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By BERTRAM LEBHAR

Rollicking Yarn of a Big
Department Store, entitled

The Counter Jumper

LONG, COMPLETE NOVEL

Don’t miss this amusing
' story, which will appear in
the February Mid - month
‘ Top-Notch, out January
Fifteenth, ten cents per
copy. You'll find it on
sale everywhere.

M Also in the next TOP-NOTCH, the best airship story to date,
“On the Wings of Chance,”” by John Milton Edwards.
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THIS IS THE ONLY TWICE A

Talks With T op-Notch Readers

By BURT L. STANDISH

KEEPING UP THE PACE

T was not my intention to talk with
you much in this number about
Top-NoTcH and 1ts stories, but the
receipt this morning ot a letter

- from a man in Pittsburgh has

changed my plan. It 1s at once the shortest

and one of the most significant letters I have
evei received. The writer, who signs himself

C. A. Beeston, says:

You set yourself a stiff pace, and you are
holding 1it. May vou continue to do so, but,
as the Scotchman says, 1| hae me doots.

There 1s one thing never asked of us, and
vet that most of us indulge in, even 1f it
generally comes out wrong, and that 1s the
gentle weakness of making prophecies.

Whatever comes up—war, weather, elec-
tions, automobile engine wvalves, any old
thing—it’s all the same to us. We spring
out, like Jack from his box, with our prophecy.

We have hard work resisting the delightful
temptation to show that when 1t comes to
judgment and foresight we are the whole tour-
ing car with an extra pair of tires on the roof.

A <y

SOI\-'IETIMES current events take such a
turn that, with all our conhtdence, we
don’t venture a prediction one way or the
other. Nevertheless we can’t squelch our
genius for reading the future. So we shake
our heads wisely and announce that we have
our doubts. That’s pretty safe. It belongs
to the heads-I-win-tales-you-lose class of
prophecy. Whichever way the weather comes
—rain or shine—you can say vou had your
doubts about it coming any other way.

But our friend in Pittsburgh, I am quite
sure, ts not of the hedging order, judging
from his use of the old Scotch phrase. He
doubts that we shall be able to keep Topr-
NorcH up to the standard it has set for itself.

This we take as a high compliment, and I
haven’t any idea that he meant it otherwise.
An important consideration is that—here we
fall into the prophecy pit—his doubt may be
_dispelled;. for Top-NorcH, bigger than ever

with this issue, 1s going to be not only as
good as, hut better than ever.

It is going to keep up the pace.

Pretty hard to do that 1n any field of en-
deavor. Every one knows it. All of us think
it 1s specially difficult 1n our own particular
activity ; so I find myself thinking that keep-
ing up such a pace as Top-NotcH has hit is
not half so easy as rolling off a log.

But that doesn’t matter. We are all
going to pitch in, and we’ll get away with
it. Prophecy again, you see. Oh, we
can’t help it!

In this 1ssue of Torp-NorcH there are
thirty-two pages of stories more than ever
before, and future issues will be of the same
size, 1 will resist the temptation to declare
that this magazine will continue to be not
only bigger in bulk, but bigger in entertaining
power; bigger in the range of its stories.
Better than such a declaration 1s just 40 go
ahead and make 1t so, letting you for yourselt
see 1ts steady forward march,

Ay

LOT of letters speak well of the depart-

ments, “Mechanics {for Tor-NoTcH
Readers” and “In Your Own Shop.” We are
glad to say that these features have proved
to be popular with you. In only one of the
letters has there appeared a request that we
print an article on any particular subject.
This letter comes from Edward J. Bullock,
East Division Street, Syracuse, New York.
He says, in part:

About two months ago you published an
article on “How to Build a Canoe.” Now
that was some article. What I want 15 “How
to Build an Ice Boat.” Some people say 1t
iﬁ, very simple. It undoubtedly 1s 1f you know -

OW.

Will yvou please find out how and publish
it 1n one of the future magazines? It will
not only bhe a favor to me, but to a large
number of young men who are waiting for
the same thing, but don’t like to ask for it.
I thank you in advance.

We are glad to receive requests of this
sort, and, i1f 1t be possible, we shall try to

respond with the desired article. In the case
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of the ice boat, that was done in the i1ssue
of January 1st.
o

ISCUSSION 1s continued by some of
Tor-Norch's honorary editors on the
subject of the serial novel. 1 think it a good
‘thing for us to get together on this as well
as any topic whose discussion may result in
making the magazine more entertaining.

That’s what you, as readers, are after;
that’s what the publishers and the editors
are striving for. Let editors and honorary
editors pull together. B

Mr. E. L. Kemp, of Brandon, Vermont,
replies to Mr. Parke M. Lawrence, of Con-
neautville, Pennsylvania, whose letter ap-
peared in our December mid-month issue.
Mr. Lawrence, who was against serials, said
that between installments the reader is likely
to forget, to lose the run of the story. Mr.
Kemp says:

I feel sorry for Mr., Lawrence if his mem-
ory won't serve him for fifteen days on a
stretch. It must need cultivating. My own
memory 1s not of the hest, but I can remem-
ber what I read hfteen days ago. [ have no
trouble keeping the run of the serials in Top-
NoOTCH. |

Now, with the serials cut out, I feel quite
sure that the magazine would lose most of 1ts
charm to seven-tenths of its readers. And it
certainly will for me tf 1t 1s enlarged to the
extent that the price will have to be raised
also. And also the way you run the serials
(three 1ssues to a story) makes it just right
to suit me. I wish to say that I partly agree
with Raymond A. Stevens, of Amsterdam,
New York, as to the way to read the serials
—that 1s, save the numbers of the magazine
and read the whole serial at one time. 1]
don’t do that way, but 1 read the other
stories before I start a new serial. so that,
after I have read it, the next issue 1s nearly
due. 1 have been an ardent admirer of Top-
NorcH since 1ts birth.

The above letter was written on November
22, 1911. Mr. Kemp knows by this time that
with the enlargement of Topr-NorCH has
come no enlargement of i1ts price. There
never was any intention on the part of the
publishers to raise the price—to take it out
of the class where it stands alone: the only
ten-cent magazine published twice a month.

From Newport., Rhode Island, comes this
shriek against serials:

MRr. Burt L. STAaNDISH,

Dear Sir: We are sending vou this letter
to tell vou that in this citv of Newport,
Rhode Istand. we are not in favor of serials.
We know at least seven Newport voung men

who have stopped reading your splendid
magazine, and two more are on the verge of

It 1s the best

quitting it, because of serials.
clean magazine 1n the good old U. S. A\, only
tor the serials. Please stop them.
Y ours truly,
PETER Brabpy.
JOHN GREER.

S

IT strikes me that the subjoined letter has
the right ring. The writer says that he
likes both serials and complete stories, and
demands both.
Top-NorcH 1s printed for many, many
thousands of readers, one should hear in
mind; and you know how tastes vary.

But an excellent way—and this corre-
spondent seems to have it—is to take your
copy of the magazine every time it comes
to hand, and get out of it all the enter-
tainment it offers, whether that be in the
form of serials or complete tales.

List to a man who knows his Tor-NoTCcH
and how to enjoy 1t:

MRr. Burt L., STANDISH.

Dear Sir: This talk about the serial story
has grasped me to the point where I must
bellow forth my say as loud as possible.

A magazine can't exist without the serial,
yet he popular.

I find out by reading as many stories that
I can lay hands on that some subjects can't

be treated right in a serial and demand a
short story, while other subjects, just vice
versa, needing detail which a short or com-
plete story in one i1ssue can’t and never will
bring out. And as we like both these kinds
of subjects we will have to take complete and
serial stories,

In conclusion T wish yvou all a pleasant time
1n reading the stories of this 1ssue, and I wish
to subscribe myselt a lover of both serial
and complete stories and a demander of
both. NATH. SCHNEIDER,

751 East 150th Street, Bronx, New York.

A 9

T ™

_’l‘l—I_:.. new serial novel for our next issue

1s one of adventures that have a lot to
do with chaps who go up to the air in
ships. It 1s called "On the Wings of Chance.”
and the author 1s John Alilton Edwards, new

to Tor-NoTCH readers, except for a stirring

railroad story of his that appeared in the
January 1st number—*Wild Dynamite.”
This airship tale 1s a good one, and 1 speak
of 1t specially because not a great many good
airship tales have been wrntten. We had
been looking for a story of the kind for some
time, without anyv great success; but when
Alr. Edwards turned 1n this one we knew 1t
was the goods. 1 await with much interest
your opinion.
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- Small Payment Starts You. Money Backlf Not
Satisfied. Free model ofauto to each student. Write us today—Now.
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e b/ —z to-day 2¢. stamp tor particulars and proot.
*‘_“: fOl‘LI FEI o. A. SMITH, ROOM W.4, 823 BIGELOW ST., PEORIA, ILL.

No “lavoffs™ without payv, because of strikes, financial
flisrries or the whims of some petty boss. Excellent
o portunities  for :ick arlvancement to Hisher
Government Positions,  If von want immedi-
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of the coming examinations.  Any COUPON for 10¢ in stamps or coin

delay means the lnss of just so _ _

much time in preparing yoar- BELOW IMustrated with 20 full page haiftone cuts, showing exer-

self for examination. cises that will quickly develop, beautify, and

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE

gain great strength in your shoulders
éw:mll,i:le;::e Dept. K-151, ROCHESTER, N. Y. arms, and hands, without any apparatus. ’
Free The conpon, filled out as directed, entitles the PROF. ANTHONY BARKER
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tions _:111(1 How to Obtain Theiy,'” and to consideration
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anteed if available, Washington only place to secure
copvright. Valuable booklet and examination FREE.
H. Kirkus Dugdale Co., Desk 119, Washington,D.C.

. THIS BOOK IS FREE

\V{)UI:D YOU POSSESS that strange, mvsterious power that charms
and fascinates men and women, shapes their thoughts, controls their -
desires and makes you supreme master of every situation? R S

Life is fu}l of alluring possibilities for those who master the secrets R e R S N

of magnetic influence--forthose who develop theirmagnetic powers. i o o

.......
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You can learn at home to cure disease and bad habits without 557 g e
drugs, win the friendship and love of others, increase your income, 57 AN 000
gratify your ambitions, dispel worry and trouble from your mind, ¥ ¥R G
mprove your memory, banish domestic unhappiness, and develop N

awonderful magnetic will-power that will enable you to over- S S
come all obstacles to vour success. . a3

You can influence people instantanconslv—auick as a Aash; put yourself
O 4Ny one clse to sleep at any hour of the day or night; banizh prin or
sutlering, Our free bhook explains exactly how you can master this o o
power and use it to better vour condition in life, 1t 18 endorsed hy e e ey
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women, It benefits evervhody: it costs nothing, We give it away FEENET A

to advertise this institution, Write for it to-day, S

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE, Dept. 113A, Rochester, New York, U. 5. A.  JSEE

-.Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Q'l]ab 5051’61\

(A GCOMPLETE NOVEL)

CHAPTER 1.
FAGER FOR THEILE IFRAY,

AYNE LELAND, better
' known to his comrades of
“RECk“
less Leland, spent a part of
his first day in New York at
Bronx Park viewing the wonders of the
world-famous zoological gardens.
Having feasted his eyes on lions, t1-
gers, elephants, gorillas, and the vari-
ous other wild beasts in captivity until
his mnordinate appetite for such marvels
of nature was satisfied, he left the park
and tried to find his way back to the
subway station, with the intention of
returning to his hotel in West Forty-
- second Street.
Hitting the wrong trail, he wandered

far into the wilds of Westchester Coun-

LA

ty. Suddenly, upon gaining the brow of
a wooded hill, he came upon a thrilling
scene. |
There stood a girl tied to a stake.
Her big b-own eyes were opened wide
with fear and horror. Her face was
deathly white. Her tiny hands were
clasped despairingly. At her feet
crackled a bonfire. Around her danced
a horde of savage Indians, hideous in
their war paint, splitting the air with
fiendish, blood-curdling vyells as they
whirled around their helpless victim.
Wayne’s lower jaw dropped, and his
heart almost stopped beating. Don’t
think for a minute, though, that his

emotion was due to the fact that he took

what he saw for the real thing. Even
though he was from a ranch and this
was his first visit to New York, the
Westerner had eyes and ears, and, there-
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fore, did not fail to note the whirring

moving-picture camera that was sta-
tioned a short distance to the right of
the despairing woman.

- And, although he had never seen such
an apparatus before, he did not jump
to the conclusion that it was a gatling
gun or a sewing machine, or a musical
instrument. According to the average
Easterner’s conception of a cowboy,
that 1s what he ought to have done; but
even though he hailed from the very
wildest and wooliest section of the wild
and woolly West, Wayne had intelli-
gence, and was in the habit of reading
the newspapers and magazines when he
could get hold of them. He took 1n the
situation at a single glance, and realized
that he was for the first time in his life
witnessing a motion picture in the proc-
ess of making.

Why, then, did his lower jaw drop
and his heart nearly stop beating at
what he saw? It was because he rec-
ognized the face of the girl tied to the
stake—recognized her as a young
woman whom he knew well and was
head over heels 1n love with—although
he had never before seen her.

That 1s to say, he had never before
seen her in the flesh., But he had seen
her a hundred times in a hundred dif-
ferent roles, and each time and each
role had made h1m more and more her
slave.

Cowboys, like every one else, have
their weaknesses. With some 1t 1is
liquor, with others it 1s cards, with oth-
ers still it 1s gun play, and, again, 1t is
all three. But Reckless Leland’s rul-
ing passion was moving pictures.

When the photo play first appeared
in the West he became a devotee of
canned drama. Pretty soon he had the
habit so bad that he would ride a hun-
dred miles to see a new set of films. He
became a moving-picture ‘“fan” of the
most rabid variety.

At first he had loved the pictures for
themselves alone, irrespective of what
they were or who posed for them. But
it was not long before he began to take
particular notice of a little, dark-eyed,
slender girl who appeared in many dif-
ferent scenes, and eventually his inter-

est in canned drama and canned com-
edy revolved around her.

Sometimes she would appear before
his eager, admiring eyes as a sherffi’s
daughter, attired in simple garb, rid-
ing like the wind across the prairie to
save her dear father from the bold, bad
bandits who were about to take the
life’s blood of that brave but helpless
official.

Sometimes he would see her dressed
in silks and satins, a grand soctety lady
sitting 1n a magnthcently {furnished
drawing-room and spurning the love of

$he rich old banker who was trying to

win her from the poor but honest young
mechanic to whom she was secretly be-
trothed.

Betimes she was the daughter of a
Kentucky moonshiner and desperately
in love with the fearless young revenue
officer who had sworn to find the illicit
still and capture the desperate band
who were cheating Uncle Sam; and yet
again Wayne had beheld her in a suit
of oilskins, the devoted wife of a deep-
sea fisherman, going out into the surf
to climb aboard the lifeboat which was
starting out to rescue dear hubby from
a watery grave,

But whatever the role she played, and |
whatever the garb she wore, those big
dark eyes of hers never changed, and
always.-had the same effect upon Reck-
less Leland, thrilling him through and
through, causing him to feel an insane
desire to rush up to the screen and try
to en(:lrcle that unsubstantial, slender
figure 1n his strong arms.

And that was the girl now tied to a
stake in the wilds of the Bronx, sur-
rounded by yelling redskins—the cen-
tral fgure of the moving spectacle
which was being made into a moving
picture.

- No wonder that Wayne’s emotion got

the best of him as he gazed upon the
girl of his dreams who had thus unex-
pectedly come into reality. For a few
minutes he stood there staring at her
like a man 1n a trance, wondering how
on earth he was going to break down
the barriers of formality and get ac-
quainted with her, now that he had
found her.
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And then suddenly an inspiration
came to him. He had once read a tool
story about a cowboy in New York who
had gone to a theater and become so ex-
cited at what he witnessed on the stage
that he had leaped across the footlights
to rescue the heroine from the clutches
of the cruel villamn.

He had read many other stories, too,
1 which cow-punchers figured as the
most unsophisticated and simple-minded
of men.

“Accordin’ to the popular idea, here,”
sald Reckless to himself, “we ain’t sup-
posed to have any sense, so 1 reckon
I'll live up to our reputation. 1 ought
to be able to get away with it.”

With a yell which would have been
regarded as a very ordinary perform-
ance at Red B Ranch, but which was
unlike anything which had ever been
heard before in the region of the Bronx,
he dashed over the long grass toward
that animated group.

“Hey! Get out of the way, there!”
shouted the man at the moving-picture
camera; but Reckless pretended not to
hear. He hurled himself into the midst

of the astonished redskins with a vio-

lence which sent three of them sprawl-
ing on their backs and caused the rest
of the horde to flee in panic.

“Don’t be afratd, miss,” he said, ad-
dressing the lady tied to the stake. “1
won't let ’em hurt you. Tryin’ to burn
you alive, was they? I'll show ‘em.”

He trampled out the bonfire at the
girl’'s feet, and, then taking out a big
clasp kmnife, started to sever her bonds.

But at this point the man at the mov-
ing-picture camera and several other
men in cowboy garb who had been
concealed behind a clump of bushes,
came up and surrounded him angrily.

“What are you doing, you blithering
idiot!” growled one. “Don’t you see
that we’re only taking pictures:?”

“Pictures!” exclaimed Reckless, with
well-feigned astonishment. “Waal, I'll
be derned! 1 thought ”

“To blazes with what you thought!”’
snarled the camera man, shaking his
fist in Reckless’ face. “I yelled to you
not to butt in. Why in thunder didn’t
you listen? It took us an hour to re-

hearse that scene before we got it the
way we wanted it, and your infernal in-
terference has spotled 1t all.”

“And you stepped on my pet corn,
you big boob,” groaned the chief of the
redskins, limping painfully to and iro.

“I’'m sorry,” said Reckless meekly.
“You see, I'm a stranger in these parts,
and I didn't know what the game was.”

His apology was addressed to the
girl, who smiled upon him kindly.

“And you mean to say that you
thought I was really in danger?”’ she
said. “And you started out single-
handed to fight all these fierce Indians
in order to rescue me? Why, I think
that was awfully brave of you.” She
gave him an admiring glance.

Reckless blushed. His ruse had been
a complete success in that 1t had given
him what he wanted—a speaking ac-
quaintance with the girl of his dreams;
but he didn’t quite like the 1dea of being
a fake hero. It made him feel sort of
mean to get that admiring glance, re-
alizing that he was not entitled to it.

“Waal, you see, miss,” he began
stammeringly, “l " |

“You're irom the West, aren’t you?”
she interrupted him, a flattering interest
in her tone. ‘“No need to ask, though;
I can tell from your accent. My folks
are all ?

“Say, Miss Holcomb,” broke in a
short, thickset man in a red sweater 1m-
patiently, “excuse me for cuttin’ you
short, but the sun’ll be goin’ down in a
little while, and we've got to hustle.
You can tell this gentleman your fam-
1ly history after we get through.” _

He motioned imperiously to Reckless.
“Step back, please, and give us a chance
to do our work. Now, then, you In-
dians, take your places again, just as
you were before this—this gentleman
butted in.” He glared witheringly at
Reckless, who was meekly stepping back
out of range of the camera.

“Everybody ready?” shouted the man
in the red sweater. “Miss Holcomb,
please chase that smile from your face,
and look scared and despairing. No
lady that was bein’ roasted alive by In-
dians would look as i1f she enjoyed 1it,
you know. That’s better. Try to hold
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that expression throughout the pose.
Now, Indians, start your dancing. Hey!
you fat Indian on the left, you're out
of step, and spoilin’ the whole effect.
1f you can’t do better than that we can’t
use you. That’s much better. Keep
that up everybody! It's very good in-
deed. Don’t forget to yell, Indians, as
soon as 1 give the signal.”

He turned toward the camera man,
who had gone back to his apparatus.
“Hey, Bill!” he shouted, “I guess this
1s as good as we're goin’ to get it.
When 1 raise my right hand grind her
out.”

Reckless, watching the queer scene
from a distance, wondered what “‘grind
her out” meant. He soon discovered
that 1t was the technical term for tak-
Ing a moving picture; for as soon as the
man in the red sweater raised his right
hand the man at the camera began to
turn the crank of his instrument.

The redskins began to yell hendishly,
and kept up their dancing. 'The girl at
the stake wrung her hands despairingly,
and maintained the terrified expression
which had won the approbation of the
man in the red sweater.

Suddenly the latter put his two hands
to his mouth and yelled to a group of
men 1n wild-West attire, who, mounted
on horses, were stationed several hun-
dred vyards away. “Now, then, you
cowboys, we're ready for you! Come
on all of youl”

The “cowboys” urged on their steeds,
and, uttering wild yells and waving
their arms frantically, came dashing nto
the picture.

“Gee!” said Reckless Leland to him-
self, with a contemptuous smile.
“What a punk outht! There ain’t one
of them fellers that can ride worth a
hang.” And it was this discovery which
gave him his big idea. _

CHAPTER II.
RECKLESS LEARNS A LOT.

IT was not until he got back to his ho-
tel iIn West Forty-second Street that
the big 1dea came to Reckless Leland.
He had not had a chance to continue
his conversation with the moving-pic-

ture girl; for, after the posing was over,
she had climbed into a big automobile,
together with the rest of the troupe, and
had gone off without a single glance
in his direction.

It was patent to the disappointed
young man that she had forgotten all
about his existence. But she wasn’t go-
ing to be allowed to continue to forget
it, 1f he could help it, Reckless told him-
self, as he sat in the hotel lobby, twirl-
ing his mustache thoughtfully.

Take note of that mustache. It is
destined to figure importantly in this
story. All that shall be said about it
now, however, 1s that it was dark and
luxuriant, and contributed not a little
to its owner’s good looks. Reckless was
proud of 1it, and he had cause to be; for
it really was a creditable mustache.

He sat now, as has been said, stroking
this decorative growth pensively as he
reclined 1n a big armchair in the lobby
of the hotel, wondering how on earth
he was going to get better acquainted
with the moving-picture girl during his

few weeks’ stay imn New York.

And then suddenly an inspiration
came to him. The solution of his prob-

‘lem was as simple as A, B, C. All he

had to do was to join the outfit to which
she belonged. As a fellow member of
the company, he would have plenty of
opportunities to cultivate the acquaint-
ance of Miss Holcomb. Perhaps, even,
he would have opportunities to take her
in his arms—business opportunities, of
course.

He had observed, with a jealous eye,
that in every moving picture she ap-
peared in 1t was some ftellow’s happy
lot to hug her and press kisses upon her
pretty mouth. Sometimes it was the
sheriff who did the hugging, sometimes
the honest young mechanic, sometimes
the deep-sea fisherman; but whoever it
was, she was always hugged by some-
body 1n each picture.

“Why shouldn’t I be that somebody,
sometimes?’ Reckless asked himself,
thrilling at the thought. “I'd give a
whole year’s pay for one chance like
that. And even it I ain’t lucky enough
to get picked for the huggin’ scenes,” he
mused, “I'll at least have a chance to be
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near her and to talk to her. Yes, I
reckon 1t would be a mighty good idea
to sign up with that outht.”

He did not proceed to carry out his
plan that night, because he figured that
the moving-picture people could not be
found after dark; but the next morn-
ing he got 1n a subway express train
and journeyed out to the Bronx, with
the intention of making the man in the
red sweater—who seemed to be the boss
—an offer of his services.

Without much difficulty he found the
place that had been the scene of the In-
dian outrage the previous day. He
knew that he had found the exact spot,
because the remains of the bonfire with
which they were going to roast their
captive alive was still there. But there

was no sign now of the moving-picture

troupe. Reckless’ eager gaze swept
every inch of the “prairte” for them in
vain,

Much disappointed, he walked back
to the roadway and approached a man
who sat 1 the door of a shack smok-
ing a corncob pipe.

“Seen anythin’ of the movin’-picter
outfit that was playin’ here yesterday,
stranger ”’ he inquired.

“Not this morning,” replied the man.
“They ain't showed up yet, and the
chances are they won't be here all day:
They only come out here a couple of
times a week—when they're doin’ wild-
West stuff.”

“And where are they now?’ de-
manded Reckless eagerly.

The man shrugged his shoulders.
“That’s more than I can tell you, my
friend. They go all over. It’s a busi-
ness that keeps 'em on the jump all the
time. But if yvou've got business with
the company, why don't you go to the
main office in New York?”

“What's the name of the company,
and whar do they keep, stranger?”’ in-
quired Reckless.

His informant told him that the offi-
cial name of the concern was the Pen-
dexter Moving Picture Company, and
that its headquarters were i East IFif-
tieth Street.

Reckless hurried back to the subway,
and, three-quarters of an hour later, was

standing in the outer office of the Pen-
dexter Moving Picture Company, ex-
plaining his business to a friendly dis-
posed clerk.

“l don’t think they’ll take you on,’
the latter told him. *“We've got all the
talent we can use, and a big waiting
list besides. Everybody seems to be try-
ing to get into the moving-picture game
nowadays. B

But you can.wait and sce
Mr. Eddy, if you want to.”

Mr. Eddy proved to be a keen-eyed,
sharp-featured man, who looked Reck-
less over from head to foot when the
latter informed him that he had come to
“sign up with the outfit.”

“What experience have you had,
young man? Ever done moving-picture
work 2"

“No, sir; but I can ride a heap better
than 27

“Been on the stage?”

““No, sir, I haven’t; but, as I was say-
in’, I can ride all around any of them
imitation cow-punchers of your'n I saw
at work vesterday. When 1t comes to
handlin’ a cayuse, there ain’t a man in
the whole Double B outfit that can beat
me—and 1 reckon that's equivalent to
sayin’ that I'm the best in the world.”

Having delivered himself of this mod-
est speech, Reckless Leland looked at
the moving-picture man conhdently.

“When shall 1 start to work, boss?”

he inquired.
Mr. LEddy shrugged his shoulders.
i riding is your only accomplishment,
my friend, I'm afraid we can’t use you.
You see, in this business we want ac-
tors, not roughriders. If you haven’t
had any theatrical experience, we
couldn’t think of taking you on.”

Reckless looked astonished.

“Actors!” he exclaimed. “What's
the use of an actor in a wild-West scene
if he can’t ride a horse? \WWhy, that
punk outfit of your'n I saw up in the
Bronx yesterday was enough to make
even a tenderfoot laugh The w ay they
jogged along on

“ILver see any of our wild-West pic-
tures on the screenr” broke in Mr. Ed-
dy, with a smile.

“Yes, sir; but all the pictures I've
seen had real cowboys in ’em,” said

‘i
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Reckless.
ference by
that’s why I

“They were all posed for by that
same ‘punk outht’ you saw at work yes-
terday,” the moving-picture man broke
in, with a laugh. “You see, Mr. Le-
land, in this game there are lots of
tricks. A man doesn’t have to be a
roughrider in order to be able to ride
fast in a moving picture. The speed ef-
fect 1s obtained by cutting out sections
of the film after the picture has been
taken.”

“Cutting out secttons of the film?” re-
peated Reckless blankly.

“Exactly. You see, the speed de-
pends upon how many picture units
there are in a single motion.” Mr.
Eddy took from his desk a long strip of
film containing several hundred little
square pictures, one under the other.

“Now, here’s a ilm of a fat man run-
ning,” he went on. “Being fat, he
moved very slowly, of course, and it
took several hundred different picture
units to register his movements. 1f this
film were run through the moving-pic-
ture machine just as 1t i1s, our fat man
would be shown on the screen making
very slow progress. But by cutting out
a unit here and there in the film we
hurry him along, and the finished result
has the effect of making him run at
breakneck speed when the picture is ex-
hibited.”

He smiled at his visitor’s astonish-
ment. ‘“And that 1s why we can use
actors mstead of genuine cow-punchers
in our wild-West scenes,”” he said. “Our
horsemen can move as leisurely as they
please when they're posing, but they
cover the ground just as fast as you
could, Mr. Leland, when they’re flashed
on the screen.” B

Reckless gulped down his disappoint-
ment. Then a happy thought came to
him. ‘“Waal, talkin’ about tricks, boss,”
he said, “how about trick ridin’? 1
reckon you ought to be able to use me
there,. I can do more stunts on the
back of a cayuse than a tenderfoot can
do standin’ on the ground. I can han-
dle a lariat some, too. There ain’t a
man at Red B as can beat me at doin’

“Any one could tell the dif-
the way they rode. And

things with a rope. Reckon you can't
produce them effects by cuttin’ out sec-
tions of the film?” He looked at the
moving-picture man confidently.

Mr. Eddy smiled again. ‘“Ever hap-
pen to see that bucking-broncho picture
of ours, Mr. Leland?” he inquired
quietly., “In the scene I refer to a cow-
boy is tossed twenty feet up in the air,
turns a double somersault, and lands on
the broncho’s back in a sitting posi-
tion.”

Reckless chuckled.
member that picter?
fore I started LEast. Say, that feller
sure 15 some rider. 1 take off my hat
to him. Where did you get him?”

