““As the tides are swayed
by the moon, so are men
and women swept irre-
sistibly toward good or
evil by the stars which
dominate their lives.”
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- Mr. Edl son s Wonderful New Amberola

ji- | AT e The world's greatest inventor has made the music of the phonograph life-
: | A J4d like, at last. Success—after years of labor on his favorite invention! Read
our offer on his wonderful new phonograph. Now that you can have the
best on this liberal offer, you need no longer be satisfied wnth anything less

than Mr. Edison’s great instrument.
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. and after trial

Yes, we will send you thé New Edison

Amberola, the product of the world’s greatest inven-

tor's genius, the phonograph with the wonderful diamond
stylus reproducer and your choice of the latest Diamond Amberol
Records'on free trial without a penny down. On this offer, you can have
the gendine Edison Amberola, the instrument which gives you real, life-
Jike music, the finest and best of all phonographs at a small fraction of the price asked forimitations

e . ¢ ; of Mr. Edison’s great instrument.. Seize this opportunily. Send the coupon now for free catalog.
o _'.' a2 - ]

. | NewEdisondmberolz  Rock-Bottom Offer
T in Your Home on Free Trial -

i - Tl : 1 d If, after the free trial, you de-
< }ﬂ Entertaln your fMI y an lrec mde to keep Mr. Edison’s superb

newinstrument,send usonly $1. Pay

friends with the latest song hlts,

, b S with your favorite, old-time melodies— the balance on the easiest kind of monthly payments.
' with everything from grand opera to Think of it—a $1 payment, and a few dollars a month to get this
E*—‘ AR comic vaudeville. Roar with laughter at the side« wonderful new style outfit—Mr. Edison’s great phonograph with
% [y} eplittin minstrel shows. Then, after the trial, the Diamond Stvlus reproducer, all the musical results of the
A A Ly send it back at our expense if you choose. Or highest price outfits—the same Diamond Amberol Records—yes,
o = . i ———r L ‘ keep it on our great, rocke the greatest value for $1 down, balance on easiest monthly terms.
g | A %  bottom oﬁer. Send the Convince yourself—free trial ﬁrstl No money down; no C.0O.D.,
= . %\ ToF.K.BABSON % coupon today—now. not one cent to pay unless you choose to keep the instrument.
= - Edison Phonograph Distributors ‘0‘
- wmmews aee 5 New Edison Catalog kree
g | Genﬂem&nédplcasé serl:d me
ol - :
i X fuﬁrp:r:cul:: “of ;;fra?ree “'. Your name and address on a postal or a letter (or just
' j al offer on the new model 9 the free coupon) is enough. No obligation in asking for catalog.
155 1 ; Ed“““ Amberola. "’, Find out about Mr. Edison’s great new phnnngraph Get the details of this
E *,. u, ‘er—while this offer lasts. Write today—now|
L %, ' F.K.Bagson, Edison Phonograph Distributors
P T ‘*4 1021 Edison Block, Chicago, Iil.
T %. Canadian Office: 355 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba
¥ | Address...qaeeeees- R EoRe s G, AU IR, ' '
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ADVERTISING SECTION.

o

4 Ik L - i L 5
e - Foa Dl e e % o i i e
gty A v ‘s i gl o L L pir e s e P R R ol o Al
1 N Pt : ot e T et T A : bl R Rercr o
o TR T ] R i e L S e e it
= i, A & ) 5 L e e e e e e R e s S e e : g P
e - 1 - e ; 1";_' a e __ FH o et ____.-_-_"_':'__. i P R .'“ L A . o e L e e i s
e P il e R e ] o Tar . e S . £ TeTH Lk Oy P R B
R T L L e e e - et S AR ,:ﬁt o wa 11 k - ""H":E! ] S
. ke b e e e L e Eug ! ¥ ; =] i
. . 2Tt ey B e e s R ey e Y A =, r o R R . e
P s . =) e T R o L o - i o b I . : e s
=3 L P - e gy T S et (S Ll H TS e Tt S e e e PR S ]
v H - iy n punlelieli S Ty o e, el Ro et e - = 1 a : e L i
) - ; o (o e - o N e S e i e R
"RT - ey RO — W W g e e, e o e e g R e A,
e o L ’ vea i e 1T R s i s
i E - - e
-y ! o~ g o QTR e T
E Tia e i a1
=
§ " o
e = IS el
) . P
aa - R
Lt A iy
ol } ".'::;__-:::
Py f-:‘- St
& - 3y (Lt
. Fe s -
.'__.1'1" & sl
# . L el
i e
" .
.I. - F
il
. A
F .
B .
! "-". ¥ Er
' o :'HI-
R A
oy
. g
- i St TR -
Eratas 4
g Ry oy o
.

6,003 Burlingtons have been sold to the men aboard the U.S. battleships.

Practically every vessel in the U. S. Navy has many Burlington watches aboard. Some
have over 100 Burlingtons., The victory of the Burlington among the men in the U. S. Navy is testimony
to Burlington superiority.

A watch has to be made of sturdy stuff in order to“make good” on a man-of-war, The

constant vibration, the extreme heat in the boiler rooms, the cold salt air and the change of climate from
the Arctic to the Tropical are the most severe tests on a watch., If @ watch will stard up and give active

service aboard a man-of-war, it will stand up anywhere.
1- Jewel $6) 50
Burlington A Month

And yet you may get a 21-jewel Burlington for only $2.50 a month. Truly it is the

master watch. 21 ruby and sapphire jewels, adjusted to the second, temperature, isochronism and positions.
Fitted at the factory in a gold strata case, warranted for 25 years. All the newest cases are yours to choose
from. You pay only the rock-bottom-direct-price— positively the exact price that the wholesale dealer
would have to pay. ~

* , You don’t pay a cent to anybody until you see the watch. We
ee t Z'r'St ship the watch to vou on approval. You are the sole judge. No
®* obligation to buy merely because you get the watch on approval.

§ Write for Booklet!

Put your name and address in
the coupon or on a letter or post card now
and get your Burlingto:ii Watch book free

and prepaid. You will know a lot more
about watch buyving when vou read it. Too, vou
§ will see handsome illustrations in full color of all
el the newest cases from which vou have to choose.
The booklet is free. Merely send your name and
address on the coupon.

Burlington Watch Company,

19th St. and Marshall Blvd., Dept. 1071, Chicago, 1],
Canadian Office: 355 Portage Ave.,vvinnipeg, Man.

o
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Burlington Watch Co., Dept. 1071,
19th Street & Marshall Blvd., Chicago, Ill.

Please send me (without obligations and prepaid)

your free book on watches with full explanation of

our 1wl::ash or $2.50 a month offer on the Burlington
atch,

Nﬂmﬂ ..... SEEFACABEEBEN ANEEN NN EEARAN DAL &S S aN SlBEAEssmEa s AR EAR AANEES S A AN I NGEAN NN isar Ty FES

Addfﬂﬂa ........................ P e AR e - A O H S e saGas I RVSTTNNNSRNRITEN

B e e s o o e o e e e o o g i R L e L PR R R A T T R F Y DT L T L D SesrssssrsssTerarssw S nansr MW TOTGTRTRVE TR AN

ALL-STORY In answering this adverticement it 18 desivable (hat vow mention Uhis maaaziie.

e e e



ALL- STORY \X/EKLY

VOLUME XCIII N UMBER 2

ﬂ CONTENTS FOR JANUARY 25 1919

The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted without the publishers’ permission.

FIVE CONTINUED STORIES
Stars of Evil . . . . . . . . . J.U.Giesyand Junius B Smith 177

A Three-Part Story — Part One

If You Believe It, It's So . . . . . Perey Poore Sheehan . . 209
A Five-Part Story — Part Two

Cursed . . . . . « « « o« George Allan England . . 268
A Six-Part Story — Part Thrce

After His Own Heart . . . . . . Ben Ames Wilhams . . . 300
A Four-Part Story — Part Four

The Crmson Albi . . . . . . . Octavus Roy Cohen . . . 324
A Five-Part Story — Part Five

ONE NOVELETTE
The House of Skulls . . . . . . H.Bedlord-Jones . . . . 240

SIX SHORT STORIES

Forbidden Fruit (4 «Different ** Story) . . John D.Swan . . . . 198
Onand Of . . . . . . . . . Frank Condon. . . . . 232
Daughter of Ayler . . . . . . . Jenme Harms Olver . . . 293
Channas Tabu . . . . . . . . H A.Lamb . . . . . 317
Shaffles Picks a Winner . . . . . R. R Rwvierre. . . . . 338
His Inner Selft . . . . . . . . Phlip M. Fisher, Jr. . . . 344

VERSE

A Ready Rime . . . . Eugene C. Dolson 197 | The Bon Vivant . . . Joseph P. Hanrahan 292
A Fatal Defect . . . . Grace G. Bostwick 208 | Wine . . : . Leshe Ramon 316
Back Home . . . . . . Robert Baker 267 | The Average Man : Wlll Thomas Withrow 323

Heart to Heart Talks . . . . . . TheEditer. . . . . . 349

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, and TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AVENUE, E. C., LONDON

FrRANK A. MUNSEY, President RicHARD H. TITHERINGTON, Secretary CurisToruer H. PorgE, Treasurer

Single copies, 10 cents. By the year, $4.00 in United States, its dependencies, Mexico and Cuba; $6.00 to Canada, and $7.00 to Foreign
Countries. Remittances should be made by check, express money order or postal money order. Currency should not be sent unless registered

PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. COPYRIGHT, 1919,
Entered as second class matter May 17, 1915, at the Post-Office at New York, under the Act of March 3, 1879.

COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN



ADVERTISING SECTION.

The Man Who Wouldnt

He was putting in long hours at monotonous unskilled work. His small pay
scarcely lasted from one week to the next. Pleasures were few and far between and
he couldn’t save a cent.

He was down—but he wonldn’t stay there!
his mind that what they could do /4e could do.

his mind that 4¢ would get that kind of training,

He saw other men promoted, and he made up
T’hen he found the reason they were promoted
was because they had special training—an expert knowledge of some one line,.

So he made up

He marked and mailed to Scranton a coupon like the one below. That was his first step upward.
[t brought him just the information he was looking for. He found he could get the training he needed
richt at home in the hours after supper. From that time on he spent part of his spare time studying.

The first reward was not long in coming—an increase in salary. Then came another. 'T'hen he was
made Foreman. Now he is Superintendent with an income that means independence and all the

comforts and pleasures that make hife worth living.

It just shows what a man with ambition can do.
And this man is only one out of hundreds of thou-
sands who have climbed the same steps to success
with the help of the International Correspond-
ence Schools.

What about you?

Are you satisfied merely to hang on where you
are or would you, too, like to have a real job and
real money? It's entirely up to you. You don’t
have to stay down. You can climb to the position
vou want in the work you like best. Yes, vou can!
The I.C.S. is ready and anxisus to come to you,
wherever you are, with the very help you need.

Surely when you have an opportumty that
means so much, you can't aftord to let another
o iceless hour pass without at least finding out
ayout it. And the way to do that is easy—with-

it cost, without obligating yourself 1In any way,

ark and mail this coupon.
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[ INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2199, SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without obligating me, how I ¢an Qqualify for the posi-
tion, or in the subject, before which I mark X.

ELECTR ICAL ENGINEER

Electric Lighting and Railways

Electric Wiring
Telegraph Engineer
Telephone Work
MECHANIOAL ENGINEFER
Mechanical Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice
Toolmaker
Gas Engine Operating
OIVIL ENGINEER
Surveying and Mapping
CJMINE FOREMAN OR ENGINEER
[JSTATIONARY ENGINEER
[ JMarine Engineer
[1Ship Draftsman
CJARCHITECT
[]Contractor and Builder
[JArchitectural Draftsman
[JConcrete Builder
Structural Engineer
PLUMBING AND HEATING
[1Sheet Metal Worker
[] Textile Overseer or Supt.
CHEMIST

Name ___

P AGRIOULTURE

SALESMANSHIP
ADVERTISING
Window Trimmer
Show Card Writer

Sign Painter

Railroad Trainman
ILLUSTRATING
Cartoonin
BOOKKEEPER
Stenographer and Typlat
Cert. Public Accountant -
TRAFFIC MANAGER
Railway Accountant
Commercial Law
GOOD ENGLISH
Teacher

Common ‘4ool Subjects

4[] Math ematics

[JCIVIL SERVICE
Railway Mail Clerk
AUTOMORILE OPERATING

[ JAuto Repairing
igatl [] Spanish
- Navigetion (] French

[ ] Italianm

Pounltry Ralsing

Present

Occupation__

Street 7
and No.__

City —

State

In answering thig advertisement it 18 desirable that you mention this magazine,
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C The Purpose of this Department is to put the

reader in touch immediately with the newest needfuls
for the home, office, farm, or person: to offer, or seek,
an unusual business opportunit

equally well to read these advertisements carefully.

Classified Advertising Rates
in The Munsey Magazines:

The Munsey Magazines.

“*A New Force in Business’’ is a booklet that tells how
to advertise successfully in the Classified Department of
Mailed anywhere on request.

: or to suggest a service , ) LINE RATE
l:-erfqrmad satisfactorily through corre-| Munsey’s Magazine . $1.60 Combi-
t will pay a housewife or business man | Ty Arcosy COMBINATION nation line rate
$3.25
The Argosy . . . i 1.76 | less 2 per cent
All-Story Weekly cash discount.

Feb. 22nd Argosy Combination Forms Close Jan. 30th.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AMERICAN MILITARY STYLES ARE ALL THE RAGE

in men’'s tailored to measure suits this season. Easiest to
sell; evervbody wants them. Far ahead of all others in
real class and beauty. Lowest prices—less than common
ready-made suits. Our agents are coining money. You c¢an
earn $10 daily. Send for full particulars, terms and sample
book of styies and patterns. American Woolen Mills Co.,
Dept. 901, Chicago, 1l

THE POLICE KEY ANSWERS THE PURPOSE OF A
WHOLE BUNCH OF ORDINARY KEYS: opens almost every-
thing; every house owner should have one; sent postpaid
on receipt of 20 cents. Agents wanted. Sharpe Mfg. C(Co.,
483 Van Houten Street, Paterson, N. . ‘

AGENTS—WITH EXPERIENCE. SELL TO CONSUMERS
MADE-TO-MEASURE SUITS $17.50, $20.00, and $25.00.
Build independent business with big money. Outfits furnished.
Midland Tailors, Dept. 5, 19 8So. Wells St., (hicago.

MINUTES PAY DOLLARS demonstrating new $£10.00 Adding

Machine. Wonderful invention. Adds, subtraects, multiplies,
divides automatically. Work equals $500.00 machine. Five-year
Guarantee. Tremendous demand evervwhere. Liberal profits.

Write quick for trial offer and protected territory.
Calculator Corporation, Grand Rapids, Mich.

$20.00 DAILY DISTRIBUTING PRIZE PEACE PICTURES,
‘““Liberty and Peace,” ‘““True Sons of Freedom.’” ‘“‘Human Lib-
erty Bell, ' Foech,”” *Pershing.’”” Honor Roll. Enormous demand.

Samples Free. Also portrait catalog. (‘onsolidated Portrait Co.,
Dept. 22, 1034 W. Adams Street, (Chicago.

PANTS $1.00, SUIT $3.75, MADE TO MEASURE.
For even a better offer than this write and ask for free
samples and new styles. Knickerbocker Tailoring Co., Dept. 288,
Chicago, 111,

HELP WANTED

GET A GOVERNMENT POSITION THROUGH US.
POSITION OR MONEY BACK GUARANTY. Thousands of
men and women, 16 to 60, needed in Washington and else-
where for the vears of ‘° reconstruction *' ahead. We'll coach you
quickly by mail for Civil Service examination and appointment.
Permanent ; easy hours; paid vacations: higher salaries. Our free
Book “‘RG’* gives list of positions. Write for it. Washington
Civil Service School, 2001 Marden Bldg., Washington, D. C.

U. S. GOVERNMENT NEEDS THOUSANDS—CLERKS AT
WASHINGTON-—-Railway Mail C(lerks—C('ity Mail Carriers.
$1000 year. Short hours. List positions free. Franklin Institute,
Dept. A-1, Rochester, N. Y.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

LAND PRICES ADVANCE after every war. Get yvours now.
40,000 acres in Antrim and Kalkaska Counties of hardwood
land. Farmers grow rich here. 10 acres up. $15 to $30
per acre. Terms for the working man. Large tracts for
stockraising. Fine climate, markets, schools. Photographs and
fine booklet free. Send vour name in today. Swigart Land Co.,

e ) = ——

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT. Unlimited opportunity
for civil and Government Work., 5000 successful graduates. Write
at once for our big free catalog. Cleveland Auto School,
1819 E. 24th Street, Cleveland, OQhio.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

$65.00 A WEEK AND YOUR SUIT FREE —
If you - take advantage of our startling offer. Write
us at once, and we will send you a full Iline of
samples and everything necessary to start at once,
absolutely free, postage prepaid. Spencer Mead Company,
Dept., 1190, Chicago.

AGENTS—2 IN | REVERSIBLE RAINCOAT. TWO COATS
IN ONE., One side a handsome black raincoat, reverse
side fine dress coat. Something new. Not sold in stores.
Steam  vulcanized. Guaranteed waterproof. Big seller. All

stvles and sizes for men, women and children. Write for agency.
Guaranteed Raincoat (Co., 1507 North Street, Dayton, Ohio.

i e ——

AGENTS.—PATRIOTIC PORTRAITS
for soldiers’ homes. Big money now. Pan American Supply Co.,

448E No. Wells Street, Chicago, 1ll.

AGENTS—$510 WEEKLY A ND YOUR
SPRING SUIT FREE. Sell our famous popular priced
made to measure suits; big, steady income guaranteed.
Complete outfit free. Act quick., Commonwealth Tailors,

Suite 1921, Lees Building, Chicago.

e e s ———

Dept. 501, l

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful little book of money-
making hints, suggestions, ideas; the A B C of successful
Story and Movie-1’lay writing. Absolutely free. Send for your
copy now! Just address Writers® Service, Dept. 19, Auburn, N. Y.

STORILES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC.,
ARE  WANTED FOR PUBLICATION. Good ideas
bring big money. Submit Mss. or write Literary Bureau, 110,
Hannibal, Mo.

—— s

-| Book,

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES; $10 TO $500
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course or ex-
perience needed; details sent free to beginners. Bell your ideas.
Producers League, 388 Wainwright, Bt. Louis, Mo.

| PATENT ATTORNEYS

|  PATENTS THAT PROTECT.

HIGHEST REFERENCES.

Best results. Promptness assured. Watson E. Coleman,
Patent Lawyer, 624 F Street, Washington, D. C.
INVENTORS SEND SKETCH AND

DESCRIPTION OF YOUR INVENTION
I’atent  Protection, No charge for this service. Twenty Years
Experience. Prompt, personal service. PPatents we secure adver-
tised without charge in Popular Mechanics Magazine. Particulars
Free. Talbert & Talbert, Patent Lawyers, 4735 Talbert Building,
Washington, D. (.

for Advice Regarding

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED GUIDE
BOOK, HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT. Send sketch or
model and description for free opinion as to its patentable
nature, Highest References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable Terms.
Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. (.

PATENTS. If you have an invention write for our GQGuide

*How To Get A Patent.” Send model or sketeh and
description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentable
nature free. Randolph & Co., 630 F, Washington, D. (.

-

Patronize
gyour local
florist.

y i withflowers

FOR THE SICK ROOM

Send flowers.
brighten the sick room and cheer the sick.

Your local florist, within a few hours, can deliver fresh flowers in any city or town in
the United States and Canada through the Florists' Telegraph Delivery service.

99

They are just the thing to

.
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For you to

keep and
use for a
month as
your owl,

Would
YOou then

agree to
show the
bicycle to

| | Z, =
l | @ N }eu c:::; 1}101&&
& L ' of your friends
e \L‘:/ and tell of the
_ low prices, easy
terms and exceptional offers I make, all of which T will explain if you

will say on a postal, “Send particulars of Bicycle Offer’’ and ad-
dress vour postal card or letter: Personal for G. L. LEWIS, Mgr.

MEAD CYCLE CO. 30 Mead Block, Chicago

PICK YOURS QUICK!

'Way Less Than Manufacturer’s Price

Speak quick — for these rebuilt Un- oG ==+Srswn
derwoods are getting scarce. U/, .S. St
Government bought 100,000 Underwoods. Gen- S "~ 4
uine Visible Underwoods at big saving. QEEC RIS
b-Year Guarantee, Try it 10 DAYS FREE. R

Rent or buy. Write quick for Offer No, 7 B i

Typewriter Emporium, 34-36 W. Lake St., Chicago ¢ ol
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The Field of Dishonor

SHE’ had never seen a highwayman before. This one

had on army officer’s boots and the manners of a
gentleman. She laughed and told him so.

| But it was serious business for him. He faced death,
- prison, disgrace.

It is a story so startling and curious, with jts tangle
0of romance and adventure—with its daring, thrilling
climax—that it could only be told by that
maker of romance—

naroing DAVIS

Whether it be the blinding heat of an African
desert—a lonesome island in the Pacific—or the
deep mystery of a London fog—Davis alwayvs had &
breathless story to tell. 1le knew that Romance was
not dead. No man ever Eknew so many different
kinds of people. No man ever visited so many
strange lands or saw S0 many wars Iin s80 many
different places.

If you are one of those who know that somewhere
in the world, splendid adventures are alwavs hap-
pening: that a beautiful woman can be interesting,
that todav—at this moment-—brave men are laughing
at fear—tricking death-—defyving fate and winning
the women they love—Richard Harding Davis is for
you.

- -I"""H-'..'

UKULELE, Hawsiian Guitar. Violia, Man.

“Wonderful new system of teaching note music by mail. To first
pupils in each locality, we'll give a $20 superb Violin. Mandolin,
Ukulele, Guitar, Hawaiian Guitar, Cornet or Banjo absolutely free.
Yery small charge for lessons onlyexpense. We guarantee success
or no charge. Complete outfit free. Write at once—no obligation.

SLINGERLAND SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Dept. 483  CHICAGO, ILL.
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i F R E Personal Narratives
Railway Traffic Inspectors are always in From the F ront,b?
line for advancement. No age limit—only . :
______ common school education and three months’ Edith Wharton Mrs. Humphry Ward
ey bome study. Mighty good salary and expenses. John Reed and Richard Harding Davis
A Raillway Traflic Inspector safeguards the lives of the Buardman Rﬂbiﬂlﬂﬂ E_ Alexandgr Powell

public and protects his company’s interests—an important
position, ile’s paid to travel and observe. Works only with
railroad officials—he’s bound to gain a position of trust.

Hundreds needed right now. Study for only three
months — we’ll arrange for the position. Delay
it never gecured anyone a better positron—so act
4’3 immediately. Booklet -1 tells all — write
G.‘,-',.'-

To gather this story three Americans were arrested
as sples. Three other famous writers were under fire.
The stories are told in the set.

"To those who send the coupon promptly we will
give a set of " PERSONAL NARRATIVES FROM

i
N~
¢

+

a

-
L]

today. Address,

THE FRONT ’’ in 5 volumes. This js a “-'Dn'd%rf!.ll
T g T el e e L LT g e e L e A ety £ [zl A combination. You get the DAVIS In
SfandardBuSlneSS Tl'i:lllllnglnst. Zimx 12 volumes at a reduced price and
st DB UFFALQ o N oY i et ottt |7 the Narratives FREE.

—

Send the Coupon Without Money

You must act quickly. How long
you c¢an have these books at the
present low price we do not know
—the cost of paper and cloth is going
higher every day, When the present
edition runs out we will have to
add the extra cost of paper to the
price. Make sure of your splendid set
at the little price. Mail the coupon
today. Forget the monotony—the dull-
ness of everv-day life. Go with him
into the land of romance.
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Don’t buv an ordinary
bicyvele. Get a Black Beauty
—Factory-direct; wholesale price.
Built - or boys who wanta sensational
whee.. Snappiest. raclest, strongest
“ bike' vou ever did see. A thriller!

18 EXCLUSIVE FEATURES

See +he wheel itself. Any one of 20 styles
shipptd absolutely at our risk, No advance

LEEALE
N B
SINDES T
N e T,

Chas. Secribner’s Sons, 597 Fifth Ave., New ank.r |
Send me. all charges prepaid, complete set of Richard Harding

¢ - return. We pay freight.
lﬁ;ﬁi“ t“hf?;?pi?]"'“” decide to keep it—small : : Davis. in 12 volumes. Also send absolutely FREE the set of
am-unt on acce t“nf’" 'tth?r" ¢! '{,m & W;{iki m AV "Ll'l+}-§4{1:131 Narratives from the Front,”” in O '.'nlul_"nirs_.. If these
ﬂ'lsag:fn;;‘gﬂi?:ﬁir:::ﬂliﬁt ﬂﬁr ﬁ;t:tt;::éiqmuiuk ! T :'f_‘f:'; books are not satisfa L_*tm‘_\_‘ | u'll]‘ return both EE'LS within 5 days,
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Authors of the Semi-Dual Stories

CHAPTER 1.
" MAKE 1T MURDER, DAN.”

RYCE chanced to be in the central
station when the * wagon 7’ rumbled
up and Detective Johnsen and two
roundsmen brought in Harvey Bancroft.

For although Jim had severed all official
connection with the police, at the time he
and 1 established the firm of * Glace and
Bryce,” still he had never quite weaned
himself away frem old associations.

As a result ne tormed the habit of drop-
ping into the station now and acain for a
chat with his former cronies, at such times
as we had no press of business on our hands.

1 didn't object. It kept 1s in touch with
the constituted forces of law and order and
such matters as they had under investiga-
tion, and more than once it had resulted in
smoothing the wayv for some of our own
investigations as well.

He viewed Bancroft's advent with some
surprise. He knew him in a casual way, a
one of the younger attorneys of the town.
He was a well-set-up chap, square-jawed.

and grav-eved under a mass of light
brown hair, somewhat inclined to wave.

Now his face was flushed as the roundsmen
lined him up before the sergeant, and Jim,
edging in, saw that his eves were troubled.
and his lips tightly compressed.

1 A-S
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He gave his name and occupation in a
veice which seemed a trifle thickened by
emotion.

The sergeant
and tur**e*"i 0 johnson:

* Charge?”’ he inquired.

* Leave that open,” Johnson rzﬂp]*ed and
cauwht sight ¢f Jim whom he had known
for vears, and with whom he had worked
more than once in the past. “ Hello,
Bryce,” he said.

Bancroft threw up his head at the words
and ¢:anced about. Some of the cloud of
trouble vanished momentarily from his
eyes and gave way to sudden purpose.
* Mr. Bryce,” he requested quickly, ¢ will
vou please come here?”

Bryce looked at Johnson, and Johnson
rodded. Jim stepped to his side.

* Mr. Bryce,” Bancroft went on, ¢ some-
thing dreadful has just happened at the
house of one of my clients and the boys
here have brought me in. I wish you and
vour partner would take up my side of the
case and show them I'm telling the truth
when 1 say I didn’t kill that fine old man.”
His voice hroke the least bit toward the
end. He came to a pause and went on:
* And let me call your attention, Mr. John-
son, to the fact that you cannot hold me
for any great length of time on an open
charge.”

wrote deown his answers.
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Johnson frowned. “1I didn’t want to
write it up against your name, Mr. Ban-
croft,” he said slowly, “ but if you will have
it, why,” he turned to address the sergeant,
‘“make it murder, Dan.”

“Wait a minute. Who's dead?”’ said
Jim as the sergeant began to write.

““ Chadbourne,” Johnson returned.

*“ Holy smoke!”’ The thing rather took
Bryce off his feet. Henry Chadbourne was
a millionaire, a retired banker, a man re-
spected and admired by the city at large.
He was a widower and had been for years,
living in a large house which he had built
for the bride who had died so short a time
after her marriage, that not even a child
" had been left to cheer Chadbourne’s de-
clining years. And now he was dead, and
Bancroft was accused of his murder. Jim
turned his eyes from Johnson to the young
attorney.

And Bancroft again compressed his lips
and nodded his head.

The sergeant stuck his pen back in a
tumbler, handle down, having finished his
entry against the prisoner’s name.

Johnson glanced at the roundsmen and
jerked his head to signify that Bancroft
should, 1n the parlance of the police, be
‘““ taken back " to a cell.

“ One moment,” the latter said. “ Bryce
—are you and Glace going to take this
case?”’

“Sure.” Jim accepted, making up his
mind. “ You go on back and I'll get hold
of Gordon, and we’ll have a little talk.”

Bancroft nodded and walked oft with his
guards. Jim got hold of the telephone on
the sergeant’s desk, called me at our office,
and asked me to come down.

Naturally I complied. 1 found Bryce
with Johnson who was giving out such de-
tails as he wished, to a group of reporters.
I nodded to one or two of the latter, whom
I knew, and turned away to ask Sergeant
Dan Harrington to pass us back to Ban-
croft’s cell.

That was easy. Harrington had known
me for years, and he knew Jim, of course.
He called an officer who took us to the jail
doors and turned us over to a warder, who
in turn led us down the gloomy line of
cages, to one on ‘‘ murderers’ row.”’
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And it was there, in the steel cubicle, I
met Bancroft first. The warder unlocked
the door and Jim and I slipped through,
after which Bryce made me known to the
man we had come to see.

Bancroft forced a smile. 1 admired him
for it, too. I like to see a man take pun-
ishment that way, and stay game. “ My
accommodations are rather limited, gentle-
men,” he remarked, “ but take a seat on
the couch.” He waved a hand toward the
narrow bunk against one wall of the cell,
and as Jim and 1 perched upon it, seated
nimself on a stool which completed the
furnishings of the place.

