraid.”

“ Not a bit of it, Will!
thinks, always. Whenever he isn’t pleased
you know it. Have you forgotten how he
stormed last winter when you lost that real-
estate case he let you try for him in the
Common Pleas Court — Shaw v. Rood?
Why, I was afraid you'd never speak to
him again.”

“Your father was right about that. I
ought to have won that suit. Our client
had both law and fact on his side. It was
my own stupidity in the way I presented
the case to the jury that lost it for us. I
confessed it to Judge Carrington as soon as
I had cooled down. But baseball is dif-

He says what he



THE SEVENTH GAME.

ferent. Itisn’t a cold, calculating thing like
law. Why, I saw the judge this afternoon,
up there in the grand stand, waving his hat
and yelling like an Indian at every good
play the Daytons made. He isn’t a lawyer
when he’s watching a ball game.”

“But he knows good and bad playing.

when he sees it.”

“ Our team won to-day, and so long as I
did not make any glaring errors he’d think
I played as well as usual. No, my dear, I
can’t trust your father’s judgment this time,
(O’Neil was giving my work particular atten-
tion.”

“I’m sure you are worrying yourseif un-
necessarily about what Mr. O’Neil said to
you,” she insisted gently. ‘ He’s always
ready to find fault. I've heard you say so
many times.”

“Yes, but he’s not the only one. There
were those two men from the bleachers, and
Louis Marquis—"

“ What? Has that wretched man been
annoying you again? What did he say?”

‘“ Oh, the same as the others—that 1 was
too old to be a pitcher. Not that I care
what /e says.”

“T should think not. He’s a deceitful,
treacherous scoundrel!” she broke in hotly.
“He wants to be the star pitcher of the
Daytons, and he knows he never can be
that while you’re in the club. Why, I don’t
believe he can pitch at all.”

William Warrick smiled, in spite of him-
self, at his loyal little wife’s illogical fem-
inine partizanship.

“QOh, yes, Gertie, he can, or O'Neil
wouldn’t let him do it. He’s a dangerous
man in the box, and they are all afraid of
him. But I don’t think he has been as good
since he hurt his arm in Indianapolis two
months ago. That is O’Neil’s opinion, too.
So I've pitched many games that Marquis
would have had if he’d been sound. It was
amere matter of policy for the general good
of the team. But Marquis can’t see it that
way, and if he could get me out of the club,
he would; I'm sure of that.”

“ But he can’t do it. The public wouldn’t
permit such an outrage. Why, it’s you they
go to see whenever you play.”

“Well, T don’t intend to be dropped with-
out a fight—you may be certain of that,
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I'll win this world’s series, and then maybe
I sha’n’t hear so much about being too old.
I feel I am as good as ever I was.”

“ Of course you are, dear. But—"

She stopped as the maid came in with a
covered dish, and she remained silent while
the whole supper was placed on the table.
When the girl had gone out and closed the
door, Gertrude Warrick stepped close to her
tall husband, and, looking earnestly into his
face, said:

““I've been thinking of late, dear, that—
that—if you were to give up baseball,
shouldn’t we be as well off? You know
father will take you into his office as a full
partner whenever you are willing to go..
Don’t you think it might be better than this
continual excitement and frequent absences
from home, and—"'

“ But, Gertie—"

* Father says you are a good lawyer, and
if you were in with him you would earn as
much money as you do now—and easier.
At all events, you would not have that
O’Neil saying nasty things to you, or be
compelled to associate with men like Mar-
quis.”

‘“ All ball-players are not like Marquis,
Gertie.”

“I know that. But he’s the man you
have to meet every day. I'm proud of you
when you win games, as you did to-day,
Will. But I should be just as proud when
you won important lawsuits, as I know you
would.”

“ Like the Shaw-Rood case; eh?”

“That was an accident,” she decided
promptly, adding, with an air of clinching
her argument: * Even if you really are old
for a pitcher, you are young for any other
profession. Why not give up baseball?”

