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BRUNSWICK

USIC lovers choose the Brunswick
Phonograph to play their favor-
ite records, for it plays all records

at their best.

The Brunswick Method of Reproduc-
tion makes this possible. It consists of
two outstanding, exclusive features—the

Brunswick Ultona and the Brunswick
Tone Amplifier.

The Ultona

The Ultona is a scientific creation
which enables one to play all records
with faithful regard for the requirements
of each make. Itis not in any sense a
combination contrivance, but involves a
fundamental principle of sound repro-
duction.

Nor is the Ultona a complex mechan-
ism. By a slight turn of the hand it is
adapted to any make record, instantly
supplying the correct position on the
record, the proper needle and diaphragm

and the precise pressure or weight
necessary to play that particular record.

The Tone Amplifier

The Brunswick Tone Amplifier is an-
other improvement of fundamental im-
portance. As the name implies, it
amplifies the tonme, making it richer,
sweeter, truer.

This vibrant tone chamber, con-
structed entirely of moulded hollywood,
free from metal, provides the requisite
resiliency that unfolds and projects true
tone. Like a fine violin or the sounding
board of a piano, it complies with the
approved laws of acoustics.

Hear The Brunswick
Before You Buy

One hearing of this remarkable instru-
ment is enough to convince the most
critical music lover that here is the final
type phonograph.

THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER COMPANY

General Offices:

623-633 So. Wabash Ave., CHICAGO

Branch Houses in Principal Cities of United States, Mexico and Canada
Canadian Distributors: Musical Merchandise Sales Co., 819 Yonge St., Toronto

T,

Ask your dealer for a free copy of “What to Look For in Buying a Phonograph.” You will want this
interesting instructive booklet before you buy because it is authentic. It was written by Henry Purmort Eames,
L. L. B., Concert Pianist and Lecturer, Director Pianoforte Dept., Cosmopolitan School of Music, Chicago.
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YOU MEN The country needs more trained,
graduate electricians. Thousands have

— LI ST EN' gone into the Government service and there

is such an unusual demand for competent
electrical men that -I am making a wonderful offer at this time. Here
Is Your Opportunity! Iwant tosend you my splendid offer now.

Don’t hesitate because of age or experience.
There is.a wonderful opportunity now for men who
will qualify as trained electricians, Prepare 5ourkelt
for a real position, by my Home Study Course in
Practical Electricity. I am Chief Engineer of the
Chicago Engineering Works. I have trained thousands of men and
can help you better than anybody else. ‘We also have large, splendu'ily
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without charge, No other correspondence school can give you this_
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this ad. Write tcday !

346 to *1002 a Week

Go after some real money.. Qualify for one of the
thousands of splendid positigns open. All you need to start is a few months’
snappy, practlcal instructiofifrom a competent engineer. Come to me
—NOW. Tl give you my personal care to ensure rapid and efficient
progress. My course is intensely practical. It is highly condensed,
simplified, up-to-date and complete. I am so sure you will make a splendid success in

this study, that I will Guarantee Under Bond to return to you every cent paid for
tuition, if you are not entirely satisfied when you receive your Electrician’s Certificate
granted you as a graduate of my school,
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Find OutWhatTraining
| Means to You |

Why Bf Doing things better
than the other fellow—
Does it thinking and acting for

What It Intensive train-

ing has qualified
Has Bone .cx like YOU for

the positions they wanted — given

them steady employment—made them
sought after by employers—multiplied their
earning power — made them leaders in their
chosen lines. For thousands, it has changed
the drudgery of “getting by” into the joy of
GETTING ON. Do you realize that the same
intensive training can do the same for you?

yourself—having a grip on your task
—the expert touch — the trick of
KNOWING HOW—that is why you succeed
after intensive training. That is what it does
Jfor you. Training clears away the cobwebs,
throws the spotlight on the things you don’t
know about your work, and makes you the
master of any emergency.

Don’f Fool Yourself

Every day you put. off training you have to pay the price of not knowing how. The amount you
earn represents what you know—what you can DO. The problem of how to increase your earn- g

ing power is simple—just TRAIN. Don’t be fooled into
thinking that “luck” or “pull” will make you a winner.
The man without training just scrambles through life
—never a money-maker—never sure of his job—never
holding aresponsible position. It’s the trained man who
gets all the favors—the best jobs and the big pay. Aslong as you
refuse to train you must pass up opportunities and make way for
the man who does. Face the facts and then let the American
School help you into a better position—the one you want—as it
has helped its thousands of students. Get into the game. Don’t
sit on the sidelines.

You Take No Risk

We guarantee our service to you—absolute satisfaction or your
money back—so why delay promotion and better pay? Every day
you put off training it costs you money—money that you might
be getting but DON’T because you don’t know how.

The American School’s guarantee above means that you can
test what training will do for you without risking one cent of
your money. We’ve got to make good with you, so check and
mail the Coupon—NOW—for Free Bulletin,
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OF CORRESPONDENCE
Dept. G=48 CHICAGO, ILLINGIS
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ALTORFER BROS. COMPANY, Peoria,

Super Electric
America’s Leading Washing Machine

A-B-C is more than the name of a washer.

—it represents a SERVICE to housewives that means washing and
wringing done quickly and with ease, making washday a real pleasure.
— it is the symbol of systematized modern home laundry methods.

— it stands for simplicity in a high-grade electric washer. (Any child
can operate the A-B-C Super Electric.)

— it indicates its maker — Altorfer Bros. Company—who were pio-
neer washing machine manufacturers, and now rank the world’s largest
exclusive makers of electric and power washers,

To possess an A-B-C Super Electric Washer is economy—* put-
ting off " buying is a positive extravagance.
There’s an A-BC dealer near you who will gladly demonstrate this

remarkable washer in your own home, without charge, and arrange easy
terms of payment.

Try it at home and see how well it will please you.

Write for “The A-B-C of Washday,” 20 illustrated pages of suggestions
for systematizing your washings—and the name of your nearest dealer.

Ill Largest exclusive makers of electric and
° power washing machines in America
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(A COMPLETE NOVEL)

CHAPTER 1.
WITH A STRING ATTACHED,

magnificently and physically
two-faced. Her two-faced-
ness results from her peculiar
strategic position. She faces
eastward across the narrow panhan-
dle of . Idaho and smiles upon her min-
ing treasure house, bulging with mil-
lions. She faces westward over wide
valleys,, rich in grain and fruit, the
bread basket of America. Her mother-
ship of both her sons—the miner and
the farmer—are above criticism,
1A TN

aE POKANE is a fond mother,

According to Kane Wallace, who had
gained his schooling in the mystic'
Ceeur “d’Alenes, the metropolis of the
inland empire smiled more fondly upon
the miner. That was his personal opin-
ion, however, and the farmer son would
be quick to dispute it. Still, every
mother will have her favorite, stoutly

.as she will deny it, and Wallace avowed

that Ma Spokane beamed a trifle more
warmly upon the man with a pick than
upon the man with a hoe.

The eternal springtime of the great
Northwest had dealt kindly with Wal-
lace for six and twenty years; had
bronzed his cheeks and tempered his
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muscles and put the sparkle of sunlight
into his blue eyes. Even the eighteen
months in France with the valiant
Ninety-first and his days of glorious
sight-seeing in the East had not weaned
him from his native hills. He had been
inordinately proud of the Pine Tree in-
signia on his left shoulder—the distin-
guishing mark of the Wild West divi-
sion—and thrilled mightily at their war
cry of “Powder River! Let ’er buck!”

Wallace’s father had trekked across
the continent in a slow-moving, ox-
drawn prairie schooner, following the
perilous trail blazed by Lewis and
Clark, and sought his El Dorado in
the Cceur d’Alenes when the town was
merely a trading post on the Spokane
River and Dutch Jake’s place was the
wildest, hell-roaring establishment on
the slopes of the Cascades. Wallace
junior opened his eyes to the blue of
Washington skies shortly after the big
fire.

Wallace the elder had sought for gold
and found it, but like so many of the
pioneers he had {failed to win the re-
ward due him. Consequently Kane
Wallace did hot have an easy drift to
tunnel, nor did he find his lode blocked
out for him. Bitter experience had
been a hard taskmaster. He learned
the mining game from grass roots down,
and added to his knowledge by work-
ing his way through a technical school.
By the time his father had passed over
the long trail, Wallace was an aspiring
professional, eligible to write “M. E.”
after his name.

One Bill Hohenzollern had interfered
considerably with Wallace’s plans and
prospects, for just before his native
land had decided to shed its robe of
neutrality, Wallace had found a prom-
ising position with a big mining corpo-
ration in the Sierra Nevada district and
had been smitten by “own-your-home”
fever. Naturally, as no home is com-
plete without a lovable bit of feminin-
ity attached to it, Wallace had made ar-
rangements accordingly. In the midst
of those preparations and about the
time Miss Kingdon and he were decid-
ing upon the color of their library rug,
the Berlin war lord decided to take

a fall out of the American eagle, thereby
handing a jolt to several million pros-
pective bridegrooms.

Nevertheless, without a pang or re-
gret, and with the knowledge that there
was a big job to be done, and done in
a workmanlike manner, Wallace shed
his corduroys and laced boots for khaki
and puttees. When he returned more
than a year later and marched up Riv-
erside Avenue with his regiment, while
the bands blared and the Spokanites
roared their approval, and one girl in
particular alternately cried and smiled,
Wallace was prepared to resume his
engineering career where it had been
interrupted.

Of course his former position had
been filled by an older man, for the big
interests did not propose to mark time
while - Wallace was somewhere in
France juggling hand grenades and de-
stroying machine-gun nests. Wallace
bore no malice toward his former em-
ployers, even when he visited them the
week following his discharge at Camp
Lewis and learned from the general
manager himself that there was no
opening at the present time.

“Things are rather quiet,” the man-
ager had said, “and will continue to
be for the next year.”

“T’ll enjoy the quiet,” Wallace re-
marked as he left the office.

Being in daily companionship with
Miss Kingdon, Wallace was not cast
down at his enforced idleness. He felt
he deserved a few weeks of rest in his
home town and continued to view the
future through rose-tinted glasses.

The time passed all too swiftly, and
Wallace and Miss Kingdon had new
trips mapped out each day. They pic-
nicked with all the joyous abandon of
school children at Indian Cafion, where
some of the last of the Spokane tribe
had pitched their wigwams and were
willing to exchange beadwork and fiber
baskets for silver. They motored out
Apple Way, the magnificent, paved
boulevard that crosses three States and
reminded Wallace of the French high- -
ways ; they penetrated as far as Fourth
of July Carfion, where the rainbow trout
were plentiful, and broiled their catch
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over a pine-cone fire. Between times
they enjoyed a plunge in the municipal
swimming pool at Natatorium Park, and
in the evenings danced in the big, open-
air pavilion.

Wallace went alone to Kellogg, in
the northern tip of the Idaho panhan-
dle, to interview the manager of the
great Snowshoe Mine, the largest sil-
ver and lead producer in the world;
but there was no immediate opening
for him. He stopped off long enough
en route te say “Hello!” to the host of
all acquaintances in the Ceeur d’Alene
district, to regale them with stories of
the war, and listen to.the talk and
gossip of the various camps.

On a particularly bright and sunny
morning when he appeared at the club-
rooms of the Northwest Mining Asse-
ciation in the Hotel Spokane—the head-
quarters for all his fellow profession-
als at liberty and otherwise—to receive
his mail and glance throught the tech-
nical journals, Wallace was hailed by
Moran. Lee Moran was an enterpris-
ing chap who had gone in for fruit
growing on a large scale in the vicinity
of Walla Walla. TUntil the time for
his orchards to show a profit, Moran
assuaged the cruel anxieties of his
principal creditors by permitting him-
self to become attached to the staff
of the Spokane Review, where he cov-
ered the police news for the morning
paper.

“Still at liberty, Wallace?”’ the re-
porter inquired. “Must have made a
fortune in France; or maybe you're a
Bolshevik.”

“Just trying to get accustomed to
civies,” Wallace replied, dropping into
an easy-chair that overlooked the busy
traffic of Stevens Street. “What are
you prowling around in the daylight
for?”

“For business reasons,” the other re-
turned,

“Enough said. How’s the prune mar-
ket these days?”

“You ought to see my trees,” Moran
said eagerly. “They’re one mass of
pink and white bloom. I expect to
have a bumper crop this year unless
all signs fail. If you hang around long

enough I can give you a job picking
them,” he added with a grin.

“Nothing doing. I've speared enough
prunes in the last eighteen months.
Trained on them, fought on them—and
some of the unfortunates died on them.
Tell you what, Moran,” Wallace went
on in mock seriousness, “I look for
a big slump in the prune market when
demobilization is complete. There will
be something like four million chaps
like myself to clamp the lid on the
wrinkled critter. We had to swallow
them in the army, which may account
for the aumber of desertions; but when
a man’s a plain citizen again he’ll boy-
cott the aristocrat of the bhoarding-
house breakfast.”

Moran shrugged good-naturedly.
“Huh, I don’t think much of your

predictions! If the bugs don’t get
my prunes the bourgeois will. Depend
upon it!”

“More power to the bugs!” declared
Wallace.

Moran fixed the engineer with a
steady scrutiny. “Look here,” he
broke out, “all joking aside, it seems
to me an A-number-one M. E. like
yourself, particularly one of the Pine
TFree brigade that chased the Fritzies to
the Rhine and made the world safe
for prohibition, ought to connect with
a salary check. What's the trouble?”

“No trouble at all,” returned Wal-
lace. “I’ve had a couple of prospects
in the British Columbia district and
may accept them if nothing better turns
up nearer home. The Cceur d’Alenes
are my stamping grounds, yvou know,
and I prefer to remain there.”

“Don’t blame you,” said the other,
“especially when there’s an added at-
traction out on Fern Hill. And it is
just because I had your interests at
heart that T came here this morning.
Took chances of getting a sunstroke
just to introduce you to your prospec-
tive employer.”

“Well, that’s kind of you, Moran,”
Wallace declared, somewhat skeptical
of the reporter’s purpose. “Let me
have the particulars.” ,

“Don’t know Runyon and Harf, do
you ?’ Moran took up promptly. “Be-
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lieve they came into the field after you
went to Camp Lewis. They have taken
over the Pend Oreille property.”

Wallace nodded. “One of the best
claims in the district,” he said.

“I met Runyon at the Spokane Club
dinner the other night, and he men-
tioned your name. From the little he
let fall I guess he has been delving
into your past performances. Quizzed
me. I let him know right off that there
wasn’t a better engineer in the whole
Ceeur d’Alene field, and he’d be mighty
lucky to get your services in view of
the offers you were considering. He
agreed with me and wanted to know
where he could get in touch with you.
I promised to bring you two together
here at the club. Runyon said he
would report here at ten o’clock.”

“You’re a dandy little press agent,
Moran,” Wallace said. “T’ll try to live
up to the reputation you built for me.”

Fifteen minutes later Runyon ap-
peared and Moran introduced the en-
gineer; after that the reporter begged
to be excused and departed.

Alone in the room Runyon surveyed
Wallace with frankly appraising eyes.
“I've been looking up your records,
Wallace,” he began shortly. “I believe
you're just the man we need. Tied up
with any one yet?”

“Not yet,” the engineer replied.

“Good! My partner and I are oper-
ating the Pend Oreille. You are ac-
quainted with the property, of course?”

“Yes, indeed. It was a heavy pro-
ducer before I left. I was shift boss
there one summer when the Colorado
Company owned it.”

“Mind coming over to my office?”
Runyon asked. “I’d rather talk busi-
ness there.”

The men left the club and walked
down toward Riverside. “I’ve been
on a still hunt for the right kind of
an engineer,” Runyon declared. “Didn’t
want to advertise my wants for a very
good reason. You'll understand pres-
ently.”

In a small office on the twelfth floor
of the imposing Old National Bank
Building, Runyon dropped into a chair
before his open desk. “Now,” he be-
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gan, when Wallace had seated himself,
“we.can get down to business. When
were you up in the district last?”

“About a week ago.”

“Hear anything relative to my prop-
erty »”

Wallace pondered a moment. “Heard
you were running only a day shift at
present and that your production had
fallen off considerably.”

“Who told you that?”’ Runyon asked
quickly.

“No one in particular,” the engineer
replied. “It was just some of the gos-
sip I picked up.”

“Oh!” Runyon relaxed in his chair.
“Would you consider taking full charge
of my property, as supervising engi-
neer, at five thousand a year to begin
with?” he asked suddenly.

“T would consider myself most fortu-
nate indeed in accepting it,” Wallace re-
plied unhesitatingly.

“Then you’re engaged,” Runyon re-
turned just as promptly. He turned
to his desk and wrote out a check,
signed it, and extended it toward Wal-
lace. “Here’s your first month’s sal-
ary in advance.”

Wallace accepted the check wonder-
ingly. “This is very generous of you,
Mr. Runyon,” he declared, making no
effort to conceal his surprise.

“Not at all! Your work begins right
now—hard work. So long as the Pend
Oreille continues on a dividend-pay-
ing basis, you’ll continue to draw sal-
ary.” Runyon smiled for the first
time. “The fact is, Wallace,” he went
on, “the matter is up to you. Perhaps
I should have stated, before making
these arrangements, that there was a
—well, a sort of an ‘if’ attached to our
business agreement.”

CHAPTER L
DOOMED TO GET PINCHED.

WALLACE’S mounting enthusiasm
received an abrupt setback. Ex-

- perience had taught him that any propo-

sition with a veiled “if” attached to it
was rather dubious. “I’'m afraid I
don’t understand,” he began after a
moment of reflection.



THE MYSTIC THREE =

“Of course you don’t,” Runyon
agreed. “I’ve tried my best to keep it
under cover. I couldn’t very well en-
lighten you, Wallace, until you were an
employee of mine. Why? A precau-
tionary measure.
betray an employer’s confidence.”

“But where does the ‘if’ come in?”
urged Wallace.

“1f we can weork the new vein we’ve
opened, the Ceeur d’Alene field is in for

a sensation second to the one experi--

enced when Dutch Jake’s burro uncov-
ered the Jackass Lode.”

“Why can’t it be worked ?” inquired
the engineer. “Are you waiting to buy
in all the stock before——" .

“There’s ne steck on the market,”
Runyon broke in. “Mr. Hait and I own
every share of it. Put on your thinking
cap, Wallace. You can answer this
contndrum if you try right hard.”

“How far down is this vein?” A
faint glimmering of the truth crept into
Wallace’s active mind.

“Thirteenth level.”

“Which direction does it run from
the main shaft?”

“Northeast.”

Wallace instantly visualized the lay
of the land in the district referred to;
then he smiled. ‘“Your new vein ex-
tends beyond the boundary line of the
claim,” he announced. “Right?”

“Right,”” echoed Runyon. “Not a
hard nut te crack, was it? And of
course you know we are unable to pro-
ceed with our development work until
we get control of the adjoining prop-
erty. That’s the ‘if.’”

“Can’t a lease be negotiated or roy-
alty terms arranged?’ the engineer
wanted to know.

“That is what we are praying for
—either one or the other. But it will
have to be signed and sealed before the
news leaks out. So far as I know, only
my partner and myself are aware of the
find. We made the discovery ourselves,
cribbed up the drift, and said nothing
about it. We propose to remain close-
lipped until the adjoining property
comes under our control. If our hopes
do not materialize, the Pend Oreille will
close down and stay closed, and you'll

I know you’ll never .

be out of a job along with a hundred
others.”

“Who owns the property ?”

"That is what we’'ve been trying to
tind out. Our cautious inquiries have
not met with much success. In the first
place the records at the county seat
were destroyed by fire about a year ago.
That was our first stumblingblock.
And second, we dared not seem too
anxious to find the legal owner, for
fear of showing our hand.  You know
how wary the men are in this district.
If we let out a whisper of the truth
we’d be wrecked before leaving port.
Ve have decided that all further inves-
tigations must be made through an ap-
parently disinterested party. But te
find a man we could trust wasn’t the
casiest thing' to do. Then we got a
line on you, Wallace, I'm sure we can
trust you. I'm telling you the whole
story. Now get busy and see what you
can de ==

“Have you a map of the district?”
asked Wallace, his mind working at top
speed.

Runyon unfolded one and spread it
out upon his desk. The men bent over
it. Runyon’s own property was marked,
Wallace studied the map closely, and
the suspicions that were rife in his mind
instantly were confirmed.

“The claim northeast of yours is a
triangular bit of ground running along
the slope of Dodd’s Hill,” the engineer
said. “It contains about sixty acres.
{t never has been worked to any ex-
tent, although there are a dozen pros-
pect holes in it. I remember now per-
tectly.”

Runyon nodded. “That’s it exactly.
Don’t think a bit of the earth has been
disturbed for the last ten years. Our
vein runs under it at the depth of about
twelve hundred feet. To:- work it
through our shaft is the most plausible
method of operation. In order for the
owner to reach the vein he would have
to sink his own shaft to that level,
install expensive machinery, and take
big chances of having the vein pinch
out before he got his money back. Now,
we are willing to play fair and square
with the owner of the claim, but we're
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not going to be bled. I want the prop-
erty on a fair royalty basis. I think
that would be the best arrangement.”

“There should be no difficulty,” be-
gan Wallace. “‘Any sensible owner
would understand.”

Runyon smiled at the optimistic re-
mark. “I don’t suppose there is any
use in my asking if you're acquainted
with the Greeb Development Com-
pany?” he ventured. “You know the
outfit, of course.”

“I know them for a crowd of swin-
dlers,” Wallace declared. “Is the com-
pany still in existence ?”

“Very much so. In fact since the
war they have taken a new lease of life.
In spite of an unsavory reputation and
newspaper attacks and the war that is
being waged against them by the North-
west Mining Association, the outfit con-
tinues to do business at the old stand.
There is no telling how much wildcat
stock they’ve unloaded in the rural dis-
tricts, or how many independent mine
owners, seeking capital, have been
ruined by their scheming tactics. Greeb
is a shrewd old bird ; always on the job
when a bit of money is needed, always
comes out the big end of the horn,
always pops up with a catlike grin
and an option when a piece of prop-
erty is wanted. He seems to have an
uncanny way of knowing how the wind
will blow to-morrow and setting his
* sails to carry him before it.”

Wallace listened quietly to the ar-
raignment. Greeb and his crowd were
too well known in the Spokane district
to invite comment. The engineer had
hoped that the war and government
bans had put a damper on the familiar
tactics of the infamous crew. Appar-
ently it seemed they had prospered un-
der the adverse circumstances.

“Does Greeb figure in the matter
we’ve just been discussing?’ Wallace
asked at length. :

“I’'m a little afraid he does,” Runyon
admitted. “His engineers have been
browsing around my property for the
last month. That is one of the rea-
sons why I have kept in the background.
Tf the Greeb bunch get their hands on
the adjoining claim it’s all off with us.
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They would put an exorbitant price on
the property or demand an outrageous
royalty.”

“You won’t need to worry over that
possibility, Mr. Runyon,” Wallace spoke
up confidently. “I know the owner of
the property you want, and I know it
can be leased on the most favorable
terms.” g

Runyon brightened instantly. “Who
is it ?”

“Miss Kingdon. The property was
left to her a number of years ago by
her father, an old mining man of this
district.”

“Are—are you sure of it?”’ the other
queried.

“Absolutely! You see,” Wallace ex-
plained, “the Kingdons are old friends
of mine. Norma Kingdon and I went
to Moscow College together. We ex-
pected to be married just before the
war. Now that I must start all over
again we’'ve postponed the event until
I can establish myself. I had forgot-
ten all about the property until I con-
sulted the map a few minutes ago. Mr.
Kingdon located and proved up on the
claim at least fifteen years ago. He
called it The Silver Lining. He put all
the money he had in it, sinking pros-
pect holes.”

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Runyon
jubilantly. “This is luck indeed. If
what you’ve told me is the truth there’ll
be no excuse now in muffling those wed-
ding bells, Wallace. Your future is as-
sured, and I fancy, with the royalty
from the young lady’s property, you
two ought to be able to buy a few sticks
of furniture.”

Wallace was beaming. His world
was tinted in rainbow hues at the pres-
ent moment. “I'm to meet Miss King-
don at noon,” he said; “and if you say
so I’ll bring her here to the office right
after lunch.” -

“The quicker the better,” declared
Runyon. ‘“You don’t suppose,” he
added anxiously, “that the young lady
has disposed of the claim, do you?”

Wallace was brought up with a jolt.
“Let’s hope not. No; I'm sure she
hasn’t,” he added with conviction. “Mr.
Kingdon always thought the claim was
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valuable and urged his daughter not to
dispose of it unless absolutely neces-
sary.”

Runyon looked relieved. “In that
case we've nothing to worry about. I’ll
depend upon you to bring Miss King-
- don here this afternoon, and we will
draw up a royalty contract agreeable
to both parties.”

Wallace got up from his chair after
a look at his watch. “It would apppear
that Mr. Kingdon had a hunch of this
good fortune when he christened his
claim The Silver Lining,” he remarked.
“Miss Kingdon and her mother are
not exactly destitute, noOw that the fa-
ther and husband has passed out, but
a royalty check every month will come
in mighty handy. I'm glad that I'm
to be the bearer of such good news.”

Runyon followed the engineer to the
office door. “I won’t rest easy until
I’'m sure that Greeb’s clutching fingers
have not dipped into this treasure
chest,” he said.

“If they are in evidence,” Wallace
remarked grimly, “they’'re doomed to
get pinched.”

CHAPTER 111
IN BLACK AND WHITE.

T noon exactly, Wallace was pacing
anxiously through the great lounge
of the Hotel Davenport, his eyes cov-
ering the many entrances. Amn orches-
tra was playing on the mezzanine floor,
and the usual noonday crowd was mov-
ing in toward the several dining rooms.
Davenport’s was something more than
a hotel—it was an institution, typify-
ing the progress of the Northwest and
the commercial and social advancement
of the inland empire. Of all the pio-
neers whose life had been coupled in-
separately with the development of the
country, none was more interesting or
romantic than the waffle-wagon pro-
prietor who had in less than forty years
become the genial host of the greatest
inn west of the Rockies.

