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EQere(f Rhodes Castle

The Chdm]%b}" of the WOYIA

fly-specked fan behind the bar
whined lazily in the still heat of
midafternoon. Through the light
rattan doors the scorch of frying
asphalt came to join the whine of the fan.
At one end of the bar, beside a sawdust-
filled box, a gray cat sat and bathed in a
vain attempt to cool herself, The mirror
behind the stained mahogany was irosteg
to a tive frigidity that Iirritate
rather ti.::p cooled. i
The dark green shades on the windows
were pulled down to the drooping“tips of
pot after pot of ferns which were fast
growing brown and tired. A row of
scarred tables stretched along the wall to
. the rear, where a brilliantly painted auto-
matic piano held the place of honor. In
farther corner empty beer-cases were
piled high.
But the walls were the distinctive fea-
. ture—that is, the walls and the man
; They in theve;ch:ir atut‘heplt;zrthest table.
4 were co wi tographs of
7 W men, mostly crouching, all

young. Here were the champions of yes-
terday, to-day—and to-morrow: feagher-
weights dancing on their toes, lightweights
with folded arms or feinting cleverly,
middleweights running to heavy necks and
caulifiower ears—near bruisers. All were
autographed in scrawls which nearly all
began: “Yours truly—"

In the rear to the left of the brilliant
piano was the dwelling-place of the gods
that be. A huge American flag was draped
above four photographs. Three of them
were placed, like smaller stones in a piece
of jewelry, about a larger one. They were
the champions of the moment. To the
left of the larger picture was Battling
Yelski, whose two-round lLnockout of
Young Sullivan had given him the light-
weight crown. To the right was a full-
length snap of McTigue as he handed the
count to the Frisco Kid, thereby annexing
the middleweight belt of the world. Below
the main picture could be seen a photo~
graph of the featherweight king, Johnny |




“He sure packed a punch,” ruminate
the man behind the bar,

Curly pushed his glass across
to be replenished. ‘“‘He did thag}?:ebx
ceded. "'But it wasn't a punch that lickej
Ferguson. It wasn’t anything Ginley
that won for him.” :

“What did?”

Curly Thomas answered as a man who
has given deep consideration to his s

mphant  smile of victory. ject. ‘ o
small eyes seemed to be set in a “Psychology,” he answered. “Thats ™
neck rather than within a skull. what the wise guys call it. You get me?
shoulders, even in the photo- Press-agent stuff. They had Ferguson
sed to mdve with feline swift- licked before he put on a glove. 9 -
ss the chest in scrawling letters had him buffaloed with newspaper talk =
en: “To Jim Hinkly, witk my about Ginley’s reach and Ginley's wicked =
5. Hinkly was proud of that left hook an’ his foot-work an’ his this
He had it framed in gilt, so that an’ that. That’s what licked Ferguson,
ng else besides the size stood out an’ I couldn’t do a thing.” 4
‘rabble. He spoke of it now to Mr. Hinkley nodded his head and wiped =
patron who leaned against the bar. his brow with a wisp of whité apron. 5
ere was a guy,” he said, shooting “Aint it hell?” he agreed sorrowfully.
eam of water into a glass of
jad lime, “that you should have been: T'HOMAS nodded and tipped the il 3
' glass. A moment later he brought i
patron nodded. He was ‘a large down with a shivering crash. ;L
loud checks and a glistening,  “But I'm going to get him,” be cried
mustache; and the diamonds “I'm going to get him where it hurts himt 8
t bedecked his hands and necktie to the most—in the pocketbook, Listen:
- nothing of his watch and cuffs were You can hit Ginley in the head, m,f::‘ ‘

-
by
Ex.

o laugh at you—but take some money SSEES
him, an’ watch him lose the sunny smile. i
- It was Mr. Hinkly’s 1:um to nod.
SRR “They do say he’s tight,”” he 3
ﬂ&ﬂt;s!l life, aint it?” Hinkly “Tight!” Curly Thomas laU_ghed bit-
ety I Blass toward. the patron. terly. “A tightwad is a Coal Ol JoMS S
ho would »?»ve;' tell anything about it. compared to him—the dirty rat.
0. to . picked Ginley to hand the He sipped in silence for a momg“-
Nll" d“mPil on like that one of  “How you goin’ to do it, Curly? P
F fplcked Ginley. They A look of deep cunning crept mb‘
‘ G e Wef}'tl-ll‘l&-—that is, eyes of the fight-promoter, a WO brosd .
inley and his manager. that in some curious way made his 3

features resemble the pfctlfl'! of the d‘ ¥
pion of the world grinning in e

~ He gulp thﬁmformr champion  frame—a kinfolk look. v
‘ the drink before “You just wait an' see,” he P ;
oS ation; “You just mark my words. II l
‘ anything now; but wah:—be'l' {‘:” ot
it hurts him most—an'—an T
game.” -
He turned to stare
mute defiance—and

st -2
\L :
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es.” The stare did not bother Curly,

»vhommimedtosnneamiably.

“Have a little drink?”
The

“Crooked.” e i

Thomas h\%ﬂd heartily. “Crooked!”
he chortled.

Do I look like a second-story workel"’
I look like a Jesse Jimmy? Huh?

The other sipped his drink in silence.

“All you have to do,” Curly eont}nusd,
lingering on the words for emphasis, is
to sit still an’ be a good boy, an’ you get
five thousand berries.” p

The bulk shook its head cunningly.
“That aint no work,” he whispered, “for
five thousand dollars.”

Mr. Thomas mopped his brow. ‘“You're
a smart one, all right,” he assented. “No
putting anything over on you; I can see
that. But you need the cash—don’t you,
brother?” P

The other licked his lips, which were
dry. He nodded.

“Have another snifter, broth— What

is your name?”
“Chris,” said the other. “Chris—Swan-
son.” a
“Mine,” said the promoter, “is Thomas
—Curly Thomas.”

“Yeh‘"

“You may have heard of me—I held
the ribbons for Ferguson.”

“Yeh?”—uncomprehendingly.

“Fighter,” explained the promoter vig-
orously, ‘“heavyweight champion of the
vvorld}.l I was his boss—manager.”

“O l))

“There was a boy that had a chance
to pull down some real coin, if he'd ’a’
followed my advice. He could 'a’ made
a half-million if he didn’t have a yellow
streak.”

“So!"

THEY had another drink. “There’s

the guy that beat him.” Thomas

pointed to the large gilt frame. “See him?
The big stifi! The dirty rat!”
“You don’t like him, huh?”

The little dark eyes of the promoter

grinned evilly. “You said it, brother, An’
listen. When T don't like a guy—well, I
get him. See? Get him where it hurts!
That’s why you and me—"

Swanson thrust his huge bulk back in

alarm. “I aint in it,” he
“You were sayin’—" ' Prociiss

Thomas thrust his head forward as the - "":; W
“L'uen' bmthu » h‘ A < - " 5 .r

other retreated,
;::;:’:’anded. “You aint'New Yori,

do you get that
ow YO B e Dl




TCA light flared—and died.
1 m mwr “C“' men.,
~ «Like to get married, huh?
; '-J:A“dwnhae to make the price?”
moving-wagon in St.
a day. In the paper
New York they struck for
m."

2

l‘

. “Not now. In St. Paul I said to Jennie

~ 1 wouldn’t come back without—without
. the— An’ Jennie, she said to me—"

. The promoter nodded sympathetically.

~ “Sure,” he assented. “The Jennies, they

- all say that.”

" In the heat-laden silence they sat for a

Wha dy ' th

- “What d’'ya suppose,” the promoter in-

. sinuated softly after the silence had lasted

. some time, “‘Jennie would say if you came

. home with five thousand great big dol-

. lars—eh, brother!”

~ What Jennie would say was mirrored in

:v;t‘be‘-star!ng blue eyes of the bulk. A fly
| in the space between them. Mr.
y played his fish in silence.

;
|

Fi-
» 'itt!;‘: quiver of white flesh the fish

0se to s

“What is it 1 do,”” he whispered, “for
(f!ollars?"

“ manager of champions tapped the
fable with a pudgy forefinger while the

I !"’he commanded finally, “You

an’ you get a century right off
.Mmm we go away from here
g ‘ town in the New Eng-

e
e

-tion

at the picture in the gilt frame. “Th
the one,” he said, Ay

The towhead drew back with a jerk,
Frank fear lighted his eyes. He shook
his head slowly, o

“I like the money,” he said sorrowfully,
“but not like that.” Besides, Jennip— &
mover, yes; but a fighter, maybe no.® 4

“Don’t you worry about that, brothee® '
Mr. Thomas reached forward and 3
the huge forearm of the youth, “
never know anything about it. Well give
you another name. See? One short halls
hour, an’ everything will be over—six
months—five thoaisand berri [
crooked—easy money—eh, brother?”

The big hulk still teetered; but the
manager of champions, watching, smiled
a wolfish grin.

Some

“Why do you do this for me?
friend maybe—"

“Brother,”—Mr. Thomas spoke in the
flat voice of one who knows his explana-
will be wasted—"it's psychology
You don’t get that, but that's what the
wise boys call it. Tl give it to you
straight.  Sure!  There's a bundred
friends of mine I'd rather give the five to,
but brother, they aint built for m
chology game. Better fighters oo,
than I could ever make of you—but they
don’t look it. See?”

The towhead shook in negation,

“Sure vou don’t, an’ that’s an
tage too. What you don't know wont
hurt vou. Listen: For two years I
been looking for a man like you—a o
that looks like a champion of the werkd
I didn't care whether he couldn't hit#
windmill or whether his foo wa
punk—because—because, brother, 'f‘” k'
goin’ to make ours that way. A’\ ‘f h
brother? Simply because it cotta 4
the rat I'm after enough. ti‘:k? I‘_' 4
get him where it hurts. He q‘— 4

ticket away from me, an’ Curly ’
g oo % o e
e M, Thomas grisssd SEU
wouldn’t hurt Ginley ”d-‘,“._ :

R. CURLY THOMAS T:‘ 4

the executive offices n
Silver Lode Securities
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mcd a languid %
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boots, while he read
i journal. He

young man with a heavy, glistening
'y dark eyes and

:
3
E
2
:

ted.
champions nodded and
said tensely, “I

“Found

“The bird to hand it to Ginley.”
“Yeh?” Mr. Murphy removed his
te to the importance of the
and leaned forward. ‘‘Shoot,” he

.
B
g

“He’s as big as a house, Benny, Hon-
tape on him, I couldn’t
Seventy-nine an’ a half
Think of it! Six foot

an’ a pair of shoulders like noth-
ing you ever saw before.”

2
:
2

2 int the best of it, Benny.
Listen! He’s a Swede, an’ his brain don’t
work any faster than a rheumatic snail.
Believe me, Benny, he's made to order.”
“You interest me strangely,” said Mr.
“Where did you

pick him up?”
"Hinkl;z. He’s from St. Paul. He

came up to the big town to make his for-
tnnlem:s a mover. Aint it a scream! An’

he a girl named Jennie who is waitin’
for him back in St. Paul. Oh, he spilled
a lot of chatter when T got him over to

my i . They don’t need
just enough to buy Jennie a pink
a:: a imitation fumed-oak Side-
”

glass knobs. Can you beat it,

Mr.
“You said it," he responded. :
all ready to go ahead? Can you get Fer-
rity to let you get away from n
suckers long enough to put this over?

Mr. Murphy nodded, smiling softly.
“It’s a case of where he's edgona. Aint
I the best little silver-tongued typewriter-
slinger in the old town? Where would
Ferrity an’ the Prairie Silver_Lode bg
without me an’ my little typewriter? An
Ferrity knows it—in fact, I'm aiming to
borrow some of the money I'm goin’ to
use to put me over in this, from Ferrity
himself."”

“Atta boy! Remember, every dollar
we get up will bring us back three. It's
now or never:”’ :

The other licked his lips hungrily.
“Where do we go from here?”

’I'HE manager of champions drew a
gold-edged wallet from his pocket and
extracted a paper. From an upper vest
pocket he withdrew a gold pencil
Cramped over the paper, he began:

“Here’s the way 1 got it figgered
out: I talked to Young Sullivan last
night —you know, Benny— that big
wop that works as a barber between
fights over on Twenty-eighth Street?
I told him to get ahold of Freddy
Doherty an’ come around to-night. I am
figgering on having those two boys take
him up into New England somewhere an’
keep him busy for two months getting
hep to the game. Right now he don’t
know a left and right hook from a square
piano.”

“Does—does he know he’s got to lay
down?”

“Yeh!” The promoter laughed. “He
likes that, Benny—honest, I'll bet you
he’s got a yellow streak as wide as a
house.”

“That helps,” Mr. Murphy assented.

“Now, as for you, Benny—well, they
wont be much for you until I get Gin-

ley signed up for the fight. Blank cone

tract, promoter to furnish opponent for
twenty-five-round bout to a decision. Vie-

tor to get the heavyweight belt. Champion
of the world!” it tigied

loudly.

“How much you goin’ to offer him?”

¢ ¢
L dsr:v:;tyﬁve thousand dollars, .winf hﬁe

Mr. Thomas laughed |

»
hr e
%4‘ -




¢ 17 Don’t you suppose that the mis
te receipt stuff starts to come out, he is goin
1! But there also is a—a— it:g ﬁndfm:lt about it—and what is he A
' . to find? He is going to L
the big stiff don’t know fnoua?d.h:b' .
want to take seventy-five ing to ruffic his hair—that I have fallem
'um:ihounnd to uxrtl :ﬁe fbor a great big hunk of cheese, A great big
an’ seventy-five per cent ol the swede stiff!  An’ he's to act acco i
Get me, Benny?” rdingly, §
than the other way.” Smiling wolfishly, Mr. Murphy '
: g Whp;opossiitioln t.l;:-t and\{olokvd less than ever ; son of Eﬁ" ,
y v or. y mply “What's his name?” he ask
» he's a smart guy, Don't ever fo_r- “Chris—Chris .\fwanso;.” - :
when you start to figger on Bill The other wrote the ! -
s name on a sheet
Ginley will figger this way: If of white paper that lay before him. St ¥
is worth seventy-five thousand smiling, be picked up' an ink-bottle and 7
) it’s worth that much to me— poured a small portion of the blue liqud
.t way I want him to figger.” over the name. 4
T Why : “Chris,” he chanted slowly, “I christes
“Wm MB“"‘" i iy ‘{9}?! thee Hurricane Kelly.” e
ol ‘the gate-receip me? y
I e i o, TS e of e e
o ! e sixth day of June and that Mon-
:: all m); o?plml to put out where day in September de«'j'icaxed to the cause
e e
i . X he world of sport. On t !
urphy Md‘i’ ha‘?o‘)d_hcaql‘ Curly Thomas, through his gxrm of
Whetl] : ve him signed publicity Mr. Benny Murphy, announced
,afl?“sc::i ose—see. Open a to the newspaper world that he had .r g
i cou:t‘:-; YO;lrr Blll:“ to Big Bill Ginley to defend his title in &
ew England giant to x iz twenty-five-round battle to @ decision $15
B it for his G cham- thousand sporting-editors emitted l'=
RS personalit Ullg. Utmost  sigh of deep content. Who Big Bill
title. Foumfcby Prz')n? C"mgjﬂdcr battle was a minor consideration.
mas far up in the hills: he is urly was a big hunk of daily space flled K-
: is being three months with stufi that was bound

d in hidden 3
s ) ®ot.  Astounding de- 10 go big. Big Bill bad been 3 champiod
tth of new pugiﬁ m!‘;muc physical of champions, and the man that faced
by Promoter Thomas s'é;' promised him in the arena had to be a supercham*
& His subordinate nodded. thxi&? pion. On the strength of this M-g,
n o bt czt?nd f closed bling confraternity promptly offered Ve
ing that had been provided derful set-  to-two odds on the champion, regardie®
2 whistled softly between or his art. of the second man in the ring. =
s the yellow teeth, But Mr. Curly Thomas and his direct®®

3

& Rreatest
er in the Mry’::;ﬂth:h g.t meWag' ;?rwl‘:im of {:ublivity were not interested in
e but ' s~ such odds. 3
fery stufi—an’ the » they fall for that  “Wait till we pull our SUpErmss
n out young giant coming next week,” chortied Benny,
ety 1 tell you, ills! It's a world-  odds jump right off the bat.” -
And they did. With PO

"“ .{’ y. o
iy, |, b o 4 i
b

g
i

b .lno';en“g_‘i:m;’mm a
bout Ginley n ite Mountains, ,
BT et s y Wont it may- ened to five to three. But the W&

Thomas and his associates

ml in mock the day—the day when the et 2
smart boy? well fed with the news '8

o
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Thomas laughed loudly. “Benny,
certainly do take the come-on palm.”
nodded modestly. “Thanks,” he
said. “But that stufi aint a patch on
what’s coming. Ferrity’s got the big stiff
now so he looks like a regular
fighter. Wait till my follow-up stuff comes
along. “‘Young Kelly Knocks Two Train-
ers Cold in Two Rounds.’ ‘Boy Wonder
Says He Always Knew He Would Be
. Champion’ ‘Ed Snap, World-Known
Sport-expert, Picks Kelly’” He hesitated
for a moment. “That last cost us five
hundred.”

Mr. Thomas nodded, and lighted a large

cigar.
“Dirt Mv" he said.
“That's what T thought.”

“H;y:'v about Ginley? Is he saying any-

“Says he'll win
e <ol ov:"" a knockout before

Mr. Thomas la . “Sure he will,”
he chuckled, aint going to make
me mad. But he—he must have had some-
bogy down to see our big Swede.”

aginis,” said his  subordinate.
aroun’—said he was looking for
Ferrity gave him all the chance

g

]

ha!” laughed Mr. The
the truth about there being no gre
oob than a wise guy?”

“Yeh.” z

«What are the latest odds you get?

“Five to four.” :

“When we get the suckers offering even
money on our bronze youthful wonder,
instructed Mr. Thomas, “you pick up all
the money you can on Ginley. They aint
no need to tell you to be careful about it,
is there?” :

Mr. Murphy grinned understandingly.
“Not me,” he said.

A MONTH passed—a month in whi_ch
Mr. Curly Thomas selected the city
of Bigburg as the place where the battle
for the heavyweight crown should be
fought. Out in the western section of the
city, where a natural amphitheater was
owned by the city, an arena was erected
with seats for sixty thousand people. The
champion of champions came to the city
the first day of August and established a
training-camp out along the Cuyahoga
River, where he shadow-boxed and toyed
with his assistants before a crowd that
gasped and marveled—and paid fifty cents
each for the privilege.

But the astute Curly kept his huge
bronze god up in the hills until just two
weeks before the day of battle. Tt whetted
the public appetite and fitted into the pic-
ture the fanciful Benny had drawn of the
youth. Sporting editors and special writ-
ers by the score traveled up into the hills
to see this alleged wonder, and went away
dazed by his size. Calm, cold-eyed men
who wagered thousands calmly traveled
up to the quiet little town where the pine
trees whispered at night; and these men
went away puzzled. If size and youth
went for anything, the big tow-headed
youth was a sure winner, On the other
hand, if deep cunning, a wicked left hook
and long experience were commanding fac-
tors, the champion of champions had the
call. Opinion was divided—which pleased
the promoter.

l“'hed makes I:tl look more regular,” he ex-
plain to urphy, “an’ i ;
odde.” rphy it helps the

“Anyway,” said Benny, “we know.”

Mr. Thomas laughed. Of late he was
laughing frequently.
xdorldB when you were

f. Benny Murph ressed it.

Tt was a great old |
in on the know, as
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“An'
aint it? So does
. It don't happen that way
" the publicity direc-
“But there’s a fun-
that about this scrap.
 you ever stopped to figure lhf’* °“e:i-

urly putting up every plugg
'l:“mget ahold‘gf,—-an’ Ginley

is
?

“thing than

can
the same,—where is all the dough
covering these bets coming from?
xlm’ munq' ”
" The manager of champions stroked his
pssy mustache and flashed the two-carat
d on his third finger in the glare

Barnum said,” he
ike to be fooled. All

ive them a little guif
ﬂm.ginnion, an' they
bag. Aint it a scream?
’ against a sure thing.”

the
Bet
of the last two weeks and
night;

The two weeks were
hectic with babbling, seething excitement,
filled wigxeople rushing and whispering
~—rent teers with brazen faces de-

A

was calm with the menacing
that precedes a storm at sea.
The two weeks began

-sought some place—any place

L

him for his size and the clelr
eyes. He boxed freely now, with nope of
the self-consciousness that marked the '
early days of training. Ferrity '
a good job. Kelly’s foot-work 2:
and his mighty arms, like bronze Pythons,
moved with lightning speed. b

Experts representing papers from ail
over the country only found one uf
with the contender. .

“He does it all so mechanically,” ]
asserted, “—for all the world as if he were
doing a day’s work in a boiler-shop.”

But other experts had an answer for "
this. “He's a perfect fighting machine® =
they answered. “No emotions, no ftem
perament, just a unified knockout,”

From the camp of Big Bill Ginley came =
the news that never in his ring-histery
had the champion been in such
physical condition. Every visitor to bi
training-camp came away with the same =
words upon their lips:

“If it wasn't for the boy's size
youth, he wouldn’t have a chance

And so it went. Each day was
brimming with close-eyed men
hot tips straight from the various
ing-camps at whatever they would
bookmakers offering even money, B8
faced women sitting about botel
So it went until the Jast night.

HEN came a hush. People no X

babbled and seethed, but moved
ly. Motorcars with the dust
States upon them stole into

i

-

i
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Nightfall found the
champion and his challenger !
Each gladiator was to retire
nounced the trainers. >
each camp to enforce the quiet.

But in one ca no
Around a little table in
dows closely shrouded,
pering. One was a large man
mustache and a two-carat
other was a low-m A
Jumpily staring. o

{y their sweaters and c
ue caps. and_the
blue-faced young man

The large man with the -




o Ao’ umml:erI this when you do go
~stay down until you get the count

.'..v d Ihﬂ w up-—set? ACl

if didn’t know what you

Take away any suspicion.
R-whmhehitsyonthenecond time—
go down an’ stay down! Get it all?”

The challenger nodded, his huge tawny
the eve of the most
momentous episode of his life, he was ab-

calm—like a man waiting for the
to blow before resuming work.

“How about my pay?”

“My boy, after to-morrow we’ll have all
the money in the world” The gang
around the little table grinned.

The big hulk stared straight ahead. “I'd
like it now,” he said. “Jennie, she always
said—"

“Sure she did,” the big man interrupted.
“An’ she was dead right, brother. Here
you are!™ He peeled ten golden bills from
a thin roll that would not be thin after
the morrow. The big stiff had no kick
now.

"I"Iva'ything all set?” he demanded.
Amnd.the table they all nodded, still

:
!

- o

smiling with wolfish glee.
The big man stood up. “T've waited
a long time for to-morrow,” he crowed,

an’ believe me, boys, it looks like a sweet
I wouldnt trade that minute when
Bill gives our boy the K. O. for any-
% in the Can't you see him
ng over into the corner at me expect-

- toseemeb?hnginmlhesawdust
or all my lost coin—and see me smiling

the

Over in other camp the champio
of the world easily, a crooked, (‘:)m:
ning smile upon hi Tips.

Mngy he
smiled.

the main gateway with shrill calls. It was
the bigges day that Bigburg had ever
known

Within the arena interest was intense.
People who had arrived early in the morn-
ing clutched their seats, blistering with
heat, and stared into the h_eat-haze about
the ring. Men in their shirt-sleeves with
handkerchiefs tied about their necks
cursed the heat and shouted gleefully
about the battle, all in the same breath.

Preliminary bouts went forward contin-
vously but attracted scant attention. A
Greek boy sent another in red tights to
the floor with a sickening crunch, but the
crowd hardly noticed. Some one was
shouting, in a voice hoarse with excite-
ment: “Here comes Kelly!”

But neither Kelly nor the champion of
the world arrived. The crowd grew rest-
less and began to cat-call. At fitful in-
tervals they clapped and stamped their
feet on the rude planking at their feet.

And then from aisles on opposite sides
of the ring came the champion of the
world and the challenger, each with his
trainers. The crowd shouted themselves
hoarse.

“Hurrah for Ginley!” shouted a fat man
in a ringside seat, and the crowd cheered
with him. Then with might and main
they shouted for the huge towhead as he
went to his corner.

The towhead’s face was serious, and
the muscles in his thighs twitched nery-
ously. The champion stood at ease, lean-
ing against the ropes, the same crooked,
cunning smile upon his lips. He nodded
to an acquaintance outside the ropes. He
was the picture of a cool, experienced
champion about to exhibit his skill.

Across the ring the Swede was listening
:;)tythc final words of the. wop and Fer-

_“Go after him until the sixth”
hissed into his ear, “an’ then (}!‘;opthtg
wa}r we sho;ved you.” » 4

ust without the ropes the ﬁglgbpro-
moter sat. Guessing the gist of .
nodded enc%m‘t e '

For Mr. Curly ’l'homu n- ‘
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HAT is this that the boys are
telling about Billy Thomas
at the Gordon-Johnson ban-
quet?” asked Ben Clark of
Tom Dawson as they met in the hotel

“Billy was there, all right,”” responded
Tom.

“Were you there?” asked Ben.

“No, Sam Agnew told me about it—
be is their sales manager, you know.”

“How did Billy come to tackle a stunt
e, 1

“Well, I guess I had a spoon in that
dish,” said Tom. “I met Agnew about six

ference. Once a
all their salesmen come in,
undred and fifty salesmen,—
o d: ul&conferclncc that lasts
1 ys. They always end u
a big banquet, and they usually ha\'g
or three at the banquet by
prominent men; but Sam wanted some-

=

with

thing different this time, and he asked me
'%",l_lhﬂ:ouzht would be a good stunt.

on what you are

is a story you have

‘ness, why, that of course is something else

again.’ .

“ 4] would like to give them something
they could use,” says Sam, ‘but of course
we hand them all kinds of business dope
at the conference, and so what we give
them at the banquet ought to be differ-
ent.

“Just then an idea popped into my
head. ‘I know what would be a big thing
for you,” says I, ‘if only you could work it.’

““What?’ says he.

“‘Get a first-class salesman that sells
some other line,—some fellow that has
a reputation—and let him cut loose on
your men and sell them some big idea.

“‘What idea?’ says Sam.

“‘Why, his own big idea,’ I says. ‘It's
like this: Every man that does things in
a big way has got some big principle or
idea that he works on, and whether he
knows it or not, that idea has a whole lot
to do with his success.’

“*That is a pretty large order for a
salesman,’ says Sam. ‘Have you got some
man in mind?’ .

“‘Yes T says, ‘T know just the man
for the job—Billy
Thomas. He travels for
the Boyd & Bidwell Caf-

fee and Spice M w2
believe me, thatm;ay X
some salesman.’ ] ‘ﬁ

; R
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to
g-stunt, the danger is that

d try to make a regular speech,

1 he would sure fall down.’
you," says Sam. ‘The problem

to get Billy to act natural.

i‘:" 1 says. ‘When a man
what he is not, he isn’t himself
anybody else; but if you could get
v to go in there and just be Billy
homas, believe me, he would stand that
ch of salesmen on their heads. But
! says, ‘I am not saying that you

get him, or that he could deliver’

sods if you did get him.’
“*I understand,’ says Sam; ‘but your
me is worth considering.’

‘Sam got to thinking the thing
over, and the more he thought
it, the more favorable the plan
50 he got into touch with Billy.

W 1 is an old salesman himself, and
id a pretty smooth job with Billy.

1 Billy that they were pretty well

on speeches at their banquets, and
decided not to have a speech this
‘What we avrmt,’ says he, ‘is some-

dl. We want a regular trav-

sman that has had a lot of expe-

take some big idea or principle
always worked on and g0 right

: ' Mmer-and~tongs, and
‘ﬁ;‘hln just as if it was a bill of
moxy ‘T don't see much
bety ‘that and making a
A man would have to

R guys and talk
How is that different from

Sam. ‘What we want is to have .

just as you would if you were sellin
man—sell the idea just as you would sl

a barrel of coffee to a new customer.

don't want a speech—we want a

stunt, and you are the man to pull it off
There will be fifty dollars in it for you =
Now, then, haven't you got some big '.h"
that you have used in the selling R

“‘Sure I have,’ says Billy. ‘I have a
motto that I have used for over ten =
and believe me, it works to beat the band,
It has been worth fifty thousand dollars
to me—not a cent less.’ _

“‘That’s the idea,’ says Sam. ‘Now "%
then, you can sell that motto to the boys™
—ijust go in and make a sale, no speech,
no oratory, just put the sale over—ses? =8

“So Sam got Billy to skidding, and he =
closed up the deal. d
come off in thirty days; so Billy
plenty of time to think the thing
And then Billy’s trouble began. At
the scheme looked fine to him, and
fifty dollars looked like easy
when he began to plan out a sale toa
dred and fifty guys sitting in ;
why, the more Billy thought %
more that sale idea looked like a pipes==
dream. Sam had simply ca e
thing and put one over on him—be
in for a speech.

“Well, Billy made up his mind fo bes
good sport and go through with it
way; so he went to work on the
and about that time ‘hi m:;g‘:l!y i
paper that President Wilson gl
his speeches out and reads them when be
makes a speech; and that looked Lot
good to Billy, because then a man o
possibly fall down. So Bill starts to WS
his speech, and when he gets ten Or 8
pages written, he mails them to i: :
asks him to look it over, that
about President Wilson, and says i Sam
guesses he will do the same thing 3 SEEE
is agreeable.
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’ O ming the whole thing
writes Billy a letter

hot stuff. ‘For the

don't get any such idea as
head,” says he. ‘Because

do like President Wilson

fall down on it and make a GV 0
out of the thing. We don’t wait &0
we jnst want m g}
action—see?’




They -having a discussion of
we_ma sale? first, attention;
third, desire; fourth,
once Billy got an idea.
he could have a room
an hour or two, and
. Then Billy shut him-
the room and paced up and
floor working out that sale along
i those four steps. He got his
whipped into shape, and while
doing it, the plan looked pretty
him, and he got excited over it;
after he completed it and began to
the different points in mind, why, the
le thing looked rotten to him, and he
could just see that bunch of salesmen
guying the life out of him. He would have
gi:en a month’s salary to get out of that

REFSspemasge
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‘WELL, when the banquet came on,
Billy and Sam sat with the nabobs

at the main table, and Billy felt like a
four-flusher. He didn’t have any appe-
asks him why he
illy says it’s because he has
and Sam told me afterward
feet were getting cold too.
all got through eating and
rs and sort of squared
n;l;)‘(ih as to say, ‘Now start

n

5g§!§§

i
g

your fireworks let us have somethin

classy’ why, Sam started to introduog
Billy. He intended to get off some § kes
and be funny, but he was sort of fla ber-

gasted, and instead of being funny he
ass of himself so that when Billy

g:‘up he faced a situation that would
wokthemoqtofChzmnceyM.
Then something happened

bunch o :
to sing out, ‘Oh say, can you see—

another bunch began to yell, ‘Why, look

who's here,” and half a dozen other guys
got up and says: ‘Ladies and Gentlemen,
we have with us to-night—’

“Sam told me it was the worst jazz he
ever heard at a banquet, and he glanced
up at Billy to see how he was taking it;
but Billy was standing there grinning, with
his hands stuck in his pockets, and Sam
said there was a glitter in Billy’s eye, and
all at once Sam saw that this was the very
best thing that could happen, because tl.le
boys were stirring up Billy’s fighting spirit,
and a ballyhoo like this was Billy’s favor-
ite dish.

“<All right, go to it, good people!’
shouts Billy with a laugh. ‘I am going to

get under your epidermis when it comes

my turn, so just enjoy yourselves while
the kidding is good.’

“By the time they subsided, Billy was
right up on his toes. “This isn’t a speech,’
says he. ‘It's a sale. I am going to sell
you men something. Now, this afternoon
you were discussing the four steps in a
sale. You remember the first step is at-
tention; so I must have your attention
first. T am going to get it this way. I
am going $o stand here with my mouth
shut till every man of you comes to atten-
tion. Now, then, boys, sit still and keep
vour eyes on Billy.?

“Then Billy stuck his hands into his
pockets and kept perfectly still, and of
course it was only a minute when every
one of the fellows was still too.

“* A LL right, T have got your attention,’
says Billy; ‘and now the next step
is to get your interest, and that is going
to be easy, because this thing T am about
to hand out to you is something that a

man can cash in on, and there isn’t any-
thing quite so interesting as good old -

spondulix. This proposition of mine is

worth an investment of twenty thousand
dollars to each one of you if you will take
You can actually cash inon

it and use it.
1t every year—more than five per cent on

twenty thousand dollars. I have done 'itl"-“

in my selling, and you can do it in
. ‘What is it, Billy? Oil stock for a
side-line?’ says one of the men. :

4
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ing. I believe that
_constituted that you can
_on the ultimate results of an
's work, and if any of you fel-
kicking and grouching about your
. chances are you are loafing on

this was pretty warm stuff, and
said that some of the fellows began
riggle around in their chairs.
‘again,’ says Billy, ‘this twenty-
: ar proposition wont take the
place of a m In the long run
 things a man has got to be
“or go broke.
d on, Bill—let me ask a ques-
one of the fellows,
, says Billy,
modore Vanderbilt didn’t go
didn’t he say the public be
‘Maybe he did say that,’ admits Billy,
m;& minute. Who gave the Ame¥-
ple their first high-class railway?
, ﬁtﬂ? &e bestth transportation
< ney ever had?
ﬂiﬂ mo;d Commodo:ey?’

gave the people the best
~money? Didn’t Barnum

“‘That’s the stufi,’ he says. *
the kind of a rise I want out of this
‘Cause why? Because it indicates ¢
you are interested—you want g
shown. So now we have taken the seec
step—interest., This sale is half o ‘
Now, then, the third step is desire. 13
must make you want it. You will want
it, all right, when you really see it} soit
is up to me now to uncork it g

“The men really were interested, and
it took Billy only a minute to quiet them,

“‘This proposition is in the form of 2
motto,” says Billy. ‘I saw it in a book
years ago, and I took it and began to use
it. A motto, you know, is a boiled-down %
idea in handy form so you can pull it out
like a foot measure and slap it right o= &
to a situation. So here is the &
thousand-dollar proposition—listen: f#
always best to affirm the best. Now Iam
going to repeat it and let it soak jn.' =

“‘Oh, for the love of Mike,’ says Famss
worth, ‘are you handing us some of that ==
Oh-be-joyful-Pollyanna stufi?’ st

“Not on your life!’ says Billy. “There =
is no hot air about this proposition. Itis =
as solid as real estate or a national bask =
and I will show you how a man cashesin
on it. But first let uS understand just =
what this motto means. When I say @i==
firm, T don’t mean falk. I mean the als =
firmative mental slant at a thing—'l',‘.:
of positive mental habit—see?
T say best T mean the best there is in
thing or the man—there’s always &
in everything, so this motto means where
a man’s mental slant is always t i
best that is actually there.! g

“T HEN Billy goes on to apply the P
osition to a man’s own self, and |
shows that when a man :
about himself, why, that is
himself up to be, and then
act as if it was so; and Bi
that helped to make it so, and
went on to show that fifty per cent
are put over by the pcr!ﬂﬂ"l:’
salesman. Then Farnsworth, be '
and asks Billy what he m:’i:l’ :
ity, and Billy comes back :
ment that personality is
himself up to be. ‘Bil g
I affirm about Billy :
;:;forget ;:tl, samy:‘BmY~ v
ts out how fhor:
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The fellows be-

1g
8

o e of them
suppose, now,> says one s
r has a better piece of
can a salesman make

Al
i
-

g
:

am not talking about the other

* says Billy. TLet him look
is own line. I'm talking about you
and our line. When I affirm the
is in my line, that’s the kind of
ine it is to me, and that will help to

EFE
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o
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“WELL, old Farnsworth, he backed up.
He said that such talk as that was
‘A thing is what it is’
says Farnsworth, ‘and you can affirm till
you are black in the face and not make
a dang bit of difference with it.’

“And then he calls on Billy to show how
you can change anything by just thinking
something about it.

“*All right’ says Billy. ‘T ran across a
statement the other day by one of these
psychology experts, and I saw it was a
scientific explanation of my motto. So
I cut it out and saved it, and here it is.’
And Billy pulls it out of his pocket and
reads it: ‘Every affirmative thought that
relates to action generates in the human
organism a motor-impulse that tends to
corresponding action.’

“‘There you have the whole thing in
a nutshell’ says Billy. ‘An affirmative
mental slant starts something inside of a
man that gets him going in that direction.
It makes a man act as if the thing was
so,“?;dtthat helps to make it o’

ut supposing it aint so,” says Farns-
worth. ‘Can you make it so if ?;’siome—
thing else, by )u;_t aﬁrmx;x:g’that it is so?’
y arnsworth,” sa Billy:
‘Thebestthcreisinathing'ys isg’t
L e And when I affirm it, wh i
- 15 50 to me, isn’t it? And that hel

3
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it look that way to a customer too.”

I Sl e 7 R R e | e

nega : ‘
Billy said that some on ,
wgaﬁvkir-—end':f ‘course that ::lprgs
the opposite and paralyzes action,
Billy shows that the groucher and the
kicker and the guy that’s always putting
up an alibi for not selling more goods is
sil:)nply suffering from a case of negativitis,
Then Billy goes on to describe the symp-
toms of negativitis—where a salesman sits
around the hotel and cusses the town, or
where a customer kicks on some goods and =
the salesman takes it for granted without
looking into it, that the "house had put
something over on him, or where a com-
petitor has worked the town ahead of him |
and the salesman concludes that there’s i
nothing doing, and dozens of other ways
that a salesman shows that he has got
the negative slant at things.

“Now, of course we have all got more
or less of that negative stuff in us, and
Billy had something on those boys
right, and he kept rubbing it into them
about that negativitis until some of the
fellows threw up their hands and yelled,
‘Kamerad!?” and then they all began to
applaud and gave Billy a great hand,

“*‘Now, then,’ says Billy, ‘I am going
to tell you about two salesmen that I
know. One of them has got an affirmative
slant at things, and the other has got
negativitis. 1f T should tell you their
names (which I am not going to do), why,
some of you fellows would know them.
They both work for the same company,
and they are about the same age, and have
about the same natural ability—both
of them are good fellows, too.

SRE o SORIRT
<! ey ol AR ST

"THEN Billy went on to tell about one
of the fellows that he called Jim.
Now, Jim is one of these guys that sort
of automatically raise a presumption
against everything that comes up. When
Jim goes into a town, the place looks kind
of bum to him, and every customer in
that town has got something about him
that makes it hard to sell him, and e 5
bit of tough luck that Jim ever had
that place sort of stares him in the
and his selling-job looks kind of punk
and he will be mighty




‘this boy is
‘good talker, and he

with wpany for eight dyearS,
“only about four hundred dollars
head of where he started. He is
Jdong on about two thousand
to be pulling down twice
im thinks that it's circum-
keep him back, but it isn’t—

, and everybody can see it

~ One of these days the com-

can him, and then Jim will bawl

for playing dirt on him, and I
never will see that the thing that
him was that negative slant at
‘that prevented him from going at
game like a winner, because when a

es himself up against it in advance,.

e's going to make a poor showing
as guns—and that is what ails

“Now, the other salesman we will call
ys Billy. ‘He is just the opposite.
always takes an affirmative slant at
erything. When he goes into a town, it
ks to him as if the chances to sell goods
. town are thicker than huckleber-
If one merchant turns him down,
/, there’s another one up at the next
mer that is sure to buy, and Al has a
for every merchant in the
and as for himself, why, Al has no
atall of his ability to put the sales
and when it comes to a bully job,
M;M.has got them all faded,
ally a traveling salesman’s job.
Wouldn't trade jobs with the presi-
_the company; and talk about a line
~oh, boy, that line of Als! Just
o talking about their brands,
eyes will shine like a couple of
Al was talking to me one
of baking-powder,’
to him: "SI: here,
me confiden-

ars.

" that the soda we use is not comman i

Ll

of the best vineyard in Callf
dered soda but genuine granular sody
the best in the world; and we pack that
baking powder in lithographed tin oo
tainers with a friction top cover that kerru
it as fresh as if it was hermeti

sealed?” And so Al went on about that

baking powder until he made it Jook as
if a man who didn’t have some of itin
his house was missing the chance of a
lifetime.

“ENJOW, that is Al.  And how does he

cash in on that affirmative slantat

things? Well, I happen to know that be
pulls down a salary and commission over
five thousand a year, and that is going =
some for a traveling salesman. Now, thea, =
when Mr. Agnew introduced me, he was
good enough to say that I am the star
salesman in our company. I wont say
whether he is correct in that statement
or not, but when I started sixteen yeas
ago selling goods, I didn’t have a dollar.
To-day I own a two-hundred-acre farm
all paid for, worth a hundred and fifty
dollars an acre, and I own fifty shares of
stock in our company. I wont tell you
what my salary is, but it is some salany,
and I have done it all selling goods; and =
this motto has been the biggest 5
asset I have ever had. So here i’l'i" K
It is always best to afirm the best. Now 8
what are you men going to do about it¥ 8

“Then Farnsworth jum};:.s up and
‘I move that we buy this proposi 't
And a lot of other fellows second the';_ s
tion, and Agnew says: ‘All in favor.
the motion stand up,’ And they all : =
up and then jumped up into their ;
and Agnew said they gave Billy the 3”"
est hand he ever heard at a bﬂﬂ"‘ "
anywhere else. They wouldn't stop SEEE
Billy got up again. s g

«Sood!! says Billy. This &
call action, so this closes the ’k,‘“’ ol
proposition is yours, boys. Go 0 ¥ S50

luck to you. on!

@g(ém said )lhat the next
Billy a check for one hur
:lt‘ead of fifty, and that i

at.”

Ben rubbed his nose reflectivel¥:
say, Billy did make a speech &

3 —sure he made 3 :
he didn’t know it.”




TREMENDOUSLY dramatic story of a mountain
adventure and of a real and vital love-affair.

VERY Saturday the mail came
over the range, for the widely
scattered inhabitants of the Cache
le Poudre and the Grand River

valleys. It was brought by carrier through
the defile known as Squaw Pass, and every
Friday left “Four Mile,” the stage-town
on the eastern side of the mountains,
thirty-six miles away as the magpie flies.

On one of his February trips the mail-
carrier had struggled all night through the
drifts, carrying forty pounds of mail. His
“webs” were ice-enameled; his heavy socks
and moccasins were stiff, and they were
spangled with a sparkling beadwork of
frost. The morning sky was ash-colored,
somber and ominous.

At seven o'clock, as he swung down the
north fork of the Grand River, tediously
toiling through the snow, his tired eyes
caught a thin spiral of smoke spinning
from a cabin chimney and losing itself in
a background that stretched for more than
one hundred miles in a solid, pitiless white.

He kngw that the smoke meant conver-
sation with a human being, rest, breakfast
and warmth; so he quickened his pace un-
ﬁl,amﬁftyyuds_ lay between him and

T 10, Buc ) d.
G R be oulad,

A man opened the cabin door, filling
the frame with his form. He called to
the carrier as he waved a hand of welcome.

“Hello, Jim. Fling your feet. The
pancakes are waiting.”

When the carrier had removed his snow-
shoes and pack and bad placed them be-
hind the kitchen stove, he took off his
mackinaw, tossed his cap into a corner and
began to talk. All men crave speech who
travel trails alone.

“Some mush down the Michigan!” he
began. “Snow-—-why, man, it was like trav-
eling through smoke and as fine as flour,
but it sure stung when it had the wind be-
hind it. It took me four hours to do that
three-mile stretch between the Blasted
Pine and the White Owls, I moled my
way into a drift, and I let her howl. If
the postmaster general knew this, he'd
laugh hisself silly. Say, vou ought to see
Chapin and Cachita. If the gable end of
hell blew out and it rained fire and brim-
stone for forty days and forty nights, it
wouldn’t melt enough snow on them hills
to wet a pair of socks.”

a woman, slender, willowy and strange-

FROM the north room of the cabin came
ous to the surroundings. There




in was like a patch of
"mountain sky on a May morn-
‘Without knowledge, one would have
d her as belonging exclusively to

, Buhbles!” greeted the carrier.
- “What you doin’ here?”
' !m,;'m the girl replied. “I petered out
ast week when Big Sam, Snaky and I
were coming over to the ski-tournament
teamboat. Buck’s been nursing me.
' sure was weak when we came down the
Poudre, wasn't I, ll)!ucll;? Ibthought I
never was going to hit this cabin.”
~ “You certainly were,” replied Buck.
mail, Jim?” .
carrier took the pack and held the

-

. fastenings to the stove, thawing them. He

brought forth a package and gave it to
Buck. There were magazines and news-
pers and a letter. The man tore the
tter The contents
; and as Bubbles and Jim
im, they saw the corners of his
and grow into hard, pale

reread the letter:

e great thing to have lived a dream,

to have dreamed a life. I have

ubbles is wintering with you.

r demand this letter, but they

not mdonmt y. %e such a

g women as being too

el? hurt to forget, I fasncled

ind find you rowdy, My apprecia-

was, lﬁu‘ all, only compliment-

- appreciating unworthiness is of

VIRGINIA,
ide, the wind blew little swirls of
along the cabin roof and around
low of the kitchen, Inside the
 silence was broken by a crack-
PPy discord from the dry pitch

letter on a shelf beside the
past Bubbles into her

_whispered Jim.

.muﬂe,um

‘hundred
ook

She was at that moment & wor
kind, the kind that make up the
part of the dance-hall as j¢ exists in
mining-camps. She was ¢
She could deal faro and stud better thas
any man in the State. Her mother fat
been Cincinnati Sadie, also of the dama’
hall, a renowned beauty. She had ma
ried Dutch Dave, a notorious pambiet
who had been shot by Texas Charliess
Hot Sulphur Springs for sleeving a

The uncomfortable atmosphers ghat™
filled the room was broken by Jim.

“How about pancakes, Bubbles?
some wild for food.”

H
e |

<)
i
Nl
el
-
-

ITHOUT answer the girl fried h.?u
and pancakes and placed them &
fore the carrier, who ate them as fast @8
they came from the stove. -
After breakfast, he slung his pack oali
back, took his snowshoes outside and et
the thongs in place about his feet.
“Eh, Buck!” he shouted through tes
open door of the kitchen. “I'm g&’ b
beat it down to Grand Lake. Adissf" S
In answer to Jim’s call, Buck came s
of the room, from the window of Wi
he had been gazing at the storm it
gathering its forces on top of the DaveR
“What do you tginkéhe&%
up there?” He indicat 3 .
p“'I'hvre'll be merry hell inside of
hours. Why?” replied Jim. K
“I'm thinking some of going g‘; o]
Top to Four Mile,” said Buck.
hurry.” : ; el
‘!‘-!I?lut Top!” cried Jim. ‘Flat o
Why, man, you couldn’t get over S8 2
Look at ’er up the':l;t Tl;:t 5
ing sixty miles 1 now, el
kigkin’ cighty by early afternoof; £ |
you're caught up the le?" g
don’t you go over Squaw Pass oing O

“It’s time I'm after. .

