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CHAPTER I
THE FACE OF EGYPT,

T was a real tribute to the ordinary
lpeacefulness of the wodern age that

such a man should be found in a
lahoratory: in an earlier time he would
have held aloft battle-ax or sword even as
he now raised the test-tube to the light.

e stood well over six feet in height,
though at once so massively built and so
well proportioned that the eye did not ad-
mit his superior size. The very breadth
of his shoulders made him appear less
lofty, and it was only when one stood face
to lace with him or saw a man of average
size beside him that his true proportions
became obvious.

But the moment the eye seized on the
truth, then the imagination of the spectator
went galloping. Here was such a fellow
as might have stooped like lofty Ajax and
wrenched from the soil a stone such as
“ three men of these degenerate days could
not budge.”

Now he replaced the test-tube in the
clamp above the gas-flamie and crossed the
laboratory hastily. The instant he moved
one forgot the ponderous bulk of the hody
in the light spring of the step, a gait like
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that of Diomedes, aspiring and eager. One
noted it with a touch of awe, for here was
a man with the speed to overtake and the
power to destroy. Yes, a man for an earlier
age! Armor on his limbs had been hardly
more hampering than linen clothes on the
limbs of others, and in his hand the ax
of the Lion-hearted with its twenty pounds
of English steel would have been a toy!

With what pity, then, the eye rose from
the details of that peerless body and rested
on the face—what pity and awe commin-
gled! A sculptor could have wrought that
face with ease, for it was blocked out rough-
ly in broad planes and sharply defined an-
gles; it was like the sketch of a head rather
than a completed thing. And like many
swift and unfinished sketches, done in bold
lines, the ugliness, the appalling grimness,
of that face came more sharply home be-
cause of the very roughness of the execu-
tion; like the head of a Pharach hacked
from the granite of Syene,.the hardness
of the stone defyving the edge of the chisel.
Considered feature by feature, the counte-
nance was not so unseemly; it was the
whole impression which made the blood run
cold.

Beginning from night-black hair, curling
short and stiff, the forehead, very high and

433



434 ALL-STORY

broad, ran down at a pronounced angle,
and just above the eyes lifted into two
bony protuberances, between which the
brows puckered into a continual frown,
not so much of discontent or of anger as
of cold and penetrating criticism. A high-
ly defined ridge ran around the eye, giving
it a sunken appearance, and merged with
a prominent and square-cut cheek-bone
below which the cheek itself fell away
in a lean, straight line broken only by the
bulge of the jaw muscles. This jaw, mas-
sively built, thrust forward to an angular
chin and pushed the lower lip a trifle be-
yond the upper.

The mouth itself was wide, but thin from
habitual compression, and tilted up slightly
at the sides and was lost in the ridge of
muscle which framed the cheek. This same
ridge made a deeply defined line, which cut
down from the edge of the nostril and
ran past the mouth; and this line and the
tilt at the corners of the lips gave the
mouth a mocking and cynical expression.

The nose was aquiline and large, contin-
uing the forehead in a straight line de-
pressed cruelly at the tip—what is known
as a hawk-nose. The eyes, again, made
one think back to the mysterious faces
which the sculptors of Egypt produced in
eternal diorite; for they often made an
enameled pupil and placed behind the en-
amel a silver nail which caught the light
and added life. Likewise behind the black
eyes of John Axson there was a point of
light which persisted, and it was from this
point of light, threatening always to burst
into a raging flame, that even those who
knew him best were apt to shrink.

It was a face of infinite and cruel power.
One could not imagine this man in defeat;
one suspected reserves of strength, reserves
of experience and cunning mixed with ccur-
age. The Egyptian sculptor cast over his
most imposing colossus an air of repose, of
waiting which defies the flizht of ages.
That repose strikes awe through the heart
of the archeologist to this day, and the
same awe fled like a shadow over the mind
of every man who faced John Axson.

Returning once more across the labora-
tory with a small glass flask, he waited
until the furiously boiling liquid in the test-
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tube had varied from a dull red-brown to a
sharp crimson, and then dropped a slight
portion of the fluid from the bottle in his
hand into the tube. At once the substance
changed to clouded white, and this in turn
varied swiftly to the crystal clarity of
water. At this point Axson removed the
test-tubg, turned down the flame to a thin
point of fire, cooled the liquid in running
water, transferred it to a small bottle, and
passed it to his visitor.

The latter received it with trembling
hands. He was a very old man, with pale,
wrinkled hands, and dressed as dapperly
as any young dandy who lives in the full
light of fashion. His ordinary pallor was
accentuated now by a point of bright color
in either cheek.

“Is it,” he asked anxiously, ““ absolutely
tasteless?”

¢ It is.”

“ And its effect certain.”

The big man smiled, and before him his
guest shrank.

** Then, my friend, my very good friend,”
he said, ** tell me what recompense you will
receive?”

“ Nothing.” *

The old fellow started.

‘““ Nothing?” he echoed, and the color in
either cheek went out like a lamp hefore a
puff of wind. ¢ But, my dear Mr. Ax-
son’”

“ You brought me,"” said Axson, and it
was pleasant to hear the deep bass of his
voice, for it had that quality which singers
prize so highly, of seeming to ccme from a
great distance— you brought me the note
of James Gordon Windsor, requesting that
I do whatever I could for you in this mat-
ter. Iis request, I assure you, is suffi-
cient.”

“ Of course,” nodded the other, manifest-
ly ill at ease, ©“ and yet—"

* Money,” said Axson coldly, ¢ could not
buy my silence more completely. Sir, T do
not chatter.”

*“I am sure of that,” said the old man
anxiously, and he raised himself a little on
his toes as if to peer more effectually into
those shaded eyes. “ Nevertheless, I wish
that there might be something I could do.
Your workroom here, for instance, is
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cramped.  Now, Mr. Axson, if you were
to extend that eastern wing—"

 Sir,” boomed the voice of Axson, "1
am forbidden to accept any rewards. That
is (mal.”

The old man drew a whole pace away.
Obviousiy he was anxious to leave the place
at once. He lingered still, however. He
said:

* But one thing more, my dear Mr. Ax-
son. I this should be ineffectual. could I
return to—""

The giant frowned, and the act gave life
and meaning to the cynical intolerance of
hiz face.

“ Mr. Andrews,” he said, * 1 am about
lo cngage in a long experiment, so arduous
that 1 must give it my entire attention for
three davs and nights. 1 beg that vou will
not come to me during that time. But if
vou have a second note {rom Mr. Windsor,
[ will of course be at your disposal. Nev-
ertheless; T hope that vou will not find it
necessary.”

* My dear Mr. .\xson.” said the old man
—my dear Mr. Axson, 1 assure you that
1 had rather enter-—ah—Hades unan-
nouriced than come to vou when vou are
unwilling to receive me!”

* Good day,” said Axson.

* And a thousand thanks,” nodded the
aged dandy, and he disappeared hastily
through the door.

It had hardly closed before Axson was
back at his work.

CHAPTER 1L
A MESSAGE TO THE SPHINX,

E was hard at it in an inferno of
confusion of his own making, when
some two hours later the door
opened and a red-faced man of middle-age
entered. He entered with a smile and the
heavy step of the self-assured; but his smile
diminished and his step grew automatically
lighter as he approached John Axson, until
at length, pausing a few paces away, he
called: “ Ah, there, Mr. Axson!”
He had to repeat the call twice before
Axson answered without raising his head:
= Well?”
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* A message for vou, Axson.”

" Damn messages. Be off. I'm busy.”

The other, as one accustomed to this
abruptness, persisted in  the same tone:
 But this is {rom your {riend Windsor.”

The effect was magical. Axson straight-
ened and whirled toward the interrupter:
" And why the devil didn’t vou tell me that
in the first place?”

~ Because with your usual amiability
vou gave me no chance. Your disposition,
Axson. would adorn the seventh circle down
below.”

But Axson, scowling, snatched from his
hand the envelope, opened it, and ran his
eye over the contents. He remained in the
position of one who read for several mo-
ments, though there were only a few words
on the paper. Then he turned slowly to
one of his gas-jets, ignited the paper, and
allowed it to burn to a fAuttering white
cinder.

Then he said to the other: “ Harden,
I'm to close my laboratory, end my aifairs
with you to-night, and be off.”

*“What!” cried Harden. ** But our ex-
periment, Axson. Good God. man, our ex-
periment!”

My experiment,” answered the giant
with a corrective emphasis, * is already out-
lined, and you have myv plan in full with
all the estimates of quantities and a com-
plete time-table.”

1 have the outline,” replied Harden,
* hut for the execution—"

* Do you need me?”

* Don’t sneer, confound you. Well, I
suppose I'll have to get along without vou.
But what right under heaven has this
James Gordon Windsor to command your
movements?’’

To this Axson answered with his usual
cold, non-committal smile.

* 1 will meet vou in the library helow
within the space of an hour,” he szaid,
*and we can arrange our business.”

" You aren't leaving to-night!” protested
the other with real concern. *“ Why, man,
vou can't possibly get vour things together
before morning!”

“ On the contrary, 1 am always ready
to leave within a half-hour notice. 1 will
meet vou below, sir.”
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Accordingly, before the hour had elapsed
an expressman had called for the trunk of
Axson, and then, punctual to the second,
he appeared at the library door of Harden,
laden with two big suit-cases. He deposit-
ed his burden and took a chair facing his
host. He produced a check.

“T have here the check of Mr. Wind-
sor,” he said, “left blank except for his
signature. I will fill in whatever amount
you name.”

The red face of Harden grew positively
purple with self-satisfaction.

“The amount I name is nothing,” he
said. “ No, sir, not a cent will I take!”

“ Do you imagine I am a subject of
charity?" said Axson, and his big voice rose
and rang. ‘ Sir, I have been with you six
months. You have furnished me with both
lodging and my food. You have granted
me an entire wing of your laboratory. You
have kept me supplied with chemicals and
laboratory properties often at a great ex-
pense. You have given me hours upon
hours of your own time in instruction. For
this there is something owing—a great deal’
And T assure you that I—that Mr. Windsor
will be most happy to pay it!™

“1f you are not an object of charity,”
answered Harden with the heat of one who
is conscious that he is about to perform
a good action, “ neither am I a hired
teacher—nor do I keep a boarding school.”

¢ Six months ago you did not have these
scruples. The arrangements were made on
a business basis. Come, sir! What are
your terms? I have no time to trifle.”

There was something about his change
of tone which banished all the blustering
good-nature from the voice of Harden.

“ Six months ago,” he said, *it’s true
that T was hard pressed. Nothing was
turning out well, and I took you as a—
well, as a paying pupil—a special student
of chemistry in my laboratory—at a named
price. I did not foresee the result. To be
frank with you, Axson. I would be an in-
grate if 1 charged you. The experiments
vou have successfully conducted at my sug-
gestion, to say nothing of your own dis-
coveries, have netted me thousands—and
by the Lord, they will net me other thou-
sands hereafter! Yes, Axson, so far from
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wishing to charge you, I would be willing
to pay you—er—well, say five hundred a
month, if you will continue with me on the
same basis. I supply all materials as well
as whatever incidentals you may need for
your personal comfort.”

“You are very generous,” said Axson,
and his glance went through and through
Harden, reading him,

“I am not in the least generous,” said
the chemist. “ As a matter of fact, Axson,
two more pupils like you would make me
a rich man. In short, sir, you have the
gift of the natural investigator: I would
prophesy a great future for you if you
will follow this line of work.”

“ And this,” said Axson, ““is all you will
propose?”

“1It is. But if you will really consider
coming back to me I could make you better
terms.”

“ That is impossible. I will never follow
chemistry.” »

“Then what will you follow? In
Heaven’s name, my dear fellow, are you go-
ing to throw away the talents the Lord
gives you? Don’t you like chemistry?”

“1I do, but I like other things more.”

“What?”

“1I don’t know,” frowned the giant; and
it was strange to see him apparently puz-
zled. “So far I seem to have spent my
life working toward some end, but just what
end may be I cannot tell.”

“ Perhaps,” suggested Harden dryly,
“you are going in for pugilism. Lord
knows you spend enough time in your in-
fernal gymnasium lifting sand-bags and box-
ing with your shadow and doing I don’t
know what else. If you were to put some
of that wasted time into your chemistry—"

“If this is all you have to say to me,”
said Axson, “ I will wish you good night and
good-by. I must start for the station.”

He suited his action to the word by rising
from his chair. Henry Harden stood up.
and hurried anxiously to block the way to
the door. It was like a child stepping out
to challenge the progress of a steam-roller.
Harden himself, after' a glance up to the
colossus, made a little gesture of resigna-
tion.

“If you intend to go, I suppose I can’t
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stop vou even for a minute. Axson, have
vou ever in the world met a force which
could change your mind?”

** James Gordon Windsor,"” replied Axson
instantly.

“1 should like to meet him,” said the
chemist curiously. “ What sort of.a chap
is he?”

* I have never met him,” answered Ax-
s0n.

“What! Well, the devil take it! 1've
never made head nor tails of you. But
come, you can't leave me like this! Sit
down and have a glass of port with me.
Vintage of 1885, 1 swear! Tine flavor and
smooth as oil!”

~ I don’t drink,” said Axson patiently.

“To be sure. 1 forgot. Liquor would
make vou almost human. Well, Axson, it’s
been a rare pleasure to work with you.
After you’ve seen vour dictator Windsor, let
me know whether or not vou won’t consider
coming back to me.”

* That is probably impossible.”

* Never say impossible.”

* Observe, 1 qualified the term.”

~ Damn vour mathematical exactness!
Well, Axson, at least let me know how you
are coming along. Keep me in touch with
vou wherever you go. The news will always
be welcome.”

“ You are very kind,” replied the giant,
“but 1 never write letters.’

“Ha'! How’s'that? XNo letters! Upon
my word, impossible! How do vou keep
vour friends if you never write?”

* Has any letter come for me since I've
been with you-—except those from Mr.
Windsor?”

* Not one.”

“ The deduction is clear, is it not? 1
have no friends.”

“ Dear God!” murmured the chemist.
“No [riends—no wine—no kindliness—no
life, by Heaven! Axson, are you simply 2
machine?”

I am whatever you choose to term me.”

“ Even to yourself? Have you no re-
grets?>  Are you satisfied? Will you live
under orders all your life—blindly—like a
soldier?”

* You must agree with me,” said Axson,
* that a conversation which is made up from
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a mere aggregate of exclamations leads to
flo definite result. Good-by, Mr. Harden.”

And since Harden, agape, made no an-
swer, the colossus brushed past him and
strode out of the house with his two suit-
cases. Half an hour later he was on the
train for New York.

CHAPTER IIIL
THE ROOM AND THE MAN.

T was late in the evening before he rang
the door-bell of the apartment of James
Gordon Windsor 3d in New York City;

the door was opened for him after a mo-
ment by a servant as old and as withered
as the Mr. Andrews who had been with
Axson earlier that same day. And like
Andrews himself, the dress of the servant
was exact to foppishness. His very age
had some part in it, but there was about
him an air of superrefinement that seemed
to disdain the very hoards upon which
John Axson steod.

The latter presented a card from which
the servant looked up with a touch of won-
der which even his perfect training could
not altogether suppress. That glance em-
braced in a second every detail of the care-
less dress of Axson and lingered for the frac-
tion of a second upon the hard-knotted
string of his necktie,

* Mr. Windsor,” he said at length, “ ex-
pected you. Will you step in?”

He showed Axson into a living-room, in-
formed him that the master was expected
back at any moment, inquired after his
wants, and then slipped out of the apart-
ment. For a time after he was left alone
he continued sitting bolt upright in his
chair, as if on his guard against the re-
turn of the servant or the entrance of Wind-
sor himself. He kept his head canted a
little to one side in the attitude of one
who listened intently. For there are noises
of peculiar character in every place—even
in the wilderness of the western sands. To
the sounds which filled the apartment Axson
now attuned his ear, held back from his
senses the pounding and humming of the
night traffic in the street far below, and
caught now the far-off bursts of music from
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a neighboring apartment, and now the tick-
ing of a clock, and now a step in the next
room, which paused at the door and then
retreated.

At this Axson relaxed, and starting half
erect again in surprise, examined his chair.
It was softly upholstered, deep of seat,
and low of rolling back, and Axson low-
ered his bulk against the cushions like one
who has never before been fitted by a seat.
After this experience his keen eyes went
from object to object in the place.

It was a high-ceiling, oblong room,
spacious, and lighted by two great windows
at one end. Between these windows a solid
sheet of mirror went from the floor to the
¢ceiling. No sooner had he noted this mir-
ror than Axson rose and stood before it.
He examined one by one, with painful care,
the objects upon which the eyes of the ser-
vant had rested during that brief moment at
the door.

First of all he considered his necktie
from both sides and from in front. and
even drew it from beneath his vest for fur-
ther study. Shrugging his shoulders, at
length, he restored the necktie and went
on with his critical analysis. It embraced
the knees of his trousers, battered and bulg-
ing out of shape: it considered the elbows
of his coat-sleeves—thrusting out in rude
pockets, his shoes long innocent of polish,
and even his hands with the tracery of
prominent veins along their backs. After
this, apparently, he dismissed himself from
mind—not that he removed the subject en-
tirely, but rather he suspended it for future
attention,

He transferred his glances to the details
of the furnishings. But apparently noth-
ing that he saw was of importance. The
long velvet curtains of an exquisite old
gold; the Persian rug, with its charming
harmony of dull blues and golds, enlivened
with red; the massive Italian table; the
ivory woodwork paneling of the walls; the
big blue jars on either side of a wide and
rather low fireplace, and the branches of
yellow broom which filled the jars; the
Italian chest; the oval mirror above the
fireplace and the tall Italian andirons be-
side it; the beautiful wrought-iron candle-
sticks at the farther end of the room—all
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these details his rapid eye surveyed minute-
ly and passed up as if they held no interest
for him.

To the lengthy shelves of books between
the candle-sticks, however, he paid more
attention, and crossing the length of the
room with a singularly swift and noiseless
stride, he ran his eyves over the titles.

1t was a queer jumble of prose and verse
in German, English, French, Greek, and
Latin. He saw volumes of Heine, Keats,
Moliére, Aristophanes, Horace, Epicurus,
Voltaire, Shelley, Schopenhauer, and Poe.
On the lowest shelf were a few scientific
works on biology, chemistry, and psychol-
ogy. These Axson drew from the shelves
and glanced at the contents, but he re-
stored them with the haste of manifest con-
tempt; they were all popular surveys of
the work of real investigators. Dismissing

.these, he examined the rest of the books on

the shelves, looking not so much at the con-
tents as at the amount of handling, which
was indicated to a certain extent in each
by the ease with which the pages turned,
and here and here he lingered for an instant
over a marked passage.

Tkis done, he returned to his chair and
became at once oblivious of all that was in
the room. If it had been merely a picture
of an apartment rather than a concrete
fact which contained himself, he could not
have been less interested in it. He remained
alone with the perpetual cynicism which was
printed on his forehead and in his eyes and
in the very curve of his lips.

Presently catching the click of the open-
ing front door, he rose from his chair and
stood with his hands clasped behind him,
waiting. One would have thought his atti-
tude the height of indifference had it not
been for the terrific power with which those
broad fingers were interlaced. A slender
man somewhat past middle-age entered the
room and stood drawing off his gloves and
surveying his visitor. He did not speak
till this process was complete, and until
he had tossed his overcoat over the back
of a chair; but all the while his eyes held
steadily upon Axson. Now he advanced
and stood in a position somewhat like the
latter's, save that his own was infinitely
more graceful.
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* Well, well,” he nodded. ** So you are
Axson. But I expected a man, not a moun-
tain! Sit down and talk to me.”

Axson slipped into his chair and remained
impassive while his host stared down upon
him until at length a shudder ran through
him. He shrugged his shoulders and pur-
posely selected a chair upon which the light
struck only dimly. As it were, he looked
forth upon Axson through a screen of dark-
ness.

-~ After all these vears—"" he murmured.
“ And this is the man! Well, sir, are you
alad to see me?"”

* No,” said Axson.

It was characteristic of James Gordon
Windsor 3d that he did not start at this
bluntness. He seemed rather pleased than
otherwise, and sat nodding his head slight-
Iv and surveying his guest with the faint
smile which might be mere politeness, or
it might be criticism. It was impossible to
distinguish.

* That is interesting, but hardly pleas-
ant,” he said.  Yet hear me contradict
myself! How can anything be interesting
and not pleasant? To return to the point,
vou are not glad to see me?”

Axson remained silent.

“You never answer the same question
twice?” interpreted Windsor. * A habit
which will save you much time. Not glad
to see me, and 1 take it not grateful either?”

The giant neither moved nor spoke.

“ 1 can assume that your silence speaks
in itself. But I'd like to argue that point.
At least, you should be logical, Axson, and
logic demands that a man should be grate-
ful to the fellow who takes care of him for
twenty vears.”

“You are wrong,” answered Axson. "1
admit a debt of fact, but not of gratitude.
What vou have done can be repaid with
money.”’

“ Good, good!” chuckled Windsor. * Ax-
on, you are rare indeed. You'd be a sen-
sation in certain places 1 could name off-
hand. Well, well, neither glad to see me
nor grateful. This is less than I expected.
Explain a bit more.”

“You lay me under a debt which vou
expect to exact,” said Axson, ¢ and you will
exact it with interest. There is no cause for
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gratitude; there is only a call for repay-
ment, and that you shall have.”

* And suppose I refused to ask for any
repayment?”’

* I will not waste time considering the
impossible.”

* My dear boy. you are very harsh; and
vet you do not know me. I hope you
haven't formed the habit of jumping to
conclusions. That would be very bad in-
deed. Oh, very, very bad!™

* 1 never jump to conclusions,” said the
colossus.

“No?"

The silence of Axson once more refused
to repeat.

* Very well. Then who bhave you been
catechizing about me? And who has dared
to estimate my purpose?”

** The room you live in.”

“So?  Well, what has it told you,
Axson?”

“1Ts that a command?”

“ Ah, you admit my right to command
vou?”

“ Until I have paid my debt 1 am in vour
command.” k

Exultation set the face of Windsor on
fire. but he controlled himself.

* Very well, then, you have my order to
tell me about myself.”

CHAPTER 1V,
AN EDUCATION IN HATE.

HE face of Axson as he talked showed
neither malice nor pride in the cun-
ning of his analysis, but as unmoved

as one of those ominous, granite gods of
Egypt pronouncing judgment. He spoke
slowly, as always, not like one who hunts
for words, but rather as if he doubted the
practical value of continuing his speech:
for he.gave the impression continually of
a man who had as soon keep a thought to
himself as frame it in utterance for the
ear of another.

“You will demand some sort of repay-
ment,"” announced the giant, “ because you
are essentially a selfish man. Your life is a
perpetual seeking after comfort and amuse-
ment. Yet this is not a positive energy.
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It might be said that your chief pursuit is
the avoidance of ennui. On the whole, you
are a negative nature; you refuse to react.
This is partly because of your nature, part-
ly from choice. You avoid emotional out-
bursts because you dislike to burn up your
energies. You are kept from action by a
dread of inaction.”

“ Ah,” murmured James Gordon Wind-
sor, who listened with slowly nodding head
and an expression of quiet enjoyment, like
a connoisseur who hears the music of a great
master. “ Too indifferent to be either good
or bad.”

“You flatter yourself.” answered the
colossus. “ Your greatest virtue is good-
nature; your greatest vice is inertia. But
the good-nature lacks point because it is by
nature outgoing—it involves the interests
of others. Your inertia, on the other hand,
has to do with yourself. By the incessant
avoidance of all that will injure you, you
practically choose to injure others. The
qualities of the heart are, then, totally lack-
ing in you; or at least they never spur you

to action. The qualities of the mind are
present, however. But they are sharply
modified.

*“You are shrewd, patient, clear-minded,
able to see through multiplicity of details
to the necessary end. You possess excellent
standards. You are conscious of beauty,
evil, and good and truth. These standards,
however, remain largely subconscious at-
tributes. You refuse to investigate them
independently. You prefer to base them,
rather, by reading the discoveries of other
men; even in this you will not go to the
profound authorities, for they demand en-
ergy of attention. Rather you choose popu-
lar renderings of the great minds.

“ For instance, you know the history of
philosophy, but you are little acquainted
with philosophy itself. At the same time
the acuteness of your mind enables vou to
appreciate the fact that the very books you
read are shallow. Accordingly. yeu despise
them just as you despise the people who
admire your conversation and accept your
opinions. You know that there is a higher
truth concealed even if you have not the
will power to examine into it. This gives
an edge of cynicism to all your conversa-
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tion. Not only do you despise other men
but you despise yourself—that is to say,
the self which other men know. You com-
fort yourself with the feeling that there is
in you an inner, higher seli which you sense
vaguely. This is what gives you the sense
of superiority. You feel that you wear a
mask which no one in the world can pene-
trate. )

““On the other hand, you yourself have
so long seen only that mask that the ex-
istence of that higher self in you is become
almost a non-existent fable. You are, in
fact, very nearly like your mask; twenty
years ago there was the possibility that you
might awaken and achieve some of the pos-
sibilities of that higher self. To-day that
chance is gone, and you are damned forever
with the doom of insignificance.”

Before the speech ended, the smile was
gone from the face of Windsor, and he lis-
tened with head erect.

“ You make me a monster, abhorred of
men?’’ he asked, sneering openly.

“Not at all,” replied Axson. * The very
certainty which others feel that thev can
never approach your true self is a continual
stimulant which makes them attempt over
and over again to break down the bars.
You yourself feel that your inner nature is
a treasure; you have cast such a glamour
over it that others cannot help but feel that
there is real gold within you. You have
successfully kept up the bars. No one has
taken away any of the gold, partly because
of the bars and partly because the Iool's
Gold turns to sand at the touch.”

The calm of Windsor had now complete-
ly returned to him.

He said: “ You defeat your intention.
Your talk is logically planned. But if I
have baffled the world all my life, as you
admit, how is it possible that you should
penetrate the secret by merely looking at
the furnishings of a single room?”

“You cannot escape by that quibble.”
answered Axson. “1I see the truth that
others overlook, partially because I have
been trained from infancy to see things
clearly and without prejudice, partially be-
cause in this case my eyes are sharpened.”

“ By what?”

“ Hate,” said Axson in the same slow,
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deep voice. But though his expression did
not change, yet such meaning came into
his cyes that Windsor set his teeth like a
man about to face the charge of a wild
beast.

Yet he was by nature a brave man and
he never proved it more certainly than now,
for though his color changed and his fore-
head grew wet, he did not wince in a single
muscle. He repeated at length: “ Hate?”

“Hate,” said the giant, ‘ unqualified
until this moment.”

“And what has qualified it, my hand-
some boy?”

* You are the first man,” said Axson with
a sudden and musical softening of his voice
which made it almost tender, ““ you are the
first man who has ever looked into my eyes
as long as this without showing fear.” And
he added harshly: “ Or horror!”

A litttle exclamation of sympathy fell
from the lips of Windsor and he started
from his chair and toward Axson. He was
stopped by the giant saying: “ Don’t touch
me. As long as you stay at a distance you
are safe.”

It brought up Windsor sharply as a blow,
but he said as he resumed his chair:
“Whatever you may feel toward me, Axson,
I assure you that I have nothing but good
will for you!”

“ For that matter,” answered the other,
“does the man who is about to offer up a
sacrifice ever hate the animal which is
under the knife?”

“You are keen,” nodded Windsor, “ and
a little vindictive, and I shall not dispute
you because, as you yourself have discov-
ered, I am averse from effort. But I should
like to know the grounds of your hate. I
have kept you fed and clothed; I have seen
that you studied under the finest masters; I
have made certain that that great body of
yours should be trained in every way, so
that you can to-day run, box, wrestle, swim,
ride, and shoot.” He laid a slight emphasis
on the last word. ‘Do you value none of
these>”

“ Does a slave,” answered Axson instant-
ly, ¢ value his possessions as long as they
are used in the service of another man?”

“A dlave? My dear lad!”

“ A slave,” insisted Axson, “ for T know
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that whatever I possess is yours first, and
mine only in reversion.”

“I could tell you a story,” said Wind-
sor, ‘ that might take some of the edge
from your feeling—and yet it would give
some body to your reasons also, I fear.
Hate? That’s a very violent term, my
boy.”

“ T use it advisedly,” said the giant.

“Come! Tell me more of your
grounds.”

“ I hate you,” said Axson, “ because you
created the environment which makes me
what I am.”

A flicker of cold malice came into the
eyes of Windsor.

“ At least,” he murmured, “ you will not
blame me if your face—"

And he ended with a graceful gesture.

“1 Dblame nothing for that,” answered
Axson. ‘It is not the ugliness of my face
alone that makes men shrink from me. It’s
the thing inside me. I was raised without
love; I have no love to give the world; and
men feel it. Yes, I hardly know the mean-
ing of the term I use, it is so far removed
from me!”

He continued after a pause in which he
seemed to weigh the necessity of saying
anything further: “ From the first day I
can remember, your authority has been a
rod over me. From the first day every
hour of my life has been planned and there
have been tasks to accomplish. All those
tasks lay along certain carefully mapped
out directions. I have studied physics and
chemistry deeply, history, and above all
criminology; but I have never been allowed
a book of verse, a novel, or even pleasant
€ssays.

“ Everything I have read has been in-
tellectual. Nothing has touched the emo-
tions. And my body has been educated
like my mind. I have been taught to box,
to wrestle, to shoot, and even to throw a
knife. But I have never associated with
other youngsters. They took joy in using
their strength, but I have never played a
game, I have never danced, I have never
sung, I have never talked with men of my
age or with a girl. Itis true that even when I
was a child other children fled from me and
cried out at the ugliness of my face, just as
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men give me elbow room and fall silent
when I come near them.

*“You have made my body strong, but
it is only strong to destroy. You have made
my mind vigorous, but it is only trained to
analyze, dissect both the mental and the
physical. Like my body, it is strong only
to destroy and not to make.

“1 am equipped to take but never to
give. By my whole education, I am fitted
to be a plague to men. They feel it instinc-
tively. They shrink from me. And because
of their weakness in shrinking I despise
them.

“You have given me every gift, but you
have kept from me a gift that is woith a
million times more than all the rest. You
have kept hack the gift of liberty. All men
are created to pursue one end—their own
happiness, 1 have been trained so that it
is impossible for me to give happiness to
myself or to others. There is only one thing
for which I yearn, and that is destruction.

“1 want to break, crush. I want to
tread underfoot. And the temptation to do
it tortures me every day of my life. Do
you begin to understand, Mr. Windsor,
why I hate you? It is because every mo-
ment I am here 1 have a longing to take you
in my hands—so! And it is because that
very desire is checked and held back by the
knowledge that I owe vou my life. Yes,
you have given me my life, and it is hate-
ful to myself and hideous to others. Is it
clear to you?”

CHAPTER V.
INSPIRATION.

HERE might have been eloquence in
T this outburst if the voice of Axson

had given it emphasis, if the great
volume of his tones had swelled here and
sunk there; but instead he spoke in a deadly
monotone and the only variation was in
the point of light which flared once to a
fire in his eyes and then burned away to a
dull cinder again. @

As for Windsor, instead of showing either
sympathy or horror as the narrative pro-
ceeded, he grew more and more excited,
more and more exultant, until at the end
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he cried out: *“ Yes, it is perfectly clear!
It is done; it is complete.  And now,
Axson, I am going to tell you why 1 have
made you what vou are, and you shall
judge if I am in all cases the ineffectual ass
you have pictured me in the first place. It
is not a pretty story, but then you are
used to ugly things.”

And he paused to give sting to the thrust,
and to collect his thoughts. Axson, as
though wearied by the long continuance in
one position, rose and crossed to the hearth.
To give employment to his large hands he
picked up the wrought-iron poker and held
it carelessly before him. It was well over
three feet in length and massive enough to
pry the most ponderous log into position.
Windsor now sat quite close to Axson, and
leaned at ease in his chair, a comparatively
frail figure, staring up at the grim face of
the colossus.

“ We must go back to the time when the
Lord created the race of the Windsors,” he
said. *‘ They were once a rude and broad-
boned lot and their hands were as familiar
with the sword-hilt as mine is with a cane.
They might, under ordinary circumstances,
have remained a vigorous and fighting lot,
but men answer to their environments, as
you have just so conclusively proved to me.
And the first services of the Windsors to the
Norman kings of England were so great
that they received fiefs rich enough to re-
move from thern all necessity of ever trou-
bling about money.

“ At first there was an occasional call to
arms and the Windsors, I assure you, al-
ways rode in the first rank of the onset.
But as times grew a bit more civilized and
men used more gentle and cruel weapons to
defend their rights, it no longer was neces-
sary for the Windsors to wield arms. In
short, they became by degrees mere gentle-
men of leisure, and by the time the family
had removed to this side of the water there
was a tradition of idleness behind us, at
least a couple of centuries old. It had be-
come, in fact, impossible for a Windsor to
work.

“ Their bodies changed with their minds.
In place of the sturdy old warrior type they
became smaller boned, slenderer, less fitted
to bear burdens. Occasionally there was a
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Fﬂuslon to the burlier type of our ances-
fors, such as you will find my son.
: “I have had to inflict this long prelude
pon you in order that you might under-
Pd my state of mind when I found, at
“he age of thirty, that my finances were in
fa state of collapse. It was because of a
ﬁilure in stocks which no one could have
Fforeseen. I was suddenly confronted with
r|!|e necessity to labor; and yet I was per-
sfectly certain that I could never work.
' However, T found one solution.
“ By investing all my capital in a twenty-
ymr annuity it was possible for me to
draw enough money to support me and my
five-year-old son not in luxury but in
modest comfort. You observe.”
And he waved his hand about the room.
“At the end of the twenty years the
payments ceased and the capital itself re-
verted to the company in which I had in-
“ vested it. You note, however, that this
: provision sufficed only for twenty years,
: At the end of that time it left my son prac-
tically penniless, aside from whatever per-
sonal effects I might leave behind me,

“After your description of me you will
feel that the fate of my son must have
meant nothing to me. In that you are very
“wrong. 1 was determined that I should
find some means of providing a gentleman’s
income for him.

“ During the time I was in this quandary,
wondering how I could make something out
of nothing for my boy, I was walking down
the street one day toward evening and was
held up by a bold footpad. He was so bold,
in fact, that he overstepped the mark, came
within reach, and I promptly knocked him
dowvn with my cane. By the time his
senses returned I had his gun and was
dragging him toward the street corner. The
poor devil began pleading pitifully for
mercy. According to his story he was an
honest working man, a plumber, and had
been forced to this course by the deadly
illness of his wife, and by a starving boy
at his home.

“Of course I saw at once that the tale
was nonsense, and before he had repeated
his yarn twice he was a carpenter instead
of a plumber. Nevertheless T was out for
diversion, and I promised to let him go
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free if he would bring me to his home and
show me the truth about his family. He
agreed with an eagerness that staggered me.

“ His home was on the East Side in the
dirtiest, noisiest section. Hordes of dirty
brats played across the pavements. More-
over, it was a sweltering hot summer night
and there was a veritable blanket of heat
over the city. It seemed to shut out the
stars.

“ We climbed the stairs to the fifth floor
and there we entered one room which
served as kitchen, dining-room, living-room,
and bedroom. Faugh! I can catch the
scent of it to this moment! 1 remember
the flypaper on the oilcloth that covered the
table-—I can even see the coffee stain on the
side of it!

‘“ The bed filled at least half the room,
and on it lay a skeleton of what had once
been 2 woman. And gad but she was ugly!
By nature she must have been as homely as
a witch and disease had made a veritable
caricature of her face. She had a hard,
sharp cough that jerked the color into her
face now and again, and then it went out
slowly and her skin was the same greasy
white.

“ Her son squatted cross-legged on the
floor beside the bed, a somber-eyed young-
ster of five or six—her true son, for he
was uglier than his mother even at that
age. It wasn’t so much the misshapen fea-
tures as it was the sinister expression be-
hind them.- Gave me the shivers, my lad,
as nothing has done until I looked on you
again this evening. For of course vou
were the boy.

“In fact, you were so damnably ugly,
my dear lad, that you inspired me. The
great thought came with my second glance
at you.

““ The upshot of it was that I got my man
the thief out of his room and into the back
part of a nearby saloon. There he poured
down a couple of raw whiskeys, and when
I promised him some money and gave him
a ten-spot as a retainer, he unlocked his

tongue and simply poured out the infor-
mation. He admitted that he had been a
thief from his childhood and that he would
be a thief until he died—it was in his blood.
And he also admitted that his son would be
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trained to the same work as soon as he was
old enough; in fact, he was already clever
enough to do a bit of work in thick crowds.
Tinally, T offered to take the boy and give
him an education and a chance to live,
which he would never have in the tene-
ments. The only price that your father
asked, Axson, was the expense of the burial
of your mother.

*“ There you have the background of your
life. Now you will admit that from such
a start, you could have gone on to nothing,
except the life of a pickpocket and graduat-
ing from that class to the footpad. and
finally at last, to the division of the vegg.
A noble future! It was this that came to
me when 1 first looked at you. The sec-
ond thing that came to me was the size
of your forehead and the bigness of vour
bones. It was plain that there was the
raw material of a strong man in vou.

* Ohserve that in the crisis, my mind
worked fast—hardly like the poor ennui-
driven fugitive vou have described me. I
leaped at once from the paltry beginning
to a distant conclusion.

** It was plain that since I could leave my
sun no capital, there were only two possi-
ble sources of an income for him. One was
moneyv he might malde for himself by crea-
tive work. This had to be dismissed at
once. It was impossible that a Windsor
should ever work. The second possibility
was that my son should take from other
men what they had made. This also was
impossible, because although he might have
hecome a successful spoiler, the act of dep-
radation would have stained his character
in his own cyes, and above all else it was
necessary that he should be not only a
Windsor, but a gentleman. It was at this
point that the inspiration came to me, and
T thought of substituting for my son a pro-
fessional thief, who would place some per-
centage of his spoils in the hands of my
son.

“ I think I got the great idea from the
frigate-bird, which I have seen in my travels.
1t is a bird of tremendous power of flight
and great fighting capacity. It lives on
the fish which it forces other birds to sur-
render as soon as they have captured them.

‘1 knew that thieves of intelligence often
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make large and consistent incomes. It
occurred t0 me that this income might be
preserved from danger and much increased
if a man were specially and scientifically
trained as a destroyer of property!”

Here Windsor broke off short, for his
ear caught a light creaking sound, and
staring at Axson he saw the thick har of
the iron poker bend slowly hetween the
hands of the giant.

CHAPTER VI.
THE GENDER OF THE SPHINX.

THERWISE he gave no sign of emo-
O tion in the compression of his mouth
or the keenness of his eye.

Windsor went on: ** The average thief is
not a clever man. He has a certain low
cunning, but his work is not based on care-
ful learning. 1 decided that a man who
knew thoroughly all that could be learned
of the methods of acquiring the property of
others could not only take freely, but he
could take safely. I determined to make
you such a man. I was doing no wrong,
because 1 was simply enabling vou to do
with impunity what you would be course
of nature have attempted and eventually
come to grief over, in the hands of the law.

** So 1 secured you and began the course
of your education. TFrom the first it was
necessary to impress upon your childish
mind the fact that you would have perished
miserably before the dawning of intelli-
gence if you had not been rescued by me.
TFor in truth, Axson, there was no chance
that you could escape the tuberculosis germ
if you were left in contact with you mother,
and in your weakened and hali-starved con
dition the disease would have carried you
off within a month. Your very existence,
then, you owe to me.” '

“ 1 admit it,” said Axson in the usual
calm voice.

“ Starting from this point, I had your
mind carefully trained by various masters.
Yes, your education has cost me a pretty
penny. It was possible that your future
profession would frequently place you i
danger. Accordingly I had your body
trained thoroughly. Naturally large o
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bone and muscle, you were schooled in
every exercise which could benefit a fight-
ing man. You were taught to wrestle and
to box, and I have it on good authority
that a single blow of your fist will accom-
plish what a club effects in the hands of
an ordinary man. You were also neces-
sarily taught to use weapons and have ac-
quired, as I understand, a truly extraor-
dinary proficiency with firearms. But that
had to follow when your hand and eye were
trained almost from infancy.

“ The mind, however, was infinitely more
important than the body. I kept that
firmly before me from the first in planning
your education. Moreover, I was deter-
mined that since the mind has only a lim-
ited capacity, yours should be concentrated
onlv upon those branches which would be
of possible benefit in your work. You were
taught, therefore, little else than the sci-
ences and mathematics. Some philosophy
was necessary, though I understand that
you have plunged into the subject some-
what further than I intended.

“The entire history of criminology is at
vour finger tips, and all the methods of the
great figures in the world of crime are yours
to use when you will. Moreover, you have
been schooled as a detective, for knowing
how to find a clue it necessarily follows
that you also know how to work without
leaving traces.

* Meanwhile it was necessary that your
mind should not be softened by the so-
called humanizing influences of association
with other children. You were consistently
debarred from all society. Neither were
you allowed to fribble away your time on
the arts. A hard, compact, practical, work-
ing mind was what I wanted, and by the
eternal heavens, that is what I have pro-
duced! You ask me in what my life has
been creative? Sir, I point to you! You
are my lifework, and you are a masterpiece!
What! I had only to let you see my room,
and from it you read my character with
unflinching truth! But whatever you may
be, I have made you. Now the time has
come for me ask not gratitude, but answer-
ing services. Are you ready?”

The poker dropped from the hands of
Axson and clanged upon the hearth.
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* 1 am ready,” he said simply.

*“Very good,” nodded Windsor, “ very
good indeed. The work is completed, and
it is only necessary that I should communi-
cate some of the details.

*“ My annuity ceases to-day. At mid-
night I shall terminate my life. Pay care-
ful attention, therefore, to the details of my
instructions.

“ First of all, my stock of money is short.
And my son, James Gordon Windsor, 4th,
has little of his own, and a considerable
stock of debts. You must be prepared to
begin your activities at once.

“It shall be borne in mind from the
start that my son shall never suspect from
what source the money you give him comes,
You shall have it delivered to him in such
2 manner that he shall never dream that he
les under any obligation to you. I shall
tell him simply that he is to expect a sup-
ply of money in an amount which I cannot
determine and which may cease at any
time. I shall therefore urge him to save
himself by a rich marriage alliance at the
earliest possible moment.

“One thing I have omitted from your
education. I have not taught you to dress
as will be necessary when you enter the so-
ciety of my son. He himself shall give you
the necessary lessons. To this end, I shall
leave him parting instructions to the effect
that you are the son of an old friend of
mine who bad placed me under heavy ob-
ligations to him. I shall say that your
father, dying, sent you to me with a re-
quest that I introduce you to the ways of
the world. And I shall pass you on as a
bequest to Jimmy. The Lord knows what
he’ll do with you!”

Here Windsor chuckled, and he resumed
after 2 moment: ‘ But it will be necessary
that you share the same lodgings; the con-
tact would be mutually beneficial.” He
laughed again. “ Above all, it will enable
you to come at all the vital needs of my
boy and estimate exactly how much money
you will have to make. Now, sir, we are
about to part, and such a gulf will be
placed between us within the hour that you
will never be able to meet me again. Is
everything clear between us?”

“ Everything.”
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1t is of course apparent to you that I
have placed you under no bond. I have
no means of compelling you to serve my
son, and that servitude ends as soon as my
son is in possession of a sufficient perma-
nent income. Will the compact hold?”

“ It will hold while I live,” anwered Ax-
son. ‘T have already admitted the debt.”

* By the Lord, you seem happy to accept
it; your eye’s on fire!”

* Because I'm free,” answered Axson.
I have a debt to pay, but the means of
paying it is open to me. Thereafter there is
no program which I must follow. My will
is my only master. This is liberty!"

‘ And no scruples about the course you
will have to pursue?”

 There are open to me honorable means
of making money.”

* My son needs thirty thousand a year,
He must have at least that much to live
like 2 Windsor in these days of high prices
and expensive fancies. Axson, can you
make _thirty thousand a year by honest
means?”’

The giant was silent.

* No, my friend, it is impossible. Resign
yourself to the inevitabie.™

“ And why not?” said Axson. 1 am
merely accepting what would have come in
the course of nature if T had not been taken
away from my home by you. 1 will follow
that natural course—and will iollow it with-
out scruple.”

He laughed suddenly and without mirth,
and ceased so abruptly that the heavy echo
went booming through the room.

“ There is only one thing that could up-
set my plans,” said Windsor thoughtfully.

* And that>”.

“When you know the gender of the
Sphinx you will understand what I mean.
And now, sir, T must say farewell for eter-
nity. My time is drawing to an end and I
have still much to do. Take this card.
You will find on it the address of my son.
Take this wallet. You will find in it the
means of providing yourself with a suitable
outfit of clothes before you go to call upon
him.”

These things Axson accepted without a
word, and still without speaking he turned
on his heel and strode from the room with
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that characteristic step, so light and swift
in spite of his bulk.

CHAPTER VII.
A BUSINESS PROPOSITION.

T was three days later and Axson stood
at the door of James Gordon Windsor
4th, while a servant said: ** I don't think

that Mr. Windsor can possibly receive you
now, sir.”

“It’s nine o’clock,” said Axson.
soon will he be able to receive me?
ten?”

*“ Could you possibly come back this
afternoon?” inquired the servant anxiously.

“ Not possibly,” returned the giant. *1I
will see Mr. Windsor now.”

His big body started a forward move-
ment before which the other automatically
shrank, and as a corollary of this he said:
*“T will see what can be done, Mr. Axson.”
So Axson found himself in the big, square
hall of the apartment. He followed the re-
treating form of the servant to the farther
door of the hall. On this the servant
knocked, and then listened. As if in reply,
a jangle of excited voices rolled faintly out
to them. He looked up with an anxious
smile to Axson.

“You see,” he said,  they won’t hear
me. I've tried before.”

* Let me knock,” said Axson, and ac-
cordingly he stepped forward and smote
with a heavy hand upon the door. It
shuddered under the impact, but a rush of
clamoring voices within must have drowned
the sound of the summons. He raised his
ponderous fist a second time, when the
servant pushed in between him and the
door. ‘“ One minute, sir,” he cried, as if
he feared that a second stroke might beat
down the stout wood, and so saying he laid
his hand on the knob. So, by accident, as
the knob turned with the shrinking weight
of the servant against the panel of the door,
it swung suddenly open and the servant
stumbled with a gasp, headlong into the
inner apartment.

Looking over him John Axson saw a table
surrounded by five men. He saw them
through a haze of tobacco-smoke; he saw

“ How
By
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chips littered across the top of the table:
he saw bottles and glasses strewn across
smaller tables which were placed beside
every player. And he saw one man rising
to his feet. Only his profile was toward the
door, and he paid no attention to its open-
ing. Neither did the rest, for their eyes
were fixed upon him who stood erect. He
was a large man—as tall and nearly as mas-
sive as John Axson himself. He had that
peculiarly erect, proud carriage of the head
which so often goes with the fine athlete.
A glance at him in street clothes suggested
that muscular body racing around the oval
of a cinder-path or plunging through the
thick of a football mélée.

A handsome man—in fact, his features
were almost too regularly cut to promise
strength of mind; they suggested rather
amiable than aggressive qualities. Like the
rest, he-was in evening dress; it accentuated
the swell of shoulders and chest and the
lean hips of the active man.

“Gentlemen'!” he said, and raised his
hand.

The murmur of voices around the table
died out and full attention of four pairs of
eyes fixed upon the speaker.

“1 regret to announce,” he said, “ that
the bank is broken. Mr. Leffingwell, you
will take my note?”

A little chorus of exclamations came from
the circle.

“What the devil!” said a plump fellow,
much older than any of the rest. “ You
don't mean you’re seriously embarrassed by
this evening’s play?”’

“I am, Jack,” said the speaker. “I'm
most damnably embarrassed. In fact, I'm
what I've just told you—broke. Sorry,
Leffingwell.”

“ Look here,” cried the middle-aged man
who had spoken before, “ I'd no idea we
were cutting so close to the nerve. For
my part I’ll have none of this. Windsor,
you'll be good enough to take back what’s
come my way? It was purely a matter
"

“ My dear fellow,” said Windsor coldly,
“I know you’ve the best heart in the world,
but I couldn’t consider accepting a cent.”

There was a marked look of relief on the
face of every man at the table.
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“My note for how long, Leffingwell?”
asked Windsor, and he turned to a little
pale-faced man with light-blue eyes and
very black hair.

“ Awfully sorry,” said Leffingwell, “ but
you know I'm starting across the pond the
day after to-morrow.”

“ Just let me have your overseas address,
then,” said Windsor. ¢ WIill that do?”

There was a moment of pause which
brought astonished eyes toward Leffingwell.

He said at last: “ Yes, I suppose that
will have to do.”

Some- one murmured: “ By Jove!” half
audibly. It was a palpable cut. The blood
rushed to the face of Windsor and sank
from it as quickly, leaving him white. The
elder man, very grave, and almost as pale as
Windsor, fixed angry eyes upon Leffingwell.

“TIt will be a privilege to arrange this,”
he said, and nodded with an appeal to the
host.

“ Come, come, Jack,” said Windsor with
some heat. “ You’ll do nothing of the kind.
Mr. Leffingwell, you shall have your money
before you sail. I have your address.”

The servant, in the mean time, had
picked himself up, and now, shrinking back
to the door, as if to block the way of John
Axson, he cried in a shrill voice: “ I beg
your pardon, sir.”

Young Windsor turned and saw the hulk-
ing form of a stranger in the door; he
started and cursed softly.

“ What the devil is the meaning’ of this,
Smithson?” he called sharply.

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” repeated the
miserable Smithson, “ but Mr. Axson came
—insisted—the door flew open before I—”

“ Never mind,” cut in Windsor. ‘ That
will do.”

He came toward Axson and shook hands.

“I'm glad to see you,” he said, forcing
a smile, ¢ even though you see me in rather
a tangle.”

John Axson said nothing at all. The
others had risen from their places, and one
of them raised a window-shade.

“Gad!” he cried, “it’s broad daylight.
What’s the time?”

“ Nine ten,” answered John Axson.

“My word!” said little Leffingwell.
“ Where did the night go?”
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The middle-aged man said coldly: * Out
of Windsor's pocket and into yours, ap-
parently.”

Leffingwell started to reply, but in turn-
ing he encountered more than one pair of
oblivious eyes and seemed to suddenly real-
ize that he was no longer a desirable part
of the company.

* Well,” he said, ©* I'm ofi. Sorry vou're
hard hit, Windsor. Mlorning, boys."

And he was gone hastily. The others
folloved his exampie, the elder man linger-
ing behind to murmur to Windsor: *“Of
course I'll see vou soon. And if there's any
tangle, Jimmy, it will be a privilege—"

* Not a bit.,” answered Windsor emphati-
callyv. * Not the least bit in the world.
Good-by, Jack, and thank vou a thousand
times." ”

He followed his guests into the hall, call-
ing cheerfully after them until the last was
gone, then he returned to Axson. and led
the way into a small library. There were
a number of magazines on the table: the
shelves were lined chiefly with uniformly
hound sets, suspiciously iresh and unbat-
tered.

* So,” sighed Windsor, as he sank into a
chair, * there’s the end of one chapter.
\What the devil will be in the next?>” He
continued: * But the interesting thing to
you is not my affairs hut vour own. Un-
lortunately the two go together to a certain
extent. What has just happened takes it
out of my power to be of any use to you.
Sorry is no name for it. 1'm covered with
mortification. You see, my fathers last
request was that I should do what I could
for vou and start you along in this little
world of ours. But my father didn’t leave
me the wherewithal. Last night I plunged to
put myself on the right side. Result: All on
the minus of the important decimal point.
Sorry, Axson, but my hands are tied. Tied
behind me, in fact. Canlt even ask vou to
stop over here with me. To-day 1 have
to auction off my things—or get rid of ’em
some way. At least, 1 can fll Leffingwell’s
pocket that way.”

* And when vour things are sold, what
will vou do?™ asked Axson.

**Eh? 1 haven’t thought that far ahead.
Damned if T know. Business, 1 suppose.”
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* Then begin business now,"” said Axson.
* You have something 1 want to buy. Sell
it to me.”

* Anything you waht,” smiled Windsor.
* Look about vou. Name the article you
desire and it's yours at your own price.”

 Not furniture,” said Axson. **It's be-
come necessary that 1 learn something about
manners—learn how to dress and walk and
talk. If yvou think we could strike a bar-
gain, say so and 1'll pay your own price."

Windsor merely stared.

* If you can make me presentable,” said
Axson, ' it is worih money to me.” _

The gaze of Windsor remained fixed upon
the face of his guest.

“1 read your mind,” said Axson. "I
would start under a handicap. 1 know that.
1 merely wish to he able to ameliorate that
handicap as far as is possible. Wil you
help me?"”

A suggestion of a smile touched the lips
of Windsor. Evidently he was thinking of
the sensation of that grotesque face and
mighty figure introduced to polite society.
The smile went out at once, however, and
was replaced by an exceeding gentleness.

He said:  1'd be very happy to do any-
thing in my power, but this iz one of the
few things I'd be unable to do tor a money
price. You understand me, of course.”

 This is final>” said Axson.

* Absolutely. I'm sorry.”

* Then 1'll say good-by, Mr. Windsor.”

“ Not vet. 1 can't let you go as easily
as this. By no means. Why not run down
to the gymnasium of my club with me and
after 1 get freshened up with a bit of exer-
cise I can talk more-to the point. There
may be certain little things such as letters
of introduction which would be of some
service to you. We can talk it over, at
least. Will you?”

* Gladly,” nodded Axson.

CHAPTER VIII.
TIME!
as Windsor discovered on the way to the

club. He met every remark with the
same blank face and answered nine ques-

lT was not easy to talk to Axson, however,
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tions out of ten with a curt no or yes. At
the entrance to the club they met a man
coming out, almost as tall as themselves,
though hardly as stalwart of shoulders.
Windsor hailed him, and they stood together
for a2 moment, a titanic trio; club members
in passing stopped an instant and stared.

“ Jackson,” said Windsor, *‘ you're the
very man I'm looking for. I want some
exercise. Will you go up and put on the
gloves with me?”

But Jackson regarded him with a partly
mocking and partly rueful smile.

~Not again for me,” he said. “1 was
in bed for two days after our last bout.”

* Impossible! " cried Windsor. “ We were
only sparring.”

“ Sparring with you,” said Jackson, **is
like boxing with a bear. Never again!
Sorry!™

And he hurried out, leaving Windsor to
stare gloomily after him.

* Jackson is getting a little fat and slow,”
he confided to Axson. ‘““He used to be
great sport with the gloves. Well, I'll have
to pull the weights or toss the medicine-ball
about, 1 suppose.”

“T'd be glad to accommodate you with
the gloves,” suggested Axson.

“You?” cried Windsor eagerly, and then
the light died from his eyes. ** You have
the bulk,” he went on, ** but boxing needs
something more than size. Mighty kind of
you, but boxing has been a sort of hobby
with me, and 1 don’t care to put on the
gloves with a man who isn't fairly expert.
You see, it’s-hard for me to pull a punch;
and if T don’t do that I’m liable to hurt the
other chap pretty seriously. Thanks just
the same.”’

“1 think,” said Axson gravely, * that 1
would take a chance—for a short hout—
just to Joosen you up.”

For a moment Windsor considered him
judiciously.

*Well,” he decided at length, *it's up
to you. If you'll put ‘'em on I'll go as
easily as 1 can.”

The thought of the contest fired him.
He began to hum as they went up in the
elevator, and when they reached the gymna-
sium he Jed Axson directly to his locker.

*What shall it be?” he asked, as they
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began to undress. ‘I have anything from
five to eight-ounce gloves in my locker.”

‘ There's more padding in an eight-ounce
glove,” remarked Axson non-committally,

* Right you are,” grinned Windsor, ** and
the eight-ounce it shall be. You've done
some ‘boxing?”’

“ Off and on—a little bit,” agreed Axson.

“ It may be a beut after all,” said Wind-
sor, and then, as he watched the last clothes
swept from the hody of Axson he uttered a
little cry of astonishment. * It <will be a
bout. By the Lord, Axson, I've never seen
a better body than yours. Well, shall we
have Duffy—that's our boxing-master—
referee the match?”

* If you wish.” said Axson, slipping into
his trunks.

“Good! Old man, T wouldn’t have
missed this for much money. And what
shall be the prize? A supper to-night?”

~ If you beat.me,” said Axson, ““ I'll buy
vou a supper. 1f I beat you, we’ll take up
that bargain 1 mentioned before. 1 pay
vour debt to Leffingwell, and you teach me
what you can."”

“That.” frowned Windsor. * It's almost
the first bet I've ever refused. But I can't
do it.”

The temptation made his eyes bright.

* I can’t be rotter enough to do that.”

* Suppose 1 make it more definite,” said
Axson. *“If 1 knock you out we call it a
bargain.”

“ Come, come'!” smiled Windsor. I
don’t want to boast, and you may be a very

“good man with the gloves, but I've never

been dropped or even staggered in-my life,
and I’ve mixed with some clever fellows,
You certainly never could do it with
eight-ounce gloves. No, I could make that
bet.”

They stood in trunks and in gymnasium
shoes, now, pulling on their gloves. Axson
measured Windsor deliberately from head
to heel.

*I'll offer you any odds you want,” he
said. .

Windsor flushed deeply.

He said in a controlled voice: * It's hard
for me to be polite when it comes to a mat-
ter of the gloves. Please don’t insist on
challenging me in this way, Mr, Axson,
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It's not a gentleman’s bargain, Mr. Axson.
if you will force me to be frank.”

« However,” said the other imperturb-
ably, “ it is the sort of a bargain that suits
me. If you beat me, it’s only a supper.
which I will buy. If I knock vou out. it’s
the other bargain.”

Windsor ground his teeth.

“1 have to keep hold on myself.” he
argued fiercely.

*“ Say, in four rounds,” continued Axson
calmly. Four rounds with eight-ounce
gloves. Don’t you think vou could defend
yourself for that length of time, Mr. Wind-
sor?”

It was not so much what he said that in-
furiated Windsor as it was the undisturbed
manner in which he made his astonishing
proposal. Moreover, they stood with the
gloves laced upon their wrists, stripped to
the waist, ready for action. The blood of
Norman ancestors was boiling through the
veins of Windsor and the Berserker light
looked red from his eyes.

“ T shouldn’t do it,” he muttered. * but
it’s more than a human temptation. Be-
sides, there isn’t a possibility that you can
lay me flat, Mr. Axsen. If there was the
ghost of a chance that you might do what
you promise I couldn’t make this bargain,
but as it is—"

“ As it 1s,” cut in Axson precisely, “if 1
knock you out without question inside of
four rounds you allow me to pay the debt
to Leffingwell, retain your apartment intact,
and accept me as a guest.”

Windsor swallowed hard. His lips were
beginning to draw back hard over his
teeth,

At last he said: “ Are vou mad, Axson?
Well, we'll put it that way. then. Tve
warned you enough.”

He led the way from the locker-room
into a roomy place in the center of which
stood a roped ring with the padded mat in-
side. In it, a bald-headed man was putting
a sweating youth through his paces. As
they approached, the pupil held up his
gloved right hand.

“’Nuff, Duffy,” he gasped. * Besides.
here comes Windsor with another of his
victims. No, gad. it looks more like a
professional!”
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¢ How are you, Duffy,” nodded Windsor.
“ May we have the ring for a little while,
and you to referee?”

“ Sounds to me like serious business, Mr.
Windsor,” said the instructor. ¢ What's
the game?”’

“T want you to hold time on us and ref-
eree. The point is this: my friend here—
Mr. Axson, this is Mr. Duffy—promises to
knock me out within four rounds. You're
to see that it’s done legitimately. and tell
me about it when I wake up.”

The panting youth paused as he climbed
through the ropes to stare in astonishment
at Axson, and Duffy regarded the big man
with a rather grimly prophetic smile. Then
he turned rather sharply on Windsor.

¢ Is this a joke?” he asked. “ No more
manslaughter, Mr. Windsor. Can’t have it
here.”

- “T've tried to explain everything to my
friend,” said Windsor coldly.  But he in-
ists.”

“Well.” said Duffy, grinning openly
now, “ he looks like he could stand a good
deal of wear. Maybe hell get it. Climb
in, lads!”

The two big men obeyed.

“ Now,” went on Duffy, in a businesslike
tone, “ you two are going at it hard and
heavy, eh? But what's this? Eight-ounce
gloves?”

‘T suggested that he take lighter gloves,”
said Windsor dryly. * But he’d rather save
his hands.”

“ And you’re going to knock out Mr,
Windsor with eight-ounce gloves?” said
Duffy to Axson.

 Exactly,” nodded Axson, “ and within
four rounds. We’re perfectly clear on that,
Mr. Windsor?”

‘“ Perfectly,” said Windsor.
ready?”

e I am'”

“Wait one minute. Mr. Axson, I don't
know vou, and I don’t know how good you
are. But I do know that a professional
himself couldn’t put Windsor away in four
rounds—not with eight-ounce gloves.”

In reply Axson said: “ If vou’ll call time,
we’ll start.”

‘“ All right,” said Duffy savagely, “ may-
be vou need Windsor’s fists to teach vou

“ Are you
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No hitting in the clinches or
That’s all. Time:"”

your lesson. N
the breakaway.

CHAPTER IX.
NEMESIS.

E slipped back two rapid, gliding
paces, and then crouched with his
hands slapped on his knees ready to

watch every move of the two boxers. They
came together, shook hands, and then
stepped back, ready for work.
" They were exactly of a height and within
a few pounds of each other in weight; that
much was obvious to the most unprac-
tised eve. Also, their general outlines were
the same—broad shoulders, thick chests,
.and comparatively thin hips and waists.
In these main details the resemblance
cased. The skin of Windsor shone with a
dazzling whiteness and here and there it was
¢ drawn out to an almost transparent fineness
by the swelling of the muscles and the pink
shone through. Everywhere those muscles
plaved in and out in formidable knots and
bunches. Up from a small wrist the mus-
cles of the forearm swelled suddenly, and
the upper arm was a congested mass—the
arm of a gvmnast.
" The arched chest was padded mightily,
but nowhere was the development of the
young athelete more remarkable than across
the shoulders. Here there was a continual
flash and play of light. At every movement
of the arms the muscles across the shoulders
leaped in and out, bulged and disappeared,
Jand down the center of the back, on either
side of the spinal column, was a great ridge
—like two cables. At first glance Windsor
" seemed overmuscled, but now as he began
to try out his footwork, dancing lightly yet
in perfect balance in and out, one lost all
sense of hulk. He seemed merely a swift
* and eminently capahle engine of destruction.
In all this Axson stood the exact opposite
- of his opponent. His wrists were broad and
. bony, and when he crooked his fists in a
. bit, the cords leaped out like bow-strings.
The forearm swelled up to a perfectly
. rounded mass, but it was not indented—
Ethere was no knotting and play of muscle.
t The upper arm also was comparatively lean.
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It tapered up from the elbow almost like a
woman’s, absolutely smooth. One would
have expected to feel it yield under the
touch; in fact, it was hard as tempered steel.
Neither were there the jutting points which
caught the light over the chest and shoul-
ders. All was sheathed in a thick layer of
what might well have been fat, except that
the gaunt ribs of the man showed that he
was in perfect condition.

No matter what he did with his arms, not
a muscle rippled along his back. Neither
were his legs as trim as those of Windsor.
The knees were not half concealed by over-
harmng muscles as were Windsot’s—they
thrust out—big, bony, and the feet below
were two or three sizes larger than those
of his dancing opponent’s.