Wallace’s roving ewes suddenly
alighted upon Miss Kingdon as she en-
tered by the Lincoln Street door. He
bore down upon her, took her arm,

and led her through the corridors to
a booth in the Coffee Shop grill where
a Dutch-costumed maid attended to
their wants.

Norma Kingdon was a fair and
adorable bit of womanhood, whose
cheeks bloomed with the color of her
State’s far-famed apples, and whose
eyes were as dancing bright as the
waters of a mountain stream. Yet
those selfsame sparkling orbs clouded
a bit at sight of Wallace’s somber coun-
tenance and ‘the anxious manner in
which he regarded her across the little
table.

“Norma,” he began suddenly, “have
you disposed of that mining property
in the Coeur d’Alenes—the claim your
father left you?”

“Of course not,” the girl replied.

“Thank heavens!” breatged Wallace
with a jubilance that left the girl more
than ever amazed. “A miracle has
come to pass to-day, Norma,” he ran
on eagerly; “a couple of them in fact.
I’'ve landed an engineering berth with
the Pend Oreille Mine, and you are
destined to receive a shower of royalty
checks.”

Miss Kingdon opened her eyes
widely ; but before she could ask the
questions that rushed to her lips, Wal-
lace continued: ‘“The Silver Lining—
wasn’t that the name of the claim?
Open your ears, Miss Moneybags! Lis-
ten to what I have to say. There’s a
rich vein running twelve hundred feet
below grass roots on that claim. Your
father must have known it was there,
but he didn’t grub deep enough. Now
you are to win the reward he should
have had, and you’ll need help in mak-
ing out your income-tax reports.”

“How did you find this out?” the
girl asked.

Wallace told her, relating all the
events of the morning, or as much of
them as he considered would interest
the girl.

“Is it so valuable as that?” she que-
ried.
“Valuable? Well, rather! Mr. Run-

yon didn’t predict exactly what your
royalty would be, but if 'm any judge
I'll wager it. will amount to five thou-



8 TOP-NOTCH

sand a month—as much as I'll make
%o, vear, .

The girl sank back in her chair,
overcome at the shower of riches that
was about to descend upon her; and
during that time Wallace managed to
give an order to the waitress.

“I—I can’t believe it!” Miss King-
don broke out at length. “The old
Silver Lining claim a bonanza!”

“As sure as you're sitting at this ta-
ble,” declared Wallace. “We had a bit
of a scare at first,” he went on. “Mr.
Runyon couldn’t trace the ownership o
the claim because many of the county
records had been destroyed in a fire.
You’'ve all the papers 4

“They’re in the vault with the rest
of father’s things,” the girl broke in.

“Good! You see Mr. Runyon was
afraid thateGreeb’s fine hand would
show somewhere in the matter. His
engineers showed up one day and 2

“You mean Mr. Greeb of the Greeb
Development Company?” the girl in-
terrupted.

“Yes; the same old swindler. Funny
that he should have been interested in
the affair, isn’t it? According to Run-
yon Wallace stopped short at the
changed expression, on the girl’s coun-
tenance. ‘“What is it, Norma?” he
broke out quickly.

“I—I forgot,” she stammered.

“Forgot what?” Wallace’s heart be-
gan to.sink. “For the love of Pete
don’t tell me you’ve sold the claim after
alt!”

“No; I haven’t sold it.
think of doing that.”

“Then what is it?”

“Mr. Greeb wanted me to sell to
him, but I refused. Then he wanted
to buy the timber rights. I agreed to
ihat

“Timber rights?” echoed Woallace.
“Why, there isn’t enough timber on
the claim to build a respectable cow-
shed.” :

“He offered me a thousand dollars
for it just the same,” the girl main-
tained. “So I accepted. There *Wwas
no harm in that, was there?”

“Of course not. Only—only are you
certain of what you signed ?”

I wouldn’t
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The girl nodded. “I read over the
paper carefully—every word of it. It
said distinctly that the Greeb Devel-
opment Company was to purchase all
the timber on the claim.”

“Nothmg more?” insisted Wallace.

“Nothing more.’

Wallace was puzzled. There must
be a joker somewhere, he figured.
Greeb and his associates would not part
with a thousand dollars for the privi-
lege of cutting off a few scrawny cedars
that dotted the slope of the mountain.
“How long ago was this agreement
signed ?” he asked presently.

“About five months ago; the middle
of January, I think.”

“You've a copy of the agreement you
signed ¢’

“Of course. It’s at home.”

“Well, after we eat I want a good
look at it,” Wallace said.

When the luncheon was brought to
the table the engineer discovered that
his appetite suddenly had deserted him,
He was relieved when the check was
paid and the two wended their way out
of the hotel.

At the little bungalow on Fern Hill,
high above the formal gardens of the
Sacred Heart Hospital, where Miss
Kingdon lived with her widowed
mother, Wallace waited impatiently in
the living room while the girl rum-
maged through her desk to find the
agreement she had signed. She came
upon it at last and bore it in triumph
to the engineer.

Wallace glanced through the docu-
ment and groaned. ‘“‘Suffering cats,
Norma!” he exclaimed. “This is an
option to purchase The Silver Lining
claim at any time within six months for
one thousand dollars!”

“Purchase it ?” the girl echoed weakly.
“Tt—it can’t be. I read it through care-
fully the day I signed.” .

“Well, it must have changed itself,”
said Wallace. “Tt is down here in black
and white with your signature at the
bottom.” _

“Let me see.” Miss Kingdon took
the paper from Wallace’s fingers and
read through the typewritten para-
graphs. “Why—this isn’t worded the
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same as—as the one I looked over at
Mr. Greeb’s office,” she broke out agi-
‘tatedly. “It isn’t the one I thought I
was signing.”

“It’s a fine time to discover that,”
said Wallace. “When did you read it
through last?”

“In Mr. Greeb’s office.”

“Oh, and you haven’t taken the trou-
ble to read it again since bringing it
home ?” persisted the engineer.

The girl shook her head. “Not until
just now,” she admitted. “I didn’t
think it was necessary. I didn’t think
the wording in the agreement could
be changed after I had signed it.”

“It wasn’t,” Wallace declared. “This
is the paper you signed. There is no
getting away from it, unless you want
to admit the signature is a forgery.”

“I know it isn’t that,” the girl an-
swered, sinking miserably into a chair.
“I—I don’t know what to think,” she
faltered, dangerously near to tears.

CHAPTERZINV:
UP AGAINST THE TRUTH.

ALLACE himself was too down-
cast to offer much sympathy. He
walked across the room and stood for
a moment looking out of the window at
the town below. Then he turned back.
“Greeb’s been tipped off somehow,” he
declared. “He knew Runyon had to
get that property. And now, if his com-
pany sees fit to exercise its right con-
tained in the option, before the first of
July, it is entitled to purchase the claim
for the sum of one thousand dollars.”
“But I shan’t sell to them,” the girl
protested.

“You've agreed to—seemingly.”

“T’ll change my mind.”

Wallace smiled. “Business isn’t done
that way, Norma,” he rebuked her
gently. ‘“You’ve bound yourself in
writing to accept that sum from the
company at any time within six
months.”

“I didn’t do anything of the kind,”
Miss Kingdon declared spiritedly. “It
was the timber rights I sold, nothing
more.”

“Greeb has only to produce his copy

of this agreement in court to establish
his rights,” said Wallace. “There’s a
screw loose somewhere. Of course
Greeb has tricked you. We couldn't
expect anything else from a scamp like
him. Just how it wag done is another
matter.”

The engineer looked over the con-
tract again, reading it carefully from
beginning to end. Then he uttered s=v-
eral uncomplimentary remarks under
his breath. A {faint glimmer of the
truth pierced his mind. “Tell me ex-
actly what happened the day you went
to Greeb’s office,” he said.

“There was nothing unusual,” Miss
Kingdon returned. “I went to the office
and met Mr. Greeb there. He had one
of his clerks bring in the papers. I
read them through and told him it was
satisfactory. Then I signed and so did
he, and another gentleman signed as a
witness.”

“Hold on a minute,” protested Wal-
lace. “After you read the agreement
did you sign at once? Think carefully
now !”

The girl was silent a moment as if
trying to recall the details of the affair.
“No,” she said at length; “T didn’t sign
just then. Mr. Greeb took both copies
of the agreement 2

“Took them out of the room?” Wal-
lace broke in quickly.

“No; took them over to his desk.”

“Was there any interruption during
that time?”

“Yes; there was,” Miss Kingdon ad-
mitted. “But it didn’t amount to any-
thing,” she added hurriedly.

“You watched him all the time?”

“Yes. When he took the papers from
me there was a disturbance in an ad-
joining room. Mr. Greeb looked an-
gry and stepped to the door. I heard
him speak sharply to some one. Then
he returned, handed me a pen, and I
signed. He signed immediately after-
ward and so did the witness.”

A groan escaped Wallace. “And of
course you didn’t take the trouble tc
read the agreement again before you
signed, did you?”

“Why, I had just finished reading

it »
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“Oh, no, you hadn’t. The paper you
read and the one you signed were two
different agreements. Greeb worked an
old ruse on you. That disturbance you
‘heard was staged especially for the
trick. Greeb had the papers in his
hand when he Went to the door osten-
sibly to quiet the noise. He was out
of sight for a minute, and during that
minute substituted the agreement you
signed for“the one you had just fin-
ished reading. He took a chance that
. you wouldn’t read it again. The papers
looked to be identical and probably
‘were, except for the extra line convey-
ing the option privilege.”

The girl regarded Wallace blankly
“Do you think that was what hap—
pened ¢” she asked.

“Mighty sure of it! Couldn’t make
anything else out of it from what you've
told me.” Wallace shook his head
mournfully. *“And now your bright
royalty prospects have gone glimmer-
ing. For a thousand dollars the Greeb
outfit will get possession of a claim
worth fifty times that sum-—perhaps
more.”

Miss Kingdon’s eyes began to fill up
and her lips quivered. “Maybe Mr.
Greeb will not—not take advantage of
the option privilege,” she ventured
hopefully.

“About as much chance of that as
there would be of Greeb passing by a
dime on the sidewalk. No; Greeb knew
the value of the claim and set his trap
to get it. He didn’t want the timber
on the land any more than,he would
want the water rights, for the simple
reason_there’s no such animal.”

“Perhaps if T went down to see him

” the girl began.

* “Don’t think of it!” protested Wal-
lace. “T’ll take up this bit of trouble
where you left off. There must be a
way to check Greeb’s game if we work
things properly. The Silver Lining is
bound to turn right side out even if we
have to take a bit of Greeb’s hide along
with it.”

Wallace remained at the bungalow
. long enough to comfort the girl and
cheer her up; then he departed. He
swung aboard a Rockwood car and
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alighted at Riverside, deciding at the
last moment to call on Runyon before
paying a visit to the Greeb offices.

The engineer acquainted his new em-
ployer with the full details of the
scheme that had been perpetrated
against. Miss Kingdon, and he agreed
with Runyoi: that Greeb and his brood
ought to be consigned to a region where
brimstone is not imported.

“Afraid n‘i something like this,” said
Runyon. “Thought it was too vood to
think of Miss K lngdon owning the
claim.”

“She does own it,” said Wallace;
“and until the claim passes along to this
crowd of swindiers, it is up to us to
get busy and block the transfer.”

“Don’t see what can be done,” Run-
yon replied dismally. “Greeb knows
we must have the property or close
down operations, and you can bet a
Liberty Bond against a plugged dime
that he’ll take over The Silver Lining
before the first of the meonth. Then
he’ll sit ti"ht and wait for me to call
on him. The terms he Il ask will be
exorbitant, of course.’

“Looks as though I had a double-
barreled problem to solve,” declared
Wallace. “Have to save the claim for
Miss Kingdon and a job for myself.
Well,” he added cheerfully, “I've been
up against harder things. T'll begin by
paymg a sociable visit to the head
pirate.”

“He'll give you the laugh,”
Runyon.

“All right; let him.
a few laughs myself. Anyway I’ll let
him know T'm on the trail. Sit tight,
Runyon, and keep a merry ha, ha, of
your own on tap.”

“Wouldn’t mention the fact that
you’re connected with the Pend Ore-
ille,” cautioned the other.

“Not so much as a whisper,”
Wallace.

After those few optimistic remarks
the engineer took his leave and walked
briskly down the street to the habitat
of the big game.

The executive offices of the Greeb
Development Company occupied the -
ground floor of a new building on Post

warned

I might slip in

replied
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Street, not many doors above Main. It
was furnished sumptuously throughout
in mahogany and heavy cuctains and
soft rugs. It breathed an air of refine-
ment and solidity, of which it possessed
neither. A galaxy of offices opened off
the main reception room.

In laying out the floor plans, Greeb
doubtless had used past and bitter ex-
perience in placing his private office as
far away as possible from those occu-
pied by the lesser officials. Also it was
fitted with a side door that permitted
quick and silent egress. There were
times when it would not be convenient,
or safe, for him to leave the building
by the usual main entrance. Particu-
larly was this true when the reception
room was occupied by fretful and bel-
ligerent customers who carried poorly
balanced chips upon their shoulders.

It was off from the private office,
as if to keep a watchful eye upon it,
that the massive fire and burglar and
element-proof safe was located. Be-
hind its shining doors of armor-plate
steel rested the secrets of the Greeb
organization,

Herman Greeb, president of the com-
pany that bore his name, was a rotund,
wheezy individual with a hairless cra-
nium and owlish eyes that were mag-
nified behind thick-lensed glasses. His
cheeks were pink and florid, and his
voice purringly persuasive. He affected
a dress of somber black and topped it
with a low collar buttoning in the back,
an artful touch that lent him a minis-
terial air,

Greeb was the company, and the com-
pany was Greeb; that is to say the other
partners in the business, of which there
were two, were merely figureheads.
Rufus Dayne and John Tedford had
been privileged to invest in the stock
of the organization and see their names
engraved on the stationery of the firm
as vice president and secretary; but
Greeb himself was the master mind
that guided the pirate ship through the
shoals.

A visitor at the offices found it ex-
ceedingly easy to progress so far, but
few could succeed in gaining the in-
ner sanctum where Greeb himself

basked unless one’s business was of
the utmost importance. However,
since Wallace had a nodding acquaint-
ance with the lesser spiders in the web,
and his appearance was not alarming,
he was permitted to step into the august
presence of the master weaver.

Greeb looked up pleasantly enough to
view the stalwart figure that filled one
of the ornate chairs. “Good afternoon,
Wallace,” he said. “Don’t think I've
seen you since the welcome-home pa-
rade. Getting back in the old game
again ?”

“Trying to,” said Wallace, getting set
for his opening gun.

“That’s good. Anything I can do to
help you along ?”

“My visit here this afternoon is for
that purpose.” There was a note in the
engineer’s voice that caused a slight
frown to crease itself on Greeb’s placid
brow.

“Well ?” inquired Greeb.

“It would appear that while some of
us have been straightening out the tan-
gle on the other side of the world, a
few of the stay-at-homes have been
practicing subterfuge on this side. To
be more explicit, Greeb, I refer to the
sleight-of-hand performance that was
staged by yourself in the matter of The
Silver Lining claim. No doubt you'il
recall the instance.”

Greeb eyed the engineer speculatively.
“You refer to the option we have taken
on the property?” he inquired.

“I refer to the juggling of papers,”
returned Wallace.

“T fail to understand

“Nonsense,” Wallace broke in. “You
understand perfectly. You've been
looking for the storm to break any day,
haven’t you? We won’t waste time re-
viewing the matter except to say that
you tricked Miss Kingdon into signing
an option when she was under the im-
pression that she was merely disposing
of the timber rights.”

“I have no knowledge of any trick
being perpetrated,” Greeb declared. “I
hold an option on the claim, and I in-
tend to purchase it before that privilege
expires.”

“Talk sense, Greeb! No use in bluff-

L4
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ig. The pretended timber rights on
Miss Kingdon’s property aren’t worth
fifty dollars, and you know it. You used
that bluft to get the young lady’s signa-
ture to an option, staging a bit of by-
play and shifting the contracts, taking
a chance that she would fail to observe
the few added lines in the substituted
paper.”

“Absurd!” spluttered Greeb.

“Just about as absurd as the peace
treaty terms to the Germans,” remarked
Wallace. “It all depends upon the
point of view. You've been engineer-
ing crooked deals for so many years
that+ it has become second nature to
you. You can look at a corkscrew and
think it a ruler. You've managed te
keep within the law by a finger-nail
margin. It can’t last much longer,
Greeb. This district has had its fill
of your dirty tactics, and if the law
can’t touch you something else will.”

Greeb listened aghast at the arraign-
ment. “This—this is intolerable!” he
choked at length. “What do you mean
by coming here to insult me? Clear
out!” g

“Oh, I'll clear out after I've had my
say,” Wallace returned, undisturbed at
the other’s threatening attitude. “And
please don’t reach for that bell.”

CHAPTER V.
THE MARGIN OF SAFETY.

GREEB'S shaking finger, resting on
the button that would have called
assistance, hesitated. Why, he did not
know ; but it did. His owlish eyes were
blazing. “Miss Kingdon signed that
contract in good faith,” he broke out,
“and in good faith it will be carried
out. Do you think The Silver Lining
claim is worth more than a thousand
dollars ?”’ :

“That isn’t the question,” said Wal-
lace.

“Ah, but it is the question,” Greeb
shot back. “I know what perhaps you
are just finding out. By knowing
things in advance I make money. And
because I am smarter than you I'm
condemned. The Silver Lining is go-
ing to be worth a hundred thousand.
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The young lady has just learned of it
and wants to back out. She’s like &

“Never mind expressing your opin-
ion,” Wallace interrupted. “You got
away with a crooked deal. Why not
confess it?”

The door opened suddenly and Ted-
tord stepped into the room. At sight
of Greeb’s visitor he murmured an
apology and started to withdraw.

“It’s all right, Tedford,” Greeb spoke
up quickly. “Come right in. Wallace
was just leaving.”

Tedford, secretary of the company,
advanced and placed a sheaf of papers
upon the president’s desk; then he
turned and surveyed Wallace with a
mildly curious look. He was a thin
man, as tall as Wallace and not much
older. During the moment of being un-
der ebservation, the engineer recalied
that Tedford’s name was signed to The
Silver Lining option as a witness.

“Wallace has just been calling me
names because of the business dealing
we had with Miss Kingdon,” Greeb
went on. “He is laboring under the
impression that we tricked the lady into
signing the option.”

“Nonsense,” Tedford
only 2

“Never mind the arguments,” pro-
tested Wallace. “T came here to-day
to find out what you intend to do about
it. Since it is evident you do not
propose to cut the timber on the claim,
perhaps you’ll agree to accept the sum
paid for the rights and turn over the
paper Miss Kingdon signed.”

Greeb laughed. “We don’t do busi-
ness that way. The agreement stands
just as it is written.”

“Our option runs until the first of
the month,” Tedford put in, “and some
time before that date we are going to
purchase the property.”

“You'll avoid trouble by accepting
my proposition,” Wallace said quietly.

“And avoid a profit as well, eh?”
ieered Greeb.

“That’s final, is it ?”

“Absolutely.”

Wallace got up from his chair. “Just
remember that I made the offer and
came to you with it,” he announced.

said, “We
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“Perhaps in the future you will come
to me. You gentlemen have reached the
end of your rope, and you're going to
be brought up with a jerk. That 1sn’t
a threat,” he added; “it is a prediction.
Good afternoon.”

When the engineer had gone and the
door closed behind him, Tedford cleared
his throat and glanced uneasily at

Greeb. “What do you make of it all?”
he asked.
“Make of it? Nothing.” Greeb

waved his hand airily as if to dismiss
the affair. “Nothing but bluff. What
can Wallace do? We've got our evi-
dence in black and white. That’s all
there is to it.”

“Do you suppose Miss Kingdon has
just found out the truth regarding her
property ?”

“Undoubtedly. I saw Wallace and
Runyon together this morning. Knew
then something would be stirring. Run-
yon’s told Wallace the fix he is in.
Suppose they looked over the agree-
ment Miss Kingdon signed and saw the
little joker in it. I've been expecting
to hear from her most any day, but I
 hardly figured that Wallace would take
up the matter.”

Both men laughed softly. Greeb got
up and went to the vault, the door of
which was partly open. He came back
with a box of papers. Running through
them he lifted out a particular docu-
ment, perused it thoughtfully, and
glanced at the signatures. ‘“Here it is,
Tedford,” he said with a throaty
chuckle. “It’ll mean a neat little profit
for us—thanks to my ingenuity,” he
added significantly.

Tedford continued to smile. “You've
a remarkable gift along some lines,” he
replied. “I never would have thought
of such a ruse.”

“Probably not, probably not,” com-
mented Greeb impressively. “It keeps
one guessing these days to make a fair
living and stay within the law. I think,
sometimes, if it wasn’t for me, this
company would be on the rocks.”

“No doubt of it,” Tedford agreed
with an approving nod. “And—ah—
while we were speaking of options,” he
went on, gently turning the conversa-

tion into another channel, “I was re-
minded that we have an important one
expiring to-morrow.”

“Ah, to be sure. I was thinking of
that just before you came in. Let me
see, the Bitter Root property, isn’t it?
And it must be purchased. We cannot
neglect so golden an opportunity.”

“The owners are not eager to dis-
pose of it on the terms that were
quoted,” Tedford ventured.

“Of course they’re not,” said Greeb
with a smile that expanded like oil
upon water. “I knew what I was about
when I took that option, Tedford. Why,
that claim is worth all of two hundred
thousand to-day.”

“So T should judge,” returned Ted-
ford. “I wanted to discuss the matter
with you. You know it is a cash trans-
action. We must have fifty thousand
on hand to-morrow.” -

“Mm-mm!” Greeb murmured. “Too
bad we have to take it up this time
of the month. Our cash resources are
a trifle low, aren’t they? We have
so many irons in the fire that—well,
no matter, it must be arranged. We
can use those Liberty Bonds for collat-
eral. Ought to get forty thousand on
them, hadn’t we?”

Tedford wagged his head. Paren-
thetically it may be said that the gov-
ernment securities had been purchased
under pressure after a committee of
citizens had visited Greeb and convinced
him that a subscription would be ad-
visable.

“Then we have ten thousand on de-
posit at the Spokane National,” Greeb
went on reflectively. “That will com-

plete the sum necessary. Our financial

stringency will be merely temporary, of
course. The moment we get owner-
ship of the property we can borrow all
we need upon it.”

“Will you arrange the matter, or shall
I relieve you of the details?”’ queried
Tedford.

“T’ll attend to it at once,” said Greeb,
glancing hurriedly at his watch.

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to take
up Miss Kingdon’s option at the same
time ?”’ ~
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Greeb reached for his hat. “We'll
put that off until next week. Haven't
enough cash at the present moment.
There’s no hurry. We have The Sil-
ver Lining sewed up tight until .the
first.”

Before the banks closed that aiter-
noon, Greeb had gone through the for-
malities necessary to secure his loan,
and with the forty thousand in cur-
rency of large denominations, in addi-
tion to the- ten thousand drawn by
check, returned to his office. Cash
transactions were a hobby with Greeb.
Experience had taught him that crisp
bank notes and gold could work more
miracles than checks.

While he was counting over the
small-sized fortune and sealing it into
a heavy envelope preparatory to plac-
ing it in the safe, Tedford entered.
The secretary presented a glum counte-
nance, and Greeb noticed that he closed
the door behind him at once, a precau-
tion that aroused instant speculation
on the part of the president.

“What’s the trouble, Tedford?” he
inquired.

“T’'ve had a bit of a scene while you
were out,” Tedford explained. “A vis-
itor called te see you in a matter per-
taining to some stock that had been pur-
chased through our house.”

“Well?”

“Wanted us to buy back the stuff.
He grew very abusive when I informed
him we were net in the market for
i

“Who was this person? Know him,
did you?” :

“I've forgotten his name. He was

a young chap. Came from the East
somewhere, I believe, Said he needed
the money.”
. ~Greeb sntiled tolerantly. “We all
need it. I trust you handled him diplo-
matically, Tedford. Let him down
easy, eh?”

“I tried my best; and after a long
argument he left. But I'm afraid he’ll
be back again. He loocked—looked
dangerous to me, Greeb. Said the next
time he called he’d see you in person
or there’d be trouble.”
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The president regarded his associate
with an amused look. “I’'m surprised
at you, Tedford,” he said reproachfully.
“Why, one would think it the first time
anything of this nature has developed.
Hasn’t past experience taught you bet-
ter? Suppose this chap does come
back? Suppose he comes back a dozen
times? What of it? You can tell him
I'm out of town. Tell him that we
do not make a practice of buying back
stock. We are promoters, not bro-
kers.”

“The man looked dangerous,” Ted-
ford repeated, flashing a quick glance
over his shoulder as if anticipating the
visitor’s reappearance.

“Noansense!” scoffed Greeb. “You're
acting like an.old woman. Brace up! .
Don't let this small fry get your goat.”

Tedford drew a bit of courage from
the other’s deportment and essayed a
faint smile. “Never had anything hit
me so hard before,” he admitted. “If
you could have seen the look in that
chap’s eyes when 1 told him we never
bought back securities %

Greeb went off in a guffaw of laugh-
ter. “You're certainly amusing. The
look in his eyes! My, my, Tedford,
you're getting quite poetical!”

As if to dismiss the matter for all
time, Greeb picked up the envelope of
currency from his desk and took it over
to the safe. Tedford edged out of the
deor and went back to his own desk
in the outer office, making sure as he
advanced that the reception room was
untenanted.

When Greeb had deposited the en-
velepe in the safe along with the box
of papers, he stepped back and closed
the heavy door. It swung shut on
noiseless hinges. Then for a moment,
alone in the room, Greeb stood in deep
contemplation.  Presently a smile
creased his lips and he opened the door
of the safe again. The smile was still
in evidence when he closed the door
for the second time and twirled the
polished dial that set the lock.

