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This Big Wonderful
Bargain Catalog Free

1£,you haven't sent for your free copy of Hart:
man’s great Bargain Catalog, don’t put off another
day. You must really have this free book which
shows you so many bargains in_ splendid house fur-
nishings—thousands of these amazing bargains—all
on, Hartman's cssy credit terms, ' Some as low s
nnly 50c or 75¢c down—others $1.00 or $1.25 d
l}c in after h-rc‘ln, in rugs, turt.‘lms furniture of all kmdl

e matinen Shoaeeevs Bty e, Haihes. cabime
| music cabinets, garden hose, cmleryﬁ suitcases an
r greatest of
e st ainiing mils, famning "mils, tool grinders, feed
grinders, comn shellers, saws, a ‘concrete mixers, farm carts,

colos Posteard br brlnn- St FREE, prepaid. Send for
ot your part. N promite, - Foe book 1o youse tres for the-sebin

Brings Either of These Bargams

Just to show what Hartman offers you in bargains, we show two her
Order thess right from this ad. Send for either or both, Only $1.00
to send now for the Cabinet or Rocker or $2.00 if you want both.

Kltchen Cabinet  Bargainin Parlor Rocker
— - Try:

Send Only
e 00 Now
502 i Bxtanaible bread board. 2 Catlery
drawers. Tl oo bink: vich G055,
Capaci
Shipped
£y N oBANAG! Fie S0.55.
o.xy ST mow, Bataacs 750 monti
—

THARTMAN fineonss eaneszco;
S e erhandne macked X s O tclow” 1 snlte 1. ath

Send Post Card for Book | P

e e e e
es—only a postal brings the free Bargain | 3% uumlm.m ot waysandSefond i 6. 1 keeo i, wilpay

Em o ?l;m{vs you how :d fumigh your 4 c.‘,. o 3 e
0me eau iful and on credit. ree for hen o’ e
post card. Sendyforyourcopy—now 1 [0 el o 5
HARTMA" FURNITURE lllll EAIPET €0. |~

3803 Wentwarthve. e




ADVERTISING SECTION.

BE A CERTIFICATED
_ ELECTRICIAN

WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
A real position like tl-us—for you

The country needs thousands of trained, Certificated icians to fill d at big
}my It’sall amatter knowing how, and Twill teach youby up-twdate,m lern m:,trucuon Youcan
learn at home, without interfering wlthfyour rc%:’xlsr ‘work, by my highly successful method of
repare NOW, and be ready in a few months to earn your

Home Instruction in Practical Electricity.

$46 to ¥100 a Week

A Real Opportunity for You Send for This Book

Wishing is never znmg to make your dreams My book, ‘‘HOW TO BECOME AN EXPERT

come true. You've got to study—to learn. ELECTRICIAN,” has started thousands of
A man is worth wmbly 2 or $3 aday from his neck down young men on me ‘way tosplendid success. A new edition
—and no more ; but th ere i no limit to what he can be nl this has just been printed. I want every young man in-
‘worth from his neck up rested in Flvntnrn.y to have a copy, and will semlyuu one

A trained mind is "what gets the b:g pay. It AESOTUTELY FRES AND PREPAID. Write
is this training that you need, and I can train S
souina few manthe. - Ara son ambitios tomake arest  FHOow 1 Train My tudents
!uccﬂl*thcn send me the coupon — today
As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering

Electrical Outfit— Free Works I know exactly the kind of training a
To every student who answers this ad I am  manneess o abie i 12 et S ol Fewd bt
giving a Splendid Electrical Outfit of standard  who o helding spiendid slectrical jobs

jize lgctrienl Toole, Instruments, Matorial ofc. abser [ give each of my students porsonal attention
give a truly valuable surprise that I cannot explain here. ~ and a wmplelv and Ilmm\!gh tr: giv

F ) tS. . b sd D ELECTRICAL QUTEIT

o b of the trainingis done
ree Lmployment Service ken iy Sihdeis prsduate and

T am continually receiving requests from em- Tece {\‘r \’htnv f‘slu.ﬂc’.{\[g
ployers to send them trained Electrical men.  fime'you w b vou

assist my students to secure good positions. 1 keep in  splendidly
touch with them for years, helping and advising them in  for special train mn  Nooiber schoot
every possible way. can give you thi

WRITE NOW—DON

Delay never got you anything. Action is what counts. Get started—and
get started now. Write me, or send me the coupon, right NOW.

L o Chicago Engineering Works i
Dept. 173 441 Cass Street CHICAGO

ALL-STORY In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magasine.
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ADVERTISING SECTION.

+have watched the progress of the International
Correspondence Schools aimost from the very be;
ping. Tome thelr rapld rowth s eash

out the country
who have taken their ¢
“May your spiendid hulnmnnn continue to o grow
and fiourish that the ‘will come to appreciate
o actual worth of the 1. C. 5. tramed man
~Taowuas A. Evr

fession second only to that acquired by devoiing
this study, in & regular college course. "

21am familiar with the textbooks and method of instruction uacd
the tniernationai

apondenco Sehoistn their' Courses _‘m.m.i
nb:.em mnm A Say Young an who s

‘10 acauire a mowledge of the
LIRS Hme for yeats to

~Dn. Cianzes P, STEnnGTE.

What Would Their Advxce
Be Worth toYou ?

Suppose you have a knack for things electrical—that you realize what a wonderful

opportunity for earnings and advancement the field of Electricity offers.

What, then,

would it be worth to you to have Edison and Steinmetz, the two ioremost figures in

the electrical world, tell you of a'thorough
practical plan by which you can acquire, right
at home, the training you need for success?

Well, here is their advice, based on years of
familiarity with the instruction given by the Inter-
national Correspondence Schools and on personal
knowledge of L. C. S. trained men in their employ:

“Iknow of the success attained by men whohave
taken your Courses,” says Edison. ~ “It is a practi-
caland economical way to acquire a knowledge of
the profession,” says Dr. Steinmetz. Read their
full statements above.

For 27 years the I. C. S. have been training men
at home in their spare time for success in Elec-
tricity and 280 other subjects. It is training over
100,000 men and women right now. It is ready and
anxious to prepare you for advancement in Elec-
trical Engineering or any special branch of it—or
in any other line that appeals to you,

Pick the position you want in the work you like
best, then put it up to us to prove how we can
help you. Here is all we ask—without cost, with-
out obligation, mark and mail this counon.

[ INTEKIIATII]IIAL GGHRESPI]HDEIN:E SCHOOLS

Explain, w‘khhaul obﬂnnn g oan qu-hry for the posi-

g:urnlum ENGINEER

e
ubject, be/ore whichl ms
CREMICAL ENGINEER
SALESMANSHIE
MAN

Poul ‘lm.l.: »
3 “"'".,..
trononties 15 Taie

Ship Draftsman

Name
Present
Occupati

Stat
Camadians may send $his coupon to
International Correspondence Sehoots, Monireal, Canada

In answering this advertisement it {s desirable that you mention this magazine,
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

oF spare time. M 0 in
$275 i tour pours. 1 will_give, vou $3500
four average  orders a - da deiivering
Sl lcontfree " for | you Sy ve "B
No_‘capital * required.” Bigsest maker

Write“quick for' Information. ~Comer. Manufacturing Company,
O,

Dept. ¥ 116, Dayton

TO WEAR A
!EAunruL m:w ST Baleis otk Swn heasare. Fron
and 333 10 50 every ‘wecke” You' can bo- fhe bext
rossed man’ in your'town and tarh a ot of extra momey if
F00 weite s oncefor ou Destiiral gamples and wondertul oter
o Progress Tatloring Co., Dept. 253, Chicago.
AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR. SELL MENDETS,
ipla, - packago  free.  Colletto
Dept. 50675, Amsterdsin, N. Y.
§100 A WEEK FREE SAWPLES.
Lo and ofeo’ W
P denand Tineral o to gl
abe X Clark, Ch

‘Manufacturing

casily selling absolute
Servico Stations, Mechanics, No competi-
Exclusive territory. Write to-ay.
1300 Monon mmam. Lluul

to Garages.
ton. Side line of full time,
Automotive Wiring Manual,

0
s ]mdlmld Abents vumeﬂ,
ShE B wormes, 31160 art hos cais. Mepsion Fives Broom Co.
618 Duquesne Way,” Pittsburg, Pen

Tailoring_ Agents. W are wlm\alnlem-mlhnumnl tailors mal
ing e ‘maido to order for biggest. producing agents. Has
‘et e samples on Tmarker. Can soll cheaper thath Sour Sompet”
itor. Sample line Free. Leeds Woolen Mills, Dept.’ A, Ch

v Armor For Auto Tires. Doubles | mu«

AGENTS—MAKE BIG PROFITS sclling our extracts,
perfumes. cold creams, face powders, spices, medicines, etc.
Beautitui high-srade Tie. Exclusive territors, Sampie soap free

Lacassian_Company, Dept. 114, St Louis, Mo

HELP WANTED

WOMEN WANTED-—all loculities—to_sell dainty Crepe do
Chemises, G

s, dircc X

o time. You'can' easily eam
your spare time. Send for our plan.
Only, responsible_women_ wanted, La Riviere Manufacturing Co.,
128 East 2ird Street, New York City.

A (DETECTIVE—EARN FROM $150.00 TO 5300.00
PO MONPH. el e word, Write C. T. Ludvis.
T2 Westover Bullding, Kansas CY,

T HOME HmkA ARGE PHILADEL.
paid.  Uniiversal

0 SEW AT

pHTA FiRM, o

mm,.ea enselope or
ect, Phiiadelbhia,

glucation
Dept.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE

sufficient.

Wil
@1, Rochester. .

MAKE BIG MONEY IN GRAIN, FRUIT. POULTRY OR
TRUCK _IN" MICHIGAN'S “BEST cnuuh:s 1 Hirdwood
land $15 o $30 per acre. ‘schools,
Shiitonts. ¥irso lnburbuce. Mo thies e péars.

No_ swainp orstones. 160
Dnited  States *from the largest

Write now. " Swigart Land Co.," Y1345 ¥t

Chicago,

DS N TR MEN A AND WOMEN. WANTED. NEW
MONITOR [SELF HEATING IRON: 50 8w
actually hoing made now. by .‘ o ‘original
2518 Uhent e Aot pricea” |\ .m:;:d
Erettueelenfiony. o s X
el st e a5

St dosen ‘Oat Sacardas, Libera

o
S m free outni ofer. W i oday
 Street, Tig Prairie, Olio.

" MONEY TO MAKE. DIGNIFIED TO A!LL—(NM\MOHE
DEMAND, Larse Pritt, Natlonally Advriised T our
Tearl Palutings th mes ot Ilwrlpllu‘ Edi-
orials in Myreh J'rumllr et Novelfy News, ete.

iy

Jonn Ky Harttord. Botidie, " Chlcago
AGENTS: EVERY SOLDIER'S HOM READY
by our roart omamenced.

i portrait P talog ‘Sigwing
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ime o start
5°8 No. We

noveltis _sen cenis” o
witn s e e
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“PHOTO PILLOW TOPS, PORTRAL S, Frames, Honor Aol
Pennants, Pairiotic Portraits and Lions
Books, Service Banners. l'mmy)t'hlpnmnu ainples m.~....\um
ce. 50 days oredit. Jas. C. . Desk ¢-5,

mmnss . PAY DOLLARS demonstrating new $10.00 Aaay
Wonderful  mvention. Adds shntrice, * mull
;. $500.00 machine. Five.
“dentand " everswhere.  Liberal
ick for trial offer and_ protectedterritory. Dept. o
Calctator” Corporation,” Graid Rapids, Sich

A NEW, CLEAN, DIGNIFIEII, mm:v MAKING Pwnrusl.
TION will pay o' '8 Rusier, woek
ling ‘our 'ne sebola “speciaits: Weks. fof -mcullu.
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omen and-chilires.

we Muse or replaced free. All
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fast scling, populay prced household neccsiten, T sreatot 1
on eacth. Make utit.and  automobile
furmighed Free to mm. fo r exlusive terrion
American Products Co., atl, Obit

" ace
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“month
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ACE_PICTURI
s, 0 Frocdon

S True
“Pershing, " Hon
“hio partrait Satalog. «-nuwmma Fortrait. Co.,
W. Adams ‘Street. Chica

ot LAl
Booklet

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

sT ANT FOR PUBLICATION.
L CeXaMINATION.” X e Sooartunits "for - heimbars;

on request, New' York Literary Bureau, 141 We
Street, New York City

Bith

STORIES, POEMS. PL Te.
| ARE. W, FOR ° PUBLICATION. deas
| bring big"mones.” Submic Mss.”or write. Literary oreau, 9160

FREE To WRITERS—a wonderful Liulg hook of moner.
ot *successtu
ool

Sena "Tor your

Kb, XY

WANTED—STORIES, MS FOR NEW

MAGAZINE. W Handwriiten  MSS.

sccuptabie, - send S, National  Magazine,
Tesk 369, Washington.




ADVERTISING SECTION.

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS

BE AN AUTO OR TRACTOR EXPERT. Unlimited opportunity
tor cisl and Government Work. 5000 successful sraduates. Writa
o frea catalog.” Cleveland Auto ~Sehool,

248 st

i
T et, Cleveland, Obio.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

FHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 49 COMPANIES; 510 TO 3500
EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence,

nce necded: decais st free 10 begiinrs. sl Sour ideas,
jers. Leag) ‘Walnwrisit,”St.Louis, Mo

NEY. WRITING MOTION PICTURE PLAYS.

KE Mo
e st market. Not a correspondene particulars,
Photoplay ns dway i

Dot B, New Lo

_ PATENT ATTORNEYS

WPATENTS THAT
est. 1
ol

PROTECT.
Promptn
i, Petent Tavses

HIGHEST REFERENCES.
4 klet
e, W ashi

4

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE
BOOK, How to" Obtain o Patent

ILLUSTRATED GUIDE

model orsketch and
nattire ¥

ble  Terms.

ention write
. model

r our \,.uae
b

will give our
& Co, 650

T8 Wootworti

Bunaing, N

INVENTORS.
You

SEND SKETOH AND DESCRIPTION or
NVENTION for” ‘Ndvice Regarain
iy Yeary Experi l)w Han

e on i
s i

\ to oday MHnu A Ta bert, Patent Lawyers,
RAILROAD BOOKS AND CHARTS
JASEILIIAD VD, TELEaRIE, Bonk
AT peer el

$1.00," Sena
Railroad Hook St

AL

" ever beiora

o
tynded acedkiing 5o o3 Gosra
L Sl “Hhouar
o valyabls

B or th

rsity,

LaSalle Extension Uni

Dept. 332

All Worsted Serge Pants
Mad_em'!:?“ Olz'der

, Chicago, Il.

kll:hle Tlllllmln Co., 3618. P:um St lilllugu

We guarantee at any time during the
first year of your .nrollmo t
nfund the mm

3
plation. o fad
school that

GOUNDS convincing, doesn'tt? Betterst
it means i we make good, Y UST.
Miate than ftel ot e putetcafitan: i
our ability to fif you for the Big Job—and the
pay you'd like to get. If you want to succeed,
but are handicapped by the lack of training,
NOW is the time to make us MAKE GOOD.
Wecan’t come to you—but the Coupon below
will bring us together in such a way that you
can'tlose a cent, We're ready to make good.
YOU CAN IF YOU WANT TO.

NO STRING TO oun OFFER
There’s no quibbling about_the American
School guarantee, Yow're either satisfied or
you are not. After the tenth examination, if
You feel that you are not getting practical,

g you
can cash in on, simply nonfy us you are not
satisfied with the Course and you are not out
one cent. We accept students on no other
basis but that of satisfaction or money back.

IT’S YOUR MOVE

You've read our Guarantee—you know that training

will pave the w: promoti ter pay—you
Know you can't hope fo re: here without
specialized ins hy he first
for a bigger and better oturo In fo check and mall the
Coupon. 3o Freo Bulletin and full
detaile of M¢

AMERICAN SCBO0L¢
of cummmm.n-pl. 61083, Chicago

Please send mo booklet and tell me how
¥ can ¢ myself for the position marked X:
High School Course -§hop Supenntendent
Electrical Engineer

clephone Eagineer
rehitect

u x‘:en Manager
0
ertified Public Acc'at

raftsman

uilding Contractor tenograp
Engineer
Engil $iiiEire Ins. Adjuster
ivil Engineer ry Engineer
e cer Automobile Engineer
Name
Address

In answering any advertisement on thia page it s desirable that you mention

this magazine.
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CHARACTER READING 25¢

For 25¢, Mr. Gubalke, Director of the School of
Graphology, will give you a Character Reading
Ten lines written in pen and ink

are all that is necessary. Send a sample of your own
handwriting or that of a triend, sweetheart, employee or
usines ate whose cliaracter you wish analszi
Send omorrow you will Feceive information

that will prove intensely interesting

SCHOOL OF GRAPHOLOGY
Room 1083, 1810 Wilson Avenue, CHICAGO

COPY THIS SKETCH

racticu syviom o
t..u.. n‘,’ﬂ.'.‘m ..S,

ey e 1 v

The hndon Sehoo
1451

9 SCHOFIELD BLOG.,

L [Learn Piano! &
LA ol aaﬂ This lnlergslmg Free Book |

TR

rmud oy

Swell Nlﬂy Suit
FREE

Write quick! Your
Dame and addresson
o

Aepnie” oo
N.-m,.x .&'."T’x.x 5

Parason Tulnrm' Cm. DepLI| Chicago

L DON’T SHOIIT”

ued by savone, young o old,
The Morley Phone for the

DEAF

it 10 the ears what glases are
10 the cyee. Wete For Fres
Baoket coniaining tesimonisls
of wers all ve the county. It

describes
telshow and wehy the MORLEY
PHONE affods relief, Over one hundred thousand sod.

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 709, Perry Bldg., Phil

| ez syt r =
| GET WELL—-BE YOUNG—-GROW TALL

o xmm¢ s et
ot

e e
PANDICULATOR Cor, 1518 Prospect Avene, Clevelam,

a Fmger Prmt Experl

a
Wi e

:vAns ‘UNIVERSITY, FINGER PRINT DEPT.
1083 _ 1772 Wilson Avenus, CHICAGO,

e 35
767 Butian B, ochestor, N, Y.

and TRACTOR BUSINESS
- to $300 Per
2 Thonuv\dnh:\:\»!\rnmhnr:mswl
‘weeks and are making big mor
Tepairmen, drivers” and
Ry

et

e
new discovery that re-
lieves rupture will be
sent on trial. No ob-
noxious springs or pads:
automatic Air

C.E BROOKS 212-B Slm Stml, Mnlhll Mi

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention this magazine,
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Big Salaries for“Specialized
Brains” in Business

Here is convincing proof that specialized business knowledge will put you into
a better fi)osnl:u:m raise your salary. Read below how ambitious men were quickly

promote

did—tram'

At least write for mformatmn.

Experi Accountants
Earn $3,000
to $10,000 a Year

Business today cannot be run

“by guess.” Officers and direct-
ors must have accurate informa-
tion on the conditions of every
department. They must know
where profits are being made;

where losses can be stopped and
expansion encouraged. The

Higher Accountant shows them
all this. Heis the businessanalyst,
the departmental organizer. Spe-
cialized ability to do these things
naturally brings a big income.

Train By Mail

You can get this training in
your own home. No need to leave
your present position until you are
ready for the better one. The
LaSalle extension method brings
the instruction by Mail. Use
only your spure time. The cost

f the course is small and you
n pay on our easy terms—a httle
s you wish.

'he same training which enabled them to advance is offered you.
LaSalle experts can give you the knowledge that commands high pay.

1" “Pass
wuh hign credit.”

in months what it mig|

after taking the LaSalle training which made their services worth more.

Do as they

Send the coupon today and get the facts.
sed Ohio C. P A exnmmaunn “Since taking my LaSalle course m)'
hhas increased 400

s saai 428 corpora-  cept.” H.S.
tion with assets of over $1000,000.  Your course has benefited mo so
W, fuuch it neted ma 600 per eant profic

“Am now one of the officials of the inayvear.” F.H. 2
company with i
Lam able whremntlummenuto oo .y
directors, showing the,

aTairs atany time.” G, A. B

L.C.R.
urns in 6 months 10 times the
oot of oot P S

Become An Expert

ACCOUNTANT

This training gives you a thoro knowledge of every principle
of accounting and its practical application. You take up the
very problems that are met daily in actual business. You are
G the combined experience of many accounting authorities.
Hien you master one point, you go ahead to the next, You caver

£ taka years for o to obtain in the ofice.

Instruction By Practical Men

The Lasalle method wil train you under the direct su

sion of William B. Castenholz, P. A

troller and Instructor, Umvers\ty S iichs pestaiad by 8 stalt

of Certified Public Accountants including members of the
Institute_of A Analysis and Organiza-

PR Principles of Accounting, Auditing, Commercial

Law and Scientific Management all made clear.

They will prepare you for the Civil Service and C. P, A, Ex-
aminations, to hold an executive position or to entér business
as an Expert Enrollment_als
vou the free use of our Consultmg Service which brings advios
on any important business problem whenever you need it.

Send the Coupon

request will bring full information about this home training in Higher
Accnuntmx and our valuable ‘en Years’ Promotion In One;’

Fiving testimonials of hundreds of m
LaSalle training. No cost o you; no shligation.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
“The World's Greatest Esten
Dept.332-HA * Chicage, lins
ut cost or obligation on my part, please send f
me pmmnm regarding your Extension Course of
training er Accountingandyour Consulting
Service, Alsoy ynur ‘books, “Ten Years' Promotior

|
: InOne” and "
[
[
1

rvi-
omp-

en who have adv:
M--l the sosuayowi

Name.

Present Position

Address

In answering this advertisement it {a desiradle that you mention this magasine.
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=3
Preserve Your
Phonograph Records!

A—Ordinary Steel Needle, new.

B—As the ordinary needle wears down,
owing (o its taper form, it can no
longer fit the record groove perfectly
and has a tendency to wear the
record

C—Sonora Needle having paraliel sides,
ALWAYS fits record groove ex-
actly and lengthens the record life.

Semi-Permanent Silvered

NEEDLES
Replace steel needles!

They play 8 to 100 times
without wearing out

Use Sonora Needles for mellower
tone, greater economy, conven-
ience and for longer record life.
Loud— Medium—Soft
30c. per card of 5
At all dealers or write
Sonora [Phonograph
BSales Company, finc.
GEORGE BRIGHTSON, President
utive Office
ay, Dept. N, New York

279 Broadw

Use Sonora Needles on al/ makes of
steel needle records

CAUTION! Beware of similarly constructed
needles of inferior quality

Mother:
Keep a jar of
Musterole handy

Sometimes, in the night, Pain

comes to your house. Then is
the time, most of all, when you
rely on good old Musterole. No
fuss, no bother, no worry—no
messing about with plasters or
waiting for water to heat.
. Quickly you go to the Musterole
jar. A bit of that clean white oint-
ment on little Bobbie’s chest, and
lightly you rub it in. A gentle tin-
gle of skin puts Doctor Nature to
work, and soon a healing warmth
reaches the congested spot. Then
comes a soothing coolness, and
Bobbie drowses off to sleep.

3 For coughs, congestions, bronchi-
tis and croup, Musterole is uncom-
monly effective. It is good, too, to
drive away the pains of rheumatism,
lumbago and neuralgia.

Musterole relieves—without dis-
comfort.

Itis better than a mustard plaster,

with all the virtues of the old-time
plaster but none of its disadvan-
tages.
. Musterole does not blister. And
it is easy to apply. Just rub it on.
Rub it on—for little Bobbie’s cold—
for, Sister’s_bronchitis—for Grand-
ma’s pains in chest or back. It’san
old-fashioned remedy in a new-
fashioned form.

Keep a jar handy.

Many doctors and purses recommend Mus-
terole. d 60c jars. $2.50 hospital size.

The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio
BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER

o anecering any séverFsement e 1e pope U 1o devirevle T you mention 1ha magesine.
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CHAPTER 1.

AGAIN OF THE GUAM CONSTABULARY.
" X JHEN T was chosen for this detail,
to find out the true motive of
white men rumored living on
Tabu Island, the story told me by Captain
Jack Flanders of the Guam Constabulary
did not ring with adventurous clang but
sounded more as if I were to go on a peace-
ful trip equal to a vacation. I had left my
home on the Triplets with my wife, intent
on getting a rest, and to be thrown as I was
into the midst of such turbulent excitement
on the island of Tabu was indeed a suprise.
But it is not to complain that I write this
—more that my superior officers of the
Constabulary may have a fair insight and
better understanding of actual conditions
as I found them on Tabu and how affairs
were left when Urido—my Chimoro man—
and I got through with our operations.
‘When my wife and I left our home on the
Triplets on my father-in-law’s ship, the
Patience Standish, I really anticipated go-
ing to Hong-Kong for a much-needed
rest. But we stopped off in Guam to visit
old friends and familiar surroundings of
my youth, and it was when T called upon
Captain Standish that T changed my mind
and decided to go to Tabu.
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He persuaded me that a rest and a valu-
able service for him would be my accom-
plishment if I would cause the Patience
Standish to turn from her course far enough
to leave me upon Tabu’s equatorial shores.
And since accepting this commission to get
information from Tabu I have often won-
dered if possibly Captain Jack had an
inkling of what stirring incidents might
arise, and, knowing my peaceful nature and
reticence to do any person violence, he
would have his little joke.

If so I forgive him, for I yet live, though
I often wonder where the good fortune
came from that brought me through the
rough ways—with more scars, to be sure,
but alive and whole.

As for Urido, my Chimoro man, who, I
have known since my infancy—in childish
fancies I often wished that I might grow
up to be as big and strong a man as he—
that great hulk of physical strength showed
that he had a brain in his head and could
use it.

He’s a mighty loyal friend and just since
our trip to Tabu I miss him greatly.

To start at the real beginning of my ex-
cursion for the Guam Constabulary, I will
speak of my visit to Captain Jack’s office
in the Constabulary Police Station, Agana,
Guam. Possibly it were better that I had
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stayed away that fifth of June; however, I
saw Captain Jack. He was sitting at his
desk, as usual engrossed with typewritten
sheets about troublesome Chimoros and the
like.

It was right then that I really started on
the expedition, for he looked up and the
friendly light in his eye and the enthusiasm
there shining met my gaze, and I was once
more transported back to the days of my
sergeancy under his command and I was
meat for anything that he might suggest.

That any plans he had would be for a
good cause goes without saying, and 1
would be the one to know that after the
way he picked me from the great number, of
Chimore youth when he came from America
to Guam and molded my developing self
well along the line of his high ideals, and
made me so that I now measure my height
well above the six-foot mark and—with the
exception of Urido—can best any Chimoro
in any athletic contest, and best all
Chimoros in knowledge learned from books.

And let me say that if anything stood me
in good stead on my trip to Tabu it was
that self-same good physique and my abili-
ty to think, for without either that arch-
fiend Selig Bremen, whom I found in control
of affairs on the island, would have downed
me many times.

And to Captain Jack I owe my Ameri-
canism, for, although I am of American
parents, I grew up in ignorance of that fact
due to circumstances that separated me
from my mother and father when I was
newly born, and the Spaniards who were
in Guam before the Americans almost beat
me into believing that Americanism and
despotism were synonymous. I speak of
these things because of the particular bear-
ing they have on this one adventure.

When I sat down there in front of the
captain and he so quickly and characteris-
tically plunged right into the heart of the
business uppermost in his mind and ex-
plained this mission to me, I could well
understand that it was to Tabu that I
wanted to go—such is his power to instil
enthusiasm in others.

“ Alonzo,” he said, “I have rumors of
trcuble on Tabu. T am told that white men
have landed there, where white men have
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never been allowed to stay before, because
the king of the blacks distrusts them. And
I am told also that there must be a great
treasure of pearls stored somewhere on the
island, for during the last ten generations
of the ruling house the royal agents have
had the first choice from every diver’s
catch as they were brought in from the
vast oyster beds on the ocean floor adjacent
to Tabu. :

“ The agent always takes one—the best
—which is the king’s tax on the pearl in-
dustry. Then the diver is allowed to dis-
pose of the rest to a Japanese firm which
sends a boat twice a year to collect the
precious gems.

‘ But the royal stock has not been known
to leave the island. And as no white men
are allowed either on the island to stay or to
go near the diving grounds, I am at a loss
to know how the white men rumored to be
there got there. But Uncle Sam’s got a
protecting arm around the island now and
these crooks 've got to keep hands off!”

And when he asked: “Will you go,
Alonzo, and find out what these white men
are doing on Tabu?” my answer was “Yes,”
for T could picture in my mind these simple
natives being misled into confiding the hid-
ing place of their famed treasure to un-
scrupulous whites. Under the circumstances
I felt that it was the only right thing to do.

But we both failed to properly gage the
real villainy of the dominant figure in this
experience, Selig Brenfén, a white-skinned
man, but a black-souled brute. Surely no
more rapacious, cold-blooded fiend, with
a self-indulgent nature and a creed out-
lined by some radical fanatic, had ever
visited these parts.

And may a kind, benevolent Providence
successfully steer all others of his loose-
skinned, anemic appearance and crafty
ways from this end of the earth!

But I believe that our failure to properly
fathom the depths of this man’s shrewdness
and treachery was excusable because of the
meager reports we had to go on. The
pearls were what we figured drew the
whites. From such an incentive we might
have drawn conclusions of the desperate
character of the men, but our report, which,
it is true, came through a more or less un-
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reliable source, didn’t seem to bear any
alarming features.

“I have been told that there are but
two whites on the island,” Captain Jack
said.

So, like Captain Jack, I thought it would
be an easy mafter to scare these two whites
away. But I here emphatically say that
Selig Bremen and his partner, Gustav
Reiker, were two hard nuts to crack. They
not only felt sure that there was a treasure
on Tabu and that they were going to have
it, but they also insisted that they should
have everything else pertaining to prosperi-
ty on and around the island.

Furthermore I believe that if Bremen
had not been so covetous of Pylanpin,
princess of the royal house of Gutto Tabu,
our adventure may have had a different
trend and possibly been more peaceful.

But I am getting ahead of my story.
When I left Captain Jack’s office in Agana,
Guam, I did so in deep thought. If these
blacks on Tabu had a rule that no white
men should be allowed residence among
them, then I figured that my reception
would not be cordial—yet these other white
men were there and from the rumors we
had heard they were allowed to stay.

If such was the case there surely was a
way. Exactly what that way was would
have to depend upon circumstances and be
decided after my arrival.

This conclusion was reached in my mind
as I got to the end of the shell-bordered
path leading from the door of the station-
house to the street, and as I was about to
turn onto the road I heard a woman’s
squeal of surprise. Looking along the white
coral highway, the Agana-Piti thorough-
fare, I saw the cause.

My man Urido, towering even above the
thatch eaves of the tipa huts bordering the
way, was standing in the road about half a
block away, seemingly undecided whether
to continue on his way toward Piti or re-
turn to the place from whence the squeal
had come.

A slender, comely Chimoro maid, who
had evidently called some pert comment
after him and did not expect any answer,
was standing in front of one of the tipa
huts, looking with surprise toward Urido.

Usually he paid no more heed to the
sallies of young women than a duck would
to a drop of water on its back, but this
time, for some unexplainable reason, Urido
was susceptible to the temptation to give tit
for tat.

And knowing Urido as well as I did it
was not strange to me that the girl should
be surprised at his paying any attention to
her jest. It was the first time that I had
ever seen him even acknowledge that he
knew that a female was in the vicinity.

The maid was laughing, and her brown

face beamed with fun. But as tall Urido,

slightly stooped, advanced with his awk-
ward shuffle gait, his long apelike arms
slightly extended and his head thrust for-
ward, with his black, beady eyes intently
watching her, the laughter died on her lips
and she turned to flee.

Apparently my man Urido would stalk
the woman of his choice as seriously as if
she were wild game and he a starving,
stohe-age hunter. I watched to see what he
would do next. I did not fear for the girl,
for Urido was not vicious by nature.

Much alarmed, now, at the turn events
had taken, she started for the door of her
hut. But with remarkable agility for so
awkward-appearing a man, Urido bounded
in between her and the refuge.

She would have turned again and run
from him, but with one hand he caught her
by her bare shoulder and faced her about.
He was not rough with her, but his mas-
sive paw on her shoulder made it look as
if he held a baby’s soft, small figure there.

Trying to hide her blushing face behind
slender-fingers she would have sunk to the
ground had not Urido held her up. She
only stood chest high to him.

Slowly I saw her feet leave the ground.
Urido was lifting her with only his hand
grasping her shoulder. To him she was as
a light piece of bamboo.

With his free hand he gently drew her
fingers from her face and then delibérately
kissed her full upon the mouth. Carefully
placing her on the ground once more he
stood straight and looked off -into space
over her head.

Glad to be free, the girl ran stumbling
and subdued into the tipa hut.

3
3
3
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I came up to Urido expecting to re-
primand him for being hard on the girl.
He was standing straight and stiff. He was
gazing off into nowhere right over my head,
apparently trying to analyze his emotions.

His chest rose and fell in deep breaths.
He had passed through a new experience—
new thrills had been sent through his in-
nermost fibers. Suddenly I saw him trem-
ble as with a chill—from head to foot he
shook. Even the huge bolo hanging at his
waist-strap—he carried one twice as big as
any ordinary Chimoro would—beat a tattoo
against his bare thigh.

Then he threw his shoulders back, thrust
his chest out and raising his head yet
higher, walked right by me without even
seeing me, deep in his own new, pleasing
thoughts.

My Urido was indeed a changed man.
It did no more than amuse me then. How-
ever, this change was to be the cause of
more amusement and some anxiety for me
in the days that we spent together on Tabu.

And once indeed it nearly cost us our
lives—but again I anticipate.

CHAPTER II.

I MEET PUG-LY-GUG-LO.

HEN T left the spot where Urido

\‘x/ kissed the Chimoro maid I hailed

a passing Chimoro in a springless

cart, and behind his plodding caribou I

slowly made a jolting trip to Piti, where T

found a ship’s boat waiting for me at the
government landing.

The while that the men labored at their
oars pulling the boat through the three
miles of tortuous channel from the landing
to the anchorage I was trying to formulate
some reasonable explanantion to offer for
my wife’s ears that would overcome any
protest at my abandoning the Hong-Kong
trip.

As it happens, Captain Jack is not mar-

ried—so it is easy enough for him to make -

any change of plan that he may fancy.
But some day he’ll be as able at fabricat-
ing excuses as any—some of which may
even hold water.

However that may be, I was no nearer a
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good explanation .when I mounted the Pa-
tience Standish’s gangway than before I
started from the shore. My wife has an
awful foolish dread of anything which she
thinks may get me into any hazardous po-
sition.

She met me as I stepped on deck and
gazed affectionately into my eyes as she
greeted me. For the life of me, as much as
1 tried, I could not meet that look.

Not that I felt that I had done any
wrong in accepting the detail to go to Tabu
—but this was our first trip since we had
been married a year before and I did feel
guilty when I thought of not continuing
the journey to Hong-Kong.

“ Why, Alonzo, what’s troubling you?”
she asked as she intuitively sensed some-
thing wrong.

“ Nothing, my dear,” I lied, in hope that
some plausible explanation might come to
me before long.

Patience didn’t say any more just then.
True to her name and disposition she bided
her time.

I went below after a little chat on deck,
where I interested Patience and amused my-
self by pointing out the spots around the
bay familiar to me from infancy up to a
year before, when I went to the Triplets on
a mission for Captain Jack and there found
me wealth, and adventure, and a wife.

Alone in my cabin I busied myself get-
ting such equipment together as I thought
would be well to take with me on my trip
to Tabu. From its hook on a bulkhead I
took down my toughened steel bolo, which
I could use with even more dexterity than
any Chimoro, excepting Urido, for I had
been raised among them and drilled with
this weapon.

In close fighting nothing is better in my
hand than this weighty metal blade for
cleaving black south island pates neat and
clear.