“He’s a comedy actor by the name of
Kelly,” replied Mr. Eddy, with a laugh.
“Never been on a ranch in his life, and
don’'t know much about riding. The
way we got that effect was by another
sumple trick. First we posed Kelly on
the broncho, and stopped the camera
just as he was thrown. Then we took
another picture of him hanging up in
the air from the end of a thin wire, He
did those back flips while dangling from
the wire, and then we lowered him to
the back of the broncho. Afterward
the wire was painted out of the nega-
tive, and when the finished product was
flashed on the screen 1t looked realistic
enough to fool even such an expert as
yourself.

““And as for lariat throwing,” he went
on, “we’ve turned out some corking
good pictures on that subject. You may
be an expert with the rope, Mr. Le-
land, but even you couldn’t do some of
the stunts which our fake cowboys pull
off. You see, i1t’s impossible for them
to miss, no matter how difficult the
throw. We simply shut off the camera
after they’'ve hurled the lariat, and be-
fore the picture is started again we place
the noose around the object they’re aim-
ing at. When the film is shown on the
screen the motion 1s continuous, and it
looks as 1f the cowboy had made a suc-
cessful throw.

Reckless looked dejected. “Then, 1
reckon you couldn’t use me nohow?”

“No, I'm afraid not. TI'll take your
name and address, but I can’t give you

“Yes, sir, 1 re-
I saw 1t just be-
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any hope. Wild-West pictures are get-
ting to be awiful chestnuts, anyway.
They went fine at first, but the market
has been flooded with them, and the
public 1s about sick of them.
go well over in Europe, but American
audiences want something new; so
we're seriously thinking of cutting
down our cowboy and Indian output.”

Reckless left the manager’s office in
a disconsolate frame of mind. His big
idea had failed, after all; and he had im-
agined that the moving-picture concern
would jump at his offer to join the out-
fit.

As he was going out, he encountered
Miss Holcomb, who was just coming in.
‘The moving-picture girl recognized him
immediately, and gave him a pleasant

nod. ke was about to speak.to her,

but, somehow, although he was consid-
ered at Double B a pretty fluent talker,
he now found himseli strangely at a
loss for words. And before he could
find his tongue she had passed through
a doorway marked “No Admittance,”
and liis opportunity was gone.

As the door swung closed behind her,
Reckless recovered his presence of
mind.

“Wrigghng rattlesnakes!” he mut-
tered, with seli-contempt, ““what an all-
fired fool I am. 1 nught have asked
her to finish what she started to tell me
vesterday about her folks out \West.
That would have been a good way to
make conversation.”

Thinking it mught not be too late,
even then, to avail himself of this in-
spiration, he strode toward the door
marked “No Admittance,” and pushed
it open.

He found himself in a long passage-
way off which several rooms opened,
There was no sign of the girl. Evi-
dently she had entered one of ‘the rooms.
Reckless was staring at a half dozen
closed doors, wondering which one she
had gone through, when a small boy
came along the passageway.

“Hey! What do you want?”’ he
asked. ‘‘No strangers can come in here.
It’s against the rules. Didn’t you see
that sign?”

“I was lookin’ for a lady that just

They stalll

came 1n here,” said Reckless. ‘“Her
name 1s Miss Holcomb. Would you
mind tellin” hér, son, that I'd l1ke to
speak with her a few minutes?”

The boy looked him over critically.
“Guess you're stuck on her, ain’t you?”

“It ain’'t a bad guess, young feller,”
admitted Reckless.

“Fell in love with her from seein’
her in the picters, and come to ask her
to marry you, eh?”’ said the youngster,
with a knowing grin.

“Son, you're a wonder!” said Reck-
less admiringly. “How do you do it?”

“Gee! 1It's dead easy. 1 can spot
you movin’-picture Johnnies every time.
Guess you don’t know how many ginks

comes here every day to try to marry
Miss Ruby Holcomb.”

“You don't say!” exclaimed Reckless
despondently.

“Sure. You didn’t suppose you was
the only one, did ver? Why, there's a
hundred times as many movin’-picture
Jjohnntes as there 1s stage-door John-
nies. Guys all over the world {fall 1n
love with Ruby from seein’ her on the
screens, and travel to New York to ask
her to marry ‘em. Them that can't
come, write. You ought to see the pile
of letters she gets every day from love-
sick gooks that wants to get hitched up
with her. Some of them's bully good
offers, too, believe me! The other day
she got one from a millionaire out in
Minnesota. He wrote her that he'd set-
tle two million dollars on her on the day
she became his bride. Them’s his own
words.”

“And what did
Reckless anxiously.

“She turned him down,” rephed the
precocious youngster. “He mentioned
in his letter that he had a wooden leg
and a glass eye. She said she might
have stood tor the wooden leg, but the
bum lamp was a little too much.”

Reckless heaved a sigh of relief.

“Both my eyes are my own,” he said.
“Ask her 1f she’ll let me say a few words
to her, son’”

The boy shook his head.

“Nothin’ doin’. Miss Holcomb’s very
busy just now ; besides, she’s given or-

she say?” asked

22
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ders that she ain’t to be bothered by
any more guys with the marriage bug.”

CHAPTER III.
IN TROULLE,

INDING that the office boy was not
to be persuaded, even though he
offered him a ten-dollar bill for the
privilege of a few minutes’ talk with
the moving-picture girl, Leland walked
out of the office of the Pendexter Mov-
ing Picture Company and took up a
position on the sidewalk near the en-
trance to the building.

Dogged persistence being one of his
traits, he had made up his mind to wait
there until Miss Holcomb came out,
even if his vigil had to be maintained
all day.

Unfortunately, however, he was 1g-
norant that there were two entrances to
the building—the one at which he was
steadfastly watching, and a rear door
which the employees of the company
frequently used.

Thus 1t happened that the moving-
picture girl made her exit without his
seeing her; which sad fact he did not
discover until after dark, when a might
watchman informed him that the last of
the Pendexter people had long since left
the building.

Reckless was considerably discour-
aged. He had stood watching that
doorway for eight hours, and not a
morsel of food had passed his lips in
that time; for he had not ventured to
leave his post even to satisiy the crav-
ings of his stomach.

That his long wait and equally long
fast should have been unrewarded by
even a glimpse of-the girl, made him
feel that he wasn’t receiving a square
deal from fate.

But after he had dropped into a res-
taurant and put away a good dinner he
looked at things differently.

“After all)” said he to himself,
“there’s lots of other days beside this
un. I'll try it again to-morrow, and
keep right on tryin’ until I get what I
want. Mebbe she’ll be up in the Bronx
again, to-morrow morning, posin’ for

some more wild-West pictures. I might
take a run up there and see.”

In the meantime, as it was impossible
to pursue his quest of the moving-pic-
ture girl, that night, not having any
inkhing of her home address, Leland
gratefully accepted the offer of an af-
fable stranger who had generously un-
dertaken to show him ‘‘the sights of
the town.”

This stranger, whose acquaintance
Reckless made while at dinner in the
restaurant, was a well-dressed, clean-
shaven man of middle age who was suf-
fering from an unfortunate malady of
the hands which prevented him from
keeping them out of other people’s
pockets.

He did not mention this weakness ot
his to Reckless, however, and the latter
found him a very agreeable companion
until, after they had visited a score of
interesting places which, from the stran-
ger's viewpoint, represented the best
that was to be seen in New York after
dark, they entered a café on West
Twenty-ninth Street and seated them-
selves at a little round table.

It was here that his companion’s
malady first made itself apparent to the
cowboy. Two men, acquaintances of
the affable stranger, were introduced by
the latter to Reckless and invited to sit
at the little round table.

Reckless ordered beverages, and when
he had paid for them and restored his
roll to his trousers pocket he became
dimly conscious of the fact that there
was a hand in that pocket which did not
belong to him.

He made a quick move to grab the
hand, but before he could reach 1t, it
had disappeared. He felt for his roll;
and, to his great relief, found 1t was still
there ; so he said nothing.

The affable stranger who was piloting
him around sat beside him, the other
two men sat opposite ; it seemed, there-
fore, that the intrusive hand could have
belonged only to the former.

Reckless oazed at the man’s face long
and searchingly. Not a trace of discom-
fiture or guiltiness could he detect there.
His glance traveled to the countenances
of the other two; they were chatting
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and drinking with an unconcern which
disarmed suspicion.

“Perhaps, after all, I may have been
mistaken,” Reckless told himself ; név-
ertheless, he took the precaution of se-
cretly shifting his roll to another
pocket.

A few minutes later he again became
aware of a hand stealthily entering the
pocket in which his bank roll had pre-
viously reposed. Quick as a flash his
own big hand shot beneath the table and
grabbed a wrist.

“Caught you this time, bud, ” he said
quietly, turning, with a grin, to the af-
table stranger. *“From the clumsiness
of your work, I judge that you must be
“considerable of an amachoor.”

He laughed as his prisoner, without
uttering a word, struggled vainly to
wrench his wrist from that viselike grip.

But the next moment the laugh froze
on his lips. One of the two men si*-
ting opposite leaned over the table and
said very quietly:

“LLet go of him, friend, and don’t
make a sound. I've got you covered
under the table.”

Something pressing against his abdo-

men convinced Reckless that this was

no idle boast.

Obeying that command, hlS right hand
relinquished 1ts hold on his prisoner’s
wrist ; but simultaneously his left hand,
moving with remarkable swiftness, went
to his hip pocket, and his own revolver
flashed mto view.

It was a foolhardy act. Nine men
out of ten would not have attempted to
draw, realizing that the other fellow al-
ready had the drop on them. Even to
make a move toward one’s hip pocket
under such circumstances 1s generally
equivalent to committing suicide.

But Reckless leland was a creature
of impulse, and 1t was by taking several
such tool chances as this that he had
earned his nickname. Applying logic to
a consideration of some of the mad
things he had done in the past, he ought
to have been dead several:times owver.
His comrades of the Double B outfit
marveled at the extraordinary luck
which had saved him in each instance,

That luck seemed to be with him now

for as his revolver flashed into view
above the table there came a click from
the other revolver under the table.

That click saved Reckless’ life. It
meant that his opponent’s revolver had
in some way missed fire. Before the
fellow could pull the trigger again, Le-
land’s weapon barked, aad the man op-
posite fell sprawling across the table.

It all happened so quickly and so
quietly that the attention of the people
at the other tables—there were a score
of men and a half dozen women in the
place—was not attracted until the shot
from the revolver rang out. '

Then there was great confusion.
Men shouted; women screamed; tables
and chairs and potted palms were over-
turned; and, as nearly always happens
in such cases, all the lights in the place
were suddenly extinguished by some
panic-stricken employee whose first
thought was to rush to the wall switch
and plunge the scene 1n darkness.

Then came the police and a crowd
from outside who had been attracted by
the sound of the shot and the cries from
within.

The lights were turned on again, and
the man whom Reckless had shot was
discovered lying across the little round
table, unconscious, but still breathing.

His two friends had wvanished: so
likewise had Reckless Leland. They
had taken advantage of the temporary
darkness to make a hasty retreat to the
street.

If this thing had happened in his own
country, Reckless would have waited
calmly for the arrival of the sheriff,
confident that no harm could come to
him for what he had done, inasmuch as
he had acted in self-defense.

But he didn’t know how such matters
were adjusted in New York. He had
an idea that from an Eastern viewpoint
his act would be regarded as murder,
notwithstanding the extenuating circum-
stances. He was a stranger in the city,

‘and he figured that that might count

against him; for there i1s something
about New York which gtves a stranger
the impression that it 1s hostile to him.

Therefore, he had decided that it

would be a good thing to get away
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while he had the chance; and as soon
as the lights went out in the cate, he
thrust his revolver into his pocket, and,
moving swiftly toward the door, made
his way to the street unnoticed.

“Too bad I had to shoot that crook,”
he said to himself, as he swung into
Broadway and hurried toward his ho-
tel ; “but he’d have dropped me sure i1f L
hadn’t. Wonder if I killed him. If
so, I guess I'd better pack my kit and
get back West before they get on my
track. Reckon I'd better do that, any-
way. Even if he ain’t dead, New York
ain’t no place for me just now.’

He felt in his pocket for his money,
and discovered that it was still there.
He drew a deep breath of relief at that
pleasing discovery. It had suddenly oc-
curred to him that perhaps the aftable
stranger had taken advantage of the ex-
citement following the shooting and ab-
stracted his roll. It would have been
decidedly awkward to find himself pen-
niless, just then—sans the price of a
railroad ticket back to Double B Ranch.

“Thank goodness, I've still got it!”
he said to himself. “I'll take the first
train out.”

But when he reached his hotel, the
clerk handed him a special-delivery let-
ter.

“It came this afternoon, Mr. Leland,”
he said, “and as you weren’t in, I signed
for it.”

“Thanks, partner,” said Reckless, and
he tore open the envelope eagerly, for
it bore the imprint of the Pendexter
Moving Picture Company.

"This 1s what he read:

Mr. Wav~NE LeErLawnp, Hotel Worthing.

DeArR Sir: Please call and see me to-
morrow mnorning regarding a position. I
have changed my mind since our conversa-
tion this morning and think we can use you.

Yours truly,
(GrorGeE P.

Enpy, Manager.

CHAPTER TV,
THE LURE OF A JOB,

RECKLESS decided, at first, to ig-
nore that letter. Discretion told
him that in view of what had happened
at the café, it would be useless to keep
that appointment with Mr. Eddy. A

moving-picture job in New York was
out of the question now. It would ‘be
dangerous to delay his departure for the
West.

But he thought of the moving-picture
girl akd the opportunity to culttvate her
acquaintance which this letter held out
to him; and he threw discretion to the
winds.

Early the next morning he started out

- to visit the offices of the Pendexter

Company, and on his way there he
bought a morning paper, being eager to
ascertain whether the man he had shot
was still alive and whether the 1dentity
of the latter’s assailant was known or
suspected.

He was relieved to read that his vic-
tim was at the hospital and not vet dead,
although the surgeons did not hold out
much hope of his pulling through.

He was still more relieved to learn
that the police had not yet succeeded in
finding out who had done the shooting.
Regarding this, the newspaper said:

Testimony of evewitnesses as to the ap-
pearance of the man who fired the shot 1is
hopelessly . conflicting. Some say that he
was a short, stockily built man of middle
age, others are equally positive that he was a
tall, slim voung man; while still others have
given the police such wvarious and contra-
dictory descriptions of him that the authori-
ties are without a clew as to the identity of
the assatlant. In the excitement and com-

motion following the tragedy he easily made

his escape, and it 1s feared that he will never
be found.

“I hope this paper 1s right,” said
Reckless to himself. “Guess I'm tol-
erably safe, even 1f 1 do stay in New
York. I'd give myself up in a minute

if I thought they’d give me a square

deal; but from what I've seen of this
town I reckon there’s no chance of that;
so I'm goin’ to think it over a whole lot
before I decide to ’tess up.”

Half an hour later he was in the pri-
vate office of Mr. Eddy, manager of the
Pendexter Moving Picture Company,
listening in astonishment to that gentle-
man’s offer of five dollars per day to
pose for wild-West scenes.

“But I thought you told me yesterday
that wild-West stuff was played out,
and that you was goin’ to chuck 1t?”
said Reckless.
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The manager smiled. “Circum-
stances alter cases, Mr, Leland. Short-
1y after your visit yesterday the diréc-
tors ot this company held a meeting and
decided to go in big for the European
trade. As I believe I mentioned, cow-
boys and Indians, while somewhat passe
in the home market are still all the rage
on the other side of the ocean; SO 111-
stead of cutting down, we are going to
mncrease our output of such scenes.”

“I see,” said Reckless; ‘‘but you said,
too, yesterday, that you didn’t need gen-
uine cow-punchers for such work—that

1t didn’t cut no ice how fast a fellow

could ride or how spry he might be
with a rope.”

Mr. Eddy smiled again. “Well, of
course, we haven’t got any partlcu]ar
ob]ectlon to expert horsemen, even
though we can increase the speed of or-
dinary ones by cutting out sections of
the films. Under the conditions which
existed at the time of our interview
yesterday morning, we preferred men
with theatrical experience to those with
experience on a ranch—performers who
could pose as cowboys or redskins to-
day and waiters in a swell restaurant or
satlors 1 a submarine boat to-morrow.
But, now that we have decided to go in
strong for wild-West stuff, I guess we
shall have enough work to maintain a
special company for that branch of our
business; and your ability to do stunts
with a horse ought to come m -useful.
But the main reason I sent for you, Mr.
Leland, 1s—because somebody has
spoken up for you.”

“Spoken up for me?”

“Yes. Miss Ruby Holcomb, our lead-
ing lady, came to me. yesterday and
asked me to give you a job. Inasmuch
as we were increasing our wild-West
work, I was glad to oblige her.”

Reckless fell back in hlS chair in as-
tonishment. If the manager had told
him that the OQueen of Holland had
spoken 1n his favor, he couldn’t have
been more amazed. It seemed incredi-
ble that the moving-picture girl could
have done this for him; and yet he
cotlldn’t see what object Mr. Eddy could

have in lying to him. It really must be
the truth.

A grin of delight creased his weath-
er-beaten face. “So she spoke for me,”
he chuckled. ‘“Waal, boss, i1f that’s the
case, I reckon I'll take the job. When
do 1 start work?”

“You can report to-morrow morn-
mg. We've got a big Western scene
on then, and will probably need you.
You understand, of course, that we're
only taking you on as an extra, at first.
We'll pay you five dollars per day for
cach day we employ you; but I can’t
guarantee you full time. How often
we’ll use you will depend entirely upon
the quality of your work. If you make
good, you'll get plenty to do.”

“I'm going to make good, all right,”
declared Reckless confidently.

“l hope so.” The manager wrote a
couple of lines on a card, which he
handed to the Westerner. “You know
where our grounds are up in the Bronx?
Well, you can report direct up there to-
morrow morning, instead of coming
here first. Ask for Mr. Bates. He's
m charge of our outdoor work.”

“The chap in the red sweater?”

“That’s the man. Hand him this

card, and he’ll put you right to work,

if there’s any chance at all to use you
in that scene.”

As Reckless stepped out of the man-
ager’'s roomt and was walking through
the main office toward the elevator he
encountered Miss Holcomb.

“Good morning,” said the girl, giv-

ing him a cordial smile. “Did you get
work 7’
“Yes’'m; thanks to you,” replied

Reckless, strangely ill at ease. “It was
very kind of you to "

“Oh, don’t mention it. I inquired of
one of the clerks what you were doing
here yesterday, and he told me that you
had come to look for a job; so I put in
a good word for you. 1 owed you a
good turn, you know, for rescuing me
from those savage Indians.” She
laughed merrily; and you may be sure
her laughter thrilled Reckless.

“And are you goin’ to be in that scene
up in the Bronx to-morrow, miss?”’ he
asked eagerly.

“I should say I am! 1It's called ‘The

Boss ot the Ranch,” you know, and I'm
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to be the boss. My husband, who
owned the ranch, 1s dead, and, instead
of selling out, I'm running the place my-

self. My cowboys are all in love with
me, and g
“Wriggling rattlesnakes! Perhaps

there’ll be a chance to hug her,” said
Reckless joyously, to himself.

“l beg your pardon; did you speak?”
she mqmred

“*No, ma’am; at least, 1 was just
thinking out loud. I didn’t mean to 1n-
terrupt. Please go ahead.” .

“It's going to be one of the most
thrilling spectacles we’ve ever turned
out. I'm stolen by Indians and tied to
the back of a horse. My brave cow-
boys give chase. 1 guess you’ll be one
of the cowboys, and you’ll have an-
other chance to rescue me; only this
time you won't be butting in and spoil-
ing the Hlm.”

Once more she laughed merrily, and
again Reckless was thrilled through and
through. “I wish it was to-morrow al-
ready,” he said impatiently, as she hur-
ried tOWﬂId the door marked “No Ad-
mittance.”

When he reached the street a news-
boy passed him yelling: “Wuxtry!
Wuxtry! All about the cafée murder!
Wuxtry! Wuxtry !”

Reckless bought a paper—the first of
the “evening” editions, which are on
sale before noon—and read these star-

tling headlines:

POLICE ON TRAIL
OF CAFE. ASSASSIN

VICTIM OF SHOOTING AFFRAY DIES IN
HOSPITAL WITHOUT REGAIN-

ING CONSCIOUSNESS

Police Now Have Full Description of Man

Who Fired the Fatal Shot—Dragnet Out

for Him—Arrest Expectea Soon, Central
Office Says \

Astonished and greatly perturbed,
Reckless read every word of the column

of smaller type that followed these head-
lines.

He learned therefrom that the unfor-
tunate man whom he had been com-
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pelled to shoot in self-defense had
passed away in the hospital at seven
o'clock that morning. Regarding him-
self, the paper said:

Although at first it seemed impossible to
obtain a comprehensive description of the
man who did the shooting on account of the
conflicting testimony of the many excited
eyewitnesses, the police have now succeeded
in getting a very definite idea of what the
fellow looked like.

According to James O’Neill, a waiter em-
ployed m the café in which the shooting took
place, the assassin was a good-looking young
man, about twenty-eight vears old, broad-
ﬁhg}luldered, six feet tall, and powertully

uilt.

He had blue eyes, long dark hair, a heavy
dark mustache, spoke with a drawl, and had
every appearance of being a Westerner.
Several other persons, the most level-headed
of those who witnessed the tragedy, corrob-
orate this description, and the police feel
sure that i1t is correct.

“And, barrin’ what it says about me
bein’ good-lookin’, I guess they’'ve got
me down pretty pat,” said Reckless to
himself uneasily. “I hope they're just
as right in telling how the thing hap-
pened.”

But in this respect the testimony of
these witnesses was not at all in ac-
cord with the facts. To his horror and
indignation, Reckless read on:

The authorities have been unable to learn
as yet what the quarrel was about; but all
the eyewitnesses agree that the assassin’s
act was cold-blooded, deliberate, and quite
unjustifiable, |

He had little or no provocation, apparently,
for shooting down his victim, for the latter
was unarmﬂd and the men were drinking and
conversing amlcably together right up to the
moment of the tragedy. Their voices were
not even raised when the fatal shot rang out,
and the shooting came so suddenly and un-
expectedly that 1t was several minutes be-

fore the eyewitnesses could believe that a
murder had actually been committed.

“Now, what do you think about
that?” growled Reckless. “Little or no
provocation for shootin’” down my vic-
tim! Of all the lies I've ever heard or
read, that’s about the limit. And they
say that the feller was unarmed. As
though I'd have shot him 1f he had been.
That’s New York for you! That’s the
kind of a square deal a feller can look
for in this part of the country. Twen-
ty people must have seen the gun 1n
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that feller’s hand, and seen that I had
to drop him or be dropped myself, and
not one of ‘em comes forward to tell
the truth. This here town makes me
weary. Give me the good old West
every time.”

It is only just to the witnesses of the
tragedy to state that all of them who
had been questioned by the police be-
lieved that they were telling the truth
in characterizing Reckless Leland’s act
as unprovoked and unjustified.

None of them had seen the weapon
which the crook had held pressed
against the Westerner’s side under the
table. None of them had heard a word
of the talk that preceded the shooting
or knew of the attempt that had been
made to rob Reckless.
~ When Leland fired, his wvictim’s
weapon had fallen to the floor, and
when the police had picked it up after-
ward they had concluded that 1t was the
weapon of the assassin: for 1t hap-
pened that there were a couple of ex-
ploded shells in it. Consequently every-
body supposed that the Westerner had
been the aggressor, and that he had cold-
bloodedly shot down an unarmed man.

Not realizing how this misunder-
standing had arisen, Reckless was of
opinion that the situation had been wil-
fully misrepresented to - his disadvan-
tage, and he congratulated himself that
he had not gone straight to the authori-
ties and given himself up, as he would
not have hesitated to do out West.

“Reckon I'm mighty lucky that I'm

still free,” he muttered; ‘“and, masmuch
as I've got the price of a ticket back
home, I guess I'm goin’ to stay free.
- “Police hot on my trail, eh!” he went
on, with a scornful glance at the news-
paper headline. “\Waal, 1 reckon they’ll
have to jump some in order to get me.
It’s me for the Double B, first train
out. Reckon the boysll be some sur-
prised to see me back so soon.’

He was proceeding toward the rail-
way station with the intention of de-
parting from New York without even
stopping long enough to go back to his
hotel to pack his kit, when, happening
to pass a movi_ng-picture show, there
suddenly flashed upon his mental vision

a pair of laughing black eyes and a daz-
zling display of pearly- teeth.

There were several hithographed post-
ers outside the show. One of them
bore the legend: “New To-day! Great
Western Drama, The Cowboy’s Sweet-
heart.” Beneath it was a highly col-
ored picture of a wild Westerner clasp-
ing 1 his arms a slim, girlish figure.

It was by no means a flattering like-
ness of Ruby Holcomb ; but it was near
enough to the original for Reckless to
be able to recognize 1t; and he paused
irresolutely.

“And to-morrow mornin’, up in the
Bronx, she’s goin’ to be ‘the boss of the
ranch,” he muttered. All her cowboys
are 1n love with her—and I'm to be one
of ‘’em. Me give up a chance like that!
Wriggling rattlesnakes' Not much!”

He changed his mind about going to
the railway station. Instead, he entered
a barber shop.

“Shave or haircut, sir?” mnquired the
barber, as he deposited his burly form in
a chair.

‘“Both,” rephed Reckless. “Crop the
hair close to my head and take off this
mustache-—every bit of it.”

CHAPTER V.
A TRIFLING DRAWBACK,

HEN the barber had finished with
him Reckless Leland gazed at
himself 1n a mirror, and chuckled.

“Even the boys at Double B wouldn’t
know me now,” he said to himself ; “so
I reckon there won’t be no danger of
any of those galoots who saw the shoot-
in’ bein’ able to recognize me. It'll be
perfectly safe to stay in New York—
until my hair grows.”

So he went back to his hotel and
turned in early, partly because he didn’t
consider 1t safe to venture abroad that
night, notwithstanding his disguise, and
partly because he wanted to have a good
sleep so as to be in proper shape for
the important work of the morrow.

He was up in the Bronx the next
morning two hours before the moving-
picture troupe arrived. When Miss
Holcomb stepped onto the long stretch
of pasture. which was the nearest ap-
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proach to a prairie to be found in West-
chester County, she stared, without rec-
ognition, at the close-cropped, smooth-
shaven young man who came hurrying
toward her with an eager greeting.

“I beg your pardon,” she said coldly,
“I think you must be making a mistake.
I am quite sure that I haven’t the pleas-
ure of your acquaintance.”

The man who was with her—he of
the red sweater—laughed and said
something under his breath about “an-
other moving-picture Johnny.”

Reckless Leland’s face flushed crim-
son. For the moment he had forgotten

his changed appearance, and took the -

girl’s attitude for a deliberate snub.
Then, recovering himself, he turned to
the man 1n the red sweater and handed
him the card which Mr. Eddy had given
to him.

‘“Reckon your name’s Bates, ain’t it?
I was told to give this to you. I'm the
latest addition to this outfit.”

At the sound of his voice, the girl
started.

“Why, of course, I know you,” she
exclaimed, turning apologetically to
Reckless. ‘“How stupid of me not to
recognize you. And yet, my mistake
isn’t surprising, considering the change
yoirve made in yourself since yester-
day. What on earth caused you to take
off your mustache ?”

“I-—I found 1t got in the way when
I drank soup,” stammered Reckless.

The man in the red sweater studied
the card which Leland had handed him,
then looked the new recruit over crit-
ically.

“All right. 1 guess I can use you.
You can ride a horse, of course?”

“Tolerably well,” replied the cowboy,
with a grin.

“Then you can come in this first pic-
ture.. It’s a roughriding scene. Go on
over to the stables and ask Mike to let
you have a horse and a cowboy out-
fit.”

He pointed, as he spoke, to a big
barnlike structure on the outskirts of the
prairte, and Reckless hastened toward
it. He found a dozen men there in the
act of donning wild-West garb and a

dozen more making up as Indians: for

“woman boss.
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the barn served as a dressing room as
well as a stable. |

When they had learned that he was
a new addition to the company, the
others welcomed him cordially, and
Mike, who had charge of the stables
and supplies, fitted him with a costume
and a mount which, although not to be
compared with Reckless lLeland’s own

“Black Boy,” at Double B Ranch, was

- a tolerably good specimen of horseflesh.

Fifteen minutes later, the cowboy
band came galloping across the long
grass, yelling lustily and waving their
sombreros.

They lined up before Miss Holcomb
and Bates, and the latter inspected each
one carefully, and nodded.

