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ADVERTISING SECTION

I Will Train You
at Home tofill¢ 2

ig-Tay Job!

I’ll show you how.

Look What These Cooke
Trained MenareEarning

Makes $700 in 24
: Days in Radio
““Thanks to your interest-
ing Course I made over $700
in 24 days in Radio. Of
course, thisis alittle above
the average but I run from
$10 to $40 clear profit every
day, you can see what your
trammg has done for me.”’
. McNABB,
848 Sprmg St.,Atlanta, Ga.

$70 to$80 a Week
| for Jacquot
“‘Now I am specializing in
autoelectricity and battery
work and make from $70
to $80 a week and am just
getting started. I don’t be-
lieve there is another school in
the world like yours. Your les-
sons are a real ;ny to study e
ROB JA CQUOT,
2000 W Colorado Ave
Colorado Springs, Colo.

$20 a Bay for
Schreck
‘“Use my name as a refer-
ence and depend on me as a
booster. The biggest thing
I ever did was answer your
adyertisement. I am aver-
. aging better than $500 a
. month from my own busi-
ness now. I used to make
$18 a week.”
A. SCHRECK,
Phoenix, Ariz.
$3500 A Year
For Beckett
““When I began with youl
was just a common laborer,
going from one job to
another, working for any-
thmgI could get, andthat
= wasn’t much. Now my sal-
ary is $3,500 a year and the
Company furmshes me
with an automobile.’
. C. 0. BECKETT,
108 Maple Heights,
New Lexington, Ohio
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Today, eventhe ordmary Electrician
—the “‘screw driver” kind—is mak-
ing money—big money. Butit’s the
trained man—the man who knows
the whys and wherefores of Electri~
city—the Electrical Expert—who is
picked out to *‘boss” the ordinary
Electricians—to boss the Big Jobs—
the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10, 000 a
Year. Getin lineforoneofthese “Big
Jobs.” Start by enrolling now for my
easilylearned,quickly grasped, right-
up-to- the-mmute Spare-Time Home-
Study Course in Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience
No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man;
you don’t have to be a High School
Graduate. As Chief Engineer of the
Chicago Engineering Works, I know
exactly the kind of training you need
and I will give you that training. My
Course in Electricity is simple, thor-
ough and complete and offers every
man, regardless of age, education or
previous experience, the chance to
become, in a very short time, an
“Electrical Expert,” able to make
from $70 to $200 a week.

No ExtraChargefor Electrical
Working Outfit

With me, you do practical work—at
home. You start right in after your
first few lessons to work at your pro-
fession in the regular way and make
extra money in your spare time. For
this you need tools, and I give them
to you—>5 big complete working
outfits, with tools, measuring
instruments and a real elec-
tric motor.

It’s a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30 |
a week, when in the same six days as an
Electrical Expert you could make $70 to $200
—and do it easier—not work half so hard. Why then
remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that
offers no chance, no big promotion, no big income? Fit
yourself for a real job in the great electrical industry.

MAIL
COUPON
FOR MY
FREE
BOOK

L. L. COOKE
Chief Engineer

Be an Electrical Expert
Earn $3,500 to $10,0060 a Year

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed

So sure am I that irou can learn Elec-
tricity—so sure am I that after studymg
with me, you, too, can get into the “‘big
money’’ class in Eléectrical work, that I will
guarantee under bond to return every single
genny gald me in tuition, if, when you have
nished my Course, you are not satisfied it
was the best investment you ever made. And
back of me in my guarantee, stands the Chi-
cago Engineering Works, lnc a two million
dollar institution, thus assurmg to every stu-
dent enrolled, not only a wonderful training
in E]ectr!clty. but an unsurpassed Student
Service as well.
Get Started Now — Mail Coupon
I want to send you my Electrical Book
and Proof Lessons, both Free. These cost you
nothing_ and you A1 enjoy them. Make the
start today for abright future in Electricity.
Send in Coupon—NOW.
L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer

L. L. COOKE SCHOOI
OF ELECTRICITY

2150 Lawrence
Av,Chicago

L.L.COOKE, _The Man
Dept. 72 Who Makes
2150 Lawrence *‘Big-Pay’’

Ave., Chicago Men

Send me at once without obliga-
tion your big illustrated book ard
complete details of your Home Study
Course in Electricity, including your
outfit and employment service offers,

Please. mention this magazine when answering advertisements



Mystery! The inevitable, subtle and deadly modern methods of crime detection—that is
what Howard Fielding has brought out in his new novel, “The Dark Policeman,” to be
published next week in THE POPULAR. Don’t miss this absorbing story! Next week—
February 11th.
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H., C. LEWIS, President

A Will Tyain You 1o Get Into

ELECTRICITY

D1 12 Weeks ~0n Actual Electrical Machinery’’

Don’t Waste Your Life in
a Hopeless Job

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises
ina dull, hopeless job. Letme show you how
%o qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50,
360 and up, a week, in Electricity — NOT by
correspondence, but by an amazing way to
teach, that makes you a practical expert in
90 days! Getting into Electricity is far easier
than you imagine!l

Lack of Experience
Bars No One

Any number of students enter my school know-
ing no more about electricity than an infant.
And yet they graduate and goright out in the
field and get electrical jobs leading to big pay.

Advanced Education
Not Necesssary

My method of training enables you to catch
on instantly even though you have only had
@ eommon school education, without the use of
dry books. You don’t need advanced educa-
tion to understand electricity the way I train.

Don’t Worry About Age

Don’t worry about your ‘age. Plenty of men
who' never succeeded until late in life. This
may be just the field you were cut out for.

Earn While You Learn

ji4 you shou_ld need part time work, I'll assist

I

Course Includes Training
My.AirpIime —Elecin'cig
R

Not a Correspondence S:zhool

c o Y N E Electrical

SCHOOL
H. C. LEWIS, Prez., Dept, 2g_g5 —Est. 1899
5§00 S.Paulina St.,Chicago

you in getting it, if you will just write and
tell me your circumstances. Many of my stu-
dents pay all their living expenses through
part time jobs secured by Coyne.

Actual Electrical
Machinery

You work on real live electrical machinery,
building real batteries, winding real armatures,
operating real motors, dynamos and genera-
tors, wiring real houses.

Prepare for Jobs
Like These—

Armature Expert—$50 a Week and up
Substation Operator—$65 a Week
Inventor—Unlimited
Auto Electrician—$60 a Week and up

Engi —$60a L dup
Service Station Owner—$60 a Weekand up
Radio Expert—$60 a Week and up

New $2,000,000 School

We are now in our new,_ fireproof, modern
school wherein is installed thousands of dol-
lars worth of the newest and mos¢ modern
electrical equipment of all kinds.

The Greatest Industry

Electricity §s THE FIELD. It is one of the
youngest. Every day sees an increase in its
use. It holds the greatest future. The young
man of today who gets into Electricity lays
the cornerstone for lasting suecess—prosperity.

i s
|

To

H. C. Lewis, Pres,

ear Mr. Lew

Thorough Training

My training is so thorough that you will be
able to step out and get a job leading to biz
pay. Hundreds of Coyne graduates testify as
to the thoroughness of my course and that
if it hadn’t been for this thoroughness, they
never would’ve been able to have held their jobs.

Fascinating Method
of Learning

Maybe you don’t think this method of train-
ing isn’t fascinating. The instructor shows

ou how to do job No. 1. Then you do it. Then

e shows you how to do job No. 2. Then you
do it. After while you're building real bat-
teries that generate real juice; you wind
real armatures that actually work and you
do complete house wiring jobs.

Every Possible Kind
of Assistance

My organization is so thorough that you get
every possible kind o istance. We secure
a clean room for you at the lowest rates. The
welfare department looks after your comfort.

A Big 56 Page Book FREE!

Coyne is your one eat chance to get into
electricity. Every obstacle is removed. This
school is 28 years old—Coyne training is tested
—proven beyond all doubt—endorsed by
many large electrical concerns. You can find
out everything absolutely free. Slmgly mail
the coué;on and let me send you the big,
FREE Coyne Book.

Send for FREE Book !

CEDEEENEEENEEEENNENEEEEEGE
_ : ® COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept 28-85

Not a Correspondence :

| School buf An Institution

500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, Ill
is: Without obligation send me your big free
il rvice, io

ncluded and how many

2, cl.lY;)lc;-c(?ll}e for l = ;;:zl-]r; vsvr{xlile learning.’’ 1 anderstand 1 will not be bothered
ractical Iraining u RmaD.
Real Electrical Machinery : Name. . -
R2% a5 ° B Address o
B City) emmcncccas-~ State.
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GOOD READING

CHARLES HOUSTON

N

HERE is silence in the room. The

man who is reading in the com-
fortahle chair by the fireplace does not
lift ‘his head from the book. Through
the half-opened window there comes
now and then the distant wailing of a
train, the sound of some helated - auto-
mobile on the highroad, neighhors down
the street calling good night.

So still and peaceful is this room, so
quiet this reader, that one would never
dream that in this very place there are
wild alarms and excursions, that here
indeed is the soul and center of high
adventure.

To be sure, the desperate clash of
armed men, the headlong pursuit of
lovely maidens, ships foundering under
heavy seas, horses thundering across the
desolations of prairie land—all these
exciting events are taking place in the
active imagination of the inactive figure
in the armchair.
moment, they are reality itself. And
that is the ‘charm and the abiding lure
of good. fiction, that it can take a man
or woman a\i;ay from the routine of
everyday surroundings and transport
him or' her to magic realms.

No one, no matter how sophisticated,
how apparently unmoved by sentiment
ot emotion, can withstand this lure. The
delights of a well-told story are dem-
ocratic. They are shared by all sorts

But to him, for the .

and varieties of people, in all walks of
life.

Bankers and bricklayers, miners and
manufacturers, Mrs. Vanderpoel of
Park Avenue and Mrs. Higgins of
Peoria, revel alike in the swift-moving
stories told them by the masters of
American fiction.

In New York, in a large building just
heyond the edge of romantic Greenwich
Village, is the clearing house for fiction
that is typically American. One of the
oldest and best-established publishing
concerns in the country, Chelsea House,
at 79 Seventh Avenue, New York City,
is recognized from coast to coast as
Good Reading Headquarters. Here-
with are some of its very latest offers:

Q

STRANGE TiMBER, an Adventure Story, . by

Joseph Montague.” Published by Chelsea
House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York' City,
Price 75 cents.

“Sam Strong came riding down the tide-and
yelled his message plain,

‘Go to it, boys! No jackstraw pile can best
the men of Maine!

‘Go to it, boys! No jackstraw pile can best
the men of Maine!”

On this crashing refrain of the deep-chested
lumberjacks opens a whose range
swings from the Northland forests and the
wind-swept dunes of the little sea village
of Truro, down to the heat and clamor of
a South American revolution.

story

Continued on 2nd page following

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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“Put Wagner

“I’'ve been planning to gromote him at the first
opportunity.. And now it’s here. Watson hasn’t been
showing the interest in this business that I hoped he
would and he’s got to step down. Wagner, on the
other hand, has been studying in spare time, with
the International Correspondence Schools. They’ve
been sending me his reports and I want to tell you
he’s ‘doing fine. I've been watching him and he’s
ready. Put him in Watson’s place and give him full
charge of the department. And tell the cashier to
see me about his salary.” v

Great news for Wagner. Too bad about Wat-
son, But what can you expect?

When an executive hires a man or when he pro-
motes a man, he can’t afford to take chances. It’s
to his advantage to stand back of the man he feels
sure will make good. .

Suppose he has to choose between two men——one
who is studying in his spare time and one who is
not?

Isn’t it natural to suppose that the ambitious man
will be given the preference? It surely is! Recent
events have proved it.

Our investigations show that the I. C. S. man is
the first to be put on and the last to be discharged.
Indeed, the thing that held the jobs of many men
during the business depression was the fact that
they were studying with the I. C. S.

For 35 years, the International Correspondence
Schools have been helping men to win promotion
and more money—to have happy, prosperous homes
—to know the joy of getting ahead in business
and in life.

No matter where you live, the I. C. S. will come to
you. No matter what your handicaps or how small

on the Job!”

your means, we have a plan to meet your circum-
stances. No matter how limited your previous
education, the simple, practical, wonderfully-illus-
trated I. C. S. lessons make it easy for you to learn.

All that we ask is this:—

Just mark and mail the coupon printed below,
and without obligation or a penny of cost, let us
send you the story of what the International Corre-
spondence Schools can do for you.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
““The Universal University”
Box 2069-B, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book«
let, ““Who Wins and Why,”” _and full particulars about thc subject
before.which I have marked X in the list below:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Industrial Management [J Advertising

Personnel Management [OBusiness Correspondence
[ Traffic Management (] Show Card and Sign Lettering
[] Business Law [ Stenography and Typing
[ Accounting and C.P.A. Coaching []English
L] Cost Accounting [ Civil Service
[J Bookkeeping [J Railway Mail Clerk

Secretarial Work (] Common School Subjects

Spanish ] French (3J High School Subjects
{0 salesmanship_ OIllustrating  [J Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[ Electrical Engineering Architect

O] Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints

[ Mechanical Engineer [ Contractor and Builder

O Mechanical Draftsman O Architectural Draftsman

O Machine Shop Practice [ Concrete Builder

[ Railroad Positions [ Structural Engineer

[ Gas Engine Operating {J Chemistry [0 Pharmacy
Civil Engineer [ Automobile Work
Surveying and Mapping O Airplane Engines

A=}

B b e B 15
Name

Street Address

City. State

OCCUDALION .o isvinsnaiammunisinomois s ssssmsivsssvsssen

Persong residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canadg

Plcase mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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And, indeed, nothing did best the men of
Maine, ashore or on the high seas. Their
battles, and the struggle of their leader to
success and the winning of the love of a girl
of exceptional beauty and vitality, are ele-
ments in a story that is one of the best that
has come from Mr. Montague’s talented pen.
Your dealer has “Strange Timber.” Ask him
for it on your way home to-might if you
want to spend one. of the most adventurous
evenings of your life.

A\

THE THUNDERBOLT'S JEST, a Detective

Story, by Johnston McCulley. Published
by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New
York City. Price 75 cents.

“Alias the Thunderbolt” made a hit with
the reading public as sure and direct as the
lightning from which its hero took his name.
There arose instant demands for further
chronicles of the adventures of John Flatch-
ley and his faithful coworker, the ugly but
dependable Mr. Saggs. And here, in “The
Thunderbolt’s Jest,” is the thrilling answer to
these demands. Once more we follow Flatch-
ley and Saggs through a series of amazing
adventures; once more we watch the cul-
tured clubman change into the swift avenger
who strikes terror to the hearts of cunning
rogues—and then change back again. We
can forgive the Thunderbolt .his
methods because he steals, not for the love of
it, nor is he a criminal at heart. Why this
" man of means should steal, why he should
resort to the ways of the denizens of the
uanderworld, is revealed for those who have
not met the Thunderbolt bhefore in this grip-
ping romance. Of course, if vou already know
the, Thunderbolt, you will want to. know him
even better, and. now Mr. McCulley gives
vou the long-awaited opportunity.

peculiar-

THF. Fryixe Covores, a Western Story,

by Raymond S. Spears. Published by
Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New
York City. Price 75 cents.

Strange are the motives which animate the
heart of an outlaw! Unexpectedly the good
which is in the worst of us comes to the sur-
face, and the bad man becomes an ally to
the forces of law and order. Such was the
case with “Short Joe” Fitzgammon, a mem-
ber of the hard-riding, straight-shooting,
“Flying Coyotes,” a band of outlaws who
long had terrorized peaceful citizens. One
can well imagine the amazement of the sher-
iff when Short Joe stepped off his motor
cycle and told him that he wanted to join
the sheriff in hunting down members of the
band of which his father had been .a leader.
There follows adventure aplenty, and there
is a love story, too—one of the sort that
is all too rare these days.

“The Flying Coyotes” is a book for men
and women who love the West and its people.

A\

sLaANp RaxcH, a Western Story, by
Thomas K. Holmes. Published . by
Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New
York City. Price 75 cents.

When an oil prospector is in the neigh-
borhood, you can bet your best Stetson things
will begin to-pop. ~Nothing much had been’
going on around Island Ranch until Aleck
Carter, a man with a nose for oil, showed
up. Things popped then, all right. There
was a fortune and a girl at stake, and the

"winning of them both for a brave-hearted

man. Believe us or not, once at the Island

Ranch, vou are in the midst of such adven-
ture as will take you far away from routine
carez and worries.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Always outside of things

have the cash,

that

t
ras all.,

hat's wiere I was just twelve short months ago. 1 just didn'l
v " all. No theatres, ne parties, no good restaurants.
enjoyment of life. I was just getting by, just existing.

No real

What a difference to-day! I

drive my own car, have a good bank account, enjoy all the amusements I please.

I Couldn’t Get The Good Things of Life

Then I Quit My Job and ‘‘Found’’ Myself!

OW does a man go about making

more money? If I asked my-

self that question once, I asked it
@ hundred times!

I know the answer now—you bet.
I know the way good money is made,
and I'm making it. Gone forever
are the days of cheap shoes, cheap
clothes, walking home to save car-
fare, pinching pennies to make my
salary last from one pay-day to the
next one. I own one of the finest
Radio stores you ever saw, and I
get almost all the Radio service and
repair work in town. The other
Radio dealers send their hard jobs
to me, 80 you can see how I stand
in my line.

But—it's just a year ago that I
was a poorly-paid clerk. I was
struggling along on a starvation
salary, until by accident my eyes
were opened and I saw just what
was the matter with me. Here's the
story of just how it happened.

NE of the big moments of my

life had come. I had just popped
the fatal question, and Louise said
“Yes!”

Louise wanted to go in and tell her father
about it right away, so we did. He sort of
grunted when we told him the news, and
asked Louise to leave us alone. And my
heart began to sink as I looked at his face.

““So _you and Louise have decided to get
married,”” he sald to me when we_were alone.
““Well, Bill, just listen to me. I've watched
you often here at the house with Louise and
I think you are a pretty good, upstanding
young fellow. I knew your father and mother,
and you’ve always had a good reputation
here, too. But just let me ask you just one
question—how much do you make?"’

“Twenty-eight a week,”” T told him.

He didn’t say a word—just wrote it down
on a piece of paper.

‘““Have you any prospects of a better job
a _good raise sometime soon?”’ he asked.
“No, sir, I can’t honestly say that I have,”
I admitted. ‘‘I'm looking for something bet-
ter all the time, though.””

‘‘Looking, eh? How do you go about it?”’

Well, that question stopped me.

How did 1? I was willing to take a better
job if I saw the chance all right, but I cer-
tainly had laid no plans to make such a job
for myself. When he saw my confusion he
grunted. ‘‘I thought so,”’ he said, then he
held up some figures he’d been scribbling at.

or

Plecase mention this magazine when answering

“I've just been figuring out your family
budget, Bill, for a salary of twenty-eight a
week. 1’'ve figured it several ways, sG you
can take your pick of the one you like best.
Here’'s Budget No. 1. I figure you can af-
ford a very small unfurnished apartment,
make your payments on enough plain, inex-
pensive furniture to fix such an apartment
up, pay your electricity, gas and water bills,
buy just about one modest outfit of clothes
for both of you once a year, and save three
dollars a week for sickness, insurance and
emergencies. But you can’t eat. And you'll
have to go without amusements until you
can get a good substantial raise in salary.”

I began to turn red as fire,

““That budget isn't so good after all,”” he
said, glaneing at me, ‘‘maybe Budget No. 2
will sound better—’*

““That’s enough,” Mr. Sullivan,” I said.
‘““Have a heart. " can see things pretty
clearly now, things I was kidding myself
about Dbefore, Let me_go home and think
thll:e i)\-er." And home I went, my mind in a
whirl,

T HOME I turned the problem over and
M over in my mind. I'd popped the ques-
tion at Louise on impulse, without thinking
it out. Everything Mr. Sullivan had said
was_gospel truth. T couldn’t see anything
to do, any way to turn. But I had to have
more money.

I began to thumb the pages of a maga-
zine which lay on the table beside me. Sud-
denly an advertisement seemed almost to
leap out at my eyes, an advertisement tell-
ing of big opportunities for trained men to
succeed in the great new Radio field. With
the advertisement was a coupon offering a
big free book full of information. I sent
the coupon in, and in 2 few days received a
handsome_  64-page book, printed in two
colors, telling all about the opportunities in
the Radio field and how a man can prepare
quickly and easily at home to take advan-
tage of these opportunities. I read the book
carefully, and when I finished it T made my
decision.

What’s happened in the twene months
since that day seems almost like a dream to
me now, For ten of those twclve months,
I've bad a Radio business of my own! At
first. of course, I started it as a little propo-
sition on _the side, umder the guidance of the
National Radio Institute, the institution that
gave me my Radio training. It wasn’t long
Lefore I was getting so much to do in the
Radio line that I quit my measly little
clerical job and devoted my full time to my
Radio business.

Since that time I've gone right on up, al-
ways under the watchful guidance of my
friends at the National Radio Institute.
They would have given me just as much help,
too, if I had wanted to follow some other

line of Radio besides building my own retail
business, such as broadcasting, manufactur-
ing, experimenting, sea operating, or any
one of the score of lines they prepare you
for. And to think that until that day I
sent for their eye-opening book, I'd been
wailing ““I never had a chance!”

Now, I'm making real money. Louise and
I have been married six months, and there
wasn't any kidding about budgets by Mr.
Sullivan when we stepped off, either. I'll
bet that today I make more money than the
old boy himself.

Here’s a real tip. You may not he as bad
off as T was. But, think it over—are you
satistied? Are you making enough money, at
work that you like? Would you sign . con-
tract to stay where you are now for the
next ten years, making the same money? If
not, you'd better be doing something about
it instead of drifting.

This new Radio game is a live-wire field

of golden rewards.
20 different lines of Radio, asc g
absorbing, well paid. The National Radio
Institute-—oldest and largest Radio home-
study school in the world—will train you
inexpensively in your own home to know
Radio from A to Z and to increase your
earnings in the Radio fleld.

Take another tip—No matter what your
plans are, no matter how much or how little
you know about Radio—clip the coupon be-
Jow and look their free book over. It is
Radio Institute, Dept, 2-A, Washington,
D. C.

. C.
filled with interesting facts, figures, and
photos, and the information it will give you
is worth a few minutes of anybody’s time.
You will place yourself under no obligation—
the beok is free and is gladly sent to any-
one who wants to know about Radio, Just
address J. K. Smith, President, National

J. E. SMITH, President, I
National Radio Institute,
Dept. 2-A, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: l
Piease send me your 64-page free book,
printed in two colors, giving all infor-
mation about the opportunities in Radio
and how | can learn quickly and easily
at home to take advantage of them.
understand this request places me under
no obligation, and that no salesmen will I
call on me.

Address

Town .................State

et bt et . e et et
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Half a Million People

have learned music this easy way

ES, half a million delighted men and women
all over the world have learned music this
quick, easy way.

Half a million— 500,000 —what a gigantic
orchestra they would make! Some are playing on
the stage, others in orchestras, and many thousands
are daily enjoying the pleasure and popularity of
being able to play some instrument.

Surely this is convincing proof of the success of
the new, modern method perfected by the U. S.
School of Music! And what these people have
done, YOU, too, can do!

Many of this half million didn’'t know one note
irom another—others had never touched an instru-
ment—yet in half the usual time they learned to
play their favorite instrument. Best of all, theyv
found learning music amazingly casy. No monot-
onous hours of exercises—no tedious scales—no
expensive teachers. This simplified method made
learning music as easy as A-B-C!

It is like a fascinating game. From the very start
you are playing real tunes, perfectly, by note. You
simply can't go wrong, for every step, from be-

ginning to end, is right
What before your eyes in print
Instrument and picture. Firstyouare
for You? told how to do a thing,
Piano Hawaiian then a picture shows you
Organ Steel how, then you do it your-
Clonnet Dat e self and hear it. And al-
Flute Traps e F 1
e ;AT most before you know it.
%ol‘lrllet Harmony and }_'011 are . 'Playmg your
fowroond Sg‘;l‘t"g;’:é?:; favorite pieces—jazz, bal-
Ukulele Trombone lads, classics. No private
Prlaohone B ordion teacher could ~make it
Banjo (Plectrum, 5-String clearer. Little -theory—
or enor 2.
Voice and Speech Culcure ’pi‘lﬁntyyofhaccorgphshn}exll]t.
utomatic
. at’s why students of the
Finger Control < 7
i U. S. School of Music

Please mention this magazine

You, Too, Can Learn to
Play Your Favorite Instrument
Without a Teacher

Fasy as A-B-C

get ahead fwice as fast—three times as fast as
those who study old-fashioned, plodding methods.

You don’t need any special “talent.”” Many of
the half million who have already become accom-
plished players never dreamed they possessed musi-
cal ability. They only wanted to play some in-
strument—just like you—and they found they
could quickly learn how this easy way. Just a little
of your spare time each day is needed—and you
enjoy every minute of it. The cost is surprisingly
low—averaging only a few cents a day—and the price
is the same for whatever instrument you choose. And
remember you are studying right in your own home
—without paying big fees to private teachers.

Don’t miss any more good times! Learn now to
play your favorite instrument and surprise all your
friends. Change from a wallflower to the center of
attraction. Musie is the best thing to offer at a party
—mugicians are invited everywhere. Enjoy the popu-
larity vou have been missing. Get your share of the
musician’s pleasure and profit! Start now!

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson

If vou are in earnest about wanting to join the
crowd of entertainers and be a “big hit” at any party
—if you really do want to play vour favorite instru-
ment, to become a performer whose services will he in
demand—fill out and mail the convenient coupon ask-
ing for our Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson.
These explain our wonderful method fully and show
vou how easily and quickly you can learn to play_at
jittle expense. Instruments are supplied when needed
—cash or credit. U. S. School of Musie, 3592 Bruns-
wick Bldg., New York City.
ey v v v ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ B 8 B B 2 J
U. S. School of Music,

3592 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Please send me your free book, ‘‘Music Lessons in Your
Home,”” with introduction by Dr. Frank  Crane, Demonstration
Tesson, .and particulars of your offer. I am interested in the fol-
lowing cotirse:—

Own

Have ‘you above ‘instrument?........oiviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitaniaenne
NAME.ocqsossceeassorsssscssoscsasesasss

(Please Write Pla
AQALESS. o vseeeessrsoassassossostossssasscacascsssstsoncantcetone
CHty.eveeecsesescccssocnssssccosnscsssncncss State..veiieeieieeanns

when answering advertisements
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* Mail the
Coupon

~to prove you can
learn at Home,
in spare time!

Wehave developed a new simplified, rapid way to teach
Drafting, and we want to send you three sample les-
sons without cost or obligation. So you can test your own
ability to master this fascinating work at home, in your
spare time. And see for yourself how quickly and easily
you can qualify for a fine well-paid Drafting position.

$50t0$125 aweek paid to
EXPERT DRAFTSMEN!