Flat Top.” E
“Fare-thee-well, old M

best you'll get is the ..

aint aimin’ none to tell you

these hills.” ——
Jim hurried off down g boes 8

a dainty imprint from s fter Di8

soft drifts, Buck looked of quabd

he disappeared in Wd, ght

pen.andm o

o uck.” she sak, “cume
lall .” u. S




read the letter, replaced it, and
t speaking or looking at him, walked
PG roon.
e lm’oiling his shoes, he filled the pack
light. In it he put half a loaf of bread,
of bacon, some sweet chocolate,
of whisky, some small, heavy pieces
pitch for starting fires, a can of
coffee extract; on top of these he rolled
his rubber poncho.
- When the pack was filled, he said
through the door:

@

Stay in there a moment; I want to
change my clothes.”

Quickly he made the
change to the heavier garments of the
trail. thn dressed, he called to the girl.

“Td like a word with you before I hit
the trail.”

She opened the door, and he saw that
she was attired in the heavy clothes in
whj&ih)mshe had cioul’ne to the cabin,

going with you,” she said simply.
“Get my webs, please,” i

“YO'}I can't go with me; you're too

“Weak? TI'm not weak. I was, but I'm
not now.” ;

~ “What do
~ somehow the

you mean?” he asked: f
emphasis #

. prospect. pretend
::uy::rtbat you would have to take ca
of me all winter. They were coming over
later with an agent of the land office and
find me here with you. After your arrest
and the claim relocated, I was to get a
third interest in it. But that wasn't all
I came over for.”

“Who paid you that hundred?” de-

manded Buck. _

“Big Sam,” she admitted.

“But a hundred is nothing to you, Bub-
bles.”

“Maybe I didn’t do it for the hundred;
maybe I didn’t intend to let them get
away with it; maybe you don’t know any
more why I did it than I do. Get my webs
ready. I'm going with you.”

“Why do you want to do this?” ques-
tioned Buck.

A new light was beginning to dawn
upon him. He saw a strange expression
in the girl’s eyes as she looked at him.

“They made a monkey out of me. That
letter shows they were after Virginia, but
you don’t think I'd frame on a woman,
do you? T've bluffed a lot of men, but
I never hurt a woman in my life.”

“This is square of you, and it would be
the real answer, if you could go with me,”
said Buck.

“Go!” shouted Bubbles.
Get my webs, please.”

“You're great,” Buck smiled, extending
his hand to her. The girl grasped it, and
the man’s emotion almost crushed the fin-
gers of the little woman. The pain was a
relief to the heart of her.

“I'm  going.

THE\" stood there typifying the country
in which they lived, Buck was a
lithe giant. Trained as he had been in the
old college days back East, his ten years
of hill life had made of him an Apollo of
tan, His broad shoulders, narrow hips
and straight legs manifested an incompre-
hensible extent of strength, agility and en-
durance. Incased in heavy winter clo
he contrasted strangely with the little figure
beside him in woolen cap and high-collared
sweater-jacket and deerskin pants.

After Bubbles' shoes had been treated
to the oil, the pack was thrown across the

man’s shoulders, a belt and six-sh
A and six-shooter

to the belt with a bunch of
Tuckinggwoolenscarfinwtbeﬁont

him and a heavy cup tied y:
extra thongs, -




o m-‘
-:’bockt:g‘thcy set out
that is the north fork
i River of the Colorado. The
«d” ahead, breaking trail

WS,

'g'llle‘:i to break through the
banklike clouds that were being
downward on the tree-tops by their

brothers above, but it succeeded
‘making itself a wallow of yellow

‘ of drab.
great storm-center of the North
can continent, where blizzards are
nd sent hurtling across the withered
ts of the great plains, is htgat bv:on-
y rugged range lying slightly below
oming linegein Colorado. These
~mountains rear their heads almost three
~ miles into the air from the level of the sea.
2 ‘catch the west and east winds and
p them into great vacuums, which, when
 spell wintry blasts for all the
pi River valley. Here the west
ows furiously and steadily from
er until May—and to cross the
1 over Flat Top trail any time between
hese months is a man’s work. During a
fuary storm it is considered impossible,

éie other side of the Continental
and almost opposite to Buck’s

7 the little mining-town of Four

S ,t:;ettii as it wgs by the back-

)L the contment, and scattered under

e steep sides of Prospect Mountain, it
5 snug from the great winds of winter,
when the east wind drove storms

Here dwelt a most pe-

) some of them rough, but all
! ‘mllland wome;i, gauged by the

iy

but the snow finds its silent
where, settling amid the
to a depth of thirty feet,

Out of the willows and quakine
thickets of the bottom, the map &
girl wound upward into the silence
comfort of the forest. The snow was
ter here, without a crust, so that sheie’
before noon they came to a DProspects
deserted cabin and rested for the mid
meal. They talked but little. Bub
had the fear of the trail always befors
companioned with a constant questios
whether she would fail; but most of
time was spent in covertly glancing |
Buck, estimating him,

“Dear God,” she mused, “if he wee 'S
only mine!”

After lunch they took the trail refreshed
The snow lay higher than the blaze of
ax on the trees, which is here placed
seven feet, but Buck knew that forest
all of its short-cuts, so the hidden traif
not make them lose time. At two o'tlok
they felt the wind whipping arotnd &
legs. They had passed the big treess
were now in open sight of the trail 8
led for more than a mile along a n&
barren shelf, reaching upward to the
of the range. R

At timber-line they rested and tig
the thongs of their snowshoes.
above them they heard the crash,
and kick of the wind; and nowhere
on earth is the littleness of man so
sized as at timber-line wl;:tl be %
alone and looks upon a i
the forces of the air and the e
The two stood looking up at the
conflict that raged amid the -
pillars, highland flats, inclines, S
domes and soil-less reaches. of &
motion was using its entire tribe
struction.

\

Wind, wind, no}:.hi'ng but wind, Ja S8
gust, tempest, w .lrm :
capfuls, that sc}lmedsl;eel!! e
ing the snow from S
hurling the clouds up; while over
a murderous, fearb
was no terror of its
heart of the girl, only a ::i’ »
she could not make it, and -5
be unable to help the man-




" she said.
about it, Bubbles;
it means; it is gilt-
; that’s what it is.
it means.”

'm willing to gam-

HH:

£
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£
:

t
t

k3
g

t I couldn’t get you

:
g

er from hell than I've
answered, a tone of finality

» he said. “Come on, and
t the wind can’t get

i
i
EE}

E
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to the open, the cold
labored amid the
-line willow-beds and
upward they began
would reward them
shock and strain of
Now the clouds were
carrying a deadly bur-
ce that stung ito their
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the trail led them to the
of a giant pinnacle known
ig Chimney. To pass this they
along a narrow path or trough

, through some freak of the ages
and erosion, been cut into its
Above the trough the Chimney
than two hundred feet, and
chasm yawned wide and cloud-
tremendous depth. The path
swept of snow, so that the
rock-comers and ice-ridges made
menace to the rawhide bottoms of the
If these were severed, both were
at the mercy of the storm, for with-
smubog, they could not plow through
t drifts of the !orstubelow in the
were compelled to return

. The wind and the cold for-
removal of the “webs,” and the

'mmfm‘uﬂ, making this al-
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WHEN they were slightly more than
halfway across the Chimney’s shelf,
Bubbles was struck in the face by a terrific
gust as she bent her body to take a for-
ward step; and before Buck realized what
had occurred, she was slammed directly
between his legs, her snowshoes blown at
right angles to the trail. The air was
dense, with a fine swirl of ice and snow,
%0 that he could but dimly discern her
form below him. A cloud-bank whirled
about them, and he clutched her hand
more tightly, slipping his glove along her
wrist and taking a firm grip upon her fore-
arm, she grasping his in like fashion,

Whether she was blown or attempted to
arise, he did not know, but with a fresher
and stronger wind-effort, he felt her slipping
from him and away from the trough. In-
voluntarily his arm went above his head
to the wall for a hand-hold, and he caught
a sharp-edged jutting cleft and clung to
it. As he did so, the girl was swung clear
of the path and blown in a semicircle be-
hind him. His grip upon her compelled
the driving force of the wind to swing her
back to the path, after having tossed her
over the abyss. She weighed slightly over
a hundred pounds, but Buck’s shoulder-
blades were ground together by the wide
circle she had followed. He felt he could
hold the position no longer; his muscles
were jumping, and a band of pain shot
across his abdomen.

“Grab my belt and pull yourself up!”
he shouted.

Bubbles released his hand, grasped the
belt above her, arose and forced her body
against the wall beside that of the man.
Still holding to the wall, Buck looked at
her and saw that she was deadly pale and
horrified as she glanced over the ledge
into the foggy clouds below. The fury of
the wind abated, and grasping hands once
more, they hastened across the remainder
of the trough, coming out upon the long,
smooth incline that reaches away to the
real summit of Flat Top. Here in despera-
tion they threw themselves flat to rest,
side .by side, head to head.

His eyes were so close to the girl’s face
_that he noted for the first time, that the
journey across the Chimney had frozen two
patches on her cheeks, Fumbling beneath o
his mackinaw, he brought out the scarf and
with difficulty tied it about her head until

Ty ‘ i 2 e R
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* except the eyes.
» shone a light of thanks.
it again,” she said after the
ed her. _
“the girl,” encouraged Buck as
»se and began to cross the incline.
» this they were compelled to select
we course in order to save two
cross the mountain’s top, for Flat
on its summit, a table-land twe}ve
square, and their coupse would bring
out the down-trail of the eastern
" The wind blowing as it was, and
traveling aslant it, made the journey
f t trial and necessitated the
diture of as much effort to hold what

gained as to proceed on their way.
‘Buck now began to feel Bubbles stumble
‘weaken, so that he slackened the pace
much as he could. From time to time
" he stole side-glances at her and saw that
her eyes were drawn tight as though in
suppressed agony. At last the incline
before them the great boulder-
summit stretched—gray, echo-

desolate.

pulled the girl around a large
 boulder and let her slip to rest out of
wind. Time and again they resumed
_monotonous journey, dropping be-
to gain relief from the kill-

gusts. Now the daylight faded, and
troubles increased because of their
ly 1o see. The girl was becoming

) 50 that the rests were longer and
equ ti Buck :nct:l to limit her

ke of repose, for he was fearful
~muscles would stiffen with the

ly and cold and that she would

‘.b move. Many times he rubbed
and leg; and struck her between
ers  to maintain  circulation.

: drowsiness that had

. thrown an arm over it.

Rt
= N

about, dragging the ‘!’W ;
dead girl with him, not ¢ -
bling pace until he felt the soltd & 8
neath the thin snow, S
with his back to the windk Pped
her head against his arm and .. s
body with her hand. Ff the 4 o
been close, it had also been y -
Buck now found his bearings;
intimately the locality of that ottt
Pulling the girl along, he hastened
the down-trail of the summit, resting g
the“way in the refuge of boulders ™0
At each rest the girl lalkedlm, housk
she did try to reassure him that she coall’
go on; and she did go on, many fiae'
after he thought it was the last efiort
length, as he attempted to rouse hers
a rest which had been
longer than was his wont, she made
response to his urging.

HE night had now settled abouts
and he could not see her face
dropped to his knees and felt for her
It had fallen to one side, and
In the
the boulder he struck a wi ;
saw that her eyes were wide open, & Sus
bead of frozen tears holding them SOt
they could not drop down. The ball had
rolled backward, exposing the white. 38
sight was ghastly. He chafeg her -
and limbs, but she gave no }
viving. } P
“Great God!" he cried aloud. “Ang ¢
timber is four miles away!” .
All man though he was, the Bamste
of the trail was gowclj)‘caglknsnm'sur et &
He knew that his o
The pangs of hunger and thirst were ¥
ing and racking him with & o
ment, sapping his \'Illlllty
powers. Without hesitation
the pack from his shoulders
the poncho. He then
whisky, coffee and
inaw pockets, together
of the pitch. Wi
thongs he
together and then lifted

dropped over his




. line—timber-line!
B~ trees are just below me. I'll make
it—damn you, I'll make it!" he yelled into
air.

stirred on his back in a writh-
The feel of her involun-
useated him. Now the wind
beginning to whimper overhead.
under it!"” he thought.
was under it,
was there sensation in his face,
his mouth, he could
the contact of his lips as he closed
a clump of boulders, willow-
laid Bubbles against the rocks
his hands from her legs, strik-
together. They responded. They
Feeling ran up his arm.
could no longer be heard;
mutter above his head. The
upon him.
u, F've beaten you, and I've
with me!” he shouted into the

voice of the gi.rl sounded at his ear,
ust get over,’
felt that he was raving, that his own

. He was not
that he heard aright, and so he

s were only mine!” the
"du..m;';' she shrieked into
o ] ght:  “I'm clean,
that she was delirious and that

100 late to revive her,
the boulder and
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od  swaying, zi ng
W“l'd m‘”&r,

10 hell and back,

in' into his stride

ing on his shoulder, making each step
m. At last he was amid the big trees,
and there was a tremendous quietude about
him and a high happiness as he placed
Bubbles in a snow-bed, wrapped in the
poncho, and stood off looking into the
gleeful flames of a roaring fire.

AT midnight the storm blew itself out
and the moon cast fascinating purple
shadows into the forest and long, slender
blue streaks of light across the snow that
lighted the dark recesses of the thicket. An
owl, lured by the fire, awakened the night
with its mournful voice. Coyotes yapped
in the distance; a mountain lion cried afar
off. A snowshoe rabbit skipped into the
edge of the fire’s glow and scampered
frightened into the brush of a ravine, The
heat of the fire had revived the exhausted
girl, and Buck had succeeded in getting
her to drink some hot whisky, after which
she had eaten some chocolate and bacon
and drunk a large cup of coffee. He felt
an overpowering craving for rest, and the
soft, white, warm snow called- to him to
burrow into it and sleep—sleep. He knew
that one moment’s forgetfulness would
mean that the wolverines and coyotes
would be scattering their bones along the
ridge. Every few moments he stirred the
girl to keep her from too deep a repose.
The very minutes dragged themselves by
his brain to the rhythmic beat of his
thoughts.

At last the night wore itself into a misti-
ness of gray; the moon sank to rest behind
the range. Gradually from the east through
a rift in the trees below him he saw streaks
of pale amber shooting up from the hori-
zon. The sight gladdened him, and he
turned to call the sleeping girl. She had
arisen on one elbow; she was weeping,

“That’s better, Bubbles.” he said joy-
ously. “I love to see you cry.” :

“Oh, Buck!™ she sobbed. “If I could
make you understand, if I only could!”
'c‘(‘l.\iake me understand what?” he que-
ried.

“About the frame-up,” she replied. “1
E:exer intended to let them get away with
it.
ingl;That‘ ‘sY all rigl:it, IBubhles.“ he said coax«

Y. ou an have passed thro
the storm to understanding. We've &

and nothing
i %

A S il =

down the trail, he wen:
the ghoulish voice gib~

counts now.”
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fire was dying. Buck left the girl

; Jﬁl‘:@t to gather the dead, low-hang-

dry branches from the trees. He came

ck with both arms full and tossed the

‘on the fire. The flames sprang up-

(and illumined the forest about them

spow hanging on the pine needles,

i ing like some gigantic page from a
' fairy book, sifted with diamond-dust.

*% want to tell you something, Buck,”

s girl Pleaded “I may never get another

~ “All right, girlie—go ahead!”

- “Do you remember when my mother

» bro me over from Hot Sulphur, after

. Dad was killed?”

. “Yes” he answered.

- “T was just sixteen then. I was full of

~ the hatred my mother had put into me

- for men. Dad’s death added only to
Mother’s ftetg:y, to teach me to despise
everything t was not a woman. I

- played with dolls in a dance-hall, and knew

- faro when I was seven years old. At six-

teen I was as wise as a woman of thirty.
‘Every man I had ever known had the same
look in his eye. When we came to Four

3 le, I met you, and you didn’t even Jook
. at me, During that fall I dealt you many a

game, and I tried to make you notice me.
you wouldn’t. There was something

. you that I couldn’t get through.

‘were different. It doesn’t matter now

it since that winter—I have loved

 turned her face away from the fire.
y re

you would like
If for you.”
condition of

year and I saw how

I lived a perfect hell,

after that at the Silver |
erything I knew 1o throw o
way. Once when yoy Were g
went up the trail ahead o;’
I could meet you, make YOu s
you went up Black Cafon

“You poor little kid!” ' His
full of comfort, without the
quality of pity.

“Another time, when Were Fivine
a dance at the schoo I tried lo s
but they wouldn’t let me — they
wouldn’t, and I stayed outside and
until the dance broke up.” '

Buck listened, wholly sténned. stre
much by the agony in )t,he girl’s voice
the revelation of her words, G

“Last winter when Mother died I
ed to come to you and tell you
grief. You were the only person alive st
1 looked up to as I had looked
Mother. I believed in her. I doa%
what they say about her; T knew b
lived with her. She was clean at best
Love did it—whatever went Wrong i e
life, it was love for my dad ng

HADOWS, gray and slanting wee

creeping over the snow. The
in the east were changing from am
lilac, and great shafts of color were
ing pearl tones to the sky. Butk
smothering sense of comparison. 8
and Bubbles flashed into his mental ¥
one with a cloak of his own Makis
her, the other ;zak;t!—-‘mh a
baring itself for his :
there in the warmth and cor
respectability, framed ina
own desire; the other half
face, features d
beside him in a
human driftwood
wherever ribald
condemned him




“It’s the dawn, Bubbles,” he said, “—a
pew day for us. Do you understand? A
new

“] hope it is,” she said simply, and then:
feel that I can go on now.”

She was too weak to stand; so they had
to rig the sling and travel as they had
from the top of the range—only that Bub-
bles’ webs were now tied on her back, and
she was able to clasp her arms about his
neck. The feel of him to her breast thrilled
her with a deep peace.

T was noon as they entered the street of
the village. A strange sight they made
as the man staggered down the snow, legs
i separated, his body bent slightly
forward, his hands beneath the legs of the
girl, Bubbles’ head lying against his cheek,
her eyes closed and her face drawn in pain.
As they passed the “General Store,” both
of them saw Big Sam leaving the door. He
saw them, but he gave no sign of recogni-
tion; he walked ahead of them to the end
of the village, where the school-children
* strolling homeward at the side of
Virginia, their teacher. Buck went on un-
til he came to the platform that was built
up from the ground in front of the dance-
hall owned by Big Sam. Out of the door
dive came men and women. Buck
up to the platform that reached
waist-high and set Bubbles upon it. The
of the Silver Dollar watched him
ve the poncho that held her to him
untie the webs from her back. Then
“mmed to the crowd and said:
3 Some of you women take care of her.”
Down the street he looked, his eyes
- seeking the form of Big Sam. he
- him back up the street with
g1 : to meet him,
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fell back

rise, to go to him, 1
in weakness, gmeolthe,l
from the Silver Dollar attempted to assi:
“Let me alone,” she screamed. “Iwant
to go to him.” 5
Buck stood in the middle of the street,
untying the thongs of his shoes, glancing

now and then at the couple npmchlng %
him, When Virginia and Sam come

abreast of him, Virginia paled as she rec-
ognized the blackened face and bent figure
before her. Buck flung the shoes from his
feet and smiled. 5 - :

“Stay here a minute,” he said to her,
“I'm going to answer that letter.” And
then catching Big Sam eying him, he con-
tinued: .

“T've just crossed Flat Top and packed
Bubbles from the top down here.”

A murmur of astonishment ran through
the crowd and along the platform where w
Bubbles sat stupefied, mouth open, filled
with a silencing terror.

“I'm dog-tired and sleepy, but that
makes the odds just even for you. Peel
that coat and jump into me; I'm going to
give you the beating of your life.”

Big Sam was well named. He stood
eye to eye with Buck, an even six foot two,
especially made for manhandling, His
huge box chest stood out from his body
amazingly. His neck was thick and set
close to his shoulders, which sloped down-
ward like those of an ape; and he had im-
mense arms and oversized hands that hung
even with his knees. His massive muscles
evidenced themselves beneath his clothes;
and his eyes, steely gray, shone wickedly
from brows that were patches of bristles.
His jaw was very long; and his chin,
seamed from the nostrils to his jawbone
by two scarlike snarling depressions, indi-
cated a violence of temper and obstinacy
like that of a bulldog. He was known as
a man who had never been beaten in a
rough and tumble fight, and he was just as = |
good with a gun or a knife as he was with

s 4.';11?‘3';.}.\((. Xl

his bare hands, LR
“Somebody take this crazy man 4 ¥
from me or I'll kill him,” he said in answer

to Buck's challenge, - 4
“Toss that coat and gun to her!”
cating Virginia. :

Both men removed






VERY Texan episode is described in this
A story—wherein that silver-haired old dar-
ling Senator Logwood puts over a spectacular
stunt.

ENATOR RoBertr CurprepPErR Loc-

woon’s aged, smiling negro serv-

ant opened the heavy door leading

to the Senator’s private office and
bowed low as William J. Scott, President
of the Mesquite, Gulf & Southern Rail-
way, entered. Senator Logwood rose from
his leather-upholstered chair and bowed
with his accustomed dignity. As he did
so a last pink ray of sunlight from the
western window touched his silver-white
hair and framed his classic couptenance in
a gentle glow that seemed to express his
pleasant personality.

“This is indeed a pleasure,” said the
Senator. “Have a seat.” Turning to the
negro, he said: “George, move that ash-
tray a little nearer.”

“Can I have half an hour?” asked Mr.
Scott rather timidly, as was the custom of
all _of Senator Logwood’s clients.

_ Senator Logwood slowly lighted another
cigarette, then reached into a drawer of
h|§ desk and extended a box of cigars, “My
friend,” he replied, “you can have all
m!;ht. It is a great pleasure to have you
with me again. I have just been reading
t which refers to the

Chester Crowell

early history of the State of Mesquite, and
I have wanted some one to enjoy it with.”
Scott looked embarrassed. “Senator,”
he said, “you know we all love you be-
cause of your interest in the early history
of Mesquite, but the truth of the matter is
that T know so little about it that you
would just be wasting your time on me;
and T am full up to the neck with trouble.”
“That is an unfortunate shortcoming of
yours,” remarked Senator Logwood as he
flicked some ashes into an ornate brass
container at his elbow—‘“always in a
hurry. Where do you think you are go-
ing? As my friend John Ruskin says,
-——now, I venture to state you never read
Ruskin, and vet that old gentleman knew
more about railroads even back in his
day than you do now—we are all in a
hurry, and we don’t know where we are
going. Don’t ever worry; this is a lovely
world, and a man ought to get a lot of
pleasure out of running a railroad.”
Scott laughed heartily. “The hell he |
ought!” he exclaimed. “I wish you had
mine.” i
“I can see right now,” said the Senator,
“that you are in no mood to talk about
anything but some pesky little trouble that
you have had with that streak of rust vou

own. What have you done—run
somebody’s cowp”
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a lot of suits pending 1n
“counties,” tgcott lt)etgan,
coming up at the next term
court, which will be held in
after to-morrow. These are
s: some are for personal in-
*and the amounts asked are quite
“The smaller suits we have settled
came up. On the suits we can
went to trial, The cases now
suits for considerable amounts
and we have obtained continu-
many as three or four times. The
case now pending is a suit for
‘to a cattle shipment, amounting
five thousand dollars, and that
he first on the dgrcket for day-after-
rrow morning. Now, we want to
tese claims, and we will pay them,
ou understand how hard it is to
¢ a young enterprise like ours. In
what we want to do is put these
just as long as we can, and even-
r interest to the injured parties
ay. It is hard to go into the
and get money at even a fairly
interest.” .
Logwood interrupted:  “Then
t me to do is get these cases
@':ul:nlﬂ the next term of
e give you six months?”
replied Scott.
ny times has this twenty-five-
nd-dollar suit been continued?”
' ﬂ:‘z:dScott replied.
s many times,” remarked
Logwood with a faint smile.
sure is,” said Scott.

of his rope,”
dovivn into a
where 1T am not
Aifth continuance in
side is probably
cotinsel?”

early days in the State of Meam
observed the Senator’s ﬁxg]'
hoped earnestly that it dig not
long account of some fo '
and the family histo o
bzxrhar«nl.vl(mlzing i'“gegeﬁeofm of
“That is a very interesting p::f?‘
State, which you gentlemen are develbe
ing,"” mused the Senator. “T think jtue
be a pleasure for me to ride W:
your railroad. You know, I went %)
the country as a young man on horsehat
I feel a great deal of pride in my come
tion with the gentlemen who are aid
those brave pioneers to realize the glos
possibilities of that section of -
State. I will go to Carrizo, Mr,
and see what I can do. T canpot
you anything. The trouble with you
ness men is that you do not
respect the judiciary, and as a matier
fact, you ought not to be coming 16
to ask me to throw an cbstacle in thewsy™
of the functioning of our courts; bet
can understand the peculiar difficulty
your present situation, and T will do s
I can for you. We will not discus's
fee in this matter, because I know thats
will be glad to do what is right if [ S8
ceed; and if T do not succeed, T wiltsst
feel that you owe me anything. F&8
very hopeful that I may meel SOmESS
friends of mine down that way, and i
do, it will be my pleasulre to CRitEs
them while I am there. :
give them an old-fashioned barbecses
will just ask you to leave with me&
for one thousand dollars for my &
and that will probably be all 1
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S(‘ OTT drew out his chﬂ-bdv
Senator Logwood handed him 3 pef 2
he wrote, Senator Logwood mﬂm .
Judge Woodward still the district 88
down there?” = P
“Yes,” replied Scott, blotting a:"" :
“Well, then, I am g T have -
Senator Logwood, “becalﬂtne“
wanted to meet the Judge. of o g
relative of ,::n old :'l’:;d
and my father men : BT,
ters written before the Civil W' 3"

be glad to show you

Senator Logwood, and he st e
“Now, listen,” objedﬂi ’ A
no doubt that those e

teresting tom but to SRS
! .b? ¢



't doubt you are right,” said
“and some X:y I am coming up
the capital and buy you a good
and let you tell me about the
of Mesquite until we both drop
§ Scott laughed and tossed the end
of his cigar into the ash-tray. “Good night,
id. “I may be on the
th you, or I may go on down there
. Good'night and good luck!”
night, young man!” said Senator
. “I hope you will not be too
attend the little barbecue I am
1 see they have some bandit
along the border. I hope they
not become serious. I don’t see how
its found their way through
»
“Neither do I,” said Scott as he opened
the door. The aged negro servant bowed
low and closed the door behind him,
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GEORGE was grinning from ear to ear

as he laboriously climbed aboard one
of the dingy and weather-beaten passenger
& South-

ing aboard with his own baggage, which
consisted of a sauce for the barbecue in a
large glass container wrapped in a woolen
blanket,

qurge had two virtues which made his
position secure with Semator Logwood, re-

~ gardless of_ his feebllenss. One was that
in precisely the way that Sen-

ator Logwood liked to have a servant bow
when a guest entered his office; and the

- other was that he could mix a barbecue-
sauce which the Senator declared no man
7 ::inequaled to his knowledge during forty
~ George seated himself and his precious
age in the Jim Crow compartment.
rang; some one shouted, “All

rr,

the distance with their scraggy
stunted bushes and trees. =

padbed

The train had been on thé road f‘ f
hours when Senator Logwood drew from

his vest pocket his heavy gold Swiss watch

and consulted it as though the action were

n ceremony, as indeed it was. Eleven
o’clock! He opened one of his traveling-
bags and drew from it a vacuum bottle
and poured a drink. The conductor
standing in the doorway in front of him

watched the Senator with growing alarm

and then walked toward him.
“Don’t you know it is against the law
to drink on the train, Colonel?” he asked.

“I am not a colonel,” objected Senator

Logwood as he took his second drink.
“Logwood is my name—Senator Robert
Culpepper Logwood. T live in the capital
of the State of Mesquite. I am not now
a senator, but I did have the honor of
serving my State as a senator many years
ago, and T am proud to say that the peo-
ple who knew me, knew that I served my
State well, and the title ‘Senator’ has
stuck to me. You probably do not know
that a member of the State senate is not
subject to arrest?” The Senator lifted
his eyebrows by way of demanding an
answer to the question and poured another
small drink.

“I don't know anything about that,”
said the conductor, “but I do know that it
is against the law to drink on a train.”’

“Well, I can inform you quite exten-
sively on that subject, then,” continued
the Senator. “In the next place, you are
trying to enforce a law which is retro-
active so far as I am concerned. I have
been taking a drink at eleven o’clock
every morning for forty years. In brief,
I have been following that custom for
nearly a quarter of a century before this
law you are talking about was ever heard
of; so you see your law is retroactive so
far as T am concerned, which makes it un-

constitutional, contrary to the Bill of

Rights, and God only knows what would
become of you if you were to enforce that
law against me,
to enforce against young folks,
are you?”

“I am fifty-two years old.”

“Well, then you are old enough,”
Senator Logwood, “to know, without ha
ing studied law, that my statements
correct. Now, if you will just step

g
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You just keep that law
How old




- young man on
liquor, by Gad, sir,
him?}i‘ this train!”

'm &’" ”id '_he %(:)n_
e meantime, put that bot-
?ﬁgt,whﬂe yo’u walk through

are a man of understanding,”
Senator, ‘“Discretion is al-
or part of valor. Are you
ith Judge Woodward, the
of this judicial district of
Mesquite?”
' “the conductor.
get on the train at Brushy
um informed,” said Senator Log-
hen he gets on, I want you to
out to me without attracting
Hon at all. I want to meet the

5
oh
il

have some matters pending in

‘one o'clock that afternoon the train
stopped at Brushy Creek and one
got on. The conductor led him
t across the aisle from Senator
calling him by name in a voice
udible the length of the car, and
him the names of the various at-
who were on the train en route to
try cases during the session

to open the following day.
foodward was a man of . enor-
with cheeks burned red by
sun of a semitropical climate.
eyes were merry, and even in
countenance suggested that he
 about something very funny.
-hnlfdh?f fthe I:M in front of
41 of his fat, hairy hands and
down into his own seat with
ne sound that would have
1 a large sack of bran had
. He exuded a sigh and

IS feet on the window-sill,

Logwood did not look at him.
Was never in a hurry, He
cigarette-case from his coat
his cigarette very slowly
few seconds, ad-
‘before he replaced

was doing and gave him
Then he turned very m
and met Judge Woodward's
stantly Senator Logwood’s face |
with interest. He stepped m
and extended his hand, :
“Have 1 the honor '
Horace Woodward of th‘: m
judicial district of the State of Mese
he asked.
“That very same,” said the Tu
he attempted to rise and failed
down.”
“I am Senator Robert Cul
wood,” the Senator stated, “and T am
lighted to meet you. Some clients of s
asked me to come down to of
and I told them that T didn't think
had a leg to stand on in any
that T would be glad to spend some of
perfectly good money to come down
because there are seme people in this
of the State I know, and more than &
thing else, because I wanted to mest §
You are a distant relative of my fal
closest friend, and he mentions that frie
several times in some letters which Dl
preserved.” e
“Yes, I have been told,” inten
Judge Woodward, “that you have
the finest collections of original doct
and letters in this State.” .
“Tt is pitifully small,” said Senatos
wood. “All our collections of B
documents and relics are piti
but T am proud to say that I have
been unmindful of the duty of a p&!
citizen in this regard. I want youss
these letters.”” He drew them ﬂ‘fr
coat pocket and handed them 0.
Judge. Judge Woodward
aged brown paper very
the letters, W
“Those are very ater:y ;
he said. “I remember i
tioning both the writer of the letter
the man referred to.” T
“You are a younger l ood

to meet,” said Senator

UDGE \\'OODWARD
that he could not heip =
morrow will ‘l;e my
ator,” he said. _ t
“Well, now, who would
claimed Senator LOSWOUE
ought to be a man Of SEE
not the remotest 1068 SEl

m‘

4
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before, I am not coming down
expectation of winning a
ct of the matter is, when
ormance in court to-mor-
will realize that I have
case that a good“l'awyer
days to try. We are
mbarbe?ue I didn’t know
jon of it would be when I
w we know what this bar-
is going to be about. It used to be

no uncommon thing in this State, Judge,
to have a barbecue when district court
met. No political campaign was ever con-
sidered a complete success without a dozen
barbecues, but the good old times are
about gone, and I reckon George is the
only one left in the great State of Mes-

" quite who knows how to mix a barbecue-
sauce. Judge, do you reckon we will have

$3153EgEL
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trouble,” replied the Judge. “And so far
as that barbecue-sauce is concerned, you
set entirely too much store by that—be-
cause, to tell you the truth, there never
was any burr-headed darky could mix a
barbecue-sauce as good as I can mix it
myself.”

“I am delighted to hear that,” said
Senator Logwood, “because it would be a
great pity to have such a noble art die
with our generation.”

'Judg.e Woodward slapped his fat knees
:nth his fat hands and roared with laugh-
er.

“I am serious about that,” said th
Senator. s ;
“I know you are,” replied Judge Wood-
ward, “and that is what makes it so funny.
I have heard about you, Senator Log-
wood, but nobody ever could describe you
one half as fine as you are. I can see
right now that the rest of this trip is go-
ing to t:ea pflcasurg to me. If you will
excuse a few minutes, T will go back
7 in the ot!}e.r car and pick’ up onegor two
choice spirits with whom I have years of

~ dcquaintance anteceding my judicial ca-
: :ﬂﬂ'ewmgo intothebaggnge.
‘ Ktthpo‘zr” oA

. { s
“Semator, you recall the He
campaign, do you not?” asked the
while he shuffled the cards.

“I most certainly do," replied S »
Logwood. “The primary was in the sum-
mer, and I was making speeches while the
snow was still on the ground. That was a
terrible campaign.” ’

“Which side were you on, Senator?”

“I was a Hogg man,” replied Semator
Logwood. ‘“However, I never entered into
the animosities of that campaign as bitterly
as many of the young men of that day did.
They were both fine men, Judge. Nearly
everybody knows it now, but I knew it
then. To tell you the plain truth, Judge,
it was a toss-up with me which side I
would be on.” '

Judge Woodward clapped his hands and
laughed heartily.

“T wanted to get into politics,” contin-
ued Senator Logwood. “I heard Judge
Clark speak, and a short time later I
heard Hogg speak. I counted the ponies
tied to the railing around the courthouse
each time, and there were three times as
many ponies tied to that railing when
Hogg spoke as there were when Clark
spoke; so I decided to support Hogg.”

“Senator, if you aint just a plumb de-
light!” declared Judge Woodward as he
pounded the table and laughed again.

The first hand was being played when
William J. Scott came into the baggage-
car. “Gentlemen,” he said, “there is a
small party of bandits raiding through this
section of the country to-day. It is just
barely possible that they might stop this
train. Are you gentlemen armed?”

“That is a very embarrassing question,”
declared Senator Logwood. “You have
no right to force members of the bar of
this State to testify against themselves in
the very presence of .the court. Moreover,
as I stated to you a few days ago in my
office, you are a born kill-joy; Gloom is
your middle name. We will all appre-
ciate it very much if you will get out of
this car. Speaking amicus curie, T will
state that your presence in this game will
be distasteful to the judge before whom
you have litigation pending, and we will

g

thank you for your absence.”



ould attempt to attack
y town, but they are
that county. They may
‘of this train. Would you
mind bringing your suit-cases
: o an

not,” replied Senator Log-
back and tell my servant
the suit-cases and bags. You
em out to him and have him bring
here. Tell him to be very care-
h that bag of mine sitting next to
ndow, because I have a vacuum-
that bag.”
we will just fine you one vacuum-
contempt of court,” said Judge
rd, “for not having sent for that
long before this.”
Phat will be entirely agreeable to me,”
I am an old-
ed man, and I never lay myself
to a charge of improper conduct
1 the court; but in a case of emergency
e this, I feel that the court has a right
‘confiscate any goods which a member
he bar may possess, and which might
_necessary to the health of the court’s
The defendant pleads guilty and
the Court for the Court’s mercy.”
up with that bag,” roared Judge
d as Scott disappeared.
minutes later George came in with
cious bag and opened it in front
udge. “I always take my drink
clock,” said Senator Logwood,
- not take another until five-
the afternoon. If you gentle-
me a moment, I will send

Logwood hurried back to the

ich, where he found Scott. “Please
egram for me,” he said.

drew a notebook from his pocket.

' Mason at San Jacinto,”

“Tell him' to start

to toward Carrizo and to

it interruption for food or

nine-thirty o’clock to-morrow

Tell him to call me by long-

at the next stop

ave the train and remain

the message is

rtant. I had not the

could do anything for

continue all these

Senator Logwood'.
from a blow. “Young

will attribute your remarks 'w
of emotion and to your SUFDrise. bt
have wounded me to the but

bribed a man in all my life, wl

(.,\(X; l'l:t‘('l any improper means of

with any public official or any OM‘I“W
zen. 1 am shocked and grieved that
should think for one moment that |

be guilty of such an ou . WOU
honor. of the State I lov:agewmgﬁ :
this subject now, and I will try to forgie
yo;x‘fn some later date. At present
not.

“Senator—"" began Scott, but his yee =
choked and there were tears in his ey
He tried to control himself and beg the
Senator’s pardon, but he could not ek
Senator Logwood stood looking at ba
with an expression of amazement and tos
tempt. Finally Scott said: “I'll send the
telegram.”

“Very well,” replied Senator Logweed

Mack Mason had just returned fo S
Jacinto when he received the telegmst
He had been on a scouting-trip for Ses=8
ator Logwood, learning intimate defaii S
about members of the legislature in o
to keep Senator Logwood adyised of =
complexion of that body so that he could
take care of the interests of his :
the coming session.

Senator Logwood was a profese
lobbyist, but very few persons kne®.
least of all, the members of the I8
ture, though all of them knew m:‘
Mason was a lobbyist, and most A
attributed to g(l)l(f; the uncanny SuC
Senator Logwood. o

Mason read the telegram .’ -t
heartily. “Now, what kmd
do you reckon that white-haired
ling is up tp away down u’;" "
coyotes?” he asked himself. ot
utes later his big car was
the road with muffler wide 0P Fog
every speed-law of the Sta e
waste time to send & W
Logwood. Between themﬂlm"’"
wasted words. Logwood carried
him an order he had not

I

THE little hotels of (&

ed shortly after the

Southern passenger

ning. Attorneys
from '




men
ong alk, greet con-
s with a hearty guffaw, slapping
on the back and roaring with laugh-

gsﬁl good left the crowd early
and negotiations for the digging of
e t ando})mhua of a yearling
 and the four-foot lengths of
uﬁ..d 1t would be necessary to begin
' t in order to have the barbecue
the following evening.

ing the course of the evening,
Dwmsoamd in about the bandits and
they were taking across the coun-
was almost a thrill at eleven
t night when word came that
its had torn two rails from the
Mesquite, Gulf & Southern
t Jong after the passenger train
by. If the train had been as
as it usually was, there might have
an encounter after all, but for some
unexplainable reason the train had been on
time that evening. The word also came
that several deputy sheriffs and some citi-
zens were hot on the trail of the bandits
and might meet them by dawn. A deputy
sheriff was holding a telephone-wire open
to the border guard. Two hundred soldiers
were on the gui vive, and it was even re-
ported that a company of three State
rangers had been sent for, though many
::u.bted that the situation was that seri-
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AT nine-thirty o'clock Senator Logwood

went to the office of the telephone-
company and informed the manager that
he was expecting a call. One minufe later
he was talking to Mack Mason.

Where do we go from here, Senator?”
Mason,

w are u?" i

Flﬂhexe yo asked Senator Log

“T am in the same county in,”

! ¥ you are in,
replied Mason.’ “I sure burned a lot of
s so;ni (;Pt't!lt know;iwbere I am at, but
ittle prairie-dog hole in this

‘?n;y, I mean the same county you are
b could have made it into Carrizo, but
thm;glh:: maybe you didn't want me to

- a
“I
plied Mason. “I seem to be right behind
those bandits or just ahead of them, I

Lo i 3
you to in. Have you

about the bandits?" i=44
haven't heard anything else,” re-

don’t know which. We must have been
playing tag with each other all night.”

“What have you heard as to an en-
counter with a posse?”

“Well, they had the encounter, all

right,” said Mason, laughing, *““There
were about six men in the posse, and they
attacked the bandits at dawn this morn-
ing. They don’t know how many there
were, but it was too many; they exchanged
a few shots, and then they had to run,
A deputy sheriff named Simms was shot
through the calf of the leg and dropped
behind, and the bandits got him, When
last seen he was toting a bundle of car-
tridges on his back with his hands tied be-
hind him, and a bandit was whipping him
along with his riding-quirt. The posse
is gathering help to attack again, and the
Mexicans are making toward the border.”

“That’s fine,” said Senator Logwood.
“Now, you drive up to within a mile of
Carrizo and then get a horse. No news of
this has come in yvet. Those fellows are
evidently excited, and they haven't tele-
phoned. Ride your horse right up to the
courthouse, rush into the courtroom and
yell the news. Do you understand?”

“You must want a continuance,” said
Mack Mason. “What's the matter—
didn’t you have time to work up your
evidence?”

“That will be enough out of you, young
man,” said Senator Logwood. “Hurry,
because a telephone-message from that
posse may spoil everything,”

“I am on my way,” said Mack Mason,
and he hung up the receiver,

BEFORE ten o’clock the courtroom was
crowded. Most of those inside were
attorneys, litigants and witnesses. Spec-
tators lounged about the doors and win-
dows, or stood in groups in the courthouse
yard, exchanging gossip.
The crowds respectfully parted to make
a way for Judge Woodward as he strode
pompously and this time solemnly toward
his bench. The big chair, with its high,

carved back, creaked painfully as he sat &

down.

Senator Logwood respectfully pinched
the light off the end of his cigare‘l)te and




fiff? said Judge Woodward,
or in the courtroqm.l” Thte
' was already impressively quiet,
'; shenﬁy shouted with a tre-
voice: “Have order in the court-
a he strode to the window

gmned the accustomed announcement
at the court was in session, all of which
ceremony was regarded with solemn awe

5 crowd.
'*Tli.t *a}&&e Woodward nodded to the clerk
% of the court, and the clerk read: “No.
, Simon Greenwood vs. the Mesquite,
If & Southern Railway Company.
A wizened little man wé:o croulilbgegi
behind hea tacles said in a high,
ing voieev:y“mcplaimiﬂ' is ready, Your
r.” Then he looked toward Sena-
Logwood, as did the Judge.
- Senator rose very slowly from
‘his chair. “If the Court please,” he be-
n, “the defendant in this case will ask
@ continuance. It is with extreme reluc-
- tance that we again ask the indulgence of
gemdy-— Court,"and we realize that this case has

There was a commotion and some ex-
lamations from the crowd outside the
“}Jﬁ.ge Shv?nogé ha;e order!” com-
nanded Judge ward impatiently.
‘The sheriff strutted to thep\:indowy and
outed: ‘“Have order out there!”
s he dm?{n d::l window, Mack
on € rough the door-
iy, his face caked a:il&: dust gt}:d perspira-
on, one leg of his trousers ripped to the
about, He wore no hat,
eyes were bloodshot. Mason was
lumsy, and he gave the impres-

ot @ man reeling with fatigue,
he shouted, “T have just og:lne

news from the Th
. < ey met
L Députy "Sgeriﬁ Simms was
‘ to the
Woodward.

LN
court, but by Gad, sir, T call’ un
jury“and your deputy sheriff as
every good citizen of the State
quite, within the hearing of alears
go to the rescue of that bravemu_ ~ R
;vc have done all that is hy nosihls
or him and those who are wi
will be time enough to t,,‘&;‘: .
time enough for me to place my g
and my property at the disposal of
court, offering no defense for the cont
I am now committing.” . Sl
Senator Logwood turned to the crosd
“Why do you stand there like 57
he shouted, his face livid and his ams
extended. “You, sir,” he said to lhq
“whoever you are, Jead the wayl” T¢
the crowd he shouted: “Bring me &
horse!” o

THERE was a roar of approval. Mak
Mason went stumbling out of the door’
again, followed by Senator Logwood. T
deputy sheriff pressed a pistol into 5
tor Logwood’s hands as they were ¢
together in the narrow doorway. a
was the first one on his horse. tor
Logwood was second; but by the time theg
had crossed the courthouse yard, Bif
men on horseback were following. WS
they turned a comer.‘(());dthe courthouse
square, Senator Logw looked badck
anxiously. Judge Woodward had Jss
mounted a horse which was StTUSENEE
gallop. The Senator smiled, then
off his hat and gave his horse & IESEES
ing smack on the flank. He ShreSSS
“Rebel yell” that was echoed from S
direction for a quarter of a mile ‘ ;
ally drowned by the clatter 0‘ ;
hoofs. A cloud of dust which was iESS
ing in size, showed that the Y
gathering very rapidly. Senator MG
spurred his horse hard and m
catch up with Mack Masog- :
“Not so fast, you fooll” he ¥¢
“All right, Senator,”
Mason with a chuckle.
like my Iiule‘performanecf’
“Very good, very RO,
tor I.o);;wmd, “But that 2
trousers was a little crude. ot
“I thought so too,” “id& '
couldn’t sew them U wi 1
knife I cut them with; 50 %

it go.” Sy
$ 't tear his trousers Ji

B




: oolishness. You ride on
ard as you can.” 5

i nat slowed his horse, and
i I‘a‘"ti.':edcnmrd had passed him.
Then he heard hoof-

1
8

: a man, and I will apologize

to you later in court. I was excited,

Judge.”

 * “Forget it, forget it, forget it!” said

| Woodward impatiently. “Let’s first ride

- over to the little creek near here and wash
get this mud out of our

g

~ our faces and
- mecks. I am nearly choked.”

- There were no fences along the road-
side, and so turned their horses into

~_The water of the creek was just in sight
~when a fusillade was fired from somewhere
~ beyond the creek. Bullets whistled around
~ them. Logwood’s horse stopped
is

that

t, Judge,” said the

sho

hell?” said Judge Wood-
is where the two best

State get killed by

~_ Senator dismounted and
“helped the Judge off his b
’ bull Lok orse.  Several

o hit the ground near them.
?3 iie low, Judgg:."'said Senator Logwood

calmly.
sv:;{s and gome back. Sound carries well
on a day like this, and the wind is in our
faces.”

"I WISH we had that bottle, Senator,”
remarked Judge Woodward. “I never
needed a drink worse in my life. If those
fools keep up that shooting, they can’t
miss me many more times because 1 am
a large part of the scenery wherever I
am.”

“I can’t see them,” said Senator Log-
wood, “but I believe they are within range
of our pistols.”