After shutting his desk, Greeb
strolled out of his private office, and,
without a word to any of his associates
in the front offices, passed through




the empty reception room into the
street. His car stood at the curb. He
stepped into it and settled himself back
of the steering wheel. Nor did he be-
stow more than a cursory glance upon
the young man who watched him near
by, watched him with eyes that were
filled with hatred:

CHAPEERE VI
BLOOD FROM A TURNIP.

WHEN Wallace left the offices of the

Greeb Development Company and
walked thoughtfully toward Riverside,
he collided with Moran who was hurry-
ing in the direction of the Review of-
fices.

“What've you got on for the next
hour, Wallace?” the reporter asked ab-
ruptly.

“Nothing in particular,” the engineer
told him, having decided to plan out a
campaign of his own during the after-
noon before calling at the Kingdon
bungalow. “Why?”

“Then come along with me. I've
picked up a thread or two of a big
story. Looks like a crackajack.”

“Anything to do with prunes?” que-
ried Wallace.

“Cut out the alleged-comedy stuff,”
warned Moran, as he gripped the other’s
shoulder and propelled him along the
street. “I want you to meet my copy.
Got him corraled in my apartment.”

“Strong-arm tactics, eh?”’ A

“Almost that. Say, if any of the sob
sisters on the Chronicle got tipped off
to my lead they’d be storming my
door.”

Leaving the engineer alone a mo-
ment in front of the Spokesman build-
ing, where the roaring presses were de-
livering the afternoon edition of the
Chronicle, the Review’s evening satel-
lite, Moran disappeared, returning a
few minutes later and setting a stiff
pace toward his apartment near. the
public library. ,

“Just happened to stumble onto this,”
the reporter declared, taking up his
story again. “Bumped into a chap in
the Davenport lobby an hour ago.
Smelled a bit of news right off when
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he ‘pointed out a man and asked me
if it was Herman Greeb.”

“Greeb” echoed Wallace, his interest
at once aroused.

“Just that. When I told him it wasn’t
the man he was looking for he seemed
so disappointed that I got to asking
questions. Say, the yarn he slipped
me was an earful. Don’t doubt a word
of it. You wouldn't either if you could
hear him. This kid—that’s all he is—
came out here from the Middle West.
Iowa, I think it was. And what do
you suppose brought him here? What
do you imagine this poor kid’s got on
his mind ?”

“If Greeb’s concerned in it I'd im-
agine it was money,” Wallace re-
marked. “Am I wrong?”’

“You’re not. You're a hundred-per-
cent right. Seems like this kid’s father
died a year or more ago,” Moran ex-
plained, as the two slowed down on the
hill that overlooked the river, “and left
behind a trunkful of choice mining

- stock purchased through Greeb. Now

the mother is ill, and the family are
in need of funds, and this youngster,
after his letters had been ignored, has
come on to Spokane, foolishly believ-
ing that Greeb would make a refund
on the stock. He went to the office .
and made his wants known and of
course was laughed at. Naturally he
didn’t get to see Greeb personally.
Trust that old boy to avoid unpleasant
scenes.”

“He had one unpleasant scene this
afternoon,” said Wallace, referring to
his own exploit; then, before Moran
could question him, he added: “What
does your copy propose doing now ”

“Search me! He’s down and out.
T’ll slip him a little change and see if
I can’t rustle up a job. The story he
has ‘given me is worth a fair hand-
out.”

In the living room of Moran’s apart-
ment, Wallace made the acquaintance
of the reporter’s “copy.” The latter
gave his name as Stanton. He was a
thin, sunburned youth, dressed in new
but cheap clothes that made no pre-
tense of fit. He said he had come from
a farm in southern Iowa. There was
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something at ence appealing in his voice
and manner, and Wallace began to ask
questions.

Stanton answered readily enough,
and in fifteen minutes he had revealed
the details of his pilgrimage into the
Northwest. His story was common-
place and touched with familiar in-
stances that were so often ridiculed by
the sophisticated. The father had in-
vested the savings of a lifetime in the
purchase of mining stocks sponsored by
Greeb. Of course no dividends ever
had been paid on them, and never
would be. But mother and son had
not despaired and were comforted by
the belief that the gaudy certificates
were worth their face value. No;
Greeb had not answered any of the let-
ters written him, so Stanton had de-
cided to come West and attend to the
matter in person. His reception at the
Greeb office had left him dazed.

“I'm sure if I see Mr. Greeb him-
self he will do the right thing by me,”
Stanton declared hopefully. “I told
the man in the office I'd be back again.
And T'lIl keep going until T see Mr.
Greeb. I know he'll help me.”

“Yes,” said Moran ; “like a fox would
help a chicken. I've brought Wallace
around to see you, Stanton. He’s a
mining engineer, and if any of that
junk Greeb slipped your father is worth
more than the paper it's printed on,
he’ll tell you. Let him look at the
pretty pictures.”

With a heavy heart Wallace accepted
the bundle of certificates that the
youngster eagerly produced, running
through them with a practiced eye.
“Half of these mines never existed,”
he said at length, “and the other half
are still prospect holes. I’'m sorry.”

“But Mr. Greeb told us ? Stan-
ton protested.

“Just forget all that bunk,” Moran
broke in. “Greeb is a great promiser.
That’s his greatest asset. You’ll never
get a cent out of him for these pic-
tures, Stanton, and for that matter
you’ll never get to see him. He is only
in to buyers.”

Stanton sank down into a chair, his
countenance mirroring the distress and
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torment that Moran’s words must have
inflicted.

“l wish something could be done
abput it,” Moran spoke up again.
“You're not the first victim—or the
last.”

“Why isn’t he punished?” Stanton
broke out suddenly, and into his eyes
flared the look that had alarmed Ted-
ford. “Why do you let him keep on
swindling folks?”

“We've been trying to put the high
sign on him for years,” Moran answered
ruefully, “but he’s been too slippery for
us.” His time is coming. It’s bound
o b

Stanton jumped from his chair.
“I’'m going to see him right now,” he
declared. “T'm going to make him see
me.”

“Hold on, son!” admonished Wal-
lace, detaining him. “Don’t be fool-
ish. You’ll gain nothing but trouble.”

“Guess I can stand it,” the other re-
turned doggedly. “I'm getting used to
it now. If Greeb’s as bad as you all
say he is he ain’t fit to live. I want
to talk to him, just once. And if he
won’t listen to me I'll &

“Don’t get in bad, Stanton!” Moran
cut in hurriedly. -“Greeb will have all
the best of it. If you make a dis-
turbance in his office he’ll ring for
a cop and you’ll be jugged. And if
you go around threatening him he may
get you locked up for a term. Calm
down now and talk sense.”

“T’ve got to go back home with some
money.”

“All right! Just make up your
mind for good and all that you’ll get
none from Greeb; then scout for a job.
This is the best country in the uni-
verse for job-finding. I can send you
down on a fruit ranch of mine, or Wal-
lace can get you a place in the hills.
And when you land a job you'll be
fixed to send some money home. That’s
the sensible thing to do, isn’t it? VYou
know it is. And I'll guarantee you a
bed and three meals a day until you
connect with a pay envelope.” :

Stanton listened quietly enough to
all that Moran had to say and seemed




THE MYSTIC THREE 17

to think the better of his threats,
“Maybe it’s the best thing for me to
do after all,” he agreed. “You're both
mighty good to me,” he added in a
voice ‘that was far from steady.

“Not at all,” said Moran. “It’s the
nature of the folks out here to behave
like human beings. And if a few
scoundrels do happen to prove an ex-
ception to the rule, the rest of us are
not to blame. We’ll try all the harder
to square up things.”

Wallace and Moran left the apart-’
ment shortly afterward. Before that .

the reporter promised Stanton to be
back in time for dinner, and urged his
guest to make himself comfortable un-
til six o’clock.

“Some copy, e€h?” Moran ventured
jubilantly, when he and the engineer
were out of hearing and once more
headed toward town. “Comedy,
pathos, and heart-interest galore.”

“And all the makings of a tragedy,”
. added Wallace.

At the window of Moran’s apart-
ment Stanton watched his two bene-
factors disappear around the library
corner. Then a few minutes later he
left the house, walking slowly along
the high bank that sloped precipitously
toward the river. He gazed curiously
at the stadium below where a ball game
was in session, and more interestedly
at the many fishermen who were cast-
ing their flies to lure the speckled trout.

Stanton walked on to Monroe and
turned across the great concrete arch
that spanned the lower falls of the
turbulent Spokane River. For a long
time he leaned against the rail to watch
the crystal-green waters in their foam-
ing cataract over the rocks below. Far
down under the bridge he saw the huge
pipe lines that conveyed the harnessed
water into the power-house turbines.
The roar of the falls was deafening,

and the mist swept against his face.

like rain.

After a time he moved on, retrac-
ing his steps to Main Avenue. He
turned aimlessly to his left. He had
not had any destination in mind when
he left Moran’s apartment; simply he
wished to get out of doors and walk
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in the bright sunlight. It was better
than remaining inside, alone with un-
pleasant thoughts. Despite all that the
reporter had said and all the argu-
ments he had brought to bear, Stanton
could not down the bitterness in his
heart. His hand strayed to his coat
pocket where the bundle of worthless
securities rested. They had cost his
father almost twenty thousand dollars.
Now Greeb had the money and would
return none of it.

Almost  subconsciously  Stanton
turned at Post Street, and a moment
later he was in front of the Greeb of-
fices. The very sight of the name in
big gold letters maddened him. They
danced before his eyes with silent,
mocking insolence.

A short, thickset man with glasses
sauntered into view, crossed the walk,
and stepped into a big car parked at
the curb. Stanton watched him, aware
that he had come from the Greeb of-
fices. The watcher’s eyes glowed omi-
nously. He moved forward just as the
man in the car touched the controls
and the big machine purred softly and
shot away.

“Say, some wagon, ain’t it?” a voice
piped at his elbow ; and, turning quickly,
Stanton beheld a crippled newsboy gaz-
ing in awe after the departing machine.

“Know who it belongs to?” Stanton
asked, while a quick suspicion stabbed
at his heart.

“Sure! To Greeb,” the newsboy an-
swered. “Didn’t you see him get in
just now ?”’

Stanton turned back to look up the
street. The car had been lost in the
dense traffic of Riverside. The wave
of hatred that he had in a measure kept
in check since the outburst in Moran’s
apartment broke forth again in a rush-
ing flood. He knew the man now; he
would know him again.

“Where does Greeb live?” he asked
at length.

“Up yonder.” The newsboy pointed
toward the low range of tree-clad hills
that sheltered the city on the south.
“See the big stone house? Looks like
a castle, don’t it. Greeb lives there.
He’s a swell.”



18 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

CHARELR VI
THE RIVERSIDE REVIEW.

WALLACE had dinner that night

with Runyon and the latter’s
business associate, Mr. Hart, at the
Spokane Club, where all the surpris-
ing affairs of the day were under dis-
cussion. The owners of the Pend
Orielle Mine were obviously depressed
at the news Wallace imparted, for with
Greeb’s clutching fingers about to close
upon The Silver Lining claim, future
operations looked dubious.

There could be no recourse to the
law to remedy matters. Miss King-
don’s story of the substituted papers
could not be upheld in court. Greeb
had but to produce his option to gain
his end. The girl would have to ad-
mit that her signature was genuine.
There seemed to be no loophole by
which the girl could retain the owner-
ship of her claim.

“Greeb tipped his hand to me,” Wal-
lace said, when the trio left the dining
room and strolled out upon the bal-
cony to finish their cigars. “He is prob-
ably waiting for you to make the first
move.”

“I suppose we’ll have to negotiate
with him first or last,” remarked Hart,
“if only to learn his terms.”

“Wouldn’t be at all surprised if
Greeb made a bluff of sinking a shaft
on the property,” ventured Runyon.
“If the vein doesn’t pinch out——"

“That ‘if’ is going to hold Greeb
back,” Wallace broke in. ‘“An invest-
ment of a hundred thousand won’t ap-
peal to him unless he is dead sure of
results. He would prefer to sell out
at a handsome profit and let you take
all the risk.”

“He’ll never get any handsome profit
out of me,” snapped Runyon. “TI’ll
stick out for fair play if it means clos-
ing down the Pend Orielle for a year.
I want you to go up to the property
with us to-morrow or next day, Wal-
lace,” he continued after his anger had
subsided. “We’ll open the drift we
cribbed up. I want you to examine it,
take a batch of samples, and get all
the reports on them. Divide them up

among the different assay offices in
Ceeur d’Alene and Wallace. Make be-
lieve the stuff comes from your own
prospect. I want to make sure of my-
self before going ahead one way or
another.”

“Better make it the day after to-
morrow,” suggested Hart. “We’ll close
down then to overhaul the pumps and
Wallace can work undisturbed. I'm
not trusting too many of the workmen
on the job.”

“Suits me,” said the engineer.

When the cigars were finished the
men left the club and walked up River-
side Avenue. The mine operators left
their engineer at the Stevens Street
corner, turning south to the Spokane
Hotel, while Wallace remained to
board a Fern Hill car that would take
him out to the Kingdon home.

Standing at the corner, his mind far
away from the busy traffic about him,
Wallace was hailed by Mr. Nicholls,
who with Baker and Hussey in tow had
just come in from their daily round
of golf at the country club. Mr. Bai-
ley, secretary of the Northwest Mining
Association, joined the group.

Wallace was urged to make up a
foursome at the Down River course
on the following afternoon, when Jo
Novak, the local professional, had
promised to take a hand in the match.

“You're a day too late,” the engineer
said, declining the invitation. “I'm a
workingman now. Have to chase ore
values instead of the elusive rubber
ball.”

“Just learned you had hooked up
with the Runyon interests,” Bailey ob-
served. “Glad to hear of it.”

“Why in the world didn’t you post-
pone work until after the Pacific
coast championship games?” Baker in-
quired jovially. “They’re beginning on
the eighteenth. We need a few good
localites to buck the Seattle and Port-
land crowd. They’re coming here to
clean up.”

“You're not classing me along with
Novak and the other professionals, are
you?”’ asked Wallace. “I haven’t had
a club in my hands since I went to
Camp Lewis eighteen months ago. I'd
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make a sorry showing against those
coast sharks.”

“Play a few rounds with Novak and
you’ll get back into form,” predicted
Nicholls. “I’ll fix it all right with
Runyon. He’s a pill swatter himself.
How about it?”

Wallace shook his head. He was in
no mental condition to enter a tour-
nament. “I’ll get in trim for the Sep-
tember battles,” he said.

As further arguments were unavail-
ing, the crowd moved on. Wallace’s
car came in sight and he was prepar-
ing to board it when Moran darted
across the street and blocked his move.
“Wait for the next one,” the reporter
urged; and at the sight of the speak-
er’s troubled countenance the engineer
obeyed.

“What’s on your mind now?”’ que-
ried Wallace.

“Seen Stanton anywhere?”’ Moran
asked.

“Haven’t been looking for
Why? Your copy disappeared?”’

“Looks that way. Went back to the
apartment at six as I promised and
found the place empty. Stanton’s
walked out on me.”

“Don’t think he wandered far,” said
Wallace.
upon you for dinner.”

“I’'m afraid he'll get into trouble.
You know what he threatened this aft-
ernoon. If he carries out his plan to
see Greeb—well, there’s no telling what
will happen.”

him.

Wallace sobered instantly. “Forgot
all about that,” he admitted.
“I haven’t,” returned Moran. “T’d

hate like blazes to see the kid in trou-
ble. If you've nothing better to do
you might scout around a bit and see
if you can locate him.”

“Unfortunately I have something
better to do,” said Wallace. “I
wouldn’t worry too much about Stan-
ton. He doesn’t know Greebp by sight,
and I’'m of the opinion that Greeb’s
summering with his family at Hayden
Lake. No danger of Stanton going
that far.”

Another car came along at that mo-
ment and Wallace boarded it, leaving

“Not when he’s depending -

Moran standing at the curb. The en-
gineer’s visit at the flower-covered
bungalow on Fern Hill did not termi-
nate until after twelve o’clock. The
conversation between Miss Kingdon
and himself was not of the most cheer-
ful nature, although Wallace attempted
to be as optimistic as possible. He
mentioned the fact that he had called
upon Greeb and that the holder of the
option was determined to exercise his
rights in the matter of purchasing The
Silver Lining claim. The girl was
broken-hearted, but Wallace comforted
her by intimating that a way might be
found to avert the calamity. As the
plans he had in mind were rather vague
and in no shape to be outlined, the en-
gineer did not go into details.

His visit ended, Wallace departed,
walking down the hill to Rockwood
Boulevard. As no car was in sight he
decided to walk on until one appeared.
At the moment he gave no thought to
the fact that his course into town lay
along the boundaries of the Greeb es-
tate.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MOVING FINGER.

HE Greeb estate and mansion, oc-
cupying a large acreage on the
slope of a hill that looked down upon
the business section of the town, was
one of the show places of Spokane.
The house itself was an imposing struc-
ture of timber and stucco, ivy-covered
and mullion-windowed. A great stone
wall encircled the estate—a wall a
dozen feet in height and fully ten feet
in width at the bottom, tapering to
half that width at the top. It had been
built without mortar, and from the
earth-filled crevices blossomed a pro-
fusion of rock-growing plants and
vines.

Within the seclusion of that wall
was a fairyland of garden, with its
cascading waterfalls and quiet pools, its
Japanese tea house, quaint bridges
spanning the artificial streams, wind-
ing trails amid the shrubbery, fan-
tastically trimmed hedges bordering the
terraces, marble benches, and foun-
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tains. At the entrance to the grounds
was a lodge-keeper’s stone house guard-
ing the huge iron gates that swung be-
tween rock abutments.

Greeb drove his car through the gate
and followed the graveled, rhododen-
dron-bordered road that led to the ga-
rage. After he had parked the car
he went into the house, refreshed him-
self in his own private swimming pool,
donned a lounging robe, and went out
upon the secluded veranda to await the
call to dinner.

Greeb’s family had left town some
weeks before to take up quarters at
their summer lodge at Hayden Lake
in the Idaho mountains. Greeb him-
self went out there on days when the
pressure of business did not interfere
with the thirty-mile drive. On this par-
ticular night, however, he had decided
to remain in town. A cook and a but-
ler were retained at the town house to
cater to the needs of their migratory
employer; but for the past week the
butler alone survived, the cook having
deserted without notice.

Shelton, the butler, occupying the
place of both chef and serving man,
was a stolid, unobtrusive individual
with very little to say, a combination
of virtues that appealed to Greeb. He
had accepted the position in the house-
hold a month before and had proved
himself a capable and thoroughly ex-
perienced servant.

Greeb dined leisurely and remained
at the table to smoke while the butler
cleared away the dishes. When Shelton
had finished his task and padded noise-
lessly around turning off the unneces-
sary lights, he coughed discreetly, as
butlers have a habit of doing when
about to ask a favor, and begged per-
mission to spend the evening in town.

“Sure!” said Greeb. “Nothing to do
around here. Only show up in time to
get my breakfast. I want to be out
of the house early in the morning.”

“Yes, sir. And thank you, sir,” mur-
mured Shelton and melted away in the
shadows. He did not, however, go di-
rectly to his own quarters over the
kitchen, but entered the main hall
through another door and guardedly
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pulled a switch that disconnected the
telephone in Greeb’s upstairs chamber.

Greeb finished his cigar and news-
paper, closed and locked the doors in
the lower part of the house, and as-
cended to his apartment on the second
floor. There he prepared for bed, se-
lected a novel, read until drowsy,
snapped out the table lamp at his el-
bow, and went to sleep.

He awoke some time later, just how
much later he did not know until he
turned on the light by his bed and
looked at his watch. It marked twenty-
five minutes past midnight. He was
about to extinguish the light and go
back to sleep, when he heard a noise.
It seemed to be in the upper hall. He
listened attentively, deciding that it
must be Shelton returning to the house.
The sound was repeated. It appeared
to be right outside his door. The but-
ler had no excuse for being upstairs
at that hour of the night.

Greeb was not alarmed but he was
annoyed. “Is that you, Shelton ?” he
demanded, his voice rising irritably.

As there was no response, Greeb
swore to himself, climbed out of bed,
and walked across the room to the door.
He opened the door quickly, to discern
a crouched figure against the opposite
wall of the hall.

“What do you mean by this night
prowling, Shelton?’ he queried, taking
it for granted that the man in the shad-
ows was his butler. As he spoke he
thrust out a hand to snap on the light
switch; but his hand did not reach its
object. A thin, red flame stabbed the
gloom of the hall a report echoed, and
Greeb, clutching at his stomach and
trying to cry out, swayed backward
and toppled heavily to the floor.

Strangely enough he did not com-
pletely lose consciousness. He realized
that he was upon the floor, flat on his
back, and that he was staring vacantly
at the ceiling, his gaze centered on the
yellow glow reflected from the shaded
table lamp. The room was very quiet.
There was a dull pain somewhere be-
low his ribs, and the lower part of his
body seemed paralyzed. He could not
reason out what had happened. At
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length he closed his eyes. When he
opened them again his brain was
clearer. The noise in the hall, the open
door, the report of a revolver—all came
back to him in sequence, He had been
shot—wounded. He must get help.

After a time he managed to drag

himself inch by inch across the rug
toward the table. His groping fingers
touched the loose phone wires, jerked
at them, and succeeded in bringing the
phone toppling to the floor. Twisting
desperately he got hold of the receiver
and pressed it against his ear; then
_he spoke a number into the mouth-
piece of the instrument. Again and
again he spoke the number that would
connect him with police headquarters,
oblivious of the fact that no voice had
reached him over the wire. He gave
up fnally, too weak to account for
the dead wire.

The exertion he had put forth had
drained his strength. Still he was in
no pain, unless the numbing sensation
could be called that. He lay for some
time gazing stupidly at the ceiling be-
fore swooning away. When he came
back to his senses again his mind was
centered upon one thing. Oddly enough
it was not upon the man who had shot
him. It was upon a matter of busi-
ness. If anything happened to pre-
vent his appearance at the office on
the following day the result might be
disastrous. He must take precautions
to avert the calamity,

Slowly Greeb turned his head, his
eyes searching the floor. A pad and
pencil, always kept on the little table
beside his bed, had been knocked to
the floor along with the telephone in-
strument. With infinite labor he re-
covered the pencil and brought the pad
within reach. Slowly and deliberately
the pencil moved across the paper, leav-
ing a message behind it.

Presently Greeb’s fingers relaxed and
the pencil slipped away from them. He
was too weak to recover it, too faint
to think clearly or to care. He lay
back, staring up at the ceiling, watch-
ing it grow dim and wondering vaguely
-why the light was going out. Then
the shadows engulfed him.

CHAPTER IX.
A BIT OF ROUGH STUFF.

WALLACE passed briskly along the

parked boulevard with its rows
of prim cedars and beds of pink-and-
white rhododendron—the Washington
State flower. His mind was filled with
conjectures. A town-bound car ap-
proached in the distance, its headlight
sweeping the street. By that time,
however, the walk had appealed to the
engineer, and he decided to finish his
journey on foot and enjoy a pipe of
tobacco.

He turned into Ninth Avenue, and,
because of the short cut, struck diago-
nally through the gardens of the Sacred
Heart Hospital. The city lay below
him, nestled in the wide valley, its con-
fines marked by myriad silver lights.
The moon swung aloft in a cloudless
sky. Off to the north the low moun-
tain ranges that marked the Okanogan
Highlands were visible. Beyond them
lay Canada. To the east of him were
the Bitter Roots and the Ceceur
d’Alenes. Mount Spokane reared its
snow-capped head in the distance, the
eternal sentinel guarding the vast in-
land empire. - :

Wallace stood a moment in thought-
ful contemplation of the scene spread
before him. How many times in the
past months, in foreign lands, he had
conjured up that glorious vision! How
many times he had counted the days
and the weeks that must elapse before
the vision would be a reality again!

Walking on and emerging from the
quiet hospital grounds, he crossed the
street and passed along in the shadow
of high stone walls. It was then that
he was brought to realize that the wall
marked the boundary of the Greeb
estate, and once more his mind reverted
to the distressing problem that was his
to master.

Midway in the block he stopped to
refill and light his brier, leaning close
against the rough wall to shield his
match from the wind. At the moment
the struck match flared, something
dropped heavily upon his shoulders and
bore him to the walk. The pipe was
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wrenched from his lips and his face
was ground into the earth. Instantly
recovering his presence of mind and
fully aware of the danger that threat-
ened him, the engineer kicked out vio-
lently with his feet and flung out his
arms in an effort to grapple with the
unknown assailant.

Apparently the man had jumped
from the top of the wall, and, either
wittingly or not, had carried Wallace
along with him in the short but swift
journey. It was far too dark to dis-
tinguish features, and the wrathful en-
gineer was in no mood to hold a
parley. The unknown at once demon-
strated that he wished to avoid a con-
flict by rolling over and dodging a vi-
cious blow that Wallace launched.
After that he scrambled to his feet and
raced away in the shadows like a
frightened rabbit.

Wallace bounded erect, delivered
himself of a few choice remarks, and
started off in pursuit. A block farther
on, attempting to take a corner at high
speed, he tripped over a bush and
sprawled his length upon the ground.
By the time he had recovered from the
second mishap, the pursued was out of
sight and hearing and Wallace decided
to give up the chase.

After he had brushed himself and
felt tenderly the sore spots that pro-
claimed themselves, Wallace .retraced
his steps to the scene of his first en-
counter. With the aid of a few
matches he recovered his hat, but dili-
gent search failed to reveal the where-
abouts of his brier. The loss of his
pipe, which had been a treasured friend
since his fraternity days at the Uni-
versity of Washington, concerned him
not a little, and he exhausted a box of
matches before giving up the quest.