But I reiterate that I am a mild-man-
nered man and abhor physical violence—
but as a measure of preparedness I like the
feel of the slap-slap of the bolo against my
thigh as I -walk on hostile ground.

Then my government automatic pistol
came down from its hanging place and T
was sitting on a trunk busily oiling the
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moving parts of the gun — which I feel
should never be neglected or when in grave
need they may fail to function—when I
heard my wife’s step in the cabin salon.

“ Alonzo!” she called softly, and I heard
her footsteps approaching the door of my
stateroom. She knocked. ¢ Alonzo!”

Quickly T tucked the pistol, bolo and
trappings behind the trunk to get them out
of sight, then answered, “ Come in, my
dear.” And I tried to hide my confusion
and make the tone casual.

“ Why tuck yourself away in this little
hole? Don’t be selfish with yourself, come
up on deck and tell me some more of your
boyhood experiences—but wait a moment!”
she exclaimed, and caught my arm as I
readily started for the door. “ Just a mo-
ment—let’s sit here a minute.”

I am sure I must have looked the surprise
1 felt at this sudden reversal of request, for
ske laughed the low, musical little ripple
that I so much like to hear. S

“ This is such a fine chance for you to
get it off your chest—your trouble, you
know,” she said archly as she looked up at
me. My wife is a patient but persistent
little minx.

At first T was nonplused, for her sug-
gestion to go on deck had impressed me
very favorably, considering the armory I
had so carelessly dropped behind the trunk.
Of a sudden the quandary I was in cleared
and the best course was very apparent to
me—to frankly tell her the truth.

“ Sit down, honey, and Il tell you just
what’s happened,” I said, sparring for time
while I collected my thoughts and trying to
decide where best to begin and how much
of the truth would be best unsaid and how
much to impart.

I took a turn across the room and while
my back was turned she seated herself.
For the moment I was off my guard and
did not notice where she chose her seat. I
heard an exclamation from her.

“Oh!” she squealed. “ What’s this do-
ing here?” she innocently asked as her
hand, dangling over the rear of the trunk
came in contact with my cartridge belt.
She hauled it out with the suspended auto-
matic in the holster. “ Why, Alonzo, why
isn’t this hanging up where it belongs?”

By letting her get the jump on me I
surely had fizzled my tale at the very
start. T suppose I must have looked guilty
and that she put two and two together, with
her imagination running riot, for she said:

“Oh! Alonzo, you've been to see Cap-
tain Flanders and he’s gone and given you
some horridly dangerous thing to do—and
I thought you’d resigned from the Con-
stabulary—and you didn’t tell me—and I
just know it’s going to be awfully danger~
ous, or you'd not be called to go— and,
oh—” She hid her face and took the rest
out in sobs. :

I hadn’t said anything—but leave it to
a woman to pick ravelings, then put them
together and weave a whole yarn.

“ Wait, my dear!” I protested, patting
her head to soothe her. “ You're jumping
at conclusions. It is true that Captain
Jack has ordered me out again,” I said,
using the word ordered because it sounded
a little more official and compulsory. “ And
I feel it my duty to go. But it will be
only a vacation trip this time, and I'll get
a real rest,” I added reassuringly.

“Yes,” she sobbed, “ I know your  real
rest '—it’s a fight—the glorious conquest
of some brute—that’s what you call a real
vacation. And I won’t see you sent to
your death by any captain of Constabulary
just because you're the only man about
who's got the nerve to go!” Her protest
came as an explosion.

£ You put it too strong, my dear,” I said
with feeling, for her outburst did shock me,
for I am indeed a mild-mannered man and
always avoid unnecessary conflict with my
fellow men. “T am asked to stop off on
the island of Tabu and gather information
about some white men who have landed
and settled among the blacks on the island
—that’s all,” T told her, trying to make my
voice sound casual.

“ Yes, I know,” she said heatedly as she
straightened up suddenly, wiped the tears
from her eyes and glared at an imaginary
Captain Flanders across the room.

“If these white men weren’t desperate
they wouldn’t be in this part of the world
and under the Constabulary eye. And espe-
cially on this little once-by-twice island
where nobody honest would go—except—
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except to arrest them.” She added the
last as she thought of my going. *“ And
why all of the arsenal!” she asked dramati-
cally, as she dragged forth my bolo and
added it to the pile of weapons in front of
the trunk.

She had the best of the argument.

“ Well, my dear,” I said, wishing some-
thing would happen to suddenly terminate
this conversation so I might have time to
build up my defense, “I only get them
ready and pray that they may never be
dirtier than they are now—and it would
hardly be seemly for a government officer
to go on duty cn a far-away station with-
out his side arms, would it, my dear?”

I knew that 1 was getting deeper into
the mire all the time. 2

“If I go armed—you see—the other fel-
low is overawed and won’t be so likely to
fight,” I said, and considered it a bright
thought at the time; but the more I turned
it over in my mind the weaker seemed the
logic of it.

A knock sounded on the cabin-door and
I was very anxious not to keep whoever it

was waiting. “ Come in,” T calle
In backed my father-in-law’s black
quartermaster. “ No! No!” he was say-

ing to some insistent fellow who was with
him, and the while was trying to push the
visitor back. But his efforts in my behalf
were useless, for the man who was supposed
to stay out until announced would not wait.

He was a Chimoro from Soumaye — I
knew the fellow. He was a good, sub-
stantial, plodding sort of a native who was
not blessed with enough initiative to do
any one harm.

“Let him in,” T said to the black quar-
termaster. “ What is it?” I asked the man.

“ Ah! seiior!” he blurted breathlessly,
holding up his hands as his agitation found
expression. v

““ Speak out, Pedro,” I encouraged him.
“Tell me what’s the trouble.”

“It’s Urido, seiior, he’s killing a man!”
and the fellow stopped for lack of breath.
He had been paddling hard to get out to
the ship and run down the cabin ladder in
his hurry to get me the news.

“ What’s that!” I demanded, for T knew
Urido was not one inclined to pick a fight. -
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“ Urido, sefior, he’s fighting a stranger on
the beach at Soumaye,” Pedro gasped out,
then took a couple of deep breaths before
going on, as if storing up energy to tell the
exciting news. “ A great big hombre, like
Urido, landed from a canoe on the south
end of the island, and as he couldn’t speak
Spanish or English or Chimoro to tell us
who and what he was, I and another fellow _
was bringing him down to Agana to Cap-
tain Flanders when we meets Urido and
the two of them fight—an’ we couldn’t sep-
arate ‘them — oh! seiior, he’s one big
hombre!”

“ Who's a big man?” I asked.

“ The stranger, seior,” the fellow said.
“ Like Urido he’s so tall,” and he stretched
his hand high over his head to show how
high the man stood. “ He looks on the
thatch of the tipa huts when he stands in
the street,” he finished triumphantly.

“1 must go and see what’s up,” I said
to my wife as I grabbed my hat from the
bunk and started out after the Chimoro.

Trom the deck of the Patience Standish
1 could see a crowd gathered on the beach
at Soumaye, three miles away. The native
had an outrigger canoe alongside, and
quickly getting into it we were soon speed-
ing across the water to the seat of the
trouble. 3

With the big lateen sail drawing strong
from the northwest breeze off the ocean we
made excellent time and when we landed I
left the man to secure the boat while I ran
up the beach. T could see the two giants
still going after each other hammer-and-
tongs.

Shoving the curious crowd -of Chimoros
aside 1 pushed through and for the first
time I saw Pug-ly-gug-lo.

He was indeed a large man. He and
Urido might have been brothers, for they
were almost exactly of a height; as for
color, the coffee-hued skins blended so close
in the locked embrace in which I found
them that it was hard to tell where one left
off and the other began.

The muscles on their “backs rippled,
strained, tautened and relaxed as each
tried for an advantage. And they fought
with a serious manner that boded no good
for the loser. I had seen Urido in mortal
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combat before and knew him to be a stub-
born fighter—and he had never yet been
downed.

Now it looked as if he had met his match.
Both were such perfect specimens of phy-
sical strength that neither showed any sign
of exhaustion. Truly both were breathing
with hard-drawn breath, but there was none
of the laggard action of muscle that might
have been expected in softer men after
fighting for at least an hour.

I looked close to see which might be
Urido, and it surprised me to have to do so,
for usually he stood out so plainly with his
great height and broad shoulders that I had
no dificulty in distinguishing him at a dis-
tance. But this time I was stumped for the
moment and I did not want to grab my
friend roughly. The two surely did look
much alike.

They swung about in' their struggle and
I darted forward for an opportunity offered
to get between them. With hands together,
as if diving into water, I rushed and split
them apart while they were trying to get
new holds.

So intent were they on each other that
they did not see me coming and as a re-
sult they sprawled on the sand, each in a
different direction.

“ What’s the matter here!” I demanded,

of Urido as he started to get up.

“H-m!” was his grunted response as he
again made for the other man, without
heed for me.

“ Here! Here!” I shouted, grabbing my
man and tightly holding him. At that he
stopped and looked at me. I do not be-
lieve he had known that I was anywhere
near before.

“ Step out! I kill him myself!” he said
quietly and in such a serious tone that I
knew that he meant it. And the way he
put it, as if he took it for granted that I
was coming to his assistance to finish the
stranger, was not pleasant to my ears, for
it spelled some feud of long standing be-
tween these two and Urido had merely for-
gotten that I did not know of it.

“No!” I ordered. “ Stop right now and
tell me what you’re fighting about!”

“Me an’ him don’ like each other,”
Urido said simply.
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“Who is he?” I asked.

¢ Pug-ly-gug-lo—1 know him long ago,”
Urido said.

“ But he is a’stranger on the island of
Guam. Why do you treat him like this?”
I asked.

“Him no good!” was the startling an-
swer.

“ Where does he come from?”

“Tabu.” Urido said it with a familiari-
ty that surprised me.

“Tabu!” I exclaimed. “ Well, Urido,
you must stop this fight right now and
bring him off to the ship.” <

“No! I fight him now!”

“ Do as I tell you—I want to talk to him
all in one piece, not after you've finished
with him,” I said.

“ Well "—and I could see the effect of
the implied compliment on Urido as it slow-
ly percolated into his thick skull—“T’ll let
him off till you're through, then—"" and he
made a suggestive gesture with his hands
like wringing the neck of a chicken.

We went to the Patience Standish in a
borrowed boat. Throughout the entire trip
the two enemies glared at each other across
the thwarts, for they both elected to sit in
the bottom of the boat.

I walked between them as we went down
to my cabin and held a tight grip on the
arm of each, so that they wouldn't try to
get around me and start something. As-
suring myself that my wife was not within
hearing distance of my room I seated one
at one end of my stateroom and the other
at the other, on the deck.

Then I plied Urido with questions and
he, acting as interpreter, repeated them to
Pug-ly-gug-lo. T was indeed interested to
hear of affairs in Tabu and here, by some
unknown cause, my good fortune was
favored by a messenger direct from the
front. 2

During all of the years that T had known
Urido I had supposed he could talk nothing
but Chimoro and English—not to except
Spanish, which he learned as I did from
the men who controlled Guam before the
Americans came—and here he was glibly
gutturing a guttural jargon with this dark-
skinned foreigner, as if he had talked the
man’s language all of his life.
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“ Where did you learn the language?” I
asked Urido as the first question.

“When I was young I go across the
water,” Urido said. And I knew that to be
the truth, for he had been a sailor. That
was the only explanation he would offer.

To him it was very plain —if a man
has been a sailor he learns much, so why
shouldn’t he acquire a knowledge of a
foreign language?

“Where did you first meet this man?”
I asked.

“ When I was young I go across water,’
was his answer again.

“All right,” I said, and I gave up in
despair of getting anything more along that
tack. “ Ask this fellow what he knows of
two whites on the island of Tabu?”

Urido grunted out a few gutturals and
the fellow seemed to understand,, for he
turned toward me and glowered at me as if
1 were some new danger to his safety and
he was about to get me out of the way.

He was not inclined to want to talk. But
Urido was a good man to set on him, for he
barked out a whole kennel of growls and
grunts which brought out answet in kind
from the man.

Finally, after about a quarter of an
hour’s effort on Urido’s part, the fellow
consented to speak freely.

And here is the story that he told me of
happenings in Tabu.

CHAPTER III.
PUG-LY-GUG-LO’S STORY.

HE following recital was interpreted
for me from the guttural jargon of
Pug-ly-gug-lo’s speech by Urido, but

I will not attempt to give it in Urido’s jum-
bled English:

“ My name is Pug-ly-gug-lo, and of all
the Tabians am I the greatest.”

Urido added his opinion of this state-
ment by giving a sneer; but I credit
Urido with at least trying to give an ac-
curate interpretation of Pug-ly-gug-lo’s
talk.

“1 am the only son of King Gig-Gig,
ruler of Gutto Tabu, and rightful ruler of
all Tabu.”
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Again Urido added a sneer to the sen-
tence, and Pug-ly-gug-lo glared at him. I
wondered at this side-play. It was some
time later that the explanation was to come
my way, and then only after T had landed
on Tabu, and learned some of the political
history of the island from Urido himself.

“ Rightful ruler of all the Tabians,” re-
peated Pug-ly-gug-lo, and as he looked
sharply at Urido I imagined that the repeti-
tion was for his especial benefit. * Yes, and
he could muster three thousand spears to
his defense,” added the prince of Tabu with
a proud gleam in his eye. :

“ Umph!” Urido grunted, and he care-
fully emphasized the ‘ could ’ for my atten-
tion.

“Never mind the comment, Urido,” T
said, “ but get along with the story.”

“T have a sister, Pylanpin, a girl of mar-
riageable age. She is slender and willowy,
like the bending cane; but strong and able,
as a good woman should be. And she is
good to look at.

“ She knows when men would be alone,
and leaves when they talk of matters of the
people, which is as it should be. She has
hunted with me, my sister; and I have seen
her run a deer to cover, she is so fast on
her feet. Yes, and her only fault—she ran
the animal down, then I had to kill it—she
would not, for she looked into its eyes, and
then she turned away. And she cried when
1 killed it. I have tried my best to get this
one weakness from her, but it is her only
fault.”

He said this in a manner that implied
that he would apologize for her.

“ She is my sister: as her brother I like
her, cven with her fault. She has not mar-
ried, for as yet we have not decided who
among the young warriors of the head men
is of good enough family.”

Urido was listening eagerly and translat-
ing hurriedly that he might hear more. T
was impatient that Pug-ly-gug-lo® should
get past the family history and give me
some news regarding the reported whites
who were rumored trouble-makers.

“On the island is a bad man. He has
caused us much trouble. His name is
Biggo. He is like the snake. He is two-
tongued, and—"
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But here Urido showed sign of great
agitation. He glared at the speaker all
through the first part of the sentence, and
smiled wisely when the bad man’s name
was spoken. But when the bad man was
referred to as a snake and two-faced fellow,
he jumped to his feet, and if I had not
quickly intervened there would have been a

" continuance of the fight that these two
started on the beach.

“Sit down, Urido!” I ordered. “ Like
that,” and I pushed him down on the floor
on his haunches.  There is something
more important than your personal quarrel,
and I want to hear what the man has to
say.”

“But he lies—he lies!” Urido very
plainly spoke his thought. * I know Biggo;
he’s not two-tongued; he’s a big chief.”

“Very well. Tell our friend here that
we will quit the personal comment, but get
along with the story,” T said.

Urido said something to the fellow, and,
with an impatient grunt, he continued:

“ Biggo, he thinks he should rule all
Tabu. My father does well in Gutto Tabu.
My people liked my father. Biggo got to-
gether a thousand spears and attacked us.
Biggo surrounded us and cut off over half
our men, who live outside the town of
Gutto.

“ Biggo came in the dark hour. My
people do not expect him, for my father
likes peace, and does not look for war. The
fight is hard. The fight is bloody. Many
spears fall to rise no more, and things
looked bad for my father.

“Then my father called me from the
fight, and we talked with the head men of
the village. We were in the big house
down by the water, and we got nowhere

with our talk. Just when we had decided -

to go back and die fighting, T looked out
on the water and saw a white man’seship.

“It had sailed into the bay while we
fought, and none were there to see. A boat
was coming ashore. In it were two white
men. I went to meet them with a hope
that they might have some of the white
man’s talk that would help us get the best
of Biggo.

“ Biggo pressed our men hard. The two
white men came ashore to where T stood
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ready to receive them. I did not like their
looks. One called himself Selig Bremen
and the other Gustav Reiker.

““ What do you-want?’ I asked them in
my native tongue. They did not under-
stand. And as I could not talk to them
and get any plan, I used my hands and
took them to where they could see the
battle.

“ With my hands I tried to talk. They
understood. But they didn’t seem to want
to do anything at first. Then the fellow
Bremen seemed to get an idea, for he spoke
to the other fellow, and they went down to_
their boat.

“ Before leaving the beach they made
me understand that they would come back.
But if they had no help for us I didn’t
want them back, for you know we have a
law that says no white man shall land and
stay on Tabu.

“ But these two had seen with their eyes
what was going on, and they made me un-
derstand by motions of their hands and
bodies that they wanted to help. 1 watched
them carefully to see what they meant to
do, and they went aboard their ship again.

“They put something in the boat, and
came to the beach with it. It was a long
iron stick, bigger around than a fish spear.
This they set up on three legs; then one
man, Bremen, sat on the two back legs, and,
looking along the stick, he did something
that made it spit fire faster than I can spit
betel juice.

“In a grove of coconuts where they
pointed it the trees began falling, as if a
hundred men swung bolos and hacked them
down. T was afraid at first; T wish I had
been more afraid, and sent the men away
then.

¢ What do you want for helping us with
your wonderful tree-cutter?’ I asked, for I
knew that if this thing would cut down
trees, it would do the same for men.

¢ We want pearls for this,’ they let me
understand.

“T got them pearls—great big, many-
colored pearls, such as are found only at
Tabu. And their eyes bulged out at the
sight. They were greedy, and wanted me
to give more.

“T had taken them from the king’s own,




and they were of the best. I told them no,
that these were all that we had. It was a
lie, but there- was much- that white men
want in the handful that I showed themi.
There were enough, I believe, to buy a big,
white man’s ship.

“I did not like the look in the men’s
eyes when they talked together about the
pearls. Finally the man called Bremen
turned to me, and with a shrewd look he
showed me that they were willing to help
us. Then T gave him the pearls. It would
have been much better had I thrown them
into the sea, for from that time on I noticed
that the fellow Bremen treated us all as if
we were slaves and there merely to do his
bidding.

“ My father was glad to get help from
any source, and when he saw the White
man’s fire-spitter turned on the ranks of
the besieging men from Biggo’s country, he
was overjoyed, and was willing to give any
concession to the men who were so easily
able to turn defeat into victory, and save
Gutto village.

“For at the first spitting of the thing
one whole company of the enemy fell, as
does the rice before the reaper’s knife. The
Test of Biggo’s men were afraid and fled.”

Urido grunted disbelief at this last re-
mark, and Pug-ly-gug-lo grinned with satis-
faction as he said it. But I raised my hand
to get them to call it off for the present
and go ahead with the story, for they were
on the verge of again startirig an argument
on personal interests.

¢ What can I do for you to show how
much we feel we owe you for this timely
help?’ my father asked Bremen when the
fight was finished, and our men had come
in with the assurance that the enemy had
fled from our side of Tabu.

“¢It is only what we could do to any
who would rise up against us,’ Bremen

s»made us understand. And even then this
seemed to me to carry a two-tongued mean-

ing.
“ I should have given it more heed. But
T could not say nay when the king granted’
them the freedom of the island.
“ They moved into a hut next our own,
and although the king’s big hut was right
beside them, every day they would do some-
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thing that was insolent and that they knew
to be against my father’s wishes. It was
very hard for me to go near them without
wanting to draw my bolo and hack their
sneering mouths from their heads.

“ And they were always wanting to know
what was done with the pearls that my
father received from the divers as the king’s
share of the catch. =

“T did not tell them. My sister did not
tell them. My father could not tell them,
and they kept on sneering in the king’s
face before his people.

“ The people saw, and they were not as
obedient as before the white men came.
Little things insubordinate began to show
more frequently. They would not go at
my command as readily as was their wont.

“T heard some of the young men talking.
The white men were learning the language,
and could talk to the people. The young
men were talking of war, and what they
could do if they had the fire-spitter on their
side.

“T became alarmed, for my father is a
peaceful king, and much opposed to the
training of young men in arms; so I spoke
to my father about the disquiet showing
among the young men. He, however, had
not yet noticed anything out of the way.

“ ¢ Remember what they did for us,’ he
said in reproof when I suggested that we
find a way to get the white men off of the
igland.

‘ After ‘that it went from bad to worse,
and before long the bad condition was
brought forcibly to my Afather’s attention.
And in this way:

“It came time for the pearl-divers to
come in from the reefs with the season’s
catch of pearls, and my father sent me as
the one to pick for him one pearl from the
catch of each diver. As usual, I went to
the beach and met the divers when they
came from their canoes.

“Of each one I demanded the toll. -
They laughed at me. I drew my bolo and
slew ten, each neatly and with one blow
only to sever the head. The rest fled.

“But they came back. And the white
men were with them. I knew it was useless
to ‘try and best them by myself, and I
knew it were better my father knew of this
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mutiny as soon as possible; so 1 went to
my father’s (the king) hut.

“T told him what had happened. Then
we knew well what a mistake we had made.
We called for our spéarmen. None but a
handful came to our side. All of our
younger men had gone over to the white
men’s ranks. Bremen had treacherously
undermined our authority until he had us
down with hardly a struggle.

“ Our hut was attacked. With the hand-
ful who were loyal we fought hard. My
father, the king, even though of peace-
loving disposition, was so angered at Bre-
men and the people who had deserted him
that he fought like a fiend.

“My father and my sister were taken
prisoners. T fought hard, but was forced
away from the side of my family. I got
away to the mountain with the help of a
faithful man. But we were hunted out.

“ My man was killed. I was wanted that
1 might be tortured as an example to the
other Tabians that they must do Bremen’s
bidding. 1 got into a canoe and came
here.”

Indeed it was plain to me that there was
trouble ahead—and that a lot had gone be-
fore—on the island of Tabu. My ideas of
a vacation trip were all shot to the four
winds. But also I saw that my duty lay
very clearly in that one direction.

I had to go on to Tabu now. Possibly
there would be a chance that I could per-
suade these white fellows that they were not
needed on the island any more. I could do
no less than buckle on my bolo and auto-
matic and try.

Also T could see very clearly where this
story must not be repeated where my wife
might hear, or my chance of getting ashore
on Tabu would be indeed mighty small.
For, somehow, she didn’t seem to realize
that I'm a mild-mannered man, and will
avoid violence always, except where it is
forced upon me by the other fellow not
listening to reason; then it’s only left for
me to do my little bit in as efficient a man-
ner as'I am able.

It was certain that this man Pug-ly-gug-
1o could be very useful to me in the coming
trip, and that he and Urido must be kept
away from each other or T might be out of
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luck. So I conceived the idea of putting it
up to Urido.

“ Urido,” I said, “ you have heard the
story from the.mouth of Pug-ly-gug-lo.
Tor some reason you seem to have a hard
feeling for the man. Now, I am going to
Tabu to see if I can help get rid of these
two bad men.”

Urido’s eyes snapped with excitement.
By no other sign did he show that he was
particularly interested in the trip. But by
this infallible sign I knew that he, too,
wanted to go.

“Now, Urido, you want to go, too,” T
said, and he shook his head vigorously in
the affirmative. “ Well, Pug-ly-gug-lo here
will be necessary to us on that trip on his
island, and T place him in your safe keeping
until such time as I may give you permis-
sion to go ahead with your personal
quarrel.”

“ Umph!” he grunted; but he was giving
the matter thought. Finally he spoke:

“1, Urido, will see that nothing of harm
comes to Pug-ly-gug-lo until Alonzo, my
friend, says we are through with him. My
friend Alonzo asks it, it is so.”

And he stood rigidly at attention before
me as he said it. He meant it, and I had
faith.

“ All right, Urido; take him ashore now,
and both of you be in readiness to leave as
soon as I shall be ready myself, which will
not be long. We will go on the Patience
Standish to Tabu.”

CHAPTER 1V.
TABU.

HELD up my wife’s trip to Hong-

Kong for two weeks while I got myself

in condition to make the attempt I in-
tended to make—to go Captain Flanders
one better, and not only get information of
the whites on Tabu, but to rid the island of
these intruders as well.

1 had learned by experience with differ-
ent native tribes that I could make a better
entry into their country if I get myself up
as one of them. And this is not hard for
me to do, as I am naturally very dark of
skin and T was raised as a Chimoro youth,




without the hindrance of clothes and out of
doors.

Being over six feet tall, and at home in
breech-clout and barefooted, I can get ac-
quainted in most of these aboriginal tribes
without attracting more than ordinary curi-
osity in myself, for they accept me as one
of themselves. On this trip I figured that,
even if the natives were mostly blacks, I had
seen that some were of lighter hue, like
Pug-ly-gug-lo. Urido, Pug-ly-gug-lo, and I
would make a very good combination as
natives, and our color would not be so very
much different after I had exposed myself
to the bright rays of the tropical sun for a
fortnight.

I might say for myself, I am named
Alonzo Gregory; my father was an Ameri-
can sea captain, who lost his ship and was
taken prisoner by a cannibal tribe on an
island near Guam, along with his wife and a
Chimoro maid whom they had employed in
Guam.

I was born while my parents were under-
going torture at the hands of the cruel fiend
who had them in his power, a black named
Allatambour. The Chimoro maid, Marie
Zuribar, escaped and picking me up on the
ocean, where I had been set adrift in a
small boat because of superstitious dread
on Allatambour’s part, she made her way to
Guam, where she brought me up as her own

son.

All of this I later found out when I made
a trip in my capacity of constabulary officer
to the island where Allatambour held forth
for the purpose of doing away with him.
I was successful. In that adventure I dis-
covered my identity, met my wife, and
acquired wealth,

In preparing for this trip to Tabu my
greatest trouble was in trying to make my
wife understand that it was all right for me
to go onto this troubled isle, but that it
would not be equally right for her to go.

“ My dear,” T would say, “ I am not en-
tering into any expedition of unusual dan-
ger,” and I would try to make it sound con-
vincing.

“ Well, if that’s the case, then I don’t
see why I can’t go, too,” she would come
back at me.

“Yes, but, my dear, you don’t under-
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stand. You see, it is all right for a man
to do these things; but for a woman, well,
it isn’t right,” and I would" end lamely
every time. “ You see, with your finer in-
stincts as a lady, it would never do,” I
would say.

And T couldn’t tell her the real reason
for not wanting her along—that I sensed
real danger and good fighting in this trip—
for if T did tell her that, she would put her
foot down and not let me go at all.

“1 know you don’t want me,” she would
then say. “It’s because there 'l be some
grave danger for you to face, and you think
T’ll be in the way or unable to stand it;
and I believe that you’re going with the
direct intent of picking a fight with one of
those horrid white men that I hear about—
and you'll get hurt, and—” Then she’'d
make it very uncomfortable for me by sob-
bing and wind up with: “ And maybe get—
get—get killed!”

Then I'd take her in my arms and try to
soothe her and speak to her like this:

“You wrong me, dear. When will you
realize that I am a mild-mannered man
and avoid physical violence, except where it
is forced upon me? Really, my dear, you
shock me with your opinion of me.”

“Yes, I know how you always avoid the
violence; but there’s always a fight when-
ever you go out after a man, and—and—
and some one gets hurt.”

“ Well, I only carry scars,” I reminded
her.

“ Yes—yes; but the other fellows, some
don’t—they’re dead! And it might be—be
—be you next time!” she sobbed out.

“ There! There, my dear! Don’t you
worry. I'm still very much alive, and I in-
tend to stay that way,” I said to soothe her.
“ Yes, even if I bave to Jeave some others
who won’t carry any scars,” I muttered, and
much to my regret she heard me.

“ Huh! I knew you were looking for a
fight!” she burst forth. “I knew that you
were looking for a fight!”

Then I did have my hands full getting
her to consent to my going.

However, after two weeks spent almost
naked, swimming, canoeing, and fishing on
the reef, I was hardened, browned, and
ready, to start for Tabu.




PUG-LY-GUG-LO.

The constabulary of Guam gave me an
old, dilapidated whale-boat that had long
before been surveyed and cast aside by
them as unfit for sea duty. 1 had a use for
it, and my future plans would hinge around
that old whale-boat.

With it swung from the davits at the
Patience Standish’s after-rail we sailed out
of Guam, cleared for Hong-Kong, but with
the intention of dropping Pug-ly-gug-lo,
Urido, and me off at Tabu in the old whale-
boat.

The trip was uneventful up to the time
the ship hove-to at night close under the
shadow of Tabu’s frowning mountain and
the three of us men, who were to make the
short distance from the ship to the shore
in the surveyed boat, were ready to leave.

1 had already placed my automatic pistol,
a box of a thousand rounds of ammunition,
my bolo, and the weapons of the other two
men in the stern-sheets of the boat. All of
these things we had wrapped carefully in
oiled silk, and arranged with wooden buoys
so they would float in case the boat gave
out before we reached the beach.

My wife, Patience, had been in a nervous
state of worry during the whole hundred-
mile run from Guam, and now, in the early
morning darkness—it w:
she clung to me sobbing and -loath to let
me go.

The boat was swung out and ready to
lower. Her nerve-taut brain conceived all
manner of troubles ahead, to which I had
riot even given a thought.

“T must go now, dear,” I said and I felt
a lump rise up in my throat.

“ 1 wish you weren’t going,” she said with
@ sob in her voice. And for two cents T
believe I would have turned the whole trip
down, she was so earnestly dreading it.
Maybe her woman’s intuition forewarned
her of some of the awful horrors T would
go through on this adventure.

But I collected myself, and steeling my
sentiment at this, our first parting, T bid
her farewell. S

Her father took her in his arms.

“Good luck, Alonzo, boy!” he called
after me as we were lowered away in the
whale-boat.

“ Good luck, Alonzo, my boy,” 1 heard a

musical voice call, and my sad thoughts left
me, for my wife had risen to the occasion;
and as I looked up to the deck I saw her
shining face dimly lit by the flickering
stern-light and she smiled bravely at me.
I blew her a kiss from my finger-tips, and
we shoved off.

Many times during my stay at Tabu I
wondered if T was ever to see her sweet face
again. Even at this early stage of my trip
1 remember a faint thought to that effect.
The story Pug-ly-gug-lo had told was in~
dicative of grave dangers ahead.

However, this was the last time I saw my
wife during this adventure, so that takes
her out of the story.

As we in the boat dropped astern of the
Patience Standish I could hear my father-
iu»]aw call out an order to the crew, and
that peaceful ship on the quiet sea became
as a living thing. From a gracefully dip-
ping float on the swells she became active,
ropes hummed through singing blocks, sails
flapped, and men ran about her decks; then
she heeled to the light breeze, a swirl of
eddying waters trailed off astern, and dimly
T could see the white, curling wave under
her forefoot.

She was under way, and quickly she
Llended into the darkness and became first
a mere blur then a nothingness in the night.
As she disappeared I could not but think
of man’s flight through life, still and peace-
ful in calm surroundings to start, then all
activity as maturity is reached, ending
finally, and becoming so soon a mere blur
in the thoughts of those left behind. The
Patience Standish had sailed out of my ex-
periences around Tabu.

Dully I could make out a black mass off
our port side, which I knew to be the island
of Tabu and cur goal. To Pug-ly-gug-lo T
left the duty of piloting the boat through
the sharp reefs encircling this volcanic pile.

And while he steered our leaky, creaky
old crait toward a white line of breakers
that stood out sharply in contrast to the
black of the land I looked toward the
island, and my thoughts-were of my possi-
bilities on this venture in a land where
white men had been forbidden and those
who had gained leave to stay had taken foul
advantage of their hosts.
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A very ragged sky-line was presented for
my searching eyes. From the south the sea
and soil merged into an undefined margin
which by gradual ascent mounted to a peak.
This peak was the southernmost rim of the
great crater of Ugluee, which is the Tabian
name for the volcano, and from this point
a much-notched ridge, showing blacker than
the dark sky, ran northward, and was only
relieved by a sharply defined, deep split in
the wall which lay’ just before us, and was
about the center of the surface that we
could see.

The northern extremity of the island was
very similar to the southern, for the gradual
descent of the line of black mountains
finally seemed to slip hazily into the sea.
The slope was festooned near the water
with coconut fronds, while farther up
heavier timber gave me a silhouette fring-
ing the bare crater-crest like the hair
around a bald man’s head.

The whole island en masse looked very
much as if it had been placed before us in
a great bulk; then the near side had been
torn apart that we might imagine what the
interior would be like, for the deep gash in
the mountainside was right in front of us,
and I kept feeling that if I could only stand
a little higher I might see the floor of the
crater, with a possible lake within.

And there is a lake of a kind there, of
which I gained bitter and painful knowl-
edge; but I knew nothing of it as I looked
from the old whale-boat at the island. It
is a lake the like of which T have never
seen, nor-have I ever heard of a similar
one—but I am digressing. >

My attention was drawn to something of
closer interest. My bare feet were in
water. Our poor boat was leaking too
badly for Urido to keep it free with a
bucket bailer. Indeed, I might compare
the old tub to a sieve with a very thin sheet
of tissue-paper over it to keep out the water,
and as if when the paper became wet and
decomposed it fell away. Such, in a way,
was our predicament, for after a poor job
of calking we had painted a coat of white
lead on the outer side of our craft, and the
boards, weakened by plain rot, were shed-
ding paint and opening seams at every
heave of the sea.
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And our sail, full with the morning wind
and tugging at the mast, was no kind of
helper in our trouble, for its extra strain on
the floor boards was tearing: the bottom out
of the poor thing we used as a boat.

It was not that the danger of getting wet
worried any of us, for we were all, as natives
should be, bare to the skin and wearing
cnly breech-clouts. And we were all as
much at home in the water as humans can
be; so the two miles or so to the shore held
no tetrors for us.

But I had a use for the old hulk, and
felt that T must get it to the beach.

“Let go your sheet and halyards!” I
softly called to Urido. I spoke very quiet-
ly,for we had no desire to announce our
presence to the islanders until we were
ready. It would be better to be safely
landed first, I thought.

“ Umph!” Urido grunted in disgust, for
he was a lazy fellow at times, particularly
when any physical labor shows; but give
him a legitimate fight, and he has more
energy than three ordinary men; whether
the fight be man to man or merely a con-
test in sport, he surely goes in to win.

He now saw the prospect of manning an
oar.

But Pug-ly-gug-lo was so quick to let go
the sheet, not waiting for the laggard Urido
to even reach out for it, that I wondered.
Then I thought of his eagerness to get home
and help his people, and realized why he
was such a willing worker. And he saw the
water coming in faster than a baler could
handle it, which was self-explanatory of my
order.

We manned the oars—Urido and T—
while Pug-ly-gug-lo took the helm and
steered toward the deep cut in the moun-
tain, as there was an opening in the reef
directly in line with it. It was a narrow
channel, used only by canoes, but he had
told me that it was deep enough for us to
get the boat in.

And straight in shore was a good place
for Pug-ly-gug-lo to land, for here the
jungle grew down to the sand, and he could
disappear into it immediately when we
beached the boat.

It would be too much like signing his
own death warrant for him to be found by




PUG-LY-GUG-LO.

any of Bremen’s guards. And it might not
be any too pleasant for Urido and I to be
found in his company. As it was we felt
that it would be enough to explain our be-
ing there without having him to add to our
difficulties.

The roar of the beating surf on the rocky
reef barrier was strong in our ears, and if
we had not been accustomed to such terri-

- fying noise, I dare say we would have had
a serious dread of the passage through the
channel, which led directly into the turmoil
of waters.

But we had confidence in the experienced
guidance of our pilot, and we all had been
brought up where coral reefs were popular
fishing grounds and a place of daily visit.