Their expressions were also in vital con-
trast, for while the face of Windsor flamed
with the eagerness of battle, his cheeks
flushed, his eyes afire, his nostrils dilated,
the face of Axson was buried in the same
unshaken repose. That half-mocking smile
tilted up the corners of his mouth, the eyes
were continually probing the infinite dis-
tance. He stood with his guard low, his left
hand down almost to his waist, his body
not at an angle but squaring around toward
Windsor, his feet planted solidly, clumsily,
as if they were taking root.

These details Windsor took in with
lightning glances. He danced in swiftly,
feinted, and danced out and around. The
guard of Axson had not stirred. He
wheeled himself awkwardly to face the new
attack. Duffy was chuckling. A dozen
men, gathered around the ringside, glanced
to each other and smiled. More men were
coming.

Half the battle-eagerness vanished from
the face of Windsor. He began to smile,
and waved his gloved right hand to some of
the spectators. Then he darted in again
upon his victim. His movements were ex-
actly like his first feint; but this time the
darting arm did not feint. It shot with ter-
rific impetus straight for the chin of Ax-
son; the swarthy head rolled almost Jazily to
one side and the arm of Windsor shot to
the elhow over the shoulder of his oppo-
nent. He grunted, partly at the jar of the
waste punch, partly in surprise; but his
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perfect balance had not been disturbed by
the miss. In an instant he had rocked back
on his heels, and then swaying forward, he
stooped with his inward lunge and smashed
his right arm toward Axson’s body. At that
close range no earthly speed of movement
could have dodged the blow. The only
chance for Axson was to block it, vet his
guard remained as low as his waist; the
driving right fist darted home just above
the belt line, a deadly spot which the great
Fitzsimmons had made a famous target
for his knockout punches.

The blow landed fair and square, and
with every ounce of Windsor’s power be-
hind it. The spat of the glove against the
flesh was like the clapping of two open
hands. At the sound the spectators in-
voluntarily hunched their shoulders and
grunted in sympathy. Yet there was no
doubling up of Axsen’s body; there was no
gasp for breath; there was no contorted face
of agony. Windsor’s tremendous blow re-
bounded as if he had smashed with all his
power against thick sheets of pneumatic
rubber.

He sprang back with an astonished eath,
his right hand drooping very low, for it
had been hurt in that smashing impact.
His eyes, agape, were fixed upon the rocklike
form of Axson, who had not moved any
more than a granite statue. His ugly face
showed neither mockery nor jubilation, but
merely a faintly studious contempt. A
shout came from the spectators. Duffy,
wild with enthusiasm, was dancing in a
most unprofessional delight.

“ By the sivin saints!” he shouted, laps-
ing into his native dialect, * an indja rub-
ber man. An’ Windsor has his match!”’

Even this applause could not disturb Ax-
son, but it sent Windsor in like a thor-
oughbred under the spur. He leaped and
lashed out with both hands for the head.
The swinging left hurtled over the ducked
head of Axson. Its companion right thud-
ded against that hard surface. The meta-
carpal bones would have buckled under that
impact if Windsor had not held his fist per-
fectly in line with his forearm. As it was,
the blow paralyzed every nerve in his right
arm. He danced back again, his forehead
puckered in studious thought, and Axson
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raised his head to wait. He had hitherto
moved nothing but that same head. His
hands and his feet had not stirred, nor did
they stir now in a forward movement as
Windsor danced about him watching for an
opening. To this maneuver Axson respond-
ed with a solemn and slow change of front,
his movements of oxlike regularity.

Once more Windsor sprang in. He came
with a double feint which ended in a left
shift; but once more that elusive, bronzed
head slipped to the side and the arm of
Windsor shot past it almost to the shoulder,
He fell into a clinch.

Here a strange thing happened. His left
arm was clasped tightly about the shoulders
of Axson. His right glove clasped the upper
left arm of Axson. But the swarthy man
disentangled those mighty arms with the
ease of a mother avoiding the caress of a
child. He did not stir his feet but simply
picked off the arms of Windsor and then
pushed the blond vouth away to arm'’s
length. This done, calmly, deliberately, he
slapped Windsor across the face with his
open glove.

After that, no ducking of the head could
have avoided the rain of Windsor’s punches.
He came behind a literal mist of flying
gloves—every blow enough to have knocked
an ordinary man through the ropes. But
not a blow landed; for Axson,.in turn, hal.
commenced to move.

He did not dance about like Windsor.:
Watched by himself without relation to
Windsor he seemed to be lifting his feet
methodically, slowly, trailing them acres
the floor, side-stepping or going in and out,
gliding around reluctantly as if he wished to
expend no unnecessary effort. It wasa
clumsy process, indeed, and a slow ong
until one watched him in comparison with
Windsor. Then it became apparent that
those gliding steps were taken with light,
ning speed. He outdistanced Windsor andﬁ
the swift movements of the blond boxe;
seemed like a futile, meaningless dance. If
such a thing is conceivable, it might be sai
that Windsor was running at full spe
but Axson, merely walking, was always
of his way. Never a yard or even a f
out of the way. It was always a m
ter of an inch or a fraction of an inch.
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He was always within range, and yet he
was never hit. He glided back and the
gloves of Windsor brushed across his face.
He slipped to one side and the smashing
fist of Windsor glanced along his ribs.

“Time'” called Duffy suddenly.

Windsor stopped, panting, in the middle
of a rush, and stared about him in be-
wilderment. Spectators stood three deep on
all sides of the ring. and they welcomed the
dazed face of Windsor with a shout of de-

- lighted derision. For he was dripping with
sweat, and at the opposite side of the ring
Axson stood with his hands on his hips,
unmarked by the furious onslaught, his
bronze chest lifting in regular and unhur-
ried breaths. Duffy was shaking the hand
of Axson frantically.

“Lad, lad, lad!” he cried, with tears of
delight in his eyes. ™ This is like the old
days!”

“Mr. Windsor,”
wish to hurt you.
off>"

“12" gasped Windsor, breathless with
panting and rage. “ Call it off? Confound
you, Axson, you're clever on the defense,
but you couldn’t hurt me if you were swing-

ing a sledge-hammer; "

*Very well,” said Axson. *‘In the next
“round 1 will knock you down.”

*“Sit down, then,” urged Duffy. * You've
done a pretty bit of work, lad, but you'll
need vour strength if you're after Windsor
in earnest.”

But Axson brushed him away and con-
tinued to stand, his hands on his hips, con-
sidering Windsor thoughtfully.

However confident he might have been,
_Windsor would have been more than human
‘if he had not winced under that considering

stare which dwelt on him, point by point,
like the eve of the butcher choosing the spot
where he will strike.

And when Duffy called time for the sec-
-ond round, Windsor danced cautiously to
the center of the ring, and waited. He had
. not long to wait, for Axson came at once
‘ with his stealthy step, not quite so erect,
 but with his shoulders swaying forward, his
.right and left gloves at an equal distance
;before him. Jt was a clumsy approach—to
i watch.

said Axson, 1 don’t
Will you call the game
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But when Windsor lashed out in a volley
to keep that smoothly approaching form at
a safe distance. his punches were picked off
at a distance or else they were allowed to
bounce harmlessly off the blocking fore-
arms; and still more frequently it was the
glove of Axson which tapped that of Wind-
sor just as it darted within range and caused
the blow to glance harmlessly away from
its original aim. )

And through this shower of punches the
Nemesis continued a slow, almost strolling
progress. Windsor ‘had to give ground.
He executed his retreat in the most ap-
proved form, vet for all his speed he was
almost hemmed against the ropes by the
gliding address of the swarthy giant. Yet
he managed to leap to one side and regain
the center of the arena. He was panting
swift and hard, now. and there was some-
thing almost like ferror in.his eyes.

Indeed, there was a touch of the un-
earthly in the approach of that stealthy
Titan, with never a blow struck, with the
studious eyes fixed apparently on the vague
distance beyond Windsur. For all that, his
second attack was delivered with a speed of
movement before which Windsor seemed to
be standing still.

Back danced Windsor. He leaped to one
side; the gliding Nemesis was before him.
He sprang to the opposite side; the relent-
less stalker was again confronting him. He
sprang in with a furious shower of punches;
they bounced harmlessly away as rain drops
off an iron-clad figure. He staggered back.
The ropes touched his back. There was no
room now to leap to either side. The on-
slaught was upon him and the punch was
coming. He knew it.

A little grim silence had fallen over the
onlookers. Half a minute before they had
been shouting themselves hoarse at the sight
of their champion in full retreat before an
unknown warrior with a reputation still to
make. But by degrees, as they watched
that ominous attack, their shouting fell
away; and now in the crisis, each man
seemed to be holding his breath.

There was no thought of surrender in the
brave heart of Windsor, however. So far he
had not received a single blow. His
strength was somewhat spent by the furious
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pace at which he had fought, but it was
as yet unsapped by punishment. The
touch of the ropes against his sweating back
gave him a desperate courage and strength.
Right in the face of the oncoming colossus
he leaped, aiming a terrific right hook at
the head.

It was not a full arm punch that met him.
It was merely a straight, stabbing, left jab
such as pugilists use to measure an oppo-
nent. It was used by Axson, very evi-
dently, merely to stop the onslaught of
Windsor. His real attack was delayed in his
right hand, which drew back to his hip
for the vital effort at the same time that
his left leaped out. But there was no need
for a second blow. That darting left hand
shot inside the curve of Windsor’s hooking
right, at the same time blocking the blow.
The fist of Axson landed on the point of the
chin with that peculiar thudding sound
which is heard when an ax sinks home in
the soft top of a chopping-block, and the
head of Windsor jerked violently back.
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That terrible right hand of Axson was al-
ready started on its errand, but he stopped
the blow in mid air with a wrench that
jarred even his great body. For the arms
of Windsor were dangling helplessly at his
side. His head hung back, the mouth wag-
ging open, the eyes staring and dazed
Then his whole body began to sag. The
knees buckled first and swayed out. He
sagged forward at the waist, and then
toppled forward, limp as water. Axson
received the shining body in his swarth
arms.

He laid the body carefully, almost rev-
erently, on the floor. Then he stood up.

“1It is only a daze,” said Axson calmly,
“ and he will be all right in a few seconds.
Fortunately, I did not strike him hard”

‘“ Hard!” squeaked Duffy, already kneel-
ing beside the prostrate form. ¢ Lad, it's
lucky for you that you stopped that right
hand or you’d sleep in a cell to-night. Hey,
there, Conklin, throw me that wet towel!
He’s breathing, thank God!”

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

U U

OF A DAY

BY DIXIE WILLSON

LOVE is the sun of a day.

In the moming,
Rosy and warm, on th

Like a jewel in the distance—

I watch it—and wonder

How one splash of gold all the wide world can fill!
And then—with the dav—as I thrill to the sunshine—

As closer and closer it
T know that its light is

The soul of a world—yet a whole world apart.
Bui—oh, while my eyes are still full of its fire—
1 see, in the trail of its roseate beams,
Shadows—beginning to lengthen and linger!

e crest of a hill

comes to my heart,
the glory of Eden—

Shadows—Ilike mist over vanishing dreams!

Breathless I watch whi

le the sun begins sinking—

Folding the glow in a whispering gray—
Folding it into the shroud of a memory—

Love is the sun of a be

autiful day.
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secutively.

miss a single one of his adventures.

HIS is the second of the splendid series of sea tales dealing with the amazing
modern pirate, Teach, which began last week.

1 is complete in itself, it will add greally to your enjoyment if you read them all con- I
One will be published each week, and we feel certain that having |

made the acquaintance of this fascinating rascal, it will not be your fault if you

While each of these stories

I

II —THE COCHINEAL GROWER ,

= Y week's parole,”" wrote Miss
Mary Arncliffe in the letter the

cochireal-grower found in the
floating champagne bottle, * my week’s pa-
role ended vesterday, and Captain Teach
has not even asked me to renew it. So I
am quite {ree to tell all I know.

» There was some carbon paper down-
stairs in the saloon, and by using a very
hard pencil I am able to make eight copies,
so that 1 am hoping one will he picked up
somewhere and sent on to Mr. James Buck-
den, or my father, at \rnclifie’s Bentwood
Works, Skipton. 1 am weighting the bot-
tom of the bottles with sand so that they
will fleat upright, and sticking a little flag
on a wire in the cork. A red flag on a biue
sea should catch some decent eve, surely.

“ The man Teach is now blatantly and
openly a pirate, and flies the skull and
crosshones through sheer vanity, and also, of
course, to keep his crew together. We have
sunk one big steamer, which I fancy was

German, though she flew the red ensign,
hburned an ltalian bark—-the one. which
carried King Ernestino’s treasure—and cap-
tured two Canary fishing-schooners.

" The crews of the last-named are made
to work on the Littondale’s repairs. Our
pirates sit round, and if the Spaniards do
not work hard enough, beat them with wire
rope-ends. The Littondale, though Teach
lied to me and said she hadn’t been touched,
was evidently a good deal hit about in the
action with the big Hun steamer. And
somewhere aboard cf her is stowed (I sup-
pose) the three hundred thousand pounds
of Ernestino’s which they looted. At any
rate, 1 haven't seen anyv attempt to hide it
or get rid of it, and it's bulky stuff, in
heavy iron-bound boxes.

 Me they've put ashore on this island
which makes the outside of the harbor. I
do not know its name or whereabouts. But
I suppose it is off Africa, as there are canals
on the main land hehind the ship. Possibly
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they expected me to go back to the Litton-
dale to sleep, but they didn’t fetch me, so
I didn’t go. It was Pickles, the gunner,
who put me ashore in the quarter-boat—a
detestable fat man who is married eight
deep, so the steward told me, and joined
Teach to escape a prosecution for octrigamy,
or whatever it is.

“ Pickles has oily ways with him that
make me shudder, but the steward says I
need not be frightened. °Pickles always
boasts he does it hy kindness, miss, never
vi'lence. If youll excuse me, misg, it's
Captain Teach you've got to keep your eye
on. He’s not a lady’s man, they say, but,
then, miss, you've got your looks, which
vou can’t help, and that hogged hair of
vours, with the twiddle at ends is very
camilfo, if you'll ecxcuse me mentioning it.’

“1 may remark that I have washed
the offending hair in sea-water most thor-
oughly since I got this tip, and it is as
decorative as a bunch of tallow candles at
this moment of writing. I've slackened my
—well, I've so arranged that my stockings
sag about my ankles, and if that doesn’t
put Teach off, nothing will. One has to do
desperate things. That black-eyed pirate is
awful, and his men are beginning to leer,
100, the brutes—all, that is, except the
steward.

“ The steward is in this business because
he can’t help it. He ‘ signed on '—whatever
that may mean—in the ordinary way, and
found himself pirating before he knew
what was happening. He stands to be
hanged with the rest, if caught; but in
the meanwhile, if dividends are going, he
intends to pocket them. Inreply to a broad
hint, T gave him a pound-note as a tip in
advance.

“ He says: * You never know what might
‘appen, miss. Thank you, miss. You'll
find you have nothing to complain of, miss,
from my department, till I've worked this
off.

“ His name is Llewelyn Jones, which he
can’t help, and he’s got a strong outward
squint, which I suppose he didn’t arrange
for, either. You can imagine what I've
come to when a man like this is the only
soul I've got to trust.

“The Littondale’s two life-boats, fastened
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together into a sort of raft with baiks of
timber, are hovering over the sunken
steamer, whose topmasts and a bit of funnel
show above the sea. They are salving guns
and ammunition. So, with the six 6-inch
guns she has already, the Littondale will be
a very formidable ship, and, as her people
will fight with halters round their necks, she
will be a terror to every merchant-ship she
can come across. I gather that her main
handicap is her speed—which is slow.

“There is no slackening of discipline
since they all turned pirates. Captain
Teach shot cne man on Saturday for being
drunk, and another on Sunday for not say-
ing ‘Sir’ when he spoke to an officer.
Decks were cleaned and brasses polished
far above the merchant service-standard,
and the afterguard dresses for dinner. Did
any former pirate put on evening clothes?
I am not up ir piratical history, and do not
know. But I doubt it.

“But I am the only woman amongst
them, and in spite of all this iron discipline
1 know that my danger is horrible. From
Teach especially. In spite of his reputation
of being a man’s man only, a look from
Captain Teach turns me cold all over. I
don’t show it. With him I always keep a
stiff upper lip, and put him in his place
with all the resources of an impudent
tongue. But oh, my dear, I am so fright-
ened. Jimmy! Get me out of it.

“ Your scared
“ MARY ARNCLIFFE.”

Eight copies of this letter were—accord-
ing to Miss Arncliffe—entrusted to ballasted
glass and the waves of the Atlantic, and
seven of these have left no trace. The
eighth rolled ashore on Grand Canary, near
Punta Gando, and was retrieved by Sefior
Don Carlos Bustamente, who had descended
from his ancestral farm near the Caldera de
los Marteles for his yearly bath.

Now Don Carlos was an ill-used man.
When he was born, in the eighteen sixties,
his father was a cochineal king. He was
son to the original Bustamente who, at the
risk of his skin, had stolen the original
cochineal insects from Ejutla, in the Oaxaca
valley of Mexico, and brought them to
Grand Canary. (The penalty of discovery
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was having the said skin stripped off, and
a plaster of sand and Chile pepper applied
in its place.)

The price of cochineal in London in those
days was some twenty-five shillings per
pound, although it dropped to ten shillings
sixpence in the thirties, the profits were
still delirious. The Bustamente estate of
bare lava and pumice, was terraced and
tanked and irrigated with every penny that
could be raised from banker or money-
lender, and the golden returns romped in.

Some time in the seventies young Carlos
was sent to Stoneyhurst in England to pick
up more knowledge than the local Canary
priests could teach him, and about the same
time aniline edged its way on to the dye-
ware market.

When Don Carlos passed out of the sixth
at Stoneyhurst into the great world beyond,
cochineal was listed at tenpence per pound
(London) in place of the ten shillings on
which his scheme of education had been
founded.

Another man would have cut cochineal
and gone into, say, tobacco, or wine, Don
Carlos did not. He lived on among the
ruins of his ancestral splendors, and made
a meager pocket-money by renting out
water from his collecting tanks to tomato
and banana farmers lower down the bar-
ranca. He just lived. But all the while
at the back of his mind he felt that the
world owed him something big, and if that
something came in his way, he did not pro-
pose te be too nice-minded about grasping
it.

As an Englishman or an American, one
would have looked upon Carlos Bustamente
merely as an unsuccessful business man
anxious to retrieve his position. As a
Canario with an English education he was
an active danger.

Here, then, was the man who received
Mary Arncliffe’s letter, and the first person
outside the Littondale’s crew—excepting
those who could tell no tales—to learn that
Teach had turned pirate. Don Carlos read
the letter through, time after time. He
barely gave a thought to the lady or to
the James Buckden she addressed so affec-
tionately, His mind went out fully and
entirely to that hoard of ex-King Ernes-
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tino’s, which seemed to be valued at the
neat, round sum of three hundred thousand
pounds, and he sat there in the cool of the
trade, dabbling his toes in the scum of the
surf, puzzling for some plan by which he
could pry it loose from Captain Edward
Teach.

I do not think Carlos Bustamente was a
man of much imagination. If he had been,
his elaborate farm would not have been still
planted with prickly pear for the edification
of the unwanted cochineal insect. (One
supposes that even the British War Office,
which stuck to cochineal in the teeth of all
the anilines has discovered that khaki is
now the fashionable military wear, and not
the old stout-hearted red.) But at last he
got an idea, and, with un-Canarvlike
promptness, climbed into his clothes, and
set about putting it in action.

A white-painted motor-launch, which was
missing with one cylinder, splashed out from
behind the western headland and steered
wetly towards the harbor. Under the hot
blue of the southern sky she looked very
spic and smart in the distance, but when she
drew up against the Littondale’s accomme-
dation ladder, one saw that she carried the
Spanish markings of rust-streak and neglect.
At the head of the ladder was a member of
the British mercantile marine who wore a
bandage round his head and a rifle under
his arm. This person, when Don Carlos
Bustamente proposed to step from launch
to ladder, inquired pointedly where the hell
he thought he was coming to.

“1 want to see Captain Teach.”

“That’s likely,” admittedly the mariner.
“ A many does. Whether he wants to see
you is a different cup of tea. I'll ask. Stay
you where you are, or you’ll get a pill in
the onion box. Quartermaster!”

With newly-learnt ceremeony, announce-
ment was made to the pirate chief, and that
potentate was gracious enough to give an
audience. “ And keep the launch along-
side. Shoot any of her people if they trv
to get away. Now send this dago up.” -

Teach was a good deal surprised with
Don (Carlos, who exchanged with him En-
glish as perfect as his own. (Theyv do a
line in eradicating Spanish accent at Steney-
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hurst.) Also when offered a drink, he
piumped for that un-Spanish luxury, a
whizky and soda.

* Ji you insist,” said Don Carlos, “ T will
present my formal credentials, but for the
preliminaries it will be more profitable for
hoth of us if we remain a little vague. His
excellency, the governor of the Canary
Islands, need not be dragged into the matter
at all unless we fail to agree on a modus
vivendi.”

“ How did you hear of me?” Teach
asked.

Don Carlos shrugged, and---I always re-
member it, to his credit, unscrupulcus
blackguard though he #as—did not give
away a lady.

“ We are pretty up-to-date people here
in the Canary archipelago, though you En-
glish always forget it. Governmen! house
had news of you by cable about five minutes
after your—er—lJittle entertainment had
taken place.”

“Did it?" said Teach. *‘Smart of gov-
ernment house. And what does it propose
to do next?”

“ That,” said Don Carlos, opening a ciga-
rette and rerolling it, **is what 1 am here
to chat over.”

He had talked vaguely of the - little
entertainment,” because of the very sound
reason that he lacked details. He hoped
Captain Teach would supply them. But
Teach, on his part, said as little as might be.
He might accept doubts as to the honesty
of the King of Spain’s regent in the Canary
Islands, but he had had <o far no reason
whatever to believe in the good faith of
Don Carlos Bustamente. *“Of course.”
the latter continued, *“ with the iforce we
have at our disposal we could obliterate yvou
in five minutes. Or we could call up the
British navy by our wireless, and [ am
sure they would carry out the job efficiently.
But both these methods seem wasteful from
the point of view of —er—er—"

* Well, whose?”

“ Is it advisable to name names just now,
captain?”’

“If you don’t,” said Teach pointedly,
1 shall send you out of here and have
you shot, one-time. Get that?”

Don Carlos waved tobacco-stained fin-
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gers. ‘“ Captain, you are a man of business,
1 can see we shall soon come to terms. His
excellency is a poor man, and the increased
cost of everything, due to your war—it is
not our war, I am sure you will remember
—has made it very hard for him to keep
up the state that is expected of his position,
He invites you—through me—to con-
tribute to his needs.”

** Thoughtful of him.”

*“And also he offers his services as banker.
You have Don Ernestino’s three hundred
thousand pounds-—"

‘It didn’t tot up to that, anywhere near.
But I bagged a fat Cape boat yesterday with
some fine pickings. She was five times
our size, but I fought her to a surrender
inside five minutes. And vour blessed
governor would be glad to take the loot off
my hands, would he? Now, that’s kind.”

* As I said, on terms, he would—through
me—become your banker. A banker, as
you will remember, captain, charges com-
mission for work done, sometimes heavy
commission, but of course he gives a receipt
for all moneys received.”

* The British navy,” said Teach dryly,
* would, 1 daresay, give me a receipt for
the boodle if they could lay fingers on it.
But T expect I'd find a difficulty in cash-
ing my check on them afterward.”

Don Carlos Jaughed pleasantly. “ 1 was
going to suggest we should invest the money
by cable on vour behalf in British war
stock. Those five per cent bearer-bonds,
for instance, would be much handier to
carry about with you, captain, than crude,
heavy bullion. Our charges for negotiating
the business would be twenty-five per cent.
That's high, of course. but then the affair
has its difficulties.”

Captain Teach drummed thoughtfully at
the chart-table with well-tended nails.
* Twenty-five per cent is robbery, of course,
but in my line of business one expects to
be robbed. 1 badly want a good round
sum in war stock as an endowment for a
sailors’ mothers’ guild 1 am interested in.
I'd swallow twenty-five per cent to graft
if I'd proper assurance you would deliver
the goods.”

The Spaniard showed beneath .the English
voice. ‘* Sesior, you would have my per-
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sonal word. Permit me to refer you back
to my card. I am Don Carlos Bustamente
y Tirajana. My guarantee is as good as
that of your Bank of England.”

“T am sure I hear you say so. The only
trouble is that commercial circles don’t
recognize it. But I'll make you a sporting
offer. Buy the war loan bonds on your
own, bring them te a spot I'll appoint, and
T'll give you in hard cash double their face
value. Now, Carlos, my lad, ‘there’s the
best get-rich-quick scheme you ever had
dangled before your nose.”

“And yet I regret, Sefior Captain, it is
beyond my reach. A large landowner I am,
to be sure, but a poor man in ready cash
all the same. It is entirely beyond me to
finance such a deal.”

“ Precisely. And what about that excel-
lency the governor—or is it viceroy?—who
is standing in with you?”

“ Seror,” said Don Carlos, with stifi dig-
nity, “if such a name has indeed been
mentioned by accident, it must not be
dragged in here. The person you speak
about could not be implicated with the
matter in any degree whatever at these
stages. Any countenance he gave it must
be quite unobserved. He would merely
take his dues at the finish.”

It looks to me,” said Teach grimly, “ as
if your little afternoon treat will be a chair
in front of a firing party. Your idea of
humor and mine don’t seem to coincide.
Quartermaster!”’

An armed man appeared in the doorway
as though he had been jerked there by a
conjuring trick. At least this modern pirate
kept discipline, and taught his crew to be
smart in their movements.

* Quartermaster, clap this man in irons
and put him in the paint-locker. Get his
crew on deck, iron them, too, and put them
on top of the coal down No. 2 hatch. If
any of them are in the least awkward,
shoot them. Stream their launch astern,
for the present. That’s all. Carry on!”

* Aye, aye, sir,” said the quartermaster.
“ Come along, Alfonso.” And out walked
Don Carlos Bustamente with his left ear
gripped between a very horny thumb and
fore-knuckle.

“And I wonder.” said Captain Teach
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to himself, “ what use I can put that joker
to. He’s on the make, of course, and he’s
probably about as straight as a corkscrew.
But I've got to bank that money somehow,
and it’s on the cards he might help. Yes,
banked, or invested, it’s got to be; I'm
not Great-Grandpapa Blackbeard. Burying
one’s cash in a sand dune with four nice,
white skulls for leading marks is all my eye
these days.”

Now handcuffs and the expectation of
imminent death sharpen imagination, even
if they do not improve the temper, and
when, after dinner, Captain Teach, in the
fullest of sea-evening kit, had the prisoner
once more brought before him and his
elegant cigar, Don Carlos was ready with a
whole fresh set of arguments and assur-
ances. I do not exactly know what these
were, but have my ideas, and from the cold
outside view-point should still class them
under the heading of  fishy.”

But Teach was mellowed by prosperity
and a little unexpected civility from Miss
Arncliffe—who was, as a rule, bitterly rude
to him—and perhaps he was even a trifle
expanded by champagne. Anyway, he ap-
peared to be impressed. Perhaps also he
was ready for a gamble. It had been
brought home to him already that the ordi-
nary methods of investment are closed to
pirates practising on the high seas.

So, under the southern moonlight, Don
Carlos Bustamente’s launch was freighted
to the value of eighty thousand pounds in
cash, and plate, and American bearer-bonds,
and with three of the Littondale’s people
as crew, started up her erratic engines, and
coughed off into the night. Don Carlos was
plainly informed that his command was
only neminal. His own Canary crew still
remained in irons on the coal under No. 2
hatch, and would answer most strictly as
hostages for Don Carlos’s behavior. To
which one may add at this after date, “ And
a lot Don Carlos cared.”

*However, that is neither here nor there,
and, frankly, I never heard that Teach
hanged the men as he threatened he would
if Carlos Bustamente let him down, and
for anything I know they may be wrestling
with the drifting sand on Lanzerote to-day,
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or back at their own place in that big
southeastern barranca .on Grand Canary.
I am only sorry our pirate did not execute
the fellow who looked after the launch’s
engines. 1 have seen that one cruel to
mules.

The Littondale pulled out from the back
of Graciosa bright and early the next morn-
ing, as Captain Teach was taking no more
chances on Mr. Bustamente’s honesty. He
picked out Miss Arncliffe from her hiding-
place among the old baccalhao fishers' huts
—which his faithful steward, Jones, had
reported on—before he sailed, and gave that
infuriated lady the full run of the ship.
She volunteered to go into the dark cabin
again if he wished it, o as to get away from
his sight. But he blandly replied that her
looks did not annoy him particularly, bor-
rowed matches from her to light his pipe,
and left her with a nod to return to his
sand-bagged upper bridge.

The Littondale steamed off then on a
four-weeks’ cruise, and made three captures
of disappointing value. One fought and
was sunk, The other two surrendered and
were handled in a manner which will be
described later. At the end of that four
weeks, the Littondale turned Canarywards
again and was brought-to one midnight off
the Bahia de Gando. Teach and an armed
hoat's crew went ashore.

Theyv stumbled first of all upon five men
strung hand in hand across the sands. and
called upon them to surrender. This the
men did readily enough, but on inspection
proved to be incomplete men. Some lacked
fingers, some arms. One poor wretch had
no face. In plain truth they were lepers,
taking the evening air. The pirates shud-
dered and tramped on. The lepers followed
after them, making obscene noises, but were
lured off by a handful of money thrown
broadcast. . The invaders still felt their
skins tickling with apprehension as they
oot away. Moreover, more piratico, they
felt the omen to be an unfavorable one.

Dawn was threatening with its chill when
they reached the cochineal grower’s place.
Their road lay between gray-green walls
of prickly pear growing on terraces labo-
riously cut into the naked lava, and at in-
tervals they blundered into channels which
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carried the precious water. The house,
when they came to it, was a pretentious
mansion of white and pink adobe, colon-
naded profusely, and hung with unkempt
purple bourgainvillea. A clump of bananas,
with their broad leaves torn to ribbons by
the trade, sprawled over the central patio.

These things did not interest Captain
Teach. What caught his eve was the first
streak of dawn glittering on the bayonet of
a drowsy sentinel.

He waved his men together and gave
curt, whispered orders, and in ten minutes’
time a captain and subaltern of the Spanish
army, together with some fifty non-commis-
sioned officers and men, had surrendered to
a mere coat's crew of pirates. Tt was, as
Captain Teach felt, quite like his Great-
grandiather Blackbeard’s days on the
Spanish main, what time he and friends
stormed Carthagena. and harried log-towns
in the Carolinas.

A dozen of the Spaniards were dirked or
shot before they would listen to sweet rea-
son, and Don Carlos Bustamente y Tirajana
sprawled on the ground with a shot-smashed
knee.

As a first effort, Captain Teach went
through the house on an ordinary search,
and found nothing. He went through it
again, with assistants and axes, smashing
bureaus of old Spanish walnut, and eviscera-
ting cupboards of Honduras mahogany. and
still drew blank. He went through it a
third time with a pressed force of Canary
peones, practically ripping it, adobe brick
from adobe brick, and behind a tarnished
Venetian mirror let into a wall, came
across Don Carlo’s safe-deposit and letter-
hook.

There were no British war-loan bonds,
or trace ol any attempt to buy any. But
there were receipts for moneys deposited
under the name of Don Carlos Bustamente
in a dozen banks. And also sixty thousand
pounds out of the eighty thousand pounds
originally advanced were still in the strong-
room. Don Carlos, with the habits of a
lifetime behind him, was slow in realizing.
Captain Teach packed the available salvage
and held a bed of justice.

Don Carlos was dragged roughly into a
ruined drawing-room, and dumped into the
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wreck of a chair. His knee dribbled. His
sallow face was livid.

“Wel!,” said Teach truculently. “ thought
you would get to windward of me, did you,
you blasted dago?”

“1 had hoped, sesor, you would have
been caught and hanged long befere this.
A pirate in these modern days should have
short shift. You can picture my disap-
pointment.”

*“You are a cool customer. DBut I do
not know that makes vou any the more
appetizing. Look here now, I give you
one chance, just one, to save your neck.
There is a leak in my organization some-
where. That yarn you pitched about the
news of my engagement with the big Hun
boat and the Genovese getting to vou by
cable from Lanzerote is all a lie. I've found
that out. Mind, I de not blame you for
pitching the yarn you did. That’s all in
the game. But if you give away your true
source of information, I'll let you stay here
and go to the devil your own way. 1 reckon
you've got enough local pull to explain
away why you got soldiers up here, and
how you let me ambush them. But if you
don't make me wise to where my leakage
is, you swing within three minutes.”

“1 admit that what I told you about
my source of news was a tarradiddle. But,
sefior, 1 pray you do not press me more.
My honor as a Spaniard and a gentleman
isinvolved. I cannot tell you the true tale.”

U U
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“P-fit Your honor! You own yourself
to be a swindler, and vet you talk to me
about your honor.”

“Oh, I admit I attempted to swindle—a
pirate. But that does not trouble my honor.
Telling you what you ask would smirch it.”

“1 have no time to chatter with you,”
said Teach in his deadly quiet voice. * Tell,
or swing.”

“ Serior el capitan,” said the Spaniard
with a suave bow, “I'll see you in hel} first.”

“ Right,” said Teach. “ Here, vou, take
him out and string him up to that walnut-
tree at the far side of the patio.”

The life of Carlos Brstamente was full
of errors, and had little ¢ the admirable,
but I have always had a kindoess for the
man when I remember his method of leaving
it. If he had given up Mary Arncliffe’s
name, I firmly believe Teach would have
let him go. But he was a Spaniard and a
gentleman, and he went to his death for the
sake of an Englishwoman he did not know,
and had never even put eyes upon.

I cannot see myself doing as much. Could
you, who read this have managed it?

Anyway, will you join with me in taking
off your hat to Stoneyhurst and Spain?

Captain Edward Teach strode back be-
tween the prickly pear hedges toward his
boat, puzzling how to get those moneys to
the sailors’ mothers’ guild before anything
unpleasant happened to himself,

U U

“AND HOPE, WHICH IS ETERNAL”

BY MAUDHOWARD PETERSON

WOMAN robed in black in a darkened chamber lay.

“ My heart is crushed,” she wildly cried.

‘ There is no light.”

"Twas then, like angels’ touch, a golden ray of might
Shot through the room, fell on her somber dress of night,
And turned the black to glorious shades seen only in the day.

Such, then, is man.

With petty human strength he strives

To fight 'gainst Fate and wrest bliss from her hold.

Poor children ail!

Then heed thou, life’s deep’st secret told:

Look up to Hope's glad sun, though other jovs lie cold.
Thus light shall come from out the darkness of our lives.
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(A SEMI DUAL STORY)

"PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

NDREW CAHILL, district attorncy. gave a supper-party on the eve of his fifty-ninth birth-
day at the Kenton Grill. Besides his daughter, Ruth, and his ward, Billy Byrne, the party
included Mr. and Mrs. Van Besant, Vivian Martin, and her fiancé, Courtney Lang. The

evening passed off pleasantly enough. except for the judge's criticism of his ward’s acquaintance
with a Miss Millicent Mann, one of the Kenton dancers.

The next morning his valet found the judge dead in his bed. A post-mortem disclosed that
Andrew Cahill died from the efiects of phosgene gas. Then Ruth, with the concurrence of
Inspector Johnson, called in Glace and Bryce, the well-known detectives.

Ruth insisted Miss Mann was a party to the crime and that the gas had been concealed
in a toy balloon, which exploded in his hand.

Johnson and the two detectives, on their way to interview the dancer, stopped te question
Miss Martin. From her thev learned that Billy, whose considerable fortume was held in trust
for him until his thirtieth year. by the judge, had been in the gas and flame service during the
war. Previous to his enlistment he had been unofficially engaged to Ruth, but since his return
ihé judge had disallowed his suit, and in particular resented bis acquaintance with Miss Mann.

Miss Mann, on her. part, insisted she had given the judge a green balloon, not a red one,
and that the halloon had been given to her for the purpose by one of the substitute waiters at
the Kenton. In spite of her insistence that she was under treatment for a nervous condition,
Johnson bhad her arrested for detention.

George, the judge's secretary, admitied his master had quarreled with his ward after their
return from the supper-party. Johnson and the detectives then confronted Billy and Ruth. The
inspeclor decided on his arrest. and Billy gave himself up. while Ruth failed to commit herself.

George, on going to Billy's room to pack a bag for him in his emergency, returned with a
gas-mask. Ruth’s attitude then convinced the detectives she was firm in her faith in Billy's
innocence.

Then Glace and Bryce decided to consult their great friend, Semi Dual, the asirologer. who
vleaned from the stars certain things unknown to common men. He heard all the data in the
case, and was of the opinion that some drugs produced optical illusions. He wanted to be informed
of the nature of the treatments the dancer had taken, and asked for her age. The detectives Lthen
knew Semi Dual was on the case.

CHAPTER 1X.

OVER ON GRANT STREET,.

o OU think that there may he some
Y connection between her condition
and the treatment for it, and her
misquoting color?” T said, noting her face,
* 1t is a point to be determined,” he re-
turned.
*““And T reckon that’s our lay for to-
morrow mornin’,” Jim added. *1 don’t

know much about these jaw-breakin’ words,
but I reckon psycho-neurasthenia has some-
thin’ to do with th’ nerves an’ brain.”

** Exactly,” said Semi Dual.

Bryce chuckled. ‘¢ Whisky will do it to
some folks. I knew of a fellow once bet
he could tell whether it was a Manhattan
or a Martini he was drinking by th’ color
of th’ cherry an’ olive, after twenty cock-
tails—en’ he lost th’ bet. Along about
th’ sixteenth he got twisted an’ blamed near

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for May 22,
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broke a tooth, tryin’ to bite an olive. I
don’t say this Mann skirt had been drinkin’
but—it shows it can be done.”

Dual inclined his head. ‘ The visual
influence of drugs is an established fact.
Hashish for instance causes an apparent
increase in distance, making an intermin-
able space out of the narrow confines of
a room. The dipsomaniac sees double,
also non-existent things. Peyote, used by
the Western Indians, causes optical distor-
tion. But”—he drew other sheets of
paper toward him—‘ the nature of the
treatment in this case is for you, my
friends, to learn.”

His words and act were tantamount to a
dismissal. It was as though he said for us
to be about our business while he began
investigating those influences and causes by
reason of which Andrew Cahill had died.

I rose. We said good-night and left the
tower, passing back down the path between
the shrubs and flowers where a little foun-
tain tinkled in the darkness, filled, as we
gained the stair-head, by the mellow notes
of the chimes.

“ Can you beat it?”” Bryce spoke in com-
ment as we waited for a cage. “ He’d run
out the first part of it, and was just waitin’
for our comin’. When he said Cahill was
murdered right there at first, he nearly
knocked me off my pins. Of course, it was
simple enough after he’d explained it. But
honest, he has th’ darnedest way of doin’
things you wouldn’t expect to see done.
An’ now he’ll set down a lot of curlimecues
an’ signs in a lot of circles an’ take a slant
at th’ things—an’ from that, without ever
seein’ th’ scene of th’ crime or anything
most folks would consider doin’, he’ll get
a notion of how and why Cahill was
bumped off.”

I nodded. Roughly his words were a
fair description of how Dual worked to
gain the insight and understanding of a
matter that enabled him to establish first
in his oswvn mind, those facts he sought later
to support by material proof.

And as we left the cage on the street
level, Jim chuckled. ¢ Maybe you noticed
how Ruth Cahill picked out th’ point of th’
treatments th’ Mann girl’s been takin’.
That girl’s got a mighty shrewd mind.”
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“ Naturally, since it coincides with
yours,” I told him, grinning,.

And at that he chuckled again. “ Na-

turally.” He paused to light a cigar on
the corner where I usually caught my car.
The match flared, lighting his heavy face.
with its stubby brown mustache and strong,
not unkindly mouth. “ Well—see you at
th’ station in th’ mornin’ m’ son.”

‘“ About nine-thirty,” I said, and watched
him swing away through the evening side-
walk traffic. He was a man to depend on,
was Jim Bryce, and despite the vagaries of
thought and speech in which he sometimes
indulged, he was pretty apt in the end to
check out not far wrong.

Hence I considered the point of the vari-

ance in colors between the stories of Ruth
Cahill and Byrne and the cabaret dancer,
as I caught my car and went home and ex-
plained to Connie, my wife, what had kept
me down town so long.
. She was all interest, as a woman is apt
to be, about such an occurrence, and her
first comment showed the workings of a
feminine mind:

‘“ She loves him, Gordon, and she’s jeal-
ous. Poor Ruth! I suppose it shocked
her dreadfully when she learned he was on
a friendly footing with Miss Mann. But,
of course, Mr. Byrne didn’t do it.”

I pinched her ear. “ If he did, it would
spoil the romance, wouldn’t it, girl?” I
said, grinning. “ Well, it wouldn’t he the
first time circumstantial evidence has been
wrong.” '

“Pooh!”” Connie retorted. “1I can’t see
that there is really any evidence against
him. Of course, Johnson’s wrong. Did
he try to look up that waiter—the one with
drab hair and green eyes?”

““He asked Sloan about the fellow before
we left the Kenton,” I replied. * There
isn’t a man on the force matches up to
the description. That’s another thing makes
Miss Mann’s story seem all wrong.”

‘“ Well,” Connie knit her brows. ¢ May-
be the girl wasn’t right about him either,
if she couldn’t tell the color of the balloon.”

‘“ Holy smoke!”’ I exclaimed, and Connie
giggled. As a matter of fact, the point
seemed worth considering, in view of the
other conflict in the stories, and I took it
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up with Johnson the next moming when
Jim and I kept our appointment with him
in the detectives’ room at the station. T
told him frankly of our call on Dual the
night before and he nodded.

* 1 was hopin' vou two would do it,” he

. confessed, without the least hint of evasion.
“ There's somethin® mighty queer about
this whole proposition. It looks to me as
though th’ gir! was stallin’, but if he wants
that infoimation, 1 reckon he'd hetter go
get it. Come along inside.”

That was rather laying the cards on the
table for Johnson, too. He was the typical
hard-headed type of city detective, a man
who had hammered his way up from the
ranks by sheer dogged tenacity of purpose,
and he had always been more or less in-
clined to work opposite rather than with
Dual in the past-—more, as 1 know, because
he could not accept Semi's methods, than
because of anvthing else. Indeed, I know
he had a great respect for Dual as a man,
But his means of gaining his knowledge
hafiled the mystified Johnson. He couldn't
understand it, and as " ith 0 many people,
what he couldn’t understand always set
him a bit on edge. So that was a very de-
cided surrender on bis part he had voiced
in his confession that he had hoped, through
bringing us in, to enlist Dual’s efforts as
well in the Cahill case.

Wherefore, I made no comment as we
rose and followed him back to the jail, and
along ringing corridors of metal to Milly
Mann's cell.

And if Johnson had rather reversed him-
self this morning, it seemed as though some
change had occurred as well in the girl,
who sat there hehind the grating of steel
bars.

“ Hello,”" =he greeted ug, in a fashion al-
most eager.  1{ vou hadn't showed up
pretty soon, T was goin’ to send out for you
or Slean, mysell.”

“ Yes?” said Johnson, in monosyllahic
interrcgation.

“Yes. I been doing a lot of thinkin’
since T was brought here, an’ I guess in th’
excitement last night, T didn't get things
about that balloon just right.”

Johnson nodded. ¢ Well,
ain’t any information to us.”

Milly, that
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The girl shook her head quickly at his
grimly facetious sally. ** You don’t get my
meanin’. Last night vou said them folks
zaid th’ thing was red, didn’t they? An
I said it was green. Well, there was some:
body else thought it was green besides my-
self.”

“What?
manded.

“Th’ waiter—th’ feller who gave it to
me. Last night 1 told you he said to * Give
him this one,” but what he really said was
* Give him this green one.” 1 just remem-
hered it this mornin".”

“Yep.” All at once Johnson sneered
openly with an almost sardonic expression
on his usually stolid features: “ You re-
membered it too late, because I called that
bet last night.”

“ Called it?” Milly Mann's blue eves
widened, darkened; that new confidence
she had worn on our arrival vanished, and
left her staring back at the inspector,
breathing a little quicker, seeming all at
once shaken. startled, perhaps a little bit
afraid.

And Johnson jerked his head in affirma-
tion.  Yep, I went down and combed th’
Kenton's force of waiters last evenin’,
There ain't one answerin’ your description
in th' place, and never was.”

“ But- -my Gawd, I saw him. He spoke
to me-—-gave me that balloon. He was
standin’ right there at th’ foot of th” stairs.”
The woman’s whole body seemed to jerk
and quiver with the irenzy of avowal she
threw into her gasping words.

*“ Hold on a hit, Johnson,” I cut in,
thinking that this was the psychological
moment to strike -for information, if ever
there was one. *° You're sure he had green
eyves, and—well, mouse-colored hair?”

“Yes.” She turned her staring eyes
toward me. 1 stood close enough to
touch him, and he di<l.”

“All right,” T said. * Now, let’s forget
him for the present. Last night you told
us you’d been taking treatment for your
nerves. Weuld you mind telling us just
what that treatment was?”

“Why, no-o,” she answered, slowly.
“It’s something new — something dis-
covered during th’ war. You know, they

Who was he®” Johnson de-
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found out they could cure a lot of them
shell-shock cases with some sort of light—
an' now they've found they can cure other
sorts of nervous trouble th' same way.
There's a place where they give people
treatments over on Grant Street, not far
from Park Drive. They been there (uite
a while an’ they've got a lot of trade.”

CHAPTER X.

PURELY CIRCUMSTANTIAL.

“A XD just how is the treatment given?”
A 1 questioned.

“ Why—they examine you, and
find out what’s the matter with you, of
course, and then they put vou into a room
and give you a bath in the sort of light
you need. 1 don’t just understand it, but
it seems like their idea is that light and
sound and all that sort of thing are what
they call vibration, an’ that nerve force is
th’ same thing, an’ by usin’ th’ right sort of
light they can sort of tune up th’ nerves by
givin' them a different rate of vibration.
It's sort of like gettin’ a note ofi a guitar
when vou hit a certain key on a piano.
Maybe vou’ve heard of that, though I
guess T ain’t very plain.”

As a matter of fact though, she was a
lot piainer than she suspected. “ 1 under-
stand fully,” T told her. * And now, after
taking those treatments, have you noticed
anvthing funny about your eyes?”

“ Funny,” she said. ‘“ Why, sometimes,
of course, after one of th’ baths, thev’re
sort of bleary.”

“ Did you take the treatment day hefore
yesterday, Miss Mann?” I asked.

“Yes. But---say—you don’t mean that
made me think that balloon was green, do
you? If it did, how about that waiter?”

“Yes, how sbout that waiter?” Johnson

demanded, roughly.

But 1 refused to give way to his inter-
ruption.  ** Miss Mann,” T continued my
guesticns, ** what is your exact age?®”

“I'm twenty—or will be in Septemher—-
th’ ninth,” ¢he told me. ¢ l—say, 1 do
remember things looked sort of funny night
before last, but I never thought about it
until this minute.”

3 A-S
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Johnson snorted. *‘ It's darned easy to
think of things with a little help, ’specially
if you've got vourself into a hole. If vou're
done here, Glace, let's be goin’. Maybe by
to-morrow she'll have thought up somethin’
else.”

Milly Mann gave Lkim a glannce of posi-
tive loathing. 1 ain’t stallin’, no matter
what vox think about it,” she said, in a
hard little voice.

But Johnson made no answer beyond a
shrug until we were outside the tier of cells.
* Pretty slick,” he growled then, scowling.
“Theyre a wise bunch, these cabaret
broilers. I suppose you noticed she fell in
with evervthing vou said. That skirt's
bhuntin’ for a hole in th’ fence she’s huilt
around herself.”

* Just the same, I'm goin’ over an’ see
that place she told us about,” Bryce de-
clared, as was natural enough, considering
the fact that he had first suggested some
connection between the apparent color dis-
tortion and the treatment of Miss Mann's
physical condition. * Know anything about
it, Johnson?

The inspector shcok his head. * No.
Some sort of a fake, I guess. Most ¢f them
places is. If I want a bath, I take it in
water. But we’ll look it up, of course.”

“You het we’ll look into it,” said Jim,
and I grinned. )

“ How is Byrne, this morning?” I asked.
* Dig anything out of him last evening?”

" Nope.” Johnson shook his head. He
seemed more or less disgusted with things
this moming. * He froze up after we left-
Cahill’s. Want to take a try at it your-
self?”

“Well,” T accepted his growling sug-
gestion, ** seeing that we're still inside, and
to save turnkeys trouble, it wouldn’t do any
harm."”

I tell you,” said the inspector. ** He
knows Miss Cahill called you in. You go
chin with him while Jim and I look up this
new-fangled joint where they give you a
dose of skyrockets because you're nervous.
1f he's sweet on the judge's daughter, as I
reckon he iz, he may be more apt to spill
somethin’ if he sees vou alone. Come
along, and Tl pass vou in.”

I considererd his proposal briefly, and it
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didn’t seem a bad one. Byrne might very
well speak more freely to one man than to
three together, especially after a night spent
in considering his present position.

‘ All right,” I agreed, and Johnson swung
about to lead the way toward the 1en’s
part of the jail, at once.

And if Miss Mann had been eager to see
us, Byrne, once’ I was inside his cell, ap-
peared both acutely suspicious and morose.

“ Hello, Glace, what’s the notion? Big
Smoke Johnson send you?” he accosted my
entrance, with an almost sneering grimace.

“ As a matter of fact,” I told him, “I
thought it best to see you, and have a little
talk.”

“ And see if I'd let slip something you
could twist into suppositious evidence that
I killed my father’s friend and mine,” he
said, almost hoarsely. “ Damn it, that’s
the hardest thing, except one, in this whole
works to swallow—that anybody could sup-
pose I'd lift a hand against that splendid
man, who took me in as a kid, and treated
me like a son. And even if he hadn’t, he
was Ruth’s father. See here, Glace, do you
folks think I’'m a beast, or a man?”

“The whole trouble, Mr. Byrne,” 1
pointed out, “is that the nature of your
father’s will gave you a possible motive,
and—you Knew the girl who gave him the
balloon.™

“ Milly?”” He scowled. “But good
Lord, can’t they see how preposterous it
would be for me to do such a thing as
that?”

“Not,” I said, “if his death had been
accepted as due to natural causes. In that
case, the whole affair would have been a
very clever scheme.”

He nodded. *“ Well, yes, it would have
been taken for heart failure, I guess. if it
hadn’t been for Ruth. By the way, Glace,
how is she, this morning? Last night—"
And all at once he shut up like a clam.

I confess I respected him for that quick
determination, not to discuss Ruth Cahill
with another man. But I knew what he
meant, as well as he did, and I let it shape
my answer. ‘‘Last night Miss Ruth was
scarcely herself. Have you thought that it
rather shocked her to find vou on intimate
terms with Miss Mann?"”
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“Eh?” He narrowed his eyes. But]
—there wasn’t anything to my associationi
with Milly.” '

“ Have you told that to Miss Cahil--
explained?” I inquired.

“Of course not—not right after he
father’s death,” he began, jumped up and
commenced to pace the cell. Presently ke
paused before me. “ Confound vou, Glace:
—vou make me feel better. T've—I've put’
in a rather bad night, muddling over—
well, certain things. As for Milly—the
girl’s got a crippled father to support
That ain’t a lie—I’ve seen him. And she
was breaking down. She told me aboutit,
and I—well, maybe I'm an ass, but I gawe
her money to pay for the treatments she’s
been taking—over here ¢n Grant Street—
some new-fangled nerve cure. They treat
you with light. It’s legitimate enough, ]
guess. You know they treated a lot of
shell-shock cases by putting them in rooms
done in certain colors, during the war.”

So that was it? It was rather amazing
in one way and not at all in another. I
became conscious that Byrne was regard:
ing me directly, and then he went on
“That brings us up to another point, too,
I guess. Judge Cahill thought I was
spending too much money and took me to
task—and well—after starting in on the
thing, I didn’t feel like backing out. I
was running about a bit, too, but I wasn't
doing anything of which I was ashamed”

“And Miss Mann?” I said deliberately
as he paused.

His face darkened, flushed. * That’s-a
filthy question, Glace, no matter who asks
it,” he flared back hotly. “1I think you
already know I was tacitly engaged to Mis
Cahill, and even if Milly does dance in a
café, and goes home to a two-by-four room
and a man who can’t walk across it with-
out assistance, I’ve no reason to think she
isn’t straight.”

I think I flushed a bit myself. “T beg
your pardon, Byrne,” 1 hastened to ex-
plain. “1I asked that to get the nature of
vour answer more than anything else. But
see here; if Miss Mann is caring for an in-
valid father. how is it that she has a room
at the hotel?”

“ Oh, that,” he said. “ You people are
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technical, aren’t you, Mr. Glace? s a
matter of fact, however, it is one of the
chambermaid’s rooms. She’s been letting
Miily rest there hetween the tea crowd and
the evening show, since she's been unwell.”

* Just s0,” T accepted. As an explana-
tion, it fitted in well enough with the rest
of his story. * And now another question:
we have it on fairly good authority, that
during the party Jriday evening, vour man-
ner was more or less morose.”

He nodded. * As a matter of fact, the
judge brought things to a showdown Fri-
day afternoon. He told me that unless I
got into some definite line of empleyment
at once, and settled down, he would inter-
fere between me and Ruth. That was late
in the afternoon, and I wasn’t feeling in the
best of spirits.”

I accepted the explanation and continued
my interrogation: *‘ Did you have a gas
mask in yvour possession? One was found
in your rooms alter you left the house last
evening.”

“ (Gas mask?"” he repeated. *‘ Of course
1 had one. Brought it home with me when
I came, as a souvenir, but—Glace—-good
God’”

 Exactiy,” 1 said, seeing very plainly
that he saw the application. _

He sat down on the bunk and dropped
his face in his hands. ** Did Ruih know
they found it?” he asked at last.

I nodded.

“It's purely circumstantial, of course,”
he went on after a moment, ** but—I say
if vou've any more questions to ask, would
you mind postponing them for the
present?”’ .

I turned and rapped on the bars for the
warder. Plainly the man wanted to be
alone, and T didn’t blame him. 1T left the
jaii, walked over to the Kenton and dug
up Sloan.

Antd 1 asked him about Milly Mann's
father.

He wasn't very cordial, but he answered
me iust the same. ** Sure she’s got a father,
and heiore she left here last night T told
her ['d ~ee he was taken care of, and—he
is.”

I checked that point off to the credit of
Byrne’s story, thanked Sloan for the infor-
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mation, hunted up a telephone, and called
our office. Brvce had not returned from
his trip to Grant Street with Johnson, and
there was no important word from any one
else.

1 left the bocth, went out to the street,
and stood there trving to determine my
next step. It was plain enough, toe, and
it shows my mental attitude on the whole
affair at the time that 1 hadn’t thought of
it helore.

Anyway, I went back to the café and
asked Sloan for Milly Mann's home ad-
dress. He gave it without hesitation, and
it wasn't far. Ten minutes later I was
mounting a theatrical boarding-house
stairs,

CHAPTER XI.
RUTI S RECOVERY,

HE interview didnt take long, and

left me with rather blended feelings.

I rapped, and a woman answered.
She led me into a rcom where a man of
possibly fifty-five sat in a roomy rocker
with a blanket thrcwn over his knees.

He confessed to being Albert Mann, and
talked freely to mec despite the informa-
tion that I was a detective. His attitude
was one of regret that Milly was under
arrest, but not expressive of as much anx-
iety as one might bave supposed. He was
sorry she had got into trouble, but she
would come cut all right in the end, ke felt
sure, because she never did anything really
wrong. She was a good girl—a good
daughter.

Look how she had taken care of him. a
wreck of a man who didn’t have sense
enough to die and give the girl a chance.
It hadn’t been so bad when her mother
was alive. Her mother had been a circus
rider, and he—had Dbeen an acrobat. He
had Dbeen injured in a fall, and never of
any real account since. Milly was like her
mother—-the picture of her, and unforiu-
nately like her a creature of nerves. He
knew she had heen taking treatments late-
lv, and for a while they seemed to do her
some good.  He admitied knowing Byrne
also, and thought him a ** nice young man.”
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Mr. Sloan had engaged the woman who
had let me in to take care of him until
Milly was released. Every one was being
surprisingly kind.

And what can one say to an attitude like
that in a man whose daughter has been
arrested on suspicion of being the agent of
another man’s death? I left the cheap lit-
tle room feeling some way as though some-
thing ought to be done about it, and pretty
thoroughly convinced that Byrne had told
the truth.

And 1 think pessibly it was that which
caused me to hail a taxi and order the
driver to the Cahill house. All at once it
seemed to me Ruth Cahill ought to know
the truth of the association between Byrne
and Milly Mann—that what had been done
was just one of those queer upflashings of
altruistic purpose one is apt to meet at
times in the path of youth—that it was in-
deed no more than a youthful impulse
which had sent him into it and nothing
worse.

And I told her, too, after I was in her
presence. And she heard me, sitting slight
and silent on her chair until I was through.

Then she quite frankly drew a kerchief
and wiped her eyes and looked at me
through glistening lashes while her lips
quivered into a smile.

‘“ However can 1 thank you, Mr. Glace,”
she said slowly, and then more quickly as
emotion swept her onward. “I—I love
Billy, as I'm sure you've guessed. And
last night—I was so terribly shocked—so
dreadfully upset, that I—I didn’t know
what to believe. But now-—you've taken
one dreadful weight from my shoulders,
and—1 think you've made me feel—
ashamed. I—I guess I'm not much like
my namesake, am I? ¢ Whither thou goest
I will go also—and thy people shall be my
people —you know the quotation, Mr.
Glace?”

“ Imperfectly,” I replied, consciously
glad T had come to see her, and marveling
a bit at the difference between the male
and the female of my species. Byrne had
felt all the man’s diffidence about discuss-
ing his attitude toward Miss Cahill, but the
girl herself, with the woman's more emo-
tional, possibly more sanely natural im-
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pulse, confessed her love in a breath and
went on in self-condemnation.

“I've known him practically always,
and I think we've always loved one an-
other really. And last night—you heard
me tell him he must prove his innocence
when I ought to have known it. I—don't
believe I really meant that either, and—
T'd—I’d like to tell him. Mr. Glace—
would they let me see him if I went down
to the jail?”

“1 think there is little doubt about it
Miss Cahill,” I told her. * And I'm sure
Billy would be glad to see you. I think
he actually took your attitude more to
heart than he did his arrest.”

“ Really?” she said quickly. ¢ I—won't
pretend I'm not glad. Any woman would
be. 1 wasn’t exactly myself yesterday,
Mr. Glace. Learning that Billy knew the
girl who gave daddy that dreadful balloon
nearly drove me out of my mind.”

“ And yet you seemed to handle things
with a remarkable insight,” 1 suggested.
“ But for you the real truth of the matter
would never have been known.”

She appeared to consider a moment, and
then she nodded. “ I—wasn’t really think-
ing, Mr. Glace, at all. I seemed to know
things, but I didn’t understand. ~It—it
was just as though I knew without know-
ing—about Daddy Drew—first that he
had been murdered, and then—after we
knew how—that it had been in that bal-
loon. Perhaps one might call it intuition.”

“ Or possibly you followed a prompting
of the subconscious mind,” 1 threw in the
suggestion and she started. Her eyes
turned quickly toward me.

“You believe in such things?”

¢ Absolutely.”

She drew a long breath. ¢ Then why
did I let them take Billy away—the way
I did?™

“¥ou were exhausted—worn out by a
day of unusual stress. A continual ham-
mering of horror on the nervous system,
either mental or sensory, will destroy the
ability of reaction after a time, numb both
nerve and brain.”

“ Numb,” she said, nodding.
think that is it.
vou learned?”

“Yes, I
Tell me what else have
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1 told her, and at the end she sat silent
for some time without making anv com-
ment, then: ** And yet 1 can’t escape the
conviction of the girl’s part in what hap-
pened.” she said slowly.

* The point to be determined is whether
her part was conscious or unconscious,
Miss Cahill,” T returned.

“And how is that to be determined?”
she asked with amazing directness.

~ It can’t be until we have gained a
great deal more information,” 1 confessed,
since it was useless with the sort of woman
before me to say anything else.

She confirmed my judgment instantly,
t00. “ And how is it to be gained? Aren’t

“you rather up against a stone wall. Mr.
Glace?” ,

* Yes and no,” I admitted. ** At present
things aren’t clear, but one would scarcely
expect them to be, considering the rather
unusual elements surrounding the matter
{from the first.”

*You mean it will take time—-that I
mustn't be impatient? But tell me: in
your own opinion is the Aann girl con-
sciously guilty or not?"”

* Personally T am inclined to the belief
that she was an unsuspecting agent, Miss
- Cahill,” T replied.

* Then "—she took a deeper breath and
her expression became a thing of intense
speculation—*‘ you think we are faced by
some very deep laid plot? 1I've been won-
dering. too. It isn’t fair, Mr. Glaee, that
because of any personal feeling I should
keep it from you that from time to time
threats were made against my father be-
cause of the part he took in opposing those
organizations which have as their object
the overthrow of what we recognize now
as constituted government. Do vou sup-
pose this could bave been the—-the carry-
ing out of such a threat?”

T don't know, Miss Cahill,” T con-
fessed. It is one of the things we must
endeavor to find out.”

“You koow,” she said, ‘ he was a mem-
her of the State Council of Deiense, and in
that capacity he was openly severe on con-
scientious  objectors, or slackers of any
kind. and he was hack—ef the anti-sahotage
law just passed by the last Legislature. I
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didn’t think of that yesterday, but since
then it has come into my mind.”

“It's worth considering at least,” I
agreed as I rose. Indeed, it was so worth
considering that 1 wanted to get back in
touch with Bryce and Johnson and thresh
it out with them after I learned what they
had found in the Grant Street institution.
* But—wouldn’t you rather consider it
something like that than any personal mat-
ter, Miss Cahill—that he died like a sol-
dier—because he had honestly performed
his duty to his fellow men and his nation.”

She looked up and then lifted herself to
her feet. Her eves were shining. She
nodded. “ Yes, Mr. Glace—oh, yes, I'm
sure I would. Thank you for saying that,
and for coming to show me how foolish
I've been about—another man who served
his country.” She gave me her hand.

And I took it firmly as man to man,
knowing that in her last words she referred
to Byrne.

I got myself out of the room, meeting
Stephen George in the entrance hall, and
nodding in recognition.

**One moment, Mr.
piease,” he requested. “ I've been waiting
to intercept you. About that gas mask
last night—I've an idea, really, that Mr.
Byrne brought it home with him from ser-
vice—more as a souvenir, you know, than
anything else.”

I nodded again as I answered. *‘I'm
inclined to the same opinion, Mr. George.”
If one were to judge by appearances, Byrne
and his guardian’s secretary were friends.

“You've learned something of impor-
tance?” he queried.

“Not vet,” T said, a trifle more shortly,
I fear.

“T1 see. It takes time, of course,” he
remarked, and opened the door to let me
out of the house.

And after that I got back to our office
suite on the seventh floor of the Urania as
quickly as I could. I wanted to get hold
of Johnson and Brvce.

As it happened, they had telephoned that
thev were coming. and left word for me to
meet them in Dual’s quarters, with Miss
Nellie Newell, cur confidential clerk, who
knew of our association with Semi.