“I haven't looked,” said Judge Wood-
ward, “Hang me if I ever cupected to
die as thirsty as I am this minute.”

Senator Logwood peered cautiously over
the horse and strained his eyes in the glare
of the morning sun. Suddenly there was
a sound of firing far behind the little creek,
followed by a burst of fire from a point
near the creek.

“Our boys have wheeled and taken them
in the rear, Judge,” said Senator Logwood.

“Then they will be passing this way,”
remarked Judge Woodward. “We are in
for it now.”

“I think so,” agreed Senator Logwood.
“Are you a good shot?” .

“The worst in the world,” said the
Judge.

“Then let me have your gun,” sug-
gested Senator Logwood. Judge Wood-
ward immediately complied.

The firing grew hotter, and Senator Log-
wood with a pistol in each hand stood up.
“I see them now, Judge,” he said.

“Yes, and they are going to see you,”
thundered Judge Woodward.

“Not a chance, Judge,” said the Sena-
for. “You are a good enough poker-
player to know that those fellows cannot
see anything but what is behind them right
now. They are scared.”

Judge Woodward peered over the side
of the horse, “Good Lord!" he exclaimed,
“They are coming right this way.”

“Yes,” said Senator Logwood. T could
get one now, but I am afraid to draw
their fire. Our boys are dropping them.”
P Bullets began to whistle overhead again,

Have they seen us?” asked the Judge,

“NO,” said Senator LOKWOO(]. “Some Of

our boys are shooting a little wild.”

“The boys will hear those




, then,” said

'_mmmm about ten
od Senator Logwood. ¢

‘tight, go ahead,” said Judge Wood-
W] have said my little ‘lay-me-
and kissed myself good

NS t," said Senator Log-

is wounded, bu;i he i:egeuing
them, k sC man
inly a pow{urggleanimal when he
a chance to get away. I am watch-
wo Mexicans. Tmare going to see

minute, n they do, they
at him, and I am going to shoot

Senator Logwood fired.
carefully, waited for the
en fired again.

them,” he said. “Simms
who fired, so he dropped.
. stalyi here, and I'll make to-
~ ward e iS not armed.”

~ “I would a sight rather you wouldn’t,”
vered Judge Woodward. “But go

. Senator Logwood walked boldly for-

LY
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e
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e

- through the brush. He had gone
ly a short dklanceh\;hen he drew fire.
scratched his arm and another
his shoulder. “Lucky that wasn't
ht arm,” he muttered as he dropped
hﬂ and began crawling toward

posse of citizens was gaining rapid]

bandits, who did not know whici
R0, when Senator 's un-
ire broke out in front of them.
e wit’h‘htﬁye turned directly

Thed

,onlufcw
close was
three captured and

. again nodded to the clerk, and he agsis |

When the Judge concluded '(-"
there were calls for a speech from Senstal
Logwood, : .

“Gentlemen,” said the up 0N
the host for this occasiun?e::dmfi’t :
be very unseemly for me to appear
accept all the praise that has been
upon me by the Judge. I ama ;
man to-night; I am t0o old for such g
strenuous day, and I wish merely to sap
before 1 go to bed, that Mr. William »
Scott, who is my client, has assured me
that he will make ample provision for Mz,
Simms, who is the real hero of this some
what turbulent day, and now I bid you s
good night.”

When court convened the f
morning at ten o'clock, Judge Woodwan

A

read: “No. 4682, Simon Greenwood ¥
Mesquite, Gulf & Southern Railway Com
pany.”

The wizened little man behind the
spectacles rose from his seat and said:

“If it pleases the Court, we will ks
continuance. The Court will y
that the very unusual occurrence of &
terday may have profoundly aﬂcct.d the
minds of the jurors. The Court 52{‘
nizant of the fact that counsel for the 6& 3
fense in this case has achieved a \
in this county since yesterday, 2
would make it extremely hazardous K
the plaintifi to attempt to go 10 trial, &
pecially before a jury of his “;"

in-arms.” ""I

udge Woodward cleared his
nui[il_\' and said: “It is the op*
the Court that none of these cases il 88 ‘
Senator Logwood is counsel should B ,
tried at this term of th!: court.
court will be willing to en t
for change of venue in any of -
if the plaintifis desire to present FEp
Senator Logwood rose very slowly
said in a low tone: “The defendant :
offer no objection either to contipust .
change of venue, and we will ‘“‘
Court and counsel in these CASS P
will make our most earnest cﬂ@:
ready for trial at the next term Jeave

Senator l.ogwot‘xl turped 10 ’

,

-courtroom. A of :
heard. Tﬂn\v . in aely, 4
shouted Judge woodwudM

the deputy sheriff
more ferociously

- Sk




', Set : .v‘;_;-l ; .’w_
sy e AL
But 8y they were s
indquity, mourned
-—m-&'«;ﬁmx Diary, .

one mystery in the

& mountains that
ver ' _and never is
0 knew the strange ranges as
eologist can hope to know them,
o had melted snow in his veins for
xd, and strata in his frame for bones,
fresh marvel at every fall of
the mystery of the moun-

_doesn't seem to be the same night
falls over cities and plains. Even the

s look different. is no smoke to
* or blu and they seem to hang
op points of the tall, dark
mes.  Once really to see them, the people
in 10 Joze at once the worst of 2 man’s

3 time-honored  bogy, death.
queer feeling of insignificance,
remarkably good for men. But
a small part of the mystery,

> are the smells, never to be for-
_One of them comes from the bal=
s more wonderful than any
# could possibly be, and

1, far-flying dreams than is
Some of them come

B;' Edison Marshall

from one end of the Back Country to the
other—the smell of wet banks and Heaven
alone knows what. Blending in the mix-
ture are such good and healthy smells as
sun-baked earth, and fern beds, and little,
shy mountain-daisies that are almost as
hard to see as the little rock-rabbits close
to snow-line. These are the smells that a
man can perceive, but of course a man has
a ridiculously rudimentary sense of smell.
You can tell, by watching the night-hunt-
ing of a wolf, that he experiences a whole
scale of smells on either side of the little
octave known to men.

EN there are the sounds that make a

mystery just by themselves. Of course,
the human sense of hearing has very lim-
ited and definite frontiers, but even for
human ears the mountains have enough
unknown sounds to draw a man’s thoughts,
as a sponge draws water, far into the
strange, little-used spaces of his mind,
where he does not like to have them go.
Students who have sat in a collegiate class
of psychology and have watched the tun-
ing-fork experiment are best able to under-
stand these human limits. As the note
sounds higher and higher, fewer and fewer
students are able to hear it, until only one
is left. At the next note the one remaining
cannot hear, either,
evident that the forks are still making

But it is perfccdy"“’-."

vibrations, if the human ears were only 3 .




m. It is lxthe same
the lowest note that a human ear
s . And part of the mystery
the mountain night is the ever-present
Sression that if one's ears were just a
e sharper, there would be a thousand
sounds that people have never dreamed of.
" But after all, perhaps these limits are a
_ ood thing. As it is, men are having a
memugh time clinging to their long-
harbored theories of life and death.
 The limbs of the pines scratch and rub
together with a very curious sound. It is
“always right over your head, and it dies
way on each side-of you. The wind tries
o force its way through the brush-thicket,
and its sound is like a whimper of disap-
- pointment. There are a thousand sounds,
. mo two alike, that the wind can make. A
" few of the million noises of the insect
* world are pitched in the right key for
{  human beings to hear, and always you are
. dimly aware that some creature is stalking
. some other creature in the shadows just
- beyond. The stalking wolf is one of the
 most silent creatures in the world, but now
. and then he cracks a twig, or crushes a
.. leaf. And the darkness itself is a mystery,
- parti ily when the moon is shining
t.
doesn’t seem merely an absence of
It seems as if it were something in
that drops down from the mountain-

the same way. And through it, now
i then, you can see far-away forests
seem to have silver poured over them,
riously dark valleys, and strange,
_glens. The whole region is strange
tmo lakth its e(xildless forests and
mysterious lakes and its stone-heaps
ed tﬁkhouta w‘;easgn or sensee,es:ind its creegs
Aade away when you need them most
but particularly it is strange at night.
&c‘gﬂ‘&_the Back Country because
mhany o‘t)he:r name; it is

* the way uman beings, when th
know much about a thing, to | ?;

g to lop
ith gener du It is back somewhere
» and since deer and mines
1 be procured at the very
N0 sense in entering it
the long-tailed jays

ent and

It drops with startling speed, and it

find, and the human &
at best, soon becomes fied |
a thousand ridges that Jook
The great timber-wolves are 3]
ing for the moment when 2 m
helpless, and the long, wild Ban
mountain lion is apt to fri '
that deadly mistallze offnght-m“.* ¢
in the dark. Of course, mug
mountain lion, weighin e
fifty pounds at thegx::osf, ?smthew
ard in the mountains, but his killser
very disconcerting and terrible,
HE night had just dropped down g
Abe Carver’s cabin; and the
that is a remembered echo of the fear fiat"
men had in a younger world, brougts
curious glow in his eyes. He was haniy
conscious of it. He had other thingess
think about to-night, for just that
very dear and ancient friend had
dered away into-the ridges, and the b
are always full of death-traps for thewss
suspecting. They have always one it
more to play, even when a mountaises
thinks he has learned them all. P
People knew at the first glance a8
Carver that in some one great i
differed from the common run of moustss
men. What the difference was, they &
ally couldn’t say. He dressed jss
the rest—mostly in buckskin, 'h*
like iron, and does not require &8
cleaning. Then, his hair was
gray and long; his arms
hard and knotted; and his face W&
and deep-lined, like the faces ol 8
tains thems'e]gr:; But here
abruptly sto s ! cagi®
T!?e mountain men never looked SR
ly into Carver’s eyes. s
(old why they didn'. nﬁ
afraid of him—at least,
bodily injury at his hands. HELER
particularly fast with a pistol B¢
larly strong. His eyes were
and they had a '
evelids didn’t seem 10 %i

i

as is natural. They were
they were always
Children have pe
brightness of his Was /
people love to see in
Strong drink can DAE
and there are ceﬂﬂ '
and pleasure, that
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BE

for his master. The further one
:)e:lmtthulerWodd of the Wild, the
more simple and intense emotions become,
Abe Carver had only one love, and he gave
him all the affection in his heart. That
love was his shaggy hound, his companion
in the hunt, his partner in his explorations,
the sharer of his troubles, his defender and
slave and friend. :

Shag had trotted away on one of his
endless hill-journeys at noon that day. He
had taken the trail that went down toward
the Trotter place. Abe would rather have
had him go in any other direction. He did
not like the Trotters, new from a mountain
district in the East. They were grimy and
vile-tongued and malignant; and he had
once had a dispute in court with them over
a trap-line. Always before, Shag had re-
tumed, bounding like a wolf down the
slopes, when the sky first changed to
green at sunset, It was nearly nine now;
and he had not yet come.

“We'll get vou yet,” the Trott rs had
told Carver at the door of the court that
day. “We'll bust you open like a ripe
papaw!” And then they had whispered
oaths down on his head—such oaths as
only men who know the savage mountains
can possibly conceive,

“But they wouldn’t have shot my Shag,”
the old man muttered into his coffee-cup,
“They couldn’t have done a thing like
that.”

But he was lying to himself, and he
knew it. There was nothing too low and
mean for the Trotters. In this way they
differed from most of the mountain men,
and even the mountain creatures that
range the forest. The latter can be ter-
rible and cruel, but they cannot be low.
Tt is against the laws of the wild.

TI!E night drew on, hour after hour.

Supper was done. Carver built his fire
high; and like a form in some curious

rk-colored stone, he stood waiting at
the doorway., He did not seem to move
a8 hand or lift a shoulder. Men who have
~ waited on deer-trails know that the most

B

e A TR h
e y Cmas .
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3:1 Jong hours, evi-

j:,‘bobmty; and it is par-
quality of the serpents. But
or forest-beasts seem to lack
control to do it easily. Carver
arms loose-hung, his strange,
ing down the trail.
dn't be that them Trotters have
e said again. “If they have—"
ds ended in a sort of throaty
there are certain emotions, as
men know, that cannot find expression
«ds,  The words for them have died
‘the language in these gentler days.
hen his gray head lifted, almost im-
tibly., Far away down the trail he
ar a sound” that was not part of
natural noises of the night. Above the
of the tree-limbs, above the stir of
nd in the brush-thickets, he heard a
low whimper, almost like® the noise
| itself. And the next instant
echo of the old, familiar bark of
But it was just an echo—the
brave heart that remembers even

e the motionless muscles of the
ng to life, He leaped down the
a spectator would have been
reminded of the lunge of a ser-
motion was so unbelievably
 silent. And in another instant the
Was w ng in his arms.
| legs were broken—the man
- the brave animal had
the dust of the moonlit
¥ tfo?tlellw?s mal:ted and
L, intelligent head was

e in self-defense or in hur

down the trail. He went toward
on the lower level where the
lived. He went very softly, ve?;
as if with no muscular exertion
shoe rabbit leaped and fled from

The little squeak of terror thay it uf
was the same that its breed haq

in long ages, at the sight of a o i
scending from its ledges on §
hunting. 1 gt

THERE are three planes of life - A
mountains, and the laws are the s
for each. The middle plane '.
all those creatures whose byways are the |
game-trails in the brush and on the hille= "
the wolves that never are full-fed, fhe™
larger bears, deer like streaks of brows
light, and the stately elk. The upper plane
is the tree-people and the winged e
tures. Here are the tawny mountainios
that lies so close to the great branchesef |
the trees that he is all but invishie
smaller cousin the lynx, the gray sque
rels, and such grotesque creatures as e
porcupine—always the last hope of a wase
derer lost and starving in the ins,
And finally there is the under plases
knowledge of which is still mostly & mys=
tery except to the greatest naturalists =
In this plane are the rodents, the mes
mots and rabbits and mice and chipmust
whose forests are the ferns. And wose
than any of these are the poison folk; s
gray, speckled rattlesnakes on the ks
The casual hunter in the hills does notSe
these poison people. In the first P
most of them are nocturnal in their B
Besides, they are perfectly camouliagsiss
nature to match the rocks and GUES
which they lie. Hunters very 3
the rock ledges that they love, the id
ing-places where sometimes a BUBESAS
them will sun themselves on the
cliff. And of all the creatures of the
theirs is the most remorseless :
The wolf turns aside at the SEH
their warning rattle, The Cl}(k g
the slopes where they take their SS2G
They have learned in ‘0083:" o
no mercy from the poison f 28
tiles have a ;old malignancy Bl iy
other living things—perhaps PSSl
tl::ck in their evil mlgr they €A 2
v when they were -
of the whole world, and they
of these intruders. :
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not inherited the
Even in his boyhood
to follow the glid-
grass. Their eyes,
strange, malignant lives,
a fascination to him in all his
And he knew things about
that no living man ever knew before.

l.llS first study was the blue-racers, and
-snakes—such
as kill their food by constriction of

snakes
their bodies. They could exert a
nost mble pressure, as the little Abe

pared

:’h He had watched them do
strange dances in the moonlight; he

had k a great toad that

had in its tracks with horror;

- it o soe the N
to see ittle

wormlike things that left the sheils. Later

mystery in the vivip-

Then one day Abe had followed a gre t
ratter from the river-bank far up prgi;i.
-hhﬂ'& 10 & wonderful serpent colony
~":=’- lmy'live years in
” he one of these places;

tr
{5

often the great males will battle

death for a resting place on &
small for both, AK these thi
Carver had seen, and if any man in
world knew the why and wherefore
them all, Abe Carver was he.

BE had been bitten many times, but

he had always carried antidotes of
the most scientific and effective kind. And
long ago he had become immune to rat-
tler’s venom. He wore tall, tough boots,—
for a rattler’s bite is painful even when
one is immune to its toxing~and he wore
long gloves over his wrists and hands. The
gloves were just as important as the boots,
because in climbing over the snake cty
a man could only make progress by using
both hands and feet.

At twenty-one he had a knowledge of
rattlesnakes past that of any naturalist of
his period in the world. At forty the
poison-folk that ever coil and glide and
strike and dance on the rocks were his cult

and his life and his eternal mystery. But
at sixty he had passed all this. He had
lived too long in the under plane. In a

measure they had become his own people.
They did not mystify him now, Except
for a dog that whined and cowered at the
extreme frontier of the snake-city, they
were the one remaining interest in his life.

At sixty Abe Carver had broken one of
the few great underlying laws of the uni-
verse. He had probed too deeply into a
mystery that had not been meant for
human beings to know. It has been the
same since the beginning of the world,
There have been men who have looked
too far into the occult sciences of the East
—and their story is a good one to forget.

There is a more recent story of a man

who purposely went ta prison to study the
ways of criminals and came out a crimi
himself. Abe Carver had lain for too mas
long sunlit hours watching the ¢

Sl . o it s o
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ook, He had o
, time wh 'athim-

he took in
ouch of their bodies; but that
st B had once started with amaze-

of his own bright eyes
ing-glass; but long ago he had
' to their glitter. And

he had shuddered
Carver moved through the
jtself; but Abe had for-
his reply had only been a
externals—simply
. But too many
watched the night-hunting
seen their cold rage in
remorselessness  had
fiber,
more. He had
whispered call—
than a word—by which
friends; a sound that long
the snakes’ peace-
whisper it softly at
gy ribbon beneath a
t he could pass back

&

:

JUST once as Carver walked down the
¢ moonlit trail to the Trotter’s house, he

Aiad 1o utter the c4ll. Just as he had come

lown into the lower hills, a gray shadow

M streaked across his path. And for the

Bt time since he had left his dead com-
oo on the trail, he paused tensely.

; but it had
current of thought in his

he meant to do by this
The Tronm were

hours each.”

- gy

must be kept clear; t&
laws of the wilderness Yet be bag
stopped to plan. He was i,
of some wild and daring
all three of the Trotters 5
their cottage—of sla
slays sheep. Yet inyi? e S
clear thinking he knew
lay in strategy alone.
He might kill one of
the deadly aim of one
would end his own life.
enough. Besides, the preservation of
life is the first law of the forest,
plan must be considered that
loss.
Abe walked softly, steal
the first clearings. Oncem
wildly and fled in unlooked-
once a toad, usually so dull
hopped frantically into
a little while he saw the
Trotter cottage.
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HE men had not yet gone
the fact did not surprise
course they had been looking
attempt some stroke of
they had no intention of be foud
asleep. Abe felt a little shiver of gl
something like the first rapwreol*
for the more tired they were in the St
day’'s business, the longer were the
against them. He stole up to the .
The three of them were sitting i i
filthy room; and drowsiness had
dull the savagery of their faces.
ning through they had waited
come; and now that he
did not know it. They

“We might as well go 8
Trotter was saying. “The
comin’.”

The second brother
stretched out his arms. “He
nerve. Whatever made you ‘
He's crazy, anyway-—you can se¢
eyes.”

ST don't like them eyes® :
of the three objected. And
have known, for they were fast el
as he spoke. .

mﬁfm laaghed. “Hed 8.0
and what could he do 8
us? We'd shoot him

g w&a’f s

|

)

lZnI;

.



F .‘

i

Feast
Eel-
tH
b

i
e
i

i
7

do on the morrow;
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house was quite deserted. 1
full of the odors of uncleanliness—a qual-

tomed to the clean smells of the woods.
And there were hardly enough articles of
value in the house for his decoy. It didn't
much matter, however. The sight of him
leaving the cabin with a full sack would
be enough to put them on his trail.

He emptied the potatoes from a burlap
sack, then filled the bag with such things
as he thought the Trotters valued most.,
Then he put in a light comforter to give
the bag an appearance of weight and bulk.

But he was not through yet. The Trot-
ters carried their pistols, but their rifles
were hung on the deer-horns over the little
fireplace. A well-aimed rifle-bullet might
end the adventure before it had begun:
and his next business was to spike the guns
beyond repair. It was not hard to do, with
a hammer and a brick from the fireplace,

He did not work in silence now. A lit-
tle noise was better. If the Trotters heard
and came, their dog would surely reach him
before they did. And he did not wish too
long a start on them. He merely wanted
to remain just out of pistol-range. And
now only one gun remained unbroken.

l_lE was still cold as steel; and the only
. change in him was an added brilliancy
in his reptile eyes. But a madness was
creeping through his blood like a poison.
His face was curiously white: and his mo-
tions, ever quickened, became more lithe
and sinuous. His age had fallen from his
shoulders in a breath. With a clang and
clash he struck the fireplace wall with the
last of the three rifles and the lock shate
tered to pieces.

Far away, through the windows. he saw
the l_hree Trotters stop in their work.
Was just as he had hoped. He shouted at
them, a scream of fury, and crouched to
wait the onslaught of the dog.

L g

It was
across the fields toward the




5 down with a bellow; and he
e drive his blade into its neck.

stters were firing now, 1mpo-

: istols. And Abe Carver

mfnr:n when he saw

it of him. He did not

ing seen
they would follow him till they
; :""he‘lld hoped, they soon swung
ong, easy trot that is one of the
ccomplishments men have learned
n the wild creatures. It is a pace that
n down a horse in time; and they
question for a moment that over-
grver was but the work of an hour
Ioa.hy were young and strong,
oungest of the three had gone to
after the rifles; now he had joined
of a ;ricsh atrocity.
' trotted together up
slope in pursuit of the gray figure

waste their pistol-car-

at Cst:vel' IA pistol

flcularly accurate at long dis-
| Carver hovered just out of
would catch him soon, any-

4 arm's-length

A .

The three came hot on fhe gt
surely he was almost exhausted ne
great rock-heaps, piled as if in ‘r’ e
a mad god, looked down at this ¢
chase, and had never seen the like ' "

Now Carver was reaJ:; to '
knew the country well. A thousand ‘ .
he had crept down this same it
shale—a steep slope that ended on a of
rock-ledge below. There was no '&A‘
once one started the descent. thh‘ :
knees and feet were needed to prevent .
fatal fall, and only by the most -
climbing could one ever leav 1
ll'(lL’(' below. . u! '& v}

E dipped down and down; and nowie

began to utter a little whispered ciif -
that was more nearly like the hiss of g
snake than a human cry—the hiu:h’ ’
articulation of the poison people.

Literally hundreds of the lithe, spottel ™S
ribbons of gray were sunning themseivs
on the rocks—as always in the heat of the ™
day. Some of them were in ghastly masss
and some were streiched at full '
It was the great colony of rat
that Abe Carver had known of old e
great assembly of poison folk whose bife
is death.

They could not see him now, but
heard his cal The rattlers shed ;
skins in dog-days; and during thewﬂ
they become temporarily blind. And fhets
is the time that all creatures most GRS
fully avoid the snake-trails in the dust.
At such times their malignancy ill._i
height, and they strike without 3
at the slightest movement on the stone. =

But they gave no heed t0 old Abe
Carver. They were used to him, and
their own whispered fni =
marked him as a brother nlhetﬁl"‘ d

He climbed slowly down, his face |
hands and body almost bnuhiniﬁ F
of the terrible flat heads. Then X
his bag and sped into the brush ““
And just as he had known, his 5
pursuers plunged down after him. .

IE wild is very old and most =L
turbable: and all except s WSS

voices are alwayvs quickly

old man who had chattered

rapture stretched out in

And almost as quickly as

when three stones are cast

the silence (dlaphowlﬂ._ ‘

.




C. S.Montanye

t him, and I’ll show you

i HOW me the bird what believes
s cvery gal in the world is crazy and

' abou
2 a guy worth his weight in ivory. Or

I will introduce you to no less.

better still
than Oscar Morton. Oscar, or Ox as the
bunch calls him, is a Columbus of beauty.
Which is to say he discovers more good-
g dames in one day than Columbus
in the way of real estate, in all of
With Oscar it is just one gal after
er, and it’s about as hopeless to keep
mind off of the sex feminine as it is
t vegetable soup with a fork. Oscar
a bomn lady-killer and will continue
long as he is able to totter around.
is the way I got acquainted with
vampire:
Higgins has took his base-
t down to White Springs, Texas,
period of training. The reason I is
brung is due to the fact I'm the
of the team and Larry hisself
when it comes to whipping a
g! and bringin’ them back
‘ready to out the pen-
at all.

T

¥

7L

o
e~

oy e

JOYOUS tale wherein
the two exciting games
of love and baseball are
most attractively commin-
gled.

We get down to Texas
on the second day of
March. Down there the
climate can’t be told from
July in Coney Island.
White Springs has every-
thin’ that goes with hot
weather. They is dust,
perspiration to be had by
all, to say nothin’ of ice-
water and hot sunshine and silk shirts.
The boys, however, after leavin’ the big
town in a howlin’ blizzard, is gladder to
see the sun and feel the heat than they is to
grab their salary checks.
We all repair, as the guy says what
wrote it, to the Hotel Springs—called so
no doubt on account of the leaks in the
roof and what we sleep on. We're given
a welcome better'n what the President got
off of the Frenchmen. The whole town is
out to meet us, the hotel clerks out to do
us, and altogether they is more excitement
over our comin’ than they is in Russia at
any hour. We're led up to the hotel by a
cheerin’ mob, Larry, bein’ the owner of
the team, smilin’ like a conquerin’ hero.
“Some welcome!” Larry keeps sayin’.
“Yeah,” I answers. “Some welcome is
right! T guess they hasn’t been a nickel
spent in this here town since we was here
Jast winter!” <)
We reach the hotel what is to be our
headquarters durin’ our trainin’ period,
and they is as much yellin’ and noise
in the lobby as they was at Shnd(t:gf
Thierry when the Marines gave the Huns




stumblin’ over somebody’s

and they is a big banner
e way across the lobby which
come Brown Sox."

' A FTER the boys finally beats it away
&% ypstairs to their rooms, .and Larry
arts gettin’ familiar with the ice-water
nk, 1 a cigar and goes outside on
po which is two degrees warmer
it is in the lobby. Outside they is
hin’ but bum scenery, heat waves, sky

dust.

s just about the duck inside again
“horn in on Larry’s acquaintance with
chilly drink, when up the road what
to the hotel I perceives the figure of
oung man approachin’, staggerin’ under
‘weight of a suit-case what is really a
“young trunk with handles on it. I watches
him, smilin’ at the way he is creepin’
along, until he reaches the hotel, chucks
¢ n his grip and falls on top of it sheddin’

| moisture and gloom.
“Oh, boy!” he says. “I learned in Sun-
day-school that Hades is away down under
ground, but whosoever made that one

@ guess more. It is right here!”
grins at him sympathetically, noticin’
not a bad-lookin’ guy. He is one of
: hsre individuals known as ‘“neat
and has got curly hair full of
aves and dust. For the rest they is gray
€yes what match his suit, a good jaw and
smile. They is only one thing
him. On his upper lip they is
p they

what masquerades as a mustache
it looks to me like a sick caterpillar
L up there for a sleep. Outside
Seems to be a normal human

¢ I‘“y" “tﬁe Weath . 4 '
% Bat 1 ler is slightly

By , if you wants
# weather, wait until the end of

when &ien?optheml:jﬂm in
0 r glass
cold compared to gvhat

'g‘“mlhnkes his head

46

bein’ kidded, but
a yard of string. ;
“You don't tell "1 san
signed with them?gﬂ! Im
He shakes his head SOme mg
“Not yet, but I expect L
manager of the Sox, a bird called &
ler, sees me work.”
I has to laugh. :
“What did you say your pame
He looks surprised.
“I didn’t say. But—but ;
Joe Miller?” ! “ ” ;
“Yeah,” T says. “I have knows
since the day I.was born. Joe Mi
my name, and I happens to be then
of the fastest baseball club in the
and White Springs—the Brown Sox
is the property of Larry Higginsi®

N() sooner do I get the words frg

my mouth than he jumps off
suit-case and begins grabbin® my
shakin’ it. This over, he takes &
and busts out in autobiography.
coupla minutes I knows the history
young life by heart. He tells me i
is Oscar Morton, that he is twer
years old, that he comes from K
but that T shouldn’t hold that agais
that he is a Baptist and has pitcee
professional ball for the Houston
Also, so he says, he is the & o
famous down-hop ball and has @
clippin’s in his grip to prove
Accordin’ to him, t he donl
about speed, control and strikin’
is less than nothin’.

He goes on to confide that
and tired of both small-time be
waitin’ for scouts, what I!W'
to discover him. %
Shakespeare says, ol
him mwaiw—ifh ts on A
true, he has quit Houzt’ﬂl cold, et
grip, and has come M.
l(‘tpmc know they is such &

self alive, and that T will make
of my life by not immediately

on, X

When he gets all through With
he wipes his face off again
somethin’ to the effect that ¥
is hot, he will have to
coat when he gets back

“Well,” 1 says, t

i has

“




i tes to help him.

e over hle face some

begins starin’ across
be bas seen either a old
.collector, I turns around
has caught his eye, but they
t all in sight outside ablittli
telephone girl, chewin’ on a it o
ndwyin’:illﬂhbothanovelanda

3
e

g
b

e

i

%’l

“Pardon ’me," Oscar murmurs in a
funny voice, leavin’ my side and steerin’
for the swi

HEN T leaves the lobby ten minutes
later, and goes in search of Larry,
Oscar has a chair almost up on the

here musicians what
the music of a skirt.
I should have taken a tumble but didn’t.
After the dinner I has to use the telephone
in the lobby, to call up the caretaker of

on which we conducts our
practice, and whilst Goldilocks is gettin’
number for me, I gets curious about

S

friend of yours, hey?” I chirps,
- name of the newcomer in
“I suppose him and you was
childhood friends in that Houston place.
I ?I,J’et you was glad to see him again,

g

She looks at me with one of these here
e gazes and sighs,
y You is a bum fortune-teller,”
IU you is rdel_'rin’ to Oscar the pitcher,
b can’t tell a lie. T only seen him first
E “tii: afternoon, But” —she sighs again—
- "he is awfully nice. And he is gonna give
: of hisself when he gets the
PM_. Sox on him.”

she says,

1
L)
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BN v

AR 1t

says maybe the boy is another
and who knows? . Anyway,
1 should give him a stiff tryout and also

plenty of chances to see what he has got.

THE next day it is rainin’ with drops
as big as fifty-cent half-dollars, so the
boys stick around the hotel, performin’
with dice and cards. Oscar, who has got

_introduced to them all, excuses hisself

‘e

from the family circle and hangs around
the switchboard like he was expectin’ a
long-distance call from Mary Pickford.
The followin’ day the rain stops as quick
as it begun, and ten minutes of White
Springs sun makes the ground drier than
prohibition has made the country at large.

In festive array, as the guy says what
composed it, we start for the ball-grounds
escorted by the male population of the
town. The grounds is nothin’ to go crazy
about, they consistin’ only of a diamond
that is flat as the top of a billiard-table;
a grandstand what looks like Noah give
the contractors that built it the lumber
from outa his ark; bleachers what is
bleached to splinters and a cgupla benches
that still can be sat on by them what carry
accident insurance.

“Slip Oscar into the box,” Larry says
to me, “and let us get a look at what he
can do besides talk about hisself.”

I picks Oscar from outa the bunch and
sends him out to the box, gettin’ in back
of him so I can see if he knows where
the plate is and what it’s meant for. Larry
gets up and moves behind Eddie Bush,
same bein’ our star catcher, whilst T
signals to Terry Flynn to grab ahold of a
bat. Terry is the heaviest hitter in the
Tri-City League. He has a .292 percent-
age, and I knows a ball has to have some-

thin’ on it to get past him without his

cloutin’ the cover off of it.

“All right, kid,” 1 says carelessly fo
Oscar, who is toyin’ with a brand-new

ball. “Let’s go!”
He nods, leans down to get some di
on his fingers, makes a short wind-up
burns the plate with a ball what sound
like the shot outa a gun.

so Larry says,




rs Larry. “What is the
e says to Terry. “Do you want
pt to you on 4 silver dish?”

hm. T'd like to have them keep
and not do no tricks when they gets
me, like that there ball did!”

"R twenty minutes straight runnin’
Oscar shows us everythin’ he has got
the further he goes, the better he gets.
His work stands out like a chorus girl in

‘2 room full of washwomen and he has the

n gaspin’ for breath and hollerin’ for
. ﬁ a fancy ball what he calls
down-hop and which same leaves his
| with the speed of an Erie train and
ravels up to the plate like it was sick and
red. Just when the batter gets ready to
it so far that nobody but Peary
ever find it, the down-hop suddenly
 full of pep. It spins around, and as
bird at bat makes a swing, it turns a
hops over the willow and flops
nto the mitt of the catcher. Some ball!

. Oscar has also got another one what

more curves to it than a scenic railway,
5t inshoot what leaves the air hotter

it really is, and a slow drop what is

. Altogether, they is more tricks

him than they is to a Chink magician,
‘when a half-hour is over, he has my

AVIES 'hm runnin’ about in circles

Larry doin’ hin’ but kissin’ him.
at stuff!” the boss keeps on sayin’.

t stuff!  C'mon up to the hotel, kid,
‘we shall frame up a nice contract!”
Lariy to one side and proceeds

b him with some information and

Ersau

“This bird might be

the western hemisphere,

more about the art of

; “. Schwab does about
but thirty minutes of his
Prove to me he is another Plank

' h:"‘ boys is not anyways
k. and no doubt this

Larry cools down ;
it over. After a
better to look before W
Oscar that while he was 3 fuh %
about the contract thing is-..
make some kind of a 2 .. " N
he will get paid while with us, whethe
works or whether he don’t. This syis e
pitcher, and they is nothiy’ more ”
the subject. i,

TWO weeks pass us by, duria’ the i
of which Oscar is still holdin’ 1 &

form and makin’ suckers outs fhe
In addition to his pitchin’ he is 2t e
lightnin’ on the bags, no rummy st el
and isn’t too proud to run in for b
or to grab a fly when the same & s
within six or eight feet of him. T
in all, he still looks as good o me
Larry as a new million-dollar bill

But I keeps my fingers crossed.

They is one thing about the *ﬁ"
has got my goat. This is the fstie
don’t seem to want to mingle WS
team mates but sticks around the Bmee
telephone operator like he was & mps
tryin’ to make her speak Tﬁu
does he hang around her, b be s 8
flirtin’ terms with the dame in the W8
Springs post office, the gal ani
the soda-water counter in the Viligess
store and the lady cashier in the g®
lunch room what ispw door to the 2
tion. Oscar don't Do 1avOnEs ¢
I sees the cutie at the W is wces B9
with him, The others is just meEs S8
to fill up his spare time and keep BEEEE
gettin' bored. 3

Kiddin’ and jokin' about the IS
don’t have no effect on him e B
The gang, once th tumble "f
Oscar is a lady-killer, Starts o e
him somethin’ terrible, but for 8200
they gets oulltl:le, % "
have laid off . g
joshin’ don't get under ;‘
which, no doubt, is tough .u )
elephant. He takes all ‘1
for more. On accounta T Sl i
and the way he (th'. a
Flynn christens him in peactics
Tetry calls him Ox and in
time at all everyone i




in love with‘ hg:.
handin’ out pictures o 3

% gnn:mmcruyabout him keeps
o Then he goes on to

inspiration to him,
" around to cheer hl:m
w blue as a June mornin’ sky.
:m' mi,l., is divided into
classes—them with brains and them
To show he has a kind
he don’t pass up the
use they are minus
second or the second be-
is not a bunch of Lillian Rus-
them all, it seems,
and ugly, stupid or

it

ﬁa
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ts back to the hotel,
ngle on Oscar. I has
tcher he is there, but
ings he isn’t. I has also
i that if he weighs a
I pounds, one hundred

same is weight above
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is up, Oscar gets his
uneyform and the glad
the bunch. The
to death with the boy and
as a child with a new toy. He
car, and dreams Oscar, believin’
world on fire and that
lotta- credit comin’ to him for
kerosene can. Also, in addi-
Larry has got an idea in his
once he uncovers his marvel,

s doin’ busi

iP

fielders a lotta exercise, and
teachin’ the native people of the burg how
baseball is played.

L.-\RRY is happy as a show-girl with a
string of pearls at our showin’, and
because Oscar has pitched great ball, and
has kept the Spartans away from first
base, like they was a band of burglars
and the sack a bank. Ox is still there
with his down-hop ball and all his ot}ger"
tricks, and he has our opponents gnashin
their teeth and sayin’ things under their
breath, whilst we lose more balls on them
than a guy just learnin’ this golf thing.

“Some pitcher!” Larry says to me after
the game. “I just wish John McGraw or
Connie Mack or Frazee could stick an
eye on this lad of mine! T guess maybe
they wouldn’t hock their whole team to
get him, hey?”

I has to admit Oscar has kept to top
form, but still I can’t help but figure out
a couple of games with some Texas Bol-
sheviki bears no relation to goin’ into the
box and pitchin’ Tri-City stuff.

“Yeah, he looks good,” I says to Larry.
“But one swallow don't make a summer!”

The boss grins.

“No, but one off of Oscar makes a
sucker outa anyone! Joe, you was al-
ways a knocker. Wait until the series
is over and the big money split up. Then
you will be singin’ another song.”

“Maybe,” I retorts, “the name of the
song will be ‘Break the News to Mother!' "

Directly after the Spartan game Larry
looks over the ground, and the first thing
I know, we're to journey to Dallas and
mix up with the Dallas Giants. This is
the Jast game we're to play before goin’
to the North to open the season, and once
the gang is let in on the secret, they bust
into cheers. One game and then homel

Oh, lady!

_ The only one what doesn’t show great
joy is little Oscar. He draws me to one
side and informs me his heart is broke
on accounta leavin’ White Springs, the
post office, the drugstore, the lunch-room
and the switchboard at the hotel.

It i85



i urmdon from him.
it before we leaves the Springs
' three hours off, and
F ' his friends farewell
tellin’ each one she is the only gal
cal forth. Then, when
onto the train what is
allas, I has to hold him
keep him from jumpin’
back to the little phone
who is standin’ on the station
handkerchief to him and usin’

frequently.

“Love is a awful thing,” he moans,
tears from his eyes. “I hope

 Muyrtle doesn’t do anythin’ desperate. I
"~ would never forgive myself if she did.”

S White Springs fades outa sight,
I drags him into the train and throws

f ‘him into a seat.
~ “Tear your mind away from the ladies,”
7 it § begs{‘-“and tell me how that wing of

feelin’.”

is 0. K.,” he -replies.
t troubles me!”

sad I busts out laughin’,
: gsame time at Terry Flynn
who is busy oilin’ up his glove.

“Oscar,” T says, “that little guy what

He

7,'3. o ‘. "H “It's

r no clothes worth speakin’
t has got wings on his
kept terrible busy where
. I is speakin’ now of
the well-known kewpie—"
S answer is nothin® but a groan.
ers of the trip is made by
. The bunch is skylarkin!
pranks on each other and

R
to the fact that Olur'
I remembers the dame on
knowin’ the habits of T
I knows my own
the station.
there, takin’ on mail

o | it

givin' Ox a chance to gaze ‘ .
he has got acquainted with, she heiat

the open window of the
sadly down at him.

ol

“Listen,” 1 says, gettin’ sore 2t 8

sight. “Lay off of this stuff

Tl

along with the gang, or you'll be e

a foreign city with no helpin'

guide you. Can the chatter—you'h

in’ up the railroad!”

He don’t pay no attention o me i
keeps on talkin’ to the gal in the winis
® “Good-by!” he says. “Good-by, Glady
Don't forget to write every day and 8l
good care of that photo I has gaess
It is the last 1 owns except one mo

I pries him away from the train, (5
in’ kisses off of his hand to the g%

is beginnin’ to cry, and manages

him into a cab.

3]

“What you need,” I says, “isa
3

take care of you!”

He nods his head.

“I think so, too,” he agrees.
know of any blonde ones?”

THE hotel to which we arrives &
nothin’ but class and tone.

different from the one at the
a loan shark is from a human

the first place they is electric.

. "o
3
o A

water which is really bot, a 1€

each and every room, to sy ®
paper on the walls, W‘g

and beds what look like
to be slept in.

After 1 and Larry has
thin' to eat, out
manager of the
boys to their own ¢
consists of pool,
hire a guide al
the man we're

so much to it, sndlﬂ“‘ .




,u,., behind you,” I retorts.
E get

to the hotel, and Larry

‘ mu.:.y to see what the bunc.h
o to, while I runs into Oscar, who is
in the shadows in one corner of

, holdin’ hands with a
gal I has never before

in,” T says, “but
s o’clock, more or less, and
‘you is a ball-player, Oscar, and not no
3 watchman. For this reason it is up
e to ask to seek the feathers!”
l,gxd giggles whilst he gets
feet and makes a bow.
,” he says to the gal, “let me
you to Joe Miller, who is man-
Sox. Joe,” he says to
",th Ruth Cooper, a

Oscar coughs a coupla times.

: says, “how are the chances

- of " a box seat at the game to-mor-
; little lady?”

bed now,” T barks, “the

are pretty goo;l If you don’t,

no nn

giggles agams -

3 \er retire, Sir Pitcher,” she

- m:dto lnm.lf“And don’t forget that
- Yourself to-morrow!”

ﬁ.M' lookin® as happy as a bird when

= him he must lay off

good night and crawls
vin’ me and the dame

‘mfﬂﬂl’of urs, »”
. e © sy yo _,l’t.odoubt? I says

g

a view of the

she stammers, “not ex.

smiles.

“But do I get that ticket?” she wants
to know. 7 ;

I slips her my card with some hand-
writing on the top of it. She thanks me
like it was a check made out to bearer,
and smilin’ all over her face, says good
night and beats it. .

THE next day is as bright as a Tiffany
diamond ag'd hot as a red stove. We
finds the Dallas ball park to be some peach
of a place, with a fast diamond, large
stands made outa cement, a clublgousc
what can’t be told from a swell private
house, lawns, flowers and plenty of cold
water handy. .

Half of the mornin’ is spent tunin’ up,
and by the time the game is called, the
Sox is as smooth as velvet and works like
machinery or a orchestra ready to tear
off one of these symphony things.

The city is evidently baseball-hungry,
for it declares a half-holiday, and they
is an angry mob at the gates almost
tearin’ them down, tryin’ to get in. Soon
they is more people in the grandstand
than they is in a Bronx subway train any
evenin’, and the bleachers is so full, it
is almost bendin’ in half. As we is to
drag down a piece of the gate, Larry,
after givin' the stands the double-O can
hardly be kept from shoutin’ out loud
with joy.

“Oh, lady!” he vells. “The money I
is gonna take from out this burg is a
crime!”

He keeps on ravin’ whilst T suddenly
lamps Oscar leanin’ against the grand-
stand and smilin’ into the eyes of Ruth
Cooper, who is reposin’ in a front-room
box seat. Just as I sees him, so does
Terry Flynn, and the catcher sends a
howl over to him.

“Hey, Ox,” he bawls, “leave go of that
lady’s hand and come over here and run
over the signals with me!”

The stands lets out a roar and Ruth
Cooper ducks down behind a newspaper
to hide herself, whilst Oscar, no more dis-

turbed than if he is a deaf and dumb mute,

grins and hurries away.




hortstop. By  this
Dallas is wise to
great itcher in

Jeaves off kiddin® Oscar

mﬂn‘ him when he is m

“vou beat that!” says Larry. “A

yguit:s a strange town, and .look’

v vell their heads off for him!’

0 f “But this single,

. run we got don’t suit me at all!

s of Terry and Deacon, none of

‘boys seems to be able to get to this

\t pitcher. He is not good, but he

bad, and he is holdin’ us. If they

K ‘Oscar, it will be roses for us
and make no mistake!”

“The boss takes a puff on his cigar.

't worry none about that,” he says.

2 five runs I need to win on is com-

~in’ along soon, and when they get on the

* down-hop, silk shirts’ll be sellin’ at twen-

 ty cents apiece!”

J P to the endin’ of the seventh Oscar

™ keeps sendin' them over, and each

takes three chances at ’em and re-

in a hurry. For our part the team

S got wise to the Dallas twirler and has

en on him for exactly four more runs,

with the one Terry presents us

makes five in all. The game is

rapidly to the end of it and I

S once more to breathe natural.
; as the guy says what tells us,
rose has its thorn and every fur
ts moth,

as things is lookin’ like Larry will

ve his little thousand back, with

er to play around with it, Oscar comes

, whilst we is at bat, white as
hemnklix, lickin’

0€, * he yelps, lickin’ his lips, “I—I

t think T can finish out l:?xis here

falls but manages to k
® lookin’ him over from head 'to
' You get that stufi?” 1
 here pame is

comes bustin’ over to see
ter. Oscar turns to the boss
he shouldn’t be sent in ng ¢

should be let go to the showers fms

diately if not sooner. L5

Instead of doin’ the same 4
red in the face, Llny
A “You big Imm};:!” he hisges,

as got into you that you is tryin’
cold at a time like this)?l” no. w. -

Ox licks his lips some more, -

“I'm sick,” he moans. “I think |
got a fever!”

“Sure!” Larry sneers. “A yellow few g
You big stiff, my thousand berries d
pends on you! Stay in and I'm plsl
Quit and I’m minus! I don't wanna her
no more excuses outa you! Take your
cold feet to the box and warm them wi™

Oscar pulls on his glove whilst the ret™
of the team, seein’ they is somethin"wong
is starin’ over. ; e

“All—all right,” Ox says in a yoke
what can be hardly heard. “Tl—=1ig
in, but if I toss this game away, Gon%
blame me—” :

“I wont blame you,” Lamy
“I’lIl bust you in the eye!”

I sees it is a time for some of t
plomacy stuff, and I follows Oscar, Wit
creepin’ away, shakin’ in every limb, 8
lays a hand on his arm.

“Grab hold of yourself!” 1 piess
“You is scared about somethin’,—1 &8
the signs,—and that is all the matter W
you. But remember, Ruth Cooper SS8
tin’ up there wtih her eyes on 3
you cracks now, ,{he is sure to (RN
is a false alarm! s

He shakes his head, groanin, W&
the stands begins howlin’ for & Et&;‘ s

o
:
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THE two innin’s what follows
Oscar is as wild as a "

lions, and for all he knew, the o
might be located in Egypt.
whole team on the ju
the bases lettin’ the Da

K
In the

only quit
most of his hair. it e
bined efforts of the team 1055
from rushin’ out. ¢

Tue fist half of the 8

around them.

up fifteen runs and

they needs a rest.
By this time




of Ruth Cooper, who
and tries to pull Oscar
enough to feed all

has started all the
beatin’ Oscar and turns

here ball-team?” she
. When the boss, backin’
guilty, she almost lets
him. “Don’t you know
give a job to this good-
screams. “And why
money what he
" his picture took
Poor unsuspectin’

word she speuks,
: from head to foot, and
- throws up His hands ke she was stil try-

the whole city of

ear and reporters
) xﬂ(g:)e'nthe stuff down

sneaked outa Houston, you was
:eofnonr:m the Brown Sox! And it isa
thing I found out the team was play-
n' here in Dallas to-day! Oh, you has
been cute and foxy, all right, but not
enough! You'd have to be better'n Shy-
lock Holmes and smarter than Mayshal
Foch to put anythin’ across when I is on
job!”
tbc‘z‘Jjust a minute,” I butts in. “Thig ait}t
gettin’ us nowhere, and all it is doin’ is
givin' this here crowd enough gossip for
the next fifty years! Come through. Is
you Oscar’s sister or what?”