For a few moments Warrick was silent.
He walked up and down the room twice,
head bent and eye fixed, while the zigzag
lines on his forehead deepened. Suddenly
he stopped, and in measured tones which
soon became faster replied:

“ Give up baseball? Why, who can give
it up, having once been in it? Whoever
does let go until he is forced off the field?
And then doesn’t he fight every inch of the
way? Fight? Why, fighting is the essence
of the sport! Think what it is to be a
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pitcher in a big game! There you stand—
alone—the ball in your hand—thinking! A
dozen men on the field are ready to dash
into action at your signal, while twenty—
thirty—forty thousand people hem them in,
breathlessly waiting for you to send the ball
twisting over the plate. Suddenly over it
goes! Good ball! The batter swings with
all his power and—misses!”

“ Good! Splendid!” cried Gertrude, car-
ried away by her husband’s enthusiasm.
“ But—suppose he hits it?”

“ Well, if he does, what then? Where in
the whole wide world can you enjoy such
excitement for twenty seconds? With the
ball passing from hand to hand, everybody
on the jump, and the basemen tearing their
hearts out? Why, Gertie, it’s glorious!
Then think of the thunders of applause for
a good play, or the awful hooting for a bad
error! What does it matter which it is?
Every man in the field has a thrill that he
wouldn’t exchange for any other emotion
under the blue heavens! Money? What
player ever thinks of that when he hears the
call to ‘ Play ball’? No, T’ll not give up
baseball. There are a hundred battles left
in me yet, and every one will be fought out,
hand to hand and toe to toe, before they
shall drive me off the diamond.”

“ But, Will—”

“ T may be old, but they’ll have to prove
it to me by knocking me out of the box
again and again before I’ll accept the ver-
dict. Until that time comes I'm a ball-
player first—a lawyer afterward. Now let
them come on!”

Gertrude Warrick shook her head with a
hopeless smile. Perhaps she was disap-
pointed because her husband was so deter-
mined to fight out his battle to the end.
Certainly she was proud of him.

‘“ Sit down to supper, dear,” was all she
said. “ Everything is getting cold.”

CHAPTER II1.
STILL HITTING THE PITCHER,

T is a recognized fact, old as creation,
that the surest way to compose the
nerves of a normal man is to feed him.

No doubt Mother Eve—before she let the
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serpent lead her into her grave mistake—
selected the fruits that Adam liked, and saw
that he had plenty of them whenever he
was a little fatigued from walking in the
Garden of Eden. She knew it was the way
to keep peace in the family.

Gertrude Warrick, being a sensible young
woman, said nothing more about baseball
until her husband had disposed of a hearty
meal. Any player will tell you that pitch-
ing a game in fast company is the best
possible exercise to put an edge on the ap-
petite. So for half an hour the conversa-
tion across the table—what little there was
—concerned only the various dishes, or took
the form of brief conjugalisms, such as
“ Coffee, dear?” ¢ Hand me your cup.”
“ Thanks!” “ You're not eating your to-
matoes, Will.” ¢ That’s so; I forgot them,"”
and so forth.

Manager O'Neil permitted his men one
cigar a day and no more. Also, he stipu-
lated that it must be smoked only after the
game, when there would be nearly twenty-
four hours for the nicotin poison to exhale
from the system before the next battle. The
hard-headed monitor of the Dayton team,
with his ten years’ baseball experience,
needed no physician to tell him that tobacco
weakened the heart and relaxed the nerves.

So Warrick lighted his perfecto after sup-
per, and, with the evening paper in his hand,
went over in print the struggle in which he
had participated in the afternoon. His own
performances were related in detail, and his
lip curled in a bitter smile as he saw how
few hits had been made off his pitching, and
how, with the exception of that unlucky
three-base hit in the second, which resulted
in a run, he had held the whole batting force
of the Joliets safe for the nine innings.