Glace, if you
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As a result of their message, I lost no
time in getting to the roof, and thereby
beat them to the appointment as a matter
of fact. Whereby I gained time for giving
Dual a rapid résumé of my morning’s
work.

He heard me out without comment, in
his usual inscrutable way, and then told
me to go out into the garden, while he be-
gan a rapid astrological computation based
on the birth date of Miss Mann.

I obeyed him to the letter, strolling out
into the garden flooded with the golden
light of a perfect April day. But I brought
with me into its peaceful setting, an at-
mosphere little short of what I may best
describe as tense. Knowing him as I did.
Dual’s manner had been that of a man
whoily concentrated on a problem, of one
whose brain was working with the driving
power of a well-tuned but speeding engine
—of a something—T hardly knew what to
call it—straining forward toward the ac-
complishment of a definite task. And there
was that about his gray eyes this morning
the barest heaviness of the lids—that
made me doubt if since I had seen him the
evening before they had known the relief
of sleep.

I strolled out. It was high noon. Flow-
-ers were blooming in the garden. They
made flashes of color among the foliage,
white and pink and red. I found my<elf
studving them, half knowing. After all, the
world was a mass of color like this garden
of Dual’s, I thought, and—the same force
was back of all the colors—only as it was
differently refracted it was red or green—
or—I paused and smiled. It was red or
green. I was getting Semi’s flowers mixed
up with the colors of the mystery surround-
ing Cahill’s death.

And why not? Red and green were the
same except in refraction—except in rate
of vibration. Each was a part of the same
power. Take all the colors of the spec-
trum and blend them and one got white.
I knew that from my school days, of course.
And so these colors about me, the green of
leaves. the red and white and pink of the
flowers, the sunlight pouring over them in
a flood of gold, were all the same—all dif-
ferently refracted clements of the same
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universal force. And so was sound. Ac-.
cording to its refraction it appeared as mu-
sic, ot shrieking discord or human speech.
And so was heat and cold, and so, too,
were even the human emotions, joy and
sorrow, laughter or sobs—and that intan-
gible something, life itself.

Oh, yes, T had quite a little reverie there
in the garden while I waited for Johnson
and Bryce, and Semi-Dual worked on an-
other of those weird charts of his whick
dealt with still another refraction of the
universal element—interplanetary force—-
that thing the ancients recognized without
understanding, when they gazed at the
heavens above them and marked the posi-
tions of the stars.

CHAPTER XIIL
CALCULATIONS.

OMETIMES even a man in the midst
S of this present world of ours may pause

to questicn. I lighted a cigarette and
sat down on a bench beside a little fountain
with gold fish in its'basin. Why was it—
how was it—what was it all for? T asked
myself. Dual likened the circle of the
zodiac—the progress of seasons—the all
of life—to the turning of a wheel. And the
wheel went round — and these gold fish
flashing in the water before my eyes, they,
too, were a part of the infinite plan. And
did the stars have anything to do with
their well-nigh unconscious lives?> And then
—1I recalled the words of a great Teacher—
that not even a sparrow fell to the ground
unnoted.

It—in a way it was like Dual’s doctrine
that every word and thought we spoke
or entertained was an element for which we
sometimes—God knows when best—ac-
counted-—an element that went toward the
shaping of our lives. And suddenlv I re-
membered a crippled man who, while his
daughter lay in the cell of a common jail,
had faith in her vindication and said that
“every one was very kind.” The thing
hit me like a jolt. I threw away my cigar-
ette, 2ot up and took a long, deep hreath.
What was T worrying about in the muddle
of Cahill’s death? I was like those of whom
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that same teacher, the Nazarene, had cried:
“Oh, ye of little faith!” And almost as
in answer, my eyes fell on a little sun-dial,
with Arabic inscription Ccircling its sun-
flooded surface. Semi himself had told me
the translation:

* Eternal justice, eternal right,
Lie in the hand of God,
From Whom comes light.”

Light, justice, right—they were meted
out to each according to his deserts, with
the turning of the wheel. And even as I
stood there, the wheel was turning and the
chimes came softly to my ear and I saw
Bryce and Johnson coming up the path
from the head of the stairs.

I hurried to meet them.

*“ Hello,” said Jim, ** so you beat us to it!
Dig anything out of Byrne?”

** Nothing except the explanation of his as-
sociation with Miss Mann, which I verified
as far as I could by an interview with her
crippled father,” I returned. “ Byrne was
paving for her treatments. Did you get in-
side the place?”

“Oh, ves, we got inside of it!™ Bryce
nodded. “ And if vou ask me, a rum place
If a man’s blue, they bathe him in
,red and vellow, an’ if he's yellow— well, I

forgot to ask about that, but—if a man’s
vellow, T reckon it’s a hopeless case. DBut
why the sun-bath m’ son?”

1 explained the reason for my presence
in the garden and while I was about it,
Henri appeared and told us to come in.

Semi was waiting as we entered. Seem-
- ingly the work at which I had left him was
done. But whatever it had told him, what-
ever he had learned concerning Milly

Mann's character and nature, her connec-
tion with the ‘events of two nights before,
‘he gave no sign. Instead, he asked Jim
for a description of the institution he and
Johrson had gone to visit, and Bryce
plunged in,

According to him it was a more or less
elaborate proposition. Seemingly they had
met no trouble in their investigation. They
had been taken in and shown through the

institution and its object fully explained.

“They got & big place, twenty or twenty-
five rcoms,” said Jim. “1It's a regular

it Is.
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rainbow after you get started. They got
red rooms and blue rooms and indigo and
violet, and yellow an’ orange and green.
Then they got some that hit in between
—sort of a mixed effect, I guess—and
they're all fixed up to the minute. They
call it the ¢ Neuropathic Sanatorium’ on
the sign they got over th’ door, but they
ought to call it the * House of the Hundred
Lights.” They got all sorts of machines for
producing the colors they use in th’ difier-
ent rooms, an’ in some cases they use music
with 'em, an’ they got a sort of demenstra-
tion auditorium ' where they give public
séances once or twice a week.

** That’s done to show people th’ effect,
as th’ fellow who took us around explained.
They got a funny sort of machine there
hooked up to a piano and when you play
on the piano it makes a ripple of colored
lights run across a screen. An’ they got
another attachment so that a singer can do
th’ same thing. It all works by a lot of dia-
phragms which make an electrical connec-
tion when you hit th’ right tone. He showed
us the piano and, honest, it had a funny
effect. After you’d watched it for a while
you could almost begin to see pictures—-
trees an’ grass an’ mountains an’ rivers and
flowers an’ that sort of thing. It seemed
like the music an’ those colors ran together
an’ sort of affected your brain. We asked
’em if th’ Mann girl had been takin’ treat-
ments there, an’ they said she had an’ that
they were sorry to hear she’d got herself
in trouble, We asked what they’d used on
her an’ they said she was all strung up
when she came there, an’ that they’d been
trying to tone her down. They’d been
treating her with red and yellow.”

“ And,” said Semi-Dual, “the comple-
ment of red is green.” He said it calmly,
unemotionally, didactically almost, too, but
I stiffened. The complement of red was
green. Milly Mann had been treated with
red and yellow in the House of the Hun-
dred Lights. Mentally I discarded the name
Neuropathic Sanatorium and thought of the
place by Jim’s half-facetiously suggested
title. And after that she had gone to the
café and accepted a red balloon as a green
one,

I glanced at Bryce and Johnson. The
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latter was scowling. The former had paused
at Semi’s interjection and now sat with an
oddly puzzled expression. “ Green?”’ he
repeated slowly after that startled pause
and puffed out his stubby brown mustache
as was his wont at times when somewhat
confused or baffled.

“ Green,” said Semi-Dual. ‘In my esti-
mation we have arrived at the explanation
of the improper functioning of Miss Mann’s
eyes.”

Jobnson flung up his head. “ You mean
she thought that balloon was green really—
that she wasn’t lyin’—that her eyes was
really put on the hummer by the sort of
treatments she took?”

Dual inclined his head. ¢ That, T be-
lieve, is the truth.” He put out a hand
and took up a sheet of paper, a thing
marked with a circle cut into segments and
numerous symbols and signs. ¢ Further-
more, I have Miss Mann’s astrological
chart, erected while I waited your arrival.
From its indications, I am led to the belief
that while an agent beyond any doubt, in
bringing it about, she was not in any way
knowingly connected with Judge Cahill’s
death., So far as I have been able to com-
plete them, my calculations bear her story
out. The same I may add applies to Wil-
liam Byrne.” .

“ What?” Johnson interrupted. All at
once his face flushed darkly. One could
bhardly blame him since he had been the
one who made both arrests. ‘“ D’ye mean
there ain’t nothin’ on him?”

“ Nothing,” said Semi-Dual, “or my"

computations fail. Wherefore, I am about
to ask you to release both man and woman
and bring them here with you to-night.”

“ But—see here, Mr. Dual—" Johnson
was plainly growing excited.

“ Can you hold them long on suspicion
onlv?” Semi’s words cut into his protest,
utterly unruffled.

“ No—but—you've just said the girl had
a hand in Cahill’s murder, an’ if she did,
what difference doees it make if she knew
what she was doin’ or not? I can’t flush her
if she was an accomplice,can I?—unless ”—
Johnson paused and his eyelids narrowed
—“vyou want her shadowed—want to find
out what she does an’ where she goes?”
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“ Miss Mann’s knowing or unknowing
connection with the events of the other
evening makes a decided difference,” said
Semi-Dual, ¢ since Judge Cahill’s death is
no more than an incident in the problem
by which we are faced.”

CHAPTER XIII.
THE ACTIVE AGENT.

“YNCIDENT? What do you mean by
incident>” Inspector Johnson ex-
claimed, his voice coming gruffly into

the silence that followed Dual’s level tones.

And Dual answered before he could say
more: “ I mean briefly, inspector, that once
more the forces of evil are unchained—
that unless they are combated, those spirits,
which for lack of a better name I shall call
the Legionaries of Darkness, will work their
will and other deaths will follow—that
Judge Cahill, bitterly as his death is to be
regretted, was but one in a series of victims
at whom they -aim.”

And for a moment after he had finished
his statement, silence again came down. My
own mind leaped swiftly to Ruth Cahill’s
suggestion that her father’s death was the
carrying out of a threat made against him
by these elements of social unrest he had
combated. Bryce sat puffing out his stubby
mustache in an evident excitement of specu-
lation. Johnson put up a heavy hand and
ran it about his collar as though to loosen
some tension on his throat. “ You mean—
we're up against a gang, I reckon,” he said
at last. “ But what makes you think so?”

Dual lifted a mass of symbol-marked
papers from the desk before him, held them
briefly and laid them down again before he
responded:

“These. You are not in sympathy with
my methods, inspector, as I know, but this
is no time for personal feelings, personal
beliefs, to he taken into account. My study
of the situation by which we are confronted,
of those sidereal influences represented in
these, my calculations, leads me to believe
that we are faced not by a single treacher-
ous crime, but by a concerted effort to de-
stroy vet cther valuable lives. We are liv-
ing now in a time of reconstruction, and re-
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construction inevitably means mental and
social unrest.

“ Other men who have stood boldly out in
the open in defense of established law and
order have ere this gone down before the
elements opposed to what they represented
—have been fated because of their stand to
make the supreme sacrifice. Since this mat-
ter was brought to my attention last night
I have known neither sleep nor relaxation.
I have given it my undivided application.
My findings fit into your suggestion. We
are faced by an attack not only against the
lives of certain prominent men, but against
the welfare of the body politic, the nation—
yes.”

The color ebbed out of Johnson’s face as
Dual voiced his unequivocal affirmation.
And as Semi paused he spoke quickly in a
totally different manner from that he had
formerly used. “It ain’t that I'm what
you'd call opposed to your methods, Mr.
Dual—I guess I just don’t understand. But
—I'm a member of them forces of law an’
order you mention, myself, an’ I ain’t over-
lookin’ any bet to put the jewelry on th’
wrists of that sort of a gang. So I’m put-
tin’ my cards on th’ table, I had a hunch
we was up against samethin’ mighty peculiar
an’ I called Glace an’ Jim into the thing,sort
of hopin’ they’d get it up to you in th’ end.
I reckon, from what you say, it’s somethin’
a little bit slicker than blowin’ a man up
with a bomb or shootin’ him down in th’
streets. That sort of thing Has proved too
risky an’ they’re takin’ a lot more tricky
way ‘of gainin’ their ends. Is that what
you think?” .

“ Practically, yes,” said Semi-Dual.
“They are secking to strike in a far more
subtle fashion—to gain by stealth what they
have failed to attain by violence. as it ap-
pears.”

“ An’—an’ ”—it seemed as though even
yet Johnson almost balked the question—
‘“ them charts of yours or whatever you call
‘em, show you th’ Mann skirt didn’t know
what she was doing—that she was simply—
used?”’

“ She was ‘ used,’ yes.”
head.

“ An’ there isn’t anything on Byrne?™

“No, Mr. Johnson.”

Dual inclined hiz
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The inspector nodded. His expression
was that of @ man lost in a mental haze, He
turned his eyes about the room, filled with
the golden light of that April Sabbath after-
noon, and brought them back to the white-
and-purple-robed figure of the man at the
desk, as though seeking desperately for Some
reply to that didactic declaration of the in-
nocence of the man and woman he had
summarily placed in arrest.

‘ But—what’s the idea of springin’ them
two and bringin’ them here?” he asked at
last.

“In order,” said Semi-Dual, ¢ that I may
use them myself.” As he spoke he looked
full into Johnson’s eyes.

For a moment neither man moved nor
spoke. Almost it seemed as though some
intangible thing passed between them. And
presently Jobnson nodded. “ All right, I'i
do it. I recken theyll think I’'m crazy at
th’ station, but—1I’ll do it,” he agreed, and
toek a long, deep breath.

Dual accepted the promise without com-
ment. “ And,” said he, “I shall ask Gor-
don to insure the presence of Miss Cahill
here, at, say, eight o’clock.”

“You want her brought here>” I ex-
claimed. Actually his requirement gave me
a distinct shock. It was such a reversal of
his methods to call others in thus early,
since usually until he was ready to close
the solution of a problem, he was wont to
work to a great extent alone. And, too.
it tautened my nerves, flicked my interest
to fever-heat, fired me—said better than
any words that in his estimation it was a
very desperate condition indeed by
which we were confronted—-waked vague,
indefinite speculation in my mind as
to how Milly Mann and Byrne and.
possibly Ruth Cahill as well, were to
be used in meeting that condition—as to
what subtle plan, for meeting the situation.
combating it, defeating its ebject, had been
already framed in Dual’s brain.

For he was subtle, was my most peculiar
friend, with a subtlety that preserved the
truth even while it gained his ends. There
was about him something of the Oriental
as well there might be at times—a some-
thing that hinted at the blending of Eastern
and Western blood in his veins. Born of
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a Persian father and a petty Russian prin-
cess for a mather, Semi himself was a blend-
ing of East and West. T have sometimes
thought that was one reason he possessed
such a wonderful insight into the workings

f human minds. And now as I asked my
question, I asked myself, too, what the
gathering of all these principles in the
buman equation might portend.

But his reply gave me no least clue to his
intent, for he merely answered “ Yes" in
that strange inscrutable way of his that al-
ways impressed me most.

And suddenly there swept upon me some-
thing of that feeling I had often experi-
enced when I knew Dual first—an admira-
tion for that calm, definite hint of knowl-
edge that seemed at such times to radiate
from his presence, that positive sureness
that characterized his words and actions
—-that confidence unexpressed which seemed
to say tacitly that even with vast issues im-
pending, he was making the right move.
Dual knew—his was the position of one
forearmed with knowledge. Here, then,
was a leader to follow without ifurther
question.

“Very well,” 1
she will come if I
tell her?”

And now it was
looked.
friend.”

That was what my ears recorded. And
yet it was as though he told me to pre-
pare her in a measure for what, once she
had come here, she would find.

“ But if neither of those two are guilty,
where does it leave us?” Johnson suddenly
questioned. “ We haven't a'leg to stand
on. Where do we begin?”

“ We begin here,” said Semi-Dual. ** As
for the guilty, thus far outside my own-cal-
culations, the murderer has not appeared
in the progress of this affair.”

*“ Just how do you mean, outside vour
calculations?” the inspector asked.

“ Precisely what I say,” Dual replied.
*“ There appears in the figures of this mat-
ter T bhave erected the significator of an in-
dividual as yet not concretely identified, vet
to be described briefly as a man of erratic
mental halance, in sympathy with the aims

said, = I do not doubt
ask hner. What shall T

my eyes into which he
“Whatsoever you deem Dbest. my
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his associates have in mind; of slight bodily
physique and with probably red or aubum
hair.”

“And he’s the murderer?” Bryce sud-
deny spoke for the first time while Johnson
wrestled with Semi's uncanny description of
a man he stated none of us had ever seen.
* Holy smoke!”

Dual smiled slightly. He knew Bryce
well, and was used to his sudden eruptions,
* He is the active conscious agent of Judge
Cahill's death, in my estimation, Mr.
Bryce.”

“ Agent?” said Jim quickly.

* Exactly. We may be sure there is 2
shrewdly directing force back of the act it-
self, I think, in this. The actual agent of
the deed will hardly in that case prove to
be one and the same with that force. Hence
we must seek not only the agent, but the
force behind him in our endeavors to frus-
trate those things that are planned. Let us
terminate the discussion now, however, as
against this evening I have as vet some-
what to arrange.”

“An’ I've got to arrange to get them
two up here,” said Johnson as he rose.

Bryce and I followed and we left the roof,
making our way back to our own office
suite on the seventh floor and releasing
Nellie Newell, whom I had kept there de-
spite the fact that it was Sunday, owing to
the work we had on hand.

We saw her vanish and spent an hour in
a practically fruitless discussion of the situ-
ation. Bryce rather put our joint feelings
into words when he remarked: “ He says
we begin this evening, but I'm darned if I
see how or what on.”

I made a suggestion. * Has it occurred to
vou that he may mean to use the Mann
girl as a go-between?”

Jim grinned in rueful fashion
very black cigar he was smoking.
tween what?”

“ Between us and whoever it is he sus-
pects of the murder, of course,” T told him.

Johnson snorted and got up. “ She’d be
a lot of use, too. Considering what's al-
reacv happened, she’d think th’ murderer's
hair was green. Well, I got to go down
to th’ station an’ square things for this
evening. This guessing at what Dual means

ahout the
** Go be-
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is like th’ song they’ve been singin’ at th’
Kenton. We're just blowin’ bubbles as
far as I can see, an’ as fast as we blow ’em
they burst.”

“T’ll go with you,” Jim said, rising. He
and the inspector had been cronies and
teammates in the®days when he was on the
force.

I nodded, and picked up a telephone to
call the Cahill house. I got it, learned that
Miss Ruth was out, hazarded a guess all to
myself that she was keeping her suggestion
to see Bryne, left word I would call early
that evening, and told Johnson and Jim I
was going home for a couple of hours. We
left the office together and took a cage down
to the street. And there my two com-
panions set off for the station while I caught
a car and rode out to my house.

The golden light of the April afternoon
was still brilliant. The car was filled with
the Sunday afternoon crowds. The streets
were full of them. They were strolling,
laughing, chatting. They were appareled
in their holiday raiment. It was all very
peaceful. It was hard to believe that under
the cover of the surface seeming the forces
of evil were, as Dual had said, unchained,
were plotting against all this established
life and the pursuit of happiness I saw
around me, were ploiting the overthrow of
established law and order, murder, possi-
bly rapine, an anarchistic régime, to be
marked by disorder, the torch of incendi-
arism perhaps, license in the name of lib-
erty, and acceptance of their demands or
death. And yet—and yet, Semi-Dual was
not one to bandy words—and this after-
noon his bearing had been that of one con-
vinced beyond any question of the truth
set forth in the statement he had made.

CHAPTER XIV.
CLOSE TO THE FLAME.

O Ruth Cahill had been right in sug-
gesting her father a martyr to his pub-
lic duty, the victim of those lawless

elements in the body politic he had opposed.
She was a remarkably level-headed young
woman and I found myself planning just
how T would approach the object of the eve-
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ning with her. As it turned out, however,
I simply told her the truth. And hark-
ing back to my opening remark about fate,
do you see how I had laid the ground-work
fer that the morning of this April Sunday
by telling her I believed in the subconscious
mind—and not only for her introduction to
Dual, but for all that followed as well?
The thing actually put us on mote or less
common ground.

And as a result, when I told her about
Dual himself, and his plilosophy of life, it
didn’t seem quite so strange.

For I did tell her briefly the sort of man
she was going to meet. I told her about
his method of acquiring an insight into
baffling problems, and in addition I told her
what he had said that afternoon in regard
to her father’s death. And then I asked her
to go to him with me, explaining that I did
so at his request.

She took it all very calmly. Such things
always appeal more quickly to women than
to men; largely, as Dual once told me, be-
cause they live a more subconscious life,
bave a quicker appreciation of spiritual
truths—of the laws of that life they trans-
mit from generation to generation—or, as he
expressed it—‘ They live closer to the
flame.”

Her eyes widened a trifle, it is true, and
her face took on a somewhat breoding ex-
pression. But she nodded at the end. “1
will go with you, of course, Mr. Glace. As
for what you have told me, I have never
thought much of such things, and yet I
know there was a time when they were
commonly believed. Telepathy I think I
have in a measure proved myself. Daddy
Drew and I were very close to one another,
and—many a time it has seemed to me that
—we read one another’s thoughts—or that,
if he was away and thought of coming
home, I knew it—and wasn’t surprised when
he arrived. And why not—if, indeed, as
your strange friend believes, all force is one
—why should people in harmony at least
not be able to read the waves of thought
force generated in one another’s brains?”

“ Exactly,” I agreed. “ Dual says that
is what occurs, and he has proved it to me
on more than one occasion. More than
once he has called me to him from wherever
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I might be, merely by projecting the mental
demand for my presence.”

- Really?" she said, and changed the sub-
ject. * Mr. Glace, I went down to the
jail this afterncon and had a long talk with
Biily.”

* Speaking of Byrne,” 1 told her. * you
will see him again this evening. He will
be present in Semi-Dual’s quarters, and so
will Miss Mann.” I deemed it best to fore-
warn her of the other’s presence, to a\oxd

any undue element of surprise.

And 1 thought she stiffened a trifle.
“ You mean the police will bring them there,
1 suppose Mr. Glace?”

* As a matter of fact,” I rejoined, “ yes.
But immediately after that, unless 1 am
mistaken in my expectations, they will he
released.”

“ Released?” she exclaimed, in a fashion
actually startled. “ Do you mean the
charge will be withdrawn against them?”

* Exactly—withdrawn, quashed, what-
ever you like to call it, Miss Cahill.”

She took a somewhat unsteady breath.
“1 won’t deny I'm glad for Billy—Dbut I
can't forget that girl had a part in bringing
about my father’s death, Mr. Glace.”

** But an unknowing part, Miss Cahill, in
Semi-Dual’s belief. Personally, she had no
animus against yvour father. She was only
a tool at most.”

*“ And,” said she, “ your friend expects
me to go there and meet her, knowing that
she was a fool, at least?”

*“ Or perhaps,” 1 rejoined, ** he ieels sure
that, knowing as you do new the serious-
ness of the situation, you will put aside such
considerations as personal feeling and work
with him to learn the truth.”

It was rather carrying the thing directly
to her, but I felt that with such a woman as
Ruth Cahill had shown herseli until the
present moment, it was best.

Nor did she fail to sense my meaning,
hecause for a time after 1 had spoken, she
sat, weighing my words, and then she threw
up her head and looked me full in the face.
*“ Thank you, Mr. Glace. I am sure Daddy
Drew would have agreed with vou and your
friend—would have felt it was my duty
t2 do anything 1 could in such an emergency
as he helieves is before us, to save other
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valuable lives. Looking at it from his view-
point, it is little enough he asks. If vou
will excuse me a moment, I will be ready
to go with you.”

Fifteen minutes later we left the house
and entered a taxi I had brought with me
for the purpose. But we spoke little on the
way down-town. A new mood seemed to
have settled on the girl beside me. She
seemed sunk in a brooding consideration
that precluded speech and I respected her
silence until the cab came to a stand be-
iore the Urania doors.

Nor did she make any comment as I
led her through the garden on the Urania
roof, though 1 noted her eyes turn about it
as we reached the head of the stairs and a
quick tilt of her head as she heard the
chimes.

And then we were in Dual’s inner room
and I had made the introduction. He had
doffed his robes and donned a gray suit,

‘gray silken shirt and tie and low russet

shoes for the occasion, and he made the
commanding figure of a man. I noted Ruth
Cabhill's eves sweep and appraise him as he
bent above her hand. I thank you, Miss
Ruth, for your response to my request for
your presence this evening,” he said, re-
leasing her fingers. '

And suddenly she smiled. 1 fancied that
Semi, with his old-fashioned courtesy, had
already impressed her. ‘ Rather I should
thank you for all you are doing in my be-
half, as Mr. Glace has told me,” she re-
plied.

*“Nay. What 1 am doing is no more than
the duty of any true man or woman in com-
bating evil wherever it be found—mnor for
vou, save as you are one of those affected
by the plans that evil weaves,” Dual re-
turned as he led her to a chair. 1 have
sent for you; however, in order that you
may fully understand.”

Hard on his words and before Ruth could
answer, there came again the mellow voice
of the chimes. Johnson and Jim, Milly
Mann and Bryne appeared.

They came in and Miss Cahill stiffened.
I noted a tightening of her lips at sight of
the other woman. After all, she was but
human. and couldn’t forget that this girl of

a wholly different stratum of life had placed
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the toy containing his death in her father’s
hands. Then, as Bryne went swiftly to-
ward her, she relaxed, and the two found
seats together on a couch.

Indeed, the atmosphere of the room was
suddenly tense. Even Milly seemed vaguely
embarrassed—and in a nervous way dis-
turbed. I caught her shooting a sidelong
glance now and then at Ruth after she her-
self was seated. She seemed all eyes.

*“ Gee, Mr. Glace,” she whispered to me
in an aside, “ain’t this the place! T've
passed here lots of times an’ never suspected
there was anything like it on th’ roof. An’
say—Johnson slipped it to me that maybe
they’re going to spring me after this eve-
nin’. What do you know about that, and
who’s this guy in the gray suit?”

“ He’s the man who will decide whether
they spring you or not,” I told her.

Her blue eyes went even wider than they
had been, in a startled fashion.  Gee,” she
said again,  what is he, a gentleman detec-
tive or th’ commissioner of police?”

“He's a very wise man, and you want
to pay attention to what he says and does,”
I made answer, and turned my own eyes
about the place. Naturally I had done so
before, noting the arrangements Dual had
made—two squares of cardboard, one of
white with a black cross in its exact center,
one of drab, so fixed as to be brilliantly il-
luminated by two shaded drop-lights at one
end of the room. I had seen them without
a full comprehension of their purpose. Nor
could I fathom it now, as Dual, having
placed his guests, took his own place in
the great chair before his desk.

CHAPTER XV.
VIBRATION,

OR a moment he sat there sweeping the
semicircle of faces before him, a bit
strained, perhaps, in the grip of the
situation, a bit tense. And then he began:
“We must begin our consideration of
the condition by which we are confronted—
that condition which my calculations, my
study” of it, have convinced me is one to
threaten not only the lives of individual
citizens, but possibly the very fabric of the
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established social structure, by a recogni-
tion of the universal quality of force, and
the acceptance of the natural truth that
heat, sound, light, color, life itself, even
the ege of man, is a manifestation of uni-
versal vibration, and nothing else. -

“As for the situation itself; it is one
coldly calculated, as we may believe, to
baffle the understanding, flaunt ordinary
reason, and consequently blind comprehen-
sion as to its objects and aims. Yet if one
applies to it the laws of life and considers
it incident by incident rather than as a
whole, one begins to understand. Psycho-
neurasthenia, chromaesthesia—the perver-
sion of the normal operation of brain and
nerves; the perception of color as an ex-
pression of vibration, have here been skil-
fully combined. And because of the un-
usual elements introduced into this matter
—elements little understood save by one of
exceptional education—we must assume at
the outset that our efforts are pitted against
highly developed, even if abnormal (as all
evil is abnormal), brain or brains.

“In conceiving the possibility of accom-
plishing the results which my study of Judge
Cahill’s death lead me to believe are aimed
at, the individual or individuals who con-
ceived it must have started with a recog-
nition of the fact I mentioned a moment
ago—that all life force is the same; that
each manifestation of that force is but an
expression of a definite rate of vibration—
and that thought, mental activity, the cur-
rent of perception or volition flowing along
the nerves, is no exception to the rule. Only
so could they have conceived of employing
the nervous organization, the special
serses, to produce definite effects upon the
mind.

‘“ As to the special senses—each operates
through a series of nerve trunks equipped
with end organs, and registering the im-
pressions received by them, within certain
cells of the brain. Consequently, were it
possible to—if I may use an electrical term
—cross the conducting nerves, it might be
possible to transpose the impressions con-
veyed to the different centers, and the odor
of a violet being switched to the auditory
apparatus would be recorded not as a scent,
but as a pure contralto tone.
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** Indeed, sound, light, color, are very
closely connected in their perception. Each
depends upon an ascending scale of vibra-
tion and each slides imperceptibly into the
other. Certain tones and colors in sensitive
individuals, may produce what we may de-
nominate intermingling effects, and to a
certain extent the parallel between different
tones and colors has been determined. A
soprano may induce the reflex of vellow, a
baritone of orange, a tenor of green, a
mezzo-soprano of blue. and a heavy bass of
red.”

Abruptly Milly Mann sat up sharply,
leaning a little forward in her chair. Her
manner and expression were that of intense
excitement. “ Hold on—wait a minute.
Are you trying to work out th’ answer to
why I said that balloon was green when
everyhody else except th’ feller what gave
it to me said it was red?”

Dual turned and fastened his gray eves
steadily upon her. So for a moment he
sat until she relaxed the tenseness of her
pose and sank back into her seat: then:
“1 am about to give a practical demon-
stration of the effect of colors upon visual
perception,” he replied. He drew a watch
and laid it upon his palm. *Tf you will
all be kind enough to fasten vour eves
intently upon the black cross on the white
card for thirty seconds—-and then turn
them on the drab card when I call time.”

We complied. T found myself actually
staring---straining my eyes at that hlack
cross through what seemed an interminable
drag of waiting, staring, marveling at the
scope of thirty seconds, asking myself if
ever before they had embraced so great a
duration—

*“ Time!”’ Semi’s voice at last.

I turned my gaze to the other card. and
—in its exact center I beheld a cross of
white! Only—T knew my eves were lving
to me—because 1 knew that card was de-
void of any device—that until that instant
it had been a perfectly blank and even
surface of drab.

*“What do you hehold?” Semi's voice
again in question.

* A white cross, by granny!”
boeomed out in answer.

“ Exactly.” Dual put his watch away.

Bryce

were in a condition to act.
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“In reality the card is blank, yet your
eves would tell vou, did you not know
otherwise, that it is marked with a cross
in white.”

Very faintly, in almost sighing fashior,
I heard Milly Mann gasp.

*“We may denominate this optical illu-
sion,” Dual resumed. * It is, however, very
simple and easily explained. In the eye
the special organ of sense is the retinal
membrane. By it the visual impulse is
received and carried to the brain. But like
any other tissue, the retinal ability to per-
ceive the impulse may be exhausted after
a time—and white is the color which ex-
hausts its perceptive ability most quickly,
because of the fact that white is no more
than a blending of all colors into one. In
gazing at the white card all the retinal
cells save only those which covered the
black cross became more or less exhausted.
IHence when you turned to the drab card
the exhausted cells were temporarily in
abeyance. and only those unaffected by the
black. which is an absence of all color,
That action
they exerted to the fullest capacity possi-
ble. which would be the perception of
white. As a result, the cross you perceived
was not upon the card, but merely appeared
s0. In reality it was a cross of white per-
ception marked out by the unexhausted
cells within your eyes.”

Once more Milly Mann sighed, save now
her lips moved at the same time and I
caught the faint words: “ My Gawd!”

But even so, Semi-Dual heard her. *“1
think that at last, Miss Mann, you are
beginning to understand,” he said, and
smiled.

She nodded, staring straight back at
him. ** 1 guess maybe I am. But—go on.
What about red and green?”’

Dual rose. * The law holds good there
as elsewhere,” he replied, “ save that in
using other colors we obtain other reflex
manifestations as the vibratory rate and
consequently the degree of retinal tiring
falls between the two extremes.”

He approached the end of the room, re-
moved the white card with its black cross
and exposed hehind it a jet-black surface
supporting a square of red.
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“ And now if you will repeat the experi-
ment,” he requested, once more drawing his
watch. .

As before, we complied. There was a
breathless silence,

* Time!”

I turned to the drab square of card-
board.

“ Green! It's green, I tell you. Some-
body tell me if it is or isn’t! Is it green
or ain’t it?” the almost hysterical tones of
Milly Mann cut through the room.

“Tt is green,” said Semi-Dual, *and
should be, since green is the complement of
red. Letting black represent an absence
of color or zero, and red the first color
in the spectrum, what Happened here is
that the retinal cells were not called into
operation by the black card, and that no
more than one-half their ability was ex-
hausted by the red. As a result, when you
turned to the drab card, the unused cells
became fully operative and the partly ex-
hausted cells began operation with their still
latent force, giving you the complementary
color of red, and consequently a green
square. Had I used a yellow square, which
is nearest to white and would have nearly
exhausted the cells—you would have seen
a square of the color farthest removed from
yellow in the spectrum, or violet, instead.”

“I gotcha.” Suddenly Milly Mann rose
and turned toward the couch where Byrne
and Ruth Cahill sat. “ Miss Cahill,” she
burst out, her voice tight drawn by what
ene could hardly doubt was sincere emo-
tion, “I guess I see new just what this
means, and I want you to know how sorry
I am about your father. I—well, T got
one of my own—an’ I—I wouldn’t have
done nothin’ to harm vours if I'd known.
T'd—1'd ’a’ given a leg—an’ that’s the only
thing I got to earn me a living—rather
than have done what I did the other night
if I'd been wise to what was going on. But
I wasn’t. I never had an idea. I never
dreamed there was anything wrong with
that balloon.

“That feller just shoved it at me as I
was startin’ back for th’ encore, an’, * Give
him this green one,” he says, an’—say!”
Abruptly she paused and stood actually
panting before she whirled lithely about
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toward Semi. “ Say—maybe my eyes was
queer. I know things did lock funny that
evenin’, only I thought then it was just
because I was tired. But—if you're right,
how about that waiter—there was one, so
help me God—an’ he said it was green too.
Who'd been monkeying with /4is eyes?’

*“ No one, in my estimation,” said Semi-
Dual.

I heard Bryce catch an actually rasping
breath. He saw it, even as I did, T felt
sure, that slender thread of leading, that
one little connecting link we all seemed to
have overlooked, in the mass of conflicting
data in our possession, but which he now
embodied in his reply to Milly’s outpoured
flood of gasping words. And Johnson’s
face was a study in emotions. And, T
thought I saw Ruth Cahill’s slender figure
stiffen the least bit in the world beside the
form of Byrne. She, too, saw it—the pos-
sible application.

“You mean he knew it was red—that he
lied?”” Milly panted.

“Once more, in my estimation, yes,”
said Semi-Dual. “ For that reason, your
question takes on a-double importarce. If
you will resume your seat.”

For a moment the girl appeared to hesi-
tate, then. she jerked her head in my di-
rection. “ All right. He said you was
wise, an’ I guess you’ve proved it. I sup-
pose he’s told you what must have caused
th’ trouble with my eyes?”

I am about to go into that,” Semi told
her; and she seated herself with a nod.

“What I have shown you may well ex-
plain how one, taking treatment by means
of colored lights for an already existing
nervous condition, might very well suffer a
perversion of sensory function in the eyes,”
Dual resumed,  especially if, as in the
present instance, the color used in the
treatments given was largely or wholly red.
The complement of red, as your own
fatigued retine have this evening shown
you, is green, the color by which Miss
Mann recognized the balloon the other eve-
ning. when it was hastily placed in her
hand. These facts, being established, bring
us at length to the direct consideration of
a most unusual crime, which I believe is
but the first deliberately plotted and cal-
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lously conceived in a most diabolical
scheme.

* Yor consider the diabolical intent back
of all this plotting which, in order to en-
compass the death of certain men, high in
the confidence of their fellows, men whose
names are synonymous with law and order,
would deliberately plan to use as their
agents in the carrying out of their designs,
men or women, already of unstable balance
-—would in cold blood decide to make of
them the tools of their purpose by a yet
further perversion of their alreadv more or
less abnormal minds.”

His hand crept out and touched a hut-
ton on his desk, and in response to the ac-
tion the pulse of music filled the room,

CHAPTER XVI.

THE HOUSE OF THE ITUNDRED LIGHTS.

DR an instant I started, and then 1

knew what it was, though it had been

a long time since I heard it here in
Semi’s quarters first. It was the playing of
the Universalion—an instrument Dual had
himself constructed—a thing, he had once
told me, piayed by the power of the
ethereal vibration between the spheres. It
seemed rather appropriate to me that while
we sat there considering the force of uni-
versal vibration, it should be playing now.
And then I caught myself up and sat lis-
tening intently as I recognized the tune:
*“ I'm Forever Blowing Bubbles ”"—the song
of the dance in the cabaret.

Softly, but recognizable past any doubt,
its thythm throbbed about us. And sud-
denly Ruth Cahill spoke. ‘* Please no—
not that—not that tune.”

Dual’s hand crept out again, and the
music died. ** We are all forever blowing
bubbles. Life itself is a bubble—on which
are refracted the prismatic colors of the
universal Force that creates it.”" he said.
* And life is of the One’who ordained its
existence. Wo unto him who pricks the
bubble, so that it bursts, and thrice wo
unto him who perverts the true laws of life
and all living to the accomplishment of his
ends. He has entered the holy of holies
and therein profaned.”
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“* Pardon me,"” said Byrne a trifle thick-
ly, “hut do vou mean that we are con-
fronted by some organization of the
criminally insanc?”

* T mean,” Dual replied, “ that we are
faced by men of fanatical purpose, who do
not hesitate to use others of more or les
morally abnormal brains. T have indulged
in the digression in order that you may all
fully appreciate the fiendishness of their
plan. Let us now return to a considera-
tion of the man who plfced the lethal toy
in Miss Mann's hands and told her it was
green. In a way, that act partakes of the
very common (rick known as forcing a
card. The thing was done quickly. She
was given no time for consideration of the
suggested action. The color was verbally
suggested also. 1n the latter fact lies the
clue to the entire undertaking. The fact
that the individual mentioned the color to
her indicates plainly that he was fully
aware of the temporary abnormal condition
of her eyes.”

* Hold on!” Johnson croaked the words
rather than spoke them. His voice was
hoarse, his face a mask of startled com-
prehension. - I{ that’s right it hooks you
up to—"

*“The House of the Hundred Lights”
Bryce cut in with something like a bellow.
* That guy knew she’d been takin’ treat-
ments, an’ th’ effect they was havin’ on
her. I reckon that’s what you meant when
vou said she’d been * used’ in th’ scheme.”

The House of the Hundred Lights—the
Neuropathic Sanatorium—that place of va-
ried lights and colors. Bryce’s deduction
was plain enough when taken in connection
with Semi’s words, and yet even then—
even with the thing held before my mental
vision—it was all a fantasmagoria of vi-
bration, or tired retinal cells, of light
refractions and complementary colors. It
was all nebulous, vague, almost unbeliev-
able-—almost staggering to the conception.
I sensed it without as vet comprchending
it fullv, and sat waiting for Dual to an-
swer:

* The incident contains at least a curious
application of the story of the one who
digged a pit and fell into it himvsell.
Despite all the craft exhibited in the plot-
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ting of the crime and its carrying out, its
perpetrator committed an errcr in naming
the balloon as green. Save for that, his
knowledge of her condition would not have
been shown, nor the supposition raised that
be must have gained that knowledge either
first-handed or from some one who was
aware that the change in her eyes had
been brought about.” He turned slightly
toward Johnson and continued: “ Once
more the rule of your department holds
good, inspector, and the snake even in the
act of striking left a trail in its own
slime.”

Johnson nodded. * Yes, sir, 1 reckon
you're right,” he agreed to the suggestion.
“An' I reckon you’ve got a pretty straight
lead to th’ Grant Street house. What I
can't see, though, is why they took so much
pains to make her think it was green in the
first place.”

“ 1 have already told you that, in my
estimation, there was a trained psycholo-
aist back of all their plotting. Possibly
he figured that if anything should go wrong
and the death not be attributed to natural
causes—as, thanks to Miss Cahill’s subcon-
scious perception, happened—those inves-
tigating the crime, if discovered, would feel
Miss Mann'’s story discredited by the con-
flict between her statement and the facts,
which is exactly what occurred,” Dual ex-
plained. ¢ Let us now pursue the question
a trifle further. Miss Mann, in the treat-
ment given you last Friday afternoon, what
color was used?”

“Why,” said Milly quickly, ‘‘they
started in with yellow and switched to red.”

“ Exactly,” said Semi-Dual. ‘ They
aimed at a practically total exhaustion of
the red perceptive ability in the optic
nerve.”

I noted Ruth whisper to Byrne, and a
moment later he spoke. ‘ May I ask if the
House of the Hundred Lights, as Mr. Bryce
called it a moment ago, is the Neuropathic
Sanatorium on Grant Street?”

* You het,” said Jim in a tone almost of
elation. Nor could T blame him, since he
had been considering the point of the con-
flict in Milly’s color perception from the
first.

“ And,” Byrne continued, ‘‘it is your
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belief that they were directly connected
with this—er—crime?” One could forgive
him if his voice was throaty, if he stams
mered a-bif, T thought, for it was he wha
had paid for those treatments Milly Mann
had taken, which had resulted in the end
in making her an agent toward the accom-
plishment of his guardian’s death.

“ Unusual as the circumstances appear,
Mr. Byrne, there are at least grounds fon
some such supposition, and for an attempt
at investigation,” Dual replied after a
moment in which he seemed to weigh hig
answer. ‘“ That supposition would be
strengthened if it could be shown that they
had some definite knowledge of Judge Ca-
hill’s intended presence on the night in
question. Miss Mann "—he turned to
Milly— did you ever, by any chance, dis-
cuss Miss Cahil’s father -with any one in
that house?”

And as he paused, Milly Mann’s eyes
seemed to widen and darken. Her lips
parted, and she stammered. * Why—I—I
—why, yes—we was talkin’ about th’ bub-
ble dance when I went there Tuesday—an®
they said—they said he’d maybe close it
up; an’ I—I said I guessed not, as he was
comin’ to see it Friday night himself. Say
—they—they pumped me, didn’t they,
mister? Oh, my Gawd!”

“And you told her yourself Monday,
Billy!” I heard Ruth Cahill sob, and the
man’s answer, in a husky whisper:

“ But Ruth dear—there wasn’t any rea-
son to dream of any such terrible plot.
There wasn’t any reason to suppose—"

* Hush.” She put out a hand and laid
it on his tightly clenched fingers. Her lips
tightened.

*An’ from Tuesday to Friday was time
enough,” said Johnson gruffly.

Ruth Cahill’s bosom swelled sharply and
she spoke. ** Mr, Dual, is it your convic-
tion that this institution concerning which
I know something already, is involved in
the plot that resulted in my father’s
death?”

Her voice was cool, almost deadly cold,
and I marveled at the calm, deliberate
couching of her question, at its directness,
smacking as it did of the form that might
have been used between man and man.
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And Dual answered her at once:
¥ There is room for some such supposition,
Miss Cahill, T believe.”

“ Then "—she took a second deep
breath—“because I know that patients are
sometimes taken there as inmates and kept
for treatment, and in view of all the issues
apparently involved, provided it meets with
your approval, after my father’s body has
been given decent interment, I shall enter
this House of the Hundred Lights, as Mr.
Bryce calls it, and endeavor to learn what-
ever I may myself.”

And after that there came a little pause.
We were all a bit startled by the propo-
sition so steadily voiced by the girl on the
couch, I believe. I heard Bryce breathe
hoarsely again, and knew as well as though
I had seen him that he was puffing out the
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brown stubble on his upper lip in the grip
of sheer emotion. Inspector Johnson’s face
was a mask of blended surprise and admi-
ration. Milly Mann uttered a sound be-
tween an ejaculation and a sob. Those
things I sensed even while I kept my eves
on the slender girl, sitting rigidly erect
beside Byrne, and—waiting.

“ Ruth!” Byrne’s voice came in a
smothered protest.

I turned my gaze toward Semi-Dual.
His gray eyes were bent on Ruth Cahill.
They were fired, lighted by what seemed a
tiny spark far down in their liquid depths.
All at once I found myself wondering if
this were not the true purpose of our meet-
ing with him; if he himself in his own
subtle fashion had not ¢ forced ” a psycho-
logical card.

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.

U U

U U

A PUZZLING QUESTION

BY ELEANOR ECOB

Y beaus are almost always poor—
I don’t know why it is
The rich ones never take to me,
Like Jane and Sue and Liz!

It can’t be ’cause I'm not so nice—
I've lots of beaus, you see,

But no one knows it, for they’re poor,
And can’t give things to me.

Jane Brown just lives on candy now;
She’s got the ribbon yet

That came on that big five-pound box—
She won it on a bet.

And Sue has roses all the time;
I've only had them twice;

And even if her beau is old,
His flowers are just as nice.

I s’pose 1'd hate to have a beau
With eyebrows white like his;
But why should ¢/l the rich ones take

To Jane and Sue and Liz?
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CHAPTER 1.

THY HONORABLE VIRTCE OF CHON
TZU-P'EL

O.\' that day a dozen Chinese crowded

about the crimson sheet of tough-

fibered paper—-one of those strident
broadsides that represent, to the yellow
boys, both the advertising and the ** agony ”
columns of Western newspapers—- which
Smok Fat, Jack of all trades of the Golden
Dragon Guild, had affixed 2 moment earlier
to a wall. It consisted of three announce-
ments, printed side by side, each headed
with the ideographs that stood for the name
of Chon Tzu-p’ei, the money hroker.

The first told in simple language that
to-morrow, the fifth day of December, at
three o’clock in the afternoon. in the Mis-
sion Chapel of Mott Street, Chon Tzu-p'ei
would be baptized in the Christian faith.

The second read that Chon Tzu-p’ei. re-

membering the words in the Book of Three-
fold Duties, that virtuous manners consti-
tute the excellence of a neighborhood, had
decided to subscribe three thousand dollars
toward the new statues of the Buddha of
the Light without Measure and the Bud-
dha of the Paradise of the West to be in-
stalled in the Pell Street joss temple: that
to-morrow, the fifth day of December, at
four o'clock in the afternoon, or possibly
a little later, since he was not sure how
much time the baptismal ceremony would
consume, he would preside, in his oificial
capacity as governor of the Golden Dragon
Guild. at the meeting to be held in the
Honorable Pavilion of Tranquil Longevity,
and pay cash.

The third asked Huai Ta-Pu, formerly a
money broker of No. 467 Pell Street, now
assistant in a West Ninety-fourth Street
Jaundry, to come to the house of Chon Tzu-
p'ei. It added that the latter had buried
the dagger of hatred in the scabbard of for

483



484

getting. Let Huai Ta-Pu take notice and
come, fearing naught. .

As to the clashing incongruity of the
first two announcements: a man, perhaps
sneeringly, perhaps with sublime simplicity,
declaring his willingness to live according
to two diametrically opposed creeds, to fol-
low with his left foot the thorny path of
the gentle, white Christ and with his right
the sluggish, esoteric way of the yellow
Lord Buddha—it has little enough to do
with this tale except, belike, to emphasize
certain points, as the shadows in a frame
emphasize its brightness. Futile, the mean-
ing of it was to the men of Pell Street, and
they expressed the futility in the polished
and curiously insincere phraseology of their
race.

“ All religions are good,” remarked Chin
Shan, the retired merchant. * All religions
exalt virtue or, at least, try to. Doing or
trying—where is the difference?"”

“ Some people are fond of pork,” Nag
Hong Tah, the restaurant proprietor,
chimed in, rubbing his fat, dimpled hands,
and some prefer chicken. There are, fur-
thermore, those who like pork and chicken.
They are very greedy—"

“Or very wise!” chuckled Dr. En Hai.

“The ways of salvation are many,”
came Tsing Yu-ch’ing, the newspaper edi-
tor’s, mild comment. * So are the flowers
many. A lover of bud$ does not neglect
the tulip for the sake of the rose—"

¢ Nor, evidently, the rose for the sake of
the tulip,” cut in Yu Ch’ang, the priest,
just a trifle bitterly.

He disliked Miss Edith Rutter, the social
settlement investigator, who was the chief
worker of the Mission Chapel; disliked her
less because she was his antagonist in mat-
ters religious, than because of the atmos-
phere of threadbare, meretricious gentility
which was about her like an anemic aura.

“Let not the yellow tulip complain,
priest!” laughed Nag Hong Fah. ** For—
is not Chon Tzu-p’ei mulching well the
garden where it grows?” With thumb
across shoulder, he pointed at the joss tem-
ple where it bulged out slightly from the
neighboring houses as if proud of its gaudy;
theological coating of crimson and gold and
deep, luminous blue. “ Has he not headed
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your list of subscriptions for the new Bud-
dha statues with three thousand dollars?
And will not a fat handful of them stick
to your sacred fingers?”

“ Possibly!™ rame the shameless admis-
sion. “ILven virtue demands a garment.
Even holy men must eat and drink—occa-
sionally—"

Thus, with gliding laughter, in a few
terse words, typically, they dismissed the
matter, to speculate volubly about the why
and wherefore of the third announcement.

¢ Let Huai Ta-Pu take notice and come,
fearing naught.”” Chin Shan read aloud.
He smiled. “ All honor to Chon Tzu-p’ei,”
he went on, in the manner of one who is
weaving truth close to the loom of lies.
‘“ His heart—doubtless, doubtless!—is as
pure as the sound of a far flute, and his
promise as hard and tight as the skin of
the unripened lime. Yet—speaking now
from the point of view of Huai Ta-Pu—
would a wise man keep meat on trust with
a jackal, though the jackal give seventy
times seventy bundles of promises?”

“ Huai Ta-Pu has no meat,” chuckled
Yu Ch’ang, “ and ah— has it not been said
that a hungry belly has no ears with which
to listen to the sounds of danger?”

And their voices trailed off into thick.
staccato mutterings, and they strolled
across, to gossip at their ease over tea and
pipes, to the Honerable Pavilion of Tran-
quil Longevity where, four afternoons and
evenings a week, the lodge brothers of the
Golden Dragon Guild met: grocers and
Jaundrymen and restaurant-keepers and
merchants: well-to-do. staid burgesses of
Pell Street.

Gorged. thev seemed, with a gross,
blotchy surfeit of prosperity—all, except
some of the younger, American-born mem-
bers.

On the other hand, as to Miss Rutter, it
was weeks before spiteful tongues—and for
reasons that have not vet sifted through
the Pell Street gossip sieve—told her about
Chon Tzu-p’ei’s religious eccentricities; and
then, naively unconscious that she was ut-
tering a stony truth the nonrealization of
which is the final stumbling block in the
path of even the least bigoted missionary,
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she sighed out of her sincerity imbecile
serenity of faith that—yes!—one could
convert Chinese, but that even so they
never really became Christians—never gave
up that dreadful Asiatic trick of being able
10 believe in two mutually destructive theo-
ries at one and the same time.

" Why, my®dear,” she confided to a visit-
ing friend from Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio, in-
terested financially and otherwise in her
pet social endeavor, “leok at Chon Tzu-
p'ei for instance. He gives to the church——
freely, generously! He studies the blessed
Gospels. He attends divine service with
unfailing regularity. He believes—I am
positive-—in the creed of our Savior. And
yet—oh—"

Her voice broke, splintered; and she
pointed a guileless, silk-gloved hand at the
window of the joss temple behind which,
starkly outlined in the rays of the swinging
Cantonese lamps, could be seen the money-
broker’s obese bulk, clad in coquettish, de-
cidedly unbecoming baby-blue silk em-
broided with butterflies and magenta roses,
and kotowing deeply before the gilt altar
of the Buddha.

But this all came later: long after Huai
Ta-Pu had returned to Pell Street; long
after Chon Tzu-p’ei had accumulated much
face at the expense of the younger members
of the Golden Dragon Guild in a subtle and
delicate manner which is still spoken of,
with hushed respect, by the men of China-
town, and the tale of which has drifted
clear across the continent and the Pacific,
even to China where, on the banks of the
river at Hui-ch’ung, a poet, probably
drunk, made him a few stanzas about the
gorgeous happening. The song begins:
Almost like gentle mockery fall the echoes of

wise, wise age—

Fall the drop, smotheringly, smotheringly, across
the riot of youth

Smiling the brave, clanking dreams of silly, silly
youth—

Yes. All this came later. But that very
day, a few minutes after Smok Fat had
affixed the poster, Miss Rutter, on her way
to the Mission Chapel, heard about the con-
tents of the third announcement, and ex-
plained the riddle thereof, gently, sympa-
thetically—and mistakenly.
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* Mr. Devoy,” she said to the detective
of Second Branch who, police-ly speaking,
presided over the Pell Street beat of opium
and sewer gas and yellow man and white—
“ my work has not gone for nothing.”

1 bear you, lady!” came the reply.

“ You remember the trouble, a few years
ago, between Chon Tzu-p’ei and Huai
Ta-Pu?”

*“ Sure. Old Chon copped all the other
guys kale, didn't he? By methods—well—
you know—"

“Yes.” Miss Rutter permitted herself
the rare luxury of a smile. She continued
fervently: © Chon Tzu-p’ei has at last seen
the light. He has offered his hand in
friendship to his old enemy. He is willing
to atone. Oh "—she spoke with square,
austere certitude—* Christianity has done
it, dear Mr. Devoy!”

‘“Lady, lady!” interrupted the detective,
“I ain’t got no quarrel with Christianity.
Me—I'm a good Catholic. But—that fat,
yaller fish" of a Chink—seein’ the light,
didya say?”

“ Indeed.”

“ Aw—ferget it! Wot the h——”

Then he saw her thin, pathetic, ineffec-
tual face, the nervous flutter of her thin,
pathetic ineffectual hands, and he remem-
bered the congenial fig-leaf which merci-
fully hid from her mind the world of crass
realities. So he changed the oath that was
on his lips into a cough and walked
away on an apocryphal errand, while Miss
Rutter turned toward the Mission Chapel.

Lonely and drab the small brownstone
building with the cross above the door
seemed here amidst the spicy, warm reek
of opium and grease and sandalwood: like
a gray, insistent stain upon the tough, vel-
low nakedness of Pell Street; waging a
brave, losing fight against the huge, gilt
Buddha who, in the temple across the way,
squatted on his carved lotus pedestal, his
round head in the shadow of the cobra's
hood, on his painted lips the patient, tenu-
ous smile of the cosmic centuries.

Lonely and drab the little church. Stale,
musty, dusty. Yet glorious and sweet with
white, running lights fo the middle-aged,
emaciated woman in black taffeta who knelt
there and poured out her soul to her Maker,
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“T thank Thee, dear Lord,” she prayed,
¥ because, in Thy mercy, Thou hast caused
my dear brother Chon Tzu-p’ei to see the
error of his ways, and to clear his stubborn
heart of sin, and to make up for the old
wrong he had done to Huai Ta-Pu.”

For, she thought, what other reason
could there be for the announcement which
asked the latter to come to the house of the
money broker, fearing naught?

And while that night. over their tea and
tasseled pipes, the older members of the
Golden Dragon Guild speculated as to what
fantastic latter-day revenge the money
broker contemplated heaping on the head
of his ruined, half-forgotten enemy, the
younger American-born members agreed,
strange to say, with Miss Rutter—though
their joy at the to-be-expected result of
Chen Tzu-p’ei’s change of heart was rather
less altruistic than hers.

For, since several years, although the
American-born members of the Golden
Dragon Guild were steadily increasing in
number and importance and were clamor-
ing to be given youth’s right and chance
in the direction of affairs, they had been
unable to oust Chon Tzu-p’ei from his
position of governor. They had, indeed,
never dared to vote against him at tae an-
nual election, because they knew—and
feared—the strangling strength of his gold-
baited nets, knew that he was master over
the Pell Street credit ledgers.

They had resented this; had resented his
habit of gaining face by talking didacti-
cally and naggingly on all things spiritual
and secular; his eternal complaint that
there was no reverence amongst them for
the ancient traditions of Sung and Ming,
and that they had deserted the old ways,
the good ways, the ways of their fathers.

At last, under the guidance of Na T’ung,
a newcomer from San Francisco who dealt
with riotous, gargantuan audacity in glit-
tering commercial futurities, they had
begun to show this resentment by soft,
twisted words dropped here and there,
proverb or quotation or metaphor, in the
slurring Mongol manner, subtly derisive,
craftily scurrile, enough to get beneath the
money broker’s tough, yellow skin; and
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finally the smouldering rebellion had come
to a head, a few days ago, when Chon Tzu-
p’ei had again held forth on the privileges
of old age, by the same token disparaging
and ridiculing the rights of youth.

‘““Age is a fig-tree, strong and tall,
bearing sweet fruit,” he had pronounced,
‘“ while youth ”—with suavely hierarchical
irony—* the worth of youth in the reckon-
ing of life—is tinier than a rice com or a
barley cern or a mustard seed or a canary
seed—or the pulp of a canary seed.”

And then Na T’ung had blurted out,
suddenly, that speaking about fig-trees,
once his mother had told him a legend—
“ which,” turning to Chon Tzu-p’ei, *“ might
be of interest to you, O brother very wise
and very old!”

“ Yesr” the other had inquired.

“Indeed. For one day the Buddha
asked his disciple what was the secret of
the fig-tree’s worth, and the disciple saying
it was the fig, the Buddha replied: ‘ Bring
me a fig.'” ‘Lo, my Lerd,’ came the dis-
ciple’s answer, ‘I have brought a fig’
‘Break it ‘It is broken, my Lord.'
¢ What seest thou in it?’ ‘Lo, little seeds,
my Lord.’ ‘Now, break one of the seeds.’
¢ It is broken, my Lord.’ ‘And what seest
thou in it?’ ‘Naught whatsoever, my
Lord, except a void!” And,” Na T’ung
had wound up, “ out of this void arises the
seed, out of the seed the fig, out of the fig
the fig-tree—the fig-tree, belike, of old age,
great age, wise age! Still—let us all have
faith in the Buddha’s blessed miracles.
Perhaps—ah—perhaps, in this veid of the
broken seed, the All of old age finds indeed
its final, precious essence!”

Thus had come the insult——insult deadly
and unforgivable from the oblique Mongol
angle; insult that, typically, implied more
than it spoke—and silence had -dropped.
The older members of the Guild had sat
like statues, staring straight ahead, their
faces expressionless; the younger had
squirmed in their chairs, thinking of credits
and discounts and Chon Tzu-p’ei’s swollen
money bags.

The latter had drummed with his long
fingernails on the small, red lacquer table
in front of him which supported an incense-
burner, a vaze for the hot, spiced wine, and
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a fantastic tiger in ancient Yung-Ching por-
celain.

“Little brother,” he had said to Na
T'ung, ‘“about that two thousand dollar
note which you have asked me to renew—"

And, after a pause full of elusive sus-
picions and hesitations, a pause splintered
by Na T’ung’s almost hysterical stammer
that he didn't care, that he meant what he
had said, every word of it, that he would
not apologize and eat dirt, note or no note,
even if it ruined him, the money broker
had continued, very slowly, very gently:

“Yes. About that note. Come to my
office to-morrow morning, and I shall renew
it, for three months, at the regular rate of
interest. Ah—it has always been the privi-
lege of honorable age to assist enthusiastic
youth on the road to prosperity—and "—
purringly—*‘ understanding!”’

He had risen, had bowed courteously
with hands clasped across his chest to the
assembled lodge brothers, and had waddled
out of the room with a stiff rustle of his
silken embroidered garments.

CHAPTER 1II.
THE EXQUISITE HONESTY OF CHON TZU-P'EL

" TRAP—a trick! the younger mem-
bers had told Na T’ung.
“ A mule’s friendship is kicking!"”
had come the warning.

But there had been npeither trick nor
trap. Jake Rosenzweig, the Bowery shy-
ster lawyer, had sniffled over the note as a
vulture sniffles over carrion.

Sure!” he had advised Na T'ung,
“y'can sign it. It’s poifecly kosher.”

“But—I don’t understand what he
means to—-"'

“ C’'n y'pay him back in three months?”

* Easily.”

* Awright—sign then—"

* But why does he—I—1I insulted him—
I made him lose his face—”

“Meschugge is' trumpf! Nebbe he
goita lota face and can afford to lose a
coupla inches. Anyway—vou should worry
and raise a pimple'”

And so, acting on the advice of counsel,
Na T'ung had signed the note; had won-

-
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dered over the riddle of it—and had solved
this riddle, today, to his complete satis-
faction, after he had seen the broadside
with Chon Tzu-p’ei’s three-fold announce-
ment.

The palsying, weakening sentimentality
of old age! That was the answer! And,
that night, walking by the side of Hop Soy,
.the young commission merchant, he pointed
at the Mission Chapel.

‘ Christianity,” he said, “ is a charming
creed for those in whom the many years
have killed the passions and desires of
vouth! Here’s Chon Tzu-p’ei forgiving
his enemies, repaying evil with good, wip-
ing out the stains of hatred with the mop
of love!”

“ Now will we of the coming generation
have our chance,” replied Hop Soy.

And, smiling, the two friends turned into
the Bowery, were drawn into its purling,
eddying vortex of sounds—sounds peaking,
spreading, breaking, rising again—sounds
of New York, of the great, man-clouted,
man-eating sphinx on concrete and steel
that looms out of the Atlantic mists, strad-
dling the Hudson on massive legs, head
thrown back, shoulders flung wide, scream-
ing the boastful challenge of the New
World with lungs of brass.

A fit and proper town for riotous, cla-
morous youth—

“ Ah!” said Na T ung.
to be young—and strong!"

“ TN say it is!” agreed Hop Soy, heart-
ily, in English.

* But it is good

It appeared that Yu Ch'ang had been
right the day before, when he had opined
that a bhungry belly has no ears to listen
to the sounds of danger. For, that after-
noon, a little after four o'clock,-a buzzing
and purring ran through the grave assembly
in the Honorahle Pavilion of Tranquil
Longevity, as the door opened and in came
Chon Tzu-p’ei, still in the unctuous black
broadcloth he had .worn at his baptism,
and by his side, like an underbred terrier
by the side of a great, dewlapped mastiff,
Huai Ta-Pu, smiling, evidently quite at his
ease, waving a wrinkled, gnarled hand of
greeting at former friends whom he had not
seen these many years.
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*“ Ah!”—a deep, tense breath sucked in
almost simultaneously by fifty thin, com-
pressed lips; hands. stopping in mid-air
with a feathery tinkle-tinkle of tea cups;
opium-reddened eyelids winking rapidly,
meaningly.

“By the Buddha’s toe mnails!”
claimed Nag Hong Fah.

Surprise indeed!

For there was nobody here but remem-
bered the homeric, commercial war between
the two money brokers; the bitter feud car-
ried on with the rustle of banknotes, the
clink of gold, and the thud of silver; the
hidden battles for supremacy in the marts,
not only of Pell Street, but wherever they
had business connections, in Seattle, San
Francisco, and Chicage; the final en-
counter, the final smash—and Huai Ta-Pu,
a ruined man, leaving behind him debt
piled upon debt, and fleeing into the far,
packed wilderness of West Ninety-fourth
Street to earn a pittance by the sweat of
his brow with soap and mangle and ironing-
board, while Chon Tzu-p’ei squatted on his
swollen money bags, like a fat, leering
spider.