“His sister!” she screams. “‘Is that
what he told you! The liarl I'm his
wife—the first one he ever gave a picture
of hisself to!”

No sooner she gets the words said than
it is Ruth Cooper’s turn to be heard.

“Oh, you big hound!” she hollers,
kickin’ at Oscar’s shins. “You told me
no longer ago than last night I was the
only one you ever loved!”

She busts into tears and is led off.

Then Oscar’s wife gives him a yank by
the collar, and the last any of us ever sees
of the pair of them, is her leadin’ him
away, whilst the entire population of Dal-
las is hootin’ and jeerin’ at poor Ox.

“There goes the best pitcher what I
ever seen,” says Larry in a sad voice.

“And the worst husband!” chimes in
Terry Flynn.

HEY is a silence. Then I hears some

one callin” my name, and turnin’
around, I almost collapses. Comin’
through what is left of the crowd I sees
no less than Myrtle, the little blondie tel-
ephone gal of White Springs.

She too has got the habit and is weepin’,

“Oh, Mr. Miller!” she sobs. “My train
was late and now it is too late, My heart
is broke—” Whilst we all stares at her
]‘lke we is see.in’ things, she mops her eyes.

Somie vampire has stole Oscar away from
me! T seen her with him just now and-—
and—she had her arm around his neck—

and—and he made believe he didn’t see

me—"




.‘:’_" ~ (Events of the Preceding Installments:)

.~ WULIAN NAPIER, representative of
2 the American Treasury Department,
e was attending the Fiesta of San
e Jacinto in San Antonio, Texas, in his

.~ usual guise of a leisure-enjoying tourist.
~ The real purpose of his visit, however, was
- the search for two great diamonds which
~ had been smuggled through the Customs,
- and for Kalat Pasha, prominent in Young
~ Turk circles, suspected as the smuggler.

~ _ Napier’s unusual knowledge of the
- Orient and Oriental nature led him to
- begin his search in the Chinese colony of
%n Antonio. Collector of Customs Lamb
~ told him that the best-known of the local

~Lhinese was a restaurant-keeper named

Charles Toy.
" Mingling with the holiday crowds in the
of seeing Kalat, Napier saw two
ymen whom he had met abroad. One
uldlme F{;fi,a;\ltali%n (?) “with a
ly absent husband;” the other
American, Ruth Glenn. Both smiled
‘bowed; and both, he suspected, might
som knowledge of the whereabouts

oy Al a

A slip of yellow paper ,
nese characters had fallen from
can’s pocket as they stood in con
which the man had grasped an
with every indication of ferror. &
alleyway, on the way to the
the messenger was
lowing at Some distance and alm
over the fellow’s body, found §
ment of the yellow paper in &8

FE
GQENOR VILLABOSA, who bsS
the hotel lobby the |
tween Napier and ,
senger, slipped out to &
as the two men left the.
immediately to the lobby
his message, and loi |
ful obviousness until midnige
Napier called upon -
staying with her b 0
officer, at the Hotel _
Jed the conversation in 8¢ S-

events of e Nll Py
u i

no know
later, when s
to the d;: yard of
he saw

a:d enter that |



CHAPTER WII
v APIER struggled back to con-
sciousness and raised his head diz-
zily. ““Steady,” a voice whis-
.,' pered. “You're all right. Take
ey it easy.”
“What—"

| “Softly. Better not talk. Sound car-
(B8] ries on a night like this, and we are pretty
'\ close to the house. Better not try to sit
$M up for a minute, till your head clears a bit.”
- His head ached and throbbed, and he
g tried to recall exactly how he came to be
unconscious, He remembered, in a minute,
and opened his eyes to demand, with cau-
tiously voice:

““Who are you?”

“Gofdon,” the man on his knees beside
him said. “T was following your old friend
Villgbopa, you know.”

Napier's mind cleared rapidly, and he
:\Ea;pf An ut:elnst_retched hand, on the side

rom wiry young Treasury agent,
encountered a still object that wagyplainly

m‘:f the prostrate figure of a man.
“The

e Vil o

* said Vi " Gordon chuckled,

1 don’t know exactly’whal shape he is in

= 1o work on you first. We'll take
'l,ll_onn_uyon are sure you are

"_ﬂ‘!\;_ o v

quite all right. I would expect him to
take a little longer sleep than you, anyway,
because all he hit you with was a black-
jack, and I had to wallop him over the
side of the head with a pistol.”

Napier rested his hand on the Mexican’s
breast; it was rising and falling regularly.
His fingers came in contact with metal.

“Handcuffed!”

“Thought I wouldn’t take any chances
while I was fussing with you. I guess
maybe we'd better gag him when he comes
to. There’s no sense letting him holler.”

“I'D like to know what happened, if

there’s time to tell it. I'm getting clear-
headed enough now.” Napier delicately
patted a bump of increasing size an inch
and a half above his right ear. “It doesn’t
seem to have broken the skin, but it sure-
ly hurts.”

“There's mighty little to tell. He tried
to follow you, late this afternoon, when
you left the hotel—and lost you inside of
ten minutes. He went back to the Bon-
ham and stayed there until after dinner.
A little while ago he started for here. You
crossed the street ahead of him about two
blocks back, and he slowed up and took
his time trailing you. Perhaps I ought
to have tried to warn you, but—”
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I ‘ was able
7 Napier supplied,

ted.
35 Bl:iu‘wmed you when he
up in back of you if I had known
‘was so close. But I was a long way
" off when yo in these trees,
“when he came up behind you, with
behind him, I didn’t know that you
\adn't gone beyond the trees and up to
: of the house, or somewhere. I
didn’t know you were right here until he
oS and lammed you. He turned you
a hurry and started to go through
v ets.”
' “Anpgc:ou rose up and lammed him.
" Thanks. Pl do the same for you some-
" time. What had we better do with him?”
“That’s up to you. I don’t know all
the details of the case, but I shouldn’t
: we ought to let him loose after
»
 “No, it wouldn’t do. If he was headed
for this house, and it looks pretty certain
that he was, he would tell them the first
chance he got that I was watching it.”
“We can take him down to headquar-
ters, temporarily, and then consider what
to do with him afterward. My idea is
that when he begins to take notice we had
‘better see he is fixed so he can’t do any
shouting, and then one of us can stay here
ith him, nice and quiet and out of sight,
while the other goes and gets an automo-
bile. Perhaps I'd better be the one to go;
- T know the town better than you do.”
~ Villabosa sighed and moved.
. “Que diable!” he muttered, and Napier’s
: went to his throat, while he com-
ed: “Keep quiet!”

ORDON wadded a handkerchief,
forced it between Villabosa's teeth
fastened it with another handkerchief

the dazed prisoner was fairly aware -

lat was happening.

'“2,","3’ and come back with a
g to Napier. “If
ppen to see us taking him to
to discover you here, which

I donw’t suppose there is any-
identify ourselves and ask

toward the big house since

to consciousness, He .

The automobile that had bros

Glenn was gone, e

: “Ho»:'i many ;:leople left the houe.
was down and out?” i

who?” % asked,

“Nobody I ever saw befors,

the truth I was so busy that

notice very particularly,” A
a man went away in the auto,
it was a woman and two men”
“Can you describe them?”
“No. I didn’t hear them come
the house. I happened to harm

v

looked up, and they were all right at
car, getting in. I saw a woman and'te
have
He

men, but one of the men may
the chauffeur for all I know.
have got out of the car for
think one of the men was sort of
and Spanish-looking, but T'm net 8
I'm mighty sorry I didn't notice more,
just at that minute I was trying
out whether you had been badly

“A man can’t, do everything al o

You could hear their voices, you se 8

“But not a .word they said. I
even know whether they were §
English.”

Villabosa moved uneasily, discovese

handcuffs and sought to give voice g

emotion.
“You lie still, old sport,” Goria #
him, “and when I come back 1§l
where we can get that little cub
head fixed up.” ) R
“In the meantime,” Napier growled.
his hand on his own t IS 2
you get to threshing around and

to attract attention, I'll be obliged 10 FX

you another cut to go Wi

the other side.;’ e
Villabosa relapsed in B

ing, and Gordon silently departed.

N:\PIER,«‘cmuching beside the "Ne
fixed his eyes on the boc: o
entered or left. No.smn_ld .«‘:
Its contrast of extenor light and S5
darkness was u nsd&e
Two Chinameén croudh !
corner abave, chatt ,
walking

and passed on about
muffled click of a
was followed by the
mounted policeman, =




in, I've had
in,

thed. He came
- 4] can’t very
Na‘plier told him.

well go back with you,”
o wanl:oso hsee yvho
 comes use; no as since
,veobuetenofsod;ce.bos yoz take him
down to the Federal Building and let me
n you there a little later. you could
ve him locked up, if 1 don’t get there
some time, and we can question him
b »
v “?ehamvmnything to do but stick to
e K he hasn’t a thing in the world
but to hang around with me. T’ll
a little first-aid on his head, or get in
doctor if he seems to need a stitch or
two, and then we’ll make ourselves com-
fortable and wait. It isn’t late—hardly
ten o'clock.” :
They turned to Villabosa and bade him
get up and go with Gordon. Resistance
was useless, protest impossible. He went
with docility.

é.

Ang 3

5g
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y purr of their motor had hardly
faded when another automobile came
through the street on which the big house
faced and drew up in front of it. Its
chauffeur sounded his horn with that im-
patient emphasis that is almost the trade-
mark of taxi-drivers who prefer to avoid
the steps necessary to walk to a door and
announce that the carriage waits, Imme-
diately Charles Toy and Tung Sheng, his
manager, came out of the house, climbed
into the car, and were driven away—back
to the restaurant, no doubt, in time for
evening’s greatest rush.
The cluster of electric lights under the
. Yeranda roof went dark. Whatever meet-
ing had been held at the “great house”
that evening was obviously adjourned.
Napier waited a little, to see if any other
activities developed. For all he could see
- or hear, the place might have been unoc-
cupied. He slipped out of the shadow of
the mulberry trees, finally, and set out in
the dlrechn::: ?atl'x town,
-, Bomewhere ahead of him, a player was
torturing a Chinese fiddle. n‘Z_ fan no-
ed it about the time of his arrival; it
now, but un
his mind

the ms tht
adventures had added to his mﬁ
now, when he was within perhaps a blo
of the player, something about the we
scrapings and squealings made an insis
demand upon his powers cf recollec o
Where, among all the Chinese fiddling he
had heard, had something happened that
this one was recalling? ; (R
Three shrill, ascending notes—discord-
ant and barbaric to Western ears—a
shrieking run, and then three shrill, sharp,
descending notes. It came to Napier what
it was that hammered at his memory, He
knew this tune; it was one of the two or
three Chinese airs he had ever been able
to distinguish definitely from the others.
Old Kwong Li played it, over and over,
when he and Kwong were friends in San
Francisco, three years ago. Kwong had
solemnly assured him that there were only
a few musicians who could play it exactly
as it should be played. Its name was “The
Running Brook at Springtime and the Lit-
tle Bird in the Tree.” For all his head-
ache he grinned a little as he remembered
how he had always wanted to ask Kwong
whether the three sharp, descending notes
were supposed to represent the running
brook hitting a waterfall or the little bird
falling out of the tree. Of course he never
had, for that would have hurt Kwong’s
feelings. Kwong took it for granted he
knew,
The player was back at the beginning
of the tune now, starting all over again,
He must be as fond of it as old Kwong,

APIER saw, a half-block before him, a
one-storied grocery. It had not yet
closed for the night; there was a light in-
side and at least one customer. The nar-
row front gallery was in darkness except
for such rays as straggled through the
front windows, and the fiddler was seated
out there. Napier thought amusedly that
the man was having an enthusiastic even-
ing all by himself. Neighboring Chinese
had probably not even noticed him, but
in a Caucasian section such harrowing
sounds as he was producing would have
long since busied every telephone in the
vicinity with frantic calls for the police.
/The customer came out through the
door, chanting a Cantonese farewell to the
grocer inside. He stepped down from the
:&]lelﬁl and then turned and bowed def
entially in the direction of the




," he called, re-
PINONS dislurb your
. “Good night, hon-
“May you

ed, to the best of rice.”
ements of etiquette now being
filled, the one-string fiddle re-
e tune on the next note to that

had been interrupted.

fhe customer had vanished and the
wer had gone to the rear of the store
in the shadows close
and called softly, in his best

g Li! Is it not the honorable
Kwong Li?”

e bow bit off t}le’so;ndhin the gidd!e

dispirited wail, and the old China-

nan shuffled quickly forward. Napier

a little into the light, and the other

wed with sedate dignity, while from his

ell a sentence out of the Analects

Confucius:

‘Is it not a charming thing when a

d comes from afar?’”

2 distance T heard the music,”
A\ Dapier said gravely, “and I
A thought, ‘Can it be possible that
there is one who can play
unning Brook at SQringu'me and
tle Bird in the Tree” like Kwong

10 is in San Francisco?’”

: inclined his head to the compli-
Will you not honor me by enter-
humble abode of my nephew?”
ceremoniously, And after Napier,

d for the conventions, had mur-

At woul resumptuous for me
¥ou,” and then, on the old man’s

ice, had passed first through the
m: , Tt is a poor place—a

.A i‘mﬂ, who knew Kwong
_Spoken the same words if he
in a palace, re-

per sentiment: “It is
] very delightful

“Kwong Yet, we are he
visit of my great friend Nah
Kwong told him, “Nah Poo"{*
nearest he had ever been able to
the pronunciation of Napier, ] l:'?
you the story of how I was accused of
ing concerned in smuggling wi
had nothing to do, an(ii;gtlhaf I‘mh i
ly have been punished, being en
evidence that I could not prow
for an official who soughlpto ;&’:H
innocent as well as punish the 3

Poo is he who saved your father’s

“The nephew of Kwong Li is'ym
ant for your kindness to the elder one
his clan,” murmured Kwong Yet. “Ihs
is your home, and all the poor things
it are your property.”

Kwong Li, since coming into his nephe
ew's hearing, had dropped the Mandana
dialect and spoken in Cantonese, from
which Napier judged the younger man
perhaps American-born, did not possess {he
education of his uncle. He also dropped
into Cantonese in his courteous A

Old Kwong urged him to be and
accept a pipe. “A tobacco pipe”
smiled. “I know you do not use opis
and you know already, my fn :
neither do I. Nor does Kwong Yet"

“A plain pipe, and a mere pinch of
bacco,” Napier deprecated. Clearly Kuwos
Li proposed to make this a cerens
visit, and he could not let his impatie
to rejoin Gordon and his priSOner SSSs
in any slighting of the customary
unless he wished Kwong to take :
Kwong Yet got pipes, filled them S8
brought matches. Then, perhaps in o
dience to some sign from his “W:"d
mentioned apologetically that be &
small errand which would take him o6t A
the store for a Wh(;k‘i" Hlfon‘: ;
for the night, an 15
would not be disturbed. He bowed 0€
and went away. t

l;\' silence Napier and his ‘
smoked slowly. Not until a pi¥
had been burned did Napier 2
“It is strange to find you a
miles from San Francisco. o,
“But four days have I g’

Kwong replied. “I came 10
of my brother. Some day 1 shall

I think, but it is not i
sold my business.’

“So merchant
been m”.




of smoking, and Napier
arrived when he

is thoughts.

Kwong Li,” he said, “that I
ask of you a very great favor.”
inhaled a deep puff of
replied. He knew Na-

ing to

pier’s occupation.
| “Np faver for you would be great,” he
| said then. “I am old, but my mind is
* gtill as clear as when I was young. I c!o
“ pot forget. There was a day when I said
to you that if ever you should come to
" me and demand payment for the debt I
- owed you, that day the payment should
" be made. My memory tells me that I
~ struck palms of hands with you when I
" said it. What do you require of me, Nah
Poo?”

“No,” Napier said. “It is not a de-
mand. It is what I said—a favor. If it
8 a very dangerous thing for you to ac-
cede to it, I do not hold you to the promise.
1 am not asking payment; the slight thing
I was able to do jor you was not in hope
of reward. You will remember 1 did not
even know you and your excellent quali-
ties when I did it. Our friendship came
afterward.”

“That is true,” Kwong said, and waited.

“No Chinese in this city know my busi-
ness,” Napier remarked.

“None shall, from me or my nephew,”
the old man assured him.

“Yet my business has to do with

I . There are those here who deal
with ‘cargoes of bitter ballast.' ”

“& everywhere.”

Perhaps they are friends of yours.
'Id:z,““sht even be connections of your

‘.

“No; that Iﬁmow. I have not heard,

. came here, who are those who
tu:?; :xn—-l suppose it is opium.”

- xr'mg‘z;t may know. Undoubtedly
does kn .,‘He has been here some

name them to you, or after you

talked with your nephew, it appears |
they are of your tong, or of any clan

it would be dishonorable for you to I
my request is withdrawn, and this :
becomes a thing to be forgotten. 1If not—

HIS smoking host did not hesitate to

show relief. “‘The consideration of a -
friend for the honor of a friend is a shin-
ing thing, like moonbeams upon a placid
river,’ ” he quoted. “You make it very
easy.” ;

“One of these men,” Napier told him,
without more hesitation, “is called Charles
Toy. He has a big restaurant.” :

“What is his real name?”

“I do not know.”

Kwong shook his head. “So far as I
am aware, I never heard of him.”

“His manager—who lives with him in
a large house three streets away from here
—is Tung Sheng.” 3

“I have not heard that name, either.”

“And there is another, but T hear he is
a menial; called Wang Ting.”

Still no recognition.

“The fourth—and these are all the
names I know as yet—is one Joe Fong. He
is half Chinese, half Mexican.” :

The old man’s heavy-lidded eyes showed |
interest. “There are not so many who |
are of that mixture,” he said. “Can you = |
describe him?” |

Napier did so. The result was quite
surprising.

Kwong Li made fluent remarks, made
them coldly, dispassionately, without rais-
ing his voice, but positively. They had
to do with Joe Fong, with the character-
istics and present abode of his ancestors
to the fiftieth generation, with the morals
of his mother and the occupation of his
sisters and the appropriate fate of his male
children, if he should ever have any.
Kwong was very thorough. When he had
finished for lack of further expletive—and
it was some time, because there are many
things a Chinaman can say in derogatiol
of a person, and several ways of say
each one, and the old man went wi
tail into most of them—Napier m
marked: “I see he is known to you.”

“Since noon to-day. He came p:
place when 1 was sitting outside
shade, making music with the fid




a fool; and his
the flat head of a

aited in silence.
3 ‘mi ng music and he passes by,
i calls to me, ‘What is the good of all
s disturbance when there is no Chinese
eater in town where you can get work?’
d then, as naturally I did not deign even
otice him, he cried: ‘But if there was,
would hardly play in it. As big a
‘as this would have a theater with a
wod orchestra.’ I was playing, Nah Poo,
he beautiful song of ‘The Running Brook
 Springtime and the Little Bird in the
' as not more than five other musicians
play it (I say this modestly; as a mat-
of fact, I have not heard but two of
pm); and T am an old man, entitled to
rﬁnct of the young, even though he
might be an idiot who does not know

“Did you reply to him?”

“Does the man on horseback pay atten-
tion fo the mangy dog that yaps? But I
~ remember him, Nah Poo, Well I deter-
~ mined to remember him. Tell me what
- You want to know about him and his

YONG YET unlocked the outer door,
" some minutes later, and came through
8 Store into the room where they sat.

“T have a task to do for Nah Poo that
v tell you of, Kwong Yet,” the old
said at once. “And when you have
d it, you may help me do it or you
not, as you wish, What obligation
father’s brother owes to Nah Poo you
d, yet he has not de-
d payment, You know, because you
- my story, that he is an official,
have that his being here
do those who avoid duties.
eds assistance that perhaps we can
although 1 wlash;edadzl to promise
rea ro-
t time it looked as &:o%gh
the remaining days of my
made it clear that he does
=
or our

3
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“He has told me
went on. “Charles Toy,
and Wang Ting, and Joe F
is the half-caste pig—may 1
his fathers be dug up and scattere
called to me this noon with m
as I told you, Kwong Yet, Do you ke
any of these names?” ;
“All of them,” Yet replied, “alg
I do not know any of the men them
They are undoubtedly smugglers, as

friend here thinks. At least T can ol

you that they have opium to sell. Buf
have never asked many questions .

them. There are people about whom it
not wise to be curious. And yet™

hastened to add, “I will ask g _,. ,,_'E

is the wish of my uncle.”

“They have no connections with o
family?” old Kwong queried. A

“None.”

“Their tong is not ours?”

“No. It is—"” He went to the
to look out before he finished the se

¥

-

and when he came back he

voice: "
“Their organization is the Society
the Fragrant Lily. Charles Toy, ®
name is Ng Choy, is its chief in ib
parts.”
Napier needed no explanation of
young man’s tiptoed excursion to the
dow or his uneasily hushed voice, for

Society of the Fragrant Lily is not fo

spoken of lightly by a man with &
skin, or to be considered with cons

-
s

-
-

by any man, whatever his complexion. 385

arm is long, and its judgment FEtAES

The Boxers, most of the worst of Sl

were members of the Society of “}:

grant Lily. e

CHAPTER X

ILLABOSA sat in
chair inha corner
office, physically
case, although he rested bis
hand and from time "
fingers upward fo
tusion ornamented by a
which was cen
ter; but seemi




e

them in before I took the
Gordon cheerfully informed Na-
»'s the little persuader he
with. Pleasant little instru-
Sk -
”t:he man T ¢ruck?” Villabosa
‘ “I couldn't stehe you ?afuzr I
. Are you the man?”
m[:arm{ysﬂlf him w:xthout answering.
felt sure it was a mistake, the min-
‘had done it,” the Mexican went on
a . “I was turning you over to see
if it wasn’t a mistake, when—" He
shrugged and made a significant gesture
toward Gordon and then toward his own
damaged scalp. “I am certainly very sorry.
1 took you for another man.”
| “Who?” Napier asked, and Gordon put
| in: “We haven’t had any conversation at
| all. 1 t I would wait till you came,
“that he has asked me two or three
. times why I didn't take him to the police
-7 »

 “T decline to say who I thought it was,”
. Villabosa declared, with only the slightest
Spanish accent. “That would make me
- convict myself. This is what happened:
T was walking through the street and I
' a man ahead of me who, I thought,

- was my enemy. I came up behind him
~and hit

i

him. If it was you, why, T made
a mistake.” He tried to smile, but his
effort was not particularly pleasant. “It
is pretty clear I am telling the truth, isn’t
| it? I didn’t have any reason to hit you,
! ;fe.fe,!low that I never saw before in my

 “Don’t know me from Adam, eh?”
_ Villabosa spread his hands. “If T ever
. Saw you, I don’t know where,” he said.
“You know as ':ell as I do that you and I
no ;
:We’ve got one now,” Napier told him.
I am ready to pay my fine. There is
nothing to do but plead guilty and pay the
- fine. And I am willing, if you would not
consider it wrong, to ask you to accept
sl stalilamalges, that is the word—
- for e. T want i
! Bo‘t LA ant to be fair, Am I
“What were you looking for in my

ckets?”

Mexican’s face indicated shocked
se. “Pockets! No sir. You are

* on the desk

clothes, is more than a hundred
:n’:ilha;?moneylnthebank. No,
You are mistaken.” . '
“You turned him over on his back and
started to go through his pockets,” Gordon
remarked dispassionately. ‘“‘He didn’t %
you did you do it, but why you did it.”
“You are mistaken. But why do I have
to stay here, to talk only to you? I take
it, from this office, that you are a Govern-
ment officer. Hitting a man—assault—
isn’t a crime against the United States even
if I got the right man, is it? I ask you
to take me to the police. T will pay the
fine, or get bail, if that is what is re-

quired.” '
“After you tell me what you were trying
to steal out of my pockets,”. Napier said,

ILLABOSA’S denials were profuse

and vehement. His tactics were ob-
vious enough. He was not aware that Na-
pier knew him at all; certainly not that
he suspected him of any connection with
the tragedy of the night before. He was
hoping to bluff out the story of mistaken
identity.

“What is your name, and where do you
live?” Napier demanded.

“Salvador Villabosa, and T live at the
Bonham. They will tell you there about
me. Believe me, mister, I am not the
sort that goes about assaulting and rob-
bing.”

“Where were you last evening?”

“Last evening?” He hesitated a barely
perceptible second. ‘“Early in the evening,
I was out on the street, seeing the parade.
I was on the sidewalk not far from the
Bonham when it went by. Afterward I
was in the hotel, all the rest of the eve-
ning.”

“You may have to prove that.”

“I can.” His assurance was too posi
tive, too eager. It confirmed all the things
Napier had believed.

“And you say you never saw me before
in your life. Don’t you know that I am
stopping at the Bonham?”

“You are?” His surprise was well simu=
lated. “I have not seen everybody who
stops there. There are many guests at
the Bonham.” :

“You haven’t seen me at any time d
the three or four days?”

“No sir. Not that T remember.”

“Who did your little dope-fiend
come to see at the Bonham,

o




ABOSA was 1 “Who killed Puenta?® he |
i hat asked. ke
e his eyes, “I don’t know. How should T kaow
iy that WM to hi was at the holcl, I tell you, “ -
| he heavily the question had scored. prove it, 100.” He made 2 wristas
fiend

ittle dope- friend!” he repeated amendment, to square his previous sl

1} “1 do not know who you missions. “I know now who an b
! 1 have no such friend.” ing about, I saw about that Py
¥ “Named Puenta,” Ncpier supplied. newspaper. But I wasn't there Iy

‘ n't you standing there by the desk at twelve o'clock, the paper .“p and 3
’ he came into the lObb)’? He said twelve o'clock—" bx
~ you were.” “Yes, I know. You were at the Be

' “He said— How could he, when he and you can prove it. And I cany

didn't

b

~r i

b — I mean, how could he, when few things, too. What interest ¢ f
- I don't know any such person?” have in that Chinese label?" =
. “You followed him when he left, and This time Villabosa, realizing at ™
I went up Houston Street and through Main that already he had talked too much, wail-
. mﬂimy plazas. What happened after ed a moment before he answered, and thes
~ that?” merely said: “I don’t know what youams
= “But I didn’t follow him. I was at the talking about. T want a lawyer® =
" botel every minute after he left. I can And to many other questions which Ng=
i prove it—prove it by many people. Huh! pier and Gordon threw at him during the"
. 'isou are guessing wrong there, sefior. I next fifteen minutes his replies, over s =
* was there in the lobby of the Bonham over again, were the same: “I dos
i every minute from eleven o’clock until one. know;” “I wont answer;"” “I want &
- I can prove it.” yer.” i
. “You say he didn’t leave the Bonham They finally gave it up, « t
~ until after eleven.” “Very well,” Napier said. “Well
© “I say— No, I don't say that. I you take the night to think it over.
't know what time he left, because I you get ready to tell us what we wastis:
: know him. I don’t know anything know, you send word.” He rose S
- about him. Who is this Angel Puenta?” picked up the handcuffs that Gordon hes
- *Ni heard of him, eh?” tossed on the desk after ‘
~ “Never. On my word of honor.” prisoner of them. “We haven't any G688
| “Then how did you know his first here in the Federal Building, have WefS
i Bt X he said to Gordon. “I suppose he .
saw his slip; his face showed go over to police headquarters™
tried to extricate himself, “It “That's where we keep 'em,” GoiS
said. A dope-fiend named agreed. ““As long as that is where BeE
» You told me. Say, mister! been demanding to be taken, be GUERES
ioned like this. I be tickled to death.”
wrong, except hit  Villabosa glared, but held out his B
was my enemy, and “How about my money s
Take nn(;e to the things?" he growled, -
wont, send word to  array of possessions on
a lawyer.” “We'll 'pul them in a nice .‘ :
a lawyer this hour of ope and keep them all safe” §
Gordon remarked amiably. sured him. “You'll ge M‘“
g wanted wouldn't be  by—all except lun jack.
lieve you will ever crack and
) that
believe
over

o

¥
*

Ny

r

over the head with

Do you know, I don't

going to crack a o
any blackjack.” e




to
vhich its wielder was one
the use of edged steel, opened
ented on the keenness of its
iite big eno to consti-
o butugbhandy little
they almost always have a
about ‘em somewhere, these
s he remarked to Napier. “This
more cautious than most of them,
expected to find it in a sheath
the back of his neck.”
e, some papers which
no consequence, and a
watch and chain, into the envelope.
']'ba?dmnmmd of the prisoner’s belong-
-  on the desk only a small bunch]of k;yi,
. and te key, long, rectangular, fla
i :ppammﬂy :;yuite new. As Gordop
moved to sweep these in with the rest,
» whose eves had been fixed on

Villabosa,

. the agent’s hands and whose chest was
~ heaving with the emotion of his protests
. and demands, made an efiort to calm him-
. self and said, in what he tried to make a
| “I can't hurt anybody'helse t;)r myse];
- with my keys, can I? What’s the use o
keeping those?”

. “We especially want to keep those,”
| Napier replied quickly—a mere shot in the
air st by the man’s anxiety.
_“Car-r-ramba!” Villabosa cried, losing
all control of himself and leaping at Gor-
don, handcuffed arms upraised. “I wont
stand for it! I wont! I—”

- It is neither a difficult nor an especially
- creditable task for two powerful young
~ men to szgdue a mid(;ﬂe-aged ruffian who is
= iffed. They did not even have to
- burt him. When the excitement was over,
- Napier took up the flat key that seem-
- medm precipitated the outbreak and
] “A pa&o?i:m ﬁﬂc}ly y

S t ; and a very up-to-date and
~ rather high-priced padlock. Where is that
ik Ele asked,

il S reply was in muttered Span-
: :‘;‘md clearly both profane and ingult-

* “He mustn’t get a chance to communi-

_with his friends,” Napier whispered

il whom he had. drawn into a cor-

alter the envelope with Villabosa’s

was safely locked in the d
at the stati u'r':m,

definitions, but
be dangerous in

“They work with \ ‘nice
have never had any trouble getting
ever assistance from them we as
don’t think there will be any diff
keeping him incomunicado there. You
go over with us, worit you? Then I'll have
the car take me home and drop you at the
Bonham.”

"I "HEY came up to police headquarters

through a narrow, dark street at the
rear, and Gordon left Napier with the
prisoner while he disappeared into the
building. When he came out, he said, as
much for Villabosa's information as for
Napier’s: “I wanted to be sure there
weren't any visitors sitting around the
guard-room who might know him. There
aren’t.” {

Villabosa got the implication of this. 4
“You can’t lock me up secretly, and not g2 |
let anyone know I am here,” he pro-
tested.

“Think so?”

“You have to put my name on the police
book,—the blotter,—and anybody has a
right to see that blotter. You have to.

The law says so. A man can’t be locked
up without his name on the blotter. The
police have to write it.” |

“So they do,” Gordon replied. “Your |
knowledge of Texas law is excellent. All
right. We'll go in.”

At the desk Gordon addressed the ser-
geant, with whom it was plain he had al-
ready discussed the matter:

“We want this man held for us, please.
His name is John Doe.”

“The name is Salvador Villabosa,” the
prisoner declared loudly.

“John Doe, alias Salvador Villabosa,”
Gordon amended, and busied himself re-
moving the handcuffs.

The sergeant wrote. Villabosa, craning
his neck to watch, cried out excitedly.
“Here, Mister Sergeant, I told you my
name is Villabosa. Salvador Villabosa.
You haven’t written it.” 2

“‘John Doe, alias. For Federal,’ ” the
sergeant read complacently from what he
had written. “That’s fair enough, isn’t
it Do you expect an officer to clutter up
the blotter with all a man’s aliases?” 2

“When he wants to talk to us, get us
word, will you?” Gordon said. “It isn't
necessary for him to send :
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‘w vc word sent
ou can't hold me like

umuked the sergeant
”7’ the officer who stood at
Mdcr waiting to take him
odging-place, and entered the cell
t the name on the blotter.
konbu " the officer said.

~ llolll on! Wait! I demand—"
“our way,” the turnkey interrupted,
took Ymabou by the arm. The pris-
- took one step, held back and turned.
' know what my rights are, Mister
sant,” he threatened. “And I propose

them.”

: *‘Snn,"thesergeant agreed, with perfect
pod temper, ‘‘Sure you'll have ’em.
mt" He waited until the prisoner

ssed out of hearing. “If anybody

puld- find out he was here and come
pund beefin’ about it and demandin’ to
him I refer 'em to you people, as

“ '% the buck to us,” Gordon replied.
- “We take the responsibility.”

JAPIER walked into the nearly deserted
Bonham lobby, ten minutes later, and
d for his room-key. There was a slip
aper in the box with it. It read:

.Nlpiupleauul] Alamo 1266 as soon
_wmuln Important,

\ as he had reached his room,
“called the number.
el Edgemont,” a sleepy voice re-

me one there left a call for Mr.

, -atthnonhm.l me to call
_Bumber as soon as I came in.”

a minute,” the operator lan-

ised, Ind a moment later he

ly “There's your party at

came in Miss Glenn's voice.
ll.ldha Napier. Did you call

, Mr, Napier, but— It was
It be af

..m‘v#h
-G

apologized. “There wasnt }
the numnrandum to show 'h(

call came, s
“I—I haven't been asleep? "
and then went on: % ted 2o

tated,
s¢e you. There was a m;uu

matter I want to talk to you M
an imposition to ask you, but I
need a little advice.”

“l am at your service vhuevq
wish. At what time to-morrow shal
call?”

“Really, Mr. Napier, I feel embs
asking you to take any interest h £
affairs, but if it isn’t too much trouble—""

“It is no truublc whatever, h'. '
a real pleasure.” The words sounded sae
cere, because they were, -

“Then at ten o'clock, if that is convenl-
ent.” ,
“Ill send up my name 2s pear t
o'clock as I can get there.” S
“No,” the girl objected. “Don’t send™
up your name. I will be in the ldby g
the little lounge that opens just off of §

If I am not there, would you mind wait
ing until I come?
don’t mind, that you didn't
to our rooms,”

Iwould rather, if yo

CHAPTER XI

LTHOUGH it still lackedthm
utes of ten o'clock when
turned into the entrance ‘

Hotel Edgemont, Miss Glenn was WSCSS
for him in the lounge. Except for her, e
little room was unoccupied, and she me
him at the door and led him to €
the further corner. s
If she had slept less than usual the n +
before, he thought she did pot show S
Nor did her manner show md%
tal disturbance that her summons
evening before had scemed to EVICES
Some explanation of this came in SS
her first sentence.
“It was so good of y'OII h“
told him. “I have been
hysterical I must have seell‘.
at all hours of the night. I “ ’
ing, and it seemed as if lm
talk to some ope. Isn't it st
different things look- in the
the morning after?” il
“If that means tbe SSSS




ber
et out to explain:
kmsietxsounds rather absurd,
‘but I haven't any friends—I
San Antonio. Oh, acquaint-
‘course,”—as he murmured dep-
“but no friends that I could
ency and ask them to help
ing came up—"
groped for words with which
while he waited, willing but un-
o make it easier for her. E
a little frightened, last night—a
ned and nervous. 1 thought
led help. Advice, anyway. And
person in the world I could think
- That must sound strange,
how very slight our acquaint-
1 had the feeling that— Well,
led a great deal, you know.
4 good many people. I
‘were to ask you to help me,
‘be the sort who would do what

| not misunderstand.”

Wi ng of coquetry in her

er; shie was looking him squarely
e face and seriously. “Man
Iy m{ﬁe phrase that came into his
describe her attitude. And he
ﬂliﬂk shie was trying to flatter

Mﬁ ling that T can do—”
]I_er, ut sge shook her head

0't think there is—this morning.
even say there was anything in
I thought you could do last
‘was just that T was nervous and
ind T had to talk to somebody,”

o

here?”
her face the expres-
before when Cap-
“My father,”
well, There
ened to be a mat-
over with him.”
| v

ished§ su

she

apier, as she left the sentence unfin-

e sympathetically: R
“If you feel like telling mé anything
about what is troubling you—"' s

She shook her head. “The foolish
troubles of night,” she said. “They do
not sound real in the daytime. One can
get terribly worked up over small things
after going to bed in the dark and giving
way to nerves. Giving way to nerves al-
ways has been and always will be a wom-
an’s privilege.” :

Napier did not believe Miss Glenn was
subject to nerves, and he felt positive she
had not been in bed before she called him
at eleven o’clock.

She did not seem quite satisfied with
the explanation she had made; perhaps
she felt she owed him a little more con-
fidence under the circumstances.

“I actually felt, last night,” she said,
slowly and seriously, “that I was in dan-
ger, in a sense. It was quite silly, of
course, but I had the feeling. And it
seemed to me I must have some one I
could call on if the thing that I thought
was threatening ever really came to pass.”

“Would it be too much to ask what sort
of danger?”

“I'm afraid it would. If T were to tell
you, you would think I had been reading
thrillers. I might have told you if you
had come last night—although I think
more likely my nerves would have calmed
down once you had arrived and I would
have reneged, apologized and sent you
home again. But in this broad daylight—
it would sound perfectly outrageous.” She
laughed lightly. “This is San Antonio,
United States of America, in the twentieth
century.”

Ff e SR

‘THERE can be dangers, even in the
United States and the twentieth
century,” he said quietly. “Not as many
as there can be in the East, or as there
could be in other centuries, perhaps, but
this place and time isn’t free from them.)®
“If I didn’t know something of the East,
I shouldn’t have been as frightened as ¥
was last night,” she said impulsively. i
is because I have seen there what people
who propose to have their own way, and
are in the habit of getting it—"" Se
ingly this sentence was bound farther
wanted to go, for she halted ab
sl a post,

ey )




"
“ghouldn’t be temperament,” Na-
said, “if i:n sl:ould turnpeout that there
ly was something to worry about, I
. et to be in San Antonio some little
 time 1 shall be at the Bonham—unless
a later, to get rooms here at the
They ‘didn't have any when
here yesterday.” 2
“That’s awfully good of you,” she be-
gan perfunctorily, but he interrupted her:
““] think you really have a bit of trouble.
" And I am sincere when I say I would like
10 have you call on me if there is any-
~ thing I can do. It isn’t merely a polite
”

B '_ “What makes you think so?” she de-
" manded, ignoring the latter part of his

R Y too have lived in the East.”

= THE quick glance that she threw him
- * told him she wondered if there was
~ anything significant in his remark, if he

- could possibly know that her trouble might
. have an Oriental side. As his face showed
* only sympathy,—and, perhaps, admiration,

~she apparently dismissed the thought as
unreasonable. But from the seriousness
‘with which she sat for a moment in silence,
while he tactfully waited, he knew  che
‘was turning her problem over in her mind,
readjusting some former decision.
she looked up, her eyes rested on

[ am going to be quite honest,” she
+ “It wasn’t all a matter of getting
ous irh the dark. 1 made up my mind,
. it over this morning, not
: g to you of the things I
have said if you had been abli to
here last night—and T am not going to
of them, even now. But I am
tell you that T am terribly worried
that may turn out very
. 1 really may need somebody
, dly. 1 e?:’t tell you what
: a possibility—
A probability—that it w):)nt
at all. But if it should—
one here.”

.that her words
‘e of her father, and he
a ‘that threatened
at him.

'\

I would do ever /thing
was in my power,”
“If 1 am, I will®
ease the tension, “ ghan o0 0
you the first thing, 42y
Napier: It's hagpel}ed.’” ﬁ’ :
“And 1, to use the e,
of Texas, shall ‘come a 01
sured her, “even-if it is in the el
pressing hours of the night®
“It probably will be in those datie
if you ever get it,” she declarsd &
were to wait until daylight, T'd il
there wasn’t really any dange
She. broke off, and dropped

nage. ‘“‘That isn't so,” she ¢
again. “If I send for you at g}

afraid I'll really need you. Youwi
give me if I don't tell you any'n
about it, wont you? I can’t re
stand why I have told you as
have, or why I telephoned you.
practically strangers.”
“I have known you eight ye
She shook her head. “You do seth
me at all. And I don't know y
cept that you are an American miss
learns to appreciate American
right kind of American men- »
ing so many foreigners—as in e &

E wondered if she was
Orientals in the East
transplanted to the West. It cames
how little any foreigner—either &
or Continental— or -
derstood her frank to bim
in an hour of need. He did pt@8
much credit to himself for her coo%
she was a shrewd, Sophistt
woman who had seen
gauge men mobr:l;:;ryles'
who were pro
felt pleased NI 2
course he p e A

|
¢,

i

Who would not? :
should need me, T try &
specifications. 1 cant 8
call on me fo N z‘ g .
so absurd, my t
something S ;
wont—and yet not &

nestly and honcstl{llnd
“I’'m really

asking you to run to

see me. But-




- into the entrance of the Plaza

£ w a glimpse, but he knew he
ot mistaken. He crossed the plaza
“into the hotel, stopping at the
counter and glancing at magazines
news-stand.

After a bit, not see-
. he looked into the several public
‘and finally decided, unless she was
first floor, that she must be in
 of the dining-rooms. k
sveral people were ahead of him as

check his hat, and perhaps
elapsed since he first saw
he stood in the main dining-
, surveyed the tables, and informed
: inered head waiter that he was
friends

3 leave the room, with a
that the friends for whom
ng were not present, when
Frezzi suddenly looked toward

g

with pleased recogni-
cordially. There was
*bont loolt:a belqually delighted
e.

- Napier!” she exclaimed, as he came
“What a pleasure!”

_fose to welcome him, her
fourteously to his feet,
ir back, and stood, napkin
smile on his face,

she b

- pier took it

“N /TR. SASTANADA, Mr. Napier,
she introduced them. Kalat ex
tended a friendly hand and

bowed gracefully. “Mr. Napier and I met
in Paris,” she told him. “Four—five years
”

“Have you lunched, Mr. Napier?”
Kalat asked in English that was precise
and a trifle too correct. “Wont you sit
down with us?” Without waiting for a
reply, he signaled to a hovering waiter,
who brought a third chair.

“Thank you,” Napier said, dropping
into the seat. “I'm sorry I can’t have
lunch, but I already have an appointment,
It was t6 have been here—at least that is
the way the message was delivered—but T
am pretty sure he said the St. Francis, and
I shall have to go over there. Telephone
message taken by a third party—" He
smiled, and dismissed his annoyance. “It
is a great pleasure to see you again,” he
told Madame Frezzi. *There are many
miles between here and the Rue de Va-
renne.”

“I have been in the United States some
litle time,” she said. “But I have always
put off visiting my relatives here until
now. They told me I would enjoy the
Fiesta, and T have. It is very interesting,
isn’t it?"

“As distinctive, in its way, as the Mardi
Gras,” he agreed.

“I have never seen the Mardi Gras.”

“Its atmosphere is French, of course,
while the Fiesta San Jacinto is essentially.
Spanish. T always enjoy these carnivals.
I am specially impressed with the fact that
they are only possible in cities where there
is much Latin blood and a Latin tradition.
Any attempt to accomplish a carnival
spirit like this in a Northern city in the
United States would be a dreary failure.”

“We Latins know how to play,” Kalat
put in.

“Mr. Sastanada is a fellow-countryman
of mine,” Madame Frezzi explained.

“Ah?” Napier remarked politely. “From
what part of Italy?”

“Oh, but you are not remembering me
as well as I hoped you did,” the lady cried, .
“or you were misinformed. I am Spanish.”

“Perhaps I thought the name was Ital-

ian.”
“It is. My husband was of Italian
” From the tense of the verb, Na
the husband who

£x




ves here are Spanish,

 lived for a number of

xico. ‘Had lived’ w:):l; E; a

¢ of saying it, because ve

N in Antoulo stfnoe the revolutions
They were so unfortunate as to be
*8an P

O like us, a tourist?” Kalat
~ 4Or have you business interests

am a visitor.” )

r. Napier is in business in New York
or was,” Madame Frezzi said. “I am
e I recall that it was mentioned by some

the first time we met.”

our memory is better than mine was
, to your nationality,” Napier“laughed.
_was—and am.”

“In what business?” Kalat asked. His

~in was merely polite, the interest of

~ one who knows that some Americans like
1o discuss their commercial concerns.

- “Not a very active one during the past

few years,” Napier said. “Oriental im-
J * He took out a business card

- and laid it before Kalat.

he must have time, before they fin-
ied, to telephone the collector’s office.

ﬁﬂhoked at his watch, with an apology;
3 you can come and see mé,”

wdame Frezzi said. “I haven't a card
h the address, of course, but if you
ould make a notsc of it—I am at Number
r treet.- 1 am always at
ne Wednesdays, after three. This has
no meeting at all. Do come.”
,. tll:: d‘gidgr:lst:.d to,” he told her,

0pe we also shall meet again,” Kalat
, @ Nlple”nonu:.oi:ave
e the proper thin
and left them, 8

do, I will ask him to have you
things break so you can, you
phone in later and ask him.” T
“That wont be necessary, I h'-" 1y
* :

don said. ““There isn’t

as important as your affair, Al
be over just as soon as I can get there”
ngelly "
APIER saw the wiry y 2
and take up a po?it?:r:mgm;
being conspicuous, commanded ’hﬁ Q“'
trances to the hotel and the dl'ugnn“l1
whose busy doorway he waited. Heaw
Kalat and Madame Frezz, after 2 while,
come leisurely out and move up “*I"r
afoot, and he shook his handkerchief Gor-
don disappeared, strolling aimlessly ‘“’ :
them. “
He went over to the Federal Buildsg
at once and saw Collector Lamb. e
“Please excuse me for seeming 10
your men orders,” he said, “but you :
out and the matter couldn’t wait. Itwss
Kalat himself.” i
The collector nearly permitted b
to show excitement. ;
“Are you sure?” :
“I sat for fifteen minutes nearer 1o s
than I am to you.” Napier recounted i
circumstances of the meeting. 1
“He asked your business, you say. A%
you suppose he knows?” 23
“I don’t think so. It is possible Magames
Frezzi might know,—she might B
learned in Paris,—and of course she oS
have tipped him while I was
room. But if he had knmm._l
would have said more about his
here in San Antonio. He ¢
plained. The fact that he had no
to suppose I knew him wouldn’t BAVES
tered that. As a matter of fact '
plained nothing. He didn’t even
it, except to intimate that he wasa %
“What is the connection
two?” p —"
Napier shook his head. “That ress
to be learned, 1f we could r‘ b
her, it might help us. When or
Washington Monday night, 1

Glens, 4 ¥
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e T o, b

nd 1 doubt it. It isn't
&rd. work——::;tever it
war began secret

n to be really valuable. No.
certain that her presence here

due to a desire to visit Spanish
and witness the carnival, I would
e evidence her simple say-
hich, naturally, I shall try t:i _gc;ltt.”
% progress, anyway. Mighty
\ If you should happen to
“to connect this alleged Spaniard

da with any of the Mexicans who
‘mixed up with these Chinks—" He
g off. “I was so interested in what
had to tell me that T almost forgot I
smething to tell you,” he said. “The
of police telephoned a few minutes

s you came to say he wanted to talk

e about this fellow Villabosa that you
Gordon locked up over at headquar-
it night. That was a good job, too;

. told me about it. How is your

| “Sore, but not troublesome, if I take
ains in adjusting my hat. I have been

0 to-day I've hardly had time to
~about it. What has happened re-

ding Villabosa? Is he ready to talk?”