“All right,” he said. “Guess we're
ready to start on scene one.” He con-
sulted a typewritten sheet of paper.
“Miss Holcomb, you go over there and
stand on that hill, yonder. Be sure to
keep your profile turned toward the
camera. Wave your handkerchiet, and
smile as the boys come on. The scene is
cowboys returning from the round-up,
the woman boss welcoming them back.
Get the 1dea? Now, you fellows, beat
it over there to that corner of the field,
and when I raise my right hand you all
come racing toward Miss Holcomb. Be
sure to keep all in a bunch; but make 1t
look as if each 1is trying to get ahead of
the rest so as to be the first to reach the
Look at each other and
scowl fiercely as you ride, so as to con-
vey the idea that you’re all terrible jeal-
ous of each other. You're all supposed

to be desperately in love with the ranch-

man’s pretty widow, you know. Does
everybody get the picture?”

They all nodded, to show that they
understood what was required of them,
and the cowboy band pranced off to e
distant corner ot the field out of range
of the camera, while Miss Holcomb,
who was attired in a natty Western rid-
ing costume, went to take her position on
the knoll, and from that eminence
smiled and waved her handkerchief for
ten minutes before she managed to do 1t
well enough to suit the critical eye of
Mr. Bates.

When that gentleman, who was a
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genius at posing, was satisfied with her
efforts, he raised his right hand as a sig-
nal for the cowboys to advance, and
they came bounding across the field in
close formation, doing their best to
carry out the instructions which the man
in the red sweater had given them.

“Rotten!” the latter exclaimed, re-
garding them with a disapproving scowl.
“You fellows haven't got the spirit of
the thing at all. 1 told you particu-
larly to scowl at each other as you rode
toward the lady boss of the ranch. You
don’t give the effect of jealousy at all.
You're the punkest lot of scowlers 1
ever saw. [Iry it again.”

They galloped back to their corner,
and once more came dashing toward the
hillock on which Miss Holcomb stood,
this time taking care to contort their
faces into savage scowls.

Still the man 1n the red sweater was
not satrshed. '

“It won't do,” he growled. *“There’s
only one of you that has the right idea.
The rest are rotten! You don't show
nearly enough jealousy. Try swearing
at each other as you ride—that may
help give you the right expression. Be
careful what you say, though. Don’t
make the cusses too strong. Lots of
deat and dumb people go to moving-
picture shows, and they can read your
lips. Use language that’s forceful but
not indecent.”

They tried it over again, and this time
they managed to satisfy Bates with their
scowls:; but he took them to task be-
cause they were so busy scowling that
they neglected to look once toward the
ranchman’s widow on the hillock.

“Intersperse your scowls with affec-
tionate glances at the lady boss—the
woman you're all in love with,” he said.
“Most of you failed to do that. Take
off your hats and wave them at Miss

Holcomb. Remember she’s welcoming
you back trom the round-up, and you're,

all supposed to be tickled to death to see
her. Scowl and smile—scowl and smile.
Get the 1dea?” |
They tried it over and over again be-
~ fore they met with the approval of the
man 1n the red sweater. In fact, it was
- not until they had been rehearsing this

one scene for three solid hours that
Bates considered the result good enough
for “grinding.”

Reckless marveled at the man’s pa-
tience and his fussiness. It had never
entered the Westerner’'s mind when he
visited moving-picture shows that so
much painstaking effort was required to
produce the apparently spontaneous mo-
tions which were flashed” upon the
screen. He had never dreamed that the
pictures had to be rehearsed as much as
this, and that so much importance was
attached to apparently trifling details.

Once, for instance, when everything
seemed perfect, and Bates was just
about to order the man to “begin to
grind,” he suddenly changed his mind,
and turned instead to the ‘“ranchman’s
widow,” on the hillock.

“Miss Holcomb,” he shouted, “I've
got a new idea. Try waving your hat
in the air instead of your handkerchief.
I think that’ll give a better effect.”

And, to Leland’s great astonishment
and 1indignation, after the girl had
waved her sombrero until her slender
arm must have ached—Ifor even this
trifling change had to be pamstakingly
rehearsed—the critic m the red sweater
suddenly changed his mind again.

“Never mind the hat, Miss Hol-
comb!” he shouted. “Guess we'll stick .
to the handkerchief, after all. I think I
like it better.”

At length Mr. Bates was satished that
the picture could not be improved upon.
He yelled to the camera man to “grind
her”’; the latter began to turn the han-
dle of his wonderful apparatus, and the
home-coming of the cowboys was re-
corded on several hundred feet of film.

After the picture was finished, Mr.
Bates came over to Reckless, just as the
latter was dismounting.

“This 1s your first experience at mov-
ing pictures, isn’t it ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How do you like 1t?”

“Fine,” replied the Westerner en-
thusiastically, looking at Miss Holcomb
out of a corner of his eye.

“Well, you certainly made good,” de-
clared the “stage manager” approving-
ly. “You got the spirit of the scene bet-
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ter than any of the others. What the-
atrical experience have you had?”

“None at all,” answered the cowboy.

“What!” exclaimed Mr. Bates, in un-
feigned astonishment. “You don’t mean
to tell me that you're an amateur!
Why, the way you looked at Miss Hol-
comb as you came galloping toward her
was great. It was exactly the expres-
sion I wanted. All those other fellows
are professionals; but they didn’t man-
age to look nearly as much in love with
the ranchman’s widow as you did.”

“Waal, when it comes to such actin’
as that,” drawled Reckless, with another
glance toward Miss Holcomb, who
stood a few feet away, “I reckon I'm a
natural born actor.”

“You certainly are,” assented the man
in the red sweater, not perceiving any
special significance in this remark. “I
don’t like to handle amateurs, as a gen-
eral rule. You're the first one l've
ever taken on that was any good. But
I like your work, and I guess I'll be able
to use you a whole lot.”

“Thanks,” said Reckless joyously.

‘“There’s one thing, however, that I'll
have to ask of you,” Mr. Bates went on.

“What’s that?”

“If you want to appear permanently
in our wild-West scenes you'll have to
let your hair grow long.

“And you'd better grow a mustache,
toa,” he added, looking at Reckless crit-
ically. “I've got too many smooth-
shaven cowboys.”

CHAPTER VI,

WITHOUT REHEARSAL,

ECKLESS LELAND was consid-
erably perturbed regarding the
trifling drawback to his personal ap-
pearance which Mr., Bates had pointed
otit. It seemed to him that 1f his con-
tinuance with the moving-picture outfit
depended upon his letting his hair grow
long and wearing a hirsute adornment
on his upper lip, he would be compelled
to give up his new career.

He appreciated the peril which such

a change 1n his present appearance
would mean. Not only would there be
danger of somebody on the street iden-
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tifying him as the man who had fired
the fatal shot in the café; but, also, the
moving-picture scenes for which he
posed would be a congtant menace to
him.

For these pictures, of course, would
be exhibited on the screens of several
hundred moving-picture theaters in New
York every week, and the chances were
that somebody who had been pres-
ent in the café when he had fired that
shot would drop into one of these
places, recognize the tall, long-haired
coyboy with the mustache, in the pic-
ture, as the assassin, and put the police
on his track.

Clean-shaven and close-cropped as he
was at present, Reckless didn’t think
that there was much danger of his be-
ing recognized either in person or in the
pictures; but he regarded his undoing
as inevitable, 1f he complied with the
wishes of the fastidious Mr. Bates.

“Oh, well,” said Reckless to himself,
“maybe he won’'t press the matter.
Reckon it’s only a whim of his, and he
may forget to mention it again. 1f so,
I sure shan’t remind him.” |

Reckless acquitted himself so well at
rehearsal next morning that he again
came in for some warm praise from Mr.
Bates, who assured him that he was a
natural born actor, and predicted a
great future for him in moving pic-
tures.

And, to the Westerner’s great relief,
Bates made no further reference, that
day, to the shortness of his hair or his
lack of a mustache.

The pictures for which Reckless
posed that morning were a continuation
of the story ot the previous day. The
lady boss of the ranch was proposed to
by each of her adoring cowboys in turn,
and gently but firmly informed each one
that there was no hope for him.

As Miss Holcomb, of course, was the
lady boss of the ranch, it was small
wonder that Reckless was able to go
through this scene with an intensity
which made his performance stand out

as a work of art, even though his fel-

low cowboys were all professional ac-
tors.

There was only one other “cowboy”
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who managed to put into this scene any-
thing like the same amount of fervor
as the Westerner. This was a little
Mexican named Lopez, who used to
do a “comedy bullfight act” in vaude-
ville before he joined the moving-pic-
ture company.

Lopez, 1n proposing to the pretty
“widow,” managed to display as much
~ardor as did Reckless, and his gestures
of despatr when he was turned down
were so ' eloquent that he, too, was
warmly complimented by the man in the
red sweater.

It was not his theatrical experience
which enabled lL.opez to do so well in
this picture. His success was due to
the fact that in this particular scene he
wasn't merely acting. For Reckless
Leland was not the only member of that
moving-picture company who was head
over heels 1n love with its leading lady.

The Westerner did not realize then,
however, that he had a rival in love in
the little Mexican. It was not until
later that day that he discovered that
stich was the case.

After luncheon the cowboys laid off
while the Indians came into the pic-
ture, This was the big scene of the
photo play. The redskins were to at-
tack the ranch while the cow-punchers
weére absent, seize the pretty widow, tie
“her to the back of a pony, and bear her
a captive to their camp.

Reckless, taking care to keep out of
range of the camera, stood beside his
mount watching the rehearsal of this
thrilling spectacle. With a broad grin
on his face, he saw the Indians come
creeping stealthily across the prairie,
watched them seize the terrified widow,
and tie her to the pony’s back.

And then, just as they were about to
lead their captive away—to be rescued
in the next scene, of course, by the
faithful-unto-death cowboys, something
happened which was not on the pro-
gram—something which caused the
smile to disappear irom Leland’s face
and an exclamation of alarm to escape
fr(}m his lips.

Scared by the shrill screech of a lo-
comotive whistle from a railroad track
near by, the pony suddenly wrenched its

&:a
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head free from the Indian who was
holding it, and darted off, panic-stricken,
across the ‘‘prairie,” with Ruby Hol-
comb lying across its back, bound and
helpless.

In an instant every one of tliose
make-believe cowboys was in the saddle
and dashing off in pursuit of the panic-
stricken beast ; needless to say, Reckless
Leland was among them.

Mr. Bates, Bill, the camera man, and
the redskins—none of these having
horses and, therefore, being unable to
join 1n the chase—stood waving their
arms frantically and yelling encourage-
ment to the riders.

“They’ll never get her.” groaned
Bates, perceiving how the distance was
widening between the runaway and the
pursuing band. ‘“That pony is the best
horse we've got. None ot those others
can touch him for speed, even when he's
in his normal senses, and now, 1n his
panic, he’s twice as fast as ordinary.”

“And he’s heading straight for that
high stone fence,” exclaimed the cam-
era man. “Heavens! Miss Holcomb
will be dashed to pieces!”

“Those fellows can’t possibly over-
take him,” repeated Bates despairingly.
“See how they're all falling behind al-
ready! Oh, how I wish they were real
cowboys instead of mere actors.”

“Two of them seem to be doing pretty
well,”” said one of the redskins, shading
his eyes with his hand. “Look at that
big fellow and the little man beside him.
They’re 'way ahead of the others. By
Jiminy! those two certainly can ride
some.”

Bates nodded. ‘“Yes, that's Leland,
our new man, and the httle Mexican,
Lopez. If Miss Holcomb 1s saved 1t’ll
be one of those two who'll do it. The
rest of that bunch don’t know beans
about riding. DBut even Leland and
Lopez are too far behind. Look! The
pony is almost at the fence now, and it
hasn’t changed its course. The tfool
beast is too blind with fear to realize its
own danger. It’s all over with that poor
little girl. Too bad! She was the best
leading lady we’ve ever had, and

“They’re right at the fence pow,”
groaned the camera man, shuddering,
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and closing his eyes. ‘“That means the

finish, of course, At the speed that

beast’s going it can’t ”?
“Great Casar's

ghost!” broke 1n
Bates joyously. ‘“He’s cleared 1it!
What a jump! Did you see that, Bill?
That pony went over the fence as easily
as 1f 1t hadn’t been there. Miss Hol-
comb’s escaped that danger, at least.”

The screech of a locomotive whistle
came to their ears. The camera man
looked fearfully at Bates. ‘'Yes, she’s
escaped that danger; but the railroad
tracks lie a couple of hundred yards
beyond that wall; and there seems to
be a train coming. If that pony doesn’t
change its course, Miss Holcomb might
as well have been dashed against the
fence.”

Leland and the little Mexican, riding
hike the wind, and leaving the rest of
the pursuing band far behind, reached
the high stone fence together. Before
he had gone on the vaudeville stage,
Lopez had worked on a ranch and, like,
Leland, he knew how to get the utmost
speed out of a mount. But when he ar-
rived at the high wall over which the
pony with the helpless girl tied to its
back had disappeared, the Mexican’s
nerve failed him. To attempt that jump
secemed madness. He gazed at the ob-
stacle with blinking eyes, and instinc-
tively reined i his mount so sharply
that the beast rose on 1ts haunches.

And as he halted there, eager, but
afraid, Reckless Leland passed him by,
and, leaping the tfence, continued the
chase alone.

The runaway pony was less than
three feet from the railroad tracks
when Reckless drew alongside, and
brought the frightened beast to a stop
just as a fast freight went rattling past.

Miss Holcomb had fainted, but she
opened her eyes as her resctier began
untying the rope which bound her to the
pony’s back; and, to Leland’s great sur-
prise and admiration, when he had re-
leased her she jumped to the ground
with a brave laugh.

“That was a close call,” she said.
“When I saw that train coming 1
thought 1 was done for. You've saved
my life, Mr. Leland. Let’'s go back,

now, and continue the rehearsal. It’s a
good thing we weren’t grinding when
this silly pony ran away ; otherwise we’d
have spoiled a film.”

“Spoiled a film!” gasped Reckless.
“Wriggling rattlesnakes! you sure have
got grit, little girl! 1 never before met
a woman with such pluck.” |

The girl laughed again. “Do you
think so? I'm afraid I'm not very
brave—or I shouldn’t have fainted. 1
ought to be used to such accidents by
this time. We go through so many of
them, you know, in the moving-picture
business. 1 was almost drowned a cou-
ple of weeks ago, when we were making
a picture on the Hudson River. 1
jumped overboard-—tied to a rope—and
the rope broke, and I went down twice
before Mr. Bates jumped 1in and
grabbed me. And the other day I was
overcome by sulphur fumes. We were
doing a fire picture 1 a little cottage 1n
Yonkers, which we flled with pots of
sulphur, to make thick clouds of smoke,
you know, and when I rushed in to res-
cue my stage baby I was really over-
powered, and they had to get a doctor
to bring me to. Oh, yes, I've had so
many thrilling experiences since I went

into moving pictures that I oughtn’t to
be scared at anything any more.” '

When they returned to the “prairte,”
they were received with cheers. Mr.
Bates, Bill, the camera man, the red-
skins, and the cowboys gathered around
Reckless, and wrung his hand.

But there was one man who did not
take part in this tribute to the rescuer.
Lopez, the lhittle Mexican, stood some
distance away, scowling at the West-
erner. And, encountering the look of
hatred in his rival’s eyes, Reckless real-
ized that he was not the only man in
that outfit who was in love with the
leading lady.

CHAPTER VII.
A GREAT TEMPTATION.

HE next three weeks were very

pleasant ones for Reckless Leland.

Everything seemed to be coming his
way.
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In the first place, he continued to do
so well at his new job that Mr. Bates
assured him that it would not be long
before he was out of the ‘“‘chorus” class,
and able to play individual roles. In
fact, the latter was so pleased with his
work he predicted that Reckless would
one day rise to the eminence of a mov-
ing-picture star.

The Westerner was filled with delight
-8t this prospect; not that a canned-
drama career appealed to him particu-
larly tor itseli alone, but because he saw
in such promotion a chance to ‘“‘play op-
posite” to the leading lady.

The man who enjoyed this great
privilege at the present time was a good-

looking chap named Morton Mallory,

who had stepped from a forty-dollar-a-

week job with a theatrical road show
into a seventy-dollar position as leading

man with the Pendexter Moving Pic-
ture Company.

Mallory greatly appreciated the dii-
ference in salary, for there was a wife
and several little Mallorys to feed; but
he didn't secem to realize the other, and
—in Reckless Leland’s opinion—iar

more important advantages that went

with the new job. Every day he would

hold Miss Ruby Holcomb in his arms, in

front of the moving-picture camera,
sometimes maintaining that enviable po-
sition for a solid hour before the fas-
tidious Mr. Bates considered the scene
artistic enough to grind.

Sometimes the moving-picture girl
would throw her slender arms around
his neck; sometimes she would pillow
her pretty head upon his shoulder; in
one or two particularly affectionate
scenes she kissed him-~doing it over
and over again, until the gentleman 1n
the red sweater deemed the osculatory
effort good enough to be made into film.

And all these things Mr. Morton Mal-
colm took quite as a matter of course—
or, rather, as a mere matter of business.
It was quite evident that he was not at
all thrilled by such proximity with the
pretty leading lady. In fact, he had
once or twice been heard to mmplam at
the length of the rehearsals, and to

express himself as being exceedingly
bored. While Reckless Leland, watch-

ing ‘these poses with envious eyes, felt
that he would have given his right hand

for one such chance.

Thus far the roles which the West-
erner had filled had been sadly barren
of such opportunities. In one or two
scenes he had enjoyed the privilege of
holding the leading lady’s hand for a

‘brief moment; but even such slight bliss
‘as this came seldom. Most of the time

he merely did chorus work—riding with
the other cow-punchers to the rescue ot
the girl who had been kidnaped by In-
dians, or acting as one of the lynching
party about to string up the hero, whose
life was saved by the heroine just in the

nick of time.

when the heroine
to the rescue on a foam-

And, of course,
dashed up

flecked steed, she didn’t kiss the lynch-

ers—she always threw her arms around
the neck of the condemned man. And
even when she was rescued from the
redskins by the intrepid cowboys, she
didn’t express her gratitude by hugging
them all. She invariably fell fainting
into the arms of the hero, and let it go
at that.

And that was why Reckless Leland
was so much pleased by Mr. Bates’ as-
surance that it would not be long before

‘he would graduate from this group

work to more important roles. He

yearned for that day to arrive.

But in the meantime, although he
wasn’'t given any chance to make love
to the leading lady in front.of the mov-
ing-picture camera, Reckless was swift-
ly winning his way into Miss Holcomb’s
good graces—in real life.

Since the day that he had saved her
life, the moving-picture girl's attitude
toward him had been frankly cordial,
and they had become quite chummy.
She had even invited him to call on her
at her apartment on a Sunday affer-
noon, which invitation, needless to say,
Reckless Leland had eagerly accepted;
and he had made the acquaintance of
her mother and sisters, and quaffed tea
brewed by Ruby Holcomb’s own hand.

Thus everything was going very
nicely with the Westerner, and he would
have been very happy—if it nadn’t been
for a realization of the fact that he was
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a fugitive from justice. That realiza-
tion was never long from his mind; it
kept him continuously uneasy. It wasn’t
that his conscience troubled him; the
knowledge that he had been forced to
fire that shot to prevent himself from
being killed saved him from seizures of
remorse,

Nor was it the fear of being discov-
ered which kept him uneasy. It was be-
cause, possessing an open, straightfor-
ward nature, 1t went very much against
his grain to have to skulk and dodge the
vengeance of the law, So obnoxious
was this role of fugitive that several
times he was on the point of giving him-

self up to the police; but each time he

recalled that unfair account of the trag-
edy which he had read in the newspaper,
and he told himself that there was no
chance of h:s getting a square deal 1f he
took this step. So he decided to remain
in obscurity,

So far as his being discovered was
concerned, he had very little fear of
that. As the days went by he felt more
and more safe. He passed policemen
on the street, and although every mem-
ber of the force had been furnmished with
a description of the fugitive, they stared
at him without a sign of recognition.

They had been instructed to watch
out for a man with long hair and a
heavy mustache, and therefore it did
not occur to them to suspect this clean-
shaven, close-cropped young man of be-
ing the fellow they wanted.

Even the persons present in the café
that night wouldn’t have recognized him
1f they had seen him; for the lack of a

mustache and long hair makes a great’

difference 1in a man’'s appearance; and
Reckless took the precaution to shave
his upper hp every morning, and keep
the hair upon his head very short.

Mr. Bates, since that single occasion
when he had imparted to Reckless his
prejudice against close-cropped, clean-
shaven cowboys, had not again referred
to the subject. L.ike most geniuses, that
gentleman was erratic. Things that he
considered of all importance one day he
forgot all about the next. His objec-
tion to Reckless’ scarcity of hair had
been merely a passing whim.

But one day the matter of hair and
mustache came up again m a manner
which sorely tried Reckless Leland’s
soul. Morton Mallory, the leading man,
was laid up with a bad attack of grippe,
and sent word to Mr. Bates that he
couldnt come to work., DBates was
greatly annoyed at this message. He
was about to start work on a brand-new
play that day, and there were reasons
why the film had to be rushed through
without delay.

“I’ll have to get somebody else to play
his part,” he growled to Miss Holcomb.
“It’s too bad, because this 1s to be one
of the biggest things we've ever put
over, and I haven't got anybody who
measures up to the leading male part
nearly as well as Mallory.”

His gaze swept the group of actors
who played secondary roles. “No,
none of those fellowsll do. They
haven’t got the presence for this particu-
lar part. Mallory was just the man for

1t. 1 suppose I'll have to telephone one

of the agencies to send out a new lead-
ing man-—and I hate to book with stran-
gers, especially in a big production like
this.”

“Why not try one of the chorus?”
suggested Miss Holcomb, glancing to-
ward the group of cowboys and In-
dians who stood some distance off.

“No, I'm afraid they wouldn’t do.
Some of them look more like the part;
but I need a good actor, and none of
those fellows are clever enough.”

“How about Mr. I.eland?” said Miss
Holcomb quickly. “You’ve always said
that he’s got talent, and is too good for
the chorus. Why not give him a chance
to show what he can do?”

“Humph!” muttered DBates, staring

hard at the Westerner. ‘“Leland cer-
tainly looks the part. He’s big and
strapping. As far as appearances go,
he’s almost a better man than Mallory
for this role. But I'm afraid he hasn’t
had enough experience, and ?
- “Try him,” broke in the leading lady
eagerly. “From what I've seen of his
work I feel sure that he’d be able to
pull through. He may need a lot of re-
hearsing, but he’ll be able to manage it
all right.”
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Bates glanced again at the Western-
er’'s burly figure. “By George, Miss
Holcomb, I think I'll follow your sug-
gestion, That fellow certainly does
[ook the goods.”

He walked through the long grass to
where Reckless stood. “lLeland, 'm
going to give you the chance of your
lifetime to-day. Mallory 1s sick, and
I've decided to try you in his place 1n
this new play we're putting on. Do
you think you could do 1t? "There’s a
big love scene, and "’

“Try me,” exclaimed Reckless eager-
ly, without waiting to hear any more.
“Say, boss, out at Double B Ranch 1've

oot a hoss named Black Boy, which no

amount of money could buy irom me;
but if I don’t make good 1n this part I'll
make you a present of that hoss, and
pay hlS freight to the East in the bar-
gain,’

Mr, Bates smiled at his enthusiasm.
“All right; I'll accept that offer. But L
hope the horse stays at Double B, Le-
land.” He took some sheets of type-
writing from his pocket. “I'll read you
the scenario of the play, and you'll un-
derstand what’s required of you. It’s
called ‘The Horse Thief,” and ?

He broke off suddenly, and glanced
at the Westerner's face. “Oh, by the
way, you'll have to wear a wig and mus-
tache. The part calls for a chap with
long dark hair, and a heavy growth on
his upper hip. That smooth face and
close-cropped halr of yours won't do at
all.” f

“J.ong hair and a mustache!” gasped
Reckless, turning pale. “I'm afraid I

couldn’t wear them, boss. 1 2
“You must,” interrupted DBates, re-
garding him  with  astonishment.

“They’re part of the plot. The story
hinges on them, as you’ll see when I've
read you the scenario. Surely 1t can’t
make any difference to you what——"

“T couldn’t do it, boss,” declared
Reckless, shaking his head emphatically.
“I've got a certain prejudice against
hair, which ain’t to be put aside even
for a chance like this.”

Bates frowned. “This is the most ab-
surd thing I've ever heard, Leland.

What can be your objection? Are you

joking with me? If so, cut out the
comedy, my {iriend, because I haven’t
any time for kiddmg

But Reckless shook his head agam
It was quite apparent from the expres-
sion of misery on his face that he was
very much in earnest. He realized that
even though the long hair was only a
wig, and the mustache a false one, he
would look in these things almost ex-
actly as he had appeared that night in
the café when he had fired that fatal
shot.

And brief as would be the time in
which he would have to wear them, 1t
would be long enough, in all probahbil-
ity, to lead to his detection, for the films
for which he posed would be exhibited
at several hundred movmg-picture the-
aters throughout the city, and the
chances were that somebody would rec-
ognize him on the screen as the man
who had done the shooting.

“Come,” cried Bates impatiently, and
with an angry frown. “I'm not going
to waste any time arguing with you. If
you don’t want the part, I'll ind some-
body else. It’s doubtful whether you'd
have made good, anyway. 1 wouldn’t
have thought of even trying you 1f Miss
Holcomb hadn’t suggested it.”

A look of mingled astonishment and
joy came to the Westerner’s face. “She
suggested 1t7?” he exclaimed, and
glanced over to where the moving-pic-
ture girl stood.

She was too far away to hear their
conversation; but she was looking to-
ward them, evidently wondering what
all the argument was about; and as
Reckless gazed over in her direction
their eyes met.

“She’ll be in the picture, of course?”
he said hoarsely, turning to Bates.

“Of course she will. Miss Holcomb’s
to be the sweetheart of the horse thied.
That's the part I was going to try you
in ; but—

“Go on, boss.”

“The sheriff and his posse have
tracked the horse thief to his sweet-
heart’s cabin, and while he’s inside,
holding her in his arms, they——"

“All right, Mr. Bates,” cried Leland.
“I'll take that part—no matter what
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happens afterward. \Where’ll I get that

wig and mustache 7

CHAPTER VIIL
A STAR ROLE,

THE first part of “The Horse Thief”
was done up at the Bronx prairie;

but the cabin scene, being an interior,
was made in the moving picture com-
pany’s indoor studio at the main offices.

After they had got through posing in
the open air, which took one whole day
and half of another, Reckless Leland,
Miss Holcomb, and those of the actors
who were to appear in the cabin scene
jumped mto an automobile, and, ac-
companied by Mr. Bates, proceeded to
the studio.

While the car was speeding through
the city, the Westerner took the precau-
tion of removing the wig and false mus-
tache with which Mike, the property
man, had supplied him, for he did not
care to run the additional risk of being
recognized en route by some vigilant po-
liceman.

This was the first time Reckless had
ever posed for an indoor picture, or had
ever been inside the studio in which
such scenes are made. He was aston-
1shed at what he saw there, and half
blinded by the glaring green lights al-
ways used for interior work.

All kinds of scenery was to be found
stacked up in this room; but instead of
being 1in more or less natural colors, as
is the scenery of the ordinary stage, it
was all in black and white. A corps of
stage carpenters were busily hammer-
ing together a structure of canvas at
one end of the room, and Reckless saw
at a glance that this was the “cabin”
in which the horse thief was to visit
his sweetheart while the sheriff and his
posse were waiting outstde to hang him.

“All ready, now, Mr. Bates,” said the
boss of the carpenters, hammering a last
nail into place as they approached.
Bates inspected the interior of the
cabin with a critical eye. ;

“Pretty good effect,” he commented,
“but we need some more pictures on
the walls. Tack up a few lithographs—
the kind of stuff a rough Western girl

- love with the girl.
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would use to decorate her den; and that
ceiling looks too new. This isn’t the liv-
ing room of a New York apartment; it’s
the tumble-down shack of a poor West-
ern family. Smear up the ceiling, and
knock some holes in the plaster. Smash
out a couple of panes of glass in that
window, too, and nail rough boards
across. And take out that table. Who
ever heard of mahogany furniture in a
log cabin? Bring in that plain pine
table over there, instead. That'll serve
much better.”

These changes having been made, the
moving-picture camera was adjusted,
and the strong green lights were fo-
cused on Reckless and Miss Holcomb,
who took their places inside the shack.

In the greenish glare of the lights,
Miss Holcomb’s complexion looked
ghastly ; but that didn’t lessen the joy
of Reckless lLeland when she flew into
his arms, and rested her head on his
broad shoulder.

He forgot, then, that he was posing
before a camera ; forgot that he was in a
fake cabin made of canvas; forgot that
the girl in his arms was only playing a
part—that this was nothing more than
her daily work, and that while she snug-
gled against his shoulder she was taking
care to keep her face turned toward the
photographer’s lens, and wondering
anxtously whether the love light in her
eyes would show properly on the film.