Surprise—though the news of the latter’s
announcement that he had buried the dag-
ger of hatred in the scabbard of forgetting,
had flitted, via the gossip route of enig-
matic backyards and furtive, reticent corner
entrances and skulking gables into every
last little rickety, secretive, red-brick build-
ing of Pell Street and Mott, and was even
now being cackled over by the woemen as
they stirred the savory stews of pork and
water-chestnuts and bamboo sprouts against
the return of their lords and masters.

Surprise — that presently, suddenly,
changed into anger—rage—

“ Hi low yah!” came a clipped, metallic
exclamation. ““ To holt wang!”’

And whispers brushed out, sibilant,
tense, minatory. Hands gesticulated ex-
citedly. Feet shuffled nervously with a
hasty swish-swish-swish of padded slippers.
Beady, oblique eyes threw their observant
glitter from left to right, and back again.

“I protest!” shrieked a voice out of the
trooping, coiling shadows in the corner of
the room. ‘ There are yet rites to be ob-
served, even though a man wallow in gold-
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ankle-deep as a village buffalo wallows in
reeking slime!”

“1 protest!”

“ 1 protest!”

High-pitched cries—here—there—every-
where.

For the Golden Dragon Guild, besides
being a business organization, a local sort
of Wall Street where instead of stocks and
bonds, the quotations dealt with tea, and
silk, and opium, and the cost of coffins, to
be shipped back to China, was also a free-
masonic lodge which bound its members to
a number of intricately detailed duties and
ceremonials; and Chin Shan, the retired
merchant, voiced the feelings of all of them
when he rose and sternly addressed the
money broker who stood there in the ring
of faint, opalescent light shed by the swing-
ing lamps, one hand dropped, as if protect-
ingly, reassuringly, on the shoulder of his
old enemy who, for some hidden reason,
seemed to enjoy the situation.

“The rule is plain,” said Chin Shan
curtly, and he indicated a huge, crimson
square of silk fastened to a wall and em-
broidered, in gold and purple Mandarin
ideographs, with the Guild’s constitution
and by-laws. “ Non-members are not per-
mitted within the lodge.”

“ Huai Ta-Pu was once an honored mem-
ber,” replied Chon Tzu-p’ei; and again
there came the chorus of low-voiced, hissing
comment, crystallized into Chin Shan’s ad-
mission that this was so—yes!—once the
other had indeed been an honored member,
but—he said it mournfully—that he had
been expelled from the Guild with black
ignominy because he had not paid his hon-
est debts.

“Yes, yes'"” screamed Nag Hong Fah.
“ Three hundred dollars he borrowed from
me—never repaid me—oh—the grandson
of an addled duck-egg!”

“To me he owes fifty-five—and interest
—the compound interest of the many
years!”

“ Twenty-seven to me!” A lean, yellow
hand stabbed dramatically out of the
poppy vapors, clenched into a fist, shook
threateningly at the silent, imperturbable
Huai Ta-Pu. “1T trusted you!”
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“TFive hundred, five hundred! I took
his note without security—except his most
solemn promise! Ah—a cheat’s promise—
like a line written on water!”

Dollars! Figures of dollars and cents
belching into a chorus of foul abuse: eves
piercing vindictively through the floating,
whirling wreaths of smoke that rose from
incense-burners and opium pipes, drifted
to the ceiling, and floated there like a gigan-
tic bee hive; fingers leveled accusingly, like
pistols, at Huai Ta-Pu who stood motion-
less amidst the storm of invective, a vague,
placid smile curling his lips.

He had not paid his just debts! He had
committed the one, unforgivable crime in
the code of the Chinese, whose whole life,
from birth to death and in the hereafter,
is based upon a foundation of barter and
trade and mutual trust and four-square
honesty. And not even the fear and re-
spect with which they looked up to Chon
Tzu-p’ei could quell the rage that spread
and spread—to be once more crystailized
into Chin Shan’s stern words:

* Huai Ta-Pu has violated the traditions
of the Guild! There can be no forgiving.
He had failed to pay his debts. Surely
you yourself, Chon Tzu-p’ei “"—he smiled
a crooked, wintry smile—* know w/y he
falled. You were the sickle—and he the
ripe wheat which you garnered!”

“T know,” agreed the other.

“Then—” Chin Shan pointed to the
door.

But the money broker raised apologetic
hands; he begged for a moment’s patience;
and, silence restored, he went on: “ Yes—
I was the sickle, and he the wheat. And
now I shall be the glutinous millet, and
Huai Ta-Pu shall be the field—the field
that has long lain fallow and worthless—
the field again ready to be seeded and
fructified—the field that soon will once
more yield precious harvest!”

“You mean that you will—" Chin
Shan’s voice was no longer curt and inci-
sive. His agile Mongol brain. trained to
read between the lines of proverh and meta-
phor, had jumped to a fantastic conclu-
sion. “You mean that vou will—pay—
his—debts?”
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“Yes.,” Chon Tzu-p'ei had half shut
his eves, and his face, yellow as old parch-
ment, seemed to have grown indifferent,
dull, almost sleepy. “ Yes,” he repeated.
very gently, “I shall pay Huai Ta-Pu’s
debts, every dollar, every cent, with interest
and compound interest. I shall wipe the
stinking, black stain from his honorable
name and make it white.”

“ You—pay—itis debts?” came Chin
Shan’s grave, full-throated question.

“Indeed.” The money broker smiled.
With his right hand he caressed Huai Ta-
Pu’s sheulder.

“ But—why?”

“ Because it wasz my fault as much as
his. Through me, through my hardness
and cupidity, did he lose his monev—and
you, who trusted him, yvours. Now I shall
make the score even, if I may be honorably
permitted, dollar for dollar and cent for
cent.” He turned to the priest. * Tell
me,” he asked, ““ does it not say in the Li
Ki that the wise man who has reached the
knowledge of Truth cannot be influenced
by money, that wealth is to him but as
grass?”

“Yes,” replied Yu Ch’ang. * Bracelets
do not set off a man’s appearance, nor
flowers nor perfume. Nothing adorns a
man except—ah ”—he sucked in his breath
—*“ perfect honesty ,pure and clear as the
moon. Perfect honestv!” he repeated.

For tc him, too, Huai Ta-Pu owed a
meagre sum, and there was interest to be
reckoned with—compound interest—and,
almost automatically, he slurred the greedy
thought into a greedy question:

“ Compound interest, did you say?”

“Indeed:!”

Chon Tzu-p’ei was silent. He looked
faces, the younger members, grouped about
Na T’ung. sitting a little apart, smoking
their cigarettes as if in protest against
the older members’ tasseled, small-bowled
opium pipes.

“I1 am old,” he said, in a flat, intro-
spective mumble. “ and when one is old,
one does not like change—as youth likes
change—"

He smiled gently upon Na T’ung, who
smiled back, whispering the while into the
ear of Hop Sov that he had read the situ-
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ation correctly: there was the weakening,
pal:ying sentimentality of old age which
blunted the mind and dulled the keen dag-
ger ¢f passion and softened the soul, as oil
softens leather.

*“ There is, furthermore, the influence
upon such a one of Christianity,” mumbled
Hop Sov.

+ * Indeed—thanks be to the jade

Buddha!” said Na T’ung, incongruously,
under his breath, while Chon Tzu-p'ei con-
continued, rather wearily, that when one is
old one longs for the faces of the days of
one’s vouth, when all the world was blue
and golden, and there was never a break in
vne’s heart.

 Brothers,” he exclaimed. tremendous
entreaty in his accents: his fingers tight-
ened their grip on Huai Ta-Pu’s shoulders.
* Please—-because I am old—won’t vou—"

He stopped, a quaver in his voice, his
question unfinished, his hands gesticulating
clumsily, woodenly, up, then down.

¢ Brothers! " said Na T'ung, and he rose
and faced the grave assembly of Celestials.
** Listen—"

CHAPTER I1I.
THE SPLENDID RASHNESS OF YOUTH.

ANY, many years later, long after
Chon Tzu-p’ei’s dead body had been
shipped back to Canton and buried

there, in a large and comfortable red lac-
_quer coffin. on the side of a hill l’acmg run-
ning water and with a lovely view over
the rice paddies, long after the stony drag
and smother of success and wealth had
crushed .the riotous enthusiasm of Na
T'ung's youth. the latter, speaking to his
contemporaries—ponderous, rather pom-
pous gray heads like himself, Hop Soy
among them—about the chain of events
that followed Huai Ta-Pu’s return to Pell
Street, used to remark that the gods in
heaven must have laughed when they
prompted him, for the first time in his
life. to take the old money broker’s part
and o propose that, out of respect for Chon
Tzu-p’ei’s righteousness and age. Huai Ta-
M1 be readmitted into the lodge, a member
in good standing, without a stain on his
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name, entitled to all the privileges of the
Golden Dragon Guild.

“Don't you see,” he would say, “ with
Chon Tzu-p'ei practicing the Christian
virtues of forgiveness and forbearance, of
atoning for past sins, of helping his former
enemy hack into a life of ease and self-
respect, what a victory I considered it for
vouth—my youth—hard, selfish, youth?
Yes, a victory and, by the same token,
a stroke of wisdom!

*“ Ah—it was nearly a year before I un-
derstood the truth of the words of Yuan
Mei, the ancient poet, that age and the
garnered guile of age are like a library of ten
thousand tomes with pendant disks of green
and yellow jade, while youth is worth less
than the tinkle of a light woman’s girdle
gems, less than the drifting, passing scent
‘of an orchid spray.

*“ Ten thousand tomes was the wisdom
and the charming guile of Chon Tzu-p'ei!
Ten thousand years were gathered in the
folds of his tough, tough old brain! And’—
he would add, with sublime self-irony—
"“ ten thousand dollars he advanced to me
on short-term notes—a/liee—ali00 !’

Thus Na T'ung’s clarified vision of these
decades later, after life had burned away the
dross of his arrogant, clanking youth. But
at the time, when Huai Ta-Pu with the
proper rites and ceremonies had been re-
admitted into the Golden Dragon Guild,
there was triumph in Na T'ung’s heart, tri-
umph in his voice as, the meeting having
adjourned, he asked Hop Soy to step around
to Brian Neill’s saloon and celebrate the
victory of the rising generation—as became
modern young American business men—in
the Celtic gentleman’s potent bourbon.

* Gladly,” replied Hop Soy, speaking in
English. as was his habit. * Whisky—hy
all means! TIt'll wash the sloppy taste of
that damned Chinese tea out of my mouth.”

Glancing back over his shoulder, Na
T'ung saw Chon Tzu-p’ei move with slow
dignity down the street, Huai Ta-Pu still
by his right side, like an underbred terrier
by the side of a great, dewlapped masiiff,
and by his left Yu Ch'ang, the priest.

Sharply, the latter’s words drifted through
the trailing evening dusk.
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“‘If there were no virtuous men in
Loo,” ” he quoted from the “ Sho Yuan,” the
“Park of Narratives,” “how could a man
have acquired such a shining character as
you?”

‘“ Perhaps,” came the other’s flat, cozy
voice, with just the brittle suspicion of a
laugh, ‘ perhaps it is even as the foreign
woman—Miss Rutter—so frequently points
out to me—that virtue is always its own re-
ward. Perhaps, though—"

And then the slamming of the saloon
door, as it closed upon Na T’ung and Hop
Soy shut out the rest of the old money brok-
er’s sentence.

When, early the next morning, Na T’ung
called on Chon Tzu-p’ei in the latter’s
house, he was, as usual, momentarily over-
whelmed by the splendor of its furnishings.

The four walls were covered with yel-
low satin, embroidered with meticulously
chosen quotations from the Lun Y# and the
Hsiao King.

The floor was buried under a shimmering
pile of velvets and brocades so that thewhole
room was in effect nothing but a divan, a
restful couch, immense and princely. The
outer light filtered dreamily through heavy
curtains of watered silk and cloth-of-silver,
and from the ceiling beams seven violet lan-
terns were hung, throwing shifting, check-
ered shadows. At the north angle a
bronze statue of Wen-Tchang, chief of the
five Taoist divinities of letters, was smiling
among the perfumed sticks—and, over all,
the stealthy odor of the philosophic poppy-
drug reigned supreme.

Different it was from the screamingly
efficient, pinchbeck modernities of steel fil-
inz-cabinets and loose-leaf ledgers, of type-
writers and Axminster rugs and mahogany
desks with which the younger generation
of Pell Street matched the algebraic cun-
ning of their brains against the slum-sharp-
ened wits of Jew and Sicilian and Greek
and Armenian.

Vet for all its soft, scented langour, and
with no sign of anything which might fall
under the rubric of business implements
except a great, wooden abacus and a couple
of large ledgers, bound incongruously in
crimson leather stamped with a conven-
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tionalized design of golden dragons fighting
for the Buddha’s mystic jewel, was it the
place where Chon Tzu-p'ei, after six dec-
ades of close barter and trade, had accumu-
lated a bank balance that was respectable
even when measured with the extravagant
yard-stick of the foreign devils; a bank bal-
ance great enough for him to play and sati-
ate his fancies, though, as last night, they
cost him a round fifteen thousand dollars,
wherewith to pay off his former enemy’s
debts.

For a second or two Na T'ung was nerv-
ous. He shuffled his neatly shod feet un-
easily. His mind seemed amorphous, piti-
fully inadequate, groping at the vanishing
shadows of the things he wanted to say:
the things he had come prepared to say ever
since, an hour earlier, he had conferred with
his friend Hop Soy and had told him, ‘in
English, that it was a cinch—*‘ a dead cinch,
old man! We'’re going to make a whole
lot of coin out of it, and Chon Tzu-p’ei’s
going to back it up.” “ But—you know,
there’s a certain risk. After all, there’s—"
“Chon’s risk—not ours! Just let me
handle him—that’s all I ask, see>"

But now he felt himself blushing, knew
that he would stammer forth incoherencies
when he opened his mouth. And, inap-
positely, it was Chon Tzu-p’ei’s courtly, old-
world salutaticn: “ Ah—please deign to en-
ter my quite wretched and worthless
abode! " which made him remember that he
was young and hard, that his was the whip-
hand of riotous, arrogant audacity, while
the other was old and soft—a fruit to be
picked—a grape to be pressed—almost a
Christian in forgiving and forbearing—

He breathed a sigh of relief, stepped in-
side without further ceremony, and slurred
a casual, faintly impertinent greeting in
English: “ How d'ye do?”

Then, eyebrows raised negligently, a
thumb hooked into a vest pocket: “ I want
to talk over a little business matter with
you.”

Chon Tzu-p’ei smiled. He pointed at the
west side of the room, as Chinese courtesy
demands.

“Won’t you deign to choose a place of
honor?” he asked in a gentle singsong.
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The younger man looked up suspiciously.
Tor a moment he had imagined that he
could detect an undertone of irony in the
money broker’s polished words. But he
felt reassured when he saw the peaceful,
bland expression on Chon Tzu-p'ei's large,
butter-yellow face.

*“ All right, all right,” he said.

With rather ill grace he conformed to the
Chinese ceremonial, gave the correct reply:.
*“How should I, the quite unimportant
one, dare to sit down in your presence, O
wise and older brother?” finally chose his
seat and went on: “I guess that’s enough
etiquette to hold both of us for a while.
Now—about that business matter which I
came to talk over with you.”

Again the other smiled. Had Na T’ung
been able to look beyond the frontiers of
his conceit and greed, he would have under-
stood that, indirectly, in his subtle Mongol
way, Chon Tzu-p'ei was accomplishing what
an American business man does when he
makes his visitor sit down in a chair near
the window where he has to blink against
the sunlight, while he himself remains in the
mellow, soothing shadows. '

“Youth is rash and hot-headed.” said
Chon Tzu-p’ei, *“and prone to leap the
harriers of its own making. Youth does
not reach the splendid elevation of patience,
without age to show the road. Come, little
brother, before we talk business—a pipe,
eh? A handsome jade pipe with silver
tassels and a rose-crystal mouthpiece—"
And, when Na T’ung shook his head: ** Per-
haps a sip of blossom tea?”—he indicated a
frail cup of mazarine-blue china—* Impe-
rial blossom tea, stirred, as the ancient pre-
cepts say, in clear water without—”"

* No—thank you!” Na T’ung cut in, im-
patiently. I want to—"

He was silent as Huai Ta-Pu glided into
the room on furtive, slippered feet and sat
down, without a word, by the side of the
money broker. “ Yes?” asked the latter.

“1 want to talk to you in private,” said
Na T’ung, brutally direct.

“In private? Why, yes—of course—"

* There’s he!” replied Na T ung, point-
ing rudely with his thumb at Huai Ta-Pu,
who sat there, a smile curling his lips, with
staring, sardonic eyes that seemed like jew-
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els set in some hard, wrinkled, fleshlike
substance, a single strange, perpendicular
fold down the middle of his forehead.

Chon Tzu-p’ei shrugged his shoulders,

* Huai Ta-Pu and I have forgotten our
old, withering hatreds,” he replied. “He
and I are partners.”

“ Partners—you mean, in business?” de-
manded the younger man, increduously.

“In everything! We are now even as
twin brothers rocked in the same cradle.
Please—deign to continue your charming
and harmonious discourse. Business, you
said? A chance for profit?”

“Yes. A thousand per cent. and ten
thousand per cent. Only—” He paused.

* There is then an ¢ only’?”

“There always is,” saild Na T’'ung, with
a hard laugh, “in a deal that promises a.
thousand per cent and ten thousand per
cent.”

“To be sure,” admitted Chon Tzu-p'e,
while Huai Ta-Pu cackled deep in his
throat. ** And this ‘ only ’ means that—"

“That I need capital, and”—he raised
one eyelid— other things.”

** Perhaps,” suggested the money broker,
‘“the wisdom and exquisite guile of ripe
age?”

*“No,"” replied Na T’ung arrogantly.
“ Youth—myself and Hop Soy—will supply
all the wisdom and most of the guile. It
is the influence, the twisted, mazed influ-
ence of old age, which we need—besides the
capital.” And he lowered his voice and
talked at length.

A strange tale he told; a motley, nicked,
fantastic tale the mere enumeration of
whose characters would have been an
ethnographical chart of half the world and
a sociological survey of many of the Far
East’s gaudy, picturesque rogues—to name
them all, to put their deeds black on white,
would have given the judiciary of three
continents scavenger work for meonths to
come.

A business tale it was—of that corner
of the globe where trading is still a swagger-
ing. clanking adventure, a spirited gamble -
with all of fate and some of the man-made
laws, a high-hearted, two-fisted romance;
where Malay raja or Gulf Arab or Burman
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dacoit or Afghan ruffian meet expatriate
European merchants behind tightly closed
rattan shutters, the velvet punkah flopping
lazily overhead. and dip their disreputable
noses into the same tumbler of honeved,
spiced brandy, and wink at one another as
Greek is said to wink at Greek, and play
hide-and-seek with nosy British gunboats:
where the men of the outer seas and the men
of the caravans prefer a handful of clipped
Maria Teresa dollars and Chinese canda-
reens and shoe-shaped, archaic Pekinese
silver ingots to a draft on the Old Lady of
Threadneedle Street or a certified cheque
signed by the Rothschilds, the Morgans,
or the Bischoffsheims; where vellow men
and gold dispute the eternal Asian trade
balance with white men and blood, and
where a nabob is still a swash-buckler upon
the blue hills and the gray waters, and not
a swag-bellied, asthmatic, dollar-coining au-
tomaton, safely ensconced lbehind an army
of immaculate. almost sacerdotal private
secretaries.

The men of the tale—and the obbligato
greasing of palms and splitting of loot that
went with it—

Why—to pick out just a few, quite at
random—there had been, in the Himalaya
foot-hills, a gentleman of debatable ances-
try, a splendid physique, and wretched
morals, with a hook nose, high cheek-bones,
a neat beard dyed bright blue with in-
digo, and a tall, rakish fur cap on his
shaven bullet head, who had had whispered
dealings with another gentleman out of for-
eign parts who, in spite of his berrv-brown
complexion and his tight. coquettish Rajput
turban, was named Angus Bruce M'Cor-
quodale and talked with a double-barreled
Dundee burr fairly redolent of heather and
usquebaugh.

Then there had been an Afghan hill-
baron whose stronghold was near the Khy-
ber Pass and whose vocation in life con-
sisted in levying tribute from the Indian
caravans; who, furthermore, had entered
into certain business arrangements with a
Welsh captain of a regiment of Goorkha
Rifles—and a bag of rupees divided be-
tween Afghan and Welshman, the former,
true to the disorderly instincts of his race,
spending his share of the boodle in a weelt’s
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scarlet spree among the nautch girls and
the wine cups of Peshawar; the latter, like
a sober Briton, losing his half in one soul-
satisfving bet at the Viceroy’s Derby.

Too, there had been a coral-button Man-
chu Mandarin in far, yellow Shensi, the
home of the black-haired race and the
black-haired race’s gliding, shuffling iniqui-
ties, who had split a gorgeous fistful of
Mongol graft, politely called likin, with a
crimson-capped  Tibetan lama from
Cheng-lo.

Also a rascally Portuguese skipper out of
Macao in command over a crew of sloe-
eyed, tattooed Marquesan cannibals who,
after a mutiny, had salted and peppered and
stewed him down in a large billypot—to
fall foul of 2 Yankee skipper, greedy for
salvage and negligent of the sea laws.

Finally, came there into the focus a San
Francisco customs inspector whose mistress
was the half-caste wife of an obese Can-
tonese curio dealer near Market Street—
who, in his turn, was a cousin on his
mother’s side three times removed of Na
T’ung.

And—the answer to this world-flung rid-
dle of trade and graft?

“ Opium!” Na T’ung wound up, hissing
the word dramatically through clenched
teeth, his right hand stabbing out in a
great gesture. ‘‘ First-chop number-one
chandoo! Cases and cases of it! We have
formed a little company, I and Hop Soy
and a few others of the younger generation.
But we need more capital—and, well, cer-
tain influences in certain quarters. It is
difficult to evade the laws of the Ameri-
cans—"'

“Is it?" asked Chon Tzu-p’ei ingenu-
ously. g

And they talked for hours, they figured
on paper, and talked again, with Huai
Ta-Pu a smiling, silent witness; until morn-
ing swooned into afternoon and afternoon
into evening; until, outside, the houses of
Pell Street changed from jagged, sardonic
silhouettes into a drab, indefinite smudge
punctured here-and there with the red and
yellow of lighted windows; until finally Na
T'ung rose, excited, flushed, a closely-writ-
ten sheet of paper in his hand.
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* Will you sign now and make the bar-
gain tight?” asked Chon Tzu-p’ei.

The other looked rather self-conscious.
* You don’t mind—"" he stammered, ** if I—
oh—"

“You want to consult your lawyer, Mr.
Rosenzweig, first?”

“ Well—yes. Itisa big deal—and—"

* Of course!” interrupted Chon Tzu-p’ei;
and, relieved as well as embarrassed, Na
T'ung left, while the mcney broker ex-
changed a silent smile with Huai Ta-Pu,
and walked over to the farther wall of the
room.

There he lifted a corner of the embroid-
ered vellow satin that stretched from ceil-
ing to floor, and disclosed a telephone in-
strument. He raised the receiver.

** Hello, Central!” he said in his pleasant,
well-modulated English he had learned at
Miss Rutter’s Mission School. * Worth
47608, please!”

Iifteen minutes later. after a hurried but
triumphant interview with Hop Soy, Na
T'ung was closeted with Jake Rosenzweig,
the Bowery shyster lawyer; a small, thin,
red-bearded man with a pretentious neck-
tie and doubtful lingerie, who had a trick
of smiling, not with his lips, but by elon-
gating his eyes.

He did so now.

* Na T'ung,” he said, — a lawyer’s like
one of them priests—you gotta tell him
th’ whole truth and take your chances, see?
Wottya wanta me? Come through, you old
gannif, you! Wot is it? An alibi for a
moider you're going t’ pull off?”

* Oh, don’t he a damned ass, Jake!"

*“ Well, spit it out, young feller! Tell
vour loving daddy!'”

And, the second time that day, the other
told his long, twisted, world-flung tale of
opium and graft, winding up with the con-
versation he had had with Chon Tzu-p'ei.

* He's ready to come into the deal,” he
said, *“ and”—he smiled a superior smile—
* the way I fixed it, he'll take most of the
risk as to the money part, and all of the
risk I anything slips and there should be
exposure—prosecution.  Opium--—criminal
offence, you know—"

* And—you sed old Chon’s willing to—"
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* Right. We drew up a little agreement.
And that’s why I am here. 1 haven’t signed
it yet. Want your advice first.”

* Got it with you?”

“Yes. Here it is.”

The lawyer read, considered, and shook
his head.

" Want to sting th’ old guy, don’t you?”

* Yes! "—brutally.

“ Well—wait! This paper you drew up
is good—but it ain’t good enough. I
make you out one.”

And he worked for half an hour and,
finally, gave the other a lengthy document,
replete with ** Whereas,” and “ Aforesaid,”
and * Party of the first part.”

*“ This all right for me to sign?" asked
Na T'ung.

“Sure.” The lawyer pocketed his fee.
“You're a bright young lad. Say—if
Chon’s toined Christian as they say, you
oughta toin Jew. That's how smart yox
are!))

* It’s a cinch, boys,” said Na T ung late
that night to Hop Soy and his associates
after they had all signed the document that
already bore Chon Tzu-p’ei’s signature, that
said never a word about opium and graft,
but proposed the incorporation of the
Shanghai-New York Trading Company
with the younger members of "the Golden
Dragon Guild in control of the directorate
at exorbitant salaries, and Chon Tzu-p’ei as

one of the chief stockholders. *‘ Yes—a
cinch!”
“Tll say it is,” agreed Hop Soy.

* Chon's going to hold the bag. Sweet and
pretty, I call it.”

" But—"" Yeh Weng, a young commission
broker who had once run foul of Detective
Bill  Devoy, suggested pessimistically,
* what about the risk? Opium-——oh—" He
shuddered at the chilly memory of Sing
Sing. ** And Chon Tzu-p’ei isn’t altogether
a fool—”

* But he is almost a Christian,” laughed
Na T'ung. “ His garnered guile has blown
away on the wings of the creed of forgive-
ness—on the brittle, drooping wings of
age.”

- Still—"

*It's all right, 1 tell you. Jake Rosen-
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zweig says it is—and good old Jake knows
the law, doesn’t he?”

“ Bet your life he does!”
Soy.

And, early the next day. Na T’ung took
train for San Francisco to pick up the
loose ends of the deal and to wire back
from time to time that the arrangements
were progressing smoothly, that the profits
would, in fact, be greater than he had
imagined—great enough to leave a decent
margin for the stockholders’ dividends after
the salaries of the company officers had been
paid.

“I'm tickled,” said Hop Soy, when he
had read the latest telegram. ** Not only
for myself, but too for Chon. I'd hate to
see the old boy lose his hard-earned simo-
leons.” He smiled. * What sayeth the
Hsiao King? * Youth should be kind to
the feebleness of old age!’”

concurred Hop

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE CHARMING GUILL OF RIPE AGE.

EANWHILE, in Pell Street, winter
M was changing into spring; spring

that, even here, amidst the riot and
reek, brought its subtle notes of beauty;
with the sun setting in the distant west be-
hind massed clouds that were like moun-
tains of silver-glowing lava, the roofs
bathed in peacoek and violet light, and the
windows, through their grime, flashing with
a thousand dazzling reflections.

Spring in the nostalgic blooms of far
Asia that grew on the crazy birds’-nest bal-
cony of the joss temple—

Spring in the tiny bouquet of violets
pinned to Miss Rutter’s sober dress—

Spring, too, in the tough old heart of
"Huai Ta-Pu—once more a member in good
standing of the Golden Dragon Guild, his
debts paid, his face regained, thanks to his
former enemy, who hovered about him like
an obese and protecting shadow. “ Why,”
said Miss Rutter, ““ Chon Tzu-pei is a
better Christian than many a fine gentle-
man who has his private pew in a Tifth
Avenue church!”

Four nights a week, Huai Ta-Pu ambled
over to the Honorable Pavilion of Tranquil
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Longevity where he sat, a cup of lukewarm
rice gin at his elbow, a smoke-stained bam-
boo pipe betwen his yellow, stumpy teeth,
his wrinkled hands shuffling the deck of
painted. archaic Chinese pasteboards;
playing, as in former years, the twisted,
baroque games of the past, games of
Manchu and Fish-skin Tartar— patting
green butterflies,” and “ladies on horse-
back,” and * hey-oh! flies the kite!” Chiefly
the last.

During his eaily days after his return
to Pell Street, his only opponent was Chon
Tzu-p'ei: and it was due to the latter’s
gentle suggestion that, presently, some of
the younger men jeined them. TUsed to
such rather more psychological than logical
American pastimes as poker and auction-
bridge, they found the intricacies and in-
numerable rules of the ancient Tartar
games at first confusing. But, with that
gambling instinct which is the core of
Mongol character, they continued playing
and, after a while, fell under the insidious
spell of the game until the evening hour of
‘“hev-oh; flies the kite!” had become a
habit.

If, from the start, the older members
never joined, not even for a single round,
but preferred to watch, whispering to each
other in undertones, the younger did not
trouble to inquire into the reasons; or,
when they did, agreed with Hop Soy’s dic-
tum in crude English that— hell’s bells'
those old skinflints haven’t got enough guts
to risk a phony dime on a sure thing, see?”

Thus, incongruously, the supercilious,
American-born youth of Pell Street helped
to revive at least one of the old-world, Chi-
nese institutions which, congenitally, they
affected to despise. Poker and auction-
bridge were forgotten—the mazed game of
the kite got into their very. blood—and by
spring, four nights a week, with Chon
Tzu-p'ei, they gathered about the table to
bet their money against that of Huai Ta-Pu
who was the ‘honorable kite-flier,” or
banker.

“ Hey-oh! flies the kite!” would come the
latter’s high-pitched, wheezy yell, and his
agile fingers would shuffle and deal with
marvelous speed.

Clickety-clickety-click! would come the
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song of the copper and ivory chips; and,
like a morose echo, the duller notes of the
dice marked with Mandarin characters:
chi and jén and pai ma and an elaborate
double hieroglyphic which read * the Ocean
of Boundless Harmony ” and—typically,
saturninely Mongol-—meant that he who
threw it lost his wager.

An angry shsi enjoining silence; a
cracking of bank-notes; a tense pause fol-
lowed by the dry thud of the dice; the cards
dropping softly on the dufiel of the gam-
ing table—here and there, deep-breathed,
staccato exclamations. Then:

*“Hey-oh! the kite flies—flies swiitly,
swiftly the kite!” Huai Ta-Pu would shout
as the winning card, backed by the right
dice, would swoop like a carrion hawk from
his clawlike fingers that curled a moment
later around chips and counters and bank-
notes. .

Or, from one of the players: ** Hey-oh!
the kite sinks—sinks gently, gently, the
kite!” as they threw the c/ii or the jén,
while the winning card fluttered their way.

But they lost more often than they won,
nor was it the dealer’s chance. For even
when one of them bid in and bought the
bank, the net gain at the end of the evening
was nearly always, somehow, with Huai
Ta-Pu. And thus, if at first they had
played because of Chon Tzu-p'ei’s mild
suggestion, with a sort of sneering, pitying
tolerance for the aged Huai Ta-Pu who
liked the pastimes of his youth, they played
now with the bitter intent to win, to wipe
out their losses which, gradually, were
mounting from tens to hundreds and from
hundreds to thousands—with the older men,
Nag Hong Fah and Chin Shan and Yu
Ch’ang, still watching the game, whisper-
ing to each other in gliding, ironic under-
tones and frequent quotations from the
classics—

“Ah—" said Yu Ch’ang, the priest,
“ careless showing of money excites to rob-
bery, as a woman adorning herself excites to
lust! ™

 Indeed!” agreed Nag Hong I'ah, rub-
bing his pudgy, dimpled hands. - Extrava-
gance leads to insubordination and parsi-
mony to meanness. It is better to be mean
than to be extravagant—"
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“Dry up, for God’s sake!” mumbled
Hop Soy thickly, as, with trembling fingers,
he tossed on the table his I. O. U. for three
hundred and fifty dollars—which Huai
Ta-Pu refused to accept.

But the latter reconsidered, pocketed the
I. O. U,, and passed over its equivalent in
chips, when, gently, even apologetically,
Chon Tzu-p’ei said that he would guarantee
his “ young friend’s debt.” And the older
members of the Golden Dragon Guild
looked at each other, smiling and winking
heavy, opium-reddened eyelids, while Hop
Soy, though in a voice that held no more
than a fraction of his usual mocking certi-
tude, whispered to Yeh Weng that—sure
enough—Chon Tzu-p'ei was almost a
Christian!

* Generous cuss, ain't he?” replied the
other, .

And, while the dice clicked again, Nag
Hong Jah bent his lips to Yu Ch’ang’s ear.

“ Should we not fear the snake,” he in-
quired in accents that throbbed with in-
tense admiration, * even if it were orna-
mented with jewels?”

Thus the game rose higher and Higher,
until when May came and washed over the
town with the lazy, mellow gold of southern
winds, it was a scandal in the nostrils of
Pell Street; until many a slim voung, slant-
eyed, raven-haired wife spoiled the evening
rice with tears; until even Jerry Maguire,
the captain of the police precinct, though
prone to condone human frailties with the
wide mantle of his personal laxity, took
notice and summoned Detective Bill Devoy
—who shrugged his shoulders.

“ Aw, cap!” he said, *“Let ‘em smoke
their little pipes and gamble their little
piles. They ain’t harmin’ nobody—"

*“It's your beat—and your responsi-
bility!” warned the other.

* Well, s’pose we share this—now—re-
sponsibility?”’ countered Bill Devoy, and he
slipped a roll of greenbacks, redolent of
opium and Cantonese condiments, into his
superior’s fist.

" Oh—sugar!” exclaimed the latter.

It was June before Na T'ung, out at the
coast, had greased the last palm and seen on
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its much-split, spider-webby, furtive sort of
way, packed in cases marked * toilet arti-
cles,” the tins of treacly opium, still fla-
vored with the greed of Afghan chief and
Marquesan cannibals and Yankee skipper.

Arrived in New York, flushed with suc-
cess, he went directly from the railway sta-
tion to the Honorable Pavilion of Tranquil
Longevitv where the evening game of
“ Hey-oh! flies the kite!’ was in full swing,
with Huai Ta-Pu in the banker’s seat, at his
elbow, in neat rows of white and green and
purple, the chips that represented his win-
nings.

* Double the bet!” peaked a viscous,
sobbing scream as Na T’ung entered.

He looked, blinking against the lamps
that glowed with an unhealthy, coppery red
through the coiling vapors of poppy and
tobacco. He saw the eager faces bending
close over the duffel, the twitching fingers,
the glistening, opaque eyes, the tense-lined
forecheads studded with perspiration, the
sagging, quivering lips mumbling their bets
—~—and his nostrils dilated sensuously—al-
most automatically his hand reached in his
pocket and came-out with a roll of bills.

~ Ah!” he breathed deeply. He, too, was
2 Mongol, a gambler to the core.

He dropped into a seat, tossed a hundred
dollars to the banker.

* Chips!” he demanded curtly.

“ You—oh—know this game?>”
Chon Tzu-p’ei.

" Yes, ves! "—and to Huai*Ta-Pu: © Deal
the cards—deal!”

He playved craftily, warily; for he was
from California where, perhaps because of
the nearness of yellow Asia, the customs,
both good and bad, of China have gripped
tougher root than in the gray, chilly
soil of the Atlantic littoral. He knew how
to " fly the kite,” how to slither the cards
across the table with the broad nail of the
thumb, how to toss the dice with the ortho-
dox, jerky twist of the wrist.

“Sink or fly—and a bet on the chi—a
triple bet on the jén/” he singsonged; and
Huai Ta-Pu looked significantly, question-
ingly, at Chon Tzu-p’ei who inclined his
head, almost imperceptibly.

“ Hey-oh! the kite—let the kite fly!”
laughed Na T’ung.

5 A-S

asked
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There was a little dry, dramatic click as
the dice leaped from Huai Ta-Pu’s nimble
fingers and began their erratic journey, as
the cards swooped down, as finally, with the
Scarlet Card of the Second King of Heaven
falling above the one painted with the Pa-
goda of Blessed Ecstasy, and with two of the
dice showing the Ocean of Boundless Har-~
mony, the banker made 2 triple point and
swept the board clean of all wagers, includ-
ing Na T'ung's—who looked puzzled.

*“ Damn!” muttered Hop Soy, fingering
his diminishing pile. The players coughed,
whispered, appealed to the gods of chance.

‘“ Help me, O Spiritual Precious One!”
mumbled Yeh Weng, addressing his pet
Taoist divinity.

Then, once more, the bets placed, the dice
jerked away from Huai Ta-Pu’s hands like
malign and sentient beings; the cards
dropped, swiftly, mockingly. And again the
banker scored.

It was after Huai Ta-Pu had tossed the
Ocean of Boundless Harmeny for the fifth
time that, suddenly, Na T’ung raised his
hands and enjoined silence.

* Huai Ta-Pu,” he said, *‘ you cheat!”

And—through the younger men’s hectic
chorus of curses and threats and cries of
rage, through the older men’s echoing chorus
of gurgling, homeric laughter—he went on,
dry and hard:

‘1 am from San Francisco. T am famil-
iar with the trick of scooping the dice with
the edge of the card. An exquisite trick!;
But there’s not a highbinder in California
who doesn’'t know it!”

* So do others—in New York—nor are
they necessarily highbinders,” suggested
Nag Tong Fah, nudging Chin Shan.

“Indeed!” The latter shook with gargan-
tuan mirth. “ Others, too, know the trick,
from the memory of the dead years when
they used to play the kite game with Huai
Ta-Pu—who won—always won!”

And again the older members of the
Guild broke into hooting laughter; the
younger rose in a body and advanced to-
ward the imperturbable Huai Ta-Pu, yellow
hands stretching like claws, eyes glistening,
lips mouthing foul threats, when, through
the turmoil, Chon Tzu-p’ei’s voice cut like
a sword.

~



493

“ Brothers,” he said, ¢ you are wrong.
Huai Ta-Pu does not cheat!”

“ He used to,” cackled Nag Hong Fah.

“ Perhaps. But he—ah-—how do the
foreign devils say—he has reformed, in
everything. No—he does not cheat!”

“] saw him palm the cards!” insisted
Na T’ung.

“Yes,” came Hop Soy’s thick, whining
sob. “That’s why we’ve been losing—
thousands—thousands—""

“1 guaranteed your losses!™ suggested
Chon Tzu-p’ei, mildly.

“Yes! And you took as security the cow
and the unborn calf!”

“ Am I not old and feeble? And, being
old and feeble, is it not proper that I
should look after my interests to the best of
my ability?” He paused. “1I repeat,” he
went on, “ Huai Ta-Pu does not cheat.”

“ Prove it,” demanded Na T’ung.

“T will—to-morrow.”

“ Prove it now!”

“ To-morrow!” reiterated the old money
broker. ‘ To-morrow morning at my house,
Na T’ung, at nine o’clock!”

And he left the Honorable Pavilion of
Tranquil Longevity, followed by Huai Ta-
Pu, whose mocking, high-pitched laughter
fell like a blight.

Na T’ung fell prey to a vague uneasiness
the next morning when he went through
the wusual, stilted ceremonial among the
silken cushions and perfumed sticks of Chon
Tzu-pe'i who sat by the side of Huai Ta-Pu
and smiled upon his visitor as a father
smiles upon a naughty, prattling babe.

“ Little brother,” he said, sliding a fan
from his sleeve and opening it with exas-
perating slowness, “was there not once a
wise man who remarked that oversureness
withers a man’s common sense as the moon
withers the lotus beds?”

Na T’ung flashed an oblique glance at
him. Again he was conscious of vague un-
easiness creeping over him on silent, unclean
feet. But, almost immediately he felt re-
assured when his hand, in his pocket,
touched the contract which—Jake Rosen-
zweig had told him—gave to him and his
young associates control of the profits of
the Shanghai-New York Trading Company,
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while it left whatever risk of exposure there
might be to the money broker.

“Good old Jake!” he said in his
thoughts; then, in a loud voice, smiling su-
perciliously: “ I didn’t come here to bandy
quotations from the classics. I came be-
cause you said you'd prove—"

“ You yourself will prove it!” interrupted
the other.

“I1?” Na T'ung was speechless with
astonishment while Huai Ta-Pu rocked to
and fro in a sudden paroxysm of mirth.

“Yes,” softly breathed Chon Tzu-p'e.
“ You yourself will prove to the Guild that
Huai Ta-Pu does not cheat when he flies the
kite. You will prove it—and your young
friends. How? Ah—by playing with him
to-night, and to-morrow night, and every
night for weeks to come. By playing with
him—and—maybe”’—his voice dropped to
a gliding question—* by losing to him?”

*“ Buddha grant it!” said Huai Ta-Pu
hypocritically.

‘ And why, pray,” came Na T’ung’s sar-
donic question, “ should I do this? Perhaps
because you and Huai Ta-Pu are old?
Perhaps because you want me to save your
faces—because you think me a fool?”

“No. Neot a fool. Only a youth whose
rashness is as the gleaming ax that hacks
at the root of wisdom. Also because there
is—ah—a certain trading company of which
I am the chief stockholder—and, further-
more, a certain foreign devil called Jake
Rosenzweig—"

“ Jake—Rosen—" Na T’ung’s voice
stammered, with overwhelming suspicion.

“Yes. A most estimable lawyer—a most
estimable friend. My lawyer—my friend
these many years! A man of most exqui-
site and refined guile to whom I telephoned
shortly after you came to me, a2 few months
ago, speaking about opium and the profits
to be derived therefrom! A man who knows
how to twist and strangle the written words
of a contract until they scream for mercy!
A man who knows how to clothe a lie with
all the charming, white vestments of truth!
A man who, belike, can draw up a docu-
ment, signed by you, by your young asso-
ciates, and also by myself, that, if shown in
the foolish courts of the foolish foreign bar-
barians, might prove that I, being a silly
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old man, a fat, useless, weak-minded beetle
of a man, am innocent of doing wrong while
you—"

He slurred, paused; then, as the door
opened and Jake Rosenzweig came in, smil-
ing, debonair, a big black cigar sticking
from his lips at a truculent angle-—‘ Mr.
Rosenzweig! Will you not explain to this
rash young man why—"

The lawyer laughed.

»Sure I will.” He turned to Na T'ung.
“You’re stung! Stung good and proper!”

“You—" Na T'ung was choking with
rage. *‘ You double-crossed me!”
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" Aw—Kkeep your shoit on! Woids don't
hoit none! And, as for being a sheeny—
why—wvou ain't got enough brains to be

one, see?”’

And it was hours later that Chon Tzu-
p'ei, kneading with loving hands the opium
cube which the flame was gradually chang-
ing into amber and gold, remarked, apropos
of nothing:

*“Life to the voung is a jest that is
both obscene and ironic—while to the old—
ah!”

And he was silent, and smiled beatifically.

(The enﬂ.)

the land of waving corn—XNebraska

—buying a handful of dates from a
push-cart merchant at Fourth Avenue and
Fourteenth Street.

William was in a retrospective mood. It
was along about the time of the annual
Ak-Sar-Ben festival out in Omaha, and it
would be the first time he had missed this
great mid-West event since he had arrived
at the festival age.

And here he was in the city of festivals—
~ the town of perpetual carnival. with a three-
i Ting circus in as many blocks—and some-
! thing was lacking!
¢ With the equivalent of a dozen side-

HERE we have William Grant, late of

5y Robert J. Horton

shows on Fourteenth Street; with hand-
organs and street-pianos and a casual band
or two providing music; with peanuts and
candy and red lemonade handy; with dis-
play windows and restaurant fronts putting
up as good an exhibit as any State fair
could boast: and with a dense and colorful
crowd jamming the walks—talking, laugh-
ing, shouting—there were all the appurte-
nances, props, plants, and echoes of a
carnival-fair-festival except—except!

Leave it to youth—for William Grant
was young—to ferret out the exceptions to
every rule and condition, as well as make
them. It works hoth ways. Youth is al-
ways a fifty-fiftv proposition.
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William munched his dates and reflected
upon the very peculiar thing which he had
discovered about the big city. It wasn’t
enough to view buildings so large that
Omaha’s City Hall, the Bee structure, and
the Hotel Fontenelle might be dumped into
them, leaving enough space to house Ne-
braska’s capitol; it wasn’t sufficient to walk
along a thoroughfare so brightly lighted
that it would be as easy to pick a pin off
the pavement at night as it would be to
pluck a pitchfork out of a Nebraskan stub-
ble-field at noonday; nor was it fully satis-
fying just to watch the brilliant traffic
throngs on the finest avenue in the world.

These things were in themselves enough
to hold the interest of any new arrival
spending his first day or two in Gotham.
But after that first amazing inspection it
was necessary to have companionship to
thoroughly enjoy them. Sights to be most
truly appreciated must be spoken as well
as seen.

At least, this was the way William felt
about it,

Three months before he had stood in a
Nebraskan corn-field and looked at the sou-
venir postal-cards of New York that a trav-
eling salesman had given a friend of his in
the hotel in town. And through the brazen
medium of those lithographed caricatures
of Manhattan’s beauties the city had sound-
ed its call. William heard and two weeks
afterward he shed his blue overalls, donned
his second best, packed his Sunday best in
a glossy fiber suit-case and came on,

Eventually he was instaled in the second
floor front hallroom at Mrs. Pinney’s board-
ing-house—beg pardon! Mrs. Pinney’s
select boarding-house, She selected those
who could and would pay and rejected those
who couldn’t or wouldn'’t, or something like
that.

Next, he found employment in the ship-
ping department of a large and excellent
mercantile establishment on Fourteenth
Street. (You may as well know right now
that this story never gets farther north than
Eighteenth Street except in the reader’s
imagination.)

In the course of the two months and a
half which followed he won two fights and
one promotion in his department: had his
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salary raised; bought a straw hat and a
knitted tie and wore both out and replaced
them with fall models and an overcoat
added; visited Coney Island and the Aquar-
ium; made quite a few acquaintances, but—
but!

He didn’t think very much of the crowd
at Mrs. Pinney’s, for instance. They were
all in their respective ruts and young people
who come to the city have to make their
own ruts.

Martin, the bookkeeper, was an example.
William had gone out with him three times.
Each time they had repaired to the same
restaurant and had eaten the same sort of
dinner, served by the same waiter.

“I've been getting my meals from this
same waiter now for five years,” Mr, Mar-
tin had remarked with pride.

They had bought the same evening paper
from the same man and had gone to the
same poolroom for a game of pool each
time. And on each occasion Martin had
taken out his big silver watch at exactly
half past nine, compared his time with that
shown by the house clock, remarked upon
its accuracy, and suggested bed.

William, with poor grace, had pleaded a
previous engagement on the fourth invita-
tion and had not received one since.

Miss Wilkin had shown promise at first,
but later had displayed too much intellect.

Seated in a movie palace she had said:
“I must take you to the Metropolitan
Museum of Art. You will admire the
painted landscapes.”

As William had been looking at real land-
scapes in all kinds of weather for twenty-
two and a half years this offer had not ap-
pealed particularly.

And Miss Wilkin had read all the movie
titles aloud and criticized and forcasted the
plots.

“ Crude—very crude!” had been her
comment when the hero jumped from a
three-story building, vaulted a high stone
wall, knocked down three of the assistant
villains, swam a flooded river and rescued
the charming maiden locked in the aban-
doned cabin on the rocky cliff.

On the way home she had talked of
antiques and tapestries and things like
that—of which William had never heard—
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for she worked in an art store. In all her
talk about art the r was silent and so was
William.

Others of Mrs. Pinney’s contingent had
disappointed and William did not especially
fancy running about with the people whom
he worked with, or saw every day at dinner.

Maybe he just yearned for fresh faces or
it might have been that he possessed that
little spark of romance in his nature which
is always looking for the thing that is a
little farther away, or unseen, or out of the
usual. You never can tell about these fel-
lows from the country. The city plays
queer tricks with them, and gets some weird,
awe-inspiring ones played on itself in re-
turn.

‘Anyway, William looked to fresh fields
for the adventure and companionship that
he craved. '

This evening, having finished his dates,
he wandered into Union Square and was
instantly drawn to a small plot of ground
within the shadow of a big battle-ship which
the navy had erected as an advertising
broadside in its battle for recruits.

But the imitation battle-ship, or what it
portended, did not furnish the attraction for
William.

The thing which drew him was the sight
of a cluster of stalks of corn in the demon-
stration-garden in the southeast corner of
the Squarec.

The long, sear, vellow leaves rustling in
the wind, and the gold and crimson silk
that dangled from the ears, tempting kids
and grown-ups alike, sent his thoughts scut-
ting over vast areas to his native “State,
and thus enhanced the exquisite loneliness
of the city.

His gaze and fancy quickly changed to
one of speculative interest, however, and
he began to appraise the con. The height
and thickness of the stalks, the size of
the ears and their plumpness—well, he had
seen better corn. Certainly this had noth-
ing on the Nebraska varieties, if it was as
good. He had his doubts. It—

First by intuition and then by sly obser-
vation he hecame aware of a presence be-
side him, leaning on the rail and looking
at the corn. It was a slim sort of a pres-
ence, not so tall as he was, and it had a
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pair of marvelous big dark eyes. The kind
of eyes that always seem to be asking one a
question and to be secretly laughing at the
answer, unspoken. -

“Why, isn’t it good corn?” asked a
pretty voice.

William faced the girl who had paused
beside him and showed his surprise.

* Why, I dunno; isn’t it all right?” he
questioned in reply.

“ You said it wasn’t,” she answered, look-
ing at him frankly.

“ Did I?  Well, I must have been talking
without knowing it. It's all right, I guess
—for Eastern corn.”

“Oh!” She tilted her head and stepped
back from the rail.

William couldn’t see her very well, for it
was already dark. But he caught the
sparkle of her eves and the flash of her
smile. He smiled back good naturedly and
a wee bit sheepishly,

“ 1 mean our corn is much higher, that's
all,” he explained hastily.

“ Where is our corn?” she asked with un-
mistakable interest.

* In Nehraska, I meant. That’s where I
came from. It grows ’way higher than my
head out there.”

“You're pretty tall at that,” she specu-
lated. ‘- Have vou got a farm?”

** No, but my grandfather’s got one of the
best in Powell County. I used to work
on it.”

“ You must know a lot about it,” she
observed uncertainly,

“ I've got lots to learn vet,” he said gen-
erously. “ Look at that golden tassel on
that ear "—he pulled off a plume that shone
like spun gold in the faint lamp-light—
“ that’s the color of the girls’ hair out where
I come from. Ain’t it pretty?”

*“ I—guess so. Do you like that color?”

“Tlove it!” said William, true to 2 dozen
past queens of Ak-Sar-Ben.

He gave her the golden tassel and she
took it with a pretty shrug of her shoulders.
Again he caught the flash of her smile and
the sparkle of her eyes. Some good-looker,
this girl.

“You live here?”’ she asked carelessly.

“T'm working over in the shipping de-
partment at Henny’s.”



p02

“71 gotta go—gee! I'm late to supper.”
She turned away quickly.

William lifted his new fall hat—the
brown one, with the green band.

“ Good-by,” he said, and then: “ Oh,
say, do you come by this way often—even-
ings?” ]

“ That depends,” she called back haugh-
tily with another shrug.

William grinned and replaced his hat. He
left the miniature corn-patch whistling.

And there you are. That’s all there is
to it. That’s the way they do it. Every
hour of every evening in New York young
people who never saw each other before are
meeting and getting acquainted. The Great
Ged Coincidence—who makes the city his
favorite playground—does the introducing.
And romance isn’t above a demonstration
corn-patch!

Early the following evening William
Grant was at the trysting place. For in
the brief exchange the night previous the
rail by the garden plot had become just
that.

And he was not disappointed.

Because along about the beginning of the
twilight—the city’s magic hour—he spied
his party walking sedately along.

He strolled toward her nonchalantly, as
they stroll when they are positively going
to meet some one with a view to making it
appear the most extraordinary of accidents.

She was dressed tastefully, but inexpen-
sively. She was slender and ckic. She was
fair, like some beautiful, delicate flower
growing among crowding rocks and thus
profiting by environment. And—William’s
heart gave a leap—from under the jaunty
little cap which was pressed tight down
over her head peeped a wisp of hair the
color of a golden corn-tassel.

It had been too dark the night before
to ascertain the shade of her hair. But
now the proof was there in all its bewitch-
ing glory. He was glad he had said that
about his favorite color. She had been
pleased, of course. Somehow it seemed to
William that this was just the sort of a girl
that a fellow would be glad to please.

After the preliminary remarks which have
to be disposed of on such occasions, Wil-
liam suggested a stroll around the Square.
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And now the city of carnival suddenly
enveloped him with a new appeal; the glare
of the street lights seemed brighter; the
music of the hand-organs sounded sweeter;
the subdued peals of laughter rang truer;
the smiles of passers-by became more inti-
mate. It was as if some magic fairy of
the brilliant thoroughfares had touched the
scene with her wand and made it blossom
with a subtle witchery.

“Let’s go to the movies,” he suggested
suddenly.

“T just love the movies,” she said eagerly,
and the wisp of golden hair bobbed con-
vincingly to his delight.

“ What’s your name?” he whispered in
the gloom of the picture-palace.

“ Margery,” she answered softly.

“You can call me Bill,” he decided.

She did not criticize the plot, Margery
didn’t. Nor did she read the titles aloud.
Instead, she gripped Willlam’s arm when
the heroine was in danger and asked him
now and then what a word meant.

And afterward they walked again through
the shady recesses of the square.

“ Ever been to the Metropolitan Museum
of Art?” he inquired, remembering some-
thing.

“ No—there’s no use going to them high-
toned dancing-places,” she replied. “We
can go right around the block to Clancy’s
some night if you want to—lots of the girls
go there and it’s a straight place. Twenty-
five cents, inclooding the lady.”

“Let's go to-morrow night,” he said
eagerly.

“No, no,” she said quickly. * Night
after to-morrow, maybe—I've got to go
home now; I'll leave you here.”

“Can’t I walk home with you?” he
asked, disappointed.

‘“Some other night, maybe,” she half
promised.

He caught another glimpse of the golden
strand of hair as she sped away calling back
“ Good night—I've had a perfectly lovely
time."”

It was enough for William.

Two evenings afterward when he reached
the rail by the garden-plot he found that
the corn had been cut and taken away.
Nothing was left but the dirt-strewn beds
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and a few rotting leaves that had once
adorned the vegetables there, and the black-
board upon which had been recorded each
day the record of growth, cost, and value
of the crops.

But the dreary aspect found no echo in
his heart, and his thoughts were very far
away from other scenes of finished harvest
measured by leagues instead of inches.

That night they went to Clancy’s. And
the golden sheen of Margery’s hair was a
fitting accomplement to her laughing eves,
hewitching smile, and happy sallies as she
taught William steps that he could never
have mastered except under such an earnest
teacher.

Afterward he walked home with her to a
regulation rooming-house on East Eigh-
teenth Street.

“1 can’t ask vou in because we ain't
got a parlor, an’, anyway. it's late,” she
explained. “ T won’t dare to light the gas
in my second-floor-back this late. She’s
awful strict about the hours for the gas—
the landlady.”

“ Mavbe I can’t meet you as early to-
night—-to-morrow night,” said William, de-
liberating. ** Fellows in the shipping de-
partment are going to have some kind of a
meeting about an annual ball or something.
Tell you what I'll do: I’ll write on the
blackboard down in the garden-plot what
time I can get aroun’ and if you want to
be there I'd—-well, I’d be awful glad.”

~1 don't believe I can come to-morrow.

nicht, but T'll see,” said wise Margery.

Which explains how they came to make
appointments through the medium of plain
white chalk and the blackboard in the de-
serted garden-patch in the shadow of the
good dreadnaught Publicity.

And more than one park frequenter puz-
zled his brains over the remarkable inscrip-
tions which appeared on that forsaken
blackboard.

Such inscriptions, for instante, as:

3.15—B
Can't come—M
Awful sorrv—B

Night and morning they passed the black-
board; William, on his way to and from the
shipping department at Henny’s, and Mar-
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gery going to and from the dl'ug department
at Mallen’s.

And then on one beautiful evening in No-
vember—one of those irresponsible Indian
summer evenings—William had an inspira-
tion. With a piece of blue chalk he had
brought from the shipping department he
printed in bold letters on the blackboard
this Jegend so fraught with meaning:

I COULD LEARN TO LOVE YOU

Then he took a turn around the block
to await the time when Margery might be
expected to come 1o keep the seven o’clock
appointment already made.

Happy Hapgood, who worked in a little
restaurant on Third Avenue and held this
well-fed posit‘bn by virtue of a talent for
marking artistically with chalk the menu
on the windows, came along whistling the
air of a new pepular song.

He saw the inscription on the blackboard,
chuckled to himself as he idled about a bit,
and then went on across the square whis-
tling as before, and whistling the same tune.

William took up his position at five min-
utes to seven on a bench where he was
wont to wait for Margery. She would come
and she would see what he had written on
the blackboard; and he would know by her
action whether it was safe to say much more
positively in words what he had hinted in
the chalked characters.

It was, to his notion, a stroke of di-
plomacy.

Margery came—a bit Jate, a< is wise in
such cases.

And she read the inscription on the black-
board.

William's heart missed a few beats.
Would she think he was fresh? Or would
she understand that he really—

What had happened? Margery was in
tears! He ran toward her as she left the
rail fumbling for her handkerchief.

“ Why, Margery! What’s the matter?
I didn't—"

“Go eway from me!” she sobbed.
“Don’t ever speak to me again. I hate
vou. [ hate vou!” And she ran and left
him alone with his shattered air-castles
tumbling about him.
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She had been insulted because he had
hinted of what was in his heart! She had
heen using him, probably, as a mere means
of entertainment! Thought of love had
never entered her head! While he, William
—uvell, he was done with women. Absolute-
ly done!

And then for the first time he caught
the full significance of the big, gray battle-
ship. The navy! Why not? In foreign
seas, under tropical skies, merged with a
man element—and a man element only—
he could live to forget. He didn’t stop
to realize that it is a poor love affair which
has no complications; he only knew he
wanted to flee from the scene of his heart’s
betrayal,

He stepped up to a man in the uniform
of a United States seaman.

“ Can you tell me how to go about it to
enlist in the navy?” he asked.

The seaman eyed him favorably. Wil-
liam’s muscular build and clear features
were health and youth at its best. He
would look mighty well in uniform.

“Just a minute,” said the seaman:
Y there’s a recruiting officer right over there
on the sidewalk, I’ll get him.”

In the moment of waiting William’s de-
jected glance roved to the blackboard that
had dashed his hopes into the dust.

The seaman, returning with the recruiting
officer, stared about in bewilderment. “ He
was right here—fine lookin’ specimen, too.
He was right here in this spot a few seconds
ago. Now where did he go?”

“ What're ye tryin’ to do—kid me?”
snapped the officer.

“ No, no; he was right here. Maybe he’s
around on the other side.”

But William wasn’t around on the other
side. He was bounding up the first flight
of stairs in a certain rooming-house in East
Eighteenth Street. A lodger going for his
evening exercise opened the door in Wil-
liam’s face. As soon as he reached the top
of the flight he busted right into the second-
floor-back without any preliminaries.

And there was Margerv—sitting on the
marrow bed—sobbing as if her heart would
surely break.

William dropped down beside her and
took her in his arms.
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“ Never mind, Margery, it’s all a mis-
take; don’t crv, please don’t cry!” he
soothed.

“I did it to please vou,” sobbed Mar-
gery; “ that’s why I did it—to—to please—
you.”

Now the incomprehensible thing about
this is that it did not seem the least bit
unusual or out of the way for William to
be there and to have Margery in his arms.
They hoth accepted the situation as a logical
but unexplainable matter of course. For
the explanation you must explain youth—
something the philosophers have been bit-
ing their finger-nails over for centuries.

“It’s all a mistake,”’ repeated William,
“T can explain it in a minute. Please, don't
cry!” : '

But a damsel distressed is not to be de-
nied the luxury of tears or confession.

“I did it to please you,” she wailed;
“ because you seemed different from a lot
of the fellas I know and [—I—wanted you
to—to like me. I got Marie, who rooms
next to me and who’s a’ expert in such
things, to fix it for me. 1t took three
nights—the night I first met you an’ the
next, when we went to the movies, an’ the
next, when I wouldn’t meet you, an’ then
the night of our first dance when you was
so pleased I—I was glad!”

Her words were drowned in tears,

William, with a look of ever-increasing
surprise on his face, held her tight and gent-
ly stroked her golden tresses.

“T didn’t know, honestly, I didn’t—it's
all a big mistake, Margery: won’t you stop
crying and come out with me? I want to
show you something.”

The landlady appeared in the open door-
way. )

“Well, of all things'” she exclaimed,
and retreated a step when she caught the
ferocious glare William directed at her.

“ Come away'™ urged Marie, who was
leaving the next room. * He’s her man
and they’re makin’ up after a fight; doncha
know anything>”

And the landlady, who was proof against
the bombshells of dubious roomers ask-
ing credit, showed that she still was sus-
ceptible to the wily darts of Cupid, by re-
treating.
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After some time Margery dried her tears,
reproved William for entering her room,
and consented to accompany him in order
that he might prove his emphatic assertion
that it all was a mistake.

He led her down to the abandoned gar-
den-plot in the square and pointed at the
blackboard.

“ See that top line?” he began. “I put
that there, all right; but I don’t know who
wrote the other line. Look! My line is
printed in capital letters, and the other is
written in common script. Can’t you see
the difference? And my line is printed in
blue chalk while the other is written in
white!”

Margery thrillingly viewed again the in-
scription on the blackboard:

I COULD LEARN TO LOVE YOU
If You Didn’t Bleach Your Hair.

“ Somebody else came along and wrote in

that second line,” continued William. Tt
makes the title of a song they are singing
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now. I didn’t know you had bleached it
and if I had of known I wouldn’t have
cared. I've often wished secretly that your
hair was the same color as your dark eyes.”

“ Are you sure?” she asked demurely.
“T11’1 get that way again when it fades.”
~—*Sure? I wouldn’t lie to you for the
world, girlie.” He stepped to the black-
board and with his blue chalk crossed out
the second, third, and fourth words of the
top line.

A few minutes later as they strolled
through the Square, hand in hand, he again
was moved to speech.

“You say it took three nights to turn the
trick and make chestnut hair gold, but how
about that second night—the night we first
went to the movies—there was a golden
wisp of hair peeping out from under your
cap that night.”

“ That was the corn-tassel you gave me
the very first night, ‘'member?” she said
sweetly.

“Let's go for a ride on a bus!” said
William.,

U v

THE TASK

BY RICHARD BUTLER GLAENZER

IT is easier far to gain control

~ Over a craft with a score of sails,
Over a gear with a hundred cogs.
Over a raft of a thousand logs,

Over a road with a million rails,
Than over a single soul.

Single I call it, for one it seems,
Housed unseen in a single shell:
Yet its journeys and moods in one brief day,
For all its dungeon of rooted clay,
Wander and grope from heaven to hell,
Swing from morass to the kingdom of dreams,

It is easier far to keep control
Over a jungle’s denizen,
Over a river’s swelling course,
Over a gale of blinding force,
Over an army of maddened men,
Than over a single soul!
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(A “JANIE FRETE” STORY)
PRECEDING CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RETOLD

AKIE FRETE one day received a communication from one Tremaine Valero, of Racklack

County, Nevada, concerning her ranch in the Waning Glory Range and Thirsty Creek Valley.