‘ think so; the chief didn’t inti-

7 anyway. He was a little careful

t what he said over the phone; he
“mention Villabosa's name at all; I

ook it for granted somebody was in hear-

- Ing, or perhaps he didn’t feel sure of who
- might have listening in somewhere.
~ He said he was coming over this way and
5 aome dmpilﬂo”see me. He ought to be

| AE 7 soon.
| “Police chiefs don’t always take that
mich trouble for the Federal outfits.”
“This one does. He sees things from
end as well as the police end: he used
”In the Federal service himself, in the

NNOUNCED by a clerk, onl
! , only a few
fuoments later, the chief came in and
- Was introduced to kapier. 3
. *0U must be the fellow who stumbled
€l Puenta over on the West
" last,” was his opening

4T was. How did you know

“Burlen described you. When
through with this case you're on no
wish you'd take a little vacation from you
regular job and find out for my department
who killed that Mex.” ;

“Aren't the detectives making head-
way?” Lamb asked.

“If they are, they're in reverse gear,”
the chief declared. “They know less about
it now than they did right after it hap-
pened.” He grinned amiably. “Right-
after it happened they knew all about it.”

“If T fall over any evidence like 1 fell
over Puenta, I'll try to help you get the
murderer,” Napier smiled. “Did they ever
find the knife?”

“Nary sign of it.”

“If I had been the killer, T would have
thrown it away,” Napier said positively.
“Once he started to escape through that
alley, he took a chance of meeting some
one at the farther end, with no opportunity
to turn back. He wouldn’t hide the knife
in his clothes and get them blood-stained,
and the chances he was taking if he carried
a knife in his hand— 1If he didn’t get rid
of it, he was a fool.”

“Well, nobody seems to have seen him
coming out of the alley,” the chief said
dryly. “And whoever he met, after that,
it wasn’t a policeman.”

He stopped to discard the end of his
cigarette. “What I came over for,” he
said, “was to tell you that this pockmarked
Mex that you've locked up over in our
hotel is certainly anxious to get word to
his friends. Ever hear of Pedro Flores of
Eagle Pass?”

“Never,” Napier replied. “Who is he?”

“Search me! He is this prisoner’s one
best bet, I gather, This Villabosa—
That’s his name, isn’t it?”

“‘rCS.” ]

“He said it was; I thought he was tell-
ing the truth. The blotter, you know, says
just ‘John Doe, alias.” Well, this Villa-
bosa is making a good deal of a holler. He
seems mighty set on having somebody fir
out where he is so they can start habeas
corpus proceedings, Thus far he hasn'l
succeeded in getting any word out, so far
as I know,—I'm pretty sure of ity
{;rm not sure he can’t, sooner or la

e've got as good policemen as '
—but he is a good promiser. H.?
find one who needed the money, esp

- as we wouldn’t a;er be able, p

find out who




-4 "\"'5 t;M eh?”
> wa ho was up to a hundred
s, and likely to go

AVBE I'd better tell you what hap-
ud you can make your own
When I came on, this morning

‘ f w the entry on the blotter and hmrd
j;l the ::E?lﬁt that he be kept inco-

 municado, 1 went down, naturally, to
him
and tongs,

‘w over. He went at me, hammer
‘o the minute I showed up, de-
‘ m to be arraigned, to have a law-
; to see his friends. Knows quite a lot
la , of one sort and another. Men-

0 the constitution and statutes of the
of Fexas pretty fluently, and when
] went away I think he was beginning to
A the Constitution of the United
He was sure anxious to get word
e mherc pronto. Well, that was all

" there was of that. About an hour ago
. one of the officers—man named Hathaway

R —hﬁd to have an errand that took
~ him that part of the station.”
B ] know Hathaway,” Lamb said. “Good
-~ man isn’t he?”
6ne of the best I've got. Well,
- sung out to Hathaway, and began to ull
,.Hll his troubles. Hathaway, knowing his
. business, went over and listened. When
~ this Villabosa thought he had him sym-
1 [ﬂtbeﬁc, he came across with his big
way was to slip out and
- send a telegram for him, and l}?e honora-
- ‘?ﬂ was to be fifty dollars, He raised
10 seventy-five, and just before Hath-
left, it went to a hundred. The tele-
m Was to go to Pedro Flores, Eagle
and it was merely to say whcre Villa-
'I, and that he was incomunica-

. {'M Flores, mmnlly. would start the
- r machinery moving,” Napier said.

5 “m. didnl Mmc some of
s no m l know lhe answer
“ said. “But he didn't men-

"

70

there is nothing to '.-’.w
if any of his fnendsm W

refer them to yob and
But if it is wital thay h“ &-q.

know where he ls—-‘d}
chance, and it don't get us

Agnun it, |

“It is important that
“ht ¢ he is,” Napier said “Whay
place is there where he could be ke

“Hu county jail, I SUppose, “k
got room Hl‘] lhe sherlﬁ i‘ "n S

course he would be, But that

be any improscmen! Human
the same in a county jail .ﬁl
station, and a hundrd mh

bw " p’

“In all this we are overlooking$ "
vital thing. We not only need to
friends from gemng at him, or eves
learning where he is, but he has
made to talk—if possible, If
doped our case wrong, he would besh
straighten us out on a number of 8
that we need to know—badiy.®

“Of course, not knowing anyt
the case—" the chief began, 'h
interrupted.

“I'm going to tell you M..
hope you wont be offended 'h!
that I have held out some -
department. If 1 had met "
that you used to be in theﬁﬂ‘u g
1 would have gone to you 4
it, but having been m the service, youl

yourself how it is.”

N APIER rapidly outlined *
points of his case, of ¢
for Kalat Pasha and the & .
the sultan’s sash. He w“
who smiled at him

and not mentioning that thege
and told of the m!w~
her with a summons, of the
that fluttered from his pocket
of the Bonham lobby,
the Mexican section
rupt end with the k
didn’t tell the
jore he died, or that be
hand,” .\'apiﬂ'

.
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nks” He reached over to the col-
hdped himseli to a cigarette,
thoughtfully,. “Do you
J- dd.“lmpmty sure, if I
: here this afternoon, you would
¢ &Nlﬂdld!meabout Puenta,”
think we—"" Lamb began.
chief nodded. “You see I couldn’t
: m and two together. Here
fiend, with some con-
wiﬂ Ghillks that are supposed to
d up in opium smuggling; all of
are. Here was a strange special agent
M Depanment in town.,
what wouldntbea bad
, seeing as that is what you're always
'-M is over on the West Side,
oward the Chinese quarter, and
Yuhappm to be right there,

1 &wﬁce. Well—"
Tt was good ﬁgunng and correct,

r said.

d then, besides all that,” the chief
d, “when I went down to call on
@, this morning, he happened to
was impossible he could have
d up in the murder of Puenta,
0 ;m& him last night, because
S in the lobby of the Bonham all the
it. So I thought I'd

out.”
, very amsucally." Napier
in the laugh. “And

what we know, and
, what are we go-
Villabosa tell us some-
Chinese label that was
had a diamond in it?”

instantly serious,
judge, he isn't

Fa

~ best luck with them, and they don't always

y when something bad, like a mur- ;
der, is involved, The Rangers have the '

succeed. But if I were you, and there was
any good, old-time Ranger within reach,
I'd get to him and holler for help.”

“They are all mortally afraid of the
Texas Rangers,” Lamb explained to Na-
pier. “And with good cause.”

“It would have to be one of the best,”
the chief said. “None of these young fel-
lows that have gone in lately. I don’t
know whether any of the old-timers are
in town, but—"

“l saw Captain Dalton on the street
only this forenoon,” Lamb broke in.
“Didn’t speak to him, except to say
‘Howdy." If he isn’t on some important
work, and if you agree that he would be
a good man, I could telephone Austin and
ask them to lend him to the Government
for a day or two.”

“You do the telephoning, and I'll locate
the Cap’n and ask him to come over and
see us,” the chief agreed with enthusiasm.
“I didn’t know he was in town. Why,
he's our one best bet in the Ranger service.
If there is one man more than another in
the State of Texas that can put the fear
of God into the heart of a Mexican, it's
Bob Dalton.”

CHAPTER XIII

HEY sat in the chief’s office at four
o’clock, the chief, Napier and Dal-
ton, and the special Treasury agent

:égain told his story for the Ranger’s bene-

t

Captain Dalton smoked quietly through-
out the recital without displaying exces-
sive interest, and did not once interrupt.
He was a tall man, with broad shoulders
and a tapering waist, calm gray eyes and
a wind-burned, leathery skin, His age was
forty-six, and one who saw only his M' o
might have said he was ten g
than that, but one who saw

l’h



) ‘ w clolhed», his movcmen.ls
B gec's sppearance
: e Ranger’s arance
tﬁ chief had told him while
. waited for him to come, t'ales.that
Jained why Dalton was distinguished
initiative, resourcefulness and courage
‘even in an organization which expects all
~ those qualities from its members as a mat-
~ ter of course and in the day’s work.
© It was bard to visualize in this quiet,
reserved n the unhesitating dead shot
and lightning gunman that he was reputed
" to be. His low-pitched, drawling voice did
not sound as though it could, in desperate
, bark harsh commands that
- would overawe a mob, as—so the chief said
. —Dalton had more than once done, single-
' handed. During the sinister Plan of San
~ Diego in 1915, when the southern half of
Texas was to be captured and restored to
- Mexico, “all white Americans being Killed,
" . but no negroes,” as the manifesto naively
. , Dalton had had charge of the
gers in several border counties where
outnumbered Americans fifty to
o ! and the manner in which he and his
* men had handled the situation had estab-
©  lished forever his reputation among the
bandits who came across the river and their
swarm of friends on the northern side as
ﬁ who lmrlet(li) swift-driving bullets first
nd discussed the matter afterward (if, in-
deed, he discussed it at all), vet was
neither a bully nor a murderer. A
%”e’ is the situation,” Napier con-
this hbelgm%’:s? ginm:r:d soﬂr:aething about
e A indica e orange slip
g them on the chief’'s desk.
He probably knows who killed Puenta.
want to find out about one and the chief,
! mﬂt to know about the other.”
ican adimy pinybody could make a
e at he wasn't entirely

it was you,” the chief said

h’t-’how,”ﬂ Ranger said. “I

hﬂ' % Ir;-in't do any impossibili-
haven't got anything—anything
—on this Villabosa? Don't

- f'h;l}.hm. or his connec-
‘ gthomhlﬂedtobetiedu
i tgli:m supposed to bg

ANapier said.

-.‘
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B s
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outfit, didn’t you say alj Rt
years ago?” e
“Yes.” e
~ “There’s no telling from 'h'
ican’s friends were some years :
brand he's wearing now, W sy .
better have a look at him, He .5»» !
ready to say something by now P
any unusual pressure, If he bo"' h ,' w
to be thinking up i ‘0‘.
while you are tulking to h!ln. UDOD0 vom
have him in and don’t mention me, 4
see whether he knows me. If he dosss?
at the right minute—after 1 have bt
into the conversation, sa 5
mention my name, and see what

L

- ° ~‘-ﬂ
TH}: chief pressed a button and gt
that Villabosa be brought to thes

e
N

Napier leaned forward to pick up theg
of orange label from in front of the g
and hesitated. “I wonder if it vl
be just as well to let that lay thewl
plain. sight while we are talking to bis=
and not refer to it, at first,” he suges
“It will help keep him guessing™ i
ton approved. “Pretty well over (iSS
of the desk, where he cain't grmbits
eat it, or something like that™ 8
Villabosa was brought in; and the o
who escorted him, at the chief's onlere
out and closed the door. "
“You can sit down in that @
chief told the Mexican, i
obeyed, and silence followed. TheGEs
the three men were upon v
did not speak. Villabosa scowled at &
in turn, “Why don’t I have & WS
he finally cried. “Ever sinc€ S
I have been here, demanding &
you do not let me f"“.‘a
my rights, and Tl get them, 00
“You'll get them,” the chith SE8
nificantly, and fell silent it
“T haven't dom:;l . e
man by mistake, a al .
guilty to that,” the Pﬂ“? o
then his eye fc]ll on thelﬂ oraphe
with its sprawling N
stopped, looked quickly
circle and swall

me send for a lawyer?” be ¢

a much less truculent yorR

et

0
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and was studying it, looking up,
jne or so, to stare at Villabosa’s
was a printed paper and looked
police description of some wanted
as, in fact, it was—the descrip-
an American youth aged eighteen
was greatly desired in El Paso for
embezziement of funds belonging to
employer.
“He-eertain]

EnE

FEg

answers the description,”
id, to the chief.
iled with satisfaction, “I

»

,,
i
)

nothing, shifting his gaze
other warily. The chief,
him a bit of casual in-
:This is Captain Dalton, of

]
:

é |
gEE

if

i The Mexican’s eyes narrowed, and
: m knew that he was well aware of
3 'S reputation. The chief had said
there wasn't a bad Mexican in Texas who
didn't fear him mortally, but he hardly
looked for such speedy confirmation of it,
“on the mere mention of his name.
ic“kmmmmdm chief again, fold-
- ¢ ing it in his et.
It shore looks like he is the man.” FA’\");:)‘ier
noticed that he hadn't said he was the man,
. He felt certain the qualifica~
bebeen f(w"tl;eee pﬂu;oner’s benefit, al-
couldn int of it. H
familiar with thpo f

him way down there '
him identified. Me, I'd just as lives

have to do it. And Ranger Hard, w.
would have to go along with me, he’s

got in town here after three months
der duty, and he'll shore feel mean if he
has to quit when he's hardly got started
to amusing himself—he's got a girl here,
too—to go gallyhootin’ down into that
country guarding this feller. No, Let’'s
hear what he’s got to say about this case
here, and maybe it'll be all right for you
to hold him. We'll see after he comes
through.”

AT Dalton’s opéning words in reply to

the chief’s query Villabosa’s eyes fixed
themselves on the Ranger’s face. When
Dalton spoke of taking him ‘‘way down
there by the river,” to get him identified,
muscles in his cheeks twitched nervously.
As it appeared that two Rangers would
make the journey, and that at least one
of them would feel disgruntled at having
to leave San Antonio, he sat back in his
chair, breathing hard. When Dalton fin-
ished, he began to sputter with fluent des-

peration,
“You can’t do it!” he cried. “You can’t
do it! No, chief, don't turn me over to

him. I wont stand for it!?

“You’ll stand for it if he demands it,”
the chief told him coldly. ‘“However, if
you’ve got anything you want to say about |
this Angel Puenta killing, and this piece
of paper that you saw fall out of his pocket
in the Bonham, we'll hear it.”

“I don’t know anything about it,”” Vil-
labosa protested. “And I don’t know any-
thing about this other thing this Ranger
talks about, either. I haven’t done any-
thing down in any of the river counties.
They don’t want me for anything, honest,
chief. He don’t say I'm the man; didn’t
you notice that? He only says I look like
the man. He wants to get me down
one of those counties, and—" He stopped,
panting.

“We're waiting for that story abon
Pue?ta. ;

“I tell you I don’t know anything
Puenta. Listen, chief! They take
gwn to the river, these Rangers,




does. “Do it! \lllabosg ‘
say? What and my friends will km
) Tamez started for and once I get before . tod
ey ”dm t there? You corpus you'll let me
. ' ¢ while attempt- know it. Do it! Stan
m ky fuega l wont .\unu'_luui; will see me lhatl
m't Not in an automobile, “
Tunaafnend of yours‘ Captain Dalton told him
cance of this was lost on Napier they wont hear you, either, bee
it i, when he learned that be gagge d.’
abder in the insane (and to “Take him back,” the chief con
d the plotters fatal) plot of 1916 the officer who responded to his
ze. burn and loot a score of small The prisoner was hardly out of thems
ik Texas towns—as desperate a bandit before his voice rang loudly through ,!_-
er met a violent and just reward. corridor. “Villabosa!” he shouted

: knows what hap- name is Villabosa. Salvador
nﬁm“akﬂ" His voice lifted Are there any reporters here? Prigt ﬁ
“Don’t turn me over Salv—" An abrupt cessation of the
indicated that a hard and heavy hand had
come into ulmn as an extinguisher, et

The chief stepped to the door and sl

to a passing officer. “Are the e
Vﬂllbou feared the Rangers, it asked. ‘
be judged there were other “Are there what, chief?"
as much, for he persisted “Any reporters in the building. Ea
all knowledge of the little Mex- quick. If there are, ask them to comeise
or ol the Chinese label that right away. And see if anybody &%
Frightened he obvious- seemed to take any notice of that
t enough to confess. yelling.”
ythmg—- about — e
with emphasis on HE officer was back in a moment. =S
“And I'm through. I am body here at all just now e
y another thing until I get cers. Not an outsider on the floar”
er, and if you wont send for one, I'll “All right.” The chief ;
 somehow. This is an outrage, and and turned to Dalton, who was 7
or it. When I get out, I'll fresh cigarette, seemingly very
for it, the whole of you. I pe ace with the world. “What 'Uu
police down on the ter?” he asked. “We almost had B8
lng for a minute. What changed.
“Well,” the Ranger drs ‘l -
with the adequate
smoke, “for one thlng, he !“ .
that maybe it was all a bluff
it wasn’t, he would have =
squeal after he was sure ;
another, maybe he's as "fraid “
that would get him if he
knows as he is of the Rangers
other thing, he kepl
dering if I Wi!‘( “
would take a
cold blood—and guessed right
swer,”

He scratched 2 mﬂd
ly. “But there is a lot
his mind as to ¢
by to-morrow, he'll feel ¢

» will sooner or M
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a hundred miles to
to own, down
ty. There's nobody

have a few folks I can trust

him from time to time and look
speculative. In the meantime

we can find out about him.

name at Eagle Pass was Pedro Flores,

common name, and I suppose
of ’em there, imt I'm betting
more'n one that would be the
feller this Villabosa would be try-
to. He isn’t telegraphing
‘pelado. This feller is prob’ly
prominent among the Mex popula-
_If we kin get a line on Pedro, it
may gi something on Villabosa. All
 nead to know is who his friends are, on
e side of the river, and I'll take
my chances on being able to make the in-
formation useful.” He pufied meditative-
Iy a moment, and added: “When you
mow who a greaser’s friends are, these
days, you quite frequently don’t have to
ask who are his enemies.”

~ “I'll be here to see you make your start,”
- the chief said. “What time?”
. “About nine, I guess. It will be dark
then. And in the meantime I'm going to
4 little letter to Cap’n Williams—
in cl of the Rangers down in that
country just now—and ask him
ooking Flores and Villabosa
suggest that you”-—he ad-
—“‘write your customs offi-
, or ask Lamb to, and see
gather along the same line.”

telegraph, or telephone.”
't,” Dalton advised, “It’s
» but only one person knows what’s
letter—unless he tells it. It has to
R done sometimes, but mentioning names
“;,,'j" 1snt the most secret of indoor
L1120 over t0 the Federal Building and
Ler IS sent right away, and
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his errand. Lamb, who was still
desk, signed the letter that he dictat
and he went downstairs and mailed it, aff
which, with nothing more to do and
desire to bother the collector, who was ex-
tremely busy, he wandered out onto the
street. Gordon had not telephoned.
Napier looked at his watch; it was not
yet five o'clock. It was hardly likely
Madame Frezzi would be at home, but
he had a sudden impulse to see at least
what sort of hause she lived in, and where,
He got a car and told the driver to take
him to 311 Chiromoya Street.

CHAPTER XIV

minutes later, before ‘a good-sized

residence in the edge of the Mex-
ican quarter, and he went up the short
walk to the door and rang the bell.

A dark-skinned maid responded. “Ma-
dame Frezzi?” he asked, and the girl
looked puzzled and replied in Spanish,
spoken too rapidly and with too much of
a Mexican accent for him to make any-
thing of it. He had an inspiration,
amended his inquiry to “Senora Frezzi,”
and gave the name the Spanish pronuncia-
tion instead of the Italian.

“St, serior,” the girl replied, and opened
the door wider for his entrance. “Espere
usted un poco.” She left him and disap-
peared up a flight of stairs. He gathered
that she had indicated she would go to
summon the Senora, and took a seat.

It was a very old house, but in fairly
good repair and seemingly well furnished,
so far as he could make out from his view
of a broad parlor that opened out of the
hall. He could see comfortable chairs, a
piano, and too much bric-a-brac. The hall
where he sat was wide and led completely
through the house to the back, and a door
that was partly open at the rear framed

THE automobile set him down, ten

a glimpse of what looked to be a good-

sized yard, its foliage glistening green in
the afternoon sun,

Madame Frezzi came down almost im-
mediately, her hand cordially extended.

“I couldn’t have dared hope you would
come g0 soon,” she said. o
“And T was afraid you wouldn’t be h
but you said ‘always on Wednesdays’
this is Wednesday. The parade this aft

noon didn’t interest me, and I su




aééing it
cturesque
she said. “I wouldn’t be
in a crowd for it. But Mrs.
is my relative hercg—-lsf olr:e
‘to miss any detail of the
= she is not at home; I

in a

RING this brief interchange they
had remained standing in the hall.
me Frezzi now took a step toward
lor at the side, and then changed
‘mind. “Wouldn't it be nicer to sit
 the patio?” she asked. “It is such
sly afternoon, and we can have tea
re.” She led the way down the
“It isn’t really a patio at all,” she
; over her shoulder. “It is only
yard. But it is quite pleasant. We
end a great deal of our time out here.”
~ They passed through the door and into
an inclosure, high-walled at sides and back,
* was surprisingly spacious. Land in
. section of the city had not been es-
ecially valuable when the house was built,
nd the lot was deep and wide, with many
ide-trees, vines and creepers to contrast
color with the gray stone—or perhaps
—of the wall, and flowers and bloom-
1bs, profusely scattered, with pome-
poppies and roses in bloom.
‘were two or three little tables un-
trees, and she led the way to one
after having called a command
ous Spanish to some one in the
o replied, “St, senora.”
full” he exclaimed, as they took
Une could never imagine that you
sant a retreat back here.”
tdcans are like the Spaniards—
you Americans, if you wont
ot m leﬁon ;ﬁnt, because you
. ey do not li
eir lives in publi 3’ ot like
dark servant came out with tea a
axes, and “‘dal;le‘b‘reui pour:g
Kro- 7 . of inconsequential
' Of some of the people who had
they met in Paris; of

to be quiet—and rot dm
of my income for rent, When
back in New York, I hope you

able to come down and see me son
He expressed the pleasure it woyld
him. )
“And you? T suppose you live close
the city, so as to be near your business”
“In the city,” he said. *At a club
“But your business doesn’t hold you
an office like most men’s, I imapi :
travel a great deal, naturally, What'
you poor importers doing these days, whes
there are neither ships to bring the goods
nor passports for the agents who
and down the earth buying thems®

E answered that business had indesd %
been bad for lo! these several years,
but, as he talked, lightly describing the™
depleted condition of most imporests
warerooms, he reflected on the fact
twice he had met Madame Frezzi that day,
and each time his business had been
of the earliest things to be discussed,
though, at noon, she had not introduced
the subject. And neither Italians
Spaniards nor European ladies of any other
blood, concerned principally with afisis
of state and politics, are prone to discuss
commercial matters at all. That mess
Monday night, had said his business woul==
be benefited if he would respond 10 IS
“Shall you remain in San Antonio aifeess
the Fiesta,” he asked, “or are you
only for the week?” 3
“Oh, I haven’t just arrived,” she SSES
“I have been here more than a fertm
I timed my visit to include Fiesta
of course,-but I \\'ouldn’t] ha;e felt e
making my cousin a little, fiy=D :
visit like that. It would have looked S5
though I only wanted to see the cat
and had made her my excuse. As 10
ing, 1 haven’t made up my mind. _'
be next week. I may stay w0 OF &
weeks longer. How long are you P
to be here?”
He implied in his answer that be
on a vacation and had some 0OF
extending it to the Pacific coast, 8l
he might decide to spend the wbolé
ing in Texas.

“I was mighty sorry mot to 8¢ o
Sastanada’s invitation to
you,” he said, after a little.
~a mighty nice chap, Sastan
This lﬂd m e S S

something
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B

spoke high-

: he said idly:

a notion, when I saw you in the

4 t, to come bac‘k an(ll
“vou. a matter of fact,

g z{“xwt the jam was too great.

in three days, and yours

s the first face 1 had seen that I knew.

' quite so lonely as a

bromide as flattering-
it were new. ‘“You would
pleasant people if you
said, “and we had a

conservative monarchies
at it, these days,” he

is more than one bona

, who would be glad to
ranteed for as long as
ing’s reign. That fel-

, the ermine-trimmed
look of pained embarrass-
night, is sure of his job for

indly of George, Victor
Alfonso. “What B enjoy

these carnivals,” she said, “is not
and coronations; they
to one who has seen

It is the spirit of the
were speaking about it at
- Were you in New York on

had. been, you would never,
: erence in these Latin
Gowds—or, rather, crowds in places that

4?" of Latin blood and

had the crowd, the

York
cause to be me
‘have here, T

from Monday evening

see her again ‘ i
ht it back: “I tried to find
you later, that night, but was unable to.”
There was no emphasis to give his words
significance, but he looked into her face
as he said it, alert for some expression that
would show she understood. “The woman
who smiled,” Puenta had said, and
Madame Frezzi could not know that this,
to Napier, had been cryptic. She could
not possibly be aware that two women
had smiled at him that evening.

“It was all we could do to get home
the crowds were so thick,” she said, and
went on with an account of how the auto-
mobile in which she rode stalled for an
incredible period at one of the corners. He
was disappointed. Not by the slightest
flicker of an eyelash had she indicated that
his words had any more meaning for her
than they purported to have.

The Mexican girl came out and spoke
a few words in Spanish.

“Will you excuse me a moment?” Ma-
dame Frezzi asked. “I am called to the
telephone.”

WHILE she was gone, he moved about

the yard. The high walls were of
adobe, as he had guessed. There was a
shrub whose name he did not know, and
a tree that was quite unfamiliar; he
thought he would ask her their names when
she came out.

But when she came, he ceased to be in-
terested in shrubs and trees. Something
had occurred to agitate his hostess vio-
lently, and her emotion was not SOTTOW,
but anger. She was making a strong ef-
fort to hold herself in hand, but her bosom
was heaving, her voice quivered percepti-
bly, and there was a flash in her eye that
boded no comfort for the person or thing
which had enraged her, if that object
pened to be near at hand while she was
still in her present mood.
time had elapsed for her to have partici-
pated in any quarrel, either over a tele-
p};]one oxi) directly. :
other probable answer. Some one had tele-
phoned disturbing news, dﬁ}f"’%

Ordinarily, as she had recently demon-
strated,—or so he believed,—Madame
Frezzi was able to dissemble cleverly. But

1 perhaps, when she was under the
- such passion as swayed

£

Not enough : :

There was but one



" near to the surface, her real

s would not be so easily hidden.
resumed their interrupted conver-

n, trying to speak as lightly as before
" y striving both to gain mastery
erself and keep him from observing

" excitement, he suddenly determined

n an action that until that moment he
‘not planned at all.

¢ is certainly a beautiful near-patio,”

‘said, “with all the atmosphere of a
home- in Spain or Mexico. Even the ro-
mantic-looking door in the gray wall, where
the hero can slip out—or the villain in—
‘without being seen from the front.”

He opened the narrow door, took one

through it—and stood on the spot
where Angel Puenta died.

Instantly he turned, stepped back,
closed the door, and looked down unsmil-
ing into Madame Frezzi’s eyes.

-~ “Your messenger did his best to bring
~ me here, but he met with a serious acci-
. dent, as you know,” he said. “You had

- better tell me about it.”

CHAPTER XV

HAT messenger?” she repeated.
“I do not understand.” But
her hand was at her throat and

eyes was startled apprehension.

We had better sit down,” Napier told
She sank into her chair, and he took
eat opposite. His eyes, since his ques-
had not left her face. “He was killed

o
¥ should I know?” she replied.

d why do you call him my messenger?"

[y« tely she was trying to regain

- usual poise, but without success, and

~ her eyes fell under his grave gaze. “You
that Mexican, of course.”

”‘dfd not know him?”
~ she declared, and then caught

ath and bit her lip. Perhaps it
be an easy thing to discover that
That is—I mean I did not know
,l’ﬁm I had seen him working

d here?”
m ‘He came here on
e or something like

78

should youlﬁ

was murdered in

What should T kne
“That is what T am
“Nothing, o

newspaper. sob
It said he had been .

“*And you m,

“"es."y d

“Then who
gate for him?”m 8"}%

_ Again she tried to shift
ing. “Do you mean to
here?”

“He hadn't said. But he
message. If you were
the sentence signi

“My message?” She
Napier sensed in her voice
decision. There wasnowq

could know whether or not Pest

given him the name of the

him. “You say he brought you s

sage?” :
Napier refused to let her
examiner. “You haven't 1o
going to open the gate” |
“How do I know anyone
“Did anyone else want to
sides you?” A

ER hands, on the table
were clasped, and the
nails were white with their.
tried to smile naturally:
seem to be taking it for g
sage came from me, when I
it did not.NTl.mt”is not ¥¢
tary, Mr. Napier.
“Where were you when
body?” Napier M
prised at the real astt
she cried: “Youl Dlﬂ .
He nodded. “Where ¥
ated.
PECTE it was around
have been— :
He interrupted her
is no use our
Frezzi. 1 propose 1o
to have to go ”'.t"
if you do not tell me
She broke in !
you would not
knew?”

“rt m“

NADS




American po:
are all alike. They
to be guilty.” P
were to tell me,” Napier said
hout withdrawing his eyes
if you were to tell me all
about this Puenta and how he
and if T were absolutely con-
t neither you nor anybody in
were really concerned in it at
t the ends of justice did not
you should be brought into
: see why it would be necessary
to go to the police. If you are satisfied
those qualifications, I promise.”
" she said promptly. She laughed,
a little ly to be sure, but with a cer-
fain air of triumph. “Isn’t it unusual,”
 she . “for a citizen who has become
&0 interested in a crime as you have in
‘this one to think perhaps he can work it
out all by himself without the help of the

- police—while he is on a holiday?” Mock-
' ery was in her eyes and her voice. “You
~ are allowing yourself to get out of char-

acter, Mr. Napier, and I had about made

‘ up my mind you never did. I am a little

su at you.”
* JT was his turn to parrot words: “Out of
% character?”

- “We might as well speak frankly, be-
cause I don’t want you to think I would

- be such a fool as to trust every well-man-

- mered Oriental importer that I might meet
for the fourth time in my life not to run
. Straight to police headquarters, promise or
- no . I am trusting you because
quitg aware of your reputation for
the innocent with the guilty

very wide experience.”

remained silent.

first time we met,” she
given quite elaborate de-
your profession and some of
successes, by an American who

amusing herself
his business.

She became serious again, but with h
temporary shift from defense to attack
(able tactics, Napier admiringly admitted
to himself), she had gained self-control,

and when she went on, her poise was al- o
most normal. “I am going to tell you, now,

exactly what happened Monday night, so
far as I know. I shall show you that I
really know almost nothing about the mur-
der, and then I shall leave myself in your
hands. You will not, I am sure, forget
your promise.”

Napier bowed gravely, and she con-
tinued:

“It was waiting for him to come, sitting
very quietly, right here where I am sitting
now. I had told him to be here at twelve
o’clock, whether he found you or not; I
did not want to be out here later than that.
As he came through the alley, he was to
whistle, very softly, four notes, and then
he was to knock four times on the door,
and I would open it. I heard his steps,
and then the whistle—there were only the
footsteps of one, and I supposed he was
alone.” She looked inquiringly at Napier
and he said: “I was some distance be-
hind; he asked me not to walk with him.”

“Yes,” she nodded. “Naturally; but I
supposed you would have joined him out-
side the alley. I did not think there was
any danger of his being observed after you
got this far; T supposed he would wait out
here in the street for you to come up.
When only one carae, I was sure he hadn’t
found you.” She smiled a little as she
added: “If T had known you were the one
who found his body, what an idiot I would
have been to give you my address, this
noon, and ask you to calll”

“T wondered about that,” he admitted.

“The paper said, ‘The body was discov-
ered by a passing pedestrian.

didn’t say.”

HE nodded understanding, and waited
for her to go on,

“He whistled,” she said. “Four notes, =
And T got up and went quietly to the gate,
waiting for the four knocks. He n
gave them.” b

Her face reflected some of the emo
of the night. “
~ “His footsteps had not qui

I didn't =
know how long afterward it was; the paper



the
, and at the same
Then there was a groan
T shrank back by the door,
s breath. For a second or two
%o sound at all, and ther;‘ came
‘noise, 1 think he was
“body. And then something
d, right there by the pome-
y behind you. There was an-
“and more rustling—but only
en the murderer set out toward
end of the alley. He ran at first,
t toward the end, I think he
ﬁqre that I had slipped over
negranate bush and was groping
¢ what he had thrown over the

It was a knife—wet.”
sed a moment. “Wet,” she re-
‘On my hands, and a little on
and T had sent him on the er-
How would it look to the police?
e was another matter. No one
house knew I was out here, and I
lain to them why I was not
as they thought. So—I hid the
quickly as ever I could, and hur-
‘house and up to my room,
saw or heard me, Then I
‘bathroom and washed my
the stain on my dress; No-
d T had been out here.” She

» his eyes. fied on her face
it the recital, believed she had
truth,

yard, later that night, with flas
they searched on the ground. 1 dia
hear or see them. Either T was
bathroom, getting rid of the
had gone to _hcd. Do you wonder, wigy
that knife to explain, and the fact that by
was coming here, that I did pot vt
story to be juggled and blundered uzi’
by the police?” -3
“How many people are in the howseat
ment?” Napier asked. g
s some one has just come fn g
one but servant you saw. The othe
one was given an afternoon-off to ssehe =
parade, and everybody who lives e i
out—or was, a few moments ago® :
“I am going to put this chair on e
other side of the tree-trunk and gef e
knife,” he told her. “T think they camae
see from the 1 ¢, even if some one b
come home and happens to be looking S
I suggest ye about a bit with me
and describe some of the vegetation, Thatss
tree over there, for instance. What Sii"
While she played the part he had Suss
lined, he moved about with her Thes
came, after a while, to the chinaberry thes
again.  “I never saw thicker foliage™ el
remarked, looking up into it openly. “HES
the br < extraordinarily thick s
close together, or is it entirely the Jease
that cause the e ?” He shifted
chair, stood
to see for himself, the upper third of
body hidden in the leaves. *
plainable, if anyone is watching, #&
ground of my deep interest in Ui
trees and shrubs,” he said evenly, SCEE
stepped down and replaced the ‘
the table. “Now tell me about that S
over by this side wall.” He led the ¥8¥.
in that direction.
“The knife?” she whispered iy
“In my breast pocket. Thee o
rather heavy thunderstorm vty early 4
terday morning.” L
“You mean—" hat
“It sdems. to be washed d"#
undoubtedly means there are et

» -
prints left on it—including yOuRS U

HE sighed with relief.
S “You don’t know M“ :
i gone from the tree. odl
decided to trim the i
' -tl_. .
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to see? That night,

saw him as he was
a sort of hotel, you
not know everybody in

not ask him who he had

merely knew he was a sort

boy in the neighborhood here.
message to others, per-

one for me, I have

" and surmised that she would not if she

" could avoid it. She quite obviously
wanted to get away from the subject of
be little Mexican’s personality and played
a card (again he admired her cleverness)
which she bad been saving for a moment

made our little bargain,” she
g 't make it a condition that
shouldn't tell anyone who you really are,
at that minute, you didn’t know
Now that I have told you all
I am going to give you good
to prove—how is it you Ameri-
prove that my heart is in
I am going to promise
you are to a soul.”
people know it already?”

as I know.”
happen to mention it to the
n the plaza with when
her night, or to Sas-

f it to no one. Oh,
have been the most
world, if T was a talka-
person, for me to have
whoever was nearest to me
0u see that nice-looking

That is Napier,

of the United States

ment. He is a great smuggler-c;
But I didn't. I have found out it
as well not to tell all one knows. A
secrets, just for oneself, are good to

5 AND that matter of not telling all one
knows,” Napier remarked pl .

“brings us to the subject of what it was

you wanted to se me about Monday night.”

She hesitated. “It wasn’t at all an im-
portant thing,” she said. “Just a thing
that came into my mind that I thought T = =
would tell you. I am very impulsive some-
times. It wasn’t important at all. If you
don’t mind, I would like to leave that out.”

“But I am afraid I do mind. Our bar-
gain was that you were to tell me the whole
story.”

“It had no bearing whatever on his
death,” she said, She stood in thought,
weighing, it seemed to him, arguments for
and against frankness. He believed, at one
moment, that she had about decided either
to decline flatly or to invent a plausible
substitute for the truth. Then, as she
meditated, her eyes narrowed slightly and
there came into her face an expression
faintly reminiscent of the passion that had
marred it when she returned from the tele-
phone.

“It was a sudden impulse,” she said.
“I don’t often gct on impulse, but that
night— T saw you, and remembered your
work, and wondered what you were doing
here in San Antonio. And I happened,
quite by accident, to have heard a whisper
as to a violation of your customs laws.
I cannot tell you how T heard it. I mean
I will not tell, because that would bring
friends into it, who mentioned it merely
in the way of gossip and oughtn’t to be
dragged in. Tt was about some people who
are interested in smuggling opium. Seo,
just because you would like to know, anti
—and you looked friendly and reminded
me of old times when I saw you—I thought
I would get you word.” <

Napier felt positive of two things as he
watched her face. One was that she
speaking the truth when she said she
gent for him to give him the inform
she outlined; the other was that the
explanation she was giving of why she
going to give it to him was absoi
false.

“You can tell me now,” he said.

“T will,” she decided. “But




ﬁmi&m So I shall

further than to tell you

people are, and you will be able

the evidence: easily enough, your-

I am not mistaken, a search— f

» he encouraged her, thinking 0

at and the. Chinaman at “the great

i retired officer of the
sm l:m?y. He lives at a little
| called the Edgemont, and his name
s Captain Glenn.” ; : ]
Vapier masked his surprise. “You said
) he reminded her. “Who else?”
has a daughter,” she told him.Sh
e

Feied

R )

‘With this he had to be content.
“would not answer another question.

CHAPTER XVI

g ACK in his hotel room, Napier took
- the knife out of his pocket and ex-
amined it carefully. It was a nasty-
Jooking weapon, with a thin, keen blade,
but there was nothing especially distinc-
tive about it. A Mexican might have
owned it, or a Chinaman, or a Sicilian, or
any other national, for that matter, whose
preference in weapons was edged ones. He
ut it away carefully and went down to
, after which he was at police head-
in time to see Villabosa start on

willing journey.
Captain Dalton was accompanied by
anger Hard, a young man who, twenty
hence, if he survived the wear and
his profession so long, would be of
lar type to Dalton. Hard bore out,
he presence of Villabosa, the mention
 Dalton had made of his probable dis-
Sk :ﬁﬁﬂ:t bging calllcd upon to leave
1onio and a girl—a condition of
that would not make him friendly
d the prisoner who had forced him to
; tﬁp:’&ut he grurlt:bled as to the

€, and then apparentl

lahos;’sbbengehﬁtl.)paBefor);
rought into the
er, Napier had not observed
from any lowness

burst of confidence to the T ,
his head jerking in Dalton’s direction with
his emphasized words, “He'll have bim
eating out of our hands before he gets fin.
ished. Leave 'em to Cap’n Bob!?
Villabosa entered the back seat of the
automobile, unostentatiously, at a rear en-
trance to the station, and Hard sat beside
him. Dalton climbed in behind the w
spoke a cheery good night to the chief and
Napier, standing at the curb, and let in
his clutch. Napier did not see the car
after it turned the near-by corner, but he
knew that if Villabosa were to see
of his friends as they passed toward the
outskirts of town, he would not wave or
shout to them—for most excellent and
binding reasons.

APIER had time on his hands before
keeping an appointment, made the
evening previous, at the little grocery of
Kwong Yet, and he went back to the Bon-
ham and up to his room. There, well
satisfied with a day’s work well completed,
Gordon came to him at ten o'clock, just as
he was thinking of starting for the Chinese
quarter. ~
“Another man has relieved me—Car
ver,” he said, “although I doubt if he will*
have anything to do. However, if our
friend moves out of his house for any late

calls, he’ll be there to trail along and see =5

I had a satisfactory afters

what’s doing. fa
Not exciting}

noon and evening.
satisfactory.”

“No trouble keeping track of him, ™ 3

“I had an uneasy time for a whﬂe"
lowing him in an automobile; thats
ways risky, at the distance you have o
keep in broad daylight. : :
all right, and he didn’t get wise to
followed.”

“What did he do?”

“Had a mighty pleasant af
my judgment is any g
detail:

“First, when he came out 0
he and the fine-looking woman
went down the street a b
trance of a department store,
in. He walked off as if he did
place in particular to go; just
the street, smoking.

Main Plaza, he drifted into the
listened to the ballyhoos.

&

But I got aloog |

T
i




town called the Edge-
family place.”
where it is,” Napier said.

in there twenty minutes.
mme out he had a girl with
nig pretty girl, a good deal
ot than the other. Her name is
; I found that out later. They got
the car and took a ride. W}"cnt around
~ the North and when they got to
. B! , on the way back, they
turned in there. Drove around slowly in

s park, looking at the scenery. Stopped,

. at Japanese tea garden. Went

had tea. So did I.

Kalat is a very fascinating gentle-
the ladies, I should say, and he
his best to please. Everything

fine and dandy until a couple came in

passed his table. Mexican couple, a

man and a2 woman. They bowed to Kalat

passed on, but he was disturbed about

didn’t appear why. Perhaps be-

¢ they saw him with the young lady;

Jeast that Jooked plausible. Is this

 Kalat married?”

“If be is, it isn’t likely his wife is where
e could hear about it.”

Mexican couple—nice, high-class-

people, they were—went over to

e in the further corner from Kalat,

the woman left the man after they

their orders and came over to

The phone happened to

here I was sitting. 1 don't

what she said has any bear-

or not, but as long as she

name—that phony name

~me this noon he was going

t is worth repeating, perhaps.

called a number, and asked—in

i understand; 1 speak it pretty
could come to the

she said: ‘All right. Will
her to come, please?’

After a b
began to explain to somebody that
and her husband had decided not to co
home to dinner, and would whoever
was on the other end of the line tell
Sefiora Bonillas, so she wouldn't expect
them. She said she didn't dare trust any
message to that fool of a servant. And
she said—there was something malicious
about this, although she said it sweetly

enough, or I don’t know one single thing

about women—
suppose I ran ;
Sefior Sastanada. And the prettiest girll
Ramon’—1 suppose Ramon was
woman’s hushand—‘was so envious he

She said, ‘Who do you
into

would hardly look at me all the time we

were having our tea. She was— Why,
how stupid I am!
me until this minute. It was the same
girl he was riding with Monday night,
when he left her to join us just before
the parade came along. You'll

tell Sefiora Bonillas, wont you? Gracias.”

& ELL, about that time Mr. Kalat and

Miss Glenn left, and T beat it out
and followed. They rode around in the
park a little more, and then came into
town and went to the Edgemont. Aifter
a while Kalat came out, paid off the chauf-

feur, and went back. He had dinner there,

at seven, with Miss Glenn and her father.
I got the names from a friend of mine
behind the desk while they were eating.
After dinner he went upstairs with them,
to their rooms, I suppose. He came down
at nine-fifteen, ordered a car by phone,
and went home. By now, for all I know,
he is tucked up nice and comfy for the
night, and I turned the job over to Car-
ver. I'll relieve him again in the morning.
“Where is this house where he is
tucked up for the night?” Napier asked.
“It’s a sort of cross between a hotel
and a high-grade boarding-house run
this Sefiora Bonillas I heard the conversa=
tion about. In the better part of the
Mexican quarter. Respectable enough; &
a way, but the Mexicans who stop th
do not expect their fellow-guests to
too much into their business. '
place to suit a man who did not
answer many questions. It's at 31x
moya Street.” :

installment of “The Chinese Label” will appea:

, issue of THE BLUE AZI

in the tea-room?

It never occurred to



USINESS was bad
for the Kettle
Real Estate and
Investment Com-
but it was no worse
ﬁmn Kettle’s temper. The whole office
listened while he vented some of
his irritability on Jimmy Lawrence, late
corporal of artillery, A. E. F., who had
heen out of uniform and back on his job
one month,

Jimmy had taken the first of the mono-
blandly, but when Kettle, on the
nt of turning away, glanced at the floor
saw protruding from the shelter of the
- desk th?d tawnyhltail of Blix, the
ded war-dog which Jimmy had
t back from France as hi?.y single

y of the‘hibig sh;)[w, he said:
nother thing: You leave that dog at
 hereafter!  You've had four 3§eks
itle down to business, and you haven’t
beginning. The war’s over; you
any more. You get into the
wdo ﬁ::e the rest do. If you're

u're goin’
Y hator yo goin' to settle

any,

to the dog had sent
b e ek
back toward his private of-

Kettle,” he said with
the “Mister”

HERE’S just one thing in this

peculiar world that can’t be
done —as this soldier-boy, newly
returned from France with
“pooch,” discovered.

his 1DE:

His employer stopped =
and faced about, glower-

I want you to look out o

there at that steam 5

pipe,”
escape-pipe
building.

four weeks you've mentioned.
sitting at this desk and making
try to pick up the routine where I

thing under my nose is

Lawrence went on, indicating a8=SS
on the roof of the a@jom .
“Pye been looking at it b
I've been
an honest

left it
in July, 1017: but the notion that some= =2

going free has— - =

well, it’'s grabbed a big part of my gost

That steam is supposed to serve a
as I am, but it's sneaked qﬁ', sl
a valve, and it’s wandering up
God’s own blue sky, not giving two
in—in your private o
keeps or not. J
“That’s the way I feel, Kct't,lc.
“What are you driving at?
“Just this: You expect me
job along. The world expects me
some similar job along. But 1 don
to do it. 1 want to slip out and
own sweet way.” His voice had of
had his color. “I stood for & lot
in the army—had to, because You
have an army without "em. T got MY
“But I got something oul
army. I gota notion that
under men like are &

fiice—wW

O

to

to push S
t 5

©
risen;

1

hether school

=
-

i

.80
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o . That's all lp“lﬂ—‘-’ _!“l:a:h'{k'm
e g st poﬁm limped on

. when
doig “:a, pou!:iu that started
a lot of fighting and a little
folks recently. Before

ha a notion that ththo?}lxy

v was to keep fussing wi e

”dn‘:hﬂ folks, but I found that I

other things I found

| . T want a little more air, a lit-

more elbow-room, a lot more freedom.

don't want to be pestered with other
ple’s troubles.