Before the last match had flickered
out he caucht sight of a crumpled bit
of paper lodged against the wall and

picked it up just as the dying flame

nipped his fingers. Without giving
much thought to his action at the time,
he thrust the paper into a pocket and
walked down the hill. As he reached
an arc light he recalled his find, re-
moved it from his pocket, and smoothed
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it out. Except for a single word,
sprawlingly written in pencil, the pa-
per was blank.

Curiously Wallace turned it over in
his fingers, wondering if his assailant
had dropped it in the struggle, or
whether it had been cast aside by a
passer-by. In either event it was noth-
ing to waste time over. It seemed to
offer no clew.

Wallace glanced at his watch pres-
ently, relieved to find it had not been
harmed, and likewise surprised to
learn that he had been almost an hour
on his way to town. He walked on
at a more rapid gait, keeping to the
outer edge of the walk and, where pos-
sible, avoiding the deeper shadows.
The next amateur holdup who tried to
waylay him would meet with a warm
reception. The engineer already had
decided to pay another visit to the
scene of his night’s encounter early
the next morning. Whatever trouble
it entailed, the vanished pipe must be
recovered.

CEAPTER X,
THE TRAGEDY REVEALED.

INE o’clock was the usual hour for
the firm members of the Greeb
Development Company to present them-
selves at their Post Street offices. Ted-
ford and Dayne made their entrance
within a few minutes of the appointed
time, exchanged the usual morning
repartee, and looked over the mail that
had been assorted and marked by the
stenographer.

At ten o’clock Tedford peered into
Greeb’s private office at the end of the
corridor and found it wunoccupied.
After questioning the clerk on duty
at the reception-room desk and learn-
ing that the president had neither ap-
peared nor phoned, Tedford scowled
and went away to consult with Dayne.

Dayne was a mild-mannered little
man with china-blue eyes and the flow-
ing beard of a patriarch, who was given
to smoking gold-tipped cigarettes and
playing solitaire. He had made his
start in the commercial world by sell-
ing orange land in California that
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would produce nothing better than cac-
tus and horned toads, and had man-
aged to run up a sizable bank account
before leaving the Golden State by way
of a window when an irate investor
came in at the door with a shotgun.
After that his trail crossed Greeb’s,
who needed an extra bit of capital, and
he annexed himself to the vice presi-
dency of the organization. Since that
time he berated himself for having
wasted so many years of his life in
platting desert acreage when exchang-
ing engraved mining certificates for the
coin of the realm was far more lucra-
tive and attended with less personal
risk.

“I wonder,” said Tedford, coming to
a halt before Dayne’s desk, “if Greeb
has forgotten about the option we were
to take up this morning ?”

“Greeb,” the other returned confi-
dently, “never forgets anything. He’s
probably had a breakdown somewhere
between here and the lake. That is if
he went out to the country last night.”

Tedford rubbed his chin medita-

tively. “He stays in town one night
or so a week. T’ll phone up and in-
quire.’

He got the Greeb town house on the
wire and spoke to the butler. Yes; Mr.
Greeb had remained in town the night
before. No; he had not left the house
yet. In fact he was still in bed, so
Shelton confided.

“In bed ?” echoed Tedford.
the matter? Sick?”

“I don’t believe so,
plied.

“Why don’t you find out?”

“Mr. Greeb never wishes me to dis-
turb him in the mornings,” Shelton ex-
plained. :

“Well, it’s after ten now,” protested
Tedford, “and there are matters of im-
portance to be attended to at the of-
fice. Just tell him, if you will, that
Tedford wishes to speak with him at
once.”

“Greeb must have made a night of
it from all appearances,” volunteered
Dayne.

“Looks that way,” agreed Tedford,
hanging up the telephone receiver and

“What's

”

the butler re-

sitting on the edge of the desk to await
the butler’s report.

A few minutes later, as the men
waited expectantly, the telephone bell
rang, and Tedford once more took up
the receiver. “What’s that?” he asked,
as the choking, incoherent voice of the
butler rasped in his ear. “Speak
slowly. Don’t yell. What's——" Ted-
ford broke off suddenly and the color
drained from his face. “Great Scott!
I—T'll be right up.”

“What's the trouble now?” Dayne
inquired, gazing curiously at his part-
ner’s blanched cheeks. -

Tedford slipped’ off the desk.
“Greeb’s been killed—murdered!” he
faltered. ‘“The butler found him on
the floor of his room. The man’s too
excited to explain anything more. I'm
going right up.”

“We—we’d better phone the police,
hadn’t we?” gulped Dayne, getting
weakly upon his feet.

“You do it,” said Tedford.
get up to the house at once.
horrible, horrible.”

The news spread through the office.
Dayne got in touch with police head-
quarters while Tedford struggled into
his coat and snatched up his hat. A
few minutes later he was out of the
building and racing toward the River-
side corner and a taxicab stand.

About the same time, Wallace had
alighted from a Rockwood car at the
lower edge of the Greeb property to
renew the search for his missing brier.
He had intended to get out much ear-
lier, but after breakfast Runyon had
called him to the office to look over a
map, and by the time his work was
completed there and he had arrived at
the scene of his previous night’s en-
counter it was considerably after ten
o’clock.

While engaged in a search that
seemed as fruitless as the one the
night before, the engineer took notice
of a big machine that raced past him
on the street and caught a glimpse of
several uniformed police officers in it.
A block behind another car put in an
appearance. At a point opposite to
where he was standing, the second car

“T must
This is
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came to a halt with a squeaking of
jammed brakes.

“Wallace!” the driver shouted.

“Hello, there, Moran!” Wallace re-
sponded, walking up to the machine.
“What’s the excitement now?!”

“Haven’t you heard? Greeb’s been
killed. Hop in and go along with me.”

Moran threw in the clutch and the
car bounded ahead, Wallace swinging
into the empty seat beside the driver.
They whirled around the next corner
and came to a stop before the massive
iron gates that guarded the estate.

“News of the affair just came into
the office as I was starting for home,”
Moran explained as the men jumped
to the ground and ran through the
gates. “Wasn’'t my place to cover it,
but the Chronicle editor told me to go
ahead. Too big a story to miss.”

“When did it happen?”’ asked Wal-
lace.

“During the night T guess.
lice are just ahead of us.”

Wallace checked the flood of ques-
tions that rushed to his lips and fol-
lowed at Moran’s heels as the reporter
hastened toward the big house. An
officer was posted at the door, but rec-
ognizing Moran permitted both men
to pass on without question. He took
it for granted that the engineer was
a member of the fourth estate, and
Wallace did not stop to correct the
mistake.

The men passed through the lower
hall and bounded up the stairs to the
door of Greeb’s chamber. The police
detectives and the coroner already had
taken charge. Apparently nothing had
been disturbed in the room. The body
lay on the floor beside the overturned
telephone. An electric stand lamp
still was burning. Moran and Wallace
looked in from the open doorway.

Jim Carr, well known to both re-
porter and engineer, and one of Spo-
kane’s best detectives, seemed to be in
command. He was issuing orders and
giving what assistance he could to*the
coroner. The latter at last arose from
where he had been kneeling beside the
body.

The po-
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“What do you make of it?” Carr
asked.
“Shot through the stomach—revolver

undoubtedly,” the other replied. “I’ll
probe for the bullet later. Death
wasn’t instantaneous. The stains

along the rug show the victim must
have been struck down at the door and
afterward dragged himself to the ta-
ble. Tried to telephone.”

“Looks as if he had made an at-
tempt to leave a message,” said the
detective, exhibiting the pad that had
been taken from under Greeb’s hand.
“Some numbers on it. Don’t know
what they signify.”

The coroner nodded. “We'll find out
before long.” He ordered two of the
officers to lift the body and place it
upon the bed. “Where did that butler
go?” he queried presently.

“Murphy’s watching him down-
stairs,” said Carr. ‘“Want to see him?”
“At once.”

One of the detectives left the room,
returning a moment later with the but-
ler in tow. The servant was white and
shaky.

“What’s your name?” the coroner
asked.

“Thomas Shelton,” the butler replied.

“Tell us what happened this morn-
ing.”

“T came in and found Mr. Greeb on
the floor and 3

“How long ago?”

“About half an hour, sir.
ford phoned and 2

“Who is Tedford?”

“One of Mr. Greeb’s firm.”

At that moment a disturbance was
heard downstairs. At the sound of one
of the voices, Wallace spoke up. “Ted-
ford is here now,” he said.

“Let him come up,” said Carr, dis-
patching one of his men to adjust the
difficulty below. The officer at the door
doubtless had questioned Tedford’s
right to enter the house.

Tedford came hurriedly up the stairs
and entered the room. A glance at the
sheeted form on the bed brought a
faltering query: “Is it true? Mr.
Greeb is dead—murdered ?”

Carr nodded. “Undoubtedly. What

Mr. Ted-
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do you know about the affair? The
butler tells us you phoned here this
morning. Is that correct?”

“Yes; not half an hour ago,” Ted-
ford answered. “I was worried be-
cause Mr. Greeb had not appeared at
the office at his usual time. The but-
ler told me he was still in bed. I asked
the butler to call Mr. Greeb at once.
We had some important business to
settle to-day. The next thing I knew
I received word of this—this horrible
tragedy.”

“Was the door of this room open
when you came up to call Greeb this
morning "’ the coroner asked of the
butler.

“No, sir. I knocked several times,
and upon receiving no response I
opened the door and looked in. I saw
right away that Mr. Greeb was dead
and ran down to inform Mr. Tedford.”

“You are the only servant in the
house r”

“Yes, sir?

“Did you hear any disturbance last
night ?”’

“No, sir; that is, not after I came
in. I was given permission to go out
- last night. I left about eight o’clock.”

“Was Greeb alone at the time? No
visitors 2"’

“He was alone when I left. He
might have had visitors during the eve-
ning. I could not say for sure.”

“Where did you go when you left
here ?”

“To the theater—the Woodward.”

“Stay there all evening?”

“After the performance I had a bite
to eat with some friends. Then I
walked home.”

Carr took a hand in the questioning.
“What time was the performance
over? About eleven o’clock

“About that hour I should say, sir.”

“You enjoyed the performance, did
you ?”’

“Why—that is, yes, sir,” the butler
returned, somewhat astonished at the
unusual query.

The detective whispered a word to
the coroner; then the latter resumed
his examination: “What time did you
return to the house?”

“About one o’clock.”

“How do you know it was that
hour ?”’

“I wound and set my alarm clock.”

“After you returned home and be-
fore you retired, you did not come up-
stairs? You heard no noise, nothing
to arouse your suspicions ?”’

cNojisir

“None of the doors or windows were
open or unlocked ?”

“I came in through the servants’
entrance,” the butler explained. “I did
not look at any of the doors or win-
dows. All of them are kept locked at
present,” he added. ‘“The house has
been closed for the summer, with the
exception of the small dining room
and Mr. Greeb’s apartment.”

The coroner stepped to the big win-
dow that opened from Greeb’s room.
It was of a casement type and locked
into position. Although open a foot or
more for ventilation, it did not permit
a wide-enough entrance for the pas-
sage of an intruder. Besides that, a
sheer wall dropped below to the ter-
race.

“Don’t think Greeb’s visitor came
through here,” the coroner declared.
“Must have used the door. And that
means he came up from the lower hall.
How long have you been employed
here?” he asked, turning again to the
butler.

“Slightly over a month, sir.”

“And before that time?r”

“I was employed in Tacoma.”

“The {friends you were with lask
night will doubtless be glad to cor-
roborate your statements relative to the
time you joined them and the time you
left for home?”

The butler hesitated for the first
time. “They left town early this morn-
ing,” he said. “I'm afraid I would
be unable to get in touch with them.”

“Oh!” The coroner. shrugged and
exchanged glances with the detective.
“Well, no matter. You will consider
yourself under arrest, Shelton.”

The butler, totally unprepared for
the shock, cried out protestingly as one
of the plain-clothes men advanced: “I
had nothing to do with Mr. Greeb’s
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You can’t arrest me. I am
innocent of any wrong-doing. I've
told you all I know. It’s the truth.”

Carr silenced him with a curt rebuke:
“You haven’t told us the truth, Shel-
ton. If you had we might have been
lenient. You've been too eager to es-
tablish an alibi.”

“No, no!” Shelton cried.
ing you the truth.”

“How about the Woodward Theater
episode?” Carr demanded. “You said
you remained in the theater until eleven
o’clock, and that you enjoyed the per-
formance. No doubt you’re ignorant
of the fact that because of an accident
to one of the company last night’s per-
formance was canceled. I happened to
be there at the time myself. After a
few days in jail, Shelton, you may find
it to your advantage to tell us the
truth—the whole truth. Take the pris-
oner to headquarters, Murphy. T'll
interview him later.”

death!

“I'm tell-

CHAPTER XI.
ADDING TO THE FACTS.

OTH Wallace and Moran had been
deeply interested in the progress
of the examination and the trap into
which Shelton unwittingly had fallen.
Moran had busied himself with notes
all the while, and when the coroner had
left the house, following the departure
of the butler and the officer who had
him in charge, the reporter broke into
a chuckle.

“You’re a fast worker, Carr,” he de-
clared admiringly. “Looks as if you
nailed the guilty party right off at the
start.”

“Shelton may prove to be a good
lead,” the detective returned.’

“Any added particulars you care to
slip me?” Moran inquired.

“Not many. The crime must have
been committed shortly after midnight.
Greeb's watch was found on the floor,
where it had been knocked from the
table when the phone was pulled down.
The crystal was broken and the hands
stopped at twelve thirty-five.”

. “Were the phone wires cut?” Ted-
ford asked. ;
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“No. The switch downstairs had
been disconnected, rendering the phone
in this room useless.” :

“Seems to me that’s a clew,” Ted-
ford suggested quickly. ‘“The mur-
derer must have thrown the switch be-
fore committing his crime.”

“It is just possible,” Carr answered.
“You are acquainted with the family
of the deceased, I presume? Better let
them know what has happened. They
may be able to shed some light on the
affair.”

“I’ll send a wire immediately.” Ted-
ford started toward the hall; then he
turned back. “Jove, I'd almost for-
gotten! A man appeared at our of-
fice yesterday afternoon, demanded to
see Mr. Greeb, and became threaten-
ing when his request was refused. He
had some stock certificates to dispose
of and was under the impression that
Mr. Greeb, through whom they were
purchased, would refund the money.”

The detective seemed at once inter-
ested. “Who was this man?”’

“I’ve forgotten his name, but I would
know him if T saw him again. When
I told him that we could do nothing in
the matter, he became abusive. Said
he would see Mr. Greeb and demand
a settlement.”

Wallace shot a quick glance at the
reporter. Moran looked troubled and
appeared to be debating a problem that
had suddenly intruded itself.

“I'll have him looked up, if he’s
still in town,” Carr said. “Perhaps
you can give me a description of this
man, Mr. Tedford.”

“I can do that, and give you his name
along with it,” Moran spoke up quietly,
deciding, after an approving nod from
Wallace, that it would be better to
make a full explanation now and save
possible trouble later - on in case Stan-
ton was arrested.

“What do you know about it?” Ted-
ford asked, turning questioningly to-
ward the reporter.

“Perhaps more than you do,” Moran
answered. “This chap’s name is Stan-
ton. Hails from Towa. I met him in
the Spokane Hotel yesterday afternoon
and listened to his story.” The re-
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porter went on to give an account of
the meeting, of the use he had intended
to make of it, and finished by saying
that he had offered the youth quarters
at his apartment until a position could
be found for him.

“Where is he now?” the detective
wanted to know. '

“Couldn’t say,” Moran answered
truthfully. “He left my apartment last
night and hasn’t shown up since.”

“Was he bitter against Greeb?”

“He didn’t express a great deal of
love for him.”

“Do you think he would be capable
of murder?”

“T don’t want to think so,” Moran
“said after a pause. He found himself
shielding the youth despite the fear
that had been with him since the time
of Stanton’s disappearance. ‘‘Stan-

ton’s only a kid—a poor, deluded, un-

sophisticated kid,” he went on. “He
may have talked a lot and made a
few threats, but I can’t believe he’d
do harm.”

“I'm not so sure of it,” Tedford
spoke up. “I mentioned to Mr. Greeb
afterward that the chap looked dan-
gerous. I still think so. TIf this but-
ler didn’t have a hand in Mr. Greeb’s
death T’ll wager Stanton had.”

“T’ll depend upon you, Moran, to turn
this fellow over to the police for in-
vestigation if you run across him
again,” Carr remarked, apparently
sharing in Tedford’s belief.

The reporter promised to render all
possible assistance in the matter. The
detective was silent a moment, his gaze

centered upon Wallace as if to ques- °

tion the engineer’s appearance upon the
scene. The two men had long been
friends, their association dating back
to college days.

“You in the newspaper game now,
Wallace?” Carr asked.

“No. Just happened to be in the
vicinity when Moran came along and
picked me up.”

“Gorry!” exclaimed Moran. “That
just reminds me. What brought you
up to this district, Wallace?”

_“Looking for my pipe,” said the en-
gineer.

“Pipe” echoed both Carr and Mo-
ran.

Wallace nodded. “I would imagine,
from what has taken place here, that
I've an inside tip on this case,” he
began. “Wanted to spring it while the
coroner was present, but thought it
better to wait until the butler made his
exit. Probably the man responsible for
Greeb’s death was the same one that
descended upon my head last night,
knocking the breath out of my body
and the pipe out of my mouth and van-
ishing as swiftly as he had appeared.”

“What are you driving at?” Carr de-
manded.

The engineer explained the nature of
the adventure that had befallen him
while passing along the wall of the
Greeb estate the night before.

“Holy mackerel!” cried Moran.

“We're on a warm trail for sure! Did
you get a good look at your assail-
ant?” -
“Got nothing but a few bruises,”
Wallace answered. “It was too dark
to see anything. All I do know is that
my midnight adversary was a wiry
chap and as slippery as an eel; and
some sprinter into the bargain.”

“That would seem to eliminate the
butler,” said Carr. “Shelton is stocky,
and I wouldn’t like to put up any money
on him in a foot race.”

“It seems to tally with Stanton,” Ted-
ford spoke up quickly.

Wallace nodded. “It might have
been Stanton,” he admitted.

“What time did this mix-up occur?”’
asked the detective.

“It was considerably after twelve
when I left Fern Hill. I walked down
from there. I'd say it was around one
o’clock when the lightning struck.”

“The time corresponds all right,”
said Carr. “T’ll expect you to keep in
touch with me, Wallace,” he went on.
“By the way, did you find your pipe?”

“Not yet. Might have, if I had come
up here early enough this morning.
Some early pedestrian must have picked
1t ups:

Carr began to gather up the exhibits
in the case to transfer to police head-
quarters. “Look here, Tedford,” he
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said. ‘“‘Perhaps you can make some-
thing out of this. Greeb evidently
started a message of some kind before
he  died. We found a pad and pen-
cil under his hand.”

Tedford took the slip of paper of-
fered him and studied the three nu-
merals written upon it. “Six, sixteen,
nineteen,” he read off aloud. “Noth-
ing else?” he inquired, looking up at
the detective.

“That’s all. This seems to be half
a sheet—that is, half the size of the
other sheets on the pad,” Carr said.
“The numbers comprise all that was
wtitten, or else something followed
them on the other half of the note,
which isn’t to be found.”

Tedford shook his head. “I can
make nothing out of them,” he said.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Moran, who
had viewed the numerals over Ted-
ford’s shoulder. “What’s the date?”

“This is the seventeenth,” said Carr.

“And yesterday was the sixteenth,
wasn’t it? This is June, the sixth
month, and the nineteen could stand
for the year. Six, sixteen, nineteen
could stand for yesterday’s date,
couldn’t it?”

“Jove, you're right!” broke from
Tedford. “Mr. Greeb must have
started this with a date line and passed
out before he could continue.”

“Just possible,” admitted Carr. _
“Still,” he went on thoughtfully, “it
wotld seem to me that a man, anxious
to leave a message, and probably aware
that he was near death, would have
dispensed with the date.”

“Mr. Greeb dated everything he
wrote,” persisted Tedford, upholding
the theory Moran had advanced. “A
lifelong habit is a difficult thing to
break; and perhaps he did not realize
that he was so near death.”

“Well,” said Carr, pocketing the slip
of paper and moving toward the door,
“we’ll discover the significance of these
numbers before long.”

Without further parley the men de-
scended to the lower floor of the house
where an officer remained on guard.
Out in the grounds, later, Carr inter-
viewed the detective in charge of the
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squad that was searching the premises.
Nothing of importance had been found,
but Carr ordered the men to stay on
the job.

“I want to get hold of the gun the
murderer used,” he said. “The prob-
abilities are that it was tossed away
when the man left here. It’s an all-
day job to search this place,” he went
on, looking about him. “Ought to have
a regiment armed with rakes to make
good on it.”

Tedford hurried away to make his
report at the office and to get in touch
with Greeb’s family at Hayden Lake.
Wallace guided Carr and the reporter
to the point along the wall where the
unknown had made a hasty exit from
the grounds. A large tree on the in-
side of the garden, its wide-spreading
branches extending over the wall,
doubtless had offered a simple means
of escape. Confirming the engineer’s
story, there were <footprints in the
soft earth below the tree, and the flow-
ering shrubs close by had been tram-
pled down.

Wallace shinned up the tree and re-
mained among the upper branches for
some time. When he dropped down
again he held a bit of evidence in his
fingers. It was a bit of leather, found
wedged in a crotch of the tree limbs,
apparently wrenched from the heel of
the unknown’s shoe.

Carr examined it closely. “Part of
a heel all right enough,” he agreed. “It
may come in handy later on. We'll
have to find the particular shoe it fits,
and after that the man that fits the
shoe. Then we’ll have the tree

. climber.”

“And the chap that dropped on my
neck,” added Wallace.

CHAPTER XII.
THE TWELVE-O'CLOCK WORRY.

ON leaving the scene of the tragedy,
Moran took Wallace into town
and dropped him on Sprague Street,
the reporter hurrying on to get in his
copy for the first edition of the Chron-
icle. Wallace went up to the Pend
Orielle offices in the Old National Bank
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Building, but Runyon and Hart were
both out and the stenographer did not
know when they would return.

Wallace used the office telephone to
get in touch with the Kingdon resi-
dence, only to learn from Mrs. King-
don that her daughter had left the
house a few minutes before with the
intention of visiting the Greeb offices.

“Greeb’s office?” Wallace repeated.
“What was her idea? I told Norma
last night that it would be useless for
her to see these men. Besides,” he
added, “Greeb was shot and killed last
night.”

Mrs. Kingdon voiced her astonish-
ments 1t Norma -hears of+ it she
probably will return home. She told
me she wanted to interview Mr. Greeb
personally.”

“She may
said Wallace.
can.”

In a remarkably short time after Mo-
ran had ground out his copy, the boys
were crying the early edition of the
paper with scareheads of the murder
—and very little else—and every one
was discussing the tragedy. Greeb was
not a man of high standing among his
fellow townsmen—none of the firm was
for that matter—but the revolting man-
ner of his death was a thing to invite
public comment.

Tedford, visibly shaken, left the taxi-
cab he had engaged and went into the
office of his company to relate the
known circumstances of the distressing
affair that had taken off the firm’s
guiding hand. Naturally, a pall of
gloom settled down over the rank and
file of the Greeb employees and work
for the day was temporarily suspended.

It was not until after eleven o’clock,
when a visitor entered the reception
room and sent in his card to the office
occupied by Tedford and Dayne, that
those executives were brought to realize
the important matters requiring their
attention.

Since Greeb would not be on hand
to take command, as he usually did
when cash transactions were in order,
Tedford and Dayne were made aware
of the fact that, for the first time since

not hear of it in time,”
“T’ll head her off if I

their admission to the firm, they were
to proceed without the dictation of a
president. ‘

“It’s the matter of that Bitter Root
option,” Tedford announced when the
visitor’s card was placed before him.
“Must be attended to before twelve
o’clock.”

“I should think,” observed Dayne,
who was nervously pacing the floor,
“that in view of Greeb’s death the busi-
ness details might be postponed until
to-morrow.”

“I'm afraid the law does not recog-
nize death as an excuse for not liv-
ing up to written agreements,” replied
Tedford. “The gentleman in the outer
room would be only too glad if we
permitted this option to expire with-
out exercising our purchase privilege.
We are purchasing for fifty thousand
dollars a property that is worth four
times that sum.”

Dayne nodded. “Greeb placed the
money in the safe last night?”

“Yes.” Tedford glanced at his
watch. “We haven't much time to
waste in talking.”

The men walked into the office for-
merly occupied by their late president.
Tedford stepped to the door of the
safe and began to manipulate the dial.
After the required number of twists
and turns, he laid hold of the massive
handle and pulled. The door remained
closed.

Tedford frowned and once more sent
the dial on its required number of rev-
olutions, repeating each number aloud
as he reached it. Once more he pulled
at the handle and once more the door
failed to move.

“What ails the thing?” he broke out
disgustedly. “I’ve never known it to
balk before. Here, you try it, Dayne.”

Dayne crossed the floor and took
charge of the dial. A moment later he
essayed to swing open the massive door,
but was no more successful than his
partner had been.

“Queer!” said Dayne. “Do you
suppose the mechanism is out of order?
It must be,” he added.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Ted-
ford. “Let’s hope not.”
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“Well, it is either out of order or
Greeb changed the combination without
telling us,” Dayne declared.

“But why should he have changed
it? There was no occasion for do-
ing so.” Tedford stood in silent con-
templation of the stubborn door.
“We'll have to call in an expert,” he
said at length. -

“That’ll take time,” protested Dayne
with a swift glance at his watch.

“Perhaps not. [I'll phone at once.”
Tedford bounded out of the office and
delivered instructions to the telephone
operator. After that he passed on into
the reception room where the man he
was to do business with cooled his
heels.

“I am very sorry to have kept you
waiting, Mr. Brinton,” he began apolo-
getically. “Doubtless you are aware of
Mr. Greeb’s violent death and the cir-
cumstances 2

“Heard about-it,” the other inter-
rupted shortly and decidedly unsympa-
thetically. Brinton was a tall, raw-
boned individual with piercing gray
eyes and a wind-burned complexion:

~a typical representative of the hard-
ened prospector of the Western hills,
“Greeb wired me last night that he
intended to take up the option I gave
him a year ago and asked me to be at
this office before twelve o'clock to-
day.”