I like to get a good impression of a
client at the start, so 1 watched him closely.
I have found that first impressions are with
me at least, apt to prove correct.

My strange friend Semi-Dual explains this
phenomenon on the hypothesis that at the
instant the personal aure touch one an-
other, you may sense the reflex of the indi-
viduality on which your own impinges.

Be that as it may, 1 have found the first
Instinctive valuation of a person, stand me
in stead many a time. Now as I inspected
the young attorney, I saw a man who was
keeping a grip on himself over a great emo-
tion, but not as it seemed a man who was
afraid. And his first remark indicated no
more than one who knew exactly what he
was facing and had determined to go
through with the thing to the end.

“I'm glad you came so promptly,” he
began at once, ““ because as my representa-
tives 1 want you to get on the ground as
quickly as you can. To that end I'm going
to tell you the story concisely to begin with,
and after that you may ask any questions
that occur to your minds.”

[ nodded. Bancroft took a deep breath
and went on. * I'm going to give you only
what [ deem essentials rigcht now. I have
been Henry Chadbourne’s attorney for
some time. My employment in that ca-
pacity came about through my own em-
ployment oi Miss Nadine Norgall as a sten-
ographer in my office some eight months
since. Miss Norgall was intimately ac-
quainted with Mr. Chadbourne. In fact she
had known him all her life. She was the
child of his former partner in business—"
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“Hold on,” interrupted Bryce. * This
young woman was John Norgall’s daugh-
ter?”

“Yes.” DBancroft nodded.
know him?”

“I knew of him,” said Jim. * Go on.”

‘““ Then,” Bancroft resumed, ** possibly
you know that when her father died some-
thing over a year age, Nadine was left
without means or any immediate relations.
Norgall’s whole private fortune went down
in the wreck of the bank of which he be-
came the head when Chadbourne retired.
And if you recall that, you will see why
his daughter studied stenography and later
came into my employ.”

*“ Kasy,” Bryce assented.
to the real facts.”

“They bear on those already men-
tioned,” Bancroft said. ‘ Henry Chad-
bourne had no children of his own and he
was fond of his partner’s child. 1 happen
to know that he went to her at the time of
Norgall’s death, which followed not long
aiter the failure of his bank, to which it
was actually due, through worry and a
final coliapse. He offered her a home.
But Nadine was not of the dependent sort
—and she wouldn't accept charity even
from her father’s old friend. Having failed
to gain his end in that way, Chadbourne
formed another plan. He decided to adopt
Nadine and make her legally his heir.”

“You mean that literally, Bancroit?” 1
inquired.

He gave me a giance. * Yes. Wait, Mr.
Giace—you’ll see how it all fits into this
mess. Chadbeurne had kept track of her
and knew she was working for me. He
canic to me and asked me to handle the
legal end of the affair. We took it up with
Nadine togetner and after a time, and
after Chadbourne had put it up to
her on the grounds of his own lonely life
and wish for her companionship and love
In his latter days, she agreed.

‘““ That settled, 1 drew a will, naming her
as Chadbourne’s sole heir, or practically so.
Of course there were several minor bequests
to old servants, and things like that, but
the bulk of the estate went to his adopted
child.”

* How much?” Bryce demanded tersely.

“ Did you

* (zet along
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A little over a million, Mr. Bryce,”
Bancroit returned.

Jim whistled.

“ You say s adopted child,” T broke
n.  Did Le actually adopt Miss Norgall,
before he died?”

* The matter was closed this morning,”
Bancroft said.

* This morning?” Bryce took him up.
“ Wait a moment-—-this wasn’t any probate
day.”

Bancroft shook his head. * You’re right,
Mr. Bryce; but—this was an ex parte mat-
ter. Chadbourne had no heirs whatever.
Nadine was of age and there was no one to
raise any objection to the proceeding from
first to last.  Furthermore, Chadbourne
wanted the matter settled without delay,
and—well—we took the matter up in open
court, at ten o’clock this morning, at which
time the final steps were taken in INadine's
adoption.”

“ And after that?” I urged.

* After that we went over to the Chad-
beurne heuse.  Mr. Chadbourne wanted
Nadine to do so, and I had some business
ot a personal nature to close with him my-
self.”

“ What?” Jim shot it out, cutting short
what seemed a glossing over of the point
by the attorney.

Bancroit frowned. For the first time he
seemed to hesitate in his reply * 1 suppose
I may as well answer that now as later,” he
saidd at last. 1 desired to pay Mr. Chad-
bourne a promissory note which 1 gave him
some weeks ago.”

© Well—"" Jim prompted as the attorney
once more paused. ** Come clear, boy—
let’'s start this thing straight.”

“ Youre right,” Bancroft agreed. * Well
—1 got caught In a margin speculation a
few weeks ago. Chadbourne advanced me
six thousand dollars to cover a break in
the market, provided 1 would quit speculat-
ing in the future. I promised as soon as I
could get ‘ from under ’ that I would there-
after conline my investments to proved
ratner than problematic stecks and bonds
and would forever eschew margin-gambling.
That’s what he cailed it. Well, I pulled
out the other day and this morning, after
we left the court-house, I stopped at my
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bank, drew the money and took it with me
to lift the note.”

““And did you?” Once Bryce got on a
point he was pretty much like a bulldog.
You couldn’t shake him loose.

“Yes.”  Suddenly Bancroft flushed.
“But I haven’t got the note. The police
took that off me, before we left Chad-
bourne’s house.”

*“ But he gave you the note after you got
there?”

“Yes, Mr. Bryce. I handed him the six
thousand in bills and he handed me the
note, from a drawer in his desk.”

Bryce subsided and I took a hand. “ And
after that, Mr. Bancroft, what?”

“Then Mr. Chadbourne asked me to
step out of the library and wait, as he
wished to speak with Nadine alone. After
that I don’t know. 1 went out, and found
a seat. 1 meant to wait and take Nadine
back to the office as soon as she was readyv.
I sat down in the entrance hall and waited
for what I suppose must have been as much
as ten minutes. I know I looked at my
watch and it was a quarter past eleven. 1
had just put my-watch back in my pocket
when I heard what might have been a shot,
though the sound was muffled by the walls.
Then 1 heard Nadine scream and the li-
brary door burst open, and she ran toward
me, crying that Chadbourne had killed him-
self before her eyes.”
~ “What!” Jim fairly yelled, while I con-
fess I couldn’t blame him as I felt my own
brain balk at the suggested fact.

Bancroft turned his glance from one of
us to the other. 1 saw that he sensed the
unseemable sound of what he had said.
“ She screamed it as she ran toward me,”
he reaffirmed; * and 1 lost some moments
trying to calm her a trifle before we went
back to the room. She was almost unnerved
with the horror of what had occurred.
but at length she went with me, and God
knows I found plenty to confirm her words.

‘““Chadbourne, the man I had left in seem-
ingly geod health and cheerful spirits not
over fiiteen minutes before, lay. half-way
between his desk which stood in the middie
of the floor, and a stationary hand basin
he had installed for his convenience-when
at work in the room. He had fallen upon
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his face and was quite dead when I turned
his body over. But in doing so I exposed
a revolver beneath the corpse, and there
was a bullet hole in the left breast of his
coat, as nearly as | could judge, directly
over his heart.

“ 1 examined the weapon myself. Its bar-
rel was freshly fouled and one shell had
been discharged. After that I replaced
the gun and the body as nearly as I could
in the position in which I had found them,
because I knew it was a coroner’s case. And
then before 1 called the police, I questioned
Nadine.”

For a moment he seemed to consider be-
fore he went on. “ Gentlemen, I know that
what 1 am going to say now will impress
vou as unworthy of credence—and yet I
would stake my soul that Nadine Norgall
believes every word she caid to be true. I
know her. 1 have known her for months.
{-- Again he broke off and a slow flush
crept into his cheeks.

! nodded and met his hesitation with a
smile. He had spoken in the girl’s behalf,
in a tone men seldom adopt unless urged
thereto by a deeper feeling than one would
expect between employer and employed.
*“ Put all the cards down, Bancroft,” I ad-
vised. “ There is nothing to shy at in a
sincere affection. You were going to say
"1 love her,” T think.”

ile laughed in a nervous fashion. “ It’s
better than that, GGlace,” he said in a tone
for the moment almost cheerful. * We're
engaged.

* Congratulations on that much.” 1 ac-
cepted. ** Now what did she say?”

tHe frowned, coming back to the matter
in hand. ** She told a story no jury in the
world would believe, and the worst part of
the whole affair is that she was the only
soul present when he died.”

L felt my heart swiftly contract, and
Bryvce grunted at my side. ‘ But—see
here—"" he began.

Bancroft cut him short:  Gentlemen,
Nadine isn't under arrest but—there are
two men stationed at her house and John-
son advised her not to trv to leave the
place without permission. Oh "—he threw
cut his hands—*" it isn’t my trouble alone.
which has upset me like this. She isn’t
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under arrest but she is a prisoner to all
intents. And the thing was so sudden. It
came like a bolt of lightning out of a clear
sky—"

“ Steady,” 1 checked him. “ Give us the
rest of the story then and let us get to
work.”

He nodded. ‘ All right. I can’t see that
it has any value, but I'll tell it for what it’s
worth. After 1 left the room, it seems
Chadbourne took the will from a drawer In
his desk and showed it to her. He even
read parts of it aloud. She said he scemed
almost childishly elated at the events of
the morning, and the fact that she was now
legally his heir. He would read a clause ot
the will and then look over the top of the
document at her, as though seeking to mark
its effect upon her, or else merely to study
her face.

‘* And then suddenly his whole demeanor
changed. Nadine says his face seemed to
freeze into grimly set lines such as she had
never seen it wear. Without a word, he
laid down the will, dropped his hand to
the drawer from which he had taken the
paper, and suddenly sprang to his feet.
Then while she watched, without under-
standing his actions at all, he ran from the
desk, turning his back squarely upon her—
there was a deafening report which filled
the room, and Chadbourne stumbled and
fell, where I found him after I came 1n.
As soon as she realized what had happened
she ran out of ‘the door as 1 have already
described, and—that’s all.”

if it really were all, I had to admit 1t
sounded fully as fishy as Bancroft had de-
clared. It was past all reason that a man
who had just accomplished the object of his
expressed desires, adopted a charming
voung woman to fill his childless Iife and
made her the heiress of his estate, should
without warning spring up and shoot nim-
self through the heart. Only one hypothesis
could explain that and that was that Chad-
bourne had been insane, which no one who
knew the man would consider for an in-
stant. I looked at Bryce and found him
frowning, and then he spoke:

“The girl was the only person with
him?”

“ Yes.” Bancroft inclined his head.
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“ And you left her with him?”

Cs Yes'??

“ And sat in the front hall?”

“Yes.”

“ So nobody could have come in without
your seein’ 1f they did?”

‘“ No one came in,” sald Bancroft in a
rather miserable tone. ‘“ Oh, I know how
it sounds. I've told you in advance that I
knew the story would baffle belief. As a
lawyer 1 appreciate that, Mr. Bryce.”

“ He just jumped up and turned his back
and shot himself?”

“That is a very concise summing up of
the matter,” Bancroft sighed.

“ And he was cheerful when you left him
and went outside?”’

“1 never saw him in a more cheerful
humor.”

““And you was in the room yourself—
you left just those two together?” Bryce’s
forehead wore a series of wrinkles as he
spoke.

“Yes, Mr. Bryce,” Bancroft said. “1
left them together. Mr. Chadbourne was
sitting at the desk. I had just given him
the money and taken the note and placed it
im my pocket. Nadine says he did not
rise after I left until he leaped up and—
well—died. As for herself she was sitting
in a chalr some few feet on the other side
of the desk, and did not leave that position
until after the shot, when she sprang up and
ran out to me.”

Bryce turned and met my eye. It was as
though he asked me what I thought, and
right then I had nothing to say. In the
face of what we had heard, there was noth-
ing I could say without more consideration.
Cnly I ne longer wondered that the adopted
daughter of the dead millionaire should
have been told to remain 1n the house.

“ It won’t wash,” said Jim at last.

Bancroft made no response. There could
be no possible doubt but that the man re-
alized to the fullest extent the unbelievable
elements in the story he had told. His face,
his whole bearing, showed it as he lifted
weary eyes and met my glance. And sud-
denly there leaped into my mind a sup-
position. Was the man before me in doubt
himself? Was he trying to believe the girl’s
story even against his own common -sense?
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Was 1t possible that his presence here mignt
even be a proof of his endeavor to shield
her so far as he could? I had known men
to do things like that—young men—men
in love with some woman.

“ Bancroft,” 1 resumed, ** I'm going to
ask you to look at this thing as a lawyer
rather than a principal in the matter, how-
ever 1t occurred. So far as [ can see, vour
story establishes a most excellent reason
for the arrest of Miss Norgall rather than
yourself. Now—"

“Don’t, Glace,” he broke out. * That
little girl never did it. She isn’t that kind.
I know her. She was fond of Chadbourne.”

“Yet she was alone with him, and there
was only one shot fired, as you proved
yourself. Now three hands could have
fired it. Chadbourne’s, which isn't plausi-
ble on the face of the thing, or that of some
person unknown—'

“Hold on!” Bancroft cut in. * Do you
suppose Nadine wouldn’t have seen any
third person, and that 1f she had she would
have kept silent at such a time? DBe rea-
sonable Glace.” .

“ Then "—I said slowly—"" there remains
but one hand, Mr. Bancroft, that could
have fired that shot.”

“ Glace!” Suddenly he sprang up and
stood tensely erect. = 1 won’t allow vou
or any other man to say that without pro-
testing even the thought. God knows 1
.need your help, but—if voure going Lo
take this tack, I'll—just thank you for
coming and ask you—to leave.”

“Sit down,” I returned. = We're here
to consult, not quarrel. Your extreme sen-
sitiveness on the point shows that vou rec-
ognize its force. Now one question more.
In the view of all vou have told us, why
is it that you are under arrest?”

He eyed me for fully half a minute be-
fore he replied: * That's simple enough.
I told you I paid Chadbourne six thousand
dollars on a note. [ paid it in hills. He
took them and laid them on his desk and
I left the room. Chadbourne died and after
I had listened to Nadine's story 1 called the
police. When they came I told them the
whole thing, just as I have told 1t to you.
They sought to confirm it so far as theyv
could as a matter of course. I was able
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to produce the note, and did so, but—the
bills had disappeared.”

CHAPTER II.
FURTHER EXPLORATIONS,

“ ISAPPEARED?” TFor a moment
Jim gaped into Bancroft’s face be-
fore he caught a deep breath,

“You mean the stuffl was gone?”

* Absolutely,” Bancroft declared.

“ But—maybe Chadbourne put it away
alter you left the room,” Bryce suggested.

“ 1f he did, it would have been in the
desk Instead of on 1t, where I saw it when
I went out. Remember Nadine says he did
not leave his seat, before he sprang up to
meet his death.”

I looked Bancroft full in the eye as he
ceased speaking.

He nodded at what he plainly read In
my glance. * So you see, Mr. Glace, there
w«s one other hand, which might have fired
the shot after all. 1 think that is what De-
tective Johnson believes.”

“ Johnson searched for the stuft?” I in-
quired.

" Yes,
all.”

I noted a pause in the middle of his state-
ment but set it down to the man’s mental
condition more than anything else, and
rose, [ think,” 1 remarked, * that the
best thing we can do now 1s to get over
to that house and do a little search on your
behalf rather than against 1t. Bancroft,
where do vou bank?”

At the IFourth National,”” he said rising
and once more forcing a smile. “ You can
prove [ drew those bills, if that's what you
mean. Remember ! stopped to get them on
the way to Chadbourne’s after we left the
probate court.”

* Thanks,” T said and rapped for the
warder to let us out. “ I'll do that by
phone, and—1I'll see that you're kept posted
as to what turns up. By the way, Ban-
croft, when were you born?”

He met the question with a puzzled at-
tention. 1 suppose to him it did scund
rather odd, but 1 wanted the information
and waited until at length he gave it and

It was gone, and—well that’s
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I wrote it down, without any explanation
at the time.

The warder appeared. Bryce and 1
shook hands with Bancroft and left the
cell. And once outside the hall in the cor-
ridor which led to the {ront of the station
I paused and looked at Jim. = Weli?" 1
sald.

Jim puffed. He drew a kerchief and
wiped his brow. It can’t be done,” he
exploded rather than spoke distinctly.
“ Maybe joy Kkills sometimes. 1’'ve heard
it did, but no guy like Chadbourne is goin’
to croak himself at a time like that, and
even if he did either our man or his girl
musta copped th’ money. Nope, Gordon,
th’ thing don’t fit. It's th’ poorest story
I've heard in a whole lot of years.”

“Yes,” I agreed, ‘it is. To me that's
its strongest point.”

Jim gave me a glance, and a slow grin of
understanding. ** Somethin’ in that too,”
he admitted at lenoth. *° Well, what do we

do next? Sec here! What made you ask
Bancroft about s birthday before we
left?”

I smiled. Jim had a reason for asking

that question, as 1 knew, and 1 did not seek
to evade the answer. ‘' The first thing 1
do 1s to get the use of a phone,” 1 an-
nounced. ° There 1s only one man in the
world so far as 1 know who can expiain
the impossible, Jim, and I'm going to get
hold of that man. While I'm about it go
on out and call the Fourin Naticnal Bank
and find out about those hills.”

jim nodded, and turned off without an-
other word. 1 made my way to the ** dog
house,” as we used to call a rcom set apart
for the accommodation of the newspaper
men on police assienment, which, as 1
knew, would probablv be empty at that
time of day, took up a telephone standard
and called a certain number not found 1n
the telephone-book but which none the less
would get me into connection with Semi-
Dual.

Semi-Dual! I pictured the man as 1
knew him, while I held the receiver to my
ear. Tall he was, brown-haired, with a
strong face, a high bridged nose and eyes,
oray and deep—och, vastly deep, holding
within their liquid depths something which
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seemed to hint of a knowledge surpassing
that of every-day men.

And their hint was no more than the
truth. Dual was what long ago 1 had
called a * psychological physician,” a man
whom others might call a mystic, yet in
reality no mystic at all, since he proclaimed
the fact that there is nothing in nature mys-
tical after all; that all is but the result of
natural law, of natural cause and effect.

Of those higher forces of nature he was
a student. It was by means of the knowl-
edge gained in their study that he played
the physician’s part to troubled human
souls and put straight the tangled strands
of many a life. He believed, and had made
me believe, too, in telepathy, chirography,
psychometry, and astrology as well.

Oh, yes, Dual studied the stars, and
drew from them wonderful knowledge of
mundane aifairs. Yet he was no charlatan
and none knew better than he, how little
credence man places to-day in the forces
which he used, to bring about his results.
Thereiore he first gained his knowledge in
his own way, and then set about to prove
it in a more material fashion, that others
might believe, not his art—-but the truth as
to whatever might have occurred.

To Bryce and me, Dual was the god in
the machine. e dwelt on the Urania roof.
‘ithere in the tower he had made himself a
sumptuous abode, and on the roof itself he
had built him a garden of shrubs and potted
tlowers roofed in winter by green glass, be-
hind the circling parapet which hid it from
the street.  And there he lived, apart from
the world of man and its distraction, yet
surrounded by it, ready to step forth at any
moment, when the cause of Right—of Jus-
tice demanded that he interfere.

It was on his advice that 1 had formed
my partnership with Bryce. It was to be
near nim, that we took our quarters in the
Urania on the seventh floor. Time and
agamn he had assisted, directed, guided Jim
and me to the final ending of some prob-
fem of human wo. A private telephone
linked our offices with the tower, just as
this line 1 was asking for now, gave him a
thread of connection with the world be-
yond his roof.

The man was an altruist, in a practical
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sense. He understood the depths of the
human soul. And he worked not for re-
muneration—not for glory, but for the sim-
ple satisfaction of seeing justice done.
Justice—eternal, immutable justice — was
his creed. To Dual the assertion that
‘““whatsoever a man soweth that shalt he
also reap,” was no more than a statement
of truth. Such then was the man I called
my friend, whose help I was asking now,
in the Chadbourne affair.

His voice, deep, scft, almost bell-like,
reached my listening ear. 1 brought my
mouth close to the rubber circle before it
and began to speak.

Not once did he interrupt. Long associa-
tion had taught me how to give to his ear
the essentials of a case. At the end he
asked me the hour of Chadbourne’s death,
and Bancroft’s age. I gave the information.
I had meant to give 1t. It was for that 1
had asked Bancroft comcerning the latter
fact, even as Bryce had assumed when he
questioned me concerning my act. For
Jim was an ardent convert to Semi’s meth-
ods, though when first he met them, he
had scoffed.

There was a moment's silence, then:
“Go to the Chadbourne house. Interview
Miss Norgall. Learn all you may from
her own account and your most careful in-
spection, and then, my friend, come to me.”

That was all, but I turned from the
phone with a lightened heart and went in
search of Bryce. Semi-Dual was enlisted
in the case. Justice, no matter where its
blow was aimed, would be done. Of that
I felt assured. And being assured, I found
myself ready and anxious to throw myself
into the task to which I was sent.

I found Bryce talking to Johnson in the
front office.

““1 been talkin’ to Johnson about them
bills, an’ he’s goin’ up to th’ house him-
self,” Jim began as I hastened to their
side.

“And what did you learn about the
money at the bank?” I inquired.

““ Well—he drew 1t all right,” said Bryce.

Johnson sneered. ‘“ What of 1it? He
had plenty of time to ditch it before we
got on the ground,” he declared.

“Sure,” Jim agreed in a somewhat sar-
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castic way. ‘° He could have done that so
as to be sure he’d be arrested, when you
frisked him and found the note. He'd
have mentioned the money sure if he’d
cashed 1t after Chadbourne died.”

Johnson grinned. “ Yes,” he rejoined.
1 think he would, especially if, as he says,
Chadbourne was shot while alone with the
girl. There’s a lot to this we haven’t dug
up yet, Bryce.”

“ Then,” said Jim, * suppose we go start
some digging now.”’ He turned to me,
* Did vou get your party, Glace?” _

I nodded, and Jim took a long, satisfied
breath. ‘ Come on, Johnson,” he urged.
““ Let’s get on the job up there.”

“All  right,” the detective agreed.
“Though I don’t look for much. We've
been over the room pretty well already.
What I want to do is to question that girl
without Bancroft around to interfere.”

We caught a taxi outside. It put us
down after a time in front of the Chad-
bourne house on Park Drive, in the fashion-
able residence district where the old man
had lived.

We had some conversation on the trip
out, of course. But it didn’t amount to
much, Johnson seemed to think that
either the girl, or Bancroft, or both, were
mixed up in the death of the aged banker,
and Bryce and I were hardly well enough
informed to form any definite scheme of
the tragedy as yet.

We went up from the cab and in through
wide front doors, passing one of Johnson’s
men on the way. The detective led us
directly down a hall from which doors
opened right and left, to one which he
opened and passed through.

Plainly as Jim and I followed, I saw
that this was the place where the death
had occurred. It was the workroom of a
man. It was lined with cases of books and
some more modern filing cabinets, now
standing with closed drawers. In the
center of the room was a desk, oblong,
flat-topped, and at the farther end of that,
and set at right angles to it, was a tyvpe-
writer desk-—one of those folding-leaf af-
fairs, now also closed. Quite evidently, as
I judged at once, Chadbourne, when sitting
in the angle between the machine and his
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desk, had merely to turn in his chair to
oive any such dictation as he might desire.
At present a man was seated at the desk.
making what seemed to have been a very
thorough inspection of the drawers. He
olanced up as we came 1n, and then rose.

“ Where's th’ girl?” Johnson inquired.

“ Up-stairs,” said the fellow, who was
plainly another of the department’s men.

“ Get her down,” Johnson directed, and
threw himself into a chair.

The other reached to the end of the
desk and pressed a button. By the time
Jim and I had found seats for ourselves. a
servitor came in.

tle was an old man, with graving hair.
and an almost shuffling walk. FHe entered
the door and stood waiting. His face was
a nearly colorless mask in which burned
two dark eyes. I noted that his hands
shook In a way of uncontrolled nerves, as
Johnson requested him to ask Miss Norgall
to come down.

But he turned and vanished without a
word, and I gave my attention once more
to the room. In a corner formed by the
wall next the hall and that of what was:
plainly the partition between this room and
the one nearest the front of the house, I
saw the hand basin Bancroft had men-
tioned. A door midway of the latter wail
seemed to lead into the room bevond, and
leaning against the wall between the door
and the porcelain plumbing in the corner
was an ordinary folding screen, which 1
fancied was probably used to ccnceal the
basin, at ordinary times. I‘or the rest there
were two windows 1n the side wall of the
house, a fine rug on the floor, several pic-
tures in plain frames and a mirror-faced
door in the other end, whether to a closet
or a farther apartment I could not then
know.

The opening of the door from the hall
cut my inspection short. [ turned my gaze
from the rocom to the woman who came 1n.
She was young. Bancroft had said she was
of age, but she carried the atmosphere oil
youth about her. She was of medium
height, well formed, brown haired and as 1
was to learn on a closer acquaintance, blue-
eved. Now as she paused just inside the
door, she was pale, and her eves seemed
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dark under her brows as she swept them
about the room and parted her lips.

~ Simmons sald T was wanted,” she be-
gan.

brvce and 1 rose.
suit. " Why, yes, miss,” he
want to talk to vou a bit.
down?"

[ spoke as the girl went to a chair and
sankk upon it. * Miss Noreall, I am Mr.
(slace, and this,” I gestured to Jim, * 1s my
partner, Mr. Bryce. We represent Mr.
Bancroft and at his request yourself, in this
painful affair.”

*That don't matter,” Johnson cut in.
= All we want 1s to get at th’ truth of how
Chadbourne died. So. all vou got to do,
miss, is just tell us how everything hap-
pened, now you've had a little time to think
it over, and ain't so excited as vou was a
while ago.”

* 1 have already told you that, Mr.
Johnson,” Miss Norgall replied. “1 was
not excited then. 1 was horrified, shocked,
arieved bevond words to express, but I
told vou exactly what 1 saw, and all—
evervthing I know concerning-—what oc-
curred.” She spoke in a cultured voice, sur-
prisingly rich and full, which vet quavered
now and then as though not entirely within
control.

And her answer apparently did not suit
Johnson at all. ** Well—tell it again then,”
he rejoined. ** Maybe there was somethin’
in it 1 didn’t just get at first.”

Miss Norgall complied. She recounted
the scene of Chadbourne’s death. In all
cssential details 1t was the story to which
we had listened in Bancroft’s cell. John-
son was frowning at the end. * You had
known Chadbourne quite a long time?” he
said.

* All my life,” the woman replied.

~ IHe was your father’s friend?”

~ My tather’s and mine.”

* He hadn’t nothin’ to do with wreckin’
vour dad’s bank?”

“ Mr. Chadbourne!” Nadine Norgall
widened her eyes. “ No. He was like a
second father to me, when my own father
died.”

I believed her. Sincerity rang in her
tone, but once more Johnson seemed dis-

Johnson followed
said. ‘1
Won't you sit
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pleased. For a moment he appeared to
consider before he resumed: * You was
adopted by him to-day?”’

“Yes.” Miss Norgall inclined her head.
Save in defense of Chadbourne her answers
were short. 1t came upon me she was like
one shaken by grief as much as anything
else.

“ Why was Chadbourne in such a tearing
rush to get it done to-day?’”’ Johnson again
inquired. *° Your father died a vyear ago.
and” all at once Chadbourne has to adopt
you In a hurry and can’t even wait for a
vzgular probate day. What was the terri-
bie rusn?”

Miss Norgall looked him full in the eye.
“1 do not know,” she said.

“ But he did adopt you to-day?”

“Yes.” The girl’s tone was tired.

“So that 1f he died vou'd inherit at
once?’” Johnson spoke scitly in what he
tried to make a very casual way.

“Wait a moment, Miss Norgall; you don’t
have to answer that, unless you wish,”
I cut 1n.

My reward was a swift glance of resent-
ment from Johnscn. * Here, Glace, don’t
butt into this,” he growled.

Miss Norgall considered. * Thank you,
Mr. Glace,” she said at last. = But I really
see no reason why I should not answer. So
far as I know, being his soie heir, I would
inherit at once.”

“ And you're really and truly engaged to
Bancroit?”’

FFor the first time a delicate color stole
into the cheeks of the giri. ** What has
that to do with 1t?" she parried after a
time.

“Oh, nuthin’,” Johnson returned, *‘ only
i happen to know he ain’t any too well oit,
an’ your father didn’t leave vou enough to
iive on, and then Chadbourne makes you
his legal heir and draws a will, leavin’
vou—"’

“ Stop!”’ said the girl. * Surely you must
nossess inteliigence enough to comprehend
that as his adopted daughter, I would not
be in any future need of support. Even a
detective of this city shouid be able to
understand that.”

I heard Bryce chuckle softly and Johnson
flushed as he tried another tack: * You
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don’t need to worry, miss, about what we
understand. Now, after Bancroft left that
money tnere on the desk and went out, you
was sittin’ in a chair over here on this side
ci the desk, right about where I am located
now?’”’

For a moment Nadine closed her eyes.
I saw her clench her hands. “ Please,” she
said, “* don’t let’s go over it again. I've
explained it already, twice.”

But Johnson persisted. * You was sittin’
right about here?” ;

* Oh—yes—iIn that same chair, to be ex-
act.”