‘ou can peddle your job elsewhere.
’)’

He moved toward the hat-rack.
" “But where are you going?” Kettle
" asked—a hint of conciliation in his tone,
~for had possibilities.
~ The boy motioned to the window.
8 *“Look at that steam,” he said, smiling
agin. “It doesn’t know. It's sneaked

ﬁ it’s free. So am I. So long, gang.
_ Blix—we’re on our way.”

~ And there ended Kettle’s first lesson
f in New Men of America. He learned as
. Jimmy Lawrence and a few hundred thou-
sand like him have learned, that to shake
a man from the rut into which he
. has slipped is a dangerous thing—that is,
- ¥ you value his return to that rut.

% days later, on a wonderful July

.~ momning, Jimmy Lawrence with Blix
% X him tramped along a white Michi-
road, headed north and in a hurry.
baste was not that of desperation,

Bot even that of a man under the cross
of worry. Tt was a glad haste, and the
in his blue eyes, the smile on his
unshaven face, were of eager an-

because it was not costly.

have beaten trains, but

ted matters, and although

L of value, his affection

Was so great that it over-
at the delay.

s before, Jimmy

e

“had spent a brief vacation

belt of country which spans

lower peninsula where once white
grew, where now the Jack and Nor
pines have the solitudes to themsel
There are lakes and rivers, with f
a-plenty; there are swamps with birds and
beasts; there are people—very few and
very far between; and their lives, though
not far from others when measured by
miles, are vastly different from the lives
lived by usual men. They are isolated.

THIS last held the strongest appeal for
Jimmy. When he left Kettle's office,
put on his good old army shoes, tucked
his slender packet of bills into his shirt
pocket and started south from Chicago to
circle Lake Michigan and strike up into
the Wolverine State, he knew that the big
thing which impelled him was to seek
refuge from people. For years he had
lived among people; for months he had

been crowded in barracks and billets; 2

throughout his life he had been more con-
cerned with the troubles of others than
with any affair of his own. His job with
Kettle had been to handle the tangled
transactions of other people; his job in the
army had been to offer his life to help
solve the difficulties of nations. All of that
had been very natural, because Jimmy
Lawrence was simply a human being; but
now he believed he had earned respite.
He wanted to taste life lived in the sole
interest of Jimmy Lawrence; and he was
in a hurry!

He caught a ride on a motortruck the
first day, and that night slept on the seat
of another which he found conveniently

stalled just outside an Indiana town. The =

next night he spent in a straw-stack with
Blix curled close to his body, and now he
was already in a different country, with
villages farther apart, the open spaces more
expansive. He felt that a new life wa.‘gj
before him, e

“There wont be any towns after a while,
Blix!” he cried, and the dog shoved '
cold nose into a hand. “There’ll be just
woods and waters; there wont even be &
railroad within sound. There'll be no
around to interfere, and life’ll be just W
we make it—not a human complicatior

He whistled as he walked. T

A farmer accosted him, asking if
wanted to pick strawberries. -

“Not a berry!”

“Good money in it.”

. ‘ d l" :rv’ L'




1 No use for anything

ad it’s too valuable to waste
» grinned Jimmy; and the

1 tical man, grinned

: immy ra on a back door,
o ] need ofpfm and his w:'illing'
to work. A woman, broad of hip and
sulde! him skeptically. Reluc-
intly satisiied, she said that she needed
" spading done in the back yard, and
n a jiffy the boy was at it.

~ “Diggin’ in for chow!” he chuckled to

‘the as the sod rolled back.
ik e he was so engaged, the woman

d discourse across the fence with }_1er
neighbor. Their talk was concerned with
¢hurch politics; it ran into argument, and
the temperature of the argument soared
~ until, when the woman set a plate of food
" out for Jimmy, she was in such humor
that she spent time trying to find fault
. with his faultless work.

~ “That’s what living too close to folks

does, Blix,” he observed as he shared the

muf with his pal. “Other folks’ trou-
bhs’sure mal':,e life uncomfortable for this
man’s army!

‘That afternoon he fell in with a boy
‘who was hitting it up for the next town,
which was an aspiring place with many

ory-stacks belching smoke, and orna-
ntal lights along the main street,

“There’s work there,” the other ex-

,-e‘l‘)?)l:ld I just got to get a job.”
S0m oing to go hungry if v
n’t?"” Jimn{ygaskgd. 8 ST
th but I been in the army. Been
_tound long enough, and I just got
tle down and get somewhere.”
; ’mm'ggnz ;o g%t somewhere,” said Law-
ice with a laugh.
ere’s that?”—eagerly.
on't know, just. It's a place where
n't folks around who're so darned
d about getting somewhere that
't get any fun out of going.”
mpanion said no more about the
Tooked at Jimmy from time to

g about .getting ahead?”

Jimmy "l:‘dl the other turned ofi

n street. “Well, so are we, Blix:
we're in a place that’s thick

+ fhe longer we're going to de-

that

so its ormamental sign indicated, of

W. Hill Gilt-Edge Realty House; and

Jimmy remarked to himself that it looked
just like that!
stood in the florid doorway, cigar uptilted
until it almost met the down-tipped brim
of his derby, and his black eyes were set
greedily on the slim figure of a girl whe
turned from him and walked down the
steps stiffly, carrying a sample-case in
either hand and a high flush in her cheeks,
She was more than pretty, and the im-
pression created by one glance at her was
in great contrast to the coarseness of the
man. Jimmy saw the latter turn into the
doorway again, and for an unnamed reason
experienced a hot resentment.
the details of the overly decorated, flimsy
building and the showy gardening about
it. The whole place was made for show.
He raised his eyes to the sign again and
grumbled:

“Gilt-edge—huh! Gold brick!”

He looked about to see the girl hastening
down the street. Troubled, probably! He
shrugged.

FTERNOON, and the country; bat
afternoon brought clouds, and &
evening approached, they thickened to &
ominous mist in the southwest.
“Rain wont stop us, Blix,” Jimmy grum-
bled, “but it'll slow us up. Maybe onlg

A man in his shirt-sleeyes

He eyed = |

=1
o

hours, but we haven’t many hours & =

squander, fussing in a country filled wWith
folks and difficulty.”

The rain started before dusk, gently at
first, but with that growing viger
forecasts a night’s downpour. - The countty
in which the two tramped was well
On either side of the road were prospe
ous farms, and some that app the
distinction of estates.

“Too prosperous for a couple of ‘saukﬂ
bums!” chuckled the vagrant. “Not @
haystack in sight. Not a building that

hasn’t locks and keys!” 2
But shortly they rounded a be::‘,m ]
across a concrete bridge that with

entle stream, its surface freckled W
- less pre-

raindrops, and came out on &
lentioug place. Next it was & 09'%
club with green bunkers rising from =
fairway swards, and across the way
an imposing bungalow. But this Was
different. g

The house was tiny,;

i

p
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e of this detail it was evident that the
belonging with the house were not
. His eye lingered on the barn. It
enough, and he walked through
rmission to avail himself

night.
open, and as he stepped
, an old man who sat at
table looked up; an old
from him, put her teapot

is it, Pa?” she asked querulously.
rose and approached. He was

t and wasted, and his sight

for he came close to Jimmy

—No, Ma, it aint

“We were just coming up the road when
rain hit us,” Jimmy explained, a hand
. on the dog’s head. “I wondered if we

could sleep in your barn to-night.”

The old lady had arisen and approached

also

“The barn!” she cried. “Bless you,
sonny, you're wet through! Come right
in here and dry off, and get somethin’ in
your stummick!”

«Jimmy protested—not that he disliked
the idea, but because her welcome was so

- genuine and the supper-table told of such
poverty that he shrank from sharing their

few ions.
“mgm along!” the old man in-

sisted. “Lordy, we've got a.boy of our
own somewhere! "

. Jimmy entered, and the old lady, open-

. Ing the stove door with her clean check-

apron, thrust more wood into the fire.

HE Grew up an ancient armchair and made
lm‘n sit close to the oven’s hot breath.

~ “While I get a warm bite,” she ex-

The.boy protested that he had inter-
rupted their meal, but that had no effect,

and while she fried eggs, the old man stood
y talking,

i 'I'HEIR som, it developed, was in France
J"mny said he l3ad bee,n there too, and
pounced on him to know if he had
M"as it 19 HE had not. Harry,

: n Europe, seeing that

behaved .

bet we're as impa-

g

tient as he is!” the old lady declared,
ing the damper. “Aint we, Pa?”

Pa sighed.” Indeed they were,
agreed, and Jimmy noticed that in the old
eyes was a worry, and about the mouth
a worn patience, =

“Did you have any troubles about
sendin’ money to your folks?” Pa asked.

“Not a bit, I haven't any folks.”

“Poor boy!” whispered the woman,

“But maybe if you had, they’d been fixed
like we are. . .. . It was all right, and
then Harry got sick and was put in another
regiment and some of his papers got lost,
an’ the money stopped.”

“That’s hard luck,” Jimmy said.

“Yes!” breathed Pa. “Right now, espe-
cial, when there’s so much trouble about!”

Jimmy glanced at Blix, asleep on the
door-mat. Trouble! He shifted in his
chair and scratched his chin. He had come
out of the rain into trouble!

His clothing dried; the eggs were done,
and he sat with the old people to eat fine

white bread and jam and real milk, and =

while he ate, they chattered on in thin,
aged voices about their Harry and their
hopes of his early return.

In their talk were pauses, and in the
pauses both seemed abstracted, worried,
with something very definite weighing on
their minds. Jimmy glanced at the con-
tented Blix from time to time and won-
dered how far he could get the next day,
and thought about a stream where he had
caught trout to his heart’s content, and oc-
casionally he did not give close heed when
they addressed him.

Nice old people, dear old people! But
he did not envy their Harry anything ex-
cept their devotion; and Jimmy was young

and thought himself free, and even that

devotion did not impress him deeply. He
thought of the boy, returning from France
to settle down and run this little farm,
staggering under debt, worrying over crops
and taxes, walking in a treadmill.

“An’ Harry’s smart,” Pa was saying. “If
he was here now, he'd know what to do.
For old folks, courts an’ lawyers an’ the
like are a mite confusin’.” iy

“Courts?”  Jimmy asked the questio
more to be polite than because his inte;
was real,

“Yes, you see it’s about our mort;

Pa explained. “It was in court yes
So we heard.” :
Another silence in which 0

eyes on i




pve : ‘mortgage—before,”
ﬁldn’t be botherin’ us;_Mar
e maners hadn’t got lost, or if he

IMM ked from one to the other.
’“ uol::le was real enough for them!
; see, we was dependin’ on that
‘ o'f' the man explained. ‘‘Harry took
o} us when he was here, an’ he was
nin’ us with money from the army.
~ Then it stopped, an’ when he was in York
State, just ready to go on a boat, he asked
to come see him an’ say good-by. We
just kad to, but it cost a lot. Then Ma
was sick, and the horse died, and we had
to get this new stove, and what with the
berries failin’ last summer, we had to bor-

'_ money.n .

“And get a mortgage,” added Ma.
Y] see,” was Jimmy’s comment. He
~ Jooked at Blix again and saw one amber
. eye on him. To-morrow, he thought, they
could make twenty-five miles without trou-

“ble.
- “Mr. Hill aint a hard man,” Pa went
, and Jimmy was suddenly aware that
ot two were actually bursting with
. trouble, so filled with it that they must
‘talk to him, a stranger. “He was real kind
he give me the money. Even wanted
0 buy the place before that, I don’t think
2d turn us out!
don’t think Mr. Hill would be hard,
if he did go to court. He warned me
have to, that he’d be obleeged to.”
“He’s a banker?” Jimmy asked.
“No. Sometimes T wished we'd went to
but T don’t know much about
. Harty would. Mr. Hill’s a real-
¢ man. He has lots of mortgages. He
1est f:ll‘ks 3lways pay their debts,
boy’s mind went b
Hill' Gilt-Edge Realty"
n with greed
it as soon as

to that sign,
Realty House,” and
eyes—and the girl,
ITy’s money. comes,

it alli" Ma said seriously—
< “Il come some-

the morning

ther the dishes,

while she

, he complimented

88 e
liked his old father and mother, she

on after a moment. He liked the phcc,
That was one reason they hadn'’t sold whea
Mr. Hill wanted to buy: Harry

miss his old home when he came back.: llldm

course, they couldn’t buy another place

that would make a home for them with
what he had offered, because ey i
even land, was so high. It was mortgaged
now, but they must keep it for Harry, And
they must have a roof over their own
heads. No, Mr. Hill couldn’t be a hard
man. He was real interested when

told him they couldn’t sell because of
Harry. That was why, when they had to
have money, they had gone to him.

HEN the work was finished, Jimmy
told them some stories of the army,
and kept on talking until they
heartily; and when they showed him to his
bed—Harry’s bed—up close under the
roof, he felt that he had done something
to make them forget their troubles. 2
It was with a sigh of relief that he
dropped into the clean sheets. He feit
sorry for those old people; but, he told
himself, that was life. He was going away
from such things as fast as he could. And
while the patter of rain on the shingles
lulled him to sleep, he smiled, picturing
the delightful country, the delightful poss
sibilities that awaited him. .

It was a low sound that roused him, but _.;

he sat up, startled. The rain still fell, and
light filtered through the circle of rou .
holes in the guard about the stovepipe =
which passed through his room. :
them, too, came the sound. It wasa

a low, breath-catching sob.

Jimmy got out of bed. The sob came
again, and then he heard the old 3
voice, He tiptoed to the stovepipe i
peered down. & dz‘

They stood together, the woman with her 4
face in the clean apron, the man, heipless, -
with his arms about her and his wet face =5
lifted, as if in appeal. =

“It"l come out all right,” he said hb: s
unsteady voice. “Mr. Hill aint & 55 8
man.” P&
“But he told you we'd have to pay; &5
I'm afraid—I’m afraid.” :

“Yes, he said we'd have to pay-

“But it’s due—was due Jast t
we can’t pay. I've kept up best
but it seemed to me to-night m¥
would break. If Harry ¥
- “It's all WG'VQM

¥
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« Wemour silver-weddin’ here
" three of us. We've never bad any-

but this, but it was enough—to make

% 1l Harry think when there’s
of i'alt'hf.u' him to come to? Where'll

Pa? We can't go to the poor—the

%Qh, it wont be that bad!” he cried in
wyoice which was more of fright than as-
surance. “You rest on that, Ma. It wont
3 b‘d!"
“%But I don't know,"Pa. I'm afraid.”
Tears drowned her voice.
| Jimmy watched until the old man coaxed
. her off to bed, then crawled back to Harry’s
' pillow, a lump in his throat.
. “Damn the world!" he said.

i

\ Corporal Lawrence awoke the
b, WY ing morning, it was with a grin,
* The little hole in the roof which had al-
| lowed a few drops to come through last
® might now let in a beam of early sunshine,

* He stretched luxuriously. No dust, good

. walking, feeling fit! One thought only:
big places, and things as his own hands

: % shape them!

1 was buckling his belt when he re-
| membered what he had seen and heard
::geht before. The smile vanished from

“It can’t be helped,” he muttered. “If
I had the money, I'd give it to ’em with-
By George, I'll leave ’em
I'll have to work a day or

somewhere, but that’s nothing!”
That part of him which had wanted to
on the difficulties of these people
satisfied, at least quieted, by
; and breakfast was a delight—
the food was a delight. Though
4 man tried to be kindly and inter-
his guest, his efforts were forced
counterfeit. Jimmy, baving
their simple tragedy from his
planning on the day’s hike,
to be gone, for those hours that
for money would delay his

automobile stopped before the gate.
is it, Ma?” the man asked. G

it's Mr. Hilll” the old lady

he comes, with another

He seemed like a

~ Jimmy tggneda 3

<75

bl o

acterized as a gold-bricker yesterday. He
thumped on the door, and both old people
went trembling to answer. ;

“Well, Thomas, I guess it’s all over,”
Hill said brusquely. “I have my obliga-
tions to meet as well as you have yours.
I'm sorry for you, but there’s no other way
round it. The court issued an order to
foreclose yesterday, and I guess we'll have
to ask you to get out.”

For a moment no one moved. Jimmy
thought the old people even ceased breath-
ing, they were so still in the face of this
calamity.

Slowly Pa raised a hand in feeble ges-
ture.

“You’re—you mean, Mr. Hill, we've got
to move out?”

“Sorry. That’s what it amounts to. Too
bad, but there’s others that are in worse

fix.” L%

“But our Harry—"

The old lady could go no further.
choked and turned away.

“When?”?

The old man framed the question as
though he dreaded to know, yet dreaded
to delay knowing.

“Well, this’s dated yesterday. Here,
read it if you don’t believe me.” He
thrust the document into Pa’s hands, who
stood looking down at it dumbly, thumb-
ing the paper.

“I don’t know much about such things,
Mr. Hill. TI've trusted you. I've—I never
went to a lawyer or to a court. I aint an
educated man. I thought you would do—
what's right. Some folks said to get a
lawyer, but I didn’t., You was so kind,
when you lent us the money—"

“Too bad—too bad!” Hill said, without
sympathy in tone or manner. “You can't
pay, and I caf’t wait. There’s only one
thing to do: youll have to get out this
week. I'll give you that long. That means
by to-morrow.” :

She

IMMY had listened without comment or
movement, but now he rose and (
across to the old man; without a word he
took the paper. 4

“Who are you?” demanded Hill, su
denly belligerent. .

“Nobody, much. I'm only a guy
wants to find out your game.”

“Give me that fore—"

Hill snatched at the d

L Y,
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 You've no business with

a legal matter!”

tand. That’s why 1 want

th that, and that!"—indicat-
» country-club adjoining, the luxu-

suntry-home across the way. “Why,
%t seem like a piker.””’

G e

.n A
ofym;‘rad shaken ouf the folds,

eye sought the paragraph

nety days from date,’ " he read, and
ugh he tossed the paper to the in-
ur Hill. “—Ninety days, you have!”
he said to Pa, turning and clapping him on

¢ shoulder. “Ninety days to raise the

'”

's a lel” raged Hill, “You'll get
‘or__"

Wil get out now, or we'll tangle in
wer-beds!” cried Jimmy, stepping
. Hill did not move, and the other
A who had come with him advanced

- the life out of you, kid!” he
“You clear out of this and
ahngz or we'll—"

81" snarled the other, and he and
hed at Jimmy, fists clenched.

: hfmult for the unfair
d her voice in a crackling

d thrown himself before his pal
‘and ready, ears back 8‘::&

The men checked themselves:
drew back a frightened step. st

Jimmy permitted himself a broad
as he lowered his hands, ’h

“If I say the word, this poochl] T
you two think you’re the boche at b ,
Thierry. You'd like this place, Hiji: you 3
want it so bad you wont take honest m‘
to get it, but you’re not goin’ o get it. |
You're goin’ to get out, both of youl® 1

E did not even watch them wi . 3
but turned back to the old peq;lgn; %
was crying on her husband’s thin shoulder
and there were tears in the man's eyes, :
“T don’t understand it,”” he said, pathet-
ically bewildered. ‘
“Just this:” Jimmy explained. “Hill
wants your property, because anythingin
this neighborhood is a good thing. He
wanted to buy, but when you wouldn't sell
but needed money, he saw another way. ™
He knows you’ll be able to take care of
the mortgage soon, and he wanted to get
you out in a hurry. L
“Don’t you worry. We've got nifetys
days, and that’s a long time. Harry maybe=
home before then; you may get his money S
any time. Lots of things may happen, bits
I'm goin’ to stay right here to see that the s
right thing happens.” B
“Stay here?” quavered the woman. =5
“Right here—Blix and L.” 5
“But—but you can’t. You had othes
plans. You said last night you was g
some place and in a hurry. Where
you going, boy?” 4
Jimmy sat down on the step slowly ases
took Blix’s muzzle between his palms =
“This dog and I—why, we §
to walk away from other folks' d
just as fast as we could,” he said to
then to Blix: “But it can't be §
buddy-—it can’t be done!™

'

g
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DA GRAY, a charity-worker known to
 underworld as the White Moll, had

d a strange woman known as Gypsy

order to prevent a robbery. The real
Nas bad died, unknown; and through a
chain of circumstances Rhoda found
accused in her own person of the rob-

i compelled to assume her impersona-

: b dead Gypsy Nan to avoid arrest
cerfain comviction. . . . This fourth "of
Mo brilliant stories describes her

a night' of horror—a night
a night, after the gut-
gone out, when the
garret possessed added
¥ an imagination which
Gray could not
_have fled from it,
lahysteria—but
place as safe as
The word seemed to
depths of irony. Safe!
wasn't it?

o Wanted to return there; her
‘ agamst it—but she
<o othing else, And ]
X, huddled on the edge
fingers clinging tena-
Ver as though afraid
lish it from her

g for

step that might come up from that dark
hall below, the footstep that would climax
all the terrors that surged upon her, her
mind kept on reiterating, always reiterat-
ing those words of the Adventurer—
“Gypsy Nan is Danglar's wife.”

And they were still with her, those
words. Daylight had come again, and
passed again, and it was evening once
more; but those words remained, insensi-
ble to change, immutable in their forebod-
ing. And Rhoda Gray, living disguised as
Gypsy Nan, shuddered now as she scuffled
along a shabby street deep in the heart
of the East Side. She was Danglar’s wife
—Dby proxy. At dawn that morning, when
the gray had come creeping into the mis-
erable attic through the small and dirty
windowpanes, she had fallen on her knees
and thanked God she had been spared that
footstep. It was strange! She had poured
out her soul in passionate thankfulness,
then, that Danglar had not come—and now
she was deliberately on her way to seek
Danglar himself! But the daylight had
done more than disperse the actual, phys-
ical darkness of the past night; it had
brought, if not a measure of relief, at least
a sense of guidance, and the final decision,
perilous though it was, which she meant
now to put into execution. .

HERE was no other way—unless she

were willing to admit defeat, to give up
everything, her own good name, her
father’s name, ta_run from it all and I
henceforth in hi in some obscure |




e ‘as a despicable crimi-
hief. And she could not, would
this while her intuition, at least,
her with the faith to believe that
there was still a chance of clearing herself.
¢ was the throw of the dice, perhaps—
st there was no other way. Danglar, and
 those with him, were at the bottom of the
crime of which she was held guilty. She
could not go on as she had been doing,
merely in the hope of stumbling upon
clue that would serve to exonerate
her. There was not time enough for that.
* Danglar’s trap set for herself and the
" Adventurer last night in old Nicky Viner’s
room proved that. And the fact that the
. woman who had originally masqueraded as
Gypsy Nan—as she, Rhoda Gray, was
masq ing now—was Danglar’s wife,
proved it a thousandfold more.. Rhoda
could no longer remain passive, arguing
with herself that it took all her wits and
all her efforts to maintain herself in the
role of Gypsy Nan, which temporarily was
all that stood between her and prison bars.
To do so meant the certainty of disaster
sooner or later, and if it meant that, the
need for immediate action of an offensive

~ sort was imperative.
. And so her mind was made up: Her
onlny chance was to find her way into the
full intimacy of the unhallowed band of
which Danglar was apparently the head,
{0 search out its lair and its personnel, to
reach to the heart of it, to know Danglar’s
ivate movements, and to discover where
lived, so that she might watch him. It
surely was not such a hopeless task! True,
knew by name and sight scarcely more
than three of this crime-clique, but at least
¢ had a starting point from which to
. work. There was Shluker's junk-shop,
here she had turned the tables on Dan-
lar and Skeeny on the night they had
ined to make the Sparrow their pawn.
was obvious, therefore, that Shluker
self, the proprietor iof the junk-shop,
organization.

S now,

She was

RHODA GRAY halted suddenly and
; ttle way up the block ahead
by magic a crowd was

rway of a pov-

0 me house
of an alleyway. And

e 3 e
o et

3

o
lined the curb, the carts
by everyone save their owmea®
tion exceeded their curioss

crowd grew momentarily larger )

the house,

Rhoda drew Gypsy Nan's vy
shawl a little more Pl an
shoulders, and moved forward P, St

now, on the outskirts of the
could see quite plainly, There
or three low steps that led up 1o th
way, and a man and woman were
there. The woman was wretchedly
but with most strange incongn
held in her hand, obvi subconse
obviously quite oblivious of it, a by
ket full to overflowing with, as
Rhoda Gray could judge, all sons:
chases, as though out of the mids of &
ject poverty a golden shower had suddes
descended upon her. The womss |
gray, well beyond middle age, and o
bitterly; and her free ;
support herself or with the instinet
of supporting her companion, was cii
tightly around the man’'s shoulles
man rocked unsteadily upon his
was tall and angular, older thant
cadaverous of feature, and mises
of shoulder; blood trickled over
head and down one ashen, hollow e
and above the excited exclamations i
crowd Rhoda Gray heard him cougss
Rhoda glanced around et :
scarcely a second before she had bes
the outer fringe of the m el  }
peared to be in the very ce ’$ bt
Women were pushing up DEEE rted
women who wore shawls as she G, int
the shawls were mostly °‘ it
and men pushed up behind &
men of swarthy countenance, -
circlets of gold in their ears.
And then a young 1
Rhoda from her years in !
as the White Moll
on at a gambling
Square district, came
his way, cont
of the crowd.

Rhoda Gray, n" :
out of the corner of -

“Sﬁ}'. wot's de M?l*
The young man |
“Sy

old guy!”

deft movement of bis to
of his mouth to 8
again. ‘




the crowd again.
loose, Mother!” he

good advice. Rhoda Gray took it.
¢ bad scarcely reached the next block
crowd behind her was being scat-
limell and without ceremony in
by the police, as the young
went on. There
'she could do.

- er fo d in little furrows
e walked along. She had weighed the
1 “cons of this visit to Shluker a
times already; but even so, in-
¥ t0 reassure herself lest some
Mtly minor but nevertheless fatally
Bt might have been overlooked,
d reverted to it again. From
umint, whether Gypsy Nan
ahit of mingling with or visit-
et members of the gang or not,

#0n 1o which she could not even
- visit to-night must
i mtnralmrel lZ«'as, last
corollary, her
fatural anxiety on her supposed
o deeount—providing, of course,
':u:nre that Gypsy Nan

2

i Shiuker did not know her
': Danglar, he knew that
one °:mth¢ gang, and as

: €pt it as natural
anxious and disturbed
hed, Ssl;would be on
would pre-

had i

thieves' resort in an all too well-known
and questionable locality.

_A smile came spontaneously. It was

quite true. That was where the Adven-
turer had left Danglar—handcuffed to the
fire-escape! The smile wvanished. The
humor of the situation was not long-lived;
it ended there. Danglar was as cunning as
the proverbial fox; and Danglar, at that
moment, in desperate need of explaining
his predicament in some plausible way to
the police, had, as the expression went,
run true to form. Danglar’s story, as re-
ported by the papers, even rose above his
own high-water mark of vicious cunning,
because it played upos a chord that ap-
pealed instantly to the police. And it rang
true, not only because what the police
could find out about him made it likely,
but also because it contained a modicum
of truth in itself,

T was ingeniously simple, Danglar’s

smooth and oily lie! He had been walk-
ing along the street, he had stated, when
he 'saw a woman, as she passed under a
street-lamp, who he thought resembled
the White Moll. To make sure, he fol-
lowed her—at a safe distance, as he be-
lieved. She entered the tenement. He
hesitated; he knew the reputation of the
place, which bore out his first impression
that the woman was the one he thought
she was; but he did not want to make a
fool of himself by calling in the police
until he was positive of her identity, and so
he finally followed her inside, and heard
her go upstairs, and crept up after her in
the dark. And then, suddenly, he was
set upon and hustled into a room. It was
the White Moll, all right; and the shots
came from her companion, a man whom he
described minutely—the description being
that of the Adventurer, of course. They
seemed to think that he, Danglar, was a
plain-clothes man, and tried to sicken him
of his job by frightening him. And then
they forced him through the window and
down the fire-escape, and fastened him
there with handcuffs to mock the police,
and the White Moll’s companion had de-

liberately fired some more shots to make
sure of bringing the police to the scene,

and then the two of them had run for it.

Rhoda Gray’s eyes darkened ang
The newspapers said that Danglar
been temporarily held by the police,

et T




ol o be true, for his
ice could find out about
h his own statemenu;. 'll‘h_e
<« had devoted the rest of their
"' viﬁeiﬁmtion of the White
. ey had demanded in no uncer-
2 tones a more conclusive effort on the
~ part of the authorities to bring her, and
with her now the man in the case, as they

i the Adventurer, to justice, and—
thought of the Adventurer caused
. mind to swerve sharply off at a tangent.
‘Where he had piqued and aroused her
curiosity before, he now, since last night,
ed a more complex character than
It was strange, most strange, the
 their lives, his and hers, had become
interwoven. She had owed him much; but
last night she had repaid him and squared
accounts. She had told him so. She
~ owed him nothing more. If a sense of
. pratitude had once caused her to look upon
m with—with— She bit her lips. What
was the use of that! Had it become so
much a part of her life, so much a habit,
 this throwing of dust in the eyes of others,
- this constant passing of herself off for some
- one else, this constant deception, warranted
. though it might be, that she must now seek
deceive herself! Why not frankly admit
her own soul, already in the secret, that
cared in spite of herself—for a thief!
thiefl She loved a thief. She had
t a bitter, stubborn battle with her
jon sense to convince herself that he
not a thief. She had snatched hun-
at the uitéiident that centered around
& , 80 opportunely produced
he Adventurer’s poo:ket.y pShe had
argue that those handcuffs not only
but proved, he was a police
s Wgrﬁzg on some case
an ng had been
and as she u'ie%a to argue in
she tried to shut her eyes to the
same pocket out of which the

hz!idmang;, stolen
| : e had
that the fact that he was

work to defeat Danglar's
favor; but that argug‘em,
w and miserably
B, was, as Dan-

and that certainly did
turer to any higher ye

She clenched her hands It
attempt at argument withoys -
of a single logical premise. It
and childish! Why, hadn't the me 1o
an ordinary, plain, common W B
inal—and looked like one? .
never have been attracted to him
through gratitude!

ER mental soliloquy ended
She had reached the narrow -A-“‘."

that led in between the two blocks of N
at-the-heels tenements, to the cours .
the rear that harbored Shiuker's jun
And now, unlike that other night when ghe
had first paid a visit to the place, shem
no effort at concealment as she e
the driveway. She walked quickly,
she emerged into the courtyard sl
saw a light in the window of the i
shop. R -
Rhoda Gray nodded her head.
still quite early, still almost tw
more than eight o'clock. Back
that squa'id doorstep where the old
and the old man had stood, it hats
been quite light. The long Summeny
ning had served at least to sear, Somes
those two faces upon her mind. i
singular that they should intrude i
selves at this moment! She b
thinking, hadn’t she, that at this bos
might naturally expect to find SEUSES
in his shop? That was why she i
so early—since she had not
in full daylight. Well, if that
anything, he was there.
She felt her pulse qui ;
she crossed the courtyard, and reachel
shop. The door was open, and she &
inside. It was a dingy place, B
tered, without the -
order, with a het
every article one
scraps of old iron

could think o
and bundles o2

cast-ofi furniture in an SpPAEE

dissolution. -
dim incandescent, came |
terior of what was apparss
of the establishment, & &%
partition affair at the _‘

Her first impression B8
was no one in the she
the other side of




it hesita-
pded to employ
nart of the dis-
1f , for that
uker there, gave the
Y he took it amiss,
suld come glibly and log-
he had to be careful; how
d to know whether there
se about or not!

she said Cu:ly as she reached
. of the little office and paused

e hlack eves met hers as the

‘w e’ygh untrimmed gray
ted from a battered desk, and
i face of an old man was dis-
er the rays of the tin-shaded
i suddenly, showing dis-
, instinctively she drew

He was an uninviting and
: e old creature.
, Nan!? he grunted. “So
to see old Jake Shluker, have
t often you come! And what’s
eh?”
an read, can’'t I?” Rhoda Gray
furtively around her, then leaned
other. “Say, wot’s de lay> I
ed stiff all day. Is dat straight
3 ;I’.ld about youse-know-who
i settled over Shluker’s features.
§ #t's straight enough,” he answered.
ome and all! But they let

stuff!” applauded Rhoda Gray
re is he, den?”
¢ didn y" said Shluker.
e didn’t say?” echoed Rhoda Gray
: “Wot d’youse mean, he
s youse seen him?”
Jerked his head toward the tele-
ument on the desk,
talkin’ to me a little while

den,”—Rhoda Gray risked a
POTY tone,—“where is he?”
hm! head again.

e mid. “I'm tellin’ you,

- Studied the wizened and
Creature that, huddled
. , boxed-in [ittle
of some crafty old

Ty prey.
as he

in any -

suspicious? Wh
her uncouth language was either unex-

pected or unnecessary, Perhaps by Shiuker,

and perhaps by all the rest of the gang,—
except Danglar!—Gypsy Nan was ac-
cepted at face value as just Gypsy Nan;
and if that were so, the idea of playing
up a natural wifely anxiety on Danglar’s
behalf could not be used unless Shiuker
gave her a lead in that direction, But all
that apart, she was getting nowhere. She
bit her lips in disappointment. She had
counted a great deal on this Shluker here,
and Shluker was not proving the fount of
information that she had hoped he would.

She tried again—even more perempto-
rily than before. )

“Aw, open up!” she snapped.
de use of bein’ a clam!" Youse heard me,
didn’t youse? Where is he?”

Shluker leaned abruptly forward and
looked at her in a suddenly perturbed way.

“Is there anything wrong?” he asked in
a tense, lowered voice. “What makes you
so anxious to know?”

Rhoda Gray laughed shortly.

“Nothin’!” she answered coolly. “I told
vouse once, didn’t I? I got a scare readin’
dem papers—an’ I aint over it yet. Dat's
wot I want to know for, an’ youse seem
afraid to open up!”

Shluker sank back again in his chair
with an air of relief.

“Oh!” he ejaculated.
right, then. You were beginning to give
me a scare too.
and I dunno where he is; but I can tell
vou there’s nothing to worry you any more
about the rest of it. He was after the
White Moll last night, and it didn’t come
off. They pulled one on him instead, and
fastened him to the fire-escape the way the
papers said. Skeeny and the Cricket, who
were in on the play with him, didn’t have
time to get him loose before the bulls got
there. So Danglar told them to beat it,

and he handed the cops the story that was’

in the papers. He got away with it, all
right, and they let him go to-day; but he

phoned a little while ago that they were =
still stickin’ around kind of close to him,

and that T was to pass the word that the
lid was to go down tight for the next few

days, and—"

HLUKER stopped abruptly as the |
phone rang, and reached for the
strument. s e i R

He had given not the slightest sign tha

“Wot's

“Well, that’s all

I aint playin’ the clam, "




ay fumbled unnecessarily with
as the other answered the call.
ral A curious bitterness came to her.
. plan, then, for to-night at least, was a
failure. Shiluker did not know where Dan-
olar was. She was quite convinced of that.
Sh was— She glanced suddenly at the
wizened little old man. From an ordinary
| tone, Shluker’s voice had risen sharply in
~ protest about something. She listened
~ “No, no; it does not matter what it is.
S What? . .. . No! I tell you, no!
. Nothing! Not to-night! Those are the
" orders. . . . . No, I don’t know! Nan is
~ here now. . . . . Eh? . . .. Youll pay for
" it, if you do!” Shluker was snarling threat-
eningly now. “What? .. .. Well, then,
~ wait! Ill come over. ... . No, you can
~ bet I wont be long! You wait! Under-

. stand?”

He banged the receiver on the hook, and
got up from his chair hurriedly.
- “Fools!” he muttered savagely. “No, I
wont be long gettin’ there!” He grabbed
Rhoda Gray’s arm. “Yes, and you come
© too! You will help me put a little sense
~ into their heads, if it is possible—eh?
 The fools!”
‘The man was violently excited. He half
. pulled Rhoda Gray down the length of the
. shop to the front door. Puzzled, bewil-
dered, a little uneasy, she watched him
~ lock the door, and then followed him across
- the courtyard, while he continued to mut-
ter constantly to himself,
“Wot's de matter?” she asked him twice.
~But it was not until they had reached
: street, and Shluker was hurrying along
fast as he could walk, that he answered

“It's the Pug and Pinky Bonn!” he
d out angrily. “They’re in the Pug’s
Pinky went back there after tele-

haisk € nosed out something
~want to put through. The fools!
last night nearly havin’ finished
| T told ’em—you heard me—
ody’s to keep under cover now.
¢ they've got a soft thing,
y're goin’ to it. I've got
;it,ﬁ;;g g;?u’ve got to help
d Techanically.

clique was ne of
failing Danglar himself -
an open sesame o the retrea
others. She would never haw
chance, or one in whi o
under ’tbe chape i !&
Shluker here, was, if not en
nated, at least reduced to an
negligible minimum. Yes she
To refuse was to turn her back ¢
proposed line of action, and op ¢
sion which she herself had made
It was not far. Shiuker, haste
still muttering to himself, #
cross-street some two blocks ;
from there again into a lane; ;
ment later he led the way throug
door in the fence that hung, b
half open, on sagging and broken b
Rhoda Gray's eyes traveled shar
her in all directions. It was
enough to see fairly well, and
at some future time find the
took now to be of inestimable
that there was much to res
crossed a diminutive and disgust
back vard, whose sole reason fort
seemed to be that of a recept
tin cans, and were confronted b
of what appeared to be a fo
ment. There was a back door
on the right of the door,
vard, a single window that
or five feet from the level of
Shluker without hesitation @
back door, shu,:] i:k, (
way along a black,;
halting before a door well to
of the building, knocked softly
giving two raps, &
more in quick
answer. He
same manner, an
sounded from within,
flung open. o >
“Fools!” grovled g
they stepped inside and Fep
closed again. i Tmen there
There were s
Shluker scant
grinned at Rhoda Gri)
light supplied by &

dequate gas-jet. .
A s?{eﬂo’ﬁ;&lfn :,

two. “Who let
“Aw forget‘it!'f
Shh&a"




ik his fist .
thing ‘heguuered angrily.
; you that orders are not
, 3 move, that everything is off for

the word I got a liul_e
s ag0. and the ‘Seven-Three-Nine’ is
now, Nan'll tell you the same

‘corroborated Rhoda Gray, pick-
o obvious cue. “Dat’s de straight

WO m.m lounging beside a
that stood at the extreme end

e room, and now for a moment they
shisperes . And as they whis-

hoda found her first oppor-
take critical stock both of her
s and of the two men them-
Pinky, a short, slight little man,
ssed with hardly a glance; he was
type, with low, vicious cun-

ped all over his face—an ordi-
of the underworld. But her
mested longer on his companion.
was indeed entitled to his

| His face made her think of one.
i 10 be all screwed up out of
the eye-patch over the

Bt eye helped a little 10 put the finish-
of repulsiveness

upon a counte-

40y most unpleasant. The cellu-

paten, once flesh-colored, was now
Med that its original color
10le only in spots, and the once

e cord that circled his head and

rﬂi‘, place was in equal dis-
W slouch hat came to
»P&q&pﬂtch.m a forbidding
Ieft eyelid drooped until

Open at all, and fluttered
nostril of his nose was

his mouth seemed to

, 80 that even when

y met at

tion to an inspection o
was no window, except a sma

up in the right-hand partition ¥ lm
quite understood what that meant. It was
common enough, and all too unsanitary
enough, in these old and cheap tenements;
the window gave not on the out-of-

but on a light-well. For the rest, it was
a room she had seen a thousand times be-
fore—carpetless, unfurnished save for the
barest necessities, dirt everywhere, un-
kempt.

Pinky Bonn broke in abruptly upon her
inspection. «

“That’s all right!” he announced airily.
“We'll let Nan in on it too. The Pug an’
me figures she can give us a hand.”

Shluker’s wizened little face seemed sud-
denly to go purple.

“Are you tryin’ to make a fool of me?”
he half screamed. “Or can’t you under-
stand English? D’ye want me to keep on
tellin’ you till I'm hoarse that there aint
nobody goin’ in with you, because you aint
goin’ in yourself! See? Understand that?
There’s nothing doin’ to-night for any-
body—and that means you!”

“Aw, shut up, Shluker!” It was the
Pug now, a curious whispering sibilancy in
his voice, due no doubt to the disfigure-
ment of his lips. “Give Pinky a chance
to shoot his spiel before youse injure yers
self throwin’ a fit! Go on,
spill it.” »

“Sure!” said Pinky eagerly. “Listen,
Shluk!
crack, or nothin’ like that. It's just &
couple of crooks that wont dare open their
vaps to the bulls, 'cause what we're after
will be what they'll have pinched them
selves, See?” : :

Shluker’s face lost some of its belligers
ency, and in its place a dawning interest
came, o

“What's that?” he demanded cautiously.
“What crooks?” ’ '

“French Pete an’ Mamy Day/’
Pinky-—and grinned.

“Oh!” Shluker's eyebrows went up
looked at the Pug, and the F ‘
knowingly with his half-

v o
- 5

Pinkie,

It aint any crib we're wantin® to



out for a chair, and find-
he it suspiciously wabbly, straddled it
warily. "ﬂ' ebbe I've been in wrong,” he
admitted. “What's the lay?”
“Me,” said Pinky, “I was down to
Ghrlcy's this afternoon havin’ a little lay-
w’ an_)) :
_ “Ope of these days,” interrupted
Shluker sharply, “you’ll go out like that!”
He snapped his fingers. “Can’t you leave
the stuff alone?” e
. “I got to have me bit of coke,” Pinky
answered with a shrug of his shoulders.
“An’, anyway, I'm no pipe-hitter.”

“It's all the same, whatever way you
take it!” retorted Shluker. “Well, go on
with your story. You went down to

B Charley’s dope parlors, and jabbed a
B needle into yourself, or took it some other

*‘ old way. I get you! What happened
R then?”

@ “It was about an hour ago,” resumed
o Pinky Bonn with undisturbed complacency.

“Just as I was beatin’ it out of there by
the cellar, I hears some whispering as I
was passin’ one of the end doors. Savvy?
I hadn’t made no noise, an’ they hadn’t
heard me. I gets a peek in, ’cause the
door’s cracked. It was French Pete an’
Marny Day. I listens. An’ after about
two seconds I was goin’ shaky for fear
some one would come along an’ I wouldn’t
get the whole of it. Take it from me,
hluk, it was some goods!”
Shluker grunted. “Well, go on!” he
prompted.
. “I didn’t get all the fine points,”
grinned Pinky; “but I got enough. There
Was a guy by the name of Dainey who
used to live somewhere on the East Side
j here, an’ he used to work in some sweat-
& !h?p, an’ he worked till he got pretty old,
- an’ then his lungs, or something, went bad
on him, an’ he went broke. An’ the doctor
said he had to beat it out of here to a
more salubrious climate. Some nut filled
his ear full 'bout gold-huntin’ up in Alaska,
an’ he fell for it. He chewed it over with
his wife, an’ she was for it too, ’cause the
tor'd told her her old man would bump
' if he stuck around here, an’ they
&+ any money to get away together.
gured she could get along workin’
Jday till he came a mil-
ire; an’ old Dainey started off.
, oo how he got there. I'm just.
French Pete an’

=3

anyw:y, he got there,
goes down sick there again;
or some outfit, has to take c::
a couple of years; an’ here
woman got kind of feeble ap’ on k
pers, an’ there was hell to pay, an'

“Wo}")r’s bitin’ youse, Nan# mu
. ug’s lisping whisper &
in }1{11[:03 I’(i‘nky Bonn’s ;Stg:yhmhw
oda Gray started. She m

now that she had been L ox i
staring in a startled way at Pinky ag he
i

fora moment

¥

i

talked; conscious now that
she had forgotten—that she was N
Nan. But she was mistress of herself o
the instant, and she scowled blackly,
“Mabbe it's me soft heart dats "
touched!” she flung out acidly. “Fous
close yer trap, an’ let Pinky talki? = %
“Yes, shut up!” said Pinky. “What
was I sayin’? Oh, yes! An’ then theold
guy makes a strike. Can you beatit! I
dunno nothing about the way they pull
them things, but he's off by his lonesome:
out somewhere, an’ he finds gold, &'
stakes out his claim, but he takes st S
again an’ can’t work it, an’ it's all be:
do to get back alive to civilization:
keeps his mouth shut for a while, figuis
he’ll get strong again, but it aint 0o g
an’ he gets a letter from the old wos
tellin’ how bad she is, an’ then he SaRS
some of the stufi he'd found, After &
there’s nothing to it! Every
it for the place; but at that,,old
comes out of it all right, an’ goes &
with joy ’cause some guy oﬁl'l
twenty-five thousand bucks for l‘:
an’ throws in the expenses bome ;
luck. He gets the money in cash, t
five one-thousand-dollar bills =
chicken-feed for the expenses, # -
for back here an’ the dd“mm
this time he «don’t keep his better
about it when he'd have ' about
he had. See? He wast tellin’
the train. I guess he was gy,
all the way across. But an; s
about it comin’ from Fatt o
an’ French Pete an’ Marny 141
be on the train, and'l: ', :
it to. annex ¢ th
‘cal‘l?e he’s got in too late “’“




‘to me!” broke in
mone to dem
ash, Pinky can beat

4 de coin an’ wait fer me

nglar an’ squares it wid

n' to up no holler

: ’xngang into noth-

te business—see? So

e a sneak wid yerself, an’

g m‘ fer us so’s we wont
R o »

s of that?” he de-

T g:edand Marny Day

3 4

. o =i '"

%mgd the Pug. *“Guess
4r ¢! A coupla handkerchiefs over
is good enough fer dem, if vouse
end up. An’ dey wouldn’t talk
ation, anyway, would dey?”

miled now—almost ingratiat-

‘hm is my end worth?” he

ﬁh thousand-dollar engrav-
#d the Pug promptly. “Pinky’ll
d an’ slip it to youse before

night,” said Shluker after a mo-
half-past eight now. From

tock on, you can-beat any jury
t York to it that you were both at
g old place—as long as you keep
4 ‘under cover. That'll do, wont it?
fixit. But I don’t see—"

D! GRAY, as Gypsy Nan, for the

t time projected herself into the -

. She cackled suddenly in jeer-

ought something was wrong wid
; the Pug with mock anx-
she aint well! Tell us about

' :!‘%” she said complacently,
A smile out of de other
‘ Ml!“l‘lrxth of yeeelg!" She turned
ouse neéedn’t lay awake
fer dat thousand, Shiuker, ’cause
see it, ltel!ittle game’s all

\ pulled. See?

b oop. 4T & riot as I passes along a
' to yer Place, an’ I gets piped

), an’ jt's le same story dat

de c:lfb.s cracked, an’ de

e

in ' ifl
ing on Pinky "the |
surehof it now. 1 wal;,wondcrln’ a minute
ago how you were to Tamps.
on Pete and Marﬁo tromk:gm .
when they were goin to pull their stunt
orI:ghire tl;) find iem.::i Shluke- '
inky Bonn, ignorin r, leaned
toward Rhoda Gray, . sl aoa)

“Say, Nan, is that straight?” he in-
quired anxiously, “You sure?”