Pick up the want ads of any big-city newspaper and
you'll see why we urge men to go into Drafting.
70,000 fine positions advertised in the past year.
Draftsmen are urgently needed in Building Construc-
tion, Manufacturing, in the Architectural, Mechanical,
Electrical, Structural and Automotive industries. Get

Home- training backed with
an agreement to get you a
DRAFTING JOB at a 509,
RAISE—or money refunded

in touch Wlth me, and I'll tell you how you can get one

of these fine jobs.
Come Into Drafting!

The ability to read blueprints
and draw plans is the entering
wedge to success in all building
and manufacturing lines, Learn Draft-
ing and you’ll be “sitting pretty.” It's
INTERESTING work and Draftsmen
are a wonderful bunch of fellows.
You’re bound toenjoy the good natured
atmosphere of a Drafting office and
the contact it gives you with important
activities and BIG MEN.

Here is a word-for-word copy of the Contract which we have
made with 30,000 men in the past three years. I shall be glad
to make the same agreement, backed by our entire resources
of $2,000,000.00—with YOU.

This agreement proves our training does make 7eal Draftsmen.
It proves that after you finish, there are well-paid jobs available.
And you can prepare yourself without losing a
day’s pay or time, without quitting your job or
leaving home!

The American School

Chartered 30 yearsagoas an EDUCATIONAL
INSTITUTION, and, like the best resident
schools and colleges, conducted NOT FOR
PROFIT. We offer complete, thorough, up-to-
dateinstruction — prepared by 200 leading En-
o gineers, Executives and Educators.ﬁ A uniqutfz
instruction, built to meet the specifications ol

0. %il:igg;ER well-paid jobs as laid down by employers them-

Extension sélves—yet simplified for ready understanding

Work by men with only common schooling.

Dept. D-24 Drexel Avenue at 58th Street, Chicago

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

AGENTS: $13.80 Daily (In _Advance)
Spare time will do. ]ml’odm-e 12 months
Guaranteed Hosiery 57 styles, 39 colors,
for Men, \\omen, (luldlen. including latest
“*NSilk to the To»” Ladies’ Hose. No capital
or experience needed. We furnish samples.
Silk hose for ycur own use free. New Plan.

Macochee Hosiery Company, Park 4502, Cin-
cinnati, Ohio.

BlG MONEY AND FAST SALES. Every
owner buys gold initials for his auto. You

charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders daily
Write for particulars and _free sam-
American Monogram Co., Dept. 170,
East Orange, N. J

AGENTS—$60-$125
samples.
windows.
Chicago.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR,
Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods.
ixperience unnecessary, Carnation Co., Dept.
Louis, Mo.

"86)0 St.

AGENTS—WE START YOU IN RUSI-
NESS and help you succeed. No capital or
oxperience needed. Spare or full time. You
can earn $50-$100 weekly. Write Madison
Manufacturers, 564 Broa New York.

‘WE START YOU SS, fur-

A WEEK. Free
Gold letters for stores and office
Metallic Letter Co., 428 N. Clark,

START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-
nishing everything; men and women $30 to
$100 weekly operating our ‘‘Specialty Candy
Factories’”” anywhere. Booklet free. w.
Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East Orange,

OUR SUPERIGR PROPOSITION will
net you $100 a week, every week in the
year. Equipment and car
capital or experience
ate profits. Write today for
American  Producis Company,
riouth, Cincinnati, 0.

SALESMEN SELLING TO MEN: We
have side line for you that will sell along
with any line you may now be handling
and make more money for you, provided you

furnished. No
Immedi-
r

necessary.

are now selling to men. Get full facts at
once, Address  Salesmanager, 844 West
Adams, Dept. 314, Chicago.

$14.50 DAILY EASY—PAY IN AD-
vance, Introducing _ Chieftain Guaranteed
Shirts 3 for $4.95. No experience or capital
needed. Just write orders. We deliver and
collect.  Full working outfit Free. Cincin-

nati Shirt Company, Shop 1922, Cincinnati,
Ohio.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

Farm Lands

YOU ARE WANTED TO RESILVER
Mirrors at Home. Immense profits plating
auto parts, tableware, etc. Write for in-
formation. Sprinkle, Plater, 333, Marion,
Indiana.

MONEY MADE IN MICH. POTATOES.
$10. down now and easy terms buys
near markets, lakes, streams. Write
Swigart & Co., S-1276, 1st Nat’l Bank
Bldg., Chicago.

Business Opportunities

EARNEST SEEKER—remunerative, wor-
thy business, differs from commercial lines.
no stocks of merchandise. Small capital, in-
formation free. Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway,
New York.

Coins, Stamps, etc.

OLD MONEY WANTED. Will pay Fifty
Dollars for nickel of 1913 with Liberty
head, (no Buffalo). We pay cash premi-
ums for all rare coins. Send 4c for Large
Coin Folder. May mean much profit to you.

Help Wanted—Female

$6-318 A DOZEN demmatmg pillow tops at
home, experience unnec /5 particulars
for stamp. Tepestry 110 La-
Grange, Ind.

Male Help - Instructions
GET FOREST RANGER
$200 mo. and home furnished; perma-
hunt, fish, v.rap Tor detalls write

68 Temple Court, Denver, Colo.
ARN $120 to 0 monthly, expe
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. We

ry;
Paint (_o

s
H

Numismatic Co., Dept. 440, Ft. Worth, Tex. | cure position for you after completion of :
months’ home-study course or n{;\)yney 1&0-
funded. Excellent opportunity. rite for

How to Entertain Free Booklet. lIM-AZS, Stand.  Business
Training Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

PLAYS, Musical comedies and revues, | ~ ARRIFRS —(LERKS 00
minstrel music, blackface skits, vaudeville S"::)(%H‘ M;;\R]%[i,-n\ \‘h‘;l';“;\;;rumfl'ﬁg_
fﬁ;h)e:‘&m1"d‘;f"sicgllal?e’a'dl;‘;?mtsit";‘g’é ‘;lr:‘::g: a:rjinations. J‘.nmu.l(us free.  Franklin In-
yfooks, xrll)'ake-up goods. lgig’ gatalov;é bﬁ.e]e. stitute, Dept W2, Rochester, N. Y.

. S, enison & 3 . Wabash, A
Dept.” 155 Chicaga, > 02 B0 _Help Wanted—Instructions

ML\I WANTING OUTDOOR WOR
Patents and LaWyers _ | qualify for raresl.dxanger position. lStahrt. $i7125
o s month; cabin and vacation; patrol-the for-
proiiminary " examination " Bookler . frep. | O5(S. protect he game; give (curists informa-

Highest references. Best results. Prompt- t}g{“ Write Mokane, Dept. M-10, Denver,

ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, I’atent Lol _ e

Lawyer, 724 Ninth St., Washington, D. C. ALL A 35, wanting

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. | Government positions, commence $110-$250
Patented or _unpatented. Write Adam | month, write for Free copy ‘‘How to Qual-
Tisher Mfg. Co., 223, Enright, St. Louis, | ify.””  Instruction Bureau, 308 Arcade Blde.,
Mo. St. Louis, Mo.

PATENTS—Write for Guide Books and
‘‘Record of Invention Blank’’ before disclos-
ing inventions. Send model or sketch of in-
vention for Inspection and Instructions Free.
Terms reasonable. Victor J. Evans Co., 767
Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS—Write for our guide book,
‘““How to Get Your Patent,”” and evidence of
invention blank. _Send model or sketch for
Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms
reasonable. ~Randolph & Co., Dept. 412,
Washington, D. C.

Detectives—Iinstructions
T MEN—F yi ot

Gxperience unnecessary travel;
make secret investigations; reports; salaries;
expenses. Write American Foreign Detec-
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

l)l Th(‘TIVFS LAR"I BlG
Great demand. Excellent opportunity.
perience  unnecessary. Particulars
Wrilte. George Wagner, 2190 Broadway,
York.

‘\IONEY.

Ex-
free.
New

Probably you can think of a

own, a car, a_ college education. Any of

men and women,

The same plan that
offered to you. No experience, no capital
interfere with your regular duties.
a 2c¢, stamp, or a penny

3 score of things right now for
which you would like to have some extra money—a home of your

grasp if you simply follow the successful course of thousands of

J boys and girls, who are turning their spare
time into cash taking subscriptions for our magazines.

EASY TO START

Try it out!
post card to get full details and a

Sell Us Your Spare Time

these is within your

—— — —

has made these folks prosperous is now

NAME ........ TR O RIS I TR R e e

necessary. Does not STREET .o.0covivisaconioce oo vinomwis sisioiore wiosieis ainieioieace 0 i .
It costs only

CITY scosopnmsmisewsissonsise seweas s STATE isusneavsae wiasesazmiere

complete money-making outfit FREE,
and may gain hundreds of dolla

MAIL IT TO-DAY!
STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
79-89 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.
Please show me how I can profitably sell you my

You have nothing {o lose
s—here’s the coupon.

spare time.

Plcase

mention

PROHIBITION AGENTS

$1700 TO $3000 YEAR

Steady Work
Many Government Jobs Open to Women 0\\

Common Education Sufficient
MAIL COUPON

No Layoffs

this

/ Sirs: Rush to me without charge,

> Rul\\‘u

O office
government JU)M now open to men and women, 18
up; (3) F‘ull particulars telling how ‘o get a pasition.

/ NAMG' cvsivnoivaiasisnine
IMMEDIATELY 7 Address ............

66 ”
Travel—For “Uncle Sam
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS—MEN—-BOYS 18 UP
CARRIERS—POSTOFFICE CLERKS

¢ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE

Dept. W-276, Rochester, N. Y.

32-page
Tegarding
Post-
List of

inforn.ation
G ‘uner:
(2)

book with (1) Full
Postal Clerks;

Clerks; Prohibition

City
Agen.s;

magazine when answering advertisements
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With this Portable

Phonograph Y

Sensational offer. A special assort-
ment of up-to-date high-grade new
electric process 75¢ records—30 se-
lections in all, 15 double face rec-
ords—very latest selections, popu-
lar songs, dance music, band and
instrumental pieces. $11.25 worth

UP-TO-DATE
SELECTIONS

of brand new records included with
this outfit. And we'vepicked _s
out just the kind of records 7

to please youmost, Read

our wonderful
fer below.

30 Days Trial Yo

Puritone portable phonograph outfit, with 30

high grade selections, 15 double face 75c
records to your home on 30 days trial for only $1.00
with the coupon. Use it as your own and see what a
wonderful convenience it is to have a phonograph that
you can carry from room to room. Use the outfit on
30 days trial. If within 30 days you decide not to keep
the outfit, send it back and we’ll refund your $1.00 plus
all transportation charges.

sz@ a month If you keep it, pay only

¢ $2.60 a month until you
have paid —only $26.85. Think of it, a first-class high
grade phonograph, and 15 high grade up-to-date double
face records— (30 selections) a complete outfit, ready
to play, only $26.85.

Send Coupon NowieF

Seize this opportunity on this special sale, while it lasts.
Only $1.00 with the coupon
brings the complete outfit on

FREE CATALOG

of home furnishings sent with A
o7 without order. See coupon. 30 days trial.

Straus & Schram,

m%

2
ﬂ?~

I

= i \ X
This Portable Phonograph plasany maxe of 10-

" A inch_disc records in-
cluding Edison and plays two ten-inch records with one winding.
Weighs only 17 pounds. Comes in waterproof imitation leather case
with hinged lid, closes up like a small suitcase with snap locks and
carrying handle (see illustration.) Measures 14}% x 7}% inches. Records
are placed inside of lid and secured so they will not rattle or break.
Holds 15 records. Has quiet spring motor, tone arm and r?roducer
withindestructible diaphragm and wide throat for full sound volume.
Reproducer is reversible for Edison records. Outfit includes 15 double
face 75¢c New Electric Process records—3( selections. A complete record
library without buying a single one! Shpg. weight, packed about 25 1bs.

EEEEENANENENEEEEERENE SESESEAEENRENEENRE
rder b Y
°w§sz4§ ,{‘."' Straus & Schram, Dept. 3983 Chicago, lll,
nnly 31 Oi) Enclosed find $1.00. Ship special advertised Puritone Portable
. S, Phonograph with 15 Double Face 75¢ New Electric Process records—
with coupon, 380 selections. I am to have 30 days free trial. If I keep theoutfit I
$2.60 monthly will pay you $2.60 monthly. If not satisfied, I am return the
o n shonogra h and records within 30 days and you are to refund my
Total price ollar and express charges I paid.
$26.85. Puritone Portable Phonograph and 15 Double
Face Records, W8824JA, $26.85
Name
St.,R. F. D.
or Box No.
Shipping
Point
gfﬁt Stat
ce. ate.
Married Nationality
cn'}%l“‘ 3982 or Single?. orColor
ll.l‘ If you want ONLY our free catalog
AGO, ® Orome urnishinge, mark X nere: |

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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21 JEWEL ~Extra Thin

STUDEBAKER
The Insured Watch

A Sensational Offer!

Only $1.00 and you_ get the fa-
mous 21-Jewel Studebaker Watch
direct from factory! Balance in
easy monthly pa\mpnf\'

Lowest prices ever uamed on similar
quality You save 307
 _Lad Bracelet Watches, \Iens Strap
Watches, Diamonds and .'le“eh‘y also sold
v payments. This Company is directed by the Studebaker
of South Bend, known throughout the avorld for three-
quarters of a century of fair dealing, 100,000 satisfied customers.
Send coupon at once for full particulars of our amazing offer.

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG!

A copy of our beautiful, new, six color
catalog will be sent Free to anyone sending the coupon below.
Shows 80 magnificent, new Latest de-
signs in yellow gold, Exquisite
thin models. Masterpieces of

Studebaker 21-Jewel Watches have 8 ﬂdlll‘ heat, cold,
isochronism and 5 positions. An insurance pr)luv is given free—
insuring the watch for your lifetime!

Special Offer: Watch Chain FREE

To those who write at once for free Catalog we will include par-
ticulars of our special offer of an exquisite Watch Chain free, This
offer is good for a limited time only. Send the coupon at once—
Defore it expires.

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY
Directed by the Studebaker Family —three-quarters of a

century of fair dealing
WATCHES DIAMONDS JEWELRY
Dept. H908 South Bend, Indiana
Canadian Address: Windsor, ont.

Art Beauty cases and dials,
green gold and white gold effects,
craf’

the watchmaker’s

SPECIAL OFFER COUPON
STUDEB: \I\l R WATCH COMPANY
Dept. H908 South Bend, Indiana
send me your free Catalog of

send me Jewelry

Catalog free.

Street or R. F. D. __
City or Post Office !
State |

magazine

SELL PIONEER

YT AF52354/] Woal Tailori

Y°, <) FULL OR PART TIME

Part timemen $5 anhourselling
famous Pioneer tailored- £
gl || to-measure all-wool suits at
ca 3d |$23.50. Commissions Paid
ly in advance. Striking &
leather brief case con-
taining100largeswatch

samples furnished—other equally
remarkable values at $29.50 and
$34.50. Wetrain the inexperienced
Men with determination and willing=
ness to work for success write for this
big money making opportunity, today.

|_Pioneer Taziloring Co., Congress& Throon Sts. Dept.P1003 , Clncuo

PLAY PIANO BY EAR

Play popular song hits perfectly. Hum the
tune, play it by ear. Self-instruction--no
teacher required No tedious ding-dong
daily practice - just twenty brief, entertam-
Ing lessons which you master

At Home in Your Spare Time

NIAGARA SCHOOI. OF MUSIC
Dept. 254, Niagara Falls, N.Y.

Send fotms Free Book |

FOREST RANGERS

Do you enjoy outdoor life close to Nature? Get
IForest Ranger job; salary $125-$200 month and
home furnished; plenty fishing; huntmg, trapping;
no strikes or shut downs vacahom on full pay.
For further particulars, write

2865 TEMPLE COURT

NORTON; DENVER, COLORADO
‘“PERFUME CREATION OF MOVIE LAND”

' TRIPLE EXTRACT

LOVE DROPS

A new creation, an enchanting
powerful aroma. . Rich and poor,
old and young, surrender to its
charm. $2.50 size for $1.00 post-
paid, or $1.27 C.0.D. with in-
structions for use. Secrets of
rhology and art of winning the one you love with
1 7 Psychological and Successful plans and stratagems
winning, inspi tivating and holding the love of the
one you love and e ng_ your Magnetic Invisible Power
within you, to which you hold the key.
WONS CO., Dept. A, Box 1250,

Hollywood, Calif.

( ) Meat Inspector
) Special Agent
(investigator)
) Steno-Typist
) Immigrant Insp.
) City Mail Carrier
; Border Patrol
)
)
)

P. O. Cler
Forest Ranger
File Clerk
Matron

Chauffeur-Carrier
Skilled Laborer

(
(
General Clerk ((
(
Watchman ;

Typist
Seamstress
Steno-Secretal‘Y
Auditor

Postmaster
RFD Carrier

Mr. Ozment, Instruction Rureau,. 407 St. Louis, Mo. §

Send me lpal't!culars about pos

ions marked *
salanes, cations, opportunities, * How to Quahfy".

Ns’cmp

Address

when answering advertisements
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Glorious Sports /
for Real Sports,

KING, skating, tobogganing— Win-
ter’s sports challenge you to ride out
and join them in your Harley-Davidson.

Winter days and winter trails have no
terrors for this motorcycle. It has a world
of power and thrilling speed. No radiator
troubles! Running cost only 2¢ per mile!

The 1928 models have
both front and rear
_ brakes, and many
other improvements.
® Ask your dealer about
his Pay-As-You-Ride
Plan. Mail coupon
for catalog.

HArLEY- DAVIDSON

MoTtor CoMPANY
Dept. AF, Milwaukee, Wis.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON

The famous Single —the solo
motorcycle that travels 80
miles on one gallon of gas—
1c per mile operating cost. On-
ly $235. f.o.b. factory, with
complete electric equipment.

CcO.,
HARLEY'DAVIDSONVMOTOR
Dept. AF, Milwaukee, Wis.

Send catalog an

5 sin
scribing O T

4 literature des
m] Single.

AJAresscmmmmmermeese= Clw

On time!

Wesiclox:
Svket Bew

New Model
PocketBen

A reliable watch will help you be on time.

The New Model Pocket Ben is that kind
—thoroughly trustworthy.

It’s goodlooking, too—and sturdy as they
make them.

Sold everywhere for $1.50. With lumi-
nous dial that tells time in the dark, $2.25.

Built by the makers of
Big Ben and other Westclox

WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY
I.a Salle, Illinois

Plecse mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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This Singular Book Wields a
Strange Power Over Its Readers

Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly!

Will You Read It 5 Days FREE—to Prove It
| Can Multiply Your Present Income?

STRANGE book!

A book

Best of all it tells you how to

that seems to cast a spell over
every person who turns its pages!

A copy of this book was left
lying on a hotel table for a few
weeks. Nearly 400 people saw the
book—read a few pages—and
then sent for a copy!

In another  case a physician
placed a copy in his waiting-room.
More than 200 patients saw the
book—read part of it—and then

accomplish these results instanta-
neously!

Whence Comes This
Uncanny Volume ?

Forty years ago, Edmund Shaft-
esbury, student of the human mind,
set out to discover the secret of
Personal Magnetism. He applied
his discoveries to his friends. Re-
sults were astonishing! His meth-
ods seemed to transform people into

ordered copies for themselves!
Why are people so profoundly
affected by this book?—so anx-

ious to get a copy?
The answer is simple.
The book reveals to
them for the first time
how any one can de-
velop a Magnetic Per-
sonality nstantly! It
explains how to gain
overnight the personal
charm that attracts
countless friends—the
self-confidence that in-
sures quick success in
any business.

It tells how to draw
people to you at once,
irresistibly—how to be
popular in any society
—how to overcome al-
most at once any ti-
midity you may have
—how to be a magnet
of human attraction,
well-liked  wherever
vou go!

him.

Queen

entirely new beings!
fame spread.

Book Tells You

How to develop a Mag-
netic Personality,

How = to. use _certain
Oriental Secrets

How- to gain perfect
nerve control

How to read people’s
feelings by watching
their mouths

How to read people’s
thoughts by watch-
ing their eyes

How to develop a mag-
netic eye

How to make your face
appear 20 years younger

How to control others
by a glance

How to use Magnetic
Healing

How to end awkward-
ness and timidity

How to attract the op-
posite sex

How to get ahead in your
business or profession

How to make your
subconscious mind
work wonders

And dozens of
vital topics

other

Shaftesbury’s
Great men came to

His students and friends em-
braced such

names as Gladstone,

Victoria, Edwin Booth,
Henry Ward Beecher,

and Cardinal Gibbons.

Until recently, Shaft-
esbury’s teachings have
been available only to
people who could pay $25
or $50 each for instruc-
tion books. Now, his
wonderful teachings
have been collected into
a single volume, at a
price within the reach
of all! And further-
more, Shaftesbury has
consented to reveal hun-
dreds of new discoveries
never before put into
print.

Strange Effect on
Readers

Readers of this book
quickly become masters
of a singular power to
influence men and wo-
men around them. Not
by force—not by loud
argument. But rather by
some subtle, insinuating
power that sways men’s
emotions. They are able
to play on people’s feel-

Please mention this magazine when answering

ings just as a skilled violinist
plays upon a violin.

Is it any wonder that thousands
of men and women say that they
are overjoyed with the results they
have received? One enthusiast said
of this volume, “Things I have read
there I would never have dreamed
of.” Another wrote, ‘I would not
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Back in the rowdy California days when there was a movement on foot to separate
the State from the Union, a young adventurer chanced on a slip of paper that intro=
duced him to an attractive girl who was not afraid to play a real woman’s part, and
led into the heart of political intrigue, the boiling caldron of action and romance.

CHAPTER 1.
ON THE RUN.

USH was making a run for it.
Sitting there in the Golden Bear
barroom, he told Sheehy so

frankly, and maybe a bit too loudly, un-
der the circumstances. He was going
to be sensible. Five thousand men, or
maybe ten thousand, were altogether too
many to buck, he said. Especially when

you didn’t know who they were, nor
where; and when half of them really
believed they were patriots and all, and
that it was just like war. Why, right
here in this barroom, there were prob-
ably men who would put a bullet in him
if they knew who he was. Well, they’d
know soon enough; but he’d be away by
then.

Rush’s blue eyes flamed virtuously
as he made this safety-first proclama-
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tion. His trim, lean, muscular body
was taut with the fervor of his pro-
nouncement, You could tell surely
enough he was on the run by the very
shrug of his square, wide shoulders, as
he tapped the butt of his holstered re-
volver.

“It don’t carry enough bullets, Tim,
to fit this here occasion. Man, I’'m off.
I'm playin’ safe. I’'m leavin’ California
right now. An’ what’s the matter with
me that you don’t want me with you?”

Sheehy, a big, red-faced, middle-aged
Irishman, scratched his graying head
perplexedly. He didn’t know what to
do about Rush, but he could at least
answer that last question.

“Faith, there’s nothin’ wrong wit’ ye,
an’ ye know Oi know it, lad. Don’t Oi
remember ye under Walker, an’ haven’t
Oi been hearin’ av ye ever since? There
isn’t a better man in this room—aye,
nor in all California!”

Sheehy sincerely believed that, but
it was a great deal to say. There were
no weaklings visible in the Golden Bear
barroom, and there were few in the
California of that day.

Other sorts of men were in the
Golden Bear in plentiful variety: suc-
cessful survivors of the twelve mad
years since ’49; fortune hunters fresh
from all the seas of the earth; honest
men and rogues; noisy men and quiet,
sober men; drunken, wise-eyed and un-
wise men; lawyers, merchants, miners,
grafters—all having won their fortune
or busy seeking it in the wildest gold
rush and game of empire building and
grabbing in history.

“You’re better than any of ’em,” went
on Sheehy, “but ’tis just because av
that. Boy, Oi know ye. ’'Tis not wit’
that bunch av hard nuts, scum av the
earth, that ye—'Hurry-up’ Rush, ‘Nica-
ragua’ Rush, ‘Rush av the Durango’
—belong. Sure, there’s a better way
for ye to be escapin’ than joinin’ wit’
us.”

Rush threw back his head and

THE POPULAR

laughed at that, but with affection for
Sheehy in his still-boyish eyes.

“ ‘Preacher’” Sheehy—you've still
your good ideas for me. An’ I thank
you for ’em kindly. But take one look
out there. Then tell me, how can you
bid me value my life, an’ stand in the
way of me savin’ it?”

Sheehy followed Rush’s glance over
the room. Truly, it was not the ordi-
nary San Francisco crowd, boisterous
with easy good humor, that filled the
place to-night.

The men were about the same, of
course, and their occupations were the
same—lining three deep in places be-
fore the mahogany bars, or gathered in
low-voiced groups beneath the blazing,
many-crystalled chandeliers that threw
down more heat than light, or listening
to the croupiers’ raucous calls at the
gaming tables. But the confident good-
fellowship was mostly gone. It was
eclipsed by too many sidelong, suspi-
cious looks, too many groups that kept
apart from others and dissolved as at
a glance, too much low talk that tried to
conceal itself beneath the clamor of
more careless voices, the blaring of the
band, and the clatter of coins and
glasses on the bars.

“Faith,” said Sheehy, “you’re roight.
The game’s afoot, an’ pity the man that
stands in the way av it. Get out ye
must, but phwat’s the matter wit’ an
ordinary ship?”

“They’ll all be watched But
say! Sheehy!” A curious, whimsical
light appeared in Rush’s eyes, as though
he scented a good joke upon himself.

“Sure your expedition ain’t part of
that?”

Sheehy grew more serious, but re-
plied positively:

“Not a bit av it. Filibusterin’ in
South America, Oi judge it, wit’
maybe a bit av piracy thrown in. A
good ship, wit’ plenty av men, an’ plenty
av money behind it—an’ ahead, too, Oi
hope—an’ wit’ such evidences av law-
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lessness that even Oi shouldn’t be con-
nected wit’ it. But not &

“Republic-makin’, eh?”’ completed
Rush, still with that whimsical, half-
wishful look in his eyes. “If it were,
an’ I joined, wouldn’t that be a case?
A wasp in a hornet’s nest, by George!
If only I hadn’t made up my mind to
play safe! But I have. But tell me,
Tim, what makes you so certain?”

“Well, ’tis loike this,” returned
Sheehy. “Them Bear State men are
respectable, in spite av bein’ phwat Oi
call traitors. An’ they’re after respect-
able support. They couldn’t afford to
be mixed up wit’ the bunch, av ruffians
that’s goin’ to man that ship. That’s the
way Oi look at it.”

“Your expedition sounds better an’
better,” said Rush. “Get me in on it,
Sheehy, will you? Rememberin’ old
times, get me in on it.”

“Oi suppose so,” sighed Sheehy.
“But ’tis because I’'m rememberin’ them
old times that Oi'd rather see ye some-
where else.”

It had been in Nicaragua under
Walker that they had met, and Rush
but a high-strung lad in his teens.
Much trouble had followed, and finally
disaster; but meanwhile Walker had
made the alert boy a captain, and the
lonely Sheehy had made him almost a
son in his heart. After imprisonment
and escape, their trails had parted, but
every now and then, Sheehy heard of
Rush. .