“And Chadbourne was at his desk?”

(¢ Yes'ﬂ

‘““ An’ he took this will, Bancroft had
drawed, out of a drawer. Which drawer,
miss?’’

“The top one next to the typewriter
desk.”

“An’ he leit the money lyin’ on th’
desk?”’

‘b Yes.??

- *“ An’ read th’ will to you?”

“ Parts of it.”

" Anything else on the desk?”

“ Some letters his secretary had written
and left for him to sign, also on the end
next the typewriter,” Nadine replied.

“ And while he was readin’ th’ will to
you he kept locokin® over th’ top of th’
page now an then?”

“ Yes.”

“ An’ then all at once he lay:z down the
will an’ reaches into a drawer for his gun?”
Which drawer?”

** The same from which he took the will.”

" An’ jumps up an’ faces over there
toward th’ corner with his back to vou, an’
shoots himeseli?”

“ That—that was the wayv it appeared,”
sald the girl.

‘e laid the will down?”

" Yes.”
“ Where did he lay it?”
“ Why—" Miss Norgall paused and

seemed to be trying to decide the cuestion
in point—" i—1 didn’t notice. 1 was sur-
prised by the change in his manner and
was watching his face.”

“ You.don't know just where he put it
thenr”
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“No, sir, I do not.”

“And he didn’t say a word? He didn't
say good-by or nuthin’ like that?”

“ Oh, no, no, no!” The giri’'s tones rose.
“T've told you just how it happened: 1
don’t know anything more.” Suddenly het
whole demeanor became that of one whose
emotions are getting out of hand.

But if Johnson noted, he gave no sign.
I fancied indeed that he was playing lor
that very result. It was in keeping with
such an ending to hold this interview in the
room where the death had occurred. In a
way Johnson was using a mild form ol
third degree, or so it appeared.

“This will left most of his property to
you?’’ he went on.

“So Mr. Chadbourne informed me, and
from what he read seemed to 1mply as
much.”

Johnson nodded. * That’s what Bancroit
says, too, and he ought to know, since he
drew the thing at Chadbourne’s orders. It
looks to me like th’ question is, did 1t say
what Bancroft says, or not.”

“I've told you Mr. Chadbourne told me
the same,” Miss Norgall said.

I took a hand for the second time. ** See
here, Johnson, just what is the good of ali
this fuss about the will? You're trying
to find out the cause and nature of the
man’s death as I see it, not how or where
he chanced to bequeath his estate.”

And Johnson grinned. “ And thats
where you're wrong for once, Glace,” he re-
joined. “1If I could get my hands on that
will, I might know quite a lot more about
how Henry Chadbourne died.”

“If you could get your hands upon 1t7"
I repeated in some surprise.

He nodded his head. * Yes. 1 told you
and Jim there a while ago, there was a lot
to dig up in this case. Bancroft and Miss
Norgall say there was six thousand dollars
lyin’ on that desk when Chadbourne died,
and yet when we got here, that currency
couldn’t be found. Bancroft and Miss
Norgall sayv Chadbourne drew a will makin’
her his chief heir, an’ Miss Norgall says he
was readin’ it to her, and laid it down, just
before he reached for his gun. And yet
when we got here after Bancroft turned in
th’ call, there wasn’'t a sign of th’ thing.

Like the money Bancroft says he paid for
that note in his pocket, th’ wi/ had disap-
peared.”

CHAPTER I1I.
WHO KNOWS?

OR a moment nobody said a word, and
F then it was Nadine Norgall herself

who broke the pall of silence. And it
was [ whom she addressed: * Mr. Johnson
appears to be laboring under the beliet that
the will did not contain what Mr. Bancroft
and I have said. He seems to be trying
to prove that we have misstated its con-
tents——that we waited until I was legally
acdoped and then — then — then —7 Ab-
ruptly she broke off and went on in a dif-
ferent tone, which rose and shook and
threatened to break from blended horror
and scorn. ‘ Oh—he has my pity for
having chosen his profession, if it has so
far destroved his faith in anything good or
true in his fellow man, that he can enter-
tain such a suspicion as that!”

Johnson flushed slowly, and his answer
at ftirst was a scowl. Bryce cleared his
throat. ** Well, miss,” he began, * you
see, he—""

And Johnson cut him short. * You've
oot nuthin’ more to say then, miss?”

Nadine shook her head. * No. I’ve said
more than 1 intended already, I think.”

Johnson rose. He came to my side and
bent down. “ You talk to her,” he ad-
vised. " I'm goin’ out and see 1f my man
found anything new, before we come up.”

[ nodded and he left the room. I turned
my eves back to the girl. She was sitting
with puckered brows and set lips watching
the man’s exit. ‘ The will really is missing,
Miss Norgall?” 1 said.

She sighed and gave me her attention.
“Yes.”

And then she asked a question in turn.
* Mr. Glace, you said you and Mr. Bryce
were to represent Harvey and myself at his
request. That would presuppose that you
have seen him. How is he, may I ask?”

Plainly, Nadine Norgall had a head of
her own, and could seize upon several facts
and work them into a deduction. I answered

1)
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her at once: * Aside from a natural worry
about you, and this whole affair, he is all
right.”

“Thank vou. Is there anvthing I can
do to help you?” she accepted and sat with
hands clasped in her lap.

““ Perhaps,” I replied. I had been taking
mental notes while Johnson had been con-
ducting his examination and I drew upon
them now: “ You said there were letters
on the desk to be signed, when Mr. Chad-
bourne was reading the will. Now-—was
the typewriter desk open or closed at the
time?”’

“Why—open. I remember that,” she
sald In some surprise.

““What’s the notion?” Bryce inquired.

“Merely to find out how nearly the
room has been left as it was at that time,”
I returned. * That screen, Miss Norgall;
i1s it usually standing against the wall, or
so placed as to conceal the bcw! in the
corner?”’

“ It is generally set in front of the bowl,”
she said, quickly. “ It was so placed until
the police arrived. One of them knocked
it over and set it aside.”

“And that door with the mirror leads
where?”” T pointed.

“ Into a room at the rear of this.
the dining-room, Mr. Glace.”

‘“ And there was nothing to make vou
think Mr. Chadbourne was in any way not
himself before he died?”

The ¢irl’s lips quivered. * No. After
Harvey went out, he called me to him. and
kissed me and called me his little girl, and
we talked for a few moments before he
read the will.”

I nodded. ¢ Bancroft said he wanted to
speak to vou alone. Miss Norgall, may 1
ask you what you discussed?”

Unexpectedly she flushed but she did not
refuse my request. ° He asked me 1f 1
didn’t want to marry Harvey at once,” she
replied. * He—he wanted me to stay here
with him, and let Harvey get anocther
stenographer at the office. He had already
broached the matter to Harvey and-——
Harvey—"

“ Was willin’, T bet!” Bryce said.

“VYes,” Miss Norgall dropped her eyes
and her tone was very low.

It is
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“ And now,” T caid, “ I am going to ask
a painful question. Just where did the
body lay before it was removed?”

Nadine rcse, walked to a point almost
midway betwecn the basin ia the corner
and the deskk and paused. ** Here.”

I joined her and so did Bryce. 1 got
down and scanned the rug and rose again
after a time. “ Miss Norgall,” T resumed,
“T don’t suppose vou know whether Mr.
Chadbourne had anv enemies or not, or
any callers the day before he returned here
with you?”’

She shook her head. *° No—but—per-
haps I can und out about the last.” She
walked to the desk and pressed the same
button the department employee had used.

As before,, Simmons appeared, and she

questioned him herself.
He shook his head.

“No, miss,”” he de-
clared, ‘* not to-day. There was a caller
yesterdayv afternoon. Some sort of busi-
ness, I think. His name was Belmore.”

“ Belmore? Andy Belmore?” said Bryce.

“1 don’t know, sir.”

“Heavy set, dark complexioned fellow?”

“Yes, sir.”

. Brvce looked at me and I at him. 1
think we both asked ourselves what sort of
business Belmore, shyster of all shyster
lawyvers—Ilast resort of crooks in time of
trouble—could have had with the dead
millionaire. But this was no place to dis-
cuss the matter and 1T once more addressed
the girl. ** And there 1s nothing more vou
can add to our information?”

“ Nothing of which I can think, Mr.
Glace,” she said, looking full in my face.

[ turned toward the door in the end wall
of the room. “ And where does that go?”
I asked. ;

* Into a drawing-room, Mr. Glace.”

“ So that 1t could be entered from the
hall-—the drawing-room 1 mean?”

“ Don’t!” Nadine cried swiftly, while her
eyves went wide and her lips parted. She
took a single step forward and laid a hand
on my arm. * Oh, Mr. Glace—Harvey
didn't do it. He didn’t—he didn’t. te was
sitting in the hall when I ran out ajter
everything was over. He—couldn’t have
done it. He wouldn’t have done it. There
was no reason.”
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I looked into her troubled face, and it
was then I saw her eyes were blue—a deep
dark blue as they sought to guestion mine.
“ Steady,” T said. ** Keep your grip, Miss
Nadine. All I'm trving to do is to get the
lay of the land. I'm not johnson, and I'm
not trying to fasten any crime on either
Bancroft or yourself. Rather I'm going
to leave nothing undone to show the police
and the world at large that neither of vou
did it, before I am done. I'm going now.
but I'll likely see vou again. In the mean-
time, keep cool and don’t let any one scare
you or trick yvou into any unconsidered
staternents. Az Chadbourne’s heir yvou have
certain rights beyond which they dare not
00.”

“You're going now? <he faltered, and
suddenly it struck me she was like a chilc
dreading to be left alone in this house of
horror, with only old Simmons and the
policeman on guard. Since her outburst in
Bancroft’s behalf her attitude of cold calm
had left her and she stcod before me voung,
vital, appealing, warm, just a troubled little
oirl.

“ Where are you going?’’ she said.

I smiled. * Wherever I 2o I want vou to
feel it is In your interest, Miss Norgall,” 1
told her. ** Will you do that?”

“Yes.,” She gave me her hand. * You
are different from Johnson. I-—oh, I hate
him—but—you are a gentleman, and I feel
I can trust vour word. I—1I am just going
to think of you as working for Harvey and
me until I see vou again. Good-by."

“ Good-by,” 1 said and turned to Jim.
Together we left the room, and found
Johnson in tne hall.

“ Did she come across with anvthing at
all?”” he greeted our approach.

I shook my head and he scowled.

“ She's a wise jane,” he declared. ° See
this door here. It leads into a sorter parlor,
and there's a door from that to the other
room. .\ feller could have slipped in, and
back of that screen Chadbourne had settin’
in front of his wash bowl and popped th
old guy off dead easy. while the girl kept
his attention centered on her.”

“ An’ later stuck the gun under the hody
you mean?  said Bryce.

“ Oh. that of course,” Johnson agreed.

“ 'What caliber was the thing?” 1 In-
quired.

* Thirty-two of an old model,” Johnson
replied.

~ Did your man find anything in his
search of the desk?”’ I next asked.

fohnson grinned. * Maybe. I don’t
know. I haven't run it out yet, but—here.
You boys might as well work with us as
against us.” He thrust a hand into a
pocket and pulled out a written sheet.

Bryce and 1 bent above it, as Johnson
straightened it out. It was brief and to
the point. |

Hexry CHADBOURNE:

Sik: Four years ago 1t was through you I
was sent into a cell. But for your interfer-
cnce [ would to-day be a well-to-do man.
\When you thrust yourself into my affairs, 1
told I would kill you as soon as I was free.
Well, T'm free now. But four years change
a man's point of view, and I find myself
more in need of funds than vour life. There-
fore T am asking you to purchase the latter
by advancing me the amount of my four
yvears' salary, which you can easily afford.
So 1t's rather up to you. 1t you are agree-
able, you can simply run the word * Yes”
and =ien vour name in the Personal Column
ot anyv daily paper insitde the next week. I'm
not siening this, because [ feel sure you are
fullyv: aware of my name.

“ Holy mackerel!” said Jim. * Where
did he dig up that?”

“ In a drawer of Chadbourne's desk—the
same where he had the will according to the
airl,” Johnson informed.

“An’ it's not very old, judging by the
looks of the writin’ and the paper,” Jim
went on. 1 wonder how old it is. It
gave (Chadbourne a week to get action.
Well-—say—" He broke off and divided a
glance between Johnson and me.

[t was easy enough to complete his inter-
rupted sentence. If the time had expired,
say to-day, and the writer of the note had
reallv meant his threat.

~ All very fine,” Johnson growled, “ but
—yvou didn’t notice either Bancroft or the
oirt pulling anything about anybodv else
bein in that room, did you? Thev wouldn’t
have overleoked a bet like that.”

* Just the same,” 1 pointed out, ‘ this
proves Chadbourne had an enemy, I think.
[t might not be a bad notion to look over
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the fniles of the dailies for the past ten days
and see what we can find. Chadbourne
may have answered the note. 1If he did,
that would about Lam., the value out of ﬂu,
thing at the start.”

“T’ll have that run
Johnson declareu “An’ if he didn
1t, 1t may mean somethin’ and it may not.
Rich folks like him are alwavs gettin’ that
sort of stuff from mutts what think they
can make an easy touch.”

There was some truth In his statement,
of course, and I did not argue the point.
‘““ But your man found no trace of the will
or the money?"” 1 asked instead.

“ No, he didn’t,” Johnson snapped, ** and
he just about tom-.. the place to pieces, t00.”

“ And there you are,” said Bryce, ** the
beautiful thing about this whole works 1s
that it couldn’t have happened, but did.
Chadbourne shoots himseli without reason,
six thousand 1in biils disappear; a will
vanishes from sight, vou folks take tie
piace to pieces, and shove the {urniture
around

“ Oh, can the caatter, Jim,” Johnson cut
him short. ‘ The coroner went over the
place before we began, of courge.”

“ Where's the 1‘”th'3” [ cut mn.

“ At the
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“TIt’'s down at the Stevenson people's
place,” Johnson replied. 1 understand

ty o a bost wmorion
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nake sure just how he

iJoc dharp 15 ;-';‘o?r.f"'
rhis afternoon to
died.”

He mentioned one of the city
and a rather routine periormance, in Cases
such as this, where nothing is really left 1o
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chance. until all other ciues are :1 ted
Yet it struck me as almost needless ]“.fs**e*
['verything pointed to the cause of the

millionaire’s death from a bullet. There

seemed no cood reason for any such thing
as doubt.

Consequently T rather stared as I made
my next remark: ° VWhat for?”

And Johnsen grinned. * Well,
we're sort cof curious to know just
Chadbourne died.”

There was a twinkle in his eves which
put me on my guard. All at once it came
to me that the city man was withholding
something from my knowledge, and some-

(;lace,
how

out vet to-mght,”
't answer
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v oimportant to
.:ihuu roe's body too.
71 countered quickly.

Johnson, is ‘Ll’me any question about

thing sufficient
autopsy on f”,h

" How he die
“ Say,
that?”

& That s the question,” he repiied.

" And that’s the way you propose to work
tegether, 1s 1t?7 1 re;omed “ NOwW, come
across, or we split right here. What is there
funny about this thing which you're hold-
ing out? Come on. fehnson—come clear.”

He sobered. “ All right,” he agreed
© MNow, see here. It a man jumped and shot
himself like that eirl says—with his own
gunﬁ—xﬁ;hat would happen to his coat?”

*“ There would be a hole in it, of course,’

I said quickly, “ and if the gun were held
close enough the cloth would most likely be
scorched.”

Johnson nodded.
oun would
enouign for a
shoot himselt
Glace?”

‘a XTES?JF
vould.”

Crice more Johnsen grinned.  © Well—as
1t happens, Chadbourne’s coat had a hole
in it. all mnl‘i but -—it wasn't scorched.
There wasn't even a smeli of powder about
It, Or & grain *31' powaer 10 its mesh.”

I looked ai Bryce. Hi: » was a mask
Oi surprise.  fThen i
And whille | looked. I saw not
but the entire horribie bearn
sait, i true. Chadbourne had been shot
from a distance—and the gun had been
placed beneatn him, after he was dead.
Then-—then-——

ustily an

L

“Correct.  And the
almost have to be held close
man to turn his wrist and
in the heart, wouldn’t it,
= | think it

[ assented. ould

onlv the man
1o of what he

Johnson was speaking agan: “ So 1
cuess mayvbe veu hovs can see whyv I'm <o
damned sure Chadbotirne was bumped off

P

bv some other hand than his cwn, and am
keepin’ my grin en the only two who by

their own confession was with him at the
time. "
“Plut he was =hot, wasn't he?’”’ stam-

mered Jim.  Yeu know it, and vou know
somebody  else did it Then what's the
cood of this here “ post 27

“ Simply  this,” Johnson eaid.  * Doc
Sharp has some sort of wise dope on th’
effect of bullet’s strikin’ force. What he’s
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after is to find the sort of slug hit the old
man, and from that he’ll figure out just
about how far off the one who fired 1t stood
at the time. and we'll know whether this
airl is lyin’ about somebodyv else bein’ In
that room or not."

I saw it all plainly enough and [ couldn’t
blame Johnson really for the stand he was
taking in the matter. Surely, if he were
richt and there was no reason to doubt that
he was, then there must be some flaw In
the statements of both Bancroft and the
oirl. And more than that the weapon with
which Chadbourne was alleged to have shot
nimself must have been placed beneath his
dead body after it had fallen. And it no
one had been in the house with Chadbourne
save those two and the old servitor, Sim-
mons, then what could the city detective do
save set a guard over the girl and take
Bancroft to jail? It was the reasonable
course. It was the only course—the one
which in his place T must have taken my-
self.

And vet I couldn’t believe it. Bancroft
hadn’t acted to me like a man with a burden
of cuilt, and I couldn’t bring myself to view
the girl whom I had just left in the room
swwvhere Chadbourne had died, as one who
nad killed in cold blood. She had stood
beside me. 1 had looked down into her
widened eves. They had been dark with
trouble, pleading, but surely not clouded
with fear, or any sense of guilt. They had
met my own regard fully. They had not
narrowed nor sought to veil themselves in
the least. Then what, 1 asked mysell, had
happened in that room down the hall~

Johnson noted my pause. * Glves you
something to chew on, eh?” he remarked.
“ Glace, I've a notion this is one time you
wise little guys are in bad.”

His words were like a spark in powder to
Jim. He liked Johnson as I knew, vet
always, when they had worked together.
they had differed on many points. * Oh,
I don’t know.” he =aid now in a growl.
“ We've chewed a hole in more'n one theory
you've advanced in the past. I'm willin’
to admit it looks a cinch for you right now
all right, but wait till the smoke clears oil.
Things ain’t always the wayv they seem.’

His words steadied me some way and
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brought me back from the field of con-
jecture into which 1 had strayed. Suddenly,
as plainly as though spoken, 1 seemed to
hear again the words 1 had heard over the
wire in the *“ dog house 7 at the station:
“ And then my friend, come to me.”

And suddenly I sensed that Semi-Dual
was calling me to him, in that strange tele-
pathic way he used at times when he de-
sired mv presence and knew not where
I was. And if Dual was calling it was
because he was ready to enter the tangled
scheme of things surrounding the end of
Chadbourne’s life. 1 looked at Johnson.
" You staying here or going back?” I asked.

~ On, I'll stick around for a while yet,
I quess,” he told me and smiled. “I'm
ooin to cnin that girl a bit about this note
we found.”

“ All right,” T agreed and turned to
Bryce. “ Come Jim, let’s get along.”

He followed me out and down to the
street. On the corner below the house we
caught a car. Jim sighed as we took a
seat. ** Son,  he began, ** not countin’ my
defi to Johnson as anything but sound, I
ain't so sure but we ’re in bad on this job,
myvself,”

“ You think the girl killed him?” T said.

“ No, I don't,” he declared.

* Then you think that Bancroft fired the
shot?”

He shook his head. * I don’t know what
i think,” he replied. “But if Chadbourne’s
coat wasn't even powder-marked, he never
Killed himseli.”

“Well,” I said, *‘ since neither one of us
knows what to think, the best thing is to
go to some one who may put us right, I
guess. He told me to come up when we
had been to the house.”

Jim nodded. ‘T reckon,” he agreed and
said no more on the way down town.

As for myself, impatience urged me more
and more. With Jim I entered the Urania’s
doors and caught a car through to the
twentieth floor. At the top I still led the
wayv up the staircase to the roof and into
the garden warm under the westering sun.

And then as always when 1 went there, -
the place took hold upon me. It was quiet,
beautiful, calm, with its growing things, the
scent of which struck like some subtle in-
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cense to my senses and seemed to soothe
the harassment of my mind. Beyond me
the tower cshone white in the afternoon
light. The music of a tiny fountain struck
my eai. A dove cooed somewhere in the
vines which covered the parapet wall. A
tiny sun-dial stood beside the central path
to the tower door. Its circle was carved in

Arabic symbols, whose meaning I had been
told:

I'ternal justice—eternal right
Lie in the hand eof God—irom Whom comes

Light—it lay all ahcut me, pure, soitly
golden, as I paused and drank in the scene.
Would the one who dwelt here, who had
made this strange place for his abode, be
able to let in a mental light on the dark
snarl of human traredy with which Brvce
and I and a girl and a man steod con-

fronted?

And suddenly I smiled. Why not? 1
had sesn hirn do it ]E‘fOl‘ Why should

e
I doubt him now? And vet each time 1
viewed the man’s calm use of the nigher
forces of licht with a wonder which never
died. 1T had wondered the first time I had
seen it. 1 had wondered ever since. Only
now with my wonder was blended raith.
Then why was 1 waiting hore beside the
dial outside his door?
I turned and with Jim stil at my heels.
~went toward the tower and Semi-Dual.

CHAPTER 1IV.

THE SUN, THE MOON AND TIIE STARS.

E sat in that inner rocom of his 1 have
so often dGescribed, heside his great

dﬁﬂk with the golden light of after-
noon pouring in through a window and

th 101‘»?1110 1* qwet f“* 1S 1mto ::,11-“11 ng re.
lief. They were strong, tnose teatures.

They gave one a sense of latent power, of
forces held in conserved control, ready for
instant and purposecful use.

And the light, too, fell on his robes ot
purple and white which he wore by custem
when at home, flashing the purple in vivid
refraction, touching the white to an almost
amber glow.
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Before him on the desk was a veritable
litter of paper; sheets and sheets, covered
with circles, with symbols, with numbers—
the things I knew he used iIn probing the
mysterics of life—astrological calculations
—the media through which he asked his
questions of the cosmic forces, and through
which they replied. 0Odd? Yes, odd of

course, to see a man seat himself and seek

#%#to learn the truth of death, of murder, of

violence and crime by figures set down on
sheets of virein white. But T had seen him
do it hefore, and find the answer which he
sought. And my heart leaped as he hifted
his deep gray eyes and met my inquiring
glance.

And then he spoke: * My iriends, you
have given into my hands one of the most
complete and finished problems that has
ever come to me. In this case of a mil-
lonatr the horary figure alone ap-
pﬁam to contain all essential elements both
of cavse and effect, to prédicate the death
beyond any question, ana to predicate as
well—the end.”

A funny little thrill ran through me at
the words. Assuranc2 had rung iIn my
strangs friend’s tones.  Assurance of wnat?
vac sald the end. Could he mean—
‘bly mean that alreacdy, while
ere raerely coniused by con-

wrance, h
actuval end of the atfair?
And yet ne had
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The thing passéd belief.

sairi ©* the end.”

Brce tock the words off Dual's lips as
Semi Iadaeu. ~'Th’ end?” he mouthed.
“ You mean th’ reai end Mr., Dual? You
mean you got that {ar along already? That
vou know how the ;1"*111” will turn out?
Well-—1've knowed vou for a long time,

but T never knew veu to pull it as strong
as that.” He drew out a crumpled kerchief,
cank into a chair. and began to mop his
face.  © Why —it ain’'t much more than
started vet, an’ Cordon an’ me ain’'t found
out nuthin’ much worth while.”

Dual smiled slightly as I let myself down
in a chair at the end c¢f the desk. * That,”
he replied, ** makes small diiference to such
a figure as 1 hbave erected since my con-
versation over the wire with Gordon this
afternoon. The figure, as you surely know
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by now, Mr. Bryce, may run far ahead of
the actual events in those other events it
foreshadows. It is but a reasoning from
known or given cause to preknown and cer-
tain effect. 1It is but, after all, a mathe-
matical calculation, the answer to which, if
correctly attained, must, past all doubt, be
right.”’ G |

Bryce sighed. As always, Dual’s calm
announcements had shaken his nerves. * 1
ain’t no mathematician,” he said as Semi
paused. “ But—TI've seen you do it before
—so0 all right. What have you found out?”
- Semi shook his head. * Suppose we first
let Gordon tell me what you have already
learned.”

I knew well enough what he wanted.
Time and again before I had sat where 1
sat now and talked to the keen intelligence
of this man, which seized upon each fact
I named and 'seemed to mentally set it
aside, classify it and put it away for future
reference.

I began my tale. Dual lay back in his
chair and closed his eyes. Thereby it
seemed that he shut out all external dis-
traction, and focused upon the one sense of
hearing the entire perceptive powers of his
brain. He did not move nor speak to in-
terrupt. He lay relaxed and listened. At
such times 1t had always seemed to me that
the physical being of the man went into
complete abeyance; that for the space
through which I,spoke, he became in all,
save his vital functions, no more than a
centered mind.

Concentration—the ability to shut out all
—everything else and give full attention to
one separate thought or thing. No mag I
have ever known possessed the power to
the same degree as Dual.

And knowing that I spoke to his wait-
ing brain, I told it all, the whole course of
the day, our talk with Bancroft, our visit
to the Chadbourne hcuse, our conversation
with Johnson, the finding of the threaten-
ing note, the fact of the coming post
mortem and the object at which it was
aimed.

At the end he sat up and opened his
eyes, and once more he smiled. ‘ Appear-
ance — appearance,”’ he said. “ We are
prone, we mortals, to go so much by that.

2 A-S
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Thrust a straight stick into a pool of water
and the stick seems bent. That is the
refraction of light, as any schoolboy knows
to-day. But—{facts may be refracted even
as light by the media through, which they
are seen and be bent from their true course,
and so be taken amiss, and be thought other
than they are. And yet facts and light are
both needful things in this life we lead, and
like the schoolboy, we must learn to under-
stand the reason back of any distortion of
either which may occur.”

Jim sat up. “I rgéckon you mean this
here don’t look like it is,” he broke out.
“Well, T told \]ohnson something like that
to-day myself.’

““ Johnson,” said Semi-Dual, “ is viewing
facts through the media of his understand-
ing and experience, Mr. Bryce. Yet in the
situation as narrated by Glace, one may find
both facts and light.”

I' caught up his final words. “ You mean
then that our work has been of value—that
it fits in with your own calculations?”-

“Yes.” Dual turned and lifted a sheet
of paper from the desk. I saw that it bore
a circle, cut into segments by intersecting
lines, and marked here and there by various
symbols of astrological meaning, such as I
had seen him employ before.

“ In this figure,” he began, ‘ the major
course, at least, of the whole affair concern-
ing the Chadbourne tragedy is shown. As
a matter of caution I shall go over it again

~and check it in every way I may to prevent

against errors creeping in, but at the same
time this horary figure is singularly com-
plete. In it Saturn and Mercury appear in
conjunction, both stationary at present, but
one about to become retrograde and the
other direct. TFurthermore, this conjunction
occurs in partile to the longitude of the sun.
Such a configuration, when taken in con-

-nection with the position of certain other

of the planets, would almost certainly show
that two persons were jointly concerned in
Henry Chadbourne’s death.”

“Two!” Bryce almost groaned the single -
word. His jaw sagged and his eyes widened
with the sudden conception which seemed
to have entered his brain. -

Nor could I blame him myself. Dual’s
almost didactic statement had fitted so com-
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pletely with the theory of the police that I
myself was conscious of a strange pre-
monitory thrill.

“Two,” said Semi once more. ‘‘ Saturn
is coldly planning. Mercury 1s a change-
able planet, facile, ready of wit, but lighter
than the more positive planet with which it
shows in conjunction, and hence dominated
by it during the conjunction. But as both
are stationary now, and about to become
either retrograde or direct, both are more
or less weak and therefore dominated them-
selves by the sun, in whose heart they are.
The sun, in this figure, I feel safe in as-
suming, may be used to represent the
powers of law, either the law of man or that
higher and never-changing one, not made
by human minds.”

Jim nodded. His expression was one of
hopeless dejection. ‘“ An’ Bancroft is a
lawyer,” he complained. ‘“ And you say
this Saturn is a cold an’ calculatin’ guy,
an’ Mercury 1s a changeable person, who-
ever Mercury 1s, an’ I guess that ought to
fit a woman, all right.”

Dual gave him a glance. ‘“ You make
your deductions quickly, Mr. Bryce,” he
said, and once more referred to the paper in
his hand. .

‘““ Jupiter here 1s strong and swift in
motion, in trine to the sun, hence in trine
to Saturn and Mercury as well, and at the
same time afflicted by their.zodiacal parallel.
Venus next appears in conjunction with
Jupiter, and hence holds the same position
in regard to the sun and the other two
planets already mentioned, but with her in-
fluence partaking of the nature of the
stronger planet with which she is placed,
since Venus too is a mutable planet, taking
on the dominant force of the planet with
which she 1s conjoined.”

““Venus,” said Bryce, and grinned. I
guess you was right a minute ago when you
sald I made my deductions fast. Maybe I
made ’em too fast, eh? Venus is a woman.
I know that much. And there’s only one
skirt in this affair.”