As Urido and I sat and rowed, with Pug-
ly-gug-lo bending forward from his perch
in the stern, hand on tiller, peering sharply
ahead to be sure and make a true entry
into the narrow waterway. between the
jegged shell-stone on either side, T could
feel the stern lift slightly.

By this sign I knew that we were getting
into the foot-hills of the mountainous range
of seas that pounded endlessly at the fish-
built wall.

T wondered if the frail craft under us
would stand up to the strain of twists and
turns, the tossing and buffeting of the rollers
we would soon be fighting. Not that it
made much difference whether it did or not,
for the shore was only about half a mile
beyond the reef. My only regret would be
if we could not get the wreckage on the
beach, for I had a use to make of it.

But there was very little time to give to
my personal thoughts. From a gentle rising
of the stern as the lesser waves passed under
us we were soon more rudely hoisted aloft
and rushed forward, as if we were racing
with the water alongside to see which could
get over the rocky bottom first.

And the wave always won, for our
weighty boat dragged back badly, and it
took all the power that Urido and I could
muster on the oars to keep her headed with
the sea. Each of us had a twelve-foot oar
of seasoned ash, and stood with our feet
braced against the ribs and our knees
against the thwarts, facing forward.

With heavy sweeps of these sturdy blades
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we fought the twisting of the cross-currents. 4
If the gunwale and bottom stayed in our -
boat, we would clear the reef all fine and 5
dandy.

We were in the midst of a turbulent,
bubbling, churning maelstrom, with our
bow striving to obey the tug of one erratic
current, while our stern wanted equally to
go another way. And do what we could,
the boat merely shoek itself like an irritated
wild thing and wilfully started on a course
of its own. The result was a most discon-
certing whirl.

T reached far back with my oar, and dip- =
ping carefully to get a full blade-sweep, I 3
threw my whele weight on the loom in an
effort to stop the dizzy spin. Then sud-
denly a twelve-inch section of the rotten
gunwale came away with a jerk.

T sprawled ahead over the thwart and
brought up against Urido’s straining leg.
The unexpectedness of my jolt against his
taut muscles doubled him down on top of
me.

But the great surge I had given on the
oar before the gunwale gave had done the
trick, and we shot out of the whirlpool into
smooth foam-covered water within the reef.

Urido piled off of me and we got up,
laughing. Pug-ly-gug-lo was doubled up in
the stern, rolling in silent mirth. I thought
he’d get a whole lot more good out of a
laugh if he could let it out, but that was__
not his way. He seemed content and to
enjoy keeping it in, only letting the muscu-
lar ripples and contortions interpret his
feelings.

However much humor there might have
been in the situation it was soon displaced
by a sense of something wrong. 1 was
standing in water which came over my
ankles. And it was fast getting deeper.

The rotting wood of the decrepit craft
had stood all of the strain that it could,
and if any sudden jar should be given it in
its precarious condition, nothing but drift-
wood would float in on the tide. But as it
was important that even the pieces must
be on the sand when we were, I planned
accordingly.

“Over the side we go!” 1 whispered to
Urido; and we went over the gunwale
Pug-ly-gug-lo followed suit, and we three




wurged the half-submerged wreck toward the
line of shadow that marked our goal. It
was slow swimming with the heavy thing:

The water was very warm, even of a
higher temperature than of the water in
neighboring Guam. This surprised me.
But when T recalled reading somewhere of
the volcanic nature of the island of Tabu,
and how frequently seismic disturbances
visited the place, I understood better how
this internal volcanic heat from the island
could be felt in the water just as happens
in the cooling jackets about condensing
tubes, Gatling guns, and the like.

And this island could readily be com-
pared to a tremendous repeating cannon on
account of its frequent discharges of white-
hot gases and lava from the yet active vol-
cano which occupies the whole central por-
tion of the land.

We got ashore just as light was chasing
the gloom from the east. While we swam
Pug-ly-gug-lo had been telling Urido our

position on the island, and I could hear~

that able interpreter of mine receiving the
information with frequent impatient grunts,
as if it were an old story to him.

And the short wave that finally sent us
to the narrow drift of sand finished for our
boat. The poor thing simply gave up. It
seemed to feel that it had reached its last
resting-place, and, satisfied, it gave a part-
ing groan before collapsing on the sand,
all spread out like an exhausted thing.

Urido looked at it and grinned. The
morning light shone on his cheerful face,
and any one seeing him would hardly think
that he had met with any catastrophe.

“Look sad, you poor fish!” I warned
him as T peered cautiously about us to see
if by any chance we were observed. No
one was in sight.

Then I had Urido and Pug-ly-gug-lo
carry our weapons and ammunition into
the jungle near by, where they concealed
them in a bush. T kept only a little stil-
letolike kris that would slip unnoticed into
my loin-band and nestle there for an
emergency. And I had learned the trick
of drawing it and lunging so that, like a
snake’s darting tongue and stnkmg fangs,
it would prick the skin and go home in a
flash.
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“Now, Pug-ly-gug-lo, you beat it!” T
said; for it would indeed be suicide for us
to be caught with him. “ And remember,
if nothing prevents, this will be our meet-
ing-place in the dark hour before day.”

Urido told him what I said and Pug-ly-
gug-lo slipped into the bordering heavy
growth of ironwood and brush.

‘We stood on the sand of.a narrow beach
that extended around a crescent bay which
was protected far out by the coral reef,
which in turn encircled the whole island.
When we passed through the reef we had
made a change in our course, so now we
were at the southernmost point of the bay
and we could see, where the notch in the
mountain opened abcve the center of the
crescent, a villagz extending down to the
water,

Coconut- palms made a pleasing setting
all along the beach and a matted jungle of
vines, ironwood and other brush grew lux-
uriantly close to the ground.

It was fortunate for us that Pug-ly-gug-lo
went when he did, for he had no more than
disappeared into the bush then I saw an
excited crowd coming toward us from the
village.

“ Quick, Urido! Tell me how we stand
on the island, before these people get here,”

I whispered.

“North point there,” he said, " pointing
to the far point of the bay, where one
side of the frowning volcano sloped to the
sea. “ South point here,” and he motioned
toward the near side of the bay and vol-
cano which towered above our heads.

“ Gutto Village there,” and he pointed to
the town in the center of the crescent.
“ King Gig-Gig lives there and white men
there, too,” thus he told me in few words
what it had taken Pug-ly-gug-lo at least fif-
teen minutes to tell him.

The people from the village were nearing.

“Look sad, as if you'd lost your best
friend!” I growled into Urido’s ear that he/
might get rid of the cheerful look he had.
And he did remarkably well. Any one not
acquainted with him might readily think
that he was returning from the grave of his
most cherished loved one when he let his
eyes take in the collapsed boat, then the
people near by.
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I looked as forlorn as I could. And as
I realized the necessity I didn’t hesitate
to put every latent power of acting into it
that I might have in me.

Leading the crowd of some twenty na-
tives, all black, bushy-haired, and dirty,
was a short, slender white man. He wore
a much-greased pongee suit and an old Pan-
ama straw, from under which a fringe of
long, black hair hung in disarray.

His coat-tails were flopped about by the
weighty automatic pistol that swung from a
beit around his waist. He appeared even
more unkempt than the rabble at his heels.
He shuffled as he walked as if something
were wrong with one foot.

I afterward learned that there was a de-
fective development in his right foot. Ap-
parently he was very conscious of this de-
formity, for he was constantly shifting him-
self about when in front of any one so that
he might stand with the malformed foot
in back of the other to hide it—he always
seemed to be at parade rest when standing.

This white man had the vilest features I
have ever had to look upon. All that could
be bestial in a human seemed to be written
in small and crisscrossed lines in his face.

His small, close-set, piglike eyes gleamed
forth viciously and the crafty creases en-
circling them were prominent as he peered
at us with an appraising squint. His skin
was a pasty-white and hung loosely on his
face, as if it had been stretched and had
lost the elastic power to return to place.

He was pock-marked. His thick lips
curled into a sneer, showing the brutality
of his mouth as he looked us over and if
his flattened nose could have done it more
than nature had already done, it would have
turned up in contempt at finding what ap-
peared to be two stray natives stranded on
the beach.

He carried a length of limber rattan in
his hand. I was to learn before the sun
was much higher why the stick was with
him,

A black man was walking by the white
man’s side as they drew near, and this black
was gesticulating and very likely telling how
he had discovered us. T wondered when
he first saw us and if he had seen Pug-ly-
gug-lo. <
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Urido’s head was bent toward the ground,
as if he were embarrassed by the stare of
the people. But I saw by the intent look
on his face that he was listening to the black
man’s story.

“He didn’t see Pug-ly-gug-lo,” Urido
whispered in my ear, much to my relief.

The white man—TI learned to know him
as Selig Bremen—shoved the black from
him roughly and roared at us in Tabu.

“Don’t answer to that language,” I
warned Urido.

“No sabe!” I said out loud for Bremen.

“Get you gone from here!” he yelled
next in English.

It was a shocking reception for ship-
wrecked men and I tried to seem very much
surprised when I answered him. I pointed
to the pieces of our boat distributed on
the sand, I hoped that the mute expres-
sive condition of our craft would be our
best excuse to stay.

That had been my reason for bringing
the old boat. But I underestimated the
brutality of Bremen.

CHAPTER V.
PYLANPIN.

E put in here, sir, when our boat

became too leaky to be safe at
sea,” I answered in as respectful
a manner as I could and still look into that
ugly face.

“ Well, get in it again and get out!” was
the rude response.

“But, sir!” And I tried to make my
voice seem servile as an awed native might.
“Our boat, it met with accidént,” and I
pointed at the wreck.

“ What!” he roared. * Wrecked—and on
my island! What do you mean by bringing
your old trash and littering my beach with
it?” he broke out in a fury. “ What're you
goin’ to do with it?” And he stuck his
pock-marked face out at us menacingly.

1 stepped back a pace to seem duly im-
pressed by his attitude as I could see that
he intended that we should be thoroughly
frightened. £

“We—we,” and I assumed a stutter to
«carry out my part, but I fingered the handle

;
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of my kris, for I had his number, as Cap-
tain Jack would say, and I itched to use the
weapon on this fellow. “ We—we would
like to fix it here—if we can, sir?” I fin-
ished.

“Such insolence—such insolence I have
never seen. You would fix it, would you—
and I suppose next you’ll be begging mate-
rials from me to fix it with!”

He was working himself into a frenzy.
He hopped around on his one good foot
and thrashed the air with the rattan stick.
1 looked at Urido and could see the red
blood of a fighting man mounting to his
face.

“ Easy, boy—easy, boy,” T whispered a
warning to him. “ We’ve got to take what
comes for a while—it’s for the best, so hold
in, boy,” I told him.

But, really how much better it would
have been to have used my kris at that time
or let Urido go at him—it would have saved
us much trouble and agony later.

I watched the man’s foolish rage and
antics with considerable internal amuse-
ment and a disgust at his lack of control,
but with no idea that he would strike either
of us with the rattan whip which he bran-
dished so threateningly over our heads.

“Such insolence!” he roared. And the
blacks edged away from his vicinity and
eyed the flaying stick with dread. Some
of the more timid actually cowered as the
man worked up to added fury and I won-
dered if possibly they had tasted of the
sting of that lash.

“Lay a hold of these insolent puppies!”
screamed Bremen as he suddenly turned
upon the frightened blacks and struck out
among them to hurry their laggard feet.
 Six of the biggest men—and none were
under six feet in height—rushed forward at
their master’s bidding and grappled with us.

“ Best not put up a fight, Urido, take
what comes quietly,” I urged my man, not,
however, without misgivings, for I was fear-
ful of his temper when put to the test. And
if he should start to give his opponents real
action, the three who volunteered to hold
him would find that they had the biggest
contract they ever tackled.

I was proud of Urido, for he contained
himself admirably. And I was also sin-
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cerely sorry for him, more so than for my-
self, at what happened immediately after
we allowed ourselves to be easily held. But
it seemed the policy for us to be submissive
—it did then, but I wish I might have
known a little more of the man we were
against.

“T’ll learn. you to be so insolent on my
island and who’s master here!” shouted
Bremen, advancing on us with rattan raised
to strike. He did strike. Twenty lashes
fell across my bare back before he stopped
to take a breathing-spell, for he was not a
strong man and it winded him badly just
whipping me.

I did not give him the satisfaction of
seeing that the blows hurt, even though
the blood was trickling down my back when
he finished

T looked toward Urido as Bremen let up
on me. Two of the men who had been
holding him were sprawling on the ground
where he had thrown them and the third
was about to be hurled over Urido’s head
in a backhand grip that I taught Urido
myself.

“Urido!” I yelled, fearful lest he spoil
the chance we had of staying on Tabu, and
after my going through all of the humilia-
tion of letting that degenerate Bremen whip
me, too. Urido stopped in the act of giving
the man the final heave that would have
sent him through the air for a bad fall far
away on the sand.

“ Take your medicine like a man, Urido,
it’s our only chance!” 1 warned him in
Spanish.

“ But, you, Alonzo, my friend, I couldn’t
stand by and see you beat!” the loyal fel-
low argued, also speaking in Spanish.

“1t’s all right, Urido, thank you. But
it’s your turn now, and I've got to stand
by, too. It’s going to be hard for me to
see a friend get such a lashing, but I think
it’s our only chance, dear friend.

“ Show him what a real man can stand
and not whimper for it!” I said, and it hurt
to sentence such a friend to a menial pun-
ishment without a struggle.

“T'm that man!” was all that Urido said.

And by the determined look on his face
T knew that all was well and that he would
not only not make a sign of his pain during
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the ordeal, but that he would foster a deep-
. seated craving for a speedy revenge on the
author of this indignity.

I had seen him once before when he held
such a grudge and it became a mania with
him that was only curable when he knew
the fiend who had caused him grief was
put out of the way for good and all. Urido
had the hot blood of the Pacific Islander
and he made a very bad enemy, but a most
loyal friend.

“ You would resist the acts of your su-
periors, would you? Ill learn you better!”
bellowed Bremen to the now quiet Urido.
However, Bremen kept at a respectful dis-
tance for the look of contempt shining in
Urido’s eyes made him quake.

 Here, you skulking dogs, grab this man
—don’t you see that he’s freed himself?”
And he drove unwilling reenforcements up
to help hold Urido while he administered
the whipping.

“ Come and give your beating,” Urido
said with dignity as he brushed three more
of the husky blacks from him. £

But Bremen would not go near him until
he was in other men’s hands. He shrieked
for some real men to come forward and hold
this “ miscreant ” who would dare defy him.

Then Urido let himself be held. Bremen,
seeming satisfied that my man was secured
beyond chance of attempting physical vio-
lence against him, laid on with a will. The

" men holding me became interested and re-
laxed their grasps on my arm.

Urido stood there, a martyr, for he did
not even wince, so far as I could see, and
the welts sprung up on his bare back like
rings of white rope lashing him about. Then
at another blow these taut welts would
crack. '

The skin would part. The raw flesh
would show. Then the red blood would
come to the surface—slowly oozing at first,
for the blood was beaten from the part, then
with a gush as the arteries regained their
normal elasticity.

I fingered the handle of my dirk. I raised
the knife half from the cloth that concealed
it at my loin. I would put a stop to this

brutality for once and all.
But Bremen became tired when he had
delivered the same number of blows on
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Urido’s back that he had on mine. I was
indeed glad to see him draw away from
my friend, for I could have contained my-
self no longer. 1 had my kris in my hand
and was getting crouched to spring forward.

But the fiend stopped. I straightened and
jerked my hand to my loin-cloth to again
hide the knife. Suddenly my hand was
clutched in a strong grip and another hand
flicked the weapon from my grasp.

My guards had recovered their interest
in me before I had realized that they were
yet there. The glistening blade fell shim-
mering in the sand right at Bremen’s feet.
For a moment I thought our chances were
spoiled for all time.

“ Ah, ha!” Bremen muttered as he picked
the little deadly thing up. “ So!” he said
with a sort of whistle. Then he slipped
the knife in his own belt and, giving me a
crafty look, turned to the guards and
ordered: p

“ Take them to Gutto!” I knew what
he said from his motion, even though he
spoke in Tabu.

As we were marched past him on the way
to the village he walked beside me for a
ways.

“You two are good men,” he said, and
the brute cast an envious glance from
Urido’s splendid physique to mine. “I've
learned you who’s master here—remember
—TI'll not be crossed. When I will anything
it is done.

“You and this man,” and he indicated
Urido with a nod of his head, “ I'll learn
you more—Ill learn you!” And he passed
on ahead to lead the procession, giving me
a knowing glance as he went.

I didn’t grasp his full meaning just then
—but I assure you it was unfolded to me
fast enough once he got started “learning
us.” As it seemed to me while we walked
toward Gutto Village I thought we had
gained our end and were on the island se-
curely—even if we were prisoners made
very little difference for a while, at least
until I had time to get the lay of the land.

Urido and I walked side by side. Urido
held himself erect with a dignity that would
have well fitted a king of such a place. I
felt more like laying down and nursing my
wounds, but if my brown man could yet




go it so strong—well, I wasn’t going to be a
quitter.

As we marched, in a more or less dis-
orderly procession, along the upper reaches
of the narrow beach, the sun’s rays came
across the broad Pacific to where we fol-
lowed the brute Bremen, as if to show us
that there was light yet left to the world, if
a person would but see.

And this bright, clean light seemed to
bother Bremen, for he hastened his pace as
he looked with annoyance toward the sun.
‘Apparently he preferred darkness in the
world. He turned from the brightness of
the day into the gloom of the jungle—and
the way was more difficult by reason of the
low-creeping vines and path-encroaching
brush.

We were kept at a distance from this
domineering white man by the guards—the
same fellows who had held us while Bremen
whipped. They seemed to stand in awe-
some terror of the man. He seemed to
rule them by creating a fear of him among
them and all of those subservient.

Heé apparently thought that Urido and
1 were properly cowed and that we would
be like the rest. Although he walked us
along peacefully enough now, I could not
but have a deep-seated distrust of the fel-
low. Even if we were going right into
Gutto Village and-everything seemed to be
turning in my favor I was not altogether
pleased with the prospects, for I would have
preferred to be free.

But I was willing to let things take their
course under Bremen’s guidance for a while.

As we drew near Gutto Village the groves
of coconuts showed signs of cultivation.
The rank jungle growth had been cleared
from under their deep shade and the soil
showed where it had been recently turned,
although new shoots of the creeping vines
and smothering, low brush appeared plenti-
fully, which showed that the process of cul-
tivation had been interfered with not long
before.

This new lack of attention T blamed on
Bremen, and rightly. For I soon learned of
his disorganizing methods.

We passed a burned and devastated
home-site in a grove of breadfruit-trees,
then we came upon another outlying farm
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where the hut, which stood on a little knoll
surrounded by the family rice-paddies, had
been burned like the first. Urido noticed
these places and grunted as if he under-
stood their significance.

“ Biggo,” he said. 1 understood by the
inference that this was the territory where
the outlaw, Biggo, had been active in his
siege of Gutto Village.

Then we came to a grove of coconuts that
had been felled. The standing butts of their
trunks were frayed at the break as if they
had been chewed by some hungry animal.

“ Machine gun,” I whispered to my part-
ner in trouble.

“Umph!” he grunted in assent and
looked curiously at them. He had never
seen the effect of a stream of bullets di-
rected against growing wood before. He
was thoroughly impressed.

Bremen stopped and motioned for us to
be brought up to him. And when we were
near he waved his rattan toward the felled
trees and remarked with an exultant tone:

“A force of a thousand men thought
they had the strength to get Selig Bremen—
I learned them. They stood hehind those
trees. They thought they were safe from
me. I willed that they should die.

“ Each died as a tree fell from my bullets.
That’s what happens to them what opposes
me—TIll learn ’em. Remember—1'll learn
’em!”  And he walked on.

He made no mention of King Gig-Gig.
It was against him, Selig Bremen, that
these men had been fighting—so he would
have us believe.

We came to a clearing in the encircling
rural groves and orchards. A strip of
ground one hundred yards wide had been
bared of all trees, shrubs, and vines; only
some short grasses that had grown up as a
sort of carpet to clothe the nudeness of the
soil were left.

Across this stretch was the village. Strag-
gling streets aimlessly led into the clearing
and some disappeared into the jungle. Tipa
huts placed without semblance of order
were scattered about the outskirts of the
town as if loosely thrown from some central
point and allowed to stay where they lit.

Some were right up to the edge of the
street they faced, others were placed with
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their entrance at an awkward angle to any
natural way of approach, as if some vagary
of the owner had so arranged it and no
central authority had deemed it wise to
change it. This was undoubtedly caused
by the lax control of things that King Gig-
Gig apparently had allowed during his rule.

Everything, however, had undoubtedly
been kept as neat as such a place of simple
savage environment might be expected to
be, for on every hand the streets and paths
were clearly marked and the new piles of
refuse showed that they were only the small
ones of recent collection around the houses.
Even yet signs showed where some of the
natives living in near-by huts, had, very
likely from force of a good habit, made
feeble attempts to clear away the accumu-
lating trash-heaps and assume a semblance
of neatness.

But good habits are more easily forgotten
than the bad, and’ for the most part the
streets were surely becoming filthy alleys
and only a convenient place for kitchen
refuse to be thrown. Pigs and chickens
took advantage of this condition of affairs
and were nosing and picking about in the
muck.

These people certainly had not been a
warlike, military race, or surely there would
have been a stockade around the town and
more means of defense showing. Yet, on
thought, I wondered why there should have
been more preparedness. The only enemy
to peace that I knew of was Biggo and
from the signs I should say that he had not
been a very aggressive outlaw until recently.

Now, of course, a new menace had come
into the land, but it came because of a
breech of rule—the new menace had come
from the inside, it might be said, for the
doors had been opened through sentiment
and a white man allowed residence. This
white man, Bremen, was an unfortunate
selection.

He led us along a path through the clear-
ing that became a street and as he shuffled
along his shifting gaze caught sight of a
pretty little flower that had peered forth in
the daylight to add a touch of cheerful

color in this drear spot where it was much -

needed. Raising his rattan quickly aloft
Selig Bremen swung it viciously down, and
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severing the frail stalk of the gentle flower
sent its head, a streak of royal purple, sail-
ing through the air.

By some. strange freak of the wind gust
the delicate, fluttering petals fell right into
Urido’s outstretched hand. Bremen, watch-
ing, saw. He paused a moment as if to
reprimand Urido for catching it, then a
troubled look came over his face and with
an impatient toss of his head he went on
his way.

“ That man is superstitious,” I thought as
I watched his action.

From the outlying houses of the village
black people came forth, timidly and halt-
ingly. They were very curious to see the
new arrivals, but there seemed a hesitancy
as if they were afraid of Bremen.

As we drew near he yelled at them loudly.
And they quickly backed away from our
path and bowed submissively to the brute.

I was surprised at their quietness, their
seeming awe of the man up ahead. Usually
a crowd of blacks like this would either be
very happy and full of laughter and song
or vindictive and loud with jeers and jabs,
accordingly whether the newcomers were
friendly visitors or prisoners of war. x

But these people hung back and with
solemn faces silently watched us pass. In-
deed, this man Bremen had brought a curse
to this land that would thus change the £
whole nature of the inhabitants.

As we came to the more thickly popu-
lated part of the village I noticed a better
order of arrangement. The huts were built
around squares like city blocks. And they
were so close that tipa-thatch touched tipa-
thatch until the whole outer part of the
squares had almost a continuous roof.

The inner part of each square was open,
and I got occasional glimpses of smoke col-
ums rising from fire-pits in places where
community cooking was done.

The streets we traveled opened out ahead
into a semicircular plaza. The beach at
the bay was the diameter of the circle, and
I surmised that here must be the pearl-
market and public i)lace of business in gen-
eral.

And it was in this plaza that I expected
to find the big house that Pug-ly-gug-lo had
spoken of, where the elder men met to talk
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of the affairs of the people. Also the royal
-hut and other places of importance to the
natives should all be here.

My surmise was correct, for as we came
from the narrow confines of the hut-lined
street into the open plaza the line-up of big
canoes on the beach plainly indicated fish-
eries and the smell—pearl fisheries.

We entered the plaza from the central
and largest of the radiating streets, which,
fanlike, spread from this hub. To our right
was a long, low, bamboo, palm-thatched
structure that occupied a whole block in
length. T should say that it was at least
one hundred feet long by twenty-five feet
wide and the floor was not elevated as in the
tipa huts around it, but the walls were held
by bamboos stuck in the ground.

There were no windows. On the roof two
conical cupolas were raised, one at each end
of the long hut, as if for air-vents. The
door to the place was in the middle of
the long side facing the plaza and no other
entrance or opening could I see. This was
the “ Big House ” or place where the king
held audience.

To our left and just across the street
from the big house was another large hut.
Finely worked split bamboo formed its walls
and fronds of the plumosa palm, beautifully
woven, roofed it in.

The posts upon which it was elevated
about three feet from the ground were of
native mahogany, and each had been hand-
rubbed until the sun glittered from the hard-
polished surfaces.

This hut was about fifteen feet by forty
feet on the floor plan. Four hewn mahog-
any blocks formed steps up to the door,
which was screened by a mat woven from
the fine inner fiber of the coconut-paim.

The screen was of such delicate work-
manship that the gentle breeze ruffied it
like light cloth and the sheen of it like silk.
‘This was King Gig-Gig’s own hut.

A fresh brown spot, the shape of a war
shield, showed against the weather-beaten
bamboo over the door. It contrasted
strongly with the bleached-out walls sur-
rounding. The king’s coat-of-arms had been
recently taken down. But the mark of
it had been left indelibly imprinted on the

front of the hut by the hot tropical sun
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which had shown with equal ardor upon
many generations of Tabu’s rightful ruler.

And even as I looked rays of the morning
sun were pointing through the overhanging
palm-thatch and skipping about over the
dark-brown area as if seeking for an ac-
customed emblem not there.

Directly in front of the royal hut was
a strange thing to find in this savage com-
munity. Standing on its tripod, aiming its
viperlike nosc toward the séa, was a very
modern machine gun. - I recognized the
make as American. But how foreign it
appeared in such surroundings!

Natives in passing respectfully, rather
fearfully, made a wide circle about it. They
certainly held this spitting thing that killed
men and cut down trees equally fast, in
great awe. And well they might, for many
of them had seen its efficient destructive-
ness demonstrated.

The remainder of the semicircular row of
huts were the same as those we had passed
coming through the town, with the excep-
tion of one, which was directly next door
to the king’s own. It was smaller than the
royal hut, but of equal and similar work-
manship, and I afterward learned that it
was built by one of the king’s ancestors as a
guest-house for any whom the king might
favor with a night’s lodging. 2

And it had been an honor much sought
among Tabians to be housed in this hut
even for a night. It was in this hut that
Bremen and his partner of evil were enter-
tained when they were guests of the king.
So Pug-ly-gug-lo had told me.

We were stopped in front of the king’s
hut and Bremen started toward the door,
before he reached the heavy mahogany
blocks used as steps the whole hut began
to quiver as from some heavy foot treading
the floor inside, then the coconut fiber cur-
tain was roughly jerkad aside, and it speaks
well for the material and workmanship that
it was not tern to shreds by the heavy
hand that pulled on it.

A white man stepped out. It was Gustav
Reikman. He might have been a brewery-
wagon driver or a butcher before he ar-
rived in Tabu, for he was big and heavy
enough to fill either position.

His whole appearance was that of a barrel
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in a tight-fitting khaki cover and mounted
on piano-legs. On top of the mass of mov-
ing flesh was a little bullet head with small
close-set eyes, which lacked the shrewdness™
of Bremen’s. Sallow, flabby cheeks showed
the unhealthy bloat of the man, who must
have drunk his fill full #nd frequent. Atop
of this was a much battered cork helmet,
which settled over the pointed, round dome
of a head to recline on his asslike ears.

Shifting his weight sidewise down the
mahogany steps and landing both feet on
the ground with many grunts of exertion he
hailed Bremen.

““ Well, Selig, what’s all the rumpus so
early this morning?” He wheezed like a
leaky, steam windlass as he said it in En-
glish.
“Don’t call me Selig!” irritably de-
manded Bremen. “ Remember I'm Herr
Bremen,” he added. “ After all I've learned
you, I want you to ber that!
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the waist up that it lent a modesty to her
appearance that is generally lacking in the
average native girl. Pylanpin’s hair was
bushy, but at the same time not so coarse
and thick as most of the women I had seen
while we walked through the village, but
browner, finer and waving gently in the
friendly ocean breeze.

Her big, black eyes were turned full upon
us. As we marched away from there at
Bremen’s order I watched her from the cor-
ner of my eye.

She saw the wounds of the lash on our
backs and a look of compassion crossed her
face. Then she turned away and entered
the hut to be lost to our sight.

Bremen stood sizing us up as- we walked
away, very much as if we were two heads of
prize cattle just added to his herd.

We were taken to the hut next beyond
Pylanpin’s from the royal hut. We were

“T've got a couple of blacks here what I
learned who to respect on this here island of
mine,” and Bremen looked toward Urido
and me with a pleased air.

But I was not thinking of Bremen just
then. I had caught sight of a much more
pleasing spectacle for a man’s eyes.

In the door of the guest-hut next to the
king’s own, was what I would call a beauti-
ful native girl. She was not black, but a
light-brown, like Urido and Pug-ly-gug-lo—
or even like myself, I might add, for with
two weeks of direct exposure to the sun I
was as tanned as Urido was a natural
brown.

I quickly decided that this girl must be
Pylanpin, for she answered well to her
brother’s description of her, only more so.
For he, being only her brother and familiar
with the sight of her every day, overlooked
numerous attractions that other men’s eyes
would immediately see.

Urido was engrossed in‘seeing at the same
time as I. And even his stolid nature was
affected by the beauty of the girl’s lithe-
some, well-rounded form. She was dressed,
as is any native girl of marriageable age,
in a knee-length skirt of fine sea-grasses,
and wore numerous strings of delicately
tinted, small shells hung around her neck.

This array of shells so clothed her from

ighbors and I was pleased, for it might
come to pass that a communication to her
might be necessary after I had the politics
and lay of the land better in hand.

Our lodging was a regulation native
tipa hut. The conical roof of palm-thatch
was enough elevated from the halved bam-
boo walls of our round cell for us to have a
little ventilation and the floor was raised
enough for the pigs to circulate freely un-
derneath. I knew that they were there, for,
through a crack in the bamboo flooring, I
saw two asleep in the shade. «

One of the blacks who brought us to our
prison stayed out in front on guard. He
first went to the rear of the place into
what seemed an enclosed park—the cen-
tral square inside this block of houses—
which in this block was apparently reserved
for the king’s garden.

He went to the far side of the park, where
a small stream of water ran into a little
pool just inside the boundary-fence of bam-
boo. There he filled half a coconut-shell
with water and brought it back to us.

I watched him through the cracks in
our back wall. The garden was an attrac-
tive little place, and under the shade of the
bordering coconuts grew bananas, bread-
fruit, mangoes, pineapples, creeping-yam
vines and many other varieties of fruits
and vegetables.




The pool of water was at the end of
an open, well-kept, shell-bordered path that
led from the royal hut. And, as the little
pool was kept clear of growing grasses or
lilies, I knew it to be for domestic purposes.
Altogether, the place was restful to the eyes.

The water the guard brought us was
intended for drinking purposes only, I im-
agine, for when we called him a few mo-
ments after he left the bowl with us to go
get us another he seemed much surprised
that the first supply was gone. To relieve
his mind and to show for what we were
using the cool liquid I demonstrated with
the few drops that were left in the bowl
how we had bathed our inflamed backs
with it.

He was much amused and seemed to
think it quite a joke that any one should
use water for anything but to drink. How-
ever, he had a heart and got us all we
wanted during the intense heat of the morn-
ing.

The flies were the greatest’ pest. At-
tracted to us by the fresh wounds on our
backs they would crawl and stick to the
raw places and in every way most persis-
tently make life miserable for us. Knowing
the danger of their disease-carrying feet I
was not niggardly in the use of water as
long as we were allowed to have it.

It was in the hottest part of the day, at
noon, that we were denied the use of any
more. Bremen, whose inquisitive ears
seemed always open to hear what other
people were doing, was in a particularly ugly
mood. The heat, I suppose, made him
even less agreeable than usual, and he heard
our water splashing through the cracked
bamboo floor of our prison-hut to the backs
of the hogs below and immediately he
sought the cause of this refreshing sound.

He went out into the garden in the rear
of all of our huts and T heard him roar:

“ What’s the meaning of this?”

The guard answered in Tabu and I did
not understand.

“Well, there’ll be no more water taken
into that hut to-day!” was our sentence.

And we got no more while the sun was
up. After that some came to us, but again
I get ahead of my story.

While Bremen was in the garden Pylan-
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pin appeared with a bamboo bucket, on her
way to the spring for water. Urido and I
watched through the cracks between the
bamboo in our hut. ”

She passed Bremen without deigning to
notice him. But his coveting gaze followed
her. Then he walked along behind her in
a manner which boded no good for the girl.

Urido, who was angered anyway by
Bremen’s order about the water, began to
get uneasy. When he saw the look Bremen
gave Pylanpin he trembled all over with
righteous wrath. And when Bremen started
following the girl, Urido began feeling for
loose bamboos in the hut wall.

When Pylanpin had her bucket of water
at the spring she turned to start back to
her own hut, but Bremen, with arms out-
stretched, was blocking her path. ¥

This was the last straw for Urido. Sud-
denly shoving his fingers between two bam-
boos in the back wall of our hut he
wrenched them apart and, stepping through
the hole he had made, ran across the gar-
den.

Like a cat stalking a bird, Urido’s feet
came down on the ground absolutely with-
out noise. Before Bremen knew that any
one was near Urido had him in his powerful
arms and with a heave he tossed the white
man over the high bamboo fence that shut
the garden in.

Then Urido seemed to become abashed,
for, without a glance at Pylanpin or a pause
to hear her express gratitude for his timely
assistance, he turned and came swiftly back
to our prison. Clambering quickly through

“the hole he deftly replaced the disarranged

back wall and, going over to the front part
of the place, he sat on the floor in silence
and gazed out of the door toward the ocean.

And while 'I wondered at his -peculiar
manner I thought I heard a happy little
gurgle of laughter come from the garden
and, peeking out, F saw Pylanpin refilling
her bucket. As she came along the path
to her hut I plainly heard her humming
some cheerful native chant to herself, and
she was smiling happily.

All through the sweltering afternoon
Urido and I sat alternately fanning flies
from each other’s back! Then we'd curse
the dryness of our throats. But that was
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all the good it would do us, for there was
no water forthcoming.

I tried to get the guard to go get us
some. I made signs to him to make him
understand, but to no avail. He was thor-
oughly afraid of Bremen.

Utido wanted to speak to him in Tabu,
but I would not let him, for I felt that his
knowledge of the language might stand us
in good stead later on, if it were not known
that he could understand it.

In the mean time I was taking a quiet
course of study in the Tabian language.
To avoid suspicion of Urido I got the guard
to tell me the names of things that I would
hold up or point at.

During the afternoon we heard nothing
of Bremen, and I wondered, for I felt sure
he would not let a chance go by to do us
some mean thing for the way Urido had
broken into his attack upon Pylanpin in
the garden. Something was in store for
us, but it was impossible to get a line on
Bremen’s next move.

We ate of the dry, boiled rice that was
brought us. But we ate sparingly, for no
water was brought with it or any other
moist food to help the stuff down. Just
rice was-our portion.

Finally the sun settled below the hori-
zon out beyond the sea and a cool breeze
blew in over the bay. Urido and I sat in
the doorway of our hut, feeling very mis-
erable.

My back hurt cruelly. Each cut seemed
to be doing its best to ache more than any
of its fellows. Urido said he felt the same.
But it was uncomfortable to talk, for our
tongues stuck to our palates—they were
dry and roughened.

The black outlines of the guard sitting
cross-legged on the ground a few yards from
us toward the beach had a dejected droop
to it.