How he had shipped at Panama, for
instance, with a second-class ticket and
a ten-dollar stake, and had arrived at
San Francisco with a thousand, gained
mostly by repeated speculations in fruit.
How he had located two abandoned
gulch heads and taken out a fortune,
lost in a month in a town-site flyer.
How he had gone into Mexico alone,
located a mine in the middle of Du-
rango, fought fever, made friends of
the bandits, rode the storm of a revolu-
tion, and got his gold out. Another for-
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tune. No one knew where that had
gone.

Now times had changed in California,
no longer so fluid and adventurous; and
Sheehy learned with disappointment
that Rush had recently become a mere
back-country gambler. Not a common
gambler, though, Sheehy was sure of
that. Rush would be uncommon if only
in that he’d gamble fairly; but it was
no job for him anyway. And neither
was this crazy expedition, which Sheehy
had promised to join, the place for a
young un that had stuff in him yet.
Sheehy was saying something more to
that effect, and that it was all right for
him because he was through, anyway,
when he was interrupted by an incident
not so unusual in those days.

It was a sudden fracas at a near-by
poker table. “Cheat!” rasped one man,
and another: “Liar!” And before the
latter word was out, they were both on
their feet and shooting.

Two shots and it was over. Frag-
ments of glass showering down from a
chandelier told of one man’s bullet-
spoiled aim. For the other bullet went
true. Rush, on his feet, could see noth-
ing for the men standing between; but
he heard a body slump to the floor,
dragging the table over with it.

“Grab him!” “Get his gun!” “He’s
killed him, the——"  “Watch the
doors!”

The old days were surely over, for
the victor in the impromptu duel was
seized by half a dozen men. Then
Rush, for a hunted, fleeing man, made
himself very conspicuous: he leaped on
his chair to see the better. He glimpsed
the face of the imperiled man—an hon-
est face if there was ever one—and
swiftly, instinctively, Rush’s hand went
to his revolver butt.

Sheehy laughed softly, seeing the ac-
tion. “Begorra, don’t forget you’re
runnin’ for it.”

Rush, thus reminded, hesitated an in-
stant; and in that time it was oddly
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made plain that the other didn’t need
his help.

The man uttered a cry, a most pe-
culiar one, a signal that Rush had heard
once before. Rush relaxed; he knew
about what would happen’; but he wasn’t
prepared for Sheehy’s action.

Sheehy started instantly to the rescue.
All over the barroom other men started,
too. But that cry for help was so mi-
raculously potent that most of them
weren’t needed save for moral support.
Among the men around the killer, there
was a swirl of movement, followed by
a concerted rush of four of them, with

the killer in between, toward a rear exit.

No one followed as they passed out.

But he wasn’t a killer after all. The
gambler whom he’d shot still lived—and
besides, he had cheated. At least, that
was the word that was passed as the
fallen man was carried out. And the
bulk of the crowd glowered and grum-
bled, but accepted the situation. The
rescuers were organized and the crowd
was not—that was the explanation.
And upon Rush’s face there was a look
of questing, dubious excitement, as
Sheehy returned to their table.

Aloud, and as carelessly as he could
voice the question, he asked Sheehy:

“A friend of yours, Tim?”

“No—oh, ye mane that shootin’ in-
dividual?” Sheehy’s voice was troubled
and thoughtful. “Yes, he was a friend.”

“He had a lot of ’em,” said Rush
dryly. “Honest, Sheehy, don’t you
know what that means?”

“That! Phwat?”’

“That yell the fellow gave, for one
thing.”

“Why, yes. That meant he was wan
of us; wan of our expedition. But Oi
didn’t know 2

Sheehy’s voice traileds off, and his
eyes, which drink had rendered not as
keen as they had been, wandered out
over the crowd, which was settling
down with an increase of tension.

“That you had so much high-grade
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support, eh? Funny, isn’t it?” Rush’s
own eyes were very bright and dancing
with some suppressed desire. “By
heavens, Sheehy, if I wasn't——
When’s this precious expedition of
yours to start?”

“Day after to-morrow.”

“Then meet me here to-morrow night,
will you, and never mind gettin’ me a
place in it till then. I'll be thinkin’ over
what you said, d’ye see? An’ now I've
gotta get some sleep. I'm all in.”

He rose and strode from the bar-
room, with men glancing appraisingly
and mostly approvingly at him as he
passed. Lhe rough miner’s clothes that
he wore didn’t 'seem to quite belong on
his supple body, which moved with such
effortless ease. Quite in place, how-
ever, seemed the revolver that swung
at his side. He was smiling a little at
the trick which Fate had almost played
on him.-

Outside, on the high-pillared veranda
of the hotel, he stood for a while look-
ing out upon the open, unkempt plaza,
unlighted save by the fringe of saloons.

“Now, if I wasn’t playin’ safe—"
he muttered.

If it wasn’t for that proud determi-
nation of his—proud because new—he
felt he would surely join Sheehy’s expe-
dition, even though the scene in the bar-
room had perfectly proved that it was
connected with the very movement from
which he had run from Sacramento, and
must run considerably farther.

It had been the freakiest bit of bad
luck and bad judgment, masquerading
as good, that had got him into his diffi-
culties. He had played with a man who
looked like a miner, and had won heav-
ily. The last of his winnings was a
sack of dust wagered by the stranger,
who must have been drunker than he
looked. For when Rush got back to his
hotel and emptied the sack, he found
in the bottom of it a paper the mere
sight of which checked his breathing.

The names on it were high names in-
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deed, but that paper placed in the proper
hands might change them into numbers
instead. The plans that the paper in-
dicated, Rush didn’t stop to read. One
glance told him that they outlined a plot
for revolt in California against the Fed-
eral authority, weakened by the Civil
War in the East. It was the old Bear
State movement, revived under more
hopeful circumstances.

Rush knew something of it already,
as nearly every one did. He knew the
arguments for the common crowd: that
the Bear State flag had flown first and
had been taken down by force; that
Washington was twelve days away by
the fastest mail and could not govern
successfully over thousands of miles of
wilderness; that California should be
for the Californians, and the people’s
taxes for themselves.

He knew the sort of men that headed
the movement. “Knights of the Golden
Circle,” they called themselves. He
knew the stake for which they played;
control of the world’s greatest reservoir
of gold. He knew—quite all that he
wanted to know. Particularly he knew
that he mustn’t be found with this pa-
per. His resolution to play quite safe
formed itself as he stood with the paper
in his hand. As he touched a match to
it, he was making plans for instant de-
parture from Sacramento.

He was packing up, when three men
entered his room without stopping to
knock. He knew he was in for trouble.

He was, and one of the three was
in for death. Rush didn’t intend to kill
him, but he had to shoot or be shot,
when they wouldn’t believe he had de-
stroyed the paper. Then he went
through the window.

Rush regretted his accidentally fatal
shot less the next day, when he learned
that a man, who could be hardly other
than the Golden Circle messenger, had
been found dead in the tule marsh out-
side Sacramento. He had paid high for
his carelessness.
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The affair was now forty-eight hours
old, and Rush was still alive, contrary
to the prophecy of his three visitors.
That was because he had traveled a hun-
dred miles swiftly and circuitously, be-
fore making for San Francisco, the only
open port. He was giving them a run
for it. He was playing safe.

But he had to admit, standing there,
that the rather unaccustomed role was
growing a trifle wearisome. Middle-
aged prudence was hardly in his line,
as yet. But he'd stick it out, no fear.

Hardly like a fugitive did he lcok,
however, as he presently crossed the
hotel lobby on his way to his room. Up
the uncarpeted stairway his boots rang
smartly, and down the ill-lighted hall to
his own door. And he perceived as his
hand sought the doorknob, a pencil of
light streaming through the keyhole
from the room which should have been
dark.

Who was waiting in there for him?
Khnights of the Golden Circle?

Rush’s reaction was instant, and pe-
culiar for the cautious part he was play-
ing. With a tightening of all his mus-
cles, he flung the door open and leaped
in, his revolver extended.

The leaping of that revolver toward
its target resembled the striking of a
serpent. A hushed cry of alarm had
guided Rush’s aim to a figure which
sprang up from behind the bed at the
other side of the room.

For an instant, his finger rested on
the trigger. Then, utterly astounded,
he replaced his revolver.

“I—I——" he stammered.
can I do for you, miss?”

“What

CHAPTER 1II.
RUSH PLAYS INQUISITOR.

RUSH’S first glance showed him
merely that the intruder was a girl.
Then he saw that her face was growing
colorless; her lips were parted with
alarm; her eyes were staring at him,
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wide with dismay. But she seemed to
be struggling hard for composure, and
before he would have thought it pos-
sible, she partially attained it. Pale-
lipped, she managed a smile; and though

terror still lurked in her eyes, her voice_

was almost steady when she replied:

“You might—forgive me my tres-
pass. And let an unwitting burglar
escape.”

She laughed lightly, almost naturally,
and came unhurriedly around the foot
of the bed. But Rush, watching her
eyes, knew that what she wanted to do
was scream and run for the door.

What Rush wanted to do from that
moment was to let her go, and he al-
most did. Then he reminded himself
of his own predicament. It seemed im-
possible she could be a Golden Circle
spy, but if not that, what was she?

“Well, if you'll tell me what you’re
trespassin’ for ” he suggested, with
amazement growing every moment he
looked at her.

For truly she seemed the least likely
person in the world to be caught in
such a position. Her terrified eyes were
modest eyes, too, with dignity in the
violet depths of them. Dignity and a
fine intelligence were in the fine lines
of her slightly irregular features; and
her slender, well-poised body was
clothed in a street dress of unmistakable
taste and value.

But still Rush had to recognize, in
her furtive glance at the door behind
his back, a fear even greater than
seemed natural under the circumstances.
And her words didn’t ring quite true.

“Of course I'll explain. I had this
room last night, and when I left this
morning, I forgot some papers.” She
showed him a fold that looked like let-
ters in her right hand. “So I came back
for them. I'd no idea the room was
occupied. I'm sorry.”

She smiled tremulously, and took a
step or two toward the door.

It required an increasing effort of the
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will for Rush to keep his place in front
of her. She was so brave in her terror,
so appealing in her slender helplessness,
so obviously inexperienced in contriving
a lie. But in knowledge there is safety,
Rush reminded himself. What was she
doing in his room?

“And the clerk sent you right up, of
course,” said Rush pleasantly. “That
wasn’t your fault, but I’ll just go down
with you and tell him next time to get
my permission.”

The girl faltered at that. Dismay
again widened her eyes and broke into
her voice.

“But he didn’t. He—wasn’t in the
office. I didn’t want to wait, so I came
right up.”

“Yes. I don’t blame you a bit for
telling me that, either. But you
wouldn’t, of course. Some might, but
you wouldn’t. And you wouldn’t have
been carrying a pass-key. As I said—
well, my original proposition stands.”

“What was it?” Her body was rigid
with the effort of gripping at her self-
control.

“Tell me what you’re here for, an’ I'll
let you go.”

She was evidently not accustomed to
being disbelieved, for she flashed out
angrily.

“If you won’t believe me, what’s the
use of telling you anything?”

“Miss, it’s like this,” returned Rush
easily, “this here thing’s too strange for
anything but the truth or a most mag-
nificent lie to fit. An’ you ain’t had ex-
perience enough in lyin’ to invent one
that’ll hold water. I'll know the truth
when I hear it.”

“And if I won’t explain?”

“Then I'm afraid I’ll have to do my
duty an’ call the management.”

“Oh, your duty!” Suddenly the
girl’s temper flamed. “Satisfy your
impertinent curiosity, or you’ll do your
duty. Well, do it, then.”

Rush turned impassively toward the
door. It was a bluff, of course. He
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neither wanted to expose the girl, nor
to call attention to himself. Behind
him, there was a swift movement, a stir-
ring cry, half between a sob and a
moan.

“Oh, no! No, I can’t let you—he'd
be killed! Oh, let me think!”

Rush turned. The girl’s right hand
was raised, her fingers indenting her
cheek. Her face was so nearly con-
vulsed with horror at the threatened ex-
posure that Rush for sheer shame
‘shifted his glance. His eyes fell on the
folded letters in her hand, and remained
there for a long moment, while his curi-
osity stirred afresh. For the fold was
covered with the oddest characters he
had ever seen, more erratically formed
than any hieroglyphics—mere jumbles
of straight and curved lines criss-
crossed in every direction. If they ex-
plained the girl’s presence here——
But good Lord! she was crying!

“Miss! I'm askin’ you Let me
explain. I didn’t mean You can
go, but I wish—— I don’t want you to
think——"

Gone was Rush’s own self-control,
dissolved in the girl’s tears. How
could he have tortured her so! He
wanted to touch her, to take her hand
reassuringly; but he didn’t dare step
nearer. Helplessly he stared at her,
until she looked out from moist but
brightening eyes.

“You'll let me go?”

“Of course! I didn’t intend
I'm in danger myself, an’ I—I thought
you might be connected up with it. I'm
on the run. An’ so I wanted to know
if b2

Hali-frightened again, the girl looked
at him mistily.

“You're in danger?”

“Yes. That’'s why——"

“Oh! I wish It’s nothing to do
with you, I know.”

“Of course it hasn’t.
known that. I'm sorry

“I wish I could tell you.

I should have

t2d

Just so
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you’d know. But I can’t. He—it isn’t
my secret. But I'd rather die myself
than——"

“I know. Or rather, I don’t know.
But it’s all right. I wish I could help
you.”

Queer how small and intimate the
room was, all of a sudden ; how soft and
friendly was the girl’s hand, as she took
Rush’s on her way to the door.

“Oh, I'll be all right,” Rush told her
—and meant it. Just then, there was
nothing in the world could touch him.
“I'm playin’ safe, as I said—givin’ ’em
a run for it.”

A smile! A really gorgeous, warm
smile !
“Good luck! You don’t look like a

man that would be running much.”
Her voice was soft, low, teasing.

“Good luck to you and——" Rush
began. But the door had closed behind
her.

Rush stared at the door for a mo-
ment after she had gone, with a look
almost of incredulity. It seemed impos-
sible that the thing had actually hap-
pened. Yet, as he turned, there stood
the bed thrust away from the wall, as
evidence. She had moved the bed, knelt
behind it, secured the fold of letters, and
—Rush had quickly placed himself in
approximately her position What
was this?

A narrow strip of cloth dangled from
the bottom of one of the bed slats.
Rush touched it, found the free end
stiff with glue. Evidently the letters
had been secured by this strip of cloth
to the bottom of the slat—a first-class
hiding place. Few, searching the room,
would think of inspecting the under side
of the narrow bed slats.

But here was something else, which
his entrance had probably caused the
girl to miss. It appeared to be a small
packet, secured exactly as the letters
had been.

Rush started a triumphant smile, then
it faded. It gave him short-lived zest




that the packet probably contained a
revelation of the girl’s hard-kept secret.
He actually hesitated before he tore the
packet loose, and stood up.

Then he discovered that it wasn’t a
packet after all. A single sheet of writ-
ing paper lay on top of a plate of trans-
parent glass, about an inch thick, and
of the same length and width as the
paper.

“A readin’ glass!” Rush guessed.

He took his finds over to the table
which stood under the bracketed oil
lamp. He put the crystal down upon
the figure cloth—then stared at it with
increased perplexity.

“Great Scott! No readin’ glass, that’s
sure.” e

For under the crystal, the colored
figures on the cloth assumed the weird-
est appearance! Each separate line was
twisted and distorted, magnified in
places and in other places diminished,
until its actual shape was hardly to be
guessed at. Nor did any explanation
of this effect occur to Rush, until he
lifted the glass, and discovered the
irregular nodules and depressions on
both surfaces.

“Humph! Like a hundred magni-
fyin’ glasses all jumbled together. Only
half of ’em are reducin’ glasses, instead.
A precious lot of work somebody’s put
in on this. Let’s see what’s on this
paper.”

He glanced at it, expecting to find
the same grotesque hieroglyphics which
he had observed on the papers in the
girl’s hand. But instead it was half
covered with a peculiar but quite leg-
ible scrawl in a man’s bold writing.
Rush read swiftly, with a little chill
creeping over him:

——so no connection between Hawk and
Deeth has been established as yet, but I have
no doubt that one exists. The money being
spent by Deeth indicates greater resources
than he himself would be able to command.
Nor does Hawk by himself possess such re-

sources. But plainly if the Golden Circle is
financing the arrangements, it is doing so
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without knowledge of Deeth’s criminal® char-
acter and history.

I think complete information on these points
will be found in the inclosed letters, if they
can be interpreted. I am sure they are let-
ters written by Deeth to Hawk, from whom
I stole them. But so far, I have been un-
able to find the key——

The sentence broke off near the bot-
tom of the page. Probably the letter
writer had been interrupted at this
point, and had hidden the paper and the
crystal. Maybe the preceding part of
the letter were with the papers the girl
had carried off. Maybe the writer had
overlooked this page when binding up
the others, and had then placed it with
the crystal.

But all that didn’t matter much. The
thing that mattered was that the girl,
crystal, letters and all, were somehow
connected with the workings of the
Golden Circle. That he had told the
girl enough of his danger to almost
identify him with the Circle. That this
room might be entered at any time for
what the girl had missed. That his road
to safety led out of this room, out of
this hotel, and away.

That was his road, yet he lingered.
There were many puzzling questions!

Who was the writer of this frag-
mentary letter? Who was the Deeth
who was of such unquestionable “crim-
inal history and character,” but who
was nevertheless heading the mysterious
“arrangements” which the Golden Cir-
cle was financing? Hawk was evi-
dently a leader of the Golden Circle—
perhaps the leader, since he seemed to
control the finances. Hawk and Deeth
were working together; and the girl
—why, she must be working with them,
too!

For the thing boiled down to this:
The letters in unreadable hieroglyphics
had been stolen from the man named
Hawk by a previous occupant of this
room, who was presumably a Federal
agent. And the girl had stolen them
back again.
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What had become of the government
agent, that he hadn’t come back to his
cache? Was more than one guess
needed? Rush wondered. There is
only one impassable wall, that between
this world and the next.

Rush read the letter again. Another
thought came to him. Wasn’t it prob-
able that Sheehy’s expedition was the
one the writer had been investigating.
Why, wasn’t it almost certain? By
Sheehy’s words, its membership was
ruffianly enough to suit Deeth’s “crim-
inal character,” and it was certainly
connected with the Golden Circle.

What a wonderful tangle to be unrav-
eled! What a wonderful game to sit
in! And what a wonderful girl to—
well, help. Perhaps!

“If I only wasn’t on the run for it!”’

Well, he was, and there was an end to
that. But what would he do to-night?

She had missed the crystal. What
effect, he wondered, would that have on
her mission? What result to the un-
named “he” whose life she was trying
to save? And what result to herself?
They were dangerous men she was
working with.

Now, he must leave that room. He
must make for the hills, or maybe for
the water front. He must get away.

He started for the door and paused
strangely irresolute. He told himself
he was tired and sleepy, as indeed he
was. He postponed flight until the
morning, and shoved the bed across the
locked door. Under the mattress, he
placed the crystal and all of his present
wealth, a belt weighty with gold coins.
On a chair by the bedside he placed his
revolver, and lay down fully clothed.

Woe be to the person who tried to
enter the room that night!

But when, at an unknown later hour,
the bed began to move ever so slightly,
Rush awoke from a dream so vivid that
it seemed for the moment reality, of the
girl standing before him with fear-smit-
ten face and extended, pleading hands,
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crying out for the thing Rush had
caused her to miss: “Give it to me or
he dies.” And staring at the slowly
widening line of light between the door
and the jamb, he saw that the crystal
might be pushed through.

“Who’s there?” he whispered, fan-
tastically hoping to hear her reply.

A key was withdrawn sharply from
the lock. A man’s footsteps retreated
down the hall. Instantly Rush was on
his feet, revolver in hand, and dragging
back the bed. He would follow the
man, he would force the truth from
him about the crystal and the girl, about
Hawk and Deeth.

He was out in the hall. It was empty.
Somewhere a door closed softly. At
the same moment, Rush remembered
his part. His was no hunter’s role
now. He was the hunted himself.
What an absurdity! How ridiculous
to risk a fracas!

With a low laugh at his own foolish-
ness, he returned to his bed.

CHAPTER IIL
DOUBLE-DEALING,

HERE'’s some one to see you, Mr.
Rush.”

Rush had come down full of good
resolutions ; he would show a clean pair
of heels to-day. He met the clerk’s an-
nouncement therefore with impatience
—likely it was Sheehy. Or it might be
some other acquaintance. So many
knew him in San Francisco that he
hadn’t dared to hide under an assumed
name. He turned, and his scalp began
to prickle, but not unpleasantly. No
one was in the lobby that he knew. That
meant one thing—danger!

“The gentleman’s coming across,”
said the clerk.

Rush’s eyes narrowed as he followed
the clerk’s nod. Certainly this was no
acquaintance; Rush had never seen the
man before. If he had, he would have
remembered him.
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He was one to be remembered, if only
for his height; but his huge shoulders
and chest and paunch were even more
impressive. Yet, heavy as he was, he
walked with such ease and grace that
Rush glanced respectfully at the mus-
cles that swelled the sleeves of his black
swallowtail, and the legs of his tight
pantaloons. But the really unforget-
able thing about the man was his face
—strong of jaw, nose and forehead;
dead-white of complexion; and with
deep-set, coal-black, curiously shaped,
and certainly unscrupulous eyes.

But in a moment those eyes were
warm with friendship, apparently glow-
ing with gratitude.

“Mr. Rush?” He extended his hand.
“My name is Hawk, sir—Captain
Hawk. May I have the honor of wish-
ing you good morning?”’

Hawk! It was lucky that Rush had
steeled himself to meet at least an emis-
sary of the Golden Circle. Here was
one of its heads, perhaps its very head,
and the man, too, from whom the crys-
tal and the letters had been stolen. Rush
betrayed no surprise. But he felt a
quickening of his heartbeats, a zestful
racing of his blood, as his hand was en-
veloped in the larger one of Captain
Hawk. A warning signal, that—his old
reaction to peril.

“I’'m obliged to you for the wish,
Captain Hawkes.”

“Hawk, sir, without the plural. The
other is more common, sir. My fam-
ily: ” Eloquence was in the pause.
“But it’s about that I called to see you
—the honor of my family, my daughter.
I wish to thank you, Mr. Rush, for
respecting both last night.”

“Your daughter?” Hawk questioned
easily. But inwardly he was laughing.
That girl, this man’s daughter! Impos-
sible, preposterous! But Rush couldn’t
have said exactly why. :

“Yes, sir, my daughter,” replied Cap-
tain Hawk. “Will you be seated ?”

He indicated a chair, and Rush found
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himself sinking into it without any real
volition on his part. Also, he felt him-
self being compelled to resist a certain
insidious liking for the man. Certainly
Captain Hawk was a leader, and an
opponent fit for any man’s steel.

“I have reprimanded my daughter se-
verely,” Hawk went on. “It was un-
fair to herself and to our family name
to place herself in a position so open to
misconstruction. Fortunately, she had
to deal with a gentleman. I think she
explained the circumstances.”

“She didn’t need to,” said Rush
shortly.

Hawk stirred in his chair.

“The attitude of a gentleman, sir.
Of course, my Alice bears her character
in her face.” Hawk’s tone when he
mentioned her name was unctuous, but
not with a fatherly note, and' Rush had
to fight no more against liking the man.

“But I thought she told you that she
had merely come back to the room for
something or hers.”

“Oh, maybe she did.” Clearly the
girl had gone to Hawk; had told him at
least part of what had happened in
Rush’s room.

“Exactly. But the more credit is
due you for not requiring the explana-
tion. Have you breakfasted, sir?”

“No, but I breakfast late.”

“Then will you join me at the bar?”

Rush would not, with thanks. He
never drank before eating. Obviously
Hawk was fishing for something. Rush
wouldn’t help him. Clever as Hawk
seemed, however, Rush felt that if his
assassination was the object of Hawk’s
call, he couldn’t have kept some hint of
it out of his eyes. Perhaps Hawk was
so highly placed in the Circle that such
a commonplace matter wouldn’t have
come to his notice. Perhaps Rush was
justified in his hope that his circuitous
flight had put the Circle off the track,
that they weren’t looking for him in
San Francisco, yet.

“Ah!” TFor just an instant, Cap-
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tain Hawk allowed his annoyance at
Rush’s refusal to be seen. “Then Il
be taking my departure.”

He started to rise, then settled down
again.

“But I'd almost forgotten, sir—a
trivial matter, such as one does forget.
My daughter requested me to ask for
something which she overlooked last
night.”

“She did?” queried Rush unhelp-
fully.

“Yes, sir. A girl’s trinket, Mr. Rush.
Really worthless, but A sort of
magic reading glass, upon which she
places great store. You may have no-
ticed its peculiar properties.” Hawk
smiled indulgently. “Or did you find it
at all?”

Rush smiled back innocently.

“Yes, I found it, an’ it does seem
to have peculiar properties, as you call
’em. The property of attractin’ bur-
glars, for one thing. Another party
had a try at it last night, after your
daughter left. Tried to break into my
room for it.”

Rush felt that Hawk made a mistake
then. He controlled his features too
well. Normally, if he hadn’t known of
the attempted entry, he would at least
have expressed surprise. But he only
laughed lightly.

“Oh, I assure you, you’re mistaken,
Nobody else would be interested in it.
It’s just a womanish fancy. I believe
a fortune teller sold it to her, with some
nonsensical story. However, since you
have it 2

“Tll give it back, of course,” said
Rush, looking squarely at Hawk. In
those curiously shaped, unreadable, al-
most opaque eyes, a great relief flamed
for an instant. Rush’s reaction to that
relief was unexpected even to himself.
Suddenly he wanted to quench it; he
was filled with the zest of the mental
fencer, too—a desire to match wits with
this man; and above all, to see the girl
again, to know that she was safe.
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“To your daughter herself,” he added
clearly.

Captain Hawk’s
with disappointment.
himself up proudly.

“But, sir, as her father, surely I

“Oh, sure you’ve the right to it,”
agreed Rush easily. “An’ it isn’t worth
foolin’ about, of course. Only, maybe
I want to meet your daughter again.
Maybe I take this way of doin’ it.
Maybe—a whole lot of things.” And
Rush smiled as stupidly and as stub-
bornly as he could.

But his eyes were busy all the while.
Hawk’s active brain was working, too.
Very much, Rush wanted to know what
quickly conceived plan to handle the sit-
uation caused Hawk to relax forgivingly
and beam on him.

“I think I understand, sir. You are
really too courteous to make your mean-
ing clear. You want to make sure I'm
actually her father—that the trinket
gets back to its owner. Very good, sir.
My opinion of you remains unchanged.
I will take you to her.”

Hawk started to rise.

“Just a minute, captain,” put in Rush.
“T’ll have to go after it. It’s in my
room.”