Search in her ftiles disclosed legal documents concerning this property, but Janie had no
other knowledge of it.- Determined to get to the bottom of the matter she went West in her
automobile, alone.

Meanwhile, in Reno, Mrs. Uintah Forelane, who had once unjustly used Janie’s name in
securing a divorce from her husband, was interested in the Sage-Alkali Lands, Inc., and with
Valero in the ranch of which Janie had come into uncxpected possession.

On the desert Janie overtook Daries Flange, a cow-man, who had killed a rich and ill-tempered
ranch owner, Asra Clement. A posse led by Bleak Grisp, Clement's foreman, was on his trail.
Janie helped Flange, and he learned that she was bound for Racklack. A woman called Mother
Mountain helped him escape and advised him to make for the old Trenal ranch in the Waning
Glories, whose owner had bheen killed while involved in trouble wiih the White Face and Marve-
lando cattle outhts, against whom Mother Mountain warned Flange.

When Mrs. Forelane learned of Clement’s death she took possession of papers relating to
her partnership with him in Sage-Alkali Lands, Inc. She and Valero discussed Janie Frete, whom
Valero had met in the past. He was sure that she would not remember him, and started for the
ranch to meet her.

When Janie reached Racklack she examined the counly papers relating to the Trenal ranch.
A mortgage for one hundred thousand dollars was held by Sage-Alkali and the White Face
Cattle Company, at six per cent. The county clerk warned her that there was something wrong
about the whole transaction. Then Janie went out and took possession of the deserted ranch.
Valero met her there and suggested that she pay the interest on Lhe mortgage, and a parl of the
principal. She deferred her decision.

Meanwhile Flange had made his way to the ranch, which he thought deserted. He told
Janie that his name was Tarcass, and she engaged him as foreman, on condition that he get
together an outfit that would * fight for her.” She told him that Bleak Grisp was now foreman
of the near-by White Face ranch, and tbat a thousand head of cattle owned by Trenal had
disappeared.

CHAPTER XV.

JANIE'S DEAR BOYS.

ARCASS slept late the following

I morning, as he had a right to do.

But by eight o’clock he was sitting

down to breakfast in Janie’s kitchen, and

they ate together. Immediately after break-

fast he went with Janie to look at the horse

in the alfalfa—and the horse was still eat-
ing, his paunch hanging down visibly.

" No use,” Tarcass shook his head. “I've
got to walk!”

* Can’t I give you a lift?” Janie asked.
“I've a regular goat of an automobile.”

** It might save time,” he admitted. “It’s
five miles north to the Pass—"

* I can run down around the marsh, and
take you up there,” she said. * I've been
around here, some, trying to get my corners
and see what is here.”

Accordingly, she took her foreman in the

This story hegan in the All-Story Weekly for May 15.
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car, swung around the marsh and riding
with one side’s wheels in a cattle path, the
other going over or through whatever sage
and lumps were in the way, she drove him
up the long slope of the Waning Glories,
and fairly over the divide, for the pass
was a wide one, and cedar-trees growing in
it were scattering. But at the crest she
was obliged to stop.

Ahead of them, down the back of the
ridge, was a land of breaks, pinnacles and
gulches, valleys and tall needles, or frag-
ments of rock, extrusions of volcanic flow,
and wear of wind and water upon soft
stones. It was a wilderness, grown to parks
of trees, and cut by a thousand washes.

“ There’s where they are.” Tarcass swept
his arm to take in the wilderness. “I’ll
hoof it from here.”

“ Shall 1 wait for you?” she asked.

“No use—it’s—well, right smart ways
from here to them; may be it ‘Il be two days
before I come back—and again, may be—
um-m—if they think anything, perhaps I
won’t come back.”

“Oh— But I— You—" Janie ex-
claimed, “ I don’t want—"

“Don’t you worry none about me,” he
shook his head. “ Likely they’ll be ex-
pecting me!”’ ‘

With that, he took the water-bag, and a
little pack of provisions Janie had insisted
on putting up for him, and with a bow, he
stalked away down the grade—a tall, splen-
didly built fellow, with a bit of swagger in
his gait, and the pride set well on him, in
that environment.

He was soon disappearing slowly among
the low cedars, trees two feet through and
seven feet high. If she watched, she might
have seen him a mile, or two miles distant,
but having lost sight of him over a brink,
she drove homeward to the ranch, there to
await his return with her gang of cowboys.

Janie never had had quite this same feel-
ing before—this being *“ a ranch queen ” as
people would say. It was interesting, at-
tractive and even a little wholesome.

There was a responsibility that Janie
found stimulating. She pictured in her
thoughts the return of Tarcass with the
men he had gone to hire.

Her reflections included the handsome
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youth at Fish Creek ranch, with his leather
gauntlets, his fine cowboy hat, his graceful
figure and his belt. She recalled the Wild
West Show, and from among its riders she
recalled one or two—almost boys—who
performed wonders with their ropes- and
‘who shot their guns recklessly, though with
fine accuracy. She had, after a time, made
up her mind to being the employer of a
very handsome and capable outfit of cow-
men, horsemen, and fearless range riders.

Late the following day she found her ex-
pectations realized beyond her wildest, most
vivid, most astonishing of nightmares. She
went out to the alfalfa, to feed a handful of
salt to the horse which was her only living
companion—and the animal attracted her
attention by its certain pride and the up-
holding of its head.

Already, it had recuperated from the
terrific trip it must have had. At least, the
hollows between its ribs were visibly filling,
and the bloodshot eyes were becoming pret-
ty to look at—there was a thoroughbred
look in the animal’s lines, and Janie liked
a thoroughbred. As she stood by the gate,
the horse raised its head and looked up the
valley.

Sure enough, there was coming a caval-
cade, which in less than an hour trotted up
within recognizing distance. In the lead
was Tarcass, and by his side was a swarthy
little man, with one shoulder much higher
than the other; next behind was a man rid-
ing alone—a long, lank, broad-shouldered
fellow, with a regular jowl of a chin-bone,
and a scar that cut one straight cheek in
two; two half-breed Indians were next in
line, and behind them a dark complexioned
fellow with a Mexican peaked hat, and
spangles around it for a band, loped along
beside a slender youth with a blank, immo-
bile face, fishy gray eves and a figure as
straight as a lodgepole pine-tree.

But as though all these assorted men
were not enough—as indeed they were not
quite enough—thev were driving ahead of
them a bunch of horses and it seemed to
Janie, when she looked at the horses, that
they were as assorted as the men—big, lank
homely brutes, one of whom kept trying to
bite some of his mates in the flanks; there
were two calicoes, and three cream colored
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animals; there were blacks, grays and all
shades of browns. In all, there was a very
respectable little herd of forty or fifty ani-
mals, and among them were four ponies
with packs lashed on their backs, the ropes

lying on with a quite obvious diamond on

the canvas wrappings.

* Diamond hitches!” Janie breathed.
‘ Mercy—really—"

As they drew up to where she stood,
Janie saw that only three of the men were
young; they were not boys; the swarthy
little man riding beside Tarcass was old,
and he was obviously crippled in his shoul-
der, but none held a better rein or kept a
better seat. Their horsemanship was all
perfectly beautiful—witbout a word, work-
ing in perfect unison, they headed the fleet
of horses past and clear of her, and the
vouth with fishy gray eyes and one of the
half-breeds ran them at a canter till they
turned into the corral.

Tarcass slipped down from the horse he
was riding, and raised his hat—toward the
swarthy mnan.

* This here’s Burke,” he said. * And this
is Snowflake!"”

The man with the enormously round chin
smiled and slid down, hat in hand, and the
smile, somehow, caused the scar that was on
on his cheek to vanish, or to melt into the
general good humor of his countenance.

“ Bear-Jaw!” Tarcass indicated the
breed who was staring at Janie with stolid
wonderment. * The other’s Dishpan: Chip-
pv, here—he’ll be mad if you ask is he a
Mexican. He ain’t—but that’s a hat he
took off a man down in Mexico.”

Chippy, dark and sallow, stirred uneasily
and grinned with embarrassment.

“'That slim fellow—he’s Sugar. You'll
know him better, after a time, but he ain’t
what vou'd call sociable—is he, Burke?”

Burke turned and looked at the young
fellow who was drawing up the corral gate,
to close it, having thrown a rope over the
end to let a strain from the saddle-horse
do the work. .

“ Not exactly sociable,” Burke shook his
head. *“ He kind of rides lonesome himself,
mostly.”

“ And now, boys,” Janie asked, “ aren’t
you all hungry?”
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* Be we?” Snowflake turned and asked
Tarcass, with all seriousness.

“ Why—eh—yes,” Tarcass grinned. “If
she’ll let us be, we be.”

For an instant, Janie stood drawn up
taut like a statue, All her life, she had
heard about the gallantry of the Westem
men, about their bearing toward women,
about their friendliness—their chivalry—
and now she found herself thrilled as seldom
in her life before. It was wonderful—
splendid—and it was done so nicely, with
such delicacy; Janie’s voice at first refused
to speak as she repeated in her heart that
tribute:

“ If she’ll let us be, we be!”

““Oh!” Janie cried. ** You dear boys!”

And every man of them turned and
looked away, as though he had been caught
—embarrassed by the eloquence of the
young woman who with complete under-
standing welcomed them all and won them
wholly to her service. But Janie, wise be-
vond her own knowledge, instantly ordered
them all up to the kitchen, and before they
knew it, Burke was making biscuits, Snow-
flake peeling spuds, Chippy was cutting
wood—all hands were busy getting their
supper, which was a feast of good eating.

After supper, and when the dishes had
been washed, and the kitchen put to rights,
they all gathered around the fire place, to
talk over the work to be done.

“You see boys, it’s like this,” Janie ex-
plained. “I've decided to take this ranch,
and what’s a ranch without cattle? Mr.
Trenal had some—"

“Yes, he had cattle,”’ Snowflake said.
‘“ Finest beef herd in these parts.”

* But—I don’t know—there’s a mystery
about this whole matter—"

‘“ That's right,” Burke grinned. * To
you, yes—and you'’re wondering about cat-
tle for your ranch? Course, we'll earn our
keep—"

* There’s mavericks, over the Waning
Glories, in the breaks—nobody’s cattle.”
Chippy suggested. * We could round them
up, boys?”

“Sure we could!” Snowflake said.
“ They’ll do for a new-class of a herd.
There’s right smart of mavericks—young
and strays, mostly. Some yearlings—"
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“ There’s some of Trenal’s, too—his
brands, strayed over there. They’ve run,
now, more 'n a year. Nobody tending
them,” Burke remarked.

“We'll look around, Miss Irete,” Tar-
cass said, *“ while we’re riding out the lines,
and finding corners; we’ll sure start some-
thing—"

“When we get our bearings, we'll see
about stocking the ranch,” Janie mused. “1
never dreamed of raising cattle—but this
country gets into my blood. Isn’t it beau-
tiful!”

“Yes, it’s some country,” Burke as-
sented, and all smiled.

Janie spread down a blue print, showing
the lay of the land, and they all gathered
around the table to study it, and to get the
locations by the compass directions, Janie
putting down a ruler, to get the scale of
miles.

CHAPTER XVI
A BIOGRAPHY OF IRVING TRENAL.

RVING TRENAL was born four years
before Janie Frete, and lived his first
six years in Westfield, in New York’s
grape belt. Then he had eight years in
New York City, and the next six years saw
him prepared for and put through college,
where he was the amateur middleweight

champion boxer, and was up before the au-

thorities twice to see whether or not he
should leave Ithaca without standing upon
the order of his going.

However, he escaped with a diploma and
attended the graduation exercises, where his
departure brought a sigh of relief from a
number of particular members of the facul-
ty. Within two years he was assistant
superintendent of the Predele Chemical
Company, and it seemed as though he must
become one of the foremost business men
and chemical experts in the whole industry;
but one day Janie Frete strolled in upon
the company and it fell to the lot of Trenal,
at last, to discuss with her the preparation
of taws and tans for the fur manufacturing
company with which Janie happened to be
connected at the moment.

During nearly three months the two
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worked together before finding exactly the
dressing she demanded for ermine skins,
especially—ermine being unusually difficult
to handle in view of the fact that some of
them come in with natural yellow spots in
their fur that detract from the whole skin’s
value. As a little side investigation the two
added bleaches to their preservatives, with
the result that Janie took to her employers
a profound trade secret of great value, not
only in treating ermine, but also any other
white hair or fur that happened along-—a
bleach, too, that when used enabled the
dyers to give an unusually soft and beauti-
ful luster to splotchy pelts.

A wayward and susceptible young man
was not apt to enjoy the company of Janie
Frete—even with a huge chemist’s apron
wrapped about her, with her arms bare to
the shoulder, and her hair wrapped up in a
bathing cap—without becoming subject to
overwhelming feelings of emour.

Irving Trenal, having held himself staid
and rigid for a long time, and having poured
all his best and very numerous talents into
the business and art of chemistry, was un-
questionably a most attractive man, young
and with great promise before him. He had
already added to a little fortune very con-
siderably. A little later he must have be-
come one of the main reliances of a world
embattled.

He gave Janie his best attentions; he
gave her his best service; and at last in an
outburst, he offered her everything that he
had, or ever would have. The proposal did
not come to Janie quite without warning,
but she had been so engrossed in the ex-
aminations through the countless recipes
and varied chemical processes of the fur
manufacturing business, that she had
ignored the warnings, while she, as usual.
carried herself with the utmost reserve and
tact—as though any charming young wo-
man could ever hide her fascination by
maidenly reticence and rigid propriety!

Trenal was impulsive, but underlying his
whole character was a broad base of vision-
ary love of adventure. He had, now, his
most difficult episode, and when he had
fought his own heart for months, he sud-
denly gave up and under the plea of broken
health, drove westward till beyond the
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Rocky Mountains he began to see a land
as desolate as the feelings in his own heart.

He went to work in a pack-train for a
sectionalizing survey through the Wassacht
range; he learned patience throwing dia-
mond hitches over the backs of refractory
pack ponies; he learned endurance climbing
mountains and carrying water across arid
plains; he had no need to find in his soul
recklessness in the presence of death; his
boxing practise at Cornell enabled him to
win for himself the unusual respect given a
man whose fists are better than the two
guns of any shooting bully. A

Trenal drifted from Strawberry River
westward through Utah, and even herded
sheep one winter on the south side of the
Great Salt Take desert, where a few hun-
dred acres of fresh water marsh and a quirp
in the climate made grazing good for lack
of deep snow and presence of milder
weather.

Then he returned to chemistry, and with
three burros and a number of bottles of
acids and alkalis, a Bunsen burner, blow-
pipes and sundry other useful articles, he
roamed through western and southern Utah.
and wandered out onto the bleak and arid
plains of Nevada. There, beyond accurate
maps and where ke traveled up and down
two or three thousand miles in the “ back
country,” without meeting more than a
dozen people outside of the towns, he came
upon an abandoned ranch so far back that
it couldn’t be sold or traded — and the
owners wouldn't live on it!

He looked it over, and enjoyed the ap-
pearance; he had the titles examined, and
was satisfied with their certainty of hold;
he saw in the place opportunities which
must have appalled a man of lesser loneli-
ness. So he now withdrew from the East
his little fortune, and with the knowledge
and experience he had gained as a hired
man, cow-man, sheep-man, horse-man,
packer and all around ranch and plainsman,
he astonished the landscape with his opera-
tions, and in fifteen or eighteen hours toil a
day, eased the ache and longing in his soul
for the young woman, who had with her
best effort, and the very story of her own
mistakes and the black mark upon her repu-
tation, and by a cruelty which he knew was
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false to her nature, endeavored to relcase
him of his chains.

How thoroughly he had dropped from her
sight may be seen from the fact that she
did not even know he had gone to Nevada,
and did not even know that he was buried
out there in the plateau deserts, never a day
going by that he did not remember her in
his conscious thoughts—never a day when
he did not endure a pang on her account, if
for a minute he eased up on the terrific phy-
sical efforts that characterized his ranching.

Like many another man who has carried
his sufferings and defeat into desert and
mountain places, he grew fairly splendid in
his skill. He threw a lariat so well thart at
an annual round-up it was no uncommon
thing for him to break houn.™ with the hest
of the region at roping and tying.

He cared rather less for firearms, but he
could draw and shoot a revolver with a
seven inch barrel and 38-40-200 cartridge.
He kept a number of good rifles and shot
guns in his cabin, and later in his cool,
stone, comfertable bungalow, with which
he entertained visitors who desired to hunt
antelope in the-open plain or blacktails and
bears back in the mountains and breaks.

His herd of cattle multiplied, and in-
creased in quality and market steer or heifer
beef weight. His men were all good work-
ers, but he asked no questions regarding
their past and they_could come, any hour
of the day, and draw their wage to depart
—if need be on the swiftest horse he had,
and no return required. Indians, breeds,
Mexicans, Alcatraces, white men all found
him equable and unapproachable in the
personal sense—perfectly square and good
to work for in the business sense.

Having ample funds, unrestrained energy,
and business acumen, his affort was marked-
ly successful, and his ranch developed in a
region where many a project had failed for
lack of one or other of his combined good
qualities.

Away back toward Racklack the Mar-
velando ranch, with at least as good natural
conditions, was always on the verge of fail-
ure and collapse, changing hands every year
or so during two decades. The White Face
Cattle Company, away up to the north, just
inside the Silver Break Range, had a sinister
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reputation—that of law honesty, which
circumvented national, State and unwritten
laws with a slippery and sinuous ease.

Two years before Janie Frete arrived at
Racklack, the September round up of calves
led to trouble. There were only three
ranches to graze the three thousand square
miles of the Thirsty Creek bottoms, and the
mountain brims. Hundreds of square miles
of that area was, of course, mere alkali,
wholly rootless, and barren.

But there was water usually—of a kind
—and scattered grass, white sage which was
like by the cattle after the frost, and sundry
herbs and leaves where the cattle, roving in
little bunches, could wax without starvation.

As the herds increased, they scattered
and most of them were in bunches of from
ten to thirty head. Large herds were im-
practicable, simply because the feed was
so scattering. Naturally, the cattle grew up
wild, and except for the riding out of the
cow-men, and the general watchfulness over
the whole area, the animals hardly ever saw
men. Wild horses grazed with them, al-
most on an equality of outlawry, until late
in August the lines began to be drawn, and
the bunches thrown together, in the first
place to get the calves with their branded
mothers, and in the second place—a little
later—to take out the shipping stock for
market and the profits.

Trenal invariably bought the highest bred
range bulls for his herds, and he as invaria-
bly shipped the poorest of his animals—all
the old bulls, all the rangy cows, all the
beef animals that displayed any least blem-
ish of form, color or quality. No buyer
could come in and take the pick of his cat-
tle, but was obliged to pass the very finest
animals and take what was offered—but
the scrubs from Trenal’s herds soon were
better than the pick of less carefully
selected animals.

Trenal brought in, at once, fifty white
face Hereford bulls for breeding—and when
the calf round up was on, he discovered
that four of those bulls had been thrown
away up into the Silver Breaks, among the
White Face Cattle Company herds—despite
the fresh brands.

This was the beginning of the trouble.
Instead of going in and cutting out the
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bulls, which he had discovered by accident,
Trenal went down to the company ranch,
and with a slow, soft drawl which he had
acquired and cultivated, announced his dis-
covery.

“D’je cut ’em out?” Brank Wullsack
the then superintendent demanded, angrily.

“No,” Trenal shook his head. * They’re
forty miles from where they ought to be,
and where they crossed the divide—you
know, the big alkali sink—there were shod
horses, three of them, behind them.”

Waullsack’s hand dropped to his pistol
butt, but Trenal merely looked at him.

“ Wullsack,” he said, “ you know what it
means, we've got the evidence, and it hap-
pened that Sheriff Pluter was visiting me at
the time. We even know who did it. Now
you bring e/ my bulls back to my corral—
and do it—pronto!”’

Trenal turned his horse on its hind hoofs
and rode away. Wullsack didn’t bring
them; instead, three of his men drove eleven
bulls from out in the Silver Breaks, and
from opposite in the Waning Glories. The
White Face Cattle Company did not graze
as far south as the Rising Sun Range, which
was divided up between Trenal and the
Marvelando herds.

Wullsack had not dared refuse the de-
mand for the breeding bulls he had rustled
out into the White Face Cattle Company
herds. They would have turned up in the
round ups, later, of course. They would
have been cut out and thrown into Trenal’s
brand stock—and then a little later, they
would have been rustled away again.in the
same way.

But Trenal, holding over Wullsack the
certainty of a posse and a round up under
the authorities, with the revelations the
legal inspection would have made, had
driven the bull-rustler into complete restitu-
tion without the least difficulty—at the mo-
ment.

But the White Face Cattle Company su-
perintendent had to make a showing, and
with the example of Trenal’s beautiful herds
before the owners, Wullsack—also a minori-
ty stock-holder—tried by craft to make up
some of his own deficits and lack of fore-
handedness. With some of his men, he .
managed to get away with scores of Trenal’s
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calves, carrying them, literally, away up to
the north end of his range, and far from
any of Trenal’s strays.

Then Waullsack and his foreman rode
down to Trenal’s to look over calves that
were heing Bfanded there. It was legiti-
mate, and even perfectly proper. At the
same time, it was, under the circumstances,
a very polite insult.

Trenal entertained his guests for two
days. On the first day he took the two
men more than seventy miles, having relays
of horses for them, to look over the whole
herd down the Waning Glories; the follow-
ing morning, after four hours’ sleep, he took
them three hours to daybreak, and they
rode the whole eastern horizon of the Rising
Sun Mountains, and if there was a single
calf in any of the bunches of cattle bearing
Trenal’s lopped-left ear and horned-A
brand, which wasn’t with its mother, or ob-
viously one of Trenal's calves, and Wull-
sack didn’t see it, it was because Wullsack
was blind-tired and the alkali was stinging
his eyes.

Trenal, at the end of the two days, said
that there were some more cattle over in
the Waning Glory breaks, scattering and
they'd go out and see them in the morning.
Waullsack choked as he confessed he must
go back to his own ranch in the morning.

He hadn’t seen the branding of calves
that he came to see. In fact, the Trenal
outfit had only just begun to throw the
bunches together out on the range, to field-
brand them without a general roundup.

Then one of the accidents that expose
the range crook occured. Three of the
calves Wullsack had stolen, high-bred little
brutes and of all the falsely-branded rustled
calves gifted with a homing instinct, came
down the Thirsty Creek bottoms, straight
through the thirsty hell of alkali, sage and
dancing sand storms, and staggering, their
tongues hanging out and showing the fresh
scars of the Winged-O brands of the White
Face Cattle Company on their flanks, and
the bloody wattles on their throats.

They were seen by Trenal's foreman,
Tepper, as they staggered along, looking
for their mamas. He knew one of them,
instantly, for it had a forked tail, and he
bad noticed that double-tail more than a
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month before, and talked about it as an
odd freak. But a mass of beggar-lice burrs
had hidden the deformity from the night-
riding and hurried Wullsack crowd when
they made the illicit brand and dropped the
calves out of their range. Tepper brought
this calf down on his saddle and all the out-
fit gathered around and grimly witnessed
the damning evidence.

Trenal got into his car with Tepper, rode
to Racklack, and after duly making in-
formation, started the legal processes that
would bring to book the criminal outfit over
on the slopes of the Silver Break Range.
Waullsack heard before hand what was com-
ing, and left his ranch between days, the
attorney for the company admitted the calf
stealing, and blamed it all on the overam-
bitious and unscrupulous foreman, who had
fled to escape the consequences of his
crimes; but the company, according to the
attorney, very gladly undertook to reim-
burse Mr. Trenal for all the damages he
had suffered, and it ‘restored all the calves
that had been stolen—for a discharged cow-
man turned up as Trenal’s witness and be-
trayed the exact facts.

One day, in February, Trenal and Tep-
per left the bungalow to go northward into
the half-day spring neighborhood, to look
after some horses that had strayed from the
alfalfa haystack.

They did not return. Three months later
Trenal’s body was found in a little pass
twenty miles north in the Waning Glory
Range. It was identified by his half-empty
revolver, a ring that he wore, and his hat
which was swinging on a cedar-tree bough,
where it had caught. His horse, with its
saddle around its bare bones, was found a
hundred yards further on.

Up the side of the pass, another skeleton
was found, and it was believed from the
color of the hair, and some of the rags and
the 30-30 rifle that this was what remained
of Brank Woullsack, part owner of the
White Face Cattle Company, and fugitive
charged with stealing calves. In his fore-
head was a bullet hole, and*a bullet that
exactly corresponded with those Trenal’s
revolver fired was lodged in his neck. The
rock behind which he had lurked hore the
mark of another hullet.
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The horse that Tepper rode that morn-
ing was found the following fall in a herd
of wild horses, or outlaws, with the saddle
still on its back, but it had rid itself of the
bridle and bit. One of the Marvelando
cattle men caught the animal, which was
ruined by the saddle sores. When Janie
came to the abandoned ranch, Tepper had
never been seen since that day.

CHAPTER
PLANS.

RENAL'S cowboys, with their em-
ployer and foreman gone, had worked
on till the body was found by one of

them. Then they would have stepped into
the management of the ranch themselves,
but at this time Tremaine Valero arrived
ameng them, and with a show of authority.
paid them off and sent them about their
own business—-but pleased, nevertheless,
by a gift of three saddle horses to each of
them. The rest of the horse herd Valero
had driven over to the Marvelando ranch
and the county paper, kept alive by public
notices and various other paid-for adver-
tisements. immediately announced that the
ranch belonged to Janie Frete, of New
York. Nothing was said ahout the cattle,

Within a month the White Face Cattle
Company brought suit against Janie Frete,
service by mail and publication, charging
trespass on the section known as the Half-
Day Spring, since they claimed to have a
quit claim to it, This claim to the spring,
on the very edge of Trenal’s 100,000 acres,
which had always been part of Trenal’s
range. indicated that the White Face Com-
pany was losing no time in gripping the
whole northern end of the Thirsty Creek
Vallev, from the end of the Sunrise Ridge
to the north end of their own claims.

In the mean while the cattle that had be-
longed to Trenal ranged and grazed unat-
tended and at their own free will, but the
autumn roundup of calves, during Septem-
ber, had progressed at the Marvelando and
White Iace ranches without let or hindrance
—wholly without outside inspection or even
knowledgze. But out at Racklack, and over
east, at the railroad shipping stations, it was
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rather common talk that some of the finest
beel that ever cressed the range, on the
way to feeding, was coming a little later in
the season before snow flew.

“ And they won't be awful particular
about having two brands in the bunches,
either!"” it was remarked, with sly grins.

With beel on the hoof selling around 9.45
or even 9.60—beef that was running, range
fed. around 8oo to 1,000 pounds—the com-
ing in of a thousand or two thousand head
meant a good deal, especially to the ranches
which had been ekeing along for years and
years, and now had a windfall to lock for-
ward to that must mean from $50.000 up,
all velvet, with no more trouble than to
bring it in with their own average grade
herds.

Who could claim this cattle? Where was
there any one with a scrap of paper, with
even a look in on the brand,-to ride in and
cut out the Horned-A cattle of the Thirsty
Creek Range?

There was, of course, the cammon law
provision that would put into the hands of
the surrogate’s court the question of the
disposition of the Trenal herd. Neverthe-
less, when Tremaine Valero and Asra Clem-
ent, who was managing stock-holder in the
White Face Cattle Company, had seen the
legal authorities on their appearance in
Racklack, whatever had passed in the of-
fice of the judge had been eminently satis-
factory all around.

Law of the strays applied, and if the
strays remained long enough on the range
and in the charge of the two companies who
were being trespassed upon, they’d eat their
own heads off, so to speak. Their boafd
hill would be very heavy. before long—and
selling them off to pay the coast of their
feed and attendance would follow in due
course—and at no very distant date, either.

As Tremaine Valero had told Janie Frete,
Trenal had left papers with the bank at
Racklack. These papers had been ex-
amined, and Valero had consulted Asra
Clement about them: Clement, having a
great deal of respect for the business acu-
men of Uintah Forelane, had suggested that
she be brought into the affair, and her
ideas on the subject entertained.

Looking through those papers, which
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were few and included merely the deeds to
the land and a few old accounts, did re-
veal an odd sheet that had immediately
been seized upon by Uintah Forelane. The
sheet was a letter which had been written
by a woman, in a beautiful script; it was
gentle and sweet in its sympathy, but un-
flinchingly firm in its determination to im-
press upon Irving Trenal the uselessness of
his trying to regard her in any other light
than that of an admiring and even inti-
mate friend. “ More would be utterly in-
appropriate and impossible,” the woman
had written, and she had signed herself:
‘ Janie Frete.”

It was, to Mrs. Forelane, rather an odd
and even entertaining coincidence that the
young woman whose naive and sterling
qualities had aroused her own wrath, and
awakened in her heart a personal jealousy,
especially because Janie had done and was
doing successfully what Mrs. Forelane most
longed to do—because she was so nearly
what Uintah desired to be, without the
stress of being Janie’s moral equivalent—
that Janie Frete should appear at that mo-
ment, just when Mrs. Forelane had with
feminine spite named her as corespondent
in the ‘“ secret ” papers and evidence that
enabled the Torelane’s to part, legally, was
startling and very suggestive.

Accordingly, Mrs. Forelane had discov-
ered another opportunity, and another idea
had occurred to her quick, if wayward and
Jawless mind. Her spiteful hate seized upon
the shining example of independence and
ability, to use it in schemes that appeared
to the men as mighty good business, as well
as right good jokes. Mrs. Forelane’s pro-
posals were perfectly plausible, and accord-
ing to the documents existing or very easily
obtained under her skillful management.
She urged:

“You see, it would be much easier to
settle all this matter, having a woman for
a figure-head, and yet so contriving that we
do not lose any of the very welcome pro-
ceeds. And even if everything does go,
regularly as we see they may go—suppose
she accepts the responsibility of Trenal’s
ranch, including the mortgage?

“ She is perfectly well able to do so—
see her commercial rating here! We gain,
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in any event. Foreclosure insures our pos-
session; payment insures us the $100,000;
and on the side, we have the immediate
profit—for whose cattle are they? There
is, as you see, no heir or heiress in sight—
and the impounding provision, with grazing
costs and the indefinite price of care rising
against the herds> 1In two years, the
Horned-A brand has disappeared from the
range, but there are some mighty find young
stock with two other brands on them.

‘“ Seems to me you catch on pretty fast
—this Western idea?” Clement had ex
claimed with admiration. Valero had, with
greater delicacy, conveyed to her his own
secret admiration. With great skill and the
favor of the vast distances that prevail be-
tween Reno and Salt Lake, Uintah had
succeeded in permitting each of the two
men, according to his own instincts, to dis-
cover her favor and revel in the distinction
she conferred upon them. When the cir-
cumstances of the breaking up of Irving
Trenal’s affairs following his murder in the
mountainous desert plateau, threw them to-
gether with the necessity of an understand-
ing and a strict silence, while they obtained
the fruits of another’s intelligent industry.

Asra Clement was dead, now, by the un-
common fate of a bullet. Valero, perhaps
the only real witness that could be brought
forward in the matter of Asra Clement’s
equities out there in the mixed and ques-
tionable Nevada speculations and affairs,
and Mrs. Uintah Forelane, who had played
with fire with desperate hope and determi-
nation to wrest a fortune in her own name
from the flames. now drew together in
Reno, far from the scene of their main
chance, and sat upon the estate and affairs
of Irving Trenal with condor respect and
human greed in their souls.

CHAPTER XVIIL.
TO DO SOMETHING BIG—FOR JANIE.

HERE was a good deal of repairing
and remaking to do on Janie's ranch
buildings, and Tarcass saw to this;

Burke and Dishpan, who had had manual
training in carpentry at an Indian school,
put in window-glass where the bungalow
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needed it, and. fixed up gates in the fences,
repaired roofs of the outbuildings that
needed it, and strung another wire around
the alfalfa field.

Tarcass and Snowflake, taking the blue-
print of the ranch lands, went out looking
over the corners, and Chippy, Sugar, and
Bear Jaw rode over into the Waning Glory
breaks to locate the nucleus of Janie’s herd
to be. A condition existed away back in
that country which enabled them to go with
confidence. Trenal’s herd had broken up
and was scattered, and they knew that these
animals had bred, and for two seasons,
calves and yearlings had escaped the round
ups of the only two ranches in that region.

Moreover, there were mavericks of old
back in the breaks—cattle that were out-
laws, having run wild from some nester's
little herd, or from distant ranches—savage
brutes as fleet as deer, and as ugly as grizzly
bears, as a rule. But caught young, mave-
ricks of these wild animals would break into
ordinary beeves, and eventually find their
way to shipping sidings.

Chippy, Sugar, and Bear Jaw would go
after these cattle, locate them, and when
Janie decided on her brand, would put her
mark on them. In a day or two Janie would
make up her mind in that regard; in the
mean while, the cattle hunters would throw
the animals together and work them out of
the breaks into Janie’s Thirsty Valley range
—that was their intention. under the sug-
gestion of Tarcass.

Accordingly, they went over the divide
through a pass, and found cattle. They
found thirty or thirty-five head away up on
the hack of the first range, the Waning
Glory Ridge. The three took a good look
at the animals, and then stopped and held
2 consultation.

They had found a contingency that
hadn't been exactly foreseen; there were a
dozen vearlings among these animals, not
one branded — but all the others were
branded *“ Horned-A,” the mark that identi-
fied the Trenal herd. Several calves with
the cows hadn’t been branded, and there
were several old steers. The cattle were
less than three miles from Janie's bungalow.
The three men sat on their horses, looking
#t them, saying nothing for a long while.
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Then on Chippy’s suggestion, they rode
on without further disturbing the little
bunch. When they looked off across the
country, over the knolls, hills, and ridges,
they could see in all directions, around from
south to west and north, signs that to their
quick eyes revealed the presence of other
cattle. Little swirls of dust, movements of
animals among the low, scattered moun-
tain cedars and other trees, and cattle trails
with fresh hoof-prints in them, indicated the
presence of small bunches of cows.

The three hunters circled out through the
breaks. and toward noon ate their lunch at
a sweet-water spring.

** Some mavericks!” Sugar mused. * We
can round ‘em up and cut 'em out—hest
beef cattle you ever saw, Chippy!”

“ Yes,” Chippy admitted, ““it "Il 'sprise
the little lady, eh?”

“ Won't it!” Sugar grinned.  Who the
hell owns those brands. anyhow?”

*“Park Tavern, over to the White Face
ranch, says they’re real anxious about the
calves—been branding right smart of them,
out in the desert. Hasn't been no round
up since Trenal got killed up. Looks like
—um-m."”

They rode in late in the afternoon, just
at sunset. Chippy went .over to Tarcass,
who happened at the moment to be alone,
and talked to him. Tarcass called to Snow-
flake, and the three discussed the observa-
tions that Chippy reported.

“ Cur’us,” Snowflake puzzled. “If we
round up all them mavericks, therell be
quite a bunch of them! We can drive them
1n__‘)7

* Or we can just herd them over there, a
while. She ain’t particular — you know,
there on those grass flats and the marsh,
Feed there, for them.  You know how
things are—we all know. She don’t. That’s
certain.

*“ Sornebody’s got to look out for her in-
trests. That means us. They won't!”

*“ Not ’cordin’ to the hints. Them calves
—too—" Snowflake mused. “ Hit ‘d be
convenient — right here, this ranch, and
everything. You know how it was when
Trenal wasn’t killed up. Nice feller, and
always minding his own business! She’s a
iriend of hisn—if anybody—"
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“ Them breaks Il wring-twist the others.
We got the advantage thataway, knowing
the country. We can use the blind road, in
the big drive. But just the trails, rounding
them up. We don’t want to get that road
too plain. They mout use hit, theirselves!”

Tarcass, after supper, went in and talked
to Janie for a few minutes. He suggested
that they round up the mavericks over in
the breaks, and said it would be good winter
feed over there, on the south slopes, and
that it would be good feeding, late, in some
grass on flats over there.

“ Really!” she smiled. “ You're finding
a little herd for me, already? I’ll have to
ask your advice, about bringing in some
cattle—just so I'll have some.”

“ Better not buy any yet; we just kind
of looked around; we’ll have enough to do,
for a while. Some of them mavericks is
powerful mean and wild—"

“ Do tell the boys to take care of them-
selves!” Janie exclaimed.

“ Oh, they’re used to doing that!"” Tar-
cass grinned, and later he told the boys in
the bunk-house what she had asked, and
added his own comment. They all laughed,
delighted. Janie, in her way, was plumb
amusing.

Snowflake went out with Chippy and the
other two the following day, and they drove
a number of cattle along through the rough
country, toward the small flats where Tar-
cass had suggested they be herded—not
that Janie could have found those flats
alone, not in a thousand years! They cut
out mavericks, and separted the bunches of
cattle into brands and mavericks. In this
way, sometimes, as Snowflake remarked,
dryly, calves some times lost their mamies.

They were fast, competent workers, and
Snowflake managed the men, a wave of his
hand sending the ones signaled to hither
and yon with all the wild abandon that has
made the cattlemen of the West heroes of
the public imagination.

The gang of men worked in silence, how-
ever. Not one of them ever uttered a
shout, and at intervals during their work,
one or another would manage to get to some
pinnacle or high point, there to look off
across the country, watching every wisp of
flying dust, noticing the motions of the ani-
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mals in that land, which was so large that
anything moving but emphasized the vast
stillness, the motionlessness of the country.

Take care of themselves? They romped
down mountains, they swarmed the cattle
along wonderful slopes and across terrible
washes and gulches. It was the roughest
kind of cattle country, and they did not
care for the jeopardy they were in, should
a horse slip or one of the angry charges of
driven and cornered mavericks get a short
horn home. Among the fancy animals were
occasional big-horned devils who did the
thorough breed blood no good — outlaw
range cattle which had found shelter from
previous pursuit in the deep breaks.

Cutting up the little bunches "of cattle
was hard work, and mean work. The eyes
of the practiced cattlemen, especially Snow-
flake and Tarcass, saw there a condition
that they had known for a long time, but
which they had not considered with any
care. Now the two talked together, argu-
ing in intervals of contact.

“I tell you—we can do it! Why not?”
Snowflake declared, and told Tarcass the
lay of the land, and showed it to him as
they topped a little divide.

There was before them a wonderful pano-
rama. Behind them, to the east, the Wan-
ing Glories stood sharply against the sky,
but with the distant Rising Sun Range
peaks far beyond. To their right, away to
the north, were many mountains more, and
Snowflake pointed at a deep slash in one of
the ridges there.

“That’s the Lost Pass?” Tarcass re-
peated.

“ That’s it—and when you are moving,
moving fast, with lots of help coming be-
hind, swing wide of that round knob, there,
cut through by that ridge—be sure you
keep the yellow banks on the left, but let
your help go to the left of it—that looks
the easy way, and everything. Get by that,
and ten miles further, swing over to the
left, sharp, up the narrow valley, and you'll
see a little cafon in the wall.

“It looks like a blind cafion, but go
through, and you'll find water; and then a
good spring. Good feed for the horse, there,
and it’s only three days out the other side
—saves two weeks any other way through
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that country. Burke found it. Reg-lar
railroad pass, that; no grade at all.”

“ You're thinking beef—"

“I know it! What've been doing, do
you think?> We know!”

“1'd sure like to do something—some-
thing big for that girl!”

“ Reckon everybody feels
Snowflake grinned, “ T do.”

Accordingly, they called to the others, as
they had a chance, and after that the work
wag a good deal easier, and progressed far
more rapidly, but it was no less wild and
full of excitement. not less desperate in its
speed and horsemanship. From that time,
too, as they passed near one another, they
exchanged grins—grins of great self-satis-
faction, for if ever cattle men were doing
skillful work, and having a lot of fun doing
it. they were.

One day was like another, after that.
The little band of cattle hunters ransacked
the Waning Glory breaks, and when they
had cleared  the immediate vicinity of the
scattered animals which they were round-
ing up, they worked far to the north and
far to the south.

Toward the last, Tarcass explained to
Janie that they would have to work nights,
because they were driving the animals so
far that the hot sun bothered them, and it
was a long way between drinks in some
part of the range. But, as they were work-
ing by moonlight, they were under no spe-
cial handicap—the moon, out there, was as
bright as day, though distant objects and
distant operations were obscure.

Their later operations, however, called
for a lot of skillful work: they found not
only Horned-A and maverick in large num-
bers, but they found the Serpent brand of
the Marvelando ranch and the Y—R in the
Bit Ring brand of the White Face Cattle
Company, and these called for their hardest
work, breaking up the little bunches and
turning back the animals which they didn’t
want.

They worked famously, long days and
long nights, one or both, as the circum-
stances required. Janie, realizing how tired
they must be at times, spared nothing to
show her appreciation. Whatever results
would show from this tremendous effort,

thataway,”
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she would not question—she wanted a few
cattle, she said, and then the ranch would,
the following year, stock up according to
their ideas of what so large a ranch should
have.

She went out with Tarcass, and returned
by a road through the breaks, on an auto-
mobile truck, bringing in ample supplies;
then she brought in a five-gallon can of ice-
cream in an ice-barrel; Sundays, even
though the men wouldn’t rest, she had a
big feast for them all, with the best that
could be cooked or ohtained—pies, cakes,
and sweetmeats, candys that she had sent
in by the keg full.

It was tremendous work. and nothing

“tasted better than the candy: the cowboys

craved sugar, and she supplied it, flavored
with old standard flavors, lemon, cinnamon,
chocolate, peppermint, wintergreen, anise,
and the rest. The candy was put where the
men could grab a handful at any time—a
little touch that cost Janie only a few dol-
lars, but which delighted the workers be-
vond anything else.

Janie saw that they were going their own
ways, doing their work according to the oc-
casion, and Tarcass, commonly with Snow-
flake to advise him or discuss matters, took
care of all the general work and details. He
knew his business, and every day or two, he
would tell Janie about the lay of the land,
or talk about the fences, and the day’s ad-
ventures—but Janie was careful not to in-
quire beyond what he told.

He was sensitive, and he grew confused
if she pressed him. He could talk a good
deal. about some things—but when it came
to details of the round up and the ranch
work, he seemed to feel that she should not
trespass on his own particular province. He
had his own way.

CHAPTER XIX.
DOCUMENTS WELL TAKEN CARE OF.

CERTIFIED copy of all the docu-
ments relating to the Irving Trenal
lands, which included the mortgage

against them, and the surrogate’s accept~
ance of the antemortem transfer of the
property to Janie Frete, was in their hands
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when Valero and Mrs. Forelane again sat
in intimate consultation over their affairs
on Credo Hill, where her real estate office
was built with artistic design and kept up
with adequate care.

Valero approached the subject that must
first be disposed of, and he was obliged to
use discretion. )

“ What will be the outcome of our losing
Clement as silent partner?” he asked.

¢ Are you willing to trust me, Tremaine?"
she asked, quietly.

“ Oh—certainly! With—everything!” he
exclaimed.

“We can’t possibly let any one know
about this,” she continued, as she leveled a
hard gaze at him. “ You know—Clement
and I had merely a—well, a gentleman’s
agreement. The contingency that one or
other of us might drop out suddenly by
bullet or—say—an operation—any way!—
was only referred to once.

“We had an understanding, then, that
which ever way the accident befell, as re-
gards our business relations, the survivor
should immediately cover all the tracks.
It’s a mere bridle path to cover, you know.
‘A matter of one or two papers, and a—well,
a match.

“Ts that so!” Valero exclaimed, his face
beaming. ‘ Then—we—you and I—it's all
ours?”

¢ I inherit his share, without the formali-
it of having the surrogate pass on the mat-
ter. Perhaps, as a law-abiding precaution,
when it comes to the income tax, T shall
astonish the district where I make my re-
turn. That is all.”

“The Sage-Alkali Lands— Incorpor-
ated?” he asked, rather penetratingly.

“You never heard of dummy incorpora-
tors?” she asked, astonished.

He laughed, relieved. Asra Clement, she
assured him, had fallen from their affairs
absolutely, when the bullet of Daries Flange
broke the man’s heart and spinal column.
The specter of the Widow Clement coming
into the deals that had been prepared was
in a way as little liked by Valero as by the
dashing and competent Uintah Forelane.

Uintah, with her hand in his, gave him
just a few hints and a bit of necessary as-
surance—details were not necessary; they
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were even dangerous and better known to
her alone, as he well understood. At the
same time, when Mrs. Clement’s attorney
should appear—Valero needed to know that
he could with perfect safety sit tight and
tell nothing.

‘ Every document, every scrap of paper,”
Uintah declared, emphatically, “ is as well
taken care of as in our Trenal-Frete affair;
in fact much more carefully taken care of,
for not one of them is a matter of record.
Indeed: Clement never had but one ful
signature of mine—and I’ve taken care of
that.

“ Naturally, there isn’t any pink note, or
perfumed letter paper with half signatures
and kiss-brands, either. Not a single one
that contains any least business reference.
Naturally, he had a few things to stimulate
his imagination — quite crude and even
vulgar touches were necessary, in his case,
too, and I'm quite certain ”—she smiled
archly—* that one or two of these did fall
into the hands of a female person whose im-
agination was equally stimulated by them!

“ At the same time, unless he talked, the
widow cannot possibly know a thing about
our business—and they were purely busi-
ness relations so far as my feelings were con-
cerned. Could they have been otherwise,
after we—you and I—met?

“ Anyhow, you knew him—his idea of
women, till he discovered I was what I am
in business affairs. I’m sure he told no one
about the business—not even his attorney,
who was his wife’s brother, you know.”

“I didn’t know that,” Valero said, and
for a minute the business sesssion adjourned
for affections, as she laughed. Then, with
a rap on the table, she called the meeting
to order again.

“ Clement’s ranch?” he asked.

“The White Face Cattle Company?
It’s a stock company, one thousand shares,
no par value. The stock is scattered around
a little, but I have, now, five hundred and
twenty shares in the company.”

“What!” Valero gasped. “ Control!”

“Yes; Brank Wullsack had one hundred
and fifty shares, and when he was declared
dead, Clement saw to it that T obtained that
stock. A widow of one of Clement’s asso-
ciates had another one hundred and fifty
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shares, and I bought that—there had been
no dividends on it, and you know how
things were out here two years ago. When
Clement was killed—he was the practical
cattleman in the company, you know—I
shot a telegram to a certain friend of mine,

“ A banker in a little town in Utah saw
a bid of twenty on the Salt Lake bulletin-
hoard, which had been there a day or two,
and immediately he sold. T thus obtained
two hundred shares. In the meanwhile, I
found in the stockholders’ list twenty
shares, and paid twenty-five for them. It
was, really, very simple.”

“And now vou have fifty-two per cent
of a ranch with a thousand head of cattle
of its own, and—ah—equities in a thou-
sand or so more head. Call it one thousand
five hundred head with rock bottom value
of eighty dollars—"

“ It sounds very sordid, your estimating
me in that way—at fifty-two per cent of
one thousand five hundred times eighty
dollars!  All clear, too—and you?”

" The Marvelando—" He hesitated at
this demand for a showdown. She stiffened
ever so little, her lips losing their loose
willingness. ** We've a good herd—prob-
ably six hundred beef, besides hreeders,
and then, of course—"

“ A fifty-fifty divy on the Trenal specu-
lation?” she asked.

“ Fifty-fifty?” he whispered. * But
you've—"
“Oh—I waive my two-thirds!” she

shook her head. *‘ Clement’s and mine—
you'll attend to the details, and it wouldn’t
be equitable, really, for me to be so sel-
fish—"

* But you—for vou—I'd do it!
know it!”

* No doubt,” she laughed. ** But do you
think I have no interest in you, except
what we’ll make together—dear? Please
let’s keep a sort of decent interval between
the two relationships!”

For answer he caught her in his arms.
If he had tried to describe a woman to suit
his fancy, not only in her abilities and her
good nature, hut in her attractiveness of
tact and adaptiveness, he could not have
equaled Uintah, who drew the lines be-
tween their schemings and their love-mak-
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ings as sharply as with a knife, without de-
stroying the profit of one, or the joy of the
other. Thus Valero assured himself.

Unitah Forelane, when her associate
caught his breath and stared blindly from
her, overcome by his opportunity, looked
at him with a smile from lowering eyelids,
and again called their ‘“ meeting ”’ to order,
to further discuss the necessary details and
decide upon their projects.

The Thirsty Creek Valley conditions
now required a man’s hand—the grasp of
a principal in their management. It was
determined that Uintah Forelane should
remain in the background, as soon as she
had had a talk with Bleak Grisp, the fore-
man of the White Face Cattle Company
ranch. This talk, alone, was something
that the dark and desperate cattleman was
ill-prepared to meet.

“Yes'm,” he managed to ejaculate to
this overwhelming young woman, as she
told him-to work with the Marvelando out-
fit during the round up which was to sweep
the whole Trenal herd from the range. The
list of stockholders, as edited by Uintah,
was perfectly clear to him, especially as
she showed him the certificates of stock,
all in her own name, to the number of five
hundred and twenty out of one thousand
shares.

“Mrs. Clement sent me out!” he re-
vealed suddenly.

““ She’s a splendidly bright woman, isn't
she?’” Uintah cried heartily, “I’d love to
have her business knowledge.”

* She’s bright,” Grisp agreed heartily.
“T1 ‘lowed, from the way she talked up,
she feared you'd—you’d—"

* Freeze her out? The idea!” Uintah
exclaimed Jaughingly. “ Why should 1?
But, Bleak, you can see what we'’re doing?
You're her friend, I know—"

The man blushed as he nodded.

“You'll look after both our interests,
won’t you?”

*“Yes'm,” he promised, adding: ¢ She’s
an awful particular lady.” A_

*“In that case, Bleak, suppose you just
gct things straightened out here, and we'll
surprise her with a dividend at the De-
cember meeting of the stockholders? What
she doesn’t know won’t hurt her, till the
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dividend check comes on her two hundred
and fifty shares—”

“ Four hundred and eighty, Miss Fore-
lane!”

“She owns four hundred and eighty
shares!” Uintah cried.

“ Yes’'m—she’s zeen buying quiet.”

“ That’s fine!” Uintah laughed. “ Isn't
it> We'll be rich!”

¢ She’s rich, now,” he declared.

“QOh, of course! A great fortune—but
T was just thinking—we’ll divide a fortune,
another fortune, now.”

Bleak Grisp left Reno with no illusions

in his mind. He had two mistresses to
serve. '
i He swore in his throat from Credo Hill
to the railroad, and from Reno over three
railroads, the last one a narrow gage;
and then three mountain ranges and three
valleys, till he threw his hat down upon
the ground between the ranch house and
corral at the White Face Cattle Company
headquarters on the west side of the Silver
Breaks.

“T’'m a forsaken fool!’ he suddenly real-
ized. “1T let on Mrs. Clement didn’t have
it in for me, like we give out!”

As for Uintah, she felt distinctly nervous
after her interview with Bleak Grisp. He
looked, he acted, he even fairly smelled of
his cattle ranch competency. He waddled
when he walked, and he had a square,
black, bull-dog countenance, and he had a
surly disposition which Uintah Forelane,
nor her kind, could overcome.

But, seeing those certificates of stock,
all in Uintah’s name, he knew who his real
ranch boss was, when it came to the show-
down. No hand to talk, and far less a
hand to write, he said nothing of his com-
plications when he communicated with
Mrs. Clement. He didn’t mind bullfrog-
ging a steer, or cutting wattles in calves’
throats, or breaking down a cowboy who
excited his ire—but women, especially wo-
men owners and bosses!

Uintah surmised Bleak Grisps’s frame of
mind, as well as she divined his character.
Under him, the White Face Cattle Com-
pany would prosper that year, and if she
knew the character of Mrs. Clement, a
good dividend would greatlv mollify the
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dead past’s bitterness. Uintah even con-
templated an approach to the woman who
had, in her marital relations, been outraged
by an unscrupulous and good-looking up-
start.

“T could use her!” Uintah thought to
herself. “ She’d find me a mighty profit-
able partner. All I need—all I’ve ever
needed, was money enough to swing with!

- And she has it—I know positively she has

it, now!

“Not but what I've had my own pick-
ings. I'm business—I'm all business!
When I make my little fortune—ah!
Won’t T quick step, one-step out of this
and all its—ugh!”

She shrugged her shoulders. She shud-
dered in her shrug. She could not force
herself to accept the role she was playing
without that occasional shudder—the re-
vulsion of her whole conscience against her
gambling and trading and spendthriftness
of heart, soul, and body!

Nevertheless, she assured Valero that all
was well, and that it was a fifty-fifty divy
on the Horned-A brand. He should see to
it—controlling the two foremen through
his own and Uintah’s complete authority
in the matter.

Valero, after a talk with Grisp, discov-
ered that Uintah had paved the way for
the round up, with the shipment of three
times or so the number of cattle out of the
Thirsty Creek country that had ever come
through the cafion passes.

Valero, having gone over the whole sit-
uation, from Racklack County records
across his own company’s range, visiting
Janie at the Trenal ranch, and thence tak-
ing in a few days away up in the slopes of
the Silver Breaks. could have no doubt in
his own mind about the outcome. He re-
turned to Reno, and told Uintah about his
adventures.

“There she is, all alone,” he told her.
“ She hasn’t made up her mind about the
mortgage. She’s fascinated with the ranch,
though—she just loves the mountain colors
along the Sunrise Range, and the Waning
Glories—well. they’d do to paint the rain-
bow with.

“ She went down to the court-house, and
bought some supplies, enough to last her all
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winter. She’s got time under the mortgage
in which to make up her mind. You know
that—she wouldn’t say I, yes or no. She’s
clever, mighty bright, that girl. I don’t
wonder that—that—"

“Men love her?” Uintah asked, with
just an edge to her tone.

“ Oh, she’s unapproachable!” he has-
tened to say.

“You found that out!”
manded.

Valero, reduced to helplessness, spent
some little time assuring her that a thou-
sand Janie Fretes could not compare with
one Uintah Forelane. Chastened in spirit,
and with nervous choosing of words, he re-
peated what had taken place during his in-
terview with Janie.

“ What ’ll happen?” he prophesied.
~She'll find some one to keep her com-
pany—some Mexican creole or Indian
breed, probably, or perhaps some one from
away down East. She won’t stay there
alone, even though she would be perfectly
safe.”

* You know, don’t you, that she’s rather
well armed?” Uintah asked. * She has
rather an astonishing record of adventures
—of various kinds. It began away back
yonder, when she served time—”

“ She served time?” Valero gasped.

* Oh, yes! Caught working with a gang
of smugglers, I believe. Since then, she’s
had a rather varied life. No one, I think,
really knows all the details.”

Cintah smiled complacently. She had
seen, in a flash, that Tremaine Valero was
quite disgusted with a woman who had a
prison stain on her career. Valero, stunned,
forgot to look at Uintah for some little time
—and she mocked his astonishment with
a still smile.

Valero and Mrs. Forelane went to the
Purple Shadows that evening. He must
make the most of his now brief visits in
Reno. Business interests, his associates
knew, were keeping him on the move, now
—out in Central Nevada. Lands, cattle,
and to a certain extent, mine affairs were
pressing him.

It was clear, from the whispers going
around, that any day, now, a new financial
power was due to sit in at the boards of

Uintah de-
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directors of great new enterprises. There
was a whispering, too, that Mrs. Forelane
had succeeded in bringing about a commer-
cial condition that must give her a position
far above the present standard of a very
successful agent and broker.

The whispers could not be definite. No
one knew exactly what was taking place.
If her connection with Valero wasn’t a
business partnership, then it was a scandal,
and any one could make a guess on the
question.

Their arrival at the Purple Shadows was
now a social event, and it supplied a good
deal of hilarity, some novelty and a basis
for further surmising. Their discretion
amid the social surroundings allayed most
of the suspicions, while their loosening up
at the gaming tables indicated the mutual
prosperity of their affairs. This had one
practical effect on the fortunes of the two.
Valero succeeded in renewing notes, with
the Marvelando ranch as security, at seven
per cent instead of eight per cent, while
Mrs. Forelane consummated a timber-land
deal in the Sierras involving nearly a mil-
lion dollars, her own commission bringing
her forty-five thousand dollars, in a certi-
fied check, which she credited to her per-
sonal account, and not to Sage-Alkali
Lands, Inc.!

The appearance of prosperity, in fact,
brought real prosperity. The gossips,
shamed by the evidence of commercial suc-
cess, shifted their own view-point, and
pointed out what a splendid union of busi-
ness acumen, commercial power and per-
fectly adapted hearts and souls the mar-
riage of Tremaine Valero and Uintah Fore-
lane would be.

“Poor dear! How happy she would
be!” it was whispered about.  Torlane
was such a dreadful mistake! But she
loved him—and now, having taken refuge
in business, isn’t it perfectly beautiful to
think that she seems to have really found
her man among the masculines of the
world!”

Their luck at the tables was watched,
and when Mrs. Forelane caught a thirty-
five to one at the wheel, and Valero
amassed considerable pocket-money at the
cards, the fact was noted as corroborative
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of the ancient belief that when the tide
changes in a human’s affairs, all currents
follow the same channel.

CHAPTER XX.
MAVERICK

REMAINE VALERO, spending some
of his time at the Marvelando ranch
attending to the rather delicate mat-

ter of calf branding and locating the scat-
tered bunches of cattle on the range for the
great round up to come, did not fail to
visit the Waning Glory ranch, to take a
Junch with Janie Frete. Business was busi-
ness, of course, and he did not exactly lose
sight of the main chance, going or coming.
Even in her presence, he hardly forgot the
fact that she was wealthy, and could easily
afiord to purchase this ranch—rather pay
the one hundred thousand dollars mortgage
that appeared against it in the Racklack
County records. .

At the same time Janie gave the valley
"of Thirsty Creek an atiractiveness beyond
any financial value it might have. He
_found her, on his second visit, with an ap-
pearance of life and effort on all sides; a
huge stack of alfalfa had been heaped up
in the field, and a crooked-post and wire
fence built around it, to compel the horses
there to feed in the growing green. :

A two-ton truck, bright and new, had
come across the trail and brought a store-
house full of supplies, and a glimpse he had
of the bunk-house disclosed signs of occu-
pancy.

Valero could not help looking sharply at
a surly looking half-breed who was repair-
ing the corral fence. He felt a bit of diffi-
dence for Janie at thought of him. But a
wagon with prairie-schooner hoops, Indian
ponies and a number of more or less clothed
breed children. and two or three spudgy
women, over by the spring run, indicated
that Janie had. indeed, found company.

The visitor had no time to go through to
the Indian wagon, for Janie herself ap-
peared, and invited him to dismount. She
had been in the garage, and there was a
smudge of grease on one cheek, dust on her
chin, and her one-piece khaki suit was a
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sight to behold—but Janie's figure gave
even that suit a grace and a style.

Valero left ‘his automobile and walked to
the bungalow with Janie. She disappeared
toward the kitchen, where he heard her
order coffee immediately, and a broiled-
steak dinner forthwith—the steak made
him wonder a little. He grinned as he
asked himself:

*“ Wonder where she gets her beef?”

The thought had its humorous aspect—
could it be that Janie was so ignorant tha¢
she had fallen into the error of helping her-
self to beef, or permitting her outfit to do
so? That phase of the matter had its seri-
ous aspect, and Valero had just time 10
think of it, when Janie reappeared, her face
quite clean, her raiment the conventional
short skirt, long boots, woolen blouse, and
beautiful leather gauntlets. A net held her
hair, instead of the tight and shapeless
dust-cap that she had worn while working
on her car.

*“ What a fascinating land this is!” she
exclaimed to him as she entered. * Let's
go out on the porch, now, where we can see
i

*“ 1t's beautiful,” he smiled. * Can it be
—-we are going to have you for one of us?”

“ One of you?” she inquired. *‘ You live
in Reno?”

“Oh, but I spend months out here dur-
ing the round-up—over at my ranch.”

“ The Marvelando?>”

“Yes: I didn’t see you come through
with the truck,” he suggested.

“You didn't!” she smiled. “T just had
to have one; I-touldn’t abuse my Camper
bringing in supplies. I suppose you want
to know my mind regarding the ranch.
T've decided to take it.”

*“ Eh!" he choked with relief and delight,
and then with repressed feelings, not to
seem too pleased, he added: * That’s fine
—it shows your business acumen!”

“I'm not so sure of that,” she laughed.
* Possibly my sheer romanticism. You
know, I'm very, very romantic in my-—ah
—inspirations.”

*“ That's what Mrs.—a lady I know,
said,” he said; then added in confusion:
“we—I knew you’d like this country-—
would thank us—”
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“ For not foreclosing the moment Mr,
Trenal died? It was considerate,” Janie
declared with a seriousness. I knew you
would like to know my mind. The thing
was so incredible—so preposterous—at first
thought. Now I am quite reconciled to
ranching, to having all its responsibilities.”

“1 see you've a bunch of Indians out
there.”

“Yes,” she admitted, “they are so
amusing—1I mean the little ones. The wo-
men are useful, too. I have one in the
kitchen just now, who had a college course
in domestic science, and—dear me—she
specialized in botany, it appears, and when
she wants to humiliate her mistress, she
speaks of the dessicated earth of the alkali
plain, and remarks on the barium content
of some of the desert plants!”

Valero laughed, and Jarie continued:

“ But you needn’t be alarmed; she is
positively the most accomplished cook I
ever heard of. She takes the most awful
things, and she fusses over them, and when
we've had dinner, she tells us what we've
ben eating. Really, even my boys whoop
their unmitigated astonishment.”

“ Your boys?” he asked. “ You have an
outfit?”

“ Oh, yes,” she smiled. One can’t run
a hundred thousand acres all alone, you
know. By the way; the mortgage covers
four townships, 1 see; that is sixty-four
thousand acres, according to the govern-
ment corners, and the land-office blue-
prints.”

“ Eh?” he gasped.

“ You see, I really haven’t entirely found
my bearings, yet. We are going over the
ground, now. T think, from appearances,
that the mortgage merely covers one hun-
dred square miles of the range; you people
were very lax in your business arrange-
ments; I found that back taxes were due
on the lands, and when I saw the collector
he waived the court procedure, and I paid
them, including the ten per cent penalty.

“You stood a rather good chance of los-
ing everything, it seems to me, under the
reversion provisions. Or by tax sale.”

Valero was speechless. They had over-
looked a point in their eagerness that might
well have proved of vital moment to them;
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but he hadn’t really expected this develop-
ment. If Janie hadn’t come, the mortgage
must have resulted in the lands falling into
the hands of the Marvelando and Sage-Al-
kali Lands, Inc., and yet the taxes might
have spoiled it all.

The narrow escape startled him. At the
same time, he was alarmed by the suspicion
which such a neglect must rouse in the
mind of Janie Frete.

“ We—I—our interests are so many,”
he half faltered. “It was a detail over-
looked.”

“’And you have no tax calender in your
office, and no clerk to attend to it?” she
demanded. ““ Not in two offices—I sup-
posed it was customary!” she sniffed.

“ Out West—you see—"

“ Oh—you do things ¢ By Guess and By
Gum,’ as one of my boys said. ‘ And some-
times, by gum, you guess wrong ’?”

“That’s it!” He wiped the sweat from
his forehead, laughing despite his feelings.

‘“In our relations, hereafter,” she said
with sharply enunciated words, “ I think
that everything should be made and kept
perfectly regular. I don’t care to have any
of my interests jeopardized by laxity or
practises outside the letter and the spirit of
the statutes.”