“Sure, I'm sure!” Rhoda Gray asserted
tersely. The one thought in her head now
was that her information would naturally
deprive these men here of any further in-
terest in the matter, and that she would
get away as quickly as possible, and in
some way or other, see that the police were
tipped off to the fact that it was French
Pete and Marny Day who had taken the
old couple’s money, Those two old faces
rose before her again now-—blotting out
most curiously the face of Pinky Bonn
just in front of her. She felt strangely

glad—glad that she had heard all of old

Dainey's story, because she could see now
another ending to it than the miserable,
hopeless one of despair that she had read
in the Daineys' faces just a little while
ago. “Sure, I'm sure!” she repeated with
finality.

“How long ago was it?” prodded Pinky.

“I dunno,” she answered. “I just went
to Shluker’s, an’ den we comes over here.
Youse can figure it fer herself.”

And then Rhoda Gray stared at the
other—with sudden misgiving. Pinky
Bonn’s face was suddenly wreathed in
smiles,

“I'll answer you now, Shluk,” he
grinned. “What do you think? That we're
nuts, me an’ Pug! Well, forget it! We
didn’t have to stick around watchin’ Pete
an’ Marny; we just had to wait until they
had collected the dough. That was the
most trouble we had-—wonderin’ when that
would be. Well, we don’t have to wonder
any more, We know now that the cherries
are ripe. See? An’ now we'll go an’ pick
em! Where? Where d’ye suppose? Down
to Charley’s, of course! T hears 'em talkin
about that too, They aint so foc
They're out for an alibi themselves.
the idea? They was to sneak out
Charley’s without anybody seein’ ‘em, |
if everything broke right for 'em, they
to sneak back again an’ the

there. No, they aint so foo
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run for it—and—

The Pug-gave her an encouraging push
from behind;p i

SHE moved forward mechanically, There
She felt the Pug were many sounds now, but they came
by bolding the cor- muffled and indeterminate from around
They went forward that corner ahead—all save a low mur-
v, stealthily. She felt her muring of ‘voices from the door with the
e 3 little, and suddenly panic cracked panel on the right.
o wanted to scream out. It was only a few feet. She found her-
2 Where was she go- self crouched before the door—but she
25 she mad, that she had ventured did not knock upon it. Instead, her blood
e of blackness? Blackness! seemed suddenly to run cold in her
' black. She looked be- and she beckoned frantically to her two
not see the Pug, who companions. She could see through the
as she had thought it crack in the panel. There wereé two men
in there, French Pete and Marny Day un-
doubtedly, and they sat on opposite sides
of a table, on which a lamp burned; one
of the men was counting out a sheaf of
cellar that was damp crisp yellow-back bank-notes—but the
soft earth deadened all other, while apparently engrossed in the
upon it—and they first man’s occupation, and while he leaned
on interminably. It forward in apparent eagerness, was edging
5 too far—much too far! She felt her one hand stealthily toward the lamp, and
“sene failing her. She looked behind her his other hand, hidden from his compan-
‘smin. That opening, still discernible to ion’s view by the table, was just drawing
aining eyes, beckoned her, lured her.  a revolver from his pocket. There was no
to— . mistaking the man’s murderous intentions.
iy had halted again. She bumped A dull horror seized upon Rhoda Gray;
i And then she felt his lips press the brutal faces under the rays of the lamp_
her ear, seemed to assume the aspect of two hideous
e we are!” he breathed. “They got gargoyles, and to spin around and around
foom on the righ., so’s they could before her vision; and then—it could
a0’ out without bein’ seen, an’ so’s have been but the fraction of a second
d swear they was here all since she had begun to beckon to Pinky =
g ou’re too old a bird to fall and the Pug—she felt herself pulled un-
Aan. If the door’s locked, knock—  ceremoniously away from the door, and
any old kind of a song an’ the Pug leaned forward in her place, his
¥Ou gets ‘em off their guard. The eyes to the crack in the panel.
M»m you through. Go to it!” She heard a low, quick-muttered ex-
: Gray could reply, Pinky clamation from the Pug; and then sud-
Ppec to one side. A door denly that crack of light in the panel had
t of her, a sliding door it seemed vanished. But in an instant, curiously like

opened. noiselessly, and she could a jagged lightning-flash, it showed throu;
: narrow and very short the darkness again—and vanished ag
bt G 0fber. It appeared to make It was the flash of a revolver-shot
3o, oed tum just a few vards in, within, and the roar of the report ¢
At there was seemed to filter now like the roll of thunder on its heels.
80 the corner. On each side  Rhoda Gray was back against the of
hlfou it m:ln‘de the turn, site wall. She sawlthe Pug fling him
X the one on the against the door. It was a Himsy
+ 3 cracked panel, a tiny and crashed inward. She heard
Bl s
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flash on de table, an’ grab de
fix de other guy!”
 eternities ? Her eyes were
ated by the interior beyond that

er .~ A ray of light played now on
tab?eo,or and a};mndls:‘ealc)hed out and
snatched up a scattered sheaf of bank-
potes; and on the outer edge of the ray
two shadowy forms struggled—and one
went down. The light was out again.
in she heard the Pug speak:
“Beat it!”

MMOTION came now; cries and foot-
from around that corner in the

~ passage. The Pug grasped her by the
shoulders and rushed her back into the

~ cellar, She was conscious, it seemed, only

in a dazed and mechanical way. There
were men in the passage running toward
them—and then the passage was utterly

j - black. Pinky Bonn had shut the connect-

door.

‘Hop it like blazes!” whispered the Pug
as they ran for the faint glimmer of light
that located the cellar exit. “Separate de
minute we're outside!” he ordered. “Dere’s
murder in dere. Pete shot Marny. I put
Pete to sleep wid a punch on de jaw; but
de.bunch knows now some one else was
dere, an’ Pete’ll swear it was us, though
he don’t know who we was, dat did de

- shootin’. T gotta make dis straight right
“off de bat wid Danglar.” His whispering
voice was labored, panting; they were
climbing up the steps now. “Youse take de
money to my room, Pinky, an’ wait fer
e. I wont be much more’n half an hour.

n, beat fer yer garret, an’ stay dere!”
They were outside. The Pug had dis-

ed in the darkness. Pinky was clos-

and evidently fastening, the trap-

he other way, Nan!” he flung out as
started to run. “That takes you to
other street, an’ they can’t get around
"l{"!hh(mt goin’ around the whole
e for a fence I knows about, an’

em the merry laugh! Go on!”
~ran breathlessly, stumbling,
3 h hands s out be-
-almost in licu of eyes, for
out scarcely anything in
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But she had gone many blocks
before calmness came again, ne
seemed, even, that her brain would
its normal functions; with the numbed hor.

ror once gone, however, there came in

Nk [

place, like some ng%eﬁde’-‘

thought that would not
money! The old couple on that
stripped of their alll Wasn’t that onemy |
son why she had gone on with Pinky Bonn -
an(} the Pug? Hadn’t she seen a way, or
at least an opportunity, to

Rhoda Gray looked quickl
On the corner ahead sheqmsawyam >
and started briskly in that direction. Ves
there was a way! The idea had first come
to her from the Pug’s remark to Shiuker
that, after they had secured the
Pinky would return with it to
room, while the Pug would go and
things with Danglar. And also
same time, that same remark of
had given rise to a hope that she
trace Danglar to-night through the
but the circumstances and happenings
the last few minutes had shattered
hope utterly. And so there remained
money. - And as she had walked with
and the Pug a little while ago,
that Pinky would, if they were
carry the money back to the
just as was being done now
accordance with the Pug’s ori Re
tions, she had thought of the Adveniuret
It had seemed the only way them & =
seemed the only way now—despite the fact
that she would be hard put to it to anseer
the Adventurer if he thought to ask E
how, or by what means, she was hz' _
session of the information that phev-Ti.
to communicate with him. But !;d !
if necessary. b,

i
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the plea of

there was not ti
essary word. He had
her to be Gypsy Nan, his
ber, which she, in turn, was to
the White Moll—in other
But the White Moll, so he
never received that

of necessity be as the

she must communicate




use—well, because

- he had forgone

»f appropriating a certain

e a hundred times

g ask him to re-
‘There was no—

ng in a startled way now

t. Central had given her

and Information was inform-

the number she had asked for

up the receiver and went out
street, a little dazed, a little

a little helpless. And then

a smile of bitter seli-derision
r lips. She had been a fool!
no softer word—a fool! Why

ot to think? She un-
the night the Adven-
that telephone-number
Nan, he had had every
that Gypsy Nan would,
apparently done, be-
Moll even to the extent
personal risk in so
things had taken a

The White Moll was
by the gang, of which Gypsy
i be a member, to be
of late profited by the
gang’s discomfiture;

was ranked but little

hatred, as they counted

te Moll's accomplice.

ore, the first thing the

.turally do would be
the shape of that

would lead to his

\ tll?e of course be-

: gang's hands
ed in Gy y Nan. Had
later last night,

: h worst enemy?

t Gypsy Nan

and to-nigh!

help at a crucial moment,
counted upon the Adventurer to ﬂ-wz
it, there was no Adventurer, no means o
reaching him, and no means any more
knowi:lg tzhere b:l kzﬁs! ;

Rhoda Gray w on along the street,
her lips tight, her face drao:gmd hard.
Failing the Adventurer, there remained—
the police. If she telephoned the police
and sent them to the Pug's room, they
would of a certainty recover the money,
and with equal certainty restore it to its
rightful owners. She had already thought
of that when she had been with Pinky and
the Pug, and had been loath even then to
take such a step because it seemed to spell
ruin to her own personal plans; but now
there was another reason, and one far more
cogent, why she should not do so. There
had been murder committed back there in
that underground dive; of that murder
Pinky Bonn was innocent; but if Pinky
were found in possession of that money,
and French Pete, to save his own skin from
the consequences of a greater crime, ad-
mitted to its original theft, Pinky would be
convicted out of hand, for there were the
others in that dive, who had come running
along the passage, to testify that an attack
had been made on the door of French Pete
and Marny Day’s room, and that the
thieves and murderers had fled through the
cellar and escaped.

Her lips pressed harder together, And
so there was no Adventurer upon whom
she could call, and no police, and no one
in all the millions in this great pulsing
city to whom she could appeal; and so
there remained only—herself, :

Well, she could do it, couldn’t she? Not
as Gypsy Nan, of course—but as the White
Moll. Tt would be worth it, wouldn't it?
If she were sincere, and not a moral hypo-
crite in her sympathy for those two out-
raged old people in the twilight of their
lives, and if she were not a moral coward,
there remained no question as to what her
decision should be.

HF.R mind began to mull over the de= =
tails. Subconsciously, since the mome

she had made her escape from that

she found now that she had been wa

in the direction of the garret that shel

her as Gypsy Nan. In another five
utes she could reach that deserted 8 e

"
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‘Gypsy Nan’s house where
_own clothes were hidden, and it would
e her but a very few minutes more to
ect the transformation from Gypsy Nan
to the White Moll. And then, in another
 ten minutes, she should be back again at
the Pug’s room. The Pug had said he
would not be much more than half an hour,
but as nearly as she could calculate it,

~ that would still give her from five to ten

minutes alone with Pinky Bonn. It was

' more than enough. The prestige
of the White Moll would do the rest. .A
revolver in the hands of the White Moll
would insure instant and obedient re-
gpect from Pinky Bonn or any other
member of the gang under similar con-

ditions. And so—and so—it—would”

not be difficult, Only there was a
queer fluttering at her heart now, and her
breath came in hard, short little inhala-
tions. And she spoke suddenly to herself.
“I'm glad,” she whispered, “I'm glad I
paw those two old faces on that doorstep,
because—because, if I hadn’t, I—1I would
be afraid.”

The minutes passed. The dissolute fig-
- ure of an old hag disappeared, like a deeper
shadow in the blackness of the lane,
through the broken door of a deserted
shed; presently a slim, neat little figure,
heavily veiled, emerged. Again the min-
utes passed. And now the veiled figure
Jet itself in through the back door of the
Pug’s lodging-house and stole softly down
%;)r dark hall, and halted before the Pug’s

0Tt was the White Moll.now.

+ROM under the door, at the ill-fitting
threshold, there showed a thin line of
ght. Rhoda Gray, with her ear against
1@ door-panel, listened. There was no
! voiges- from within. Pinky Bonn,
M, was still alone, and still waiting for
ug. She %anced sharply around her.
was only darkness, Her gloved
hand was hidden in the folds of her
she raised her left hand and knocked
upon the door—two raps, one rap,

s A-mmputedlt. And as it had

r- broke
~ money.
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revolver, suddenly o
other; and her ‘mvhlml,‘
her, closed and the ¢
There was an almost
bewilderment on Pinky
Rhoda Gray threw
“My Gawd!” mumbled
and licked his lips. “The
“Yes!” said Rhoda Gray
your hands up over your
there and stand against
your face to it!” ,
Pinky Bonn, like an automaton 3
purely by mechanical means, obeyed,
Rhoda Gray followed him, and X
muzzle of her revolver pressed i A
small of the man’s back, felt rapi 7 18
his clothes with her left hand for the bules
of his revolver. She found
herself of the weapon, and stepping
ordered him to turn around again,
“I haven’t much time,” she said idly.
“I'll trouble you now for the cash you
took from Marny Day and French Pete®
“My Gawd!” he mumbled again. “¥ou
know about that!”
“Quick!” she said imperatively, “Pat™
it on the table there, and then go batk
again to the wall!” -
Pinky Bonn fumbled in his pocket. 88
face was white, almost chalky white, 3=
it held fear; but its dominant expr
was one of helpless stupefaction.
placed the sheaf of bank-notes
table, and shuffled back again to
Rhoda Gray picked up the
retreated to the door. Still
man, working with her left
her back, she unlocked the
this time removed the key
“You are quilt)ee safe here,
evenly, “since there appea
dow t};lrough which you could
you might make it a little unpie
me if you gave the
other occupants of the
got well away. 1 dare say
mind, but”-—she
and inserted the key on
“I am quite S
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Gray dre\alr iin
of relief.

i mnﬂy. She

ring her none too

! to grope her way
black ball toward the back door.

was dope now, and— No, she was
even yet! Some one was

that back door just

at least, she heard voices

at the end of the hall now.
time to go back and risk

. She darted across the
opposite side from that of the

use on that side the open-
would not necessarily ex-

here, perhaps black enough
L3 observation. She listened, her
| Beant beating wildly. The voices outside
‘mntinved. Why were they lingering there?
didn't they do one thing or the other
away or come in? There

much time! The Pug

at any minute now. Per-

those people out there was the

Pethaps it would be better after

rn back and go out by the front

Sky as that would be. No, her

| that direction now was cut off

as far back in the corner as
door of the end room on
hall had opened, and now
out and closed the door
She held

It—it was all right.

y from her toward

4 moment, it seemed as
her senses, as though
ng some mad, wild

't that the Pug’s
man had stopped?

ae seemed to have a key

SHE stifled a little cry. Her brain was

turmoil.  And now the back door w
opening, They—they might see her 3
And—yes—it was safer—safer to act on
the sudden inspiration that had come to
her. The door of the room from which
the Adventurer had ed was almost
within reach; and he had not locked it
as he had gone out—she had subconscious-
ly noted that fact. She understood now
why he had not—that he had safeguarded
himself against the loss of even the second
or two it would have taken him to unlock
it when he ran back for cover again from
the Pug’s room. Yes—that room! It was
the safest thing she could do. She could
even get out that way, for it must be the
room with the low window, which she re-
membered gave on the back yard, and—
She darted silently forward, and as the
back door opened, slipped into the room
the Adventurer had just vacated.

It was pitch-black. $he must not make
a sound—nor must she lose a second. What
was taking place in the Pug’s room be-
tween Pinky Bonn and the Adventurer, she
did not know. But the Adventurer was
obviously on one of his marauding expe-
ditions, and he might stay there no more
than a minute or two once he found out
that he had been forestalled. She must
hurry—hurry!

She felt her way forward in what she
believed to be the direction of the window.
She ran against the bed. But this afforded
her something by which to guide herself.
She kept her touch upon it, her hand trail-
ing along its side. And then, halfway down

its length, what seemed to be a piece of i

string caught in her extended, groping
fingers. It seemed to cling, but also to
vield most curiously, as she tried to shake
it off: and then something, evidently from
under the mattress, came away with a lit-,;‘;.‘
tle jerk, and remained, suspended, in her =
hand.

1t didn’t matter, d{‘d :'1:2 Nnt:!thmg ;
tered except to reac window.
here it was now! And the roller shade
drawn down; that was why the room
so dark. She raised the shade quick




. Pug were one!

window, fascinated at
object that still dangled by a cord
seemed as if an inner darkness were
aly riven as by a bolt of lightning—
hundred things, once obscure and in-
ible, were clear now, terribly

clear. She understood now how the Ad-
venturer was privy to all the inner work-
ings of the organization; she understood
now how it was, and why, that the Ad-
‘venturer had a room so close to that other
" room across the hall. That dangling thing
" on an elastic cord was a smeared and dirty
celluloid eye-patch that had once beed
flesh-colored! The Adventurer and the

face paling, as in the faint light
she

Her wits! Quick! He must not know!
In a frenzy of haste she ran for the bed and
slipped the eye-patch in under the mattress
again; and then, still with frenzied speed,
she climbed to the window-sill, drew the

roller shade down again and dropped to

the ground.

ROUGH the back yard and lane she
gained the street, and sped on along it
—but her thoughts outpaced her hurrying
footsteps. How minutely every detail of
. the night now seemed to explain itself and
dovetail with every other onme! At the
time, when Shluker had been present, it

',;['j‘:had struck her as a little forced and un-

necessary that the Pug should have vol-

~ unteered to seek out Danglar with expla-

nations after the money had been secured.
% she understood now the craft and
guile that lay behind his apparently inno-
. cent plan, The Adventurer needed both
- time and an alibi, and also he required an
for making Pinky Bonn the cus-

1 of the stolen money, and of getting
alone with that money in the Pug’s
I_('fz;zdh’: Danglar supplied all this.

C back, changed in that room
the Pug to the Adventurer, and pro-
:!l 1;? latter character to relieve

2 lmm{’ to return then across
:ectwne the in, and then

‘ ust come from

, to find his friend and ally, Pinky
by,!!hg;ir mutual arch-enemy

oy
to branch out into endless ra
She could not somehow think
enough now to decide what this me
a concrete way to her, and her to-u
and the days after to-morrow, ‘
She hurried on. To-night :
lie awake through the hours g:tb':ﬁ,,,
come, perhaps a clearer vision would he
given her. For the moment, : e
was something else—wasn't there? The
money that belonged to the old couple.
She hurried on. She came wﬁﬁ
street where the old couple lived. It was
a dirty street, and from the m*
stooped and picked up a dirty piece of old
newspaper. She wrapped the bank-notesin
the paper. £
There were not many people on the
street as she neared the mean little frame
house, but she loitered until for the mo-
ment the immediate vicinity was deserted;
then she slipped into the alleyway, and
stole close to the side window, through
which, she had noted from the street, there
shone a light. Yes, they were there, the
two of them—she could see them
distinctly even through the shutiess =
She went back to the front door
and knocked. And presently the
woman came and opened the door.
“This is yours,” Rhoda said, and thrust
the package into the woman's hand. w
as the woman looked from her to the packs
age uncomprehendingly, Rhoda Gray &
a quick “Good night” over her &
and ran down the steps agaimn, 2
But a few moments later she stole bacs
and stood for an instant once mare &
shuttered window in thc‘aﬂeyW~
suddenly her eyes grew dim. 8
old map white and with
aged head, sitting in & s 7
streaming down his face; and on t8e S
her face hidden on the o
woman knelt—and the man's hand § "
and stroked the thin gray bait oa &
woman's head. =tk e
Knoda Gray turned away. S
atreet her face was lifted, and she
upward, and there were myriad
there seemed a beauty in th
had never seen before, and & §reS
forting serenity. They "‘”J
something—that mﬁ :

that stark and evil garret to
at s e Wl :

:‘
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wlerever he goes.” A
name for
to which horsemen
' : back in the
, m(;:y;ut which one

3y 2 es in this part of %‘al‘il:omia.
PRRR S beginning © e story
: bwuld lunge told me in his
had been one todcallBﬁ‘)r he}l)p
: him aid. Being the
. 'Mh:'cztemcd himself with
3 pattles against the larger
S Sugden was a hu(gize‘ landhcl;ldcr
: ter his advent—alone.
beenafbad blood over broken
similar acts of vandalism on
Sugden’s riders; and more than
the black-bearded man had tried to
my father to sell out, but without re-

And then—
ol rode the hill to find what
i told me. u;l’t seemed, he said, as if
her must have been writing a letter
the time, for he was sitting in his chair
the table when discovered, and the pen
i as he had dropped it on the cloth. But
"fhere was no sign of written paper there.
Bl was plain enough that the murderer had
¢ him from behind.
‘fﬂm I jost wait because mebbe—
theenk—vo' weel come back,” said
Manvel, “or mebbe yo' weel answer my
Sletter telling o’ all thees.” At what risk
bl had abided I could well judge from the
- weapon in his hands.

1 never got the letter, Manuel,” said
P & It must have missed me in my wander-
s, if indeed it ever went back across
trail to the stage road—for there is
. ﬁg::ncc that it did not, as things

'liF bowed his head and was about to
: uﬁe some answer when a clatter of
S @ame from the trail. Several horse-
4 'f’:adeIng fror(r; the direction in
ey come, and I thought of those
¥ bad followed me through the fog.

# . burst
1‘ gmr big fellows, riding recklessly.
R t of them was the greatest

and the mostldevilishly splendid

hmnshtp. got a glimpse of
S he came on 5 g, 0w

mad; ang tho. ead run down the
hear to

into sight from the mists,

! he did a thing which
= mng him his life—and
had run out into the
‘wild halloo and was

ing snake. Its
falling, tightened a
The horse leaped on.

I saw that much, and then Manuel’s
rifle was in my hands. I never did re-
member taking it from the old man. I had
it leveled at my shoulder and called my
warning, with my finger eager on the trig-
ger as 1 raised my voice.

_ The horse came to a stop inside of two
jumps.

“Unloose that rope!” I shouted. And
as the order was obeyed, I watched the
other two. Their hands were
toward their sides, but I let the muzze
of the rifle swerve toward them and the

movement ceased. There was an uncom-

fortable moment which passed in dead
silence; and then they rode on while old
Boxer came limping back to lick the hand
which I extended to him. '

“Thees one ees Karmany,” Manuel said
quietly, and pointed to the big leader who
had roped the dog. And although he said
nothing more, I was certain from what I
saw in his eyes that I had leveled that
rifle at the man whom he believed to be
my father’s murderer.

And then he bade me kindly to come :

within the house while he got me a bite
to eat. While I ate the meal which he
had prepared for me, I thought the mat-
ter over, until—

“Manuel,” T said, “will you go with me
and show me this man Sugden’s house?”

I saw his eyes light fiercely as he nodded.
Before we went, he took down the gun
which he had placed in its rack on the
wall, and I was sufficiently impressed by ;
what T had seen and heard to get a single-
action pistol from my saddle-bags; I d
picked it up in Tombstone, Arizona,

used it down on the border more than X,

once; and I was in a frame of m§nd whel'fe__
I really hoped that occasion might arise
to use it again.
OAs he wgés saddling his own horse

one of ours, which he had caught up

me in the corral, “I am glad for you .
come jost now,” said Mannel,

thees Sugden send me word last

I have got to clear




scrap, or something like that;

have a lot of old heads like Mike

dall and Bert Bruce and fellows like

t bumped off after they’d fought real
men all over the world—"

iE weary voice of a hard-boiled non-
4 com cut in: “Aw-w, pipe down! I
* thought we was tryin’ to forget that stuif.
- What were you sayin’, Marty?”
fWho? Me? Wh,, I was talkin’ about
~ that time when we ran into that school of
~whales just off Puget Sound; they’d been
~ chasin’ fish or somethin’, and got to
- runnin’—”

~ “Swimmin’, ya mean.”

“O’ course. Well, they got to swimmin’
too fast an’ swum clean up on the beach,
and us fellows went out there with rifles
an’ bumped ’em off. Of all the flappin’
around you ever see in your life—"

“Huh! Stood him up again!” The in-
terrupting voice was that of the Captain’s
orderly as he nodded toward two figures
just getting out of a motorboat at the

One was in the uniform of a cap-
tain of Marines. The other wore the white
‘of the tropics. Ed Delaney turned a
curious head.

- “What d’you mean—stood him up?”
 The orderly chuckled.
i “Seems the Cap went sweet on a little

‘Spanish dame about the day after we
landed. Mercales introduced him. Oh,
she isn't a spick—I saw her; full-blooded

~astilian, and if I'say it myself, I wouldn’t
mind having her around the house for a
~ missus, I wouldn’t.”

“¥ou mean you’d like to dream o’ some-
thing of that kind. Say, if a woman ever
took a look at you, she'd drop dead. And

e ever took another, she’d come to life

, just so she could btimp off a second
ie. Mercales introduced him, huh?

t's Mercales' boat he was just out in.

s the racket?”
what I told you. The Cap saw this
went nutltly f:r her, but it seems
t across the bay, and that she'd
hard-boiled uncle or something.
what I can get from Mercales
p talking together, Mercales has
tr over here two or three times
Cap, and once or twice when the
was away, Mercales has sneaked

m' Whﬂ'l'l the old man’s

can see it

see if it was burning,
back again. What's wo
night in succession.”
“And who’s Mercales?” R
“Search me, except
of money and own?g bmlg‘ ot
on the other side of the hills, and th
seems to be tickled stiff that the M:
lit down here in Nicaraugua, to
revolution. Fine chance this gm:a,
stopping a revolution until the battle-wag-

ons get over here from Cuba.
“Oh, then!”
chorus. “Then there’s goin' to be some
"f”d: graves to make up for that bunch
Ol— O e
“Aw, le’s cut it!"” Three of them said it
at once. “Ed, what was that lie you were
‘gettin’ off your chest about g
clean across the China Sea?” o
“’Twasn’'t no lie, and it wasn't clear
across the China Sea,” answered Ed De =
laney heatedly. “It was when I was o8
the Dakota, and there was a swimming
match, and—" y
“You swam two days without stop
to eat,” broke in Marty. “All you Iy
guys make me sick. Why, one times
I was doin’ guard-duty at Pear] Ha
“I suppose you lived in the water
month, an’ the fishes brought you
meals!” .
“Well, anyway, I—"

It was a

B(TT the recital ended. From the tentiis
served as headquarters came the
of a bugle, the soft, sweet call of taps
men rose; One by one they sot

pup-tents. And as usugl
laney and Corporal Mickey
side by side beneath the little 8

canvas. -

“Listen,” the bald little oar ;
pered as they doubled up on I8& Sy
“what was that wild yarn you -
to spin about the China Sea?

“Nothin'” Ed Delaney ¥&
I just won the fleet chamy
all.”

“You? Say, quit

“T guess 1 dig?d’t,’t

“] say you didnt. e
couldn’t cwim a mile in ten ¥

“I couldn’t, huh?” .
straightened in the dar
know one thing; I can

best day you ever lived, ¥
behind’ youhl&«’:' :

my Dacs




. nothiﬂg.

the brig.
sneak?” The old com-
“We can get past
t. Anyway, you've got
I want to go swim-

the post, you mean? Either
B Nt ncw boot. . 1 1t's Pets,
bl t. Ii it’s the boot, we ought
& @ be able to get around him. Come on.”
| “Better wait awhile. Look out and see
'you can locate that sentry.” Ed looked.

“Nothing doing. Must be around the
We can make it all right. Come

And like two kids sneaking to the swim-
Sergeant Ed Delaney and Cor-
Mickey Brogan glided forth from

e Y they made their way along
. X the fringe of high grass which ex-
* tended almost to their tent. Slowly they
‘crawled, listening for the slightest noise,
| the slightest evidence of the presence of
: After a long time, far away,
 they the challenge and the clattering
. of rifles as two sentries met, and Ed De-
| laney touched his partner.
ol we're safe,”” he whispered.
must be the sentry on this post.
at the other end. Come on,

d?nt:ﬁ for it.”
ight two figures slid forth
the palms and tropical foliage be-
bastily yet cautiously. Fifty vards,
increased their speed—seventy-
¥ were moving as fast as their
positions would allow them. One

; ;"E?m Who goes there?”
. *d Delaney had made a Wrong guess.
Q%Machs they dropped, and wrig-
: grass. The Sergeant pitched

8 Yoice into a nasal Spanish:
0, seior/”
come here and let me take a look

to his partner. But to the sentry, they
in a position to make a break for it,
the sentry called: .

“Hey, you spick! Come out of that!”

“It’s the boot!” Mickey Brogan whis-
pered excitedly.
shot at us!”

“Shut up and kee? moving!"” came Ed
Delaney’s answer. “We're in for it now,
and we might as well play the game, It's
us to stay out until t.gey change sentries,
or get back to the camp some other way.
What say, we beat it clear around the
bend—down just opposite to where the
Captain’s girl lives?” .

“Yeh, and swim over and take a peek
and see what she looks like. I'm interested
in this love stuff.” :

“We'll be interested in a couple ¢’ bul-
lets if we don’t shut up.”

For again the sentry was shouting:

“There’s two of you, huh? I can hear
you whispering. Coming out of there?
Corporal of the guard! Corporal of the
guard!” G

High-pitched and loud was his voice,
Ed Delaney leaped to his feet.

“Run!” he commanded softly.

And together they ran, bumping into a
tree now and then, but speeding on in spite
of it, in spite of the darkness and the close-
matted vegetation, The shouts of the sen-
try grew fainter and fainter, then faded
altogether. The recreant pair slowed their
pace to a walk.

“Probably thought it was some spick
trying to get into camp,” mused Mickey
Brogan. 3 7

“Just why I used that bum Spanish,”
said Ed Delaney. “We’d better be mov- -
ing toward the beach. Wel be lost, the
first thing we know."”

H URRIEDLY they changed their course,
cutting diagonally through the dense
foliage and heavily matted vegetation to=
ward the faint sound of a slow-rolling surfs
Ten minutes later they reached the bay,
and walked along the shore for an hour.
Mickey Brogan started across the water.
“She’s sure the faithful one, aint
There’s that light beaming like a ¢
o’ beacons. . love’s funny‘-
aint it?” A,
" “You said something,” agreed
Ed. “You did, you know. You !
both sides of the page.

“He’s lable to take a



, - moment they lay watching

] ing upon the difficul-

" the path of true love. Then sud-
- Ed Delaney scrambled to his feet.

~ “You see the same thing I do?”

“What’s that?”
~ aStill see the light?”
~ “Pm a sonovagun!

- “Gone out, nothing!
~between us and it—that’s what!
my kind of a dock over there?”

‘Must be, Mercales runs his motorboat
over. I've seen him and the Captain come
‘back, and there never was any mud on
'ém, so they must have tied up at a dock.”

“Guess so. Probably a loading-dock for

-cane. Peel those clothes, quick,
ckey. The race is off!”

“A better one’s on, though!
or a knife or anything on you?”’

“No, have you?”

“Not a thing, We'll have to trust to
Juck.” Then Ed Delaney chuckled.
“We'll probably get over there and find
that it’s some old sugar-barge just tying up
for the night. But why hasn’t it got lights
on it?”

“Search me! ' Ready?”

““As soon as I get out of this shirt!”
A quick movement, and two naked men
~ started into the surf. Out into the water
~ they waded; then a slight splash, and side

1It’s gone out!”
Something’s come
Is there

Got a gun

ﬂg’e side they began the long pull across

~ Minute after minute they made their
‘way along, slowly closing the gap between
. themselves and the object of their curios-
= ity. An hour dragged away; then, five
hundred yards from their goal, they

to tread water and reconnoiter.
It was a boat that lay before them at
small dock, hardly a sloop, hardly
ything that could be dignified by the
m skip—the type of boat that one will
see along the southern coast and watch
ith speculative interest until it fades from
W, wondering whether the slight wave
br or the one just ahead will
it. , nefarious, dark in color
o, its kind has run n;‘ore than
ntlet, smuggled more than one
'Ed  Delaney, spouting water,
co:'l’l’rldc, just beside him,

L

e quietly than

s g =

ward the small dark hull
object whence voices were |
sound of men treading a hollow
Nearer, nearer— frion
Then they sank until
remained above water. From acros sk
bay had come the tightly muffled st
of a motor-launch as it skimmed over
bay, headed, it seemed, straight for thes
It was running without lights,
swiftly,. A hundred yards away
swerved, that it might head more :
for the dock, then shot past not fifty fe
away. Instantly the two Marines dived -
and came up in its wake,
They were safe from observation
the swirling waters would conceal the
swift-moving bodies; the flash of an
would be mistaken for the glint on
ruffled wave. '
ing, no need for consultation. Both
seen that same launch many times before
it belonged to Mercales—Mercales th
friendly, Mercales the amigo of the
tain—Mercales, hurrying to a dock w
a low-lying, dark, slatternly craft
sneaked in without lights, and where
were working in the night. g
Yard after yard they cut down @
tance between them and the ship
rying along in the swell of the
boat. Before them they saw the
sleek craft glide to the dock and stop,
shadowy figures made it fast. kW
its occupant had been expected. A
dred yards, two, three, foul :
caution again. They circled.
closer they crept to the faint &
the old ship, then dived.
When they came to the
they were under the dock,
of the several frayed strands of 10
hung in the water, Three feet ai
the side of the ship,
and dirty—indicative of many
the dark seas, with never & Iegi
in port, ne\l':’a \'isitng a ary
right now they were '
sh%: itself, but in the voice &
them from above, a clear
speaking in tones of com
“Where's :

There was no need for talk-



housand cases.”
That's to wipe out all
Thals cnugh o vie o,

1KLY the water-soaked hand of Ed
o Yj;bbed Mickey Brogan. And
i out a foot to indicate that

2 rst00d perfectly. From above, the

sation had continued:
. " UWhat precautions have you taken on
i ihh»v'.ry good, sefior. We have placed a

on the bow, and an experi-
man to handle it if necessary. All
the others are working.”
. “How many?”

“ ”
L 4Al] trusted men?”
| Yes seiior. I did not take any of the
- peons. These men are all leaders—every
L 4ne of them has a command and is faithful
| and loyal. That is why I chose them.”
. “GCood. Where’s that sweet niece of
~ yours?”
~ “In the hold of the vessel, sefior. She
* does not know what is going on. I put
~ up the light, as usual, to-night.”
“It worked fine. He doesn’t suspect. I
" Jeft him very love-sick and lonely. Sad,
8 it not?”
chuckled. Under cover of that
Ed Delaney leaned toward his

IR

§

-
§

.
2

t's Mercales,  the dirty bum!
his voice. Probably got the girl
up in the boat. No wonder they’ve
ting up that signal-light for the
It’s to keep him from finding
out about this gun-running.”
“No wonder,” answered Mickey Bro-
_ gan angrily, “they knew where we were
going that day they ambushed us. Mer-
cales tipped ‘em off. . . . Sh-h-h-h-h!”
For they were talking again above, Mer-
mﬁ:d the] marf] who evidently was the
uncle of the gir :  Captain
loved. girl the p
] “Am Mw
?"
“Fin hundred, according to the best in-
. ofmation I can get. They should be here
. IWo days. As soon as they arrive, I
. ™ant you to be on my plantations with
gy man you can cali to the cause. Then
e a message that the revolution-

?

v

B

e

f

many Marines are coming,

§"§

5,” laughed the other. :
Send‘a‘nmsage that the main

md'thitf
Ts;.enn m‘g‘ child
see that
_gunsareplaeedalongthel.mn:. g
just below the mountain. I will attend
to the rest—for I shall see that the grin-
gos take the right path. Not one will
be left to bring back the story!”
“Bueno!” V

AGAIN Mickey Brogan kicked Ed De-
. laney under water, and Ed Delaney
kicked back. From above came the sound '
of steps as the two men moved nearer the
gangway of the ship. Beneath the dock,
Ed Delaney and Mickey Brogan swam
quietly in pursuit. Once again came the

vonc’?‘ (l)‘f ut]lf leader, Mercales:

“Take that man from the machine-gun,
There is no need to keep him on guard
any more. I will watch that. We need
every man to work on the unloading, This
]shgnﬁ) must be out of the bay before day-
ight.” :

“St, senor.” :

There came an order, and fading steps.
For just a moment Ed Delaney and’eg?s Ty
bald corporal remained stationary. Then g
the veteran sergeant moved closer to his
buddy. :

“I've got the whole thing figured out,”
he whispered. ‘“This Mercales is the guy
who’s running the whole revolution. The
old uncle, whoever he is, is only his gen-
eral. Mercales has been sticking around

_the camp over there, getting all the dope
and staying in the dark. Nobody ever
has been wise to him—but he’s been wise
to everything the minute it happened.
We've got to play cards fast!” -

“We do, you know!” ; ,

Cautiously they worked their way along
the side of the ship, Delaney in thg lead.
Listening, straining for the slightest =
sound, they heard Mercales' come aboard,
give a few orders and begin pacing the -
deck. Quietly the two men began making
their way along in the water—suddenly to
halt.

Mercales had gone to the other en L
the deck and was turning back again.
idently he was thinking and plan
and pacing the full length of the ship.
he did so. Delaney turned again

ral. iy
w{?gs on board—if we can maxe
ordered. P

]
Lh

S,
B
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stern of the vessel. Cautiously De-

2ey pawed the air as he circled the old

" stopping now and then to tread water

to investigate every foot of his prog-
ress. Then quietly he signaled.

" .“A mpel"

. Mercales was at the far end of the deck.
" Hand over hand, slipping, then twisting
" themselves about the rope, they made their
* way up over the stern and slid into the
- shadow of the aft cabin. Mercalels :’ai
- approaching. uickly Delaney lookec
about himianthhen stooped. A second
later he had risen, a winch-bar grasped
tightly in his hand. Mercales had come
closer.

Once he turned and started back down
the deck toward where the men were un-
loading the endless boxes from the for-
ward batch; then, changing his mind
again, he came on. Ten steps more and—

A quick blow, a thudding sound, and
~ the white-clad body of the man swayed
and fell—into Mickey Brogan’s arms.

; “Quick with his clothes,” Delaney or-
~ dered, ‘“—before they miss him!”

But Brogan was already at work.
Hardly a moment later a white-clad figure
unce more resumed its pacing; nor did the
revolutionists notice that in the shelter of

- his form another figure was creeping along
- the deck—the naked body of Mickey

Down and back again, down and back.

Thep a signal. Mickey had reached his
station; Mickey Brogan was ready. The
igure in white leaped quickly to one side,
kicked full in the face the form of the
spick that was emerging from the hatch-
ly, knocked down the cursing Spaniard
bad just started to the dock with his
load, and then, like lightning,

dragg n‘the hatchway into place and bat-
scream of warning came from the
shouted orders. The loud voice of
g uncle rose anxiously,

el Seflor Marcales! What's

‘ ‘Unih;sl States Marines—that’s
ng!” came the hoarse answer

it | Delaney as he tugged and
ﬂ‘hbox the revolutionist had
‘Watch yourself, Mickey—
ning to mill on the dock there

'm

“Can’t tell yet—watch
gun trained on the gangplank:
A crackling sound as a board
from lfht,' already weakened box.
came from close range on
tingljusl above Ed Dgelaney}:eh:?
riedly he pawed in the semidarkness th
whirled, ; & A
“All  right, Mickey!” he shouted
“They're drums, alleyright-—wg:hmu_’
there—all right—turn loose!” R
A  half-hundred men had '
rushed toward the gangplank—and with
the rush had come a stream of spurting |
fire from the Lewis gun in the hands of
Mickey Brogan. Snapping and
it telegraphed forth its death, to
the figures as they sought to make the
gangplank, then to send them scurrying
for cover again. The dark streiches
of the dock began to spurt fire; the |
whing-g-g-g-g of bullets began to
above the heads of the men as ‘
crouched at the machine-gun. Ed Delanes
changed a drum and swore softly.
“Dinged thing’s hot—now start sw
ing that dock. That’s it—swing ‘eram
a bit more—a bit more now—that’s
look out!” :
A bullet had clipped against the st
ard of the gun and gone whining %8
From the far end of the dock f_
steady blaze of rifle-fire, and then Micke
turned his gun, to send a wi
of fire against it, while Ed Delaney,
ing drums, ducked and watched
groaned. -
“If T only had a riflel” he med
“Fourteen million rifles laying
me here in boxes, and I can’t get
of ’em. Change that gun a little, MK
and take in that burst of fire over
left—it's getting pretty hot
Gosh, if T only had a nf dt-
be the pickin’s, though e
flashes!” e 'H! Gickey,
“Gimme another drum:  Th
squatted at his stuttering m’w‘m o
thing’s beginning to get ‘

E nodded his head qUICKI¥

hatchway of the old shif
beginning to rise and jerk
forts ‘of the men beneath ¢
Once it cracked, and an arm




!

t!" the ser-
. an about for a
| to knock 'em cold as they

yelled Mickey.
hand's gettin' numb.”
mattegre? Winged?” Ed
to the side of his
adventure. Mickey’s

e drum!”
$ e
ran

in many an

10

winged since the first shot,” came
answer. “How's the ammuni-

‘. tting long
d re getung £

» gotten help!” :
high on a hill opposite the dock
the spitting of rifle-fire. Bullets be-
cut into the deck from an angle
‘meant trouble. No longer was their
of use to them; no longer were ltl]\ey
a higher point of vantage than
gnmi& Hu%edly Mickey Brogan
to turn the machine-gun in that
on. and failed. It would not reach
glevation. Ed Delaney, daring the
‘hail which had begun to come stead-
from the hill, leaped forward and
cked into the hatch the first of the
of the imprisoned men who were
gscape. A bullet cut through the
e clothing he wore and burned his
Hastily he dropped to his stomach
the deck behind a pile of canvas, and
id for his next victim. His arm rose
dropped—and a form dropped into the
id 35 a4 result of it. Again—again—then
iey, raising for a fourth blow, sud-
f recoiled dizzily. From below had
a hurtling missile which struck him
in the forehead. Blood began to flow

Look!

into his eyes, but he dragged himself for-

just in time to crash in the

m.ﬂ @ man already hali out of the

Over at his gun, Mickey Brogan took

"Yh% then leaped forward.

SI0uve got two hands,” he ordered.

!ﬁ' Canh'andle that thing. T can knock
out mtl'!x"one. Take the gun—oh,

pointed out into the bay. There,

Ig across the water, were three mo-

1S with men. A flash cam
08¢ of them, and a bullet whin

d. Ed jumped to his feet,

Brogan swung his one good

bther enemy to the bottom

> another of the lively

13

of the boat. A?.!n '
the hurrying craft, the; ) _.
spite of the fire from the hills,

“It's gyrenes!” he shouted
“It's the bunch from camp, (
to see what the row is! Nm ever
s:ot (;ha‘t waﬁ. G , aim toward
the dock and the hills, is is Delaney
——\;e'r}t: on the boat!” i b

A shout came in answer— : -
tering of fire that drew the mn:ia:h:(
the enemies on the hill,
circled. A moment more, and then came
the thudding of heavy shoes on the deck
of the old ship. Then— bl

The clattering of a half-dozen machine-
guns, the swift rise of rifles to the shoul-
der, the beautiful pause that tells of a
steady aim, then the crackle of death. Ten
minutes—then silence. The fight was
over, and a revolution as well, z

THE next morning, under the palms Je&
outside San Marco de Lanores, a dec
court-martial was in progress. Before it
stood two men, one with a bandaged arm.
The Captain leaned forward—and there
was a twinkle in his eye that belied the se-
verity of the charge of Absent Without
Oificial Leave against the tall dnd short
Marines before him. g

“Sergeant Delaney,” he said quite se-
verely, “I want you to answer me truth-
fully. You two were absent from camp last
night because you suspected this Mercales
—now, weren't you? Don't lie to me!

The twinkle was in Ed Delaney’s
also. g

“Oh, yes sir.”

“And you knew that you and
Brogan couldn’t come to me about it,
cause you knew that he and I
friendly, and you feared I wouldn't lis
to you. Now, isn’t that the truth? De
}'OUCI);;: to me.n(’)’w!” T

i es Sir,

“So ’tge only way you could pro
to be a traitor was to leave the gm:p
out pertnissiop?” No lies, now.

h‘.’e i .
Andwﬁ\g:ogﬁnum later went
records the names of Sergeant Ed .

and Corporal Mickey Brogan
the charge of A. W, Al
wit‘h: >

‘“Absen

0 ongl

Swiftly the boats



" A JOYOUS story of
A Darkyland, told with
" a humor you will find
most pleasantly infec-
tious.

E misfortunes of Mose Goober,
respected citizen of the little
negro settlement of Gilead, were
; induced by certain circumstances,
one of which was the thrusting upon him
of an unexpected honor, and another a

very serious falling out with his wife.
Mose was a big, hulking Ethiopian of
‘pure stock, black as ink, and possessed of
a fund of good humor that found him favor
in a wide circle of his own kind—boon
- companions who eschewed work and cul-
~ tivated the easy side of life to the limit.
It was his wife Randy’s objection to such
associations, as well as her insistence that
he should locate a job and thereby con-
, to his share of the domestic
tpenses, that started the trouble; and his
tilure “to comply had resulted in an en-
ced exile from his home. Mose was
and powerful, but Randy was a West
ast negress, a perfect female giant, and
found that she could hold the door

any effort he could

: -

outsid

felt his resolution begin to melt. He did
go back cautiously, one day, dﬂ“’u 4
to be on the opposite side of :
when he made his appeal. He put all
pathos of his being into that
never had any very distinct i
tion of just what happened in the
few moments, but when be pulled:; :
a good half-mile flight, it was for
pose of nursing sundry bruises
which a perfect cloud of flying MSSE S
the shape of saucepans, brﬂhm |
wood sticks, and other things vl
him. It was then that Mose becat St
convinced that the domestic "
no camouflage but the real .» =
“Fo’ de good Lor'l™ he moﬂlﬁ" :
“Dat nigger woman am suffin o mek
ordin’ry. Howeber is Ah 8% 5
dat up to her? Specs %
go to wuk, anyway, )eg’ :gh. B
de Lor’ knows Ah ain

A

E thot.nght was depressit

and ease and
necessary to his

TS

&

A




problem was

‘ ar;feul con-
want to make a mis-

oo that his next life-

4 be that Rand¥ walg,
especially in the matter of culi-

he would be well
| ed Randy's temper.
of sleeping around in sheds
and grubbing for meager fare
an restaurants, or at the free-lunch

- of the Black 'Possum Saloon. He
dn't recall a square meal since

dy had t him out. His mouth

yed when he thought of her fried
%en and hoe cakes, corn pone and
o and fixings. It made him yearn to
it back. A sort of nostalgia swept over
A great globule of a tear crept out

of the corner of his eye and trickling
+ down his ebony cheek, dropped with

sh onto the bosom of his cotton shirt.