Reckless forgot all these things, and
forgot, too, that he was wearing a wig
and a false mustache which might prove
extremely disastrous for him. Ie was
living that scene, not acting it, and he
put his big arms around the girl’s slen-
der form and hugged her so tightly that
lﬁe nearly squeezed the breath out ot

er.

“Very good!” cried Mr, Bates ap-
provingly. “Very good, indeed! You've
got 1t almost good enough to grind, right
now. But a little more fervor, Mr. Le-
land. A little more fervor. Remember,
you’re supposed to be desperately in
Try to show it on
your face.”

A little more fervor! Ye gods and
little ishes! If he didn’t show he loved
her on his face right then, thought
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Reckless, he must be suffering from fa-
cial paralysm

“Take your head from his shoulder,
Miss Holcomb, and try looking up into
his face instead,” suggested Bates.
“Give him the goo-goo eyes. You know
how I mean.”

Reckless gazed into those big brown
eyes which the girl obediently focused
upon his, and he trembled with joy at
the love he saw 1n their depths.

“Fine!” cried Mr. Bates, with great
enthusiasm. ‘‘Perfectly splendid. Mal-
lory couldn’t have done 1t any better.
Hold that expression, Mr. Leland. I
won't keep you waiting long. We're
going to grind it out right now.”

He turned to the camera man. “Let
her go, Bill. We couldn’t get it any bet-
ter than that if we rehearsed ’em for a
hundred years.”

And as the camera began to whir, re-
cording this love scene on several hun-
dred feet of film, Reckless, holding the
girl in his arms, and gazing into her up-
turned face, continued to maintain the
expression which had wrung such warm
praise from the artistic soul of Mr.
Bates.

Suddenly the camera stopped, and
Reckless became consciotts of a jarring
voice, which said: “That’s all, thank
you, Mr, Leland. The picture’s fin-
ished—and I'm willing to bet right now
that 1t’ll be a beaut.”

The jarring voice was that of Mr.
Bates, and it announced the end of those
few minutes of Dliss.

“That’s all, Mr. Leland,” said Miss
Holcomb, in a most matter-of-fact tone.
“Don’t you hear that the grinding 1is
donte? No need to hold me any longer.”
And she slipped out of his arms, and
stepped out of the canvas walls of the
shanty, and, walking over to a mirror,
calmly began to arrange her much-dis-
ordered hair.

For a few seconds Leland still stood
there, as though dazed, his complexion
a ghastly green from the strong spot-
lights, although there was plenty of red
blood 1n his face at that particular mo-
ment.

Then he came slowly out of the cabin,
chucklmg to himself. “And to think, 7

he muttered, “that I get paid five dollars
'J"

for doing that!

CHAPTER IX.
THE PENALTY,

ORTON MALLORY’S attack of
orippe didn’t prove as serious as

he had feared. He came back to work
in a couple of days, and Reckless re-
turned to his job in the ‘“chorus,” and
had no more opportunities—for some

days, at least—to act love scenes with
Miss Holcomb.

He had done so well in “The Horse
Thief,” however, that Mr, Bates had
promised to promote him as soon as
there was a vacancy in the ranks of the
actors who played more important parts.
Therefore the Westerner was not with-
out h{}pe

And, in the meantime, outside of the
world of make- believe, he was continu-
ing to make great headway 1 his woo-
ing of the moving-picture girl. He
hadn’t yet got to the point of being able
to muster up the courage to repeat in
real lite that blissful scene which he
and she had enacted under the glaring
green lights of the studio, and he hadn’t

been able to inspire that expression on

her face which had been there when he
had held her in his arms, and she had
looked up into his eyes, before the whir-
ring camera ; but he and she had become
the best of friends, and he was a fre-
quent caller, now, at the pretty little
apartment uptown. There Miss Hol-
comb served him tea out of the daintiest
oif china cups, or fed him wonderful
concoctions which she made in a chaf-
ing dish.

And during working hours, up at the
Bronx prairie, her manner toward him

- was so cordial, and she bestowed upon

him so many smiles, that the rest oi the
company soon began to take notice, and
to exchange significant grins—all ex-
cept the little Mexican, Lopez, whose
face grew longer each day, and whose

scowl grew darker every time he looked

at Reckless Leland.

One evening, about three weeks after
the making of “The Horse Thief” pic-

ture, Miss Holcomb and her twelve-
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year-old sister, Marjorie, were walking
through West Fourteenth Street, when
they passed a moving-picture theater
outside which were several highly col-
ored lithographs announcing the good
things to be seen 1nside for a dime. One
of the posters bore this legend:

PENDEXTER COMPANY'SLATEST
AND BEST

“THE HORSE THIEF”

Stirring Western Drama of Love and Heroism,
Full of Action and Pathos. Don’t Fail to See
This Film. You Can’t Afford to Miss It.

“Let’s go in,” said Miss Holcomb to
her sister. “I haven't seen myself on a
screen for months; besides, there’s one
picture they're -showing here I'm par-
ticularly interested in.”

They entered the darkened audito-
rium and sat watching other films, and
istening to illustrated songs for an hour,
before the title plate of “The Horse
Thiet” was flashed on the screen.

Miss Holcomb viewed these pictures
—the productions of rival film concerns
~—with a hypercritical eye, and Ire-
quently made whispered comments to
her sister as to the defects she found 1n
the posing; for the canned-drama ar-
tiste has the same weakness as the act-
ress of the ordinary stages—she cannot
refrain from *“knocking” the work of a
rival performer, when she sits “in
front.” .

But when, at length, “The Horse
Thief” was put on, the Pendexter Com-
pany’s leading lady ceased to whisper,
and sat watching the progress of the
film with great interest.-

She was not so absorbed in the pic-
ture play, however, that she failed to
notice the remarks of two men who oc-
cupied seats directly in front of her and
her sister.

These men—not suspecting the iden-
tity of the girl who sat behind them—
did not trouble to lower their voices

when they commented to each other on

the appearance of the horse thief’s de-
voted sweetheart.
“Ain’t she a peach, Bill?”’ said one ad-
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miringly. “Would you leave your happy
home for her?”

“In a nunute,” answered Bill prompt-
ly. “Say, I'd give a whole lot to"know
the original of that picture, Pete, I've
a good mind to go around to the office
of the company that made that film, and
try to get acquainted.”

Little Marjorie Holcomb giggled, and
nudged her big sister in the ribs. “Did
you hear that, sis? There’s a chance
for youl”

Miss Holcomb smiled. “Hush! Don’t
let them hear you, or they’ll look
around,” she whispered.

A few seconds later one of the men
satd something that caused both girls
to lean forward mm their seats eagerly,
and the amused smile vamshed from
the elder girl’s face. |

“Say, Bill!” said Pete, pointing to-
ward the screen. “\Vho's that fellow
with the long hair and mustache, 1n the
picture? His face looks tamiliar to
me.”

“And to me, too,” replied Bill, *“l
seem to know him, and yet I can’t ex-
actly place him. I guess we must have
seen him in other pictures, and that’s
why his face 1s famihliar.”

But Pete shook his head. “No, I'm
pretty sure that I've scen him some-
where 1n real life. I wouldn’t swear to
it, but I've got an idea that I've met
him. Now, where was 1t7”

Suddenly as the ‘"horse thief” on the
screen came into the foreground of the
picture and stood, life size, facing the
audience, the man addressed as Bill
emitted an excited exclamation: “Pete,
yow're right. FP've got him placed now.
That night in the café when the murder
was committed. That’s where we saw
him.”

“Sure!” exclaimed the other, equally
excited. ““That’s the fellow that did the
shooting. I’'m. willing to swear to it.”

They arose and left the theater hur-
riedly, not waiting to see the finish of
the picture.,

Little Marjorie Holcomb nudged her
sister. ‘“Did you hear what they said
about Mr, Leland, sis? Can it be pos-
sible that ?

“Hush!” whispered the elder girl, her
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face very pale. - “Yes, I heard what
they said; but of course it 1sn’t true.
People are always recognizing the char-
acters in moving pictures as persons
they think they know. I've had lots of
lettets from men and women who are
quite sure that I'm their long-lost daugh-
ter or sister., Those men have made
a ridiculous mistake. Come on, Mar-
jorie, let’'s go home.”

“Will you say anything to Mr, Le-
land about what we've heard, sis?”’ 1in-
quired the little girl, as they left the
theater.

“Oh, no; of course not,” replied Miss
Holcomb. *It’s too ridiculous to repeat.
Besides, it might hurt his feelings.”

Nevertheless, when she saw Reckless,
the following morning, at the Bronx
prairie, she did mention the matter to
hin.

“I heard a funny thing last night, Mr,
Leland,” she said, with a nervous laugh.
“I dropped into a moving-picture show
with my lttle sister, and they were
showing ‘The Horse Thief.” There were
a couple of men in front of us, and
when you came onto the screen they
thought they recognized you. They
spoke about a murder in a café, and they
said you were the man who did the
shooting. - Isn’t that a good joke?”

She was watching his face intently as
she spoke, and she saw how he changed
color.

“It’s all up with me now,” said Reck-
less to himself. *“‘Of course, those fel-
lows have gone to the police with their
information by this time, and I'll be
nabbed for sure—probably before an-
other hour has passed. 1l knew trouble
would come of my wearing that mus-
tache and wig. I had my fun, and now
I reckon I've got to pay the penalty.”

Suddenly 1t occurred to him that
there was still time to save himself. He
was free as yet, and there was no reason
why he shouldn’t remain free—if he
acted quickly.

He had enough money in his pocket
to pay his fare out West. If he left at
once he could be on the train and speed-
ing toward Double B Ranch before the
police realized that he had made his es-
cape. And even 1f they got on his track,

starting to-day.

and followed him out there—well, the
boys at the ranch wouldn’t gwe him up
without a struggle.

“Of course, I know there’s no truth
in what those men said,” exclaimed Miss
Holcomb, breaking in upon his medita-
tions. She tried to speak confidently,

but 1n spite of herself there was a tre-
“mor 1n her voice.

“I stmply mentioned
it to you, Mr. Leland, because it struck
me as being such a—a good joke.”

“It’s the {funniest thing I've ever

heard,” responded Reckless, with a
harsh laugh. Then he held out his hand
to her. “Well, good-by, Miss Holcomb.

I've got to attend to a little personal
matter out of town, so I reckon 1 can’t
stay to-day to take part in 7

He was interrupted by Mr. Bates,
who came up to them with a scowl upon
his face and a telegram in his hand.

“Good morning, Mr. Leland. Here’s
another big chance for you. I've just
heard from Mallory that he’s got an-
other attack of the grippe, and can’t get
up here to-day. Confound that fellow,
he’s always getting sick! So I'm think-
ing of putting you in his place.”

“Sorry,” began Reckless, “but I can’t
possibly——-"

“You did that love business with Miss

. Holcomb 1n ‘The Horse Thief’ so well,”

Bates went on, unheeding the interrup-
tion, “that I think you’re just the man
for the star role in the new play we're
There’s a big love

3

scene 1n it, and——
“Can’t possibly do it, boss,” broke in
Reckless Leland hoarsely “I've got to
leave
He stopped short, and looked at Miss
Holcomb, a great yearning in his gaze.
Oh, for the joy of holding her once
more 1n his arms—to have her face
raised toward his! Life and hiberty
suddenly seemed to him inconsequential
matters compared to such happiness.
And, after all, he told himself weak-
ly, there was a chance that those fellows
hadn’t gone to the police with their in-
formation. It was possible that they
had changed their minds, and decided
that they were mistaken in their identi-
fication.
Or, even if they had not changed their
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minds, there was a chance that they had
not gone to the police as yet. Maybe
they had put 1t off until to-day, 1n which
case 1t would be safe for him to delay
his flight until he had availed himself of
this tempting opportunity which Bates
held out to him.

Leland looked at the girl he loved
again, and proved himself deserving of
the nickname which his comrades at
Double B had bestowed upon him.

“All right,” he said to Bates. “I had
an 1mportant engagement, which called
for my leaving town right away, but I
reckon 1t’ll have to keep until after we've
done this film.”

CHAPTER X,
A STIRRING SCENELE.

THIS play,” said Mr, Bates, referring

to his typewritten scenario, ‘‘is
called “The Quarrel.” It’s all in the open
air, so we can make it out here. There’s
a shooting in the first picture. The girl
quarrels with her lover, and in her tem-
per pulls a gun, and fires three shots at
him. They all miss, and—well, I'll tell
you the rest afterward ; that’s enough to
go on with. Miss Holcomb and Leland
get ready for the first scene.”

Within fifteen minutes, Reckless and
the leading lady were ready to begin the
rehearsal. The girl had come to the
grounds dressed for the part, and Le-
land had gone to the dressing room and
hastily donned the Western costume
which the part called for.

“(Go and take your places near that
big tree,” Mr. Bates instructed them.
“Miss Holcomb, where's vyour

fellows hand her yours.’

Fvery member of the chorus, all of
them dressed as cowboys ready to come
into the scene later on, reached for his
six-shooter, loaded with blanks, which
went with the costume.
Mexican, Lopez, was the first to draw
his weapon from his belt.

The Mexican’s face was very pale,
and there was a queer glint in his eyes
as, with a graceful bow, he handed the
revolver to Miss Holcomb. But no-
body noticed these symptoms, and the

- with her.

gun? .
Haven’t got one, eh? W'ell, one of you.

But the little
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girl thanked him with a smile as she
took the weapon.

“Now,” said Bates, glancing at the
typewritten sheets in his hand, “you
walk toward each other as the picture
opens, and embrace each other with
much tervor. Don’t forget to put gin-
ger into 1t; you're a pair of lovers, you
know, and mighty glad to see each
other,

“Suddenly a letter falls from your
pocket, Leland. Miss Holcomb, as she
lies in your arms, spies it, breaks away
from you, and picks it up. It's in a
woman’s handwriting. You snatch it
out of her hand before she can read it.
Your face shows that you are very
much flustered. Don’'t Torget that—
very much flustered.

“Miss Holcomb demands to know
what’s in the letter. You refuse to tell
her. She becomes angry. You plead
She won't listen. She walks
away from you. You call atter her, and
step toward her, your arms outstretched.
She whips a revolver from her dress,
and shoots at you three times. She
misses. You shake your head sadly,
and walk slowly away out of the pic-
ture. The girl, penitent, covers her face
with her hands, and bursts into tears;
but you don’t look behind you, and she’s
too proud to call you back. That’s the
end of scene one. Let's get to 1t.”

Eagerly leland stepped forward to
enact the first part of this scene. Miss
Holcomb flew into his arms, and he held
her tight. And in that embrace he for-
oot the peril which menaced him, and
wished that that pose could last forever.

“Say something to her,” yelled Mr.
Bates. “Speak to her as you hold her
in your arms, Leland. You're not sup-
posed to be deaf and dumb, you know.
Lovers generally talk when they meet.
Keep on hugging, but say something,
too.”

“I love vou,” said Reckless, with a
tenseness which would have done credit
to the greatest of matinee 1dols. “I
love you, little girl. 1 may never see you
again after to-day, but I've got to tell
you that before I go.”

“Great stuff!” exclaimed Mr.
enthusiastically. ‘“Those words

Bates
don’t
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exactly belong in the play, for you're not
supposed to be going anywhere, you
know—but they’ll look just right in the
film. The facial expression 1s splendid.
-Now pass on to the letter mncident.”

Reckless obediently dropped an en-

velope from his pocket to the grass, and
the girl picked 1t up, and they went
through a quarrel scene with a realism
which won the hearty approval of Mr.
Bates.

“Fine!”  the latter  exclaimed.
“You’re both doing so well that we'll
need very little rehearsing. Now for
the shooting scene. Understand, Miss
Holcomb, you retreat from him slowly,
and, turning, fire three shots at him as
he comes after you. Don’t forget that
you’re beside yourself with rage. Make
your face show it. Leland, stretch out
your arms pleadingly as you step to-
ward her.”

Miss Holcomb, giving Reckless a look
of withering scorn, walked off several
yards away from him. Even though
her back was now turned toward the
camera, she made 1t evident by her car-
riage that she was exceedingly angry.

Reckless, calling after her, and
stretching out his arms entreatingly, ad-
vanced toward her. At his call she
turned, and, facing the camera, a won-
derfully well-simulated expression of
fury on her countenance, whipped out
her revolver and fired at him—once,
twice, three times.

And at the third shot Reckless spun
around and sank to the ground.

“Hey! Not that!” cried DBates.
“What are you doing, Leland? That
“isn’t in the play. You don’t get shot,
you 1diot! She misses you every time.”

But Miss Holcomb ran toward Reck-

less with a frenzied cry, and, kneeling
beside him, pillowed his head in her
arms. “I've killed him! I've killed
him!’ she moaned, and added, some-
what inconsistently : “Oh, get a doctor,
somebody. Please hurry!”

Bates, realizing that this was genuine
tragedy, knelt beside the stricken man,
and put his ear to his chest. Then he
turned to the group of horrified actors
who had gathered around. “He 1sn’t
dead,” he said. “I don’t know -how

badly he’s hurt, but he still lives. Yes;
hurry up and telephone for a doctor,
some of you. Don’t stand there, gap-
ing like a lot of idiots.”

Suddenly spying the little "\/Iemcan
Lopez, hanging back on the outskirts of
the throng, Bates addressed him sharp-
ly: “You handed her that gun. How do

you explain that it contained bullets in-
stead of blanks?”

“l—I don’t know,” stammered the
Mexican, his face livid. ‘“They—they
must have got in there by accident.”

Reckless, opening his eyes in a few
minutes, was surprised to find Miss Hol-
comb bending over him, her face close
to his. As he looked up into her eyes
he saw in them an ,expression which
made him think that he was still posing
in a love scene for the camera.

Just at that moment, two men, thick-
set, short-necked, and square of jaw,
came across the grass, and pushed their
way through the group of cowboys.

“Excuse us for buttin’ in on this pic-
ture, boss,” satd one, addressing Mr.
Bates, “but 1 guess you’ve got a man
here by the name of Leland—and, if so,
we want him for homicide.”

As he spoke he pulled back his coat,
and displayed a badge fastened to his
suspender—the badge of a central of-
fice detective.

CHAPTER XL

GOOD NEWS.
EARING these words, the Ilittle
Mexican, Lopez, was very sorry

that he had handed that gun to Miss
Holcomb. He had put the bullets in the
gun because, crazed by the Westerner’s
growing favor with the leading lady,
he had made up his mmmd to find a
chance to kill Reckless lLeland some time
during that day’s posing.

His first intention had been to do the
shooting himself, but when he had
heard Mr. Bates select Leland for the

leading role, and had learned that the

scenario required the heroine to shoot
at the hero, 1t had occurred to his in-
geniotts mind that to hand the weapon
to Miss Holcomb, and have her bring
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about the demise of his rival, would be
a great improvement upon his original
crude plan.

But now that he learned that Leland
was a fugitive from justice, and that
these officers had come to put him be-
hind bars, and perhaps start him on his
way to the electric chair, he realized that
he had acted too hastlly What 1s the
use of going to the trouble of shooting
a rival in love when the law is ready to
get rid.of him for you?

Therefore, Mr. Lopez was greatly re-
lieved when Reckless staggered to his
teet, thus showing that he was not mor-
tally wounded. The bullet, which had
entered his breast, near the left shoul-
der, had lodged in a cushion of muscle,
and although the force of the shot had
been sufficient to knock him out momen-
tarily, his injury was not severe.

“I'm the man you want,” he said to
the detectives. “I reckon it was those
fellows who saw me, on the screen at the
moving-picture show last night who
tipped you off where to find me, eh?”

One of the officers nodded. “Yes,
that’s how we got wise to you. We
went to the main office of the Pendex-
ter Company this morning, identified
you from the film, and was told that
we'd find you out here.”

“And a big fool you were not to give
yourself up right at the start, Leland,”
said the other officer, “instead of giving
us all this trouble.”

“But, of course,” said Miss Holcomb
to the detectives, “those men are mis-
taken. Mr. Leland i1sn’t a murderer.
I'm quite sure of that.” She turned
anxiously to Reckless. “It 7s a mistake,
1sn't 1t?  You didn’t shoot that man 1n
the cafée. It was some one that resem-
,bled you, wasn’t 1t "

The Westerner shook his head gloom-
ily. “No, those fellows were quite
right. It was me that did the shooting.
But 1 want you to believe that it wasn't
miturder—at least, not as we understand
the term out West. 1 had to kill that
fellow 1n self-defense. He had the drop
on me, and there was only a part of a
second to make up my mind. 1 decided
that I'd rather shoot than be shot—so 1
fired first.”
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" corrected one of the detectives,
“you’re slightly wrong there, Leland. It
was that crook who fired first, but his
gun hung fire—and before he could pull
the trigger again you dropped him.”

Reckless, scarcely believing that he
could have heard aright, stared at the
man 1n astonishment., “Yes, that’s
true,” he said, “but, wriggling rattle-
snakes! how 1n blazes do you know it?”

The detective chuckled. “A little
bird told us—or, rather, two little birds.
There were two chaps in the café that
night who sat at the next table to yours
and saw the whole thing. They dropped
into headquarters yesterday morning,
and told us just how it happened.”

“But why didn’t they speak up before
yesterday 77 demanded Reckless.

“They were afraid to. You see, they
are both married men, and afraid of
their wives—you know that kind—and
they hadn’t ought to have been in that
cate that night. They had told their
better halves that they was at a Y. M.
C. A. meeting, or something of that
sort, and they were afraid to come for-
ward with what they knew for fear of
getting into trouble at home. But their
conscience had been troubling them, and
yesteirday they decided to come out with
the truth, regardless of the conse-
quences. We're convinced that they're
telling the truth, too; for the gun we
tound under the table, and which we
supposed at first was yours, has since
been 1dentified as having belonged to the
mah who was killed.”

Miss Holcomb heaved a sigh of relief.
“In that case, then, why are you arrest-
ing him for murder?” she asked.

“Not murder, miss—merely homi-
cide,” corrected the detective. “That’s
nothing but a technical charge. You
see, even though he shot in self-defense,
the fact remains that he took a human
lite, so we have to place him under ar-
rest.

“But there won't be nothin’ to it,” he
added reassuringly. “When he rells his
story in court, and it’s corroborated by
these new witnesses, he’s sure to be ex-
onerated.”

“Oh, I'm glad to hear that,” said the

fi{NOj?“
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moving-picture girl, extending her hand
to Reckless Leland.

And, seeing the expression that was
on their faces, as they stood gazing into

— — iy

each other’s eyes, Mr. Bates, in a fit of
absent~-mindedness, shouted: “Hold
that pose! It doesn’t need any. re-
hearsing. It’s good enough to grind.”

e

Learning to Talk at Twenty-Five

A ’\/IA\T learning to talk at the age of

twenty-five years, at the same time
that his infant daughter was trying to
form syllables and words, seems a para-
dox. But such was the experience of
Harry J. Scott, of Goshen, Orange
County, New York. Moreover, 1t took
him five years to learn.

Scott was a clerk i a Goshen gro-
cery. About six years ago he was a
member of the Cataract Engine Com-
pany, of the Goshen Fire Department.
The company had bought some new ap-
paratus and was testing 1t 1in the village
street, when something broke and a
piece of iron struck Scott on the head
with such force that it depressed a sec-
tion of his skull, and the piece of bone
pressed on the brain. Scott was un-
conscious for days.

" Doctor Frederick Seward, Doctor
Dennis, and Doctor Condit, who at-
tended him, agreed there was but one
chance in a thousand for the man to re-
cover. The piece of bone was removed,
and then fitted into place again. The
lacerated brain cells were treated anti-
“septically, and results awaited.

At the end of two weeks conscious-
ness gradually returned. Iood was
given by artificial means for a time,
then httle by little strength seemed to
return, and he could swallow normally.

But though .consciousness had re-
turned, the power of speech had not.
The man could not utter a syllable.
At 1ntervals he would seem to try to
speak. The doctors could find no or-
ganic impediment to speech. After a
fess months, followmg some premoni-
tory symptoms, the man’s lips moved 1n
sound. It was not a syllable or a word,
but 1t was a sound. He was encour-
aged to repeat the effort, and one day
he formed a syllable or two. In turn

more syllables, and in time, by dint of
much patience and encouragement and

effort, one-syllable words were spoken.

The doctors decided the injury had
affected one side of the section of the
brain controlling the organs of speech.
They say that it 1s known to the med-
ical fraternity that in such a case the
remaining side m time will take over
little by little the functions or a share
of the functions belonging to the other
side. Hence the man’s gradual recov-
ery of the power of speech.

By the time he was able to torm poly-
syllable words and short sentences, his
daughter Ruth, who was born shortly
after the accident to her father, began
to learn to talk. It was strange to hear
the grown man, with other faculties in-
tact, even to the extent of being able to
read papers and books intelligently and
write normally, lisping words and
phrases the same as the child. The two
were inseparable, and learned to talk
together. Progress was more rapid
with the child than the father.

After a couple of years, Scott was
able to resume his work as a clerk 1n
the grocery. His speaking vocabulary
was limited, but as he waited on cus-
tomers and used the words he had
learned, it increased. Fluency and ease
of speaking came slowly.

There was a halting hesitation about
every utterance. It was as 1f the man
were trying to recall a forgotten some-
thing, to grasp a lost faculty. Patience
and practice, however, made for con-
stant though slow improvement, and
gradually fluency and ease began to
come.

Through the remaining months and
years down to the present, i1t has con-
tinued, but only recently has Mr.
Scott’s power of speech become nor-
mal. To-day he talks as easily and
fluently as he ever did, and no one who
does not know him would ever suspect
his strange experience. The little
daughter that learned to talk with her
father is now a bright-eyed schoolgirl.
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CHAPTER 1.
- THE HUNTER AND THE GAME,

il HE calm white desert was slip-

sl AS ping away under the stars.
SegZes Mr. Cole, detective, smiled,
W and touched the water in a

finger bowl which the waiter
had just set before him.

“So you'd like to know,” he said to
the young man opposite, “how 1t hap-
pens that I've been on this train since
we left Denver—a day and a half ago
—and you haven’t seen me until now.
Well, I think I'll put the answer up to
you,” he went on, a bantering light in
his eye. “Does 1t occur to you that
you've been owning that observation
platform ever since we hit the Royal
Gorge? Who 1s she, Maddern?”

Justin Maddern leaned across the lit-
tle table, and spoke in a low tone: “I
was fortunate enough to do her a favor
at the station in Denver, and before
we’'d been three hours out—well, we
have been hogging that observation end,
I admit. You’ll laugh, Cole, but hon-
estly I never had a girl affect me so seri-
ously before.”

The detective’s glance was of mingled
pity and contempt. The words from a
man like Maddern did not ring true.
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“She 1s an attractive girl,” Cole ad-
mitted, “and I was fortunate enough to
see your gallant act at the station. It
really astonished me. So I watched you
two. I'm interested in developments.
That’s one of my hobbies.”

“We sat out on the platiorm until
two this morning,” Maddern went on.
“l think the mountains and the moon-
light had a lot to do with the affair.
Anyway, we arrived at the point of ex-
changing personal history. She’s bound
for some place 1in Arizona.”

Cole put a bill on the waiter’s tray.
“This 1s on me, Maddern. Now, please
don’t argue. You were saying ”?

“Her name’s Neva, and she’s bound
for Arizona.”

“What else?” |

“That’s all. I mean that’s all that
could possibly interest you!” Maddern
suddenly frowned.” “I say, Cole, you
didn’t by any chance get commissioned
by my father to shadow me, did yqu?’”

“You admit you need 1t Cole asked,
amused. _

“I admit T have needed it,” Maddern
returned, grinning. “And I guess the
governor thinks I need a guardian now,
too. It’s a wonder he’d trust mé so far
from home alone, 1sn’t 1it? Gave me a
thousand dollars, and said it had to last
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three months. Said that was every cent
he’d allow me. If I spent 1t in one
month I'd starve for the next two.”

“Maybe you'd work,” Cole suggested.

Maddern lifted his eyes. ‘““That’s his
game. Do you know he even gave me
the address of a friend of his out 1n San
Pedro. Said the chap would give me a
position on the new breakwater. Think
of me holding down a real job.”

“I'd advise you to keep the address,”
the detective said. “You'll have to eat
in Califorma and luck plays us some
odd pranks.”

“Thanks,” returned Maddern dryly.
“Let's talk of something pleasant.
Where are you bound r”

“I don’t know.” Cole gazed reflec-
tively from the window.

“You mean you won't tell ?”

“I mean I don’t know It all de-
pends.”

Maddern fixed his eyes on the table-
cloth a moment, then said: “l get you,
Cole! You're dogging some one on this
train.”’

“I won’t deny 1t.”

“Then 1t’s not me.”

The detective shook his head.

“But the governor sent you, didn’t
he r” --

“Yes. The firm of Maddern & Miles
1s rather interested in a certain bill clerk
of theirs who dropped out of sight six
months ago, with some money belong-

ing to them.” -
“Oh, I understand!”

“Glad you do.”