Tedford nodded. ‘“Certainly, cer-
tainly, Mr. Brinton. Mr. Greeb had
made all arrangements and everything
is ready. Unfortunately, at the last
minute, we have discovered that the
mechanism of our safe is out of order.
The money to be paid you is locked up
there. I have just sent out an emer-
gency call for an expert who doubt-
less can remedy matters. I hope, Mr.
Brinton, in the trying circumstances,
that you will grant us a slight exten-
sion of time if we are unable to open
the safe before noon.”

Brinton surveyed the Greeb repre-
sentative with a deliberate and hostile
glance. “I’ll wait until twelve o’clock,”
he announced. :

“But surely, in view of our present
predicament, Mr. Brinton, you will al-
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low us a few minutes of grace,” Ted-
ford protested. “Remember this is a
condition over whith we have no con-
trol. The fifty thousand in cash is
all ready for you the instant the vault
is open.”

“You'll have to pay it over to me be-
fore twelve o’clock,” Brinton said, un-
moved, “or the option will be expired.
You've got about half an hour yet,”
he went on, consulting his watch.

Tedford looked troubled. “Perhaps
you'll accept a check,” he ventured
hopefully. A loophole had presented it-
self. As this was Saturday the banks
would close at noon. The check could
not be presented for payment before ten
o’clock on Monday. By that time the
safe would be open and the cash de-
posited at the bank to cover the draft.

. “Nope,” the other answered. ‘“We
agreed on cash and it's written that
way in the agreement.”

“But, Mr. Brinton,” Tedford pleaded
frantically, “don’t you understand that
we—77

“Oh, I understand all right enough,”
Brinton cut in; “but I'm not shedding
any tears over it. I’d consider it mighty
lucky for me if you failed to come
across with the money. I've got an
offer right now of a hundred and fifty
thousand for my property. . I always
knew my claim was valuable, and I
guess Greeb knew it, too. I didn’t want
to give him the option on it at his price,
but my wife was sick and had to be
sent away, and I just had to have a
little cash. I was sort of crazy with
worry at the time and nothing seemed
to matter so long as my wife was to
be made well. Now I'm realizing what
a fool I've been and what a scheming
snake in the grass Greeb was. If he
had been a decent sort he could have
lent me a thousand or so on the claim.
But he wouldn’t do that. He knew he
had me in a tight fix and demanded an
option. I had to give it to him.”

Brinton got out of his chair and ad-
vanced upon Tedford. “You're ask-
ing me to show you a little considera-
tion, aren’t you? Well, T’ll be just as
considerate of you as Greeb was of me.
He knew why I had to have the money.
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I pleaded with him to make it a loan.
He laughed at me. Said I could take
what he offered or nothing. Now the
shoe’s on the other foot, and I'm go-
ing to laugh at you. I’'m sorry Greeb

- isn’t here.

“I've got to give you until twelve
o’clock,” he added grimly, “but that

is all. You won’t get a thousandth of
a second grace from me. That’s
final.”

CHAPTER-XTIE
THE JOY BRINGER.

TEDFORD slunk back to the private

office where Dayne awaited him
and broke the distressing news. A
moment later the expert from the safe
company put in his appearance, learned
what was wanted of him, and set to
work immediately.

In less than five minutes the expert
turned to face the apprehensive on-
lookers. “I don’t think the combina-
tion you gave me is the correct one,”
he said.

“It must be!” Tedford cried. “Why,
I opened the safe yesterday morning
with that combination.”

The expert shook his head. “Well,
if the combination hasn’t been
changed,” he said, ‘“there’s trouble

somewhere in the lock mechanism and
it’'ll take me some time to locate it.”

“How long?” Dayne queried anx-
iously.

“If 'm lucky I may be able to lo-
cate the trouble before night.”

“Before night?” Tedford repeated.
“Impossible! We must get into the
safe before noon.”

The expert grinned. ‘“What do you
think this is—a toy? This safe is one
of our latest and best models. I in-
stalled it myself. Why, the smoothest
crib-cracker in the country, armed with
the best tools, couldn’t drill and blow
this door in less than three hours.
Even then I doubt if the job would
be a success.”

“But it must be opened!
ready to pa 2

“It isn’t a question of money,” the
expert cut in sharply. “I could not
guarantee to open the door in less than

We’re

six hours, if you offered me two mil-
lion. I'd make sure,” he added, “be-
fore going ahead on this job, that you
have given me the right combination.”
“We’re sure of it,” said Tedford.

“Very well, then, do you want me
to begin operations? It is a delicate
job and T’ll be forced to damage the
mechanism. The necessary repairs
will cost at least a thousand.”

“Oh, hang the cost!” broke from
Tedford. ‘“We would pay twice that
if the job can be done before twelve
¢’clock.”

“Might as well ask me to open it
with a buttonhook, or pack the safe on
my back up Riverside,” the expert an-
nounced.

Tedford turned to Dayne with a
helpless gesture. “A hundred thousand
profit gone; that’s all!” he choked.
“Brinton won't wait a second later than
twelve.”

The expert did not seem to be par-
ticularly interested. “I’'m waiting for
your decision, gentlemen,” he spoke up
at length. “If you hope to get into
your safe before to-morrow morning
you’d better step lively.”

“Might as well be next month as to-

morrow,” Dayne groaned, sinking
wearily into a chair.
“All right. There’s nothing further

for me to say or do. If you reach any
decision before closing time to-night,
let me know.” And with that cheer-
less statement the expert walked out of
the office.

In his abrupt departure, the expert
neglected to close the door of the pri-
vate office, and neither of the men in-
side seemed to notice it. They slumped
back in their chairs, while the precious
minutes ticked away.

“Pardon me!” a voice spoke up sud-
denly. Tedford jumped out of his
chair and turned to face Wallace.

“What do you want?’ Tedford de-
manded irritably.

“Has Miss Kingdon been here?” the
engineer inquired.

“Haven’t seen her.”

Wallace glanced curiously at the two
men, and presently allowed his eyes
to shift to the door of the safe.
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“What seems to be the trouble?” he
asked. “Can’t the safe be opened?”

“Wouldn’t be sitting here if it
could,” snapped Dayne testily.

“I suppose not,” agreed Wallace.
“Just met Brinton in the reception
room,” he went on. “He told me of
your trouble. First time-1 knew you
had an option on his property.”

“Well, what of it? Are you inter-
ested in the matter?”

“I propose to be,” was the engineer’s
unexpected rejoinder.

A flicker of annoyance crossed Ted-
ford’s face. “Just where do you come
in?” he demanded.

“From the chance remark that Brin-
ton let fall a few minutes ago, I'm un-
der the impression that the Greeb De-
velopment Company stands to win or
lose about a hundred thousand dollars
within the next quarter of an hour.”

“Oh, clear out!” Tedford -cried.
“We've no time to waste——"

“True; you haven’t,” Wallace broke
in significantly. “That is why I've
pushed my way in here uninvited.”

“You can push your way out again
—in a hurry.”

“On the contrary,” said Wallace,
“when you hear what I’ve to say you’re
going to insist upon my staying.”

“Meaning—what ?”

“Meaning,” the engineer returned
with deliberate calm, “that I believe T
can open your safe.”

The two men in the office started.
“Open the safe?” repeated Tedford in-
credulously. “You?”

“What do you know about safes?”

Dayne queried.
© “Very little,” Wallace admitted ; “but
I may be able to perform a miracle in
the present case. Will you give me a
trial ?”

“What do you intend opening it with
—talk ?”

“No; the combination,” said Wal-
lace. _

Tedford regarded the engineer with
a look of dumfounded amazement. “I
don’t know what your game is,” he be-
gan slowly; “but go ahead and try
your skill.”

Woallace stepped over to the door of
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the safe and began a slow manipula-
tion of the dial. Tedford and Dayne
watched him from a distance, smiling
skeptically. Almost before they were
aware of it, the engineer had straight-
ened, had gripped the handle of the
door. The massive wall of steel swung
outward noiselessly.

With a shout of mingled joy and
surprise, Tedford and Dayne jumped
forward; but just as they reached the
door, Wallace put his weight against
it. The door closed as silently as it
had opened. The dial was spun and
the bolts locked again.

“What—what in blazes do you mean
by this?” cried Tedford, pushing the
engineer aside and tugging frantically
at the handle of the door.

“T merely wanted to demonstrate that
I could open your safe,” Wallace an-
swered quietly.

CHAPTER XIV.
SO MUCH FOR SO MUCH.

RAGE and chagrin were manifest in

Tedford’s stormy countenance. He
whirled upon Wallace with blazing
eyes. “Stop this nonsense!” he cried.
“Open the door again, Wallace. We'll
admit that you can do it.”

“Then you are willing to discuss
terms ?”’

“Terms ?”
“What terms?
for the job?”

“Precisely. Why not?”

“For Heaven’s sake,” Dayne’s voice
lifted shrilly, “stop this monkey busi-
ness. We’ll pay you for your trouble.
It’s ten minutes to twelve now. Open
the door, Wallace.”

“T expect my payment now, not after-
ward,” Wallace said, unperturbed by
the excitement.

“Well, name it.” Tedford drew a
roll of currency from his pocket. “A
hundred ought to be sufficient.”

“T don’t want your money,” Wallace
replied, ignoring the bank notes that
Tedford thrust toward him. “What I
do want is a confession, signed by both
of you gentlemen, that the option you
have on The Silver Lining claim was

spluttered Tedford.
Want us to pay you
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obtained by trickery and deceit and
that you renounce all right to purchase
1t

“This is blackmail!” stormed Ted-
ford.

“Perhaps it is,” Wallace returned;
“but in the circumstances it is permis-
sible. Your company practiced deceit
in obtaining Miss Kingdon’s signature
to the option, and I propose to return
the compliment by levying blackmail.
It is difficult to pursue honorable means
when dealing with the unscrupulous.”

“The safe can stay locked for a
month before I'll agree to those terms,”
Tedford declared hotly.

“That is a matter for you to decide.
But please réemember what is at stake.
You're in for a hundred thousand profit
if you can close with Brinton before
twelve o’clock. On the other hand you
forfeit that profit by denying my re-
quest and retain the privilege of buy-
ing The Silver Lining claim, which at
best is merely a speculation.”

“The claim’s worth fifty thousand
dollars.”

“You're taking a chance. The Pend
Orielle vein may pinch out, or it may
shoot off in another direction. You're
gambling on it and letting a sure thing
slip through your fingers.”

“T’d do it before giving you the satis-
faction of trimming us,” Tedford re-
torted. :

“All right,” said Wallace. “If that’s
your final answer I'll make my exit
and %

“Hold on!” It was Dayne that
shouted to Wallace as the latter was
on the point of leaving the office. “I'm
willing to sign. You've got us licked,
Wallace.”

“Don’t be a fool!” Tedford cried,
turning furiously upon his partner.

“I’m not,” the other retorted. “I’'m
ready to take a sure profit instead of
gambling on a prospect. For Heaven’s
sake, Tedford, listen to reason! Take
a sure thing and let this Silver Lining
proposition slide.”

Tedford hesitated, glaring first at
his partner and then at the waiting
engineer. With surprising swiftness he
appeared to manifest a change of heart.
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“All right,” he said at length, shrug-
ging. “I'll submit.”

Wasting no more time, Wallace
seated himself at the desk and upon a
sheet of paper bearing the Greeb De-
velopment Company imprint, wrote a
short statement to the effect that the
undersigned, executives of the firm, ad-
mitted that the option between them-
selves and Miss Kingdon relative to
The Silver Lining claim had been ob-
tained by trickery and substitution of
papers; that Miss Kingdon had dis-
posed of the timber rights only; and
furthermore, that the company thereby
renounced all rights as to the purchase
of the property.

When it was finished, Wallace arose
to his feet. Dayne and Tedford,
scarcely taking time to read through the
confession, attached their signatures to
the document. After he had blotted
and folded it and placed it in his pocket,
the engineer stepped to the safe and
once more began to manipulate the dial.

Tedford moved forward, his eyes
fixed upon the polished dial. Aware
of the latter’s purpose, Wallace changed
his position so that his body was be-
tween the dial and Tedford’s search-
ing eyes. Tedford uttered a smothered
exclamation and looked meaningly at
Dayne.

With a final twist of the dial, Wal-
lace stepped back. ‘Tedford jumped
forward, followed closely by Dayne.
The ponderous door opened obediently
as Tedford seized the handle and pulled
upon it. He reached for the steel
box in which-he had seen Greeb de-
posit the currency-filled envelope,
snapped the catch, and opened it
Then he fell back. Both men cried
aloud. The box was empty.

CHAPTER XV.
UNEXPECTED COMPLICATIONS.

FOR an instant following the amaz-

ing discovery and the startled cries

of the two men, no one moved. The

sight of the empty treasure drawer ap-

peared to rob the onlookers of speech.
Even Wallace was transfixed.

“Gone!” Tedford gulped at length.
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“Might be in one of the other boxes,”
suggested Dayne.

In frantic haste the men jerked out
the remaining drawers in the safe and
turned over the contents. Their search
was unavailing. The fifty thousand in
currency that Greeb had deposited the
afternoon before was not to be found.

Dayne, overcome by the tragedy, col-
lapsed into the nearest chair. Tedford
suddenly whirled. Reaching the desk,
his hand dropped into a partly opened
drawer, and when it came in sight
again his fingers were gripping a re-
volver

“Stay where you are, Wallace!” he
cried, leveling the weapon at the sur-
prised engineer. “You've got a lot to
answer for. If you make a move to-
ward that door I'll shoot.”

After the first shock had passed Wal-
lace calmly surveyed the irate man and
the revolver that was extended before
him. The whirlwind of conjectures
that rushed through the engineer’s
mind was not reﬂected upon his coun-
tenance.

“By thunder!”  Tedford broke
forth again. “I'm beginning to get
wise to this affair. The whole thing
is clear to me now.”

“I'm glad it is,” Wallace remarked
quietly. “You have that advantage over
me, Tedford.”

“This is your game from beginning
to end. Now I've got you cold.” Ted-
ford walked forward, the gun in front
of him, his eyes fixed threateningly
upon the engineer. “How did you get
the combination of our safe?”

“I thought everything was clear to
you ?”

“It is. I thought maybe you’d con-
fess. Those numbers that Greeb put
down before he died—they didn’t
comprise a date. They were the first
three numbers of the safe combination.
He changed them yesterday without
consulting us. Six, sixteen, nineteen!
Those were the numbers you used a
few minutes ago, weren’t they?”

““They..were.”

“What were the others?”

“I may tell you—later,”
said. “It depends.”

Wallace
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“Where did you get them?”

“Providence supplied them.”

“Providencer”  Tedford sneered.
“That’s pretty thin. Why don’t you

come through with the truth? You
got them from Greeb’s room.”
<“You fe hity per cent correct,” the

engineer replied.

“You came here yesterday afternoon
and threatened Greeb, didn’t you?
You threatened all of us? I heard
your talk. You won’t deny that.”

“I admit I used rather harsh words,”
Wallace answered.

Tedford laughed jeeringly. “And
you told Greeb he had reached the
end of his rope, didn’t you? Looks
as if that prediction has been carried
out, Wallace. You’ve admitted being
up at Greeb’s house last night, although
the yarn you told, to alibi yourself,
sounds pretty fishy. The police be-
lieved it, and so did I at the time. Now
I’'m beginning to see light. You vis-
ited Greeb. You must have known
that he was alone in the house. You
probably demanded the return of Miss
Kingdon’s option. When it was re-
fused, you killed Greeb.”

“Tedford, you ” Wallace began
hotly.

“Never mind explaining,” the other
cut in. “You'll have time enough for
that. You shot and killed Greeb, didn’t
you? Then you went away for fear
an alarm would follow. When it didn'’t,
you returned, saw what Greeb had
written and must have known that it
was the combination to the safe. You
snatched up the paper, but got only
half of the sheet. Where’s the missing
half, Wallace? Do away with it? Of
course you remembered the numbers
that were found this morning under
Greeb’s hand. Then you came down
here during the night, got into the
office, opened the safe, and looked for
that Silver Lining option. You didn’t
find it, because Greeb left it in his desk;
but you did stumble across the fifty
thousand in currency and helped your-
self to it. You were right on hand
this morning when the police took
charge up at the Greeb estate, horned
your way in, and looked over the

»
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ground to make sure you'd left no
traces behind. Naturally you were en-
raged because the option wasn't found,
and as a last chance you came to us,
proved you were able to open the safe,
and worked this final ruse.”

Wallace, listening to the case that
Tedford was building against him,
smiled tolerantly. “You ought to be
writing motion-picture scenarios, Ted-
ford,” he observed. “Your imagination
is vivid enough, even though your plot
structure is full of flaws. Put down
that gun and behave yourself.”

“T’ll put it down when I've notified
police headquarters,” Tedford returned
with a grin of triumph. “I may be
barking up the wrong tree, but one
thing 1s sure, you’re going to have a
hot session with the police before I'm
called off. Maybe you can explain how
you were able to open our safe just
now if you didn’t get all the number
combinations from Greeb’s room. And
if you did get them from his room,
you'll have some more explaining to
do before the police will be satisfied.”

“That shouldn’t occasion you any
worry,” Wallace replied.

“No; but it will afford me a great
deal of interest. Dayne!” He turned
to address his partner, who had been
listening dumfounded to the swift ar-
raignment. “Get on the phone and
notify Detective Carr, at headquarters,
that we have found,the man he is look-
ing for. Tell him that we will hold
the prisoner here until he arrives.”

Dayne bounded out of his chair, went
to the phone, and after the operator had

connected him, spoke the lines that Ted-.

ford had instructed him to say.

“And now, Wallace,” Tedford went
on, when Dayne had finished his con-
versation, “I’ll trouble you to hand over
the paper you bribed us into signing a
few minutes ago.”

_ “The trouble will all be on your side
if you expect to have it returned,” the
engineer said.

“Careful now!”
“Remember I’ve got
Better hand over the paper.
no mood to argue.”

“It wouldn’t do you a particle of

warned Tedford.
you covered.
I'm in

good if you were in the mood,” re-
turned Wallace. “Put the gun back
in the desk, Tedford. You won’t use
i

Faintly, from outside the office, whis-
tles were sounding. It was twelve
¢’clock! The knowledge of that fact
seemed to infuriate Tedford. His com-
pany’s valuable Bitter Creek option had
expired; all the firm’s available cash
was missing, and it looked now as if
the opportunity to profit by the pur-
chase of The Silver Lining claim was
also to be denied them. .

“You—you’re responsible for this!”
Tedford broke out. “And by Heaven,
you're going to pay the penalty! You
knew the money wasn’t in the safe
when you offered to open it!”

“It looks to me,” Wallace spoke up
mildly, “as if the Greeb Development
Company was just about to sink for
the third time—and with no rescuers
in sight. The thing I prophesied is to
be fulfilled before I expected.”

“Hand over that paper!” Tedford
shouted. “Hand it over or I'll take it
from you!” .

Wallace laughed. “Come and take
it.  You and Dayne ought to be able
to turn the trick.”

Tedford advanced warily ; but Dayne
hung back. “Wait until the police ar-
rive,” the latter suggested. “They can
get it for us.”"

“Sure; and they’ll probably read it,
too,” said Wallace. ‘“Want them to use
it for an exhibit? It'll make a choice
bit of copy for the newspapers, won't
it?”

The door behind the engineer
opened cautiously. Wallace heard the
almost inaudible click of the turning
knob and whirled to face a possible
third opponent. “Norma!’ he ex-
claimed wonderingly at sight of Miss
Kingdon’s white face.

Simultaneously, Dayne and Tedford,
quick to take advantage of the en-
gineet’s position, leaped forward, and
a moment later the three men were
struggling together on the office floor.
Wallace was not altogether unprepared
for the attack, nor was he unequal to
the odds, so long as Tedford was pre-
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vented from using the revolver. Dayne
was speedily eliminated from the scrim-
mage, and with a howl of pain rolled
over against the wall, both hands
clamped to his jaw. Tedford proved
to be a more formidable contender, but
after Wallace had broken his hold and
sent the revolver spinning out of reach,
and had put into operation a few of
the tactics learned in training camp,
the challenger had all the fight taken
out of him.

Jumping to his feet, Wallace turned
upon Miss Kingdon, who had come
into the office and had been an inter-
ested spectator of the short and lively
battle. “Lock that door, Norma!” he
said. :

Without questioning him, the girl
closed the door that led into the outer
offices and turned the key in the lock.
The men on the floor were in no con-
dition to interfere.

“We’ll have to beat a dignified re-
treat,” Wallace spoke up a moment
later, after he had crossed the floor and
closed the safe door. A twirl of the
dial sent the heavy locks into place
again. ‘“‘I'm not ready to surrender
yet,” he added.

“Surrender ?” the girl echoed in as-
tonishment. ‘“What do you mean?”

Before Wallace had time to answer,
a loud summons came at the locked
door of the office. Undoubtedly the
police had arrived upon the scene. The
engineer took the girl’'s arm and led
her toward a smaller door on the oppo-
site side of the room. It opened at
his touch, disclosing a narrow corridor
and a flight of stairs.

“Come along,” Wallace urged. “This
was Greeb’s means of a silent and
speedy exit when trouble threatened.
We'll make use of it.”

CHAPLER VI,
ON A NEW TRAIL.

HE later editions of the Chronicle
and Spokane Press that afternoon
carried interesting and highly colored
accounts of the affair that had taken
place in the Greeb office—accounts that
were rendered particularly vivid by
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Tedford’s session with the police and
the reporters.

It was made clear that the message
left by Greeb before his death had been
the numbers of his safe combination.
As half the sheet upon which the num-
bers had been inscribed was missing, it
was presumed the assassin had taken it.
The fact that Wallace had opened the
safe that morning seemed to give cre-
dence to Tedford’s theory of the mur-
der, the theory that he had propounded
in Wallace’s presence and elaborated
upon later for the benefit of his audi-
ence.

That, coupled with the news of the
engineer’s assault upon Dayne and
Tedford and his escape to avoid ar-
rest, made a sensational story, and one
that placed Wallace unger grave sus-
picions. All matters pertaining to The
Silver Lining option had, however, been
kept under cover. It was one point in
the affair that Tedford did not care
to advertise.

Wallace had disappeared, and the au-
thorities were combing the city for him.
Miss Kingdon was found at home by
police and reporters, and she told a
straightforward story. She admitted
calling at the Greeb office at noon, wit-
nessing the fight between Wallace and
the other men—although her version
differed somewhat from Tedford’s ac-
count—and admitted frankly that she
and Wallace had escaped by a side
door. After the engineer had placed
her aboard a car he had left. That was
all she knew.

Runyon and Hart of the Pend Ore-
ille Company experienced double-bar-
reled shocks upon reading the newspa-
per accounts ; and naturally Lee Moran,
reporter, looked upon the affair with
alarm and amazement.

Moran, pondering deeply over the
events of the day, returned to his apart-
ment about dusk. He had turned in a
glowing account of the new Greeb case
developments, but had essayed, so far
as it was in his power, to cast doubt
on Tedford’s theory of the murder.
Personally he ridiculed the idea that
the engineer was connected even re-
motely with the tragedy, and the news
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hounds in the local room were of the
same opinion. The nature of the re-
marks that were exchanged between
desks regarding Tedford in particular
and the Greeb organization in general
were as scorching tongues of fire.

Bounding up the hall stairs to his
apartment, Moran discovered his door
unlocked, and went into the living
room to find Wallace occupying a chair
before the open window.

“Holy mackerel!” he ejaculated at
sight of the engineer.

“Don’t turn on the light,” Wallace
said quickly. “I seem to be a fugitive
from justice at present and it wouldn’t
look well for me to be found in your
quarters. You’ll pardon my unbidden
entrance, I'm sure. Happened to know
where you cache the key.”

Moran drew up a chair beside the
window. “For the love of Pete,” he
began eagerly, “will you be kind enough
to give me a straight tip on this new
shocker ?” '

“That’s what brought me to your
humble domicile, Moran,” Wallace an-
swered him. “But while Fm talking
I might as well have an audience of
two. Suppose you get hold of Carr
and bring him here.”

“Carr? He’s on your trail; the whole
police force is for that matter, and a
couple of dozen news hounds as well.”

“T prefer to discuss matters with you
and Carr alone, just at present,” the
engineer said. “I don’t think Carr will
pinch me. See if you can locate him.”

Moran needed no second bidding. A
few inquiries over the telephone put
the detective on the other end of the
wire, and a few tactfully worded re-
marks were sufficient to bring Carr
up to the apartment on a run.

“Hello there, Wallie!” Carr ex-
claimed when he stepped into the liv-
ing room. ‘“Been waiting to hear from
you all afternoon. You bloodthirsty,
murdering scoundrel! Ready to con-
fess, are you?”

“Ready to make a clean breast of the
whole affair,” Wallace answered with
a smile.

“Look here!” Moran broke in, un-

able to restrain his curiosity. -Did you
actually open Greeb’s safe to-day?”

“I certainly did.”

“Where did you get the other half
of the combination?” Carr inquired.
“Tedford says that—-"

“Got it on the walk below the wall
of the Greeb estate,” the engineer in-
terrupted. “Must have been dropped
there by the chap who did the flying
leap. I forgot all about that incident
when I related the details to you this
morning.”

“You found the missing half of the
paper after the scrimmage?”’ persisted
Carr.

“Yes; while I was hunting for my
pipe. Picked it up, glanced at the writ-
ing it contained, and tossed it away
again. Never gave the thing another
thought until a few hours ago.”

“What were the numbers on it?”

“There were none, Merely the one
word ‘repeat.’”

“Oh, ho!” cried Moran. “Then the
combination was six, sixteen, nineteen,
repeat.”