A fire flared in the center of the plaza.
Small groups of natives came from the
streets of the village and walked slowly
through the cpen space. All were very
quiet. There was none of the hilarious
chaffing or sudden outburst of song, or
harum-skarum romping of little children in
the fresh air of the evening which would
be expected of such people as these.
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Everywhere was the oppressed atmos-
phere of people afraid. They did not know
what mood Bremen might be in. T did not
fully understand this until later, when I
saw real cause for this dread of one man’s
despotic moods.

One group of husky men, black, muscular
fellows, walked quietly toward the canoes
drawn up on the beach and hovered over the
boats. They were the pearl-divers.

They approached their boats as they
would some fond friend who was sick. None
of them made a move to launch a craft.
After a short time spent wandering around
and sort of caressing each his own canoe,
they returned up the beach, walking with
dejected step.

It all made me wonder; the unusual
quiet, the downcast air of our guard and
the pearl-divers and the lack of playing
children. I wondered if these people were
finding the pleasure in the new order of
government that some of the younger bloods
had anticipated when they assisted in over-
throwing King Gig-Gig.

While I looked toward the people out by
the fire Bremen became active in his hut.
He yelled at his man Reiker to “ get the
hell out and let me dress!” And the tone
made all of the villagers stop in their tracks,
listen, then hurriedly start, each for home.

Then a regular fusillade of profanity came -

from Bremen’s hut where the brute was un-
doubtedly dressing after his day’s sleep in
readiness to get out in the cool of the eve-
ning. These two were much more apt to
be up and doing in the dark hours than
in the light of day, like honest folks.

Urido and I turned our backs to the cool
sea breeze to bring easement to our tortured
flesh. We were sitting with our heads on
our knees just trying to bear the shooting
pains from our fevered sores without groan-
ing.

We were both satisfied to be quiet, now
that the flies were gone from us. We hoped
that we wouldn’t have to move.

And while T was listening to the jarring
disturbance from Bremen’s hut I thought
1 heard a little tap-tap-tap somewhere in the
rear of our own hut.

“ What’s that?” Urido made efiort to
ask me.

3
3
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“ Some lizard after a roach,” I answered
with difficulty.

Again more distinctly came the tap-tap-
tap. And it was so plainly no lizard’s tail
making that regular noise that I got up and
went to see what it might be.

I stopped at the back wall, near where
Urido had gone thraugh in the afternoon.
From right on the other side of the bamboo
wall came tap-tap-tap.

It was some one knocking softly on our
hut. I knelt on the floor and peered through
a crack. Dimly, in the dark, I could make
out a figure of some one standing outside.

“Who is it?”

I tried to say it in a whisper, but it was
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more of a croak. And for the moment I
was fearful lest it might be Pug-ly-gug-lo
come to see how we fared.

But as I thought of it the figure I had
seen did not seem of big enough propor-
tions to be that of the tall man.

“Uglo, Pylanpin!” a musical, feminine
voice answered me in a low, cautious tone.

““ Uglo, means open,” Urido whispered in
my ear, for he had joined me.

And 1 admit. that it was with shaking
fingers that I pushed aside the loose bam-
boos to open the rear of our hut and let
Pylanpin in, for we had a message that I
was eager to give her and she could tell us
much. -

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don’t forget this magazine is issued weekly, and
that you will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.

Achmed
Abdullah

TH/ E whole case, down to the very last
international ramification, the end of
which is not yet, hangs less by the
enigma how the wicked, bluish six-gun hap-
pened to be in his pocket—an enigma which
cannot be solved as Professor Loweil Cabot
Day, as well as Brigadier-General Sir Hec-
tor M’Murtrie absolutely refuse to be
quoted on the subject—than on the differ-
ence between Scotch and American logic,
based on Spencerian formulas.

Negatively speaking, as to the six-gun,
since the professor, as became a small,

waspish, scholastic man, with dust-gray,
bespectacled eyes, narrow shoulders, and
large bumps of academic cognition, ob-
served all laws, including that framed by
Mr. Sullivan, he could not have had the
revolver in his possession when he left New
York and his Columbia chair of philosophy,
six weeks earlier, on a trip to the African
West Coast to find out there, among the
primitive Gallas, if Herbert Spencer had
been right in his dictum that civilization
increases heterogeneity and that thus the
white man departs more widely from the
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mammalian archetype than does the sav-
age. He couldn’t have bought the weapon
aboard the Woermann Liner, where only
the regular ship souvenirs were for sale;
nor in Kamerun itself, since the six-gun
was in his hand and belching smoke half
an hour after he landed.

Remains the interval of two days between
his arrival in England and his departure
for Kamerun; an interval during which a
Serb fanatic fired the shot that, killing an
archducal Hapsburg parasite, broke the
dam of Germany’s heinous dream of world
conquest; an interval during which Lowell
Cabot Day was closeted almost continu-
ously with Brigadier-General Sir Hector
M’Murtrie, who, besides his V.C., D.S.O.,
CS.I., and military’ C.B., boasted such
splendid academic and scientific initials as
MA. PhD, FRGS, and F.ZS., and
who, having spent years between the stench
of the Kongo, and the miasmatic slime of
the Niger, gave him many valuable tips
about Galla ethnology, so the professor said.

But it is worth while considering that the
general’s late wife had been the professor’s
sister, that the two were intimate friends,
and that the Scotsman was an expert—
some Liberal M. P.s and newspaper edi-
tors said a fanatic—on certain points of
foreign politics.

Also, he had visited Germany’s West
African colonies and agreed with the Ger-
mans, who say themselves that their coun-
trymen, beneath the equatorial zodiac,
suffer from what they call Tropenkoller—
tropical madness — beginning with mildly
comical megalomania, and usually winding
up with brutal, crimson murder.

Thus, the enigma how the gun came into
the professor’s possession might possibly be
explained after all.

And as to the rest, there is the slangy
testimony of Subaltern St. George Leslie,
of the Second Haussa Gunners.

@»
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But that came later, and the professor
was at peace with all the world as, twenty-
five minutes after the slim, clipper-built
Woermann Liner had snuggled into her
dock, he was sitting on the veranda of the

one and only Kamerun hotel styled gran-
diosely “ Grosses Deutsches Afrika Haus
Prinz Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen,” dressed
in neat but unsuitable pin-stripe worsted,
drinking bottled, lukewarm seltzer-water,
and dipping into the pocket-edition of
Spencer’s “ Synthetic Philosophy,” which
was his vade-mecum.

“ Uniformity of law is a corollary from
the persistence of force,” he read, when his
reverie was interrupted by a tremendous,
bovine Teutonic roar.

He turned, mildly curious, quite ignorant
of the fact that his own particular destiny
was about to open her screaming lungs o
brass and blare at him; and among the
people on the veranda—the usual driftwood
of the African sea, the sort which European
progress chucks to the limits of a duly
grateful colored world, tucked into the same
cargo with Bible, whisky, and disease—he
saw an immense German officer, over six-
foot in height, with a beak nose, a drooping
Longobard mustache, a cleft chin like a
motion-picture hero, and feet like an
aurochs.

Lowell Cabot Day closed the book, care-
fully marking the passage. Though aca-
demic, book-bred, he considered it his duty
to observe once in a while the living speci-
mens and see how they fitted in with his
theories. He had read about the persistence
of force—and here was a breathing, roaring
example. Force. Force incarnate, sprawl-
ing naked and unashamed. And he studied
him, fascinated, just a little frightened,
rather nervous of being observed by him.

The German was massively, resplendently
drunk—and the alcohol, plus the tropics,
plus the news from Europe that had come
by cable a few hours earlier, had fanned
his aggressive, grotesque Teuton patriotism
into burning flame.

At a corner table a handful of English-
men and Frenchmen, traders from the
Kongo and the Bight of Benin who had
come to Kamerun in search of bargains in
orchilla-root and gum-copal, were peace-
fully sipping their rum-shrub. He swag-
gered up to them and, his right hand hitting
the scabbard at his side with a steely, sig-
nificant rattle, thundered out:

“ Hey, there, all you foreigners—every

HEal oot e DAL LG



o

380

one of you! Stand up and drink with me—
damn you—drink with me!”

A twitter of excitement passed through
the crowd. The Englishmen looked stiff.
The Frencl smiled fgelf- i
‘The Germans—they were in‘the majority—
jested and laughed. The plum-colored,
white-jacketed Kroo waiters shivered and
looked unhappy.

“ And here’s my toast,” continued the
officer, rudely snatching up a glass of rum-
shrub from the table of the foreigners. “ To
hell with England, and France, and Bel-
gium! For,” he lowered his voice ludicrous-
ly, as if imparting a tremendous secret, “ it
is going to be war! War!” He hiccuped.
“ And you—you weak, old, effeminate na-
tions—you’re going to be swept into the
dust heap! There’s going to be room for
only one nation hereafter—Deutschland!
Deutschland! Stand up, you foreign swine
—stand up and drink to Germany, and a
German victory!” And again he touched
his rattling saber while his countrymen
laughed and applauded.

‘The Kongo traders looked at one another,
uncertain what to do, but quite certain that
the German officer, mad drunk with alcohol,
the tropics, and the latent brutality in his
soul, secure in the inviolability of the
“king’s coat” that fitted his broad chest
without a wrinkle, the length of steel by
his side, and the support of his countrymen,
had them in a tight corner.

« Stand up, you swine—or—" came the
thick, minatory growl; and they rose, one
by one, seeking each other’s eyes, trying to
encourage each other, too, to excuse each
other with gestures and whisperings:

“It’s all right, old top. The rotter is
spiffed.”

“ Force majeure, mon ptit!”

“1t’s only meant in chaff, y’know.”

¢ Infernal cad!”

“ No use rowin’ about the blessed thing,
what?”

They lifted their glasses, about to drink
to the shameful toast; and then, as he
swayed, quite suddenly the German caught
sight of the professor who was staring at
him fixedly.

He turned.
“ You, too, you little, undersized, damned
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prune of a Britisher! Stand up—you—"
he bellowed, adding a flood of insults.

Lowell Cabot Day was meek, but logical.

“I am not an Englishman,” he said in
rather a thin voice, “ I am—”

“Don’t contradict me, you—verdammter,
rotznariger skleiner Mistfleck!” came the
thundering reply, and the German stepped
up close to his new victim, plucked him
from the chair as he might a child, and
raised an immense, purple fist about to
strike him.

The professor obeyed a perfectly natural
instinct; he tried to sidestep the coming
blow. But his foot caught in a torn grass-
mat, precipitating him forward.

He reeled against the other. His hand
went up automatically, clutching for sup-
port, for something solid to hold on to.

And, not knowing, never imagining what
he was doing, he gripped the German’s big
peak of a nose firmly with his right, tweak-
ing it with the despair of a body, which feels
itself falling.

The other jumped back with a howl of
rage and pain. His sword flashed free from
the scabbard. The point of it danced in
the tropical sun like a cresset of evil
passions.

“ Oh, my God!” sighed somebody in the
crowd, while again the professor’s thin,
waspish body did a rapid bit of side-
stepping.

Again his foot caught. Again he reeled.
Again he clutched for support. Found
none. His right hip bumped smartly against
the corner of an iron table. Instinctively he
put his hand in his pocket, to rub the hurt
place—and encountered the six-gun.

L

Long afterward, when speaking to chosen
cronies of his mad African adventure, Pro-
fessor Day would insist that tbe revolver
burned his hand like red-hot metal, that he
took it out, tried to throw it away.

But, whatever his intentions, suddenly
the thing went off with a terrific explosion,
heavy, curling, acrid smoke—then a yell
and a flop—and there was the German
officer before him on his knees, howling for
mercy!
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Of course, a moment later, the other Ger-
mans rushed up and closed in, with lifted
hands and a hectic chorus of:

“ The fellow’s out of his head’”

““Tried to murder the co!

“ Off with him to jail!”

But a lean, saturnine countenance de-
tached itself from behind a month-old De-
troit News, lengthened into six-foot of
lanky, Middle-Western humanity, drawled
that his countryman had acted in seif-
defense and that—by gosh—he was the
American consul, as they knew, and if
anybody wanted to monkey with the buzz-
saw, he personally would have to be shown
a whole lot, because his ancestral grand-

mother was a native of Pike County,
Missouri!
Which seemed to be an argument,

strangely .convincing, that the others had
heard before, must have submitted to before.
For they picked up the fallen, shaken, hys-
terical colonel and left the hotel while the
Kongo traders clustered about the professor
and shook his hand and laughed and .talked.

A new king, it appeared, a red-handed
warrior and mighty chief had risen in Israel;
and his name was Lowell Cabot Day, pro-
fessor and esquire, of Boston and New
York, U. S. Al

They buzzed around him and praised his
prowess and offered cigars and cigarettes
and drinks. Even the Kroo waiters grinned
at him. At first they fawned a little appre-
hensively, it is true. But then they saw
that, unlike their German lords, this new
fighting man from beyond the bitter waters
carried neither saber nor length of pickled
rhinoceros hide; and so they gave many
thanks to the special jujus which protected
their home kraals and rushed gaily in and
out of the bar, with brimming glasses of
various and mixed liquors.

The professor was all for returning to his
Herbert Spencer and his seltzer-water. But
the others would not hear of it.

“ Just one little snifter, old top!”

Well—and then another, what?
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had disappeared in the early stages of the
impromptu festivities, returned around din-
ner-time, looking rather white and haggard,
and led the professor away under the pretext
of broiled steak, baked potatoes, ripe olives,
and a few more such culinary specialties by
which, as he claimed, he was trying to keep
up his home traditions amid the tortured,
stinking extravagances of the tropics.

“ Professor,” he said, turning from the
hotel and toward the yellow beach that
shimmered beneath an African sunset of
dun and cinnamon and pale, uncut opal,
“you have about two hours to get aboard.
Lucky thing you haven’t had time to un-
pack your trunks, what with revolver pop-
ping and lapping up liquor.”

“T beg your pardon,” replied Lowell
Cabot Day in his most academic manner,
made yet more stiltified by a more liberal
libation than he had ever had since leaving
Harvard. “Is my auricle at odds with my
tympanum? Or are you really speaking
about getting aboard—a ship, 1 presume?”

“ You presume right,” drawled the Mid-
dle Westerner. “See that low-lying, dis-
reputable Norwegian coast bumboat out
yonder—where she dips her jack against
the dying sun? Well, you get aboard her
just as quick as your little legs'll let you
and talk turkey to the skipper. He’s ship-
ping on the night tide, and you are going
to travel right along with him. T’ll see after
your trunks.” And when the professor
looked dumfounded, too, a little ashamed,
quite positive that the unwonted alcohol
was playing tricks with his hearing and
understanding, he went on: “ That guy
you pulled your rough gun-play on was
Colonel von Zitzewitz, and he’s the K. O.,
the commanding officer of this sweating
black-and-tan dump, see?”

“ Yes, yes,” said the professor. ¢ But, my
dear sir, even suppose for the sake of argu-
ment that I snapped the trigger of the lethal
weapon on purpose, thus releasing the bul-
let and causing the officer to genuflect him-
self before me in an unseemly and undig-

And at the end of a giddy,
afternoon, he saw the world through a veil
that was a happy nuance of rose-madder,
nicked with purple, and flecked with gold.

Peter Madison, the American consul, who

nified hy, T did so in self-
defense. You said so yourself.”

“Sure I did. And I'd stick to it through
hell-fire and high water. In time of peace!
Only—listen here—"" he bent down from his




great height and whispered raucously into
the other’s large, floppy ear.

Lowell Cabot Day looked up startled.

“You—you are sure?” he asked. “War?”

“Sure’s my front name’s Pete! Got a
little private code cable from London just
about fifteen minutes ago while you were
engaged with that souse party. Got it ahead
of the Dutch. They’ll know about it by
to-night. And then—if you're still here—
T can still protest and threaten and make
the eagle scream.” But what good Il it do
you after you are dead and popped into
pine-boards, eh?”

“You think the colonel will—"

“T know he willl He’s a bloodhound,
with the accent on the blood. He’ll declare
martial law and frame you up and swing
you from the nearest decorative bit of jun-
gle scenery. Kick out o’ here while the
kickin’s good, little man. Come on. We'll
make a stab for that tramp boat.”

But the professor shook his head very
slowly, very <decisively.

“ My dear sir,” he said, “I am afraid
you do not quite comprehend my motives
for having taken this extraordinary jour-
ney. I have come here to conduct certain
philosophic—I might even say sociological
—experiments with the aborigines, so as
to be able either to confute or to confirm
the theory advanced by Herbert Spencer
that—"

“Stow it! Come along!”
took hold of his arm.

Again the professor shook his head. He
was growing a trifle irritated as he might
have back home, addressing a class-room
that seemed particularly slow in compre-
hending a simple truth.

“ Quite impossible,” he sfid. “ Of course
I am grateful for the kindly interest you
take in me. But I assure you that my
studies, though consubstantiated as well as
constringed by the principle of force, have
nothing to do with the actualities of peace
or of war.”

“ Your studies? Oh, my sainted grand-
aunt! How in Hades are you going to
study—whatever you're going to study—
when you’re dead and your grave covered
with fifty pounds of assorted rocks so that
the jackals can’t get at you? The ship—”

The consul

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

“The ship be—damned!” came Lowell
Cabot Day’s sudden, startlingly unacademic
reply. “T am not going back. I am going
ahead, into the hinterland, to study the
Gallas, a 7 raade up my mind to!” And
he locked s raight at the other out of his
dust-gray, bespectacled eyes.

Madison stared back, into the eyes, be-
yond them, into the man’s soul.

Then he gave a slow, crooked smile.

“You win,” he said laconically; and,
after a pause, chuckling: “Say, I just
wonder if you're as all-fired innocuous as
you try to make believe. For—perhaps
you're right! Perhaps that skunk of a
Zitzewitz is going to refuse clearance papers
to the tramp ship the last moment. Per-
haps the interior is the only place for you.
Well, God bless you for a plucky little
shrimp! Come right along. I’ll fix you up
with a horse and an impromptu outfit and
quinin and a Congressional copy of the
burial service, and I'll have a few first-class
buck coons who'll travel along with you.
Get a move on!”

And half an hour later, while night
dropped over the Kameruns with a sodden
mantle of sable and gold, while the German
colenel was holding forth to his two majors,
his six captains, and a baker’s dozen of
lieutenants what he was going to, do to that
Yankee  just as soon as the war-rumor was
confirmed,” Lowell Cabot Day was turning
the corner of the consul’s house atop a
little Arab mare that was entirely covered
by the large Frazer saddle the consul had
brought out with him, while six picked
West Coast negroes were trotting at his
heels like dogs, their purple- black faces
distorted in wide, toothy grins.

“Aheel” said their leader, a six-foot
Balolo from beyond the Yellala Falls, as he
gave. the bale on his head a resounding
thwack with a palm cudgel in token of his
strength and prowess. “Our new chief is
fearless and brave. The great umlino of the
Germans cowered before him like a dog.
Like a dog, well beaten with thorn sticks!
He is a cat in climbing, a deer in running,
a snake in twisting, a hawk in pouncing, a
jackal in scenting!”

“N'dio! Lkini shauri yah!” came the
clicked chorus.
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And- early the next morning as, past a
matted wilderness trail that was a sealed
book to the Germans, they were camping in
a clearing, with the professor sitting peace-
fully beneath a flowery carob-tree, his mind
occupied with a philosophic theme which,
had he been asked, he would have entitled
simply as the mutual limitations of men’s
actions necessitated by their coexistence as
units of society; while the rest of the por-
ters, like happy African savages, were busy-
ing themselves with pots and pans and
pipes, the Balolo went a few steps into the
jungle and squatted on his hunkers.

From a mysterious hiding-place in his
voluminous, flat head-dress, he drew forth
a little drum covered with tightly stretched
monkey-skin and began rubbing it scien-
tifically.

Rub-rub-rub-rumbeddy-rub-rub - bannng!
—the song of the drum droned up, in the
Morse code of all Africa.

Rub-rumbeddy-rub! — sobbing into the
hinterland with the tale of the new chief
from across the bitter waters—the chief at
whose feet the German umlino had cowered
like a dog, well beaten with thorn sticks.

Rub-rub-bannng! — the farther drums
took up the message and sent it on; while
back in the port of Kamerun, a hectic
German colonel was unsuccessfully trying
to bully the American consul; while the
cables from Europe to New York zummed
with the incredible, intolerable news that
the imperial Hohenzollern beast was run-
ning amuck; while sober, stern men of the
free nations met in solemn conclave with
their household gods falling about them in
pieces; and while, in a certain Downing
Street office Brigadier-General Sir Hector
M’Murtrie, V.C., D.S.0., said to a black-
mustached member of the Liberal Cabinet:

“ Double-dash it all, sir! T told you so!”

To which the other replied:

“1 know. But we must do the best we
can. We must carry through. Now—about
German Kamerun.”

v,
MEeANWHILE, far from the beaten tracks

where scattered German colonial troops
were converging toward the coast to meet
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the expected shock of the British, the fetid
hinterland was swallowing Professor Lowell
Cabot Day.

A sort of path-led through an impenetra-
ble mass of bush and thorn and creepers
covered with exaggerated, tortured tropical
blossoms. A continuous, hot, moist wind
came from beyond the frayed edge of the
forest. The professor’s mare had fallen and
broken her neck; and so he trudged along
on foot, suffering, yet uncomplaining.

For his mind was busy with sanely con-
structive, philosophic thoughts, and he ob-
served steadily his Galla porters as well as
the inhabitants of the occasional villages
through which they passed; making copious
notes for either the refutation or the proof
of the Spencerian theory that species, under
the influence or the absence of higher civili-
zation, will not remain uniform.

Thus he was silent, the more so as he
found it hard to understand pidgin-En-
glish of the Balolo who acted as guide, in-
terpreter and chief adviser.

The bearers looked up to him with respect
—the tale of the six-gun belching fire had
not lost flavor in the frequent telling—and
the respect heightened when one morning,
while Lowell Cabot Day was still asleep,
the Balolo gave the cook a severe beating
with the courbash. No particular reason, he
said, but “ Master's orders.” Which was a
lie.

And steadily the chant of the signal
drums preceded the professor’s progress.

North of Gashaka, skirting the British
Niger Protectorate, the headman of a vil-
lage who had heard of the new white chief’s
prowess—but who had heard not a word
of that great conflict which was raging in
Europe—came to camp to present gréetings.
He addressed him through the interpreter.

The latter translated:

“ These, oh my master, are the words of
M’pakala, the chief. ‘7 have placed my
hand and my heart on the sill of the door
of humility, the sill of the door of love, the
sill of the door of respect. See! I bring
thee my soul as an offering.””

The Balolo stopped. He looked at
Lowell Cabot Day, waiting for ceremonious
answer. But none came. For the profes-
sor was deep in the consideration of some
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synthetic dogma. He was paying no at-
tention to them.

So the Galla hidman, bowing from the
‘waist with a tinkle of barbarous ornaments,
with hands outstretched in sign of suppli-
cation, slowly withdrew backward, crest-
fallen, humbled.

And  again — rub - derub - rumbeddy-
bannng!—the drums took up the tale of the
new fighting man.

“ Beware of him,” thumped the far
drums across jungle and plain. “ Beware
of him. He is a great chief, proud and fear-
less. He speaks not with us. He sits quiet,
white, haughty, his lips compressed, his
eyes studying a little book of magic. He
says no word. Great is he indeed. His
hand is heavy and pitiless. He is a wild-
cat devouring his own youngl”

Thus, daily, nightly, ran the message of
the drums, clear back to a far bush station,
on the British side of the border, where
Subaltern St. George Leslie of the Second
Haussa Gunners was cursing his luck and
the orders from the war office which kept
him from taking part in the big European
mixup—until, one night, a Haussa sergeant,
familiar with the drum code, picked up a
tail end of the message that came thump-
ing out of the southeast, from across
Kamerun, and spoke of it to St. George
Leslie.

The latter whistled through his teeth in
a decidedly schoolboyish manner.

“My word!” he said. “ A big fighting
man, did you say, who’s rallyin’ to himself
the up-country chiefs? What did you say
is the rotter’s name?”

““The wildcat which devours his own
young!””

Again the subaltern whistled.

“ Gory sobriquet, what? By Jingo, I
lay you long odds the blighter’s a Fritz,
and the figst thing we know he’ll be tryin’
to chevy some of his schrecklichkeiten into
British territory!”

And he sent a code cablegram to Lon-
don, winding up with:

“ Sitting tight. Awaiting developments.
Have only half company of Haussas, twelve
down with Blackwater fever. ' Send sup-
port.”

Support came, in the form of a quick-

marching column, and it was led by the
valiant Sir Hector M’Murtrie.

V.

For, in the mean time, while the British
and French and Belgians were battling
against the invader, England had not lost
sight of the other fronts, and, in its leisure-
ly, unbusinesslike fashion, was carrying on
half a dozen fair-sized eampaigns in as
many unhealthy climates. There was Per-
sia. There was Gallipoli and Suez. There
was Samoa, German Southwest, and Ger-
man East Africa.

Finally, there was Kamerun—and Sir
Hector.

Thus Lascars sweated. Babu clerks
wept. English skippers cursed. The com-
missary burned midnight oil and counted
gray hairs. Transports coaled and filled.
Transports sailed and landed-

Plans were completed; and, down the
Niger Coast, from Lagos, past New Cala-
bar, past Old Calabar, past the black-white-
and-red frontier posts that jeer to sea, to-
ward stately Fernando Po, they swept:
horse, foot, and the guns; heme-British,
Haussas, bearded Rajputs, melancholy,
’hook-nosed Sikhs, ruffianly Afghans, squa&,
furtive Madrasis; throwing a fi d,
steely net across that part of the Hohen-
zollerns’ imperial dreams and catching in it
a mixed, black-and-white German division
—including Colonel von Zitzewitz.

And one day, while at tiffin in the Gros-
ses Deutsches Afrika Haus Prinz Hohen-
zollern-Sigmaringen, which ‘had been re-
christened Hotel St. Andrew and Albion,
Sir Hector was worrying over his brother-
in-law, the professor, who according to the
American consul had  disappeared like a
plucky little shrimp in the general direction
of sleeping sickness, tsetse flies, and death
and had doubtless kicked the bucket by
this time,” a scarlet-turbaned Rajput or-
derly salaamed and brought a cable.

The general read it, left tiffin unfinished,
startled his field officers by a string of
rapid orders; and, at the head of his col-
umn, he connected with Subaltern St.
George Leslie six weeks later—weeks
fraught with great and wondrous happen-
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ings, to believe the rub-rubbedy-rub of the
gossiping African drums.

It appeared, in the words of the sub-
altern, that “ this particular Fritz up the
hinterland ain’t the sort who believes in—
what’s the blighter’s name—you know—su-
perman, and bally buckets of blood, and
mailed fists, and the blond beast, and all
that variety of asinine piffle—"

“ Nietzsche?” suggested Sir
M’Murtrie.

“ Right-o, skipper! That chap up the
interior, in spite of his name—"

“ What's his name?”

“1I don’t know. I mean what the blacks
call him— the wildcat which devours his
own young'—rather gory, what? But, in
spite of it, according to the drum messages,
he rules by a sort of peaceful, glorified
rule-of-three, five-plied and brought on a
modern business basis.”

“ One of those constructive, efficient Ger-
mans, eh?”

“T fancy so, skipper. And they’re the
most dangerous of all the square-head spe-
cies. He’s only been up there about three
months, but the chiefs flock to him, even
from our side of the line, and jolly well
squat at his heels and do what he tells ’em.
He has stopped tribal war and started an
entirely new system of government.”

“ How does he do it?” asked Sir Hector.

“ Blessed if I know, sir. But the other
day we caught a Kamerun Galla and put
him through his paces, and he says that
« the wildcat which devours his own young’
is protected by a brand-new and very pow-
erful juju idol, named Ha-Ba Span-Sah—"

“ Ha-Ba Span-Sah?” The general shook
his head. “ Doesn’t sound like Galla to me.
Something fishy about it. Well, Leslie, T
think we’d better pay the wildcat a call—
in style!”

Thus marching orders; and the British
column moved southeast, like a khaki-col-
ored snake with innumerable bobbing
heads. Through Adamwa they pushed,
straight into the Kamerun panhandle, in
the direction of yellow Wadai, throwing
ahead of their advance a fan-shaped de-
ployment of mounted scouts to guard
against jungle ambush. “But there was no
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fighting, no sniping, no poisoned arrows
shot by unseen hands.

Up there in the Kamerun hinterland
there was not even the echo of war, and the
farther they proceeded the more they heard
about the new white chief, the peace he had
brought, his wonderful system of govern-
ment, and his magic and powerful juju
called Ha-Ba Span-Sah—the sobbing night
drums talked of nothing else.

Then, early one morning, as they reached
the southeast corner of Lake Tchad, the
drums thumped word that the kraal of the
great white chief was near.

Redoubling their precautions, they
trekked on. But, as before, there was never
a sign of resistance nor ambush. As before,
the Gallas whom they encountered were
harmless traders and bearers and drovers.

No-#they would say when quizzed by
the British intelligence officers—there was
no strife. Such were the orders of “the
wildcat which devours his own young,” and
his great juju Ha-Ba Span-Sah—

To the north Lake Tchad offered its
steaming, sapphire surface to the fiery kiss
of the sun. There stretched miles of peb-
bly, orange beach with an occasional fan-
tastic bush—like a Japanese water color—
silhouetting the far verge above the surf
and league-long spits of sand whence slen-
der, tufted jets of palms etched the vacant
azure spaces.

Northwest they turned. Then, after a
sharp descent into a valley green with
durra and millet and Galla-corn, beyond
a sudden grove of banyan trees—old, hoary,
knobbed with age and contorted by the
winds of the centuries into gnarled bulks
that lifted from the ground in triumphant
balls of hlack foliage splotched with scarlet
—the kraal of the great white chief burst
into view like a flower; and as the advance
party of the British, led by Sir Hector
M’Murtrie and with Subaltern Leslie as
aide-de-camp, jingled past rows of tents
and grass huts, with the blacks clicking
friendly salutations, past tethered camels
and shaggy ponies straining at their heel
ropes, they came face to face with the great
white chief himself.

He was sitting beneath a flowering cin-
namon tree, dressed in well-worn, shiny,
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and very unsuitable pin-stripe worsted, and
dipping his eager, scholastic nose into a
leather-bound book.

He looked up as he heard the martial
approach, put down the book, and wiped
his spectacles.

“ Well, well, well,” he said; and Sir Hec-
tor broke into a loud guffaw.

He turned to his subaltern.

“ Leslie,” he said, “I want you to meet
my brother-in-law, Professor Lowell Cabot
Day—also known as ‘the wildcat which
devours his own young’”; and, while the
younger officer was spluttering, he ad-
dressed the other:

“1 say, Lowell, what’s all this T hear
about a brand-new juju idol that’s s’posed
to be your side-kick? Ha-Ba Span-Sah,
the drums call it.”

The professor shook his head" rather
wearily.

“It is most discouraging, most discour-
aging,” he said. “I took endless trouble
in acquiring the local dialect. I succeeded,
too. I endeavored to the best of my ability
to explain to them that civilization is a
thing of systematic growth, at times influ-
enced by phenomena of super-organic der-
ivation;  very much—I was careful to
choose -an example, a simile which their
minds might grasp—very much like the fact
of a bar of steel, suspended in the magnetic
meridian and repeatedly struck, becomes
magnetized, the magnetization being the re-
sult of the rearrangement of particles pro-
duced by the magnetic force of the earth
when vibrations are propagated through
them—"

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” broke in St.
George Leslie, choking with suppressed
mirth, “did you tell ’em that in—in the
Galla language?”

“T did, sir,” replied Lowell Cabot Day.~

“And I found it extremely difficult. The
Galla language, being mostly a mixture of
primitive  clicks expressing  primitive
thoughts, is not exactly pliable.”

“ Right as rain,” dryly said Sir Hector.
“Go on!”

“ Well, they did not understand me—at
least not the philosophy, the synthetic and
very sound philosophy of my theories of
government. But, somehow, they approved
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of the government itself—a government
based on the dogmas of Herbert Spencer.

“ You see,” he added, just a little sheep-
ishly, “ that is what they mean by my ju-
ju, my fetish. Ha-Ba Span-Sah—they pro-
nounce it that way, and they think that
this pocket-companion of mine ”—gently
touching the leather-bound edition of “ Syn-
thetic Philosophy "—*“is the juju idol
which protects me.

“ My dear Hector, I am afraid they pray
to it, and at times try to placate it by cer-
tain blood sacrifices of graminivorous and
frugivorous animals of which I, being after
all a Christian, disapprove most heartily.
Still,” he wound up, with conscious pride
and pointing at the peaceful sweep of huts,
“T believe that the result—"

“ Rather!” Sir Hector concurred hearti-
ly, “the result is splendid. ~The British
government will express its thanks to you
in an appropriate manner.”

And then came a thunderbolt.

“ The British government?” asked Lowell
Cabot Day, raising his eyebrows. My
dear Hector, what has the British govern-
ment to do with this—my country—ah—
my—Spencerian commonwealth?”

“You mean to say—” Sir Hector was
aghast.

“ Exactly!” And the professor told the
other the whole of his African adventure,
beginning with the revolver bullet which
caused Colonel von Zitzewitz to go down
on his knees, and winding up with:

“1 have annexed this country!”

“But! Lowell! Germany and Great
Britain are at war!”

“What is that to me?” demanded the
professor, belligerently. “Of course I am
pro-British and anti-German. But—I am
neither British nor German. I am an
American.”

“Quite so!” exclaimed his brother-in-
law. “ You are an American, and America
is neutral—though I hope to God it won’t
remain neutral long. But, in the mean
time, you cannot annex German territory
on your own hook, my dear boy. For
America and Germany are at peace. You
are breaking the law of nations!”

The professor looked up, a light in his
dust-gray eyes.



ACCORDING TO HERBERT SPENCER.

“ Hector,” he said in his precise Harvard
accent, “I have always been lawless—at
heart!”

And, when Sir Hector snorted
choked, he continued:

“T am the founder, organizer, and tem-
porary dictator of this commonwealth.”

and

“But! Good Lord! Lowelll Lowell
Cabot Day!”

“Of course,” the professor went on, un-
heeding the interruption, ““if America

should join in the war, I, as a loyal Ameri-
can, shall turn this commonwealth over to
the protection of the Stars and Stripes.
Then your government and mine can make
whatevef arrangements, disposals—or "—
he winked— bargains, as they think
proper. But until such time I shall hold
this land in—ah—TI believe that ¢ personal
fief * is the correct historical term.”

‘Came a long, tense pause, during which
the two brothers-in-law looked at each
other as Greek is said to look at Greek, dur-
ing which, furthermore, Sir Hector, though
firmly entrenched in his own decision, felt
the other’s calm, didactic, academic deter-
mination hack at his own like a dagger.

Finally a thought came to him; an idea
how to beat Lowell Cabot Day with his
own, favorite weapon: the weapon of philo-
sophic reasoning.

So he asked a gentle question:

“I say. You are a Spencerian scholar.
Therefore you believe in logic, don’t you?”

“ Logic is next to godliness. According
to Herbert Spencer it is a persistent at-
tempt to frame natural perceptions into—"

“ That Il do, old chap,” cut in the Scots-
man. “You believe in logic. That’s all T
want to know. Then tell me. That six-
gun—you must admit—""

Just then he noticed St. George Leslie’s
eyes resting upon him with eager curiosity,
and so he checked himself in the midst of
his sentence and led his brother-in-law
away.

“Yes. That six-gun—" came the lat-
ter’s modulated voice, drifting through the
shimmering, dancing heat—

That six-gun!
The root, mysterious, cabalistic, occult,
which had precipitated the whole trouble,

R A

including the very last international ramifi-
cation the end of which is not yet!
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“ As to that six-gun,” drawled Subaltern
St. George Leslie, weeks later, to a young
captain of the Buffs, as he was recupera-
ting from an attack of Blackwater fever in
the red-plush, cigarette-flavored coziness of
the Junior Army and Navy Club that over-
looks the Strand, “I never heard the
whole bally tale. Just bits here and there
—and the whole mixed up with scraps from
Herbert Spencer and appeals to philosophic
reason and logic.