“ And they call me old!” he growled.
‘“ The yelping curs!”

““Don’t, Will! Don’t worry about it.
What do you care? You know the Daytons
couldn’t get along without you.”

His wife was leaning over him, smooth-
ing with one finger a streak of white in his
dark hair. He dropped the paper on the
floor and stared moodily across the room.
His eye fell on the well-kept sideboard, glit-
tering with silver and cut-glass, in the midst
of which stood the tall silver-gilt cup—the
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bowl a baseball, supported by three crossed
bats—which had been presented to him
twelve months before, when his pitching
had won for the Daytons the world’s cham-
pionship which they would have to defend
this vear.

“I know they can’t get along without
me,” he said after a pause. “I won’t let
them.”

“What’s that, Bill?”’ broke in a loud,
deep voice. “ You won’t let them; eh?
That’s the kind of fighting-talk I like to
hear. But who are you talking about?”

Warrick sprang to his feet, and for the
first time since he had left the ball grounds
a real smile spread over his face. With an
exclamation of pleasure he took the out-
stretched hand of a big man, apparently in
his fifties, whose round, jolly visage and
bush of kinky gray hair were equally fa-
miliar in law courts and baseball grand
stands all over the western part of Ohio.

There wasn'’t a better known lawyer from
Cincinnati to Columbus than ex-Judge
Cyrus Carrington. Everybody called him
« ]udge.”

“You were at the game to-day, judge, I
know. I saw you.”

“Of course I was,” replied Judge Car-
rington as he took the particular easy chair
he always occupied when he visited his
daughter. “ And I was mighty glad to see
you make that double-play in the ninth.
By Casar, you needed it! But for that the
Joliets would have got the pennant. It was
the closest thing I ever saw. You oughtn’t
to have let them score in the second, Bill,
when the teams were tied for first place in
the last game of the season.”

“1t must have been exciting,” observed
Gertrude.

“Exciting? Why, I was so worked up
that my seat in the grand stand felt like
red-hot spikes! Not that it mattered much,
for I was standing up all through that
ninth like everybody else. Wow! It wasa
hummer while it lasted!”

The judge brought his broad hand down
upon his knee with a tremendous smack
and shook his Jovian head enjoyingly.

“You didn’t see anything in my work
. that looked like falling off or going back,
¢ did you?” asked Warrick.
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The pitcher had tried to speak with calm-
ness, but there was a quiver of anxiety in
his voice that he could not overcome, and
he saw his wife glance at him in quick,
loving sympathy.

“Why, no, Bill—of course not,” replied
the judge. “ Haven’t I just been saying
that your double-play at the end saved the
game?”’

“ Yes, but you also said that I shouldn’t
have let them score in the second. That
was when Bullyer hit me for a triple, which
gave them their one run.”

Judge Carrington looked solemn and
seemed to be turning over in his mind some-
thing that perplexed him. At last he an-
swered slowly:

“It's the way Bullyer got that three-
bagger which rather puzzles me, Bill. I
don’t think he should have had it. I was
looking for you to put over one of your
pinch-curves when you faced him, because
you know what a wizard he is at the bat.
It appeared to me as if you meant to give
him that, or something else he couldn’t hit,
when you set yourself to pitch. Then, just
before the ball left your hand, you seemed
to fall to pieces for an instant. Just for a
second—that’s all it was. Before I could
have counted ‘one’ you picked yourself
up and away went the ball.”

‘“ Then he was all right, wasn’t he?” put
in Gertrude breathlessly.

“You sent the ball over,” continued the
judge. “ But it was swift and straight in-
stead of a curve, and Bullyer slammed it so
hard that I thought at first it was a homer.
It was almost as bad, for he got home on a
steal and fumble when the next man came
to bat. What was the matter with you,
Bill?”

Judge Carrington turned in his chair as
he asked the question, and fixed his keen
gaze—a searching look that often served
him with unwilling witnesses in court—
upon the pale, disturbed face of his son-in-
law.