Wallace nodded. “I never con-
nected the slip of paper I found with
the slip you found beside Greeb,” he
went on, “until I went to the Greeb
office and bumped into Brinton.”

“Who is Brinton?”

“A mining man from the Bitter
Roots. He was at the office to close
a deal, and while chatting with him I
learned that Tedford and Dayne were
having a time opening the safe. Then
it struck me afl at once that Greeb had
changed the combination without men-
tioning the fact to his partners, and
the numbers he had written down on
the slip of paper were the answer. Of
course I had the advantage over the
rest of you chaps by knowing what
the missing half of the paper contained.
The hunch was so good that I left Brin-
ton and pushed my way in to confront
Tedford and Dayne. They gave me
an opportunity to demonstrate my skill
—and I made good.”

“Why didn’t you tell them the com-
bination instead of doing the job your-
self ?” asked Carr.

“Because I had an ax to grind,” Wal-
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iace answered. “I meant to exact com-
pensation for my knowledge.”

“How’s that?”

As briefly as possible Wallace related
the facts regarding The Silver Lining
option, the claim’s undoubted value,
Greeb’s perfidy, and the method taken
to obtain Miss Kingdon’s signature.

“Holy mackerel!” exploded Moran.
“So that was at the bottom of all this
funny business! Well, it doesn’t sur-
prise me. Greeb and his brood are full
of these playful tricks.”

“Did they hand over the option?” in-
quired Carr.

“Didn’t ask them to—had a better
scheme in mind. After I had proved
I could open their strong box, I locked
it again and made my demands. You

see they had to get into the safe before:

twelve o’clock in order to get the fifty
thousand in cash that was to purchase
Brinton’s property.” Wallace explained
the nature of the business deal and also
the nature of the paper he had forced
the two men to cion

“A full confession, was it?” Carr
chuckled. “Good work, Wallie! You
had them trapped all right. And they
signed it ?”

“You bet they did! Decided it would
be better to rake in a sure profit of a
hundred thousand than to gamble on
The Silver Lining. And after I had
opened the safe, hanged if the fifty
thousand wasn’t gone!”

“That’s another hard nut for us to
crack,” the detective admitted. “Well,
go on. What happened then?”

“When I opened the safe the last time
Tedford saw me make use of the first
three numbers that Greeb had put down.
But T prevented him from knowing
the ‘repeat’ idea. Naturally enough
what he did see knocked him cold, and
he suspected me of any number of
things. First thing I knew he had me
covered with a gun and was accusing
me of murdering Greeb and rifling the
safe of the fifty thousand. Then he
had Dayne phone police headquarters.

“Before the police arrived,” Wallace
went on, “Tedford remembered the
damaging bit of paper that he and
Dayne had signed and threatened to

perforate me unless I returned it. I
gave him the laugh. I had put myself
in a bad fix to get hold of the paper
and I wasn’t going to let it go without
a struggle. Just about the time Ted-
ford was coming at me, Miss Kingdon
appeared at the door, and when I
turned to her, Tedford and Dayne
launched an attack. It was a rough-
and-tumble fight for a few minutes,
but I managed to win out. After that,
while the police were pounding on the
door that I had Miss Kingdon lock,
we decided to make a dignified retreat.
We got away nicely by means of a
private rear exit that Greeb thought-
fully had provided for his own use.”

“Whew, what a story!” breathed Mo-
ran. “A thriller in six reels—and to
be continued.”

“I didn’t think it advisable to remain
in the office and submit to arrest,” Wal-
lace said. “I hadn’t a bit of evidence
to offer in my defense. Sojourning a
few weeks behind bars didn’t appeal
tc my scnsc of hunior.”

“It was the only thing for you to do
in the circumstances,” the detective
agreed. “Tedford has sworn out a war-
rant for your arrest on two charges
—unpremeditated assault and complic-
ity in the Greeb affair.”

“Looks as if it is up to me to turn
detective and help solve this case in
order to clear my own name,” Wallace
semarked. “Until we land the man or
men guilty of Greeb’s murder and the
robbery of the safe I'll have to stay
under cover.”

Carr nodded. “That’s the best way
out. I wasn’'t at headquarters when
Dayne phoned in this morning,” he
went on; “‘but I heard about the affair
shortly afterward. When'I reached the
Greeb office the excitement had died
down a bit. Tedford and Dayne gave
me an earful of talk, showed me the
empty box that had contained the fifty
thousand, and swore that you had pulled
a gun on them before making your get-
away. I let them chatter and formed
my own conclusions—which I kept to
myself.” '

A perplexing frown suddenly con-
tracted Wallace’s brow while the de-
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tective was, speaking, and a most star-
tling theory took possession of his ac-
tive mind. The thing seemed too
wildly extravagant at the moment to
permit of telling. In the dusk of the
room the engineer’s changing expres-
sion passed unnoticed. Both Carr and
Moran seemed wholly absorbed in their
own mental battles.

CHAPTER XVII.
DISCUSSIONS AND DECISIONS.

HE three men in the darkened room

of the apartment remained silent

for a long time. Carr took a cigarette

from a box on the table and lighted it.

The flaring match disclosed a grim and
thoughtful countenance.

“We’re up against a tough proposi-
tion,” he remarked at length, turning
in his chair. “We’ve got to work fast
if we are to accomplish anything. But
three heads are better than one,” he
added hopefully.

“T seem to be the one that has pro-
voked all the trouble,” Wallace said,
“and I’'m willing to shoulder all the
blame. I put myself in bad simply be-
cause I didn’t propose to stand by and
see Miss Kingdon swindled out of her
property. I went into this with my eyes
open.”

“Any self-respecting chap would
have done the same,” Moran declared.
“You've saved The Silver Lining claim
for the girl. Now it remains for you
to save yourself. You can count on
my sticking by you, Wallace, and I
guess Carr’s right with me.”

“That goes without saying,” the de-
tective said. “There’s a warrant out
for your arrest, Wallace, and if I lived

up strictly to the oath of my office,

I'd take you to headquarters; but I
won’t.  First,, because I know fthe
charges against you are absurd; and
second, because if you were locked up
and Tedford continued to act as he
has, you couldn’t get out on bail. As
a murder suspect you'd be on the in-
side looking out for an indefinite pe-
riod. I believe you can do more good
if you’re on the outside looking in,
not only for yourself but for the case

in general. And just as soon as you
get hold of some evidence to support
your story, I'd suggest surrendering.”

“That’s my idea exactly,” chimed in
Moran. “Too bad I wasn’t with you
last night, Wallace. It would all be
over but the shouting.”

“Got that piece of paper you found
by the wall?” Carr asked suddenly.

Wallace shook his head. “Don’t
know what I did with it. Tossed it
away I guess.”

“And not one chance in a million
of recovering it again,” Carr said
gloomily. “And by the bye,” he added,
as if the recollection had just come to
him, “here’s a new angle: Is this your
pipe ?n

The engineer reached for the brier.
A glance at it even in the dim light was

sufficient for identification. “It’s the
old hod all right,” he declared
promptly. “Who found it?”

“One of my men. Found it inside
the wall.”

“Inside?” echoed 'Wallace. “How

did it get over the wall?”

“That remains for us to find out,”
said Carr. “At the time it was turned
over to me I didn’t mention the fact
that it was yours. I'm keeping that
back. 'No use adding to your trou-
bles.”

“Some one planted it there,” cried
Moran.

“Undoubtedly,” Carr agreed.

“Hang it all,” the reporter broke
out indignantly, “it stands to reason
that if Wallace were mixed up in this
affair he ~wouldn’t have been seen
around the premises this morning and
wouldn’t have framed up the story
about the chap who dropped upon him.”

“Well, we’ve a pair of likely clews,”
the detective asserted. “That butler
put his foot in it when he tried to alibi
himself. HHe'll bear investigating. He
was alone in the house with Greeb.
And as for a motive—well, there’s the
fifty thousand in cash missing from
the safe.”

“How do we know Greeb put that
money in the safe?” asked Moran.
“Did any one see him? We've only
Tedford’s word for it—and Dayne’s.”
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“We are pretty certain of it from
the fact that he changed the combina-
tion,” Wallace replied. “Moreover, if
the money hadn’t been in the safe these
men wouldn’t have signed the paper I
drew up.”

“Well, why did Greeb change the
combination?” persisted Moran. “Do
you know that? Didn’t he trust his
partners ?”’

“Search me! We know that the
combination was changed and that
Greeb sought to inform his partners
of it before passing out.”

“And we don’t know yet,” Carr re-
marked, “if the man who murdered
Greeb was the same one to make use
of the combination and get away with
the fifty thousand.”

“There’s a devil of a lot we don’t
know,” agreed Wallace; “but we’re go-
ing to find out. Haven’'t run across
Stanton yet, have you, Moran?”

“Nary a glimpse of him,” the re-
porter replied.

“We’ll locate him shortly,” the de-
tective said confidently. “His descrip-
tion has been wired throughout the
State. All trains leaving here since
morning have been searched. Stan-
ton isn’t a crook by nature, and he
won’t be employing the usual camou-
flage. I've notified the authorities in
his home town to keep their eyes open,
particularly with regard to any letters
that may come for his mother. If
he got hold of any coin the first thing
he’ll do is to send some of it home,
or take it there himself. Either way
he’ll play into our hands.”

“Still convinced that Stanton’s mixed
in this, are you?” the reporter asked.

“T certainly am. He seems to be a
better lead than Shelton, the butler.
Stanton had a real grievance against
Greeb—the sort that preys on a man’s
mind.”

“The chap I mixed with last night
was about Stanton’s build,” said Wal-
lace. “T’ll have to admit that, Moran.
I know it wasn’t the butler.”

“Isn’t it possible that the butler had
an accomplice ?” suggested the reporter,
eager to stem the tide of suspicion
against Stanton. ‘“That chap may have
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been the one you met, Wallace. Per-
haps it was a fifty-fifty job—the butler
doing the gun act and getting the com-
bination, while the other chap robbed
the safe.”

“If Shelton makes up his mind to
talk we may learn something of inter-
est,” Carr returned in answer to the
other’s theory. “Just at present he is
as mum as a salmon.”

“Haven’t you found anything on the
Greeb estate?”” Wallace asked pres-
ently.

Carr nodded. “One other thing be-
side your pipe,” he said. “In raking
out a goldfish pond back of the house
my men discovered a revolver—a small,
thirty-two-caliber weapon containing
one exploded cartridge. The coroner
is satisfied that the bullet he probed
for and found was of that variety.”

“No distinguishing marks on it?”
asked Moran.

“No. The owner of the weapon
failed to carve his initials on the butt,”
Carr replied with a trace of sarcasm.
“An oversight, undoubtedly !”’

“And I don’t suppose there were
any finger prints on it, either,” Moran
came back, grinning. “A detective of
the fiction type would be up against it
for clews, wouldn’t he?”

Putting a stop to the good-natured
raillery between the two men, Wal-
lace arose and looked at the radium
dial of his watch. “Nine o’clock,” he
said. “Haven’t we wasted about
enough time in talk?”

Carr stood up expectantly. “Going
out? No use warning you to look alive,
I suppose; but just keep in mind that
if you’re pinched I can do nothing for
you. Stay away from the Kingdon
house and your own apartment.
They’re both watched.”

“Thanks for the tip. Will one of
you get word to Miss Kingdon that
I'm O. K. and will be able soon to
show my smiling face in the daylight?”
The engineer stood a moment 1n
thought. “What a trick of fate!” he
went on. “Here I am, to save my own
hide, seeking to ferret out the mur-
derer of the man I've called the biggest
scoundrel in the West. A queer sort

-
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of jumble, isn’t it? By the bye, Carr,”
he added more briskly, “suppose I
would have a chance to look over the
Greeb house to-night?”

“For the love of Pete!” cried Moran,
“Wonder you don’t want to visit police
headquarters!  Stay away from the
danger line, Wallace. Don’t get reck-
less.© Remember you're fairly well
known in this district, and if you’re
seen you’ll be jugged.”

“Cork up your f{fears, little news
hound. TI’ll be the acme of precau-
tion, whatever that is. What do you
say, Carr? Any chance for me to do
a bit of investigating ?” -

The detective hesitated a moment.
“Well,” he said presently, “I've with-
drawn all but one of my men from the
estate.”

. “That makes it simple enough,” said
Wallace. “Suppose I meet you at the
Greeb house within an hour? Tl
climb the wall. You go in through the
gate and tell the sleuth on guard there
that you intend to look over the prem-
ises and don’t want to be interrupted.”

“I'm willing to oblige you, Wallace,
if you think it'll get us anywhere,”
Carr said, eying him speculatively.

“I’'ll guarantee you one surprise at
least,” Wallace promised.

CHAPTER XVIII.
BEHIND THE CURTAIN.,

WALLACE left the Maple Avenue

apartment half an hour after the
departure of Carr. Moran was at home
for the night and ready to turn in after
nearly thirty-six hours of work. In
spite of that, however, he would have
been only too glad to accompany the
engineer if the latter had given permis-
sion,

Once past the lighted entrance of
the building, Wallace turned northward,
intending to approach the Greeb estate
from the hill rather than the city side.
The dark streets, after he had passed
under the elevated tracks of the North-
ern Pacific, made traveling more se-
cure, and he walked along at a brisk
pace.

A chance remark that Carr had let

fall had blazed its way into Wallace’s
mind. Thinking back over the many
episodes of the day and subjecting them
to a keen and deliberate analysis, the
engineer began to construct his new and
surprisingly simple theory. So far he
had kept the matter strictly to him-
self ; but it would not be for long.

Although it was after nine o’clock,
according to the daylight-saving law,
the twilight lingered on the softly
rounded mountaintops, and in the west
the sky still was tinted with pink and
saffron. The cool breeze was redolent
with pine and rose-bloom and honey-
suckle. High above where he walked,
trailing off to the west, the winding
Rim Rock. Drive was visible, along
which the evening procession of motor
cars rolled, their headlights flashing in
and out among the trees like gigantic
fireflies.

Wallace mounted the steep hill and
bore off to the east, skirting the thinly
settled Cliff Park district. From there
he descended so as to strike the wall
of the Greeb place at its darkest point.
Beyond pulling his cap down over his
eyes, he made no attempt to disguise
or alter his appearance.

He gained the shadow of the wall,
and, after a bit of preliminary survey,
selected a point of attack and experi-
enced - little difficulty in surmounting
the loosely piled stone. Once over the
top he scrambled down on the opposite
side and found himself in the garden.
The whir of insects and the murmur
of falling water were the only sounds
to greet his listening ‘ears. - He
threaded his way cautiously among the
laurels and rhododendrons and reached
the nearest path.

At one point in the garden, higher
than the rest, he was able to glimpse
the big gateway at the far side of the
estate where the police guard was
posted below the swinging lanterns.
Well screened from the gate itself, the
house was visible, every window dark-
ened. It was toward the house that
Wallace presently directed his steps.
Gaining the shelter offered by the wide
veranda, he established himself com-
fortably to await the arrival of Carr.
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The detective appeared shortly after-
ward, coming up from the gate path-
way. He spoke guardedly to Wallace,
who had challenged him; and presently
the two men found themselves in the
wide hall. Carr locked the door behind
him, and the curtains were drawn be-
fore the lights were turned on.

“I'm not afraid of my own man at
the gate,” Carr said, to account for
the precautions taken; ‘“but if these
lights show up too prominently some
of the snooping newspaper hounds may
decide to investigate.”

The main stairway led from the big
hall to the upper floor, and the upper
landing was within a dozen feet of
the room that Greeb had occupied the
night before. Once inside the room,
with the blinds drawn and the lights
on, the men began a second thorough
inspection of the premises.

“Let’s form a working basis to be-
gin on,” said Wallace. “We have de-
cided that the murderer must have come
in from the hall, since the window
would not furnish a means of entrance.
That correct?”

Carr nodded. “The light by the bed
was still burning when T arrived here
this morning,” he said, “proving that
Greeb either was reading before he
went to sleep, or awoke and turned it
on before the intruder entered. We
know, furthermore, that he was shot
down near the door. Either he was
called to the door, or he started to in-
vestigate a noise in the hall. The stains
on the rug show clearly enough where
he fell and where he dragged himself
to the table to pull down the phone.
The instrument in this room we'’ve
found to be disconnected, either pur-
posely or not, and so Greeb did not
succeed in his quest for help. Doubt-
less when that was made clear to him
Le resorted to the writing of the mes-
sage.”

“The butler said the door was closed
when he came up here this morning,”
Wallace remarked. “If that is true
some one must have closed it after the
shot was fired. The bullet did not come
through the panels.”

“I'm not prepared to believe any-
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thing the butler has told,” Carr re-
tummed. “For the present we’ll imag-
ine that the door was opened by Greeb
himself, and that the assassin was in
the hall and fired the shot from there.
Now we're up against a puzzler. How
long a time elapsed between the shot
and Greeb’s death, and what was the
murderer doing in that period? The
coroner’s opinion is that the victim lived
about fifteen minutes after the bullet
struck him.  That seems plausible
enough, since we have proof that Greeb
dragged himself across the floor, pulled
down the phone, and wrote out a mes-
sage just before death claimed him.
But where was the murderer? Surely
he didn’t look on calmly while his vic-
tim was going through with that per-
formance! Yet we know that the mes-
sage was tampered with.” ;

“T’d say the man that fired the shot
hid away for fear an alarm would be
raised, or that his victim was still alive
and might recognize him. When he
returned to the scene he found his vic-
tim dead.”

“Well, that’'s good enough,” said
Carr; “but it leads us to another ques-
tion. Did the murderer know the sig-
nificance of the numbers Greeb left
behind him?”

“T would say he did,” Wallace re-
plied. “At least he made an attempt
to destroy the message, which amounts
to the same thing.”

“Not always. A criminal would be
suspicious of any writing left by a
victim, whether he was able to decipher
it or not.”

“True enough,” agreed Wallace.
“I’'m not up on all the fine points of
criminology. At the same time,” he
added, ‘““if this message had been en-
tirely destroyed, there would have been
no connection between the murder and
the robbery of the safe.”

“That’s a good point to bring up,”
Carr admitted. “It would seem to in-
dicate that the man who murdered
Greeb also helped himself to the fifty
thousand dollars in the office safe.
We’'ll work out our theory on that as-
sumption, anyhow.”

“I wonder if Greeb made a practice
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of changing the safe combination with-
out notifying his partners:” Wallace
asked.

“Both Dayne and Tedford affirm that
such a thing never happened before,”
the detective answered. “The correct
combination was always known to all
three men.”

“Then something must have occurred
yesterday that made it imperative for
Greeb to do this unusual thing,” Wal-
lace declared. “Find out what it was
and we may have a working clew.”

“Another good point,” said Carr.
“It’ll bear looking into. You're not so
dull a sleuth after all, Wallace.”

The engineer accepted the compli-
ment with a smile. “If the mining
game blows up I'll go after your job,”
he returned. A moment later he asked:
“Did either Tedford or Dayne have
any explanation to advance for Greeb’s
act?” -

“None at all. Said it was a mystery
to them.”

Wallace shrugged and said nothing.
Presently he walked to the door, opened
it, and stepped into the hallway. “Let’s
follow up our first theory,” he sug-
gested. “The murderer shot Greeb the
moment the door was opened and prob-
ably saw his victim fall. Doubtless the
noise alarmed him, and he sought a hid-
ing place. Where would he go? Not
downstairs—no telling whom he would
run against there. Up here, then. Still,
all these rooms are lccked.” The engi-
neer tried all the other doors that
opened from the hall and found them
secured. Then he turned toward the
end of the hall, where a curtained re-
cess met his eyes.

“This looks attractive,” he said. He
approached and drew back the heavy
velvet portiéres that masked a wide
window ledge. An exclamation fol-
lowed the turning on of a bracket light:
“Look here, Carr.”

“Scratches!” ejaculated the detective.
“And fresh ones at that! Some one cer-
tainly roosted in here. By Jove, Wal-
lace, that theory of yours is beginning
to pan out! But it eliminates the but-
ler. That bird wouldn’t have hidden
away. He knew the house was de-

serted except for himself and his em-
ployer.”

“He might have hidden away, not
for fear of an alarm being raised, but
for fear his shot hadn’t taken effect
and that Greeb would come out and rec-
ognize him. No; we can’t eliminate
the butler entirely,” Wallace added.
“He fits in somewhere.”

The window behind the curtain was
found to be locked on the inside.
Moreover, it looked out upon a sheer
wall that reached to the ground and
seemed to afford no means of ascent or
descent. Doubtless the curtained ledge
had been used merely as a hiding place
by the assassin, and the deep scratches
in the polished woodwork had resulted
from nails protruding from the un-
known’s shoes. '

“Better find out what kind of shoes
the butler is wearing,” Wallace sug-
gested after a prolonged study of the
marks. “The man who used this place
as a refuge must have been wearing
nail-studded soles and heels.”

“Just the opposite sort a butler would
wear,” remarked Carr. “Rubber soles
and heels would be more in his line.”

“Yes; unless he deliberately changed
his footgear in an attempt to put the
police on a false scent. He may have
been crafty enough to bait the trail.”
Wallace glanced up at the wide win-
dow casings; then he mounted the sill.
“Hello, here’s something!” he ex-
claimed. “Take a look at this, Carr.”

The detective joined the engineer,
and the two men examined a few marks
that were visible on the paint of the
casing. “This woodwork has been
freshly painted,” Carr declared. “It’s
hardly dry yet. These marks look as
if the man who hid in here put his hand
against the paint and——" He stopped,
and after turning on another light, scru-
tinized the evidence carefully. “They’re
finger marks all right enough,” he an-
nounced; “but confound it, the paint
was too wet to record clear impres-
sions. Nothing here but blurs.”

“And here’s where the man wiped
his hand on the curtain,” Wallace put
in, indicating the stains on the velvet
portiéres.



44 TOP-NOTCH
“Sure is!” Carr scowled. “Jove, if
we could find just one clear finger print
—just one!”

The men got down from the window
sill.  “Look here, Carr,” Wallace be-
gan, “I don’t pretend to be infallible,
but from one little remark you let fall
to-night I've built up a fairly good the-
ory, and the few facts we have uncov-
ered in the last hour appear to sub-
stantiate it.”

“That so? Well, fire away.
have the dope.”

The detective listened attentively as
Wallace outlined the idea that had
taken possession of him during the last
few hours, and his amazement in-
creased perceptibly as the engineer con-
tinued.

“Great Scott!” he broke out when
Wallace had finished. “You've opened
my eyes to a new slant in the case. It’s
the best lead yet. Why didn’t you tip
your hand before, Wallie ?”

“Well, it looked dubious at first—or
rather wildly extravagant,” the engi-
neer returned; “but the longer I mulled
it over in my head, the more reasonable
it appeared. TIt’ll stand a bit of inves-
tigation, don’t you think? I'm sorry
I can’t take a hand in the job. You'll
have to do all the outside work.”

“T'll get busy right off,” Carr de-
clared jubilantly. “Any good sugges-
tions to offer?”

“Don’t know how good they are,” the
other replied, “but T’ll offer them just
the same.”

For the next half hour the men
planned their new assault and discussed
the means of attaining their new ob-
jective. Their enthusiasm ran high,
for the longer they dwelt on the matter
the more convinced they begame that
the trail opening before them was the
one to lead them to a shining goal.

Their plans completed, so far as it
was possible to outline them at this pre-
liminary stage of affairs, the men ex-
tinguished the lights on the upper floor
and descended to the veranda. There
they separated, having arranged a
means of future communication, Carr
leaving by the road gateway, and Wal-
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lace striking off through the shadowy
gardens to make his exit over the stone
wall.

CHAPTER XIX.
A PACKAGE OF SURPRISES.

HE circuitous route that Wallace
was forced to take between the
house and wall was not a great dis-
tance, nor did the narrow path at any
point expose him to the vigilant eyes
of the gate watchman. The engineer
would have completed his journey
quickly enough and been  out of the
grounds almost as soon as Carr had
it not been for the fact, or at least a
suspicion, that he was being followed.
On several occasions, stepping aside
into the deeper shadows and listening
attentively, he fancied he heard the faint
crunch of gravel or the snapping of
a twig. .

The thought that it might be Carr
was dismissed as speedlly as it had
been entertained. The detective may
have wished to see him again, but there
was no excuse for him not to call out
and announce his presence. By the
time Wallace had gained the foot of
the high wall, more than ever con-
vinced that some one was trailing him,
he made up his mind to take matters
in hand and bring about a meeting with
the unknown skulker.

Keeping well back in the shadow of

a tree, Wallace fastened his eyes upon
a distant -bit of the path, open to the
moonlight, along which his follower
must travel. He waited patiently, eyes
and ears alert, his mind assailed with
speculative fancies. A few minutes
later, when the engineer was begin-
ning to think that perhaps after all his
fears had been groundless, the head and
shoulders of a man appeared above
the distant hedge.

It was not until the man, advancing
cautiously, had turned so that the moon-
light struck his face, that Wallace rec-
ognized him. With the recognition
Wallace checked an unbidden exclama-
tion. It was Stanton!

Somewhat astounded by the appear-
ance of this new actor upon the scene,
the engineer watched and waited.
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Stanton remained standing in the path,
looking off in a direction opposite to
where Wallace crouched. He was bare-
headed. :

After a moment of deliberation, Wal-
lace moved forward. He wanted to
get close enough to speak to Stanton,
to call him by name. Stanton was mov-
ing away when the engineer reached
the side of the hedge and guardedly
called his name: *“Stanton!”

At the sound the other whirled, rigid
with expectancy. :

“It’s all right, Stanton,” Wallace
spoke again, and followed with his own
name. “No danger,” he added. “Come
this way.”

With a startled cry that rang shrilly
in the silence, the man turned and
plunged like a frightened deer through
the flower beds that bordered the path.
Hedges nor vines nor the creek itself
deterred him. He raced wildly along,
stumbling and crashing, making as
much noise as an elephant on a ram-
page. Wallace saw, instantly, that
Stanton was running directly toward
the gate where the officer was on guard.