Which statement, of course, was un-
true. Rush had the crystal in his pocket.
Though its value was wholly unknown
to him, he wasn’t going to risk losing
it to another hotel prowler.

But that flicker in Hawk’s face of a
rapidly formulated plan had warned
Rush. Hawk had determined to get the
crystal from him by trickery. Well—
it would be a keen game.

He got his key from the clerk and
returned to his room. And now was
the time, if he valued his own safety,
to make a backstairs escape. Whatever
Hawk’s plans, if Rush went with him,
he would likely be going straight into a
rendezvous of the Golden Circle. And
he had killed one of them; he was sup-
posed to have much of their plans, a

eyelids flickered
Then he drew

b4
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roster of their principal members—
certainly enough to condemn him to
death if he was recognized. Rush re-
minded himself of all that, and that
he was making a run for it; but he
knew it was no use.

When he got through with Hawk, he
would run!

Now his dream recurred to him, the
girl pleading for the crystal. Memories
of her parting smile warmed him, and
the challenge that Hawk presented rode
him hard. So, after a few minutes,
he was again in the lobby, and with
his key, he turned in a small package
to the clerk.

But when a little later he was seated
in a two-wheeled calash with Captain
Hawk, something of his zest left him,
and uneasiness took the place. They
were bound for the water front. Cap-
tain Hawk’s daughter was on his ship,
anchored in the bay. And such a ship
was a bit too remote from ordinary hu-
man affairs—too convenient a place for
secret deeds—to suit Rush.

Hawk, too, seemed more and more
forbidding. In the silence that ensued,
something evil seemed to flow from him,
making Rush’s spirits droop. Rush
would have liked to talk, to draw him
out, but the turmoil of the streets was
too great. It was the noisiest city in the
world.

Wheels rumbled and horses’ hoofs
drummed on planks and cobblestones;
omnibuses and drays creaked and rat-
tled; there was the continual shouting
of newsboys, bootblacks and cigar boys,
and the rival exhortations of street
preachers and thimblerig gamblers.
“Steam paddies” roared by, emptying
the sand hills into the bay, and every-
where was the racket of hammers, axes,
saws, mallets and steam shovels; San
Francisco was being built. No use to
try conversation.

So Rush studied the crowd itself.
Never was so strange a mixture! Gor-
geously dressed Spaniards and Mexi-
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cans; aloof and lost-looking Kanakas,
Moors and Turks; Chinese sidling by
like phantoms, hands in flowing sleeves.
Of types of the conquering race, there
was every variety: sinister “Sydney
ducks,” swaggering New York “shoul-
der strikers,” long-haired trappers from
the Rockies, lean and fever-haunted
Southern crackers, hard-fisted lumber-
jacks from Maine rivers, Indian fighters
from the Western plains, shrewd, com-
mercial Yankees.

It wouldn’t be hard, thought Rush,
to separate such a state from the Union.
He had been indifferent to that move-
ment, like many others. It hadn’t
seemed to touch him at all. But now,
riding with the representative of the
Golden Circle, Captain Hawk, he felt
inclined to take sides. Underneath the
man’s suavity and unquestionable
power, there was something alien and
monstrous. Rush couldn’t think what
it was. He couldn’t at all explain his
persistent impression that Hawk was
different from other men.

They came to Central Wharf. A ship
from up the Sacramento had just de-.
barked a load of miners, young, strong,
eager-eyed and vociferous; and as they
swaggered up the pier, the proprietors
of the small shops, fruit stands, shabby
saloons and gambling houses that lined
the sides, set up a clamor for custom.
Through the tumult, the driver made
his way; and at the end of the pier,
Captain Hawk and Rush got out.

“We'll take a shore boat from here,”
said Hawk.

One was waiting for them, with the
name Flying Spray on its bow. Two
villainous-looking men laid hold of the
oars as Hawk and Rush scrambled
down into it. And his feeling of dread
returned to Rush. Now he wished he
had not come.

Nor did that feeling lessen as they
shoved off, and presently laid their
course toward a large and handy-looking
clipper ship that swung at anchor a little
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to the north of Yerba Bueno Island,
midway between San Francisco and the
Alameda shore.

Still most solicitous of Rush’s com-
fort was Captain Hawk ; and most cour-
teous, as when he insisted that Rush, as
his guest, should precede him up the
ship’s ladder. With a steadying hand
on Rush’s arm, he led him across the
slightly swaying, deserted deck; then
stepped aside to let Rush precede him
again.

Afterward, Rush wondered at him-
self. Later still, when he discovered
how Hawk swayed other men, his won-
der diminished. From the first, he must
unconsciously have been very much un-
der the influence of Hawk’s powerful
will.

So now, though something warned
Rush of danger, he stepped in front of
Hawk and started down the ladder.
But as he did so, he listened, with all
his faculties alert.

Barely audible was the sound behind
him of a swift intaking of breath—such
a sound a man makes as he poises him-
self for a blow. Rush whirled when
he heard it; and though he could not
escape the descending fist, he did prob-
ably escape death by the movement.
For Hawk’s fist had come lead-weighted
from the side pocket of his coat, and
he’d struck for the base of Rush’s brain.
Receiving the blow on his left temple,
Rush knew nothing of the bruises he
received as he tumbled down the ladder.

But his last thought before oblivion
was a mocking one. So the crystal was
worth murder! Well, Hawk had dis-
appointment coming.

CHAPTER 1V.
HALF CONFIDENCES.

WELL, what are you in for?”
Rush was just struggling back
from unconsciousness when he heard
that question. Though he was glad to
know he was still alive, the jesting tone
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irritated him. Probably the irritation
speeded up his recovery somewhat.

But it was a minute or so yet, before
he opened his eyes. He might as well
learn what he could, before revealing his
returning competence. There was a
faint sough of water, a near-by sound
of human breathing, a wallowing move-
ment of the hard surface upon which
he was lying. He was in the hold of
the ship.

“Come! No use playing possum.
Nobody here but a friend, I hope. Come
out of it, and let’s have your company.”

Rush, who was lying on his back,
looked up at that, and stared straight
into the face of a young man sitting
cross-legged a few feet away, with his
back against a bulkhead. Here was the
owner of the merry voice. A good-look-
ing young man he was, dressed in a
long-skirted black coat with a salmon-
colored satin waistcoat, black pantaloons
of the latest mode, and a many-colored
cravat fastened with a gleaming pin.
Carefully tended whiskers curled under
the chin of his round, cherubic face,
from which a pair of engaging blue eyes
glowed with great good humor.

“That’s better,” he said. “Solitude
likes me not. You're very welcome,
sir.”

“Thanks,” said Rush, with a rather
wry smile. He stirred weakly, where-
upon the other was instantly on his feet
and helping him to sit up, bracing
Rush’s back against the outer wall of
the ship. Then the young man resumed
his position, and sat regarding Rush
calmly.

“H’'m! They banked you up proper,”
he observed. “And now to the previous
question. What are you in for?”

The laughing good will in the voice
robbed the query of impertinence, but
certainly Rush wasn’t answering fully.

“Just for impoliteness—lettin’ an
older man walk behind me—damn
him!” Rush felt of the bump on his
temple.
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“And I'm in for another breach of
good form—taking a drink with a
stranger—and damn him, too! He was
Captain Hawk, whom I suppose you're
referring to, also. Come! That mutual
damning is good for an introduction,
isn’t it? I’'m Clyde Linsdale, at your
service.”

“Harry Rush, at yours, if it means
gettin’ out of here.” And Rush looked
curiously around at the cell-like com-
partment.

Linsdale smiled quizzically at the sug-
gestion.

“To get out, with all my heart, if the
thing’s possible,” said he; “but though
stone walls do not a prison make, these
wooden ones seem a different matter.
So failing in getting out, my wish is to
endure cheerfully.”

Rush studied him doubtfully. This
cheerful business might be overdone,
and Rush %ad to get out. He had to
get out to preserve his self-respect, for
one thing. Why, he’d been led like an
ox to the poleax! His shame at that
was greater than his anger at Hawk—
but he had something to do there, too.
However, unless he moved quickly,
Hawk would do something to him.
Rush now discovered that his money
belt was still on him. This meant no
scruples against thievery on Hawk’s
part; it meant that Rush had been
thrown in there to await further action,
probably a quizzing concerning the miss-
ing crystal. It wasn’t pleasant to think
what Hawk would do to him when he
refused to tell its whereabouts. Nor,
for that matter, when Hawk discovered
who he really was.

Yes, he had to get out. But how?

Never did a cell seem more escape
proof. By the soughing outside, the
deck which formed its floor was well
below the water line. The shape of the
curve in the outer wall indicated the cell
to be well forward in the ship’s bow.
What little light there was came from a
small porthole high up in the side. The
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bulkheads, which formed three sides of
the cell, seemed as solid as the ship’s
wall itself, and the one wooden door in
the forward end seemed as solid as the
bulkheads.

But Rush had to get out.

“That’s all right, bein’ cheerful,” said
he. “ But ain’t it a bit previous to talk
of failin’?”

“For you, maybe. Just wait till you've
beat your head against these walls so
long as I have.”

“How long’s that?”

“About twenty-four hours by the sun,
but Methuselah’s lifetime by my bore-
dom—till you came in.”

“Thanks!” said Rush dryly. “You
say Captain Hawk drugged you?”

“Nope. But one of his minions did.”

“Any idea why?” asked Rush care-
lessly.

Linsdale cocked his head sidewise,
and grinned a plain warning that he
wasn’t going to answer that question
seriously.

“Shanghaied for a trip around the
Horn, likely. I've heard good sailors
are scarce.” :

“Like myself.”
dale’s tone.

But his own words awakened an idea
about Linsdale. Like himself? Why
not? Wasn’t it very probable that the
same cause lay back of both their im-
prisonments? That Linsdale was con-
nected with the crystal and the letters
and the By George! He had it!
He knew who Linsdale was—almost!
But how to make sure?

Rush reflected a moment.

“Have you tried launchin’ a mes-
sage?” he asked suddenly.

“A message?”’ Linsdale looked blank.

“I mean, through the porthole. Some-
body might pick it up.”

“Not much chance, but I might've
tried it if I'd a bottle to launch it in.”

“Say, I think I can fix that. And I
know a certain party that’ll raise blue
blazes i

Rush matched Lins-
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Apparently very excited, Rush started
his right hand toward the front of his
coat. Then he stopped, with a sharp
exclamation.

“Lord, my right arm’s crippled.
They must’ve twisted it or something.
You write a message for me, will you?
You got paper an’ pencil ?”’

Linsdale glanced at Rush curiously,
but produced a notebook and pencil.
Whereupon, Rush dictated an appeal for
help to an entirely fictitious party.

“Put it in that the bearer’s to be paid
ten dollars. That'll help speed it. I
think I can manage to sign it.” And
with seeming carelessness Rush held out
his hand for the paper.

One glance told him that luck hadn’t
entirely deserted him. Grinning broadly,
he handed the paper and pencil back to
Linsdale.

“Now we’re introduced right,” he
said, “an’ we can talk. You’re the man
of that confounded crystal.”

“The crystal!” Gone was Linsdale’s
lackadaisical manner. He stared at
Rush in a mixture of anger, amazement,
and alarm. “What do you know——"
He checked the question.

“Yes, the crystal. That there letter
was a trick. I'm sorry, but I had to get
a look at your writin’. My arm’s O.
K., an’ T haven’t any way of launchin’
that paper.”

“I suspected that.
sir?”

“Why, Il tell you my reason,” Rush
explained amiably. “I wanted your
writin’ to compare with some other
writin® I'd seen. An’ it’s the same.
You won’t blame me. Remember what
you wrote about them hen-scratchin’
letters that you couldn’t read? ‘Writ-
ten by Deeth to Hawk, from whom I
stole them.” So you see, we all play
tricks.”

“Tell me,” said Linsdale, “has Hawk
got ’em back?”’

“I ain’t sure about the letters, but I
guess he has. I do know about the

But your reasons,
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crystal, because—— But I’d better just
tell you from the beginnin’.”

And Rush started in from the mo-
ment he surprised the girl in his room.
He even punished himself by suggesting
his efforts to force the truth from her.
Linsdale glared angrily at him when he
told that. But the mounting fear on his
face was stronger than his anger.

“It’s Alice!” cried Linsdale, in a
voice of agony. “It’s my But
that doesn’t matter. She’s trying to
save me. And Hawk——"

“Yes, Hawk called her Alice, too,”
put in Rush, as Linsdale paused. “Said
she was his daughter.”

“His daughter! Why, that mongrel
wants " Again Linsdale broke off.

“Say, suppose you tell me just a lit-
tle bit,” suggested Rush.

Linsdale checked his own excitement,
and glanced at Rush searchingly.

“All right! We've got to work to-
gether to get out of here. I’ll tell you
what I can. And you seem to know a
lot already.”

His tone suggested that Rush knew
too much.

“You’ve guessed I'm a Federal agent.
Hawk’s head and organizer of the Gol-
den Circle, I believe. I've been inves-
tigating him for a month. I'm con-
vinced he’s in a dirty business with that
man, Deeth, who is Well, if it
could be exposed, I think it would go
a long way toward wrecking the whole
Golden Circle organization. And the
letters I stole—they’d expose it, if I
could only read them.

“I was trying to puzzle ’em out at
the Golden Bear. Hawk wouldn’t look
for me there, I thought. But I couldn’t
make anything out of them. The crys-
tal’s used, I feel sure, in reading ’em,
but even under the crystal, they’re just
a crazy hotch-potch. But they’re from
Deeth to Hawk, and they Well,
never mind. I got woozy, working on
’em all night. Then I started that re-
port you found, but T didn’t finish it. I
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wanted breakfast and a drink. So I
hid everything and went out, and you
know what happened to me then. Hawk
had trailed me, somehow, and his man
did the rest.”

“But they didn’t find anything on
you,” suggested Rush.

“No, and that’s the devil of it. Hawk
must’'ve gone after Alice, then. He
guessed she’d know; and she did. She
knew where I was staying, and she
knows my pet hiding place, too. He
probably told her that I'd be killed, if
the papers and crystal weren’t given
up—probably posed as an intermediary
trying to save me. He'd make that
stick. You see, even Alice doesn’t know
that I've been investigating him. I've
tried to keep her out of it all.

“Anyway, she got the papers and
missed the crystal. You got the crys-
tal, and Hawk got you. But, Rush,
here’s what’s worrying me: he’s got
Alice working with him, and, damn it!
he’s gone on her.”

“I noticed something—when he spoke
of her,” said Rush.

Linsdale glanced sharply at Rush, as
though he resented Rush’s understand-
ing.
_“Well then—you see,” he went on
reluctantly, “of course, she can’t stand
him for a minute. But unless I'm all
in the wrong, this boat’s scheduled to
sail within twenty-four hours on a
damnably dangerous voyage, and Hawk
intends to be on board. And if he can
trap Alice e

Linsdale’s face was actually white
with dread. In Rush’s strained eyes,
Linsdale read a similar emotion; and
the resentment Linsdale felt at that was
very plain to read. He seemed to gulp
it down with an effort.

“So you see It was a reluctant
appeal for help.

“I’ve been seein’ right along,” said
Rush.

His eyes were very bright; he was
keyed up, tense, almost enjoying him-
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self. Running away had been no fun
after all; being sensible wasn’t any fun;
and now he could conscientiously aban-
don that line of action. He and Hawk
for it; and let Hawk have his five thou-
sand odd, or maybe ten thousand. He
was Rush of the Durango, Nicaragua
Rush, Hurry-up Rush, and “Fortune’s
Fool.” Being a fool was fun, anyway.

“Don’t you worry. We’ll get outa
here.”

“I hope so,” Linsdale said doubtfully.
“If it was anybody else we were up
against—but there’s something dam-
nable about Hawk. Damnably clever, I’
mean, Take that crystal, for instance.
I had it safe, and now——"

“There’s usually a way,” Rush
grinned. “Hawk ain’t got all the wits
in the world corralled an’ hog tied.
Take that crystal, if you like. You
think he’s got it. What do you sup-
pose I went to my room for, before
leavin’ the hotel with him?”

“Your room!” Linsdale groaned.
“You left it in your room? He has it
by now, all right. .Why, he can get
anything from the Golden Bear. Search-
ing a room’s nothing.”

“But he ain’t searchin’ the United
States mail, is he? When I turned in
my key, I turned in a letter, too, ad-
dressed to A. B. Cedric, general delivery
—an easy name to remember. The
crystal was in that package. An’ there
was a mail collection in fifteen minutes.”

CHAPTER V.
HEADS, I WIN.

HERE'’S usually a way,” Rush had
said. “There’s got to be a way,”

he said a little later, as the apparent dif-
ficulties of escape increased. They had
no arms, no tools to work with; escape
through the porthole was impossible,
and the heavy door was double-barred
on the outside. Though Rush had seen
no one when he crossed the deck, every
now and then they could hear the voices
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of men who would undoubtedly inves-
tigate any noise they might make. And
at any time, Hawk might appear to at-
tempt to force from Rush information
concerning the whereabouts of the
crystal.

But hours passed and nothing hap-
pened, while for the prisoners the march
of time slackened to a crawl, minute
after minute dragging on. Mostly,
Rush sat quiet on the deck, trying to
“think through,” as he termed it, while
the more nervous Linsdale paced up
and down their cell, three steps and a
turn and back again, as impatient and
worry-ridden as he’d been philosophi-
cally at ease before Rush had brought
his news.

Rush, too, grew tense and irritable—
as much, he decided, from the pangs of
hunger as anything else. He’d had no
breakfast, and it was now well past
noon.

“T’ve heard of people that think best
on an empty stomach, but I'm not one
of them,” he grumbled finally. “When
do we eat, d’ye know?”

“I had breakfast a [ittle before you
came, and yesterday they sent a meal
down in the middle of the afternoon.”

“Praise Heaven we've got some con-
nection with Say, who brings it?”

“A big fellow with a face like a devil’s
nightmare. That’s all I know about
him.”

“Can’t we jump him, eh?”

“Could if he’d only come inside the
cell; but he doesn’t—just opens the
door, pokes the food in and goes away,
one hand near his gun all the time. This
morning, just to see if I could get close
to him, I tried to stay near the door,
but he ordered me back.”

“H'm! He'll be even more careful
with the two of us. And yet—he’s got
to be our chance, ’cause there isn’t any
other. Some way to get him into the
cell Say, I've got it. Why the
devil didn’t I think of that before. Lis-
ten, Linsdale!”
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Rush talked rapidly for a minute or
two, outlining a plan.

“Plain bribery mightn’t work,” he
concluded. “But curiosity killed the cat,
and greed has overthrown kings, I've
heard. Fear isn’t to be sneezed at as
a persuader, either. We'll see what a
combination of ’em will do to your
nightmare of a guard.”

And Rush began unbuttoning his
clothing, preparatory to removing the
money belt next his skin, softly whis-
tling the while, partly in sheer relief
at the prospect of action, partly to hide
the reluctance with which he prepared
to risk that which he might sorely need.

“Two thousand dollars ain’t so much,
but we can pyramid it a bit with our
talk,” he said, as he began to empty
the belt.

“He’s coming,” said Linsdale a little
later, and both heard slow steps.

The two men retired to the end of
their cell farthest from the door, and
squatted on their heels facing each
other, each with a heap of twenty-dol-
lar gold coins in front of him.

Matching those coins, they sat there
as the door opened. Intent on their
game, they seemed, so that neither no-
ticed as the guard shoved bread and
meat and a pitcher of water through the
partially opened door. He looked to see
where they were, and his scampish eyes
widened. Motionless and silent as a
post, he stood there watching them.

“That’s two thousand I've lost.”
Rush’s tone was rueful.

“My luck,” said Linsdale cheerfully.
“I match you. Heads! And heads it
is!” He raked over his winnings.

“Matchin’ you,” said Rush. The two
coins clinked together in the air and
rang on the floor with music for a
miser’s ears. “My win,” said Rush,

“This is slow,” Rush complained.
“Make it a hundred a throw. AnIOU
for eighty more with each twenty-dollar
coin. Losin’s to be settled when we
get off here.”
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“We'd get mixed up,” objected Lins-
dale. “We started with four thousand
each, and that ought to be enough to
play with. If I clean you, though, I'll
give you revenge on shore.”

“On shore—when?”

“Whenever we get there. To-mor-
row, if the customs seize this ship to-
night.”

“You think they will.”

“To-night or to-morrow morning——
Heads, I win!”

“A bargain!” said Rush. “And if I
clean you, I'll do the same. Ah, I got
you that time!”

Fast as they could plank down the
yellow coins, they played, seemingly as
absorbed as ever gamblers were. The
guard was inside the door by now,
creeping forward like a cat, his fasci-
nated eyes following the hands of the
two prisoners, as they flashed from the
neatly piled stacks of gold to the deck
and back again.

Greed increased on his face when the
larger sums were mentioned. Doubt
and fear mingled with the greed when
the seizure of the ship by the customs
was mentioned as a thing assured. All
the while his features were hardening
with the growth of a murderous resolve.

He moistened his lips. His hand went
to his revolver. Stealthily he withdrew
it. Rush waited through the prolonged
moment of that withdrawal, knowing it
was not as a firearm that the guard
would use the weapon. He’d want no
noise, to bring the rest of the crew.
A minute or two would be needed to
secrete the gold, before calling for help
and telling his tale of attempted escape
and its result.

Standing to one side and a little to
the rear of Linsdale, the guard started
to club his weapon. Rush admired his
volatile companion then; for with death
preparing behind him, his voice calling
winnings and losses altered not a whit.
He waited for Rush, for with the slight-
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est flicker of the eye upward, Rush
could watch the guard.

Now!

Rush leaped, with a very explosion
of muscle. His left hand went to the
guard’s throat, his right caught the de-
scending revolver and thrust it upward.
Linsdale was only an instant behind
him. Around the body he caught the
guard, and tripped him and threw him
down.

“One sound and we kill,” whispered
Rush, tightening his grip on the guard’s
sinewy throat.

But somehow the guard, an extremely
powerful man, had managed to reverse
the revolver again, so that his finger
rested on the trigger of it. He could
do no physical damage, for Rush con-
trolled its aim; but all the same, every-
body’s fate was dependent on his index
finger, which now slowly began to con-
tract. From this and his starting eyes,
Rush caught a warning which seemed to
mean: “Let me speak or I'll shoot.”
Perforce, Rush relaxed his hold a little.

“One yelp or one shot and you're
dead yerselves,” said the guard. “But
I'll make neither. Me buckoes, I want
that gold.”

“Take it, then,” said Rush.
we’re goin’ to bind an’ gag you.”

“You try one move to do it!” threat-
ened the other. “Think I'm goin’ to be
caught here bound! With the gold on
me or off me, it wouldn’t matter. It'd
be the black bottle for me, I tell you.
You gotta leave me free. Now, lissen!

“How are you to know I'll play ye
no tricks, yer askin’. Easy. Don’t ye
see, I want ye to get away. If ye don’t
ye'll tell yer story, an’ I'm finished. Just
to prove that, I'll tell ye there’s a boat
lyin’ in the water, aport. There’s a
guard in it, but you can have him
scragged and be shovin’ off by the time
I get that gold back in yer belt, an’ the
belt around me. Then I’ve me own idee
for a get-away.”

“But
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Rush hesitated only an instant.

“That sounds reasonable enough, at
that. Come on,” he said to Linsdale.

Quickly, they were outside the door,
between the narrowing bows of the ship.

A square patch of daylight showed at
the top of a ladder. Up the ladder Rush
ran, followed closely by Linsdale. At
the top he stopped a moment, with his
head projecting, staring aft along the
deck. It seemed empty save for four
men squatting midship, intent on some
kind of a card game. He beckoned
Linsdale to follow him.

Across the deck to the port rail, creep-
ing serpentwise. A glance down into
the water. There, aft a little, at the
bottom of the ladder up which Hawk
and he had climbed, was a boat, with a
man sitting in the stern.

Rush followed the rail around to the
top of the ladder. He took another
look. The man seemed to be drowsing.
His chin was resting on his chest, his
body swayed slightly with the cradling
motion of the boat. Rush got to his feet
—oput a leg over the rail.

“Hi! Hey!” Startled cries from the
card players sounded behind him. A
shot rang out.

But Rush had already leaped, straight
down upon the shoulders of the sleeping
man,

The boat rocked precariously, The
boatman’s breath left his lungs with a
gasp, and he woke ug in the water. The
boat reeled again. Linsdale had landed
in it—was casting off the rope from the
prow.

“An oar!” snapped Rush, seizing one
himself.

As the boat was released, Rush thrust
out with all his strength against the
ship’s side. They slipped away. Then
Rush and Linsdale were pulling hard
on the oars, but with the knowledge that
they were still within easy revolver shot,
and that their lives depended upon the
clemency or prudence of those on the
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ship. More hope from their prudence.
Other ships were anchored near, and
in the absence of instructions, they
might well hesitate to begin a fusillade
which would later have to be explained.

That probably saved them, for all that
followed the fugitives were impreca-
tions. When they got out of revolver
shot, they squared around for Central
Wharf and San Francisco.

“That wasn’t so hard,” said Rush.
“But, gee, I'd hate to be in the shoes
of that guard fellow, when Hawk gets
him.”

“In his shoes? He hasn't any,”
chuckled Linsdale. “He figured every-
body’d be aport, staring after us—fig-
ured right, too. Look at him!”

Following Linsdale’s eyes, Rush saw
a figure clad only in a singlet slip into
the water from a rope dropped from
the starboard rail, well forward. The
man dived and came up at a little dis-
tance, dived again, and again came up,
and so made progress shoreward.

“And good progress, too,” said Rush,
“considerin’ he’s carryin’ about thirty
pounds of gold around his middle.”

Linsdale glanced curiously at Rush.
It seemed to surprise him that Rush did
not suggest that they could easily retake
that gold. It would have surprised him
more had he known that in that belt was
every dollar that Rush possessed.

Indeed, that gold-laden swimmer
presented a temptation to Rush. More
than ever, now, he needed whatever help
money might give him. Hawk now
added to his list of active enemies, on
account of the crystal and his escape.
Also, Hawk would soon learn that he
had been marked for death on other
counts, and would speed up the efforts
of the Circle to find him. And the
murderously minded swimmer, traitor
to his trust, deserved no consideration.
But Rush’s creed did; a bargain was
a bargain, and so he rowed on.

But an hour later, Rush was almost
repenting his virtue. True, ordinary
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square-dealing seemed a rare and costly
thing. For Linsdale had seemingly
duped and certainly deserted him.

The two men landed at Central
Whar{, and Linsdale proposed that they
go directly to the post office and recover
the crystal. “Then we’ll look up Alice,”
he said. Rush would have sought the
girl first, but he had to agree. How did
he know where to look for her?

On the way to the post office, they
passed the Alaska Exchange. Rush was
surprised when Linsdale excused him-
self, asked Rush to wait, and darted into
the office building. His chief was there,
Linsdale said, and he wanted to get in-
structions.