“T don’t know what was the matter,” re-
plied Warrick unsteadily. “1I did intend to
give him a pinch-curve that time; but I was
afraid of myself at the last moment and
changed it to a hard, straight one, hoping
it would fool him.”
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“ Why were you afraid of yourself? You
never used to be.”

Gertrude tried to catch her father’s eye
to beg him mutely not to pursue his ques-
tioning. But Judge Carrington did not no-
tice her. Not only was he an enthusiast
with regard to the national game, but he
had a large pecuniary interest in the Day-
ton Middle State League Club. He was
one of its three principal owners. So it was
with some sternness that he waited for his
son-in-law to answer.

“ A man cannot alweys be at his best,
judge,” said Warrick. ‘ That’s what I told
O’Neil this afternoon. There are moments
in a game when any pitcher is liable to feel
a doubt. His responsibility weighs heavily
on him at such times, and he can’t help it.
But,” he added with feverish confidence,
“ nothing like that will happen with me in
the championship series. T’ll practise my
pitch-curve hard every day for the three
weeks before it begins. The Daytons are
going to be champions of the world. You
can depend on that.”

Judge Carrington looked at him thcught-
fully. Then, with some hesitation and an
anxious frown:

“ You don’t think you are getting too old
to play ball, do you?”

William Warrick shrank down in his
chair as if he had been struck a crushing,
physical blow. There it was again! Too
old! That cruel, hateful insinuation which
had come to him so often of late, and from
50 many directions! Now it was in his own
home that it attacked him! From a man
who he knew would not willingly do him an
injury—a man, indeed, who was his best
friend on earth aside from his wife. He—
Judge Carrington—believed him too old!
Of course he believed it when he could even
ask such a question. ;

Too old! By Heaven, he’d show them
all the very next time he stepped into the
box! The judge was mistaken like all the
rest. William Warrick shook himself like a
gladiator whe has fallen in the arena before
a sudden assault, and, slowly recovering,
seeks assurance that he is still sound.

“ No, judge!” he cried in ringing tones.
“ Whatever may have been the reason 1
couldn’t send over that pitch-curve this
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afternoon, it wasn’t because I'm not as good
a man as I was five years ago. Too old!
Ha, ha! That’s a joke! No, indeed! I'm
only thirty-four, and there are plenty of
ball-players doing good work who are a
great deal older than that.”

He laughed loudly. The judge did not
join in his mirth. He merely said in a
matter-of-fact way:

“ I'm glad to hear it isn’t that, Bill. But,
of course, a man can’t pitch a strong game
always. Youth will be served, you know,
and when we find ourselves in the third
decade we have to look the truth in the face,
whether we like it or not.”

“ Well, I sha’n’t be afraid to do that for
five or six years, so far as baseball is con-
cerned,” declared Warrick doggedly.

“ I hope not. I never should have thought
of bringing up the question if Roderick
Marquis, who was at the game to-day,
hadn’t said he believed you could not last
much longer.”

“ Roderick Marquis? What does that
old fossil know about baseball?”

‘“ Well, he's one of the owners of the Day-
ton Club, you know, Bill.”

“Yes, and he’s Louis Marquis’s father,

Louis is working to get me out, and he put
that idea into the old man’s head.”
T Very likely,” assented the judge. *“ Any-
how, the directors of the club—Marquis,
Shaw, and myself—are to meet Pugh O’Neil
to-morrow morning in my office — before
the players and O’Neil get together at the
clubhouse in the afternoon—and the matter
may come up. Silas Shaw, who has as
much stock in the club as Marquis, has
something to lay before the board. Shaw
has it in for you, I am afraid, on account of
your losing that case for him last winter—
Shaw ». Rood. He may try to get even
by putting you off the team.”

“Would he do such a dirty trick as
that?”