“There’s a lot of unwritten law out
here!” he cried, defending himself, though
he couldn’t see exactly why. “ Courts have
to interpret—"

““But courts don't interpret unpaid
taxes, and failures to observe the ordinary
rules of common sense,” she retorted, and
then as she glanced into the dining-room,
smiled and beckoned him to dinner.

The truck had brought in a rather com-
plete equipment for the dining-rom, he ob-
served, and the tall, slender, black-eyed
college-graduate breed served a bouillon,
first, and then baked mountain trout, fol-
lowed by an enormous sirloin steak.

“It’s not quite beef,” Janie remarked,
cutting into it, “ but it’s too old to be ex-
actly veal—it was an eight-months-old
heifer.”

“And you—you learned about beef
down East?” he asked quizzically, and
again at his ease, though how he got there
he could not have told.
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““Not entirely,” she smiled. **Did you
happen to hunt wild cattle when you were
down on the Gulf?”

* Hunt wild cattle?”” he repeated. ** You
mean—"’

“In the West Indies,” she explained.
‘1 know you haven’t; but I have. It is
sport—the kind that before long would turn
your hair gray, if you stopped to think
about the—ah—excitement of it!”

** And you—you’ve hunted wild cattle!”
he repeated, wonderingly. There was in
that a touch of experience, a certain warn-
ing almost, that he was vis d vis with a per-
son of rather fundamental knowledge.

* Yes,” she replied. *“ You know, at
first in a new country, one feels so utterly
ignorant, so terribly small and incapable;
but, in a little while, out of the past glean-
ings and stocking up of the mind there
come little touches that indicate points of
contact. When 1 shot this heifer—”

“ You're killing range cattle!” he de-
manded.

*“ Oh, no!" she laughed. “I'm not quite
so bad as that: this heifer was a maverick
—we found quite a herd of wild beeves
over back a ways.”

*“ We—we?”’ he inquired.

“Yes, my foreman and 1.”

*“ Who is your foreman, may I ask?”

“Oh, certainly—he’s Tarcass, Bust-0
Tarcass.”

*“ Bust-o Tarcass? Never heard of him.”

** Oh, probably not—an old friend of
mine.”

*“ Experienced—ah—cattleman?”

“Very! And he’s perfectly handsome—-
you ought to see him roping and riding,
and especially shooting. As a shot he is—
well, diabolical. He carries a 22-caliber
automatic pistol-—"’

“ A 22-caliber automatic pistol'!” Valero
snorted.

*“You are a townsman:" she laughed at
him. ** Didn’t you know the cowboys use
22s for practise, nowadays, because heavy
ammunition is so expensive? The boys all
itked his twenty-two so well that T tele-
graphed and got them all one.

“ You should have seen Snowflake’s face
when he looked into the muzzle of his and
tried to pick up one of the cartridges out of
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a box with his big fingers. He just looked
everything—and then-—oh, dear—I wish
you could have heard him! He said:

“t‘Lady! I never owned one of these
here before—an’—an’, honest, I never did
expect to! Now—I’m goin’ to pack one.””

* Snowflake — your outfit — perhaps I
know some of them.”

‘“ Tarcass is foreman; then there’s Snow-
flake, Burke, Bear-Jaw, and Dishpan—"

** Bear-Jaw and Dishpan?”

¢ Half-breeds, Chippy and Sugar. There
are some others around who came in with
that prairie-schooner outfit. Tarcass is
working them, 1 believe. Mrs. Yellow
Mountain is cooking for the outfit, and
Miss Screaming Eagle, here, is keeping me
company, and helping me in the house.”

* But — the outfit?” Valero pressed.
“What do the men do? What can they
do?”

* What do cowmen usually do on a
ranch, these days?” Janie asked, laughing
with what to Valero was fatuousness.

“Why — of course — the alfalfa, and
fences, and you said lines and corners. If
you had cattle, of course—"

“You sit here at my table with all that
beef,” she rebuked him.

“ You're—you’re going to brand that
herd of mavericks?” he asked.

“Yes: and—would you believe it?—
we’'ve branded seven outlaw jacks, and
three wild horses! Oh!” and Janie threw
up her hands in ecstacy, ' I'm so glad I
came out—it is perfectly glorious! Never
—mnever have I found more to love and -
take delight in!”

“ Never more?” he smiled at her enthu-
siasm.

“*'No, I couldn’t say this is better,
though, than some other things,” she shook
her head, musing, adding: *“ of course, per-
haps a Westerner like you couldn’t under-
stand that—only I—perhaps even 1 am
mistaken. T admit it.

“ At the same time, could I go back on
the dear old St. Lawrence and poor, shut
up Two Canoe cabin? Or the West Indies
and the magnificent crystaline Gulf blue?
Or—oh—how T love to live! It seems—
sometimes—as though it's too good to be
true—my living!”
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“ And the joy of it—it all compensates
for the—the—"

“ For the past sufferings?” she turned on
him rather quickly.

“For one’s sufferings,” he nodded un-
easily.

“T think, perhaps, if one suffers and en-
dures enough in younger years, it adds to
the zest of growing old—"

“ Growing old!” he looked at her in-
credulously.

“ Age in experience,” she smiled.

“ And you've had it, all right!” he ex-
claimed.

“Indeed?” she looked at him.

“ Oh, it’s all right,” he looked sidewise
at her. “ There’s no doubt about it—
youre one of the greatest young women
who ever came into this country! And
you’ve taken right hold. Out here, nobody
inquires about the past, you know.”

“ Nor even refers to it, if he is discreet,”
she added, interrupting him.

CHAPTER XXI.
VALERO IS SATISFIED.

OR a minute Valero had found himself
getting along swimmingly. He had
found just the right moment in which

to refer casually to Janie’s past—informa-
tion he had had from Uintah.

Janie’s poise had at first thrown him off
his feet, and made him forget what a good-
looking, daredevil of a fellow he was. But
he had begun to have something in his
mind, based on Janie’s past—prison bird
that she had been.

Then, all of a sudden, he found himself
all tangled uvp in the most wretched of
blunders a man could posisbly make! He
had, himself, in all the fool cussedness of
his masculine tactlessness, opened wide his
defenselessness to this imperious, and as he
knew, as a witness, perfectly competent
young woman.

Man like, in his very soul he cursed Uin-
tah Forelane for making him mistake Janie
Frete, going by that hard, cold fact in Ja-
nie’s past instead of by her every appear-
ance, her bearing, and the fact of her en-
tire competence to take care of herself.
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“T’'m a fool! I'm a fooll” he choked.
“T beg your pardon!”

Janie, having risen to her feet angrily,
saw him cringing before her. He bent his¢
knees and bowed his back as he turned his
palms up to her in pleading. The Indian-
breed girl, stanch and indignantly erect,
stood in the kitchen doorway, glaring at
him as she reflected with Indian stoic ex-
pression on the blunder he had made.

“ Keel 'im! Keel 'im!” she was whis-
pering to her mistress, reverting to dialect.

Valero knew that if Janie did kill him
she would be entirely justified, for no man
insults a ranch queen in her own domain
without suffering the possibility of an ig-
nominous and utterly defenseless death.
The breed girl was a witness, a wholly re-
liable and believable witness.

Valero felt in the presence of the two
young women the sensations of a murderer
waiting for the foreman to speak the jury’s
verdict. He knew, if any of the employees
of Janie had heard his remark of brass, an
instant shot must have been the penalty.
He knew it, now! But he hadn’t thought
of it before.

He could feel the slower death of a rope
coming up around his throat—one of those
rawhide lariats of which he had seen three
new ones over a peg under the bunk-house
eaves, and remembered now with a vivid-
ness that for a second blinded him with
new fears.

“T think we understand each other bet-
ter now,” Janie said suddenly, and with a
sadness that was heart-breaking to the
man. Really, he would rather have been
whipped out of the house, and driven from
the ranch with a bullet whistling past his
automobile, than to have had Janie Frete
speak thus to him. There was no forgive-
ness in the tone; there was no bitterness;
but there was the inutterable depths of a
heart hurt and a soul tormented by—what-
ever in her past hurt and tormented Janie
Frete.

On the instant she had appealed not to
Tremaine Valero’s fears nor his deserving
of justice! She had appealed to him for
protection, for his suffrance, for his con-
sideration! She had stirred the nobility of
the spirit and chivalry which he had im-
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bibed among the doers of the West; and for
the moment what makings of a man he had
in him responded.

** Miss Frete!™ he cried. * Can vou for-
give a damned cad?”

** Let’s forget it,”” she asked wearily. 1
wonder if our Eagle will let us have some
coffee, now?”

Screaming Eagle turned and looked at
Janie wonderingly—her expression quiv-
ered in indignant refusal for a moment,
and then there flashed across the pretty
olive face a smile of quick, even electric
understanding, and in a half minute she
had brought the coffee.

In the fragrant cupful Tremaine Valero
had further opportunity to think of his
folly, his escape and his pardon. He did
not know, nor could he possibly have
thought at that moment that others had
been equally mistaken and had received a
beon as undeserved from her.

But such was his character that shortly
he was congratulating himself that he
hadn’t made a worse break, and he was
feeling his way through the devious courses
of his mind for seli-congratulation that he
hadnt’ aroused Janie g syspicions as re-
gards the financial cirdwofstances of their
relationship. i

In fact, he was wondering ii, after all, it
hadn’t been the mortgage looming in Ja-
nie's mind that had suddenly brought her
to time and an understanding of his own
power.

 That’s it,” he thought. “* She's bright,
this little woman! Likely she hasn't got
the cash handy—perhaps she'’s stalling for
time about that mortgage.

“If 1 can get her_to come across with
the interest—that Il kind of cinch it. A
payment on a debt acknowledges its val-
idity ! "

As though answering his very thought,
and startling bim by the evidence of her
intuition regarding what was in his mind,
she said:

* 1 cannot take up the mortgage entire-
ly. I think, perhaps, it will be best for me
to pay the interest which is due, according
to the document, to November; it's run a
year and a half, now, apparently; Trenal
had paid thefirst year on it?”

"
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* Why—er—yes, of course.”

‘“ By check?”

“ Oh, yes—yes!
it.”

“ Any payment on principle?”

Valero hesitated. Her direct question-
ing bad for a moment thrown him off his
guard—in view of his social predicament.
Now he gathered his wits and shook his
head.

" Really, Miss Frete—I don’t remember.
It was an office detail, and it must be a
matter of—-"

* I should think it would he a matter of
record,” she assented. ‘It ought to he. I
didn’t notice in the county files whether
the payment was noted there or not.”

** Probably not,” he said promptly. “It
would be all covered by receipts and ac-
knowledgments when the mortgage was
satisfied.”

* That would be it,” she mused. * But
I was wondering if Trenal, in view of the
circumstances, and in order to protect his
heirs, wouldn’t have kept the county office
records up to date. He was an exceeding-
lv methodical man, as perhaps you know,
and unless he changed very greatly after
he came out here, it is incredible that he
should have been lax, or even the least bit
negligent in protecting his business inter-
ests with every safeguard.”

" You knew him well?”

" We worked together for some time—
chemical researches. He loved chemistry,
and I am surprised—did you never notice
any efforts on his part to continue his
studies out here®> He couldn’t have failed
to see the opportunities—"

*“Out there?” Valero indicated the al-
kali desert.

* On all sides,” she increased his view-
point. ' The mountains, too.”

* Why. ves—I did hear something about
that,” he admitted. * I forget who it was
telling me. He used to get shipments of
stuff—apparatus.”

*“ 1 thought it strange, if he neglected
his opportunities,” Janie mused. * He
could have spent vears, with a spectrascope
—those colors!”

“ They’re grand!” he approved heartily,
and when within the hour he clambered

That’s my memory of
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into the automobile, Janie stood by and
was smiling as though nothing in the world
had happened to disturb the serenity of
her mind, or the good nature of the visit.

As for Valero, he was choked up with
delight and satisfaction. In his pocket-
book—the long, document, sealskin wallet
—was a check. On the back of it, written
in type, for Janie’s office had a writing ma-
chine, was a simple receipt:

Received of Janie Frete, inlerest on Trenal
Ranch:

Mortgage

Payment 6N SAME woovwsompmmesumsns

%3.000
5,000

More than that, Janie had in her own
possession another receipt, signed by Val-
ero, for both the Sage-Alkali Lands, Inc.,
and Marvelando Cattle Company, as agent,
to show that these payments had been
made by Janie’s check, No. mn1jor.

According to Tremaine Valero’s hopes,
and even dreams, Janie Frete had accepted
the mortgage on Irving Trenal’s ranch; she
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had acknowledged the debt over her own
signature, paying the interest and also a
payment on the principal. He could have
whooped for joy—nothing else mattered,
now. His crass insult to Janie was nothing
—she had passed that over!

Moreover, when he drove away, he saw
her standing there, watching him till she
was just a mere fleck in the dancing atmos-
phere. She had even acknowledged his
farewell wave, when he raised his hat on
looking back, two hundred yards or so
distant.

“ Janie’s all right!” he told himself.
* She knows men are just naturally damned
fools. At the same time, I bet—"

He looked into his spot-light reflector
and observed the smooth, rounded health
of his face, the rake of his broad-brimmed
hat — it was becoming to him — and the
lovely soft brown mustache.

“Yes, sir!” he said, “ Janie’s a great
girl; may be next time, when I try again
on a new tack—um-m.”

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.

new side-wheeler, Anna Belle, had

condescended to come down to
Lamb’s water-front saloon to talk to the
Anna Belle’s engineer.

QBNER McCALL, owner of the big,

Charles Wesley Sanders

McCall was a man of large affairs on the
lakes in the late forties. He had what was
called a considerable fortune in those days.
He owned a number of sailing-ships and
steamboats. His interests extended from
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Buffalo to the newly discovered Lake Super-
ior copper country. He was a little, vain,
side-whiskered person, and he was always
seeking new worlds to conquer. The build-
ing of the Anna Belle had been a result of
his vanity and his business acumen.

Racing among steamboats was at its
height. Passengers demanded speed. Other
things being equal they chose the speediest
boats. McCall saw the wisdom of giving
them what they wanted. Besides, along
the way the first boat into port got the
cream of the business. McCall expected to
make a good deal of money out of the Anna
Belle and he also expected to gain prestige,
for the Anna Belle was the biggest steam-
boat the lakes had yet known and her build-
ers had promised McCall that she would be
the fastest,

McCall was a man who valued details.
He made it his business to become ac-
quainted with the captains and the engineers
of most of the steamboats. Therefore, he
knew what he was about when he picked
the crew of the Anna Belle. For engineer
he chose Sam Bassett, because Bassett had
a reputation for being not only efficient, but
a dare-devil to boot. He would get all there
was out of a steamboat. McCall had heard
of his going into Detroit with his hull
strained and his furnace doors red-hot, but
he had won his race.

* Just the man for the Anna Belle,” Mc-
Call had said.

The day before the boat was to take her
maiden trip, McCall had sent word to Bas-
sett to meet him at the water-front saloon.
He wanted to urge on Bassett the necessity
for establishing a record.

“ You've got the best boat the lakes have
seen,” he told Bassett as he perched on
the edge of a chair and faced the engineer
across the table. ** The Anna Belle and the
Livingston will be leaving at the same time,.
You're to bheat the Livingston decisively.”

Basset fingered the glass from which he
had lately taken a drink of Jamaica rum.

“ Aye,” he said absently.

McCall could have asked for more en-
thusiasm. He thought he was entitled to
a word of thanks for having given Bassett a
berth like this. Adulation was acceptable
te him from any source. But when he had

-moody look in his eyes.
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first met Bassett he had been struck by Bas-
sett’s stillness. That was the word which
McCall himself used. There was an en-
veloping calm about the man which an-
noyed the ship-owner. Bassett had a habit
of looking at a man straight out of his
cool, blue eyes, his lashes held rigid. To
McCall it was a disconcerting habit., He
liked to see a man up on his toes. On an
occasion like this, at least, Bassett might
have shown a little excitement.

McCall talked at some length about the
boat and the importance of forcing her to
set a record. He said he had a great deal
of money tied up in her. Cost of operation
would be high. Her passenger-list would
have to be lengthy each trip to make her
pay. Speed would attract business to her.
Bassett would have to get the speed out of
her.

* Aye,” said Bassett.

And so McCall went away greatly dis-
appointed. He was angry enough to have
replaced Bassett, but he knew he could not
pick up an engineer so good as Bassett in
the short time at his disposal.

His anger was increased pext morning
when he went down to the boat and found
that Bassett was not on board.

“ Where the devil is he?"” he demanded
ef the captain,

* I saw him standing by the gangplank
of the Livingston a while ago,” the captain
answered. =

McCall returned to the dock and walked
back to where the Livingston was tied up.
He found Bassett leaning against a pile, a
McCall did not
like that look. It might indicate that Bas-
sett was a man of uncertain temper. If
McCall angered him now, he might refuse
to go on board at all. McCall would lose
at least haif a day before he could get an-
other man. Indeed the Anna Belle might
not get away at all that day.

“ You’re going on board soon, Mr, Bas-
sett?” he suggested diplomatically.

s ;Aye.?)

“ I suppose everything is in readiness.
Plenty of wood on board. Plenty of oil.
You'll need plenty of oil, Bassett. Plenty
0f__.‘7

*“ Aye,” big Bassett growled deep in his
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throat without looking at the fussy little
owner. ’

They stood in silence for a while. Mec-
Call didn’t know what to say. He thought
he might zet some advice from the captain.
With that in mind he half turned away.
Then he turned swiftly back.

A girl had detached herself from the line
of passengers who swere gaing on board the
Livingston. She canie up to Bassett and
stopped in front of him. McCall saw Bas-
sett’s cool eyes grow warm. The engineet’s
red blood crowded up into his face.

The girl stood looking at him out of im-
pericus eves. She was tall, half a head tall-
er than McCall and reaching to Bassett’s
shoulder. Her hair was golden and her
eyes were brown. They were in striking
contrast to Bassett’s blue eyes and jet hair.

* You haven't changed your mind, Sam?”
she asked in a low voice.

McCall saw Sam Bassett sigh profoundly,
straighten up, and look at the girl regret-
fully. :

“1 haven’t changed my mind,” he said
in a curiously gentle voice. *‘ How couid
13

She had been holding her hands claszped
in front of her. Now she spread thzra wut
in a gestare of renunciation.

“Very well,” she said spiritedly. I'll
never ask you to do anything for me again.”

She turned, walked away swiftly, and
ascended the gangplank. Without looking
at McCall, Bassett left his place and went
aboard the Anna Belle.

McCall followed him and sought out the
captain.

* Bassett got a girl?”” he asked.

* Why, yes.” the captain answered.
“He's engaged to Jim Hardy’s daugchter.”

* Jim Hardyv? The engineer on b2 Liv-
ingston?”

" Yes,” the captain nodded.

“They've had a guarrel, T judge.™ Mec-
Call said. “ Will that make any qiiference
in Dassett’'s work to-day?”

» Nothing makes any difference in Sam
Bassett’s work,” the captain said.

McCall was glad to hear it. Il didn't
care 2 particle what trouble San Bessett
might he in with the heautiful gir! who
had accosted him on the dock. So far as
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he was concerned, Bassett was merely a
cog in the machine. All he wanted Bassett
to do was to urge the Anna Belle through
the waters of the lakes faster than side-
wheeler had ever been urged before. If
what the captain said was true, Bassett
would do it.

Comforted, McCall strolled about his
ship, his chest thrust cut, his hands beneath
his coat-tails. He guessed that at the end
of this trip rival steamboat-owners would
have to do honor to his name.

t was a wonder he didn’t burst with
pride in the ensuing half-hour. The passen-
gers came and still they came. By the time
the lines were cast off and the Anna Belle
started on her trip, the boat was crowded.
McCall was sure that the Livingston hadn’t
a third of the passengers that were aboard
the Anna Belle.

In accordance with previous instructions
from McCall, the Anna Belle moved straight
out into the lake, so that the Livingston
could follow -her and come abreast of her.
Later accounts must show that no undue
advantage had bheen taken of the smaller
boat.

When the two boats headed west they
were bow on bow. This position they held
for a dozen miles. This, again, was in ac-
cordance with McCall’s instructions. There
would be no excitemeni for the passengers
in the Anna Belle’s merelv drawing away
from: the Livingston. The passengers
wanted a race and McCall was keen enough
to make sure that their wishes were graii-
fied.

Within the next mile, McCail, watching,
saw the smoke increase from the stack of
the Livingston. Presently the smoke began
to carry cinders. There was a trembling
through the boat as she began to feel the
strain. The Anna Belle was keeping to her
former pace and the Livingston began to
forge ahead.

McCall went to the engine-room. Bas-
sett was walking about the machinery, his
oil-can in his hignd. The two firemen were
waiting, watching for a nod from the engi-
neer Lo incicase the fire.

** They’re putting on all steam, Bassett,”
McCall said, ““and they’re pulling away
from us a little. You better stir your fire.”
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Bassett nodded to the firemen. One of
them stirred the fire and the other piled in
wood. Under a full draft the furnace began
to roar. McCall knew that the boat would
begin to pick up at once.

“ Head ’em and pull away from them a
ways,” McCall instructed. * Then let them
come up with you.”

Again Bassett nodded. McCall returned
to the deck. In a few minutes the Anna
Belle’s bow came up to the Livingston's
stecn. Then the Anna Belle drew along-
side her and soon passed her. The Living-
ston was doing her utmost, but she was
clearly outclassed.

The passengers were neariy all on deck.
lining the rail. They shouted and jeered
at those on the Livingston. There was
the silence of defeat on the other boat.

Chuckling, McCall turned to go back to
the engine-room. He came face to face
with Bassett.

“ They’re beaten already, Bassett!™ Mc-
Call said. “ Uy the time they get to Chi-
cago we'll he haii-way back.”

Bassett did not answer. Standing on tip-
toe he was gazing at the other boat. He
noted the pouring smoke with the cinders
showing red in it.

“ God!" he said. * They're carrying toc
much fire. Something will happen to them
if they don’t ease off. Them cinders are
big enough—some of them--to set her on
fire. She might blow up or spring a leak.
She’s fairly old and she was never built
to stand a strain like this.”

“1f anything happens to her, she won't
give us any more competition,” McCall said
calmly.

“We're two miles from shore,” Bassett
said. ““ Have you thought what ’d happen
to her passengers? You know what disas-
ters have followed races like this in the
past.”

“ Good Lord! You're not worrying about
them, are you?” McCall asked. * Let them
do their own worrying. The crew is sup-
posed to know their business. All you've
got to do now is to pull away from them.
Pull away just as fast as you can, Bassett.
Show our passengers what the Anna Belle
can do.”

Bassett went back to the engine-room.
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McCall noticed that he kept his eyes on the
Livingston till he disappeared within the
doorway. McCall leaned on the rail to
wait for the burst of speed which he ex-
pected. He himself did not know just what
the Anna Belle would do and he was eager
to know. The race was won. His next
best advertisement would be such speed as
no side-wheeler on the lakes had ever shown.

But the Anna Belle’s speed did not in-
crease. Rather it slowly diminished. With-
in half a mile the Livingston was abreast
of her. Then the Livingston slowly forged
ahead. The passengers on her deck began
to cheer and wave their hats and handker-
chiefs.

MecCall was furious. He couldn’t imagine
what had happened. Doubtless something
had gone wrong with the machinery. That
would be an excuse in marine circles, but
it weukl be no excuse with the passengers.
They did not want esplanations. They
wanted results,

McCall hurried to the engine-room. To
his amazement he found the furnace drafts
checked and the firemen idle. Bassett
leaned back against the wall, his head bent;
his eyes moody.

“In heaven’s name, what’s the matter?”
McCall panted. “ The Livingston is pull-
ing away from us. Give your fire air and
move lively!”

Bassett lifted his head and looked at him
out of cold, hard blue eyes.

“ No more racin’,” he said harshly.

The little owner stared at him with wide-
open eyes and with lips dropped apart. He
had a notion that his engineer had gone
crazy.

‘ Wh-what do you mean. Bassett?™ he
stanimered.

“I mean we've raced enough.” Bassett
said. “ It’s dangerous.™

“ Why, there hasn’t been a whimper
out of the Anna Belle,” McCall cried.
* She hasn’t half shown what she can do.”

“ There’s been a whimper out of the Liv-
ingston,” Bassett retorted.

The mad rage of a man who is impotent
physically clutched McCall.

“ What’re you doing?” he cried. “ Are
vou selling me out? Did the owners of the
Livingston buy vou bhefore we started?”
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“You're a fool!” said Bassett.

“You're discharged, DBassett,”
said. He turned to the firemen.
vou feilows run this boat?” he asked.

“1 can,” one of the men =aid. *“I'm
qualified. I only been waitin’ for a .crth.”

*“ Take charge then and give me spe..’,”
McCall ordered.

Bassett straightened up from his position
against the wall. His eves were flaming
now and his face was pale from anger.
He picked up a stick of wood.

= I'll brain the first man that lays a hand
on this machinery!” he asserted. *I'm
in charge here for the trip and I mean to
remain in charge.”

* Mad,” McCall breathed.
mac--and mutinous.”

Bassett turned to one of the firemen.

“Go on deck, vou,” he ordered, “and
hurry back and let me know where the Liv-
ingston is and how she’s doing.”

McCall wanted that information, too, and
he was glad to get it without having to
leave the engine-room. He felt that he
should keep an eye on Bassett. There was
no telling what the engineer would do.

* She’s half a mile ahead of us,” the fire-
man, returning, reported. * And, my
Gawd, she looks lixe the whole inside of
her was on [ire! Theres a reglar flame
ceming out of her stack.”

“ Give her air and some wood,” Bassett
ordered, turning to his levers.

~ Are you going to overhaul her, Bas-
sett?” NicCall asked.

“ I'll overhaul her,” Bassett said.

McCall went on deck. He was still puz-
zled by the engincer’s conduct, but he was
somewhat relieved by the later phase of it.
It scemed to him now that Bassett was only
playing with the Livingston. JMlaybe ke
had his own idea about the race and its
winning. Vet that didn't explain his thicat
to brain whoever touched the machinery.

The Anna Belle gathered immediate and
easy speed. The puzzled passengers again
covded the rail. The Anna DBelic’s flags
stretchiodd out in the breeze her going made.
Smoke poured from her stacks and lay along
her back in a grayish plume. McCall had
a thrill of pride.

He forgot about Bassett as he stood

McCall
“ Can

* Entirely
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watching his boat overtake the Livingston.
He was concerned wholly with the rapidly
decreasing distance between the two boats.
The passengers were animated again, ready
to cheer when the Anna Belle was once more
in the lead, and Mc{Call, knowing their tem-
per, was aiready anticipating their cheers.

Bbuti it seemed as if Bassett was stubborn-
v 2oing to deny him that pleasure. When
the Anna Belle was within a hundred feet
of the Livineston, the former’s speed slack-
ened. Ior a while she hung to the Living-
ston’s stern at that distance and then it
seemed to McCall that she even fell behind
a little.

Cursing inaudibly, McCall once more
turned to go to- the engine-room. But he
did not take a step, for Bassett was stand-
ing not five feet from him, staring at the
Livingston. A haggard, drawn look had
come about Bassett's eyes in the last few
minutes and a gray pallor had settled on his
face.

But McCall, blinded by his anger and
his wounded vanity, did not see this. He
hurried to-the engineer’s side.

*“I want you to pass that boat,” he said.

Bassett turned his head, but he did not
look at McCsll. He locked beyond him.
McCall sav; him wave his hand.

“ Oh, cap'n,” he called.

Glancing back McCall saw the captain
hurrying toward them.

* I'm thirkin’ the Livingston is going to
be in trouble,” Bassett said. * Her engines
are tearin’ her to pieces. Something wiil
happen to her in a few minutes. She’ll open
her seams or something.”

The captain looked at the Livingston
vith a critical and an experienced eye. He
had been so busy that he had paid almest
no atiention to the Anna Relle’s rival.

“You're Basseit,” he said.
** They're askin’ too much of her. They're
likely to get a rush of water before they
know what’s happening.”

.Bassett turned and ran {rom them. Ia
a moment his whistle began screeching.
The screeching meant nothing, for there
was then no code of whistle signals. Bas-
sett had merely hoped that the racket would
cause the Livingston’s captain to order her
spead decreased.

)
rioht
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But when Rassett again came on deck,
the Livingston was pounding along at her
capacity.

“ Damn them'™ said Bassett.

For five minutes the trio stood watching
the other boat. The Livingston was not
equipped with a steam-whistle. but present-
v her alarm-bell began to jangle in a sig-
nal of distress.

“T knew it.” Bassett said.
has happened them.™

He turned to the caplain. his cves lercely
alight.

“ Cap'n,” he said, " we Dbetter lower a
boat and get a linc to them. I they've
sprung a leak, we'll have to tow them ashore
if there’s time. If not, we may’ have to take
them all off.”

The captain nodded and was about to
turn away.

“ Herc, here,” said MecCall testily.
“ There’s no use in getting exercised aboul
this till we know what is going on. I don’t
see any sign of trouble on board the Liv-
ingston.”

“You can see that they're banking or
drawing their fires, can’t vou?"” Bassett
asked coldly.

“ We'll be running a risk if they are in
real trouble,”” McCall objected.

Bassett looked at the little man in amaze-
ment and then a hard smile came to his
lips. He saw that McCall’s mind was run-
ning on single track. He had been so
wrapped up in his new boat that he was
oblivious to everything else, even to peril
to human life.

“You better forget about your hoat for a
minute and think of all themn people aboard
the Livingston,” Bassett said. *‘ Anyvhow,
we’re going to stand by.™

“ T don’t like the way you say it,” Mc-
Call said. “ Anybody °d think you were
the captain of the Anna Belle—or the
owner.”

“I'm the captain and we’ll stand by.”
said a voice at McCall’s elbow, and he
turned to face his captain.

The captain was not afraid for his job.
There were other jobs. He was ready to
obey the unwritten laws of the sea.

McCall stared at him and he looked the
little man in the cves. McCall's glance

" Something
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wavered away and he turned to the rail and
hung over it sulkily.

He saw that the Livingston was slacken-
ing her speed and he felt the Anna Belle
slacken hers a moment later. DPresently the
two hoats were stopped side by side.

At once a cry that the Livingston was
sinking went up from the passengers. Mc-
Call stared and saw that the Livingston
was shivering in the water like some weund-
ed living thing. Her tremors sent little
ripples away from her sides.

The shudder of horror that went through
the passengers communicated itself to Me-
Call. Therc was little of pity in him, but
there was a great capacity for fear. He
had enough imagination to place himself
in the position of those on the other boat.

He ran aft of the right-hand wheel, where
a hoat was being lowered. He saw that
Bassett and two deckhands were in the boat.
In the bottom of the boat there was a coil
of thin rope, attached to a heavy line on the
Anna Belle's deck.

The deckhands rowed to the Livingston,
Bassett, uncoiling the rope as the small hoat
moved away from the Anna Belle. Under
the rail of the Livingston the engineer
tossed the end of the rope aboard her. The
heavier line was then drawn from the Amna
Belle.

McCall supposed that Bassett would row
back to his own boat to take charge of the
engine-room in whatever maneuvers were
necessary. Instead, Bassett clambered up
the line as soon as it was made fast on
board the Livingston.

“ What the devil is he doing?™ McCall
asked the captain, who had rejoined him.

“ He acts peculiar,” the captain said.

They saw Bassett make his way among
the passengers. who were beginning to show
signs of nervousness, The engineer’s eyes
seemed to be roving from face to face.
Twice he spoke to a member of the crew,
but the only answer he received was a nega-
tive shake of the head. Then he disap-
peared into the cabin.

Now the captain of the Livingston came
to the rail and, making a megaphone of his
hands, shouted to the captain of the Anna
Belle:

“ Stand by. We're going to sink. The
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water is pouring in so fast we can't do any-
thing with ijt.”

The captain ran below. For a time there
was breathlessness and bustle and confusion
on board both ships. McGCall saw' that panic
was beginning to rule the passengers on
the other beat. This, he also perceived,
was justificd, for the Livingston was begin-
ning to settle by the head. By the time
the Anna Belle came round to move up to
ner she had dropped down a foot with a
queer, trembling, lurching motion.

Then McCall saw a stir among the pas-
sengers.  Somebody was moving in the
press, thrusting aside those who were in his
way. Mc(Call discerned the head and shoul-
ders of Bassett. Those nearest the rail fell
away from it before his urgency. Presently
he was at the rail and the golden-haired
airl who had spoken to him cn the dock was
in his arms, held close up to his breast.

He put the girl on her feet, but he still
embraced her with his left arm. She seemed
to McCall to be trying to free herself and
in her actions there was every indication
of anger.

“What in hell is he arguing with that
spiifire for when we need him here?” Mc-
(all asked herself.

Bassett had leaned over the rail and
stouted to the men in the small boat. One

of the deckhands held up his arms and Bas-
sett suddenly swept the girl off her feet, lift-
ed her over the rail, and handed her down
to the man below. The man tock her in his
arms and depozited her in the stern of the
noat. Bassett leaped nimbly down.

As the small boat was rowed back to the
Anna Bell, McCall ran dovwn to the lower
deck. The boat came alongside and Bas-
sett lifted the girl and passed her through
ihe forward gangway. He followed her.

“I'm sorry,” he said to her, © but that

t was no place for you.”
e stood lecking at him for a moment
and then she tuwrned away from him. Mc-
Call saw that her dark eyes were ‘lighted
with scorn. Bassett watched her for a mo-
ment and then he, too, turned away. She
went to the upper deck and MecCall fol-
lewed, He was interested. Perhaps the girl
ceuld explain why Bassett was acting like
2 freak.
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He approached the gir! when he found
her and lified his hat.

* You’re Hardy's giri, aren’t you?
asked. “ I know your father well.”

‘You're McCall.” she said. * 1 hope
some day vou lose this oat and every other
boat you own.”

Then she turned her bact on him.

“I'm damned if 1 seem to get anything
but insults aboard my own steamboat!”
McCall said to himself.

He walked away in disgust and confront-
ed Bassett. The Anna Belle was now al-
most alongside the Livingston and the line
which Bassett had carried had been hauied
in and made fast amidships. Two other
lines were cast on board, fore and alft.
These operations seemed to engross Bassett.
He did not look at McCall.

Now gangplanks were run from the Anna
Belle to the Livingston and the passengers
began to crowd on hoard the former. The
crews of both boats lined up to keep the
frightened passengers in order. The Living-
ston was still dipping down with that queer,
lurching movement. Bassett, seasoned sailor
that he was, knew that at any moment the
boat might bury her nose and dive down.
He knelt and took off his shoes and then
stripped down to his trouscrs and under-
<hirt.

rle stood erect, lean and tall and strong,
bronzed face heid high on bronzed neck.
He stemed to be waiting for something.
As he stocd there, the girl turned her head.
She stared at him, hut her eyes were fixed
on the other beat.

Twenty minutes passad.  All the passen-
aers had been remcved from the Livingston.
Only the crew remained. The cap' ain and
another man stood 2t the rail while the crew
passed over. Then those two started to fol-
low.

At that mement the Livingston shook her
nose and buried it a foct in the water. She
wallowed and then she started to slide cver
on her side. The rail where the two men
stood was lifted high in the air. The men
clung to it. The gangplanks slipped from
the decks of both boats and dropped into
the water

“ Cut away!” the Anna Belle’s captain
yelled. ** Cut away!

* he

K3l
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Sailors cut the lines that held the two
boats together, The Anna Belle immediate-
1y moved away from the Livingston.

On buard the Anna Belle a man in under-
shirt and trousers plunged through the
crowd as a football-player plungers. He
gripped the rail and leaned over it, his eyes
on the Livingston.

It had seemed in thai moment as if the
Livingston must drop swiftly to the botom,
but as her head settled still further she
rolled back and came to an even keel. Now
her head was nearly submerged and her
stern was lifted out of the water. Her end
could be but a matter of moments.

The two men who had been left on her
appeared at the rail, leaped to it, and then
sprang far out into the water. Simultane-
ously Bassett sprang. The two men had
stripped down in the little time they had
and the younger struck out at once for the
Anna Bellee. He seemed to be a strong,
sure swimmer. The other floundered. If
he remained where he was when the Living-
ston took her final plunge he would be
sucked under.

Bassett struck out for the man while five
hundred pairs of eyes on the Anna Belle
watched him, He came to the man floun-
dering under the dipping rail of the Living-
ston, got under him, lifted him to his chest,
and started back.

The Livingston’s head began to bob as
the water swept into her with greater
volume through ever widening seams. Then
for just an instant all motion in her seemed
to cease. Gradually and then faster her
head dropped down after that moment of
rest. Her head disappeared, the water
washed her amidships, her stern was lifted,
and with a last plunge che disappeared en-
tirely.

“ My God, they're gone! ™ breathed Mc-
Call, the drama having pricked even his
veneer of selfishness.

But they were not gone. There was a
dark blur in the wash which the plunging
vessel had made and then Bassett flung
his face up to the air. He breathed deeply
and dragged his burden up to the air also.

When a boat had been lowered and they
had been taken on board, the man whom
Bassett had saved was unconscicus. Bas-
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sett, water running from him in little rivers,
stood staring about him. There was a
look of expectancy in his eves. The cap-
tain came toward him, but he looked be-
yvond that officer,

Then the look of expectancy was replaced
by one of eager certainty. The golden-
haired girl, followed by McCall. was com-
ing down the stairs from the upper deck.

At the foot of the stairs the girl hesi-
tated a moment, searching Bassett's face.
He smiled.

“Sam!” she said, and she ran to him
and put her arms about his neck, drenched
as he was,

McCall stood staring.
and curious,

His curiosity led him to seek out Bassett
in the engine-room a little later.

“I own this boat, you know,” McCall
insinuated. “ Would I be likely to get into
a row with you if I asked you a question
or two?”

‘ Anybody would have a hard time get-
ting into a row with me now,” Bassett said.
“I know what you want. You want to
know why I been acting so peculiar. It
was this way: You know Briggs, the owner
of the Livingston, don’t you? You know
Hardy, whom I just pulled out of the water,
You know, too, that not many steamboats
have passed the Livingston in times gone by,
Well, old Briggs wouldn’t get it into his
head that the Anna Belle could and would
beat his boat.

“ He’s peppery and stubborn. So he went
to Hardy and told him that he mustnt
let the Anna Belle win that race if he
wanted to keep his job. Hardy knew his
job was as good as gone. He told his daugh-
ter so. We've been engaged to be married
for some time. She came to me and asked
me not to win the race. Her father couldn’t
afford to lose his job. I told her I'd have
to do the best I could. You saw how chilly
she was on the dock this morning. That’s
all.”

“All?”" McCall cried. “ 1T guess it isn't
all. You told her you'd have to do your
best and then you lay back so that Hardy
could keep ahead of us. You saw yourself
losing your girl and you betrayed me.”

“ My, but your thick-headed,” Bassett

He was puzzled
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grinnect. ** Man, T jaid back because I knew
sumething would happen to the Livingston-
if they didn't ease the strain on her. Why,
that was putting my girl in danger! Do
vou think I was going to run a chance of
To:*n" her altogether?”

*Oh'" said McCall.

He stood staring at his engineer. Bassett
turned briskly to the fireman.
* More wood, boys!” he said. “ Fire her

up. Give her air and lots of it. We'll show
Mr. McCall some speed now.”

The men piled in wood after stirring the
fire. The heat grew., The furmace doors
legan to glow dully. McCall fidgeted.

** Bassett,”” he said, * if you fire up like
that, you'll put vour giri in as much danger
as she was before.”

“ Danger?” said Basseit. “ Not while
I'm around to take care of her.”

McCall fidgeted some more.

** Bassett,” he said, “ were not racing

U U
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now. No use to get up any more speed
than necessary to make good time.”

Bassett pointed an accusing forefinger at
him.

“Tell the truth,” he said, “you've got
vour belly full of racing. You can still see
the Livingston plunging down.”

* Well, the Anna Bellc is a new boat and

costly,” McCall argued.

“ More wood, boyvs'" Basset ordered.
“ Give her air!”

* Bassett!” McCall screamed. * Ease

her off. T don’t know how much strain she’ll
stand. She’s a new boat. I don’t want to
lose her!”

Bassett laughed.

* Here, you,” he said to the fireman who
had formerly volunteered to take his place,
“ you’re such a damn good engineer, stand
by for a while. I've got to go lookin’ for
a certain party to see how her and her dad
are gettin’ along.”

U

THE SHIPS

BY EDNA VALENTINE TRAPNELL

NCE we manned great galleons—saw

them sail away---

Watched their topsails filling far across the bay,

\\’atched them from the shore-wall,
Until cur galleons faded far into the night.

watched them from the heignt,

“1 bt success seemed sure to us as we watched them sail away;

Fame and gold flung their lure to Gs o’'er the rainbow-tinted spray;
Other Shlps might be lost at sea, wrecked on the coast of Barbary,
Sunk or shattered—small care ha,d we—ours would come Lack one day.

Weary days we watched for them, but they never came:
Davm hehind the shore-wall sank the sun like flame.

Up against the shore-wall bits of wreckage beat,
Brought to us by wind and wave--tidings of our fleet.

Then for a while hope died to us. for a while despair held sway,
Until faith rese again for a guide to us and held us on cur way.
The ships we watched from the old shore-wall were gay with tlags in their topsails tall;

Now we

are building them gray and small—mere cargo-hoats are they.

And up the shallow channels where the small craft go
We watch our little cargo-boats plving to and fro—

We, who sailed great galleons out across the foam:

Ah, but we are happy when our little boats come home!
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE ACOLYTL.

EFORE our departure from Daris,
Judith had occupied herself with con-
ferences with her bankers and law-

yers. She didn't tell me what she was
doing with them, but I think she was get-
ting all her possessions into the form of
cash. Among other things, she disposed of
her wardrobe, which, if not quite so
abundant as Sara’s, was costly and magnifi-
cent enough for a princess.

“ Are you going about in a swimming-
suit again?” I asked her. =~

“1 may take the veil!” was her reply.

Drake had once spoken of her ‘ burn-
ing her bridges.” She seemed, at all events,
to be separating herself from all former
connections, with no visible symptoms of
resuming them. But what of the cash to
her credit?- There must be millions of dol-
lars of it. With it, she could buy every-
thing back again.

Finally, she sold the house in the Fau-
bourg, and she presented the “ Dejanira ™
and the ““ Salammbo 7’ to one of the Paris
picture-galleries. 1'm not enormously rich,
but T would have been willing to pay her a
reasonable price for them: but she smil-
ingly shook her head.

“ All that is over and done with, aunty,”
she said. “ Now, we begin!”™

And, as T have related, she smashed the
Rodin.

She traveled to Geneva with one trunk.

.For my own part, I made no particular

alterations in my equipment, though of
course T didn’t prepare myself for fashion-
able social functions. Upon the whole, we
made the trip in very modest style, and
our apartment was adapted to two maiden
ladies of quiet habits and moderate means.

After unpacking, and adjusting the furni-
ture to suit us, 1 had gone forth to my un-
expected encounter with Lyof Rudol; Ju-
dith had declined to accompany me. Upon
my return, after the interview, I found her
seated before the mirror in her bedroom.

“ Prinking, after all!” I said to muyself.
But in the middle of the room I stopped
in astonishment.

She had a pair of shears in her hand;
heaps of coiled gold lay about her on the
floor. She had been cutting off her hair!
The outrage had not been very neatly ac-
complished, but she had reduced her incom-
parable banner of beauty to about the
length of a schoolboy’s crop. This act more
impressed me than all her other excesses.
I had never seen such another splendor of
hair as hers, and now, there she sat, with a
burnished bronze fledge that didn't cover
her ears! Those heavy, glittering serpents
of fascination were gone forever.

I notice that some of our contemporary
females have adopted a coquettish coiffure
——Ganymede locks clustering over the fore-
head and at the nape; but there was no
insidious intention in Judith’s performance.
She had disarmed herself of one of woman’s
most potent weapons.

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for May 1.
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It was true that the contours of her head,
thus revealed, were symmetrical and beau-
tiful—the high-arched crown and the depth
in front of the ears were noble, and the
setting of the neck on the shoulders had in-
alienable dignity. But nothing could com-
pensate for the sacrifice of those red-gold
coils. It was profanation!

I had been stricken motionless for a mo-
ment; then I walked up to her.

* You might now try shaving your eye-
brows,” I said bitterly. “ And why not
have your front teeth drawn out? You
have still some traces of decent comeliness
left, and Rudol is not yet so good-looking
as you!”

She glanced round at me with a smile, and
then contemplated her reflection in the glass.
She sighed contentedly. )

“ Judith, it was a mistake!” 1 said,
“ never so much as now did you need your

full armor. Crimes are excusable; but fol-
lies are fatal. We may as well go back to
Paris.”

“ Aunty,” she said, © from now, I'd like
you to call me Sara—not Judith.”

‘“ Sara had faults, but she would never
have done what you have!”

She answered: ‘“ If what can’t be seen of
me isn’t enough to conquer witly, victory
would be defeat. And unless Lycf Rudol
has eyes to see Judith through Sara, he
isn’t the man I want. He and I are not
going to fence with buttons on our feils!”

“ But you want to be yourself don’t you
—not somebody else. You might as well
put on a pair of overalls, and call vourself
Sam Hill!”

“You are jesting,” she said, " but I'm
serious. Can I see him to-day?”

“You have till to-morrow to continue
your preparations.” And I told her of my
talk with Rudol. Her face became very
grave as she listened. And as T looked at
her T recognized a strength and resolute
energy in her aspect that hadn’t been so
obvious before—an older, more concentrated
look—a beauty, I might say, of a more
masculine order. Her head and profile
might have been those of the young
Achilles, or of Alexander in his apogee. Not
all beauty is skin-deep.

In stripping herself of external graces she
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may have been under an impulse like that
which, in her childhood, prompted her to
divest herself of her clothing. Her motive
in wishing to be called Sara was more ob-
scure. It must have been subjective; to
Rudol it would, of course, make no differ-
ence. 1 acquiesced in the whim; but in this
narrative I shall continue to speak of her
(for the present) as Judith.

“ So he expects me!” was her only com-
ment upon my story. And she drew in a
long breath, During the next four and
twenty hours she was sparing of speech.
Toward the hour appointed she dressed her-
self in a plain frock of rough material such
as might have been worn by a peasant
woman. She knotted round her head a blue
bandanna handkerchief. Her skirt cleared
her ankles by several inches, and she im-
bedded her feet in a pair of heavv. low
shoes.

There was a flavor of the histrionic in all
this, but it might be regarded as in keeping
with her idea of reducing herself to the
simplest terms. With a blue apron, and
sleeves rolled up to her elbows, she strode
forth beside me with a manner of imper-
turbable gravity.

Rudol’s abode was a ground-floor apart-
ment in a narrow-fronted building in the
middle of a shabby block. The front room
was his shop and work-room; this opened
through a dark passage on the right into the
kitchen, and beyond that was the bedroom.
The kitchen was also used as sitting and
dining-room. In the passage, on the left,
was a closet with a piece of carpet hanging
by way of door, and a similar contrivance
at the end of the passage veiled the entrance
into the kitchen. These details must he
borne in mind.

On warm evenings it was Rudol’s habit
to sit outside the street door in a rude chair,
which I fancy may have been his own
handiwork. Here he would smoke his little
black pipe, and exchange greetings with
passersby, or enter into talk with them.
Everybody in the quarter knew him. and
smiled when they saw him, as one smiles at
a welcome object, or at a pleasant happen-
ing. But no one treated him with cere-
mony; I won’t say he didn’t command re-
spect, but the terms of intercourse on which
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he stood with the people were familiar and
informal.

He was * little brother ” with them all,
the diminutive being affectionate, not de-
scriptive, for he was tall and heny. DBut
there was love in his looks and tones, and
in his decds, too, for all who came in con-
tact with him. In that dark and crooked
street, with nothing beautiful to invite the
eye, there seemed to be always, around
Rudo!, a pool of warm human sunshine,
and objects dingy and commoenplace derived
charm from it, and the faces of his inter-
locutors were softened and brightened.

He was a sort of beneficent magician;
for how was he able to do so much good
without money? He knew the private af-
fairs of hundreds of families and individuals,
and by personal interventions and negoti-
ations would ameliorate them in ways seem-
ingly magical. Some ruthless landlord
would unexpectedly relent; some domineer-
ing official would turn kind and consider-
ate: some calamitous rake of poverty would
be shown a way to avert starvation without
stealing; some hopeless woman would find
hope; some sick child, crooned over in his
arms, would get well.

Rudol wouldn't wait to be asked; he had
the faculty of appearing when wanted. In
the pocket of his gray Russian blouse there
was the ball of yarn that the mother need-
ed to finish the sock, the foot-rule to replace
the one the carpenter had lost, the rubber
rattle for the teething baby; and the pair
¢f trousers that the young fellow required
to make a decent appearance when asking
for a job--why, there it was, hanging over
Rudol's arm!  Man and wife bad quarrcled,
and the man was angrily pacl:ing his belong-
ings in a sack and going to leave her: be-
hold, Rude), with his kind face and his gen-
tle, tender words, and presently the pair
weve crying in each other’s arms. Or if
the delicateseen dealer in the next block
were in perplexity on the questicn of en-
larging the business, Rudo! Lappencd in,
and the advice he gave solved the whcle
riadle.

I have accompanied Rudol sceves of
times on his rounds, and have been amused
and amazed at his skill and felicity in
bandiing such matters. All was dore in a

1
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way so artless and spontaneous, as an af-
fectionate and thoughtful member of a fam-
ily might serve his kindred. That he was
also in touch with affairs far larger and
more far-reaching than these, and that, in a
certain degree, I had been privileged to co-
operate in them, I have already hinted, but
I'don’t feel at liberty to discuss them here,
and I doubt if they were as near his heart as
were these homely transactions.

In truth, of my own personal knowledge,
I know little more of Rudol than what I
have stated, but I believe that there is in
the world no society so august that he
might not have claimed a place among its
leaders. Have you ever heard of a group
of persons, few in numbers, scattered over
the earth, to whom a name is sometimes
ascribed which, in English, might be called
“The Living”? Then you know nearly as
much of Rudol as I do.

He was seated in his chair as we came
to his door, and he got up and took our
hands with a pleased, welcoming gesture.

“1It is good for me that you came,” he
said to Judith, animatedly. ¢ I had had a-
feeling—how can I tell it—like the feeling
we have in spring that we are to see a
new heaven and earth—that we are to set
forth on a wonderful journey! But vester-
day Miss Klemm told me there was to be a
new friend: and since then I have felt as we
do when we are coming to our journey's end,
and the new earth and heaven are around
us!

** That is the most wonderful journev—to
another person! Orion and the DTleiades
are not so far, and our own hearts are not
so near. But I said you should have sup-
per, not talk; come, then—-the kettle is on
the hob inside, and the bread and cheese
shall become nectar and ambrosia in our
mouths, as when the gods sat at table with
Baucis and Philemon!”

In society, we flatteringly entreat one
another, with a view to our own vanity and
aggrandizement, and call it hospitality.
But that lovely old fable of Baucis and
Philemon-—the two poor peasants welcoming
the disguised gods so sincerely that the
earthenwdre and the crusts and the milk in
the pitcher became a banquet fit for Olym-
pus-—therc is the authentjc miracie! Angels
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wail upon the table, and for the time being
love renders the banqueters themselves al-
most angelic.

Bread and cheese, and the old Russian
samovar with its inexhaustible tea! Three
apples had been added for dessert—or were
they the golden fruit of the Hesperides!
The chipped and cracked cups and plates
were priceless porcelain; the table-cloth,
improvised from a couple of rough towels,
was embroidered damask. The breaking
of the loaf was a joyous symbolic rite: and
the good-will that went to the cutting of the
cheese invested our host with royal grace—
the royalty that rules by serving. Rudol, I
think, had ceased to be conscious that he
existed as anything but an ardent energy
to minister to his guests.

Judith sat with eves mostly downcast, a
timid and humble acolyte, speaking, if at
all, in low-voiced monosyllables. She
seemed modestly to shrink from observation,
as one admitted beyond her hopes or merits
to princely favor. Was this attitude a
mask, or genuine?

Rudol, whom homage, tacit or open,
would have distressed and disconcerted, had
no misgivings. Not that he was deceived
by her costume; her face, manner and tone
must have discounted that for one of his
penetration; but he had no small curiosities,
and I fancy he accepted her as a great
lady who adopted this method of indicating
her weariness of the shows of things. He
treated her with a delicate but frank,
brotherly deference.

He was in a festive humor, with a touch
of playfulness in it, and, as always, a fra-
grance of good and truth flowed out from
him, wooing forth whatever was good and
true in his company. But his behavior
would have been the same in the society of
avowed criminals: because, I take it, he
recognized only good and truth in human
beings, and regarded their evil as transient
and accidental.

But I had always felt, and 1 feel now,
that this brimming love of his was not in-
fluenced by person or sex. Though no lover
of Judith’s or of mine would have more
gladly sacrificed himself for our sake than,
upon due cause, would Rudol, yet no lover’s
impulse would have been involved in it.
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His love, in other words, was given to
what of the Creator was or might become
manifest in the creature: whatever apart
from that might belong to the creature, he
ignored.

Nevertheless. being himself a creature
and finite, I won’t undertake to affirm that,
be his principle what it might, he was al-
ways able to act up to it: the secret mag-
netism, drawing or repelling, that is inter-
woven with the mystical gift of personality
and of sex—my mind refuses to believe
that Rudol could have been invariably and
wholly free from it. Yet I doubt not that
he would never allow it to sway him from
the highest and noblest path his feet could
follow.

Meanwhiie, 1 observed this first contact
of the sphere of Judith with his with the
liveliest interest. It shed a strange light
upon our simple little supper table.

He and I gossiped and laughed like chil-
dren—such was his delightful contagion.
Judith’s reticence was outward only; the
soft changes of expression in her eyes and
lips were as eloquent as speech would have
been of her sympathetic participation in our
intercourse.

Now and then I saw her bend upon
him, under her nunlike lids, a glance of
poignant intensity.

At last I happened to speak of the diffi-
culty which the caste system in India op-
posed to the British administration, espe-
cially in the handling of the buhonic plague.
Judith looked up.

“Is there much sickness among the poor
of this city?” she asked.

“Only as among the city poor every-

- where,” he replied.

*“ Why does India have to be overtaken
by pestilences that Europe seldom knows?"
she asked again.

I expected him to mention neglect of
hygiene, lack of temperamental resistance,
Oriental fatalism, and the like: but what he
said was:

“ We need not fear pestilences that Kkill
only our bodies.”

“ But the wicked, as well as the good,
die at last.”

“You and I are not speaking of the
same death,” was his reply.
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The Preginant and unlooked-for dialogue
stopped there. Judith lowered her lids once
more.  There was a few moments’ silence,
as if a spirit had passed before our faces.

“ Now I will move our chairs out in the
air.” said Rudol, with his [ormer cheerful-
ness. * The hest of cur evening is to come.”

But Judith, in the matter-of-ccurse man-
ner of a well-trained domestic servant,
gathered together the remains of our supper
and carried them to the sink. “ Go out,
you two,” said she, “and let me do my
work.”

“ But veu are my guest!” he remon-
strated.

“Then 1 may do as I like!™ she re-
turned, laughingly pushing him toward the
door. ** If you forbid me, I can never come
here again.”

This was the first time I had seen or
imagined her performing household chores;
but she betrayed no unhandiness. Rudol,
however, after a look of comical perturba-
tion at me, exclaimed: “ But I too, in my
own house, must not be forbidden! Come,
we shall be housemaid and butler! And
Mizs Klemm shall be housekeeper. to over-
see us and keep us busy! All will be soon
done, and then we will be fine folks once
again'”

Judith acquiesced in this compromise,
and we all three fell to woik, and washed
up and dried and stored away witn laughter
and frolic, Judith’s dark eyes gleaming
under the hronze floss that peeped out be-
neath the edge of her headkerchief. It
was a free and bappyv ha!f hour, and a
spirit of comradeship sparkied through it
Jike wine.

But Judith, in the midst of her
gaicty, never abated the reverential attitude
that she had adonted from the first—the
king might unbend, but the subject must
not presume’ She even avoided letting her
fingers touch his; perhaps the bodily re-
straint micht give more liberty to the
spirit.

But [ was conscious of forces at work
which I couldn’t fathem.

When the work was finished, Rudol swas
for continuing our festival as © fine folks.”
but her timidity, or reserve, seemed to re-

o

turn, and she would not stay.
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“ This is only our beginning, remem-
ber!” said Rudol, bidding us farewell.

I said to myself, “ What will be the
ead?”

CHAPTER XXV,
PESTILENCE.

“ OW do yow like him?” I asked her,
as we walked home together.
Ve had walked nearly half a
block before she answered, “ He’s what I
needed! ™

* What shali vou do next?” continued I;
but she only shook her head.

That domestic scene had appeared so
natural and genial that 1 had thought the
whole thing might end in an ordinary, happy
romance, and that Judith’s gigantesque de-
signs would come down from their ambi-
tious heights to encamp in the fertile
meadows and beside the gentle stream of
matrimony. With her hand heartily in his,
Rudol might accomplish for human good
more than he could alone. Her spectacu-
lar conduct until she met him might be due
to a sort of mental aberration caused hy the
circumstances of her origin; having found
her true mate, she might also find her true
self. She was a woman after all, and I
fancied I knew something of my sex.

But” was Rudol, at this stage of his ca-
reer, capable of taking any woman to be his
wife>  The question apprised me how
slight my understanding of Rudo! was. I
knew much about him, but of him, very
lititle!  An enthusiast, a fanatic—and he
was something of that order perhaps—
might so far have separaied himsclf, at
Rudoi’s age, from the common relationships
of human life, as really to have forfeited
the mating instinct.

Yet there might still be a chance of his
redemption: and from this point of view it
struck me that Judith's unheralded plunge
into his domestic affairs had deep wisdom in
it. After she had, as an acolvte, proved her
practical value to him, she could make
good her footing on a more enduring basis.

The events of the few days following
seemec to warrant this notion.

After dressing the next morning I crossed
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the hall that separated our apartments: her
rooms were vacant, and a note on her pin-
cushion informed me that she wouldn’t re-
turn till evening. Of course I knew where
she must have gone, but I was piqued that
she hadn’t told me of her intention. She
came back after dark, her eyes glowing, her
frock soiled, her hands chafed and scarred.
“ You'’re still not disappointed in him?” I
inquired.

She had begun taking off her dress, and
she looked around at me over her white
shoulder.

“I'm his servant!” she announced.

I was still a little out of temper.

“ Do you find his yoke easy, and his bur-
den light?™

“I was with him at sunrise,” she said.
“I got his breakfast, and swept out the
shop, and cleaned the stove, and made his
bed, and oiled his sewing-machine, and 1
cut out a suit of clothes ready for him to
make up. While he sat sewing. T went out
and marketed for him, and cooked his din-
ner, and waited on him—but T wouldn't eat
with him.

“ Then,I found his old pipe and filled it
and made him sit out in front and smoke.
Afterward, we took the clothes to the man
they’d been made for; and then we visited
several persons who were sick or needed
help, in narrow, crooked streets, in cellars
and attics. On the way back to his place
we talked of his tailoring business.”

“T recall a period when clothes and their
making didn’t interest you. Had your ideas
prevailed, Rudol would have had to choose
another trade!”

“ Nakedness is the garment God made
for us, but we polluted it. It is a merciful
work to make veils for that pollution!”

“ You've caught the drift of his philos-
ophy quickly!”

“It’s as simple as nature!”

“Yes, I know—nature is a kingdom of
service, and man the only rebel. Be good
to your neighbor and forget yourself, and
everybody will be happy. So say Confu-
cius, Buddha, Christ, Rudol and others;
but the old nursery rhyme tells the truth—
‘I know the right, and 1 approve it, too;
I know the wrong—and yet the wrong
pursue!’
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“ We drive our brain and heart tandem,
and brain, the leader, is always luring off
poor old plodding heart out of the straight
path, and the universe is strewn with
wrecked wagons. But you can never make
the Rudol sort of people see it; like the
young Zoroaster, they’re for tearing down
our tiresome old sky, and building a new
one. But, my dear girl, veiling pollution
doesn't purge it, and what is the use> I
shall spend my income and live in comfort
all my life, and <o will you, after vou've
tired of the novelty of losing your heart to
a transcendental Russian tailor!™

My exhortation didn’t seem to aanoy
Judith, who sat at her dressing-table, rub-
bing one hand thoughtfully over her bronze
fledge. But at my last words she looked
up.
“ Remember that it’s Sara is in love with
Rudol—not Judith!” she said.

That startled me unpleasantly.
te my irony.

‘““ Are you sure there’s no jealousy be-
tween the two ladies?” I asked.

She smiled. “ Judith knows that she
can reach him only through Sara!™

My lips turned dry. * Would you strike
the man you love because vou hate him?”

“I find his flesh sweeter than honey in
the honeycomb; but his soul is bitter!” was
her answer.

“ Damn your paradoxes!” I exclaimed.

She yawned. “ Yes, they are damnable.
Good night!™

However, these were words merely— Ju-
dith had a tongue! Acts are usually safer
guides. She was off to him again at dawn
the next day, and came back only at bed-
time; she meant to hold her position as Ru-
dol’s housemaid, apparently. T was left to
my own devices, and I had a hundred minds
to leave Geneva, but none of them pre-
vailed over my disposition to remain. The
culmination of the whole drama must come
soon, and I must see it!

Days went by during which I exchanged
hardly a score of words with Judith, and
didn’t visit Rudol at all. T had a few old
cronies in town, however, and one of the
most conversable of them was a vendor of
antique beads and other small curiosities,
who lived in a tiny shop not far from the

T held
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bridge. She was a widow of fifty, and she
never, so far as I knew, ventured outside
her shop; and yet no one else was better
informed as to what was going on every-
where, or more prone to communicate it
to proper listeners.

Her name was Mme. Duval. She
spoke French, but in a way of her own--—-
like the lady in Chaucer “French of Paris
was to her unknown.” She was religiou
and dealt justly with her customers ac-
cording which was that hon-
esty in trade is the best policy when
everything else has failed.

But to me, who during the past ten vears
had paid her a minimum of one hundred
per cent more than they were worth for the
wares I purchased of her, she was truly
friendly and confidential, and I found her a
resource in these days. Her priest and
father-confessor, Pere Lamont, would some-
times sit in with us—a charming old man.

It was on the fifth evening after Judith’s
encounter with Rudol that the reverend
gentleman entered Mme. Duval's shop.
She and T wer2 sipping lemonade and smok-
ing cigarettes in the little patio at the rear,
which commandad a view cf the front part.
He greeted us with his customary urbanity,
but he seemed depressed; he sat down,
wiped his forchead, and sigbed. Madam
filled a glags for him. * Fait cheud!” she
murmu‘nd sympathetically

* It may be that,” said the pere, empty-

ing his glass in two swailows. * This
weather is assuredly unseascnable. There
is much trouble over there.” He indicated

the poor quarter of the town.
“You mean, pocr Hyppolite and his
family are still sick?” said madame, refill-

ing his glass. it is a queer sickness,
thet!”
“The doctors are p"zz‘ed' they <o not

remedy.  {encva is such a healthy
town, but this disezse has no precedent.
Hyppelite died this morning: two of the
chifdrein are very had: the poor wife is
distractad: what can <he do

“ Hyppciite dead!  ¢h, la-la!
s¢ robust a nan--like a ball!”