Semi-Dual smiled as he replied. “ Venus
is feminine in nature, Mr. Bryce, but I can
hardly agree with your final statement that
only one woman is concerned in this case.”

““What — er — that is you mean there’s
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another mixed up in the thing?” Bryce
stared.

“1 feel assured of that,” Dual replled
“ Mars in this figure of mine is posited in
a feminine sign. That would predicate a
second female agent in the matter. I will
even go as far as to give you her personal
appearance, if you like. She will be dark-
haired, a brunette, with a small nose, possi-
bly pointed, and of a mercenary turn of
mind. And as Mars is in square to Uranus,
in square to Saturn, in square to Mercury,
and 1n square to the sun, signifying, among
other things, cold-blooded calculation and
love for money, keen wit used in a wrong-
ful cause or causes, and friction with the
duly constituted authorities of the law, we
may consider that she must enter into this,
and that since Mars is not a weak planet in
the figure, her connection will be not direct
as an agent of Chadbourne’s actual death,
but rather that she will prove to be an ac-
cessory either before or after the fact,
preferably the last.”

““Hold on, I don’t get that at all!” Jim
exclaimed. 1 You mean some such dame is
mixed up in this, of course, but what do you
mean by an accessory after the fact?
Where does that come in?”

*“ An accessory after the fact comes in
after the primary factor, Mr. Bryce,” said
Dual.

*“ After Chadbourne was dead,
sald Jim.

“Yes, Mr. Bryce — after Chadbourne’s
death.”

* And "—Jim leaned forward as he spoke
—'* 18 there anything in that figure of yours
showin’ as Chadbourne himself?”’

““ Naturally.” Semi smiled. * Uranus
stands, I think, for the dead millionaire.
It 1s an eccentric planet, ruler of sudden
and 1nexplicable deaths. In this chart of
mine 1t is retrograde and in square to Mars,
and eclipsed by the moon, at the time when
Chadbourne died. Hence I feel sure we
may assume that it stands for the man him-
self, and that its position and the manner
in which it is aspected indicates death by a
martial tool—a revolver in this case, as we
know.

“ Now, 1n addition to all else on which
I have touched, we have to consider the

then?”’
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moon, and the aspects which it will form
from the moment of Chadbourne’s death
until the culmination of the whole affair.
The moon eclipsed Uranus at the instant
Chadbourne died. It blotted Chadbourne
out. From that position it will pass to a
square with Mars, to an opposition with
Saturn, to an opposition with Mercury, of
course, to an opposition with the sun, and
from there to a sextile with Jupiter and
Venus, where the case will come to an end.”

“You mean it will end when the moon
has gone from one to another of those posi-
tions and brings up at the last place you've
named?” Jim nquired.

.k YGS.”

“And you dope out all this you say just
from the way these Jlanets are placed one
- to another—th’ way one of them affects
another, an’ because this Uranus is blotted
out, you figure him as Chadbourne, an’ you
pick out who did him up, by the way they’re
hooked up with the planet you take for
him?”

‘“ Exactly.” Dual inclined his head.
‘“ Some positions are good and others are
bad, and some may be one or the other, de-
pending upon the nature of the planets
which go to make up the figure, my friend.
Even certain planets may be good or bad,
according to their position at the time. The
moon and Mercury are mutable, partaking
of the nature of the other planets when
ruled by them; and the same is true of
Venus, if certain conditions arise. And the
sun, if strong, becomes a relentless task-

master—overriding all.” His voice rose
slightly at the last and rang with a strange,
unwonted timbre. ‘‘ In this case he proves

so, indeed, and through him justice is done.”

“ Through the law?”

‘“ Aye,” said Dual, “ through the law-—
the law of eternal justice. I'or he stands
in a good position to the symbols of good,
and in evil aspect to the things which are
evil in this. So shall the end be brought
about in God’s good time, since He it was
who set His fiery symbols in the sky!”

‘““ Gosh, I hope so!”’ Bryce averred. * It
sounds all right when you say 1it. But—
what do I and Goerdon do?”

Semi-Dual turned his eyes to me. They
were deep, alive with a singular living light.
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Yet his words came softly in reply: * Wait
—walilt on the lady moon, my friends, while
she slips from spot to spot on the checker-
board of days and nights.”

“Wait?” I said. ‘ Semi—you mean ex-
actly that?”

“ Wait and learn what you may to sup-
port the message of the stars and that end-
ing they foretell when the proper time is
come. For, my friends, as the tides are
swayed by the moon, so are men and wo-
men swept 1rresistibly toward good or evil
Dy the stars which dominate their lives.”

Then indeed 1 felt sure. Semi knew.
Despite anything which might transpire in
the days and nights to come before the
thing was ended, he was assured of the end.
But he knew mankind would not believe—
that even for Bryce, who had seen him do
this same thing before, it was at times hard
to accept his statements in simple faith.
Hence to™Bryce and me would fall the task
of producing those material facts which

alone mankind would accept. ‘ Have you
any special course to suggest?” I inquired.
“No,” Dual said. “In this you must

use your own Instinctive leadings for the

present, at least, being assured that the

influences are such that barring the con-
scious outside interference of some one able
to read the preordained termination, each
actor 1 this drama of life will move as the
stars direct. Should there arise a need, I
shall not hesitate to suggest or direct, and
so throw such conscious interference into
the scales of fate on the side of justice.”
Bryce drew a long breath as Semi paused
and once more plunged into the blind wall
before our eyes, which was no wall to Semi-
Dual. * But—see here. I'm willin’ to do
what you say. I know what you can do.
I ain’t doubtin’, you understand; and all
vou've said fits in pretty well with what we
know, as far as it goes. The description
fits the Norgall girl pretty close, an’ that
mercenary business, th’ love of money, hits
on her havin’ been adopted an’ made Chad-
bourne’s heir, an’ th’ accessory after the
fact—might mean she was simply tryin’ to
cover up wnat Bancroft did, since you say
there was two of them in it, an’ th’ one
Mercury stands for didn’t have as strong a
part as was played by this Saturn guy.

- i i E——_
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“ Of course that may not be right, either.
You said Venus was in it, too, an’ that she
might be evil, provided conditions was
right. But; accordin’ to that, both dames
mixed up in the deal are crooked, an’ I can’t
make out which is which. Now, if you
know, why don’t you put me an’ Gordon
wise, sO we can get a better notion of what
we're doin’ before we start out?”

That was one of the longest speeches 1
had ever heard Jim give voice to in my
life. T judged from that the depths of his
disturbed emotions, and I know that Semi
did too, since he at once replied:

“Your question 1s natural enough, 1
must admit. I hope that my answer will
seem reasonable to you. Some moments
ago I declared that unless disturbed by out-
side and intelligent interference the course
of this case would move step by step to a
predetermined end. Intelligent interference
would, of necessity, be based on definite
knowledge of what that end might be.

“For fate i1s fate, insomuch only as
ignorance preva.ls. To him who knows the
things to come, to him who knowingly faces
his fate as portended, yet resists, there is no
longer fate. A man may ‘ grapple with his
evil star,” as Browning says, and cast its
threat aside, provided that he knows the
power enwrapped in every soul to such an
end.

“ And since this fact is true, I deem it
best, although I know the end the stars fore-
tell, to hold my tongue. That conscious In-
terference 1 have named must come not
from the side ¢f evil, but, if at all, from
those who stand for right. And that which
has been given to me—that {foreknowledge
granted me in this; not for myself, but for
others; to safeguard them—I shall keep for
the present to myself, unless some need for
its use shall arise. My firiend, do vou
understand?”’

Jim nodded. ‘I reckon,” he said. * May-
be I might get too cock-sure, if 1 knew, and
spill something to Johnson or somebody
“else. An’ a leak would be enough to tip
over the beans. So it’s just * watchful wait-
in’’ for Gordon an’ me right now?”

“Workful waiting, I think,” said Dual
with a smile.

‘“ Anyway, tell me this, if you can,” Jim
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went on.  Was there anything in that
figure of yours that hinted at that will
dropping out of sight?”

1 was positive something of such a
nature would arise,” Semi said. “ 1 was
not sure what until Gordon gave his report.
But—the cusp of the house of money—
the second house—is afflicted by Mercury
first and by Saturn next, and the cusp of
the house which governs such things as
secret documents and wills 1s ruled by Nep-
tune, a secretive planet—a portent of hid-
ings, of hidden things in secret places.
Hence Gordon’s statement did not take me
by surprise.”

“No,” said Jim. *“I reckon not. I
reckon 1t would take a mighty sudden jolt
to give you a surprise. But I can see your
way of dopin’ it out-.a little bit, at least.
Mercury afiects the house of money first,
an —well we know about how correct that
18, I guess. She was to get all Chadbourne
had. Then Saturn gets in his work—an’ th’
will fails to show up. Them two hid it, I
cguess. That’s what Johnson thinks too.
Well, I guess all we can do is get busy and
sort of help the moon deliver her punch!”

* Ikxactly,” Dual agreed. * Work, and
work with a full assurance that in the ful-
ness of time the guilty will meet their just
deserts from the law—not perhaps the law
of man, Mr. Bryce, but above that—the
law of God! They will reach it through
the relentless power of the sun and their
mutual connection with this crime. They
will reach it ¢/iroig/r each other, 1 think.”

“ Through each other?” 1 broke in.

Dual inclined his head. ¢ Planets so
posited to each other and within the /Zeart
of the sumn, must destroy each other, my
friend.”

* Must? | queried again with a strange
and sudden fulness in my throat.

“ Must!’ Dual laid his paper on the
desk. To me, who knew him so well, the
action was as final as the word.

“Sure!” Jim nodded his head. ‘ After
about so long somebody is going to blow
up an’ crab the other’s game. DBut, see
here, Mr. Dual, what about that note John-
son’s man found this afternoon?”

“ That is something I think will bear in-
vestigation,” Semi declared. * The result
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and thrust her into a life-boat just as it
slipped from the davits.

The knowledge that Jones, who was
ruinously high in his fees, would charge him
nothing, coupled with his aversion to meet-
ing women, alone had prevented Holt irom
yeeking his advice. e recalled his errand,
aind spoke.

“ T came to book you for a ride In Sea-
man’s quadriplane,” he explained. * You
remember him—a soph in our time, shark
on mathematics. e has perfected a sort
of superseaplane. Great chance for us!”

Jones shook his hcad smilingly.

“No use, old-timer! You know me. A
rathskeller, with a smali and select party
—no women—and I'll put this cereprum
on ice and go. I respect aviation in all its
forms, but don’t care a hoot about seeing or
doing it.”

Holt grunted.

“ What you doing with that odious mess,
anyhow?’’ He pointed at the specimen on
the table.

“ That? Oh, 1 forgot to mtroduce you.
Pardon the oversight. Meet the late Lucius
Treat, who suffered from locomotor ataxia,
paresis, paranoia, and a few other minor
afflictions, and died leaving four promising
young cretins to vote for president by and
by! I'm putting a section of his brain n
my projector, to see if I can identity any
cellular lesions.”

“ You're higher up in the clouds than
Seaman will ever get! Why don’t you do
something practical?  Who cares a hang
whether Treat has any lesions cor mnot?
Whatever he had, vou couldn’t cure him
of, and he’s dead. Why don’t you accom-
plish something we can make use oi?”

“ As what, for instance?”’

“ Well — er — you spend all your time
monkeying with the human intellect and its
repulsive envelope; why not teach us how
to be prophets?”

“ Oh, I don’t know! Just what is a
prophet, anyhow? Whatever he is, he isn't
a long-whiskered seer peering inte the vapor
of some witches’ caldron. Did you ever
stop to censider that in every great war of
the past two thousand years, some one has
pointed out that the prophet Daniel foretold
it in the Old Te.tament? It is so to-day.
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Also, that in each event of world-wide
import, there have been uttered predictions
covering every possible outcome?  And that
some one of these must, of course, guess
richt? ‘Thercupon we get that 1 told you
so ’ stuff. It now appears that this present
debacle was foretold over and over again.”

‘““ There’s something in that, of course;
but you're talking of false prophets. I'm
speaking of the genuine article, if he exists.”

“Very good! When ycu read a properly
constructed mystery story, you find in the
last chapter a climax the necessary elements
of whose solution were all present in the
preceding pages, if you had possessed the
type of mind capable of reading them
aright. Most editors and many observant
readers do forecast the conclusion. Well,
life 1s a mystery plot. All the clues are
present—nothing is wanted but a mind
capable of winnowing the chaff out and
matching up the essential fragments. In
other words, a prophet needs but two
things: sufficient data, and the logical
a priort and a posterior: intellect to utilize
1t

“ Ve-ry simple, learned healer! Proving
either that no such mind exists in mortal
born of woman, or that the data is lacking.”

“ Proving nothing of the sort, my egg-
headed legal friend. Such minds exist, and
the data is all garnered. All that 1s needed
is to make 1t available.”

““ Then why—"

Dr. Jones silenced Holt with a bony fore-
finger, stained with something unpleasant,
and reeking of germicide.

““ Holt, I could manufacture a prophet as.
easily as I can make a new nose by the
oentle rhinoplastic art. But who wants
to be a prophet?”

“1, for one! Kver since I was a kid I've
dreamed of clairvoyance, fortune-telling, the
gift of prophecy.”

“You've dreamed of bunk. 1 should
create, not a supernatural attribute, but a
perfectly normal and material function. I
should simply make available to your excel-
ient brain the store of facts 1t already
possesses, but cannot get at.” |

“ Talk down to me, doc! If I've got the
dope, lead me to it! How do I get to bring
my powerful intellect to bear on it all?”
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Jones seated himself opposite his visitor,
brushing aside a clutter of empty vials,
stubs of pencil, fragmentary notes on old
envelope backs, a piece of skull with a silver
plate set in it, and other odds and ends, to
make room for his elbows.

““Do you know that men are quite likely
to die of the disease they repeatedly dream
they’ve contracted?” he asked.

“ Nope! Never followed the dream-book
and Mother Shipton.”

“Well, it 1s a fact! To such an extent
that we of to-day make these recurrent
dreams a part of our diagnosis. Reason
why: there are a lot of little telltale symp-
toms too obscure to impress the conscious-
ness, perhaps even to be noted by the
family physician; but the subconsciousness
takes note of them all, as of everything else,
and in your sleep, they are cast up on the
cerebral shore. We have hundreds of such
dreams, few of which we recall. Only the
vivid ones are remembered. Every per-
sistent dream is worthy of our attention,
Freud assures us, and his dictum is generally
accepted by the profession.”

“ But this is a long, long way from the
gift of prophecy!”

“No, 1t 1sn’t! Consider that your sub-
liminal mind is a vast storehouse, where
every impression, however trivial, is regis-
tered and filed away. This includes the
myriad of seemingly irrelevant facts that
we are not aware of noting at all; every bit
of color, each pebble in our paths, the
faintest sound, the most elusive odor, a frag-
ment of a dozen conversations overheard
simultaneously during the intermission- at a
play, the meaningless sequence of numbers
shouted by a quarterback at a football game
you saw twenty years ago, as well as
the license-number of every automobile you
ever carelessly glanced at, the shape of the
buttons on the coat of your great-uncle,
the taste of a fruit eaten when you visited
India as a child—all this lumber besides
what you regard as important facts. You
never forget anything; you only t/ink you
do. If, now, your brain had access to this
stupendous mass of information covering
every printed word you ever read, every
spoken syllable you ever heard, why, you'd
be a sort of little god, wouldn’t you?”’

-
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“I'd be the original little tin god of
Manhattan!”

“And inasmuch as there is no such
thing as an isolated fact, each item being a
link in a chain, with its own past and
future, and its interrelation to other facts,
the logical mind could, from its accumu-
lated data, predict the future exactly as a
professional reader can forecast the end of
a novel. Thus, to make you into a very
fair prophet, I would have merely to put
you In touch with vour own private collec-
tion of facts.”

“ Simple as that, eh? Mere matter of

introduction.  Mr. Holt, meet your own
subconsciousness!  Greetings, subcon, old
top! Delichted, I'm sure!”

Jones grunted.

* I'm not irreligious, as you know; I sup-
pose I'm more or less non-religions. But
every sclentific explorer comes at times to a
sort of psychic wall he recognizes as bearing
the sign ‘no trespassing.” In his rambles
ne finds a tree of knowledge, of whose fruit
he knows he should not eat. Fact, Holt;
['ve passed up a number myself. Don’t
pretend to know why, but there are a few
things too big for finite man to attempt.
They belong to whomever you worship.
Carry too high a voltage for our brains, at
their present stage of development. Burn
out our fuses, so to speak. Get the idea?”

*Oh, yes, as a theory. But 1'd sure
admire to meet up with that subconscious-
ness of mine!”

“ That’s managed easily enough. It's a
shy bird—comes out at night in your sleep,
or in delirium, or the hypnotic state. But
1t’s playing with dynamite!”

" You mean to tell me it is positively
dangerous to be hypnotized?”

“Not in the least! It does not even place
one m the power of the hypnotizer, as
popular superstition has it. Of course, if
one repeatedly submits to suggestion from
another he does come in time to yield more
readily; but 1 could not hypnotize you
against your will, even if 1 had several times
doneé so at your request. It’s not the danger
of that, but of the possible ascendancy of
that subconsciousness, a sort of sleeping
giant, an animal without soul or sentiment,
which 1s normally subord.nate to the mind,
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but abnormally its tyvrant. as in the well
authenticated instances of multiple per-
sonality. Good servant., poor master, vou
know.”

“Well, I have a pretty good will, a
copper-riveted digestion, and no nerves
worth mentioning. 1 don’t believe what
you say, anyhow; but I'm game enough to
take a chance! 1If you can open up that
mental library of mine so 1 can prowl about
in it and look into a few volumes, just
enough, you understand, to do a few cute
little parlor tricks of prophesying—"

For a long time Dr. Jones stared in si-
lence at the faintly cynical face of Holt:
so long, in fact, that the latter stirred
uneaslly, half suspecting that the physician
was trymng to hypnotize him. At length
Jones shook himself and spoke.

“ By George, you've no sort of business

to tempt me like this! If yvou knew how

many times ['ve wanted to try something

of the sort, and was too decent to do it—
afraid to, if you want to know. If your

family history were not so sound, if 1 didn’t

know what a bone-headed sturdy, common
sense old chap vou are, I'd throw you

through my window, sash and all, at the

risk of ruining my crocuses planted just
below. As it is—no, I'm damned if I do!”

“ Quitter!” jeered Holt. * I've called
your bluff!”

Jones laughed nervously. His voice actu-
ally trembled as he replied: *“ You win!
I'll do it, and we’ll see what happens!'”

He rose and crossed the room to a rickety

cupboard, m which he fumbled until he

found what he was after: a little upright
rod with a sort of a two-bladed propeller
balanced on the top, made of highly polished
mirrors. This he set down upon the table.
once more darkened the room and then, bv
means of a paper funnel, focused the light
of a single incandescent upon the mirrors.

* Hypnotism. as you probably know, is
produced most readily by eye-strain. I
you fix your gaze upon this bright object.
and relax physically and mentally, vou will
yield as soon as vour retina is faticued. 1
can produce auto-hvpnosis at any time.
Often do it when I'm alone here and haven't
time for a real sleep. Don't think of any-
thing in particular. or worse vet, make a

conscious eftort #o! to think. If I don’t
make tne experiment now, I'll repent, and
vou ll lose vour chance to be the only real
prophet In captivity. Now look steadily!”

He turned a switch in the standard of
the rod, and the little mirrors began to
revolve swiitly and noiselessly.

“ Didn’t work, hey?” laughed Holt as
Dr. jones opened the wooden shutters a
second time to the light of day.

* 1 didn’t notice any hitch,” said Jones
coolly.  You were ‘out’ about three
minutes.”’

“Huh! Well, I don’t feel like a prophet,”
complained Holt, rubbing his eyes, which
telt a little as they always did after follow-
ing a five-reel photoplay.

* Much you know how a prophet feels!
Did you expect to begin to bawl forth dire
warnings betore you leave the room?”

* Do you really believe you’ve changed a
fairly good solicitor into a bum prophet just
by making him stare at a silly toy in the
dark for a few moments?”

* I've done this, my old college chum:
I've roused your subconsciousness and sug-
gested that for one week your brain shall
have free access to its storehouse. One
week, mind you! No longer. And if you
are not glad when the seven days are past,
I'm a chiropodist! I count on your mental
fiber to stand the strain for that period.”

" You flatter me! Meanwhile, as I pro-
pose to take in that photoplay, prophet or
no, L'l toddle along. Thanking you for an
interesting half-hour, et cetera—"

" You don't happen to feel any premoni-
tions as to the weather for to-morrow, do
vou?’" asked Jones, as he opened the door
for nim. * The reports say ‘ continued fair
and warmer,” but I've a particular reason
tor wishing to know definitely!”

" Not @ premonish, doc!” Holt laughed
back over his shoulder. “ If I'm a prophet,
i'm only a stuffed one!” |

The screen-thriller put entirely out of
Holt’s mind the curious interview with his
scientitic friend. Once or twice that eve-
ning it occurred to him, but merely as a
transient thought. He even forgot to men-
tion it 1 the family circle, as he had
intended.  While preparing for bed, he had
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a moment of seriousness, recalling that to
Dr. Jones anything relative to science was
almost sacred, and that a pseudo-scientific
hoax was utterly foreign to his nature. Un-
questionably /¢ believed what he had said.

Holt switched off the ligh{s, and that
night, if he dreamed at all, he could not
recall having done so when he awakened
next morning. Nor had he thought of the
matter at all when he took his place at the
head of the breakfast-tabie.

It was out of a clear sky that the irst
demonstration of his new power came to
him. There had been the usual desultory
~morning table-talk; references to items In
the daily paper, weather banalities, grum-
blings because the toast was scorched, the
ojve and take of a meal en famille, when
in the midst of a reply to some idle query
of his wife, when his eyes were resting by
chance upon the serene face of his mother,
there unrolled before him as a scroll the
coming three years of her life.

As if he were witnessing a motion-picture,
he beheld her seized with convulsions while
she was knitting in her sunny chamber:
saw the confusion of many distracted mem-
bers of the family running to and fro, the
arrival of the doctor and the administration
of digitalis. She was tenderly put to bed,
the nurse came, there followed weeks of
anguish and a slow breaking down of her
strength and courage, until the end came.
Every step he followed, until they had laid
her away at rest.

It seemed to him that at least fQifteen
minutes must have been consumed by the
orievous portrayval; and yet presently he
heard himself mechanically finishing his
reply to his wife, beheld the very morsel
of omelet balanced upon his fork, inter-
rupted in its brief journey by his remark,
and realized by a glance at the unsuspecting
faces about the table, and at the dining-
room clock, that time had been annihilated
for him. All that he had seen had passed
in a measureless tlash.

Finishing breakfast as calmly as he could.
he hastened from the house. The sinister
feature of the strange experience he had
undergone was this: he /Zncw that 1t was
truly prophetic. He realized now that while
a false prophet might be deceived as well

"blocks.
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as deceiving, a true one could never mis-
take his message. He could not tell Aow
he knew—but it was so.

Nevertheless, he proceeded directly to the
oifice of a heart specialist well known to
him socially, and requested him to accom-
pany him back home, distant but a few
He told him merely that he had
reasen to suspect that s mother was suffer-
ing from an organic heart trouble, explained
that her health had always seemed of the
sest, and that she must not know the real
purpose of the visit. Occasionally she had
complained of flatulence; her color, too,
seemed too brilliant for one of her years.
[t was arranged that Dr. Young should be
introduced as a stomach specialist, and that
Holt had chanced to meet him on the
corner, and mvited him in. Something had
been sala apout a little medicine on one
occasion when her food distressed her.

It all passed off as naturally as Holt had
hoped it might. There was some good-
natured bantering, his mother scolded him
for fetching in a strange young man without
civing her time to put on her new silk
house-gown, the examination was made with
much thoroughness, and Holt departed with
Dr. Young, after the latter had written out
a prescription for—digitalis!

His diagnosis confirmed Holt’s vision in
every respect. His mother suffered from an
incurable form of heart disease, angira
pectorts, and was doomed to be a great
sufierer.

As he stood by the entrance to Young’s
home, i1t suddenly grew dark overhead.
Looking up, they noted that black thunder-
clouds had swept across the sun. The
morning had been superb, fair weather had
been indicated in the reports for the -day.
Yet, nmow, big drops began to dot the side-
walk, and distant thunder muttered. Holt
iound, to his surprise, that he clutched an
umbreila he had taken from his rack,
without knowing that he did so, or why he
should. He went direct to his office now,
2rriving in a smart downpour,

Durine the rest of the day, nothing out
oif the ordinary occurred. It chanced to
be a qulet week with him. He had just
won a verdict in an important case, and for
the present had nothing in hand but routine
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work; the reading of his mail, conferences
with his associates, a directors’ meeting, an
office client or so. He had plenty of time
to think; too much time, in fact. A knotty
brief would have been a godsend. That
night his sleep was uneasy, his dreams mon-
strous but disconnected. There was nothing
in them to which he could attach the re-
motest significance.

The thought of his mother preyed upon
him. In kissing her good-by as he left
the office, her womanly intuition sensed an
added solicitude which he believed he had
concealed.

““What is it, Tommy?" she asked, hold-
ing him at arm’s length and scanning him
from her faded blue eyves. **Is anvthing
wrong? You're not overworking, dear?"”

“ Iit as a fiddle, mumsey,” he replied.
forcing a laugh; and tore himself bruskly
from her.

It came to him, his next vision, as he was
boarding a trolley-car. He beheld, as
plainly as if he were holding the paper
before him, an account of the sensational
thirty-point jump of Western Copper. Hali
a column there was, all told, with references
to an inside ring which had kept the good
thing strictly to itself, and cut a mammoth
melon.

Yet, when he had finished, he was still
setting one foot on the car-platform, which
was not yet in motion. He could not esti-
mate the minute fraction of time during
which he had seen the future of Western
Copper unfolded.

Holt did not dabble in stocks at all; but
like thousands of others, he read the market
reports as a matter of habit, much as he
read the baseball columns without attending
the games. Now, without the least uncer-
tainty, he rode on past his office to a broker-
age concern he knew by reputation, and.
after telephoning his bank for his balance
figures, drew a check for practically the
entire amount of his deposit, and purchased
a thousand shares outright. Had he been
a dealer, he would have bought on margin
and pyramided. As it was, he felt contented
with a modest thirtv thousand dollars
profit.

Returning to his office afoot, he happened
to glance up the towering white facade of
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the new Obelisk Building, the latest sky-
scraper. Instantly, and in one of the
mental ilashes to which he was already be-
coming accustomed, he beheld a bulletin
announcing its destruction by fire, under
date ot the forthcoming night at twelve.

Holt did not know the owner, nor his
representatives, save by reputation. He
knew nothing of the building itself save that
it was the last word in “ slow burning ”
construction—as the insurance people say
—and that it housed enough concerns, with
their battalions of clerks, to populate a
western metropolis.  He seemed to recall
that a numoer of quasi-governmental agen-
cles made it their headquarters, and it was
possibly used by certain foreign interests,
since the recollection of bewhiskered and
crop-headed and ornately mustached gentle-
men in irock coats and toppers, hurrying
in and out of its broad portals, came to him
as he paused momentarily, following the
vision of the prophetic bulletin.

It seemed to Holt, distasteful as it was to
do so. with no evidence whatever, his
bounden duty to whisper a word of warning
in the ear of whomever had the building’s
weliare in custody. But what on earth
should be say? How introduce himself?
Uncertainly he crossed over and entered,
asking the starter for the agent’s floor, and
being ushered into a great bronze lift.

The pursy gentieman who received him at
once upon glancing at his card, looked
much like a walrus, only warmer. His triple
chins formed a series of rings above a low,
discouraged collar, and his eyes expressed
perpetual astonishment.

“ Thinking of taking over one of our new
suttes, Mr. Holt?” he barked, his bristly
mustache erecting and beating time to his
syllables.  * (lad to have your concern
with us—"

*It's not business, Mr. Fletcher,” Holt
nervously began, seating himself and speak-
Ing in a conspirator’s whisper. ““In fact,
[ hardly know how to explain my errand.”

He glanced at the bulging eyves and brist-
ling lips, and plunged desperately ahead.

" You do not know me, but vou perhaps
know of me. 1 am certainly not an alarmist.
It has come to me that—er—that is, I
chanced to everhear a word or two—I am
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afraid that the Obelisk is in danger of fire
this very nizht!”

Astonishment being Fletcher's
mien, Holt was unable to tell w
felt 1t now or nct.

“Word? What word?
hear?”

“ It was merely a fragment of talk that
came to me 1 a crowded car,” lied Holt,
unabie to bring himself to teli the truth.
“1 couldn’t even see who uttered it. e
—we were passing through a tunnel at the

normal
iether he

What did you

trme, and though 1 Mte"l{,d, nothing more

was said on the subject.”

Fletcher gazed steadily at Holt.

“Well—of course I'm obliged,” he said
at length. *° But when the Cbelisk burns
up, then cakes of ice will get—now—spon-
taneous combustion! The rate on their
building is rock bottom. Mostly reentorced
concrete and glass used In it.  No wooden
stairs or banisters or window sashes. Only
the doors, and oitice furniture, you might
say, and I leave it to you if it’s easy to
kindle a mahogany desi!”

“Don’t seem so,” admitted liolt, rising
to go. *° Just felt it myv duty to speak of
it—such a fine edifice—civic duty and ail
that sort of thing, you know!"