“ Men who lose lawsuits are often in-
clined to do anything to revenge them-
selves,” returned the judge gravely. ¢ When
you’ve been a lawyer as long as I have
you'll know that.”

‘“ And they’re going to try to get me out,
are they?”

“If Marquis and Shaw can make O’Neil
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and me bélieve you are too old to pitch—
not otherwise.”

“ And can they do it?”

Judge Carrington placed his hand upon
his son-in-law’s shoulder and smiled reas-
suringly.

“ Keep from worrying, Bill, if you can.
You'll find your job safe when the players
meet O'Neil to-morrow afternoon. I’ll see
to that. But you’ll have to make good in
the world’s series. If you don’t, why—"

That was all the judge said on that par-
ticular matter then, or at any time during
the evening. After he had gone, and when
Warrick was alone with his wife in the
dining-room before they went up to bed, he
said, with a grateful smile:

“Your dad’s all right, Gertie, isn’t he?
Whether I’m waxing old or not, at least I'm
sure of a square deal while he is one of the
big owners of the club.”

“Of course you are, Will,” returned his
wife cheerfully. “ Now try to forget base-
ball for to-night and get a good sleep.”

* “My dear Gertie,” he laughed, ¢ the
player who lets baseball get away from him,

- even in his sleep, isn’t the man who wins
- games!”’

CHAPTER 1V.
AN UNDERHAND THROW.

. AT nine o’clock sharp the next morning
Judge Carrington bustled into his
law offices on an upper floor of a
tall building in the vicinity of the court-
| house. His clerical force, consisting of two
- embryo attorneys, a fluffy, pink-and-white
stenographer, and a sharp-faced errand
£ boy were already at their places in the
¢ spacious outer apartment.
y The judge gave them a cheery “ Good
. morning!” as he passed through to his own
room. Busy man as he was, he always had
. time for the little amenities which lend grace
to life’s routine, and he was never seen in
- public without a flower in his buttonhole.
For nearly an hour the judge worked
:quietly at his flat-topped desk. His mail
g was heavy, as usual, but he ran through it
quickly, turned some of it over to the two
g men in the other room, and dictated

619

several letters to the young lady. Then he
pushed back his crinkly gray hair with a
round-arm, sweeping gesture, characteristic
of him, and settled down to study the pa-
pers in an important real-estate suit in
which he was to appear in Common Pleas
on the morrow. In its general tenor this
case resembled the one of Shaw v. Rood,
lost by his son-in-law the previous winter.

“1 wish Bill had won that case,” grum-
bled the judge when he had been reading
for ten minutes or so. “ If he had, old Silas
Shaw would be on our side in this baseball
squabble. As it is, I know the old man will
use all his power in trying to get him out.
Well, Shaw and the others have got me to
fight. I can’t believe Bill is quite done
yet.”

He got up and strode to the window to
look vacantly across the roofs and parks of
the city smiling in the morning sun.

“I wish Bill hadn’t let Bullyer get that
three-bagger yesterday,” he muttered. “ 1t
couldn’t have happened if Bill had been the
pitcher he was two or three years— Oh,
rot! What am I talking about?”

He returned to his chair, brushed back
his hair again, and, elbows on the table,
concentrated his attention on the brief be-
fore him.

“Let me see! Where was I? Oh, yes,
I know! Here it is: ‘Situate in the town-
ship of Harrison, in the county of Mont-
gomery, and in the State of Ohio, and being
part of the southeast quarter of section 27,
town 3, range 6, west, et cetera, bounded
and described as follows: Beginning at a
stone at the—’”

“ Mr. Shaw and Mr. Marquis!”

The shrill voice of his office boy, who
had knocked at the door and entered almost
simultaneously, stopped his reading with a
jerk.

“ Oh, all right, Theodore! Show them
in.” Then, to himself, as the boy retired:
“ Coming together; eh? Wonder whether
it’s accidental. Well, they’re not going to
get Bill Warrick out on a foul while I'm in
the game. Not by a—"

“ Mornin’, judge!”