“ That is not all; six other families in
the same strect have been attacked; there
are others—many—in the same district;

find
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none who caiches the sickness has recov-
ered; most of them die on the second or
the third day. One would say, there is a
contagion—a veritable pestilence!

* Already the authorities are suppressing
the facts——a bad sign, mesdanzes! 1t creeps
from house to house, from street to street—
where will it end? Your lemonade is ex-
cellent, my daughter—no more, I entreat—
well, half a glass!”

“ The Virgin protect us!” said mademe

piously. ** But this quartier where it has
broken out—-is it not where the little
brother lives—you know, M. Rudol?

They say he is as an angel of beneficence—
that his very touch brings health and good
fortune! If he is there, perhaps the trouble
will be diminished!”

*“ Ah, Rudol! Ew verité, yes, he is a good
man; but, alas, he, too, is human! It has
happened, too, that he had visited Hyppo-
lite the day before he was seized with the
sickness: and most of the families which
have succumbed have been of those who
were the chief objects of his service and
help

* It happens so—that is all;- but these
poor people, being alarmed, you know
them-—they have ideas without reason!
Only an hour since that old Thérése—she
of the fruit-stall in the market—whispered
in my ear that it was perhaps he, Rudol,
through whom the pestilence was communi-
cated! 1 bade her be silent; but, en efet,
the poor man is not of the church; it is
most unfortunate’”

“Is Rude! working among the people
alone?” I asked at this juncture.

*Now that you mention it,” said the
good father, filling his pipe, “ 1 think I re-
member of heing told that, in the last [ew
days there has been a woman working with
him--a domestic apparently, but active and
intelligent-—hut I did not make inguiries.
In fact, in my duties during this period,
T have not chauced to sze Rudol: she might
be a sister, perhaps, or a nurse to zpply
remedies: hut T do not know

I made my adieux, and w ent straight to
Rudoi’s house. I‘he door was closed, no
one was within. On my way to my own
lodgings, 1 passed through the neighbor-
hood where the pestilence had appeared.
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Most of the population seemed to be in the
streets; in front of certain houses little
groups had gathered, agitated, whispering
together; now and then, these would be dis-
persed by gens d’armes.

The sky overhead was cloudy, the atmos-
phere warm and sluggish. Fear was abroad
—fear of the unknown; death, in itself,
does not cause fear of this kind. Should
it develop into panic. serious things might
happen.

When I reached my own place, I found
that Judith had not returned. I didn’t un-
dress, and did but doze intermittently all
night. At breakfast she was still absent.

I paced the rooms, or lay on the sofa, all
the forenoon; she dicd not come. The local
newspaper had a brief paragraph, mention-
ing that sickness, of an obscure nature, had
appeared in some parts of the town: that
the doctors had it undcr control, and the
authorities felt no anxicty. Evidently the
censor was at work!

“Unless I take myself in hand, 1 shall
worry myself sick,” 1 said to myself. 1
took off my clothes, bathed, and went to
bed. After a struggle, I succeeded in
emptying my brain of conscious thought; I
felt the great, cool currents of the imper-
sonal flowing steadily through my mind,
and I slept.

I awoke refreshed af evening. Before I
had finished dressing, Judith came quietly
in.

Her aspect shocked me, I had pictured
her to myself as having passed through the
valley of the shadow with Rudol. It was
not merely the harrowing and pathetic
scenes of death and anguish that she must
have witnessed; but she couldn’t have
escaped the thought that these were an in-
carnation of the destructive principle which
she had imagined herself to portend. She
had called herself the living spirit of evil
in mortal affairs that Rodin had so appal-
lingly portrayed in marble; and a saturnine
destiny had brought her face to face with
the reality itself of the plague!

Perhaps it was a punishment which she
merited, but the effect which it must have
wrought upon her, I had hardly dared ad-
mit to my thoughts; I feared it might have
withered and darkened her bevond recogni-
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tion. Moreover, the superstitious attitude
of the ignorant populace, which Pére La-
mont had suggested, might have broken out
in some overt demonstration; she might
have been compelled to face an infuriated
and panic-stricken mob, from which even
Rudol’s influence might have found diffi-
culty in saving her. She might be brought
home Dbeaten, broken. possibly worse than
that!

She walked in with an elastic step, erect
and tall, fresh, sweet and clear-eyed as a
nvmph of the prime. Smiles dimpled at the
corners of her mouth, as if she were a
child who had played truant, and knew she
deserved a scolding, but relied upon her
pretty wiles to avert it. Her attire was
somewhat defaced, but less so than that
of the average peasant that it had been
her humor to parody.

‘ Aunty dear, it has been wonderful'” she
exclaimed as she came toward me. © We’re
in the midst of it, but I just came back to
change my things. Teople are dying by
dozens, and it’s getting worse every hour!
Wherever I go-—whatever house I enter—
new cases develop! You’d think I scat-
tered it off my finger-tips and carried it on
my breath!

“1It’s the real plague of the Middle Ages,
my dear—nothing less! But the funniest
thing is that the people are getting suspi-
cious of Rudol! It never occurs to them
to think of me! Rudol! who has slaved for
them for twenty years—and is as near be-
ing Christ Himself as any man who has
lived since then. If anybody were to call
out ¢ Crucify him!’ I believe they’d do it!”

She made a movement to kiss me, but I
drew back. She laughed indulgently.

“ But why should you be annoyed with
me, dear? I've performed prodigies of un-
selfish humanity! The doctors themselves
are shy of touching the bodies, but I've
dressed a score of them for burial with my
own hands! I’'ve fed the babies, and driven
the hospital-wagon! Children cling to my
skirts; mothers call to me from the win-
dows—"

“Rudol!™ 1 interrupted her, fiercely:
“ what of him?”

“Well, it’s really ridiculous! Of course
he and T are always together—Satan and
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saint hand in hand—Satan undoing what
the saint does, and nchody suspecting it
less than the saint himself! Imagine the
poor innocent dispensing what he supposes
to be holy water to heal the affiicted, and
all the while it’s deadly poison from the
caldron of hell!

* My language may sound sensational,
but the situation is beyond belief! And it’s
a fact that the pestiicnce has broken out
only in those places that he and I have
visited! The inference is, that the more we
enlarze our radius, the farther it will
x“prﬂ'ac” Give us a week, and we can wipe
out the population of Geneva! The only
thing to prevent it would be that they’d
fix on him as the agenty, and murder him on
the spot!”

* Well --you are here!” said I.

“ Den’t be uneasy, dear, the virus seems
to work only when he and I are together.
1 necd his holiness to give an edge to my
deviltry!  It’s the combination that does
it; vou are in no danger!”

She walked hither and thither, opening
her trunk and getiing out a clean ireck,
setting the watcr running in the bath, un-
fastening her dress—-bubbling over a sort
of eager plezh ire, like a beauuful woman
preparing herself fo- her lover, proud, con-
fident, queenly! She was in her element at
last: her hour had come!

For a few minutes I watched her in «i-
lence.

The horrible repugnance first aroused by
her words and bearing subsided, and my
mind became cold and trenchant. It
seemed to me that I saw through }mr and
understood her to the marrow. TIer me,
henceforth, her spell was broken. ’i_‘ he
"lsm ur was gone: the a c.pm-,rmt enigzma of
her existence ceased to engzage me.  Her
monsireus conception of hersell and of her
mission en cam was a dolusion,

Theories of ¢iabolic olwessizn were out

(i[ date.  She was a madwoman., at this
nx mnt in the ecstasy of her madnesz. She
was not to hlame: what she was was the

inevitable consequence of what her fore-
wurners had beer, in propensity if not in
act.

Be that as it might, cne thing was cer-
tain—all intercourse between her and me
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had arrived at its term. It had severed
itself spontaneously, and could never be re-
newed. Realizing this, I became conscious
of an indescribable uplifting of the spirit,
freed at length from the fantastic fetters
that had so long confined it.

My duty was plain and urgent—to wam
and save Rudol. His danger was real;
whatever was best in me I owed to him;
time was precious.

*“I'm going out,” I said to her. ' 1 need
air--I've been indoors tco long. You will
probably be gone hefore I get back—so,
good-by!”

She was in the act of stepping into her
bath; she looked rcund, smiling archly.
How beautiful she was—-and how hideous!

*“You won’t find him, aunty!” she said,
with the quick cunning of the insane. ** And
if you did, you'd be too late. He's mine!”

CHAPTER XXVI.
* CRUCIFY HMIM!'”

WENT to my own rooms, threw over my

head a Jong black Spanish mantilla,

cressedd it over my breast and fastened
it benind my waist. My skirt being dark,
I was sufiiciently inconspicuous.

Once outdoors, I started mechanically for
the water-front, and hadscome in sight of
ihe lake before I realized where I was go-
ing. 3y brain was in a whirl, and T felt
faint. On the corner of the strect there was
a low stone post with a flat top. Isatonit.

The scene with Judith had cost me more
than I thought. I intended and bulieved
our pariing to be final. It had scemed easy
to say geod-by and to close the doer, and I
had felt strong for the moment; but there
was a gapiing wound in my spirii, through
which my ]z.c blood was flowing out. I
comprehended, now, that she had been for
many years the inmost comp.‘...un of my be-
ing, and this sudden wrench asunder was
like parting with life,

But Rudo! must be warned- -that thought
struggled back to me and helped me to
hold on to myself. He wag betravei!, and
nene but I could save him. It was unlikely,
however, that he would be in his own house
at this time. Where seek him, then?
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The night was very dark and the air
heavy. The street lights were wide apart
and flickered dimly. The place itsclf had an
unfamiliar aspect. Geneva is one of the
oldest cities in urope; hefore the Romans
came, it was already populcus and active.
It must be thronged with ghosis—thousands
of pecple long dead, amid the scenes of their
labors, triumphs, tragedics and crimes. But
there had been no crime like this!

Ii Judith’s purpose were carried out,
- there would have heen no other such trag-

edy. It was enough to open the graves!

She had won the confidence of a man
vhese life had been devoted to love, mercy
and self-denial, and was using him as her
insirument for devilish destruction! And
the mob's vengeance would be wreaked not
on her, but on him'

This had been the struggle for which she
had armed herself, and her victory seemed
imminent! Whether she were a devil in-
carnate or a madwoman, was beside the
question; the crisis was here, with me alone
to avert it; and 1 felt my weakness, for 1
was not guiltless—I had fed her pride and
her vanity. Whither to go and what to do
I knew not.

1 stood up and stared about dizzily. The
street was empty— No! Over yonder two
fisures were walking. They stalked sclemn-
ly, garmented in flowing black cloaks. They
passed into the shacow of the houses and
disappeared. Were they not the Bedouins
whom I had seen leaning on the bridge with
Rudol on that first evening here?

1 hastened after them, trying to recover
the strength of my legs. When I reached
the corner, I thought I had another glimpse
of them turning into the next strect. But
new there were other persons—and per-
haps the Bedouins were an hallucination.

I hurried on however: they had given me
a direction, and I now perceived that I was
going toward the stricken part of the city—
hallucination was my most trustworthy
guicie!  Somewhere amid that dark com-
plex of crooked lanes and alleys Rudol
_must be.

There came to my mind a sentence—God
is not mocked! It stood up like an immuta-
ble rock in a shifting quagmire. Many a
wicked enterprise, skilfully organized and
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resolutely pursued, had dashed itself against
that rock, and had been crumbled to dust.
Whether 1 were in the spirit or in the body
I hardly knew. I kept on.

There was a confused, pervading noise
from all sides, occasionally punctuated with
sharp cries or hoarse shouts. The crowd
became denser, and the people forged to
and fro aimlessly or gathered for moments
in excited groups. Sometimes there was a
rush in one direction of numbers; then they
lost their objective and scattered, or they
would be dispersed by the gens d’armes.

I could no longer follow any prede-
termined course, but was swept this way
and that in these currents and eddies. The
faces that passed me in the pale lamplight
had a strained, terrified look, and 1 caught
evil, savage mutterings; the people seemed
to be hunting for something, yet without
clearly knowing what it was, or where it
was to be found. I had the sensation of
being in a foul whirlpool, hurtled about,
driven, pulled, fearful of being submerged
and suffocated.

The dark, irregular fronts of the houses
glowered overhead, leaning toward each
other across the narrow ways, their un-
lighted windows like sightless eyes, or glow-
ing redly at intervals. My feet stumbled
on the rough pavements. Stale odors of
filth and poverty hung in the air. At times
1 thought that this had been going on for
thousands of years, that I was drifting in
the misery, squalor and malice of ages past.

The heavy clouds seemed to sag down as
low as to the chimney-tops; they were
heavy with the burden of the pestilence!
And here, forcing its way through the press,
preceded by police with sabres drawn, ap-
peared a fearful procession—flimsy struc-
tures like skeleton cots, borne on men’s
shoulders, fluttering with ragged draperies,
and carrying undefined, prostrate shapes—
victims stricken with the disease on the way
to the hospital, or corpses being hurried to
their graves. From one of these death-cots,
as it staggered past me, the coverings fell
off, and disclosed the naked, shriveled body
of a child, disfigured with black blotches.

Rudol—and Judith—where were they?

A piercing voice shot up out of the tur-
moiling mass—* Par ici—par ici!”
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The thing most to be dreaded-—a leader
of the mob—had arisen. The leadership
might be transient, but it would be passed
from one to another. Anvthing might
happen'

The mob. the individuals composing it.
impotent by reason of the press, but one
and all frenzied with the mad mob instinct,
surged round the corner of the street and
swept to the right, carrying me with it. My
feet, at moments, hardly touched the cob-
blestones of the pavement. To fall would
be death. I fought for my life.

TFrom above the doorway of a house fur-
ther along the street swung 2 lantern, the
flare from which was spilt out in wavering
rays upon the heads of the crowd below—
upon their dark hair and pallid, twisted
faces. I recognized that lantern. Many a
time had I idly watched it hanging on its
iron hook, or vibrating sluggishly in a draft
of air, as I sat with Rudol in his doorway
opposite.

Under that lantern the forward move-
ment of the mob was arrested —it had
reached its goal! Rudol! Rudol!

1 was helpless. 1 was holding my arms
with elbows bent against my sides, to pre-
vent my ribs being crushed in. I was pro-
jected to right, to left, forward, backward,
twice all but losing my perpendicular and
being hustled down beneath those brutal
feet. I struggled desperately; now I felt
against my shoulders the hard, flat surface
of a wall—the wall of the house of the
lantern.

Glancing up, 1 saw sticking out above me
the rusty end of an iron bar embedded be-
tween the stones. I made a grasp for it.
and caught it with one hand. then with
both. I drew myself upward by main
strength, as a damned soul might draw
itself up from the Pit.

Under my feet I felt an outjutting ledge
-—the frame of a basement window perhaps
—narrow, but enough. Here, then, I stood.
waist-high above the crowd. grasping the
bar, supported by the ledge. No one noticed
me. The faces were turned toward the
building opposite, the house of the savior of
the poor, Rudol. The voices screamed and
growled for murder.

A solid stone-porch over the doorway
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made a little shelter above the front of
Rudol’s house—a space where he had been
wont to sit in the evenings, to chat with
friends or to exchange greetings. Standing
in this space I saw two persons.

The mob raged and threatened, con(ront-
ing them, at a distance not further than the
reach of an arm: there was no visible bar-
rier; yet no one crossed the narrow space.

Rudol’s gray blouse was in tatters, on
his forehead was a bloody bruise, and his
left arm hung helpless. But on his homely
features was a look of pitying love and of
spiritual tranquillity, without fear. It con-
veyed the spirit of the words uttered from
the Cross-—* FFather, forgive them, for they
know rot what they do!™

The woman, Judith, beside him, was
dressed in white, and the lantern-rays
seemed to concentrate upon her, making her
radiant in contrast with the darkness. The
little wavy locks on her bared head were
red-gold flames. Her eyes beneath her
white brow sparkled black and triumphant.
Her bosom was lifted queenlike. She shone
dominant and victorious.

The dark huddle of shapes facing her,
embodiments of ignorance, misery and blind
hate, were body and soul at her mercy.
And she was merciless, beautiful, infernal,
sucking the milk of her life from the breasts
of death. No one dared invade her boun-
daries.

But there was in the bowels of the crowd
one man, the leader, a few hours since a
husband and a father. Nothing was left to
him now but the corrupting corpse of his
child, which he held gripped tight to his
breast. Shrieking with frenzy he fought his
way forward through the writhing mass,
Foam frothed over his mouth. Nothing
human could be more ghastly and terrible.
Snarling and biting like a hyena, he gained
at last the space before the threshold.

There, he shifted his burden to one arm:
in the other hand he carried some weapon.
Lurching forward, he aimed a blow, not at
Judith, but at Rudol.

But as his arm lifted, Judith struck it
aside. Tt crumpled, as if palsied, the knife
clattering on the threshold. He choked, his
body arched backward. and he fell. The
plague had smitten him. Those nearest him
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velled in horror and dashed themselves
against the human wall behind to escape.

I saw Judith point to the fallen wretch,
and I fancied that her clear cheeks curved
in 2 mocking smile. Rudol knelt down, and
with his uninjured arm tried to drag his
would-be murderer out of the trampling of
the crowd.

But now a new and shriller uprear arose
from the outskirts of the mob further down
the street, and from my perch I could see the
frorit rank of a squadron of men, mounted
and helmeted, striking with naked sabers.
They came forward at a quick trot, driving
hefore them or riding down the meb, swing-
ing those long, keen bhlades to right and
left, and not always heedful to strike with
the flat of the weapon. The steel helmets
elittered over the grim visages, the horses
plunged with iron hoofs, men and woinen
were borne down, bellowings of rage thinned
into screams of agony. The wecdged mass
of bodies was forced onward like the inter-
woven débris of a torrent.

Awful minutes passed like lingering ages,
swirling and roaring at my feet. Rank
after rank the squacdron thundered by,
striking, trampling, gaining speed as the
fugitives found openings for flight, till all
were swallowed up in the stifiing darkness.
Then came the heavy rumbling of wagons
10 gather up the broken or lifeless remnants
of the struggle—poor, inert fragments of
what so lately had been tense with furious
passions. Neck and crop, pell-mell, thev
were snatched up and hoisted into the heavy
vehicles.  An officer or two, riding leisurely,
trim and calm and soldierly, directed the
clearance.

These, too, passed. Order had been re-
stored, and the narrow street lay silent and
vacant, fetid, smelling to heaven.

I lookesl across the street. The perch of
Rudol’s house was now empty. The bodies
of the father and his child had been re-
moved in the tumbrels; hut where were
Rudol and Judith? T had lost sight of them
during the charge of the troopers. Had
they been swept away with them? Or had
they found refluge within?

Zn completely had the scene precccupied
me that all my bodily sensations had been
suspended; so that the return of physical
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consciousness was acutely painful, as nerves
and muscles were forced back to their func-
tions. I felt like one who has fainted on
the rack.

The strained posture in which I had kept
myself so leng relaxed with pangs. How
different, compared with the exhilarating
faticue incurred in my fight against the
storm and hurricane on the New England
ccast, was this harrowing exhaustion
wrought by the foul human outburst!

Before attempting the descent from the
ledge, I glanced down the street. My brain
was swarming with picturings of memory
that were like visions, and I was ill-qualified
to distinguish between realities and spec-
ters; but it seemed to me that I discerned
at a distance of some fifty paces, the two
figures, black robed and stately, that had
twice belore haunted my imagination. But
my eyes were blurred; and now, even as I
looked at them, they appeared to dissolve
into the shadow in which they stood, an
out of which my disordered fancy had prob-
ably conjured them—no, no one wis
there!

I unclasped my stiff fingers from the out-
jutting iron bar, and crouched down side-
wise, clinging with my right hand to the
irregularities of the wall. It was hardly a
four-foot drop from the ledge to the pave-
ment, but my knees couldn’t support my
weight, and I fell in a heap. I lay there
for some minutes, jarred and bruised.

But the thought of Rudol and Judith cut
like a knife through my inertia. He had
seemed all but helpless, she full of bright
strength.

Why had she warded off that biew?
What was she doing with him within
there?

In a sort of feverish panic I scramlhied
to my feet and reeled across the street. IFor
a few moments I clung to the stone pillars
supporting the hosd of the porch. Then I
put my hand on the latch cf the door.

It cpened before me, and 1 entered the
shop, which was unlighted; but a vertical
linc cf light appeared at the further end of
the litile passage hetween the shep and the
xitchen, in the doorway of which, as I have
explained, hung a piece. of carpeting in
liev of a docr.
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Stepping noiselessly as a thief, I crept
along the passage, till I felt on my left the
entrance of the closet. These two openings
adjoined each other at right angles, so that
by ensconcing myself in the closet T was
able, pushing the hanging carpet a little
aside, to peep into the kitchen.

Thus concealed, what was said in the
kitchen was audible to me, and I could get
partial glimpses of what was being done
there.

CHAPTER XXVIL
EXORCISM.

HE candle from which the light pro-
ceeded was just outside my range of
vision on the table, but half of the

latter was visible; and Rudol was seated in
a chair beside it, his back toward me.
Judith, facing me, stood in front of him.
and was binding up his left arm with a strip
of linen. The arm, in the region of the
elbow, was purple and swollen. He must
have received a violent blow upon it.

In order to operate, she had slit open his
blouse, baring the whole arm and the shoul-
der. The instrument with which she had
made the slit lay on the corner of the table.
It was Constantino’s poniard. I had not
seen the poniard since our coming to
Geneva. Had she taken it with her this
evening as a protection against possible vio-
lence? She hadn’t used it when she con-
fronted the mob; and the mere touch of
her unarmed hand had been enough, as it
had seemed, to strike Rudol’s assailant
dead, as if it had been a bolt of lightning!

The white cotton frock that she wore had
been somewhat rent and defaced in the
mélée. The front had dropped apart at the
throat, so that the pearly swell of her bosom
was disclosed as she bent over Rudol. By
my surmise he and she had been surrounded
by the mob at some distance from his house,
and had been jostled and mishandled: but
evidently Rudol, not Judith, had been the
object of attack. Perhaps she had saved
his life more than once during that terrible
passage. But why, if she desired his de-
struction? .

There were no signs of intending mis-
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chief in her now! Ier touches, as she min-
istered to him, were as tender, light, and
firm as those of a mother tending her hurt
infant. An earthenware basin with some
healing tincture in it stood at hand: she
dipped it up at intervals with a sponge and
gently applied it to the injury.

Her movements were soft and caressing.
Her face expressed a solicitude grave and
beautiful. There was no trace in it of the
mocking defiance with which, a few minutes
ago, she had flouted the mob. T could al-
most believe that that other had been but
a diabolic similitude of this devout, nunlike
being, whose soul breathed the perfume of
sweetness and mercy.

¢ Is the pain less now?" she asked, lifting
her dark eyes to his. Her voice was low,
and her tone was intimate, suggesting a re-
lation which, though reverential, was fa-
miliar and almost domestic.

They had spent five days together from
dawn to dusk, in close physical and mental
contact. They had visited and relieved
sick and destitute persons together. They
had seen and heard together the revelations
and the voices of naked poverty, had at-
tended wretched women in childbirth, in-
tervened between vice and its victims, fol-
lowed human life in its most exposed and
unreserved manifestations.

In former years I had passed months
working in hospitals with Topham Brent,
and I knew how such an experience may
attenuate the conventional barriers between
a man and a woman. One nature being
common to us all, we insensibly are subdued
to what we work in, like the dyer’s hand.
We relinquish toward each other the re-
serves which have ceased between us and
others. Our words are not guarded; and
words may unlock doors!

Rubbing shoulders with death, too, leads
toward negligence of minor things. After
all its victories and defeats, there lies the
mortal theater of the struggle, bereft of its
honor or its shame! Its shame and honor
were alike due to fortunate or untoward
constitution or accident, and the conflict,
the triumph and the remorse can have no
significance for the soul.

Let us take our pleasure and do our will
without fear. Shall immortality be held re-
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sponsible for time? Time is an illusion, and
immortality a guess! And when war or
pestilence strikes us down wholesale, faith
in even a Divine justice is weakened, and
we see only a blind power which makes no
discrimination beiween goed and evil.

Had Judith availed herself of these con-
ditions to dissolve the foundations of
Rudoi’s integrity? Still more might she be
aicied by the contrast that the inward and
private scene offered to the outward. In
the intervals of their labor she had brought
him home, and soothed him with sweet and
comforting offices and observances.

He had never known the gentie consola-
tions of 2 woman’s care: which wouid lapse
about his sterile shores like summer waves
about a lonely islend, undulzting, softly in-
sinuating, imperceptibly inundating the
ruzzed contours with their warm, transpar-
ent tide. Gentle feminine insistencies would
cradually mitigate the lonely severities of
the rock, and secret ardors cause it to bloom
with flowers. The subtle mysteries of sex
would transfigure the wastes of the solitary
spirit, and redeem its chilly ahstractions to
the tender personal thoughts and impulses
of the human creature.

These thoughts sirayed through me in
the short interval before Rudol speke. My
mind and emotions were much disturbed
curing the dialogue that followed. I tried
not to hear the words they spcke, not for
honor’s szke, but for my own. But they
were driven into me, though perhaps my
agitation distorted their purport.

Rudol stretched out his arm: the lean
muscles -played over the shoulder-blade.
Then he drew up the severed sleeve of his
Llouse.

“The hone isn't broken—you’ve becen
very skilful and kind. Now I can go back
1 the peopic—-they have no protecticn!”

She cried out: “No, no, no'” and
<lipped an arm round his body. “ Not to-
night, dear master! The streets are pa-
trolled and you'd be arrested. Come, you're
my patient, I'll put yvou to hed. That
weund on your forehead still bleeds! Let
me stay with you to-night, and I'Tl make
vou strong for to-morrow!”

He was very wezal:. She had got her
shoulder under his and was drawing him to-
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ward the bedroom. The urgency of her low
voice sounded irresistible — Lilith  siill
potent over Adam! I was on the point of
breaking in—-interrupting; but he turned;
and I saw his face and knew that his weak-
ness was physica! only. No, I had no li-
cense to meddle. The issue was between
these two!

He glanced down at her with the smile of
a father opposing the waywardness of a
child. But, oh, thcse dark, pleading eyes
of hers! She was putting forth her power.
I had felt it and remenbered its, strength.
Could anything masculine stand against it!

e patted her head playfully.

. " You shall stay here till I come back,
littleone,” he said indulgently. “ A woman
must be prudent. T shall get no harm;
whatiever strength I had was created by the
need of those poor folks, and they were
never in such need as now.”

The blouse had again fallen from his
shoulder. She laid her check against his
bare breast, and both her arms were round
him.

She was sobbing—I had never known
her to shed tears before—how could he es-
cape Deing kindied by the fire that burned
through her flesh into his! Her voice was
tremulous and indistinct, a hurried, passion-
ate monotone.

“ Don’t go-—don’t leave me—stay with
me, Lyof! You give love to werthless ani--
mals, greedy cnly for food and shelter---
just now they were howling to tear you to
pieces! Love me! Fecl how I worship
yvou! Lyof- -Lyof!”

{e was silent, taken by surprise. He
pushed her a liitle back from him, and
secarched her upturned face intently. I
thought there was tenderness in his look,
but still mere, compassion. The power of
beauty is incalculehie; but something awful
is late® in the power of a being absclved
from self.

* How could this come to pass, liitie
one?” he said at length.
* T've lived for you.
the world for you. When I heard your
nare, it beckoned me! A woman loves her
child- -and the more for the agony of giving
it birth. How could I not love the man my
soul foresaw? Open vour eyes and see me!

T was brought into
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Ii I'm Dbeautiful it’s Decause I was made
for you! , ‘

“ We're man and woman. Lyoi. God
divided man into male and female so they
might find each other again—turn their
loneliness into joy—bring heaven to earth
in one another! Don’t dare to despise me!™
she cried, lifting her head and gazing in hix
eves. ‘“Love makes me worthy even of
you! Don’t fear I'll prevent the good you
do—71 can make it a thousand times
greater!”

All this poured from her like a torrent,
and my knees shook under me as I listened.
It wasn’t her words, cogeat though they
were, but the woman resonant through
them, various, eager, sweet, compelling,
conveying the myriad magic of sex to sex.
Had I been Rudol, T must bave yielded.
even knowing what I knew! What was he
saying?

“ I have no claim to this—you misjudge
me. When I was young, God saw in me
things so foul that He drove me into the
wilderness, lest T corrupt others and destroy
myself. I was unfit for common inter-
course with my kind. So my devil was
benumbed, and hope given me—though no
good was in me, I might bring good to
others; but to seek it for myself would be
death — the death without resurrection!
No! Stand away! You would pollute your-
self, and my devil would come back with
seven others. Stand back!™

The candle-light flickered. Was there a
struggle? His voice had sounded sharp. I
couldn’t see clearly.

In a moment Judith's tones came {ull
and strong:

“Lyof, beloved, hear me—-don't you
know me! Yes, in the wilderness! Look---
look through into my heart!”” She was
tearing her frock open, uncovering her
bosom, laughing strangely in her throat.
“ Here—the mark—it was fading out for
need of you, but it’s all black and burning
again!

“ Kiss me! I bring you all the kingdoms
of the earth! Feel my lips, and suck back
joy and liberty! Beloved, I doubted a lit-
tle at first, but my soul said: ‘ This is he!’
Come, possess me! Nothing can stand
against legion! To-night was the begin-
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ning of our festtval. Together, well de-
populate the world! Come—"

It seemed to me that such words as these
were spoken; but as I write them down, my

or s Pt S

assurance wavers. Perhaps I did but catch -
the contagion of some insanity. There are .

things which mortal senses cannot compass.

Her voice—if it was hers!—ceased sud-
denly, and at the same moment the light
went out, and the figures vanished in thick
darkness.

In the darkness there was a noise as of
feet scuffling on the floor, and low gurgling
of laughter, and breath drawn pantingly.
Then arose a great voice, making the nar-
row space vibrate with the passion of its
appeal. There was a note in it that ap-
palled me. Never had I heard its like. The
appeal of a man to his Maker, crying for
mercy, not for himself but for another.

“0O Lord God! Whose hand opens the
gates of heaven and hell! Come in Thy

power, and free this woman from her
enemy! Cleanse her from evil! Bring her
peace! Thou who didst grant redemption

to the Gadarene, be with us now!"

Thereupon arose a confused outcry,
monstrous and terrifying, as of fearful crea-
tures, human and bestial at once, struggling
in a death-grip. An astounding ululation,
now savagely growling, now rising into
broken screams. A gnashing of teeth, and
a rending. And withal a sickening stench
of unspeakable corruption.

Monstrous and deafening though it was,
it did not overpower that appeal, as of silver
trumpets, uplifted in the voice of Rudol.
And from without came a sound like a
strong wind rushing out of the sky. carry-
ing purity and healing on its wings. But
the words Rudol was now uttering were in
his native tongue, known to me but imper-
fectly; yet so resounding and masterful was
the emphasis lent to each syllable, that the
meaning seemed to declare itself beyond the

trammels of mortal language, and to clothe

itself in the deeper tongue of the spirit. Tt
was the soul of the man that spoke, com-
muning with his Creator, denouncing the
ancient exorcism!

Then, as T crouched, burning and shiver-
ing, in my hiding-place, a shaft of light shot
oul along the passage and struck into the
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darkness of the room bevond. I saw a tall,
writhing shape, spectral white, like the
phosphorescence of decay, twisting and un-
twisting, cowering and elongating, serpen-
tine and obscene; and a face disclosed or
obscured as it turned itself to light or
shadew, corpselike, grisly, convulsed, but
<ta.npel with a likeness which my eves
strove vainly not to recognize; for the fiend
had not yet wholly torn itself from the
flezh of the mortal. But the gray figure of
Rudol stood high and comimanding. His
fﬂatures brightened with spiritual victory,
and his eyes soft with human love.

Measured steps were approaching. trav-
ersing the little shop without, and now en-
tering the narrow passage, foilowing the
rays of the lantern. Two lofty apparitions,
shrouded from head to foot in waving black
robes, moving forward, silent, dignified and
calm. I thought they brushed agzinst me
as they passed. A faint aromatic scent ac-
companied them.

The white specter was in the throes of
its final struggle. It swayed violently this
way and that. I saw the gleam of an arm
reach out, swift as the darting of a ccbra,
and the fingers snatched up from the table
the Italian poniard.

The arm whirled upward, and descended.
With that blow, the uproar and turmoil
ceased, and T heard only the dull noise of a
hody sinking to the ficor. But I was hud-
dled down with my face hidden on my knees
in the closet. From without came the un-
dertone of the rising wind.

After an interval T heard again the meas-
ured tread of the Bedouin, moving more
beavily, as if hearing the weight of a bur-
den. They passed slowly, and the solemn
rhythm of their footsteps died away. There
was another interval, but my face was still
Lidden, and T did not stir.

At jast it seemad to me that there was a
hroken, moaning sound in the roem heyond.
It was querulous and thin, like the inarticu-
late complaint of some aged creature rous-
ing itself from a painful dream. I trembled
but did not lift my head. How long a time
pas=ed after that I cannot tell.

Then T heard another step upon the outer
threshold. Tt was infirm and irregilar. It
crtered the shop, and paused there; but

presently there was the scratching of a
match, and the steps came ferward hesitat-
ingly, as one walks gropingly in the ob-
scurity of an unfamiliar piace. 1 raised my
head a little. The light of the match was
tossed to right and left along the walls of
the passage, and now I had an impression
of a persen in dark clothes, somewhat bent
in the shoulders, feeling his way along with
a hand dragging against the wall.

As he came opposite the doorway of the
closet, the match burned out. He stoppes
to light another, and as the light flared in
his face, I saw old John Roadnight.

He went on, muttering to himself, and
blundered into the room. He must have
found the candle there, and relit it. What
else would he find? I made an effort to
get up, but I dropped back again. I had no
interests here. The world I had dwelt in
had come to an end.

But it startled me to hear John’s cackling
laugh in that room-—that amiahle, foolish,
well-remembered cachinnation in a place
still reverberating with the echoes of ag in-
conceivable event! Following this, the

quavering, kindly voice, with its homely
Yankee intonaticns.
“ Well, well, Sara, old wife! So I've

come up with vou at last! I figured I'd
track you down some day'! Says I to my-
self, she must have her fling, like the others,
and I'll sort of track around after her, till
she gets good and ready, and then—

“Why, pretty slim quarters, here, eh?
Must have run short of cash, did you?
Well, there’s plenty left in the till, and I
guess we'll find the old hosse on the North
Shore standing vet! Yesg, I fetched a clcak
along, in case it should turn chilly; them
snow mountaing, come a change in the wind,
is liable to give you trouble, if you don't
watch out. What’s that?”

“ Where are we, John?” mumbled Sara's
voice.

* Why, this is the town the pretiy

watches comes from, wife. Geneva, vou
know! Got sort of mixed up, chasing
around so much, didn’t you? Well, what

do you say-—.\nall we be moving along? 1
cot a room up at the hotel—-I was thinking
I might meet up with you.

* Well, weil, seemis good to feej you lean-
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ing on my arm again! 1 was looking up
the trains. There’s one leaves in the morn-
ing, so as we can connect with the boat for
New York, and be back home before you
know it. Lean on me, that’s right. Ill
show you!” _

“ Oh, John,” she was whimpering, as they
felt their uncertain way along the passage,
“T've been lost, I guess, or been dreaming,
maybe. It seems as if all sorts of queer
things had been going on. Judith had gone
out in her boat, and there came up a big
thunderstorm, and vou away off in New
York—I don’t remember much, but I was
awfully anxious! But, Geneva did vou say?
Why, that’s in Europe! How did I—"

The voices trailed away.

{ter a long time, I pulled myself to my
feet and went into the room. The flame of
the candle was smoking. Mechanically I
snuffed it with my fingers. My foot touched
something on the floor. I picked it up. It
was the Italian poniard. There was blood.
still wet, on the blade. The little weapon
lies on my writing desk now. The stain
that came from Rudol’s heart is still upon
it. It is my only memento of him.

I stepped out of the house into the street.
The wind was fresh and cold from the snow
mountains, and I drew its purity deep into
my lungs. The heavy clouds had been
blown away, carrying the pestilence with
them. As I passed over the bridge, the
river was rushing into the lake like a mes-
senger bearing glad tidings to a weary
world. The stars sparkled in their im-
memorial constellations; but the ruddy
tinge of dawn bad begun to flush the snow
on the summits.

I left Geneva that evening, and, traveling
uninterruptedly, was met by Topham Brent
as I got out of the train at the Boston rail-
way-stalion.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
AMEN.

WEEK after my return Topham and
1 accomplished our long-deferred
project of hearing Paderewski play

the “ Moonlight Sonata.™
“ Beethoven must have been thinking of
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the Lake of Geneva,” I said, when it was
done.

“You and I have several things o say to
each other,” he remarked. ¢ Where shall
we go? Boston is all before us, where to
choose! ™

“We want to be by ourselves,” said I.
“ Come to my house.”

So there we sat once more, in the bay-
window, with the Common before us. The
electric lights sparkled far and wide. The
trees were clothed in autumnal robes, but
their hues, in the artificial light, had a the-
atrical look. If we would only let nature
alone!

“ How are affairs at Saraband?" T asked.

“They got back there only a few days
before you came. John sent for me. I
found a very nice old woman, quite normal
—except that, physically, she’s the oldest
person I ever saw, and mentally a rather
dim-witted schoolgirl.”

“ Do you mean Sara?™

“1 don’t mean Mrs. Prime, though she
was there, the same as ever. There was
no one else of that sex. What were vou
thinking of?"

I was not ready to take up that subject.
I was by no means sure that I would speak
of my experiences at all.

“ Sara isn’t so old!” I said, after a while.

“ She’s several centuries old, at least.”
he said, “ and it won’t be long beforc she
crumbles to dust and disappears. John will
outlive her.”

“ How do you account for it?”

He made a gesture. “1 haven’t the
courage of explanations! A bolder person
might say that while Sara was asleep, some
very active and enterprising person had
stolen her body and played ducks and
drakes with it! Only the flimsiest rags and
tatters are left! And the poor creature has
no recourse — the enterprising person has
disappeared! One can only hope that some
of the exciting adventures that her mortal
garment must have had were shadowed
forth to her in dreams. But 1 fear her sleep
was too sound.”

“ Try not to be clever. Topham,” I said.
“T'm not in the vein.”

“ Well, won't you give me my cue?”

It lay on me like a burden, which could
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be relieved only by sharing it with some-
body — and there could be no one but
Topham to share it. Disconnectedly and
reluctantly at first, I began the tale of what
had happened from the time of my going
to Judith in Paris. But the fever, passion,
mystery and horror of it seized me as I pro-
ceeded, and I dare say I succeeded in con-
veying to him some partial realization of
what I had—or believed 1 had-—seen and
heard.

Even now, after all these years, 1 some-
times doubt! He sat with arms folded and
his eyes on my face. I was half crying the
latter part of the time, and when I had
finished, I broke down, to my mortification.
He behaved perfectly; that is, he sat still
and silent till I recovered myself. There
can be wonderful sympathy in silence!

By and by he said, in his steady, solid
way, that makes one feel like a ship safely
anchored after a stormy voyage, “ Rudol
is a unique type, almost. Such a man
makes you feel that things we fancied were
legends, vision, apocryphal, may really take
place.

“On the steamer last summer, coming
over here, I fell in with a fellow, a mission-
ary—-he’d been twenty years in China, up
in the back country. He told me a lot of
queer things—things he believed were true,
and maybe they were!

“ He was quite simple and honest. He
said that obsession by evil spirits was com-
mon among the Chinese peasantry, and that
in a number of cases he had personally ex-
orcised the victims, in right Biblical style.
The spirits ‘ tore them, and departed,’” he
said. All one needs is faith in God, he said.
He wasn’t an imaginative sort. And the
things he told must have happened, some-
how. I was tempted to mention Judith and
Sara, but considering your--er—position,
I didn’t feel at liberty.”

I nodded. When was Topham not con-
siderate!

“My notion would be.” he went on,
“ that Rudol was never in any danger at
all; T mean, he felt no temptation. He had
taken the woman to be what she gave out
to be—a penitent, or something of that sort
—and was roused, at the last. only by her
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self-revelation. Then, as my missionary
would have put it, he recognized the Evil
One—distinguished the obsessed from the
obsessor—and came to grips with him. But
vour story outdoes any of his Chinese yarns.

Thank goodness, you were fortunate
enough to get through alive!™
“ But Rudol!”

“Yes, an old-fashioned Christian — an
apostle, one might say! Glad to give his
life, 1 suppose, for the most insignificant of
his fellow-creatures.”

“ Insignificant in herself, but not in what
she stood for! But his death made me
feel how impossible death is for such a man!
His spirit seemed to fill the world and purify
it, even while they were carrying away his
body.”

“ It was odd about those Bedouins!” he
remarked thoughtfully. “I was thinking,
at first that they were fantasmal—crea-
tions of his own thoughts, perhaps—but ap-
parently there must have been something
substantial about them. Did vou ever hear
what actually became of his body?”

I shook my head. “ The report was that
he’d been killed in the riot, and had been
buried unrecognized with the other dead
people. Has Sara never hinted at—never
alluded in any way to him—that it was she-
who—"

“I’'m satisfied she knows nothing what-
ever about it. Her consciousness ends, so
far as I can make out, with the time when
she locked herself into that clothes-room
of hers aifter the thunder-storm. And yet
it was that poor old feeble claw of hers that
killed him! I wonder what a judge and
jury would make of such a case! She’s ab-
solutely innocent and incapable—but she
did it!”

“ Poor Sara! What a life! She has a
soul of her own, I suppose! No, life doesn’t
end here, Topham! And hers won't begin
till she’s dead!"™

As we sat silent, the door-bell rang, and
Dora presently came in with a telegram. It
was from John. Sara had just died. Would
I come on to Saraband?

‘ She’s alive at last, in other words,” said
Topham. * God bless her!”

I said: “ Amen! God is not mocked!”

(The end.)
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lurid red glow at one side and a

faint amber radiance from above.
For a moment I stood locking around un-
certainly—at the slovenly display-cases and
tables, the unframed paintings on the walls,
and the long shelves crowded with curios.

“ Perhaps something in particular the
scitor would wish?” suggested the little old
man ingratiatingly.

I glanced back into the black shadow
that shrouded the farther end of the room,
an:l then turned to meet the snakelike little
eyes that were roving over my figure ap-
praisingly.

I shook my head.
“ nothing in particular.”

The little old man straightened his bent
hack with an effort, reaching a skinny hand
toward the shelf above his head.

“ The seiior plays chess, perhaps?” His
hand held a little white figure carved in
ivery; he dusted it off against the faded
black of his coat-sleeve. “ A wonderful
game, seitor. This set is of the Moors—
they carve superb in ivory, the Moors.
Perkaps in the London Museum of Victoria
and Albert the seiior has seen the work
before?”

“ No,” I said, and moved away down the
length of the table. *“I lived in Spain a
year. Your place interests me.”

He laid aside the ivory figure and fol-

THE little shop was dimly lighted—a

“No,” T said,
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lowed me down the room with feeble steps;
I noticed then that one of his feet dragged
as he walked. It was peculiarly unpleasant
—indeed the whole nersonaiity of this
decrepit little old man seemed unpleasant
and repulsive. 1 stopped in the red glow
of an iron lantern that hung from a bracket
upon the wall.

“I lived in Spain a year,” I repeated.
*“That is why. when I saw your sign, I
stopped in to look around.”

He stood beside me, lpoking up into my
face, his head shaking with the palsy of
old age, his eyes gleaming into mine.

“In Espana you have lived, eh?” The
thin, cracked treble of his voice came from
lips that parted in a toothless smile. * That
is good—very good, senor.”

“ In Granada,” I added briefly.

He put a shaking hand upon my arm;
involuntarily T drew back from his touch.

“ The senor has lived in Granada! My
birthplace, sefior—yet for fifteen vyears
have I been here in your New York. Fif-
teen years, selling here the treasures of
Espania. You have lived in Granada—abh,
then, senor, the Alhambra you have seen?”

“ Yes,” I said, “ of course.”

He picked up a little vase from the table
before us. The fire of patriotism that for
an instant had lighted his face was gore;
cupidity marked it instead.

“The seror perhaps is interested in
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ceramics?”  His voice was almost a whine.
“The great Alhambra vase-—greatest ex-
ample of the ceramic art of the Moors in
all the world—here is its miniature, seiior.
See—gazelles in cream and golden luster
upon a blue field.

“ And there-—over therc you see a
Moorish plate, painted with a luster of
blue and copper. And there—the golden
pottery of Malaga—you have heard of
that, sefior? Madre mie¢, what beautiful
pottery they made—those Musselmen of
Malaga!” He pointed at the lower shelf.
“ See it gleam, se#ior, like purest gold. But
to you, seitor, you who have been to
Espania—because we understand these
things, you and I—will T sacrifice my
treasure.”

“No,” 1 said.
matter.”

On the wall, above the red glow of the
lantern, hung an unframed canvas. In the
amber light that shone on it from above 1
could see its great splashes of color—the
glittering, gaudy parade of a bull-ring.

“ That painting there,” I asked—* what
is that?”

Again he put his hand upon my arm, and
[ felt myself shiver in the close, warm air of
the room.

* The sesnor perhaps is rich?” His voice
came hardly above a whisper; he strained
upward toward my face as though to ex-
change some darkly mysterious secret.
“Un Americano rico,” he said, “ and the
money perhaps does not matter?”

“ Perhaps,” 1 said, and shook ofi his
hold upon my arm.

“1f that be so, sefior, there are many
among my treasures I could show.”

“T have no money with me to-night,” I
said.

He raised his hand deprecatingly. “ Nat-
urally, seizor. We understand each other.
To have money in the pocket—it makes no
importance if one understands.”

T glanced up again at the vivid, colorful

“The price does not

bull-ring pictured upon the wall. His eyes
followed mine.
“ Francisco Goya,” he said. * Greatest

in Espana to follow the great Velasquez.”
“You mean that is an original Goya?"
1 exclaimed.
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His voice fell again to whining. “ Ah,
serior, no more can I tell you than they told
to me. You, perhaps, who are of the art
a judge—you can say if indeed it is of
Goya.”

He waited, but I did not answer.

A person very droll, sefior—the great
Goya. A fighter in the bull-ring once,
before he took the brush. And with the
women—2>M adre mia, how they loved him—
those women in the court of the fourth
Charles! He painted well, seior. And his
pictures of the bull-ring—like that, sesior ™
—his hands went up as though in benedic-
tion—* there are none better.”

I stood for a moment looking up at the
painting.

“If the seitor wishes,” he added softly,
“ it troubles me not to take it down.”

I shook my head. “A realist, this
Goya,” 1 said.

“ He had no heart, seizor. What he. saw
he painted without pity. He was, as you
would say, a satirist.”

I had no idea that the painting before me
was genuine—nor indeed did I much care.
But this little, withered old man, and his
musty, cobweb-laden shop, had about them
something vaguely sinister that fascinated
me—a subtle sense of mystery I could not
escape.

“ 1 have studied art,” 1 said.
terest me.”

Again T met his glittering eyes, and it
struck me then, I think for the first time,
that there was in them a light that was not
the light of reason.

For an instant I could see him hesitate,
and then as though he had reached a sud-
den decision, he motioned me to a chair
and seated himself, facing me in the red
glow of the lantern overhead.

“The seror is very young,” he began
softly; again he hesitated, glancing swiitly
over his shoulder as if to reassure himself
that there was no one else in the room.
“ Very voung, seiior, but also—shall we say
—very rich?”

His eyes were fastened upon mine: the
red beam from the lantern lighted his
hollow cheeks with a weird, unearthly light.
I took off my hat and laid it on the table
at my side.

“You in-
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“ That need not concern us,” I said.
“Muy bien seiior. We understand each

other scgurimcnte.  Of the character I am

judge-- for T am an old seizor, and many
people have I known.”

He puiled a watch from his pocket.
** The hour is late. No one comes to buy.”

Iie rose to his feet and locked the deor
that led to the street.

“ That is better, serior.” He canie back
teward me with his tottering, dragging step,
and switched off the amber light in the ceil-
inz. ** The se#tor will remove his storm-
coat?”

I lzid my overcoat on the table and sat
again in the little wicker chair. The shad-
ows of the room were clgse around us now.
In the heavy red of the light I could se
enly a corner of the table and the shaking
figure of the little old man as he sat facing
me. Behind him the solid blackness had
crept up like a wall.

“ Bien scitor. That iz welll
talk.”

1 felt my pulse quicken a little: but I
heid my gaze {irm to his.

* Only to you, seitor, would 1 say what
now you shail hear.” His glance shifted
upward into the darkness, then back again
to mine.

*“ Francisco Gova, Velasquez, Scrolla y
Bastida—-all these great men of Espaiia are
known to the seor. Is it not so?”

I nodded.

“DBut one there is—we shall call him
Pedro Vasquez v Carbajil—of him the
senor has never heard?”

“No,” 1 said; ‘I have never heard of
him.”

Now we

He leaned forward in his chair again:
his locked fingers in his lap writhed upon
cach other like little twisting snakes.

-¢ A wonder[ul painter, seitor, for he knew
the secret to put lifc upen his canvas.” His
voice fell to a sibilant whisper.

“Vasquez y Carbajdl,” I replied. * No,
I never heard cf him.”

* Only one picture, seizor, to make him
famous. Verv old he i, this Vasquez. One
picture to make him famous. I%:ve vears
it has taken him. Tive years of working
—working—" His voice trailed cff into
silence.
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“Yes?” T prompted.

His head had sunk to his breast; he
raised it with a start at my werd. The
fire came back to his eyes; he sat up rigid
in his chair,

‘“ A picture of the kind none other could
paint, seisior. The secret to put life upon
canvas. Is that not droll?” His querulous,
half maniacal laughter echced across the
shadowed room. * From the mortal living,
serior, we take the life, and upon the canvas
we make it immortal.”

I pushed my chair backward violently,
half starting to my feet.

“ Stay, sesior.” He raised his hand,
puinting a finger at me. “ You who are of
the art a judge—you would see this paint-
ing, no?> This picture by the great Vas-
quez that soon will be seen by all the
world?”

He laughed again—-an eery laugh that
chilled my blood.

“One moment, sedor—one little mo-
ment, and your eyes shall see that which
they have never seen before.” He rose
to his feet unsteadily. “ Life upon canvas,
senor. And beauty—vivid and real to make
your pulses beat strong.”

I stood beside him under the lantern.

*“We shall look upen it together, vou
and I1.” He raised a hand apologetically.
“That is, of course—if the sefior desires.”

The mystery his words implied appealed
to me---I was in my twenties then—and to
the spirit of adventure that has always been
strong in me. It was chicanery, 1 knew,
but interesting, and I would see it
through.

“Very well,” T said.
vour painting.”

In silence I followed him into the shad-
ows cf the back of the room.

** Careful, sefior—a chair is here.”

He suddenly drew aside a curtain in the
darkness, and we stepped into a dim hall-
way, with a narrow flight of stairs leading
to the fleer above,

“1 shall go in front. seer. You wil
follow. The way is not long. and there is
light.™

The stairs were narrow and uncarpeted;
they creeked a little under our tread. On
the landing a window stood partly open,

1 will look at
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its shade flapping in the wind. The snow
on the ledge outside had drifted in over the
sill.

We stopped on the landing, and the old
man closed the window softly.

“We speak not so loud now, seitor,
so—" He broke off abruptly. “ It is bet-
ter we speak not so loud now,” he fin-
ished.

At the top of the stairs we turned back
and passed through a doorway into a room
that evidently was immediately over the
one we had just left:

It was a room perhaps thirty feet in
length and half as broad. My first im-
“pression as I stepped over the threshold
was that I had stepped across the world—in
one brief instant transported from the bare,
ramshackle, tumbledown Bohemianism of
Greenwich Village, into the semibarbaric,
Levantine splendor of some Musselman
ruler. The room was carpeted with Orien-
tal rugs; its walls were hung with tapes-
tries; its windows shrouded with portiéres.
Moorish weapons—only symbols now of
the Mohammedan reign over Spain—
decorated the walls. Two couches were
piled high with vividly colored pillows.

The rugs and all the hangings were som-
ber in tone. The whole room bore an air
of splendid, lavish luxury; and yet there
was about it something oppressive—a
brooding silence, perhaps, or the heavy
scent of incense.

“My room of work, senor,” said the
little old man softly, closing the door be-
hind us.

I noticed then that there was one other
door to the room, in the side wall near the
front where there were two very large win-
dows almost like a side skylight; and that
this other door stood slightly ajar.

There was a huge fireplace with a blazing
log-fire. 1 think that without its cheery
crackle the oppressive feeling of mystery
that hung over the room would have been
almost unbearable.

“ We shall have more light. sernior.” The
room was lighted only by a wavering yellow
glow from the fire. He touched a switch,
and from above came a flood of rose-
colored light that bathed us in its sensuous
warmth.
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Over by the windows a large canvas, its
face covered with a cloth, stood upon an
easel; in front of the easel, nearer the side
of the room, by the fireplace, I saw there
was a model-stand—a small board platform
resting on the floor.

“ You have a luxurious workshop,” 1 said
casually.

The little old man looked over the room
with an appraising, approving eye.

“ One must have one’s ease, sefior, when
one creates.” He turned another switch,
and a long row of hooded electric bulbs
across the top of the windows cast their
brilliant light directly downward upon the
shrouded canvas.

“ Come here.” he said. The whine had
left his voice. He spoke the words as
though now unconsciously he had slipped
into the role of master, displaying to his
pupil a great work of art.

He grasped me by the coat-sleeve, pull-
ing me forward until I stood with my back
against the portiéres, and faced the shroud-
ed canvas. Then abruptly he jerked down
the cloth, and in the brilliant white glare
from overhead the painting stood revealed.

I stared at the canvas. What I expected
to see I do not know. What I saw left me
gasping—first with amazement, then pity,
then with an almost irrepressible desire to
laugh. For upon the canvas was only a
huge smear of many colored pigments—
utterly formless, without meaning. I stared
an instant, then turned and met the eyes
of the little old man beside me. They
gleamed into mine with triumph and pride,
and in them I saw again—and this time
plainly—the look of madness.

I held back the smile that struggled to
my lips. ¢ This—this painting—is it you
who—"

“Is that not life, seior?” His thin,
treble voice carried an exultant, masterful
note. ‘“ Can vou not see it there? Human
life—painted in with pigments to make it
immortal.”

“ Was it vou who painted that—that
picture?” A great pity rose in my heart
for this poor, deluded madman.

“I? Oh, sefior, you do me great honor.
It was painted. 1 have said, by Vasquez—
Pedro Vasquez y Carbajal. A wonderful



558 ALL-STORY

man, this Vasquez. They are children be-
side him, these others. Is it not so?”

1 said nothing, but gazed again at the
miserably grotesque daubs on the canvas.

* Look, seqor! Is that not a scul you
see in those eyes? A human soul®” He
pointed a shaking finger at the smear of
color before us, his eyes shining with pride.
* You call them realists—these Goyas and
these Zuloagas. You have seen the girls
of Zuloaga, with their white faces and their
lips of red. ¥Ycu have looked into their
eves— these giils he paints—have vou ever
seen there the soul?

“ ¢ Naturalism,” they say: ¢ a richness of
tone!” or * with a subtlety he painis.” Or
perhaps it is a ‘fuller impasto.’ DBah!
They are but words—tricks of words for
the critics to play with. They paint of life
---these masters, as we call them—but their
paintings are dead. They cannot capture
the soul, sefior—the scul that always strug-
gles free—the human soul never can they
hold imprisoned upon their canvas.

*“ And those lips, seizor—see her beauti-
ful red lips—are they not about to speak?
The breath that trembles hetween them—
is it not a little sigh she wouid breathe—a
sigh to tell us she cannot understand this
life that stirs within her?

“ She would have music, sesisr—music
to whisper those little woman secrets no
man shall hear. See the lute she holds—
her fingers have but brushed its strings, and
she has laid it down.

“ And that hand—there upon her breast.
Closer, sesior—bend closer. Can yqu not
see veins upon that hand? Blue veins they
are, but in them there is red blood flowing
—red blood to feed the flesh of her body—
blood to give her life and hold impriscned
there the soul. Can you not sce it, sener?
Human blood---the blood of life in a por-
irait.”

His voice rcse sharp and shrill with tri-
umph, and he ended again with his herrible
serile lavghter.

The jangling of a bell rang through the
house. The little old man met my glance
andd besitated. Then as the ring was re-
peatedi-—1 could hear it new: it was in the
shop down-stairs—he muttered a Spanish
cath soitly to himself.
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*“ Some one wants to see me,” he said.
* A customer, perhaps—who kncws. The
serior wili excuse me one littie moment?”

“Yes,” 1 said; ‘I will wait for you
here.”

* When the business calls, sefior, it is not
geod for the pleasure to interfere.” He
locked around the room uncertainly, and
then started for the door through which we
had entered.

1 leave the serior not alone "—he
glanced sigrificantly at the canvas—* and
onty [or one little moment.”

When he had left the room I stood again
before the canvas, partly enveloped in the
great folds of the heavy window portiéres,
On the stairs outside I could hear the drag-
ging footsteps of the old man as he iot-
tered back to the shop below. I examined
the canvas more closely now. There was
upon it every color and combination of
color, like the heaped-up pigments on a
huge, untidy palette. But I noticed that
brown seemed to predominate—a dirty,
drab, faded brown, inexpressibly ugly, and
somehow very sinister. It seemed a pig-
ment color I had never seen before. I
could see, too, that the paints were laid
on very thick—it was done in oils—as
though it had been worked over and over
again, for months or even years.

A light foctfall scunded near at hand,
a rustling of silk, the click of a latch. A
girl stood in the partly opened side door—
a young girl, hardly more than fifteen or
sixteen, dressed in Moorish costume. She
stood an instant hesitating, with her hack
partly turned to me, looking about the
room. Then, leaving the door open behind
her, she picked up a lute that was standing
against the wall- I had net noticed before
that it was there—and crossed the rocm
toward the fAreplace.

The girl crossed the room cslowly; her
back was still parily turned as she passed
me. It took her hut a moment to reach
the fireplace, yet in that moment 1 had a
vague but unmistakable feeling of heing in
the presence of an overpowering physical
exhaustion. Her shouiders sezmed to
dreop; she trailed the lute in her loose fin-
gers over the heavy nap of the carpet;
there was about her white figure as she
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walked a slackness of muscle, a limpness,
a seeming absence of energy that was al-
most uncanny.

She reached the fireplace and sank on
a hassock, holding the lute across her knees,
her eyes staring away into the distance be-
hind me. It was as though without con-
scious thought she had dropped into a mod-
el’s pose.

I must have stepped forward into plainer
view, or made some slight noise, for the
girl’s gaze abruptly shifted downward and
met mine full.

“ Oh, seitor, I—" She showed no fear.
She did not start to her feet, but sat quiet,
as though in sudden bewilderment—yet
with a mind too utterly exhausted to think
clearly. ¢ Oh, sesior, 1 did not know. 1
thought only the maestro would be here. 1
came to pose for him. It is the hour.”

1 tried to speak quietly. “ He will be
here in a moment,” I said. “ I have been
looking at your—your portrait.”

The girl did not smile, as I think T hoped
she would, but stared at me apathetically.
I held her glance 2 moment; then it wan-
dered vaguely to the easel as though her
thoughts were still gioping with the import
of my words.

In the shop down-stairs I could hear
footsteps on the board flooring. After a
moment I stepped forward out of the win-
dow recess, and, drawing up a chair, sat
down beside the girl.

She dropped her gaze to mine without
emotion. I could see her face had once
been beautiful. From this close view-point
I could see, too, that her lips were pale
with an almost bluish paleness. Her
cheeks were very white—a whiteness that
was not a pallor, but seemingly more an
absence of-red. And then I got the vague.
absurd impression that T could see into her
skin---as though it con.ained nothing to
render it opaque.

“ Do vou pose for the maestro every
night?” 1 asked. My tone held that gentle
solicitude with which one might address
a child who was very ill.

“ Si, senior; every night at this hour.”

Her manner was utterly impersonal; her
eves still held that listless, apathetic stare.
I gazed into them steadily: and then, far
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down in their depths. 1 seemed to see lurk-
ing a shadowy look of appeal.

“1 have been examining your portrait,”
I said. “It is a verv—curious picture, is
it not?”

A faint little glow of color came into
the girl’s cheeks. She seemed somehow
stronger now; but it was a gain of strength
rather more mental than physical. 1 sensed
dimly that, talking with me, her mind was
clearing. She hesitated, regarding me ap-
praisingly.

“ A verv, verv curious portrait indeed
it is, seitor.” Again she paused; and then,
as though she had come to a sudden de-
cision, she added slowly: “ A very curlous
portrait, sesior. To me it has no meaning.
Once I said that to the maestro, and he was
very angry. He told me I was mad, be-
cause I could not see the art—the wonder-
ful art in his work. He beat me then.”
She shuddered at the memory. “ But that
was very long ago, serior, and never have I
said it since. And every night I pose.”

“You are ill, seitorita,” 1 said gently.

“The portrait needs so much of me,”
she answered. And then some thought or
memory that her words did not reveal
made her shudder again. ‘I am ill, seszor,
as you say. Very ill. And that, too,
makes the maestro very angry. 1 am not
so beautiful now for the portrait. And
soon I shall die—and then I can pose no
longer.”

I leaned toward her. “ You can trust
me, seiorita,”’ 1 said. “ You are ill-treated
here—he treats you badly?”

She looked searchingly into my eyes;
then she swiftly drew back her loose sleeve.
The white flesh of her upper arm was
scarred with many scars. "

“ The portrait, seior—it is life he paints
there. And one cannot paint life without
using life to paint with. That he says,
senor-—and he takes what there is in me
to give.”

She spoke softly, tremulously, half in
terror at her temerity at talking thus of
the dreaded maestro, half with an air of
wan appeal.

And with her words, in a sudden flood
of horror, the meaning of all that I had
seen came clear to my mind. T realized
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now how this miserable madman, painting |

formless daubs upon his canvas, was using
the life-blood of his victim. With revul-
sion in my heart, 1 understood at last the
meaning of those ugly brown smears that
mingled and predcminated among the pig-
meats on the canvas-- the dried and faded
stains of human blood. And here, sitting
close beside me, was the victim of this
insane necromancy—the shell of what had
once heen womanhood-—this body of a girl
heing drained of its life drop by drop.

The girl’s veice brought me back to my-
self with a start.

‘ He takes the blood that I have to give,
sefior-—and each day the painting grows
more beautiful. He says I am mad that
I cannot see its heauty-—that the brown I
see is not brown, but red—vivid, beautiful
red—the red of life itself.

“ But you, seiior ”—she put her hand
upon mine; its touch hardiy held the
warmth of the living—*‘ you, a stranger
who, why I know not, comes here to this
rosm-—--you see, too, the way it looks to
me, do you not, seor? Ak, then, indeed
1 am not mad—and it is he who sees upon
the canvas what is not there.”

I was about to answer when dragging
footsteps sounded on the stairs; the front
door of the room opened and the little
old man stood upon the threshold. A look
of incredulous astonishment came over his
seared yellow face, supplanted in an instant
by rage. His lips parted in a snarl.

* Thou, Malella—thou art here in the
presence of a stranger?” He spcke in
Spanish, his voice vibrating tense with the
fierceness of his passion.

The girl turned slowly around cn the
hassock: the lute slipped from her lap to
the floor.

The little old man was coming forward,
and the malevolent gleam in his eves made
me leap to my feet.