‘“He’s on the train, and you’ll nab him
when he leaves. Is that the program?”
- “Patience,” was all that Cole replied.

CHAPTER 1I.
DIFFERENCE OF OPINION,

USTIN MADDERN, son of John
Maddern, head of the banking firm
of Maddern & Miles, of Denver, had
been shipped to California by his father.
Three years at an Eastern college had
drained the senior’s patience and wor-
rited his pocketbook.
“Get out!” the elder Maddern had ex-
ploded, when Justin bluntly admitted

- 1ne some tea and toast.

1t, too.

being in several scrapes, and also in
debt. “Get out to Cahfornia. I'm dis-
gusted! Get out there among strangers,
and maybe you’ll get a little sense
knocked into your head. I'll start you
with a thousand dollars, and it’ll have to
last you for three months.” He said
some other things, which you heard jJus-
tin tell the detective.

So the young man departed, bag and
baggage. At the station he met the girl,
and played an important role in the lit-
tle scene enacted there—a case of mis-
checked baggage. After that they were
friends. Many continuous hours alone,
on the observation platform, are con-
ducive to ‘“development,” as Cole had
expressed it.

After the chat at the table the two
left the car, and walked back to the rear
buffet and parlor coach. Here Cole ex-
cused himself, and stepped into the buf-
fet for a cigar. Justin continued on to
fiind Neva curled up 1n a big chair, en-
orossed 1n a magazine,

“Can’t I bring you something to eat?”
he asked, sitting beside her.

“Thank you, but I had the porter get
It was plenty.
I'm not the least hungry. I'm—mnerv-
ous! I'm not used to traveling, and
the thought of seeing my brother in a
few hours takes away my appetite!”

“Going to live in Arizona?”’ Justin
asked.

“I—I guess so. You see, there’s only
my brother and myself, and we're more
like pals than anything else. We've been
that way ever since we were left or-
phans.” Her eyes lighted up at the
mention of her brother. “Oh, Dick 1s a
wonderful chap. I'm wild with fear
that some girl will come along and
“marry him!”

]ustm laughed with her. “Jove, but
a man’s lucky to have a sister like you
ke observed, in a low voice.

“Dick’s workmg on a ranch. L1kes
He was always fond of the out-
doors and horses. I'm glad he got out
of the city.”

They went out on the open platform,
sank back in chairs, and for a moment

gazed upon the vast expanse of sky and

desert.
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“To-morrow night I'll be traveling
alone,” he said presently. “I’ll miss you
a lot.” '

- “Yott’'ve been considerate to me,” she
returned. *I appreciate 1t.”

“May I write you?” he asked; “or
would your brother object?”

“He wouldn’t object—if he knew
you.”

Justin fumbled for a card and pencil.
He wrote her name—Miss Neva Doug-
lass. “And the address?”

“Circle City, Arizona,” she told him.
“In care of Richard Douglass.”

He dropped the card into his coat
pocket. “When do we arrive there?”

“In about three hours, I think.”

“Your brother will be at the station
to meet you, I suppose?”

“Of course. Or he might show up at
some town before that. 1 wired him
this morning.”

At eleven o’clock, when most of the
passengers had left the parlor end of the
car for their berths, Justin suggested
lemonade, and went to the buffet to get
it. While the porter was mixing it,
Cole sidled in, and touched Justin’s
shoulder.

“When does your friend leave us?”
he asked.

“You mean Miss Douglass? Oh, it
depends upon the time the train gets
into——"

Justin cut his remark short. A sud-
den, gripping suspicion entered his
mind.

“Depends upon the time the train
gets where?”’ Cole asked again.

Justin closed his fngers.
‘Scott!” he muttered. |

“No such town as that,” came from
the detective.

“Cole!” Justin began. “The man you
are aifter 1s named Douglass!”

“Yes, Richard Douglass.”

“When did he take the money from
the firm?”

“Last Christmas.”

“And the amount ¢’

“Nine hundred exactly.”

“They know he took itr”

“Almost certain!”

“Great
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satd evenly. “You're {iollowing the
sister—Iletting her lead you to the
brother.”

Cole’s shoulders went up. “Since
you've guessed it, yes. My profession
has 1ts unpleasant duties; but a thief’s a
thief, and the law must o

“Hang the law!” Justin burst out.
“What's the use of digging into the
past? You merely think that man took
the money, and you are going to ruin
his whole life because of that belief.
What's nine hundred dollars to my
father? Nine hundred dollars against a
man’s name and a sister’s heart! This
Douglass has been living a clean life—
why won’t you let him continue ?”

“Sorry 1 can’t accommodate you,
Maddern,” Cole observed quietly. “But
your father’s orders were ?

“Yes, 1 suppose dad i1s worried about
the money. He always did do that.

- He’d spend a hundred to get fifty back!

But just forget what he said, and listen
to reason. This girl’s a brick, and she’s
wrapped up in her brother. I'm sure
she doesn’t know about this affair he’s
charged with. If she did, it would kill
her, that’s all. Hang it all, man, haven’t
you any heart?”

“Hearts are not trumps in my busi-
ness,”’ the detective responded. “Now,
look here,” he said seriously. “When
that money was missed from Douglass’
department, he quietly dropped from
view. We couldn’t get the least trace
of him. Isn’t that pretty strong evi-
dence? Iinally I got wind of a sister
—that girl you've been sitting out on
the platform with—so I kept a watch on
her. I knew she was in touch with him.
When she left town the other day I was
positive she would meet him. So I
tagged along. Possibly she doesn’t
know the truth—and I do feel sorry for
her; but you can’t mix sentiment with
law. When she greets her brother, I’ll
be right on the job with a warrant.”

“Well, at least you don’t know where
she’s to get off this train,” snapped Jus-

tin, “and T’ll take pains to see that you
don’t learn.”

“Really?” The detective shook his

Justin set his lips in a straight, hard head in a pitying manner. “I’m afraid

line.

“Pretty mean trick, Cole,” he you're about five minutes too late. I
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lifted a card from your pocket—you
had her name and address on it. Oh, I
wouldn’t flare up. Your lemonade 1s
waiting.”

CHAPTER III. *
 NOT SCHEDULED.,

WITH a pounding heart, Justin took

the two glasses the porter held
out, and made his way very carefully
back to the rear platiorm; still, he
spilled some of the lemonade. His mind
was working in a strange manner. The
last ive minutes’ conversation with Cole
had brought a sudden realization home
to him. How peculiarly the once-forgot-
ten affair had returned! How was it
to work out? For the first and only
time in his life Justin felt burdened with
a vital responsibility.

As he stepped out of the rear door
and called to the girl, the lights went out
like a snuffed candle. A sickening rush
of air tore at his lungs. In the inky
darkness the hooded roof sank down;
he pitched forward, blindly holding to
the two glasses, and realizing, toolishly,
that he was spilling the contents.

Steel shrieked on steel; the splinter-
ing of wood crashed to his ears: he
shouted, but was unable to hear his own
voice. He felt, in that flash of time,
without in the least losing conscious-
ness, as i1f a mighty whirlwind had
picked him up, twisted him about, top-
tashion, and finally hurled him brutally
to the ground.

A vague, measureless interval fol-
lowed. He found himself doubled up,
not uncomiortably, under the hood of
the observation car. Cautiously he
tested each muscle, prodded himself
expectantly. Nothing appeared to be
wrong.

“Great guns!” he murmured rever-
ently. “A smash-up, and I'm as fit as a
fiddle! What do you know about that
for luck?”

Then he remembered, and his heart
skipped a beat or two. Where was
Neva? She had been at least within
five feet of him the moment the lights
went out. With a groan, he groped
about in the limited space. Twisted
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steel, bits of jagged wood, rods, glass,
and parts of chairs—everything, 1t
seemed, sprang up under his touch ex-
cept what he dreaded to feel. The girl
was not there. Either she had been
thrown away from the wreck, or

He shuddered, wiped at his moist
forehead, and found a match. This he
struck, shielding it with a palm. Then
he peered fearfully gabout. Nothing
other than what his fingers had dis-
closed met his gaze.

The match went out, burm-ﬂ"g down to
his fingers. He lay for a long time, gaz-
ing straight into the gloom that envel-
oped him. At times he heard the dis-
tant murmur of voices, the chopping ot
what might have been axes; once he
heard an explosion that jarred _the
ground. The timbers creaked and set-
tled about him. In the silence that
followed he lifted his voice and called.
He received no answer.

A tiny point of light first aroused his
curiosity. As it grew larger he sat erect,
rubbing at his eyes. When understand-
ing finally regained its sway, he was
conscious of a peculiar tremor passing
up and down his spine; his body sud-
denly became moist, his pulses fairly
jumped into a race.

With a quick intake of breath, he
oripped at the nearest steel rod, and
pulled at it. It yielded not the slightest
part of an inch. Then he gained his
knees, and with both hands worked at
the tangled wreckage that held him
trapped.

He cried aloud, desperately, as the
light became brighter. It flared so high
now that his surroundings were bathed
in a dull, reddish, pulsating glow. Oc-
casionally a heated wave fanned his wet
face like the breath from some 1nfuri-
ated amimal.

The wreckage was burning!

A puff of smoke, biting like acid to
his eyes and lungs alike, served as a
spur. He attacked the immovable tim-
bers with a fury éittle short of madness.
His fingers became bleeding stumps—
yet somehow, stich was his fear, he felt
no pain from them. The sweat poured
into his eyes. The smoke increased.
His trap was becoming unbearable.

L
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He sank wearily exhausted against
the side. This, then, was the end. The
fire was gaining, inch by inch. Soon,
very soon, it would reach his body.

Staring death in the face, Justin’s
mind went back to what had passed only
a short time ago. The situation gripped
his brain, sweeping, for the moment, all
before 1it.

Subconsciously he fumbled, and
found his cardcase. With a stub of a
pencil, and by the aid of the glowing
flames, he hurriedly wrote across the
back, signing his own name. After a
second’s indecision he took out his cigar
case, slipped the card into it, and then,
with all his remaining strength, he
hurled it through a small opening in the
roof above his head. He saw it disap-
pear.

The smoke thickened like a pall. He
coughed. Then he lifted his voice for
the last time. His reason left him like
the breaking of a string.

CHAPTER 1V,
PROFESSIONAL HONOR.

HE drifted back to the world again

with the cold night air on his face,
and the white stars twinkling high above
him. For the moment he could not rec-
ollect what had happened; then, with
half a frown and an impatient move of
his arms, he remembered.

As Justin sat erect, feeling stiff, but
otherwise unhurt, he saw the line of
wreckage below him, some of it still
smoldering. Toward the east the sky
was reddening. Dim forms moved
back and forth. To the left he saw the
glimmer of sickly yellow lights and the
outlines of buildings—a station building,
a water tank, and the tall, lifted arm of
a sémaphore. It pounded to his wan-
dering brain that this was a tiny sta-
tion in the heart of the desert, and that
the wreck had taken place just outside
the vard himuts.

Justin got up and lurched along the
embankment. The yellow light beck-
oned. At the door of a low shed he
paused and looked in. It had been hur-
riedly fitted up as a hospital.

Several |

women, passengers, evidently, flitted
back and forth among the makeshifts of
beds. A few lanterns offered the only
light. As he swayed there, almost
drunkenly—for his brain was still
dazed, and his limbs weak—some one
called his name, and he turned to look
into the eager face of Neva Douglass.

“Oh, Mr. Maddern,” she cried. “You
—and unhurt?”

He wagged his head slowly. “Not the
lellaﬂ: hurt! Just a trifle dizzy, that’s
all.

He clung to her arm, conscious and
happy for the slender support she
made. “l never expected to see you—
here,” he said again.

“I was flung clear of the car, and
landed in the soft sand. I didn’t even
lose my senses. I've been helping the
others who were not so fortunate.”

“Brave girl,” Justin said, and pressed
her arm.

“There’s a friend of yours—on the
end cot,” she went on. “He’s been ask-
ing about you—over and over.”

The detective, Cole! Justin had for-
gotten him until this moment.

“Badly hurt 7" he asked thickly.

“Not seriously—but his legs are
bruised. The doctor has just left him.”

justin swallowed hard. Cole injured.
Could it possibly mean that the detective
was unable to follow

“I'll go to him,” he said.

In the faint hght ot the lantern, he
sank down beside the last cot. The girl
tiptoed away 1n answer to a cry. Cole,
opeming his .eyes, uttered a sharp ex-
clamation :

“Hello, Maddern!
hell, did you? Hurt?”

“Not at all.”

“Good! I wasn’t so lucky. Got my
legs bunged up some. Doctor said I'd
have to stay in bed for a month. C(an
you beat that?” _

“I’'m sorry,” Justin replied. But his
heart beat just a trifle faster,

“Well, it can’t be helped,” Cole went
on, as if resigned. ‘“Might have been
worse. I got bunged up—but I got
Douglass!”

Justin jerked himself erect so vio-
lently as to jar the cot. He stared dully

(Get out of that
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upon the sufferer for a moment before
his lips could frame the two words:

“Got him?”

“Yes; and in a funny way. Part of
that buffet car fell across miy legs.
There 1 lay like a trussed chicken,
watching the fire creep toward me. |
was about to give up when a big chap
came along, sang out cheerfully, and
chopped me free with an ax. When he
was lifting me out I happened to get a
good look at his face, and under the
smut and grease and dirt I saw—Rich-
ard Douglass! Guess we both got wise
to each other at the same time. He sort
of trembled. I said: ‘Hello, Douglass!
Just been looking for you. Coming
back without any fuss?” And he an-
swered: ‘Yes, I'll come with you; only
let me work here until daylight; there’s
so much to do. There are dozens under
these cars yet. Just let me work until
daylight, won'’t you?’

“So I let him work!” Cole resumed,
after a pause. ‘“What else could I do
—after the chap begging me with tears

in his eyes? He’s to come here at dawn
and surrender.”

“And his sister?” Justin asked. “Does
she know ?”’

“Hardly think so. They've been
working side by side for hours I guess.
Douglass has brought in at least a dozen
men since I've been here. He’s been a
fiend for work! And the girl—well,
I'm not much on sentiment, and I al-
ways scoff at it, but, jingo! she’s got the
softest hands and the most healing
touch Heaven ever gave to woman!”

“And—and you’re going to arrest
Douglass—when he comes here?”’ Mad-
dern exclaimed hoarsely.

Cole nodded. “At dawn!”

“He'll never come,” Justin asserted.

“He gave me his word—and I took
t,” the detective said quietly.

justm sank back against the wall, but
continued to stare straight into the de-
tective’s wite face. “A man pulls you
from certain death—and instead of
thanking him you arrest him! I’ve been
rotten in my time—but 7

~ “It’s the profession, Maddern,” Cole
interrupted. “Don’t forget that!”

CHAPTER V.
A PRISONER TAKEN,

THE dawn broke as swiftly as a stage

sunrise. The flat, arid floor of the
desert melted into pink and gold, and
the skies trembled with their multifari-
ous colors.

“I told you he wouldn’t come,” Jus-
tin said, after the long interval of si-
lence. “Any man would be a fool de-
liberately to surrender—give up his lib-
erty—-——especially when he knows you
can’'t get him again.”

Cole only looked out of the low door
and said: “He’s coming now.’

‘The man came in; he seemed fairly
to fill the doorway and the very room.
He was wide-shouldered, bronzed by the
desert sun, coatless and hatless. He
stood for the moment gazing back to-
ward the wreck, now plainly visible in
the dawn; his big hands clenched them-
selves. He turned and saw the detec-
tive.

“I'm here, Cole!” His voice was
calm and even. “I said sunrise, didn’t
I? I'm a minute or two late. There
was so much to do—out there.”

The detective struggled erect in his
cot, and Austin slipped a pillow behind
him. “Douglass, shake hands with Mr.
Maddern.

Justin grlpped the man’s hand. “I'm
happy to meet you, Mr. Douglass!”

Douglass allowed his eyes to rest
upon the other’s face for the moment.
“1 recollect chopping you out of that ob-
servation end,” he said. *“Pretty nar-
row for you it was, too.”

Something choked in Justin’s throat.
He tried to speak, but before his lips
could form the right words, Cole inter-
rupted ;

“l guess there are plenty of us who
owe our lives to you, Douglass!” The
detective bit his lip, then resumed, his
voice once more under control: “I
guess there’s no use discussing a painful
subject any longer. We three at least
know the exact situation. ILast Christ-
mas a package of currency amounting
to nine hundred dollars was missed
from your department, Douglass. Evi-
dently you were aware of it before the
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others, because you suddenly dropped
from sight.”

Douglass bowed his head. “I’'ve been
cowardly. 1 couldn’t help myself. 1
didn’t steal the money, but I knew all
the evidence would be against me, and—
and I did so want my freedom. So I
came here.”

“John Maddern put the case into my
hands. We located your sister. \When
she left Denver 1 followed, confident
she was to meet you.”

Justin broke into a cry. “Wait—
Cole,” he stammered. “l want—to say
—that——"

“When I've finished you can talk,”
Cole interrupted. ‘‘Meanwhile, it be-
comes my painful duty to get these
bracelets on the gulty man!”

Cole reached for his coat at the head
of the cot, and brought out a pair of
handcuffs. Douglass paled, but he ex-
tended his hands, that the detective
might easily adjust the steel loops. Jus-
tin in turn started forward. His hands,
too, were outstretched, as 1f to plead for
the other.

Cole, with a deft move, reached out,
and snapped the handcufts about the
nearest wrists—those of Justin Mad-
dern!

CHAPTER VI,
IN THE CIGAR CASE,

HALF an hour later, when Cole and
Justin were alone together, Doug-
lass having left for the ranch with his
sister, Maddern turned to the detective.
“When did you first suspect me?” he
asked.
“I had my suspicions all along. But
I wasn’t positive until 1 found that con-
fession of yours in the cigar case.
Douglass picked 1t up and handed it to
me, thinking 1 had dropped 1it.”
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Justin stared across the hot desert.
The emergency train had arrived an
hour ago, and they were carrying the in-
jured into the special cars. His hand-
cuffs had been removed.

“I've learned a wonderful lesson to-
night,” he said, after a while. “I think
I've been tried by fire——and come out a
man. That day I took the package of
notes I was desperate—needed the cash
to square same pressing debts. I knew
my father wouldn’t give it to me. I had
no i1dea of any one being accused of the
theft—although I might have known
had I not been such a fool! And then
to-night, when 1 saw those flames eat-
ing toward me, and realized that 1f 1
were to die and Douglass still be ac-
cused ” He broke off, with a sob.

“I think 1t best that your father learn
nothing of this—he might not under-
stand—the way I do,” Cole said quietly.
““I shall merely say that Douglass re-
turned the money, and

Justin looked into the detective’s face.
The understanding dawned clear, and

he smiled.

“I think it would be the best way,”
he answered. He slipped a hand to his
inner pocket and drew out an envelope.
From i1t he passed over to Cole nine
one-hundred-dollar bills. But one bill

remained of the sum his father had
oiven him.
“Sometimes,” Cole said, smiling,

“sometimes my profession isn’t so bad;
still, it 1sn’t a game of hearts.” He hesi-
tated a moment before resuming., “I—I
suppose you’'ll be returning with me—
back to Denver?”

Maddern shook his head. “My ticket
is still good—and 1t reads through to
San Pedro. And I still have that card
the governor gave me. 1 think I'm
going to have a jolly time working on
that new breakwater.”

Latest Convenience

GENT
to put it right.”
Customer: “You don’t?”

| Agent:
instantly turns upside down.”

: ““This 18 the motor car you want.

You never have to crawl under it

“No; 1f the shghtest thing gets wrong with the mechanism the car
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CHAPTER I
A RECKLESS INVESTMENT,

TIGER-SKIN rug at ten dol-
lars and ten cents would seem
to be a bargain. Then, again,
it might prove a complete
waste of currency. It all de-
pends whether you want a tiger-skin
rug, also on the condition of the article.
‘This particular rug had been offered at
a customhouse sale, and knocked down
with peculiar swiftness to Mr. Schussler
for the sum of ten dollars and ten cents.

Mr. Schussler, whose fur store in the
middle of a block on a cross-town street
you may have noticed, had gone to the
sale intending to purchase fox skins.
But either he couldn’t get his bids in at
the right moment, or he hesitated at an
advance., Many more important oppor-
tunities than fox skins have been missed
in the same way. But Schussler did not
see 1t exactly in that light., He thought
there was favoritism on the rostrum,
and openly satd as much. Mr. Auction-
eer firmly refuted any such pact, advised
Mr. Schussler to speak up louder, and
promised him ample redress for a purely
imaginary grievance. |

He delivered it presently when he
offered the tiger-skin rug at ten dollars.

In a spirit of nettled irony Schussler
bid ten cents advance. The auctioneet’s
pencil fell with a smart rap on his book,
as he remarked that the tiger-skin rug
had passed to the ownership of  Mr.
Schussler.

“TI hope,” said Mr. Auctioneer, smil-
ing pleasantly, ‘“that the gentleman is
now satisfied there is no favoritism here.
I accepted his bid right away.”

For a moment Schussler looked non-
plused, while one or two of his-ac-
quaintances it the fur trade chuckled.

“Well, you got the tiger rug all right,”
said a little man, who had been a spir-
ited and successful bidder for the fox
skins. “Nobody wanted to raise your
ten cents on that tiger rug. If you was
sleeping, Schussler, I guess Mr. A’ction-
eer was awake. What you going to do
mit that old tiger rug? 1 think you bet-
ter cut it up for a winter overcoat.
Make a new style for the attomobile.”

Schussler had already perceived his
error, and, pulling himself together, re-
fused to admit either lack of judgment
in his purchase, or that he had not a
definite purpose when the ten-cent bid
slipped rashly out of his mouth.

Still, when he came to examine the
rug, he found little joy in his acquisi-
tion. It proved to be rusty in shade,
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worn in patches, and looked as it if had
been kicked around the appraiser’s store
for months, possibly years.

He certainly did not want the rug,
and could not foresee what he was going
to do with it, unless it might be used for
repairing other tiger rugs. But that
kind of work came in seldom, and
meanwhile he was out ten dollars and
ten cents, plus twenty-five cents ex-
pressage. |

And that was not all. There was
Mrs. Schussler. Mrs. Schussler was
both his domestic and business partner
—a capable woman, who took charge of
the shop in his absence. She had ap-
proved the prospective purchase of the
fox skins, but to bring home an old
tiger-skin rug was another matter, for
which he might anticipate more or less
severe criticism.

He felt it would be difficult to explain
just how he came by the thing, and for
the life of him couldn’t find a purpose

for 1t which would satisfy Mrs., Schus-

sler’s probable questions. At least, not
until he was riding uptown 1n a street
car, and his eye chanced to fall on a
lion in mortal combat with a python,
mounted above the door of a fashion-
able fur store. Quite a satisfied smile
overspread his tace, which some people
would call a beam of inspiration. What
his 1dea was, he hastened to put before
Mrs. Schussler the moment he crossed
the threshold of his fur shop.

“Well, we don’t get the fox skins,” he
began. ‘“They was all moth-eaten and
no good. But I bought a tiger rug—
very cheap—for ten dollars and ten
cents.”

Mrs. Schussler looked up sharply
from marking some dyed rabbit-skin
mufts at prices suitable to near-mink.

“A tiger rug!”’ she exclaimed. “What
you want to go and buy a tiger rug for?
Why ”?

Schussler interposed with an apolo-
getic cough and gesture:

“Just wait, while I tell you why I

bought the tiger rug—at only ten dollars

and ten cents—which was a wonderful
bargain for a tiger rug. At the sale I
was talking with Mr. Blumenburg, of
The International Fur Company. Every

year he go to London and Paris two or
three times to buy furs. That fellow,
Blumenburg, thinks nothing of writing
la chﬂeck tor a hundred thousand dol-
ars.” |

“Yes, but what has that got to do
with your buying the tiger rug?” Mrs.
Schussler questioned to the point.

“We come to it this way.” Schussler
invented as plausible a story as possible
as he went on: “Blumenburg said to
me : ‘Schussler, you have a nice location
and a good trade, but how long you go-
ing to keep that old show bear above
your shop front? By Jiminy! pretty
soon that old show bear shake loose, and
if he fall down and hit a policeman, then
vou get into trouble, You surely do
need a new show bear, Schussler.” And
it seem to me he was right.”

“Well!” ejaculated Mrs. Schussler,

“Well, don’t you see we take the old
show bear down and fix the tiger skin
on his frame. We have then a fine
show tiger. As I came up on the car 1
see now they have a lion fighting with
a big snake over a fur store. Kvery-
thing grow bigger all the time. Used to
be a small animal was enough. Pretty
soon, I guess, we have show elephants.
Now we take a2 jump from the old bear
to a tiger. That 1s why 1 buy the tiger-
skin rug, and we have a new sign for
ten dollars and ten cents.”

CHAPTER II.
A POOR MASCOT.

RS. SCHUSSLER was not entirely
convinced, though there appeared
to be business logic in her husband’s ar-
gument, She was a practical woman,
but, for all that, she hesitated to part
with the old show bear which, for sev-
eral years, had presided over thetr des-
tiny, upward from a small beginning.
In a sense she believed 1t had brought
them luck, and was doubtful about the
benign influence of a tiger. Still, she
was forced to admit the rains of sum-
mer and storms of winter had left the
show bear presenting a woefully dis-
reputable appearance.
Its ghastly jaws lent to the face a
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grotesquely hideous expression, while
the torn, rent, and tattered skin dis-
closed 1n places the framework beneath.
It was clearly long past patching up, and
no longer worth the trouble of covering
with a mackintosh in wet weather, as
had been Mrs. Schussler’s concern in
times past. -

For these reasons she yielded a some-
what reluctant consent, particularly
when the tiger-skin rug arrived, to
prove 1n no wise available for indoor
ornamental purposes.

On their close expert inspection, how-
ever, certain peculiarities were observed.

At one time the skin had undoubtedly
been of the first grade; its mounting
was of foreign workmanship, and the
head retained the animal’s original
whiskers, which was unusual, owing to
the native's desire to possess stich ob-
jects for charms.

Moreover, when the eyes were
cleaned of stains and dust, the crudity ot
Oriental work was clearly in evidence.
No attempt had been made to reproduce
with any fidelity the natural eye of the
tiger, but, instead, two green, transpar-
ent balls had been inserted in the sockets
of the skull, giving to the beast’s face a
peculiarly sinister expression.

“I'll tell you,” said Schussler, turn-
ing the rug over thoughtfully with his
foot, “what we do do when we get the
tiger skin on the old bear’s frame. We
have an electric wire run up into the
head, and two lights behind the eyes.
Then when he look down at night fierce,
I guess he make people stop. How
about that, Mrs. Schussler?”

Mrs. Schussler agreed that since the
change in their show animal was to be
made, it was best to render the tiger as
noticeable as possible.

“After a while,” added Schussler re-
flectively, as improvements occurred to
hun, “we can have one of the tiger’s
paws on a stuff’ goat. That will be more
in style. But for the present I think the

lights 1n his eyes will make a big effect.

Out of the dark he will look as if he is
going to jump right down into the street.

That should be good advertising, worth
many times ten dollars and ten cents.”

The process of transferring the tiger
skin to the frame of the old show bear
proved more arduous than Schussler an-
ticipated, because bears and tigers are
built on somewhat different lines, and
parts of the bear irame had to be altered
to suit the convenience of the tiger.

But fortunately the show bear’s pose
—on four legs, with head turned ob-
servingly streetward—was easler of
adaptation than 1f, to use a heraldic
phrase, it had been a savage beast ram-
pant. Thus, when the tiger was comn-
plete, with eyes electrically aflame after
dark—Dblazing down 1n savage green fe-
rocity upon the passing waytiarer—the
Schusslers were gratihed by general
recognition of their labor.

““T'hat fellow, Schussler, is putting on
style with his tiger,” remarked the pic-
ture-frame maker, opposite, to his neigh-
bor, a bird and fancy animal dealer.
“Business 1n the fur trade must be look-
ing up.” -

“Um!” grunted the fancy animal
dealer. “The darned thing is scaring
all my goods to death—set the dogs,
cats, and monkeys in the window to
kicking up a pretty racket. It's the eyes,
I guess,; that worry them.”

Now things go well or bad according
to a vartety of circumstances, in which
such manimate objects as show bears or
tigers can have no influence. But when
a very mild winter followed the change
from the old show bear to the compara-
tively new tiger, and consequently the
demand for furs fell to a low ebb, Mrs.
Schussler’s fears began to perceive a
connection.

It was almost confirmed when a furi-
ous gale taxed insecure props, and, get-
ting a grip on the tiger, twisted it around
so that it hung perilously over the street.
Schussler called in competent workmen,
who firmly secured the tiger with 1ron
rods and clamps, but Mrs. Schussler
saw 1n the incident an unfavorable
omen. She imagined the tiger was go-
ing to prove a hoodoo, just as she had
regarded the old bear as a mascot.