“Y’ see, dear boy, those two old joshers,
Sir Hector and the Vankee professor, were
chinnin’ al it all the time, fightin’ like
two sanguil first-term Eton oppidans
over a pot of treacle, what? That first day
at tiffin; f’instance, suddenly Sir Hector
turns a jolly old, passionate magenta and
pops out with:

“‘Dash it all, Lowell! Consider the
logic of it! If it hadn’t been for that re-
volver, you wouldn’t have had to chevy out
of Kamerun port like a calabus monkey
with a land-crab clawing at his furry ex-
tremities!’

‘I would, too!” pipes the Yankee. ‘I
always intended to go into the hinterland!
That’s why I made the trip to the West
Coast!’

“¢Granted!’ admits the skipper. ‘But
without the gun you wouldn’t have accumu-
lated that gory reputation through which
you bamboozled the Galla chiefs and em-
bezzled this—oh—Spencerian common-
wealth!’ ®

“And then the professor mumbles some-
thing about the instability of hypothetical
potentialities, reenforcing it with some
lengthy quotations, and saying that while
the gun might have helped him, again it
might not. z

“ Another time the skipper jaws some-
thing Scotch and choleric and guttural -
about, whatever might have happened if
the other josher /adn’t had the six-gun, the
fact remained that he %ad had it; that thus
it was the original basis for the foundation
of the commonwealth. Therefore, since
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both believed in the blessings of Spencer
and sacred logic, how, in the name of half a
dozen unmentionable things, could the pro-
fessor deny that he, Sir Hector, having
given the original impetus, the original
cause, had all the jolly old right in the
world to claim the ultimate result? Name-
ly—the Spencerian commonwealth!

¢ Right-o —or something like it—re-
plies the professor. ‘ You slipped that gun
among my things when I wasn’t looking,
after I told you that I was a man of peace
and wanted nothing to do with your inter-
national complications.”

‘¢ There’s gratitude for you!’ the skipper
sings out. ‘I warned you how the tropics
affect the Germans. I told you that war
was just about due, and that it wouldn’t
improve the temper of these Colonial Prus-
sions a dashed bit! I slipped that gun
among your clothes to save your life, and—
by Jupiter!—I did save it! Why, you un-
grateful little pilchard—’

“¢Abuse and argument are not syno-
nyms!’ cuts in Lowell Cabot Day with a
sarcastic twang, and he goes on to say,
proving it, too, with several lengthy quota-
tions, that gratitude and logic aren’t syno-
nyms either; that the personal equation
hadn’t a thing to do with matters of phil-
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osophic reason and synthetic evolution and
all that variety of piffle.

“¢I did not ask you to slip the gun into
my bag,” he says. ‘ You did it unbeknown
to me! Even against my willl By this
very act you gave up, in advance, whatever
benefit might accrue to me through posses-
sion of the lethal weapon! Consensus facit
legem’—or some other such Latin poppy-
cock he drawls out, and then he makes the
whole thing shipshape with another long-
winded quotation that leaves Sir Hector
speechless and raging.

“ And so every day and every day. And
when I go down with Blackwater fever—by
this time the professor had run up an im-
promptu American flag on the cinnamon
tree beneath which he jawed with his Galla
chiefs, and Sir Hector the Union Jack on a
toddy palm the other side of the kraal—the
two were still jabberin’ about six-gun and
reason and basic claims and logic and Her-
bert Spencer—"

Subaltern St. George Leslie stopped to
take a sip of his brandy peg, while the cap-
tain of the Buffs looked up with bored,
steel-blue eyes.

“1 say, old chap,” he asked. “ Who the
dooce is that Herbert Spencer person?”

U
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BY DIXIE WILLSON

EAR

Say, do you hear—

My'heart?

Do you know why it’s so busy
With its pounding?
Oh, I'm dizzy

With the joy of what’s within it!

Why, I hardly dare to, whisper
What I know is growing in it!
1It’s too wondrous to be true!
1t is a daring thing to do—
But a carpenter named Cupid
Is at work with all his tackle—

Is at work on building in my heart—
A little home for you!
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Frank L.Packard

Author of “The Sin That Was His,” * The Miracle Man,” * The Iron-Rider,” ete.

PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

DA\/F HENDERSON, warped by circumstances and ‘environment rather than by a vicious
inheritance, clerk and handy man for Booky Skarvan (a crooked racetrack bookmaker and

general wastrel), had been deputed to take his master’s car into

n Francisco, secure a

b thotsril deflamowhich Skacvan's millionaire friend and-fge-epoct. hancet Mattin Tyte
man, had promised to loan him, to make good his losses on the track that day, and return by the

nine o'clock night train to the track.

Henderson_ determined to secure the money for himself, and then make'a fresh start in new
surroundings. He successfully entered Tydeman's house, secured the money, and was returning to
His own room, after concealing the prize in an abandoned dovecote in the rear of his landlady's

premises, when he hear

y Mott, a racecourse tout, and Baldy Vickers, professional gangster,

waiting in his room and d\scu..sm;: with one another Booky Skarvan’s instructions how they were

to take the money and dispose of Henderson.

ave escaped in his car, pursued by Mott and his gang, and finally made a temporary getaway
by wrecking the pursuing car as it dashed around a bend.
Later, sick with fever and a wound in the leg, he had been taken from a box-car by Licutenant
Joe Barjan, of the Frisco plain-clothes squad, and sentenced to five years in the penitentiary.
e had met Charles Millman, a victim of circumstances, honest gentleman from New
York, who for two years had tutored Dave in the way of an education and a higher moral standard.
Just sixty-three days remained of the long five years of living misery when Barjan appeared upon

the scene, and,
place of the mont ey’

“go to

y promises first and then by threats, sought to learn from Henderson the hiding-

Henduson listened with mounting impatience to the detective's plea, and then curtly bade him
hell

BOOK II— Continued

CHAPTER II

WOLVES ON THE SCENT.

UARDS on the raised platforms at
G either end of the room, guards cir-
culating among the striped figures
that toiled over the work benches, guards
watching everywhere. They aroused a new
and sullen fury in Dave Henderson’s soul.
They seemed to express and exemplify to-
day in a sort of hideous clearness what
Barjan had told him last night that he
might expect in all the days to follow.
His number was up on the board!
He had not slept well last night. Barjan
did not know it, but Barjan had struck a

blow that had, in a mental way, sent him
groggy to the ropes. He was groggy yet.
His mind was in confusion. He seemed to
have lost his equilibrium and his poise.
Never had he expected that the whole
world would turn its back while he walked
from the penitentiary to Mrs. Tooler’s
pigeon-cote and tucked that package of a
hundred thousand dollars under his arm.
In that sense Barjan had told him nothing
new. But nevertheless Barjan had struck
home. He could not tell just where in the
conversation, at just precisely what point,

- Barjan had done this, nor could he tell in

any concrete way just what new difficul-
ties and obstacles Barjan had reared up.

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for February 22.
* Copyright, 1919, by Frank L. Packard.
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He had' always expected that it was up
to him to outwit the police when he got
away from these cursed guards. But his
mind was laggard this afternoon. He had
lashed it, driven it too hard through the
night and through the morning. It had
lost tenacity; it would not define.

The only thing that held and clung there,
and would not be dislodged, was the unreal,
a snatch of nightmare out of ‘the little
sleep, fitful and troubled, that he had had.
He was swimming across a dark, wide pool
whose banks were all steep and impassible
except at one spot which was very narrow,
and here a figure worked feverishly with a
pile of huge stones, building up a wall
against him. He swam frantically, like a
madman; but for every stroke he took, the
figure added another stone to the wall; and
when he reached the edge of the bank the
wall was massive and high, and Barjan was
perched on the top of the wall grinning at
him.

He raised his hand, and drew it across
his eyes. The clatter and clamor in the
carpenter-shop here was unendurable. The
thud of a hammer jarred upon him, jan-
gling his nerves; the screech of the band-
saw, a little way down the shop, was like
the insane raving of some devil, with a
devil’s perverted sense of humor, running
up and down a devil’s scale. There were
sixty-two days left.

His eyes fell upon old Tony Lomazzi a
few benches away. Showing under Tony’s
cap, the hair, what there was of it, was
silver—more nearly silver than it had some-
how ever seemed to be before. Perhaps the
prison barber had been a little late in get-
ting around to the old man this time, per-
haps it was because it was a little longer.
It was strange though, rather queer! His
eyes, arrested now, held on the other, and
he seemed to be noticing little details that
had never attracted his attention before.
His own hands, that mechanically retained
their grip upon the plane he had been using,
were idle now.

Certainly those old shoulders over there
were more bowed and bent than he had
ever seen them before. And the. striped
form was very frail; the clothes hung on it
as clothes hang on a scarecrow. There Was
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only the old fellow’s side face in view, for
the other’s back was partially turned, but
it appeared to possess quite a new and
startling unfamiliarity. It wasn’t the gray-
white, unhealthy pallor—old Tony wasn't
the only one who had ihat—no oune had
ever claiimed that there was any analogy

between a penitentiary and a health re-

sort—but the jowl was most curiously

gaunt, and drawn inward as though the

man were sucking in his cheeks, and yet the

skin seemed to stretch tight and hard as
a drum-head.

Very curious! It must be because he
couldn’t see the sharp little black eyes, full
of fire, that put life and soul into that
scarecrow frame.

Old Tony turned, and their eyes met.
The old man lifted his hand as though to
wipe his mouth—and there was a little flirt
of the fingers in Dave Henderson’s direc-
tion. It was the old, intimate, little signal
that had passed between them unnumbered
times in the thousand years that they had
spent together here in the penitentiary’s
carpentry shop—but he had been quite
wrong about the eyes. Something seemed
to have filmed across them, veiling their
luster.

And suddenly Dave Henderson swal-
lowed hard. Sixty-two days! Old Tony
hadn’t much more than that. Perhaps an-
other year at the outside, and the old lifer
would be free too.

Dave Henderson’s mind reverted to Lieu-
tenant Joe Barjan, of the plain-clothes
squad. It was perfectly true that playing
a lone hand against the police of all Ameri-
ca was a desperate game—desperate in the
sense that success was in jeopardy. That
was what made his brain confused and
chaotic now. He was afraid—not of Bar-
jan, not of all the police in the United
States in a physical way, he had never
hedged a bet, and the five years that he had
now paid would goad him on more than
ever to face any physical risk, take any
physical chance—but he was afraid now,
sick with fear, because his mind would not
respond and show him clearly, definitely
the way to knock Barjan and his trium-
phant grin from off that nightmare wall,
and—
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A guard’s voice snapped sharply at his
elbow.

VYes, of course! He had been standing
idle for a few seconds—perhaps an hour.
Automatically he bent over the bench, and
automatically his plane drew a neat, clean
shaving from the work in front of him.

The guard’s voice snapped again.

“ You're wanted!” said the guard curtly.
“ There’s a visitor to see you.”

Dave Henderson turned away from the
bench, and followed the guard—but the
act was purely mechanical, born out of the
years of discipline and obedience. A visi-
tor—for him! There was no one in the
outside world, not a soul, who cared for
him; not many, even, to whom his ex-
istence was of enough interest to cause a
second thought—except Barjan. And Bar-
jan had visited him yesterday. -Another
visitor—to-day! Well, whoever it was, the
visitor had been in no hurry about it! The
lttle attention was certainly belated! His
lips thinned bitterly. Whoever it was had
waited almost five years.

He had never had a visitor before—ex-
cept the police. It was an event! The
bitterness grew deeper, and rankled. He
had asked for no human touch, or thought,
or consideration; he had asked for nene,
and he had given none; he had made his
own bed, and he had not whined because it
had proved to be a rack of torture. He
was not whining now, and he had no desire
to change the rules of the game that he
himself had elected to play.

This. was no visitor—it was an intruder!

But curiosity, as he crossed the prison
yard and entered the main building, tem-
pered the sullen antagonism that had flared
up in his soul. Who was it that was wait-
ing for him there along the corridor in the
wire-netted visitor’s room, where, like some
beast with its keeper pacing up and down
in front of the cage, he was to be placed
on exhibition? He searched his brain for
an answer that would be even plausible.

Not Square John Kelly. Kelly might
have come if Kelly had been left to him-
self, but Kelly was the one man he had
warned off from the beginning—there was
that matter of three thousand dollars, and
caution had prompted him to avoid any
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sign of intimacy between them. There was
no one else. Even Kelly, perhaps, wasn’t
a friend any more. * Kelly would, perhaps,
simply play square, turn over the three
thousand dollars—and then turn his back.

It wouldn’t be Tooler. The only thing
that interested Tooler was to see that he
collected his room rent regularly—and there
would be some one else paying rent now for
that front room of Tooler’s! No, there
was no one else. Leaving a very keen re-
gard for old Tony Lomazzi aside, he had
only one friend that he knew of whom he
could really call a friend, only one man
that he could trust—and that man was a
convict too!

It was ironical, wasn’t itP—to trust a
convict! Well, he could trust Millman—
only it wouldn’t be fair to Millman.

He lagged a little behind the guard as
they approached the visitor’s room, a sud-
den possibility dawning upon him. Per-
haps it was Millman! Millman’s time was
up to-morrow, and to-morrow Millman was
going away. He and Millman had arranged
to say good-by to one another at the li-
brary hour to-day after work was over; but
perhaps, as a sort of special dispensation,
Millman had obtained permission to come
here.

Dave Hend shrugged his sk
impatient with himself, as the guard opened
a door and motioned him to enter. It was
absurd, ridiculous! Who hLad ever heard
of one prisoner visiting another in - this
fashion! There wouldn’t have been any
satisfaction in it anyhow, with a guard
pacing up and down between them! Well
then, who was it?

The door closed behind him—he was
subconsciously aware that the door had
closed, and that the guard had left him to
himself. He was also subconsciously aware
that his hands had reached out in front of
him and that his fingers were fiercely laced
in the interstices of the heavy steel-wire
netting of the enclosure in which he stood,
and that faced another row of steel-wire
netting, separated from his own only by the
space that was required to permit the guard
to pace up and down between the two—
only the guard hadn’t come in yet from the
corridor to take up his station there.
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There was only a face peering at him
from behind that other row of netting—a
fat face. The face was supposed to be
smiling, but it was like the hideous grin of
a gargoyle. It was the same face, the same
face with its rolls of fat propped up on its
short, stumpy neck. There wasn’t any
change in it, except that the red-rimmed
gray eyes were more shifty. That was the
only change in five years—the eyes were
more shifty.

He found that his mouth was dry, curi-
ously dry. The blood wasn’t running
through his veins, because his fingers on the
wire felt cold—and yet he was burning, the
soul of him suddenly like some flaming fur-
nace, and a mad, passionate fury had him
in its grip, and a lust was upon him to
reach that stumpy neck where the throat
was, and—and— He had been waiting
five years for that—and he was simply
smiling, just as that other face was smiling.
Why shouldn’t he smile!

That fat face was Booky Skarvan’s face.

“T guess you weren’t looking to see me,
Dave?” said Skarvan, nodding his head in
a sort of absurd cordiality. * Maybe you
thought I was sore on you, and there’s no
use saying I wasn’t. That was a nasty
crack you handed me. If Tydeman hadn’t
come across with another bunch of coin on
the jump, those pikers down at the track
would have pulled me to pieces. But I
didn’t feel sore long, Dave—that ain’t in
me. And that ain’t why I kept away.”

The man was quite safe, of course, on
account of these wire gratings, and on ac-
count of the guard who was somewhere cut
there in the corridor. It was very peculiar
that the guard was not pacing up and down
even now in this little open space between
Booky Skarvan and himself — very pe-
culiar!

He wanted to laugh out in a sort of mani-
acal hysteria, only he would be a fool to do
that because there were sixty-two days left
before he could get his fingers around that
greasy, fat throat, and he must not scare
the man off now. He had a debt to pay—
five years of prison, those days and nights
and hours of torment when he had been a
wounded thing hounded almost to his
death. Certainly, he owed all that to this
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man here! The man had cunningly
planned to have him disappear by the
murder route, hadn’t he? And he owed
Booky Skarvan for that too! If it hadn’t
been for that he would have got away with
the money, and there wouldn’t have been
five years of prison, or those hours of phy-
sical torment, or— He lifted his hand and
brushed it heavily across his forehead.

He was quite cool now, perfectly in con-
trol of himself. The man didn’t have even
a suspicion that he, Dave Henderson, knew
these things. He mustn’t put the other on
his guard—there were still sixty-two days
during which these prison walls held him
impotent, and during which another,
warned, could get very far out of reach.
Yes, he was quite cool now. He was even
still smiling, wasn’t he? He could even
play the man like a hooked fish. It wasn’t
time to land the other yet.

But it was strange that Booky Skarvan
should have come here at all.  Booky
wasn’t a fool, he hadn’t come here for
nothing. What was it the man wanted?

“Ain’t you glad to see me, Dave?” de-
manded Booky Skarvan quite jocularly.
“’Cause, if you ain’t now, you will be be-
fore T go.”

“ What do-you mean?” inquired Dave
Henderson coolly.

“ Notice anything queer about what'’s
doing here right at this minute?” Booky
left eye closed in a significant wink. * Sure,
you do! There ain’t any guard butting in,
Dave. Get me? Well, I fixed it like that.”

Dave Henderson relapsed into the old
vernacular.

“ Spill it!” he invited. “ I'm listening.”

“ Attaboy!” Booky grinned. * You bet,
you're listening! We ain’t forgotten those
years you and me spent together, have we,
Dave? You know me, and I know you. T
kept away from here until now, ’cause I
didn’t want ’em to get the right dope on
the betting—didn’t want ’em to think there
was any chance of us playing up to each
other.”

“ You mean you didn’t want them to get
wise that you were a crook, too,” sug-
gested Dave Henderson imperturbably.

Booky Skarvan had no- false modesty—
his left eyelid drooped for the second time.
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“You got the idea, Dave,” he grinned
again. “ They’ve got to figure I'm straight
—that’s the play. - That’s the play I've
been making in waiting five years-—so’s
they’d be sure there wasn’t nothing be-
tween us.

“ Now you listen hard, Dave. All you've
handed the police is a frozen face, and that’s
the right stuff; but I got a dead straight tip
they’re going to keep their eyes on you till
hell’s a skating pond. They’re going to
get that money—or else you ain’t! See?

 Well, that’s where I stepped in.

“1 goes to the right source, and I says:
‘Look here, you can’t do nothing with
Dave. Let me have a try. Maybe I can
handle him. He worked f6r me a good
many years, and I know him better than
his mother would, if he had one. He’s stub-
born, stubborn as hell, and threats ain’t
any good, nor promises neither; but he’s a
good boy, for all that. You let me have
a chance to talk to him privately, and may-
be I can make him come across and cough
up that money. Anyway, it won’t do any
harm to try. I always liked Dave, and I
don’t want to see him dodging the police
all his life. Tydeman’s dead, and, though
it was really Tydeman’s money, I was a
partner of Tydeman’s, and if anybody on
earth can get under Dave’s shell I can.’”

Booky put his face closer to his own
particular stretch of wire netting. He low-
ered his voice. That’s the reason I'm
here, and that’s the reason the guard—
ain’t!”

There was almost awe and admiration
in Dave Henderson’s voice.

“You've got your nerve with you!” he
said softly.

Booky Skarvan smiled in a pleased way.

“Sure!” he said complacently.  And
that’s why we win. You get the lay, don’t
you?” He was whispering now. “You
can’t get that cash alone, Dave. I'm telling
you straight they won’t let you. But they
won’t watch me! You know me, Dave.
T’ll make it a fair split—fifty-fifty. Tell
me where the money is, and I'll get it, and
be waiting for you anywhere you say when
you come out; and I'll fix it to hand over
your share so’s they’ll never know you got
it—I got to make sure it’s fixed like that

for my own sake, you can see that. Get
me, Dave? And I go out of here now and
tell the warden it ain’t any good, that T
can’t get you to talk. I guess that looks
nifty enough, don’t it, Dave?”

There was a fly climbing up the wire
netting. It zigzagged its course over the
little squares. It was a good gamble
whether, on reaching the next strand, it
would turn to the right, or left, or.con-
tinue straight ahead. Dave Henderson
watched it. The creature did no one of
those things. It paused and frictioned its
front legs together in a leisurely fashion.

After that, it appeared to be quite satisfied .

with its position—and it stayed there.

“Poor Beoky!” murmured Dave Hen-
derson. ““Sad, too! I guess it must be
softening of the brain!”

Booky Skarvan’s face blotched suddenly
red—but he pressed his face still more
earnestly against the wire barrier.

“You don’t get it!” he breathed hoarse-
ly. *“I'm giving you a straight tip. Bar-
jan’s waiting for you—the police are waiting
for you. You haven't got a hope. I tell
you, you can’t get that money alone, no
matter where you put it.”

“T heard you,” said Dave Henderson.

There was silence for a moment.

A sort of anxious exasperation spread
over Skarvan’s face, then perplexity, and
then a flare of rage.

“You're a fool!” he snarled. “You
won't believe me! You think I'm trying
to work you for half of that money. Well,
so I am, in a way—or I wouldn’t have come
here. But I'm earning it. Look at the
isk I'm taking—five years, the same as
you got. You crazy fool! Do you think
I'm bluffing? I tell you again, I know what
I'm talking about. The police 'll never
give you a look-in. You got to have help.
Who else is there but me? It’s better to
split with me than lose the whole of it,
ain’t it?”

“You haven’t changed a bit in five years,

Booky.” There was studied insolence in
Dave Henderson’s voice now. “Not a
damned bit! Run along now—beat it!”

“You mean that?” Booky Skarvan’s
eyes were puckered into slits now. “ You
mean you're going to turn me down?”

:
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“Yes!” said Dave Henderson.

“Tll give you one more chance,” whis-
pered Skarvan.

“«Nop

Booky Skarvan’s fat fingers squirmed
around inside his collar as though it choked

im.

“All right!” His lips were twitching
angrily. “ All right!” he repeated omin-
ously. “ Then, by God, you'll never get
the money—even if you beat the police!
Understand? T’ll see to that! T made you
a fair, straight offer. You'll find now that
there’ll be some one else besides you and
Barjan out for that coin—and when the
showdown comes it won’t be either you or
Barjan that gets it! And maybe you
think that’s a bluff, too!”

“T never said I knew where the money
was,” said Dave Henderson—and smiled—
and shrugged his shoulders. “ Therefore
you ought to stand just as good a chance as
Barjan—or I. After I got wounded I kind
of lost track of things, you know.”

“You lie!” said Skarvan fiercely. “I—
I—" He checked himself, biting at his
lips. “T'll give you one more chance again.
‘What’s your last word?”

“You've got it, Booky,” said Dave Hen-

* derson evenly.

“Then take mine!” Skarvan rasped.
“Tll go now and tell the warden you
wouldn’t say anything. If you try to put
‘a crimp in me by reporting my offer, T'll
say you lied. I don’t mind taking chances
on my word being believed against the
word of a convict and a thief who is known
to be playing tricky! You get that? And
after that—God help you!”

‘The man was gone.

Presently, Dave Henderson found him-
self back in the carpenter shop. The band-
saw was shrieking, screeching insanely
again. He had smiled in there in the visi-
tor’s room at Booky Skarvan; he had even
been débonair and facetious —he wasn’t
that way now. He could mask his face
from others; he couldn’t mask his soul from
himself. It seemed as though his courage
were being drained away from him, and
in its place were coming a sense of final,
crushing defeat.

Barjan’s blow of last night had sent him

groggy to the ropes; but the blow Booky
Skarvan had just dealt had smashed in
under his guard and had landed on an even
more vital spot. Skarvan’s veiled threat
hadn’t veiled anything. The veil was only
too transparent! “ God help you!” meant
a lot. Tt meant that, far more dangerous
to face, even more difficult to outwit than
the police, there was now to be aligned
against him the criminal element of San
Francisco. L

It meant Baldy Vickers and Runty Mott,
and Baldy Vickers’s gang. It meant the
men who had already attempted to murder
him, and who would be eager enough to re-
peat that attempt for the same stake—one
hundred thousand dollars.

‘With the police it would have been, more
than anything else, the simple thrust and
parry of wits; now, added to that, was a
physical, brutish force whose danger only
a fool would strive to minimize. There
were dives and dens in the underworld
there, as he knew well enough, where a man
would disappear from the light of day for-
ever, and where tortures that would put
the devil’s ingenuity to shame could be ap-
plied to make a man open his lips. He was
not exaggerating! It was literally true.
And if he were once trapped he could ex-
pect no less than that. They had already
tried to murder him once! >

Naturally, they had entered into his cal-
culations before, while he had been here
in prison; but they had not seemed to be a
very vital factor. He had never figured
on Booky Skarvan setting that machinery
in motion again—he had only figured on
getting his own hands on Booky Skarvan
himself. But he saw it now—and he real-
ized that, once started again, they would
stop at nothing to get that money. Whether
Booky Skarvan would have abided by his
offer, on the basis that he would get more
out of it for himself that way, or whether
it was simply a play to discover the where-
abouts of the money and then divide up
with his old accomplices,. did not matter;
it was certain now that Booky Skarvan
would be content with less rather than
with none, and that the underworld would
be unleashed on his trail.

The police—and now the underworld!



FROM NOW ON.

It was like a pack of wolves and a pack of
hounds in chase from converging directions
after the same quarry; the wolves and the
hounds might clash together, and fall upon
one another — but the quarry would be
mangled and crushed in the mélée.

The afternoon wore on. At times Dave
Henderson’s hands clenched over his tools
until it seemed the tendons must snap and
break with the strain; at times the sweat
of agony oozed out in drops upon his fore-
head.

Booky Skarvan was right. He couid not
get that money alone. No! No, that was
wrong! He could get it alone, and he
would get it, and then fight for it, and go
under for it, all hell would not hold him
back from that, and Booky Skarvan and
some of the others would go under too—
but he could not get awey with the money
alone.

And that meant that these five years of
prison, five years of degradation, of memo-
ries that nauseated him, five years that he
had wagered out of his life, had gone for
nothing! ~God, if he could only turn to
some one for help! But there was no one,
not a soul on earth, not a friend in the
world who could aid him—except Miliman.

And he couldn’t ask Millman—because
it wouldn’t be fair to Miliman.

His face must have grown haggard, per-
haps he was acting strangely. Old Tony
over there had been casting anxious glances
in his direction. He tock a grip upon him-
self, and smiled at the old bomb-thrower.
The old Italian looked pretty bad himself—
that pasty whiteness about the old fellow’s
face had a nasty appearance.

His mind went back to Millman, work-
ing in queer, disconnected snatches of
thought. . He was going to lose Millman,
too. Millman was going out to-morrow.
It had always been a relief to talk to Mill-
man. He had never told Millman where
the money was, of course, but Millman
knew what he was “in” for. The library
hour wasn’t far off, and it would help to
talk to Millman now. Only Millman was
going out to-morrow—and he was.to bid
Millman good-by.

This seemed somehow the crowning jeer
of mockery that fate was flinging at him—
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that to-morrow even Millman would be
gone. It seemed to bring a snarl into his
soul, the snarl as of some gaunt, starving
beast at bay, the snarl of desperation flung
out in bitter, reckless defiance.

He put his hands to his face, and be-
neath them his jaws clamped and locked.
They would never beat him, he would go
under first, but—but—

Time passed. The routine of the prison
life went on like the turning of some great,
ponderous wheel that moved very slowly,
but at the same time with a sort of smooth,
oiled immutability. It seemed that way to
Dave Henderson. He was conscious of no
definite details that marked or occupied the
passage of time. The library hour had
come. He was on his way to the library
now—with permission to get a book. He
did not want a book. He was going to see
Millman, and, God knew, he did not want
to see Millman—to say good-by.

Mind, bedy, and soul were sick—sick
with the struggle of the afternoon, sick
with the ceaseless mental torment that
made his temples throb and brought ex-
cruciating pain, and with the pain brought
almost physical nausea; sick with the real-
ization that his recompense for the five
years of freedom he had sacrificed was only
—wreckage, ruin and disaster.

He entered the little room. A guard
lounged negligently against the wall. One
of the two convict librarians was already
busy with another convict—but it wasn’t
Millman who was busy. He . Millman’s
cool, steady, gray ‘eyes, rezu a sudden,
startled something in them, and moved
down to the end of the sort of wooden
counter away from the guard—and handed
in his book to be exchanged.

“What's the matter, Dave?” Millman,
across the counter, back half turned to the
guard, spoke in a low, hurried voice, as he
pretended to examine the book. T never
saw you look like this before! Are you
sick?”

“Yes,” said Dave Henderson between
his teeth. ““Sick—as hell! T’m up against
it, Charlie—and I guess it’s all over except
for one last little fight.”

“ What book do you want2’- said Mill-
man’s voice coolly; but Millman’s clean-
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cut face with its strong jaw tightening a
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Dave Hend rubbed his upper lip

little, and Millman’s clear, gray eyes with
a touch of steel creeping into them, said:
“Go on!”

“The police!” ~ Dave Henderson spoke
through the corner of his mouth without
motion of the lips. “ Barjan was here last
night. And I got another tip to-day. The
screws are going on—to a finish.”

“You mean they’re going to see that
you don’t get that money?”

Dave Henderson nodded curtly.

“ Why not give it up then, Dave, and
start a clean sheet?” asked Millman softly.

“Give it up!” ~The red had come into
Dave Henderson’s face, there was a savage
tightening of his lips across his teeth. Tl
never give it up! D’ye think I've rotted
here five years only to crawl at the end?
By God! No! T'll get it—if they get me
doing it!” His hoarse whisper caught and
choked suddenly. “ But it’s hell, Charlie—
hell! Hell to go under like that, just be-
cause there isn’t a soul on God’s wide earth
1 can trust to get it for me.”

Millman turned away, and walked to the
racks of books at the rear of the room.

Dave Henderson watched the other in a
numbed sort of way. It was a curious kind
of good-by he was saying to Millman. He
wasn’t quite sure, for that matfer, just what
he had said. He was soul sick, and body
sick. Millman was taking a long while over
the selection of a book—and he hadn’t even
asked for a book, let alone for any particu-
lar one. What did it matter? He didn’t
want anything to read. Reading wasn’t
arly ‘good to him any more! Barjan and
Booky Skarvan had—

Millman was leaning over the counter
again, a book in his hand.

- “Would you trust me, Dave?” he asked
quie%y.

“You!” The blood seemed to quicken,
and rush in a mad, swirling tide through
Dave Henderson’s veins. “ Do you mean
that, Charlie? * Do you mean you’ll help
me?”

“Yes,” said Millman. “If you want to
trust me, Il get that money for you. I'm
going out to-morrow. But talk quickly!
The guard’s watching us and getting fidge-
ty. Where is it?”

with the side of his forefinger as though it
itched; the remaining fingers, spread out
fanlike, screened his mouth.

“In the old pigeon-cote—shed back of
Tooler’s house where I used to live—you
can get into the shed from the lane.”

Millnfan laid the book on the counter—
and pushed it toward Dave Henderson.

“ All right,” he said. “ They won’t be
looking for it in New Yeork. You've two
months more here. Make it the 24th of
June. That ’ll give you time enough. I'll be
registered at the St. Lucian Hotel—New
York—eight o’clock in the evening— June
24. Tl hand the money over to you there,
BhdLs”

“You there, Five Fifty "—the guard
was moving toward them from across the
room—‘‘ you got your book, ain’t you?”

Dave Henderson picked up the book, and
turned toward the door.

 Good-by!” he flung over his shoulder.

“ Good-by!” Millman answered.

CHAPTER III.
BREAD UPON THE WATERS.

‘T was dark in the cell, quite dark. There
l was just the faint glimmer that crept

in from the night lights along the iron
galleries and came up from the main corri-
dor two tiers below. It must have been
hours since he had left Millman in the
prison library, and yet he was not sure.
Perhaps it was still early, for he hadn’t yet
heard old Tony talking and whispering to
himself through the bars to-night.

Dave Henderson’s head, cupped in his
hands whose fingers dug with a brutal grip
into the flesh of his cheeks, came upward
with a jerk, and he surged to his feet from
the hinged shelf that he called cot and bed.
What difference did it make whether it was
dark or light, or late or early, or whether
old Tony had babbled to himself or not?
It was pitifully inconsequential. It was
only his brain staggering off into the by-
ways again, as though, in some sneaking,
underhand way, it wanted to steal rest and
respite.

His hands went up above his head, and
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held there, and his fists clenched. He was
the fool of fools, the prince of fools! He
saw it now! His laugh purled low, in hol-
low mirth, through the cell, a devil’s laugh
in its bitter irony. Yes, he saw it now—
when it was too late.

Millman! Damn Millman to the pit!
Damn Millman for the smoothest, craftiest
hypocrite into whom God had ever breathed
the breath of life! He had been trapped!
That had been Millman’s play, two years
of cunning play—to win his confidence;
two years of it, that always at the end the
man might get that hundred thousand dol-
lars. And he had fallen into Millman’s
trap!

He did not believe Millman’s story, or
in Millman’s innocence, now—when it was
too late. He couldn’t reach Millman now.
There were bars of iron, and steel doors,
and walls of “stone between himself and
Millman’s cell; and in the morning Millman
would be gone, and Millman would have
sixty-two—no, sixty-one—days to get that
money and put the width of the world be-
tween them, before he, Dave Henderson,
was free.

Sixty-one days! And in the space of cne
short moment, wrecking all that the toil and
agony of years was to have sfood for, he
had told Millman what Millman wanted to
know! And that was the moment Millman
had been waiting for through two long
years vith cunning patience—and he, Dave
Henderson, because he was shaken to the
soul with desperation, because he was alone,

i to the wall, in extremity,

ready to grasp at any shred of hope, and

because he was sick in body, and because

the sudden, overwhelming uplift of Mill-

man’s offer had numbed and dulled his

faculties in a mighty revulsion of relief, had
fallen into the traitor’s trap.

And it had been done so quickly! The
guard had been there and had intervened,
and there hadn’t been time for his mind to
win back its normal poise and reason log-
ically.

He hadn’t reasoned in that brief instant;
he bad only caught and grasped the out-

- flung hand of one whom, for two years, he
had trusted and believed was a friend. He
hadn’t reasoned then; he had even stepped

out of the prison library more light-hearted
than he had been almost from the moment
they had put those striped clothes upon
him five years before; but he had barely
stood locked in his cell here again when,
like some ghastly blight falling upon him,
reason had come and left him a draggled
weakling, scarcely able physically to stand
upon his feet.

And then that had passed, and he had
been possessed of an insensate fury that
had bade him fling himself at the cell door
and, with superhuman strength, wrench and
tear the bars asunder that he might get at
Millman again.
pulse amid the jeers and mockeries of
impish voices that rang in his ears and
filled the cell with their insane jabberings—
voices that laughed in hellish glee at him
for being a fool in the first place, and for
his utter impotence in the second.

They were jeering and chuckling now,
those insane demon voices. He swung from
the center of the cell and flung himself
down on the cot again. He had kept the
secret of the hiding-place of that money
to himself because, believing Millman to be
an honest man, it would have been urfair
to Millman to have told him; since, as an
honest man, Miliman would either have had
to inform the authorities, ‘or become a dis-
honest man.

It was clear enough, wasn’t it, and logical
enough? And yet, in one unguarded mo-
ment, he had repudiated his own logic. He
had based all—his faith and trust and con-
fidence in Millman, on the belief that Mill-
man was an honest man. Well, an /onest
man wouldn’t voluntarily aid and abet a
thief in getting away with stolen money,
nor make himself an accomplice after the
fact, nor offer to help outwit the police,
nor agree to participate in what amounted
to stealing the money for the second time,
and so make of himself a criminal. And
if the man was then dishonest, and for two
years had covered that dishonesty with a
mask of hypocrisy, it was obvious enough,
since the hypocrisy had been solely for his,
Dave Henderson’s, benefit, that Millman
had planned it all patiently from the be-
ginning, and now meant to do him cold, to
get the money and keep it.