A stout, middle-aged man, who at first
glance seemed to be all white waistcoat,
yellow shoes, and jewelry, came briskly into
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the room and waved a fat hand dec-
orated with two diamond rings at Judge
Carrington.

“ Good morning, Mr. Shaw,” said the
judge quietly, without smiling.

“ Just ten o’clock! That’s the time we
were to meet, isn’t it?”

Mr. Shaw flung this out in an aggressive
tone, as if somebody had denied it. He
was a builder and contractor, accustomed
to dealing with laborers, and it may have
got him into the bullying way that pre-
sumably he found effective in his business.

Judge Carrington pushed back his hair
and pointed to a chair without replying.
Shaw plumped himself into it and went on
talking:

“ Met Roderick Marquis on Main Street,
and we came up together. Come in, Rod!
The judge is here.”

Roderick Marquis entered, and in a pip-
ing voice said “ Good morning.” Judge
Carrington returned the greeting and got
up to place a chair. Mr. Marquis was one
of those rather feeble, white-haired old gen-
tlemen to whom such attentions are vouch-
safed naturally.

In appearance, demeanor, and manner of
speaking, he was the antithesis of "Silas
Shaw. He would no more have thought of
addressing that loud-mouthed individual as
 Si” than of dancing a hornpipe in church!
No one but this same Shaw would have
presumed to call him ““ Rod.”

Mr, Marquis always maintained that he
was comparatively poor. But he was be-
lieved to have made a great deal of money
in the limestone quarries that abound along
the Great Miami River, and he had specu-
lated successfully in Dayton real estate. It
was said that when a young man he had
been a pretty good ball-player. Looking at
him now, it was difficult to picture him
doing anything of the kind. But he owned
a good slice of the Dayton Middle State
League Baseball Club, and was fond of say-
ing what a great pitcher his son Louis had
shown himself to be.

It was Silas Shaw who opened the pro-
ceedings. Leaning back in his chair, with
legs crossed and his thumbs hooked into the
armholes of his big white waistcoat, he
barked:
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“ Now, judge, we can get down to busi-
ness in a very few words. I—"

“Before we go on,” interrupted the judge,
‘“ we must have Mr. O’Neil here.”

“ Well, why ain’t he here? The time
was set for ten o’clock. I can’t wait for no
one, and, by jings, T won’t—"

“ Pugh O’Neil is manager of the club,”
again broke in Judge Carrington with a
calmness that made Silas Shaw wince a
little. * He ought to be here to hear what
you have to say.”

“’Tain't necessary,” insisted Shaw, re-
covering. “We can tell him afterward.
We're runnin’ this here club—not him.”

The judge’s eyes began to blaze, but just
then there was a knock at the door and
Pugh O’Neil came in.

He bobbed his head to the three club-
owners collectively but said nothing. His
heavy black brows were drawn down, and
evidently he had come prepared for trouble,

“ Sit down, Pug,” said Silas Shaw. “I
was just goin’ to say that we ain’t satisfied
with the battery of our baseball team.”

“ What’s the matter with it?” demanded
O’Neil shortly.

“ What’s the matter with it?” echoed
Silas Shaw in a loud voice. “ Why, ain’t it
been steadily goin’ down for the last two
years?”’

“I didn’t know it,” snapped the man-
ager. ‘“ We have three good catchers and
three of the best pitchers in the country
that I can use at any time.”

“If you have three first-class pitchers,
why do you put Warrick in the box three
games out of four?”

It was the piping voice of Roderick Mar-
quis that asked this, and though the ques-
tion was put mildly enough, there was a
green light in his eyes like that of an angry
cat. His thin lips were drawn together,
too. Feeble and old he might be, but every-
body in Dayton knew that in spirit old
Roderick Marquis had a grip like a bull-
dog when he got into a fight.