Linsdale was gone long enough for
many instructions to have been given
him. He was gone long enough for
many other things to have happened,
such as a trip of a messenger to the post
office and back. But Rush never thought
of that possibility until, Linsdale having
finally returned, they reached the pgst
office, and were told that there was no
mail for A. B. Cedric.

Some one had called for it, and got
the crystal. Suspicion stirred in Rush,
then, but Linsdale lamented the loss with
such seeming sincerity that Rush put it
aside.

It might easily be, as Linsdale sug-
gested, that Hawk had purchased from
the hotel clerk information about the
package Rush had mailed, and had se-
cured the crystal himself.

Then Linsdale had a letter to write,
instantly. He became busy at a desk,
and Rush went to a window, and stood
looking out upon the street, filled with
hurrying men. Somber and dismal the
city now seemed, for the day was pass-
ing, and a thick fog was filling the
streets like a flood. Rush grew excited,
nervous, depressed. Somewhere in that
murk, probably in terrible peril, was the
girl he couldn’t forget. Linsdale, de-
laying again, had seemingly forgotten
her.
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What was the meaning of it? Had
Linsdale feigned his anxiety on the
ship? The girl had risked enough for
him, surely! Another suspicion oc-
curred to Rush, based partly on Lins-
dale’s manner since they’d landed. Hav-
ing used Rush, was he now trying to
lose him?

With the thought, Rush turned, and
found corroboration. Linsdale was
gone from the desk. A minute later,
Rush knew he was gone from the post
office. too.

Rush grew white with anger. So.it
was for that he had freed Linsdale and
made himself penniless! It was for
such a man the girl had hinted she would
willingly die! It was her love for him
that was enabling Hawk to use her and
befool her!

Very appreciative Linsdale would be!
Much help she might expect from him!
Rush smiled bitterly.

From whom, then, could she expect
help? From Rush, himself a fugitive,
in danger of his life, empty of pocket,
and in absolute ignorance of where to
look for her?

“By gum! Am I so ignorant,
though?” Rush brightened. A chance!

A chance was all he needed.

After a while, keeping as much as
possible in the shadows, that no eye of
the Golden Circle might fall on him,
Rush made his way to the barroom of
the Golden Bear. There he bought one
drink, thanked Heaven and the Bear
for the unlimited free lunch the put-
chase entitled him to, and settled him-
self to wait for Timothy Sheehy, and
what he figured was another entrance to
the whole affair.

CHAPTER VI.
A LIVING DEAD MAN.
BUT Oi’'m not goin’ wit’ ’em,” said
Sheehy. “Oi wint over to-day to
the gatherin’ place. Oi wanted to see,
meself, were they Bear Staters or not.
They’re not, nor nothin’ else but scum
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av the earth. Not fit for an honest
filibusterer to be mixed up wit’, nor
even a dacint pirate. ’Tis but a few av
the best of ’em Oi’ve seen in town.”

“But I want you to go. And you will.
Let me tell you 4

In a few minutes, Rush had told him
everything that had happened the last
twenty-four hours. At the end Sheehy’s
eyes were glowing.

“By all the saints, the ould Rush!
Ye've been wanderin’ lost, boy. An’
now, if ’tis a good woman But
Oi'm wit’ ye, lad!”

“It’s the only chance I see to get
back in the game,” said Rush. “An’ it
looks like a good chance to me. Hawk
is puttin’ up the Golden Circle money
for some bunch of cutthroats. His
bunch is sailin’ to-morrow, accordin’ to
Linsdale. Well, so’s yours. They must
be the same. And if Hawk——"

“Whist wit’ your nadeless talkin’.
Oi can see through a knot hole as well
as the next. Join them birds av prey
over on Yerba Buena, an’ ye’ll find your
Hawk, all roight.”

“Yerba Buena! Better an’ better!
The Flyin’ Spray’s anchored right near.
But can you get me in?”

“Oi can try it. Oi've not yet re-
signed, an’ the word was passed to-day
for us all to be gatherin’ in. We’ve not
much toime, so come on wit’ ye to the
water front.”

“Just a minute. Hawk got my gun.
I’ve another in my room, an’ some am-
munition. Wait here.”

When Rush returned, Sheehy was
emptying a whisky glass. Sheehy, it
appeared as he came to his feet, though
not drunk, was on the border line. He
swayed a little as he walked, and roared
out greetings on his way to the door.

The hunted Rush foresaw a danger-
ously conspicuous progress to the water
front. But the way Sheehy led him,
down Washington, past Telegraph Hill,
through a district where laughter,
songs and curses, and the uproar of
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dancing and fighting poured out from
nearly every building, a man would
have had to be very boisterous indeed
to attract attention.

It was a very whirlpool of life, where
all grades of humanity from every quar-
ter of the world met and seethed—only,
as they descended toward the water
front, the lower grades became more
prevalent. The streets grew narrower
and muddier, the saloons and gambling
houses cheaper and more murderous
looking. Then they came to a district
of crazy alleys flanked by rickety, sag-
ging tenements and hotels, once the ren-
dezvous of the criminal “Hounds,” who
had openly sought control of San Fran-
cisco. Now it was the spawning place
of a more dangerous breed still—
“shoulder-strikers,” ballot-box stuffers,
assassins, thieves, incendiaries. They
were as well organized as the Hounds
had been; and better protected, some
said.

“We'll meet some from here to-
night,” said the rapidly sobering Sheehy.
“Oi haven’t seen our leader, but Oi've
heard he’s the king-pin av this here
district. Loikely the Deeth you men-
tioned.

“Oi've heard something else about
him, too,” went on Sheehy, after a min-
ute. “Deeth—death—'tis mixed up, but
it seems that last should be his name.”

“Now, what do you mean by that,
Sheehy ?”

“How should Oi know?”

Sheehy’s apparently maundering
words had recalled to Rush a very weird
story. There was a man living in the
shadows somewhere whose present name
might be Deeth but whose name could
appropriately be Death—Rush would
know him if he saw him. But let that
go till then. Now they were approach-
ing the “made” water front.

Here were lots sunk below water
level, filled with stagnant water and
heaps of rubbish, and now and then a
ramshackle house on stilts above the
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refuse. A dismal place it was, and
Rush was glad when they came out upon
the staggered planking of a wharf
reaching out into the bay.

“This way,” said Sheehy. “Oi've a
boat hid here. An’ ’tis ho! for the ani-
male isle. Ye'll find it that. Plain
beasties they are.”

It was not yet quite dark. Through a
break in the fog, Rush glimpsed a tall,
white clipper slipping into anchorage,
canvas full spread, crew and passengers
leaning over the taffrail. A minute, and
it was lost in the fog bank again. Right
past the end of the wharf, a sloop glided
silently, In its bow were hunters in
fur caps, and armed with slender rifles;
its stern was weighted down with deer
and bear meat from the Marin Hills.

“The ould bay looks populous to-
night,” said Sheehy. “ Tis no matter.
Wait a minute.”

Down a certain pile on the northern
side of the wharf, he slid bear-fashion.
Rush thought he was going into the
water, but with his feet, he caught a
rope, and juggled a small rowboat out
from under the wharf. Rush followed
him into it.

“Shove away, now,” Sheehy said.

And in a minute they were at the
oars.

“Can you find the island, with the
fog an’ all?” asked Rush, as the scat-
tered lights of San Francisco dimin-
ished and died in the fog.

“Not many min could, but Oi've a
since av direction, as ye should know.
D’ye remember that toime in Nicaragua
when: ’Ase up! Let me swing her
around. There—straight away, now.”

Then they went on, in silence broken
only by the slightly creaking rowlocks
and the gentle sound of their oars in
the water. What was ahead of them?
Danger. Desperate men. Hidden pit-
falls, probably. And the crystal again,
Rush hoped ; for everything seemed cen-
tered on that crystal. Hawk and Deeth
and maybe another peep into the work-
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ings of the Golden Circle. This time,
Rush wouldn’t close his eyes. This time
he wouldn’t run, unless

A voice on the water! A man’s voice,
coming from somewhere to the right
and a little astern. A ghostly, bodiless
voice, it seemed; for the night and the
fog hid everything. Instantly both
Rush and Sheehy poised their oars.

The voice ceased. The sibilant ripple
of water along the sides died into silence
as the boat lost momentum. From
astern and to the right came the splash-
ing of other oars.

Then the invisible man spoke again.
Rush bent his head and checked his own
breathing to listen. For he was cer-
tainly listening to Hawk’s deep-chested
voice.

Yet it wasn’t so strange, Rush re-
flected, during the pause that again fol-
lowed Hawk’s speech. To-night was
the time for the gathering on Yerba
Buena of the birds of prey, as Sheehy
called them. To-morrow, according to
Linsdale, the Flying Spray was to sail.’
Hawk’s presence in the boat on the way
to Yerba Buena was a perfectly natural
thing; nor would it be at all extraor-
dinary if his companion was she who
Rush prayed it would be.

The sound of oars came steadily
nearer. Then, indeed, Rush exulted;
for he heard the girl’s clear voice,
pitched to a doubtful, troubled key.

“But if he’s not there, I’ll not give
up the letters.”

“Why talk like that?” Hawk re-
turned, with a hint of resentment.
“Haven’t I promised you he would be?”

Another pause. The boat was now
abreast of them, to their right; it was
hard to say how far away.

‘I don’t quite understand.” Again
that doubtful, discouraged note in the
girl’s voice. “I did what you asked me
to, as well as I could. It wasn’t my
fault that I lost the—the glass thing—
whatever it was. They should be satis-
fied, whoever they are that had Clyde
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imprisoned. And you say they are, that
Clyde’s released, that he’s in your home.
Why is that? Why can’t he come to
me, instead of me going to him? You
must be keeping something from me.
T’'ve felt so all along.”

“Well, to be frank, I have,” Hawk
replied. “That is, I've been doing it
this afternoon. I didn’t want to dis-
tress you, but Clyde’s been injured. On
my word! not seriously,” Hawk has-
tened to say, as the girl cried out
sharply. “Only slightly, I assure you.
That’s why I wanted you to see him be-
fore I told you.”

“Oh, hurry, then. Hurry!”

The cadence of the powerful oar
strokes increased, and the invisible boat
drew ahead so rapidly that it seemed
Hawk must almost have sensed the dan-
ger lurking so near him.

Danger indeed, for with the girl’s last
word, Rush dipped his oar, eager to
speed after Hawk. But at the begin-
ning of the stroke he hesitated. Was
that the thing to do?

“Give way, lad! Phat ye waitin’
for?” Sheehy’s voice was impatient,
incautiously loud.

“S-sh!” Rush leaned over and whis-
pered. “You understand who they are ?”

“Am Oi a fool? Sure I understand.
Have after ’em.”

“But it ain’t so simple. How’ll she
know who we are? She’ll think we’re
harbor pirates—help him fight us. An’
shootin’ in this dark—how can we tell
her from him? Hadn’t we better just
follow ?”

“Maybe so, but——"

“Listen!”

“To phwat?”

“No—nothin’.” For the face of the
bay was now as absolutely silent as
though it was the world’s first night.

Hawk had taken warning, probably
from Sheehy’s first impatient ejacula-
tion. As they had hidden from him in
the impenetrable darkness, he was now
hiding from them.
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Not two hundred yards away, Hawk
rested on his oars, but they could never
find him. Though they knew his gen-
eral direction, if they started rowing
they wouldn’t know it long, for Hawk
would be drifting all the time on the
current that flowed out through the Gol-
den Gate. They wouldn’t know when
to turn to follow him. They might pass
within an oar’s length, without seeing
the other boat. And the drifting fog
itself would be no more silent than the
drifting boat, unless Rush could some-
how prove to the girl that they were
friends. How could he do that? He
didn’t even know her last name. She
knew nothing of him. And she was
trusting Hawk, or she wouldn’t be out
here with him.

But after a little, Sheehy eased Rush’s
mind somewhat by whispering:

“’Tis me that’s to blame, but maybe
Oi can made up for it. Oi know where
he must be takin’ her. Row on a bit
an’ Of’ll tell ye.”

They rowed until they were surely
out of earshot of the other boat, and
then Sheehy explained:

“’Tis to the northern ind av Yerba
Buena Island that he’s headin’, sure.
There’s a gentleman’s house on it, big
enough for a castle, an’ it’s the only
house on the island, savin’ the robbers’
roosts that we’ve started for ourselves.
An’ beyant, on the Alameda shore,
there’s just plain nothin’ at all.”

“Know anything about the house?”’

“Save that ’tis there, Oi don’t.”

“Sounds good. An’ if Hawk’s head
of the Circle, maybe that’s their head-
quarters. Sheehy, we're likely in for
ructions. Question is, can you find it?”

“Of’'ll try. But wit’ all this palaverin’
an’ driftin’ around, Oi’'m a bit confused.
An’ Oi’ve been steerin’ for the other
ind, an’ our bunch av crooks. But
Oi'll try.”

For perhaps fifteen minutes more,
they rowed on. Then a black bulk
loomed up through the darkness, so
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close that they had only to ship oars
and drift in. The prow of the boat
struck sharply against a rock, too high
and precipitous to afford a landing place.
Sheehy muttered something about hav-
ing lost his course, and shoved the boat
off with his oar.

“Let’s try to the roight,” he said.

A few more strokes, and they came
to a little inlet. At the end of it was
a narrow beach, upon which their prow
glided and held. They got out and drew
the boat a little farther up.

“Faith, we’re here—but where are
we?”

“Can’t we follow around the shore?”
asked Rush.

“Whisht 1’
late.

“Who’s there?” came a low challenge
from the underbrush.

“Two av the ould wolves‘ breed,”
Sheehy gave the countersign.

“To dare ” The sentry paused.

“To do, an’ to have,” completed
Sheehy.

“Who are you?”

“Forty-sivin an’ a new one.”

“But——" The sentry hesitated.
“Well, come on.”

Sheehy and Rush obeyed. When
they got to the edge of the underbrush,
they stopped. The sentry stepped into
sight from behind a bush.

“You’ve got a nerve,” he grumbled,
“to bring a new man now. Take ’em
back, Twenty-two,” he muttered over
his shoulder.

A second man showed himself. With-
out a word, he started back through the
underbrush, very quietly. Rush, with
Sheehy trailing, followed. He debated
a get-away, but the sentry had closed in
behind, and was following Sheehy. And
ahead was the 'low muttering of many
men’s voices. They must have landed
right close to the crooks’ rendezvous.
He and Sheehy might shoot it out with
these two, but the whole bunch would
be after them. Even if they escaped,

cautioned Sheehy—too
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the tumult would be heard to the other
end of the island. Hawk would be
warned.

From the underbrush, they emerged
upon a rock-strewn, barren, level space.
Three small wooden shacks were there,
standing close together; but it was so
dark that Rush did not see them until
the leader stopped before the door of
the central shack. The formula of the
countersign was repeated and the door
was opened from within. Evidently the
windows were shuttered tight, for the
interior was lighted with an oil lamp.
And about thirty pairs of eyes stared
suspiciously and truculently at Rush, as
he passed in.

They were a hard-looking crowd that
sprawled about in that shack, and Rush
understood why Sheehy had planned to
break with them. Sheehy was a reck-
less enough adventurer, but these men
were out of his class—criminal riffraff
from Sydney, typical apaches from
Paris, fugitive cutthroats from the East-
ern cities, with three or four rangy des-
peradoes, probably from the Western
plains. A scurvily, iniquitous crew, but
Rush gave them a grin of good-fellow-
ship, and tried to shape his features into
an appropriately sinister mask.

Then Rush saw the man he would
have to deal with. He was sitting in
a rickety chair behind a wooden table at
the end of the room. A small, gray man
he was—gray as to hair and eyes and
clothes, and gray as to complexion, too.
Even his voice was thin and passionless
—but threatening. He was asking
Sheehy what he meant by bringing a re-
cruit without permission.

“Faith, an’ Oi wouldn’t bring an or-
dinary recruit.” Sheehy thickened his
brogue. “But whin ye know who this
man is—Rush, who served wit’ Walker,
Rush av the Durango expedition, Hur-
ry-up Harry Rush, who’s seen more
foightin’ than anny man here Ah,
Oi see you know av him, an’ Oi’m for-
given.”
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The gray man’s eyes shifted to Rush.
His glance reminded Rush of a rapier
thrust.

“You want to join us?”’

“I'm here. That would seem to show
I want to join you.” Rush in his effort
for coolness, spoke with bravado. The
gray man smiled wintrily.

“It would have been safer to have
sent in your card. What do you know
of our plans?”

“Nothing, except what Sheehy’s told
me. An’ that’s practically nothing.”

“I believe that, because it’s exactly
what Sheehy knows. Sheehy looked
like a man who might be useful if he
got along with us. If not S The
gray man made a slight, significant ges-
ture. “You look as though you might
be useful, too, with the same qualifica-
tion. And after to-night, you won’t be
in a position to do harm. So 2

The gray man negligently waved
Rush and Sheehy to a seat on the floor.

Rush sat down, feeling trapped, de-
feated. He kept glancing at the gray
man with actual fear in his eyes. So
that was Deeth. Deeth—death! Sar-
donic humor the man had shown in re-
naming himself. For when Rush had
seen him before, he had been dead.

Justifiably, he had been hung by the
neck by the Vigilance Committee of ’56,
till he was dead, dead, dead. Visibly
so. But Rush had later heard a strange
tale of inside connivance, of a flesh-
colored metal band around his throat, a
carefully adjusted rope, an easy drop.
He had heard that the man still lived in
the shadows—to most of the public a
myth, to the crooks of San Francisco
a ruler. He was said to be colleagued
with some of the officials. He had
doubted the story, of course; but now
he was the dead man’s prisoner.

He had to get away! How to get
away! Great Lord! What was hap-
pening on the other end of the island?
And what were these men waiting for?
Rush feigned indifference. He nodded.
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Presently he seemed to sleep. And he
listened most intently.

The men were eager and excited.
They were about to make a very great
haul and to embark on a great exploit.
There was much low talk, and Rush
gathered certain explanatory knowledge.

There was talk about the Chief of
the Golden Circle. That was Hawk, of
course ; for it seemed he was their chief,
too. Deeth was second in command.
Deeth had recruited these men, and paid
them with money provided by Hawk
from the Golden Circle war chest.
Golden Circle money had paid for the
Flying Spray, too. And they were to
loot the Golden Circle to-night of a
million in gold, and place it on the Fly-
ing Spray. They were to arm them-
selves and the ship from the Golden
Circle magazine.

They were to sail in the morning,
with Hawk in command. And this was
only the beginning. There were the
gold-laden Pacific Mail steamers; prizes
from Oregon, too; and rich towns north
and south ready for the looting. Safe
piracies they’d be, with all authority in
California paralyzed by the revolt of
the Golden Circle. It was a joke over
which they chuckled—that all their ex-
ploits would be laid to the Bear Staters,
whom they were to rob at midnight.

Linsdale, Rush realized, had likely
been right when he had said that if
Hawk’s plot with Deeth could be ex-
posed, it would go far to wreck the
Golden Circle. For, as he gathered
now, the Golden Circle had been largely-
organized by Hawk.

And Rush also realized, remembering
the names he had seen on that paper he
had destroyed, why the government pre-
ferred that the Circle be wrecked from
within. For the war-embarrassed gov-
ernment was three thousand miles away
—and the names on the paper were pow-
erful ones.

There were fifty “Knights,” Rush
learned now, each of whom had re-
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cruited, paid and equipped a hundred
men. This was Hawk’s hundred. Five
thousand armed men would certainly
sweep the State.

It was with a very great effort that
Rush considered these things. His mind
kept darting off to Hawk and the girl
—Hawk and the girl! Through a seem-
ing eternity, the slow minutes trailed
each other. Rush became like a bound
tiger. There was a steady pressure for
action, like the pressure of a bent
spring.  Sitting there, head bowed,
seemingly asleep, his nerves were tense,
his muscles taut, aching for action.

But at last Deeth looked at his watch
and rose. Carelessly he stated that the
time for action had come. With his
lean forefinger, he indicated two men
who were to summon the groups from
the other two shacks. His manner was
so assured that it seemed almost negli-
gent. Rush recognized a very subtle
leadership there, free from doubt, feat
or hurry. But it seemed that much van-
ity lay behind that manner, too. A liv-
ing dead man would likely be vain,
thought Rush. He was unique enough.

Outside, Deeth marshaled the three
groups ahead of him. There were about
a hundred men, in all. Rush hoped that
he and Sheehy would be permitted to
select their own positions in the line,
from which they might slip away. But
Deeth was watching them, and intended
to keep on watching. He placed Rush
directly in fronf of him, with Sheehy
in front of Rush.

The line started. It crossed the bar-
ren space, and moved in nearly absolute
silence along the sandy beach which ex-
tended around the eastern side of the
island.

Now, if ever, Rush must get away.
He steadied himself. He tried to relax
the muscles of his throat. His voice
must sound natural, unafraid. He
dropped back alongside Deeth. Thank
Heaven he had an interest-compelling
thing to say!
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“I’ve got to tell you something,” he
half whispered swiftly. “Hawk’s lost
the crystal and the papers.”

Deeth’s right hand, nearest Rush, had
slid into the side pocket of his coat.
Rush knew it gripped a weapon. Rush
slackened his pace a little. Ahead of
him, Sheehy, on the alert, slackened his
also.

“You’ll make an invaluable lieuten-

ant,” said Deeth, sardonically. “If you
have information 2
“I'm givin’ it to you. The govern-

ment has your letters to Hawk.”

After a barely perceptible pause,
Deeth said: “I don’t know what you're
talking about.”

“A man named Linsdale stole ’em,”
continued Rush, ignoring Deeth’s de-
nial. “An’ there’s some other things I'd
ought to tell you, alone. Hawk caught
Linsdale, but he got away.”

Deeth had dropped still farther back.
Rush thought he was going to get him
alone. But now Deeth glanced at
Sheehy’s great form, immediately in
front of him, and saw the widening gap
between Sheehy and the next in line.
Deeth interrupted Rush sharply.

“Tell me later. Take your place in
line.”

Rush’s fist reached Deeth’s jaw in a
terrific uppercut. At the same instant,
with his left hand, he seized the hand
inside Deeth’s pocket. If he could
paralyze that hand before it pulled the
trigger. He was not quite in time—but
his thumb was caught between the ham-
mer and the firing pin! And Deeth
was falling without a sound. Rush
caught him and let him down on the
sand. Sheehy was standing beside
Rush. The moving line passed on into
the darkness.

Without speaking, Rush pressed back
the hammer of Deeth’s revolver and
extricated his thumb. Then he stripped
off Deeth’s coat to use in binding him.
A flat, hard object in the inner breast-
pocket attracted Rush’s attention. He
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drew it out, and a paper came with it.
One touch of the irregular nodules and
depressions on its surface told Rush
that he had in his hand the mysterious
crystal, or a replica of it. He put both
crystal and paper in his pocket, and
proceeded to secure Deeth.

A few minutes later, they had left
the beach and were making their way
across the island to the house on its
northern end. Rush’s heart beat fast—
and not altogether from exertion, for
it seemed that a lot must be ahead of
him. For Hawk was in that house, and
so was Alice. It was headquarters of
the Golden Circle that had marked him
down for death; and it was the destina-
tion of Deeth’s now leaderless men,
bent upon a very great loot.

“An’ Sheehy an’ me with that crys-
tal! Well, I'm runnin’ for it again; but
what the dickens is ‘1¢2” ”

CHAPTER VII
EAVESDROPPING.

A MOST difficult way that was—
through a thicket almost impas-
sable in places, broken here and there
by precipices, huge rocks, steep-sided
gullies. Thought of the time they had
lost forced them on at a dangerous pace,
and they stumbled and fell many times.
They were spent men, bruised, bleeding
and tattered, when they broke out into
a clearing and saw through the fog a
huge dark pile directly before them.

At that Rush pushed ahead of
Sheehy, and stole toward the house,
hurriedly but silently.

Now he was at the corner of it—
now creeping along its western side
with Sheehy close behind, both men lis-
tening, listening. A dead house it
seemed to be; no window showed a
glimmer of light. But Rush saw that
heavy curtains might account for that.
Midway along its side, he heard, from
somewhere within a low murmur of
voices, the stirring of men. They were
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not Deeth’s men, he knew. They had
not time to get here yet.

Probably some of the Knights, Rush
thought. Then he quickened his pace
and moved with bated breath, for he
heard very interesting sounds—labored
breaths, breaths taken in gasps, feet
scraping and shuffling on wooden floor-
ing, fists jabbing into flesh. Somewhere
two men were battling desperately, yet
in as nearly complete silence as they
could manage it. That was queer. The
other men in the building should be wel-
come allies for one of them.

The sounds grew plainer. Rush came
to a window from which one of the
heavy shutters hung awry, having been
jimmied from its hinges. The window
had been pried open with such force
as to break the glass. The curtain per-
mitted only the thinnest line of light
to escape, but Rush was able to push
it aside and peer within.

The men who were struggling inside
that room were Hawk and young Lins-
dale. But Linsdale was nearly over-
come. With his great right arm, Hawk
was crushing Linsdale to him, pinioning
not only his body but also both of his
arms. With his left hand he was twist-
ing a short iron bar from Linsdale’s
grip. That bar explained the broken
shutter and window. A revolver, prob-
ably Linsdale’s, lay on the floor.

Linsdale’s mission, Rush realized,
must be the same as Rush’s own. He'd
traced Hawk and the girl. He’d not
forgotten the girl then—in that, at least,
Rush had misjudgd him. And Rush
would save him again.

Rush was gathering himself for a
leap into the room, when from some-
where else in the house, there came the
sounds of excited words and hurrying
feet. At that, he drew back.

These should be Hawk’s colleagues
and dupes, Knights of the Golden Cir-
cle.

Immediately they burst through the
door, Rush knew he was right. There
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were perhaps a dozen of them, and he
knew the names of three. They were
names he had seen on that potent piece
of paper. All of them had the look of
importance, authority, wealth. With
hardly a word, and maintaining, all of
them, something of dignity, they
crowded around the two men and tore
them apart.

Rush kept his position, and watched
the scene intently.

Plainly, Hawk didn’t welcome the in-
terruption. A shadow of fear crossed
his face as the men came in. No won-
der, thought Rush, considering Lins-
dale’s errand. But the next instant,
Hawk’s face was impassive, and his
eyes were veiled. He stepped back,
daintily dusting his fingers.

Ungentle hands seized Linsdale, and
thrust him into a chair, where he
slumped weakly. He had almost been
out on his feet. Then everybody turned
to Hawk.

“I owe you thanks, gentlemen, but
I’d hoped not to trouble you. I discov-
ered this spy enterin’ that window. I
fancied myself able to take care of him
alone.”’

Linsdale protested something which
Rush couldn’t hear. No one paid the
slightest attention to him.

“You proved yourself able to,” one
of the men replied to Hawk. “But you
shouldn’t have risked yourself and run
the chance of—"

He stopped, his attention attracted,
as was that of every one present, by a
low sound from somewhere else in the
house. Even Rush heard it—a muffled
cry or moan or the creaking of a chair
—an indefinable but distressing sound.
It was especially distressing to Rush,
who knew it came from the girl, trying
to free herself or attract attention.
Again over Hawk’s face passed that odd
shadow, that curious impassivity, which
always puzzled Rush with its faint sug-
gestion of—what?
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But the next moment Hawk was go-
ing on with renewed assurance.