“ Sure! We appreciate it—but with our
force of watchmen and the materials used
and everything—don’t lose any sleep on our
account, Mr. Holt. Have a cigar?”

Holt refused, and escaped, red of iace,
with the impression that Fletcher con-
sidered him mildly insane.

Nevertheless, that night when, making
what excuses he could, he left home at
eleven-thirty and posted himself in the de-
serted cannon dominated by the Obelisk,
lovely in 1its towering whiteness as the
search-lights from the harbor picked it up,
he noted the pursy figure of Ifletcher lurk-
ing in an office entrance across the way,
and could not refrain from a grin. He was
sorry that Fletcher saw him, and evidently
Fletcher felt the same sway aDout it, as he
scuttled back into the shadows like a fat
spider.

A policeman pounded by, tryving the
doors. A newsboy scampered through,
empty handed and taliing a short cut home.
A shabby nondescript crept past, muttering
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to himself, possibly some former magnate,
Holt refiected, haunting the battle-field of
ancient triumphs. Taxicabs shot through
irom time to time, taking advantage of the
absence of traific.

Eleven Qfty-iive; and so slowly did the
ands seem to move on a big ililunmnated
cial within Holt's range oi vision that twice
he drew forth his watch to reassure himself
by the splaning second hand. Then, almost
as if the clock band had leaped over the
last three minutes, midmght boomed {forth;

and simultancously Holt was hurled against
a granitc wall by a terrific explosion. When
he recovered his wits, tlames were burf"ting
from the second and third story windows of
the Obelisk.

A long tume he watched the firemen at
work, as they magicaily appeared upon the
scene. Iinally he returned home and to
bed. '

FHe was aroused the following morn by
a message which urgently but courteously
requested his presence at police head-
quartiers,

The pop-eved and bristling I'letcher was
seated In the chief’s office when he arrived,
breakfastless, in a taxi. The chief he Lnew
<lightly.  After the customary desultory
oreetings, the police head spoke.

“ Last night, Mr. Holt, the Obelisk was
partly wrecked by a powertul explosive,
which we have reason to helieve was planted
by German spies. You may not be aware
that exceedingly valuable reports oi their
activities are kept there.  Now, Mr.
Fletcher, the agent naturally recalled at
oiice your warning of yesterday. 1 feel sure
you did not tell him all you knew. You
were not obliged to, of course. Probably
vou dreaded notoriety, or feared lest you
implicate some innocent party. I can as-
sure you that any information, however
trivial 1t may seem to you, 1s necessary to
me now. You shall be fully protected, and
no mnocent party shall suffer even em-
barrassment. I have shown you my cards.
YWill you do the same?”

- Chief, if T could T would. But 1 have
absolutely nothing, not even a suspicion, to
voice!

The chief smoked in silence for a mo-
ment, while, Iletcher wriggled in the chair



FORBIDDEN FRUIT. 205

into whicli he was so tigntly wedged tnat
Holt irrelevantly wondered how he had got
in, or could get out. A silly picture of the
puisy agent hobbling out with the chair
clamped to him caused him to laugh
nervously.

“You were in the immmediate vicinity.
Mr. Holt, when the bomb exploded,” sug-
gested the chief seriously.

A sudden resoluticn seized Hoit. He de-
termined to tell the whole truth, no matter
how ridiculous it made him appear—the
whole truth save only his séance with Dr.
Jones.

“I'm going to tell you evervthing, chief,
even though vou consider me ripe for a
padded cell,” he gasped.

“That’s right!” approved the officer,
settling back comfortably. * 1 knew you
were the sort of citizen we could rely on.
Shoot!” =

Whereupon Holt did. He explained that
he had of late been dreaming things which
later came out exactly as he had been
warned. He told about his mother, giving
the address of the attending physician. He
related his purchase of Western Copper, on
a ‘ hunch,” furnishing the name of the
broker, and adding that this was his first
transaction of the sort. Then had followed
the vision of the Obelisk fire—there had
been no inkling of an explosion—and, on
impulse, he had warned Fletcher. And that
was all.

Even as he finished, a morning paper was
thrust through the slot in the office door,
and rustled to the floor, opening face up-
ward as it fell.

The chief glanced at it. stooped over and
picked 1t up, and after a startied look
handed it to Holt. It was a marked *extra,”
detailing the phenomenal jump of Western
Copper, and the turmoil resulting there-
from.

When Holt, after leaving headquarters
and snatching a cup of coffee, had proceeded
to his own oftice, he was greeted with the
news that it, with several others, had been
- gutted by a fire the night past. He smiled
erimly, reflecting that he was a failure so
far as foreseeing that particular and rather
important event was concerned. Evidently

a propnet had his ups and downs. His
visions were not subject to call. He could
concelve that Daniel himself might foretell
the fall of an empire, the very end of the
world, and yet never dream that he should
see a live lion!

Aiready he heartily wished the week, of
which but two days had passed, were wiped
ofi the calendar. He was nervous as a
cat, slept poorly, had no appetite. He
dreaded the recurrence of his visions, and
scarcely thought of the tidy fortune he had
made overnight in Western Copper.

Above all, his mind dwelt upon his
mother. That saintly lady, whose life had
been spent in doing her simple duty, and
far more; in bringing happiness to a wider
circle year by year, taxing her strength and
her purse to ease the lot of unfortunates
she hunted up. Her creed was simple, vet
world wide, her faith absolute. Religion?
Holt clenched his hands. Why should God
allow that pure and faithful heart, that had
beat for so many all these years, to throb
out In iinal agony? Had she not at the
least earned a gentie sleep, a peaceful death
in her bed—as painless as a drunkard’s
death, in his cups? Was there a God?
He sought to put the torturing surmises out
of his mind. But he found he lacked the
power.

He tried, now, to avoid thinking of his
loved ones save in the most casual way.
He lived in torment lest, as he gazed in his
wite's eves, there should suddenly unroll
before him another of the hated scrolls
whereon he should behold, written in letters
of fire, her doom. He prayed for the blessed
boon of ignorance. Too late, he realized
the frigitful isolation of those who share
the ¢ifts of the gods, who have eaten of the
Forbidden Iruit.

Deity alone could endure such a blight-
ing burden as omniscience. And deity
possessed 1ts anodvne-—omnipoternce! It
couid change the measured and implacable
march of events, fend destiny from tender
souis, reacn dowi . protecting hand to the
hopeless and the ziffering.  Or—could it?
dSuch a record ot the predestined future,
which (od could inscribe at will, could even
He chance a single link in its chain, disturb
Its connective tissue, without shattering
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past and futurer Because, if Ie could,
then no sucn record could be written. OUne
was forced to deny either divine omnis-
cience, or omnipotence. ‘the answer of
course, was that to God there is no past
nor future. itternity was not an endless
line, but a circie. He visioned all in a flash,
even as Holtl had seen his own puny giimpse
of the yet-to-be.

As if nis giit increased with each recur-
rence, his visions muitiplied to a point
where his brain seemed to reel beneath the
awful burden. On the cars, passing along
the crowde#l streets, in his club or wherever
men congregated, a blinding series of horo-
scopes danced before his eyes. People 1n
whom he took not the slightest interest,
men and women he vainly tried to recall
ever having seen before, casual strangers,
bared their futures to him as 1t secmed.

He glanced at a loutish youth leaning
agamst an L post, a hali-consumeil cigarette
drooping from lips too indolent to hold it:
and instantly the figure straightened, the
cyes cleared, the color changed to a virile
bronze, and Holt beheld a lean, khaki-clad
man, rifle clutched in firm hand, surging
“over the top” from some far distant
trench.

Or, he nodded abstractedly to a great
financier, and at once his well-fitting clothes
took on the stripes of prison, and he was
doing a lock step for hypothecating the
iunds of a trust he had handled for vears.
In the twinkiing of an eyve people took on
wew forms, new faces, and assumed, now a
tailored prosperity, again the cerements of
death.

Nor were his business hours encroached
upon, his time stolen. The slow tragedy of
a decade defiled past him while his heart
throbbed once. He iwas reminded of the
strange experiences of drug-addicts, who
lived through unspeakable epochs of world
transformation auring the revolution ot

swiftly moving car wheel, and of the
minutely detaiied hie-nistory drowning men

were said to experience.

But in sleep, troubled as were his dreams,
he never received anyv prophctic visions
i1, he supposed, must be based upon the

mysterious stores vieided up bv his «ub-
consciousness; but ke could not con
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how, or when, the facts had touched his
senses.  Perfect strangers stood before him,
their naked histery unexpurgated to his in-
sigiit; he met oid iriends, and recetved not
a hint of their destiny.

His loneliness was absoiute. There were
none witn whom he could share his burden.
Jhe few who might believe him would be
alarmed and rf;"')elle-::l' others would con-
sider him unil

1The second real snock to his spirit oc-
curredd as he was watching his little son
romp on the lawn. He was a stardy lad of
ten, neither precocious nor wayward. - Of
a sudden, Holt beheld him lying in his
casket, smeiled the heavy odors of flowers,
saw the sun strike through the stained glass
of St."Luke’s, heard the shuifile of little feet

Arthur’s mates of the vested choir filed
past to icok upon his quiet {ace.

with a terripic effort of will he forced
the picture to pass away. He felt fatigued,
as after violent physical exertion. But at
least, he had evaded the precise date¢ of the
death. The true horror of prophecy was
now clear to him. That night as he knelit
pv his bed, he prayed for the boon of
ignorance, ior the kindly curtain which he
had presumptuously rent asunder, to fall
ocnce more before the blinding future.

J
.
|

l.ate upon a murky afternoon, Dr. Jones
packed his old clay pipe, and sank into a
broken-springed easy chair with a grunt of
satistaction. He had succeeded in fertiliz-
ing a sea urchin’s egg in a saline solution.
FHe did not in the least need a sea urchin;
tnere were mitlions of livelier, healthier ones
along the Atlantic coast. But he had wished
to demonstrate that he cou/d do it—and he
fiad.

He picked up his morning paper, as yet
unglanced at, and prepared to relax. Before
he had so much as run over the head-lines,
liis door was ilung open without the pre-
Iminary of knocking, and a disheveled,
panting ligure collapsed into a chair op-
posite, glaring at him ifrom blood-shot eyes.

~ Holt! My dear fellow! What on earth
12 the mattery et mie get yvou a drink of
something cold and-—"

Flis wisitor
cesture,

staved him with a violent
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“No! I don't want a drink of anything
cold, nor hot; nor a shot in the arm, nor
even any scothing professional twaddie!
What I want is yvour attention!”

The physician regarded him with a
puzzled yet affectionate interest, and settled
back in his chair, pufting at his pipe.

“You have it; shoot!” he said tersely.

Thereupon Holt related in detail his
amazing experiences of the past few days.
Jones made hurried notes on his cuff, and
two or three times interrupted with a
brusk question. He seemed deeply In-
terested, and with the unfolding ol tne
story his absorption grew.

When Holt paused, Le spoke excitedly.

“ This is immensely important, old man'
I can assure you that when I have been able
to check up your facts with absolute pre-
cision, the paper I'll write will make us
both fam—"

“ Fine!” interrupted Holt, gritting his
teeth. “ But how about me’? What about
my horrible situation?”

‘“ Oh—that! You are. of course, in a
highly nervous state; hysterical; jumpy: all
that sort of thing. Perfectly natural, too.
But I shall be able to point out to you that
you are not to take your subconsciousness
—or rather your conclusions from 1ts
memories—too literally. I shall explain—"

“ How will vou explain #/%is?”” whispered
Holt, leaning forward while his hands
gripped the chair arms. 1 haven't told
you my latest vision! Jones, as truly as I
sit here before you, I saw you, at precisely
six o’clock to-night hugging and—and-—
kissing my wife! Yes, damn it! And she
was returning vour endearments!”

A faint color flooded Jones’s pale face,
and astonishment gleamed 1n his eyes.

“What rot!” he finally gasped. *° Why
I never saw her! And you know about how
much of a woman’s man [ am, even if—er
—vour wife ecould be—ah—"

“ Nevertheless, true as all this s, [ am so
solemnly sure that it will come to pass ex-
actly as 1 have seen it, and as I have fore-
seen other events fulfilled. that I propose
at least to be in vour company from now
on until six. (et on vour hat and come
home with me!"”

Jones started convulsively.
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" N0!  he protested. ' Lock me up—
lock vour wife up—do anything vou like;
but don't bring us face to face in this pre-
posterous fashion!”

~ Jones "—Holt's voice was quiet yet
surcharged with omen—** you are a doctor.
You can see the condition I am in. Don’t
try to thrwart mel”

With one long glance into the other’s
eves, the physician nodded, rose and took
hat and ¢loves from a table.

* Lead on!”’ he snapped.

[t was already well past five, when the
two boarded a car at the corner; and when,
without another word having been ex-
changed, they were admitted to the house,
the hall clock showed a quarter to the
hour.

The maid who had opened the door de-
tained her master.

“That long distance call vou expected
from Chicago, had just come as you rang,
sir,”’ she said.

Holt nodded.

* All right! TI'll take it. Jones, just be
ceated a moment In there, and excuse me,
will your The library, Anna!”

As the caller entered the room indicated,
the telephone voice of his friend came
plainly to his ears. |

It was some minutes later when Holt,
having finished, hurriedly crossed the hall
to the library, glancing as he did so at the
clock. which was on the very point of strik-
ing sIXx.

Three seconds later he stood as if frozen,
in the doorway. In the very middle of the
room, Jones, the old, faithful, ascetic Jones,
held his gentle, modest wife in a tenacious
clinch. Her arms were about his rather
frowsy neck--Jones always needed a hair-
cut—and her smooth cheek endured, nay
invited, his kisses!

Somewhat to the onlooker’s astonishment,
he felt no resentment at the extraordinary
spectacie, which above all others, spells
tragedy. Pain, grief, despair, all these
oripped him to the full; but anger not at
all. For he perceived that fate held them
all and moved them about like puppets.
Jones could no more avoid what was to be,
than could he, or his spotless wife. There
were certain amenities to be gone through
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with, of course; presently he would do
someithing; shoot Jones, or divorce his wite,
or both. But not in hot biood.

The betrayer standing with bis back to
the door, Holt's wife ])"‘;.L:;‘ﬂ:: raised her-
seif atiptoe and, glancing over his shoulder

perceived her husband.

No trace of decent shame. no {ear, could
he descry in her eyes. Rather, che smiled

sweetly upon him as b (rag
ging at the porticres.

“Isn’t 1t wonderful, dear?

It sl

“But you don't seem to realize: it's
Fronk!”

“ 1 onght to know; 1 brought him her
didn’t I?"

Something in his voice arrested her atten-
tion. A little frown on her white brow, she

added—** after all these vears! 1\

C,

Ay little,

U
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Eﬂat, oapy brother, wno didn’t go down with
Maceconia aier alil”
mometiing gave out in Holt’s legs. He
staggered two and coll 1%Ld on a
divan. Had it been three steps distant, he
would have hit the floor.
(1S D ‘:ﬁ*:t spuin round like a glant top.
Y\ jumble of half m*“r:mﬂ& spewed up by
lanced before him
: similarity between
their voices, and the family nose: he was
not aware ol having ever noted these, vet
he must have done so! A trick of Ilfting
one eyebrow—a mutual hatred of the sea
—above all—
“ It's strange you dida’t bring him here
long ago!” his wife’s slightly querulous
voice broke in upon his thoughts. “ You
are so stupid!  You knew my maiden name

%

was Jones!”
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A FATAL DEFECT

BY GRACE G. BOSTWICK

LLOVE him!

He's

dear!

And he s got an adorable dimple!
And combs his hair properly

Bac!
He’s

Kward, yvou know,
tall and u-'ell-uf*t
With a manner delightiully

with a sweep.

simple,

But whenever 1 see himn,
I flee to my boudoir to w eep.

I'm crazy ahout

b

4 L

im!

Preciselv the sort I've been seeking
F'or vears upon years.

Antd his eves are the color 1 love.
But, ah! when he comes to me

smuing and eager and
a terrified bird
chambers above.

1o

T v like
To my

1oviul,

He comes at all hours.
He writes and he telephones daily

Determined to win-
that look in his loveriike eves!
lened and sor

Ah.
But <ads

At a fate thet 18 cruel—too cruel!

I cannot endure his dreadful,

unthinkable neckties!
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PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

ZRA WOOD, of Rosebloom, an elderly man, rugged but toil-marked, was robbed of eleven
hundred dollars at Grand Central Station, which he was bringing to the city to pay off a

mortgage on his home.

~ Chick, the young pickpocket who had secured the money, was so overborne by the old man’s
faith and optimism and a certain * virtue that went out from him,” he returned the money and

met his gang the same night at * The Commodore

” on the Bowery, with the astounding news he

was going to go ‘“straicht,” and the way led to the country. Solly and Phil, two of his lieutenants,
remained unconvinced, and their chief, “ Sky Blue,” the cld man with the face and manners of a_
parson and the morals of a bushman, ridiculed the very suggestion.

But after helping the girl of the gang, Myrtle, to a ticket to Denver, where she was to regain
her health and then her hold on the rail of the narrow path, Chick struck out westward, and by

slow stages came to the Delaware Water Gap country.
Here he met up with “a native ” who informed him ¢ the name of that town over there, since

you be asking me, 1s St. Clair.”

CHAPTER XII.

“ FLOWERY HARBOR.”

IGHT where St. Clair and the open
R country merged, there was a large
old frame house in a large old gar-

den. Both showed signs of decay. 'There
were gaps in the white paling fence. The
fruit and decorative trees had all grown into
black and scrawny old age. There was a
dry fountain — also white originally—
wherein a badly scarred infant throttled a
swan. As for the house, 1t could have
known neither paint nor carpentry for twen-

ty years at least.
Yet the whole place still radiated a cer-

tain mellow dignity, even a certain homely
beauty — honeysuckle running over the
fence;: a hundred wvarieties of flowering
weeds and bushes drifiting perfume and
color elsewhere; wrens, robins, and martins

contributing their note of cheerfulness and
life.

And that well-known truth that any
man’s home is in the nature of a portrait
of himself was amply exemplified in the
present instance, when Colonel Evan Wil-
liams appeared through the front door of
the mansion.

He always called it a mansion.

For the colonel-—call him that; every one
else did—Ilikewise suggested a sort of deco-
rative decay. And he was garbed in rai-
ment singularly suggestive, to any one with
a grain of imagination, of the same state of
affairs. He and his clothes were equally
well suited to each other. There was noth-
ing sordid about them—nothing that wasn’t
dignified, yet homelike and friendly.

The colone! had a red face and a white
mustache—one of those antebellum mus-
taches, very heavy, that descend far below

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for January 18.
3 A-S 209
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the chin. He had a droopy blue eye that
was at once belligerent and jovial. His
_whole face was jovial, albeit dignified—es-
pecially his nose, which was inclined to be
pendulous and was certainly more highly
colored than the rest of his countenance.
He must have been a man of splendid pres-
ence in his day. In fact, there was still am-
ple evidence of this, but now he was in-
clined to sag a little, was a trifle heavy on
his feet—just like this old house of his.

He stood there at the top of the broad
stoop like an honored heirloom from an-
other generation. He wore a black slouch
hat. He carried a gnarled, black cane.

He appeared to be waiting for something.
or to have {allen into a reverie—you
couldn’t have told which, from his droop-
ing, thoughtful immobility. Then, with a
surprising hint of alertness,. he cocked his
head and listened.

From somewhere in the back of the house
there sounded forth a girl’s clear, strong
soprano:

““He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall
never sound retreat ;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before his
judgment seat ;

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him!!
lant my feet!

Our God is marching on!”

“ Dear child! Sweet child!” the colonel
murmured. “If I could only spare you
this!

But there was an unmistakable craftiness
about his movements, and of judgment ma-
tured through bitter reflection, in what fol-
lowed. He was sentimental, but no senti-
mentality could master him.

From the tail pocket of his fraved
Prince Albert he brought a rectangle of
pasteboard. He had thought of every-
thing. It wasn’t for nothing that he had
been reckoned one of the leadinz voung
lawyers of the South. There was even a
loop of string through a hole in the paste-
board convenient for its suspension on the
old bell-pull. He hung the card in place.

He did this to the rousing chorus:

Halleluiah!”

Be jubi-

“Glorv! Glory!

Still standing there, he drew a handker-
chief, also from a tail pocket-—there were
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two of these pockets and each appeared to
be big enough to bin a sack of meal. He
wiped his eves. He blew his nose. He re-
turned the handkerchief to its place and
brought out, in turn, something that might
have been a flask.

* Medicine, sir!—by my physician’s
order!—the only prescription you could in-
duce a physician himself to take!”

He kept his back turned while he tilted
his head. He cleared his throat. He re-
turned the thing that might have been a
flask to the storage place at the rear. He
straightened up. He turned and marched
with becoming dignity down the decrepit
steps.

And all who would might read that here
in the mansion there was a

ROOM TO LET.

It was the right and beautiful thing. You
could tell it by the colonel’s walk. Digni-
fled, thoughtful, his coat-tails swinging
rhythmically, he passed on down the garden
walk to the unhinged front gate. He passed
on up the street.

It wasn't much of a street—just a sort of
country lane, formalized to some extent by
other fences farther on and occasional bits
of sidewalk. But such houses as there may
have been were mostly hidden by trees and
shrubbery.

A bluebird sang. There was a flash of
red where a cardinal passed. The whole
country roundabout, and, for that matter,
the town itself except for two or three
church steeples, was smothered in bloom of
sorts—drifts of white and pink, where the
apples or the dogwoods, the peaches or the
Judas-trees, were calling to the bees. The
bees and the birds—and that as yet invisible
oirl—furnished about all the sound there
was—a world, therefore, set to music.

In spite of all this predicated solitude, the
colonel’s sortie and his subsequent move-
ments had, none the less, been dulv neticed
—duly and severely noticed.

F'rom the hedge of Osage orange, on the

~other side of the street, a pair of eves had

studied him with all the alert intelligence
of a sguirrel’s. And these ware the eyes of
Mrs. Mecklev, who lived over there—in a

o
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little cottage as carefully concealed and, you
might say, as arboreal, as any squirrel's
house. A professional widow, Mrs. Meck-
ley—perpetually lonely, according to what
she herself always said, yet given to close
observation, and numerous calls.

“Room to let!” she cried to herself whe
she made out the colonel’s sign.
reprobate! The old miser!”

She would have departed then to spread
the tidings, only, with a twinge of exquisite
excitement, she saw that her news budget
was in a fair way of becoming duly am-

plified.

This second comment was im[fre i E:;a the
sight of a stranger—an ev afl"t n itseif suifi-
cient to enrich any dav., The stranger nad

come into the street from the direction ot
the open country. And vet there v
tain citified air about him—as there uvsually
was about strangers, after thq had been
measured and weighed by local stand-
ards.

The stranger carried a dres:-suit case,
His clothes were rather badlv worn and in
need of pressing; still there was an impres-
sion of nattiness about them - from his
velour hat, with the brim turned down on
one side, right on to his light-tan, cloth-
tepped shoes.

Mrs. Meckley saw him pause at the zag-
ging gate, saw him look after the retreating
form of the colonel as if half persuaded to
run after him, then drop his glance at a
raded little plank at the side of the gate
which proclaimed that this was

n.-'l_l.“ | .l"'“lf'_"r"'_
"-I:..-.._ c:,- L-._,.;.
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whispered Mrs. Meckley,
in her excitement: ' he's

‘““ By crickety,”
becoming profane
goin’ in!”

She wasn't mistaken.

Moreover, there was an odd suggestion
of romance not only in the stranger’s vouth
and the fashion in which he wwas dressed,
but also in the wav he appeared to be im-
pressed by all he heard and saw.

Just a vague impressien ihat canie to
Mrs. Meckley, something which hadn't es-
caped her bright and =¢ mrrp? f.l.
her whole face and even her bcdy

if
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squirrel-like—and yet something that she
cidn’t wholly comprehend.

CHAPTER XIII.

AS SEEN AND OVERHEARD,

LVAH MORLEY, singing as she
A scrubbed the kitchen, heard the door-

bell ring—which wasn’t surprising, in
view of the fact that the bell was mounted
on a spiral spring against the kitchen wall
and was designed to be heard throughout
tiie house. She stopped short in the mid-
ciie of a ** halleluigh.” She sat back on her
heels and looked at the bell with the most
periect astonishment, as at a phenomenon
that had never ncurre(] before.

but her astonishment held her for only a
second or twe.

Whiie the beill was still jangling she
scrambled to her feet, and untied the apron
that enveleped her.

~he was nineteen or so, slim, plain rather
than pretty, with straw-colored hair and not
very rich in color otherwise—still with a
measure of that beauty which always goes
with vouth and flushed excitement.

She looked down at her skimpy, blue cali-
co dress. 1t was clean at any rate. Her black
shoes and stockings were passable. They
were, for this time of day when folks were
suppesed to be working, anyway. But who
could be ringing the door-bell at this hour?

She ran over to a corner of the kitchen
where there was a towel and a small looking-
zlass and other toilet accessories. She jerked
some water into an enameled basin from a
half-filled bucket. She rinsed her hands
and smoothed her hair, all with a nervous
energy so speedy that she had completed
the operation by the time that the old bell
was just quivering back into silence.

Around in front, the stranger who had
rung the bell stocd there at the top of the
rickety stoop and patiently waited. He
knew that there was some one home. There
had been the song of the girl. He knew
that his ring had been heard. He had
ieard it himself—and the song had stopped.
And he didn’t even wonder what the girl
locked like. Neor did he greatlv care.

>0 there was a room to let in Flowery

D
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Harbor! Some name! And that oid gent
with nerve enough to take a swig on his
front door-step and still swing his coat-
tails like that would most likely be the
landlord. Say, this old man was human!

He stood there like that with the smell
of honeysuckle in his nose and the echo of
the girl’s voice still in his ears and a propi-
tious impression of the colonel on the sur-
face of his brain.

He felt the first subtle creep of a hunch
he had been waiting for.

“ [—I—Dbeg your pardon!”

He turned.

Some instinct of caution—or some other
instinct less easily defined—had sent Alvah
to scurrying around the side of the house
through the garden instead of through the
gloomy interior of the house itself. She
stood there now at the corner of the building
—there where the mossy brick path passed
under a tunnel more or less well defined ot
clematis, syringa and lilac.

“How do you do?” said the stranger.

He had set his suit-case down. He
jerked his right hand to his hat, but he
left the hat in place. This was no lady
standing over there. This was nothing but
a kid.

“How do you do?” said the kid, plainly
at a loss.

“Is your mother in?"

“ No, sir.”

“1 came to see about the room. Maybe
you can tell me about 1t.”

“What room?"

‘““ Say, do you live here?"

“ My home is in Bangor, Maine.”

“Well, do you work here, thcn? I want
to find out about this here room.”

“ There’s nobody home."

“You said it! No, honestly! Ain’t no-

body here?”

All this was just nuts and candy for old
Mrs. Meckley across the way. She could
oget most of the conversation by straining a
lot, and she was straining.

“ The girl’s a flirt,”” she passed judgment.
‘““ She ought to be switched.”

“ Only me,”” Alvah was saving.

Despite the sagacious deduction of Mrs.
Meckley from what had already transpired,
Alvah had an appearance of timidity—of
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timidity touched with doubt and not a little
fear, as if she were not quite certain but
that she was in the presence of some one
slightly deranged. She was reassured to
some extent, however, by the stranger’s next
move.

He calmly seated himself on the none-too-
solid railing of the stoop.

“ Good night!” he exclaimed, in spite of
the manifest morning. “ When are vou
expecting the old gent back?”

“ He was going to the post-office.
won't be long.”

“ Birdie’s there with the goods this time,
anyway. All right, Birdie. T’ll wait.”

Greek to Alvah; but nothing unpleasant
about it. Now that the stranger wasn't
looking at her, she could look at him. She
discovered that he wasn’t hard to look at.
His face rather fascinated her. He certainly
had wondertul eyes. His voice and his lan-
cuage were unmistakably American, but he
looked like a foreigner.

She dared advance a step.

As she did so, she saw that there was
something suspended on the bell-pull. She
advanced some more.

The next time that the stranger looked
at her he saw that she was standing as if
hypnotized, staring at the announcement
that here there was a room to let. There
was a touch of drama in her appearance
that did not escape him—the unaffected
pose of her slight frame, her hands folded
against her meager breast; and he noticed.
without exactly appraising them, the fine
line of her cheek and chin, the whiteness
and nobility of her forehead. All this, never-
theless, with a touch of condescension on his
part—as an older and wiser person annoyed
by the persistent ignorance of a dull child.

“What's the matter?”” he asked.

“ That sign—1it isn't so—some one put it
there for a joke.”

“ 1 guess vou get another think,” he said,
without discourtesy. 1 see the old gent
hangin' it up himszel! not ten minutes ago.”

“ My uncle?”

“ (Gee, it takes a lono time to get it across.
Sure! The old went that just came out of
here. \What's the matter?”

The girl had continued to stare at the
sign, with scarcely another glance for the

He
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visitor. But now she looked at him, square-
ly, the while a warmer coloring came into
her face and a shadowy brightness into her
hitherto rather cool, gray eyes.

“You are certain you saw my uncle put
that sign there?’

“Sure! That’s what I'm tellin’ you—
takes it out of his pocket and hangs it up
just before he beats it up the street. I
ain’t stringin’ you.”

‘““ But, oh, he didn’t mean it.”

She was no longer afraid of the stranger.
She ran lightly up the stoop. She took the
sien from the place where it hung, hid the
letters of 1t against her breast.