“I didn’t say I had three first-class
pitchers, Mr. Marquis,” returned O’Neil.
“1 have only one of that kind, and his name
is William Warrick.”

“It’s a lie!” suddenly shrieked the old
man, jumping from his chair. “ There’s
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another pitcher in the club who can beat
Warrick any time. You know that! My
son Louis is the man. You’ve kept him out
of the games just to let that old, worn-out
Warrick ruin the club. Why—”

Roderick Marquis stopped, gasping, as
he lay back in his chair with his two hands
pressed to his chest. Judge Carrington
hurriedly put a glass of water to his lips,
but the old man pushed it away.

“Thank you, judge! I don’t care for
it,” he said, sitting up with an effort, while
the green light still showed under his white
eyebrows. “ But I am determined to have
my son’s rights respected.”

Pug O’Neil had seated himself astride a
chair, leaning on the back. He looked dis-
gusted. The outbreak of the old man had
made him weary. Now he looked at Silas
Shaw in the direct way that his men on the
team knew meant action and demanded:

“\What are yox asking me to do, Mr.
Shaw?”

“To fire William Warrick out of the
club,” replied Silas Shaw promptly.

“What for?”

“Because he is not making good.”

“I'm the man to say that, Mr. Shaw,”
was Pug O’Neil’'s quiet rejoinder. “ Still,
I'd like to hear from each one of the prin-
cipal owners of the club, and I ask the same
question of Judge Carrington: Why am I
to fire William Warrick off the team?”

“I didn’t say you were to do it, Pug.”

Judge Carrington delicately rearranged
the carnation in his buttonhole as he said
this, and at the same time looked steadily
at the still heaving Roderick Marquis.

“Don’t you want Warrick dropped?”
asked O’Neil.

“No, Pug, I don’t want him dropped,”
was the firm, even-toned response. “ And,
" what is more, he will not be dropped. 1
" bave allowed Mr. Shaw and Mr. Marquis
“ to express themselves on this matter, and
“gow I am speaking for myself—”

: “And for me, judge!” threw in O’Neil
{ emphatically. “ Don’t leave me out.”

P “I didn't mean to leave you out, Pug.
I knew you believed in Warrick, just as I
.do, and as everybody who saw that game
yesterday does.  'We have won the Middle
State pennant three times in succession, and

621

it is ours now. That was because Warrick
pitched a large majority of the games.”

‘It was an outrage!” spluttered Roderick
Marquis.

“I believe I have the floor, Mr. Mar-
quis,” said Judge Carrington, still evenly.
“1 say that William Warrick will not be
dismissed until he has shown that he is no
longer able to win games for the Daytons.”

“ He is too old. That’s the whole secret
of his falling down,” interposed Shaw. “ We
don’t want an old man pitching for us, mak-
ing us the laughing-stock of the whole Mid-
dle State League, as well as the people who
go to see the games.” Young blood! That’s
what we want!” '

“Like my son!” squeaked Roderick
Marquis.

“ Your son is all right in his place, but
Warrick is the real dependence of the Day-
tons, and don’t you forget it,” growled
O’Neil fiercely. “ What do you say, judge?”

“1 say again what I said just now: that
William Warrick will stay with us until he
shows that he cannot pitch winning ball.”

‘“ That won't be this season, nor next,
either,” added O’Neil.

Roderick Marquis got up from his chair
and tottered over to the table, where he
leaned both hands upon it. There were
enemies of Roderick Marquis who said that
he often pretended to be very much feebler
than he really was to get sympathy, and
that he was considerable of an old humbug
in that, as in many other respects.

But every prominent and wealthy man
has enemies. What they said may not have
been true. Certainly he looked a very
poor, old man as he stood facing Judge
Carrington.

“ T am going out now, Judge Carrington,”
he bleated. “ You are defrauding my son
out of his rights. I know that you have
the largest amount of stock in the club, and
that with O’Neil’s stock added, you two
have the balance of power