“I’d already taken care of another
spy, who is bound and gagged in the
adjoining room. After capturing her,
for it was unfortunately a woman, I
heard her confederate prowling outside,
and waited for him here. I felt it was
important he shouldn’t be frightened
away by any general alarm.”

There were murmurs of praise, which
Hawk bore modestly; but there were
uneasy glances, too.

“I don’t like this,”
means o

“I think it means nothing important,
sir,” said Hawk. “I've known for some
time that my house and myself have
been under suspicion. But if anything
definite were known of our plans, we’d
certainly be made aware of it in a more
dangerous fashion.”

“Probably so. I'd suggest, though,
that we have the other spy out.”

“I was about to suggest that myself,
sir. I warn you, though,” Hawk smiled,
“that she will try to explain her pres-
ence by some wild accusation against
me. I gathered, while binding her, that
that was her quite natural intention.”

“All right. Lucky we’ll soon be fight-
ing in the open. There are too many
of these spies. There’s that gambler
from Sacramento, who killed our man
and got away with those papers. He
was seen in San Francisco last night.
If we can’t take care of him, he’s likely
to give us trouble.”

The speaker, with Hawk and two
others, had crossed the room until they
were beyond Rush’s line of vision. As
the voice trailed off, Rush smiled a lit-
tle wryly. He had figured on rescuing
the girl by the simple method of enter-
ing through the window and telling the
members of the Circle what he knew
about Hawk’s treachery. Proof would
lie in the fact that Deeth’s men, who
were also Hawk’s, were right now loot-

said one. “It
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ing the Circle’s war chest, probably
through some secret passage. That
would destroy Hawk with the Circle,
and make the girl safe from him.
though she would still be held prisoner.

Well, he would still do that. But
that last speech made it certain that his
description had reached San Francisco,
and that he would be treated somewhat
less gently than the girl.

He heard a door open. The four
men had evidently passed into another
room. They returned with the girl be-
tween them. She walked with the stiff-
ness of one who has been long bound
in one position. Freshness was brushed
from her by the {fear and anxiety of
the last twenty-four hours; her face
was drawn, almost haggard. But she
still held her head high; she seemed to
bear pride and bravery with her like a
banner. And the look in her eyes and
her low cry as she saw Linsdale were
both beautiful, though painful and ago-
nizing to Rush.

“Clyde!” She started toward him.
“What have they done to you? Are
you hurt?”

Rush, though shrinking a little, again
improved his opinion of Linsdale. No
man could be despicable and hold such
a woman’s love.

Men interposed courteously but
firmly between the two, and Clyde
Linsdale straightened himself with an
effort.

“Oh, I’'m all right. But you, now,

Alice——"
“All right, too. But this friend
tricked me. This fiend, I mean.” Her

eyes flamed as she looked at Hawk.
“He told me you were here hurt—a
broken leg. Then he bound and gagged
me; told me he was going to take me
away B e

“I found you gone from home,”
broke in Linsdale, “and was afraid this
had happened. So I came——"

“May I compliment you, miss, upon
your acting?” interrupted Hawk. “And
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you, too, sir,” he added, with a nod at
Linsdale.

“Then you deny that you've been
lying all through. That you got me to
steal those papers, and 2

She stopped with her first sign of
confusion, which Rush easily under-
stood. She had suddenly realized that
she couldn’t explain how Hawk had
tricked her without revealing Clyde
Linsdale as a spy against Hawk and
the Golden Circlee Hawk instantly
turned her hesitation to his own advan-
tage. :

“You are clearly unused to lying,
miss. It’s unfortunate that you don’t
see how useless .

“You! You talk of lying!” the girl
cried. “After you have 2

But an elderly man with a white goa-
tee and not unkindly eyes interposed.

“Allow me, miss. My name is
Graves. Are you willing to swear that
this man isn’t a government spy, and
that you’re not associated with him?”

The girl could not swear that, of
course. Anger at her own helplessness
envenomed her tongue.

“I'm willing to take oath that this
monster tricked me, and that he plans
to——”

But there was such a stir at this, and
so many angry exclamations, that she
stopped. Hawk, turning to the others,
raised his hand placatingly.

“May I suggest, gentlemen, that we
waste no more time upon this matter,
and that we show forbearance. The
fact that one of these spies is a woman
will 2

“Needn’t matter,” interrupted the
girl. “Whatever punishment he takes, I
want to share.”

“Then you will be the happier,”
Hawk turned to her, “at the suggestion
I was about to make. It is that you
both be imprisoned until such informa-
tion as you may have obtained can do
us no harm. The most merciful pos-
sible course, I suggest, gentlemen.”
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He glanced around for approval,
which was instantly given him.

“And of course,” he continued, “they
must be given reasonable comfort, and
at the same time held securely, with the
least inconvenience to ourselves. I
would suggest our ship, the Flying
Spray, as the one place combining these
requirements.”

“The Flying Spray, you dog!” burst
out Linsdale. “You intend 2

Hawk struck him across the mouth.
Before Linsdale could speak again, a
gag was forced between his teeth. The
girl attempted to interfere, but was
thrust back. On the point of leaping
through the window, Rush checked
himself. Dead, he could tell no tales,
and Hawk was facing the window.
Hawk would probably shoot as sud-
denly as he struck.

But now Hawk half turned toward
the girl, and spoke as calmly as ever.

“T’'m sorry, but there is a limit to pa-
tience. Your friend will be gagged un-
til he is on the ship. For your com-
fort, however, I will tell you the exact
situation, which you will have no chance
to reveal. To-morrow night, the Bear
Republic will be born, and the yoke
of the East will be thrown off. These
gentlemen and I will be directing the
action. The Flying Spray will clear
from the harbor in the morning, bear-
ing our war chest and certain surplus
arms to a place of absolute safety
farther south. You will sail on it, and
will be perfectly safe. It will be manned
by reliable men, all personally selected
by me.”

The girl was too angry for speech,
possibly too angry for fear. She merely
glared at him.

“I’d also suggest,” Hawk went on,
“that they be placed on board imme-
diately, so we may begin our confer-
ence. Probably some of my men are
still engaged in moving the chests.
With your agreement, I will select you,
and you”—picking out two of the
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younger men—‘‘who, with myself, will
personally deliver them to the captain
of my hundred.”

There was no objection to that, and
they all trooped out of the room, leav-
ing Rush outside the window with his
plans of rescue all tumbled about his
head. Swiftly he drew Sheehy away
from the window.

“Now, what’ll we do?”’ he questioned.
“Sheehy, you know what I meant to do.
But Hawk’s got ’em fooled. They
know what’s goin’ on. He’s talked ’em
into movin’ their money an’ munitions,
an’ what’ve we got to prove that they’ll
never see either again? Or that he’s
goin’ on that ship?

“Nothin’,” Rush said, answering his
own question, as Sheehy scratched his
head. “Nothin’, unless 2

Suddenly he snatched from his breast
pocket the crystal and paper he had
taken from Deeth. Drawing Sheehy
down, he struck a match in the shelter
of their bodies. Eagerly he glanced at
the paper, which was covered with the
same weird hieroglyphics as were on
the papers which the girl had taken
from her room. He swore under his
breath with disappointment.

“As well try to read hen’s scratchin’s.
Sheehy, what’ll we do?”

“Faith, there’s only wan thing.”

“We could go back to San Francisco
an’ tell what we know to the proper
people. That way, we’d have the island
raided an’ the Flyin’ Spray seized. To-
morrow, that’d be. And that would be
too late.”

“Yis, Oi know. ’Tis the girl Oi'm
thinkin’ av, meself. Oi can’t help it.”

“Me, either. But—you're willin’,
Sheehy? What d’ye say?”

“Why, Oi say that where Hawk’s
min wint in, the girl an’ the others’ll be
comin’ out. It shouldn’t be hard to
foind.”

“How about your boat, Sheehy? Do
you think you can find that?”

“Oi want but a chance to run for it.”
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CHAPTER VIIL
HARES AND HOUNDS.

SHEEHY and Rush crept to the cor-

ner of the house. The fog had lifted
still more, and they could see clear past
the southern end of it. To get away
with their loot, Deeth’s men must pass
that way. For perhaps a minute, they
waited there, watching, listening. Rush
wasn’t sure, but it seemed there was a
sound of movement along the beach to
the south. Maybe the bearers were all
gone. He wondered if they would miss
Deeth—wondered if they would find
him, bound and gagged. If they did,
there would be trouble, a search for his
assailants. The success of the rescue
would be even more improbable.

Then there was a stir directly in front
of Sheehy and Rush. Two men rose,
it seemed, from the solid earth. Really,
Rush decided, there must be a trapdoor
there, opening upon a stairway to a
cellar. Between them, the men carried
a small and very heavy packing case.
After them, two more appeared, simi-
larly burdened. The four made toward
the beach, veering off to the south.

After that, for a minute or two, noth-
ing happened. Rush decided his and
Sheehy’s position would be improved
if they were on the other side of the
trapdoor, facing the way they wanted to
run. He touched Sheehy’s knee, and the
two crept silently forward until they
were perhaps six feet to the seaward
side of the door. They halted, turned,
and poised themselves for a leap—just
in time.

The stairs creaked faintly; there was
the sound of feet on them. Rush
crouched lower, with every muscle
tensed. One shadowy figure appeared
—another. Neither figure was as bulky
as that of Hawk, but their waistcoats
showed white. They were the two
whom Hawk had chosen to help escort
the prisoners.

A skirted figure next—the girl!
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After her, a man with something white
about his mouth—young Linsdale, still
gagged. Rush was postured like a
sprinter waiting the shot. He leaped,
and Sheehy with him.

That part was really nothing. Each
took his man, and the men went down,
as though hit by battering-rams. They
lay quiet. Rush slammed the door shut
and stood upon it.

He whirled upon the girl and Lins-
dale, who could not know whether he
and Sheehy were friends or enemies.
The girl had cried out {frightenedly.
They both seemed about to run.

Well, if they would only run in the
right direction!

“You know me—I’m Rush!” he cried
to Linsdale. Then swiftly, to prove his
friendliness, he pulled the gag from
Linsdale’s mouth. “We’re gonna save
you. ‘You follow him. Run, Sheehy!”

He pushed Sheehy away, and Sheehy
sprinted into the darkness. Then the
others were gone, the girl first. Hawk
was bellowing below, and the door was
heaving under Rush. Rush leaped
from it, and darted after the others.

Behind him, he heard the door slam
open and Hawk leap out. Hawk’s re-
volver, held low, cracked vindictively,
and bullets sang past Rush’s middle.
Grateful he was for the sheltering dark-
ness, as he plunged into it. Other guns
joined Hawk’s in the fusillade, but by
then, Rush was at the edge of the clear-
ing.

He plunged into the underbrush, close
behind Linsdale. The girl was only a
little way ahead. Sheehy seemed to be
holding himself in to the girl’s pace.

The girl was handicapped by her
skirts, and probably Linsdale was still
weak from the punishment he had re-
ceived from Hawk. From the moment
he observed their lack of speed, Rush
despaired of the outcome. But he
passed Linsdale and tried to help the
girl, half carrying her sometimes.

“Thanks!” she gasped.



32

But it was desperate business. A
dozen or more pursuers were crashing
through the brush behind and slowly
gaining, while from all along the island
to the south came cries and sounds of
other running men. Deeth’s line of
treasure bearers had caught the alarm
and were coming. Clearly the fugitives
would never reach Sheehy’s boat by di-
rect flight. Rush racked his brain for a
stunt, a trick, that would give them a
chance to escape; but could think of
nothing.

They might drop and hide in the un-
derbrush, and maybe escape discovery
for a time. But certainly not for long.
It would be merely a matter of their
pursuers circling the spot where they
stopped running, and beating the brush.
Indeed, part of the pursuers seemed al-
ready engaged in a circling movement
to the left. By the way they gained
ground, Rush concluded that they must
have found a route free from under-
brush.

Sheehy may have discovered this
movement; anyway, he suddenly
swerved to the right. He came out al-
most immediately upon a stretch of bar-
ren ground, surfaced with shale and
rocks, and dotted with boulders higher
than a man.

They made better speed now, but in
turn the pursuit came to the open space,
and revolver fire began again, heavily
increased in volume. Bullets spattered
the rocks ahead of them. The girl
stumbled and almost fell. Rush caught
her up with a mingled curse and moan,
but found she had merely tripped on a
rock. Rush’s momentary terror for her
chilled him, however. What he had
thought had happened would soon really
happen—she could not escape long.
None of them could.

But what could they do? Surrender?
Perhaps. The Golden Circle might be-
lieve his story against Captain Hawk.
They might credit it sufficiently to cause
them to investigate, anyway. Only it
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would be told by a man himself discred-
ited by his own supposed acts against
the Golden Circle. And with the revolt
planned for to-morrow night, they
would waste little time or thought on
the matter. So Rush debated as he ran;
and then saw that they could not run
much farther.

Ahead of them a dark bulk loomed—
a mass of rock, a cliff, extending to the
right and left as far as he could see.

“Sheehy, we can’t ” he began.

Then a real disaster happened.
Sheehy, running a little to the right and
ahead of the others, cursed loudly and
went down in a heap. He came up in-
stantly, attempted to run, then went
down again.

“Make for that wall and get down,”
snapped Rush to the girl, pointing to
the obstruction in front. Then he ran
to Sheehy, who had dragged himself be-
hind a knee-high rock.

“Where’d they get you?”

“Me knee. But here’s a bit av shel-
ter, an’ it’s all Oi ask. Go on wit’ the
lady, an’ Of’ll hold ’em back.”

“No use—they’re circlin’ us—soon be
ahead. You'll help more with us. We'll
put our backs to that wall. Come, let
me help you.”

He helped Sheehy up, and the two
men ran stumblingly, as in a three-
legged race, toward the wall of rock
fifty yards ahead of them. Their near-
est pursuers were not twice as far be-
hind, but darkness and the intervening
boulders made accurate firing impos-
sible. They reached the base of the
rock, where Linsdale and the girl were
already lying side by side.

“Clyde, dear ”’ the girl was say-
ing. And something else followed
which Rush did not get. He saw her
touch Linsdale’s hand caressingly.

A peculiar loneliness came to Rush
at this sign of an affection which would
endure to the very gates of death. He
would never know anything like that.
But the next instant, as he flung him-
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self beside the girl, he forgot everything
but trying to scheme a way out of the
apparently hopeless situation.

The wall of rock was at least twenty
feet high, and so nearly vertical that
they could not climb it under fire, even
if Sheehy had been uninjured. If they
had time, breastworks might be con-
trived from the loose rocks scattered
around, but shots were already pelting
the ground in front of them or carrying
over their heads. They dare not expose
themselves by searching in the darkness
for the rocks. However, it seemed to
Rush that the fire from in front was
singularly ineffective, considering the
volume.

The attackers were advancing slowly,
with little scurrying movements—rushes
from boulder to boulder. They were so
nearly invisible, and kept themselves so
well under over, that Rush and Sheehy
held their fire. Linsdale was of course
unarmed; he had got the girl behind
him, and was sheltering her with his
body. “I can’t forgive myself—bring-
ing you into this,” Rush heard him say.

And Rush thrilled at the bravery of
the girl’s tone, in which whimsical hu-
mor fought with terror.

“You’re here because of me, too—the
famous Linsdale devotion. But we
mustn’t forget Mr. Rush and his friend,
who haven’t our excuse for foolish-
ness.”

Excuse! As though one were
needed! But Rush, for the first time,
lying there in the shadow of death,
thought that if it weren’t for Linsdale,
and if things had gone differently, he
might some time have told her of the
greatest of all reasons for any conceiv-
able sacrifice. Not that he could ever
have hoped

But why was the fire of the attackers
so very ineffective? True, Rush and
his friends were very poor targets, lying
there prone and almost indistinguish-
able in the darkness from the rocks be-
low them and behind. But now only a

~ Rush, but checked himself.
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few of the bullets came even danger-
ously close, and these were fired by a
group of three or four from behind a
single boulder. It seemed that the en-
emy was deliberately sparing them.
Rush was debating the reason, when
suddenly the fire ceased altogether, and
a voice called over to them:

“Do you surrender?”

“Divil a bit av ut!” cried Sheehy.

“We're thinking of the woman. You
can’t escape.”

Rush thought they would have to
surrender, but he decided to get in a
word of his story about Hawk first.

“You ought to think of the woman,”
he said. “If it wasn’t for her, two of
us would be on our way to the Presidio
by now, an’ your Bear Republic scheme
would be shot. But knowin’ what we
do about Captain Hawk 2

Crash! A revolver spat fire from be-
hind that particular boulder which
seemed to hide the only venomous ene-
mies. A bullet kicked particles of rock
into Rush’s face.

“Knowin’ what we do about Cap-
tain Hawk,” repeated Rush, “who’s so
afraid of what I've got to tell about
him that he’s just broken truce 2

“You're mistaken,” broke in the other
crisply. “Captain Hawk is our leader

and a gentleman. He is standing here
beside me.”
“Then it was Deeth who——"" began

Of course,
it might have been any of Hawk’s men
who had tried to silence him.

“Anyway,” he went on lamely,
“Hawk is a scoundrel and a traitor, who
has =

“Traitor!” The other mistook his
meaning. “We hold ourselves patriots.
California must be free. But enough
of this. We call on you to surrender.”

“An’ we refuse, unless——"

It was in Rush’s mind to bargain
that the girl be kept on the island in
custody of the Bear Staters. If they
made the promise, they would keep it;
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nor would Rush probably be mad
enough to risk an absolute rupture with
them over the girl.

But the proposal and the parley were
both cut short by an action for which,
as was instantly plain to Rush, the other
side had been deliberately holding up
the attack. Rush found himself spring-
ing up instinctively to meet the dozen
or more men who were leaping down
from the top of the rock behind them.

One of them landed on his shoulders
and carried him over. His revolver was
wrenched away, but somehow he man-
aged to squirm out from under the heap
and keep on fighting. That was fool-
ish, for the crippled Sheehy had been
easily overcome, young Linsdale was
done, and a score of men headed by
Hawk were running in from in front.
But Rush, infuriated by the manhan-
dling and the ease with which he had
been tricked, lost his head for the mo-
ment; and he writhed, twisted, struck
out, and kept half a dozen men busy,
until through the tangle around him, he
caught sight of the girl standing near,
held by two men.

The sight steadied him. If he stayed
alive, he might do something yet. " He
gripped himself with an effort, and let
his hands drop.

Then he wished he had gone on fight-
ing, for Hawk was right in front of
him, waiting his chance to put the
quietus on Rush forever. He could not
shoot Rush, because the Bear Staters
had evidently agreed that the fugitives
would, if possible, be taken alive. But
in the struggle he could get in a blow.

His enormous body blocked out
everything else from Rush’s view. His
fist was coming down, probably clutch-
ing a rock. Rush, encircled, saw in-
stantly that he could not dodge. He re-
laxed, dropped like a dead man, below
Hawk’s descending fist.

“Traitor, eh?” rasped Hawk. “You’ll
never——" .

Rush missed the rest of that. The
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blow reached him, though with lessened
force. Hawk’s final words were lost
in a world of shock and pain and leap-
ing crimson lights, through which the
triumphant, monstrous face of his as-
sailant gibbered and jeered at him.
Nothing else was in the picture at all,
and by that Rush, snatching at the very
fringe of consciousness, knew it for an
hallucination, born of defeat, despair,
and the shock of the blow.

A dreadful fantasy it was, nothing
else, for Rush’s eyes were really closed.
But Rush then learned the truth that
fantasies are sometimes more inform-
ing than sober vision. For in that mo-
ment while everything in this world
was blotted out but Hawk’s face, there
came to him sure knowledge about
Hawk for which he’d groped often be-
fore.

That face had a Mongolian twist.
Captain Hawk’s proud talk of his fam-
ily tree was accounted for. It was to
veil from others and perhaps from him-
self a fact that would otherwise have
been fatal to his leadership, for—Cap-
tain Hawk was a Chinaman!

Not more that eighth blood, maybe
less—that didn’t matter. Nor was the
fact now so important, save that from
it the trail led straight to the solution
of another mystery.

When, with strength flowing back to
him, he pretended continued uncon-
sciousness, and permitted himself to be
carried back to the house, he formed
a hopeful plan.

He wondered if there was a Chinese
servant in Hawk’s house. There would
be. There were no servants in Cali-
fornia but Chinamen. And Chinamen
could read Chinese.

CHAPTER IX.

CRYSTAL CLEAR.
WHEN they got to the house, Rush’s
eyes were still closed, his body
limp ; he seemed hardly to breathe. The
Bear Staters stretched him on a couch.
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By their talk, they recognized him as
the man for whom the whole Circle was
seeking, but he seemed harmless enough
now. Sheehy and Linsdale they placed
in chairs, tying their arms behind them,
and securing Linsdale’s feet, as well.
Alice remained unbound, but Hawk ap-
pointed three guards to watch her and
the others. Then he sent those of
Deeth’s men who had returned to the
house away to finish loading the pre-
cious cargo on the Flying Spray.

Rush heard all this happening. Then
he heard Hawk speaking, as though
from the other end of the room.

“An unfortunate incident, but we
may congratulate ourselves that there
is fraternity even among spies. If the
last two hadn'’t tried to rescue their com-
panions But enough of that. I
would suggest that our original program
stand, that all four of them be confined
on the Flying Spray. First, of course,
we must search the man who stole our
papers and killed our agent. After-
ward, we can decide on his fate.”

As Hawk talked, Rush slowly opened
his eyes. As well as he could without
moving, he noted everything. Evi-
dently they were in the assembly room
of the Golden Circle. Hawk was stand-
ing on a low platform at its farther end.
The others, except for the guards, were
facing him—some standing, some
seated. Sheehy, Linsdale and Alice
were near the foot of Rush’s couch.

“There’s hardly need to put the ques-
tion,” some one replied to Hawk. “I
think we’re all agreed 2

“But—not—informed.”

It was a sepulchral interruption.
Rush’s voice was hoarse as a raven’s.
The pauses between the words spoke of
terrible weakness. After he had fin-
ished, there was an instant of shocked
silence, as though a dead man had
spoken. Then men stirred and looked
around. Rush had not stirred a muscle.
He lay there with eyes still closed, jaw
sagging, hardly seeming to breath.
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“Not—informed,” he repeated, with
another weak sigh and slump of the
chest at the end.

Those who were seated came to their
feet. In a sort of involuntary fascina-
tion, they drew nearer to him. Hawk
was silent, staring. at him with the
others. Then came a thing even more
suggestive of life in death than his
sepulchral words. Jerkily, with little
starts and irregular pauses, Rush’s ex-
tended right hand began to move up-
ward, toward his chest. There was no
sound, save a low cry of pity from
Alice, who ran to the head of his couch
and knelt there.

Rush’s hand, with its feeble, palsied
movements, finally reached the inner
pocket of his coat. At the same mo-
ment, Hawk came down from the plat-
form with an unusual hurry in his
movements. But before he could reach
the group, Rush, seemingly summon-
ing all his strength, remeved his hand
from his pocket and thrust into the
girl’s hand the crystal and the paper
he had taken from Deeth.

“Proof,” he said a little louder, “that
Hawk is a traitor—to his own side—to
you.”

Then his hand dropped nervelessly,
as though the effort had been too much
for him. His eyes closed. Perplexed,
astonished, angry exclamations followed
his accusation. Rush expected that.
But he had hardly dared to hope that
Alice would grasp the situation as
clearly and instantly as she did.

“Here’s proof, anyway,” she cried
almost triumphantly, “that what I've
told you gentlemen is true. Here’s what
Hawk made me steal to save his life—
Clyde’s here, I mean. This crystal, or
another just like it, and papers with
writing on them, just like this.”

Then came Hawk’s dignified remon-
strance

“What’s this, gentlemen? The ras-
cals are cleverer than I thought. But
what’s on the paper? Hen’s scratch-
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ings, eh? Just a trick for gaining time.
My advice -

But Rush broke in, with nothing of
him moving but his lips, and in that
voice so hollow, so hoarse, so tomblike,
that it compelled even Hawk to pause.

“A Chinaman. Bring a Chinaman.
He'll read the paper.”

A moment of absolute silence fol-
lowed. Then, with a note of apology,
but something of gravity, too, a man
said :

“Let’s get to the bottom of this. Cap-
tain Hawk, you want to get to the bot-~
tom of it, of course. How about that
Chinese cook of yours?”

Another little pause; then: “Sir, a
further waste of time. But I'll go get
him.” Hawk’s voice had lost some-
thing of assurance.

“My sincere apologies, Captain
Hawk. I didn’t mean that you should
trouble yourself. Let some one else
go. But doesn’t that cord there con-
nect with a servant’s bell? Surely. Mr.
Dukes, will you oblige me by pulling
that cord?” Suspicion was beginning
to creep into the speaker’s voice.

Minutes passed, during which Rush
lay silent and motionless. Now and
then, Alice touched him gently. He
knew she was close to tears; he could
actually feel her pity for him. He
wanted to whisper to her, to give her a
reassuring glance, but he dared not.
So much depended upon keeping the
others sure of his helplessness! But
if he had known it, they were too much
mystified and concerned to pay much
attention to him. What he was wait-
ing for, they were waiting for, too, and
just as anxiously—the opening of the
door, the entrance of the Chinaman.

Ah! Here he was—the man who,
if Rush were right, would read the rid-
dle and settle many things.

“Wong, come here.” It was the voice
of the man who had asked that the
Chinaman be called. Rush opened his
eyes again.

THE POPULAR

The speaker was standing mnear
Rush’s couch, the crystal and the pa-
per in his hand. His eyes were fixed
on a wrinkled old Chinaman shuffling
across the room. Now he raised his
voice imperatively. “No! Keep look-
ing at me. This way.” It was plain
that he intended preventing any signal
from Captain Hawk to his servant.

“Stand here—so!” as the Chinaman
came up. “Now, can you read this?
Captain Hawk wants you to read it.”

The Chinaman’s back was to Rush,
but he had the paper. It rustled slightly.
The Chinaman spoke sadly.

“Me, buhau! No savvy. No can
do.”

Rush put in, even more weakly:

“The crystal! Put the—crystal—
over it.”

Somewhere in the room, there was
a little stir. “Please remain, Captain
Hawk,” some one said suavely, and
quiet followed. Then came the China-
man’s voice, surprised, delighted.

“Now me savvy lots! Old Chinese
trick—he-he!” he laughed. “I tell how
him work. You write um letter in
Chinese. You put glass down this way
over letter. It make um Chinese letters
all twisted, so no can read. You draw
um so. You turn glass other side up,
it stlaighten um out again. Two men
with glasses both alike, they make um
letters no one else can read. You like
me read this, eh?”