It was rather a case of “I told you
so,” and Schussler was again inclined to

regret that intemperate bid of ten cents

advance.
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CHAPTER III.
THREE EYES.

TWO men of bronze complexion, who

wore their long hair twisted n a
knot under the back rim of their hats,
dropped in one day to ask 1f it would
be possible to rent the floor above
Schussler’s shop. The one who acted as
spokesman gave his name as Sadath
Pestinji, and remarked that the other
was his brother. They wished to open
an Oriental salesroom on the floor
above.

‘““This-place,” said Sadath, running all
his words together 1n a curious, meas-
ured way, ‘“this-place-would-suit-our-
purpose-very-well, Yas, very-well! We-
see-that-1t-1s-now-to-be-sure - occupied,
but-sometimes-a-change-can-become-ar-
ranged. Yas, become-arranged.”

Schussler replied that he couldn’t an-
swer for the present tenant—a photog-
rapher—but there would be no harm
done by approaching him or the agent
on the subject.

The two men thanked Schussler pro-
fusely, and went out of the shop 1 a
kind of amble, being unaccustomed to
wearing lleavy shoes.

For some days they did not reappear
but Schussler heard from the photog-
rapher that he had accepted a good ot-
fer to vacate the premises. Presently
the photographer moved out, and Pes-
tinji & Co. occupied the floor ‘with some
cooking pots and a few cheap sticks of
furniture.

They gave out that a large consign-
ment of goods was.on the way, and
drew down the shades to be secure from
observation. Apparently they seldom
went out, except to purchase provisions,
but when they did so, Mrs. Schussler,
whose curiosity in the foreign strangers
had been roused, noticed that i1f they
chanced to pass the front of the shop,
they bowed after their own fashion by
raising the finger tips of both hands to
their foreheads. This she took to be
an act of courtesy toward herself, and
nodded pleasantly in return.

“Mr. Sadath.was in, asking about the
show tiger,” she remarked on one occa-
sion. “He wanted to know where you

got it, and why you fixed it up over the
shop front. He didn’t seem to under-
stand.” ‘ |

“He didn’t!” repeated Schussler.
“Well, I don’t see why he wants to hnd
out anything about 1t. I don’t care for
those fellows’ looks, anyway-—kind of
slippery, snakelike people. They have
no goods up there, and 1 don’t under-
stand their business. One thing 1s
pretty certain—they don’t intend to buy
furs. 1 guess we have no particular
reason for encouraging them to come
around,”

It may be Pestinji & Co. compre-
hended Schussler’s attitude toward
them ; in any case neither member of the
firm again attempted to cross his thresh-
old. When passing they usually main-
tained a downcast, thoughtful mien, as
if entirely concerned in their own af-
fairs.

Presently the Schusslers lost interest
in their movements, and hardly gave
them cursory notice. In this way a cer-
tain night fell which brought with 1t
surprising developments.

Schussler had closed up at a late hour,
and joined Mrs. Schussler in their flat
a couple of blocks away for supper.
It occurred to him that he had not
switched off the lights in the tiger’s eyes,
or, rather, Mrs. Schussler reminded him
of one or two former omissions in that
respect.

He was not quite sure, but he thought
he might just as well return and make
certain, because to keep the lights going
all mght when business was slack was
a useless waste of electricity.

Therefore, telling Mrs. Schussler that
he would be back in ten minutes, he
picked up his hat and went forth briskly.
A short walk brought him in view of the
store, and he saw in the comparative
darkness of the side street that the ti-
ger’s eyes were out. The peculiar glare
of those green balls could be seen easily
from that distance, therefore he reck-
oned he must have switched off the cur-
rent.

And yet, somehow, he didn’t recol-
lect having done so. He paused, a trifle
uncertain whether to take another look
at the store or return to the flat.
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A little splutter of blue flame at the
base of one of the tiger’s paws drew his
attention. Possibly something had gone
wrong with the insulation; the tiger
might be in danger of cremation; so he
decided to investigate.

Approaching his shop, he glanced up,
to mark a moving object—or what
seemed to be such—in the deep shadow
between the tiger and the side wall ot
the building.

Above, one of the windows oi Pes-
tinji & Co. was partly raised, and a face
could be seen peering out with caution.

An arm reached downward from the
window in the act of passing something.
A moment later another hand stole
around the tiger’s head, the fingers
working nimbly over its features.

This much Schussler made out in the
slanting gleam of a street lamp.

He jumped back into the road, and
shouted. The hand was swiftly with-
drawn 1nto the shadow behind the tiger,
and the window above was closed
stealthily. | a

Schussler shouted again, but, receiv-
ing no response, hardly knew what to
make of 1it. Certainly there was some-
thing wrong, the first idea in Schuss-
ler's mind being an attempt to steal his
show tiger. If so, 1t was an outrage he
did not feel like enduring passively.

It was possible to step from the hall
window of the second story onto the
ledge above Schussler’s shop. He had
availed himself of that route to adjust
the tiger’s mackintosh in wet weather,
and he took it now with speed, three
steps at a bound.

He gained the hall window; threw 1t

open, and climbed on to the sill, reach-
ing down with one leg for the ledge.
- Instantly his foot was grasped by two
hands, and he was jerked violently out-
ward, his intended destination evidently
being a bone-fracturing crash on the
pavement beneath.

But in the wrench he had swerved
sideways, and, throwing out his arms
wildly, managed to grasp the hind quar-
ters of the tiger.

The next moment he found himselt
jammed in the narrow space between

the tiger and the wall, at death grips
with a muscular adversary.

He had cast one arm around the oth-
er’s neck, and he recognized in the tace
thus drawn close to his own the mali-

~ciously contorted features of Sadath

Pestinj1.

Meanwhile Sadath had locked his
arms around Schussle-’s chest, and, py-
thon-fashion, was endeavoring to
squeeze the breath out of him. Also,
the window above had again been
opened, and an arm came forth, this
time making thrusts with a supple blade
to reach a vital spot in Schussler, pro-
tected somewhat by his antagonist’s
body.

In his cramped position Schussler
could neither twist, turn, nor use his dis-
engaged arm to any advantage. Neither
could he shout for assistance, for the
coiled arms had so tightened that only a
gasp came ifrom his throat, while his
ribs seemed to be on the point of crack-
mng.

The curious struggle went on 1n si-
lence, except for the desperate efforts to
gain breath. It seemed likely to end dis-
astrously for Schussler unless moved to

decisive action, for Sadath’s brother, or
partner, was preparing to climb down

from the window and use his weapon
to a certain stroke.

Schussler realized this, and pulled
himself together for a final struggle.
He sank down suddenly, and, being
mtuch the heavier of the two, managed
to carry Sadath with him, twisting him
into such a position that he fell under-
neath.

The securely clamped forepaws of
the tiger held hrm, and saved both from
rolling down into the street. This was
Schussler’s chance, and he took it.
Gaining a purchase with his knee, he
sank both hands into Sadath’s throat,
and heaved with all his might.

The arms around Schussler’s body
were unwound 1n an effort to dislodge
the throat grip, and Schussler was there-
by enabled to put forth shouts of in-
creasing volume for help.

Shortly a group of inquisitive and
gesticulating tigures collected beneath,
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wendering at the fight going on behind
the show tiger. A policeman appeared
on the scene, and Schussler directed him
to a settlement of things by way of the
landing window. Thus, when Sadath
had been dragged from the ledge, and
the blade thruster night-sticked into
submission, the vpoliceman looked to
Schussler for an explanation.

“They were trying to steal my show
tiger,” was the irate and panting charge
he made. “I guessed as much when my
wife told me they wanted to find out
where 1 got 1t.”

The policeman looked a bit puzzled.
Stealing a show tiger was a unique of-
fense in his experience. It seemed to
need further investigation. That re-
sulted in the discovery that the electric
wires for the eye lights had been neatly
severed, and that one of the tlger S eyes
was missing.

A personal search revealed the tiger’s

eye 1n the possession of one of the pris-

oners. At least, apparently so, until
another one was found on the ledge just
beneath the tiger’s head, where it had
evidently fallen in the struggle.

Thus, when the policeman took the
prisoners to the station, he carried as
exhibits of the crime one rubber glove,
a pair of shears, and two tiger’s eyes.

CHAPTER IV.
IN LARGE FIGURES,

T the station Schussler 1dentified his
tiger’s eye in the one found on the
prisoner, by a slight scratch on the sur-
face, which he had carelessly made with
a tool when adjusting the head. As to

the other eye, he knew nothing, except

that 1t was apparently intended for a
substitute.

As the prisoners refused to explain
thetr action, the first proof to bear out
this theory was the discovery of a mys-
tical inscription engraved on the reverse
surtace of the eye, backed by a trans-
parent pigment to give it the appear-
ance of being carved in the center.

Then followed the surprisigg expert
decision that the eye was not of ordi-
nary glass, as the Schusslers and every
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one else supposed but an emerald of
great price.

Very qu1ckly Schussler plucked out
the tiger’s other eye, but that proved an
imitation closely resembling the one on
the ledge.

Naturally the quest1011 tollowed as to
whether both the tiger’s eyes had been
precious stones, and the prisoners had
been successful with one of them in a
tormer attempt? It was never definitely
answered.

They would not say anything.
Neither threats nor persuasion could ex-
tract a word. They refused to defend
their action, and were convicted of at-
tempted burglary and assault.

After a term of years in the peniten-
tiary, where they maintained good con-
duct, they were 1eleased and never
heard of again, |

Detective Sergeant Hogan, who was
assigned to the case, trailed it back- ;
ward as far as he could. There were
merely the customhouse records, in
which 1t was stated that the tiger-skin
rug had been seized on a satlor attempt-
ing to smuggle, and tor all that was now
known of the sailor, he might have gone
to Davy Jones’ locker.

But by referring the matter to Pro-
fessor Hoffman, the Orientalist, a little
light was turned on the mystery. Pro-
fessor Hoffman deciphered the inscrip-
tion carved in the stone as the name of
an 1dol of special sanctity, and conse-
quently entitled to a blaze of jewels, 1n-
one of the great Hindu temples near
Madras. -

He gave 1t as his opinion that the rug
had been used as a seat for the idol,
that it was stolen by the sailor, and its
wake had been subsequently taken up
and followed to the United States.

As to its bearing on the fortune of
the Schusslers, you have only to step

~into a frst-class jeweler’s and ask for

an emerald of eeveral carats weight
and deep grass-green velvet shade, sim-
ilar to that of the tiger’'s eye. It the
jeweler has one of that size and quality,
his chief trouble will be to fix the price
high enough—away beyond diamonds
and all other precious stones.
Consequently, when Schussler got a
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bid of five thousand dollars, 1f it mo-
mentarily took his breath away, it very
quickly made him wary. He smiled and
shook his head.

“But I don’t come here for a joke,” he

said. “This stone 1s the same as Rus-
sian sable, and when we bid for Russian
:aable—-—well——ue talk business.”

“But, Mr. Schussler,” the merchant
jeweler began to protest.

“All right,” nodded Schussler indif-
ferently, holding out his hand for the
emerald, “I'll take it back.”

But the jeweler retained the stone,
gazing down 1into its marvelous depths
almost lovingly.

“Well, what price do you set upon

it 7”7 he questloned

Schussler leaned over a polished
table in the merchant’s office, fixed his
eyes penetratingly on the other’s face,
and said slowly:

“Fifty thousand dollars.”

What Schussler keenly noted was that
while the jeweler atfected astonishment
he did not treat the price named with
contempt.

There followed much dickering, con-
sultations between the partners of the
hrm, and several trips back and forth
by Schussler. Meanwhile he led Mrs.
Schussler to believe that, after all, the
stone was not worth much. Iinally the

- i

jeweler climbed to an offer of forty
thousand dollars.

“And two thousand for Mrs. Schuss-
ler,” added Schussler., “Just as you
have your partners, so there 1s with
me Mrs. Schussler. As it 1s, Mrs.
Schussler says ? |

The jeweler interposed, with a ges-
ture, as 1f he had heard 1t all before
and was weary of further argument.
He simply wrote a check for forty-two
thousand dollars and handed it over to
Schussler.

Thereupon, Schussler went home in a
taxi, grinning and waving his hand hi-

lartously from the window to wonder-

ing acquaintances. His arrival in such
fashion at first alarmed Mrs. Schussler.

“Have you gone crazy with that old
tiger’s eye?”’ she questioned.

Schussler did not reply, but, placing
an arm around her waist, drew her into
the shop. Then he produced the check,
holding it before her astounded gaze.

“Look!” he exclaimed. “For ten
dollars and ten cents we now get forty-
two thousand. That old tiger rug was
pretty good business, hey? Well, 1
think we put your brother in charge ot
the shop, and make a trip to Paris. Mr.
Blumenburg, of the International Iur
Company, who scatters money around
everywheree—we go with him on the
same ship.”

— —

When the Men Cats Met

BUNCH of lawyers were sleeping 1n a stuffy courtroom mn a country town
because ot the overcrowded condition of the single hotel during a session

of court,” said a lawyer,

of them had

quieted down to sleep he started a plaintive moan like a cat.

“when one of them, a practical joker, possessing a re-
markable faculty of inutating a cat, concluded to have fun out of 1it.

After all
An-

other fellow on the opposite side of the room had a smimilar faculty of imita-
tion, and was awakened by the noise of the supposed cat, and remarked to his

next tellow:

**Some darned cat got into the room.

we'll catch the Tom.’

So the two began meowing at each other.

Just wait. TI'll imitate a tabby and

The first supposed 1t was a real

cat, and the room being extremely dark they kept approaching each other, each

with a boot in hand to demolish the supposed cat.
and then there was an act not down on the program.

well, and when a light was finally

They got together fnally,
FEach had aimed his boot

struck the two men were mixing it up badly

in the center of the room, and it took the rest of the lawyers and the town doctor
to get them in presentable shape tor court the following day.
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(A SERIAL NOVEL)

THE OPENING CHAPTERS

Condensed for those who have not
read them

Captain Roger Kemp, just returned from
England, during the dark days of the Revolu-
tion, to seek his share of the estate of his
late uncle, Michael Lawe, meets Major John
Favor, of the British army, on one of the
New Jersey roads on a dark, stormy night.
Together they take refuge in the old Lawe
mansion itself, and Roger Kemp then learns
that Major Favor 1s also a nephew of Michael
Lawe, and 1s there to claim the entire estate
for himself, ,

They quarrel, and Favor accuses Kemp of
being a rebel, and sends to the town for the
British dragoons. While quarreling, Favor
asks Kemp what possible hope the ragamuffin
rebels have, and, as if in answer, a mysterious
hand appears from the hangings on a bal-
cony, and traces, in letters of fire upon the
wall, the name of George Washington.

The dragoons arrive to seize Kemp, but he.

fights Major Favor, wounds him, and escapes
from the house with the aid of the old
servant, Barnaby Lamson. A mysterious
light—like a will o’ the wisp—guides him
across the dangerous swamp, and he is hid-
den in a barn by the half-witted son of a
rebel tarmer. |

- On the following morning he obtains a
horse and starts for Newark to join the rebel
army, but decides to pay a call at the house
of old Squire Perrine, whose daughter Sylvia
he more than half suspects of being his mys-
terious guide across the swamp.

CHAPTER VIL
A MORNING CALL.

1l HE fog had disappeared, and
Al the {falling temperature 1m-
proved the road, which had
been a mire the night be-
tore. The ring of the horse's
hoofs upon the rapidly freezing ground
announced his coming before he entered
the gateway of the Perrine estate, and
when halfway up the avenue the young
man sighted the squire himself on his
veranda, peering under his hand to 1den-
tify the approaching caller.

The sun was just rising, and its level
rays interfered with the old gentleman’s
view ; even when Kemp set his horse at
a brisk canter, and waved his hand in
greeting, 1t was plain that the squire did
not know him. - ..

Not until he drew remn before the
steps, and turned squarely to look at his
old acquaintance wita his customary
smile, did Perrine’s frosty countenance
melt 1into a cordial expression.

“I declare 1f it ain't Roger Kemp!”
exclaimed the master of the house.
“And I thought ve well off in England.
Come in! Come in! You're in time
for breakfast. Heard the old man was
dead, I s’pose, so ye come with the rest
of the crows to see 1f there were any
pickings for you on his bones? He, he!
You're all sold, I understand. This ’ere
English officer, John Favor, is come to
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seize the estate by law—if he kin find

law enough in this colony to establish |

his rights. Come in! Come in! Glad
to see ye, Roger.”

By this queer mixture of cordiality
and depravity old Perrine clearly
showed his nature. IHe was as hospit-
able as any old country squire, priding
himself on keeping open house after
the English custom; but his guests usu-
ally paid for their entertainment by en-
during the unkind chatter of their host.

Kemp, however, long since used to
Perrine’s carping tongue, only smiled
over this welcome, and, leaping off his
horse, shook the old man warmly by the
hand.

“I have come on a small errand, and
am 1 haste, Mr. Perrine,” he said. “As
for breakfast—well, I have already
eaten; but I will keep you company at
table for old-time’s sake. You look
hearty, squire.” _ -

“An’ so I be,” declared the old man.
*Though I'm two year older than was
Michael, ye see I outlast him—1I outlast
him! Come in, come 1n! I'll send the
maid to hurry Sylvia down. You and
she were always quarreling, Roger. Had
ve been friendlier, like enough old Mich-
ael’s property would now be yours. He
wanted you an’ my Sylvia to mate—
that bee was ever buzzing in his bon-
net.”

“1 am afraid, Master Perrine, your
little girl would scarcely have agreed to
the arrangement,” Kemp said, striding
into the house behind his host. “If I
remember rightly, the last time 1 saw
Sylvia she boxed my ears, and called me
a ‘bumptious calf’—or such like pleasing
name. [ presume she 1s quite grown up
nowr’

“Grown up? Gad, she’s a woman,
and bosses us all. She’s even got her
old dad by the nose,” declared Perrine.
But that did not so much impress Kemp,
for he knew that little Mistress Sylvia
had held sway over the household and
every soul in 1t from her cradle.

They entered the long morning room,
where a solemn black man stood behind
the squire’s chair at the head of the
table—a servant in rich livery, a pow-

dered wig twice the size of the squire’s

own, and with silk stockings and silver-
buckled shoes. Although the old gen-
tleman was dressed not only plainly but
carelessly himself, his household had
little about it that was simple or demo-
cratic.

Kemp found no opportunity of stating
his particular reason for visiting his
old acquaintance, for the squire ran on
about this and that, interspersing his 1n-
vitations to his guest to partake of the
viands which the servants brought on,
with sharp comments upon persons with
whom Kemp had been acquainted be-
fore he left the country.

“And I suppose you have come back
to join in this play-war that has cursed
us for months past—though, in truth,
't1s about over now 7’ the old gentleman
suggested. ‘‘Our loyal young men are
winning smiles from the women and
easy glory in fighting these miserable
ruffians who have overturned the peace
of the colonies, and who would throw
aside their allegiance to his majesty—
Heaven preserve him! I understand
that my Lord Cornwallis 1s close on the
heels of that scoundrel Washington and
his army of malcontents. Do you join
him, Roger?”

Thus brought to a plain avowal of his
intentions, and knowing the irascibility
of the old gentleman, Kemp hesitated.
But before Perrine could repeat the
query, or be made suspicious vy the
young man'’s hesitancy, the door of the
room opened, and there swept in a per-
son whose appearance quite precluded
the possibility of Kemp’s replying to the
squire’s speech.

In the past Sylvia Perrine had sel-
dom appeared Dbefore Kemp except in
the guise of a harum-scarum girl, who
tore her frocks, played with the boys,
and was warranted to prick the bubble
of his dignity. She mimicked him, and
made him ridiculous, affronting him 1n
innumerable ways, until Kemp declared
her to be guite the most objectionable
child he knew.

But this dignified—even haughty—
young lady took away his breath. She
would always be a doll-like creature;
but she did not need height to give her

~dignity of bearing. Kemp was fairly
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overwhelmed, and found himself stam-
mering and blushing over the hand she
gave him when he rose from the table to
greet her.

“Hi, hi!” cackled old Perrine. “I
told ye she’d grown out of all remem-
b’rance, Roger. Don’t look much like
the young 'un ye useter see flyin’ about
here on pony back, eh?” '

“Father!” admonished Mistress Syl-
via, and it was actually Kemp who
showed confusion because of the
squire’s propensity to recall old times,
instead of the girl herself. She wel-
comed him with a polite aloofness which
did not add to Kemp’s self-possession.

Nor did his frank amazement and ad-

miration melt her heart. She knew he
was comparing her present womanhood
with her former self, and that alone was
suffictent to afford her a wicked delight
in making Roger Kemp as uncomftort-
able as possible. He could scarce be-
lieve that the little hoyden who once
caused him sttich annoyance had bloomed
into this exquisite and beautiful crea-
fure.

Her blond hair was still riotous,
framing her face with a tangle of curls,
and the smile which curved her lips now
and then bore still some relation to the
roguishness of her old expression.
Aside from these attractions and her
petite fgure, there was nothing to re-
mind him of the Sylvia Perrine that
was.

He was truly amazed, and could not
keep his gaze from her. His admira-
tion heightened the color in her cheek;
but her treatment of him was chilling.
Kemp could not realize that the proud
little lady and the girl whom he had
once likened 1in his mind to an Indian
squaw were one and the same. If she
had been piqued in the past by his neg-
lect of her, she took ample satisfaction
tor his crime now.

And she might easily punish him, for
Roger Kemp had capitulated instantly.
There must be recompense for most
things we do, or suffer. If Kemp had

1ignored Sylvia as a child, she had it in

her power to make him suffer for it
now ; and she proceeded to mete out this
punishment lavishly. Her coldness and

brief replies to his most ingenious
speeches finally brought the old squire
himself to Kemp’s rescue.

“Mistress Sylvia 1s in an 1cy mood
this morning, Roger,” he cackled. ‘“Best
let her be. Women are_kittle-cattle—
there’s no understanding them. Come,
boy! Tell us some’at of yourseli. What
brought ye home when the country’s in
stich turmoil? Will ye try for military
glory, which seems the fashion now ?”

“1 must admit that some such hope
i1s in my mind. You have my sword,
good Master Perrine, and I have come
for it.” ’

“Ave, so I have,” cried the squire.
“According to all I hear, the rebellion 1s
already put down, so ye'll have little use
tor the weapon 1f ye do not wear it
soon.” And he laughed again. “Come,
mistress!’ to his daughter. “You know
where this famous sword 1s kept, 1 have
no doubt?”

For the first time Sylvia showed .con-
fusion. Her eyes sought Kemp’s face
for one little moment; but he was too
abashed by now to look directly at her.
Nor would he have understood her
glance had he observed it. The girl re-
covered her composure instantly, called
the black man from behind the squire’s
chair, and gave him some instructions in
a low voice. Meanwhile the old man
continued hammering at the unrespon-
sive lemp, with the hope of making a
spark fly somewhere.

“Whom do ye join, Roger ?”” he asked.
“Among the great friends ye must have
made in England did none give ye let-
ters to my Lord Cornwallis? They tell
me some of his horse are already in our
neighborhood. Yesterday it was the
ragamuffin Continentals who marched
by, and 1 had my servants out with
arms, guarding the place. To-day I ex-
pect the king’'s troops will pass. One
of the boys declare there 1s a party at
LLawe House already. Have ye been
there, Roger?” .

Kemp admitted that he had spent the
previous evening with old DBarnaby
Lamson, meanwhile watching the girl
to see i1f she would show any conscious-
ness, but her countenance was quite
placid.
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“Hal!” exclaimed the squire.
has this Major John Favor arrived?”

“He has.”

“Ho, ho!” cried the old man. *‘Now
I see why ye are hurrying away from
the neighborhood again. Ye found the
British officer a Tartar, I’ve no doubt.”

“We did have some little misunder-
standing,” said Kemp gravely.

The old man’s eyes snapped, and he
ceased eating to watch his guest intently,
while his ruddy face flushed a deeper
crimson. ‘“Avye, ave,” he cried. *"And
1s that the bottom o’ this desire of thine
tor the sword, Master Roger? A quar-
rel with the doughty major, eh?”’

For the first time Kemp saw some lit-
tle expression of interest come into Syl-
via's countenance. She caught her
breath suddenly, and flashed a look trom
her father to the young man. But the
latter was so disturbed by the squire’s
words that he gained no advantage from
the girl’'s new attitude. He felt that he
must not leave a false impression as to
his future intentions; yet he shrank
trom coming to an open rupture with
the squire.

“I am afraid that Major Favor and
I are not good friends,” Kemp said
slowly. “But I do not intend to seek a
quarrel with hum.” |

“Huh? No, no! VYe ever were a
mild-mannered young whelp!” snarled
the old man. *“More milk and water n
your veins than good red blood, I war-
rant ye! And yet you will offer your
sword to the king’s cause, eh? Luckily,
the war 1s near over, Master Roger.”

Kemp’s cheek paled, but he knew the
squire’s tongue of old. He said nothing
in reply, and at the moment a maid en-
tered, bearing his long-disused sword
and belt, wrapped in a length of home-
spun linen. She gave the weapon mto
Mistress Svylvia’s hands, and the old
man began to cackle and gibe again.

“Ha! wilt thou buckle on the hero’s
sword in true romantic fashion, eh, Mis-
tress Sylvia? Although he mayhap has
come ‘too late for the fair,” as the saying
is, Roger has a fine figure on which to
parade a red coat.”

“Be still, father!” the girl exclaimed
sharply.

“And
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She called the maid back, thrust the
sword into her hands again, and pointed
haughtily to Kemp across the table.
“Give i1t to the gentleman, Matilda,” she
commanded.

Kemp's confusion and anger set the
squire off into a brutal gale of laugh-
ter. He was used to his daughter’s
usurpation of command, and paid no at-
tention to her attempt to overawe him.

“Haw, haw!’ roared he, his mottled
cheeks crimsoned and distended, and his
wicked eyes twinkling. *“\What say you
to that, Sylvia? Roger 15 as good a
tree as another to hang a uniform upon,
eh? They say it needs nine tailors to
make a man, and I've the idea it takes
near as many students to make a soldier.
Roger was always a brave man with the
books, an’, by gad! he played at soldier-
ing on traming day with the best of
them, 1 'member. \Vhat d’ye suppose
he would do 1n a real scrimmage, now ?”’

But Kemp had endured quite enough,
and as he rose to receive the sword
from the maid, he mnterrupted the
squire’s harangue:

“Without mtending disrespect to you,
Mr. Perrine, who are a much older
man than I, I must beg Mistress Syl-
via's permission to retire before I suf-
ter further indignity at your hands,
Your years protect you, sir!”

“Gad! the bantam crows well. It
pleases me to see ye show some spirit,
Master Roger. But ye need not take
oftense at an old fellow who might have
been your father, eh?”

“Thank Heaven vou were not!’ ex-
claimed the exasperated kemp. turning
from the door quickly. “I shall not
come here again to be insulted. Indeed,
considering the step I am about to take,
I should not be welcomed here again—
even to enact the bull's-eve for your
shafts of wit, sir. I go to join the
American army at Newark!”

“What’s that, sir?”’ cried the squire,
stung instantly to vicious rage, lumber-
ing out of his chair and striding after
Kemp. “D’ye mean I've harbored a vil-
lainous rebel-—that you’ve dared come
here under false pretenses?”’

“Accuse me of nothing unbecoming a
gentleman, Master Perrine!” interrupted
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Kemp furiously. “I made no protes-
tations of loyalty to King George or
the cause you espouse. I am a man, sir,
who will ever choose for himself, and I
have decided which side I may take in
this controversy, after weighing the
claims of both.”

“You dare beard me in my own house,
sirrah?”’  gasped the squire. “I’d had
~my blacks whip ye off the place had 1
known this were your mood. And if I
were twenty years younger ye'd not
leave this room without measuring that
sword ye bear ’gainst mine own!”

“Abel Perrine was once too honorable
a gentleman to threaten a guest—and
withal one who 1s withheld from reply-
ing,” Kemp said savagely.

“‘Ha! And Abel Perrine had never
before a rebel scoundrel to face him
down in his own “house!” roared the
squire, shaking his natry fist before the
young man’s face. ‘“Had I known what
ve were, I'd sent for some of the king’s
horse, and delivered ye up to them. Ill
have yve know 1 give no shelter to a
traitor to the king!”

Before Kemp could reply, the door
was thrown open at his back by the
black man who had previously left the
room.

“Yo' done got a visitor, Mars’ Per-
rine!” the serving man exclaimed.
“Here be Majah John Iavah, f'om
Tawe Houde.” And sharp upon the
heels of the announcement the British
.officer strode 1nto the room.

CHAPTER VIILI.
A HORNET’'’S NEST,

IN entering thus abruptly the morning

room of Perrine House, Major Fa-
vor faced the excited squire, and saw,
as well, Mistress Sylvia behind him; but
he overlooked Roger Kemp, who, upon
the opening of the door by the servant,
was somewhat behind it.