He had checked that im--




He could not remain still. He was up
“on his feet again from the cot. Fury had
him in its grip once more. Five years!
Five years of hell in this devil’s hole, and
a branded name! He had thrown every-
thing into the balance—all he had—and
now, this! Tricked! That was it—tricked
—tricked by a Judas!

All the passion of the man was on the
surface now. Lean and gaunt, his body
seemed to crouch forward as though to
spring; his hands, with fingers crooked like
claws reaching for their prey, were out-
stretched before him. Sixty-one days’ start
Millman had. But Millman would need
more than that!

The only man in the world whom he had
ever trusted, and who had then betrayed
him, would need more than sixty-one days
to escape the reckoning that was to come.
Millman might hide, Millman might live
for years in lavish ease on that money, and

in the end there might be none of that_

money left; but sooner or later Millman
would pay a bigger price than a hundred
thousand dollars. He would get Millman;
the world wasn’t big enough for the two of

em.

And when that day came— His mus-
cles relaxed; the paroxysm of fury left him,
and suddenly he moaned a little as though
in bitter hurt. There was another side to it.
He could not hLelp thinking of that other
side. - There had been two years of what
he had thought was friendship—and the
friendship had been hypocrisy. It was hard
to believe.

Perhaps Millman meant to play square,
after all; perhaps Millman would keep that
rendezvous in New York on June 24, at
eight oclock in the evening at the St.
Lucian Hotel. Perhaps Millman would.
It wasn’t only on account of the money
that he hoped Millman would—there were
those two years of what he had thought was
friendship.

He leaned suddenly, against the wall of
the cell, the palms of his hands pressed
against. it, his face crushed into his
knuckles. No! What was the use of that?
Why try to delude himself again? Why
try to make himself believe what he wanted
to believe?
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He could reason now coolly and logically
enough. If Millman was honest, he would
not do what he had offered to do; and
being, therefore, dishonest, his apparent
honesty had been only a mask, and the
mask had been only for his benefit; and
that, logically, could evidence but one
thing—that Millman had deliberately set
himself to win the confidence that would
win for Millman the stake of one hundred
thousand dollars. There was no other con-
clusion, was there?

His head came up from his hands, and
he stood rigid, tense. Wait! Wait a min-
ute until his brain cleared. There was
another possibility. He had not thought
of it before. It confused and staggered
him now.

Suppose that Millman stood in with the
police! Suppose that the police had used
Millman for just the purpose that Millman
had accomplished! Or—why not?—sup-
pose that Millman was even one of the
police himself? It was not as tenable a
theory as it was to assume that Millman
had acted as a stool-pigeon; but it was,
even at that, well within the realms of
possibility.

A man would not count two years ill-
spent on a case that involved the recovery
of a hundred thousand dollars—nor hesi-
tate to play a convict’s part, either, if
necessary. It had been done before. Until
Barjan had come last night, the police had
made no sign for years—unless Millman
were indeed one of them and, believing at
last that he was facing failure, had called
in Barjan. Millman hadn’t had a hard time
of it in the penitentiary. His education
had been the excuse, if it were an excuse,
for all the soft clerical jobs. Who was to
know if Millman even spent the nights in
his cell?

Dave Henderson crushed his fists against
his temples. What did it matter? In the
long run, what did it matter? Crook or
informant, or an officer, Millman had
wrecked him, and he would pay his debt to
Millman. He laughed low again, while his
teeth gnawed at his lips. There was Barjan
and Booky Skarvan, and now Millman!
And Baldy Vickers and the underworld!

There wasn’t much chance, was there?
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Not much to expect now in return for the
eternities in which he had worn these
prison stripes, not much out of the ruin of
his life, not much for the all and everything
he had staked and risked! Not much—only
to make one last fight, to make as many of
these men pay as dearly as he could. Yes,
he would fight; he had never hedged—he
would never hedge.

They had him with his back to the wall.
He knew that. There wasn’t much chance
now; there wasn’t any, if he looked the
situation squarely in the face. But he was
not beaten; they would never beat him. A
knife-thrust or a blackjack from Booky
Skarvan’s skulking pack, though it might
end his life, would not beat him; a further
term here behind these walls, though it
might wither up the soul of him, would not
beat him.

And Millman! Up above his head his
hands twisted and knotted together again,
and the great muscular shoulders locked
back, and the clean, straight limbs grew
taut; and he laughed. And the laugh was
very low and sinister. A beast cornered
was an ugly thing. The dominant instinct
in a beast was self-preservation—and a leap
at its enemy’s throat. A beast asked no
quarter, and gave none.

He was a beast; they had made him a
beast in here, an animal, a numbered thing,
not a man; they had not even left him with
a name—just one of a herd of beasts and
animals. But they had not tamed him.
He was alone, facing them all now, and
there wasn’t much chance because the odds
were overwhelming; but if he was alone, he
would not go down alone, and—

He turned his head suddenly, and his
hands dropped to his sides. There had
come a cry from somewhere. It was not
very loud, but it rang in a startling way
through the night silence of the prison. It
was a cry as of sudden fear and weakness.
It came again; and ir a bound Dave Hen-
derson reached the bars of his door, and
beat upon them furiously with his fists.
He would get into trouble for it undoubted-
ly, but he had placed that cry now. Old
Tony wasn’t whispering to-night. There
was something wrong with the old bomb-
thrower. Yes, he remembered—old Tony’s
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o1d

strange appearance that afternoon.
rattled again and again on the bars.
Tony was moaning now.

Footsteps on the run sounded along the
iron gallery. A guard passed by; another
paused at the door. He heard old Tony’s
door opened; then muffled voices; and then
a voice that was quite audible—one of the
guards: -

“1T guess he’s snuffed out. Get the doc
—and, yes, tell the warden, if he hasn’t
gone to bed yet.”

Snuffed out! There was a queer, chok-
ing sensation in Dave Henderson’s throat.
A guard ran along the gallery. Dave Hen- -
derson edged silently close up to the door”
of his cell again.

There was no sound from within the
other cell now. Snuffed out! The thought
that old Tony was dead affected him in a
numbed, groping sort of way. It had come
with such startling suddenness., He had not
grasped it yet. He wondered if he should
be sorry or glad for old Tony—death was
the lifer’s goal.

He did not know. It brought, though,
a great aching into his own soul. It seemed
to stamp with the ultimate to-night the
immeasurable void in his own life. Old
Tony was the last link between himself
and that thing of priceless worth that men
called friendship. Millman had denied it,
outraged it, betrayed it; and now old Tony
had swerved in his allegiance and turned
away at the call of a greater friend. Yes,
death could not be anything but a friend
to Tony. There seemed to be no longer any
doubt of that in his mind. ‘

Footsteps, several of them, came again
along the iron gallery, racketing through
the night, but they did not pass his cell
this time; they came from the other direc-
tion, and went into Lomazzi’s cell. It was
strange that this should have happened to-
night!

There would be no more shoulder-touch
in the lock-step for the few days that were
left; no smile of eyes and lips across the
carpenter-shop; ‘no surreptitious, intimate
little gestures of open-hearted companion-
ship! It seemed to crown in an appalling
way, to bring home to him now with a
new and appalling force, what five minutes
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ago he had thought he had already appre-

clated to its fullest and bxtterest depths—
He was al

‘The murmur of voices came frum the other

cell. Time passed. He clung there to the

bars. Alone, without help!

He drew back suddenly from the door,
conscious for the first time that he must
have been clutching and straining at the
bars with all his strength. His fingers, re-
laxed now, were stiff, and the circulation
seemed to have left them. A guard was
opening the door. Behind the guard, that
white-haired man was the warden. He had
always liked the warden. The man was
stern, but he was always just.
not understand why the warden had come
to his cell.

It was the warden who spoke:

“ Lomazzi is dying. He has begged to
be allowed to, say good-by to you. I can
see no objection. You may cdme.” -~

Dave Henderson moistened his lips with
the tip of his tongue.

“I—T thought I heard them say he was
dead,” he mumbled.

“He was unconscious,” answered the
warden briefly. A heart attack. Step
quickly; he has not many minutes.”

Dave Henderson stepped out on the iron
gallery, and paused an instant before the
door of the adjoining cell. A form lay on
the cot, a form with a pasty-colored face,
a form whose eyes were closed. The prison
doctor, a hypodermic syringe still in his
hand, stood a little to one side. Dave
Henderson swept his hand across his eyes—
there was a sudden mist there that blurred
the scene—and dropped beside the cot.

Conbadoay Ak

CHAPTER 1.

THE DOOR ON THE LANE.

S that a shadow cast by the pro-
jection of the door porch out there

across the street, or was it more
than a shadow? It was true that, to a
remarkable degree, one’s eyes became ac-

He did"

» BOOK
- Paths of the
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A hand reached out and grabbed his
feebly; the dark eyes opened and fixed on
him with a flicker of the old fire in their
depths; and the lips quivered in a smile.
Old Tony was whispering; old Tony always
talked and whispered to himself here in his.
cell every night, but old Tony never dis-
turbed anybody. It was hard to hear old
Tony even when one listened attentively.
Dave Henderson brushed his hand across
his eyes again, and bent his head to the
other’s lips to catch the words.

“You make-a da fool play when you
come in here, Dave—for me. But I never,
never forget. Old Tony no forget. You
no make-a da fool play when you get out.
Old Tony knows. You need-a da help.
Listen — Nicolo Capriano—Frisco. You
understand? Tony Lomazzi send-a you.
Tony Lomazzi take-a da life prison for
Nicolo. Nicolo will pay back to Tony’s
friend. You did not think that ”—the
voice was growing feebler, harder to un-
derstand, and it was fluttering now—* that,
because old Tony call-a you da fool, he did
—did not—remember—and—and—"

Some one disengaged Dave Henderson’s
hand from the hand that was clasped
around it and that had suddenly twitched
and, with a spasmodic clutch, had seemed
as though striving to maintain its hold.
The prison doctor’s voice sounded muffled
in the cell:

“ He is dead.”

Dave Henderson looked up at the touch
of a guard’s hand on his shoulder. The
guard jerked his head with curt significance
in the direction of the door of Dave Hen-
derson’s cell.

111
Underworld

customed to the murk, almost akin to black-
ness, of the ill-lighted streets; but the mind
did not accommodate itself so readily. It
peopled space with its own imaginations; it
created, rather than descried.

Dave Henderson shook his head in grim.

uncertainty. He could not be sure what
it was out theré. With the black back-



FROM NOW ON.

ground of the, unlighted room behind him
he could not be seen at the window by
any onme on the street, which was two
stories below, and he had been watching
here since it had grown dark. In that time
he hdd seen a dozen shadows that he could
have -sworn were not shadows—and yet
they were no more than that after all. He
was only sure of one thing—that out there
somewhere, perhaps nowhere within eye-
range of his window, perhaps even half a
block away, but somewhere, some one was
watching.

He had been sure of that during every
hour of his new-found freedom, since he
had reached Frisco that noon. He had
been sure of it intuitively; but he had failed
signally to identify any one specifically as
having dogged or followed him. Freedom!
He laughed a little harshly. There weren't
any stone walls any more; this window in
front of him wasn’t grated, nor the door of
the room steel-barred, nor out there in the
corridor was there any uniformed guard—
and so it was freedom.

The short, harsh laugh was on his lips
again. Freedom! It was a curious free-
dom, then! He could walk at will out there
in the streets—within limits. But he did
not dare go yet to that shed where Mrs.
Tooler’s old pigeon-cote was. The money
\)robab]y wasn’t there, anyhow—Millman
almost certainly had won the first trick and
had got away with it; but it was absolutely
necessary that he should be sure.

He had freedom; but he dared go no-
where to procure a steel jimmy, for in-
stance, or a substitute for a steel jimmy,
with which to force that shed door; nor had
he dared to go anywhére and buy a re-
volver with which to afm himself, and of
which he stood desperately in need. He
had only the few dollars with which he had
left the penitentiary, it was true; but he
knew where, under ordinary circumstances,
he could obtain those things without any
i i outlay of ly it was
a moral certainty that every move he made
was watched.

If he procured, say, a chisel—if he pro-
cured, say, a revolver—he was not fool
enough to imagine that such facts would
be hidden long from those who watched.

4 A-S
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They would be suspicious facts. It was
his play now to create no suspicion. He
could make no move until he had definitely
and conclusively identified and placed those
who were watching him; and then, with
that point settled, it should not be very
hard to throw the watchers off the track
long enough to enable him to visit Mrs.
Tooler’s pigeon-cote, and far more impor-
tant, his one vital objective now, old Tony
Lomazzi’s friend Capriano.

His jaws locked. He meant to force that
issue to-night, even if he could not dis-
criminate between shadows and realities out
there through the window. He had a defi-
nite plan worked out in his mind—including
a visit to Square John Kelly’s. He hadn’t
been to Square John’s yet. To have gone
there immediately on reaching San Fran-
cisco would have been a fool play. It
would have been not only risky for himself,
but risky for Square John; and he had to
protect Square John frém the searching
and pertinent questions that would then
have certainly ensued. He was going there
to-night, casually, as simply to one of many
similar places—that was part of his plan.

And now he smiled in mingled bitterriess
and menace. The underworld had compli=
mented kim once on being the possessor of
potentialities that could make of him the
slickest crook in the United States. He
had not forgotten that. The underworld,
or at least a section of it in the persons of
Baldy Vickers and his gang, was leagued
against him now, as well as the police. He
would strive to merit the underworld’s en-
comium!

He turned suddenly away from the win-
dow, walked in the darkness to the table
in the center of the room, and, groping for
his hat, made his way to the door. He
had not expected much from this vigil at
the window, but there had always been the
possibility that it would be productive, and
the earlier hours of the evening could have
been employed in no better way. It was
dark enough now to begin his night’s work
in earnest. It must be between half past
nine and ten o’clock.

There was a dim light in the corridor;
but, dim though it was, it did not hide the
ragged, threadbare state of the carpet on
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the hallway and stairs, nor the lack of
paint, or even of soap and water, on doors
and woodwork.

Pelatt’s Hotel was as shabby as the shab-
by quarter in which it was located, and as
shabby as the shabby patrons to whom it
catered. But there were not many places
where a man with close-cropped hair and
wearing black clothes of blatant prison cut
could go, and he had known Pelatt in the
old days, and Pelatt, in lieu of baggage,
hadn’t demanded any cash in advance—he
had even advanced Dave Henderson a little
cash himself.

Dave Henderson reached the ground
floor, and gained the street through a small,
dingy office that was for the moment de-
serted. He paused here for an instant, the
temptation strong upon him to cross’the
street and plunge into those shadows at the
side of that porch just opposite to him.
His lips grew tight. The temptation was
strong, almost overpoweringly strong; he
would much rather fight that way.

And then he shrugged his shoulders, and
started along the street. Since he had left
the penitentiary he had not given the slight-
est sign that he had even a suspicion he was
being watched; and, more than ever, he
could not afford to do so now. There were
two who could play at the game of laying
traps!

And, besides, the chances were a thou-
sand to one that there were nothing but
shadows over there; and there were the
same odds that some one who was not a
shadow would see him make the telltale in-
vestigation.

He could not afford to take a chance. He
could not afford to fail now. He had to
identify beyond question of doubt the man
or men who were on his trail, if there were
any; or, with equal certainty, establish it
as a fact that he was letting what he called
his intuition run away with him. There
came a grim smile to his lips as he went
along. Intuition wasn’t all he had to guide
him, was it?

Barjan had not minced words in making
it clear that he would be watched, and
Booky Skarvan had made an even more
ominous threat! Who was it to-night, then
—the police, or the underworld, or both?
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He had given no sign that he had any
suspicions. He had gone to Pelatt’s open-
ly; after that, in an apparently aimless way,
as a man almost childishly. interested in the
most trivial things after five years of im-
prisonment, he had roamed about " the
streets that afternoon.

But his wanderings had not been entire-
ly aiml He had located Nicolo Ca-
prianc’s house—and, strangely enough, his
wanderings had quite inadvertently taken
him past that house several times. It was
in a shabby quarter of the city, too. Also,
it was a curious sort of house; that is, it
was a curious sort of house when compared
with its neighbors.

It was one of a row of frame houses
in none too good repair, and it was the sec-
ond house from the corner; the directory
had supplied him with the street and
number. The front of the house differed
in no respect from those on each side of it
—it was the rear that had particularly
excited his attention. He had not been able
to investigate it closely, of course, but it
bordered on a lane, and by walking down
the cross street one could see it. It had
an extension built on that reached almost
to the high fence at the edge of the lane,
and the extension, weather-beaten in ap-
pearance, looked to be almost as old as the
house itself.

Not so very curious, after all, except that
no other house had that extension—and
except that, in view of the fact that one
Nicolo Capriano lived there, it was at least
suggestive. Its back entrance was extreme-
ly easy of access. -

Dave Henderson turned abruptly in
through the door of a saloon and, leaning
against the bar—well down at the far end
where he could both see and be seen every
time the door was opened—ordered a drink.
He had thought a good deal about Nicolo
Capriano in the two months since old Tony
Lomazzi had ended his life sentence. He
hadn’t “ got ” it all at the moment when
the old bomb-thrower had died. It had
been mostly old Tony himself who was in
his thoughts then, and the reference to Ca-
priano had seemed no more than just a
kindly thought on old Tony’s part for a
friend who had no other friend on earth.
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But afterward, and not many hours after-
ward, it had all taken on a vastly different
perspective. The fuyll significance of Tony’s
words had come to him, and this in turn
had stirred his memories of earlier days in
San Francisco; and he remembered Nicolo
Capriano.

The barkeeper slid a bottle and whisky-
glass toward him. Dave Henderson half
turned his back to the street door, resting
his elbow negligently on the bar. He wait-
ed a moment until the barkeeper’s attention

was somewhat diverted, then his fingers,

cupped around the small glass, completely
hiding it; and the bottle, as he raised it in
the other hand, was hidden from the door
by the broad of his back. He poured out
a few drops, sufficient to rob the glass of its
cleanness.

The barkeeper looked around. Dave
Henderson hastily set the bottle down, like
a child caught in a misdemeanor, hastily
raised the glass to his lips, threw back his
head, and gulped. The barkeeper scowled.
It was the trick of the saloon vulture—not
only a full glass, but a little over for good
measure, when, through practise, the fore-
finger and thumb became a sort of annex
to the rim. Dave Henderson stared back
in sullen defiance, set the glass down on
the bar, drew the back of his hand across
his lips, and went out.

He hesitated a moment outside the sa-
loon, as though undecided which way to
go next, while his eyes, under the brim of
his slouch-hat, which was pulled forward
almost to the bridge of his nose, scanned
both sides of the street and in both direc-
tions. He moved on again along the block.
Yes, he remembered Nicolo Capriano. Ca-
priano must be a pretty old man now—as
old as Tony Lomazzi. There had been a
great deal of talk about a gang of Italian
black-handers in those days, when he was a
boy, and Capriano had been a sort of hero-
bandit, he remembered; and there had been
a mysterious society, and bomb-throwing;
and a reign of terror carried on that had
paralyzed the police.

They bad never been able to convict
Nicolo Capriano, though it was common
knowledge that the police believed him to
be the brains and front of the organiza-

tion. Always something, or some one, had
stood between Capriano and prison bars—
like Tony Lomazzi, for instance.

He did not remember Lomazzi’s trial, nor
the details of the particular crime for
which Lomazzi was convicted; but that,
perhaps, had put an end to the gang’s
work. Certainly, Capriano’s activities were
a thing of the past; it was all a matter of
years ago. Capriano was never heard of
now; but even if the man, through force
of circumstances, was obliged to live a re-
tired existence,. that in no way robbed him
of his cleverness nor made him less valuable
as a prospective ally.

Capriano was the one man who could
help him. Capriano must still possess un-
derground channels that would be of in-
calcdlable value in aiding him to track
Millman down.

His fists, hidden in the side pockets of
his coat, clenched fiercely. That was it—
Millman! There wasn’t a chance but that
Millman had taken the money from the
pigeon-cote. He would see, of course, be-
fore many hours; but’ there wasn’t a
chance. It was Millman he wanted now.
The possibility that had occurred to him in
prison of Millman being a stool-pigeon, or
even one of the police;, no longer held
‘water.

If the money had been recovered it would
‘be publicly known. It hadn’t been recov-
ered. Therefore, it was Millman he must
find, and it was Nicolo Capriano’s help he
wanted.

But he must protect Capriano. He
would owe Capriano that—that it should
not be known there was anything between
Nicolo Capriano and Dave Henderson,
Well, he was doing that now, wasn’t he?
Neither Square John Kelly nor Nicolo Ca-
priano would“in any way be placed under
suspicion through his visits to them to-
hight!

The saloons appeared to be Dave Hen-
derson’s sole attraction in life now. He
went from one to another, and he passed
none by, and he went nowhere else—and
he left a trail of barkeepers’ scowls behind
him. One drink in each place, with five
fingers curled around the glass, hiding the
few drops the glass actually contained,




while it proclaimed to the barkeeper the
gluttonous and greedy imposition of the
professional bum, wore out his welcome as
a customer.

If the resultant scowl from behind the
bar was not suggestive enough, it was aug-
mented by an uncompromising request to
“heat it!” He appeared to be possessed
of an earnest determination to make a night
of it—and also of an equally earnest de-
termination to get as much liquor for as
little money as possible. And the record
he left behind him bore unimpeachable
testimony to that purpose.

He appeared to grow a little unsteady on
his feet; he was even lurching quite no-
ticeably when, an hour later, the lighted
windows of Square John Kelly’s Pacific
Coral saloon, his first real objective, flung
an inviting ray across his path. He stood
still here full in the light, both of the
window and a street lamp, and shook his
head in well-simulated, grave, and dubious
inebriety.

He began to fumble in his pockets; he
fished out a dime from one and a nickel
from another—a further and still more
industrious search apparently proved abor-
tive. For a long time he appeared to be
absorbed in a lugubrious contemplation of
the two coins that lay in the palm of his
hand; but under his hat-brim his eves
marked a man in a brown-peaked cap who
was approaching the door of the saloon.
This was the second time in the course of
the last half-hour—since he had begun to
show signs that the whisky was getting
the better of him—that he had seen the
man in the brown-peaked cap.

There were swinging wicker doors to the
saloon, and the man pushed these open and
went in—but he did not go far. Dave
Henderson’s lips thinned grimly. The bot-
tom of the swinging doors was a good foot
and a half above the level of the sidewalk;
but, being so far gone in liquor, he would
hardly be expected to notice the fact that
the man’s boots remained visible, and that
the-man was standing there motionless.

Dave Henderson took the street-lamp
into his confidence.

“ Ol Kelly,” said Dave thickly. “ Uster
know Kelly—Square John. Gotta have

R
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with

Eh—whatsh matter with that?”
He lurched toward the swinging doors.

The boots retreated suddenly. He pushed

money. Whatsh matter

Kelly?

touching

his way through and stood surveying the
old-time familiar surroundings owlishly.
The man with the brown-pezked cap was
leaning against the bar close to the door;
a half-dozen others were ranged farther
down along its length; and at its lower end,
lounging against the wall of the little pri-
vate office, was a squat, paunchy man with
a bald head and florid face and keen, gray
eyes under enormously bushy gray eye-
brows.

It was Kelly, just as Kelly used to be
—even to the massive gold watch-chain
stretched across the vest, with the massive
gold fraternity emblem dangling down from
the center.

“’Ello, Kelly!” Dave Henderson called
out effusively, and made rapid, though
somewhat erratic, progress across the room
to Kelly’s side. * Glad t’ see you, ol’ boy!”
He gave Kelly no chance to say anything.
He caught Kelly’s hand and pumped it up
and down. “ Sure, you know me! Dave
Henderson—ol’ days at the track, eh?
Been away on a vacation. Come back—
broke.” His voice took on a drunkenly
confidential tone—that could be heard
everywhere in the saloon. “ Shay, could T
see you a minute in private?”

A man at the bar laughed. Dave Hen-
derson wheeled belligerently. Kelly inter-
vened.

Perplexity, mingling with surprise and
disapproval, stamped Kelly’s florid face.

“Yes, I know you well enough; but I
didn’t expect to see you like this, Dave!”
he said shortly. He jerked his hand to-
ward the door of the private office. Tl
talk to you in there.”

Dave Henderson entered the office.

Kelly shut the door behind them.

“You're drunk!” he said sternly.

* Dave Henderson shook his head.

“No,” he said quietly. “I’m followed.
Do you think I'm a focl, John? Did you
ever see me drunk? They're shadowing
me, that’s all; and I had to get my money
from you, and keep your skirts clean, and
spot the shadow, all at the same time.”
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Kelly’s jaw sagged helplessly.

“Good God!” he ejaculated heavily.
“Dave, I—"

“Don’t let’s talk, John—now,” Dave
Henderson interrupted. “ There isn’t time.
It won’t do for me o stay in here too long.
You've got my money ready, haven’t you?”

Kelly nodded—still a little helplessly.

“ Yes,” he said; “it’s ready. I've been
looking for you all afternoon. I knew you
were coming out to-day.” He went over
to a safe in the corner, opened it, took out
a long envelope, and handed the envelope to
Dave Henderson. “1Tt’s all there, Dave—
and five years’ interest compounded. A
little over four thousand dollars—four thou-
sand and fifteen, as near as I could figure
it. It’s all in five hundreds and hundreds,
except the fifteen; I didn’t think ydu’d want
to pack a big wad.”

“Good old.Square John!” said Dave
Henderson softly. He opened the envelope,
took out the fifteen dollars, shoved the large
bills into his pocket, tucked a five-dollar
bill into another pocket, and held out the
remaining ten to Kelly.

“Go out there and.get me ten dollars
from the cash register, John, will you?” he
said. “Let them see you doing it. Get
the idea? I’d like them to know you came
across, and that I've got something to
spend.”

Kelly’s eyes puckered in an anxious way
as they scrutinized Dave Henderson’s face;
but the anxiety, it was obvious enough, was
all for Dave Henderson.

“You mean there’s some one out there

now?” he asked as he moved toward the
door.
“Yes,” said Dave Henderson with a
grim little smile. _“ See if you know that
fellow with the brown-peaked cap up at
the front end of the bar.”

Kelly was gone a matter of two or three
minutes. He came back and returned the
ten dollars to Dave Henderson.

 Know #he man?” asked Dave Hender-

son,
“ Yes,” said Kelly. “ His name’s Speen
—he’s a plain-clothes man.” He shook his
head in a troubled way, and suddenly laid
both hands on Dave Henderson’s shoulders.
“ Dave, what are you going to do?”

Dave Henderson laughed shortly.

“ Do you want to know?” ‘He flung out
the words in a sort of bitter gibe. * Well,
Tll tell you—in confidence. I'm going to
blow the head off-a friend of mine.”

Dave Henderson felt the hands on his
shoulders tighten.

“ What’s the use, Dave?” said Square
John Kelly quietly. “I suppose it has
something to do with that Tydeman wad;
but what’s the use? You've got four thou=

sand dollars. Why not start clean again?
The other don’t pay, Dave, and—" He
stopped.

+ Dave Henderson’s face had hardened like’
flint. - y
“‘There’s a good deal you don’t know,”
he said evenly. “ And I guess the less you
know the safer you'll be. I owe you a lot,
John; and the only way I can square it now
is to tell you to stand from under. What
you say, though I know you mean it,
doesn’t make any dint in five years of hell.
T've got a debt to pay, and I'm going to
pay it.

“Maybe Tl see you again—maybe I
won’t. But even a prison-bird «can say
God bless you, and mean it; and that’s
what I say to you. They won’t have any
suspicions that there’s anything of any kind
between you and me; but they’ll naturally
come here to see if they can get any in-
formation, when that fellow Speen out there
turns in his report.

“You can tell them you advised me to
start clean again, and you can tell them
that T swear I don’t know where that hun-
dred thousand dollars is. They won’t be-
lieve it, and you don’t believe it. But let
it go at that.

“I don’t know what’s going to break
loose, but you stand from under, John. I'm
going now, to get acquainted with Mr,
Speen. It wouldn’t look just right, in my
supposed condition, for you to let me have
another drink in your place, after having
staked me; but I've got to make at least
a bluff at it. Vou stay here for a few
minutes—and then come out and chase me
home.”

He held out his hand, wrung Square John
Kelly’s in a hard grip, turned abruptly
away, and staggered out into the barroom,
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Clutching his ten dollars in his hand and
glancing furtively back over. his shoulder
every step or two, Dave Henderson neared
the door.

Here, apparently reassured that his bene-
factor was not watching him, and apparent-
ly succumbing to an irresistible temptation,
he sidled up to the bar beside the man with
the brown-peaked cap.

“ Kelly’s all right—s’all right,” he con-
fided thickly to the other. Ol friend.
Never turns down ol’ friend in hard luck.

Square John — betcher life! Have a
drink?”

“ Sure!” said the man in the brown-
peaked cap.

The drink was ordered, and as Dave
Henderson, talking garrulously, poured out
his whisky—a genuine glassful this time—
he caught sight, in the mirror behind the
bar, and out of the corner of his eye, of
Kelly advancing down the room from the
private office.

As he lifted his glass, Kelly’s hand,
reaching from behind, caught the glass and
set it back on the bar.

“ You promised me you'd go home, and
cut this out!” said Kelly in sharp reproof.
“Now go on!” He turned on the detec-
tive. ~ “Yes, and you, too.. Get out of
here. You ought to know better. The
man’s had enough. Haven’t you got any-
thing else to do than hang around bum-
ming drinks? I know you, and I've a mind
to report you. Get out!”

Dave Henderson slunk out through the
door without protest.

On the sidewalk the man with the brown-
peaked cap joined him.

“ Kelly’s sore.” Dave Henderson’s tones
were heavy with tolerant pity and magnani-
mous forgiveness. “ Ol' friend—be all
right to-morrow. Letsh go somewhere else
for a drink. Whatsher shay?

“Sure!” said the man in the brown-
peaked cap.

The detective was complacent!ly agree-
able to all suggestions. It was Dave Hen-
derson who acted as guide; and he began a
circuit of - saloons in a direction that
brought him sensibly nearer ‘at each visit
to the street and house occupied by one
Nicolo Capriano. In the same block with

Capriano’s house he had noticed that there
was also a saloon; and if Capriano’s house
had an exit on the lane, so, likewise, it was
logical to presume, had the saloon.

And that saloon now, barring interme-
diate stops, was his objective. But he was
in no hurry. S

There was one point -on which he had
still to satisfy himself before he gave this
man Speen the slip in that saloon and, by
the lane, gained the rear door of Nicolo
Capriano’s house. He knew now that he
was dealing with the police; but was Speen
detailed alone in the case, or did Speen
have assistance at hand in the background
—assistance enough, say, to have scared off
any move on the part of Booky Skarvan’s
and Baldy Vickers's gahg, of whom, cer-
tainly, he had seen nothing as yet?

A half-hour passed. Several saloons were
visited. Dave Henderson no longer cupped
his hand arcund his glass. Having had
nothing to start with, he could drink frank-
ly, and-a shaky hand could be trusted to
spill any overgenerous portions. They be-
came confidential. He confided to Speen
what Speen already knew—that he was
Dave Henderson, and just out from the
penitentiary.

Speen, stating that his name was Mona-
han, reciprocated with mendacious confi-
dences that implied he was puritanical in
neither his mode of life nor his means of
livelihood—and began to throw out hints
that he was not averse to a share in any
game that Dave Henderson might have on
hand.

Dave Hendefson got along very badly
now between the various oases that
quenched his raging thirst. He leaned
heavily on Speen, he stumbled frequently,
and, in stumbling, obtained equally fre-
quent views of both sides of the street
behind him.

No one seemed to be paying any at-
tention to his companion or himself, and
yet once or twice he had caught sight of
skulking figures that, momentarily at least,
had aroused his suspicions. But in this
neighborhood there were many skulking
figures. Again he could not be sure; but
the saloon in Capriano’s block was the
next one ahead now, and certainly nothing
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hag transpired that would seemsto necessi-
tate any change being made in his plans.

Speen, too, was feigning now a certain
degree of intoxication. They reached the
saloon, reeled through the door arm in arm,
and ranged up alongside the bar. Dave
Henderson’s eyes swept his surroundings,
critical of every detail. It was an unpleas-
ant and dirty place; and the few loungers,
some seated at little tables, some hanging
over the bar itself, were a hard and ugly-
looking lot. .

The clientele, however, interested Dave
Henderson very little—at the rear of the
room, and but a few yards from the end of
the bar, there was an open door, disclosing
a short passage beyond, that interested him
a great deal more! Beyond that passage
was undoubtedly the back yard, and beyond
that again was the lane.

He had no desire to harm Speen; none
whatever. But if any one of a dozen pre:
texts that he might make to-elude the man
fer the few moments that were necessary
to gain the yard unobserved did not shc-
ceed, and Speen persisted in following him
out there into the yard—well, so much the
worse for Speen, that was all!

He was arguing now with Speen, ‘each
claiming the right to pay for the drink—
but his mind was sifting through those
dozen pretexts for the most plausible one to
employ. He kept on arguing. Customers
slouched in and out of the place; some sat
down at the tables, some came to the bar.
One, a hulk of a man, unshaven, with bull-
breadth shoulders, with nose flattened over
on one side of his cheek, stepped up to the
bar beside Speen.

Speen’s back was turned, but the man
grinned hospitably at Dave Henderson over
Speen’s shoulder as he listened to the argu-
ment for a moment.

“ Put away your money, son, an’ have a
drink with me,” he invited.

Speen turned.

The grin on the battered face of the
newcomer faded instantly as he stared,
with apparently sudden recognitiom, into
Specn’s face; and a black, ugly scowl
spread over the already unhandsome fea-
tures.

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” he said hoarsely,
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and licked his lips. “ By God, you got a
nerve to come down here—you have! You
dirty pelice spy!”

Speen was evidently not easily stam-
peded. He eyed the other levelly.

“I guess you've got the wrong man,
haven’t you?” he said coolly enough.
“ My name’s Monahan, and T don’t know
you.”

“You lie!” snarled the other viciously.
“ Your name’s Speen! And you don’t know
me—don’t you?”

“No,” said Speen.

“You don’t, eh?” The man thrust his
face almost into Speen’s. “ You don’t re- *
member a year agc gettin’ me six months on
a fake plant, either, I suppose!”

“No,” said Speen.

“You don’t, eh?” snarled the man again.
“ A hell of a bad memory you've got, ain’t
you? Well, I'll fix it for you so’s you won’t
forget me so easy next time, and—"

It came quick, without warning—before
Dave Henderson could move. He saw a
great, grimy fist whip forward to the point
of Speen’s jaw, and he caught a tiny re-
flected gleam of light from an ugly brass
knuckle-duster on one of the fingers of the
clenched fist; and Speen’s knees seemed to
crumple up under him, and ke went down
in a heap to the floor.

Dave Henderson straightened up from
the bar, a hard, grim smile twisting across
his lips. It had been a brutal act. Speen
might be a policeman, and Speen, lying
there senseless, solved a certain little dif-
ficulty without further effort on his, Dave
Henderson’s, part; but the brutality of the
act had him in its grip.

There was a curious itching at his finger-
tips for a clutch that would maul this al-
ready battered bruiser’s face beyond recog-
nition. His eyes circled the room. The
men at the tables had risen to. their feet;
some were pushing forward, and one, he
saw over his shoulder, ran around the far
end of the bar and disappeared. Speen
lay inert, a huddled thing on the floor, a
crimson stream spilling its way down over
the man’s white collar.

The twisted smile on Dave Henderson’s
lips deepened. The bruiser was watching
him like a cat, and there was a leer on the
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other’s face that seemed to possess some
hidden significance. Well, perhaps he
would change that leer, with whatever its
significance might be, into something still
more unhappy!