“Please do.” The chill and hard-
ness of steel was in the speaker’s voice.
A tense and dangerous silence came
over the room, broken only by the
Chinaman’s amiable droning.

“This letter, he say, Captain Deeth,
all fix for take away gold to-night.
Bling hundled men to end of island all
same we talkee befo’. He will come
on ship befo’ sun he come up to-mollow.
Golden Circle, he plan stlike to-mollow
night. Letter, he signed with name like
clow.”

The Chinaman, raising his eyes from
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the letter, blinked at the effect he had
produced. Everybody was staring in
amazement and suspicion at Captain
Hawk. Rush, feeling that their under-
standing wasn’t complete, started to
speak, but was interrupted by Sheehy’s
voice:

“Now Oi guess you'll begin to belave
us, gintlemin. Read ‘Hawk’ for ‘Crow,’
an’ phwat have ye? Enough to con-
vince ye Hawk’s a traitor, aven if ye
were numskulls. An’ that you’re not,
Oi know.”

“But Deeth—who’s Deeth?”
tioned some one doubtfully.

A half dozen excited: voices started
to answer him, but one prevailed.

“The biggest villain in San Francisco.
A man who’s been hung once and
should be again. If Captain Hawk’s in
collusion with him——"

“As he is.” Now it was Linsdale
speaking. “It was Hawk and Deeth I
was investigating. The government
doesn’t want trouble with you gentle-
men. I was set to try to break up your
movement from within. And I soon
felt sure that the very man who’d or-
ganized the whole thing was planning
to betray you with Deeth.

“So when I got a chance to steal some
letters from Deeth to Hawk, I did it.
I couldn’t read ’em, of course. You
can all understand why Hawk had to
use cipher in communicating with a
man like Deeth, and why he couldn’t
take the chance of being seen talking to
him. Well, Hawk got the letters back.
But if you could find them, they’d show
you unmistakably that Hawk’s quota
of fighting men, his hundred, were all
recruited by Deeth, and that the two of
them entered into a conspiracy to rob
you, and =

“But you can find them!” broke in
Alice excitedly. “For he has them—
Captain Hawk has, T mean. He took
them from me after he’d bound and
gagged me—the papers I stole for him,
and wouldn’t turn over to him till I saw

ques-
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my brother free. Search him, and
you’ll find out.”

She was interrupted by the sound of
a struggle. Three of the men had seized
Captain Hawk as he made a break for
a door in the other end of the room.
Hawk fought hard, gouging, kicking,
striking terrific blows. He would have
got away from the three, but others
crowded in to help.

It was the moment for which Rush
had waited, the chance for which he
had played.

But he was slower in taking advan-
tage of it than he should have been.
Everything was so nearly all right as
it was! Hawk was finished, absolutely.
Rush wasn’t particularly afraid now
that the Golden Circle would do more
to him than hold him prisoner. The
girl would be safe as prisoner, too, and
Sheehy and her brother would be safe.
Lord! the tremendous significance of
that word, “brother.” More than any-
thing, that delayed Rush’s action. He
stopped to figure out why on earth
he hadn’t learned the truth before. But
of course, Linsdale would refuse to
identify his sister to an unknown ad-
venturer, whose tone was probably too
fervent in speaking of her. Of course,
Linsdale was still trying to keep her ott
of it all. That was why Linsdale had
deserted him at the post office. And, of
course, Hawk had got the crystal from
the mail—not Linsdale.

Linsdale was all right.
was all right, except

Rush didn’t want to remain a prisoner
of the Circle. He didn’t want the girl
and the others to remain prisoners,
either. Particularly—and he hardly
knew why—he didn’t want the Bear
Staters’ plot to be sprung to-morrow
night, nor California to be bathed in
civil war.

His job was to get to San Francisco
to-night. That was why he had feigned
helplessness. That was why he was
lying now with every muscle tense, head

Everything
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and shoulders lifted just a little, palms
flat on the couch, pressing down a lit-
tle, ready to propel him. His eyes flick-
ered to the door of the room.

He leaped up and dashed for it.

But the way was obstructed. The
three guards remained at their posts.
One of them caught at Rush, but missed
him; another fired point-blank, but his
aim was destroyed by a swift shove
from Sheehy’s uninjured leg. Some of
the men around Hawk ran to intercept
him. Rush met the foremost with a
full-length left-arm thrust, and with
his right hand tore the door open.

He went through the door and
slammed it shut behind him.

Darkness! How he thanked Heaven
for the darkness now! Running—
would he ever do anything else but run?
Along the side of the house, guiding
himself by the murmur and wash of
water. Men were pouring out of the
door. Now to put the house between,
so they couldn’t shoot. Around the end
of the house, toward the end of the
island—faster, now, faster! Pounding
footsteps after him. Ah, here was the
water!

In it now, quietly, quietly. Wading,
diving, swimming. It was a choppy
water now, but it drowned the sobbing
of his lungs. And the wind that kicked
it up, driving down from the Alameda
Hills, would guide him. Not that he’d
need much guidance.

His pursuers had reached the shore.
He heard them debating what to do.
There was no boat near. Those who
could swim did not care for a struggle
in the water with such a madman. Any-
way, they could not find him. Anyway,
he would drown.

For it was perfectly plain, they
agreed, that in that sea, and with so
much strength spent already, no man
could swim across the miles that lay
between Yerba Buena and the main-
land. :

Rush smiled when he heard them say
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that. He had no idea of trying to.
Kicking off his boots and swimming
easily, he began following around the
western shore of the island, toward the
boat that he and Sheehy had aban-
doned.

Across the Sausalito Strait from San
Francisco, there is a lonely mountain
with a fine reward for those who climb
it. On the peak of Tamalpais, Rush
and Alice stood one day a little later.
To the west lay the luring Pacific, silver
and blue under the descending sun;
northward, over many green hills and
valleys, they could see as far as Mount
Shasta; and across nestling Lake La-
gunitas and the San Joaquin and Sacra-
mento Rivers rose white shapes which
might be clouds and might be the dis-
tant Sierras. For a while they rested,
breathless from their climb; and then,
as the beauty of it grew upon her, Alice
murmured softly:

“Our State. I've always loved it.
To think what you saved it from!”’

“Oh, ’twouldn’t have amounted to
much. The State was all right. The
way the whole thing flickered out proved
that.”

“Well, maybe. That was funny,
wasn’t it? Talk about hushing things
up! Not a word about it, after you put
General Sumner on guard. The Fly-
ing Spray seized for contraband, and
the island raided for harbor pirates, and
Deeth and Hawk arrested for various
things, but of course, not for treason
or rebellion. And none of the others
arrested at all!”

“We don’t know for sure about that,”
said Rush. “Probably some of them
were up on the carpet, all right. Likely
had to give their words of honor to quit
any more conspirin’. As for arrests, if
Washington had been lookin’ for a
chance to make ’em, there’d have been
plenty before all this happened. Like
your brother says, it’s bad politics to
make martyrs.”
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“Just the same, it was funny,” in-
sisted Alice, “for a thing so big to just
go flop, like that. And there were a lot
of other things that were queer, too.
For instance,” she laughed lightly,
“your talking so much the first time we
met about running away. As if that
was all you could do.”

“Well,” said Rush, with a reminis-
cent grin, “that’s about all I did do,
isn’t it—just run from one thing and
another.”

“And toward them,” said Alice softly.
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running away again.- You have the
habit!”

“TJ—I—Alice! No, I haven’t. Not
if——" Rush was very much in ear-
nest, but he stammered and stopped,
for he was also in some ways a very
timid man. The girl leaned toward him
a little, and then drew back, for he
stood so very stiffly. It would be some
little time yet before they would tell
each other why the green was suddenly
greener, the blue a deeper blue, the
whole world more radiantly beautiful

than it had ever been before.

“The Dark Policeman,” by Howard Fielding, will be the opening novel next
week, February 11th. This is a mystery tale with a new idea—a story,
that carries you swiftly along with its action and perplexities.

SO RO

THE OUTDOOR LIFE

MANY men who work in offices spent much of their boyhood and early youth

in smail towns, on farms, and even in the woods. One and all, they are
proud of it and, if you catch them in the right moods, they’ll tell you enthusi-
astically all about those formative years.

They’ll tell you how, after school was out, they shouldered their small axes
and stalked with boyish dignity to the wood lot, where the men of the family were
chopping. They’ll tell of their days on horseback, riding herd; or of the times
when they stood knee-deep in a hay wagon, spreading with a pitchfork. They’ll
tell of one-room schoolhouses; of night hunts after raccoon—thrilling experi-
ences. They can remember every detail of those hunts—the specially dark nights,
the treeing of the coon, the barking of the dog. They’ll tell you how to threw
an old coat up on a limb, so that the coon will stay up there till daylight.

These and many other things will be told you by men in offices, when they’re
in the mood. They are fortunate to have had such backgrounds in their lives.
The children of future years will be strangers to such events. Their memories
will be of airplanes, of tourist camps, and of cities. They will fly—as, indeed,
they do now—over the forests in which their elders grew up.

Memories of an outdoor youth are exhilarating ones. There is a never-to-be-
forgotten thrill in standing, on a freezing winter day, in a snow-covered wood
clearing, warming your hands at the huge brush fire, and listening to the ring
of the axes in the woods about you. Now and then you see a commotion in the
treetops off in the distance, and in a moment you hear a crash. You look around
the clearing, which is stubby with tree stumps, and you select that tall whitewood
over-there, the one you’ve been cutting all around for the last few hours. What
a chesty task the felling of that tree will be! And you draw on your mittens,
pick up your double-bladed ax and start toward it. Oh, boy! No wonder men
in offices look back on those days with pleasure. The feeling of physical power,
the absence of worry about whether your trousers are retaining their creases, the
appetite for good, homely grub—that’s the life!

“And I suppose—I suppose you’ll be
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Author of

‘The Last Atlantide,”’ ‘‘The Progress of Peter Pratt,”’ Ete.

An interesting little story of the metropolitan theatrical world, showing how a
clever press-agent stunt, meant to hoodwink people, turned like a boomerang on itself.

T is the second night of a theatrical
production which tells the tale, for
the opening night is mostly “pa-

per,” and friendly hands make lots of
noise. On the second night of “The
Girl From the Moon,” the company
came to the theater most hopefully, be-
cause the criticisms had been more fa-
vorable than otherwise; but the rising
of the curtain permitted the performers
to see that there was less than half a
house.

Five weeks of nerve-racking rehear-
sals, three harrowing weeks on the
road, a first night of hysteria as the
audience seemed to rise to the show, a
stay-up-all-night party afterward which

. came to a climax when the city editions
of the morning papers appeared, car-

rying pretty good notices—and now,
grim reality.

“We've flopped,” whispered Dora
Gray, the prima donna, to Hans Mer-
chant, the comedian, whom she encoun-
tered in the wings after her first exit.

He nodded lugubriously.

“Ain’t it awful? After last night I
was sure we had a hit.”

“It may not be too late to save it,”
she encouraged, for she knew the fat
man had a large family and no money.

Merchant shrugged his heavy shoul-
ders.

““They either go over or they don’t,” ”
he quoted, then mustered the beaming
smile which paid him his salary and
lumbered out upon the scene.

In the manager’s office, over the
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lobby, there was a conference. Les-
ter Frank, the producer, was there; Joe
Flinn, the house manager; Peter Jinks,
the press agent; and a tall, impressive,
well-groomed, and nervous man of
fifty, who was called, behind his back,
the “angel.” Although they had not
yet counted up, they needed no state-
ment to be aware that there was but
a few hundred dollars in the house.

Of the quartet, the house manager
alone was unperturbed. While he was
sorry for Lester Frank, the producer,
it was mid-season, and theaters were in
demand, and already he was consider-
ing the successor of the present tenant.
Lester Frank was steeped in gloom,
and the press agent was doleful, for
he would have to hunt for a new job.
No member of the trio wasted a regret
upon the situation of Archibald Living-
stone, who stood to lose seventy-five
thousand dollars if the piece went to the
storehouse. Why should they? Angels
have wings; let him fly away.

“What’s the trouble ?” demanded Mr.
Livingstone. “It’s a whale of a show,
with a darling of a star.”

The producer shrugged expressively.
“Show’s all right, but Dora has no
draft. They’re not buying tickets,
that’s all. Maybe if we had the right
kind of publicity——"

“Sure. Blame it on the press
agent,” growled Pete Jinks. “We got
a big play on Sunday. I had a hand-
picked audience last night; my friends
among the critics gave us a break.
That’s all a press agent can do. I can’t
make them buy.”

“It’s this way, Mr. Livingstone,” ex-
plained Joe Flinn. “Too many musical
shows in New York right now. The
press work was elegant.”

“Humph!” grumbled the producer.
“Any advance sale for the rest of the
week ?”

“Not much.”

Silence. All four smoked industri-
ously. Faintly from the auditorium
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came the voices of the chorus, singing
the first big number. The uniformed
ticket taker entered, carrying the tin
boxes containing the ticket stubs which
are the producer’s check against the
statement of the house treasurer,
dropped them with a rattle and bang
upon the table, and went back to his
post.

“Well, Mr. Livingstone,” Lester
Frank asked, with a sigh, “do I post a
two-week closing notice ?”

Livingstone drew a fresh cigar from
his pocket, regarded it absently for a
few seconds, then bit it fiercely, spat
out the end, jammed the cigar into his
mouth, and lighted it. He had a square,
heavy jaw which jutted pugnaciously.

“Got faith in the show,” he said

shortly.

The producer made a deprecating
gesture.

“So have I. But it needs twelve

thousand a week to break even. We're
lucky if we get eight thousand this
week, and perhaps we’ll drop to six
thousand next week.”

The angel laughed mirthlessly.

“You fellows think I'm a sucker,”
he stated. “Well, maybe; but I'm a
scrapper, too. Having been chump
enough to back a show, I don’t quit
before I'm knocked out. TI’ll play if
I have a chance. Have I got a chance,
Mr. Flinn?”

The stocky, round-faced, very hard-
boiled house manager considered the
question,

“Well,” he opined, “it’s a bit early to
give up the ghost. But there ain’t any
demand for this show. You’re licked
unless you do something unusual to at-
tract attention.”

“Are there not plenty of instances
where pieces which seemed failures
have turned into hits?”

“Some. Not plenty.”

“What do you think, Mr. Frank?”

“If we increased our advertising, got
some live publicity: 4
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“Say!” exclaimed the press agent.
“You can’t beat what you got.”

Livingstone broke in:

“Results count, Mr. Jinks.
know how to save the show?”

“Sure. I got a lot of friends on the
papers. I can get pictures if we dou-
ble the size of the ads.”

“Something revolutionary is needed,”
the angel declared. “What do you sug-
gest?”

Jinks sneered:

“Just like that—a world-beating idea
you want.”

“Pay Mr. Jinks off. I can see that
he is not a revolutionist,” said Living-
stone quietly.

“Say, look here, Lester ”

“Mr. Livingstone is boss,” replied
the producer. “What do you want
done, Mr. Livingstone ?”’

The angel deliberated.

“The problem is to sell tickets. Pic-
tures of chorus girls, with stories about
their jewels and automobiles, or the fact
that they came from strange places,
doesn’t appear to help at the box office.
We need an idea that will create a de-
mand to see our show.”

“You don’t say!” jeered the dis-
charged press agent. “And such as
what, Mr. Livingstone ?”’

The angel crossed his legs, cleared
his throat, and appeared to be ready to
elucidate. But what he said was: “I'm
sure I don’t know.”

“That’s why you fired me!” chortled
Jinks.

“Because it’s your job to know. Or-
dinary publicity methods being futile,
we must find the extraordinary. Now

Do you

suppose I am Mr. Jones of Flatbush,

considering where to take my wife upon
our monthly theatrical debauch, how
would you get me to “The Girl From
the Moon,” Mr. Jinks? If you give me
the answer to-morrow your salary is
doubled. Otherwise you are fired.”

“Much obliged,” said Jinks almost
impudently.
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“I’'m going back stage,” said Mr. Liv-
ingstone. “Good evening, gentlemen.”

When the door had slammed, Joe
Flinn leaned over and poked Jinks in
the ribs with a fat forefinger.

“The Shuberts want a man to take
out a musical show. Go up and get
the job, Jinks.”

“Nix,” replied the press agent.
“Now that my salary is doubled, I've
got an idea.”

Dora Gray, the prima donna of “The
Girl From the Moon,” sat in her dress-
ing room during her long wait at the
opening of the second act, and con-
soled herself for the evident failure of
the piece by reading over her press
notices of the morning. She liked this
one best:

Just as it seemed as though we were in
for another dull evening, a ray of purest
gold, an iridescent flash, a scintillating some-
thing darted upon the stage, and we made
the acquaintance of Dora Gray. Why have
we never seen her before?

Dora, in truth, was like that. She
was a wisp of a blond thing, an elf, an
exquisite golden feather with an ador-
able smile and a sweet soprano of lit-
tle power and slight range, yet with a
carrying force that was surprising.

The eminent critic might have seen
her before if he had looked very hard,
for she had adorned the front row of
musical comedies for three or four
years, but he was the sort of reviewer
who paid no attention to chorus girls.
Her appearances as a principal had
been upon the road.

The entrance of Mr. Livingstone in-
terrupted her literary labors, and she
glanced up at him with something more
than the polite smile of a star for her
financial backer.

“Hello, Dora. You are gorgeous to-
night,” he declared warmly. He was a
big man, forceful, with the suggestion
of a brute in him; but so far as Dora
Gray was concerned he was like a black



TWO SEATS ON THE AISLE

bear with a ring in his nose and a chain,
the other end of which was in her lit-
tle white hand.

The girl acknowledged the compli-
ment, then grew serious.

“I looked over the house, Archie,”
she said, “and it looks bad. If it’s a
failure, I'll never forgive myself for
letting you in for it.” :

“There, there,” he soothed. “You
play your part; leave the business to
me. I'm not worrying, and I don’t
think we have a flop, no matter what
the wise ones say. May I take you
home after the show ?”

“Yes, thank you, Archie.”

He stood in the wings and watched
her entrance, nodding in satisfaction at
the ripple of applause.

“Something unusual.  Something
revolutionary. Something to drag in
Mr. Jones of Flatbush,” he muttered.

The Brooklyn telephone directory
contains several pages of people named
Jones, of whom at least a third live in
Flatbush. There was Jeffrey Con-
ningsworth Jones, for example. He
lived with his mother and father in a
large, red-brick colonial house for
which the elder Jones had refused sixty
thousand dollars. Although he was
twenty-seven years old and was doing
well in the bond business in New York,
he was the sort of youth who would
live at home instead of taking an apart-
ment within walking distance of
Broadway.

There was something very likable
about Jeffrey Jones. He gave forth an
aroma of wholesomeness, and his pleas-
ant voice and ingratiating smile sold
bonds to business men and caused old
ladies to pet him with their eyes be-
cause he reminded them of what their
own boy might have been, had he lived.
Young ladies also petted him with their
eyes when he wasn’t looking.

Jeffrey Jones was not considering a
show when he opened his mail three
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days after the second night of “The
Girl From the Moon.” His letters num-
bered only a dozen, all business com-
munications save one. The exception
was in a small, square envelope ad-
dressed in a feminine hand. Naturally,
he opened that one first. As he read,
his eyes widened in surprise; he
frowned, trying to recall the writer, and
jumped to the signature, which did not
help him. “Mary.” Of course, he had
known several girls named Mary. Who
has not? There was a Mary in Cam-
bridge whom he had called on during
his college days, and a Mary on a boat,
crossing to Europe five years before,
and Mary Evans, who had married
Arthur Hope, and others, too. But he
could not remember this one,

He read the letter a second time. It
began familiarly:

DEeAR JEFFrey: It's quite a while since you
heard from me, and perhaps you have for-
gotten me. It was by accident I learned
your present address. I thought you might
like to know that I am in New York and
am appearing in “The Girl in the Moon”
at the Bendix Theater. I wonder if you will
recognize me among all the lovely girls on
the stage. I wonder if you would like to
renew our acquaintance. I wonder a lot
of things. Wondering if you will recall my
my full name, I sign myself, Mary.

Jeffrey could not recall her last name,
and he wondered, too, if he would rec-
ognize her on the stage. If she were
as nice as her letter, he certainly would
like to renew their acquaintance.
Which of his Marys would she turn
out to be? There were several who
might have gone upon the stage. Was
she a principal or a member of the
chorus? It didn’t matter; he was not
a snob. To think that she remembered
him, had sought him out, and perhaps
had gone to some trouble to find his
address.

Very carefully he placed the letter in
his pocket, then spoke into his tele-
phone.

“Get me Hilton’s Ticket Agency,” he
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directed. @'When the call was put
through he said: ‘“Please get me two
on the aisle, down front, for the Ben-
dix Theater to-night. Jeffrey Con-
ningsworth Jones speaking.  Third
row? That will be splendid. Thank
you.”

As he made his business calls during
the day he wondered more about Mary
and recalled three or four others with
the mystic name who had made an im-
pression upon his adolescence. Craftily
deciding that it might be a mistake to
take a girl with him this evening, he
called up Bill Flint and issued an invi-
tation.

“The Girl From the Moon?” ques-

tioned Bill. “Why are you picking that .

dead one?”

“They tell me it’s a darn-good
show,” he asserted. “But if you don’t
want——"

“Oh, I'll go! I don’t turn down free
tickets. Dine with me at the club.
You aren’t going to dress?”

“Suit yourself, but I think I shall
I’ll meet you at the theater.”

“See here., What’s up?” demanded
Bill Flint. “You got something up
your sleeve if you’re dressing, so I’ll
be there with my boiled shirt.”

“No, nothing special.”

“We'll be dressed,” affirmed Bill
Flint.

That same afternoon Archibald Liv-
ingstone called on Dora Gray in her
little apartment between Fifth .and
Sixth Avenues, nearer Sixth than
Fifth.

Mr. Livingstone was a very substan-
tial manufacturer, one of those skill-
ful executives who has trained his lieu-
tenants to shoulder most of the busi-
ness burdens, whose great, mahogany,
glass-topped desks are always unlit-
tered, who dispose of their day’s work
in a couple of hours. In Livingstone’s
case, he had so much spare time upon
his hands that he had drifted into the
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theater district in search of amusement.
He had met Dora Gray at a party given
by Lester Frank in his big apartment
on Central Park West, had found her
at his left at supper, and had been
charmed by the exquisite little ingénue.

That she was placed beside him by
design neither the business man nor
Dora had a suspicion.

Dora had been playing a “bit” in a
piece of Lester Frank’s which had
closed in Chicago a few weeks before,
had been seeking in vain another job
in New York, and had accepted Frank’s
invitation because he had been kind to
her in the past and might find a place
for her in his next production.

There was something winning about
Lester Frank, fat and sly and unprin-
cipled as he was. He had a false ge-
niality, a pleasant absence of dignity, a
sense of humor, and a fatherly manner
with young girls. Although he was
considered to have a gift for digging
up angels, not even his competitors real-
ized the depth of his guile.

Having encountered Livingstone, he
had seen at once that the man was dis-
contented, bored, in search of distrac-
tion, and ripe for exploitation. Of
such stuff angels are made, thought the
producer, who immediately began to
cast around for likely nutriment. As
Livingstone was a gentleman, refined to
some extent, Lester considered the girls
of his acquaintance who combined
beauty and talent with respectability,
and he had decided upon Dora Gray
after slight search.

Being a wise man, he let things take
their course, but heard with compla-
cence that Dora had been seen in Liv-
ingstone’s company at several theaters
and at some of the best supper clubs.
And, after a few weeks, he had sought
the millionaire, script in hand, explained
his wish to star Dora Gray, expatiated
upon the vehicle secured, and, after
several interviews, was assured of the
necessary backing.
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Dora, who had been in the show
business for several years, knew well
enough that she had become a star be-
cause of the plotting of Lester Frank
and the generosity of Archibald Liv-
ingstone, and she accepted her chance
because she was ambitious and was
sure that she would justify the confi-
dence of her producer and backer.

She actually liked Livingstone, and,
though she was only a twenty-three-
year-old actress without a penny to her
name, and he was a millionaire, she
was sorry for him. He was very de-
cent, and his infatuation was pathetic,
as the love of an elderly man for a
young girl almost always is. This an-
gel had insisted upon backing the show,
despite her protests, and now he was
bearing the apparent failure of the piece
like a good sport. And he wanted her
to marry him,

When he was announced, Dora was
considering the matrimonial prospect.
Having experienced the thrill of her
name in electric lights, she hated to go
back to the weary round of calling on
managers, of going on the road in a
secondary role, or starving, perhaps,
before she got another engagement.
Like every young girl, she reveled in
fine clothes and jewels, and the idea of
an established position in New York as
the wife of a man who was rich and
socially connected was very tempting.
She was trying to persuade herself that
she loved him.

The angel entered with a box of
roses under his arm. He carried his
own flowers because he loved to watch
her delight when she opened the box
and pressed the beauties against her ex-
quisite little face.

“You shouldn’t bring me so many
expensive flowers, Archie,” she pro-
tested, as she tore open the box and
lifted in her white arms two dozen
long-stemmed American beauties.

Livingstone laughed contentedly as
he watched the pretty picture, and
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threw himself into a big chair by the
window.

“Flowers are cheap,” he replied. “If
they cost ten times as much, it’s worth
it to see you with them. Dora, you
are the most exquisite creature who
ever breathed.”

She smiled at him over the roses.

“If New York thought so, you would
not be in danger of losing a terrible
lot of money,” she said.

“Pshaw! New York will like you.
You leave it to me. As a matter of
fact, business at the theater is picking
up. I read the riot act to the press
agent Tuesday night, and the fellow
came through with an idea that is get-
ting results. However, I didn’t come
here to talk business. Dora, have you
considered a certain matter?”

“Y-es,” she admitted.

“Well?” He leaned forward eagerly.

“TI don’t know, Archie. Would I
have to give up the stage?”

“I wouldn’t insist, but I would pre-
fer my wife to myself. You said you
didn’t like the theater.”

Her smooth, white brow furrowed
into thought wrinkles.

“I didn’t when I was knocking
around, living in terrible hotels and
playing in miserable theaters on the
road. I would have quit long ago if
there had been anything else for me
to do. But now—well, it’s lovely to
have the star’s dressing room. And I
adore dancing and singing.”

“My error in making a star of you,”
he said ruefully.

“You were adorable.
wanted to make me happy.”

“All right. Remain on the stage.
You can do anything you like, dear.”

The girl laid down her roses and ap-
proached his chair. She laid her hand
on his shoulder gently.

“I’'m not sure I love you, though,
Archie,” she said slowly.

“T’ll be good to you. You’'ll learn to
love me.”

You just
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“Please, a few more days before I
decide.”

“I'll give you till to-morrow, then.”

She squared her shoulders, threw up
her chin.

“All right. T'll tell you to-morrow.”

“And it will be ‘Yes? ”

“I guess, probably.”