- “The {fool!” he broke out angrily.
“Now he’s trapped.”

The first cry evidently had aroused
the officer, for he jumped from his
bench at the gate and came bounding
down to meet the peace disturber. Wal-
lace ducked back and quickly scaled
the wall. . From his position on top
of it, he was able to witness develop-
'ments, at the same time screened from
observation by an overhanging tree.

Apparently blind or indifferent to
where he was going, Stanton ran head-
long into the arms of the astonished
officer.

“Sufferin’ saints!” bellowed the man,
recovering himself after the impact.
“Whatever’s broke loose here? Is it
you that’s making all the noise?”

Stanton’s answer was not intelligible
to Wallace, although he strained his
ears to catch it. However, it must have
been decidedly unsatisfactory to the
officer, for he took a fresh grip upon
his captive and propelled him along
the path toward the gate.

Wallace, his interest aroused by the
surprising developments, did not pro-
pose to miss the concluding scenes of
the garden drama, and in spite of the
risk entailed, jumped from the wall
and sprinted lightly up the path to a
point well within the shadow of the
lodge-keeper’s  house. ‘Fhere-=he
dropped upon all fours and crept fur-
tively ahead, guided by the sound of
voices.

Under the light of the big lantern
that swung above the gate, the officer
was subjecting Stanton to a brief cross-
examination. Now that he had quieted
down and apparently realized what his
foolish behavior had brought about,
Stanton was as dumb as he had been
noisy.

“It’s daffy you are,” the officer ven-
tured at last, when Stanton refused to
speak. “How did you get into the gar-
den? Answer me that! And what
brought you here? Don’t you know
” He broke off to peer closely
into the prisoner’s white face. “Sure
now, I’'m thinkin’ you're the very bird
we’ve been waitin’ to catch. Is your
name Stanton ?”’

“No; it ain’t!” Stanton cried, squirm-
ing desperately to break away. “Let
me go. [ ain’t done nothing.”

“Let you go, is it?” the officer re-
turned. “Sure, I'll let you go to head-
quarters in the wagon.”

There must have been a telephone in
the lodge-keeper’s house, for the offi-
cer renewed his grip on Stanton’s arm
and dragged his prisoner toward the
door. Apparently he did not propose
to lose sight of his captive while com-
municating with police headquarters;
but Stanton put up so determined a
struggle and became so unmanageable,
that the officer brought his club into
evidence and rapped the obstreperous
prisoner over the head.  Stanton
dropped to the ground as limp as a
cloth.

“You're a fightin’ son of a gun!” the
officer remarked, calmly surveying his
prostrate captive. “Maybe now you’ll
behave yourself while I'm calling for

the wagon.”
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With that, the doughty minion of
the law strode into the house and con-
cerned himself with the telephone. The
door of the lodge-keeper’s house faced
the garden, and once inside the room
the officer was unable to keep his pris-
oner in view. Instantly aware of the
situation, Wallace, who had been a si-
lent spectator of all that had taken
place, crept forward, determined to
execute a bold plan. He wished to get
hold of Stanton and question him be-
fore the police were given that privi-
lege. In the present emergency the only
way open was to kidnap the man and
make off with him bodily.
The officer appeared to be having his
own troubles in getting an open wire
and was talking excitedly. Wallace
reached the open space below the swing-
ing lantern and was prepared to rush
forward when Stanton cautiously lifted
his head, jumped to his feet, and raced
swiftly down the street. The engineer
bounded forward and gave chase. He
was quick to realize that Stanton had
been shamming ; that the blow had not
rendered him unconscious; and that he
had planned his get-away in advance.
The officer, still engaged at the tele-
phone, was blissfully unaware of the
developments beyond the wall of the
house. No alarm was raised by the
time pursued and pursuer had reached
the end of the dimly lighted street and
were sprinting up a narrow lane that
led toward the hills. Stanton proved
himself to be a capable sprinter and
for the first few blocks managed to
keep well in the lead; but Wallace was
blessed with more endurance, thanks to
his army training, and slowly closed in
upon his quarry. The district through
which the men were traveling was
sparsely settled, and no curious spec-
tator interfered with the racers. :
Where the lane ended, opening into
a bit of natural park, Stanton’s speed
diminished. A moment later, after one
despairing glance behind him, he col-
lapsed. Wallace stooped down, picked
up the exhausted man, and carried him
to a spot where a hedge offered more
concealment from the road.
“Here, here, Stanton, buck up!” he
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commanded sharply as the other began

to whimper. “I’m not a cop. Don’t
you remember -.me? I'm Moran’s
friend.”

Stanton lifted his head and gazed
searchingly at Wallace, apparently con-
founded at the voice of the speaker
and at the sight of the engineer’s civil-
ian clothes.

“Don’t you remember me? I'm Wal-
lace. I was with you and Moran at the
apartment yesterday.”

Stanton gulped back a cry. “Yes,
yes; I know now,” he choked. “How
did you get here? I thought—thought
the—"

“Thought the officer was chasing you,
eh?” Wallace broke in. “Of course.
Well, he wasn’t. If you had listened to
me back there in the garden instead of
throwing a fit and arousing the neigh-
borhood, we might have avoided this
excitement.”

“You—you're going to help me,
aren’t you?” Stanton pleaded, clinging
frantically to the other’s arm. “Prom-
ise you'll help me. You will, won’t
you? You won’t let them take me!”

“They won’t get you for a little time
at least,” Wallace declared. “Not
after all the troubl¢ you've made for
me. What in thunder started you
squealing a while ago when I called?”

“I—I was afraid. I didn’t know
who it was. You frightened me so 1
didn’t know what I was doing.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Afraid of the police. They're“after
me. They’ve been after me all day.”
Stanton began to whimper again.

“Why are the police after you?” Wal-
lace asked, feigning ignorance in order
to draw an explanation. ‘“What have
you done?”

“It—it was Mr. Greeb. You know—
he robbed my father. Oh, I told you
all about it. He wouldn’t return the
money. He deserved to be killed, and
when 1 went to his house last night
——" Stanton broke off abruptly in
the middle of a sentence, broke off as
if a hand had closed over his throat.
Then he fell back.

Wallace shook him roughly. “An-
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swer me, Stanton,” he ordered. “An-
swer me! I want the truth! Did you
kill Greeb?”

There was no sound from Stanton;
no indication that he had heard. Puz-
zled, Wallace bent down. Stanton was
cold and limp. There was no sham-
ming this time, the engineer reasoned
quickly. Either from fright or the ex-
citement he had been through, or from
an after-effect of the blow received a
short time before, Stanton had lost con-
sciousness.

Wallace stood up, aware of the pre-
dicament that confronted him. He
could not remain where he was, nor
could he carry Stanton any great dis-
tance. Long before now thc officer at
the Greeb gate must have turned in an
alarm upon finding his prisoner gone.
That would mean a hurry call for the
police and a vigilant search of the sur-
rounding territory. The efforts of the
authorities would be doubled once the
identity of the escaped prisoner was
made known.

Scarcely more than a half mile dis-
tance from the Greeb place, Wallace
was by no means secure. Every foot
of the district within a five-mile radius
would be explored; and the parks in
the neighborhood, whose virgin wild-
ness afforded likely hiding places, would
be subjected to a more rigorous ex-
amination. The engineer, himself a
fugitive, might readily escape the net;
but that idea was far remote from his
thoughts. He had a grim bit of busi-
ness to talk over with Stanton when
the latter returned to consciousness,
and he proposed to transact it without
police interference. He would as soon
surrender as think of escaping alone.
Stanton must go ‘along, whatever dan-
ger it entailed.

Resolute of purpose, Wallace picked
up the limp form of his companion and
swiftly sped away. He kept in the
shadows as much as possible and rested
at intervals when his arms ached from
the sagging burden they carried. He
kept on up the hill, intent upon reach-
ing the summit. Somewhere beyond,
in the friendly shelter of the evergreens,
he must find a refuge.

CHAPTER -XX.
BAITING THE TRAP.

DETECTIVE CARR was the busi-

est individual in Spokane from the
moment he left Wallace at the veranda
of the Greeb residence. He arrived at
police headquarters shortly after ten
o’clock that night, closeted himself with
the chief, imparted certain bits of in-
formation, begged for certain favors,
and had them granted with an alacrity
that sent his spirits soaring.

When Carr had finished his heart-to-
heart talk with his superior and begun
to issue assignments to the men who
were to take part in the coming pro-
gram, the officer stationed at the Greeb
estate got an open wire at last and
spoke his little piece, Carr was on
his way to the scene of the affair be-
fore the second report came in that
told of the newer developments.

After the disgruntled officer had ren-
dered an account of the adventure that
had befallen him, Carr ordered his men
to scour the neighboring territory; then
the detective rushed away to begin a
quest of his own. He had accepted the
guard’s tale without much questioning,
but personally he was skeptical. It was
hard for him to believe that Stanton
would return to the scene of the crime,
whether he was guilty or not, and raise
a disturbance to bring about his arrest.

At the same time Carr began to spec-
ulate on Wallace’s movements. If the
guard’s story was to be credited, the
engineer had no more than left the
Greeb premises before the excitement
broke loose. He must have heard it
—perhaps had been concerned in it.
The detective hoped that Wallace
would not permit himself to be snared
in the net spread to catch the man who
seemed to answer to Stanton’s descrip-
tion.

It was considerably after midnight
when Carr returned home and went to
bed, and it was just seven when the
alarm clock aroused him the following
morning. He was not disappointed to
learn that the search of the night be-
fore had been unrewarded and that his
own men had not made any arrests.
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Upon arriving at headquarters an
hour later, he heard reports that a man
answering Stanton’s description had
been picked up by the town constable in
Hillyard. This report was followed by
several others from Davenport, Rear-
don, and Fort Wright. The authorities
in each of the villages had made arrests
and were bringing their prisoners to
Spokane for identification.

After the morning Review had
reached the outlying districts with its
sensational account of the previous
night’s affair, a deluge of telegrams
were received at Spokane police head-
quarters from near-by points in east-
ern Washington and the Idaho pan-
handle. -~ Suspects resembling the
wanted criminal had been apprehended
everywhere, it appeared, and were be-
ing brought to the inland empire me-
tropolis.

Carr viewed the unexpected epidemic
of arrests with a grin. “If this keeps
up,” he told the chief, “the railroads
will be running special excursion trains
to accommodate the prisoners and their
escorts.”

“Looks that way,” the chief agreed.
“The only men who can identify Stan-
ton are Moran and Tedford. We'll
have to call on them when we get our
army of suspects lined up. Strange we
can’t get hold of Wallace, isn’t it He
seems to have dropped out of exist-
ence.’

“Well,” said Carr, “I'm of the opin-
ion that Wallace is doing a bit of gum-
shoe work himself and won’t show his
face until he can squash the charges
against him.”

Between business engagements that
morning Carr found time to visit Miss
Kingdon, ostensibly to question her.
In reality, however, his interview was
prompted by a desire to quiet whatever
fears she entertained, and to assure the
girl that Wallace was perfectly able to
take care of himself in the emergency
and would doubtless show up within the
next twenty-four hours.

Returning to town, Carr ran into
Runyon in front of the Paulson Build-
ing on Riverside. The mine owner
stopped the detective and plied him with

him in a bad light.
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questions. Carr’s answers were non-
committal.

“It’s all blamed nonsense,” Runyon
declared hotly. “Wallace had no more
to do with this Greeb affair than you
had. Don’t know why he is keeping
under cover, but you can bet there’s a
reason for it. And I've a hunch when
he does show up he’ll start a few fire-
works.”

“I agree with you there,” Carr re-
plied so enthusiastically that the mine
owner went away pondering.

In the course of the forenoon the
detective met a host of Wallace ad-
mirers, all of whom were puzzled over
his disappearance, but were certain that
the engiteer was innocent of the
charges made against him. Carr vis-
ited the Greeb offices in Post Street and
had a few words with Dayne and Ted-
ford, both of whom were nervous and
steeped in gloom.

Learning that a number of suspects
were to be at headquarters that day,
Tedford promised the detective that he
would be on hand to point out Stanton
should he be among the number.

“Any line on Wallace yet?” Dayne
inquired.

“Hasn’t been arrested yet,” was
Carr’s evasive reply. ‘“There must be
some reason for his disappearance.”

“Reason? I should think so,” Ted-
ford maintained. “He knows he'll
have to face too many charges and an-
swer too many embarrassing questions.
That’s the reason. Seems to me Wal-
lace is more important in this affair
than Stanton. We’ve something pretty
definite against him and we haven’t on
Stanton.”

“They might have been working to-
gether,” hazarded Dayne.

Carr smiled at the ridiculous asser-
tion. “If either of them turned the
trick they turned it alone,” he declared.
“It’s a one-man job: the murder and
the robbery.”

“That’s what 1 said from the first,”
announced Tedford; “and the fact that
Wallace seemed to be the only one to
know the combination of the safe puts
You’ll admit that,
won’t you?” 3
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“Yes,” said Carr; “I do.”
“Let’s hope he’s nabbed before mak-

ing away with the fifty thousand,”
Dayne remarked anxiously. “We
need ” He stopped short at a warn-

ing glare from Tedford. Evidently the
latter did not care to have the finan-
cial status of the firm advertised, how-
ever true it might be.

“There’s one thing I don’t yet un-
derstand,” the detective said: “If Wal-
lace got into the safe the night before
and made off with the fifty thousand,
why should he return the next day and
put himself under suspicion by opening
the safe again in presence of wit-
nesses "

“He didn’t think any of us would be
keen enough to figure out that the mes-
sage Greeb left was the safe combing-
tion,” Dayne replied. . ¢

“Granted,” said Carr; “but he must
have realized when he opened the safe
that the fifty thousand would be found
missing. And for that matter,” the de-
tective went on, “‘you haven’t yet told
me why Wallace showed you this kind-
ness?”’

“Kindness?”’ jeered Dayne. “If you
class blackmail as kindness——"

“That is readily explained,” Tedford
cut in sharply, doubtless preferring to
render his own account of the matter,
“You see we held an option on some
property owned by Miss Kingdon. It
has turned out to be valuable. Wallace

.wanted us to cancel the agreement.
That’s what started the trouble with
Greeb the day before his death. Wal-
lace wanted to get in on the profits of
the sale, and when we turned him down
he threatened us. And yesterday morn-
ing, when he appeared, he demanded
that we hand over the option in pay-
ment for opening the safe.”

“Had us backed into a corner,”
Dayne added. “He knew we had to get
into the safe before twelve. We had to
accept his terms.”

“Wallace wasn’t after the money
when he got into the safe the first time,”
Tedford declared. “He wanted to get
his hands on the option. Of course he
helped himself to the money when he

ran across it; but the option was in
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Greeb’s desk that night and Wallacs
didn’t find it. That’s the thing tha)
brought him down here the next morn:
ing.”

“Oh, I see,” Carr said. “Then Wal-
lace has the option?”

“No, he hasn’t. It is still here. Wal-
lace forced us to sign a paper to the
effect we wouldn’t buy the property.”

“Well,” the detective said, appar-
ently impressed by what he had heard,
“that gives me a new slant on the af-
fair, Much obliged for the informa-
tion.” :

“Haven’t the police been able to dig
up any new leads?” inquired Tedford.

“We got one thing that ought to be
of use to us,” said Carr. “The man
that shot Greeb obligingly left some evi-
dence behind him.”

“What was it?” asked Dayne.

“Finger marks. They are not so
clear as we’d like them to be, but 1
guess they’ll answer. I'm going to have
them photographed to-morrow. Then
T’ll finger-print the butler and also Stan-
ton and Wallace, when they are caught.
I may decide to finger-print every man
who had anything to do with Greeb,
just to be on the safe side.”

“That’s a great idea!” Tedford de-
clared, “The man whose finger prints
correspond with those found at the
house will be the man you want.”

“You can bet on that,” Carr replied.
“Tt is one bit of evidence that can’t be
faked.” i

On his way to headquarters Carr
passed the American Theater in Post
Street, and at the stage entrance was
hailed by Ralph Lee and Francis Pow-
ers, local matinée idols of the Wood-
ward Stock Company. They twitted
him good-naturedly.

“Ah, ha!” sang out Lee. “Old gum-
shoe Carr approaches! Where’s your
disguise? How do you expect to do
any sleuthing wearing your own face?
Come into my dressing room and T'll fix
you out with an assortment of wigs
and beards.”

“Lay off the comedy, you lowbrow
ham actor,” returned Carr, giving Lee
a dig in the ribs.

“Fake a look at our show this week,
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Carr,” chimed in Powers, “and I'll give
you a few pointers on how a real de-
tective detects.”

Carr laughed. “Wouldn’t waste a
dime, Powers,” he returned, walking
away. “Never did like burlesque.”

When the detective reached head-
quarters he was met by some genuinely
startling news. A ranchman from
Cheney, in conversation with the chief,
stated that, coming into town early that
morning with a load of produce, he had
seen on the hills south of Manitou Park,
a man carrying another in his arms.
Thinking there had been an accident,
the rancher hailed the pair, but instead
of replying, the man with the burden
had struck off through the trees and
disappeared. The rancher went on to
say that he had forgotten all about the
incident until he read an account of
trouble at the Greeb estate in the news-
paper and thought it advisable to report
what he had seen to the police.

A number of officers were at once
dispatched to the scene, the ranchman
volunteering to accompany them in his
machine., After their departure Carr
did a lot of hard thinking. Murphy, the
guard at the Greeb place, had been
forced to knock out his prisoner and
leave him unguarded while sending in
a call. Upon returning he found the
prisoner had mysteriously vanished.
With the knowledge of Wallace’s pres-
ence somewhere in the vicinity, it
flashed to Carr that the engineer might
have been responsible for the prisoner’s
disappearance. Just why, the detective
could not imagine. Still, Wallace may
have had a reason. If Stanton was
unconscious, Wallace must have car-
ried him away bodily; and if that was
so, and the ranchman’s story was cor-
rect, the theory was fairly well veri-
fied.

Puzzled over the affair, Carr hastened
to find Moran. It had been arranged
that Wallace was to get in touch with
the reporter in case of an emergency,
the reporter to communicate at once
with Carr. Upon his arrival at the
Maple Street apartment, the detective
was informed that no telephone mes-
sage of any kind had been received by

Moran. And when Carr had related
the newest development in the case,
the reporter looked stunned.

“Whew !” he exclaimed.
poser, isn’t it ?”

After leaving word with the opera-
tor downstairs to take any message that
might come in for him, Moran accompa-
nied the detective to the Davenport grill
for lunch. After paying their respects
to a chafing dish of curried crab, for
which that particular tavern is justly
famous, the men went to police head-
quarters, where Moran and Tedford
were to look over the suspects gathered
in that morning.

In spite of the good description given
by both Tedford and the reporter and
wired to the authorities in the sur-
rounding towns, the overzealous local
officials had arrested a dozen suspects
that no more resembled Stanton than a
Wenatchee apple resembled a Walla
Walla prune. After the unfortunates
had been looked over by the two men
they were speedily discharged.

Tedford, Moran, and the chief were
disappointed, to say nothing of the vil-
lage constables who had expected to be
complimented for their prowess. But
not so Carr. He was more than ever
convinced that Stanton had been the
man taken prisoner the night before at
the Greeb estate, and that Wallace, for
reasons best known to himself, had car-
ried him off.

Later in the afternoon Carr went in
to have a talk with Shelton, the Greeb
butler. The men talked together for
an hour; and when the detective left
headquarters to visit Moran’s apart-
ment for the second time, hoping to
receive some word from Wallace, he
was smiling.

Shatlsia

CHAPTER XXI.
WHEN THE LIGHTS FLARED.

T dusk that night, which meant close

to nine o’clock, the gathering
shadows blotted out the detail of the
gardens surrounding the Greeb man-
sion. Within the confines of the four
high walls the shadows hovered like a
purpling veil. The insect orchestra
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played a shrill accompaniment to the
splashing fountains and the tinkle of
hidden cascades. Leaves rustled softly
as if in applause. There was no moon.
There were no lights in the windows of
the house; no sounds of life about the
locked mansion.

At the gateway, under the swinging
lantern, the police guard sat, puffing
idly upon a pipe and stretching his limbs
in solid comfort. An occasional ma-
chine glided past the gate, its head-
light flashing upon the lone watcher.

Almost a block away from where the
officer sat, a man appeared and was
lost immediately in the shadows as he
scaled the wall and dropped softly to
the ground within the confines of the
rock inclosure. A moment later he
stood erect as if to get his bearings
and then moved cauticusly toward the
dark house. Only once in the journey
between wall and house did he permit
himself to use his electric torch, and
" that was to guard against stepping into
a pond. The light winked on and off
and the shadows closed in again.

When he reached the house he en-
circled it, stopping to listen at intervals
and treading upon the turf to muffle
his footsteps. At length he crossed the
wide veranda, and by sense of feel
alone he found the door. A key was
inserted and with a barely perceptible
click the lock shot back. The ‘man
opened the door an inch at a time,
stepped inside the hall, and just as
guardedly closed the door again.

Step by step he mounted the stairs.
On the top landing he hesitated mo-
mentarily, then crept along noiselessly
in the blackness of the upper hall. At
the far end of the hall he reached out
expectantly until his fingers came in
contact with the portiéres that closed
off the deep-recessed window. He drew
the curtain back.

Presently he removed a knife from
his clothes and opened the largest blade;
and not until then did he extend his
torch, snap it on, and center the dancing
ring of yellow light upon the window
casing. Next he stepped up, mounting
the sill. The blade of his knife, guided
by his right hand, touched the painted

Carr answered.

woodwork of the casing. At the mo-
ment of contact, almost as if he had
closed a switch, the lights in the hall
blazed forth. He turned with a chok-
ing, surprised cry. The torch and the
knife slipped from his fingers, and his
wide, staring eyes focused themselves
upon the three men who calmly sur-
veyed him.

“Good evening, Tedford!” Wallace
said. “We’ve been expecting you.
Trapped yourself nicely, haven’t you?”

Tedford, framed in the recess of the
deep window, seemed too stupefied for
words, too stunned to move. His eyes,
almost glassy with terror, shifted from
Wallace to the men behind him. He
recognized Carr and Moran.

“Looking for finger prints, eh, Ted-
ford?” Carr asked. ‘“Wanted to ef-
face them, didn’t you? Afraid I would
get yours and compare them, weren't
you ?”’

Tedford’s knees began to sag, and he
would have fallen heavily if Wallace
had not jumped forward to catch him.
He was as limp as a wet cloth, and the
engineer was forced to hold him up.

“A complete flop!”’ Carr broke out
disgustedly. “I expected it. He’s yel-
low clear through. Stand up, Ted-
ford!” he commanded sharply, reaching
out to relieve Wallace of the burden.
“Stand up now! Show us a little of

‘your iron nerve.”

When the detective stepped back,
Tedford managed to stand alone. Grad-
ually his shoulders straightened and
the fear in his eyes turned to resent-
ment. “What do you want of me?”
he asked in a surly tone.

“We want to hear your confession,”
“Come on, out with
it, Tedford! There’s nothing left for
you to do. You killed Greeb, and you
took the fifty thousand from the safe.
Just admit it and we’ll end this session.”

“You—you're talking nonsense,”
Tedford began weakly.

“Yes? Then perhaps you'll tell us
why you came here to-night?”

“I wanted to make an investigation.”

“Rot! You came here to destroy
those marks on the window casing. We
saw you make that attempt. You had
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your knife ready when we snapped on
the lights. That’s a fact and you know
i

Tedford made no response. He must
have realized the utter futility of deny-
ing what was so evident.

“You fell into the little trap that
Wallace and I arranged, Tedford,” the
detective went on mercilessly. “I
baited the trap by letting you know we
had found finger-print evidence in this
house, which I intended photographing
to-morrow. You swallowed it as the
truth and saw where the only means of
protecting yourself was to get here to-
night and destroy the marks. Evidence
in the destruction of evidence, Ted-
ford. That’s our case against you.
And you haven’t a ghost of a chance to
deny it.

“I didn’t say where those finger
prints were to be found, did 1?7 Carr
continued, driving home another truth.
“But you went right to them. You
knew where they were. You doubt-
less recalled smearing your hand
against the wet paint of the window
casing. So you headed straight for that
spot with your knife. And now that
the trap has been sprung and we’ve
caught the man it was set for, I don’t
mind telling you we never had any fin-
ger prints to photograph. We did find
marks on the casing, but they weren’t
distinct enough for evidence.”

Tedford’s jaw sagged, and he stared
blankly at Carr, his countenance betray-
ing all that-his lips refused to utter.

“You played your hand pretty clev-
erly, for a novice,” the detective re-
marked. ‘“You bluffed us, and you must
have bluffed your partner. You did
not propose to split that fifty thousand
with Dayne, did you? Not much! Not
after all the trouble it had cost you!”

Tedford’s lips moved. “You—you
can’t prove anything against me,” he
blurted out in a desperate attempt to
defend his cause.

“Don’t fool yourself, Tedford,” Wal-
lace put in quietly, taking the floor
against the accused. “We can prove
everything. T fixed you as the guilty
man yesterday afternoon when Carr
told me of his observations in your

office. You made your first blunder,
Tedford, when you opened the safe
after T had closed and locked it.”

“Why, I—of course I opened it
again,” Tedford stammered.

“How did you find out the combina-
tion ?”’

“I read it over your shoulder when
you opened the safe.”

“No; you didn’t,” Wallace returned.
“You may have seen the first three
numbers, but I prevented you from
reading the last three by standing in
front of the dial. I took particular
pains to do that, Tedford. No; you
knew all along what the combination
was, knew the money was gone from
the safe, and knew you would not be
able to take up that Bitter Root option.
T'll say you were a good actor. You
fooled me at the time, and you fooled
Dayne as well. And to carry out your
bluff you had to sign the statement I
drew up.”

“It’s a lie!” Tedford cried despair-
ingly.