“I speak with Mr. Abel Perrine, I pre-
sume ”’ the British officer said, scarcely
giving the squire a glance, for his glit-
tering eyes had observed the girl in-
stantly, and his gaze became {focused
upon her.

Sylvia drew back with a little gasp,
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and her lovely face grew white and
dead, while into her eyes suddenly shot
the stony glare of fear.

Her father and Kemp were both too
deeply engaged in their observation of
Favor to notice her emeotion ; even when
the major swept off his hat and bowed
low to her.

“I am 1indeed fortunate,” murmured
Major Favor, “to find Mlstress Perrine,
likewise, so early astir.”

Then he looked back at the old man,
who, red-faced and gasping like a fish
suddenly removed from its element,
stared at the major with bulging eyes.

“I am so new a neighbor, sir, that
perhaps you do not know my name; but
I hope to settle in this pleasant country,
and 1 am glad that a small duty gave me
excuse for my early ride to your door.”

Then suddenly, although neither of
the trio who had occupied the break-
fast room previous to his unexpected
entrance said a word, he became aware
of the presence of another person.

He turned questioningly to look at
Kemp. Instantly his own face flamed
with color, and his thin lips, wonted to
sarcastic expression, wreathed 1n a

smile. _
“What, Master Kemp? Is it you
again? Then by Heaven, we are in-

deed well met !”

Kemp had had these few seconds in
which to recover some measure of his
composure. Mild as was his usual man-
ner, and naturally patient with the old
man who had so insulted him, at the
last he had been provoked to an expres-
sion of rage which, he knew, ill be-
fitted him. But now, although his pas-
sions were at white heat, he gave little
outward sign of the turmoil within as
he returned Major John Favor’s scru-
tiny with a bold glance.

“Badly met, I should say, major,”
he replied. “Have you a troop of horse
behind you this morning, or are we man
to man?”

The British officer’s cheek paled with
rage, and he strode another step into the
room, flinging to the door behind him.
“You will ind me, sir, quite able to up-
hold any private quarrel I may have,
without assistance.”
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“But not here, sir,” said Kemp swift-
ly, dropping his studied coolness. *“‘Re-
member that we are in this gentleman’s
home,” with a gesture toward Perrine
and the frightened girl at the tarther
end of the room. ‘“Another time a

“Another time does not suit e,
Master Kemp,” interrupted Favor. “As
for this gentleman, I understood that he
was a loyal subject of ng George
But when I find you here

“And you are right!” cried Perrine
himself, finding his voice. “A faithful
subject I am. This fellow came here
under false pretenses; I believed he was
loyal. And I was driving him from my
house when you entered, Major IFavor.
I know who ye are, sir, and 1 shall prove
my iriendliness toward you in future
time, I hope; but now I declare that 1t
is my wish and desire to see this young
hound apprehended as the traitor he
proves to be!”

There was a faint cry from the lower
end of the room, but the three men
were too excited to notice it, or to look
at Sylvia. Perrine had seized Kemp by
the sleeve as though he feared he would
escape before he could explain his own
position to the British ofhcer. '

“Were 1 twenty vyears younger,”
vowed the old man, “I'd measure swords
with him myself. Here he dates come
to me and demand and receive his sword

from my hand, letting me believe until .

it is in his possession that he will offer
it to l.ord Cornwallis. And then—
then,” pursued Perrine, nearly frothing
at the mouth 1n his rage, “he declares
he 1s on his way to join that despicable
Washington and his rufhans at New-
ark! You have it in your power to stop
him, and I say do 1t! He 1s a spy and
traitor I have no doubt, and came into
this nelghborhood for no good purpose,
I’'ll be bound!”

Favor seemed, durlug this tirade, to
measure the situation keenly. He saw
what manner of man Perrine was, and
knew that, in his rage, the squire would
allow the laws of hospitality to be for-
gotten, He now looked upon Kemp
with authority.

“Hand me your sword, sir; you are
my prisoner,” he said. “I will not dis-
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grace you—or our host—by ﬁghtmg you
here; but you must yield

“Sir!" exclaimed Kemp—and his eyes
flashed and his bosom heaved with the
passion 1t contained—'sir, you have me
at some disadvantage; and you would
take this foolish old man at his word.
But let me tell you that no man shall
take this sword from me without first
proving himself able! ILet us step
through yonder window to the lawn and
try conclusions, if ye do not care to
awalt a more htting time. But if ye
wotlld take my sword-—then fight for
it !

At the ringing challenge, John Favor’s
sword leaped from its scabbard. That
there was truth in Kemp's conclusion
spurred his rage the deeper, and, thus
roweled, it knew no bounds.

“Ye shall have need to fight, then,”
he cried. “Guard yourself!”

“Not here!” gasped Kemp, struggling
with the windings of the linen about his
weapon. ‘“Remember Mistress Sylvia!”

“At him, man!” cried the wildly en-
raged squire to Favor. “Let him not
hide behind the skirts of my wench.”

The major, after a swiit glance
around, looked again at Kemp sneer-
ingly.  “I see no lady here, Master
Kemp. Will you fight me here and
now, or shall I run you through, as you
deserve ?”

Kemp shot a glance to the extremity
of the room and saw that, noiselessly
and without a word, Sylvia had disap-
peared. She had removed herself from
the scene that there muight not be found
in her presence an obstruction to this
dastardly attack upon him.

That old Abel Perrine should forget
wihnat was due his own honor, as well
as the safety of his guest, was not sur-
prising; his passion, once aroused, had
always been ungovernable. But even in
this moment of excitement and actual
peril, Kemp was moved by the appar-
ent heartlessness of the girl.

He: remembered once finding her
yvears before, on her knees in the barn-
yard at L.awe House, weeping bitterly
over the lamed leg of some mongrel cur
which had got under the horses’ heels;
true, she had flown at him in the guise
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of a little fury when she observed him
watching her; yet Kemp knew the hoy-
den had a tender heart in her bosom,
because of this incident.

Bitterly he told himselt now, that the
metamorphosis of the riotous tomboy
into a bewitching and lovely woman
had not added those tender graces
which more than aught else enhance the
female character. Her departure from
the room at this juncture was little short
of cruel.

And 1t seemed, try as he nught, that
Favor would disarm hum, 1f nothing
worse, betore he could wrench his own
weapon iree of the clinging lnen.

He was by far the highter man, how-
ever, and he eluded the major’'s early
thrusts by leaping backward, and from
side to side.

IFinally, finding that he was not to be
given a fair field and equal favor, and
believing his antagonist might really dis-
able hun, Kemp kicked over a heavy
chair, so that 1t fell directly in IFavor’s
path. The major cursed him, and
leaped the barrier.

But now Kemp had freed his sword
hilt, and, with one motion, drew the
weapon from 1its scabbard, throwing
both scabbard and aacoutelments be-

hind him.

He deflected the major’s thrust with

a skill which showed him no novice in
the art of sword play, and, instead of
following the defensive, he charged
upon his enemy before the latter could
entirely recover from his leap over the
chair.

He bore FFavor back and back, until
the bulkier man was halted by the wall.
The clash of steel brought the servants
running to the room, but the old squire,
beside himself with excitement and
rage, kept them back and out of the way
of the duelists. The latter were so des-
perately intent upon the game that they
scarce saw anything but the whites of
each other’s eyes and the sparks which
flew from the blades.

Thrust and parry, undercut, stroke—
all the various moves of the game as
practiced by the swordsmen of that day,
were tried by the antagonists. Favor
was a more than ordinarily keen swords-

man, although he knew little but that
which was taught in barracks; if Kemp
possessed a more scientihic knowledge
of fencing, his enemy’s greater bulk and
strength balanced such skall.

Only for a moment did Kemp man-
age to hold IFavor against the wall; then
it was the other way—the American
was forced back, and back, across the
end of the room, eluding the pieces of
furniture with consummate skill, but un-
able to retard the advance ot the DBrit-
ish officer.

He was beimng forced toward the long
windows opening upon the broad piazza
of Perrine House. 'These windows
opened like doors, but through Kemp’s
keenly awakened memory there flashed
the thought that the windows swung in-
ward. Had it been otherwise he might
have dashed them open and escaped,
for he knew himself to be, under the
present conditions, no match for John
Favor.

Besides, should the chance open for
him to thrust the major through, how
could he do it here? He knew he must
withhold his hand, ior, although old
Perrine had {forgotten every call of
honorable decency, ic had not! When
he had regained his self-control, Abel
Perrine would never forgive himself if
murder were done in his house. And
it was plam that Favor was eager to see
a tragic finish to the bout. ~

Suddenly, however, Kemp {felt the
chill outer air blowing upon him, and,
casting a momentary glance sideways,
he saw that a pair of the windows had
swung soitly open, pushed by some hid-
den hand without. For a breath he
feared the presence of another enemy in
his rear; then he saw that neither his
antagomat nor the squire seemed to no-
tice the opening of the windows.

Once again they began a circuit of
this end of the room. The point of Fa-
vor’s heavier sword had pricked Kemp’s
wrist once, and the wound smarted.
Perrine had thrown aside several pieces
of furniture to give them footroom, and
the way being clearer and Favor forc-
ing the fight, Kemp retreated more
swiftly than betfore.

Suddenly, above the clash of the
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blades and the screams of the women
servants, the young man caught a noise
from without., In the distance sounded
the rattle of horses’ hoofs. Along the
road they charged, bearing down upon
Perrine House. _

Whoever came by that road was no
friend of his, Kemp knew. He could
not hope for succor; but he dreaded the
appearance of the dragoons.

Keenly as he was alive to every move
of his antagonist, and unwavering as

were his blade and eye, back in his brain

was the thought that, whether Favor
worsted him or not, in the end he was
bound to lose the fight. _

He heard the horses flounder through
a half-frozen puddle by the gateway.

Kemp was indeed in a hornet’s mnest!
Favor’s bloodshot eyes looked murder
into his own. Kemp’s obstinate defense
and skillful handling of his sword had
inspired the DBritish officer to ungovern-
able rage,

Although his enemy’s strokes were
more desperately delivered, Kemp dared
not risk a thrust, for he had no wish
himself to kill the man. The whole ai-
fair had happened in the heat of mo-
mentary passion, and he had no deadly
feud with the Englishman.

His desire to escape with his hfe and
liberty, however, was Kemp’s principal
thought. If he remained, although Fa-
vor might not kill him, the coming
troop of cavalry would surely make him
a prisoner. Some mystertous agency
had given him a single chance of escape,
and he grasped 1it.

As they came around a second time
to the open windows, he leaped sud-
genly sideways, threw down a screen to
cover his retreat, and plunged out of
the window upon the piazza just as the
troop of British horse came into view,
charging furiously up the drive!

CHAPTER IX.
MID THE CLASH OF ARMS.

LIKE the eager vyap, yap of the

hounds when the pack sights the
fox rose the yell from the charging
squad of British horse as Kemp, sword
in hand, whirled into view through the
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open window. In some way they had
learned of the presence, at Perrine
House, of the fugitive for whom the
countryside had been beaten during the
night, and at once concluded that this
armed man must be he.

Within the house was a great hulla-
baloo at Kemp’s unexpected move. The
shrieks of the women servants could
have been heard a bowshot away; now
the angry voices of Favor and Squire
Perrine added to the din. They had
charged the open window by which the
prey had escaped, and, retarded by the
screen Kemp had overthrown, and both
eager to get through the opening first,
the excited men blocked each other’s

efforts.

This gave the fugitive an instant’s
respite. After his first glance at the
coming dragoons, his eyes sought the
unknown f{riend who had opened the
swinging panes; but the piazza was de-
serted. He was free for the moment;
the sweets of liberty would quickly turn
to ashes in his mouth, however, did he
not find some means of making it se-
cure. ' |

The pursuit he principally feared was
that of the horsemen. They could over-

~ take him far quicker than his recent an-

tagonist ; and, believing that Major Fa-
vor’s horse was still held betfore the
main entrance of the great house, Kemp
fled toward the rear.

The broad piazza, its roof upheld by
fluted wooden pillars, was built on two
sides, as well as on the front of the man-
sion, Before the horsemen could send
a single ball in his direction, Kemp was
around a corner. Instantly he beheld a
horse upon the side driveway, out of
sight of the dragoons; 1t was the one on
which he had ridden from I.angdon’s
early that morning.

He was convinced the squire had sent
this horse to the stables when he urged
its rider to the breakfast table. Who,
then, had ordered i1t saddled again and
brought around here at this moment of

need?

The horse was in charge of a small
black boy—Squire Perrine was one of
the several Jersey colonists who owned
a number of slaves—and when Kemp
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darted into view the boy’s expectant
face wreathed itself in smles. He beck-
oned eagerly as the young man halted
‘th amazement, and instantly Kemp un-
derstood that the friend who had opened
the window for him had arranged this,
as well. He vaulted the piazza railing,
‘and ran to the horse.

- “Yo’ git erway by de orchard paf,
Mars’ Roger!” squealed the little darky,
whom Kemp now recognized as a one-
time personal retainer of the squire’s
harum-scarum daughter. *“*Dat British-
er’s hoss done been took to de stable,
an’ he’s saddle’s off by now! Git,
Mars’ Roger! Git!”

-~ “Your mistress will have you whipped
for this, Ginger!’ cried Kemp, as he
vaulted into the saddle.

“Yal! yah! don’ yo’ worry "bout me,
sah!” cackled the excited darky. “ ‘Off

widjer !”

He struck the horse a resounding slap
upon its flank, and the beast sprang into
a gallop before Kemp was fairly seated.

The escape had evidently been
planned before the dragoons came into
view; yet Kemp saw that it would be
best to follow imstructions, trusting
himself wholly to the guidance of his
unknown friend. It was plain that, al-

though Squire Perrine and his daugh-
ter were such rank Tories, there were
members of the household who sup-
ported the American cause.

His sudden appearance and bounding
into the saddle had startied what spirit
there might be in the sorry nag with
which Hughey lLangdon had supplied
him, and the beast needed no urging
through the rear premises of Perrine
House. He saw the stablemen watch-
ing from the doorways of the outbuild-
mmgs, where they had been engaged 1n
the early morning chores; but none
strove to thwart his escape.

Kemp slapped the horse again with
the flat of his sword and shot into the
long orchard lane like a bolt from a
crossbow. IKrom the iront of the great
house rose a confusion of voices; evi-
dently the dragoons had halted to re-
ceive instructions from Major Favor.

That retarded them but a minute; be-
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fore Kemp reached the foot of the lane
the British horse appeared on his trail.

Behind them came IFavor and the old
squire, both shouting lustily to the
stablemen to bring up the officer’s steed.

Between the pursuing phalanx and the
fugitive was ‘the darky, skimming the
ground like a winged Mercury. He
reached the head of the lane in advance
of the troop ot horse.

A heavy five-barred gate swung here
to shut off the lane, making of it a pad-
dock for the horses or young cattle to
run in, and with a flying leap the black
boy threw himself against it. It swung
creakingly over on its huge wrought-
iron hinges and slammed against the
latchpost directly in the path of the
dragoons.

Their shouts changed instantly to ex-
ecrations upon the darky who, worming
himself between the lower bars of the
ogate, padded down the lane at top
speed, paying but slight attention to all
the threats and oaths which iollowed
him.

He had another duty to pertform, and
Kemp saw what it was, and thanked
his unknown benefactor fervently.

The troop of horsemen had come so
suddenly upon the closed gate that they
were not prepared to jump it, and must
either stop for it to be opened, or wheel
back for a proper start before sur-
mounting the obstruction. At this
lower end of the lane was another gate,
and the darky boy intended closing it,
likewise.

As Kemp shot through, entering be-
tween the rows of apple and peach trees,
he saw that this was a much taller gate,
and that probably no horse in the pack
of his pursuers would be able to leap
it. The troop would be retarded at
both ends of the lane, and every mo-
ment’s delay counted in his favor.

He knew the country very well; he
had ridden to the squire’s hounds and
taken part in cross-country rides, 1n
imitation of the old English custom,
more than once in the past years. Iree
of the lane, and with the yells of pursuit
growing fainter in his ears, he spurred
his steed to greater effort, making for

a pass in the hills which would bring
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him out upon another highroad, and one
which he hoped would be free of the
British troops.

The sounds of pursuit ﬁnally died
away. When he topped a rise in Per-
rine’s great sheep pasture, he looked
back and saw the crowd of horsemen
at the lower lane gate. One horse
seemed to be down, and the troop was
still delayed

He drew in his own mecunt, lmomng
that the beast was laboring sorely, and
pursued the way more slowly. When
the redcoats came in sight again it
would be time enough to urge the crea-
ture to another heartbreaking effort;
a cart horse cannot be expected to do

the work of a thoroughbred.

As he jogged on, Kemp’s thought
fastened upon the query that had been
in his mind since the moment he saw

the windows at Perrine House swing
open, affording him opportunity for es-
cape. This query dealt with the iden-
tity of his unknown friend. Who was
there about Perrine House who felt in-
terest enough to aid him?

As far as he had seen, the darky boy
and the stablemen were all who had to
do with his escape; yet there must have
been a governing mind—somebody in
authority at the head of the plan.

Mistress Sylvia and her father had
shown so plainly their unfriendliness
that he wondered much how any per-
son under the Perrine roof dared aid

him. Who could it have been, and who,
in sooth, had guided him across the
swamp from Lawe House the night be-

fore? These two incidents and the trick
of the hand writing 1n fre, seemed to
be all ot a picce.

The root of the mystery was with
Barnaby Lamson; Kemp felt sure that
the old serving man could explain; but
it might be many a day before he dared
call at Lawe House again. Not only
had he lost hope of ever finding the
will of Michael Lawe, but Major John
Favor was 1in possession of the property,
and would hold 1t by might, i1f not by
right! The Continental troops were be-
ing swept across Jersey before the ad-
vancing redcoats, and the volunteers

were mainly dispersed. This part of
the country was completely lost to the
Americans, and he must ride as far as
Newark before overtaking the army.
He rode through the narrow pass in
the hills and down to the old road be-

vyond. 'The day remained overcast and

chill, and the sound of his horse’s hoofs
on the frozen earth and through the 1ice-
crusted puddles might be heard half a
mile away. He could be tracked by
these sounds, and, remembering a hid-
den path which led around the town and
rejoined the highway beyond 1it, he
forced his mount through the hedge and
into the open wood until he came upon
this sheep track. |

It proved a rough way, and already
the horse was badly winded ; Kemp saw
that it could not keep up for long, even
upon smooth ground. If his enemies
appeared now he would have to surren-
der; but he hoped that he had succeeded
in throwing the dragoons off his trail.
It was now mid-forenoon, and he was
still in the vicinity of Morristown. The
old horse fairly hobbled, and Kemp felt
some compunction in riding it farther.

Suddenly he beheld several men run-
ning from the shelter of a clump of sap-
lings some yards in advance. For an
instant he feared he had fallen into a
trap; then he saw that he was not dis-
covered, and drew up his tired horse.
The strangers looked like farmer folk
of the vicinity, and they skulked across
the path and descended the hill toward
the not far distant  highway. Kemp
leaped from the saddle and pushed
through a brush clump afoot to watch
them.,

They were surely not British men-at-
arms, for they wore no uniform. He
knew many of the American nulitary
companies were not supplhied with uni-
forms; but all were distinguished by
some bit of color, or a cockade, 1n their
hats.

“Cowboys, or skinners, by my soul‘ ’
muttered the fugitive.

‘And whichever guess proved true, he
was not anxious to fall into their hands.
Although the first named were supposed
to be Tortes. and the latter clammed
athliation with the Americans, both
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preyed upon the weak and helpless of
either party in the controversy.

He was on rising ground, and could
overlock some considerable territory.
Below, between the hill and a broad
marsh, was the Newark road. The dis-
reputable-looking {fellows had gained
shelter m a thicket, and he dared not
move his horse while they crouched
there, for fear they wouild see him. The
steed stood, with drooping head, its feet
planted far apart, and breathing sob-
bingly, as though completely wind-
broken. Kemp dared call no pursuit
now, even from men afoot.

The general demeanor of the group
below him precluded their being fugi-
tives themselves. The secrecy they dis-
played in taking their places in the
thicket spelled peril to some traveler.
Being without weapon save for his
sword, he had not the means to assist
any weaker party who might be the
lurkers’ prey; but he held to his own
shelter, and watched with breathless in-
terest.

He cast a glance behind, over the path
by which he had come, to see that no
enemy crept up in his rear. He felt
himself 1n momentary danger—and
from more than one direction. There-
tore, the sudden sound ot rapidly beat-
ing hoofs upon the frost-hardened high-
way excited him 1mmediately. That
only one horseman was coming saved
him from instant—and perhaps disas-
trous—flight.

The pounding hoofs were still at
some distance. He glanced down nto
the thicket where the men were lurking,
and knew by their eager actions that
they meant injury to the approaching
horseman. ‘There were five of them,
each armed with a long-barreled musket
or fowling piece, and they lay in a po-
sitton to sweep the road with a hail of
shot.

From the direction of the sound, and
in consideration of the fears Kemp him-
self had of being overtaken by the en-

emy, he believed the approaching rider

to be a British soldier. These men were
likely neighboring farmers, or allies of
the patriot army, bent upon harassing
the redcoats., Should he, who had so
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boldly espoused the American cause that
very morning, try to save one of the
encmy > « |

Yet Liorror filled his soul at thought
of the coming rider being shot from
ambush; to his mind even the exigen-
cites of warfare could not excuse such
a crime. He was tempted to spring
from concealment and shriek a warning
to the victim.

Yet he knew he could not be heard by
the rider, and, by showing himself,
would only attract the attention of the
armed men. Had he possessed a pistol
he would have attempted a rescue, for
a ball sent into the middle of the clump
of bushes might quickly disperse the
guerrillas. Men who would thus lay in
ambush for a victim must be cowards
at heart, and easily frightened.

He heard the rider coming hotfoot
over the frozen road, saw the guerrillas
in the thicket prepare their weapons,
and knew that he could do nothing to
stay their hands—ahsolutely nothing!
Death was hovering over that lonely
spot, and thus far Kemp had been a
stranger to death. It was as though he
were a spectator to a hanging, with the
gruesome gibbet before him in readiness
for the victim. |

There was a flash of color through
the wood; the rider passed an opening
swiftly, but so far away that Kemp
could not tell what manner of man he
was or how he was dressed.

- Another flash of color appeared near-
er the thicket. Then Kemp saw the
horse and rider, the former a deep-
chested bay, which carried its master
nobly. The man leaned well forward in
the saddle, urging the horse with whip
and spur. Kemp caught a glimpse of
a cocked hat and buff-and-blue coat—
the uniform of a Continental. The dis-
covery shocked him, for he had believed
the endangered rider to be a king’s man.

Would the skulkers below 1in the
thicket let him pass? The question was
asked in Kemp’s mind, and answered
in a flash—literally in a flash of gun-
powder! The horse and rider reached
the thicket; up rose the five guerrillas,
and their pieces blazed simultaneously.

None of the bullets hit the fright-
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ened horse ; but the man flung his hands
above his head and rolled from the sad-
dle. The horse spurned him with 1its
heels as he fell, then continued its mad
gallop along the road, while the guerril-
las burst from the bushes 1in an inef-
fectual attempt to catch the frightened
beast.

The highway curved here about the
foot of the hill, and Kemp, standing
horrihed above the bloody scene, saw
that the riderless horse must finally cir-
cle around toward his own position.
Run as they might, 1t would be long
ere the murderers could overtake 1it;
but /e had a chance to head it off.

Risking exposurg and the chance that
one of the five might still have a load
in his gun, Kemp broke cover and
dashed down the hillside. He was 1n-
stantly observed, and a wild shout went
up from the cowboys; 1f he did not
rcach the roadway in season to capture
the horse, his fate would be that ot the
Continental. This thought spurred him.

Plainly, the fallen soldier was dead,
for all five of the guerrillas followed
the bay, intent on heading off Kemp,
and without halting to rob their first vic-
tim. Kemp ran straight down the hill,
soon losing sight of the scoundrels, while
the hoofstrokes of the bay sounded
more faintly in his ears. Then they
grew louder; the riderless horse had
rounded the turn and was coming down
the stretch toward the point at which
Kemp hoped to intercept tt.

CHAPTER X.
WASHINGTON .,

HORSI will not run as well under

an empty saddle as when feeling
the weight and guidance of a rider, and
the bay’s pace began to flag before
Kemp sighted it again. DBut it still came
on so rapidly that the yelling cowboys
were well distanced, while Kemp him-
self was not at all sure that he could
head the beast oft.

He risked his life and limb plunging
down the steep descent into the road-
way, and when he reached it the bay
was not many yards away. His appear-
ance startled the animal, which stopped,

throwing up its head and half wheeling
to return by the way 1t had come.

It was a desperately anxious moment,
If the horse escaped him, not only
would ‘1t fall into the hands of his en-
emies, but those same enemies would
surely overtake him. 'The fate of the
horse’s rider would be his own. He had
now gone beyond the neighborhood fa-
miliar to him, and these five guerrillas
were doubtless natives., 'They could
easily run him down unless he caught
the horse and got away by 1ts aid.

He sprang forward, knowing that to
approach the creature slowly would only
give it opportunity to escape. ‘The rea-
son man controls creatures ot such
greater bulk and strength than himself
is because of his ability to think quicker.

But the bay, irightened by the explo-

sion of the guns and the fall of its rider

from the saddle, was easily panic-
stricken now. Kemp’s approach was the
signal for it to rear upon its haunches,
preparatory to taking the back track.
Fortunately for the fugitive, however, at
that very moment the guerrillas ap-
peared in sight, and set up a yell of sat-
isfaction, believing that Kemp had lost
the horse and that neither man nor
brute could escape them.- |

In a flash the big bay wheeled again,
standing almost upright. When its fore
hoots struck the trozen roadway, Kemp
gripped the bridle. Snorting and terri-
fied, the bay tried to pull away; but the
excited yelping of the pursuers fright-
ened i1t more than the calm voice of
Kemp. The latter ran a soothing hand
along the brute’s back, secured a grip
on the ponmel, and before the bay could
bolt again, was in the saddle.

The horse was off like a shot. There
was no stopping it then, had Kemp so
desired, and he was only too glad to dis-
tance the scoundrels who had murdered
the tormer rider.

War is an awful thing at best; but
this that he had observed in the lonely
piece of road was sheer murder. So en-
raged was he with the bloody cowboys,
that, had the saddle holsters contained
pistols, he would have tried to turn his
mount, spur down upon them before
their weapons could be reloaded, and
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take summary vengeance for the Con-
tinental’'s death.

There were no weapons in the hol-
sters, however ; undoubtedly the soldier
had worn his horse pistols i his boots
—a trick not at all uncommon at that
ttime. But as Kemp fled on the bay,
leaning forward in the saddle and gath-
ering up the reins with caution, his
right hand sought the holster on that
side, and his fingers clutched a packet
pushed well down mnto the pistol pocket.
For the moment he was too closely en-
gaged in gaumng control of the fright-
ened horse to go into the matter more
deeply ; but when the pursuers were dis-
tanced and the horse had settled into
an easy stride, Kemp drew the packet
from the holster.

Before unpinning the bit of cloth
about it he was sure that 1ts contents
were dispatches. There had been more
than robbery in the shooting of the Con-
tinental; his capture of the horse was
perhaps a lucky stroke. The documents
were valuable, tor upon the parchment
wrapper was written in a bold hand:
“These, To His Exc’I'ncy, Gen’l George
Washington, by Jn. Cadwallader.”

Kemp was not so ignorant of colonial
affairs, and of Philadelphia in particu-
lar, as not to know who John Cadwalla-
der was. The son of the Philadelphia
physician was high in the best social
circles of the City of DBrotherly Love,
and to Kemp had drifted the news that
Cadwallader was not only a member of
the Committee of Safety, but was a
warm friend of this Virginia colonel
who had been placed 1n command of the
Continental army. These dispatches,
then, must be of moment.

It smote Kemp at once that no better
introduction to General Washington was
needed than this fortunate incident. If
he could carry the papers himself to the
headquarters of the American forces,
his introduction to the commander in
chief would be assured.

He was on an unfamiliar road, but he

knew he was going in the right direction.

It was not long betfore he began to pass
houses again, for even in those days
there were not many untenanted lands
in Jersey., He had to ride slower, how-

ever, for, despite the pluck of the big
bay, it was plain he had been ridden
far by his former master. Kemp had
abandoned the wind-broken old plug
that Hughey had found for him with-
out much compunction ; but this bay was
far too fine a creature to ruin needlessly.

Kemp saw people at their windows,
or working about the cow yards; these
were mostly decrepit men, or women
and children. Nobody hailed him, but
many gazed atter him eagerly as he
pressed on his tired horse. It was
strange that he met no scouting or for-
aging parties, for if the British horse
was so near Morristown, and to the
westward of Newark, the Orange
Mountains should have been overrun

with these gentry.