He moved a few inches out from the bar.
He wanted room for arm-play now, and—
The street door opened. Four or five men
‘were crowding in. He caught a glimpse of
a face among them that he knew—a little,
wizen face, crowned with flaming red hair
—Runty Mott!

And then’ the lights went out.

Quick as a lightning flash Dave Hender-
son dropped to his hands and knees. There
was a grunt above him, as though from the
swing of a terrific blow that, meeting with
no resistance, had overreached itself in mid
air—then the forward lunge of a heavy
body, a snarl, an oath as the bruiser stum-
bled over Dave Henderson’s crouched form,
and then a crash as Dave Henderson grap-
pled, low down at the other’s knees, and the
man went to the floor.

But the other, for all his weight and bulk,
was lithe and agile, and his arms, flung out,
circled and locked around Dave Hender-
son’s neck.

The place was in pandemonium. Feet
scuffled; chairs and tables toppled over in
the darkness. Shouts, yells, and curses
made a din infernal. Dave Henderson
wrenched and tore at the arms around his
neck. He saw it all now—all. The police
had trailed him; Baldy Vickers’s gang had
trailed the police. The bruiser was one of
the gang. They had to get rid of the police,
in the person of Speen, to cover their own
trail again before they got him. And they,
too, had thought him drunk and an easy

rey.

V’:‘ith Speen unconscious from a quarrel
that even Speen, when he recovered, would
never connect with its real purpose, they
meant to kidnap him, Dave Henderson, and
get him away in the confusion without any
of the innocent bystanders in the place
knowing what was going on.

That was why the lights had gone off.
That man he had seen running around the
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they wouldr’t dare shoot—he had that ad-
vantage—dead, he wasn’t any good to them
—they wanted that—hundred thousand
dollars.

He was choking. TInstead of arms, steel
fingers had sunk into his throat. He lunged
out with all his strength. His fist met
something that, though it yielded slightly,
brought a brutal twinge of pain across his
knuckles. His fist shot out again, whipped
to its mark with everything that was in
him behind the blow; it was the bruiser’s
face he had hit. He hit it again, and, over
the mad-fury that was in him, he knew an
unholy joy as his blows crashed home. The
steel fingers around his throat relaxed and
fell away.

He staggered to his feet.” A voice from
somewhere close at hand spoke hoarsely:

“Scrag him, Mugsy! See that he’s
knocked cold before we carry him out!”

There was no answer from the floor.

Dave Henderson’s lips were no longer
twisted in a smile; they were thinned and
straight; he knew why there was no answer
from the floor. He crouched, gathering
himself for a spring. Dark, shadowy forms
were crowding in around him. There was
only one chance—the door now, the rear
door, and the lane!

Voices growled and cursed seemingly al-
most in his ears. They had him hemmed
against. the bar without knowing it, as they
clustered around the spot where they ex-
pected he was being strangled into uncon-
sciousness on the floor.

“ Mugsy, d’ye hear? Damn you, d’ye
hear? Why don’t you—"

Dave Henderson launched himself for-
ward. A wild yell went up. Hands
clutched at him, and tore at his clothing,
and struck at his face; forms flung them-
selves at his shoulders, and clung around
his legs. He shook them off, and gained a
few yards. He was fighting like a madman
now—and now the darkness was in his
favor.

They came on again in a blind rush. The
door could not be far away. He stumbled
over one of the small tables, recovered him-

upper end of the he r
now—the man had come in just behind the
bruiser—that accounted for the lights—

self, and, hing up the table, whirled it
by one of its legs in a sweep around his
head. There was a smash of impact that
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almost knocked the table from his grasp—
and, coincidentally, a scream of pain. It
cleared a space about him. He swung again,
whirling the table around and around his
head, gaining impetus—and suddenly sent
it catapulting from him full into the shad-
owy forms in front of him, and, turning,
made a dash for the end of the room.

He reached the wall and groped along it
for the door. The door! Where was it?
He felt the warm blood trickling down over
his face. He did not remember when that
had happened. He could not see—but they
would turn on the lights surely now in an
instant, if they were not fools; and he must
find the door first, or he was trapped. That
was his only chance—the place was a bed-
lam of hideous riot—curse the hlood, it
seemed to be running into his eyes now—
Runty Mott—if only he could settle—

His fingers touched and felt around the
jamb of the open door—and he surged,
panting, through the doorway. The short
passage ended in another door. He opened
this, found the yard in front of him,
dashed across it, and hurled himself over
the fence into the lane.

The uproar, the yells, the furious shouts
from behind him seeméd suddenly to in-
crease in volume. He ran the faster. They
had turned the lights on—and found him
gone! From somewhere in the .direction
of the street there came the shrill cheep-
cheep of a patrolman’s whistle. Yes, he
quite understood that, too—there would be
a riot call pulled in a minute, but that
made little difference to him. It was the
gangsters, who were now probably pouring
out of the saloon’s back door in pursuit of
him, with whom he had to reckon. But he
should be safe now—he was abreast of
Capriano’s house, which he could distin-
guish even in the darkness because the
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extension stuck out like some great, black,
looming shadow from the row of other
houses.

There was a gate here, somewhere, or a
door in the fence, undoubtedly; but he had
no time to hunt for gate or door, perhaps
only to find it locked. The fence was
quicker and easier. He swung himself up
and over—and, scarcely a yard away,
found himself confronted with what looked
like an enclosed porch or vestibule to the
Italian’s back door.

He was quick now, but equally silent in
his movements. I'rom the direction of the
saloon shouts reached him, the voices no
longer mufiled, but as though they were out
in the open—in the back yard of the saloon,
or perhaps by now in the lane itself.

He stepped inside the porch and knocked
softly on the deor; he knocked again and
again. It seemed as though the seconds
dragged themselves out into i bl
spaces of time. He swept the blood out of
his eyes once more, and, his ears strained
laneward, continued to knock insistently,
louder and louder.

A light footstep, hurried, sounded from
within. It halted on the other side of the
closed door.  He had a feeling that some-
how, even through that closed door, and
even in the darkness, he was under inspec-
tion. The next instant he was sure of it.
Above his head a small incandescent bulb
suddenly flooded the- porch with light, and
fell upon him as he stood there, a ghastly
object with bloody face and torn clothes.

From behind the closed door came a girl’s
startled gasp of dismay and alarm; from
up the lane now unmistakably came the
pounding of racing feet.

“Quick!” whispered Dave Henderson
hoarsely. “I'm from Tony Lomazzi.
For God’s sake, put out that light!”
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first, of course, I thought it was

Lerner
one of the maids. It was a wo-

IAZ
man’s voice, and Janeway, I knew

lived alone with his little daughter and a
couple of servants since his divorce. Alone,
that is, when he was not entertaining. He
entertained a good deal, riotously, and,
when the night was far spent and himself
in an exalted mood, sometimes waked
Camilla and brought her down to the table.
He was very proud of her, for she was a
beautiful child, robust and spirited, and
patterned closely after her father, so close-
ly, indeed, as to suggest disquieting future
possibilities to one who knew Richard
Janeway as intimately as did his family

physician.
He had unlimited custody of Camilla,
for he had divorced his wife, though she was

innocent, while his own irregular mode of
life was a matter of common knowledge.
Against Ruth Janeway there was, to my
mind, but one charge, one failure in stead-
fastness. Loving young Phillip Inches, she
had allowed herself, a poor girl with de-
pendent, invalid mother, to-be dazzled by
Janeway’s sumptuous wooing. A lover’s
quarrel, Phillip’s prolonged absence and
silence, a crisis in her home life, and, Ruth,
distrusting Janeway as she did even then,

consented to a hasty marriage. Two weeks!

after the wedding—Ruth forced Janeway
to return to town on discovering he was
even then continuing an intrigue with one
of his old flames at the fashionable resort
to which he had taken her—Inches re-

turned, in a passion of repentance, to claim
er.

Observing her scarlet and miserable in a
box with Janeway, who, flushed and spark-
ling, was carrying on a picturesque flirta-
tion—Janeway could = conduct the most
flagrant affair with a winning and debonair
boyishness that was charming in the ex-
treme—with the light singer of the moment,
Phillip rushed round and burst in upon
them between the acts. Ruth’s face lit up
at sight of him; she held out both hands,
like an eager child. For the moment, he
was the only person in the world; she had
utterly forgotten Janeway. ¥

Janeway, disturbed, looked from one to
the other, with smiling alertness. It seemed
as if, from that moment, he began to plan
his way out; he must have been weary of
his new bargain even then.

Her soft eyes on Phillip, Ruth shrank
and paled piteously, like a child that has,
heedlessly encugh, committed some terrible
crime, and who, with fluttering, beseeching
gestures, implores you not to cast her off
on that account. Ruth’s hands were
peculiarly eloquent — her whole graceful
person, indeed. This expressiveness was her
greatest charm, though her little face was
charming enough, with its clear, pearly
pallor, its level brows, its ash-blond hair
which made her small head look like a
full-blown primrose, her childish red mouth,
her cleft chin, and her long, rather deep-set
and shadowed eyes of an unusually warm
and living brown.
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It was evident that Phillip demanded that
she come home with him.

Ruth was seen to incline her head to-
ward Janeway, while her vivid eyes never
left the other man’s startled face. She made
her pitiful confession: “ My husband.”

Phillip bowed dumbly, strickenly. Jane-
way glanced from one to the other, and
laughed, as if amused by the antics of a
couple of children. Then, nonchalantly, he
turned away.

For an interminable moment, Ruth and
Inches looked at each other, as if it were
the last opportunity of a lifetime. Then,
wheeling, the young man stumbled out of
the box. Ruth sat motionless, hung with
her ropes of pearls, staring blindly at the
curtains which had fallen behind him.

Within the year, Camilla, was born.

For a time, so great was their devotion
to the child—Janeway in particular was
actually ravished by the small being that
clung so strongly to his Lig fist, roared so
manfully at his departures, and twinkled
back at him with her own bright blue eye
—things went better with them. Janeway
was more considerate of his wife, did not
insult the dignity of her position with such
open infidelities. e had always been kind
enough, as men of his sort so often are,
and breezily good-natured. Aiter all, he
owed her Camilla. I think Ruth was al-
most happy at this interval. Inches had
disappeared completely, her invalid mother
had died; but she had her baby.

When Camilla was four, a particularly
insolent lady of Janeway’s came to the
house and made a scene. Even his mother,
heretofore bitter against the young wife for
presuming to assume censorship of her hus-
band’s peccadillos, was heard to remark in
her ringing, quarter-deck voice that this
was letting things go a bit far, even for a
Janeway. Just then Phillip Inches, rather
gaunt in the face and gray -about the
temples, came home. Ruth lost her head.
She went to see him, alone.

Of course the two young things meant
to do everything aboveboard. - They felt,
under the circumstances, they had the
right. Ruth’s suit for divorce would sure-

- ly be uncontested— Janeway, aside from his
one failing, would be sure to play fair—
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the child would be removed from her
father’s influence, and the three of them
would live decent, secure, frugal lives.
Ruth would not touch a penny of the Jane-
way money, even for Camilla.

But Janeway surprised them. He did
not play fair. Stand another man’s making
love to Ruth he would not, and besides he
was tired of her reproaches. She had even
set her mother after him now—his mother
who had always been so loyal, so tolerant,
so sensible. If he did not look sharp, she
would be taking the child away from him,
and bringing her up in her own canting;
bloodless likeness. And that, he thought
with a chuckle, wouldn’t ‘be at all to Ca-
milla’s taste. 2

So he put detectives after Ruth, brought
sudden suit during an ill-advised absence
of Phillip’s, and took the child away from
her. He had the smartest, most unscrup-
ulous lawyers in the country, and Ruth
Janeway was divorced for infidelity.

She sent a wild message to Inches, but
his work had taken him out of reach of
telegrams. When he returned, Ruth, pen-
niless, discredited, alone, had resumed her
old position with a firm of patent attorneys.
Hurrying to Ruth’s office, Phillip, as he re-
entered the elevator at the third floor after
having stepped out to allow some ladies to
alight, caught, in some fatal fashion, his
long ulster in the sliding door. So he
never had a chance to stand by'Ruth, after
all; never had a chance, if his own slender
means would have permitted, to attempt to
reopen her case.

Ruth’s last hope died with him. At
twenty-six, her beauty dimmed, her spirit
broken, her child fated to be cut off from
her by alien luxury and still more aliea
moral codes, she was lost to sight among
a cityful of office drudges. She still kept
alive, however, a certain integrity of bal-
ance and sanity, where many another wo-
man, not overrugged, would have fallen
into nervous crises of morbid despair. She
went to see Camilla as often as the child
visited at her grandmother’s, denying her-
sell many a necessity to buy for the im-
perious little girl modest luxuries which
paled into miserly insignificance beside the
lavishness of her every-day surroundings.
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For a child is an undiscriinating little
monster and loves a full cupboard, a rich
and generous provider. It was one of Ruth’s
sharpest sorrows to be obliged thus to make
a bid; as it were, an inadequate though
desperate bid, for her child’s favor, Im-
possible to compete with Janeway, who,
aside from his money, had many a potent
personal charm for a lively child. Most
tragic of all was the certainty that Jane-
way, released from the restraint of her
presence, now brought his intrigues into
the house that sheltered his little daugh-
ter.

Less than two years after Ruth’s dis-
missal—I could not help thinking of her
as resembling a forlorn and friendless little
maid whose master, unable to bend her to
his will, has dismissed “ without a charac-
ter 7 from his employ—it was announced
that Richard Janeway was to remarry.
The woman was the same unscrupulous
creature who had shamelessly intruded up-
on the honeymoon of an innocent girl, the
very last person in the world to whom one
would will'agly entrust a child. Reversing
the Bible story, what true mother would
not have had the judge’s sword cleave her
child in twain rather than hand her over
to such a foster-parent?

I was much upset and even 'considered
appealing to Mrs. Janeway. I longed to
offer Ruth some assurance, but she was
calm and cold, and very pale; she would
not let me speak about the approaching
marriage. She showed no trace of an un-
bearable anxiety, however, so I was forced
to decide she had some inner spring of
security.  Perhaps, after all, Janeway
would wish to disembarrass himself of
Camilla. Perhaps his mother would take
charge of her, make some arrangements
more humanely considerate of the mother.

Something of all this ran through my
mind when I received that mysterious tele-
phone message one night less than a week
before the date set for the Janeway-Gray-
don wedding. It was early in the evening,
not eight o’clock. I had just come in, cold
and covered with snow, and it was with
some impatience that I answered the call,
fearing another summons.

It was a woman’s voice, as I have said,
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soft and very quick. After the speaker
had given her message and, summarily,
rung off, I marveled that I had caught
every word so readily; for she had spoken
at lightning speed, and the storm made
transmission difficult.

“Dr. Hillyer?” she had questioned.

“Yes,” was my reply.

“ Come at once to Richard Janeway’s,”
she resumed. “ At once. He has been bad-
ly hurt. Bring whatever is necessary. You
will find the front door open.”

Though I demanded the name of the
speaker and the nature of the injury, and
called out, “Hello!” again and again,
there was no further reply. I could have
sworn, however, that the young woman—
there was that about the timbre of her
voice, faintly as I heard it, that convinced
me that she was young—had not hung
up her receiver. I even had an indefinite
mental picture of Camilla’s nurse before
me as I dressed again for the street—the
Janeway house was around the cormer—
and looked up my emergency bag, because
I remembered her as not only young but
refined and attractive. She was the only
member of the household who could have
spoken the message.

I am peculiarly responsive to and re-
tentive of voices, tunes, faces, odors. After
two decades, and oh the othér side of the
world, a passing fragrance, a snatch of song,
the tone of a laugh will take me back
questing, questing. And I am never satis-
fied till I have recalled and identified the
previous experience. Now, however, pre-
occupied as I was and knowing that I had
heard the young nurse speak on several
occasions, the very vague suggestion of
familiarity in the faint and hurried tones of
the unnamed speaker did not lead me for
the moment any further afield.

In less than ten minutes, I was at
Richard Janeway’s steps, for we both lived
in the same big city block of narrow-
fronted, four-storied brick and brownstone
houses, ideal of an earlier generation. When
I turned the corner, I recall, there were a
number of automobiles swishing along at
a good rate in the thick, swirling snow
which melted into slush as it fell, for it
was the opera season, and close upon the
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hour. There was no pedestrian in sight in
the long street. People did not go out
afoot much in that district, in the evening,
particularly.

The steps of Richard Janeway’s house
showed a double track of small footprints,
already blurred in a thin layer of wet snow,
one coming out, I decided, the other re-
turning. My mysterious message-bearer, no
doubt, running out to a neighbor’s for help,
or, perhaps, to the druggist’s two streets
below. I ran quickly up the broad steps.

Both doors were partly open, as if the
wind had pushed them in; and this fact,
together with the wet snow that had blown
into the vestibule, conveyed a momentary
impression of desolation and neglect, though
the wide, dim hall with its sumptuous
Turkish rugs, Jacobean chest, and gold-
framed mirrors was as magnificently im-
posing as ever.

I rang and stood for a second stamping
my feet, expecting momentarily to see some
one issue from the softly lighted library
at the back of the hall—Richard Janeway’s
stronghold. The mere fact that he was at
home and the big black-oak desk-chair un-
tenanted—I could see the chair from where
T stood, together with a bit of color from
the open fire—argued unusual things. T
could also see a corner of the massive,
highly polished table-desk. On that corner
stood the telephone from which I had just
been summoned so peremptorily.

No one moved or spoke.

1 pushed in impatiently, looked about me,
and listened. The house was breathlessly
silent, and, as it seemed to me, expectant.

Closing the inner door behind me, -T
threw my ulster and hat on the carved
chest and kicked off my arctics. Then,
catching up my bag again, I strode con-
fidently down the long hall and entered
the inviting, cozy-looking library.

Here, too, silence and emptiness; though
everything was disposed as if several per-
sons had but just-quitted the warm fireside
—paper and an inky pen laid out, the
Evening Transcript scattered on desk and
floor, a couple of chairs at a careless angle.
As I stood there, puzzled, undecided, the
aroma of a fine cigarette touched my nos-
trils. An Argyrolopos, half-smoked, still
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sent up a thin spiral of smoke from a
bronze receptacle on the table. I knew
those monogrammed cigarettes of Richard
Janeway’s. The cork tip was still sodden
from the imprint of his lips.

My eye fell again on the telephone. The
receiver was lying on the blotter, at the
full length of its short green cord. I had
been correct, then; my informant had not
waited to hang up.. Mechanically, I picked
up the instrument and readjusted it. The
act seemed in some fashion to reassure me,
by putting me, as it were, in touch with
the rest of the world.

The telephone bell whirred violently.

I had already turned away, toward the
servant’s bell-cord hanging against the
paneled wall, but I leaped back to the tele-
phone. Perhaps my mysterious summoner,
obliged to leave the house for the r:oment,
might now call up to give me further in-
structions. Perhaps she had been calling
for some time.

1 caught up the receiver and called out
eagerly, loudly: ello!”

A hearty woman’s voice responded im-
mediately. “ Richard? Who've you been
talking to the last quarter of an hour, more
or less? T've been asking and asking, and
all T couldeget was: * The line is busy!'—
Listen, Richard!” The speaker checked
her flood of words.

Recognizing the voice, I spoke out with
assurance: “ Mrs. Janeway?”

There was a dumb sort of pause, as if the
speaker were surprised and puzzled. Then
the full, throaty voice came again; I could
actually see the frown of impatience on
Richard’s mother’s broad, rosy face.

“Ts this Richard Janeway’s house?” she
demanded.

“T6is.”

“Who are you?”

“Your good friend, Caspar Hillyer.”

“Oh! Dr. Hillyer! 1Is Richard ill?”
Alarm and passionate devotion spoke in
every accent.

1 have reason to think he is, Mrs. Jane-
way.”

“ What do you mean?” she cried.

“T've just received an emergency call
to his house and—TI find no one here to
receive me.”
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She drew a long, gasping breath. “ Rich-
ard called you?”

“No. One of the maids, T imagine.
But—" }
“A woman’s voice. How long ago?”
One would have said the attorney for the
prosecution.

I consulted my watch. ‘ Eighteen min-

utes—twenty, perhaps.”

“ The maids have all been out since half-

past seven. No one was in the house but

Richard and Camilla.”

“It wasn’t Camilla.”

“Tsn’t she there?”

. “Not down-stairs, at any rate. It must
be after her bedtime.”

“1I don’t understand it. You haven't

—seen Richard?” * Seen” was the word

she used, but I understood that she meant

“found.” She was ever an indomitable

woman. Besides, the mother of a man

like Richard Janeway, be she ever so tol-

erant, must feel, from the day he attains

maturity, that there are many things that

may happen to him—sins that may find

him out. She must be, in some sense,

prepared.

I replied as reassuringly as I could.

“T've not yet had a chance to look. He’s

not in the library, though he’s evidently

been here within the half hour.”

“ You’ve not been up-stairs—to his bed-

room?”

“ 1 was justabout to go. Are you alone,

Mrs. Janeway?”

“I am not alone.

over.”

1 hesitated a moment.

I ask—"

She replied instantly.

Ruth Janeway.”

Ruth Janeway!

But T will be right
“1 wonder—may

“Ruth is here.

i

TaE moment I heard Ruth’s name, the
voice of the mysterious message-bearer
rang again in my ears. “ Come at once to
Richard Janeway’s. At once.” That teas-
ing suggestion of familiarity! My ears
drummed and my steady hand trembled.
“ What - horrible hallucination was this?”
I asked myself impatiently. To hear a
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word or two over the telephone, lightning-
swift, muffled by the storm, and then im-
agine— Fortunately, I was not called
upon to speak at once, for, confused and
horror-stricken, I don’t know what T should
have managed to say. I fought to thrust
the mad idea from me, but it persisted.

Muted by madam’s prudent hand over
the transmitter, the sound of excited voices
came to me faintly. There was a passion-
ate, pleading voice, and an arbitrarily re-
fusing one—madam’s. The pleading voice
gathered strength and insistence; it seemed
to beat down madam’s voice, for all its
peremptory’ refusal.

Suddenly madam resumed speech with
me. The whole argument, with its crowd-
ing words, had consumed only a few min-
utes.

" Ruth insists on coming with me,” she
declared. “ Insist ” was a new word as be-
tween Ruth and her former mother-in-law.
“I have sent her to order the car; you
can’t expect an old woman to go afoot a
night like this, even this short distance.
So I can speak freely. She seems terribly
alarmed lest Camilla wake and come down-
stairs. Just from my conversation with
you she’s managed to hit upon the whole
story. She’s convinced something terrible
has happened.”

I was torn by warring impulses: desire
to see Ruth; hope that the sight of her
would forever reassure me; fear that,
guilty, she might say or do something to
draw upon her the terrible suspicion of her
mother-in-law; eagerness to stand between
them; calculation that her mere presence
here, ynder Mrs. Janeway's wing, as it
were, might appear proof positive that she
was innocent; knowledge that, if she were
innocent, and placed exactly as she was
now, the thought of her child would be
paramount. My mind rushed wildly hither
and yon, foreseeing complications, warding
off dangers, piecing together, tearing apart.
In the space of a few seconds, the whole
drama had played itself out for me to a
dozen anguished conelusions.

I spoke stumblingly. ¢ How is Ruth?
Do you see her often?”

“ Seldom. She seems about as usual—
pale, calm, cold. These cold women. You
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can never tell what they are thinking of!”
The ejaculation was an accusation for Ruth,
an extenuation for Janeway. “ She came
to try to get me to interfere with Richard’s
marriage, or, at least, with his guardian-
ship of Camilla. Fancy! As if the child
wasn’t as devoted to him as he is to her!”

“You refused?”

“She wouldn’t let me refuse. I had to
consent to call Richard and make. sug-
gestions. No use to tell her the line was
busy. I don’t think she quite believed
me. She kept me calling till T was hoarse.
Here she is, now, with my wraps. We'll
be right over. Will you let us in?”

I was about to reply, in the words of
my mysterious informant: “ You will find
the front door open.” But I changed my
mind. I had a fancy to make my search
alone.

“ Ring,” I directed her. 1 will answer.
If T do not come at once, wait. I may be
up-stairs.” If they arrived too soon, I
could keep them waiting a little.

Though madam spoke again, I hung up
resotutely. In another minute, crushing
down the confusedly whirling surmises that
filled my brain, I had made a rapid circuit
of the big rooms on the first floor, turning
on the lights as I went. Everywhere, the
richness and perfect order of opulent, weil-
ordered bachelor quarters, that ready-made,
impersonal sort of order which bespeaks a
house without a mistress. Everywhere, si-
lence, too, and emptiness. No sign of any
one, sick or well.

Thoroughly at home with the plan of the
house, I swung to the stairs, snapping the
electric button at the foot, to light the
upper hall. The shaded light poured down
the beautiful winding staircase—one of
those white colonial masterpieces that
curve a complete semicircle in a compara-
tively narrow space. My hand on the
gleaming mahogany rail, I stamped up the
sharply rising treads, with their thick,
sound-stifling carpet.

Just opposite the landing, the door of
Richard Janeway’s spacious bedroom stood
open. The broad four-poster stretched its
smooth white coverlet in the light which
the street arcs poured in the long front
windows.

T pressed the electric buttons and looked
about. Absolute order and emptiness as
before. His bath-room? 1 crossed the
room quickly. Nothing there.

I stood a moment frowning. Could I,
after all, have been mistaken? No, the
call was real enough; the telephone rec-
ords, T was sure, would bear me out
there. Besides, there was the front door
staring wide; the library with its fire and
light and signs of recent occupancy in the
apparently empty house; the telephone re-
ceiver sprawling upon the tiny blotter.
Some woman had been here, some wo-
man, perhaps out of a long past; had *
wrought her will, her vengeance, possibly;
had hurriedly summoned aid with a wo-
man’s illogical regret, and left in frantic
haste.

1 now faced the head of the bed. What
was wrong about it? The pillows had been
removed. The embroidered shams lay
crumpled on the counterpane against the
headboard. 5

This first sign—a significant one in so
well-ordered an establishment—stirred me
inexplicably. ~ Those scalloped, mono-
grammed squares of fine linen, in them-
selves so unimportant, so superfluous—
My hand shook a little when I picked up
one of them. There was a tiny stain,
still reddish, on one corner.

At sight of that red mark, my seli-pos-
session returned completely. I was on my
own ground at last and knew with what
I had to deal. An injured man—a wounded
man—

Hurriedly, T ransacked the deep closet,
squatted down to look under the bed, pulled
aside the heavy hangings, until T had satis-
fied myself that there was no one—alive or
dead—in the room. On the bureau, I
noted a charming picture of Ruth and Ca-
milla; on the mantel, a flamboyant photo-
graph of the future mistress of the house.

The other bedrooms on this floor? 1T
knew they were, as a usual thing, unten-
anted, and, before examining them, I meant
to visit Camilla’s nursery on the third floor.
I crossed quickly to the hall door by which
I had entered, my eager eyes outstripping
my feet and straining ahead toward the
upper stairway.
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From the very) doorway, dangling about
two steps from the bottom, a man’s foot
was visible, silk-stockinged, shod in a fine,
dull-finished black pump.

I advanced without pause or tremor, my
eyes on the broad, high-arched foot, the
well-turned, muscular ankle. No need to
ask whose ankle it was.

As I reached the stair'and began to climb,
the leg, sturdy, of good length, clad in
expensive broadcloth, came iato view round
the opening curve of the stairway. Then
another leg, carelessly fol;ied under. Then,
as my vista extended, the torso, deep-
chested, broad-shouldered, with its plastron
of conventional white. Finally, half-way
up, propped by white pillows which showed
a still widening stain, the handsome head of
Richard Janeway. On his face, unmarked
by the dark stream that soaked one side of
his heavy, fair hair, an expression of sur-
passing astonishment. The eyes were wide-
open, fixed.

A glance, a touch told me he had been
dead nearly half an hour. His own pet
revolver lay several steps above his head,
beyond his reach. I picked it up carefully,
for I am no friend of loaded firearms, and
ascertained that one chamber was empty.
Without a moment’s hesitation, I -replaced
it, with studied carelessness, close to his
right hand.

Scarcely had I done so, when I heard the
front-door bell ring out its peremptory sum-
mons. Madam’s hand on the button, I was
convinced.

Instead of answering at once, I ran on
up the stairs, lighted the third floor hall-
way, pushed back the heavy door that cut
the hall in two, and so to the secluded back
room, the wide, sunny nursery, dedicated to
little Camilla Janeway. I did not hesitate
to push in the door gently, for I knew the
little girl was a sound, hearty sleeper—she
had not evidently, wakened to the shot on
the stairs below. As to the neighbors, in
this vicinity, and on this main traveled
thoroughfare, with the incessant passage of

his and i bl ts, a
muffled explosion more or less was of small
moment. If no outcry followed, no investi-
gation would be made.

The shaded night-light disclosed a small
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figure curled up with kittenlike coziness
against the searching air from the wide-
open, hygienically curtainless window. The
down puff rose and fell with the child’s
regular breathing. Even as I looked, she
stirred a bit and murmured.

Reassured, I drew back quickly and
closed the door. If she must be wakened,
she should see first the face of her nurse
or grandmother. With her mother’s face,
alas! she was not so intimately familiar.

Cutting down, as quickly as I could, by
the back stairs, I floundered a minute in
some dim region on the first floor, then
made my way into the still lighted and ex-
pectant library, and so, almost breaking
into a trot, to the front door; for madam’s
ring had been several times repeated, and
I could hear her voice raised excitedly.

The two women stood in the wind-swept
vestibule, the elder luxuriously smothered in
furs, the younger appearing by contrast
doubly slim and fragile in her inadequate-
looking cheap suit. Mrs. Janeway was
stricken but indomitable. About Ruth, in
spite of—or rather\under—the pretty ex-
pression of anxiety she wore, there was a
strange hint of appeasement—consumma-
tion. She made me think fleetingly of a
child who wrinkles up his smooth brow out
of deference to your grown-up trouble, but
is conscious of the illimitable joys of child-
hood all the same. She seemed to be fight-
ing down a vague, delicious smile. She
looked younger, too, than I had ever seen
her look, and lovelier. She was like a pearl
of price beside a flawed and gaudy jewel.
Her brown eyes met mine searching stead-
ily; her oval cheek was softly flushed as
with joyous impatience and anticipation.
Appalled at her aspect, T stared speechless-
ly, till, from her mangy-looking muff, she
offered me a small, ungloved hand, cold as
ice.

“Come into the library,” I managed, at
length.

I placed chairs with a dismal sort of
ceremony. Ruth’s eyes, I could not but
notice, ran around the room alertly, while
Mrs. Janeway, loosening her magnificent
fur wrap, seated herself with steely calm,
never once releasing me from her piercing
scrutiny.
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“ We are too late to do anyt.hmg, Taee;”
she said at last, evenly.

1 nodded.

“Oh!” cried Ruth, her eyes widening
incredulously; her bright color fading. “ 47e
you sure?”

“ Absolutely.”

Ruth leaned forward breathlessly, search-
ing my face. Her expression of bright
security fell from her like a mask. Her
mouth rounded into another horrified and
wordless “ Oh,” and she looked like one
drowning. After a moment, she began to
tremble violently.

1 tried to watch her without seeming to,
for I was afraid she would faint, thankful,
meanwhile, that she was not in madam’s
direct line of vision. I endeavored to ap-
pear to offer all my attention to Richard’s
mother, who, grimly upright, stared at me
challengingly.

“It’s all over with Richard, then?” she
demanded, sharply.

“ All over, Mrs. Janeway. We must de-
cide what we are to do—whether there is
any more—seemly explanation we can
frame, for Camilla’s sake.”

Richard Janeway’s mother dropped her
eyes and nodded her head quietly, several
times. I could see a tear glistening at the
corner of her eyelid-

Suddenly Ruth faltered into speech again.

“ Camilla?” she whispered.

I tried to smile at her reassuringly.

“ Camilla is safely asleep in her bed,” I
replied.

At once, I turned again to Mrs. Jane-
‘way, trying to hold her attention.

“Tell me about it,” she said, softly.

“Richard was shot in the head, Mrs.
Janeway. Death must have been almost
instantaneous. He could scarcely have suf-
fered. There was a revolver beside him.
The one he used to keep here, in his desk.”

Mrs. Janeway started, then, and stared,
incredulously. “ His own revolver? Open
that upper right-hand drawer.”

I obeyed. The drawer was empty. She
could see it was empty from where she sat.

“He always kept it there,” she said.
“ And it was always loaded, though I never
knew him to use it.” Then, after a long
breath: ‘ Can we make it appear that the
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house was broken into? I dread an investi-
gation.” She put up her clenched hand to
her cheek. They dig up such horrible
things—everything a'man ever did or said
or thought, even.”

“ Possibly,” I returned. “ He might be
supposed to have been giving chase to an
intruder. The position of his body would
bear out that theory. The empty house,
too, the open door—”

“You found him—”

“ Half way up the second stairway.”

. “On the stairway!” A shudder passed
over her erect figure. For the second time
that night, she murmured: “ I don’t under-
stand it.” Then; briskly: “ What time is
it, Caspar?”

I told her. -

“ We have half an hour before the maids
return. We must make up our minds as
to what has happened, and decide what we
are to do.”

I stole a glance at Ruth. She had her-
self well in hand by this time, and looked
as if, having weathered a terrible moment

“of readjustment, she had achieved a shining

sort of self-vindication. It was clear to me
that, whatever had transpired, she had not,
with malice aforethought, been the cause
of Richard Janeway’s death. Would that
fact save her, however, from.a whole volume
of horrors?

1.

MeanwiLE madam went on with busi-
nesslike directness, narrowing her frost~
blue eyes. “As to this mysterious in=
formant, now. Would you recognize her
voice if you heard it again, Caspar?”

“I—I— She said so little, and spoke
so rapidly—" I shrugged my shoulders,
helplessly.

Madam’s eyes sought another of those
flamboyant photographs on the desk. “ Do
you know Lucia’s veice?” she brought out,
sharply.

“Oh, yes.”

“Did it— Was it—"

I checked the denial that sprang to my
lips. “I really haven't a thing to go on,”
Mus. Janeway. It might have been your-
self for all T know. The connection was
very poor.”
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“ Well, T can’t imagine any motive for
that. Lucia was only too well pleased with
Richard, and he’d been behaving beautiful-
ly. She was really the one woman for him.
I've always said so. And she was very
fond of Camilla.”

While madam was agitating this question
of voices, I thought I marked a passing
tremor of Ruth’s left hand in its discolored
and crumpled tan glove, as it lay along
the arm of her big chair. Her right hand,
bare, I remembered, when she came in, was
buried now in her moth-eaten brown mufi.
‘When madam dropped the topic, she put up
the little bare hand, roughened and red-
dened from the cold, opened her thin,
skimpy coat, and turned it back to show
a soft, white blouse, a gdrment distinctly
unsuited to the season. Above it her
slim neck rose, white and fresh as a child’s.
Poor girl I thought. She must have lost
the mate to that rain-stiffened, mended
glove. Even such a loss was of sinister
importance to her slender exchequer.
must send her a fresh pair on some pre-
tended anniversary. .

Madam continued, still mistress of the
situation. “ Suicide is out of the question.
Absolutely. Richard loved life.”

“1 nodded, half my faculties attending as
closely as possible to her suggestions, the
other half straining ahead, striving to cap-
ture some safe, plausible, and diverting ex-
planation of my own. My invention seemed
barren, however.

 Besides, there was the woman.”
Madam’s face lighted suddenly. * Suppose
we think of Richard as pursuing some one,
armed. Some one—" The grim old mouth
tightened. “ Some woman who wished to
strike at Richard through Camilla; they
were on the second flight, you see. There
are several women who might wish to do
that, I must admit. Richard, perhaps,
caught her on the stairs, intending solely
to threaten. She clutched his revolver in-
sanely, as women will. In the struggle—"
She threw out both hands with a gesture
of finality. “ Then, the damage irrevo-
cably done, she weakened, and called for
help.” She leaned toward me urgently.
“ She knew you, too, Caspar.”