IS thing was bad enough as it stood,
‘but he was just beginning to get
gned to it when along came the other
to hasten his steps toward the great

m of his life.
had always been a faithful and
psistent member of the Black Star Lodge
Colored Freemen, a secret organization
har to Gilead. It happened that the
g treasurer died, and much to his as-
i tonishment Mose found himself elected to
e office. No salary was attached, for
b the honor was supposed to furnish suffi-
| cient recompense. He suddenly found him-
L self the custodian of the association’s
tnds, to the extent of thirty-six dollars
L and seventy-six cents. It was the first
time in his life that he had felt the heat
$ 30 much change in his pocket at one
&, and in burned like a red-hot coal.
7y time he put his hand in his pocket
 encountered it, he felt a little distrust
bimself. But for the delay in waiting
A few outstanding dues the money,
0Ly, in obedience to a bylaw of the
) have found its way safely into
fare of the Orlando Bank that very
S0 that what happened to Mose
Wt have happened at all, and this
Wwould have been spoiled. But Fate
snare for Mose in the person of
Ariend, Pink Smith, who had
 and at the same time

A 4

they

of " friendship, Ty

of friendship.

mented, and so firmly that it ‘
required a sledgehammer to break them,
so far at least as Pink was concerned, It
took the wily little racetrack mulatto, who
was wanted for misdemeanors in four
States, not quite thirty minutes to possess
himself of nearly every secret of the trust-
ing Mose’s life. He promptly decided that
he had use for Mose.

Pink was a slender, rather delicately
built yellow boy with a chant for
flashy clothes and cheap jewelry. In point
of worldliness Mose was an innocent lamb
in comparison. Pink declared that he had
just strolled over from New Orleans, where
he had been playing the ponies success-
fully. A hankering to see the old home
town had brought him to Gilead.

Mose, with the corn whisky sizzling in
his brain, proceeded at once to unbosom
his domestic troubles to Pink, who listened
with his little yellow eyes narrowed to
slits.

“Ah ain’ slep’ in mah bed an’ undah
mah own roof fo' four weeks,” he revealed.
“Ah ain’ got no ha’ht to go home no mo"."”

“Huh! Wha’ fo’ am dat?” asked Pink
casually.

“Mah wife Randy—she done turn me
out,” whimpered Mose. :
“She done turn yo’ out?” Pink selected
a cigarette and lighted it contemptuously.

“Yeh, she sholy did,” lamented Mose.
“Ah ain’ had a square meal since. ¥Yo'
know Ah is a well-kep’ nigger, Pink. Fo'
de Lor’, Ah is losin’ mah waist-line. Jes"
laik enough Ah is gwine to die of starva:
tion.”

Pink’s scorn was unconcealed. ¥

“Yo' gwine let a nigger woman Sstep
on yo' laik dat, Mose?” SN

Mose rolled his eyes. L

“Lan’ ob Gideon! Wha’ kin Ah do? Ah
reckon yo' don’ know mah wife Ra
She berry sérvigerous leddy.”

INK seemed to be busy a momen
mental calculation, He listened id
while Mose rehearsed his woes a

length. Finally he ;npped the pol
surgf;::ce of the bar with his ng

B eSee heah, yo! fool ni
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laik Ah would consider it a
favor, Pink.” ;
h axes yo' a question: was yo' wed-
din’ a chuth weddin’ or jes a nigger

N ?”

: %wownd his eyes wide. :

" “Bress mah soul!” he gasped. “Yo ﬁn_k

- Randy would mah’y me anywhere but in

" ¢hu'ch? She am one ob de pillows ob de
Fus' Baptis' Chu'ch, and de Reveren’

" Skidder done mah’ied us in dat home ob

~de Gospel.” :

" YA’ right!” said the yellow boy with
‘satisfaction. “Dat’s all Ah wants to know.
Tell me suffin’ else: ain’ dat house yo’ lib
in yo’ own possession?”

Mose reflected.

_ “Ah ain’ jest suah ’bout dat,” he said
dubiously. “When Ah got mah wife, Ah
done fought Ah got de house wif her, but
Ah ain’ ’xactly suah.”

“Don’ de mab’iage vows say dat yo’
wife endows yo’ wif all her worldly goods
and possessions?” Pink used emphasis.

~ “’Pears laik Ah reckermember somefin’
about it,” confessed Mose uncertainly.

“Ob co'se yo’ do,” asserted Pink. “Yo’
is de boss ob dat house, an’ yo’ is de boss
ob yo' wife ’cording to de terms ob de
mah’iage contract.”

Mose whistled softly.

- “Wha’ dat yo’ say? Ah is de hoss ob

- de house an’ mah wife, ’cordin’ to de
mah’iage contract?”

- “Suttinly yo’ is.”

?‘dose‘chuckled and spread out his hands.
- “Ah jes’ laik to hab yo’ argify dat wif

‘her, son. Ah ain’ got de stummick to do

mahse’f. She say de house was hers

‘when she mah’ied me, an’ she jes' lets me

 dere fo’ ‘commodation. Ain’ neber been

- able to sassify her dat it ain’ dat way.”
~ “Wha' fo’ she turn yo' out?”

e ll,in’ jes’ sassified kase Ah don’
, hl:omfhawbg::k ni%gsr, Ah done haid a
ACK 10’ ten ye
_“Am years, an Ah
Huh! ’ blame yo’ fo’ dat, Mose.
Ah do?'. fo’ no nigger wench
Ifin’a way right quick to show
who am de boss if she was mah

m thetically.
e mah wife Randy?”
that he hadn't.

Pink took a whiff of m' ‘s
reflected. .
“Huh! Am yo’ wif g
dy?” yo' wife a law%
“Wha’ yo' mean?”

bist
fied. asked Mose, myst.

“Hab she any re t fo’ af
country?” "Rect 10 de lovavan
“Ah reckon she hab.” s
“A’ right!” Pink nodded sa 2
eber heah ob dat article ob ﬁy&
tushion ob de United States dat sa
possession am nine points ob de law?®
“Ah don’ jes’ grab yo’ meanin’, son”
Mose mumbled vaguely. 4
Pink pulled some formidab i
documents out of his pocket and proceed- )
ed to examine them. As a matter of
they were only advertising sheets of tips |
on the New Orleans races, but he knew
that Mose couldn’t read. After some time
he appeared to be satisfied, and with a
judicial air looked up. o1
“Well, it am dis-a-way: accordin’ o de
Constitushion ob dis country, if yo' kin
git into dat house when she am out, aa"
close an’ lock de door, yo' hab possession.
Dat am nine points ob de law in yo' favers =
She ain’ got but one point in her favor =
lef’, an’ Ah hol's dat mahse’f.” -
“Sholy!” breathed Mose in sheer admita- "=
tion of his friend’s legal knowledge. “Wha'
'hout dat odder point? How be yo' “‘
dat?” e
Pink squared his shoulders and tapped
his chest with his long ol
“Ah hol’s dat odder point mahse'f A&
am yo’ lawyer,” he said emgmlw“" i
Mose scratched his head.

“Mebbe yo' splanify a little,” be S8
gested. 2
“Pears laik yo' ain’ berry CIrCUSE
cious in vo’ undahstandin’,’hlose (300
Ah splanify a little moh fo

tion. Mebbe yo' an Ah go down dere,

we gets & pickaninny to tek a me o ¥

to her axin' her to step into a el

house. Den yo' slips mY?dloeB :’ ks
ints ob possession.

gg Ah sits down on de doorstep.

de lawyer, an’ hol’s dat

o !




bizness
han’s befo' Ah leabes dis town,
reckons dat we'd bettah :
mattah wif expedition. Am dat ag
able to yo'?” ;
““Ain’ no time laik de present,” assented
Mose.

: g
mcommisention?" asked
", ob change—mebbe ten

SO they left the saloon. They attracted
some attention as they walked down
the grass-grown street. Buck negroes
lounging at the corner leered at them; some
pickaninnies ran behind them asking for

was running to the limit.  pennies. A couple of Gilead belles hang-

prospect of a tremendous coup
1S gﬁ?ﬁ him. He knew that there was
ooe thing in the world that Randy
and reverenced and would obey, and
was the mandate of the law. Surely
"Prars i fo’ doin’
dat’s a heap ob money fo’ doin
' a li'le favor la?k dat,” he quibbled.
k!” spiffed Pink. “Since Ah has
in de lawyer’s bizness, Ah meks a
cha'ge ob one hundred dollars fo’
ah advice. Ah is considerin’ mah
pdship fo’ yo', an’ Ah is mekin’ de
low. Yo' mus’ be a cheap man if
n' wuth ten bones to git yo' wife an’
e back. Howsumever, if yo' ain’ so
”

" hol’ onto yo'se’f till Ah does a li’le
ulatin’,” interposed Mose.

. Was a matter that required considera-

as Mose was aware. He had the

ey, he well knew, but it was not his.

occurred to him suddenly that he would

borrow it. Why not? Surely his

thers couldn’t object to that when

€ause was so worthy, His mind was

made up. He would do it.

“Ab gib yo' dat ten dollars sho’, son, if
dat wuks out a’ right.”

‘There was a faint sneer in the corners

Pink’s mouth.

“Kaint hep but wuk out. Ain’ no
“awyer dat waits fo’ his pay, though. Yo'
:'m across wif dat ten dollars or
et ain’ no game. Dat ain’ distrustin’
, but it am de way de law

reflected some moments. He had

e a battle with his conscience, for be
Said to the big negro’s credit he really
5 a function, At last with a
be extracted ten dollars from his
and passed it over to Pink, who

it into his pocket

ing over a paling gave them a coquettish
challenge. Pink adjusted the paste dia-
mond in his tie so that the sun would flash
on it and remarked casually:

“Some berry auspicious female leddies in
dis town, Mose. Ah aims to mek a few
’quaintances afo’ Ah goes away.”

Just then, they arrived in view of the

late domicile of the ostracized Mr. Goober.
The house, or rather cabin, did not differ

greatly from the others in the town. It

was built of slabs and logs, with low-set

windows and a front door that hung
loosely on its hinges. The roof was

roughly shingled, and along its ridge there .

extended a platform reached by a ladder

on which always sat a bucket of water, for

use in case of sparks’ setting fire to the
corncob chimney, a by no means uncom-
mon happening. '
Some jasmine trailing over the stoop,
though, gave a bit of color to relieve the
rudeness, and the walk was bordered with
magnolia shrubs. There was a smatt::ﬁ
of Bermuda grass to cover the white
of the front yard, and a couple of lemon
trees bloomed at the gate. '

-

Altogether, it was a quite comfortnb‘!ﬁ&

home, quite too comfortable for a comfo!
loving negro like Mose Goober to fors:
of his own free will. '

It was now, as they drew nearer,
Mose became conscious of a sudden
feeling in his knees. He came to a hi

“Wha’ fo’ yo’ holdin' up?” dema
Pink. :

Mose mopped a few beads of p
tion from the bridge of his nose
coat-sleeve, : '

“Ah ain’ so pertickler ’bout
mahse'f familiar in dis yeah 'l
he explained. :

There was a little clump
by, and the two
there to cons
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et about the Goober residence.
sign of life was a razorback root-

: yard. Mose felt a little
bit :flyt::ming as he saw the outlines of
-his favorite easy chair in the front win-
‘dow. It recalled many a happy siesta after
a hearty feed-up. And now it was lost
w“h\ivmeil,” grunted Pink, “wha’ yo’ got to
- sudjest?”
' “'Pears laik yo' am de one to do de
sudjestin’,” retorted Mose. “Ain’ yo’ paid
- fo’ dat?” :
“Vo' waits heah till Ah comes back,”
Pink growled. “If Ah don’ come back, an’
yo’ wife goes out, yo’ jes’ go in.”

HE slipped away. Two minutes later he
captured a pickaninny and slipped a
w in his hand, instructing him to tell
rs. Goober that a gentleman who wasn’t
her husband was waiting at the street
corner to see her. The pickaninny exe-
cuted his orders so well that in a few
minutes Randy, with a big sunbonnet to
- protect her complexion from the fierce rays
- of the sun, was making her way to ascer-
- lain the meaning of this mysterious tryst.
She had drawn from the pickaninny that
the unknown gentleman was a mulatto,
and that he was fashionably dressed.
Whether Randy was thrilled with the sus-
on that her feminine charms had at-
tracted some fashionable Lothario or not,
it is aot easy to say. Anyway, she readily
the summons and it is worthy
that as she spotted the nattily
sed Mr. Smith at the street corner, she
nctively assumed a little air of co-
Quetry which in a younger and handsomer
Aemale might have been captivating.
s nwhile, Mose had observed her de-
%, and summoning all his courage,
4 across the street and through the
and reached the entrance. He stepped
long-lost home and quickly crog:-d
bd the door. Tt could wot be said
' Was conscious of a permanent
: He was not altogether
R
oA ' ty to
againgt disaster. Al he clung to
-' “Mmﬁum pemiged o us.

~ of note

3

denied him his niche in this
semble. If he succeeded in n
well, certainly the price -
cheap. He would regard Pj ey
ever as the greatest benef: his )i

He had hardly condudmd& 3
when a certain familiar od assailed A
nostrils. With unerring j i &# =
steps took him to the kitéhen, Agreat
platter of fried chicken garnished with
sweet potatoes was in the stove oven, No i
famished wolf ever descended upon Bis
prey with half the avidity displayed y
Mose Goober. Great hunks u.& :
cious white meat went down his capacions |
gullet at a gulp. He had reached 2 point
where there was nothing left on thym
but pickings when he heard high-pitched
voices and stole to the front window as
the safest point of observation. And what
Mose observed, he was destined long to
remember, ;

PL\‘K watched Randy’s giant figure rol-
ing up the street toward him with =
mixed emotions. Pink had sufficient seif- =5
assurance to carry him into the presence =
of kings, but when he appraised the Bl
proportions of the big negress be-
told him that this was one time in his Eie" =
when his powers of circumspection would =8
be taxed as never before. However, be =
was in for it, so his nerves grew taut &8
fiddlestrings, and his yellow face became
a mirror of brass.

When Randy was a few yuds away, b
raised his hat with all the politeness of &
chevalier and with his most honeyed toee.
inquired: : .

“Hab Ah de gre't honah to mek g
tinguished ’quaintance ob Missus Kef
Goober?” e

Randy swept him with a r* R
ing glance, and evidently favorsieL e =
pressed, gave expression to 8 o y
He appeared to her a very PrEF=EEis
and most pleasing young man. . o

“Yo’ hab de right answer, Ab 2%
said coyly. “Wha' fo' may
yo’' wan’ to see me about?” .

Again Pink made 2 profound b

“Ah requests M&
yo' as far as de do’ ob y0'!

a berry inmmnt fing to ¢




mbered a choice bottle
? m shelf. But
w » was and what had
‘:jong, Pink revealing
talented conversationalist.
m few yards had established
intimacy, and Randy was

'ﬂ; she wasn't married.
ﬂ as far as the doorstep and
rmined that she could not per-
ot an experience to terminate

! to enter while yo’ states

” she said winsomely.

moment had arrived.
s bound to spress mah regret dat
accept dat most emnguuhed
!‘dd Pink. suddenly assuming an
'Pofmonal dignity, at the same
: a sheaf of formidable-looking
out of his pocket. “Ah has to state
‘Al am beah in de intrusts ob mah
Mistah Mose Goober, yo' husban’.
 heah to repringsent his intrusts in
e ob de law.”

change in Randy’s attitude was
hing bevond powers of description.
nuthu' stout, pleasant-faced negress
was. mslantly transformed into a
browed, scowling Amazon.
a' dat? Mah husban’? ~ Debbil!
‘am yo'? Wha' fo’ yo’ come heah?”
lnok all Pink’s nerve to hold his poise.
Aﬁ is a lawyer.” But his voice qua-
His assertion didn’t seem to have
S g effect upon her that he and
¢ had anbnpated He cast a side-
e toward the gate, measuring the dis-

DGUIN

e y.
Nell, wha' yo’ want ob me?>”

LDy

mldly
w said Pink persuasively, “Ah is
to beliebe dat yo’ am a respecter ob

"'Wh’ ‘bout dat law?”

m,” stammered Pink, “didn’ yo’
Moae Goober in de chu'ch an’

l"mmed Randy. “Ah didn’ neber
¥ dat no-"count lazy nigger man. He
‘mab'y me. Woman don’ neber mah’y

l?an allus hab to do de

dropped with the force of

loglc and for a moment

mlly “but when he

asked

demanded the

mah'ied yo', didn’ yo' s
dat yo' would endow him wif all yo'
ly goods an’ possession? Didn’yo" :

“Wha' dat?” Randy Randy stepped closer ,
Pink receded, for he didn’t like the Nhr

“Dat am de law,” protested Pink des-
perately, “when nigger woman mah'ies she
hab to gib herse'f an’ all ob her pos-
sessions to her husban’, an’ if he hab
sessxon be hab de nine points ob de ﬁ::
an’—

“Yeah, yo' li'le yaller-skin’ swamp rat]™
hissed Randy “Yo' fink dis yeah home
don’ b'long to me? Yo' fink Ah hab to
gib dat to mah husban'?”

“Da’s de law,” squeaked Pink, terror be-
ginning to master him; “he hab
session an’ de law say ‘dat am nine pow
in his favor.,” .

“Wha’ 'bout dat possession? How hab
he got possession?” screamed Randy. “Jes'
let him show his haid around yeah—Ah
|(~ laik to lay mah eyes on him.,”

“Jes' yo’ try dat do’,” sugg&ted Pink.

“He hab got possession an’ de law say—"

But Randys big hand was already on
the door-latch., The door wouldn't yield.
\he turned like a lioness.

“Am mah husban’ in dat house?”

“M'am, de law says—” But Pink’s
zeal was fatal. He never knew exactly
how it all happened. There was just a
vague recollection of being caught up as
if in the grip of a cyclone, and whirled
through the sand and scrub, and ﬁna.lly
after a swift journey through the air, of
landing with stunning force on the earth.
When he regained his dazed senses he
picked himself up out of the sand of the
roadway just in time to view an astonish=
ing and edifying spectacle. Mose W
emerging from the top of the cob chimney
covered with soot, from whence he took &
flying leap to the ground, and shot p
Pink into the palmetto scrub.  Pink
a brief view of another ﬁgure righl
hind Mose but that was

111; o Lcd himself d limped a

e picl imself up an

“Dis ain’ no place fo’ a ’telligent i
laik me,” he muttered. “Ain’ no use tn)
to practice de law 'round yeah'
chuckled with afterthonght,
dat ten dollars, anyway.”

l'r mayseemcuno\smltq
justice will in
making
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. This is sim;:lly akcasfe
misapplied logic. The railroad track of-
s a4 more di:g:line to a zone of safety
an the highway, and the chance of se-
curing quick tion on the brake-
‘beam of some passing freight is appealing.
. This was not the reason, however, why
~ Mose Goober plunged madly through the
Jive oak and palmetto scrub and gained
~ the roadbed of the Florida Midland. The
direction of his flight was a mere matter
. of chance, and he had outdistanced his in-
' furiated pursuer before he reached there.
The railroad itself was a joke. An en-
terprising promoter from New York had
ased a supply of second-hand sixty-
pound rails and with cheap labor had laid
them twelve miles through a part of the
‘orange belt on the pretense of quick and
easy connection with the South Florida
main line. An old wood-burning loco-

~ motive of the earliest vintage, a flat- and

a box-car comprised the rolling-stock. The
- most important and valuable part of the
_equipment consisted of the powerful jacks
with which to restore the train after de-

~ railment, a very frequent occrrence. The
- Florida Midland’s literature,

however,
was far more costly, consisting of ele-

! gantly printed prospectuses of exaggerated

. earnings and an endless supply of gold-
~ embossed bonds and stock certificates dis-

- seminated mostly among gullible investors

‘in the effete North.

- When Mose struck the little grass-grown

railroad track he was completely exhausted

- and thought only of a hiding-place. He
crawled into a culvert, stretched himself
with a prodigious snort, and almost

Hore he knew it was asleep.

'When he awoke, it was the dawn of an-

- day, and crawling out of his retreat,
_and sore in all his joints, he cast a
5 glance about him and then sat
upon a log and gave ‘himself up to
ons that were bitter.
prospects held but little that
heering, His chance of reinstatement

A cold perspiration }
as he considered the cone
it be discovered by the Jodee
}ha; be, the treasurer, was ten dollar.
in his accounts, Of course, he hyg .
borrowed it, yet it was "lﬂ:.lt“ |
sion.  Mose knew that the most serige.
crime among his T
a public trugt. Peoplo ¥t e m"

What he had done “Tespecting
negro would have done ::h:{m Pl
dead sure he could get away with it Is |
the liberal philosophy of his ilk, sin ceases
to be virtue only when it is fomdmu'
that was the fate that would befall him
He would be found out. o

He promptly discarded the idea that
Pink might be induced to hand back the
ten dollars. Yet, he must somehow e
place that ten dollars, and save his char-
acter. He cquld think of only ‘one way
and that was to go to work, and that
seemed to Mose a st ition.

Finally he decided he would take an e
cursion into the town, taking care notte
encounter any of his Jodge-brothers, with S
the fear of the guilty that by some me
they had learned of his defection. Whie
he had been sitting there deep in thongis
he had been unawares of the approachsis
a figure along the track. o

B0

o
7
4!

TALL, somber figure it was, atts

in a frayved frock coat and GG
white waistcoat. A battered silk hat o=
tributed to the clerical make-up of the @
nified Reverend Skidder, beloved pastoc &
the Gilead Baptist Church. The Revest:
Skidder spotted Mose long before.
spotted him. The preacher had
pole in his hand, He had been iS5
the Wekiva Creek. -

The crunching of the rﬂﬁh s
caused Mose to about apP

sively, and his guilty soul

down into the pit of *

terror. The R

his spectacles and sta

road bank above,

at him. Pl
“Howdy, Mistah '
“HW, l » 3 i

longing to break nﬂ a5
“ )pe.n w '

suffin’ dis , Som.

rumpled up ‘bout 3
laik de fear ob de




“ t to be put off.

“limes when yo’ needs to take
s to de Lor’, son,” he suggested.
e yo' to bring yo’ troubles
an’ hab yo' sins washed away
fires ob hell gwine get yo'.
hab heerd: ob de trouble yo’

in’ wif yo' fambly. How

DAZZLING inspiration descended

upon Mose andns%rought his spirits

with a bound. He knew that nothing

earth equaled Randy’s reverence for

Baptist faith, and its personification

‘the saintly individual before him. If

could induce the Reverend Skidder to

e up his cause, he would have the most
oweriul lever imaginable.

0 S5 he impulsively unbosomed himself

I o the spiritual adviser. He was careful

" though not to mention his and Pink’s ex-
rience of the day before.

'#Fo’ de Lor’, pahson,” he whimpered,

*Ah done lub dat woman laik it am wicked

o' me to lub her so much. Ah done be a

'good true husban’ to her, but she ain’

5 show me no mercy no moh. Ah

be homesick fo’ mah home, but she

jus’ kaint be puhswaded. Wha’ Ah gwine

to puhswade her, pahson?”
. The Reverend Skidder, peering at Mose
¥ his spectacles, looked like nothing

- %0 much as a big owl.

b “Hum!"” he mused with a sort of little
b chuckle. “Hab yo’ look de premises ober
. berry kerrfully, son? Hab yo’ made suah

| fat de sheepfold am tight, an’ no wolf

| @i’ jes’ been snoopin’ round to sneak his
I Way i and steal yo’ lamb? Am yo’ suah
K son? Yo' know de Lor’ made

(. Woman to try man’s soul jes’ as well as
b“m@de her to be his he’pmate.”

’ Ain’ no odder nigger been snoopin’
. Mound, pahsan,  Ah is daid suah ob dat,”
- protested Moge.

- The Reverend stroked his chin whisker.
{"Hum!” he mused again. “Yo’ jes’ wants
| mah serious advice?”

: sholy do, pahson,” said Mose

~Wha’ ¥0 do, son, wif a horse dat runs
? Yo’ jes” puts a pow'ful bit in his
i, and gibs him a taste ob de lash,
rings him to sudjection. Da's wha’
son. De Lor’ say dat woman

an’ to obey him. Ain’

yo' got de sperrit and :
yo’ wife down? If yo’ don’t hol’
son, she gwine trample on g
yo' into de dust. Yo’ wants to take de
rod ob Aaron, son, an’ don’ spare it one
lile bit. Dat’s mah advice. Ah done
fear dat yo’ ain’ got de sperrit to do it.
Ah reckin yo’ am jes’ one ob dem chicken-
liver niggers, dat am skeered ob a petti-
coat. De Gospel say dat a man am master
in his own house. Jes’ yo’ go long home
an’ mek yo'se’f de master. Dat’s mah ad-
vice. Ah jes’ got to angle out a few jack
fish fo’ mah dinner an’ Ah ain’ got time
to say moh.
prosperity, son.
be on yo'.”

And with that the Reverend Skidder
made his way meditatively down the rail-
road track, leaving Mose a prey to varied
emotions. He drew a deep breath.

“Lan’ ob Goshen!” he whispered. “Ah
jes’ wish de Reveren’ had mah job.”

De blessin’ ob de Lor

OSE didn’t take the advice so kindly
given him. He slipped stealthily into

town, and having a bit of a thirst slid
into the Black ’Possum saloon. Pink was
there as if by appointment. The little
mulatto grabbed Mose by the arm eagerly
with a light of awe in his little yellow
eyes.

“Massy Lordy, Mose! Wha’ yo’ been?
Ah jes’ been finkin’ ob yo'.”

“Wha’ fo’?” asked Mose wearily.

“Ah jes’ been cogitatin’ howeber yo’
came ’bout to mah'y yo' wife?”

Mose leaned helplessly on the bar.

“Ah ain’ jes’ mek dat out mahse’f yet,
Pink.” :

“She ain’ no woman,” asserted Pink,
feeling of his bruises. “She somefin’ moh
dan a man, too. She de pussonation ob_
de debbil. Ah ain’ got de squeak out ot
mah back yet.” e

After imbibing a little more corn-
Mose’s spirits and his courage r
The conviction began to grow upon
that he had been guilty of many 1
compunctions. *

?fé knew that he had twenty-six
and seventy-five cents of the lodge
in his pocket. He was a paltry ten
shy. Until the committee called v
for an accounting he was safe.
meantime, why worry?

Pink was interesting com|
had need of that ;
After fortif

Ah wishes yo' success and 3



counter, he and Pink pres-

" themselves involved in a hot

of craps with a bunch of negroes
m the swamps, and with money

OSE, it chanced, had luck for once

in his life and quit a substantial win-

. This added to his fund of good humor

. and he was almost resigned to the loss
" of his wife and home. Life began to take

.~ on a new and brighter hue. It was re-
action, and he yielded to it with a sort of

2

TEMPTATION was 8
Somehow he had come

there was no future in Gilead for

he should bolt as Pink was wre

he would leave behind him 2 4

which he could hardly “

erate. There was a fanci

ever to
in his brain that he might & o

ture and after he had won

had
then

playing the races, as Pink
him he could do, he could
the money to the lodge fund

himself.

&
and squre

 relief and something of recklessness. The

worldly spirit of Pink began to have a

effect upon him. When the little

_ yellow boy talked about the exciting af-

fairs of the great world outside, a strong

sense of discontent began to settle upon

~ him. There was a sudden impulse to try

his wings, and get away from the old nest.

Pink’s description of life in the racing
world was most alluring.

“Dis yeah dump ain’ nuffin’ mo’ dan a

~ hole in de ground, Mose,” affirmed the

- shrewd little vagabond. “Howeber do a

libe coon laik yo’ waste yo' days yeah?

= Yo' jes’ gwine rust out laik an ol’ grub

. hoe. Bimeby dey shovel a hole in de

Ehe. * an’ dump yo' in laik yo’ was a

Mose almost fell for it, and
practically made when he met up
couple of his brother
the street. They paid him their dues:
this exhibition of their faith in his
smote Mose so violently that his conscie
triumphed, and he unbosomed the »
truth to Pink.

“Ah kaint do it, som,” he des
“When Ah qualified fo' de lodge Ah
gib mah swo'n oath; an’ Ah jes' kaist™

When Pink learned that practically
the money in Mose’s possession was
by him in trust as treasurer of the Lodg
Colored Freemen, he was tho
ful. Secretly, Pink’s profession had
at any time synchronized with his

1 dog. Yo’ ain’ neber seen nuffin’, yo’

- ain’ neber had no fun, an’ yo’ is plumb
- daid. Ain’ yo’ got no sperrit?”

“Neber had mo chaince,” protested

(0se.
“¥o' neber gwine get no chaince 'less
' grabs it. Mebbe yo’ ain’ got no
y," Pink sniffed contemptuously. It
g Mose’s pride.

b ain’ 50 daid suah ob dat. Ah ain’
50 daid poor as Ah might be,” he averred,

Stilfening a little.
- “Hab YO’, t a hundred in change on
?on? _ Pink’s manner indicated
considered a hundred dollars a
asset. To Mose it represented a
the big negro finally confessed,
iul probing by the wily Pink,
‘exactly twenty-six doliars and
Ive cents in his possession with
1 cents more that he had just
A the crap He didn't tell
: latter amount was
little mulatto’s eyes glit-

pose. That twenty-six dollars and

pennies had looked to him like a it

conclusion and he had very clevert
out a certain method for transien
into his own pocket. Up to this'
his estimation of the gre
natured negro had been merely
fat goose fit for the picking.
fession, however, altered matters
mulct a soft-brained negro a0
was one thing, but to :
treasurer was quite
entail serious consequEnces.
But if by any fortuitous €

the money S




to win?” he asked

, got eathers?” jeered
‘uffin’ mo’ suah dan dat de
" s‘ yo’ if yo’ gib him a

Ah borrows dis money?”

absolutely nfnsed to accept the

o’ doin’, nigger! If dat money was

, Ab?lmtek it right quick an’ place

yo'. But Ah ain’ takin’ no change
don’ blong to nobody.”

' there and then he clamped and
sublesriveted Mose’s trust, which was
ery thing he wanted to do. There

d::ogthcr thing smouldering in
Bhosom. Pink’s usual success with the
 sex was the chief vanity of his nature.
failure to cajole’ Randy had kindled

rk of resentment in his bosom and
¢ was a smouldering purpose of re-

proceeded about it with a craftiness
finesse worthy of a greater mind.
‘Ain’ nuffin’ bettah fo’ yo’ den to mek
iwif yo’ wife, Mose,” he concluded with
air of finality.
* Mose was dumfounded.
" “Mek up wif mah wife?” he repeated.
R !”
. “Ain’ Ah done tried?”
& Yo’ sho'lly hab, nigger. Ah knows a
i3y to mek her come an’ feed out ob yo’
¢ Band jes’ laik a li'le woolly lamb. She daid
. suali do it, too.”
.~ Mose’s eyes rolled.
~ “How yo’ do dat fing?” he asked.
 “J&’ haik a snap ob yo' finger,” as-
| sured Pink. “It am a suah fing wif ebery
| female woman. You done hab to mek her

SV
- “Jealous!” gulped Mose. He scratched
b his kinky head. Here was an idea that
- bad never occurred to him.
“Daé Jes’ de idee,” assured Pink. “Yo’
- mek migger wench jealous an’ she jes’ do
1 : yo ”y"l
S eyes k'indled. It looked good—
' "8 an inspiration. He knew of no
gm. Way to break the crust of Randy’s
- To accomplish it, though, it was
Ty t0 have material. There was
enz.(losxe could have laid his
y enough, but since his
badn’t bandied around with

“Dat sho’ looks good to me,
admitted. “Mebbe yo' tole me k
gwine do it.” \ o

“Don’ yo' know how yo'se'f?” sneered
Pink. “Ain’ yo’ got knowledge ob any
nice n;gger wench in dis town yo’ kin shine
up to?" : 720,

“Used to know heap,” meditated Mose.
“Ah done been mah'ied fo’ years, yo'
know.” :

"“Ah reckon Ah got to he'p yo’ out den,”
said Pink patronizingly. “Ah is gwine to
intringduce yo’ to a nice li'le yaller
ob mah ’quaintance down to mah bo’din’
house. She am some berry nice young
leddy. She kin dance de forxrytrot, an’ sing,
and play de pianny jes laik a drmmsmf
Ah was a mah’yin’ man mahse’f, Ah shore
would lead her to de altar.” |

THAT evening Mose Goober underwent
a wonderful process of rejuvenation,
and he drank deep and heartily of the
nectar of renewed youth. Pink’s place of
sojourn was just off the main street of
the town, kept by the Widow Washburn.
Among the boarders was Miss Junie Lin-
kum, whose announced profession was
that of book agent, though there was some-
thing of a mystery clinging about her fair
personality. For, in the experience of the
Gilead bucks, she was a trifle elusive, hay-
ing a most captivating manner, but a most
heartbreaking way of changing her af-
fections. When Mose met her, however,
he seemed to become a winner instantly.
The fact that he was a married man
living apart from his wife did not seem
to arouse scruples in Miss Junie. Perhaps
it was the traditional penchant of her sex
to rob another woman of her possession.
Anyway, she and Mose began to figure
visibly in the social life of Gilead. Every
evening Mose was in attendance, and they

strolled the streets, patronized the cheap =

shows, drifted about in a boat on th

river; but there was one place that Mose

diplomatically avoided, and that was

First Baptist Church. He had no ¥

strong desire to disport his flagrant

faithfulness anywhere within Ra
here. X

S‘p'l'ho:n the little town began to buzz.

scandal, Naturally there was

among the unmarried coons, but &

them cared to dispute the pass wi

whose giant were .




ad money on his affinity. Luckily For-
ine seemed to smile upon him, for he was
" steady winner at craps, and thus
' pay up without disturbing the
He out a scanty living
free lunch and in cheap restaurants
sleeping-quarters in an old boat-

by the river. )
~ For a week it went on angd then things
. began to buzz, There was a tremendous
wave of sympathy for the betrayed wife,
who, however, instead of accepting it with

humility, fiercely resented it.

“Ah don’ want no one snoopin’ 'round
me tryin’ to mek out dat Ah needs any
comfort,” she stormed. “Ah jes’ gwine
brek de bones ob anyone dat done tole me
dat—”

Even the Reverend Skidder, who called
to offer his spiritual solicitude, got a re-
buff. Randy finally locked her door, and
refused to admit callers. This might have
been expected to cool the sympathy of
the interested public, but it didn’t seem to.
It seemed as i? each and all were disposed
to take up Randy’s case as a personal one,
and public indignation grew hot. The
whole town took issue against the faith-
less husband, and there was talk of tar
and feathers and other things. How much
of this was due to insidious propaganda
skillfully circulated by the perfidious Pink
may be well guessed.

_\,MUCH of this could not help drifting

in upon Mose and he grew alarmed.

ﬁg l:vi:re not eventuating at all accord-

ing to expectations, and Pink’s predic-

tions. Randy didn’t seem to be capable

‘of jealousy. Far from succumbing to re-

& pentance and relenting in her attitude

. toward him, she was apparently callous

. and unconcerned. On the other. hand,
: W:ddlupp&ntu‘i in Mose.

] confidently e ted the bi

to fall for the bl:lfgfshments ang

charms of Miss Junie. It soon became

ent that, thonﬁ Mose enjoyed that

§ society, he had not the slightest

of conferring his :"eanﬁ: the honor

g 2 for a very

reason, for ﬂ was a g

not escape him that Junie, t

| slender and :shtsal;

Ly went, was a clinging vine. He
2is veck his job would be

Yo% _tave .

As it became more DOTE evides
to Mose that the Mﬁm
a failure he began to sicken of jt.
not pleasant to know that he was
only ostracized from his wife but
virtual pariah among his old friends
townspeople. From the eminent he
of the respectability he had once k&

had tumbled like a falling leaf into “ g

Cold perspiration broke out upon him
and for two days he i ?
seclusion in his quarters in the be
Then came the climax, in
boat-house one evening, Mose a
on the door, sharp and insistent, and
fore he could get up it was
Pink and Miss Junie stood befors
The little Creole girl was it
There was a vicious light in Pink's
yellow eyes and his manner was con
natory. i
“Mose Goober,” said Pink sternly, *
jes' wants to ax yo’ a question, and
axes yo' to answer it.”
Confused and wondering, Mose got
his feet. %
“Wha' dat question?” he asked. =
“Wha' am yo' 'tentions in regand 18
beautiferous and innocent young ]

Mose didn’t grasp his mﬁd ’
“Ah don’ get yo', son,” he

“Mebbe yo' splanify?”

“Oh, yveh, Ah is gwine ,
Pink contemptuously. “Ah meks
sponsible fo’ mekin’ yo' 'quainted :
Linkum. Yo' done pay cot t0/ 3
spend yo' time in her sassiety, ‘. I
turn cold on her. Am yo' ﬂ'h -
'f«-ckshuns?"d _

“Fo’ Gawd!"” gasped Mose, 8
one to the other of them. W
mean?” L
“Ain’ yo’ gwine mah'y l!?'. -
fair Junie. L

Mose's knees grew weak and

m .

“Mah'y yo'? i
Al gwine do dat? Ain® Ab




wered forward a little, staring

"+ his late compatriot, trying to grasp
ea IS 0‘ it 8“. . U P S y
de good Lor’, Plnlg, wa'n’t it yo
sition? Wa'n't it jes’ to mek

t) 0 .

i wife J6 OB ress Miss Junie fairly
. ,m his face, clawing at him like an

ed cat. e
“hat’s wha’ yo’ was triflin’ wif me fo'?’
* od. “Yo' was tryin’ to mek yo’
ife > Yo' was jes’ foolin’ wif me,
yo'? Ah gwine bite yo’ ear off, nig-

Ulaa¥i

only thing that saved Mose was
% timely intervention. He dragged
Jittle spitfire-off and again confronted

o’ de Lor’s sakes, Pink,” gulped Mose,
yo’ back on yo' o’ frien’?”
o o?ogénep?e back on yo’se’f, vo’ big
B Brack fool!” snarled Pink. “Ah jes' axes
- yo' once mo’, am yo' gwine git a divo’ce
" a0’ mah'y dis berry ’spectable leddy?”
.~ “Fg’ de name ob Gawd, Pink, de co’t
P gib me no divo’ce,” blubbered Mose.
! yo’ gwine do fo' her feelin’s den?
o' gwine mek it up to her? All de nig-
fwimmen in Gilead done lookin’ fo’ her
seratch her eyes out, an’ de niggers, dey
dookin® fo’ yo’ to gib yo’ a coat ob tar.
' ¥o' gwine do to mek it up to her?”
- Mose was consumed with terror.
" “Lan’ ob goodness, wha’ kin Ah do?” he
wailed,
Pink’s slz:;vd little eyes glittered.
b m money yo’ g
e y yo’ got on yo' pus
2 ‘:’;Ah ain’ got no money dat bllongs to
‘Do’ mek no difPrunce whom it
blongs to. _ Yo’ gib it to her fo’ de damage
g,her feelin’s or I gwine hab yo’ in jail,
thefot’:ott' ﬂgﬂ:’ a mah'ied man twenty
ol nflin’® wif a young gal’s ’feck-

m‘:zmnent and plea was of no avail.
MOse tried to prevail upon Pink’s pre-
friendship, but Pink was inexor-

the a groan, at last he counted
money and passed it over, thereby

td sealing his fate forever so

44

and his old-time friends were

was decidedly that of a bridal ec
With their surreptitious and doubtless pre-
meditated leave-taking they passed like an
ominous black cloud from Mose Goober’s
life forever, leaving him a shivering, de-
jected, woebegone black object of misery,
without home, or friends, or money. g
Mose had no very clear idea of what
blackmail was, but he felt that in some
way he had been swindled. He was so
completely stunned by the unexpected turn
in affairs, and the wholly evident treachery
of Pink that it was a long time before

he could regain anything like his old ra-
tional self. Then despair and humiliation

blended with his anger. He began to see
the truth. : A

Pink had been a traitor. He had led
him designedly into the trap that had ac-
complished his ruin. He clenched his
powerful hands in impotent rage.

“Wha’ fo’ didn’t Ah jes’ strangulaté dat
li'le measly yaller snake?” he
too. Ah gwine to git jailed if Ah stays
gwine do?”’_

It was quite the most desperate moment
the big negro had ever faced. He saw
the structure of his life in crumbling ruins
about him. There was no hope of recon-
struction. Home and friends and money
were all gone. Only the uncertainty of a
cold, unfeeling, unknown world lay be-
fore him, for he knew that he could no
remain in Gilead. In fact, it was quite
imperative for his personal safety
he put as much distance as possible bes
tween him and his present location with
the utmost despatch. There was no t
to lose. This was his conclusion, but
a matter of fact it was already too late

For, as he ﬂENShed open the door
slink out into i nig})t, datrl!:e f
silently in im from the
was se)i'zed :ggnhis arms bound gdﬂnd
He was too much a victim of hop
to make resistance, for he knew as
into the masked faces of his captor
hewasintéx:ha_l‘lg;llfm
and Order Committee, a
tion known and feared far
undesirable citizens. Not

|1

“An’ he clean got all mah lodge money,

round heah. Oh, Lordy, Lordy, wha’ Ah



n’s rope, or at least a bucket of

. and he knew there was little to

e between the horror of the first form

of punishment, and the humiliation of the

AILwas done swiftly and silently. Mose

could not recognize his captors.

Doubtless among them were old friends
cronies.

" He was wise enough not to beg for
With slavering lips and eyes wild-
Iy rolling in terror and his huge frame
’ ing ecstatically, he was nevertheless

silent. Through the darkness he was led,
and as they passed numberless trees with-
‘out a halt he concluded at last that he
was not going to be lynched. Finally,
the outlines of a structure loomed up in
the dark. Mose recognized it as the town

3 ~ jail, or lock-up, a habitation of one room,

made in stockade form by driving logs
into the ground. There was an iron-barred
door with a small wicket window, and
there was no floor: only a pallet of old

Into this cramped place of horror Mose
: was thrust, and his bonds were
freed. Then the door was slammed and
and the masked men wvanished
silently into the gloom, leaving him to his
meditations.
During the night a jug of water and
crusts of bread had been placed in
wicket window. Mose ignored them,
, for he had no appetite. He only
ed to die.
had a pretty clear idea as to what
fate was going to be, when, sometime
midday, a smell of boiling tar drifted
 nostrils. He was sufficiently in-
d to galmg rtel:ie wicsct and look out.
ple yards away he saw
t blaze above which was a iettle. A
| i negroes were gathered about it.
¢ kettle was an old feather bed.
e groaned in abject misery.
A his gaze wandered a little further,
e the structure of

ﬂ saw that t
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THE little* Baptist Ch
1ts capacity. The p

(t]he ;:igla were filled angd ¢
ow-ledges were occupied |
perched there like black g“ 1
fence, disregarding the fact that
shutting out both light and ;

one sweltered and gasped for |
it was a hot June day. %
old and young were there, some
cor in their hearts, some with #
offended virtue, and others with |
undisguised curiosity.

The Reverend Skidder stood up sale
ly in his pulpit and spoke slowly and p
tentously: 2 : :

“Brudders, fellow-membahs ob
chu’ch, we is called heah to-day fo'a be
painful an’ necessary pu’ Yo' is he
to jine wif de Chu'ch A
sider de case ob Mose Goober, an"
upon de question ob his
de chu’ch fold. Now, Ah axes yo' to
yo' haids in humility to de Lor’ wh
axes de Divine guidance in dis besry
tant mattah.” S

For forty minutes the Reverend S
held forth eloquently and forcefully
parishioners in what seemed to Some
less devout like an endless praye
his earnest appeal for Divine bie
each and every member of the ¢
President of the I:;nited —
of all nations and even :
unconverted lands in the remotest
of the earth, beseeching that &
be all brought to the foot of the .
Throne in humble repentm‘_‘
its seeming Jimit when there was &
pause. For a space of time i WiicH
might have counted ten, the prea
far over his pu:?it 'R': a1
heavy drooping lips. All WOUS
absolute, s ul silence but T8 50
medley of snores in divers Pase
room, and a few devout '
marks: i

“Amen! Glory to God, br

Then the e ‘ e
lower jaw, reveal :
pink and sia for al
that of a huge ¢
and thrusting out
dered

“All ob dese

W

4, §

the rules.




st ol
ful, for

there was an
! his half-dozeé.d

- of black faces
< '::g:?; ;‘oome animated and
e ociate membahs of mah
&abyhi name ob Mose Goober
rayed from de fold, O Lor’. He
S ered off into de dark places, and
fallen into de pit, an’ he hab
§ hisself in de fires ob hell, an’
B e wif de debbil, an’ fo’gotten his
e s 10 de chuch an its holy pu’-
an’ gibben hisself ober to dishonest
an’ desingcrated his home ties,
his faithful wife an’ consort,
i an’ eberyfing dat is wicked
bLor’l We is mindful, O Lor’,
3l de mercy an’ de fo’gibbeness
yo' is holdin’ out to sinners, dat dey
be
de

sabed an’ dat dey may come back

fold to hab deir wool washed white

& deblood ob de Lamb. Amen!” A great

Choras of amens came from the excited

e The Reverend Skidder

the dramatic value of suspense and

for the impression to sink in.

befo’ yo’ done grant him dat fo’gibbe-

which in de goodness ob yo’ ha’ht yo’

[ pleased to gib to all sinners, Ah axes

O Lor’, dat yo’ consider dis case ob

 absent brudder Mose Goober. Ah

5 yo' dat he be weighed in de scales ob

Jistice, an” dat yo’ may see fit to gib him

Ppmishment, O Lor’.™ Ah zxes yo’ to smite

tm wif de rod ob Aaron, O Lor’, an’

L Smite all de sin an’ wickedness out ob

DB an’ mek him an honest niggah. Ah

L P@ys yo', O Lor’, dat he may be brung

f Wsee de error ob his ways, an’ de wicked-

(BSS ob cheatin’ his fellow chu’ch-mem-
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