Jeffrey Jones met Bill Flint in the
lobby of the Bendix Theater at eight
thirty. They were both arrayed in
braided dinner coats, expensive satin
waistcoats, and wore black-satin ties of
the latest shape and degree of elegance.
A hundred years of drab attire has not
entirely ironed out of young males the
peacock urge which they indulged until
the era of Jeffersonian simplicity, but
it is pathetic how little one can do to
brighten up evening dress.

The lobby was full and the theater
rapidly filling when they entered. Flint
cast a rapid glance around.

“Almost like a stag party.”

Lester Frank and Pete Jinks, stand-
ing inconspicuously in the entrance,
were watching the audience assemble.

“It’s a sell-out to-night,” Frank told
the press agent. “The agencies are
buying heavily for the balance of this
week and next.”

“It’s a pipe,” commented Pete.
“Shows what you can do if you have
cash to swing a proposition. Of course,
it takes brains, too.”

“After this I'll always fire the press
agent on the second night,” said Frank
with a grin. “Nothing like a kick in
the slats to start the old bean going.
Only thing, is there likely to be a come-
back?”

“I hope there is,” replied the fervent
press agent. “It’ll make the front pages,
hand the public a laugh, and advertise
the show. If we get one big week we're
set. And the show is there. I saw it
the first time Wednesday night.”

Meanwhile, the curtain rose on the
first act. The set was one of those

b
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supergorgeous gardens conceived by the
artist, Brini. If in the world there is
a land where trees and flowers and
grass and sky resemble these, why do
so many people live in New York?
Standing in the center of the stage was
a pert young brunette who observed to
an elderly lady:

“It was so good of you, mother, to
permit me to invite all my school
friends to a garden party. See, here
they come.”

Although he was in the third row,
Mr. Jones drew out opera glasses and
aimed them at the stage in time to cover
the first young lady of the chorus.

The powerful glasses enlarged the
face of the girl like a motion-picture
close-up. No. He scrutinized each of
the twenty-four beautiful school friends
of the young brunette as they entered,
then shook his head and lowered his
binoculars. Most likely there would be
a Mary or two among them, but none
who had ever been sufficiently friendly
with him to write him a letter. He did
not think he had ever set eyes on any
of them. As suspicion that he had been
victimized grew upon Mr. Jones, the
man on his right gave a vexed laugh.

“Stung again,” he observed to his
companion. “I was pretty sure it was
a publicity stunt, but the letter was
clever. Anyhow, we’re here, and
maybe it will be a good show.”

Jones shot a side glance at Bill Flint;
but that youth had grabbed the opera
glasses and was making a profound
study of the scene. Apparently he had
heard nothing; so Jeffrey had time to
grow pink and pale again, wax indig-
nant and wane, and finally decide it was
a good joke, even if he had been a
victim.

The first fifteen minutes of the piece
were rather awful, as one character
after another was introduced without
making an impression. And then, with
a fanfare of trumpets, the “girl from
the moon” made her entrance.
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Imagine sitting on the shore upon a
summer evening, looking out upon the
black, sad sea, steeped in melancholy
reverie. Then the round, golden July
moon, which has risen behind a bank of
clouds, suddenly appears to pour a flood
of silver light upon the ocean, illumi-
nating gleaming white yachts riding at
anchor, revealing the yellow sand of the
beach and fondling the tops of the wav-
ing palm trees. Foolish birds wake up
and begin to sing; from distant cottages
is heard the tinkle of guitars and uku-
leles; a girl in the distance turns loose
a lovely soprano, and melancholy dis-
solves into warm contentment.

That was like the coming of Dora
Gray. An electric shiver passed through
the audience; the dead operetta was
galvanized into life; immediately the
music seemed beautiful, and boredom
vanished. The foolish libretto dealt
with a girl from the moon who spread
joy with both hands.

Her magic made the horrid garden-
party hum with happiness. As Dora
leaned over the footlights and began her
opening number, the spotlight fell upon
her lovely little face, and Jeffrey Jones
thrilled with remembrance.

At the end of his junior year in Har-
vard he had spent a fortnight at Narra-
gansett Pier, and there on the beach,
one lovely afternoon, he had encoun-
tered this girl. It was a casual meet-
ing; in fact, they were introduced by a
wave, and he had helped her to her
feet after the impolite billow had top-
pled her over.

Like the children they were, they had
played together in the sea and then had
gone ashore and lain side by side on
the warm sand. Jeffrey had told her_
all about his life, and she had listened
eagerly but revealed nothing of her
own. At five o’clock, despite his pro-
tests, she had departed, but not until
she had agreed to meet him on the beach
the following afternoon. As she left
she told her name. It was Mary Grew.
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Others in that audience might have
been drawn to the theater by decoy let-
ters, but Jeffrey Jones knew he had
not been hoaxed. He peered at his pro-
gram and found the name of the girl
from the moon, Dora Gray. Of course,
that was a stage name. It was his
Mary and she had not forgotten him.

Yet why should she remember?
That night at Narragansett Pier he had
gone to dinner with a classmate at the
hotel where that individual was resid-
ing, and Jeffrey had raved about Mary
Grew until he was implored to change
the record. Finally they had entered
the dining room, very hungry, and told
their waitress to bring on the whole bill
of fare. Another waitress, carrying a
heavily loaded tray, came out of the
kitchen, and as she passed their table
Jeffrey looked up and their eyes met.
With a terrific crash the tray landed on
the floor, and the girl fled from the
room. She was the goddess of the
strand about whom he had been rav-
ing. Jeffrey’s chum, who saw every-
thing, broke into a rough laugh and
razzed him for the rest of the evening.

Most likely Jeffrey would have kept
the engagement, waitress or no wait-
ress, had it not been for his critical
friend. He dreaded ridicule and, like
most young college men, he was a bit
of a snob. Next afternoon he played
tennis. His.chum made inquiries and
found that the girl who dropped the
tray had thrown up her job immedi-
ately afterward, so, most likely, she
was not at the beach, anyway. He
never saw her again.

Entranced, he sat through the rest
of the act with no more notion of what
the show was about than if he had
been the man in the heavenly orb from
which the girl was supposed to have

‘descended. He saw only Mary; he was

bewitched by her bright hair, her sweet,
pretty face, her twinkling feet, the
magic of her cool, clear little soprano
voice. When the curtain fell he did
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not move until Bill Flint jabbed an el-
bow into his ribs.

“Snap out of it,” commanded Bill.
“Let’s stretch. The show isn’t so bad.”

Jeffrey turned angry eyes upon him.

“It’s marvelous!” he proclaimed.

He left the astonished Bill in the
lobby and pushed into the street, where
the cool night air cleared his head. It
was most important that he see Mary.
But would Mary see him? He had
snubbed her. What a fool he had been
to slight a girl like that because she was
a waitress at a summer hotel, when
he knew at the time that she was unique
among women.

At the corner of Broadway was an
office of the Western Union, and this
suggested sending her a message. He
scribbled upon a telegraph blank a note
which was more eloquent than he could
have written if he had been quite him-
self.

If Dora Gray was Mary Grew, does she
remember an afternoon at Narragansett,
years ago, and a boy named Jeffrey Jones,
and the beach and the ocean and an engage-
ment that was broken? I think you are
marvelous. If I could see you for just a
minute, perhaps I could make you remem-
ber me. JEFFREY JONES.

He thrust it into an envelope and car-
ried it to the stage door, where he de-
manded that it be delivered at once.

“No telegrams delivered during a
performance!” barked the ancient door-
keeper.

“It’s not a telegram, just a note, and
I'll wait here for an answer,” he
pleaded as he tucked a five-dollar bill
into a horny palm.

In five minutes the doorman re-
turned with a scrap of paper which he
handed to the impatient youth. Jeffrey
read it outside in the alley by the light
of the arc lamp above the stage door:

Mary Grew that used to be will meet
Jeffrey Jones for five minutes in the lobby
of the Ritz Hotel to see if he can explain
the broken engagement. Dora Gray.
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What happened during the remainder
of the entertainment Bill Flint knew,
but not Jeffrey, who saw everything
blurred, like one who has gazed too
long at the sun.

“Now where do we go?” demanded
Bill, as they worked their way out of
the theater.

“You go where you like. I've got a
date.” :

“With a girl in the show? So that’s
where you went after the first act. Why
didn’t you get one for me?”

“Go way. Don’t bother me.
darn serious.”

“You,” retorted the aggrieved Mr.
Flint, “may go to the dickens. I’ll do
a little astute telephoning.”

“Good night, Bill.”

“Good night.”

Jeffrey had a forty-minute wait in
the lobby of the Ritz before she came,
and then he did not recognize her for
a second, because he was expecting the
goddess of the moon, resplendent in
gauze and gems and effulgent in sil-
ver light, while Dora wore a plain,
brown tailored suit and a cloche hat
which obliterated the glory of her hair
as a snuffer smothers the flame of a
candle.

“I am waiting for your explanation,”
she said demurely. Jeffrey goggled and
swallowed his Adam’s apple, which in-
truded into his throat for the first time
in his life.

“You only have five
warned the little actress.

He recovered in part.

“It will take all my life,” he declared,
as he thrust out a welcoming hand to
her.

Miss Mary Grew placed both her
hands behind her back.

“The explanation,” she insisted.

He grew very red, but his eyes met
hers courageously.

“They razzed me, that friend of
mine and some others. I was a nasty
young snob and I was ashamed to meet

This is

minutes,”
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a waitress. So I didn’t go to the
beach.”

Mary laughed softly.

“Now I'll shake hands with you. If
you hadn’t spoken the truth I should
be already on my way out. Pleased to
meet you again, Mr. Jeffrey Jones. You
haven’t changed much. Do you like
the show ?”

“You were marvelous. I am still
breathless. You said you’d give me five
minutes,. but—er—1I’d love to take you
to supper.”

“Can you afford it?” she demanded.

“Rather.”

“I shouldn’t.
But I shall.”

They found a table in a corner of the
grill. Mary ordered bacon and eggs,
and Jeffrey, who could not concentrate
upon a bill of fare, copied her order—
anything to get rid of the waiter.

“Please take off your hat,” he
pleaded.

“Why?”

“So I may see your hair.”

She yanked off the felt abomination
and released a shower of gold that daz-
zled, while her clear-blue eyes sparkled
at the effect upon her escort.

“I'm not as pretty as I was at Narra-
gansett,” she asserted.

“A thousand times more so.”

“That’s the glamour of the theater,
my friend,” she said coldly. “If you
had found me waiting in a restaurant
to-night you would not have noticed
me.”

“Don’t you fool yourself,” he de-
clared, so violently that he made her
believe it. Why not, since he believed
it himself? “You would be pounced
upon even more quickly and dragged
to the altar.”

“The same old song.”

“I know now why I haven’t been
much interested in girls,” he continued.
“I have never been in love, Mary, dur-
ing all these years.”

“How interesting! Are you trying to

I am expected home.
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tell me that you have been in love
with me?”

He nodded determinedly.

“No question about it.”

Her little laugh rang out.

“You are a stupid boy, infatuated
with an actress. You don’t know any-
thing about me, Jeffrey. What do you
know about my life since I ran away
from Narragansett. Because I left that
night, and you might have kept the en-
gagement for all I knew. I was very
young and frightfully humiliated. But
what do you know of me?”

“Rubbish!” he retorted. “Why did
you meet me to-night? Doubtless you
had lots of invitations.”

She eyed him speculatively.

“I don’t know. An impulse.”

“But you remembered me all these
years.”

“Yes. As a nice boy who might have
kept the engagement, even if I didn’t.
You could have lied to me, Jeffrey.”

“I wanted to; I thought I would have
to; but somehow I had to confess the
truth, I’'m not a snob now, anyway.”

“Aren’t you? After all, it’s not dis-
graceful to be seen with a musical-com-
edy star.”

“That would make no difference.”

“I wonder. How did you know I
was playing in ‘The Girl From the
Moon?’”

“I didn’t. I came there 2o He
stammered and flushed. “As a matter
of fact, I was tricked into going. I re-
ceived this letter.” He passed over the
masterpiece of Mr. Peter Jinks, which
the girl read with increasing indigna-
tion.

Flushing in her turn, she demanded:

“Do you think I wrote that? That
I looked up your address and sent for
you?”

He tried to lay his hand on hers, but
she snatched it away and frowned at
him.

“It’s some sort of publicity stunt,”
he explained. “I suppose half the audi-
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ence had copies of that letter, but I'm
the only one who found my Mary. It’s
like fate, isn’t it?” .

“So they had the impudence to send
that letter to thousands!” she ex-
claimed. “That’s why the business
jumped to capacity to-night. Archibald
said they had a very clever scheme.”

“Who the deuce is Archibald?”’ he
asked, with jealous interest.

“Mr. Livingstone, the backer of our
show. I suppose you would call him
the ‘angel.’”

“The angel.” His eyes grew hard.
“Doesn’t that mean a man who is inter-
ested in a girl in the show?”

“Yes,” she said defiantly.

“Oh, I see.” His voice was hollow.

“He’s interested in me. He backed
the show to make me a star. Mr. Liv-
ingstone is in love with me and wants
me to marry him. He is responsible
for my success; he is very nice, and
I am seriously considering accepting
him.” '

“Oh, but you are not going to,” he
declared.

“Why not? T like him.”

“You don’t love him, Mary. Please
say you don’t!”

She frowned.

“Really, what does it matter to you?”
she asked coldly.,

“You know it matters.”

“You met me years ago, snubbed me
—yes, vou did, since you broke our
engagement—forgot all about me for
years, and now you are fascinated be-
cause you saw me in make-up and a
pretty costume.”

“No, it isn’t that.”

“If I had died in the years since Nar-
ragansctt you would not have missed
me, because you hiad forgotten me. Mr.
Livingstone found me a jobless, strug-
gling young actress and lifted me to the
top. He has been kind and sweet.
Why shouldn™t I marry him?”

“You don’t love him,” he told her
deggedly.

TUIE POFYULAR

“I’m not sure I do not. Yes, I think
I do love him.”

“No,” he persisted, although he was
pale. “If you loved him my note would
have gone into the wastebasket. You
certainly would not have wanted to see
me again. If you had come you would
have gone away in five minutes. Mary,
Grew, it all proved that you love me.”

The girl was half fascinated, but she
shook her head.

“I don’t. How can you say such a
thing? Why, I never met you but once
in my life.”

“Once is enough.” He was the per-
suasive salesman now. “It was serious
with you on the beach or you would
never have been so humiliated at hav-
ing me find you a waitress. You would
not have thrown up your job and left.
It was serious with me, only I wouldn’t
admit it then. We fell in love that aft-
ernoon, Mary, and we haven’t got over
it. That’s why you can’t marry this
man. It’s impossible.”

“I promised to tell him to-morrow,”
she said hesitatingly. “This is insan-
ity ; you’re mad and you’re making me
mad. I've got to marry him. Think
what he risked for me.” She seemed
pleading with him for permission to say
“Yes” to Archibald Livingstone.

“He won’t lose his money,” stated
Jeffrey, breathless because he saw he
was influencing her. “Your show will
be a big hit. It will give him a profit
on his investment. He has no right
to demand any more.”

“Please, Jeffrey,” she began. “Archi-
bald—"

“You couldn’t marry a man like
that.”

“Listen, please. Mr. Livingstone
doesn’t care anything about the money.
He financed the show for my sake. Be-
sides, you can’t marry me. Your fam-
ily would object.”

“Hah! This very night I’ll marry
you. We’ll go over to Jersey. Now,
while we know our own minds; before
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he has a chance to dazzle you with all
his coin.”

Dora smiled, half attracted, half ter-
rified at his precipitancy.

“You are quite mad, my dear. I
couldn’t do a thing like that to Mr.
Livingstone.”

Jeftrey shot a glance about the room.
They were now quite alone; the lights
were already dimming; the back of the
waiter was turned toward them. In-
cidentally, neither had touched their ba-
con and eggs.

Without plan, his right arm sud-
denly wrapped itself about her slender
shoulders, drawing her, resisting very
slightly, against his solid chest. He
swooped and planted a kiss squarely
upon her dear crimson lips. At first
she pressed her little hands against him,
then she relaxed.

“Come,” he commanded. Like a girl
in a dream she rose. He laid a ten-
dollar bill upon the table and led her,
a hypnotic subject, from the grill-
room.

Next afternoon at four o’clock,
Archibald Livingstone, a box of roses
under his arm; was ushered into the
living room of the little star of “The
Girl From the Moon.” Dora met him,
a trifle pale, a little frightened, yet de-
termined.

The angel was beaming with good
news as he laid his gift upon the table.

“Dora, my dear,” he declared, “we’ve
won. The show is a hit, and the ad-
vance sale for next week is enormous.
It’s due to a device I forced out of
the press agent by threatening to fire
him. Instead, I have doubled his sal-
ary. You are a made woman, Dora. A
fixed luminary. And now I want the
answer to my question. You prom-
ised to decide to-day.”

He moved toward her. She retreated.

“No, please don'’t try to kiss me,” she
protested. “Sit down, Archie. I have
something to tell you. I know about
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your publicity device. A letter from a
girl named Mary, wasn’t it?”

The big man chuckled. ‘“Little Mary
saved the show. We sent out ten thou-
sand personal letters and packed the
theater. The joke was that not one of
them registered a kick—ashamed, I
suppose. And you bet they liked the
show once they found themselves in
the theater. Neat and quick was the
way the trick was done.”

She stood in front of him, unsmiling,

“Archie, you never knew that my
name was Mary, did you?”

“Why, no.” .

“I never told you that I worked as
a restaurant waitress and clerked in a
department store before I went on the
stage. You were careful not to ques-
tion me about my past.”

“That’s over and done with,” he said,
with a wave of his big hand. “Now
you are Dora Gray, a Broadway star
and the future Mrs. Archibald Living-
stone.”

“Archie, your unprincipled device
worked out queerly. It drew to the
threater a man I hadn’t seen for years,
who knew me when I was Mary Grew
and worked as a waitress in a summer
hotel. I went to supper with him.
We—we——"

Full of apprehension, Livingstone
was on his feet.

“Dora!” he cried sharply.
are you trying to tell me?”

“It was your fault,” she declared, as
women will. “Really, it was. You
cheated ten thousand people with your
letter from Mary. One of your letters
brought Mr. Jones. Don’t look like
that, Archibald!”’

“Jones!” he shouted. “Jones! Well,
go on.”

“We were m-m-married this morn-
ing,” she managed to stammer.

Livingstone dropped back in his
chair, white as a ghost. “Oh, my
Lord!” he exclaimed. “Jones! Mar-
ried! Where does he live?”

“What
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She laughed hysterically.

“Really, what a strange question!
As a matter of fact, he lives with his
parents in Flatbush.”

“I knew it!” groaned the angel.
“Flatbush! Dora, I told the press agent
we must find a way of dragging Mr.
Jones of Flatbush to the theater. And
‘we got him. Oh, yes! He came. A
boomerang. The trick saved the show
and lost you to me. You were going
to say ‘Yes’ to-day. I saw it in your
eyes when I left last night.”

“I’'m sorry, Archie. It seems Mr.
Jones and I loved each other all these
years. I'm awfully fond of you, but
not in that way.”

“Jones of Flatbush,” he repeated.
“Don’t bother to talk to me, Dora. I'm
done.”

“But I want to introduce my hus-
band. He’s waiting in the next room.”

“I can’t see him. I'm going.”

“Jeffrey has agreed to allow me to
continue on the stage during the New
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want you to meet him. You’ll like him,
Archibald.”

“Later. Do you know what the press
agent’s name is?”’

“Mr. Jinks.”

“‘Jinx.” And I hired a man with a
name [ike that! Dora, I'll meet Mr.
Jones of Flatbush later. Now I have
a duty to perform.”

He walked to the door.

Something in his manner alarmed
her.

“Archie,” she demanded, following
him, “what are you going to do?”

“For bringing Jones of Flatbush to
the theater I'm going to kill the press
agent,” he declared. And then the door
slammed.

Dora flitted to her chamber door and
opened it.

“Come out, Jeffrey,” she commanded.
“He’s gone.”

“Darling!” exclaimed the young hus-
band, opening his arms.

“Sweetheart !” she whispered, as she

York run of the piece,” she said. “I slipped within them.

In two weeks—February 18th—a new serial by Fred Maclsaac will begin in
THE PoPULAR. [t is called “The Golden Leaf,” and the scene of
the tale is the Near East., Dow’t fail to read it—Mv.
Maclsaac always tells a compelling story.

Y

MR." MORGAN ON BEAUTY

RANKLIN PIERCE MORGAN, man-about-town and silver-haired Beau

Brummel of New York, Baltimore, and Washington, was sitting in the lobby
of the Waldorf one morning last November when he read Florenz Ziegfeld’s
announcement that he would turn from skinny to heavier girls in making up
the chorus for his new show.

“Great and glorious news!” exclaimed the connoisseur of feminine loveliness.
“Ziegfeld has had so many choruses of skinny girls that he has convinced the
American flapper that to be emaciated is to be beautiful. Now, by giving the
stout maidens a showing, he will change all that. Fine! No longer will the
girls of this puissant and productive republic look as if they got their food from
the Sahara Desert, their milk from the milkweed, their shape from a third of a
hoop and their most effective attitudinizing from a loosely articulated and awk-
wardly posed skeleton!”
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Author of ‘‘History in Yellow Horse,” ‘‘ The Mule Kid of Long Ago,” Etc.

Uncle Billy, one of the real old-timers, could tell yarns about almost any subject.
He was especially full of reminiscences of the old Indian-fighting days, and no man,

surely, ever had more vivid adventures.

AST the cabin of “Uncle Billy”
Webster on the outskirts of the
old-time placer camp of Yellow

Horse came a small cavalcade of In.
dians, bucks and squaws on tough,
mountain-bred cayuses. The bucks
rode in advance, bareheaded, their long,
black hair, braided, falling in front of
their shoulders.

They were clad in deerskin leggings
and moccasins, with here and there a
blanket or a buckskin shirt, for they
had not yet adopted white man’s
apparel. Behind rode the squaws, old
and young, with an occasional flash of
gay calico. On the back of one young
woman, laced in a deerskin pocket on
a backboard—the Indian cradle—with

Here he tells of his narrowest escape.

merely the face exposed, was a bronze-
faced baby, its solemn black eyes star-
ing out upon the changing world of its
ancestors. Apparently the company
had been on a shopping expedition, for
several pack ponies were laden with an
assortment of the white man’s goods.
Shuffle and pad, shuffle and pad. Dust
puffing from beneath the falling hoofs.
Boneless, spineless, easy bob and give
of bodies, by riders born to the back
of a horse. Then they were gone down
the trail, vanishing into the still un-
peopled immensity of the old West.
Uncle Billy, seated by the door of his
cabin, viewed the riders with distinct
disapproval in his frosty old eyes which,
in a long career on the frontier, had
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peered down rifle sights with like bronze
bodies as objective. For reasons
which were sufficient to him and ex-
tremely personal, he was not fond of
Indians.

Uncle Billy was the patriarch of the
camp ; he owned to some seventy snows.
All his life had been spent on the fron-
tier; and he possessed a fund of remi-
niscence which, authentic or otherwise,
there was no means of verifying or con-
tradicting, the actors living in his
memory or imagination having long
since passed from the stage. He was a
relic of an earlier and more primitive
day, a great, gaunt frame of a man,
dried by the years and their suns and
winds; which desiccating process, how-
ever, he endeavored to modify by moist-
ening his being with alcohol. In his
case at least it seemed to have a pre-
servative effect and little or no other.
He was still as tough as a pine knot,
reasonably active, and regarded himself
as one of the boys in whatever was go-
ing on.

His companion on this occasion was
a gentleman named Hale, a pilgrim of
literary proclivities from the Far East,
then in Yellow Horse with a view to
procuring data for a projected work on
the history of American settlement. He
was deeply interested in the West, its
manners and its inhabitants, and the in-
formation he was getting was at times
startling.

This was his first close-up »f the
western Indian. He possessed a
slight acquaintance with the basket-
weaving, canoe-building, tamed and
trousered remnants of once mighty
tribes of the East; but these red men
were different. They were, in fact, sav-
ages. On the frontier of which Yellow
Horse was an outpost, the vanguard of
civilization and the sullen rear of sav-
agery touched, and still occasionally
clashed. Though the old power of the
Indian nations had been broken, there
were still sporadic uprisings, murders
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of lone prospectors and small parties
in the hills, and occasionally a massacre
on a larger scale. He asked the old
frontiersman for information as to the
men who had passed.

“Them bucks,” Uncle Billy replied,
“is Shoshones, and likely they belongs
to the outfit of old Timber Hoss—the
Hoss and his nephew, Diggin’ Badger,
bein’ as exc’lent murderers as you’ll
find in a month’s hunt. Them Injuns,
now, had flour, ca’tridges and blankets,
for which I s’pose they’ve traded skins,
and so is upholstered to eat, murder and
sleep all comfortable.”

“Do you mean that those Indians are
hostile?”” Mr. Hale queried in aston-
ishment.

“These yere Indians,” Uncle Billy re-
turned, “is what you-all calls ‘oppor-
tunists.” They don’t make war med’cine
and uprise in a body openly, because
they figger it’s too hard a game right
now. Half a dozen white men, armed
and keepin’ their eyes open, is safe
enough. What them Injuns does is to
lay for easy prey, like a lone prospec-
tor or a few trustful pilgrims, and lift
their ha’r. Them Injuns ain’t tamed
down none; they’re merely prudent.”

“Perhaps you have had some interest-
ing personal experiences with Indians,”
‘Mr. Hale suggested.

“My experiences: with Injuns,”
Uncle Billy responded, “has been a heap
pers’nal. They starts early. And back
of me thar’s the experiences of others
of my blood—my ma’s old gent havin’
been shot and scalped in his clarin’ in
sight of his wife before my ma is born,
That grand old lady and my eldest
uncle, which is then a boy of twelve,
slams-to the cabin door, and with buck-
shot and bullet stands off them savages
till help arrives.

“So it ain’t to be wondered at that
my ma don’t like Tnjuns much. As I
tells you already, she’s the best girl In-
jun shot in Squir'l Run; and her girl-
hood’s collection of scalps—six of them
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trophies there is—hangs framed fancy
on the wall of my childhood’s home Dbe-
neath a motter worked in wool, readin’:
‘Love One Another.’

“And even when she assumes the re~
sponsibilities of a family, her hand don’t
forget its girlish cunnin’ My mem’-
ries goes back to a sunny Saturday
mornin’ when at the mature age of eight
I'm playin’ with a popgun made out’n a
bored elder rod, a rammer and a plug.
My old gent is away pickin’ corn to
mill to be ground into hom’ny and meal,
and ma and us children is alone, the
nearest cabin bein’ five miles away.

“My childish imagination turns my
Brother Sid, aged six, into an Injun
chief, and havin’ shot him all satis-
fact’ry with my wooden gun I'm tryin’
to lift his ha’r with a wooden knife, a
process to which Sid objects. My little
Sister Emmy, a yeller-haired tot of four,
is foolin’ about on the floor, the baby
is in his cradle, which is a dug-out
log on rockers, and my ma is bendin’
over the washtub, all ladylike and
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