“What’s the idea?” the young man In-
quired, soitly, with a direct nvitation to
confidence. * What's wrong? Ain't he got
a right to rent a room if he wants to? 1Is
the place so overcrowded? Has everybody
got too much coin? Or don’'t he own the
house? Or what?"

The questions merely bewildered the girl.
At the same time it was evident that most
of them went home.

“You don’t understand,” she answered,
appealingly.

“You said it.”

“ My uncle’s not always himsel{.”

The confession hurt her; still, some sort
of explanation was in order.

“You mean he’s sort of hittin’ up the
booze?”

Her troubled eyes were her only answer.
It was affirmation enough.

“You don’t want to let that worry you,
Mabel—"

“ My name is Alvah—Alvah Morley.”

“ Glad to meet you, Alvah. That’s what
I'm tellin’ you. The old gent looked all
to the good to me.”

‘““ He’s the finest man in the world,” the
oir]l flamed from the midst of her trouble.
“ Only, there are times like the present
when he does things that he wouldn't do—
if—only—"

“ Look—"" the stranger began.

But there came a diversion. The girl,
with an exclamation of mingled relief and
consternation ran down the steps. She was
out of the gate. She had seen her uncle
coming back from the post-ofiice.

All this was as good as a play to Mrs,
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Meckley, over there behind her screen of
Osage orange.

CHAPTER XIV.
MR. RICHARD DAVIES.,

HE youth on the stoop had had a mo-
T ment of hesitation. He came down
the steps, however, and met the girl
and the old gentleman half-way to the gate.

“ Ah!” the old gentleman exclaimed.

“ I see the sign. I come in. 1 ring the
hell—"

~ 1 told him—"" the girl began.

“ Sir, 1 have the honor;” and the old
oentleman, removing his hat and thrusting
his stick under his arm, ofiered his hand.

There was a suggestion in the move that
“ oot to 7 the stranger, as he himself would
have said—got to him in a pleasant sort of
way. The stranger had also pulled his hat,
had taken the proffered hand, had done this
with a guick but not ungraceful bow.

“Permit me to introduce myself,” said
the elder, *“ although that may not be neces-
cary. I am rather widely known. Perhaps
vou have heard of the Williamses. We've
had a fairly active part in the history of our
country.”

* Sure!
Williamses.’

“ I am Evan Williams.”

*“ Glad to meet vou, colonel.”

“ Ah! I see that you are familiar with
my honorary title.”

“ Sure!” replied the young man, who
didn’t understand.

““And may I be so bold as to ask you
to refresh my memory. It seems to me that
we have met.”

“ 1 don’t believe so, colonel.”

“Your name is?”

There was a perceptible pause.

“ My name?”

They were still locking hands in the orig-
inal grasp. Their eyes had met. |

“ Davies,”’ the voung man answered.

* A splendid name! One that makes you
doubly welcome, sir. 1 dare say the Wil-
liamses and the Davies were fighting side by
side long centuries ago.”

“ I'll take your word for it.”

Everybody’s heard about the—

)
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“ And your Christian name, it 1 may
aq]:\j'.'?

“ Rlchard' 7

“ Richard Davies! Why, sir! s it pos-
sible? You are doubtless a descendant of
that celebrated Bishop Richard Davies—do
you recall>—whom Queen Elizabeth called
her ¢ second St. David.” ™

“You may be right, at that.”

“ For vou are Cymric. Pardon the peor-
sonality, but I could tell it by vour appear-
ance even if it were not for vour fine old
Cambrian name.”

“Do I get the room?”

“ 1 shall be delighted.
premises, Mr. Davies.”

“ Uncle!”

Colonel Williams turned to his niece with
meilow good humor.

[.et us mspect the

“ What will the neighbors sav?™ she de-
manded, confused.
"Say! A most stirring event! A Davies

become a guest in the house of a William-!
A Celtic reunion! Didn’t I tell you all the
time that it would be well with us if we ac-
cepted a lodger or two? Come in, sir!
We'll seal our acquamtanc{., as gentlemen
should!” He made a pawing movement with
his hand to assure himself that hiz flask was
in the old familiar place. * ’Tis none too
early in the morn to touch the lvre!”

There was space enough In the Williams
mansion for many guests.

Beyond the front door there was a broad
hall, high and long, up two sides of which
ran a flicht of steps to the second floor.
Four large rooms opened off the hail,

“On the left, the drawing-room,” =said
the colonel, while Alvah Morley looked on.
wide-eyed, shrinking, vet with a touch of
rebellion in her attitude. * On the right.
ne library. Back of the drawing-room, our
parlor or living-room, and oppozite that. the
dining-room. [ regret the absence of ser-
vants, and my inability to keep the place

29

up.
“It looks good to me,’

Richard Davies.

“ As spoon as I can get the e~tate setticd -
Abner. =ir. to
which T have devoted. not unwillingly. the
best vears of my life, T shall proceed to the
refurnishing of the house.”

hreathed My,

-
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> 1t looks good to me,” the one-time
Chick repeated. |

He was glad now that he had given his
one and only true name to the old gentle-
man. The hall reared its gloomy grandeur
about him. There were no carpets on the
loor. The paper on the wall was stained
Dy tﬂnﬂ nd leakage, for it was evident that
the roof of the mansion was no longer at 1its
beal. But there was a solemnity about this
acceptance of him in a home like this that
at once weichted upon him and lifted him
un.  The place not only leoked good to
him: it looked almost too good.

~ There’s only one thing, colonel,” he
hroke out softly, as soon as the girl had
dizappeared 1nto the cavernous shadows at
the rear of the hall; * vou ‘haven't said any-
thing about the price.”

~Of what, sir?’

The rocom.”

My odear sir, you are my guest as long
as vou care to remain. I am honored.”

 Ah, sav!”

Not a word, sir!”

The colonel also had noticed the retire-
ment oI hiz niece. He cast a further glance
to assure himself that thev were alone. He
brouzht his tlask from its hiding-place. He
uncorked it, elaborately wiped its gullet with
his hand. *

“As our ancestors did
Mawr!’" he invited.

“ Not for mine!

“You mean?”

“ Thankz! I'm leavin’ it alone.”

o1, 1 honor you. But, thirty years
a20, my pbhvsiclan—It was—"’

* Look out,” the vounger man whispered.
~ There’s the voung lady!”

The colonel cleared his throat and put the
hottle away.

It was to a bedroom on the second floor
that Mr. Richard Davies eventually carried
nis suit-case-—a room that was larger than
the back room:of the Commodore, near
{ 'hatham Sguare; and there were windows
n it that zave both on the old garden and
on the tar countrv bevond.

It louxs 200d to me,

L.ooked zood to him? 1t all looked =0
ood that it almost hurt. This was the
ning he had come out to find. Lonely?

under Rhodri

I'm on the wagon.”

said the lodger.

'.JJ-.

-+
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Ever since he had left New York.
But he wasn’t going to weaken. Not yet!
Mavbe, after a while he’d duck. Maybe!
Why not con himself along? Maybe, aiter
a while, he’d just naturally get sick of trying
to make a living by selling soap, or other
things, and nick some rube for his roll—
for keeps, tits time!

And then, right then, {rom the combina-
ion of all the things that were coming to
him threcugh the open window—sky and
earth, air and bird-song—something that
recalled old Ezra Wood, not as a rube, but
as a white and shining giant who had ex-
erted a strange influence over him.

It was almost as if he could hear that
oood old man speak again:

Sure!

“The Lord have pity on us alll”

“ Every davy most « hundred wvears long, each
year a happy lLifetime.”

“If he’d stayed in the country we might have
saved him.”

‘“ Ah, hell!” he said. * This is fierce! 1
wonder what Phil and Solly are pullin® to-
day? And old Sky-Blue? And Myrtler

Way back?

Say! This was 1t.
miles!

And he had become AMr. Richard Davies.
He was clad that he had laid that name
aside and kept it clean—Ilaid it aside so
many years ago that he could hardly re-
member when; but he did remember, indis-
tinctly, the dark-eyed woman who had been
his mother, and, more indistinctly yet, mist-
ily, the gray specter who had been his
father; the specter of a distinguished man
who had been Mr. Richard Davies also.
Then the night flame and smoke wherein
his parents disappeared. They must have
been living in a poor neighborhood. Old
Denny, the wood-merchant, had become his
foster-parent, and that was when he was
eight years old.

“ Mr. Davies!”

The girl was calling him.

He stepped over to the door so swiftly,
and opened it so deftly, that it frightened
her.

“ My uncle wants to know,” she recited,
“1f vou will do us the honor of taking tea
with us.”

Way back a million
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““ Sure! Much obliged.”

“It 11 be at about dark,” she said.
“ Uncle likes to eat his supper by candle-
light.”

“Tell
obliged.”

Ie stood there in his door and watched
her go away, a pale shape disappearing in
the shadows toward the back of the upper
hall. Now that he thought of it, he some-
how or other {elt sorry for this kid.

him 111 be there, and much

CHAPTER XV,

Ul THE STREET.

UT, also, he felt sorry for himself. He
B couldn’t help it. "t here was something
about this very room that recalled that
vaguely remiembered home of his childhood
when his parents were still alive—Dbare walls
with broken plaster, no carpet on the floor,
a somewhat caved-in bed in the corner of
the rcom. There was even something remi-
niscent in the flowers, the greenery, and the
bird-song.

e guessed the truth.

There was a geranium on the window-
sill of that earlier home. A neighbor had
a canary in a cage.

He pulled off his shoes. He partly un-
dressed himself. He cast a longing gaze
at the bed. It seemed to him that he hadn’t
slept since leaving the old town back there,
and he always did prefer sleeping in the
daytime. A dreaminess drew him. He
wasn’t hungry. He had eaten a hearty
meal not much more than an hour ago, at
a farmer’s house, a mile or so back along
the road, and the farmer had refused to
take a cent for his hospitality. None the
less, memory of this meal brought up a hun-
dred souvenirs of savory Chinese and Ital-
ian dishes in the city he had left. Wouldn’t
it be great, after all, to wake up and find
a dish of chop-suey at his side?

He crawled onto the bed and let himself

0.
He slept the afternoon away. And, In-
stantly, when he awoke, there flashed into
his thought a clear and concise record of
the girl of this house, and of the colonel,
her uncle, and of the house itself. The



216

record brought with it a little mental groan.
What was he that he should thus let them
think that he was their equal? That he
should take a room in this house of theirs?
Set himself up as the son, or the grandson,
or something, of a bishep?

The only answer to these questions was a
pang of homesickness so poignant that he
could have wept.

Then he listened to the silence, and the
silence weighed upon him as the earth might
weigh upon the chest of a man buried alive.
There for a minute or so the silence was

absolute. Not even a bird twittered. Not
a wheel turned. No one spoke.

“1 got to get back,” he whispered. * I'll
stick it out a day or so longer. Dut I got

to get back!”

He crept over to the window In his bare
feet and looked down into the garden. He
saw Alvah Morley down there. She was
picking flowers. He saw that she had
changed her dress. He wondered why. And
he noticed that she wasn’t such a kid as
he had believed her to be. More like a
school-teacher she was—a white cotton
dress, fresh and crinkly from the wash, her
straw-colored hair drawn back in a smooth
knot and ornamented with a blue silk rib-

bon.

What if she knew the sort of life he had
led!

He wondered where her uncle was. The
colonel might hit up the booze, but he
was none the less the gentleman. ‘° What
am I to rub elbows with him? Even 1f I
am Mr. Richard Davies!” And wasn't the
colonel a prince when it came to speaking
English? He was!

“ My uncle hasn’t come home yet,” said
the girl, as he came down-stairs alter a
while. “T suppose that we shall have to
wait for him—unless you're in a hurry.”

“ Me in a hurry? Say, what do vou do

- n
..J"

around here at night:

“ After supper we talk—sometimes—and
sometimes I try to play the organ, only it's
not in very good condition. Sometimes 1
read to uncle. Sometimes he reads to me.”

There was almost always that provisional
sometimes in all she said. As she spoke,
moreover, she turned, now with acute ex-
pectancy, again with lingering patience. to
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look in the direction whence she expected
ner uncle to appear.

“ Where’'s he goone - the
again?’”’

“ He can't have gone to the post-ofice,”
sald the girl, © for St. Clair only gets one
mail a day, and that’s the first thing in the
morning.’’

The sun had gone down. It was getting
so dark that Mrs. Meckley, from behind her
screen of Osage orange, could not make out
much any more but two dim figures, ohe
of them pale and one of them dark, seated
on the steps of the stoop across the way.

““ Scandalous, I call it,” she repeated—re-
peated 1t over and over, always as if with
the lurking hope that the phrase would
serve as an incantation to bring something
scandalous about. '

The crickets had been singing since a
long time—-a chirring pulsation of sound,
as if 1t were the sound of a mill which
itself was manufacturing the material of
the night. Now and then a frog croaked
in. And, across the deepening blue where
the stars were beginning to shimmer, a few
bats zigzagged, reeled, wavered swiftly out
of sight.

“Do you want me to go and find out
where he is?” Davies asked.

The girl shook her head.

“Aren’t you afraid somethin’ might ’a’
happened to him?"

She sat motionless. 1t was so dark by
this time that he could not see her expres-
sion. 1f she had answered, he had not
heard.

“ What are those queer little chippies
scootin’ around up there?”

Her voice reached him, strangled.

* Those are bats.”

The conversation lapsed.

“ Say.” he exclaimed at last; 1 don't
vant you to think I'm fresh, or trying to
butt in: understand? But I sort of feel that
the colenel’'s a friend of mine; see? And
I'm going out to look tor him.”

“Will vou?” she panted. * Oh, if I were
a man'

“I'm a man! What's the answer?”

The clairvoyance of the strain she was
under helped her to understand.

*“ There's a place-——vou go up this street

post-office




IF YOU BELIEVE IT, IT'S

to the second corner, and then you turn
to your left until you come to the last
building on the left. I'm sure he's there.”

“T’ll just tell him you're sort of waiting.”

“ He may not want to come home.”

“They never do. But, say—"  He
started to explain that he had been handling
booze-fichters all his life, both friend and
foe, but he checked himself. The airl
wouldn’t understand. He wound up by
wondering where he had left his hat.

She brought 1t to him.

““Don’t weaken,” he said.
stiff upper lip.”

“ 1 will,”” she whispered.

But say, he wondered, what couid it be
like when the girl was all alone and the old
gent out on a spree like this. He couid sece
it all. The colonel had begun to get his
spree properly started early in the day—-
maybe the night before, as it usually hap-
pened.

One thing was sure,
feeling uncommonly {it.
fact that he was a little hungry. he
never felt in better shape in hi- life.
training out 1n the countrv was sure
real thing. His wind was perfect. His
muscies had suppled up and hardened. The
long sleep of the afternoon had ironed out
his nerves. It was a pity that there wasn't
a mill on with an open challenge. Say,
feeling like this, he could just about lick
anything between welier and light-heavy.

He was so absorbed in his thouzht, and
the general fragrant quality of the night.
that he barely noticed what there was to
be seen of this town he had stumbled nto.
Not much to be =zeen, anvwav—a few
lighted windows dimly visible through black
bushes and trees, a smellv grocery store
dimly lit by a kerozene-lamp, a white church
closed and dark, more houses in the midst of
yards, then a barber-shon, and this was the
second corner the ¢irl had menticned.

He turned to the lett.

It was the supper-hour, evidentiy, and
every one Indoors. He didn't meet a soul.
Say, if the veges ever did dizcover this burg.
it would be good-night-nurse for the local
bank or anvthing else thev'd want to crack.
But the air was sure all right

He breathed deepiy. He was feeling so

" Keep a
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SO. 217

good that he shadow-boxed a little. He
may have been Welsh, as the colonel had de-
clared him to be. And the Welsh have the
reputation of being a mystic race.

Was there some divine urge in all this
spoentaneous, unconscious preparation? And
preparation for what, if not for some sort
of a combat ' ' is right
name—just now in his heart had hankered
for?

He had just come in sight of what must
have been the place the girl had mentioned,
the last building up this street, brilliantly
Hehted as compmﬂd with the rest of the
town bv a number of oil-lamps with reflec-
tors. A road-house or hotel, apparently
weli-patronized, with a dozen muddy autos
and farm-wagons parked along its front.
But what Davies particularly noticed was
that there was a row in progress at that
end of the building devoted to its bar.

He could hear the squabble of voices
and laughter. He could catch a fleeting
effect of shadows on the window—shadows
that moved rapidly. He felt an instant
surge of something almost like happiness,

at hirst. This was the life. Sav, this was
almost hke the Bowery. And he started
to run.

But he was still a dozen yards from the
door of the barroom when the nature of
the thing that was happening struck him
full tilt, stopped him and stopped his
breath.

A familiar figure was being hustled
through the door. That was the colonel
thev were {linging out, as Davies saw.

The colonel was flung out. He stumbled.
He fell. FHe rolled.

“On!" A\ quick intake of the breath;
and Davies felt as if he himself had been
fouled—-kicked—hit below the belt!

CHAPTER XVI.
ACAINST ALL COMERS.

HI colonel’s slouch hat and his cane
followed him—followed him so fast
that thev were in the dirt of the road

at the colonel’s side even before Davies him-

self got there.

He was enough of the fichter, both in-
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stinctive and trained, not to lose his tem-
per. Anyway, 1t wasn’t anger that was
actuating him yet so much as sorrow. In
that spectacie of the old man thrown into
the street he saw the wreck c¢f a lot of
things—of pride and education, and of the
alfectionate hopes of that girl—that poor
little kid—who was waiting now, all dressed
up In her picnic clothes, back there in the
big old house.

He was at the old man’s side before the
colonel himself could make a movement
of recovery.

““ Are you hurt?”

“ Alvah!”

“This amn't Alvah. This is vour old
friend, Dick. Gimme vyour hand. What
did those bums do to you?”

He wasn’t asking the question for in-
formation preciscly. He had scen well
enough what had been done to the colonel.
But he had to say something while he was
getting the colonel to his feet—had to do
it to stifle his own mind if for no other
reason.

The door of the barroom was becoming
jammed by those who wanted to get the
most out of the spectacle. Some had been
pushed out of the door even, by friends
behind who were struggling to get a Dbetter
view. Most of the spectators were con-
vulsed. This was the funniest thing they
had seen for a long time. Gus sure had
landed the colonel on his ear. But had
you seen the colonel try to fight back?
This would be a good lesson for the old
rummy. Him talking about his honor!—
and fighting duels! Scme one should have
landed him on his ear before.

Davies heard all this. The colonel must
have heard it, too. The colonel was meek
and humiliated. He wasn’t greatiy hurt in
a physical way. None the less he had be-

come the tottering old man. He hadn't
been so drunk after all, or perhaps the
misadventure had sobered him. Anyway,

he cast a look of such utter chagrin, bhame
weakness, appealing despair at this one last
friend he had left in the world, that Davies
felt something crack inside his heart.

He turned and walked straight over
toward the group at the barrcom docr. He
was so calm, and smooth, and swiit that no
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one could have suspected what was up. Be-
sides, Davies wasn't looking at any one
in particular. His dark eyes were off at a
slant. Still, he could see everything.,

He saw the two nearest members of the
jovial mob. They were both big men as to
weight and stature. Both were laughing.

“ Go cn and laugh!” Davies advised.

He swung with his right and cave a
straight-arm jolt with his left. The right
landed on whiskers and a jaw. The left
went cn and on into the recion of a solar-
plexus, but finally stopped against a weight
so heavy that it was all he could do to
push 1t over.

At that, he still had time and strength
to shove an open-handed jab into another
erinning face and jerk his etbow up under
the chin of some one else

C Lawughn, vou bunch of muils!”

“HO's it the commussioner!  Kill lum!”

"Gl out 0 my way!”’

“Grab liim, boys! Get him!
Vou're walku’ on Mr. Crane!”

“Il learn wyou to rough-house,
stiffs!”

“ Look out, ding-dern ve! Help!”

But 1t was not until he was in the bar-
room 1tself that Davies clearly perceived
wiaat he had come to seek. There was al-
ready a movement among those who had
hngered at the bar to join the riot at the
dcor. Davies had an eye for these. He
sized them up en masse. He saw that they
could have made up the average barroom
crowd almost anywhere—in New York as
much as in any village—riffraff, heavy re-
spectables, lightweight sports and weaklings.
But 1t was not for these that his attention
was predestined.

He saw the bulking form of a man dressed
i dirty white, bullet-headed, thick in the
neck, making his way around the end of the
bar, and he needed no label at all to tell him
that this was the original victor in the fight
with the colonel.

Lverything had been going so fast that
there had been no time as vet for readjust-
ments.

They were still jostling each other over
at tie door trying to get a line on what had
happened. Those at the bar were only sure
of one t..ag, thus far, and that was that the

Look out!

vl
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colonel had been thrown out on his neck.
Gus had told them so. And Gus himself
may have thought that this fresh throb
of excitement back of him was merely some
sort of a frezsh demonstration of enthusiasm
for the prowess he had siocwn.

Then the lightning struck.

It was blinding at first—dazzling—malk-
ing it hard to see just what had happened.

But Gus seemed to know. Rough-house,
as he himself would have said, was his
middle name. Nature had endowed him
with the thews and the constitution of a
bull, yet he had passed his life 1n saloons—
in labor-camps and mill-towns, in the biack
valleys of Pennsylvania, along the water-
fronts of Boston, Cleveland, San IFrancisco.

“Look out!”

Some one at the bar had that much sense.

Gus ducked. He turned a little to see
that a stranger had entered the bar, and
that the stranger was out for blood.
hadn't =ome one tipped him off that the
colonel had a son or somethingz-—somebody
who was likely to come back? 'The slob
had almost pasted him one while his back
was turned.

But Gus was equal to the occasion—or
thought that he was. He slid his bulk
back of the bar, still crouching, conscious
that on occasions like this somebody was
likely to shoot. Ile hoped that the mirror
wouldn't be smashed. Still, it was better
to have a smashed mirror than a bullet
through the neck.

While all this was glancing through his
elemental mind, his big paw had neverthe-
less shot out in the direction of his bung-
starter—a slender mallet of heavy wood
and a weapon as he had been trained to.

But he didn’t get the chance to use it.

That enemy of his also knew something
about barroom tactics—knew that there was
apt to be an arsenal of sorts behind the
wet counter. Say, this was just like a gang-
fight, only he would have to be the gang
all by himself.

And Davies took a short cut i an effort
to reach the arsenal first.  He slid right
over the bar and landed on hiz feet. The
next moment he had his two hands iocked
on the big barkeep’s throat and was pushing
him bhack toward the open.

Why._
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It was desperate work—a welterweight
against a heavv and no room to maneuver
about 1n.

(rus flailed and kicked.

1 show you!”

“Will yuh?”

There was a crash of glass jangling down
from a polished pyramid of glasses that had
stood on the shelf back of the bar, and a
trickle of red from the side of Gus’s face.

And there they were in the open.

They stood there, face to face, a couple
ol yards between them, in the middle of
the barroom—sawdust on the floor, a drift
ot biue tobacco-smoke in the air, a sub-
sidence of racket and confusion about them.

In the midst of it all, Davies heard a
number ol voices:

“Rush hom!”

“Gut the marshal!l”’

“Gutoa gun! Git a ropel”

It was evident that he wasn't going to
have very much time to do whatever he had
to do. A\ look of pain came into his face.
itle grabbed his left shoulder with his hand,
iurched a httle. A feint!

(;us rushed him, helieving the stranger
already hurt.

As he did so, however, Davies side-
stepped and met him with a left hook to the
chin. Then he heaved all his strength and
welght into another right swing for the
big man’s neck. He landed.

>omething whirled past Davies’s head and
smashed itself against the wall. Then the
mob was Invading the ring.

“Missed lum! Rush lim! Help! Help!
'K'out, er v'll be hittin’ Gus!” |

Davies’s mind flashed him a picture of
something like this that had happened be-
fore—a mill in a frowzy little fighting club,
and the favorite getting the worst of it, and
then the riot with himself and his seconds
fighting against such odds as these.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE PEACE ANGEL.

I2 did now what he did then. He zig-
zagged, too shifty and quick for any-

thing to hit him except by accident.
He didn’t have far to go. And he had a
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chair. Just in time to wallop it down on the
back of Gus’s neck and shoulders, and the
chair collapsed. So did Gus-—for the mo-
ment he did—sprawled right on in the direc-
tion he had been going, legs spraddling,
hands out.

Here 1s the thing that stamped itself on
Davies’s mind:

Gus was falling just as the cclonel had
fallen. Yea, bo, Gus had got his!

A long way of stating—and yet the only
way to state it—the concept of an in-
stant.

And then the crowd, as much as Davies
himself, was aware that the ccllapsed chair
was a very dangerous weapon—miore than
dangercus 1t was Dbeiore 1t collapsed, for
Davies had jerked it apart.

He flung the back of it like a whirling
boomerang, and, before he heard the shat-
tering of the mirror—if he heard it at all—
he had jerked the sclid seat of the chair
straight into the welter of shapes in front o
him. What he did with the rest of the chair
he never did exactly know. But there he
was, at last, with a leg of the thing In
his hand—and also the painful but certain
knowledge in his brain that the next step
might be fatal.

He was ready for it. There are times
when no man can turn back. This was one
of them.

There was a
rate.

“ The next of youse guys,” he panted,
‘ who makes a false move—gets this!”

There was sufficient inspiration for a
truce, especially on the part of the crowd—
this stranger standing there like a black
panther at bay, Gus sprawled on the floor,
three or four other friends and neighbors
‘scattered about bruised and bleeding, the
big bar-mirror splintered, glasses smashed,
all this as the swift sequence of a little low

momentary truce, at any

comedy natural to the ejection of an unde-.

sirable old customer.
But the truce couldn’t possibly, in the

nature of things, last very long. Another
explosion was bound to follow. And one

did.
Only it wasn’t the kind they had looked
for.

Davies saw it first. His attention had
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to be everywhere. The attention of the
others was concentrated on him only.

He saw old Coionel Evan Williams com-
ing 1 through the outer door, which was
open. He saw that the colonel was not
aione—saw that he was accompanied by
Alvah Morley, his niece—and that Alvah,
still in her picnic dress and without a hat,
her straw-colored hair tied with a blue rib-
bon, was very stiil ana very white. She
was Just like a dead ¢<irl who had come
to life and come walking into this place
to make men feel ashamed of themselves.

She came accompanied by music, so far
as Davies was concerned. In the tomblike
silence that wallowed over everything and
everybody like a descent of noiseless water,
he could hear a fine, remote, phonographic
record of that song =he had sung In the
morning:

“Glory! Glery ! Halleluiah!

Glory! Glory! Halleluiah!”

She stared about her, whitely. She saw
Davies, spoke to him with all emotion re-
pressed:

“T was sorry that I let vou come for my
uncle. 1 waited a while, then thought that
I had better come myself.”

She was making a simpie explanation.
Her voice was cold and clear, soft yet pene-
trating.

Some one bawled:

“Youd do betier to keep lum hum.”

The girl gave a slow glance in the direc-
tion the voice came from, and silence de-
scended again. Once more she turned to
Davies,

“Go on!" he adjured.
Take the colonel home!
mob!”

All the time that he spoke—and his sen-
tences came out sharp and fast—he scat-
tered his glances over the others in the room.
Some were looking at the girl. Some looked
at him. There was a tremor of suspended
action. Peril in the air.

Yellow light. Sawdust floor, with Gus
sprawled in the center of it. DBar in the
background. A stupid, bewildered crowd.

Tragedy. Drama.

Say, was this the village of St. Clair or
the big man-eating, soul-mauling city

“It’s all right.
I'll ’tend to this
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whence he had fled? Tt was a thought that
frichtened him, right then and there, in the
midst of all this excitement.

The crowd scuffled and mutiered.

““Serves ‘moright!”

“Who right?”

“Gus!l”’

“The colonel!™

“TWhat's happened?”

“What's ’at sie savs?”

“COut pusin’.”’

And then, Davies, thinking that he saw
a movement to crowd the girl, jumped for-
ward with his stick.

“ (it back!” he grated, © ec 'l zend vuhs
all to hell!™

There was a brief stampede which gave
him elbow room. Yet the crowd was grow-
ing, swelled by fresh arrivals from other
parts of the building and the street outside.

“This gentleman i1s my friend,” the col-
onel cried.

“Take him cut,” Davies told the girl.
She eved the crowd. She looked at him.
All this was transpiring In |lurid moments.
The ¢girl had put out her hand to his arm.
There may have been some slight hint that
she was losing her splendid grip on herself.

“1 found him outside,” she said. ** tle
was trving to get in. He wouldn’t go with-
out yvou. Are you ready to leave?”

Davies, still ready for action, eved the
crowd.

“Sure!”

Some one else spoke up.

“He don’t leave here excepl lhe's dead
er goin’ to jail!l”

Again the girl turned.

“You needn’t hide, Sam Bosely! 1 sup-
pose vour folks will be glad to know you
were here drinking again when vou swore
you wouldn’t, and that on vour bended
knees.”

“1 did not,” snarled Sam.

But there were cries of ** Shut up!™ and
“ Get out of the wav.”

A number of the citizens were salving
the fallen barkeeper. In the midst of their
efforts, Gus—under his own power, so to
speak——oot up as far as a sitting position.

“ Bring lim sowme whisky!”

Gus let out a rear: ** Nobody go behind
that bar but me.”

BELIEVE IT, TT'S
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He felt the

SO.

He moaned and rocked.

back of his head.

The girl was letting her cool eves focus
on lace after face. Some of the men she
looked at backed away and made ready to
depart.