“ My name and number are on the first
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page of Richard’s emergency desk-list,” I
put in, hastily.

Was madam building better than she
knew? In my mind’s eye, I could see
Ruth seeking an interview with her former
husband; could see her making her forlorn
and desperate plea in Camilla’s behalf, and
his contemptuous and laughingly cynical re-
fusal. Could she have made a mad attempt
to seize the child? But where, alas! could
have fled with Richard Janeway’s daughter,
a penniless little stray like Ruth? She was
too clear-headed, too well aware of her
utter helplessness to have made any such
senseless move.

Besides, Richard Janeway would never
have pursued a woman with a revolver in
his hand. He had no need of weapons.
Ruth’s fragile strength against his formi-
dable- figure— The revolver must have
been in the intruder’s hand—in Ruth’s
hand. She knew its hiding place. But why
the flight toward the third story—and the
sleeping Camilla?

All at once the old Bible tale recurred
to me: Solomon deciding between the two
women who claimed the same child, and
offering to cleave it in twain, that they
might have each a share, and be satisfied.
“ Give her the living child, my lord,” the
true mother answered. “ And in nowise slay
it.” This modern mother, impotent to
decide the future of her child, would she
passively acquiesce: “ Give it to ker, my
lord”—to that other woman! Or would
she, driven beyond endurance, take the
sword in her own hand?

Meanwhile, like an advocate, the stern
old woman went on. * Some one who knew
Camilla’s whereabouts, who knew the ser-
vants were to be away. Just what time
did you say you had the telephone mes-
sage, Caspar?”

“Quarter to eight—thirteen, possibly
twelves minutes before the hour. I did not
look at my watch, but I know that when
I came in—"

“A quarter to eight.” Mrs. Janeway
turned a vague glance in Ruth’s direction.
“And you were ringing my bell at the
hour, Ruth. And it was all over with
Richard then. T remember because—"

She stopped short, and her sweeping
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glance returned to Ruth, as if seeing her for
the first time, though still, because of her
insignificance in the present crisis, a little
out of focus. For just an instant, I could
see she casually considered Ruth. Ruth
met the passing, merciless scrutiny with
her wide-eyed gaze. I wished passionately
she would not look quite so serene, so al-
most joyous, as if she had met adequately
the big issue of her life. Madam might well
take fire at her serenity.

“ Perhaps it’s just as well you were with
me at that juncture, young lady,” she re-
marked dryly, looking away again, with a
slight shrug. ‘It may save lots of awkward
suspicions.” Yet, if any one had hinted
that Ruth could have constituted a danger
for her son, she would have laughed, de-
risively. % :

“Now as to the operator’s continued
statement that the line was busy, Caspar.
How do you explain that? Could any one
have been here and telephoning at the very
moment you approached the steps?”

Unreasoningly, I yielded to her insistence.
“I can explain that, Mrs. Janeway. The
line was not busy. When I entered this
room, the receiver was lying on the desk.”
1 was not half way through this admission
before I questioned its wisdom. But it
was too late to stop.

“Ah! The woman dropped it in her
haste to get away,” was madam’s comment.
“Lost her nerve, I suppose.” Her eyes
returned to Ruth speculatively. ¢ A quarter
to eight. They will say you had time to get
to my house after all, my dear,” she re-
marked, tantalizingly, though, I could see,
definite suspicion was still far from her
thoughts. %

Perhaps she took this tune to hearten
herself, for it always put her in a glow to
make people squirm and shake; she could
never keep her maids for this reason. Or
perhaps Ruth’s serenity had at last in-
furiated her. But Ruth Janeway neither
shook nor squirmed. She just smiled back
at madam with a queer, bright sort of ex-
pectation, for all the world like a lively child
who waits for a plodding elder to make his
final guess in a stirring game. I would have
given everything I possessed for ten minutes
alone with her, but, with my attention
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divided as it was, I could not, for the life
of me, devise a pretext for breaking the
circle about the fire.

That fire, I now perceived, had fallen
low, and I started forward at madam’s
command: ‘ Stir up that fire, Caspar. I
hate a slow fire.”

But before I could rise, Ruth, who was
nearest the grate, slipped forward to one
knee and grasped the heavy tongs capably
in her little hand. “ Let me,”-she offered,
Then she threw on a fresh log.

1v.
Mapam’s attention suddenly swerved.

“ Still bare-handed, Ruth. You didn’t find
that glove you thought you dropped at my

house? " It’s my belief you lost it before
you got there. Your hand was icy when
I touched it.”

“ Perhaps you are right,” Ruth replied,
evenly, from' the hearth. The flaring fire-
light lit up her bright brown eyes, the soft
waves of fair hair about her low forehead.

Suddenly I recalled Ruth’s anxious
glances on entering the room. Had she
been looking for that glove? Could she
have dropped it here? 1 looked about
hastily — the floor, the chairs, the desk.
My eye lingered on the blotter. It was
uneven, and showed a hump at one end.
I stared at it, fascinated. I could not take
my eyes away from it, nor could I for the
moment devise any pretext for removing
madam from the room. 2

And presently she rose, ponderously,
lorgnon in hand, like a lance at rest. “I
want a look about,” she announced. “ They

| say a criminal always leaves some trace.

Oh, invariably. Of course, there’ll be fin-
ger-prints. The “police, if the thing goes
that far, will see to those.” Relentlessly,
she bore down upon the desk. She tapped
the mouthpiece of the telephone with her
gold-handled eye-glass.  “ Your finger-
marks will appear on this, Caspar, in bad
company. But I wonder if we can’t find
something else — something that would
speak to us.” She tugged at the edges of
the broad, bronze-bound blotter, frowning.
For the moment, I could scarcely breathe.
“ This affair is crooked—and lumpy. Rich-
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ard wouldn’t have stood it so; he was ex-
tremely exact. There’s something limp and
sticky under this corner. Oh, it’s scratch-
ing the table—Richard’s favorite table.”
There was a shrill squeak as of metal on
wood.

Hastily removing the pressure of her
hands, she lifted the edge of the green
blotter. Underneath, flattened out like an
open hand, lay a tiny, much defaced and
discolored tan glove, still soggy with wet,
crumpled, threadbare, palm down on the
costly table. Its metallic clasps had cut a
zigzag scratch into the polished surface.

We all three caught sight of the ‘glove
at the same instant. We stared at it in
silence. Madam even put up her lorgnon
to make sure. There could be no possible
question as to its ownership—as to how and
when it had come there.

In a storm of rage, Richard Janeway’s
loyal mother wheeled upon his discredited
young wife. “ Vou!” she cried, purple,
inarticulate with rage. “ You—you!”

Ruth Janeway stepped forward quickly
and, before the older woman could inter-
fere, picked up-the glove. Then, bending
over it rosily, she smoothed out the pathetic
bit of dogskin and drew it over her chapped
hand.

Madam gasped. “ You—you admit the
glove’s yours?” she cried. “ You've been
in this house before, to-night?”

“Yes, it's my glove. I must buy a new
pair the end of the week, when I get
paid. Just now these are all 1 have. I
hope you won’t mind. If you want it, T
promise to produce it.”

I advanced and held out my hands pro-
testingly. “ Ruth!”

She gave me both hands and smiled.
“No, doctor. It’s better to tell what T
know. I can see now it’s the only way.
Then you can decide what to do. Per-
haps it’s not as bad as you think.”

Like a fury Mrs. Janeway sprang to-
ward the girl and clutched her savagely
by the shoulder. * You killed Richard?
You came here to kill him? You knew
he was alone in the house?”

Ruth, raising steady eyes, shook her
head vigorously. I knew nothing about
who was in the house. I came here to
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beg him to give me some assurance about
Camilla—to leave her with you, not to put
her into. that woman’s hands: Somehow
1 felt sure I could make him listen to me
this time, though he never had before.”
She broke off and wrung her hands. “ And
when he wouldn’t listen—why it was more
than T could bear.”

Madam spoke up in arrogant defense of

her son. “As if he was capable of harm-
ing his own child! Camilla was the light
of his eyes.”

Ruth seemed to tower inches above her
taller opponent. Her small body was tense,
her eyes blazing. “ You wouldn’t call it
harming her, perhaps!” she cried. “All
youwd ask was that she’d be good-looking,
and a success. You wouldn’t care a pin
what she did or was!”

Mrs. Janeway drew back a bit. “I
shouldn’t make a point of teaching her
psalm tunes, I grant you,” she remarked,
ironically. “ We are not a psalm-singing
family. Camilla herself-—"

Ruth actually silenced her mother-in-law
with an imperious gesture. “ Oh, I know
all about Camilla. She is like Richard.
She would grow up just exactly like him,
under his care. But she is my child. I
am responsible for her, even if your courts
did give her to Richard. Do you think
it would be right for me to stand by,
knowing what I know—TI tell you I couldn’t
do it! It would be criminal. If you were
like any other mother, you would under-
stand.” She threw out both her eloquent
little hands violently. * Richard used to
bring her in to his dinner parties, and give
her sips of things to drink, and have her
stand on a chair and sing. You know he
did. And she liked it. It was just exactly
what she liked!”

“The idea!” shrugged madam, con-
temptuously.  Making such a fuss over a
little fun like that! And Camilla such a
baby!” Her crest was perceptibly lower
just the same.

“She was not such a baby!” Ruth’s
voice rose, ringingly. “ Can’t you remem-

ber when Richard was eight or nine, and
had no father to control him, and his mother
didn’t want to control him?
about Richard's—babyhood!”

T've heard
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Madam looked .away” for a moment, bit-
ing her lip.

I seized the opportunity to urge the two
women to their chairs. “Let us have it
out quietly, and quickly,” I begged. “ We
are wasting our time.”

Madam sank into her chair with a sudden
sigh of weariness. Ruth, like 2 bird ready
for flight, perched on the high settle op-
posite. Her little feet were drawn under,
and crossed, so that she appeared to be
poised on tiptoe. Her cheeks were like
pink fire.

I hastened to seize the questioner’s role.
“And when Richard refused to listen to
you, Ruth?”

“ Richard laughed at me, though I said
things to him you’d think no father could
resist. Laughed and laughed at me, as if
1 were some kind of a helpless idiot. Some-
thing seemed to happen to me, then: I
could see the red firelight all over the room,
whichever way I looked, and there was a
hiimming in my ears. I felt all confused
—strong, though, and furiously angry, as I
had never felt before. I had to clench my
teeth to keep from screaming. Then, all
at once, things got very clear, and I saw
just what I must do. I felt calm again,
and perfectly confident; not really angry
any more, though Richard tried to dismiss
me as if I had been a servant.

“ He said 1 was as ineffectual as ever—
that I'd never be able to make my point,
at anything. He said Camilla was going
to be a handful, and I'd never be able to
manage her. I was too ‘ame. And she was
all Janeway. He told me to come back
some time, with another -plea, when I had
a little more—ginger!” Ruth brought out
the insulting slang word defiantly, blush-
ing to her ears. ‘ Then, when I still didn’t
go, he said I had him at a disadvantage;
he couldn’t ring to have me shown out,
as one did with superfluous and importu-
nate visitors, because there wasn’t a serv-
ant in the house.

“1 just sat there looking and looking at
him, and wishing I were a man, and as
big and strong as he. If I had had the

revolver then, I might have shot him,

though that was not what T had made up

my mind to do. But it was still in the
’

desk, at his right hand. And anyway I
was afraid of Richard. I knew he’d get
the best of me somehow; he always did.
He was so big and rich and fortunate, and
always did just what he pleased. I couldn’t
be sure of killing Richard. And if I tried
and failed, he’d put me away where I could
not save Camilla. No, I wouldn’t dare to
try to kill Richard, but I was sure I could
manage with Camilla.”

“ Camilla!”

“Yes. She would be asleep, and she
would never know. Then I could kill my-
self, too, if I had-time before Richard
caught ' up with- me. If not—well, it
wouldn’t matter what happened to me,
after Camilla was safe. And Richard could
marry whom he pleased.”

For a moment, we couldn’t speak. I
myself could scarcely breathe, and things
looked blurred before my starting eyes.

Madam recovered first, though her care«
fully massaged and powdered face was
ashen. Her voice came weakly, gaspingly,
as if she had been running a race. Her
lips were so dry she had to run her tongue
over them.

“You!” she whispered incredulously.
“Ruth! Your own child!” Then she
leaned back and covered her eyes with her
hands. .

I put my hand gently on Ruth’s arm.

“Go on, my dear,” I urged. “Go on
quickly.” That black figure on the upper
stairway, silent and waiting, was always
before my eyes.

Ruth turned her eyes to me a bit vaguely.

“ Where was, 1?” she asked.

“You were sitting here, opposite Rich-
ard, and he—”

“Oh, yes. He paid no further attention
to me; I might have been a—beggar. He
took up pen and paper, and settled himself
to write. He couldn’t seem to begin, how-
ever; he kept looking up at me, and frown-~
ing. T just sat there and waited.”

“ What were you waiting for, my dear?”

“1 knew if he got a bit on edge, he’d go
into the dining-room pretty soon, to the
sideboard, and get a drink. Then I could
open the drawer. And he did, after a few
minutes. He threw down his pen and

_pushed back his chair. ‘How do you ex-
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pect me to write with you sitting there like
a fantom at a feast? Since you won’t
eblige me by going, I see I'll have to go
myself.” So he got up and stamped into
the dining-room.

“1 was at the drawer in a second. It
opened easily. I snatched up the revolver.
It was heavier than I expected and I al-
most dropped it. I didn’t stop to close the
drawer, then; I just flew into the hall and
up the stairs.

““ As 1 was leaving the library, I called
out: ‘I won’t trouble you any longer,
Richard.” Perhaps my voice didn’t sound
right; perhaps he heard me on the stairs.
I didn’t dare light the hall light, and I
stumbled a couple of times. Besides, T
should have opened and closed the front
door, as if I had gone out. I thought of
that afterward, when I heard him coming.

“1T was just beginning the second flight
when T heard him. He came up—tearing.
Like a mad bull. You could feel the house
shake. He had seen the empty drawer, of
course. It didn’t take him a second to
catch me—not a second. 1 had only gone
a few steps. He got hold of my hand in
a terrible grip, but I clung to the revolver
just as tight as I could. T was bound I
wouldn’t give in to him this time, though
T'm sure I don’t know what T intended to
do. We swayed back and forth a minute.
T thought surely we'd both fall down the
stairs. Then the thing went off. It was
deafening. And Richard sort of crumpled
up and sat down. After a second, he
leaned back — flat on the stairs, and
breathed heavy and fast.

“ 1 stood listening, expecting some one to
raise an alarm, The revolver was still in

* my hand. Then, as there wasn’t a sound, I
started, without thinking at all, T was so
dazed, up toward Camilla’s room again.
I didn’t even realize that there might be
no need, now—"

“ Ruth!” gasped Mrs. Janeway.

“ But Richard realized. He managed to
call me back.

“1 stopped and looked round at him,
as if 1 had been sleep-walking.

““You won't need to do that, now,’ he
said. And his voice wasn’t so very weak,
either. ¢ You can have Camilia.””

IS
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(*“ Give Jer the living child, my lord, and
in no wise slay it.” Richard, then, had
played the part of the Hebrew mother, and
Ruth, in some terrible fashion, that of the
judge. I could imagine her standing there
on the stairs, with the smoking revolver
in her hand.)

“T flew back to Richard at that,” Ruth
continued, swiftly. ““‘You won’t inter-
fere?” 1 cried. 1 thought then that he
wasn't much hurt—that he’d had his lesson.
“ You give me your word of honor?’

“ He looked me right in the eye. ‘ My
word of honor,” he repeated, with a grim
sort of smile. ‘I won’t ever interfere again.
You can have it all your own way after
this.” And he kept on looking at me, as if
he’d never seen me before. ‘I didn’t think
you had it in you, Ruth,” he went on. ‘ You
were always so damned tame. Perhaps
you can handle Camilla after all” He
didn’t seem to despise me any longer. Then
his mouth quirked up again. ‘ She’ll keep
you busy. Go as light on her as you can.’
He tried to put his hand to his head. * Get
me a pillow,” he said.

“1 dropped the revolver somehow and
flew down into our old room. Then I
propped him up with the pillows. I asked
him if T’d telephone a doctor, and he said
yes, Dr. Hillyer; you’'d take care of him all
right. He looked at my hands, then.
“You've kept your gloves on,” he said.
‘ That’s right.” And I saw what he meant
in a minute.

““You must cut along, though,’ he said.
‘ You mustn’t be mixed up with this, not
if you’re going to do all these things for
—Camilla. Promise you'll cut along.’

“1T said T didn’t think T could leave him
like that, but he simply made me go. You
know what Richard was. He pulled him-
self up on his elbow a little and asked me
if I wanted him to throw me out, and how I
thought I could explain my presence there.
Even in the dusk I could see he was getting
weaker, and I didn’t dare excite him. Be-
sides, he kept saying: ‘Tll be all right.
Nothing can happen to me now.’” And I
really thought he meant it—that way.
¢Give it out as an accident, he said.
¢ Cleaning my gun, you know. That sort
of thing. Happens every day. They ean
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put me on the bed. And you clear out
of here./ Camilla—’

“ He repeated her name several times,
but he never got any further. I thought,
of course, he was merely faint, because he
seemed so strong and talked so well. So
1 raced down and called yox.” She smiled
at me, vaguely.

“And you answered right away. I
closed the desk drawer then, I remember.
And I took off my right glove to fix my
hair and veil a bit at the mirror. I knew
1 mustn’t go out looking too wild and dis-
heveled. So you see, I didn’t touch any-
thing with my bare hands; I was safe
that far. Even when I heard a queer
noise somewhere in the house and started
back and stumbled over the rug, I
managed to steady myself by leaning on
the blotter. I remember the pulpy feeling
of it as it slipped off under my bare hand.
It must have covered up my glove then,
for if the glove had been in sight, I'd have
taken it. And I must have jolted the re-
ceiver off the hook at the same time. Per-
haps I hadn’t hung it up quite right.”

“You left the house without further
thought of Richard?” madam demanded,
severely.

Ruth faced her mother-in-law. “I
watched from the big elm at the corner be-
low till I saw Dr. Hillyer turn in at his
corner. I felt sure then that Richard would
be all right. Then I flew to your house.”

“ Why did you come to me?” madam de-
manded.

“It flashed on me that you’d be the
first one to be called; that, by making a
plea for Camilla, I might even be able to
get you to call Richard’s. So I’d hear the
earliest news of Richard at your house. I
could be certain the doctor would find him
all right, though of course he couldn’t fail
to find him. And Richard, I was sure,
would be able to call out.”

“ You came to me, then, for news?”

“It was the only way I could get news,”
Ruth returned, defiantly. “I couldn’t
possibly call up on my own account. Be-
fore I reached your steps, I saw that, in
every way, coming to you was the best, the
safest, the most disarming thing I could do
—the most helpful for Richard, since he

i

wouldn’t let me stay with him—the only
thing for Camilla. Camilla kad to have
me,” she ended, challengingly. “1I had to
save myself for Camilla.”

There was silence for a long, long mo-
ment—a dreadful, charged silence. The
logs in the grate fell apart again and the
glow of the fire died down. Madam shiv-
ered a little and drew her regal furs close
about her tall figure, but she did not speak.
She sat motionless, staring into the fire with
inscrutable face and widening eyes. I
could see she was living a whole decade in
these few laden moments, cherishing the
past, questioning the future.

Then Ruth went on again, her soft voice
gathering force and insistence. Poised on
the edge of her bench, she suggested a slim,
blond Victory. There was an unlifted, rapt
expression on her small, flushed face as she
made her final plea.

“I know the whole thing must seenr
horrible to you—what I thought I must
do. It seems horrible to me, too, now; so
horrible that I scarcely dare to think of it
—though the alternative still seems much
‘worse.

“ You may think I was mad. Perhaps F
was. But what was I to do? Camilla was
mine. I gave her life. For four years I hadn’t
a thought apart from her. You took her
away. I could have borne that. I could
have borne your weaning her away from
me with your luxuries. But Richard’s in-
fluence—that woman! Why, the moment
she came into a room, you felt her, like a

ison.” v

I had a sudden vision of Lucia Deeping
—the feline, repulsive grace, the virulent
scents, the clinging glance, and still more
clinging raiment, the purring, trailing voice.
And T shuddered. She might prove the
most insidious of poisons; Ruth was right,
indeed.

“1I had to save Camilla from her. Can’t
you see I had to?”  She looked from one
of us to the other, challengingly, and there
was no one to say her nay. “Now I can_
do for her what she must have done,” she
resumed, quietly, confidently. “ As no one
else could do it. It will be hard, but I'm
sure I can do it.” She threw up her head
proudly. “I have the force, 1 have the
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power; I am not ineffectual! 1 will take
only what money we must have to live
decently, without having to think always of
money. And in ten years I will give you
a woman you can be proud of.”

Still madam did not speak. Without a
quiver or motion, she stared into the dying
fire as into a crystal in which all the future
was revealed. Time passed. I was minded
to fidget with my watch, to cough dis-
creetly, and thus summon her to the grue-
some present. We must act decisively be-
fore the next hour rang. But something
held me back.

A word at the wrong mioment might fatal-
ly antagonize, for she was an indomitably
proud, domineering woman, and she wor-
shiped her son. She had always despised
- her gentle daughter-in-law, too, and, at the
time of Ruth’s disgrace, had been one of
- the first to denounce her. Pitiless when
Ruth had been without blame, could she

U U
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now show mercy? Would she, after this
tragic aberration, consider the young
mother to be a fitting guardian for her in-
nocent child? S

At last, she stirred in her great oak
chair. With a sigh that seemed to tear
her robust body, she suddenly and with
decision, cast off her furred cloak and
stripped off her gloves. She rose, and,
with a movement of sweeping dignity,
turned up her gorgeous velvet skirt and
girded it about her massive waist, like an
experienced nurse who is about to bathe an
infant.

Then she opened her rich lace cuffs and
thrust back her flowing sleeves over her
muscular forearms. She was grim, terrible,
magnificent.

‘When she spoke, her rough voice was
soft as T had never heard it. “Look sharp,
Caspar. We'll have to be about it if we
are going to move that boy.”

U U

LESSONS
BY GRACE G.'BOSTWICK

WATERS sing to me. They say,
“ Do not be so solemn, pray;

Loosen up and laugh a bit

Tf you want to Me a hit!”

Trees, they murmur in my ear,
“ Do not be so fussed, my dear.
Be quiet in your heart, as we,

And you will never anxious be!”

= The stonies, they whisper, “ Let us teach
You patience till your goal you reach;
And when you gain your heart’s desire,

~You'll find that even stones aspire!”
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partly pieced together from certain

things Colonel Compton Gray told
us younger bucks one night in Paris and
made into more or less mottled mosaic by
the two of us who knew Jefferson Lee per-
sonally.

We were at college with Lee and in the
same class—the famous old class of ’o4.
As newspapermen we followed his brilliant

. career with more than ordinary interest;
and, meeting him now and again, we found
him always the same old Jeff, not a whit
changed even when the great corporation
of which Compton Gray was head con-
tracted for his legal services at the hand-
some quittance of twenty-five thousand
dollars a year.

We knew also Helen Dean, the girl Jeff
married; and, up to the time we sailed, a
boat or two behind Pershing, to do all that
“old lady Anastasie” would let us do as

corre we we
knew as much as there was to kiow of
Jefferson Lee’s story—a story of success
stamped large upon the gray walls of the
city, of domestic happiness made marvel-
ously complete by the simple biological for-
mula of “one plus one equals three,” the
third unit being ten-year-old Jefferson Lee,
Jr. It was altogether an admirable story,
and typically American.

Colonel Gray did not tell it all.

THIS is the story of a moderate drinker,

There

were things he could not tell, being a soldier
and a gentleman. They: concerned himself
and a woman too closely and too pitiably.

But we picked up fragments here and
there, as newspapermen have a way of
doing, and analyzed and verified them—as
dependable newspapermen always do to the
extent of their ability. So we finally got
Jefferson Lee’s story in its entirety. And
we found it to be a story of booze and the
evils thereof.

But—

It was not the usual fiction story of booze.

The “ poor, besotted victim” did not
descend “ from a high estate to the gutter,”
nor did alcohol interfere in one infinites-
imal particular with a professional career
essentially brilliant.

Here was, instead, a story of the so-called
moderate drinker—the man who can “ take
it or leave it alone "—and who always
chooses to take it.

And when the great crisis came in his
life, a night in June, 1917—

CHAPTER 1.
A “GOOD FELLOW.”
HE famous old class of ’o4 swung
through college with a song on its
1i The color of life was red. We
all “gave a rouse, then, in the Maytime,




for a life that had no fear "—and most of

all Jefferson Lee.

Every Friday night the bunch gathered
in the back room of Anzini’s roadside sa-
loon, not more than a half-mile from the
edge of the campus; and with. Jeff’s clear
barytone leading we sang college songs,
seated around a huge table, its pine top a
whittled directory of the “real” fellows
for twenty years back.

They were not demure ditties. They
mostly hymned the praise of good old lager
beer. Some of them—Ilate in the evening
after several quarts of the brew had been
emptied into each yawning stein—ventured
farther " afield, exploring Rabelaisian ‘ pas-
tures with vicarious boldness.

Faculty Row, up on the campus, could

- hear those songs. The wives of some of the
professors fussed around about it, but ac-
complished nothing.

The faculty was not disposed to interfere.
‘The boys were only letting off steam. Until
one night one of the boys stumbled into the
wrong house and was mistaken for-a burglar
and was shot and killed. But that was in a
different college generation several years
later.

Jefferson Lee was a picturesque figure as
he sat in front of the place where he had
hacked his name by jack-knife into the soft
pine of the table-top—his name and the
proud numerals of his class.
"Imusonofxsonolls(mofasonofasonola

gambolier,

A son of a son of a son of a son of ason of a
gambolier !

Like ev'ry honest fellow, I like my lager beer,

T'm a rambling wreck of poverty, a son of a
gambolier I

His voice rose above them all. His eyes
—the eyes of a student with something in
them of éternal curiosity, of zest for life—
took on unusual brightness. His thick
thatch of dark hair was tumbled and tossed

. back from his forehead. His face was
flushed with excitement—and out boomed
the song.

Some of us, mid-channel of a semester,
not far away from the dangerous shoals of
final exams, used to slip down in the middle
of the week to Anzini’s, or off north from
the campus to Louis Braut’s, or Jawn
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O’Keefe’s, and there hold modest carousal;
but never Jefferson Lee. . -

He was no fool. He knew why he had
come to college. It was only on Friday
nights he would put away his * torts ” and
“ contracts ™and swing down on his blithe-
some way to the back room of the roadside
saloon. |

The result was that Jeff was graduated
with higher honors than any of us. Some
of us weren’t graduated at all. >

Helen Dean came for commencement
week. Jeff met her at the train. He stepped
forward impetuously and seized her hands
and would have kissed her—but she turned
away from him and introduced him quickly
to the man who had preceded her down the
steps, & fine-ldoking, athletic man in the
middle thirties.

“ Jefferson,” she said, “T want you to
meet Mr. Gray—Mr. Compton Gray. Of
course you’ve heard of him.”

Jefferson Lee and Compton Gray shook
hands gravely—and measured one another
with their eyes. Of course Jeff had heard
of Compton Gray—for his years the most
noted alumnus the college ever turned out.

Compton Gray had bucked the lire in
Wall Street no less successfully than in
those other days on the gridiron. He was a
big man.

Jefferson was especially attentive to
Helen’s mother during the ride from the
station to the hotel in Bill Hill’s rickety old
bus. But out of a corner of an eye he
noted how close Gray held Helen’s interest,
as he pointed out familiar landmarks.
Finally Helen turned to Jeff.

‘ Mr. Gray is an old friend of father’s,”
she said. “ He tells me he hasn’t missed a
commencement since his 6wn graduation.”
She shot a dancing-eyed glance at Gray.
“ And that was, oh, ever so many years
ago!”

“Behold in me the oldest living grad-
uate,” Gray laughed, and his gaze went
once more to Jeff.

As they neared the campus Compton
Gray grew silent. Jeff found himself study-
ing the man between adoring appraisements
of Helen’s profile.

Here was a big man. At thirty-seven,
Compton Gray was, through his own efforts,
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a multimillionaire—president of the United
Machineries Corporation, a power in the
financial world, a national figure! Jeff
wondered what might be his own portion in
the years to come. Helen would share it
surely, come good or ill—or would she—

He turned quickly back to the girl by his
side. Was it possible that meanwhile she
had been studying him? In any event there
was that in her eyes as she turned away
that no man ever seeing could mistake. He
had his answer.

The bus stopped in front of the presi-
dent’s ivy-covered house at the end of
Faculty Row. Compton Gray was to be
Prexy’s guest during his two-day stay.
Before he alighted he asked Helen and her
mother if he might take them to the com-
mencement exercises in Heath Memorial
Hall.

“1’d be delighted,” fluttered Helen.

Gray turned to Jeff. ‘I understand you
are valedictorian. Ill be especially inter-
ested to hear your speech.”

And as he said this he shot a sidelong
glance toward Helen, and there was a merry
twinkle in his clear, cold blue eyes.

Later in the day the most distinguished
alumnus and the prettiest girl in collegiate
annals sat side by side while Jefferson Lee
voiced the valedictory for the famous old
class of ’og.

It was a good speech. There was an
unlooked for maturity in what Jefl said;
there was positive poise in the manner of
his delivery. A very great deal of that
directness which later was to win him fame
in the courts of the land was already part
of his equipment. Most of all, he was sure
of himself.

Helen Dean sat as one beholding a vision,
her eyes like twin stars. And when the
peroration came and was over and Heath
Memorial Hall rocked before a tidal wave
of applause, Helen welcomed the sudden
tears of overwhelming happiness which
made a mist in which everything swam
before her.

After the crush, Jeff managed to make his
way to Gray’s side. He had a definite pur-
pose in mind. He would show the elder
man there’ was nothmg of petty jealousy in
his make-up.

WITH ME.
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“1 have Miss Dean’s program for the
senior prom to-night,” he said as he pro-
duced the dance-program from his pocket.
“1It’s been full for a week, but if you like
T’ll give you three of mine.” Gray smiled.

“That’s bully of you,” he said.

When Jeff told Helen what he had done,
her first inquiry was directed to what he
should do during those three dances.

“Oh, I'll sit eut on the steps with the
non-queeners and smoke,” he said.

But that is precisely what he did not do.
There was a punch-bowl in a bunting-
draped alcove.

‘His eyes took on an unusual bn"hlness
His face was flushed. Only to these of us
who knew him well were these weather-
signs.

By no one else were they noticed. He
was easily the most popular partner of the
cvening. With easy badinage he danced his
way through the evening to the accom-
panying flutter of more than one feminine
heart.

Helen was frankly proud of him. As she
was dancing with Compton Gray she asked,
“Isn’t he splendid?”—and the tone of her
voice and the expression in her eyes ad-
mitted only one answer. Gray nodded in
acquiescence.

“T'm going to keep an eye on him,” he
said earnestly. “ He ought to go far in the
law.”

They sent Helen’s mother to the hotel in
a cab, having her permission to walk across
the campus the better to see the oncoming
sunrise. Helen told Jeff what Compton
Gray had said.

“1 think it’s wonderful,” she added, “ to
attract the attention of a man like Compton
Gray.”

They were passing old North Hall. As
they stepped into a deep shadow Jeff
stopped abruptly and gathered her into his
arms and crushed her to him almost fiercely.
He kissed her again and again—and then
abruptly released her!

They finished the walk in silence. His
murmured good night was hardly audible as
he left her on the porch of the hotel. She-
stood for a moment watching him stride
down the walk.

Then she turned and went to her room,
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troubled by a vague doubt— the more
troublesome because it was the first doubt.

CHAPTER II.
GOING UP!

NE year later — June, 1905 — they
O were married.

On the wings of the morning—
March 14, 1907—arrived Jefferson Lee, Jr.

They were wonderfully happy. Their
home was a suburban cottage, an hour from
Jefferson’s office. 'Except on evenings when
he had “ business with a client,” Jeff was
always at home by seven.

Helen did her own housework in order
that junior might have the benefit of an
expert child’s nurse. They couldn’t afford
two servants.

Jeff was forging ahead—always ahead.
His single office had now developed into a
suite—of two offices. He had a law clerk
now — white-haired, old Nathanie! Stone,
himself a one-time counselor-at-law—before
the procession swept past him.

Ambition was Jeff’s middle name. Since
his first case—curiously enough a damage
suit against Compton Gray’s octopus, the
United Machineries Corporation—he had
found no lack of clients; but they were
chiefly poor folk who could talk only con-
tingent fees.

We thought we were doing Jeff a good
turn by giving him large publicity in that
first case against the United; but instead
we sent to him, like flies to honey, droves
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The day following the handing down of
the last of the three decisions by the Appel-
late Court, Nathaniel Stone stepped into
the inner office and coughed three times -
behind his withered hand. Jeff looked up
at the old man quickly. By long experience
he had learned that this was always the
préfatory notice of good news.

“Yes?” he asked.

 Mr. Compton Gray to speak to you on
the phone,” said the old law clerk—in a
whisper that trembled with combined awe
and reverence and unbounded delight.

It was the call Jefferson had been await-
ing. But now the moment was at hand he
found himself curiously free from the ela-
tion he so long had anticipated. k

Before he removed the receiver he took a
moment to assure himself that his own
voice would be steady. Then he dismissed
Nathaniel with a curt nod.

“1I'd like to have a talk with you,” came
the oil-smooth voice over the wire.

“ Any time you say,” replied Jefferson.

“ Il expect you in fifteen minutes,” said

ton Gray.

“TI be there in ten,” countered Jeff.
As he replaced the receiver he frowned,
looking intently at his hand; it was trem-
bling.

Compton Gray was still-a young man
as men go in Wall Street. At forty-five he
still clung to that fine physique and alert
vigor that mark the athlete who remains
absteminus and rigorously careful of his

Yet it was not his appearance that made
t the same time like

of poverty-stricken individuals long on
grievances and short on funds. Of course
Jeff did win a big proportion of these early
caseb and thus obtained his fees, and little
by little he found opportunities to render
legal services for clients with cash of their
own.

Yes, Jeffi was forging ahead — always

ead.

It was late in 1911 that three really big
cases came his way, and they were all
against the United Machineries Corpora-
tion. He won them one after another, hands
down, fighting the best of the United’s legal
talent. He followed them up and fought
them on appeal and won them again!

and fear Lh:s multimillionaire bachelor. It
was because all who came in contact with
him realized he understood them.

It was the chief factor in his success—
understanding individuals. Also, he could
figure with exact nicety the relative advan-
tages of fighting or suriendering.

In the case of Jefferson Lee—now that
the Appellate Court had sustained ail three
adverse findings of the lower court—Gray
had decided not only to surrender, but to
persuade the brilliant young attorney hence-
forth to fight for, instead of against, the
United.

Compton Gray’s hand did not tremble as

A
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he hung up the receiver at his end of the
line. But there was a rather hard little
smile playing about his lips.

Sitting beside him was his private secre-
tary, Mary Lawrence, a trim little figure in
a plain, blue tailor-made, newly promoted
from a stenographership in one of the outer
offices. It was the most wonderful thing
that had ever happened to her, this ad-
vancement, and she was absolutely sure that
Compton Gray was the most wonderful
man in the world.

“ We are about to bring another of the
enemy into camp,” said Gray, the smile
widening.

Mary Lawrence made no comment. Her
soft gray eyes were fixed adoringly upon her
employer.

“ Now, then, to get back to that letter to
the Worcester plant,” he said bruskly—and
abruptly plunged into the dictation at the
exact point where he had broken off when
news of the court decision had reached him.

The letter was still unfinished when
Jefferson’s name was brought in to Gray.
Ordering the caller to be ushered in at once,
Gray dismissed his private secretary in the
same breath.

Gray shook Jeff’s hand warmly and in-
quired about h