** Go thou to thy room, Malella—-to thy
room—at once.”

The girl rose slowly and stood drooping
heside me, as a flower droeps for long lack
of the water that gives it life.

“Si, maestro,” she answered. “T1 go.”
I saw the old man hold her gaze with
s

his glittering eyes. I realized there was
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about those snakelike little eyes of his an
hypnotic power. The girl seemed to follow
and to obey, involuntarily, almost his un-
spoken commands.

She laid the lute on the mantel above
the firepiace, and, turning slowly back,
faced the old man as he stoed close beside
me.

‘“ Say good night to the gentleman.,” he
commanded, speaking this time in English,
e spcke less harshly than before, as
though by using my own language he un-
conscicusly recognized the restraint my
presence put upon him.

Then he added to me, and again the
miserable, groveling whine came back to his
voice:

“A foolish child, se7or.
cuse, of course.”

“ Good night, seiior,” said the girl.

I fcand myself very near to her, staring
straight down into the clear, empty depths
of her blue eves. And there again I saw
that lcok of appeal—like the patient look
of a dog in pain—whispering to me, asking
for my aid. As if to answer it, all the
pent-up torrent of emotion within me burst
forth. I swept the girl behind me with my
arm and fronted the old man.

“ T am going now,” I said; and with sur-
prise I heard my voice come quiet and re-
pressed. “1T thank vou, sir, for showing
me your painting. The seiiorita here is ill.
I am going to take her with me—to-night
—to a hospital.”

The old man seemed unable at first to
grasp my meaning. He stood quavering
hefore me, his lower jaw hanging slack, his
eyes widening with surprise, a look of con-
fusion on his face.

¢ She is going with me now,” I repeated
firmly. 1 turned around to her.

* Get some long wrap,- Malella, that will
cover you. Hasten—I will wait for vou
here.”

The girl stood irresolute. Confusion and
fear were written on her face: Ler glance
swung from cne to the other of us, unde-
cided.

‘“ At once, Malella, do you hear?” T add-
ed sharply. * Get your wrap—I will wait

You will ex-

‘for you.”

I pushed her away from me, and she
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stumbled forward toward the door through
which she had entered the roon.

Her movement seemed to awaken the
little old man into sudden action. He flung
himself on me with a snarl, his shaking,
shriveled fingers clutching at my throat.
I shook him off, but he came back instant-
ly, throwing himself at me fearlessly, with
a shrill, maniacal, blood-curdling cry.

Reason left me; for an instant the room
swam red before my eyes. I tore his fin-
gers again from my throat, and seizing him
around the waist, hurled his frail body vio-
lently to the floor. His head struck a cor-
ner oi the model stand; his body quivered
a moment and they lay still.

The girl, with livid, terror-stricken face,
was shrinking against the side wall of the
room, with one band pressed tightly over
her mouth. I hurried to her.

* Never mind the wrap, Maleila---we will
go without it.”

She looked at me numbly.

“ Come,” 1 added, and, putting my arm
about her shouiders, dragged her unresist-
ing from the room.

It took us but a moment to descend the
rickety stairs to the darkened shop. T
stopped in the shop and snatched up my

(4 ”

Ra]pl\ Ellison
de Castro

“ & ND once,” said Jack, as he blew the
A chalk-dust from the tip of his cue,
* T tried my hand at horse-racing.”

He drew a careful bead on the nine-ball,
then shot it into the corner pocket with
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overcoat and hat. When we got to the
street 1 found it had stopped snowing;
across the square I could see the glistening
white of Washington Arch.

A jolly crowd of young people came hur-
rying by, and seeing us standing there in
the doorway-—a girl in Moorish costume,
and me with my overcoat on my arm—
laughed and waved in friendly greeting. An
alert taxi-driver—thinking doubtless we
were going to some masquerade—drove his
car to the curb and stopped.

“You are safe now, Malella,” T said,
after a moment, when we were in the taxi
and had started toward the hospital up-
town.

Her slim little body swayed toward me;
her arms stole up around my neck like the
arms of a tired, frightened child who secks
protection.

“You need not be frightened,” 1 said.
“You are never going back.” And then I
added aloud, but softly, very softly to my-
self: “ For when they make you well again

at the hospital you are going to be with
me—always.”

TFor T was in my twenties then, as T have
said, and the decisions of youth are very
quickly reached.

the precision born of long experience. He
rested the cue on the floor, and looked
around for encouragement.

‘“ All right, Jake,” some cne said, ““ get
it off your chest; come on, spill it.”
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“ Tt was quite a few vears ago,” he con-
tinued, “ long before you fellers could tell
the four-ball from the three without lifting
them up and looking at the numbers. In
fact, you was just at the age where you
was playing hooky from school for the first
time. Wait until I hang up my cue.”

He walked over to the cue-rack, placed
his cue in it, and, returning to the table,
placed himself on top of it, his feet swinging
underneath. Inquiring casually if some one
had a stray cigar, he gravely selected the
best of the several that were offered, lit it
deliberately, and faced his audicnce.

“What I don’t know about horses,” he
began, “ would fill all the books in a
big library. And what T thought 1 knew
would cram the same library tighter than
the Wall Street subway-station at five thirty
in the evening.

“ My trouble was that my knowledge of
horse-flesh was confined to but one kind—-
the cab, or hack-horse. If I had let that
knowledge of the peculiarities of the cab-
horse rest right where it was, I never would
have got mixed up in the horse-racing game.
But it was the old story of ambition. My
father started it.

“ My father, as perhaps you don’t know,
was Schenectady’s most famous cab-driver.
That doesn’t seem to be much of a job, but
my father has driven in—and been driven
from—a lot of the largest cities in New
York State. He was the best cab-driver
that ever short-changed a drunken actor.
He could get more mileage out of a cab-
horse with plain words than an advertising
man could get out of an automobile tire
with a gallon of ink. Which, I may remark,
is some considerable distance.

“ He had it down to a science. Now take
Schenectadv, for instance.

“In Schenectady, in the old days, there
was but one hotel worth calling by the
name. True, there was a few others, but
they was all of the give-and-take, go-as-
you-please variety. You give the proprietor
anything he asks for a room, you take what
he offers you, and go as you please—which
was generally after the first night.

“ The best—that is, the onl/v—hotel in
Schenectady was right smack up against
the railroad station. That's what made my
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father’s gatne =0 awiul good. His game was
this:  All the travelers that was in Schenec-
tady was there for the first time, and—"

“ How do you get that way, Jake,” some
one said. “ They couldn’t be ¢/ there for
the first time. What do you mean?”

“ Have vou ever been in Schenectady?”
Jake replied.

“No.”

“Then vou don’t understand. What I
said gees. Anvbody that was in Schenec-
tady was there for the first-—and only time,
Do vou get it?”

He continved the thread of his story.

“ My father met only the trains that hit
the town late at night—after dark. He
specialized on three trains, the ¢.45, the
11.15, and the 1.03, waiting like a hawk
for the poor suckers that came to town
hoping to make at least their expenses. He
could generally count on at least five un-
initiated drummers hitting the burg on each
train.

“ He would approach the weakest-looking
of the lot, and inquire in a good, friendly-
like tone, if he could be of any service to
the gentlemen who seemed to be in Schenec-
tady for the first time. Thiz poor duck
would admit with pride that it was his first
time in town, and state that he wished to be
recommended to a hotel. Could the cab-
man take him to one?

“ The cab-man replied that he was sorty,
but the only hotel that was cpen now was
six miles from the station, and that his
horse was entirely too tired to walk that
terrible distance so late at night. At this
the bribing would commence. The travelers.
banding together in a mutual forlorn hope
of getting some place to sleep for the night,
would start to raise the ante.

“ When. between the five of them. they
had reached the figure of seven dollars, my
father would call all bidding ofl and accept
the nomination.

“ The five of them would shake his hand
in gratitude, after which the rest was easy.
They would get into the cab, my father
would slam the door, chirp to the horse, and
start off. After driving around the block
for an hour or so. he would draw up in front
of the hotel, collect his seven bucks. and
make tracks.
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“The next morning the iravelers would be
woke up by the pleasant odor of soft coal,
would look out the windows and would see
the railway station, from which they had
emerged, so iull of hope and coal-dust right
plumb against the back door of the hotel.

“ They would immediately call together
an indignation meeting, and would organize
a still hunt for the old man, who, by this
time, had run the seven up to fifty with
the bones in a back room at Troy.

“ The old duck was a terrible gambler;
would gamble or bet on anything. Yet with
all his love for horses he never bet a nickle
on a horse-race of any kind or description.
I could never understand this, and often
wondered why the old man didn’t lay a
few bucks on a race once in a whilc at the
county fair, which took place near Albany.
I asked him once.

“¢My son,” he said, as he had a full
house ¢n the table against a pat straight,
“¢you ask me why I never bet on the
horses, even though I would risk the family
jewels on a game of poker?’

“*Yes,” I answered back to him.

“ ¢ My boy,’” the old man said, - when you
are as old as 1 am you will know encugh
to stick to one form of gambling. And.
he continued, as he dealt himself a pat
flush, ‘ I will tell you why 1 don’t play the
races. Lean over—it's a secret.’

“1 leaned over toward him.

“<I can’t shufle the horses,” he remarked,
as he pushed in a big stack of chips.

‘ That may have explained the old boy’s
luck at cards, but I didn’t pursue the ques-
tion any further, in view of the circum-
stances.

“One day I went over to the Troy fair
with my father. While browsing around the
grounds he set his eyes on a wonderful
voung horse, who, at that moment, was
earnestly endeavoring to kick all the slats
out of his stall. 4

“ My father hadn't been a hack-driver
for twenty-five years withcut knowing some-
thing about horses. He casually inquired as
to the price the owner sct on the horse,
which was named Trojan. After considera-
ble haggling my father led the coit out of
the grounds and left a hundred and eighty
dollars with his former owner.
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Little as T know about horses, that horse
seemed to me to be the most beautiful
creature I had ever seen. He was as black
as the inside of a derby hat on a dark
night. And life! You could see life and
gameness written on every feature of his
map.

I didn’t get the big idea that laid behind
the buying of the horse, and couldn’t un-
derstand why my father would want a horse
like that, such a wonderful animal, just to
drive around hitched to a dilapidated bhack.
I told him so. He just smiled.

** Jake, my boy,” he said, ‘ Do I look
green?’

* I told him 1 didn’t think so, but I was
no judge.

** Well,” he returned, * you just don't get
too excited over this animal. I bought him
to lend tone to my establishment. You see
that there horse? That animal is going to
make my name known all over the Hudson
Valley, as the owner of the most expensive
cab-horse in the State of New York. Put
your money down on your old father, my
boy; he ain’t as green as he looks.”

“‘I hope not,” I returned, and dodged
a punch he aimed at me.

** Now, this was the point: Being such a
beautiful horse, and probably the fastest
thing on hoofs this side of the Yonkers
Irair, he sure would be a great, free adver-
tisement for the old man. He could be used
for ordinary hacking when necessary, but
my father planned to keep him as a special
horse on hire out on Sundays. You see,
the automcbile wasn’t very popular with the
young men at the time, as it cost toc much,
and, besides, when they went out with their
girls they wanted to be alone. Get me?

“ Trojan was the most expensive horse to
hire in the whole town of Schenecctady;
more than double the price of any other
herse in the place. This at once made him
exclusive, and it was a sporting proposition
to be able to hire him for an aftcrncon.
And the young feller that drove Trojan
down the main street could do it with a
feeling of great pride. He had the &est,
aithough he would be broke for the next two
weeks. They also liked him because he
would take them iurtber into the country
with their girls than any horse in the county.
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“Tt got so bad that each Sunday there
was a regular auction sale for the services of
Trojan. The proud winner could canter
down Union Street with his head high in
the air, proclaiming to all the town that he,
Gustave Wimple, had enough monev—and
the courage to spend it—to hire absolutely
the finest animal that ever hit those parts.
The other couiting young men in the town
could oniy retaliate by being suddenly
called out of town.

“ They gathered in Kelley’s poolroom,
bewailing their fate, and hanging their
heads in disgust. As there wasn’t any other
real horses in town, all they could do was
stay at home—or, as they did, shoot pool.

“The old man began to lay away money
faster than I could spend it for him. I
saw his bank-book one day—just a glance
of it I got. There was a couple of fives
in front of the figure, which ended in a row
of zeros longer than the score of the big
league tailenders.

“ Then one day the old feller goes and
gets ran over by a railroad-train. Tt was
his own fault, through carelessness, so [
couldn’t collect any damages from the com-
pany.

“ After mourning for a considerable
period—the old man was as good as they
come—a real pal to me, even though he
wouldn’t let me mix in his poker games—
after I had mourned for a respectable
period I meandered down to the bank, to
find out the exact figure my father had
deposited. The cashier looks at me in
surprise.

“¢Sorry, Jake,’ he remarks, ‘the old
gent drew it all out the week before he was
Tun over.’

‘I staggered from the bank all in a daze.
Drew it all out! What could he have did
with it? Lord knows 7 didn’t spend it. I
looked through everything in his trunk, then
I came to the nigger in the rock-pile. I
found eight hundred shares of some mining
stock that wasn’t worth the paper it was
written on, With it was a letter of the old
man.

“*Dear Jake,’ he said, ‘here is some
mining stock which, should I pass out,
should leave you high and dry with money
when the dividends begin to roll in. From
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what I understand they are now digging
gold out of this mine with a shovel. I
bought it from a nice fellow I took from
the railroad station. It cost me eight thou-
sand bucks—ali I had in the world, but this
guy tells me it will be worth eighty thou-
sand before the yvear is out.””

Jake sighed.

“I beat it down to the Albany stock
market,”” he said; “ that is, to a broker
that had offices in Albany. 1 walks in
and places my stock on the table.

““How much?’ I says.

“*Ah,” he comes back, ‘so you have
some of that wall-paper?’

“* Where did vou get that stuff, ¢ wall-
paper ?° I requests.

“ ¢ Listen, yvoung man,’ he says, * when I
said wall-paper I was just uttering a com-
pliment to the bonds. I’ll tell you what
I'll do. The stuff isn’t worth the ink it’s
printed with, if you went out and tried to
sell it. In fact, if you tried to sell that to
any one he could have you put in jail for
fraud, burglary. arson—or anything else.
As stock. that stuff simply doesn’t exist.
I'll make vou a proposition. Where do you
live?’

¢ Schenectady,’ 1 told him.

“*Ah," he says. now, I understand why
you bought it; go no further, Il give you
fifty cents for it. and submit it to the
Museum of Ancient History.’

“I beat it from the office and left the
stock there with him.

*Well. there 1 was with a horse, a cab,
and not a nickle in my jeans. I might
remark right here that Trojan had an appe-
tite just a fifth of a second behind his
record for a mile. I didn’t have the money
to buy him a sack of oats!

“Of course I could of taken him down
to the railroad station and used him as a
hack-horse. but I had too much respect for
him to do that. It would have broken his
pride. and he never would have got over it.

“So 1 decides to follow the old man’s
course with him. and rents him out for the
day to a couple of old ladies, which I knew
would be kind and gentle with him. The
money I got from this bought him some
feed and me some food.
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“Then came a sort of climax. T was
trying him out along Union Street—the
Riverside Drive of Schenectady—-and the
speed that horse showed astonished me.
He went so fast I couldn’t get my breath. I
notices a rather sporty-looking individual
standing by the curb, holding a watch in his
hand, and looking in a kind of a queer,
surprised attitude as I pulled Trojan in
for a rest.

“ He walks up to me and looks Trojan
over with care and interest. Then he Jooks
at me.

‘¢ My card,” he says.

“1 looks at it.

“¢Warren Jay Hoolihan,’ it says, * Pro-
moter.’

“¢Sorry, Mr. Hooligan,” I says, ‘but I
can’t use your services. I left school seven
years 2go.’

“ ¢ My friend,” he comes back in the tone
of a prize-fight announcer—grandlike—‘1
am not connected with the department of
education in any way, form, degree or
manner. The word promoter, which doubt-
lessly confused you, means that I am a
promoter of equine contests for speed and
endurance. 1In other words, my friend, I
manage horse-racers. How much do vou
want for that animal?’

“ ¢ How much have you got?’ I asks.

“¢T1 give you a hundred and fifty dol-
lars—cash,’ he says, and pulls out a roll of
bills that would have plugged up the Johns-
town flood.

“¢What are you trying to do? Trying
to kid me?’ I asks. ‘A hundred and fifty
dollars for this remarkable horse, which
can trace his ancestry back three degrees
further than I can? Don’t make me laugh!’

“¢Two hundred,” he says.

“ ¢ Come again.’

“¢Two twenty-five, my last word,’ he
expurgates.

“¢Listen, Mr. Hanrahan,” T says deci-
sively, ‘if you ain’t accustomed to larger
figures than those vou are quoting, both of
us is wasting our time standing here and
arguing. Honest, I hate to have the horse
listen to such small money in connection
with him; it’s a shame.’

“*So you won’t sell him?’

¢ * Right the first guess.’

“¢ My friend, I make my departure with
the following solemn words to you. That
animal will cause you more trouble, werry
and pain than the Irish cause King
George XI1.

‘“ ¢ Advice is free, Mr. Harrigan, but I
don’t need it.’

“ < All right then; good day, sir.’

“¢Good day, Mr. Heffernan, best of
luck.’

“He walks off sadly, after taking one
last look at the horse. I decided that I
would have to look this horse of mine over
very carefullv, so as to find out what made
him so valued in the eves of a horse-racer,
like this bird claimed he was.

“1 went out on the roads, and watched
other horses hurrying along. 1 found out
this much: The ordinary horse, when
driven fast, didn’t have any regular, speci-
fied motion to his legs. He just flung them
out in front, with a sort of go-as-yvou-please’
motion; somewhat similar to a new-fangled
egg-beater in action. They seemed to get
all tangled up.

“Then I had some one drive Trojan by
while T watched. I seen what this guy
Harrison meant. Trojan seemed to know
just the right way to move his legs. First
the two on the right side, quickly followed
by the two on the left side—sort of a
piston-rod action. He swayed from side to
side; but, good night, how that animal did
move!

“T seen right there that I had a natural-
born racing-horse, and that with some good
care and a littie luck I might be abie to
make some coin out of him.

“I was desperate for money, though,
and didn’t have the idea where I could raise
the dough to buy him one of these racing
bugzies, so as tc enter him in the pacing
races that come off in two weeks at the fair
just outside of Albany. I then devolved
the following plan, after considerable
thinking.

“In the first place T would have to
work.”

Jake paused so that the crowd could get
the full effect of his extraordinary an-
nouncement.

“Trojan would have to work, too; pull
the hack for two weeks. I figured I could
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scrape together enough money this way to
buy him his racing outfit. 1 could let a
few of my friends on the inside of the
thing, and borrow enough money to place a
respectable bet on the race.

“In addition, I figures that if he got
used to pulling a heavy hack around the
town, why, when I hitched him to the racing
gig, he would be so pleasantly surprised
that he'd break all records for the distance.
My only trouble would be in getting him
to stop.

“So each night for a week and a half
I took him out of the stable, slammed the
door of the hack, and away we went. I
never held a watch on him, hecause I didn’t
want him to know he was going to be a pro-
fessional racer. He was just smart enough
to know it, if he ever saw a watch. Any-
ways, I didn’t have no watch.

“ He stood up great under the strain of
hacking all day long, and then going out
on the open road to show his paces at night.
It was only a horse with a real heart that
could of done that.

“ The race was such a sure thing that I
decided to let the whole town in on it,
advising them to bet every cent they raise
that Trojan would leave the rest of the
plugs behind.

“T took them out with me to see Trojan
work out. They takes one glance at him
and goes out and hocks the family organ,
the music-box, and the atlas of the world.
1 then decided that I ought to pick up a
little money to bet on the race, to add to
the money I was saving—and the other
people’s that was foolish enough to play
cards with me.

“ The intelligence of that animal was
marvelous. He didn’t even wait for me
to shout ‘ Giddap’ at him: all he needed
to hear was the slam of the door. when he
would be off like a shot.

“ Trojan got to be the most famous horse
for miles around. Any one considered it a
pleasure to ride with him, and if they could
have shook his hand on getting out of the
cab they would of did it. The outcome of
the matter was that every one went down
on Trojan for the big race—hook, line and
sinker. The whole town drew out its long
year's earnings to bet on Trojan.”
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The crowd was now clustered around
Jake, seeing that he was coming to the
climax of the story. They didn’t want to
miss anything.

“The day before the race came off,”
Jake continued, “ T went out and bought
the racing-buggy. which set me back eighty
I went over to the race-track, and
bet four hundred dollars—got three to one
for my money—on Trojan to win.

“I didn’t try him out with his buggy,
as I wanted to keep that for the last mo-
ment, knowing that he surprise of dragging
such a light thing would make him faster
than ever.

‘ The whole town flocked to Albany with
me on the day of the race. I had drove
Trojan over—a little run of twelve miles—
the day before, so as to let him have a good
night’s sleep before the race.

‘“ There was eight horses entered in the
race, and the distance was a mile and a
quarter.

“Of course all the Albany people gave
us the merry ha-ha when we spoke of our
horse winning the race—they couldn't see
him for dust. The odds on him went up
to eight to one, and I kicked myself for
being so previous with my money as to lay
it the day before at a measly three to one.

“ I manages to borrow a few more bucks
from some friends that was opposed to
gambling, and couldn’t bring themselves
to bet, even on such a sure thing as Trojan
was.

“ It was a grand and glorious sight, that
fair. I harnessed Trojan to his new rig.
and, holding the bridle-reins, I walked him
over to the starting-line. Those was the
days before they had begun the flying-start
system, and all the horse was lined up at
the start, the race beginning when the
starter waved his flag.

“ It was funny to look at Trojan as I led
him to the line, with this little racing-gig
behind him. At first he didn’t know what
to make of it. Then he looked around,
and, seeing this thingamagig behind him, I
swear that animal smiled with jov.

“ There we was at the line, waiting for
the starter to wave the flag. Twice around
the track was the distance we had to go.
I was all nervous and excited—twelve hun-
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dred bucks I would pick up after Trojan
had won the race, not to speak of the money
I could win at the various county fairs
around after winning this race. 1 was so
excited my hands trembled on the reins.

“ Then—the starter waved his flag, and
the horses sprang forward on the track—all
but one horse—Trojan!  He stood stock
still in his tracks, looked back at me with a
superior air, a sort of smile.”

“ But, Jake,” cried a listener, * what was
the matter—was he tied?”

“ Nope,” said Jake. *“ The confounded
plug wouldn’t move unless he heard a door
slam! It was the two weeks on the hack
that spoiled him.”

Disappointed at this seemingly unfortu-
nate end, the listeners got up and started
for the door, looking at Jake with disgust.

“ Wait a minute, I ain’t through,” said
Jake, and all setiled back in their chairs
again. Jake slid down from the pool-table,
assuming the attitude of a driver of a pacing
horse.

“1 fetched over,” he said tensely; “1
fetched over, and hit him a terrible wallop
with my whip—the first time I had ever
laid a whip on him. Trojan gave a snort
of indignation, looked back at me with
disgust, pain and surprise, and then lit out.

“That horse went away from that line
so fast that my hat flew off and landed
exactly on the starting-line.

“ The other horses by this time was two
hundred yards down the track. Trojan
set sail for them and fairly ate up the track.
The wind whistled past my ears as Trojan
tore around the first turn. As we rounded
the first bend I could see the others, now

,but an hundred and seventy yards ahead,
and going like the Twentieth Century Lim-
ited on the way to Chicago.

“‘Go on, Trojan!’ T shoyted. ‘Go get
‘em, boy! Go get ’em, boy! You can do
it! Eat ’em alive, old feller! You get him!’

“ Down the back-stretch we went, Tro-
jan’s feet moving so fast vou couldn’t see
them, his sides heaving, and his head held
forward, straining on the bit. All the time
he swas snorting—teliing the other herses. I
suppose, that he would get them before the
race vwas over.

“ Then we came down the home-stretch
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on the finishing of the first lap, only about
a hundred yards behind the leader, and
passing one or two of the other horses in
the race. The crowd was crazy for my
horse to win, and set up a yell that I could
hear as I passed the grand stand.

“Then we shot around the first turn
again, and into the back stretch. There
was now only three horses in front of us,
and going like mad. We passed one of
them on the far turn as we entered the
straightaway for the home stretch.

“We had three hundred yards to go to
reach the wire. It looked hopeless to every-
one in the place but me. The crowd was
now so excited that they was just gasping;
they couldn’t utter another yell.

“There wasn’t a sound in the whole
place as Trojan crept up foot by foot on
the two horses in front of him. One of
them gave up the ghost in the next fifty
vards, and Trojan swept by him, setting sail
for the one horse which now remained in
front of him.

“That horse was game as they make
them. He tore along the track, but slowly
and surely Trojan drew up on him. A
hundred and fifty yards to go and Trojan
was at his heels—a hundred and twenty-
five Trojan was on his flank—twenty-five
more and he was at his shoulder. Seventy-
five yards to go and they were racing neck
and neck.

“Then a man’s voice came from the
edge of the track, clear and distinct.

“¢Cab? he shouted! ‘Cab?

‘“ Trojan reared both front feet in the
air, came to a dead stop and walked over
to where the voice had come from. The
other nag raced clear to the wire, winning
hands down. Can you beat that?”

Jake picked up his hat sadly and sat
down in a chair.

“Can you beat that?” he muitered
slowly.

A man spoke to him.

*“ And vou, vou poor fat-head, vou lost
every nickle vou had in the world?”

“ Every cent T had earned and berrowed;
that horse was tco damn intelligent!”

“ Good wight, hovs.”

“Night. Jake.”

Jake walked slowly toward the door. He
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paused on the threshoid. * I'm a fat-head,
am I?” he asked. “ A fat-head? Let me
tell you something which I forgot to men-
tion just now. You know Jake ain’t such
a thick-skull after all.”

“Why? What’s the big idea>”

A whimsical smile played across Jakes
features.

Swwival

Elwyn W, Chambers **

“ vive,” Thompson stated positively at
the end of a long argument on natural
selection. His three companions pulled
silently on their pipes and said nothing.
The guide leaned forward and threw a few
pieces of wood on the camp-fire about which
they sat. Then he asked suddenly:

“ Do you mean physically fit, when you
say fittest?” The guide was a little man
and the lights and shadows of the fire
playing over his reclining body seemed even
to accentuate his small stature.

Thompson straightened up suddenly.
“Yes, certainly I mean physically fit,” he
answered. “ But I include, of course, an
average intelligence to go with it.”

The guide puffed quietly at his pipe for
several moments. “ You maintain, then,”
he said at last, “ that given a group of men,
let’s say, seven of them, and having put
them off some place with only food enough
for one man, the strongest of the seven will
dispose of the others and will be the ulti-
mate survivor?”

o [N the long run the fittest man will sur-
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“ Remember this guy Harrington—or
Harrigan—some name like that?> The guy
I mentioned a short while ago?”’

“ Warren Jay Hoolihan, you mean?”

“ Yep, that’s the bhird! He bought Tro-
jan after the race for three thousand bucks!
Not bad, eh?

“Yeh, I'm an awful fat-head!'”

“ Exactly; that'’s it exactly,” Thompson
affirmed warmly.

“I'm afraid 1 disagree with you, Mr.
Thompson,” the guide went on. ¢ Take
that group of seven men. Suppose they
start to fight for the food. Who will be the
one man the other six will confine their
attention to? The weakest man? No, the
strongest. The strongest man of the seven
will be the first to be eliminated. Then the
next strongest will go, and so on. In the
end, one of the two weakest men will be the
lone survivor of the seven.”

Thompson shook his head dubiously, but
said nothing.

“ Possibly if I illustrated this theory with
a true story vou'd be able to see it better,”
the guide continued. He shook the ashes
from his pipe. refilled and carefully lighted
it, then settled back comfortably on the
ground.

“ One morning. about ten years ago, the
tropic sun rose on a calm and oily sea in the
South Pacific. The night before had been
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foggy, but when morning came the fog had
entirely disappeared, leaving a huge in-
verted bowl of blue sky about a single life-
raft. Except for a few scraps of wreckage,
a life-preserver, a woman’s hat, its feather
dirty and bedraggled, a capsized life-boat,
nothing else but the raft could be seen in all
that wide expanse of sea.

‘“ There were seven men on the raft, sit-
ting or reclining in various postures, each
alone, busy with his thoughts. In the cen-
ter of the craft was a cask holding a few
gallons of water and a small box of provis-
ions. Every now and then cne or another
of the men would raise his head and look
fixedly at the box and cask, then at his
companions. Nothing was said, however,
nothing needed to be said.

“ The same thought was in the minds of
all. The water and scanty provisions on
the raft would sustain the lives of seven men
for three or four days, of one man for prob-
ably two weeks. Who was to be that one
man? Each had decided that he would
never let another touch the food or water.

“And so they sat, hour after hour, while
the tropic sun rose slowly to the zenith and
began its slow decline. Still no word was
spoken; still no man dared to touch the
food or water. The afternoon was well ad-
vanced when the mate of the wrecked ves-
sel stood up and walked to the water cask
at the center of the raft. He was a huge
fellow, tall and well built, easily the strong-
est man of the seven.

“¢] don’t care what you men are going to
do about it,” he declared aggressively, ¢ but
I'm going to have a drink. I’ve sat around
here doing nothing long enough.” He
reached down and grasped the breaker of
water. Instantly two of the other men
arose—one a burly negro deck-hand, the
other a small, blue-eyed missionary.

“¢Put dat water down,’” the negro or-
dered. The mate raised the cask as if he
had not heard. Suddenly there was a crack,
a crash, and the mate floundered splutter-
ing in the sea. He treaded water a mo-
ment, casting a baleful glare at the negro,
who stood aggressively on the raft, and at
the little, meek-eyed missionary, who stood
beside him. Then the mate reached out
and grasped the edge of the raft. The mis-
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sionary kicked his fingers until he withdrew
them and swam back a distance, cursing as
he swam.

“ There he waited for some time before
making a second attempt to board the raft.
But the second attempt ended in failure, for
the missionary kicked him full in the face.
It was a stunning blow and the mate sank,
tingeing the water with red.

“In a moment he rose, with a splashing
of water and a spluttering mouthful of
curses. But he was tiring fast and in an-
other moment he had sunk again. When
he rose for the second time he was gasping
for breath, his face a personification of de-
spair and fear. Then with a last half-
audible ‘ Help!™ he ceased struggling and
disappeared.

*“ The men on the raft said no word. The
missionary resumed his seat. The negro re-
mained standing for a moment, gazing at
the spot where the mate had disappeared.
Then he, too, sat down.

“ It was close to sunset when the black
man stood up suddenly, a determined look
in his eye, a scowl on his coarse-featured
face. He stepped to the water breaker and
squared off menacingly, his fists raised.
Then, as though by a prearranged plan, the
other five men stood up slowly, cautiously
eying the negro. No word was spoken, but
suddenly they rushed the man at the cask.
He went overboard with a crash and with
him went another.

“ The two men struggled for a moment in
the water, fighting, gasping for breath, then
the white man sank. But as he went down
he fixed a death grip on the negro’s leg.
The black man fought for his life but was
unable to loosen the hold. He sank strug-
gling and threshing the water into foam
with his huge arms.

‘“ The four remaining men on the raft re-
sumed their seats, glaring hatefully at each
other, forgetting that they had fought side
by side the moment before. The copper
sun slowly sank below the western horizon,
tinting the sky with orange and gold. The
night followed quickly, settling down som-
berly over the four men on the raft. The
stars came out one by one, and in the west a
crescent moon followed the sun into the dis-
tant sea. Not a breath of air stirred. Ex-
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cept for the soft lapping of tiny waves
against the side of the raft, not a sound dis-
turbed the deathless silence of the darkness.

“ The night passed slowly for the men on
the raft. At length the deep blue of the
sky began to pale, the stars twinkled slowly
out, the red sun emerged from the ocean
and gazed down upon the same smooth and
peaceful sea and the same four silent men.

* The sun was hardly above the horizon
when one of them stood up suddenly. He
was a dapper little person, a salesman
bound for Japan. The other men must
have been drowsing a little, for he had
up-ended the cask and gulped several mouth-
fuls before they realized it. Then with a
savage bound they were up and at him.
But the genial little salesman was teo quick
for them. He dropped the cask and with a
smile on his face dove into the sea. He
never rose.

= Of the three men left on the raft, one
was the missionary, the other a millicnaire
tourist, the last a nondescript stowaway,
dirty, ragged, and unshaven. The million-
aire did not sit down again, but stood gazing
at the dark waters for some time. Then,
seeming suddenly to go mad, he rushed at
the other two men, kicking at them, biting,
scratching. But their combined strength
was too much for him. In a moment he
was struggling in the water; in another he
had sunk, unable to swim.

* The two remaining men were the smail-
est and least fit of the seven that had been
alive the day before. They stocd eying
each other, panting from their recent exer-
tions, each weighing the other’s strength.
The stowaway was the first to speak.

“¢1 can see this raft is only big enough
for one man,’ he said slowly. ‘1 den’t sup-
pose vou'd care to share it with me?’ The
missionary did not answer. ‘ Well, vou may
be strong encugh to throw me off, but I
won't give vou the trouble. I won’t force
vou to kick me to eternity like yvou did the
mate yesterday. And I'm not the man to
attempt to murder you. No, I'll leave you
here to drink the water that you killed for.
And vou’ll have plenty of time to do it, for
veour chances of getting picked up are about
a million to ¢ne in this part of the cea.’

‘ The missionary began to mutter some-
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thing to himself. The stowaway thought
that he was trying to pray.

It wouldn’t be a bad idea to do a little
praying,’ the stowaway went on, ¢ although
the salvation of a good man like you is as-
sured. With me it’s different. 1'm booked
in the devil's free-for-all and I'm sure to
finish in the money.

“*You can have the food and water,” he
continued. ¢ But—damn you—I wouldn’t
give a plugged nickel for your soul two
weeks from now.” And without another
word he dove smoothly into the water. He
came up quickly and started off, swimming
with a slow and even stroke.

“And so the missionary was left, the
weakest of the seven, to drink the water
and eat the food he had fought for. And
he was happy, he was jubilant, for he had
won against the greatest of odds.

** An hour or two after the stowaway had
passed out of sight, a ship hove into the
view of the little man on the raft. He hailed
its coming with joy. At last! An answer
to his prayers! He watched it steadily,
then he began to be afraid. It was not
coming directly toward him, but would
pass some miles to one side of the raft.
He signaled frantically.

“But it was useless. The ship passed
him, clearly visible, but too far to hail. It
was almost out of sight before he gave up
his feeble attempts to signal it. Then he
sat down exhausted, a little shaken, cer-
tainly frightened a bit.

‘ And so he lived, for several days, may-
be a week or two, who knows? But in the
end he died, slowly, surely, inevitably.”

The little guide finished his tale. The
four men sat silently about the fire. Finally
Thompson spoke.

“ You say this is a true storv?” he asked.
The guide nodded. * Well, how did vou
get the tale, if all the men died?”

* No,” the guide answered him, “ all the
men did not die. The stowaway was picked
up by the ship that passed near the raft.”

* But didn't he tell them ahcut the mis-
sionary who v.as left en the raft?”

The little guide™s voice ceme cut of the
darkness. ** Xo,” he answered calmly, “I
didn't!”
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L(:VE as a driving-force has been much wriiten
about—which is quite as it should be. For
love makes the world go round. But—too oficen
perhaps—hate, too, has its power. Spurrcd by
this ungentle passion men have risked all and won
to thcir objective. One of our most popular
writers has written a great and grim tale of hate
—a noveleile which you will find in next week’s
issue :

HATE LAUGHS AT LOCKSMITHS

BY CAPTAIN DINGLE

Author of * Measure for Measure,” “ The Clean-Up.”

, ““No Fear,” etc.

[t isn't necessary to make an elaborate an-
nouncement of a Captain Dingle yarn. In this
case we'll just say that the hero is a sea captain;
the woman possessed of the sort of beauty that

Editor

blackens men's souls; the setting the East. Anod
back of it all is the terrible power of hate. A
grim {ale—but one well worth reading.

. S B

Ix the next issue of ArrL-Story WEEKLY you
also will find the third story of the “TEACH:
PIRATE DE LUXE” series, by C. J. Cutclifie
Hyne. In it Captain Teach solves a problem that
has troubled many another business man—the dis-
tribution of the products of his businezss. Don't
miss “ AGRIPPA AND THE BANK.”

S S S

GEORGE J. BRENN has unother corking tele-
phone-detective story in next weck's magazine—-
“NO GUESS-WORK.." Our old and clever friend,
Charlie Fenwick, again proves his smartness by
helping a government agent in an important case
—helping him in a way that is startlingly original.

THE TEN-FOOT CHAIN

WHEx we published the symposium by Abdullah, Brand, Means, and Sheehan in the March 13,
1920, ALL-Story WEEKLY, we fully expected that it would arouse considerable interest and cause
a certain amount of comment, bul we were far {from prepared for the veritable avalanch of letters
thal, beginning the very day of publication, have poured in upon us—and are still coming strong
It is gratifying. of course, espec1allv as nincty-eight per cent of them are cordially euloumuc, bu*.
it puts a decndcd veto on our original plan to publish all the letters received in fuli. To do co
would mean devoting an entirec magazine to them. So we have been reduced to the expedient
of selecting thirty odd of the more generally interesting ones, and even these we have been obliged

to cut down to the limit.
exigencics of spacc make it imperative.

I have just finished reading “The Te¢n-Foot
Chain,” by Achmed Abdullah, Max Brand, E. K.
Means, and P. P. Sheehan, which, in my opinion,
is a great symposium on a great problem. Truly,
the tales were superb in themselves, veritable
masterpieces of short-story fiction. I believe thai
the success. either way, would largely depend upon
the participants in the experiment, and the quality
and quantity of love which the partlicipants bear
each olther. There are always several sides to a
problem or question, and a problem like the onc
under debate has several sides, and its treatment
depends upon the kind of love the author has in
mind. Some adhere to the Brand and Abdullah
theory, and others follow the Means and Sheehan
theory. and both are right in their premises. The
tales were in themselves masterpieces, and I shall
take good care of the issuc in which they were
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The others we will try to get in from time to time in the regular Hear!
to Heart letters. We greatly regret this, for many of the letters were of unusual interest,

but

published, carry it with me to ltaly, and reud
them often. Furthermore, I shall translate them
into Italian so that a numher of my friends over
there shall have the advantage of reading such
absorbing stories—such an unequaled collection
of tales on a great problem by four famous
authors. N. C. Macagt.

Morgan Street, Clinion, Indiana.

Having been married more than once: traveled
—with my eves and my mind open—and al:o
being of philosophic turn of mind, I feel comp-
tent to state that as far as the woman is concerned,
the majority would take the ten-foot chain as «
matter of course, and would go so far as lo sup-
port the weight of the slack—and there would be
slack—so that the other captive may not rcalize
his captivity. Is not that what countless thou-
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sands of patient, loving couples are accomplishing
in an endless succession? Those whose affection
i3s abiding, and who, at ihe forge—the marriage
altar—simply reserve onc key to the shackles, and
‘that is the key of death. But speaking literally, I
do believe that the number who could endure an
actual ten-foot chain, connecting them with a
person of the opposite sex for seventy-two con-
secutive hours, is greatly in the majority—of
course, granting that love is present. Not the
passive yielding to fate, but the true love which
glories in the shackles and would not have them
loose. I think, as regards the four storics, that the
gifted authors are all quite right each in his re-
spective portrayal of human nature. It is so
complex that no rule will measure all, but I
believe Abdullah and Max Brand will poll 2 ma-
jority vote. A BuckeveE Wibow.
Lisbon, Ohio.

T have read with peculiar interest your sympo-
sium, * The Ten-Foot Chain,” partly from genuine
enjoyment of the workmanship in the four stories,
but more particularly noting that the underlying
principle of the problem has been completely
overlooked, or at least not emphasized as it should
be. The principle I speak of is this: That love,
genuine love, will be equal to any test, however
applicd, but passior withers at a touch. To chain
togeiher two people whe genuinely love each other,
whose sympathies are akin, whose minds and
hearts are in tune, is but to weld the bond of true
companionship closer. At the end of three days,
or three years, they would be more truly one than
before the test was applied. The great cause of
unhappincss between men and women to-day is
not that love died after marriage, but that it was
never born. Both mistook passion ifor love, and
found only bittcrness where they expected para-
dise.
saden because her spirit and his were akin, and
they could thercfore laugh at the three days’ im-
priscnment ordered by the angry king. In the
next Bertha recognized, even through the darkness,
the exquisite tenderness of the man to whom she
was chained. Because their physical sight was
useless, both found in the other the love so long
denied them. Their spirits were in perfect accord,
and as Bertha said, God made up the difierence.
In the last two, the couples, though young, bealthy
and passionaie animals, had nothing in common

xcept a feeling for cach other, which they termed
Jove, but as cach story conclusively proves, this
was not Jove but passion, and died carly under
the corroding test of ** The Ten-Foot Chain.”
Thanking you and the authors for the presentation
cf a very intercsling and far-rcaching problem,

San Antonio, Tcxas. Mnrs, War. A, Brack.

As vou invite the opinion of the people on the
story, * The Ten-Foot Chain,” in this week’s issue
which I've just finished and liked very much, Tl
say: The choosing of the diffcrent nationalities in
each story was a grand idea, and the naticnalitics

In the first Vasantascna really loved 3adu~
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chosen were each a tiptop subject for demonstra-
tion. E. K. Means’s story was amusing; in fact
it was a side splitter and a pretty good demon-
stration of his side of the argument. Max Brand’s
story was beautiful. It was decy, intense and a
thing glorified by love. There ar¢ not many who
will understand the fincness of that story, and
there is no word to cxpress the story more sin-
cerely than beautiful. Achmed Abdullah’s story
was also fine, true and sincere. Of all the four
nationalities chosen, I think his was the Dest
subject; for I think the Hindus, Arabians, and
most all the Oricntal races are more intense, more
sincere and more loyal in their love than other
races. As for P. P. Sheechan, I think he just
wanted to argue, and he got on the wrong side
of the argument—so he made an absolute failure;
where, had he been on the other side of the fence,
P. P. is therc with the goods. I was kind of
fretted with him for taking the side he did, for
he and Max Brand are my favorite writers of
love. Now, I suppose your object is to get a
vote on whether love can or cannot stand the
test of three days bound together with a ten-foot
chain? Count my vote yes. True love, the love
of one soul for another, certainly can stand any
test. P. P. Shechan has a beautiful love story
running now, * The House with a Bad Name."
That story expresses my Dlelief in love; that's why
I say Mr. Sheeban just wanted to argue; anybody
that can write as fine a love story as he can, then
turn around and say “love cannot stand the test
of a ten-foot chain "—well, like E. K. Meanss
negro girl was with Plaster Sickety—"*I'm just
plum nauseated.” But as far as the stories were
concerned, each was good, but the argument won't
stand. Love will conquer and win Mr. Sheehan
back, too. Luck to our editor, authors and
printers of our ALL-Story WEEKLY magazine.
Denison, Texas. NELLIE HAVNIER.

I agree with Captain Abdullah, he has the ques-
tion decided. He is right, absolutely. Had I been
Madusadan, captain of horse, my emotions and
passions would have been the same as his. Max
Brand, I am inelined to believe, has the correct
slant on this question. I know, had I been in
the socks of the painter, it would have been the
golden-haired, blue-eyed beauty, at the other end
of the chain—that is, if I had nerve emcugh for
imagination left after learning the conditions that
went with the chain. Dr. Means certainly kit the
na2il on the head in Plcster Sickety and Pearline
Flunder. They could nct have done otherwise. I
very much doubt if Skeefcr and Scootic would
have come out any better. Now I am down to
Mr. Shechan's tale and, strange to say, I must tell
you that he is right also. Had I been Guspard,
the smith, I would have done as he.

I have paid a just tribute to each of these writers;
they have caused thieir respective characters to
act true to life. All four are right on the question
of * The Ten-Foot Chain.™ Love I believe to be
stable and unchanging, but not so human nature.
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Mr. Shechan has the best of the argument, to my
mind, though I claim each of the other writers as a
favorite. 1 believe there are some natures that
would stand the test. The majority could not.
Personally, I would not like 1o buck up against
it. The ArLL-STory WEEKLY is great: keep ‘cm
coming. I have been reading it since 1915, and it
has never failed to satisfy my reading appetite.
Beattyville, Kentucky. R. S. S.

I've just completed reading with greal pleasure
the svmposium on the problem of * The Ten-Foot
Chain.” Mr. Abdullah and Mr. Brand arc right
when they say that love can stand the shackles.
I'm quite sure in my own mind that Mr. Sheehan
and Dr. Meaps are either insincere or poor things.
Lor’ love ‘em; I'm sorry for ‘em if the latter is
true. One who has experienced the flame of true
love would laugh, as did Vesantasena, at the idea
of its being extinguished Dby the sordidness of
everyday life's close contacts and disillusionments;
real love is too strong to die so easily. The
writers who stood pro and con in the argument
have chosen two distinct types to represent their
theory. The men who believe in Jove have chosen
the higher type of man and woman: the men who
believe love but a flitting, ephemeral emotion have
selected the lower types of human beings. Mr.
Abdullah, apart from the apt representation of his
theme, has produced one of the sweetest, tenderest
love stories it has been my good fortune to read
for years. And when I finish writing this note
I'm going to cut that story out of the magazine,
with Mr. Brand’s, too—which is a beautiful thing,
also—and file it away, with Mr. Abdullah’s picture
attached. That story carries one right ocut of
modern life and into the dreaming East,

Brooklyn, New York. GrEYE LA SeiNo.

In the tale, * An Indian Jataka,” by Achmed
Abdullah, the chain could not gall the captain
of horse or the slave girl, because they were
already bound by a stronger chain—love, honor

. and respect—made doubly strong by the jealousy
and opposition of the king. In the tale, “ Out of
the Dark,” by Max Brand, when the girl, Bertha,
was chained to a strange man whom she did not
know and could not see, she gave free rein to
her imagination and pictured him as her dream
man, endowing him with all the virtues she most
admired, and as he did not disillusion her, how
could she help but continue to love her own idea
of what her lover should be? The painter on
his side, did not know Bertka, and could not see
her, so he also pictured his ideal woman, and, not
being disillusioned by her, he also was in love
with his own dream girl. What man or woman
could ever grow discontented or tired of the
materialization of their own dreams? In “ Plumb
Nauseated,” by E. K. Means, the two negroes
chosen are represented as shiftless. thoughtless,
selfish and ignorant. It is impossible to tie two
such people together and expect them to be satis-
fied. 1In the fourth story. “ Prince or Percheron,”

by P. P. Shechan. the Princess Gabrielle is a fickle
creature, who was infatuated with the appearance
of the smith and not with the man himscli. The
smith was right in choosing one of his own class
for marriage, and their trials would have been a
success if Swuseife would have been more con-
siderate and tolerant of the work of the smith.
The smith on his part could not forget the
princess, and the thoughts of what might have
been continually came between him and Swuscite,
thereby causing friction, which resulted in their
separation. Max Davipsox.
Box 628, Patchogue, Long Island.

I, like the majority of ArL-StorY WERKLY
readers, am deeply interested in “ The Ten-Foot
Chain " and the problem from which it has risen.
I have just completed the various opinions of
your best wriiers, and I think Mr. Achmed Abdul-
lah is the nearest to the point. I feel as if there
can be no chain welded close enough for those
who really love. Mr. Means and Mr. Sheehan
can never have loved, or I am sure they would
have written their stories differently. If 1 loved
a man—really, really loved him—I would be will-
ing to have a fwo-foot chain for the rest of my
life and follow him, no matter where he led. I
would not wish for anything else—it would be my
greatest opportunity of proving my love. I think
Mr. Means's story a little too far fetched. As
for Mr. Sheehan, in a certain way what he says
is true. But in the case of the smith he was not
really in love with Susette, or he would not have
tired so easily. As for Susette, if she had loved
the smith she could manage to tolerate his work
without a murmur. In regard to Mr. Brand, to a
certain extent he is correct, but I think the cir-
cumstances that caused Bertha and her sweetheart
to meet most extraordinary. True love exists for-
ever, on to eternity. Yes, now and forever more,

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Pecey.

Why in the name of good horse-sense did vour
four writers all take slaves for their hero and
heroines? Max Brand knows the West, so why
not write about real facts? 1 judge life by what
I know. I am a widow, thirty-two years old.
For three vears I held a government position in
the far north of Canada. While there I married
the army doctor, who was sent to my relief during
a typhoid fever cpidemic. When winter came we
were weeks where we saw no one and were shut
up together in a log-hut twelve by twelve. Did
we learn to hale each other? No, because we had
something more in common than the physical.
Youth is not everything, plecasure is not every-
thing, and happiness is an attitude of mind.

From Canada we were sent to Australia, far in
the bush, weeks alone together. We spent our
time getting ready lectures, model sanitary devices.
ef cetera. There is no monotony if one has
imagination, and there is no love in the purely
physical. In 1917 doctor felt he must go to
Europe. He now rests in France. My own case
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is only one in millions. I would love to take
your two doubters up to the wilds of Canada
and show them real people: one hundred and
sixty-five miles from a train, forty miles irom the
post-oliice, twenty miles from the nearest neighbor,
yvet loving and happy. Amorg then: I'll produce
an LEnglish writer and his wife, 2 former grand
opera star, who, when I first met her, had not seen
one of her own sex in three years; one artist with
twenty gold medals and a wife he calls * Darling
Sally ; one former British consulate and his wife,
and hundreds—yes, tens of hundreds—just like
these; for in rcal love there are no shackles.
INURSE, NORTH OF I'TFTV-THREE.
Portland, Oregon.

As to “ The Ten-Foot Chain,” I Lhink it would
depend entirely upon the nationality of the couple,
their physical condition at the time, and more than
all their dispositions. I agree with Dr. E. K.
Means, that few men and women would come
through the test with their love untarnished and
pure. Achmed Abdullah has a very true version
of the question, in the fact that the people of
his story are of a very difierent nationalily to
ours, as their loves and passions are morc violent
and much more lasting than ours. Max Brand's
story I also like, but I think if Bertha had been
the beautiful woman the artist imagined her, the
story would have had a very different ending.
As for Dr. Means's story cf Plaster Sickety and
Peariine Flundcr, what could you expect of the
uncivilized, uncducated, unrelined negro but fight-
ing and scratching, like two cats tied together
across a line, as the Rev. Vinegar Atts remarked.
Perley Poore Shechan was writing truth when he
wrote his story of the ** Princess or Percheron,”
for to-day the average man and woman hardly
get the vows of marriage over until they have
found some one clse they want werse than they
ever wanted thc one they have.

Mus. Cecin

Chaitanooga, Tennessee.

V. PsiLLirs.

I have read the four ** Ten-Foot Chain ™ stories,
and find them interesting. Means and Shechan
have not very much love or romance in their
make-up, or perhaps both have heen disappointed
in women and love. Brand and Abdullah are
right as to true, honcst Jove. From experience
will say a woman's true, honcst love for man
will stand any (est—even a ten-foot chain. A
woman can, and does, endure more for the sake
of her love than 2 man docs. Knowing men's
nalures, will say that I really do helicve that man
cannot stand the test of your tlen-foot chain
longer than twelve hours. A womain---say at the
age of thirly-five—to my Delicf, can stand the
thrce days and nights’ test with the ter-foot chain
better than a voung girl. Has it ever been tried
in real life? Who can really say what the emo-
tions and feclings of both are under the test?
Your wrilers can imagine, yes; but they do not
1cally know. The course of truc love never did

-also of his habits and associates.
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run smooth. Hoping to read interesting answers
to * The Ten-Fcot Chain,”
MARGUERITE CLARE STARR.

Susawvilic, California.

To my way of thinking the four authors are
right. Mr. BRrand and Mr. Abdullah are believers
in soul love; the soul mates can endure any hard-
ships, or cven death., The average so-called love
doesn’t mean much to-day, and you are right as
for a worldly opinion. Mr. Means and Mr.
Sheehan's idea of love and marriage is the kind
the vast multitude calls love, which is of the flesh.
As love is mistaken for passion, infatuation, and
they believe in it themselves, they think they could
endure anything until the test comes, as these two
authors have shown. Mr. Brand and Mr. Abdul-
Jah have found soul mates, or are looking for
them. It is 2 wondecr[ul thing to know soul love
from that of the flesh, for the flesh cannot endure
pain., Here's to the great success of the four
authors of * The Ten-Foot Chain,” of which all
are very good writers. ANNA IsABEL CALlAHAN.

Grand Rapids, Michigan,

I have just fAnished reading " The Ten-Foot
Chain.” It did not fully come up to my expec-
tation. But it scems to me that vou must not
only consider love, but also jealousy. In both
Mr. Mecans's and Mr. Sheehan's storics the cause
of the disagreement was jealousy. Pearline was
not only jealous of her husband's friends, but
In Mr. Sheehan's
story, Suscile was jealous both of her hushand’s
work and his thoughts of the princess. In some
cases you may see a couple who, whether separated
by the Pacific or joined by a ten-foot chain,
would remain constant and devoted. But how-
ever that may be, I think Mr. Brand has written
the best story of the four. It has a spark of
something, I suppose I can hardly call it divinity,
in it, which is characteristic of all of his stories.

Browning, Illinois. J. SterLiNG McCorp.

“The Ten-Foot Chain™ was good, but I do
not agree with Dr. Means and Mr. Sheehan, as I
believe that the problem as presented by them
would not prove correct in the majority of cases,
if all conditions and classes of people were con-
sidered before final judgment was passed.

Box 387, Laramie, Wyoming. F. F. DexTox.

Have rcad with inlerest the stories on Lhe ** Ten-
Foot Chain.” Captain Abdullah is right. Dr.
Means, while right in a few particulars, is wrong
fundamentally. I and my wife are willing to
prove it. We would show the gentlemen just
what would happen by letting them try us as their
heraes and hercines were tried in the stories. Max
Brand is ncarer right than the doctor, though I
cerlainly agree with Mr. Sheehan that any man
can, and would, overcome the peily temptation
pleced in his path. MarioN Goss.

Avocy, Arkansas,



HEART TO HEART

[ have just finished your cnlertaining sympo-
sium, “The Ten-Foot Chain,” and venture to
enter a protest. In the first place, I Lelieve these
gentlemen were not sufficiently sure in their indi-
vidual beliefs, or they would not have used the
various racial and economic dillerences and hack-
grounds to make more plausible their conclusions.
Why did they not take as their environment and
characters the twenticth century United States and
the great American family? Surely they have
played with our emotions and imaginations too
frequently not to know thal the all-engrossing
subject Lo the American people is—themsclves,
In the second place, you have permitted the sub-
ject to De settled exclusively by niembers of the
sterner sex—who. after all, vou must admit, know
little or nothing about love; so, in conclusion, Mr.
Editor, I ask of you, give us another symposium
writlen by women. The subject intrigues our
fancy and cannot help but interest your readers.

Paterson, New Jersey. .. C. B.

-

You have asked that the reacers express their
opinion of * The Ten-Foot Chain.” I am going
to do so in spite of the fact that my opinion will
probably not even be considered. I liked it as I
have liked none of the siories thal have come
out in your magazine, and some of them, I think,
are quite wonderful. I am on the affirmative side,
because it has come ncarer to love, real love as
God meant it to be. The negative side has pic-
tured love as mere desire. Thal is not love. Love
is the recognition of one soul, of the fine, beautiful
qualities in another soul. Take Captain Abdullah’s
story. There is a hint of desire in it, but it comes
closer to real love than the others. It is my
opinion that Mr. Brand strikes the keynote of
love. He brings the man and woman together
in utter darkness. Both are ugly. as far as physical
charms are concerned, but in each body dwells
a sou!l beautiful. They are attracted by soul, not
body. Therefore, they loved with their whole
souls, and took that love with them Lo another

world. What I know is that love is a mating of
souls. Miss Jessie L. Huoues.

Dayton, Ohio.

I recad with intense interest the symposium by
Messts. Abdullah, Brand, Means, and Shechan.
In so far as the time limit set, three days and
three nights, all four authors are right. Some
personalities eould endure the ten-foot chain for
that length of time; others could not. Personally,
I doubt that true love could endure the ten-foot
chain for any considerable period of time. The
length of time, naturally, would depend upon
the mental, emotional, physical and spiritual
abilities of the individuals concernecd. To my
mind the result of the ten-foot chain is obvious.
No two individuals could long endure or withstand
the physical impact. Thus driven as well as drawn
into closest continual contact with each other.

'sentimental stories.
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they are put through an ordeal that might well
cause the stoutest heart and greatest affection to
quail.  All outside personal interests are debarred.
Even a truc and intense afiection is satiated hy
the continual and unrelieved impingment of the
two personalitics on earh other, the boredom re-
sulting is frightiul to contemplate. All the morc
50 becausc the genuine iffection behind it con-
templates with horror its own suicide. The ten-
foot chain would inevitably lead to the narrowing
down of their lives and the blunting of gencral
human interests, to intense mutual ennui. So, in
fine, my conclusions coincide with both Dr. Means
and Mr. Shechan. Articles of this kind, as well
as all your out-of-the-ordinary stories, are good.
Keep up the good work. WiLrLiaM BLUMMER.
Philadelphia, Pennsyivania.

You requested opinions on “The Ten-Foot
Chain.” I think that none of the four authors
knows much of pure, stcadfast love. I have
reference to love, not vulgar passion. ‘There is
but one truc. all-mastering, all-cncompassing love
in each person. Some never experience it. Some
never chance to come in contact with their affinity.
With me, one foot, ten feet or a hundred feet
would be the same, or would have been for the
last forty-five ycars, and although the clasps have
been around each of the separated wrists, all that
time the chain has never heen welded.

Grand Rapids, Michigan.  GrorcE R. Kexr.

The storics dealing with the subject of * The
Ten-Foot Chain* were well written, and from a
literary standpoint up to the standard of the
four well-known authors. Of the four stories I
consider E. K. Means's the best. Love exists only
in the minds of abrormal persons and writers of
A New York judge recenily
classified love and insanity as the same thing.
and I believe he is right. I cdo not belicve any
normal person, especially if they are marricd, or
have been, believe that there is any such thing.
The plutocracy of the world admit this fact hy
mating their progeny only {o members of their
class. H. B. Rceo.

Owosso, Michigan.

—_——

I have read the Arr-Story WEEKLY for five
years, but have never been aroused to action of
wnung about anything until I was through read-
ing “The Ten-Foot Chain,” and I would surely
like to give Mr. Max Brand a good pat on the
back, with my best wishes, to last a lifetime. If
there were more men like him, or what his story
leads one to Delieve him like, this world would
be a better place to live in. “An Indian Jataka,”
by Achmed Abdullah, was very good, but a litile
too deep for young girls not yet in high school.

Macais Muse,

Washington. District of Columbia.
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Achmed Abdullah is a2 man after my own heart.
Real love is cternal, knowing no love but the
resl love. Max Brand would have ito mate with
the right woman, hut she could make him sce the
light and brightness of rcah love. DPerley Poore
Shechan is 2 man who loves his work above wo-
men, and only thinks of them as somcthing to
love. E. B. Q.

Brooklyn, New York.

I have just finished reading “ The Ten-Foot

Chain.” It is good. 1 agrce with Brand and
Abdullah. Honest-to-gecodness love can stand

anything, Mavpe L. CHAPPELL.

Micanopy, Florida.

As to “The Ten-Foot Chain,” I am sure both
sides of the question arc correct. I have been
married twice. The first time I loved truly and
dearly. No ten-foot chain could have killed that
Jove. The second marriage—well, a ten-foot chain
would have produced a hatred and disgust too
deep for words. Real, true love endures anything,
hut so cften we mistake a friendly liking for love.
Then close association brings hate. Mzs. E. P.

Detroit, Michigan.

_Jd_am a constant reader of ALL-STORY WEEKLY
magazine, ancd like most of the stories, but for
the love of Mike do not give us any more * The
Ten-Foot Chain  stuii, as it was the most veriia-
ble rot. 1f a man and woman really loved each
other, Deing chained together for three days would
make their love stronger if anything, and any
man who has ever loved a woman knows that
much. T. J. McLAUGHLIN.
McComb, Mississippi.

Tell Max Brand for me that he sheuld be put on
a ten-foot chain for three days if he does not soon
write a sequei to “The Untamed,” although I
heartily agrce with him and Achmed Abdullah
abeut * The Ten-Foot Chain,” and disagree with
E. K. Means and P. P. Sheehan. Love, I mean,
could stand the shackles for three days. ** The
Ten-Foot Chain ”* was fine, because il was some-
thing out of the ordinary. It could be called a
“ difierent ™ story. Jases RiNus.

Plymouth, Pcnnsylvania,

Sure liked the four stories of *The Ten-Foot
Chain.” I acrece with Max Brand and Achmed
Atbdullah most emphatically. A woman can en-
durc anything for the man she really Joves. A
weman who couldn't stand the shackles of a ten-
fool chain is a quiiter, and 1 would consider her
faithlcss. Marte KATHLEEN Boke.

St. Louis, Missouri.

I have just finished reading **The Ten-Foot
Chain ™ in the March r135th issuc of ALL-STORY

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

Weekry. Mr. Perley Poore Sheehan, in my.
opinion, has givea the Dbest .all-round report on
the question under discussion. As a whole, his
view-point is excellent. Man, if he wishes to
accomplish big things in life, miust not let love
occupy more than forty per cent of his make-up.
True, the love of 2 woman for her mate can
inspire man to Dbigger things—but it can only
inspire. It cannot help him reach success. When
love sweeps a man off his feet it also at the same
time sends him down, down, down to financial
destruction. And what is this world—and what
is love—and what is woman—without monexr!

VERNCN LESLIE CLEMENS.

Kitchener, Ontario, Canada.

I did not care so much for ** The Ten-Fcot
Chain,” Achmed Abdullah is one of my favorite
writers, and was rather disappointed to know that
he agreed it was possible for 2 man and a woman
Lo he chained for three days and still have love for
cach other, but quiem sabe? Well, at any rate
I must hand it to E. K. Means in handling the
situation. BrrTHA CAMIERON,

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

“The Ten-Foot Chain™ was a unique presen-
tation, and 1 agreed with Max Brand and Achmed
Abdullah that love can stand the shackles. Give
us more of such works. RAaLrH BrOUGHMAN,

Indianapolis, Indiana.

I have Lieen a rcader of the ALL-STORY WEEKLY
for nine years, and for the first time in the whole
nine years I feel disappointed enough to make a
kick, but to take up space in the most wonderful
book in the world with a tiresome story such as
*“The Ten-Foot Chain™ almost makes me shed
tears. The ideca of a woman and man growing
tired of one another in three days! Even if there
is no love, don't you know—three days! If it
was three weeks or three months, why, it would
seem more reasonable, don't you think? T bave
been married three years, and what would I feel
like if I let a ten-foot chain kili my love for my
husband in three days? Please don't take up space
in our dear magazine to print such silly things.
1 think Achmed Al:dullals storics arc wonderful,
also Max Brand's, but if they ever do such things
again, well, good night for me! M. A D

Gahagan, Louisiana.

My thanks 1o Max Brand. T agree with him
that love can withstand the shackles; ten feet, or
any amocunt of it. In the story by Mr. Perley
Poorc Sheehan, T think that Suscite did not really
love Gaspard. IF she did, she would have let
hini work at his forge. Iers was an idle Iove;
she loved his facc teéo much. Gaspard could not
have loved Sus(;tlr*, or he would not have come
back for the Princess Gabrielle.

Holyoke, Massachusetls, Jorrx L, SouTHERS.
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