Ty -
peat E.{}

1

“Thizs 153 my

sald Davies.

scrap. I don’t need any help.”
“T'his 13 my battle, sir,” the colonel

broke in.

There may have been those present who
tncught that this was a signal for a resump-
tion of the comedy. 1t was about time for
a reaction. And they were right In a way,
but not altogether. The colonel had broken
away from his niece. He was completely
obered. That was evident. He stood
there solidly, with his feet wide apart, his

gnarled cane gripped in one hand, his slouch

hat in the other.

But again the girl interposed.

“ I know you all,” she said. * If you do
anvthing to this young man vou’ll all be
there as witnesses—you, Mr. Snow, with
yvour sister-in-law as a character witness;
and vou, Hank Purvy, expecting to marry
a woman whose hushand’s not dead vet;
and you, Caspar Clark, after breaking vour
mother s heart.”

“"Tain't so!” :

“She's got ve, Hank!”

“Yere a liar!”

But the girl’s quiet voice dominated the
other voices.

“ Your license goes ’——she wags facing
(rus, who was still staggered, but able to
stand—-* if it takes the rest of my life.”

“ My God!” bellowed Gus. “As if I
aimn’t got trouble enough.”

“ Close ver yip,” said a tough voung
farmer, shifting his eyes from the girl to
(rus. ** Close yer vip, yuh big fat ferriner.
[t vuh don’t—7"

The girl turned coldly to her uncle and
Davies.

“ Come on,” she said, ““ we'll go.

They went.

They left the barroom without haste, and
not a word eor a hand was raised to stav
them. Davies even lingered a moment. It
was to speak a word to the tough voung

farmer. Just one word:
“ Thanks!”

¥ 3
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But the young farmer was even too tough
for such brief amenities. He looked away.
And Davies, smiling slightly, but still with
that chair-leg in his hand in case of emer-
cency, followed the colonel and his niece
out into the night.

CHAPTER XVIiL

HE TOUCH DIVINIL,

fIEY walked in silence, and they
T walked f-:o*ﬂ‘h-' umll thev were well
bevond the > of light and sound
that encomp: h_bed th hotel \t nhrst, the

1
colonel was betucfm Davies and the
They were supporting him |
tered. He was like one who would have
collapsed, and would have done =0 willingly,
were it not for the strength they were lend-
Ing him.

*“ Richard,”

“Yes, sir.”

“1 trust that vou were not hurt.’

“ They never touched me.”

“ They were cowards,” breathed the girl

vith suppressed tumutit.

“ Not cowards,” the colonel protested.
““ They defied me. But they were not gen-

1

colonel,

said the weakly,

tlemen. -They took me unawarcs,
“If it hadn’t been fer vou folks,” Davies
declared vith ebbing passion, 1 would

about croaked a couple ol those
yahoos and taken my chance at the chair.”

“1 beg pardon,” said the colonel. He
explained: “ I'm a little deaf in my right
car, Richard. Let me walk on the other
side of vou.” They shifted their positions,
and Davies was next to the girl. " You
behaved with the utmost gailantry,” the
colonel pursued. ** You showed your Welsh
descent. ’'Twas thus they fought—your an-
cestors and mine—under Rhodri Mawr and
Owen Glendower.”

“ They were easy.

“ Fasy for one who bears the name of
Richard Davies. Blood will tell. One gen-
tleman like vou is always worth a score
from the mob.”

Davies was silent. Should he spealk up——
tell them who he wa: and where he came
from? What sort of a life he had lived?
Who his associates had been? Why not?

have just a

a9
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He couldn’t go on fooling a friend. And~
this old man was his Iriend. It made him
feel ashamed of himself. Why not come
right out and tell the colonel all about it,
then make a getaway?

While he was thus debating with himself,
and the colonel was talking on and on, in an
eifort to cover up the aw lm"u‘dnﬂaq of the
situatien and conceal his own confusion,
something }“33 ened that held Davies silent,
cause a iaint tremor to run through h1m—
to run through him body and soul, so he
himself nave contessed had he been
given to that form of speech.

And vet it was nothing much,
that had happened.

-\L {irst it was a mere touch on his arm.

* My father and m:.;;ntl’;er passed out when

Vool

this thing

I was pretty youne, he had begun.
And then Alvah had taken his arm. The
nebt and slender curve of her palm was

At first ne thought that
his was a mere gest re of impulse. Then
the pressure, although still light, became
hixed and real.

“ It 1s a pity, Ricnhard,’ tnhe colonel said.
* They would have been preud of vou.”

about his elbow.

B e

Davies could not tear his attention away
from the fe I of the oirl’s licht hand. She
trusted him z2s much as t.he colone]l did.

That was clear. Should he let her also know
that he had been a crook all his life, one of
the most expert pickpockets—ii he did say
it himseif!-—that even New York had ever
known? But right on tep of this question
came some fierce assertion from his heart
that she was right in trusting him, that
he was to be trusted.

[t was still earty, but the dark village lay
somnolent about them. The maple-trees
that lined the path and the vines and
bushes—-rose and honeyvszuckle, syrinea and
Jilac—that filled the dewy front yards trans-
formed the street into a temple, dusky, mys-
terious, where miracles might be performed.
All this impressed itself on Davies some-
what like the charge of a spiritual meb.
Should he preve himself any less of a fighter
in the presence of this mob than he bhad in
the presence of that other?

He deliberately looked at the girl, al-
though his glance was brief. He wondered
low he could have thouzht of her as a
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kid. He couldn’t even think of her as a
woman—not in the terms of womanhood
such as he had always known.

Tall, slender, dimly white, a look of pain
and grief and desire on her face. all these
velled to some extent by a dominant cour-
age.

* My parents also  died
young,” she said.

And her eves met Richards. Only for a
second, and yet ior a long time after he was
looking ahead again he could recall the
look.

“ I've lived a pretty hard life,”” he salid.

This time, Alvah did press his arm. There
was no mistaking it. Nor was there any
mistaking of the meaning of it.

“ Brace up!” was what the pressure said.

All this time the colonel was speaking.
but his words had become a monologue
with himself for audience. As for Davies,
he walked alone with this eirl at his side.
It was almest as if she herself did not exist
—not as an earthly entitv-—so far az Davies
was concerned.

What 1if his friends and pals back in New
York could see him now? Wouldn't thev
laugh? They would. They’d wonder what
he was up to. Theyv wouldn't understand.
They wouldn't understand that the touch of
this clean and decent hand on his arm was
something wonderful and strange.

Perhaps the street had hecome a temple
where miracles could be wrought. In-
wardly, Davies was panting. [t was with a
stress of emotion which he did not analvze.

As soon -as he could, he went up to his
room with the small brass lamp that the girl
told him would be his. He closed the door.
He found that there were wooden shutters
at the window, still mere or less effective
despite the absence of numercus slats, e
closed the shutters. He put the lamp on
the floor and brought out hiz suit-case from
where he had shoved it under the bed.

There was some spare linen and & few
toliet articles in the suit-case. not much.
Its principal contents comprized about half
a hundred cakes of soap in small and savory
packages of polished and g2aily  printed
paper.

This thing of being a soap-agent had
struck him as just a trifle better than anv-

when [ was
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thing else when he was getting away from
New York., A former friend had given him
the tip, long ago, that a soap-agent’s path
led to pleasure and profit, should he ever
care to disappear from the big town for any
length of time.

Only the motive had been different from
those his friend had implied. He had been
starting clean, and soap meant cleanliness.
And scap was something that he could talk
about, urge folks to use. It was something
that he liked and was fond of using himself.

He looked at the supply on hand.

~hould he take it with him, or should he
leave 1t? It was heavy. Word was likely
to be sent for miles around, to the marshals
and constables, the sheriffs and small-town
police, to be on the lookout for a soap-agent
who had roughed things in St. Clair And
vet, if he left his soap behind, wouldn’t he
be bidding good-by right then to this new
hife of his? Wouldn’t he? And how long
would 1t be before he was back at the old
trade again? KEasy money!

Again, in imagination, he could feel the
touch of Alvah Morley’s hand on his arm.
Sayv, that was what he was running away
irtom.  And vet he would take it with him.
It would be there always.

Yep!

Just when he was going to gyp some-
body’s leather, there would come that touch
on his arm and he would lose his nerve.

CHAPTER XIX.
BOUND HAND AND FOOT.

I closed the suit-case and strapped it.
He took a bill-fold from his hip-

pocket and from this extracted a five-
dollar bill.  He put the lamp on the de-
crepit night-tabie and the bhill under the
tamp where the girl would be sure to find it.
He blew out the light. He picked up his
neavy suit-case and made his way silently
out into the hall. He hated to leave like
this. He would have liked to say gosd-by.
But what was the use? His conscience was
clear. The five would cover everything.
He was half-way down the stairs on his
way to the front door, moving with all the
caution he could master, when a sound of
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movement and voices made him halt and
hold his breath.

The colonel and the girl were down there.
He had believed them to be in their rooms,
possibly asleep. They hadn’t even come up-
stairs. At least, the colonel hadn’t. From
the girl’s first words it was evident that she
had been looking for the colonel, had just
found him

“You mustn't stay there in the dark,”
she said gently. = Come, now. Go to bed
—and sleep. To-morrow vou will be feeling
better.”

The colonel’s response was an indistinct
murmur.

Alvah was carrying a lamp. She and the
colonel appeared from the back parlor.

They paused at the fcot of the opposite
flicht of the double stairway. Thev were so

close that Davies did not dare to move one
way or the other. At least, he va: in com-
parative cdarkness. As {or Alvah and her

uncle, they had the lizht of the lamp in their

eyes.
“1 am overwhelmed,” the colonel con-
fessed.

‘ﬂhrlv lad]
} "9 }]ElfL
.

He looked 1t. He was flabby.
would be the better word. Ten
been added to his age. He was 2 man not
yet recovered from a deadly sickness. His
voice had that sort of fﬂeol <3 about it
that betcokens a lack of breath

“You shouldn’t be overwhelmed,” Al-
vah chided as she might have aprleen to a
misguided child.

“ Alvah!”

“Yes, uncle, dear.”

*“ 1 must tell you.”

“What?”

“1 tried to keep it {rom you.”

Alvah put down her lamp on one of the
upper steps.

“You mean about there beinz no more
money left?”’ she demanded softiv. She
even tried to put a playful note 1;11::'3 the
words. She put out her two hands and took
her uncle’s hands in hers. “1 know. 1
knew it the moment I saw the sign vou put
out. I was mﬂrel\, a little slow to believe.”

“ Tt 1s all gone.”

“1 can work, earn enouch for bhoth of

us.”
“ The drink was my ruination.

33
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And then,” Alvah hurried on, still with
that assumption of consoling lightness—
“and then, the sign did serve a good pur-
pose.”’

I muddled on, expecting the lightning
somehow to strike.”

And didn’t it?” -"\T"ah drew her uncle
down to a nlace on the pa She seated
nerself at his feet. She smiled up into his
tace wistfully. * What bct“‘“r cood fortune

could have befallen us than to have Mr.
Davies come when he did?  We'll put out
the sizn again.”

r

E‘he‘ cld man awoke [rorﬂ his
AMr, Davies!  God hless the boy!”
Da”ies, standing on the :‘-z{e;"zs, across the
a little creop ol goose-tles
It was as if some one had tickled
mm. He cursed himself - —without the use
ot words-—for being where he He
3 t a:, nut he couldn’t speak. 1t
was impessible for him to move.

- Could we want a better lodeer?”

" He was a Iriend to me. He was a son.
But now he’ll be leaving us. It is enly right
that he should. 1t i1s what I should advise
him to do. Ho was a son to me, and 1 have
driven him away.”

" Nonsense! Do you think that he's
20rI't Wh:) runs awav?’
No: he's as *la\'e as
* What then?

F-I-l-lll:‘

Was.,

the

a lion.”

“ He 13 a gentleman. 1 have disgraced
nmm.

“He knows vou're sorryv. There’s no
disgrace. Iight on! Isn’t that the motto

vou ve been following all these years you've
been here in St. Clair trving tc settle up
Uncle Abner’s estate? Haven't you told
me that that was what the Welsh—what the
Cymry—did under Rhodri Mawr?—and

what Stenewall Jackson did during the
“seven davs 7 Don’t veu suppose

vou suppoese,” she demanded, while her
voice fell to little more than a thrilling
whisper, ** that there’s a Hicher Power that
knows ali CNMLL Vour nerfsdw‘ Who can tell
hut that it was that Hicher Power who sent
Adr. Davies here.”

Davies heard all this. And he had the
time to mecitate it, too. IFor there was a
long silence, and in this the oirl’s words re-
echoed.
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- ““ Aye! He came as one sent by the
Lord. To-night I stood at Armageddon,
and it was as if I had been among the spirits
of devils, and they were gathered to the bat-
tle of God Almighty, His day. And Rich-
ard came to me, Alvah—came to me like one
of the seven angels bearing the vials of the
wrath of God.”

The colonel was running into a mystic
mood.

“ He taught them a lesson,” said Alvah.
‘“It was a lesson they needed. It was a
lesson that they’ll never forget.”

“God moves in a mysterious way. 1
little thought, when I saw Mr. Davies
this morning, that—mno, 1 did know Iit.
Something told me the moment that I saw
his face that here was a friend, that here
was some one destined to play a part in the
lives perhaps of both of us. What 1s that
the Good Book says? ‘ Be not forgetful to
entertain strangers —it all comes back to
me—° for thereby some have entertained
angels. unawares.” ”

Again the silence settled down. Again
Davies found himself as in a state of sus-
pended animation. He felt as a spirit might
feel when hovering over the dead body that
had belonged to it during the earthly in-
carnation.

There was one choked voice speaking
from the silence: “ Tley got me wrong!”

But there was another voice, small and
clear: * Why not?”

Why not be the thing they were believing
him to be? It was as if he stood on the
edge of a measureless guli and contemplated
the possibility of flight.

“ Did you notice,” the girl asked, ** how
they were all afraid to move or speak as
we went away?” It was a mere whisper,
a question not calling for an answer. ‘* They
were afraid.”

The colonel had dropped his head forward
and rested it in his hands. The girl did not
disturb his reflection. She sat motionless
and looked off into the shadows. The lamp-
light shone down on the two of them and
made a picture that slowly burned itself into
Richard Davies’s memory. What was he
that he should be treated to a picture like
this? What right had he to look at it?

He stood there, flattened against the wall,
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and he was like some one or some thing that
has been annihilated. |

Who was this they had talked about?
It couldn’t be himself, although they had
used his name; and this no mere sobriquet
of the streets, either, but the wame his
father had borne before him.

He looked back on his immediate past,
but the cne big fact that stuck out of 1t—
like a peak from a cloud—was the girl’s
hand on his arm. She had shown then the
sort of faith that she had in him. It wasn’t
the old Chick whose arm she had taken.
It was the arm of some one named Mr.
Richard Davies. Yet, who was this Mr.
Richard Davies?

“Mel”

“No; it win’t you.”

“Lut it will be.”

For, as yet, he was still annihilated in

* every respect except that of his fluttering,

disrupted thought. His mouth was open.

Then the colonel straightened up. He
spoke to the girl, but he did not look at
her. He also peered off into the shadows.

““ Alvah, you are right. Altogether right.
But most right in keeping your faith in the
Power that sent us this friend in need. The
Lord was watching over me, even while I
was writing that card. It was He who
brought Mr. Davies to our door.”

The girl put out her hand and caressed his
face. As the colonel slowly turned his head
and looked at her, Davies could see the
grief and contrition in the old man’s eyes.
1t recalled the look he had seen in the face
of old Ezra Wood, and it summoned to his
own heart the same vague hunger—the
same white awe—that had been there that
night in the Boone House.

‘““ Alvah,” the colonel c2id, “ let’s you and
me-—get down on our knees—here and now
—and thank Him for sending us such a
friend and gentleman—as Mr. Davies.”

CHAPTER XX.

PARTINERS.

AVIES fled.
He went up the stairs taking his

suit-case with him. -But he went like
a ghost, making no more noise than a shad-
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ow. Perhaps he wouldn’t have cared =o
very much if he had made a noise. There
are crises in the lives of everv one when
the ordinary conventions—and even the or-
dinary decencies, so called—count for noth-
ing. And this was one of them.

He reached the room he had deserted
only a few minutes before. ile went in.
He closed the door behind him. Iie dropped
his suit-case on the floor. He wilted back
against the door and stood there, mentally
haggard if not physically hageard, and
stared unseeingly into the eloom.

But he was not altogether bereft of vision.

Only what he saw was the series of pic-
tures he had brought back with him from
the hall, chiefly the last picture of all,
wherein an old man and a young girl were
kneeling side by side humbly thanking God
for sending them such a friend as Mr. Rich-
ard Davies.

By and by, Davies recovered possession
of himself to such an extent that he picked
up his suit-case and thrust it back into the
place from which he had taken it. He
relighted the lamp. Several times he paced
the length of the room. He stepped over to
the door, finally, and opened it wide. It
was not long before the thing happened
which he had expected.

There was a knock at the side of the door,
and there was the voice of Colonel Wil-
liams asking him if he had not vet retired.

“Come In,” Davies invited.

The colonel came in. He said something
about the possible desirability of extra cov-
ers for the bed, the unseasonable coolness
of the nights. Davies smiled upon him,
thrust forward the single chair in the room,
which was near the bed. He held the chair
while the colonel eased his weight into it.
Then Davies seated himself on the bed. -

“ The covers and everything are ail vight,
colonel. But I'm glad vou came. [ was
wanting to talk to you.”

For the first time since the colonel had
entered the room, their eves met and held.
“ Richard, I have come to anolegize.”

“No apologies are needed—not irom
you.”’

‘“ As one gentleman to another—"

““Wait a minute, colonel.”

Davies was still smiling, but there was a

whiteness in his smile, as he himself could
feel. What he could not feel, perhaps, was
how deeply briiliant his dark eyes burned
in the vellow twilight made by the little
lamp. The colonel, looking at him, must
iiave had a vision of mystic warriors on
Welsh battle-fields. But the colonel waited.

“ {'ve got to tell you something,” Davies
went on. " My parents were all right, 1
believe they were. I know thev were. See?
But 1've spent most of my liie among graft-
ers and tnteves.” He lurched out the rest of
it hurriedly. I was one myself.”

The old colonel wasn’t looking at him any
longer. He hadn’t shifted his eyes, precise-
ly. 1t was rather a change of focus. The
colonel was looking, mistily, through him
and beyond him. His old face--misty eves,
droopy nose, white and monumental mus-
tache — had become a portrait of earthly
wisdom. Tt was a very human face, huimor-
ous and sad. The colonel had made a slight
gesture with his hand. Otherwise he did
not express himself. But Davies was find-
ing it easier to go on than he may have
expected.

“ It was the casy money that made it
seem so good to me,” he said. * Fasy
money, even when [ was a little shaver and
could swipe a tool or something from a new
building or a sidewalk where I was sup-
posecl to be coilecting firewood. A trip to
John the Junkman, and there you were!
And there were two or three times when I
thought that I was going straight, but it
was easy money that always switched me
back—in a phony gambling-house—where
I put down a ten and saw it turn into fifty,
and 1 left the fifty and saw it run to a
thousand. But I never went back. I was
alwavs too wise for that. I would never
get caught. And it was like that when I
brushed up against a young swell in the
Polo Grounds and almost everything he
had dropped right out of his pocket into
mine. Easyv money! Easy money!”

The colonel nodded his head slowly sev-
eral times, and at the end of a nod, with
his head lowered, he kept it that way and
remained motionless.

“ Until at last,” said Davies, T did take
a tumble to what it all meant and what it
was all leading to.
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“You never get anything for nothing.
You've got to pay the price for every-
thing you get. I saw it right. I saw it
whole.

“ And if I didn’t want to pay the price
like all the other thieves and graiters—or
almost all—it was me {for the country
where I could work it out—something of
what I owed—or all of it, even-—square
myself altogether—you understand—out
here in the country where the decent peo-
ple live, and you don’t have to lock your
doors at night, and where every other per-
son that you meet ain't a grafter or a
crook.”

“I understand,” the colonel murmured,
and he slowly tugged at his silvery mus-
tache as a preliminary to further expres-
sion of his own. ‘1 understand.”

1 wanted to tell you this,” Davies con-
tinued, his voice going smaller. “ 1 may
be sticking around here for a while, you
Know, just to see how things turn out. DBut
I couldn’t do it and let vou folks go on
believing that I was something that I
ain’t.”

His diminishing voice came to a rather
abrupt pause, as 1f he had suddenly dis-
covered that he had said everything that
he had to say.

The colonel was looking at him again—
out of the top of his eves.

““1 understand, Richard,” the colonel
announced. ‘* I've known all along what
vou were. \WWhat vou've been telling me
has merely confirmed my first judgment of
you.”’

“You knew—"

The colonel slowly reached for some-
thing that made a weight in the tail-pocket
of his coat. It was something that did not
come easily. It required considerable time
and effort to extract 1t. When 1t did come,
it revealed itself as the colonel’s flask.
There was still a finger or so of whisky 1n
it. The colonel held the flask up where it
would catch the light. He slowly rocked
the liquor back and forth.

There, for an interval, Davies may have
been expecting the colonel to pull the cork,
invite him again to take a drink. 'There
would have been nothing surprising about
such an action. In the world Davies came
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from this was the usual climax to an emo-
tional passage.

But the colonel, still with the flask in
his hand, got thoughtfully to his feet.

* —knew that you were sent,” he mur-
mured.

He trudged over to one of the shuttered
windows openinz on the garden. He
pushed a shutter open.

Davies, watching him, saw the colonel
uncork the ftlask and empty its contents
into the outer darkness. He saw the old
man remain there, apparently absorbed iIn
thought for vet a moment or so longer,
then toss the tilask away.

A midnight funeral!

The tlask fell into a bed of pansies that
Alvah Morley had been cultivating down
there ever since her advent in the old house.
The pansies grew lush, and were generous
with their flowers—purple and soft and
faintly fragrant. There can be no earthly
record of what the pansies thought when
the bottle arrived among them. But they
accepted it without protest, received it ten-
derly—cgladly, one would be tempted to be-
lieve—the expiatory sacrifice of some frag-
ile human {lower!

Pansies for thoughts!

The colonel remained for a rather long
time at the window, letting the breeze of
the night blow in upon him. It stirred his
white mustache and the folds of his coat.

When he turned, there was a different
look in his face. His expression conveyed
an appearance of enlichtenment, of added
wisdom—a wisdom no less human than
was habitual to him, but not quite so ter-
restrial perhaps. He smiled gently at the
yvouth who was watching him.

He put out his hand.

Wondering a little, yet touched with un-
derstanding, thrilled not a little with some
quiver of relief that was almost joy, Rich-
ard Davies got up and seized the colonel’s
hand.

“AMy boy,” said the colonel, “my boy—"

“1 was afraid—"

A man need never fear any one but
himself.”

“1I couldn’t let you believe

“ A man 1s not hurt by lies, sir, but by
the truth; and the truth won’t hurt him

» B
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when he’s right. God bless vou-— and zood

night!”

CHAPTER XXT.
“ WELCOME TO OUR CITY.

HERE may have been something in

that aphorism of the colonet = about

the truth being salutary so ionz as a
man was right.

The news of what had happened at the
hotel the night before had spread. This
news alone would have been enough to
make Davies a person of note in St. Clair
—one to be considered and looked up to.
especially by the ladies of the town: and,
far from being hurt by the inevitabie un-
truths stitched onto the fabric of fact, these
added details merely increased his renown.

But Davies wasn’t caring very much
what people said, either one way or the
other. “ A man is injured not by lies,
but by the truth! And the truth won't
hurt him when he’s right.” That was good
enough for him. And he prepared to set
forth on his day’s work.

So did Mrs. Meckley.

Mrs. Meckley had gone to bed late and
had risen early. She had done this with
a pleasant consciousness of duty. Some
one had to keep St. Clair posted as to the
doings across the street. It was barely
nine o’clock when she sallied forth. She
had already caught a distant glimpse of her
neighbor, Mrs. Sanders, troweling bulbs in
her front vard a hundred yards farther on
toward the center of town.

“T just saw that voung man,” Mrs.
Meckley began.

“Who? The gne that kicked up the
rumpus last night at the botel?” Jrs.
Sanders turned to the biack
scooped out another bulb.

‘“ What say?”

“Thought evervbody In
about it by this time.”

“T just saw him saving good-by, Mrs.
Meckley persisted weakly.

‘“ Better say good-bv. 1 reckon he's about
done his share.”

“You mean flirting—"

‘“ Serves ’em right, guzzlin’ an’ smokin™ "
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Mrs. Meckley thought she saw a lead.
ohe dropped her voice, narrowed her eyes.

“There was a light in his window till
atter midnight,” she tempted.

But Murs. Sanders hadn’t wasted all her
ammun'uon, not by a jugful. She gathered
up her bHulbs in a small box, made a strain-
ing cffort, and goet to her feet.

“I'm otalkin® about Deacon Crane and
County Commissioner Miller gettin® their
faces smacked, and that little squirt of an
IEd Hall--1 shouid thinlt his mother would
2o out with a new silk dress on every week
—pettin’ his lip split; not to speak of the
rifiraff that usually does hang around the
saloon, all gettin’ a tannin’.”

© Milly Sanders!”

“ Learn 'em a lesson. They ought to 'a
knowed he was the colonel’s adopted son.”

It was=n’t long before Mrs. Meckley dis-
covercd tnat she was in a hurry-—that she
was aircady late, in fact — on an errand
that would take her further on her way.
Iiven so, she wasn’'t quick enough. She
saw that she was behind her schedule the
moment her eyes lit on the faces of the
Beverly sisters. ‘They also had the news.

Only, this time, Mrs. Meckley wasn'’t
unprepared. She whispered something into
the somewhat wilted ears of the sisters.

““ But he hasn't ever been married,”’ said
the elder Miss Beverly.

*That's what I'm telling vou,” said Mrs.
Meckiev, and she whispered again. * And
[ think it’s just scandalous, the old repro-
nate aiming to marry off the girl like this
to his own son. Well, good-bv, both of
vou. | got to be trotting along.”

Sine trotted, and the Beverly sisters de-
cided that thev would go out in the back
carden to see whether Mrs. Mintner was
still at her curtain frames.

“ 1 don't see why she persists in calling
the judge a reprobate,” said the younger
Miss Beverly with a touch of malice.

“ No." said the elder, with perfect under-
standing.  ** She's been setting her cap for
Coloner Willlams long enough: goodness
knows! "

" And be never would look at her.”
the vounger Miss Beverly, pinking up.

Meantime, Mr. Richard Davies, with that
aphorizm of the colonel’s in mind and cien-
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scious that he had come off first best in the
proceedings of the night before whatever
might be said about it, started out to see
what sort of an impression he could make
on the town as a soap-agent. He remem-
bered the instructions that had been handed
to him on a printed card at the soap-head-
quarters in Greenwich Street:

Work every house.
1f they look poor, remember the poor are easy.
If they look rich, tell them so, and they’ll fall.

He had his suit-case with the half-hun-
dred cakes in it, aiso a deck of business-
cards. His first try was the house right
across the street—a little house back of a
high hedge; but no one was home and he
had to leave a card. |

The next house he tried was up the street,
where a woman was digging bulbs.

“ Good morning,” he said. ‘ Harvesting
your oniocns:’

The woman looked up from her work.
reccgnized him as the town's latest arrival,
She smiled as she said: * These were early
~tulips.”

“ T know you don’t need it,” he said amia-
bly; “ but I'm introducing the new Saporino
line of Mexican mystery soaps. The name
sounds rather bunk:; but they really are
good soaps; use them myself.”

He gave Mrs. Sanders the help of his
hand. She was old enough to compliment
him frankly:

“You’re a good advertisement.”

Any one would have been justified in say-
ine as much. He was clean, immaculate,
even though he was a little shabby.

“Well, you see,” he confessed; " 1 love
this soap so much I feel as if I was doing
folks a favor by letting them have 1t—
twenty-five a cake and better than a novel
or a play.”

“He ain’t the bruiser they were makin’
him out to be,” said Mrs. Sanders, looking
after him.

He had made the sale.

He could have cleaned out his entire stock
to the Beverley sisters. He knew that he
could, the moment that they pounced upon
him with their eyes. 1If was evident that
he had been well advertised. The ruction
at the hotel had been a good thing after all.

The elder of the two addressed him from
the porch:

“ Good morning, Mr., Williams.”

“ What’s that?”

“ Aren’t vou Colonel Williams’s—er

Davies got a portion of her meaning.

““ No relation,” he smiled. “ 1 wish I
was. I'm introducing the Saporino line—"

And he recited his familiar patter.

“ Isn’t it rather expensive?”’

** Use ordinary soap to get the rough dirt
off, although we recommend our customers
to use the Saporino line exclusively. Ah, go
on, and take a dozen cakes. Two bits per!
I could tell right away that you ladies
had been to New York and knew all about
the Saporino line—""

With Mrs. Meckley as an advance agent,
his fame was reaching into quarters where
it hadn’t reached before. But Davies was
cautious. It was almoest too good to be true,
this glad-hand welcome he was getting
wherever he went. He scented something
in the air. XNor was he very long in finding
out that he was right, and what the danger
was.

He had just sold his last cake of soap
when hLe saw a familiar figure sauntering
along the maple-shaded street. It was that
tough young farmer who had threatened to
cive Gus a wallop on his own account the
night before.

Davies was glad to see him. He was tired
of talking to women. He strolled up to
meet him.

* Hello,” he said.