So 1t was that when he did hnally
sight a group of mounted men by the
roadside he greatly feared they were of
the enemy, until he saw the cocked hats
and buff-and-blue coats. It was an out-
post of General Washington’s army.

The troop was patrolling the road,
guarding that way into Newark from a
possible flanking party of the enemy.
When Kemp came into view some of
them prepared to recetve him in any-
thing but a friendly spirit. The fugi-
tive, however, had already made up his
mind as to how best to meet such an
emergency, and he spurred on his tired
horse, waving the packet of papers
above his head.

His pantomime was understood. Al-
though nobody in the troop knew him,
the dispatches spoke for themselves, and
the flagging pace of the big bay told
more.

One man instantly dismounted and
led his horse out into the open road for
the dispatch bearer’s use. The others
filed across the way to make sure of
Kemp’s capture, should he not prove all
right.

A glance at the directions on the out-
side of the packet reassured them, how-
ever, “That’s the fist of the captain of
the Silk Stocking Company, to be sure!”
declared the sergeant in charge of the
squad. “Ye be in haste, sir, and your
horse is spent. Take this fresher one.”

Kemp was already out of the saddle,
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“and he ran to the other horse as soon as
the packet was returned. ‘‘Direct me to
headquarters,” he begged. “This must

reach General Washington’s hand im-

mediately.”

“Where ye may find his excellency I
know not,” said the sergeant, *“‘unless 1t
be at Master Hedden’s, who is a stanch
old Whig as ever was. But ye’ll meet
those farther on who may direct ye more
nearly.”

The bay was led to one side; but the
man whose steed Kemp had mounted
did not instantly let go of that bridle.
“Are ye bad wounded?” he asked curi-
ously.

“*No—'tis only a scratch,” Kemp as-
sured him as he gathered up the reins,
displaying his wrist where Major Favor
had pinked him.

“Ye've bled like a stuck pig, then,”
declared the man. ‘See the tails ot your
coat, sir!”’

Surprised, Kemp turned in the sad-
dle. But the horse under him, feeling
him settled in the stirrups. was eager
for the road. He sprang forward, jerk-
ing away from the restraining hand of
the private. At the same moment a
shout rose from the group gathering
about Kemp’s former mount.

“See the blood! The saddle’s full of
it. Stop that fellow!” roared the ser-
geant,

But Kemp was already under way,
and had his hands full with his new
mount. He had obtained a single glance
at the saddle he had just vacated, and
saw that 1t was splotched with crim-
son. Undoubtedly his own garments
were daubed with blood, too—the blood
of the poor fellow who had been shot
out of the bay’s saddle!

To punctuate the order of the ser-
geant, a pistol barked, and Kemp heard
the slug sing past his ear. Involuntar-
ily he leaned forward in his saddle, and
the steed he had mounted raced away
without further urging. It was a reck-
less act, but blind impulse spurred him
to it. To be halted and examined by
this squad regarding the death of the
unfortunate dispatch bearer was no part
of Roger Kemp's plan.

With the dispatches in his possession,

or with proof that he had delivered
them as promptly as possible, he was
sure of a welcome at the headquarters
of (General Washington. He determined
to go on now, and risk imnvestigation into
the matter afterward. To be brought
a prisoner into the Continental camp,
despoiled of the dispatches which mght
reach their destination by other hands,
was not at all to his taste.

He risked the bullets, and spurred on.
Fortunately, the sergeant had selected
the best horse in his troop for the serv-
ice of the dispatch bearer, and that one
shot was all that sped after the fleeing
man. But some of the troop took up
the pursuit, and for half a mile the race
was a close one.

The outlying dwellings of Newark
were already in sight, and through a
break 1n the wood, across a great pas-
ture, the fugitive saw a brigade of Con-
tinentals marching along a parallel road.
He knew he should soon be in the midst
of the army which had been billeted
upon the Newark folk, Whig and Tory
alike.

At that day the village was a bustling
place of not less than a thousand inhab-
itants, and, like most other Jersey towns,
almost equally divided 1n sentiment.
Neither Whigs nor Tories were passive;
when the American troops were i com-
mand the patriotically inclined people
forced their Tory neighbors to remain
very quiet indeed; when the British
were near the shoe was on the other
foot! Just now, Kemp was sure, had
the Whigs come across that company
of cowboys who had shot the dispatch
bearer, the five of them would have been
given short shrift.

He did not desire to fall into the
hands of any of the recruits; for with
the troop of ‘horse thundering down the
road on his trail it would be dithcult to
urge the truth of his story. Therefore,
he was glad when he- again saw buft-

and-blue uniforms ahead, and pulled up

his horse in the face of a file of infan-
try which, with leveled muskets, were
deployed across the highway.
“Dismount, you, 511"” exclaimed the
corporal n command. “Give an account

. of yourself.”
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“I bear dispatches for General Wash-
ington,” declared Kemp boldly. *‘De-
tain me not, for I am in haste.”

“And somebody comes in haste behind
ye,” remarked the corporal dryly.
“YVhom have we here? Not redcoats,
I'll be bound!”

“No, no!” exclaimed Kemp. “It i1s
true I am Dbeing chased by a troop of
your own horse; but I could not stop to
explain. See! here are my dispatches
—ifrom. Mr. John Cadwallader to the
general himself.”

\Wait a hit! wait a bit!” cried the
corporal, seizing the bridle of the horse
as Kemp would have pushed through.
“Unless ye desire the feel of cold steel,
hold in your beast. We'll hear what
these who coine in pursuit have to say.
Ha! Some of Wayne’s lighthorse, as 1
live!”

Around a turn in the road came the
sergeant and his men, and Kemp de-
spairingly gave up all as lost. “Hold
the villain!” yelled the officer, immedi-
ately on seeing Kemp and "the infantry.
“He's likely a spy. Those dispatches
are stolen, or my name’s Ananias!
Hold him!”

ne footmen crowded around, and
Kemp was like to be seized and dragged
from his saddle. He raised his bare
sword, tempted to sweep 1t about him
and so clear the path, and the threaten-
ing gesture made them stand back; but
there were enough muskets pomnted at
him for their charges to blow his head
to bits 1f he attempted escape.

Naught but the sword in Kemp's hand
saved hun from being borne at once to
the ground. It looked as though he
would enter the American camp a pris-
oner; when these horsemen told their
story at headquarters he might have
great difficulty in satisfactorily explain-
ing matters.

But fate interfered most unexpected-
ly, and 1n Roger Kemp's tavor. DBefore
anybody could lay hold upon him, the
sound of other horsemen drew near. A
cavalcade ot rather brilliantly uniformed
officers was approaching, and of a sud-
den both horse and footmen feH back
from the dispatch bearer, and every
man’s hand rose in salute. Kemp was
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" left alone in the center of the road upon

his restive steed.

The cavalcade was evidently in haste;
but Kemp barred the way, and perforce
the officers must pull up. “Out of the
way there, strrah!’ exclaimed one very
pompous and red-faced gentleman, who
rode in advance of the group. “Who
are ye that blocks his excellency’s pas-
sage

Kemp had quickly controlled his
horse ; but now he did not give way, his
glance swiftly overlooking the approach-
ing cavalcade. He had never seen
Washington in his life, nor had he hap-
pened to come across a picture of the
great Virginian; but he picked him out
unerringly.

It would have been a dull man n-
deed who made a mistake in selecting
General Washington 1n almost any gath-
ering. Aristocrat of aristocrats, Wash-

“ington sat his white charger with an air

of command and a reserve of appear-
ance that made other men seem small
about him. At first sight his austere
tace and haughty aspect repulsed the
beholder ; yet mingled with these was so
much courtesy, and his eye held so
kindly a glance, that after a moment’s
hesitation Kemp made bold to urge his
horse directly toward the commander in
chief.

“Hey, there!” exclaimed the big man,
who likewise wore the insignia of a gen-
eral, reaching forth a hand to seize
Kemp’s bridle. ‘“Stand, and give an ac-
count of yourself!”

“I have dispatches for his excellency,”
crted Kemp loudly, to make sure that
General Washington should hear; “dis-
patches from Master John Cadwalla-
der.”

The horsemen were already riding by,
but Kemp's voice had reached the ear
of the commander. He glanced once
in the young man’'s direction, but he
spoke to the bulky person.

“Bring me the papers, and let the gen-
tleman ride with us, sir!” was Wash-
ington’s command.

Ignoring the eager sergeant of horse
and the anxious corporal and their men,
the cavalcade moved on, with Kemp in
its mudst. The latter had but a moment
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to feel relief at escaping a further ex-
aminafion, with the soldiers he had out-
witted as witnesses against him

CHAPTER XL
IN THE NAME OF LIBERTY.

INCIDENT had fallen upon incident

so rapidly during the last few hours
that Ke.np had little time to think of his
personal affairs. He rode away m
Washington’s tram, delighted that he
had so easily gained the result craved
so heartily since his experience at the
Langdon farmhouse.

This leader who so inspired the pa-
triots with confidence was really a re-
markable man. Kemp had felt it must
be so before; now, 1n this brief event of
his first meeting with Washington, he
was assured that his judgment had not
been at fault. . Beaten as he was at
White Plains, driven back from the
Hudson with the loss of the forts and
of a large part of his army, General
Washington did not have either the air
or look of a defeated commander.

There was sadness 1n his eyes, and he
had a brooding brow; but his depleted
ranks and overturned plans—the defec-
tion of his generals and the desertion of
many of the volunteers—could not
quench his sure spirit. Indeed, one look-
ing into the great man's countenance
for the first time, as did Kemp, gained
an everlasting impression that here was
a soul unmoved by disaster.

The cavalcade surrounding the com-
mander galloped over the frozen byways
about Newark, for the staff was on a
tour of mspection. Driven back from
IFort Lee by the triumphant legions of
Cornwallis, Washington had hoped to
-make another stand. But 1t was not to
be. From desertions by the volunteer
companies, and the refusal of General
I.ee to make a junction with his troops,
Washington’s forces were depleted un-
til scarcely three thousand Continentals
were gathered at Newark. They had
lain here now since the twenty-second,
hoping to be reenforced; but after five
days of waiting, the British were re-
ported very near.

The dispatches Kemp had brought

were read by the commander in chiet
as the party circled the camp. Evi-
dently the information they contained
tulfilled the worst forebodings of the
clief officers. Kemp heard but little of
the discussion carried on by Washing-
ton and his advisors, for he rode be-
hind with the aids; but every face was
downcast, and they returned to the town
at last in a state of settled gloom.

Little attention was paid to Kemp on
arriving at the house where the com-
mander was stopping, and he was left to
cool his heels in the yard until 1t be-
came somebody’s pleasure to notice him.
He was determined to wait for a chance
to make himself personally known to his
excellency.

The younger officers with whom he
had ridden dismounted and went about
their various affairs. There was not a
soul he knew among them, and they
looked upon him askance. A man 1n
citizen’s dress, who rode wildly to pre-
sent dispatches carrying a naked sword
in his hand, and without even a hat
upon ‘his head, did not commend him-
self to the members of the staff. Kemp
appeared to be neither “flesh, fowl, nor

. good red herring” !

There were several members of the
commander 1n chief’s guard—called
later the Life Guard-—in the company;
Kemp knew them by their distinctive
uniform, which was a blue coat with
white facings, white waistcoat and
breeches, ending in black gaiters, while
their cocked hats were adorned with
blue-and-white feathers.

Two guarded the door of the gen-
eral’s headquarters with muskets
crossed ; they carried side arms, as well.
The moments slipped by, and nobody
spoke to Kemp; but the appearance of
the guards did not encourage him to try
to force himself into the presence of
General Washington.

Even in those comparatively early
days of the war, the patriot cause was
cursed by the envy and unfaithfulness
of certain officers of the army. With
many it was a struggle for personal
preferment, rather than an ambition for
the establishment of the liberty of the
colonies. \Washington’s character was
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by no means understood by many of his
assoclates, and history told of few great
mihitary leaders whose success had not
ended 1n their becoming dictators. It is
natural for one courtier to fear the ap-
proach of another near the throne; few
of these officers desired to see an un-
known like Kemp familiarly approach
the commander in chief, who, in their
minds, might yet actually occupy the ex-
alted station ot king.

One there was, however, who finally
spoke to Roger Kemp. The latter had
seen this gentleman leave the house, and
noted that he was treated with marked
respect by the subalterns standing about,

although he wore only the insigma of
captain. And, too, he came to Kemp
with something of a cordial manner.

“You are the gentleman who brought
the dispatches to his excellency from
General Cadwallader?” he inquired, sa-
luting Kemp—a gesture which the lat-
ter was quick to acknowledge.

“T brought the dispatches—yes.”
“You are in the service?”

“I am not. But I come to offer my-
self to General Washington as a recruit.,
I think I can easily assure him of my
identity and sincere intentions——"

“You desire to see him, then?”
queried the young officer.

“I do, sir. I wish to explain, as well,
how I came 1n possession of the papers
which I delivered to him.”

“The desire seems to be mutual,” said
the other dryly. “IFollow me, sir. His
excellency has asked to speak with
you.”

The moment was not auspicious for
meeting the commander of the army.
No leader can be expected to appear at
his best when the IFates are arraigned
against him. Disaster had tollowed dis-
aster ot late, and the future held noth-
ing bright in store for the distressed
leader of the rebel army; yet Washing-
ton’s countenance was unruffled as
Kemp was led into the room where he
sat. When the general looked up from
the papers before him, in the perusal of
which he had been engaged, Kemp saw
only the sadness 1in his eyes. The calm
face masked, he was sure, a soul much

- 1me..
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wrought by the tempests of opposition
which assailed 1t from every direction.

Here was a man, indeed, who fought
not alone the battles of his country, con-
fronting an enemy outnumbering his
army 1n many cases three men to one,
but fought the divergent opinions of his
brother officers, and suffered from their
envy and treachery. Ifor all of these
leaders of the revolution were not great
and good men, with liberty and the gen-
eral good of the new confederation at
heart; many were trank adventurers,
who, like Benedict Arnold, let personal
ambition overtop duty and patriotism.

“Your name, sir?” queried Washing-
ton, measuring Kemp’s slight figure
with commending glance.

Even in his disordered dress, and hat-
less as he was, the young man was one
to attract more than a passing glance.
He returned one’s gaze boldly, yet his
eye was mild, and he could not be
termed a forward person. Rather was
he retiring; his air marked plainly the
studious life he had led heretofore.

“Roger Kemp, an it please your ex-
cellency,” Kemp said, with a bow.
“Perhaps my father’s name was not un-
known to all here”—ifor the room was
filled with a crowd of officers and civil-
ians, who, at his presentation to the
commander, turned to gaze upon Kemp
as their mood dictated.

“We dwelt much at Philadelphia be-
fore 1 went to England; from where 1
returned but recently. Master Ephraim
Carney, of Philadelphia, can vouch for
He has some small affairs of mine
in his hands. Before going to Oxford,
and previous to my father’s demise, I
was captain of a certain military com-
pany at Morristown. [ have ridden
here, sir, to offer my services to the
cause of the United States of America
-—hoping, sir,” with another bow, “to
render myself so agreeable to your ex-
cellency that I may be found a place un-
der your own eye.”

“Well, well!” said Washington, per-
haps not unaffected by this speech, for
he liked young and enthusiastic men;
“of that later. I.et us take the matter
of the dispatches first. You come from

my good friend Cadwallader?”
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“l never met him in my lhife, sir; but
I know him by reputation,” responded
Kemp, smiling. “I knew that reputa-
tion so well that, when the papers fell
into my hands through the death of their
original bearer, I hastened here to de-
liver them.”

He went on to tell his story briefly.
His explanation that he was on the way
to offer his sword to the commander
when he saw the dispatch bearer shot
bore some weight. Likewise the fact
that he had had a brush with the Brit-
ish horse in the neighborhood of Mor-
ristown was noted by the company.

“l teared as much. They are hot
after us, gentlemen,” declared Washing-
ton, rising wearily. “If they do not at-
tack before morning, it will be a bless-
ing. And if they come in force we can-
not withstand them.”

He turned again to Kemp. “Your
request I will weigh later. I know Mr,
Carney personally. Meanwhile I give
you 1nto the care of Captain Polk.”
And he bowed to the young officer who
had brought Kemp into the room. “I
shall not forget your effort to serve the
cause, Mr. Kemp. Good day, sir.”

It was a short dismissal, but there
was something so kindly in the tone and
look which accompanied it that Kemp
could not take offense. He was glad,
too, to go with Polk and obtain rest and
food. Before might Captain Polk had
found him a military coat, and a hat
with a cockade, besides a scabbard and
belt for his sword, and a pair of horse
pistols. By exchange with the sergeant
ot horse who had endeavored to make
him a prisoner, Kemp obtained again the
big bay which had served him so well,
and for which no owner could now lay
claim, thanks to the cowboys.

He was billeted with Polk and two
other young officers, and found them
agreeable fellows, although at first in-
clined to look upon hun with some sus-
picion. \When General Washington sent
word to him that he was to be attached,
for the present, to his own staff as aid,
Kemp’s messmates began to treat him
with marked cordiality. That evening,
however, there was little time for them
to become acquainted.
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Kemp’s own report, and information
from other sources, assured the com-
mander in chief that the British were
endeavoring to cut off his retreat. IFight
he could not, for ammunition was low,
his troops hungry and ragged, and Corn-
wallis had more than two men to one
of the Americans now left to Washing-
ton. Retreat was ordered before day-
break of the twenty-eighth.

As the worn and hopeless troops left
the outskirts of Newark on the road to
New Brunswick, the music of the Brit-
1sh bands could be heard entering the
other end of the town.

Kemp had joined the army at a time
when the day seemed darkest. To a
man of less posttive convictions, the con-
dition of the American forces, and the
apparently hopeless state of the cause 1n
general, would have utterly routed that
desire to jom Washington’s command
which had burned so heartily in Kemp’s
breast since the night of his reappear-
ance 1 the neighborhood of Lawe
House.

But once having made up his mind
that the cause of the rebels was just,
and that he desired to be, with his coun-
trymen, liberated irom the tyranny of
George III. and his mimsters, nothing
could shake Roger Kemp's resolution.

DBitter and long were the days that
followed, and the souls of the men were
worn thin. Sickness, hunger, and
worst of all, lost hope, were the wolves
that tore at their hearts. The rank and
file could not be blamed so much for
deserting; patriotism thrives 1illy on
empty stomachs. There was little glory
in prospect, and had Roger Kemp sought
his posttion for the sake of the pomp
and panoply of war, he would have de-
serted likewise! |

But his heart was moved by the faith
and trust displayed by most of the men
in their chieftain. Whatever may have
been the feeling among the officers, the
rank and file came nigh to worshiping
General George Washington. And mys-

-teriously indeed this same impression of

the great man’s character stamped itself
upon Kemp’s soul. He saw now how
true that answer in fire had been to

Major John Favor’s sneering query, the
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night they talked together at Lawe
House.
Liberty might be a will 0o’ the wisp;

the cause of the Americans might be vis-

ionary and seemingly impossible of suc-
cess, but the inspiration of this chieftain
had led them thus far, and Kemp {felt
it would lead them farther.

The bugle music of the flushed and
victorious army of the conquering Corn-
wallis might greet the ears of their
rearguard as it left the towns to the oc-
cupancy of the enemy-—Newark, New
Brunswick, Princeton, and Trenton
were lost without a blow being struck
—yet, withal, Washington’s superh
courage held the little body of troops
together.

Long ere that awtul retreat was fin-
ished, Kemp had given up his horse to
a weaker man, and marched in the ranks
himself. It was maddening to be so
helpless—to follow on behind the poor
fellows and behold, here and there on
the frozen ground, the bloodstains from
their broken feet.

There could be no enthusiasm under
such depressing circumstances. The
ranks plodded dully, the file officers
swearing and driving the men on like
beasts, the torn banners drooping, and

the shrill fife like the eerie shriek of a

lost soul, rather than a ringing note of
encouragemment,

Well-disposed folk along the route of
march dared only bring the fugitive
army succor by stealth; whereas, a few
months before the enfire Jersey plan-
tations had been aflame with patriotism.
Ah, that 1s a flower, Kemp learned, that
blooms quickly and fades at the first
suspicion of the frost of disaster.

force 1in many cases what had freely
been offered them before.

‘So i1t happened that the first duty of
any importance whicn fell to Kemp’s
lot was acting as guide to a foraging
party through a section of the country
north ot Princeton, which he happened
to know very well. It was with his aid,
too, that several boats were found when
it became evident that safety for the
American troops lay only upon the far-
ther shore of the Delaware. These

gave his excellency

The
retreating army was obliged to take by
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were small matters, yet Kemp hoped for

something better when the army should

be reorganized.

The broken lines finally escaped
across the river, and, having secured all
the boats for miles up and down the
stream, 1t was put out of the power of
the British to follow until the ice should
become thick enough to bear up horses
and artillery., Cornwallis had left
guards 1n all the principal towns, and
established at Trenton fifteen hundred-
Hessians—some of the very savages
who had bayoneted Colonel Magaw’s
men at Fort Washington.

With the rolling river between the
enemy and the handful of Continentals,
Washington stopped, and, with immense
optimism, began to reorganize the army.
The news from the Champlain country
of Arnold’s defeat and the loss of the
American flotilla, as well as Clinton’s
successful descent on Newport, dark-
ened the cloud of doubt and uncertainty
which hung above the American camp.
Congress, believing Philadelphia to be
threatened, departed for Baltimore on
December twelfth ; but it took measures
to provide a permanent army, and soon
almost absolute
power.

FFearing dictatorship as they did, this
was a last desperate resort. In the
hands of another man the power given
the.commander in chief night have been
misused, and to the final and utter de-
struction of the cause of liberty. To
George Washington, however, it prom-
ised at length the ability to make his un-
der generals obey, and to move the en-
listed brigades to some purpose.

The arrival of some Pennsylvania re-
cruits, including General Cadwallader’s
brigade and a part of l.ee’s division,
swelling the army to some seven thou-
sand men, gave heart to the faithful.
Even the young officers with whom
Roger Kemp associated knew that an
important move was at hand. Some-
thing must be done to give impetus to
the cause—to rivet and clinch the wav-
ering hopes of the colonists—and the en-
tire army was on the qui vive as the
month of December drew toward its
close, |
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CHAPTER XII.
IN PERIL,

THE American camp was very much
alive at this time. The divisions
were quartered as far south as Bristol,
where General Cadwallader’s brigade
lay. And it was Kemp's fortune to be
offered the command oif a company un-
der this emnent friend of Washington.
By courtesy he was already addressed
as Captain Kemp; but his only com-
mands were foraging parties or small
scouting expeditions. In this last work,
‘however, he had been successful, and
had received personal commendation
from his excellency. Therefore, Kemp
hesitated to accepf a comumand that
would tie him to a hrigade, for the op-
portunities of a iree lance were greater.

(General Cadwallader was a very fine
gentleman, indeed, and 1t was something
to be marked out by him as a subaltern;
Kemp realized the honor, and when he
was called before Cadwallader and the
commander 1n chief, he strove to make
his position clear. Mr. Cadwallader was
rather a tall man, with a long, ruddy,
beardless face and a very high forehead.
His aquiline nose and prominent chin
betrayed both determination and haugh-
tiness, and had it not been for the kind
interference of General Washington,
Kemp might have found disfavor in the
eyes of the commander of the “Silk

Stocking Company’—a term of good-

natured raillery which had stuck to Cad-
wallader since the beginning of the war.

“l have offered Master Kemp his
choice, general,” Washington said, *‘and,
like the rash young man he i1s, he has
chosen the alternative. The honor of
being under your command, sir, seems
less to him than the chance of having
his neck stretched by the Britishers—
though God forbid!”

“Ah!” exclaimed Cadwallader; “you
have chosen Captain Kemp for that
duty ?”’

“He has chosen himselt, as I tell you.
It laid between him and Polk. I give
you Polk, and Captain Kemp crosses the
river before daybreak. The matter i1s
arranged.”

Kemp’s eyes sparkled at these Woi‘ds,

- for, although the matter of a secret visit

to Trenton had been broached to him,
he had not been sure, despite what
Washington called his own choice, that
he would be allowed to undertake the
dangerous mission. The moment was
ripe for an attack on the British forces,
which were carelessly resting on their
arms—strung in a chain of posts across
Jersey—while Cornwallis was enjoying
the Christmas holidays 1n New York
City.

After General Lee's capture, his divi-
sion under Sullivan had joinmed Wash-
ington’s force, quartered at Newtown,
and other troops were numerically in-
creasing the strength of the main army
almost daily. Yet Washington would
not attempt to strike a decisive blow at
the garrison of Trenton without having
the reports of i1ts unpreparedness veri-
fied. |

With several men picked from a corps
of scouts who had been under General
Putnam’s personal command before that
officer was sent to take charge at Phila-
delphia, Kemp left the headquarters on
a small branch of the Neshamming
River, at nightfall, and rode hard over
the bad roads, made worse by the
marching and countermarching of
troops and the heavy traffic of Colonel
Knox’s artillery, to McConkey’s Ferry,
eight miles above Trenton.

A mile from the ferry Kemp ex-
changed his fagged horse for the bay,
which he had sent on in advance. At a
friendly farmer’s he changed his uni-
form for the dress of a foppish gentle-
man of that day, and, with a portman-
teau behind him on the saddle, rode
down to the log ferryhouse. As previ-
ously arranged, although he crossed the
ferry with some of his men, he did not

- speak to them, or they to him. They

were dressed like drovers, and their side
arms were hidden beneath their rough
coats.

The only thing Kemp lacked as he
rode into Trenton in the guise of a
“macaroni” from one of the Southern
colontes was a body servant; but he ex-
plained to the host of the inn that his
black man had been confiscated by a
party of Continentals near Harrisburg
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—and his expressions of anger and dis-
gust over the incident left no doubt in
mitne host’s mind as to Kemp’s distaste

for the Americans. —

This “play acting” was not pleasant;
but he was in peril, and must use every
art possible to evade suspicion. The
task of gaining exact mmformation as to
the numbers of the Hessian troops and
British lighthorse at Trenton and Bor-
dentown, their means of communica-

tion, and their preparedness—or lack of

it—to meet a quick sortie from across
the river, was not unimportant. And
if he, an officer of the American army,
was captured by the enemy in their
midst, and in civilian dress, the shadow
of the gallows would certainly fall upon
him. |

His ability to learn that which Wash-
ington and nis advisers considered nec-
essary, and to do so without attract-
ing suspicion to himself, was enhanced
by the fact that he understood and spoke
German. And, with this attribute, and
his gentlemanly and cheerful bearing,
it was an easy matter for him to be-
come acquainted with the young Hes-
sian officers, as well as those of the light-
horse quartered in the town.

Kemp fell in with a certain Lieuten-
ant Piel and an ensign named Von
Drack in the public room of the inn
that very day, and was taken by these
new friends about the town and to the
various quarters of Knyphausen’s regi-
ment and Rohl’s grenadiers.

Colonel Rohl was in command of the
garrison, and he had gained, with the
British officers, a hearty contempt for
the rebels. The men were allowed to
plunder irom the peaceful inhabitants
of the surrounding country, and the
lines were in no state of defense. What
else could be expected of mercenaries?

It was all a matter of gold to them.

Their masters had sold them for thirty-
six dollars a head to King George, and
their only desire was to get out of the
conflict alive and gain such portable pos-
sessions as they could gamble away and
drink up during the long winter nights.
An attack from the beaten Continentals
was not dreamed of.

The purchase of the Hessians for the

American campaign was a most atro-
cious act, condemned in Parliament, and
it brought over many right-thinking
Englishmen to the American cause.
They were merely trained fighting ma-
chines, but, it must be admitted, they
were as savage as St. Leger’s Indians,
Altogether, seventeen thousand, five
hundred and twenty-six of these hired
butchers were bought from the Land-
grave of Hesse-Cassel, the Duke of
Brunswick, the Prince of Hesse, and
the Prince of Waldeck, and in almost
every battle in which they had a part
there were atrocities committed.

So disliked were these foreign sol-
diers that the British would not them-
selves assoctate with them. The young
officers whom Kemp met were delighted
that a “white” gentleman should show
them any attention, and, therefore, it
was the easier for him to gain the in-
formation which he sought. He spent
half the night with Piel and Von Drack,
and in the morning he managed to see
one of his “drovers,” and sent him back
across the river with a written report to
General Washington.

This was the day before Christmas,
and great preparations were being made
for the celebration of the holiday. Kemp
himself was invited to a banquet to be
given by the junior officers of the Hes-
sian troops on Christmas night. He
saw that, unless warned in season, the
enemy would fall an easy prey to the
American arms, if General Washing-
ton’s plans were carried out.

But every hour Kemp delayed his de-
parture from lrenton increased the dan-

ger of his apprehension; until relieved

or instructed to return to the army, he
was bound to stick to his post. With
this anxiety on his mind, he was ex-
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