* Hello,” and the young farmer, with a
shrewd glance, backed up to lean against
the fence.

“Come and have a cigar with me”
Davies invited.

“ Don’t care if I do.”

There was a small cigar and candy store
across the street.

“ Give us a couple of your best cigars,
said Davies to the alert but unshaven young
merchant behind the counter.

*“ Nickel straight,” said the merchant,
taking two cigars from a box In the glass
case.

And his eyes were as keen as a hawk’s
until he had his dime.

“ Here comes the bus for Pleasantville,”

)
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the farmer remarked softly and casually
when they were outside again.

*“ Let her come,” said Davies, only mildly
interested. “ I guess this town will hold
me for a while.”

The other .snorted softly.

It 'II hold you longer n vou think, i
you don’t watch out.”

“On account of what happened at the
hotel ?”

“That’s what started it. But nobody
wants nothing done about that for fear of
gettin’ drug into court themselves, like Miss
Morlev said. But they’ve got the constable
primed up to run you in for sellin’ without
a license.”

He shot a swift glance up the street
toward the center of town. His voice
speeded up a notch.

““ And here he comes now!"”

CHAPTER XXII.

JUSTICE: TIIAT'S ALL.

[S first instinct was to run awav.
H Without looking particularly he could
see that his chances for flight were
oood. The street was loosely gardened to
left and right. The open country at ne
place was far away—meadows, flowing corn-
fields, patches of wood. His suit-case was
empty. There would be no great loss if he
abandoned it. He had always hated the
prospect of jail. Now, with a splurge ol
feeling, he knew that he was hating it more
than ever—even though it should mean but
a day or two—con such a feeble charge as
peddling soap without a licenze.

His mind was working fast.

‘T he constable, moreover, was taking his
time.

Davies flashingly reviewed his previous
life, the change that had come into it—and
that change particularlyv which he had ex-
perienced since his arrival at [lowery Har-
bor.

[t helped him to check his instinct to run.
It helped him to check that other iastinct.
which was to bluff—piay the indignant, as-
sume the role of injured Innocence. threaten
reprisals in a political way. That was Sol-
lv’s way.
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“What are vou going to do about it?”
the young farmer asked.

“ dquare myself,” Davies replied.
long! Thanks!”

Davies met the constable at the side of
a low fence fringing a garden. Beyond
the garden was a lane. There was another
lane just across the way, and this ran off
down a stope between other garden fences
to a wiliowy hoilow. There was still a
good chance to get away, but all the
time Davies was getting a better grip on
himsell.

He and the man of the law surveyed cach
other.

The constable was a man of middle age—
a trifle fat, a trifle dirty, but keen-eyed and
effictent. He was chewing tobacco. He
slowly masticated. He spat to one side.
His eyes came back to Davies’s eyes.

“ 1 reckon,” he said, without other pre-
liminaries, ** you know who I am.”

“You're the constable.”

The other squinted down at a nickel-
plated badge on the lapel of his coat. He
burnished it with his sleeve.

' And vou're the young feller,” he said,
as if announcing a happy surprise, ** who’s
been sellin’ inside the corporate limits with-
out a license. 1 guess I'll have to ask vou
to step along with me.”

“I'm ready.”

“ You seem to take it sort of cool.”

“ Why shouldn’t 1?7 1 haven’t been do-
ing anything wrong. I didn’t know 1 had to
have a license.”

** Ignorance of the law ain’t no defense,”
the constable recited.

*“ I'm willing to get a license.”

I suppose so,” said the constable, with a
flash of malice, " now that the crime has
been committed.”

The constable was still leisurely. There
was an air about him of preoccupation, of
not having said all that he had to say. And
Davies noticed this.

“ What do vou think I'd better do about

1 ¥
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it?

“That's for the squire to say, althouch
he do geunerally follow my recommend.”

“ And what’s that?”

*The lock-up.” He snapped out the
words. It largely depends on what I say
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—and on what you might call public senti-
ment. "’

“With no chance to get off with a
fine?”’

The constable slanted a meaning look at
Davies. He casually glanced up and down
the all but deserted street.

“Now youre beginning to say some-
thin’,” he mused.

Again he shot a look at Davies.

“ Well, come along,” he said.
be gettin’ off to the lock-up.”

“ Have a cigar,” said Davies.

“ Don’t mind if I do.”

He took the cigar that the prisoner otfered
and bit the end from it. Davies held a
match for him.

“ Do vou mean that I might get off all
richt with a fine?”

“ How much money you got? "

“1 don't know, but it ought to Dbe
enough.”

The constable lowered his voice. spoke a
little more quickly than he had spoken
hitherto.

T ain’t one of these here officers that
won't listen to reason,” he averred with a
touch of nervous eagerness. ** I'm broad-
minded enough, if it comes to that. Got to
be, b’ heck! I got a family.” He wasn't
altogether hardened. He appeared to be a
little disconcerted. He ran on, with a trace
of nervous laughter. * Some folks went
throuzh here just the other day, bustin’ the
speed-limits in one of these here big purple
cars, and thev'd been goin” on like that yet
if T hadn’t nabbed them, and the feller who
was steerin’, he says to me, just like that,
says he: ¢ Be you one of these here officers
that won't listen to reason?’ * How s0?’
says I. “ Why,” says he, ' if you ain't,” says
he, ‘ mebbe you’ll let me pay the fine right
here and now,’ says he.”

“ How much was the fine?” Davies In-
quired.

“ In his particular case, it was a five-
dollar bill.”

“ Can’t I pav my fine right here?”

“ Not richt here,” the constable whis-
pered, ‘“ unless vou're mighty keerful about

" 3

1L.

“We'll

“1'1l be careful.”

Davies was as good as his word., He cast
a cautious look about him. He turned his
face to the fence and deftly drew his bill-
fold. He counted out five one-dollar bills.
But the constable was not so cautious. At
any rate, the sight of the stranger’'s money
seemed to interest him more than any
chance of some one discovering his method
of executing the law, His keen eyes counted
the five bills as Davies counted them, and
also took note of all the other money 1n-the
fold.

“ T reckon,” he breathed, ** that your fine
will be just twice that much.”

*“ You ought to go to some bigger town,”
cald Davies briefly, after the transfer had
been made. But he kept his temper. * How
do I know that they won’t make trouble
for me when I go to get my license even
now?"

The constable was in high good humor.

I guess you needn’t worry about that,”
he said. * Just let on like nothin’s hap-
pened. Keep your mouth shut, and nothin’s
ooin’ to hurt you. Catch the four seven-
teen.”

“ But I want to be all on the square,”
said Davies. 1 expect to stay here a
while. 1'm not going out on the four seven-
teen.”

* Oh, you're not!”

“You've let your cigar g¢o out,” said
Davies. He lit a fresh match. * And
vou've let some ashes fall on your coat.”
He brushed the constable’s collar lightly
while that officer was busy with the match
and the gift cicar. “ Can’t vou go around
to the town hall with me and tell them there
that I'm all right?”

“I'm sorry,” said the officer; * but 1t’s
just about my dinner-time.”

Thev sauntered along together for per-
haps a distance of fifty paces, and all this
time there was a sort of buzzing in Davies’s
brain, Then, what was that the colonel had
said about men being hurt by the truth,
unless thev happened to be right? Davies
eved the constable.

T thought,” he said carelessly, ‘ that
vou had a badge.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEEK. Don’t forget this magazine is issued weekly, and
that vou will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.
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OU didn’t know that 1 am an actor,

did you? Not many people know it

and among those who do, the excite-

ment isn’t violent. At present, of course, I

am not engaged In treading the boards. My

duties call for strict attention to about

seven square miles of alfalta land, besides

which I do a little light livery stable work,

run the ranch tractors and perform miscel-
laneous erands for old man Treadwell.

Jim Caldwell likewise is an actor. Some
people out here admit that he is a mighty
bad actor, when he winds up on too much
of Joe Flynn's hand-made rum. But what 1
mean 1s that both Jim Eil‘l(l me have quaii-
fied on the dramatic stage. We mayv never
see our names in electrm I1g:ht:, over a thea-
ter entrance, but we have both felt the thrill
of the descending curtain and the scattered
applause.

All of this happened a long time ago. be-
fore Pop Treadwell captured us and har-
nessed us up to his rolling ranch. Now we
are plain, unvarnishec¢ hired hands. da_;i:'a;_z;
our best to keep the cattle in shape, but
once we were more lese famous a '1{' 11
happened because could drive lour
horses.

We had bheen focling around Springer.
Idaho, waiting for a job with a medicine
outfit, but something happened to the show
and it began to lock like Jim an:d me would

Or
Jim
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have to move out of our boarding house or
pay the woman. One afternoon, we wan-
dered disconsolately out of town and
stopped on the brow of a long hill to medi-
tate and figure on the immediate future.
Off in the distance we could see a cloud of
dust, and when it came nearer, we observed
wagons and figures.

The lead wagon had three cross seats,
and on these sat eight or nine sad-looking
individuals, including a gent wearing a
ciean collar and a r=:1] hat. Behind the
first wagon came a vehicle laden with
trunks. That was the entire parade. The
man driving the baggage wagon was having
trouble with his horses. He had four of
them. and when, the caravan reached our
hill the bageage wagon slid into a gully and
a few ol the trunks droppea overboard.

“VWhat would vou say that 1s?” Jim
asked me.
“ Leoks like a theatrical troupe,” 1 re-

turned. - They have a lean and unfed 1001{
about them that males nge think oi actors.’
And 1t was. It was Hatch’s All-Star
Cast, arriving in springar to regale the pop-
tlace with the spoken drama. At least, thev
expected to arrive in Springer, if they could
oget their bageace wagon out of the chuck-
hole.
Mr. Hatch was the gent with the slightly

hat. and about the time the
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unfortunate driver spilled the trunks into
the road, Mr. Hatch burst into as flowery a
flood of profane language as 1 have ever
heard. There were some ladies present. but
apparently, they were accustomed to high-
powered words.

Jim and I wandered over to the trunk
wagon and helped the big Swede load up tne
derailed bazgage, and during the operation.
Mr. Hatch took off his lid and reproached
his driver. I‘inally he turned on Jim.

“ Can you drive four horses?  he aszked.

“Yes,” said Jim.

“ Do you want to drive them:"

“ Sure!”

“ Get up there,
“ You're elected.”

“ What about my friend?" jim asked.

“ Does he want a job?” Hatch inquired.

Jim nodded.

“ All right,” =aid Hatch, looking at me.
“You don’t look like a very brilliant person.
Maybe I can make an actor out of you.”

So I climbed up beside Jim and while
neither of us knew it at the moment, that
began our dramatic career. We then and
there joined Hatch’s All-Star Cast. ‘“That
nicht we watched the company playing
“ Fast Lynn " in the Springer Opera House,
sitting down in front on free seats.

“Well,” said Jim, at the end of the sec-
ond act, *“ I never tried it, but if that’s act-
ing, I can act.”

“ Me, too,” I agreed. * Right now. I'm a
better actor than hal!f of this company, and
I never tried 1t.”

The leading man was tall and wore a
mustache. The leading lady was a dame ot
uncertain years, named Hazel Hammond,
- and the main thing about Hazel was ner
diamonds. She had about hall a quart ol
jewels and Joe Marmon, one of the actors,
told us thev were real diamonds. Later on,
another member of the company adopted
them and left on a freight train, so 1 sup-
pose they had some value.

Joe Marmon was a nice, quiet guyv, with
a bald spot. He was the company genius
and had once written a play called ** On the
Border.” Otiher members of the company
informed me that Joe had stolen thiz work
of art from an old-time play. Anvihow.
whether he wrote it or just rewrote it. old

then.” Hatch <aid.

AND OFF.
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man Hatch produced it now and then, with
the full company. ‘There seemed to be a
demand for * On the Border,” and when-
ever the call was loud and clear, Boss Hatch
put it on.

But in the past, the play had always sort
of fallen down. 1t got so that Hatch
swore he would never present it again, and
the reaseon was that the play depended for
its bizg smash upon the dynamite explosion
ar the end of the second act. That explo-
sion had been turning out a fizzle and
Hatch oot tired of it. He always advertised
a zood explosion and the people came ex-
pecting a good explosion, and they never
g0t it.

About ten days after Jim and I joined
the All-Star Cast, the company headed
north into the Robbers Roost County. This
is a long, fertile valley between some saw-
toothed mountains, and as the railroads
don’t run up there, the towns in,the Rob-
bers Roost territory rarely get to see a show
with regular actors. There is only one way
into the valley, and that’s the way we went,
over a rockv, rutty trail, with Jim and me
driving the bageage wagon and the rest of
the cast coming behind. '

It took us two days to get to Five Falls,
and when we arrived we found that the
town consisted of a solitary hotel and one
other building, which was part livery stable
and part theatre. We got into Five Falls
about dusk and looked about for signs of a
town.

“ Where 1s the place?” Hatch asked the
hotel owner, In some astonishment.

 Right here,” said the man. * This is
I'ive [alls.”

1 don't see anv town,” Hatch went on,
orieved.  Wa're supposed to give a show
here to-nicht, if this i1s the place. Where
are all the people?”

© Oh, thev'll be in, all right,” the man
answered, " Thev've got to tend to their
milkinz. I I was you, mister, I wouldn’t
hegin my show till nine or ten o’clock.”

~0 Hatch 1ollowed the hotel man’s sug-
aoeztion.  We postponed the opening hour
until ten o'clock, and when the curtain went
up, there were three hundred people in the
house. "Thev came from points twenty,
miies off., and right after supper we began to
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see the lanterns on the end of wagon pcles
as they crept into town through the dark-
ness. _

In the course of our dramatic wanderings
through a sterile and barbarous country, we
came upon the town of Huttersville, and 1
wish to state at this juncture that I will
never forget Huttersville or Mr. Hutter, the
dumpy little man with the chin whisker,
after whom the town was named.

Huttersville is a little burg buried behind
some raw and rocky mountains, and the
mail comes In once a week from the civil-
ized outside world. Old Man Hutter owns
the town. It is his own private and per-
sonal village. He began it, reared it tenderly
and now guards it with a parent’s stern love.
To guard it right, he carries a couple of
ouns on his hips, and when our little theatri-
cal troupe reached town, we immediatelv
began to hear horrendous tales about what
a rough cuyv cld Hutter was.

Up to this time In our joint and several
careers with the company, neither jim nor !
had drawn down any money. The cere-
monial of pav-day was unknown in Hatch’s
All-Star Cast. It was a custom among the
actors to go without salarv and be content
with having their board and lodging paid,
and while this struck us as a noveltly, still,
Jim and T didn’t want (o break any estab-
lished customs, z0 we said nething, We
were eating prett

oularly and had no de-
sire to trifle mth our luck

Jim’s salary was ten m'dl a week and
mine was nine dellars each seven days, only
Jim never got his and neither cid 1.

IFurthermore, neither one of us had vet
done any real acting on the stage, among
scenery and surroundings. 1 did all my act-
ing in the barn with the hLorses, and Jim
acted with the baggage and scenes. When
we complained to Hatch that we were hired
to act a little, he said to wait till he pro-
duced ‘ On the Border,” in which we would
be sure to find a couple of toothsome parts.
So we waited patiently.

I1.
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“ Orphan Annie ” before
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In Huttersville, Hatch’s
busted loose with
a full
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Hutter inspected the performance, just like
he inspected every performance, standing in
front in a belligerent attitude. Before the
cutain went up, the old coyote made a
speech to the audience, advising decorum
and calm. He swore profusely during this
specch, but no ladies walked out on him.
He threatened to climb up in the gallery
and kill a mess of small boys if they velled
or pounded with their feet. Then he waved
a kaiserlike hand and told the show to go
on and 1t went,

Hutter was a small, fattish man, with a
bald head and a red nose. It was his cus-
tom to observe each and everyv performance
ogiven in the theater from the center of the
stage, at the point where the middle aisles
runs into the footlights.

I noticed this strange habit of his at once.
He used to watch the performance, standing

1

with his elbows resting on the stage and his
chin in his palms, staring up at the actors.
If they said something he didn’t like, he
310} ped the show and balled out the un-

11,1.“1-.537 ouy before everybody. And if he
didn’t like the drama, he stopped every-
thing, put out the lights and told the audi-
cnce to go home. He was one little auto-
crat, this little Hutter guv: and as I said,
he carried a couple of guns on his hip to
oive his remarks the proper emphasis.

Wmﬂ' about this time, Iim and I began
to feel that Hatch wasn’t going to let us act
at zﬂlu We stood there in the allev back of
Flutter's Opcra House one night early that
weel discussing Hatch and his persecution
ol us.

* He ain’t never going to let us act and
that’s plain,” Jim caid to me. ** We're just
cood enough for the rougnh work around
here

“ He said he would give us a couple of
swell parts when he put on * On the Bor-
der,” 7 T argued. ©“ Why don’t he put it on?”

“Yeah, why don’t he?” demanded Joe
Marmon, the author of the play in question.
“1t ain’t doing the right thing by me,
either. I wrote that play and it’s a bird.
He's doing me an injf@stice and the people
all want to see * On the Border,” too. Even
Old Man Hutter asked Hatch why he didn’t
put it on.”

“ Well, why don’t he?” T demanded.
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* Because Hatch says the explosion 1n the
old mill at the end of the second act always
turns out rotten,” Joe explained, and that’s
the first Jim and I knew there was an ex-
plosion in the piece. ** Hatch says that ex-
plosion is always a fizzle and spous the
piece.”’

At that moment the sole proprietor oi
Hatch’s All-Star Cast came suddenly out of
the stage entrance and busted into our con-
fab.

“ Well,” Mr. Hatch demanded, having
heard the final part of Joo's speech,
‘“ wasn't that explosion a frost the last
town we played it? Am 1 right or wrong?
Is there any good playing * On the Border’
with an explosion that sounds like a robin
laying an egg? Ain’t that explosion the
main thing in the show? That’s why I
won’t put the thing on in this town or any
other, even if Old Man Hutter demands it.”

‘““ Say, Mr. Hatch,” Jim said suddenly.
“You mean that you would put this play
on and give me and Shorty a chance to act,
if you only had a good explosion?”

“ Sure,” said Hatch, and then, being in a
hurry, he walked away.

Jim watched him go down the alley and
turn into the street and then turned to me.

* Shorty,” he said,  you been eager to
do a little acting and now your time has
come. Likewise, I have yearned to get up
there and show these birds some real acting,
and I am about to have my tling.”

“ He said he wouldn’t produce ¢ On the
Border ’ till he was sure of a first-class ex-
plosion,” Joe Marmon said, glumly.

“ And he’s going to have a first-class ex-
plosion,” Jim returned. *° Have you got the
manuscript so's the company can learn this
piece?’”’

Joe said he had it up in his trunk at the
hotel and Jim told him to dig it out and
have copies made for all members ol the
cast.

“ And have a couple [or me and Shorty,”
Jim added, ** because this 1s our first oppor-
tunity.”’

When we were alone a little later on. I -
quired what all this meant.

“¥You heard what Hatch =zaid, didn’t
you?” Jim demanded.

‘“ Sure: that we have to have a real ex-
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plosion instead of the usual fizzers. What’s
that got to do with 1t?”

“AWell,” Jim went on, with a proud and
thougntful simile, ©* you don’t know it, be-
cause we weren t acquainted then, but I'm
one of the best little explosion experts in the
vorld.  Back in my home town in the old
days [ used to be the INourth of July king.
{ got up all the home-made cannons and
mortars. They used to depend on me to
produce a lot of loud noize and I made
good. What I don’t know about explosions,
noise, and excitement ain't worth knowing,
>0 when [ heard that there was nothing be-
tween us and a chiance to act but a good ex-
plosion, | knew our chance had come.”

“ You mean vou're going to undertake to
make the explosion?” 1 asked.

“ At the end of the second act of * On
the Border,” "’ Jim went on, “ there has got
to be a good, loud explosion in the old mill
—one that will convince the audience. And
up to this time, the company has been shy
one high-class explosion expert. If I'd only
known why Hatch was backward, we would
have acted long ago.” |

* Well,” 1 said, somewhat pleased, “1
didn’t know you were a gunpowder shark,
but that ain’t important, anyhow. The
main thing is that he puts on the show
and then we get our long and patiently
waited opportunity.”

“We do,” said Jim.
have to wait long.”

And we didn’t, either.

Jim and Joe Marmon got together and
then held a consultation with Boss Hatch.
Joe probably explained that Jim Caldwell
was the man the company had long needed,
and wnen Hatch was assured that Jim knew
all the technical details about a good, bang-
up explosion, he consented to have the thing
announced.

Old Man Hutter was informed officiallv
that ** On the Border 7 would be performed
in New York stvle by the Hatch All-
Star organization on Friday night, and the
old covote was pleased. He wrote out the
announcement cn the back of a playing
card, which he nailed to the pole in front of
the Huttersviile barber shop, and the towns
folk began to taik about the thrilling melo-
drama.

“ And we won’t
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Jim came to me with pride glowing in his
eyes and brought the news.

“I'm to play the part of the hero,” he
said, *“ and you're the villain. You annoy
me all thrcugh and at the end of the second
act you hit me on the head with the gun and
tie me up to the burning powder keg.”

“It sounds reasonable,” I remarked.
‘“What do I say first, right after the curtain
goes upr’”’

We didn’t have all the time in the world
to study our respective parts of hero and
villain because I'riday night was approach-
ing fast, but we went to work and [ learned
what I had to do without any trouble.

Meantime, Jim and Joe Marmon were
busy learning their own lines. DBut what
was more important, they were out rustling
a class one explosion to insert at the end ot
the second act and thus make good with
Manager Hatch. They had promised him
and they were doing their best.

I didn’t know what steps Jim was taking.
and if I had known, my own part in ** Cn
the Border ” would have been different.

To begin, the explosion was to take place
in the old mill. The hero was called upon
to be tied up to the burning powder keg by
the scheming villain, and just before the
mill blew up, the beautiful heroline was to
dash in and unloose the hero’s honds. Then
the mill went up and that's what had
always proved a failure in the past. They
couldn’t get the mill to go up with the
proper amount of authority. The audience
simply snickered at the explosion scene nd
told each other it was a cheesy exhibition.
It was this that Jim was attempting to over-
come, using, as he said, his Fourth of July
experience of olden days.

I have always known that Jim was a
nut, but I did not know Joe Marmon well
enough to catalogue him. He was not only
“a nut, but he was a simple-minded, cred-
ulous, childish, durned {focl. He went
along with Jim Caldwell while that wild-
haired hyena prepared the explosion mate-
rial, and about these details T knew nothing
until later on.

The first thing they did was to buy eight
or nine pounds of very black gunpowder,
which they packed into a defunct lard-can.
They then prowled around Huttersville
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until they discovered a beer-keg. It was
an old-fashioned, colicl cak beer-keg that
had never known a weak moment n its life.
Thus equipped, Jim avd Jee wandered back
to Hutter’s Opera-House with their mate-
rial. They put the top on the lard-can and
made a neat hole in it. Then they placed
the can carefully in the bottom of the beer-
keg and began packing it in. They used
pieces of wet paper, bits of wood, small
rocks, sand, gravel, mud, some petrified
turnips jim found back of a grocery, and
various other ingredients. When they got
threugh packing, the lard-can was tightly
wedged inside the beer-keg. They then ran
the fuse up through the top and nailed the
top back onto the beer-keg, after which Jim
announced that they were now ready for
a cood, thrilling explosion in the mull scene.

And they were! Believe me, that ex-
plesion scene never had a chance of turning
out a hzzle after those two maniacs iin-
ished up their preparations.

* Shorty,” Jim explained to me that Iri-
day afternoon, “ we're going to have one
peach of a blow-up. Old Man Hutter will
be surprised. And Hatch will be pleased.
This ain’t going to be no fizzle, and don’t
yvou forget it.”

As stated, T didn’t know the dectails of
Mr. Caldwell’s preparations. I only knew
that he seemed mighty sure the explosion
would thrill the Huttersville audience.
Nothing happened until about six o’clock
that evening. Jim passed me in a hurry,
ooing into the dressing-room, and paused.

 Shorty,” he =aid, “1 forgot to get a
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fuse. You rush out somewhere and buy a
oocd fuse. We can't get along without a
fuse.”

So I put on my hat and started out on
a still hunt through IHuttersville to find a
fuse.

I oot into all the stores that were still
open, but no fuses. DBusiness had been
very quiet in the fuse line, they told me,
but finally 1 got a guy in a hardware-store
to patch up a home-made fuse, and, while
it wasn't a very workmanlike object, still 1t
would burn with surprising speed. He used
paper and string and powder, and what
else T don’t know. 1 took the fuse back
to Jim, and he thanked me.
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Later on I was sorry 1 bought that fuse.

Then the people of Huttersville began to
move toward the Hutter Opera-House to
witness the performance of that sterling
melodrama, “ On the Border,” by Jozeph
Marmon, presented by Lemuel Hatch and
his all-star cast. The town was filled with
suppressed excitement. Joe Marmon was
trotting around in circies, and every one
else was more or less fidgetv. I didn't know
whether I knew my lines or not.

“ Shorty,” Jim said to me, flixing s
make-up on, * this 1s going to be a big night
in our lives.”

“1 believe it,”" I said.

[11.

So it came about that the house was
crowded the night Jim and [ began our

artistic career. Iivery seat in the gallery
was occupied by a palpitant gent, all ready
to be thrilled. There was not a soul in the
building that hadn’t come to be there when
that old mill blew up.

Old Man Hutter appeared toward the
start of the show and assumed his dicta-
torial manner and his impudent position
down there at the foot of the center aisle
where it runs into the footlights. The
theater was heated in the good, old-stvle
way with a pot-bellied coal-stove, which
was going pretty good that night, 1t hemng
a mite chilly outside. It was one of the
roundest, reddest, and fattest stoves 1 can
remember, and it 1s impressed upon my
mind forever.

On the opposite side of the theater, and
near the stage, was a piano that opened up
the back. That plano was a priceless 1n-
stitution and the proud boast of Hutters-
viile, hecause it was the only Instrument ol
harmony In town. [t had been hauled into
Huttersville on a wacon at a tremendous
outlay of time and money, and Old Man
Hutter regarded 1t with great love and es-
teem. It was a hichly polished piano, and
whenever the man wasn't playing on it
thev kept it wrapped up in a Mother Hub-
bard, which the man always threw back
with great ceremony.

The first part of ““On the Border”
found me as nervouns as a schoolgirl wit!
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her first voung man, I not only forgot my
lines. | forget everything 1 had ever

known, including my name and color. But

we blundered along somehow. Jim was
heroing all over the place, and 1 forgot
whether he remembered his lines or invent-
ed stufl as he went along.

Joe Marmon hadn’t been seen during the
first act, and I found out later that he had
oot himezelf accidentally stewed toward sup-
ter-time and was therefore detained some-
where, but he blew into the theater some
time during the second act. He came over
and stood by me just before [ hit Jim with
the butt end of a gun.

The action was like this: Jim was the
curly-haired hero. and I was trying to get
rid of him, so [ hit him with the gun,
dragged his unconscious form into the old
mill, tied him to the keg of dynamite, and
blew him 1nto smithereens. Only just be-
fore the explosicn, the beautiful heroine
came on the run, undid him, and dragged
him to safety. Then the piece called for
the explosion.

Just before my time to dash out onto
the stage and hammer Jim with the gun,
Jjoe Marmon began talking to me. At first
l didn't get the drift of his conversation,
but gradually it dawned on me that he was
explamning what a good explosion this ought
to be. 1le said it ought to catisfy Lemuel
Hatch, Old Man Hutter, and ali the towns-
people, because great pains had been taken
by him and Jim to prepare it.

I was trying to keep my mind on the
lines [ would have to sav In a minute, 20
[ only half heard what Joe¢ was saving, and.
anvhow, his breath bothered me. 1 had a
lot of things to do, because after 1 hit Jim
with the gun, I tied him up with a rope to
the dynamite, and then strune mv fuse
across the stage and lichted the {ar end of
it. And about one second before my cue
to leap out came. | heard Joe talking dis-
tinctly.

“Yeah,” Joe was saving, " they ain't a
soul can find fault with this explosion. If
this don't startle them, T don’t want a dime.
There's ten pounds in that tin can, anyv-
how.”

“ Ten pounds of what?” [ demanded, my
mind turning to Joe and his breath.
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“ Gunpowder,” Joe =aid solemnly.
“ Smoky, old-style gunpowder, packed 1n
tight. Jim and me, we hunted high and
low till we got just the can we wanted, and
when I say she’s going to puff hard, 1 tell
tell the truth. When vou light that fuse,
don’t you hang arcund this theater, Shorty.
The minute vou touch her off, you start
out through the alley door and keep on
coing till it’s over. I won't be here mysell.
and I know what's going to occur.”

There were about nine pecple on the
stage, and it dawned on me that maybe a
catastrophe was at hand. 1 felt a sudden
coolness in the region of my feet, and 1 re-
membered what a liar Jim was, and also
what a blundering ass.

If Joe said they had ten pounds of stuff
packed in that beer-lieg, there was no rea-
son to doubt it, but the news had come too
late.

It was my time to start cut and hit Jim
with the gun, and I did. I hit him good.
e went down on the stage in a heap. ana
the audience hissed me. Then I bound Jim
up to the keg and prepared to light the

fuse. And if ever there was a job that
looked distasteful. that was 1t. But 1t had
to be done.

I lighted the fuse and then dashed
around the flies, telling those not n sight
of the audience to duck out into the alley.
Then 1 ran around to the handle with
which we let down the curtain, because 1
knew that the curtain had to come down
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