“And your second blunder,” Wallace
went on, ignoring the interruption,
“came from not planting a bit of evi-
dence at your office before the rob-
bery was known. You were quick to
accuse me of the job, but you failed to
show how it was possible for any one
to enter the office without breaking in
the door or filing the bars at the win-
dows. One must have had a key to
gain entrance to the office and——"

“You had the key,” Tedford broke
in. “You took it from Greeb’s pocket.”

“Wrong again,” said Carr. “The of-
fice key was found in Greeb’s pocket

* when the coroner took charge here.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“T don’t care if you do or not,” re-
torted Carr. “The key is on the ring
with a number of others at headquar-

ters. You and Dayne have the only
duplicates. Come now, Tedford, stop
bluffing! It’s - getting you nowhere.

We've got you cold. When Wallace
tipped me off that you must have been
concerned in this affair, T paid a visit
to your apartments—while you were
out. Haven’t you missed anything?”
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Tedford glowered, but made no re-
sponse.
“Didn’t you miss a pair of shoes?”

Carr inquired. “One of them was shy |

a bit of heel. Didn’t notice it, eh?
Well, I have the shoes at headquarters,
along with the missing bit of heel. The
two fit perfectly. Of course you didn’t
know that the lift of leather wrenched
from the heel was found in a tree grow-
ing beside thie wall of this estate—the
tree you scaled in making your get-
away the other night.”

“Didn’t it give you a shock, Ted-
ford, when you dropped on my neck?”’
Wallace chimed in.

“Have you investigated the contents

- of that little steamer trunk of yours,

Tedford?” Carr inquired. “The one
back in the closet? Did you note that
the lock was broken ?”

An imprecation escaped Tedford and
his face paled. “You—jyou broke in to
it?” he cried.

“Sure! I wanted to find where you
had cached that fat bundle of cur-
rency,” the detective replied. “Figured
it must be in your possession. You
wouldn’t carry it with you. So you
tucked it away in the bottom of that
trunk. That’s where T found it—the
whole fifty thousand.”

CHAPTER XXII.
THE SILVER LINING,

THAT astounding revelation, coming
as a knock-out to all the faint hopes
Tedford may have entertained, proved
to be the end. With a shrill, hysterical
laugh he flung up his hands. “Anything
else?” he cried mockingly. “Anything
else against me?” .
“Plenty,” Carr replied. “But what’s
the use? I’ve shown you a few of the
cards we hold. Do you want us to put
them all on the table? You’re beaten,
Tedford. Be man enough to admit it.”
“I'm beaten,” Tedford repeated, his
voice changing abruptly and sinking to
almost a whisper. “I’m beaten. I can’t
hold out—any longer. Take me away
from here. Lock me up. Do anything

you want with me. I don’t care.”
“Then you’re ready to make a clean
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breast of the whole affair ?” Carr asked.
“You'll confess to the murder of Greeb
and the robbery of the firm’s safe?”

“Yes, yes, yes; I'll confess. Don’t
torment me. I killed Greeb. I killed
him. I'm not sorry. I had been long
enough under his thumb. When I saw
him put the fifty thousand in the safe
the other afternoon I decided to take
it and disappear. I had it coming to
me. I put almost that sum into the
firm. But when I went to open the °
safe that night I found Greeb had
changed the combination. That—that
maddened me. So I went to his house,
knowing he was to stay in town that
night. I had a key to the door—a key
Greeb kept at the office. I intended to
wait until he went to bed—to surprise
him, threaten him with a gun and make
him give me the combination. I fig-
ured I could tie him and lock him in
a closet. That would give me time to
get the money and get out of town be-
fore an alarm was raised. But Greeb
must have heard me in the hall. He
opened the door and was ready to turn
on the lights when I fired at him, 1
didn’t dare to have him recognize e,
Then I hid in the window back of the
curtain.”

“Your theory exactly, Wallace,” Carr
broke in. “Go on, Tedford,” he urged,
as the prisoner showed signs of col-
lapse. “Tell us the rest of it." Get it
off your chest.”

“After a while I crept back to the
room,” Tedford continued, his voice
weakening. “I saw where—where
Greeb was dead. Then I saw what he
had written and knew it must be the
combination. After I had read the
numbers, I meant to destroy them. But
in my haste I snatched up the paper
and tore it in two. I kept the one piece
in my fingers when I ran out of the
house and—and must have dropped it
when Wallace gave me a fight.”

“You didn’t know until morning that
you had left part of the paper in
Greeb’s room?” asked Carr.

“No; I didn’t know.”

“How about that pipe of mine, Ted-
ford ?” Wallace inquired. “Did you find
it and throw it into the garden?”
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Tedford nodded. “When we weré
fighting on the walk my fingers came
in contact with the pipe. I thought it
was my own, at first. I didn’t want it
to be found, so I put it in my pocket.
The next morning, when I heard your
story and knew the pipe belonged to
you, I dropped it in the grounds on my
way out, knowing it would be found
and—and bring you under suspicion.”

“Did you know at the time of the
fight who your opponent was:”

“No. I didn’t learn that until—until
you mentioned it.”

“After your bout with Wallace you
went to the office and took the money
from the safe?” Carr asked.

Again Tedford nodded. “Yes; I took
it. I thought of running away after-
ward; but when I realized that Greeb
was dead and couldn’t possibly identify
me—1I decided to stay and bluff things
through. Running away would have
laid me open to suspicion.”

“Then it wasn’t until after I had
cpened the safe that you decided ‘to
throw suspicion on me?” Wallace in-
sisted.

“Not until then. I knew that you
must have found the paper I lost with
the word ‘repeat’ upon it—must have
figured out it was a part of the safe
combination. I thought you’d be un-
able to prove how you got the numbers
of the combination and things would
look bad for you.”

“Things did look bad for me at first,”
Wallace admitted.

“Guess we won’t have to bring on
our star witness to confront the pris-
oner,” Carr remarked. “Just as well,
though, if we keep him out of it alto-
gether.”

“Star witness?” It was Moran who
uttered the query. The reporter had
not felt called upon until then to take
an active part in the dramatic scene
that had been enacted. He had joined
his companions at the last moment and
for that reason had not been informed
of all the developments., ‘“What wit-
ness are you talking about, Carr?”

“Your protégé—Stanton,” the detec-
tive answered.

“Where is he? Where does he fig-
titeins

“Stanton is at the Kingdon house just
now. He is about all in after his sorry
experiences.”

“Why, you didn’t tell me anything
about it,” protested Moran.

“Didn’t think it was at all neces-
sary,” said Carr. “What concerns
Stanton is not for publication. Since
Tedford has confessed we won’t need
Stanton’s testimony. And I'm just as
well satisfied.”

“It’ll never get past me,” Moran de-

clared. “I've tried to protect him all
-along, and you know it. What’s his
story ?”

“He saw Tedford leaving these

grounds the other night,” Carr began.
“Stanton found out where Greeb lived
and came up here the night of the mur-
der to have a talk with him. He hung
around on the outside, afraid to go into
the house. Then he saw Tedford come
out. Tedford hadn’t closed the door
behind him in his hurry to get away,"
and at last Stanton got up courage
enough to visit the house. He went up-
stairs to the room where the light was
burning and saw Greeb on the floor—
dead. That scared the kid silly and
he ran out. He hid off in the hills all
day. The next night he sneaked back,
remembering that he had lost his hat,
and fearing it would be found near the
scene of the_crime.”

“Afraid he would be accused of the
murder if his hat was found in the
grounds ?” ventured Moran.

“Exactly.” Wallace took up the
story at that point and related briefly
all that had taken place the night be-
fore, from the time he had seen Stan-
ton to the time he had fainted in the
park after the pursuit. “Thought for
a moment my suspicions were all wrong
and that Stanton had committed the
murder,” he went on; “but after Stan-
ton had recovered and told me all his
story, I saw where we were on the right
trail. We kept under cover all day.
Then I got in touch with Carr, had
Stanton taken to the Kingdon home,
and we came here to join you.”

“Whew!” exclaimed the reporter.
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“That is some story! And what about
the butler? Didn’t he figure in the af-
fair at all?”

“Oh, the butler’s all right,” Carr an-
swered. “I got the truth out of Shelton
this afternoon. He admitted faking an
alibi, but gave me a reason for it, which
I've wverified. Seems he was out on
the night Greeb was murdered with a
lady whose husband wasn'’t along, and
—well, it’s obvious why he couldn’t
bring her .into the affair. - In addition
to that, Shelton confessed to having
disconnnected the telephone switch here
in the hall downstairs. Said he ex-
pected a phone call and didn’t want
Greeb to receive it. Don’t know how
true that was, but it doesn’t seem to
enter into this affair and we s

“Look out!” cried Moran, jumping
forward. Wallace followed suit. The
detective whirled about just in time to
see his prisoner leap upon the sill and
plunge headlong through the mullioned
window. Tedford, unwatched for a
moment, had doubtless experienced a
change of heart and sought to escape
by the only way open to him.

With Carr in the lead, the men raced
down the stairs, through the hall, and
out into the side garden. The wide-
spreading branches of a tree directly
below the window and the thick carpet
of underbrush that covered the ground
had served to break Tedford’s wild

plunge. Beyond a general shaking up
and a few cuts from the broken glass,
the man was uninjured. He was at-
tempting to crawl away on hands and
knees when Carr pounced upon him
and jerked him roughly to his feet.

“What do you think you are, Tedford
—an airplane?” The detective pro-
duced a pair of handcuffs as he spoke
and linked himself to his prisoner.
“Guess this will hold you down to earth
for a while. Come now, step lively!
Our next stop is police headquarters.”

Wallace and Moran followed the de-
tective and his prisoner along the path
to the gate, where Murphy, officer on .
guard, came running down to meet
them.

“Sufferin’ saints!” Murphy began,
gazing wide-eyed at the procession.
“What’s the 2

“Never mind the saints or the ques-
tions, Murphy,” Carr broke in. “Get
on the phone and order the wagon.”

When the patrol had arrived and
taken aboard its passengers, Moran in-
cluded, Carr called out to Wallace:
“What’s the trouble? Aren’t you com-
ing with us?”

Wallace shook his head. “See you
all to-morrow. Just at present I've an
engagement to keep with a young lady
on Fern Hill.”” He waved a hand to
the men as the patrol rumbled off and
set out in the opposite direction.

&

RIGHT AWAY

By Marjorie Charles Driscoll

DEAR UNCLE SAM:

I take my pen

And write for all my fellowmen,
To offer just this simple plan—
If you would be a friend to man,
Ease human ills;

Please issue orders right away

To place, without undue delay,

Above each letter box a sign,

One simple, plainly printed line—
“Please post no hills.”
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A HE loud, raucous blast of an
automobile horn at my coat
tails gave my nervous system
a shock that threatened abso-
; lute paralysis for a moment;
then wild, berserker rage took the place
of fear, and I whirled about with mur-
der in my heart to confront the big
red roadster that had made a horror
of my Fifth Avenue crossing. Half
reclining and laughing at me through
the steering wheel of the car was
Johnnie Manners.

Meeting Manners was no less of a
surprise than the blast of the horn,
and while I stood looking foolishly at
him a dozen chauffeurs began to ex-
press themselves forcibly regarding ty-
ing up traffic, and the big, blue-coated
minion of law and order started toward
us.

“Hop in, you idiot, before I’'m taken
to the pie factory!” shouted Manners,
and the next instant I was lying on
the back of my neck in the red jugger-
naut and we were shooting down the
Avenue.

“Got anything on your mind?” began
Manners as he swung the car around
the rear of a motor truck, and missed
an onrushing limousine by the merest
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fraction of an inch. “If you haven’t
I’'m going to run you down to my Long
Island place to talk over old times.”

“Your Long Island place—this car
—what does it all mean?” I stammer-
ingly inquired.

Manners only chuckled and sounded
the nerve-shattering horn, and then
laughed outright as a dignified old gen-
tleman in a top hat made a mighty leap
from in front of the onrushing red
monster and reached the curb of safety
by a superhuman effort. On we sped
in silence, and we had reached the cen-
ter of the Williamsburgh Bridge before
I could bring myself to speak again.

“What does it all mean?” I asked.
“The last I heard of you you were
on your uppers in Egypt. What’s the
answer "

“A moth-eaten, humpbacked drome-
dary,” replied the irrepressible Man-
ners, and at my look of blank amaze-
ment he laughed and banged the ear-
drum-bursting horn of terror, causing
an ancient and spavined horse attached
to a junk wagon to hoist itself on hind
legs like a ballet performer.

“That’s the answer, old top,” he went
on. “Fortune is at last shining upon
me because of an investment in the
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most ornery old shebang of a camel
that ever went eight days without a
drink. Heavens, man, but I've a story
to tell you, and there’s no man I’d
rather have met to-day than yourself.
The wife is out in Chicago, and I'm
all alone, and you and I are going to
‘have the dandiest little old dinner that
a pair of old-time pals ever got outside
o2

I could only gasp. It was all beyond
me. “Wife—wife,” T murmured.

“Yes; wife, house, cars, everything,”
replied Manners, “and all because of a
raffle.”

“Raffle?” T questioned. “Win a wife
in a raffle?”

“No, not a wife, but a dromedary;
a dismal, rabbit-faced ship of the des-
ert,” chortled Manners. “But wait un-
til you’ve sampled one of my French
chef’s dinner and T’ll tell you the
story.”

Once more the horn blared its warn-
ing, and traffic frantically and fear-
somely pulled to the curb to let us go
scooting past. We lapsed into silence.
It was too much for my bemuddled
mind. Crouched down in the seat, I
wondered whether my {friends would
be able to identify my remains if Man-
ners’ horn should fail to cause some
truck to get out of the way.

1112

THE last time I had seen Johnnie
Manners was in Bombay. I had
been sent out there by my company
on business. Manners was spending
the last of a small fortune that had been
left him by an aunt. He was my trav-
eling companion as far as Alexandria
on my return. There was but little
left of the aunt’s bequest, but with
what remained he decided to take a
whirl at night life in Cairo. A year
had elapsed since our parting, and here
I had come across.the young spend-
thrift with a wife, a country place, and
a motor car that threatened to disor-
ganize completely the traffic rules of
the nation’s metropolis and its environs.
Manners’ house was one of the show
places of the north shore; a structure

of fantastic design, with red-tiled roof
and green facings—altogether an archi-
tectural nightmare. It was just the
sort of a place that Manners would con-
ceive of as home, sweet home. As
we shot up the driveway, scattering

- gravel in four directions, two grooms

in liveries that must have been designed
by a futurist in the throes of delirium
tremens rushed out and stood at rigid
attention.

Manners vaulted out of the red
demon and dragged me after him.
“Feed it some oats, James,” he ordered,
and the grooms gravely saluted.

The next instant I was being ush-
ered into the huge, extraordinary-look-
ing house. The interior was in keeping
with the exterior. The color schemes
of the rooms fairly screamed. The
decorator must have served his appren-
ticeship as a designer of circus wagons.
An English butler wearing the habili-
ments of an Arab chieftain met us as
we crossed the threshold. The appari-
tion salaamed low.

“Dinner for two in the tomb of Pha-
raoh, and be quick about it,” com-
manded Manners.

The butler salaamed once again and
vanished.

“Regular Aladdin’s-lamp stuff, eh?”
remarked my host.

I admitted that it was startling, to say
the least.

While we were awaiting the sum-
mons to dinner Manners led me on a
tour of inspection of the living rooms.
I was knocked speechless before we
had progressed more than three feet.
The place fairly shrieked in its garish-
ness. What little esthetic tastes I pos-
sessed were bludgeoned into insensibil-
ity. The colors would have driven a
peacock into a fit.

“Now, I'll show you a picture of the
mistress of this palace,” said Manners,
and he led me forthwith into a long,
narrow, and darkened room. He sat
me in a couch that threatened to en-
gulf me. At the far end of the room
was a white screen, and as I gazed at
it I heard Manners fiddling with a row
of push buttons. Behind me I heard
a whirring sound, and then a shaft of
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white light projected itself through the
darkness and circled on the screen. The
next instant the screen presented a
moving picture of the prettiest girl I
have ever gazed upon. She was walk-
ing in a garden of roses, and a flock
of little woolly dogs frisked at her
feet. She smiled sweetly upon us and
then tossed a kiss. A button clicked,
and we were in darkness once more.

“That, old toppy, is the mistress of
this artistic abode of wealth and com-
fort,” said Manners. “Sorry she is
not here to greet you, but dear father-
in-law is up against it with an attack
of gout, and she’s gone out to nurse him
back to health. Beats the mischief
how these billionaire pork packers do
get sick at times! This moving-pic-
ture stunt is a little surprise for wifie
when she gets back.”

While I was recovering somewhat
from my daze the Arab-clad butler
suddenly appeared before us, salaamed,
and announced in Piccadilly English
that dinner was served in the tomb of
Pharaoh.

We passed through a narrow door-
way into a dimly lighted room, which,
when my eyes became accustomed to
the subdued light, T found to be an
exact replica of an ancient Egyptian
tomb, such as might house the mortal
remains of one of the rulers of the
old Nile country. The walls were cov-
ered with strange hieroglyphics, and at
either end of the room two mummies
in glass cases grinned upon our feast.

“Cost us about one hundred and
fifty thousand dollars to fix up this
room,” remarked my host. “Had an
ancient tomb shipped over from Egypt.
The missus is crazy about Egypt, and
so am I; but say, Bill, I’'m hungry.
Every time I think about Egypt T get
hungry. Never let myself forget about
it, so I'm usually eating half the time.
Bring on the grub, Alexander.”

IIT.

I MUST say that, despite my weird

surroundings, T did ample justice
to that dinner. Johnnie Manners cer-
tainly had a prize of a cook, and by the
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time we reached coffee and cigarettes
T had eaten so much that I was ashamed
to look the mummies in the eye. And
then Manners told me the story of it
all,

“When 1 left the steamer at Alex-

"andria,” he began abruptly, “I streaked

it for Cairo and its high jinks. T didn’t
have any king’s ransom in my jeans,
but T had enough to get by with; that
is, I would have had enough to get
by with if I hadn’t in a moment of
mental aberration taught a brace of
English muttonheads the ancient and
honorable game of American draw
poker.

“When we finished that lesson,” he
went on, “T couldn’t draw a check for
a sou marquee. In fact, I could hardly
draw my breath. I was downright
busted. They put me out of the hotel
in the end and held my luggage for
board long due, so I took to hanging
around the cafés watching for Ameri-
cans. I bumped into a few Cook’s
tourists, but the pickings were bad, and
by this time I had begun to look so
shabby that T was ashamed to admit
that T was an American.

“Things went from bad to worse,”
Manners continued. “I had been sleep-
ing out under the palms so much that
I felt like a potted plant. A square
meal would have driven me mad. One
morning I awoke with a craving for
food that made me almost ready to
turn cannibal, and a thirst that it would

have taken the Mediterranean to
quench. I had one shiny shilling to
my name.

“As I was wandering down the street
in an anarchistic frame of mind T heard
loud and excited voices in a near-by
bazaar. Full of curiosity—I certainly
was filled with nothing else—I wan-
dered into the place of excitement. I
found a raffle in progress; the capital
prize being a dromedary, complete with
trappings. There were a number of
other prizes, among them a stuffed
hyena. While I stood surveying the
capital prize and wondering whether it
was edible, a native asked me if I would
take a chance. 1 don’t know why I
did. Probably it was the power of sug-
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gestion brought to bear on me by the
Egyptian, perhaps it was my temporary
absent-mindedness, or it may have been
the gambling spirit in me that caused
me to part with my lone shilling. I
took the chance.

“When it came to the time for the
drawings I was as excited as the in-
sect-bitten natives about me. Then
came the reading of the lucky num-
ber, and, ye gods and purple sunsets,
I had won the miserable, moth-eaten
quadruped! The motley throng about
me gave a loud cheer, and half in a
daze I took the capital prize by the
halter and led it forth into the street.
Then, suddenly, the enthusiasm of win-
ning departed from me, and I won-
dered what I was to do with the beast.

“I tried to sell the dromedary, but
no one would buy. I tried to give it
~away, but no one would have it even
as a gift. I surveyed my capital prize,
and something told me I had received
the stinging of my young life. That
dromedary was the most doleful-look-
ing specimen of its kind that ever trod
on cloven hoofs. It was a nightmare!
The beast gazed upon me with limpid
and melancholy eyes, and as I looked
the harder I saw that my prize was
weeping.

“It was bad enough to be stone
broke in a strange land, but I felt that
I had reached the absolute limit when
I found myself handicapped with a
weeping dromedary that I couldn’t sell
or give to any one. I tried to get away
from the beast, but he was not to be
eluded. He had taken an extreme
fancy to me and followed on when I
~started down the street. I entered sev-
eral cafés, leaving the animal to his
own resources on the street, and when
I did not reappear in what he thought
was the proper time, he would start to
force his way through the doorways
and the proprietors of my havens of
refuge would order me and my ship of
the desert to begone.

“After I had abandoned the drome-
dary for the sixth time the authorities
set a native policeman to watch me
and see that I did not leave him stand-
ing. I wandered up to the terrace at

Sheppherd’s Hotel to hear the band
play, thinking the music would serve
as a balm to my wounded dignity, but
that accursed hair trunk on stilts
dogged at my heels, and when I turned
to berate my Nemesis in choice Ameri-
can he would stand swaying from side
to side, his eyes upon me with a look
of reproach and the tears coursing
down his jowls, It was maddening!

IV.

NIGHT came upon me at last,” Man-
ners continued, “and there I was,
a waif in a foreign land, with the un-
enviable companionship of a camel. I
thought of the wild desert and the en-
gulfing sands and decided to wander
away into the silences. And the drome-
dary followed on. Over the Kasr-el-
Nil bridge that spans the Nile at Cairo
I marched, with my doleful dromedary
a few steps astern and weeping silently.
That foolish beast must have had some
secret sorrow or a long-lost love or
something, or perhaps it was downright
affection for me that made him sob.
“Late into the night we marched un-
der the Egyptian moon, and then, black
and towering, the pyramids loomed be-
fore us. Close up to the ancient monu-
ments the expedition halted. I was
too exhausted to proceed farther, and
as I sat down, more dead than alive,
with my back against a huge hewn
stone, the camel knelt before me and
sobbed as if his heart was breaking.
If I had possessed one ounce of energy I
would have arisen and slain that curse
of Cairo then and there, but I sat like
a man in a trance and with black mur-
der in my heart. I don’t know whether
it was the rhythmical swaying of the
dromedary’s hump, or the low moans
that issued from his rabbitlike face, or
what, but presently I fell sound asleep.
“It was well into the forenoon when
1 awoke and gazed into the face of my
capital prize. Again I was beset with
a horrible desire to set upon that beast
with teeth and claw.
“To what lengths I might have gone
had not my attention been distracted I
know not. But looking past the sor-
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rowful face of the dromedary I beheld
a vision in white. 1 forgot being broke,
foigot being hungry, forgot even the
presence of the dromedary as 1 gazed
at the girl who was approaching. I
thought for an instant I had died, and
that T was gazing upon an angel. Be-
side the girl was a fat and perspiring
man in a white helmet, and dragging
his hamlike feet behind them came a
Sudanese guide.

“Suddenly the girl caught sight of
my melancholy ship of the desert, and
seizing her companion by the arm ex-
claimed: ‘Oh, daddy, please let me
take a ride on that beautiful camel.’

“As the party neared me I rose to
my feet and bowed low before the
vision of loveliness. Daddy addressed
me.

“‘Is that camel to rent? he inquired.

“‘No,” I replied; ‘T’ll give him away.
He’s yours for the asking. Help your-
self.

“‘No,” said daddy; ‘I'm not buying
camels. Pork packing is my business;
but I'll give you ten dollars if you’ll
let my daughter use him for a while’

““You're on,” said I. The thought
of ten bucks raised visions of a meal
that would partially satisfy my monu-
mental craving. Daddy whipped out a
wad of money that made my head reel
as I looked at it and handed me the
price agreed upon. Little cutey was
jumping up and down like a child with
a new plaything. I pocketed the ten,
and then watched the dragoman start
to hoist the girl aboard the doleful
dromedary. It was my chance at lagt.
When I saw that the beast’s melancholy
eyes were not upon me [ scooted around
a rock and set out, hotfoot, into the
desert.

“T don’t think any one ever ran quite
so fast as I did during the early stages
of that flight. I was rid of my curse
at last, and joy lent me wings. On and
on I ran and walked and stumbled and
fell. From time to time I looked be-
hind me, but nothing was in sight. 1
was alone on the Sahara, far from my
camel’s melancholy glances.

“Presently I came to a little oasis
and found a spring of the most beauti-

“ing down his face.
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ful water in the world. I took aboard
an eight days’ supply. Then I lay
down under a palm tree and slept the
sleep of the just. When I awoke the
sun was dropping like a red ball into
the desert, and I began to think of
Cairo and the food that ten dollars
would purchase. Even as I started to
my feet I saw something approaching
my oasis. It was indistinct, but some-
how or other there was something about
it that seemed familiar.

“As I stood gazing with bulging eyes
I made out the swaying figure of a
camel coming toward me at record
speed. From time to time the beast
would place his nose to the sand as
though to follow a trail, and then on
he would come in leaps and bounds and
jumps and flops. But, horror of hor-
rors, on the hurricane deck of that
monument of misery was the figure of
a woman ; and, as the outfit drew closer,
T beheld in the dim light the vision of
the pyramids, clinging for dear life and
too terrified to utter a sound.

V.

HEN that dromedary of destiny
got his peepers on me,” Manners
went on, “he fairly flew across the in-
tervening space and fell on his knees
before me like a pilerim at a shrine.
The young woman fell forward in a
faint, and I reached her just in time.
Lifting her from the back of the beast
I carried her to the spring and bathed
her face. In a few minutes her eyes
opened, and she smiled up into mine.
Right then and there I kissed her and
told her that she was my dream come
true. She cuddled close and called me
her preserver.

“As we sat there in absolute bliss
I felt something behind me, and over
my shoulder came the rabbit face of
the camel with tears of jealousy cours-
My enchantress let
out a piercing shriek and passed into
another faint. T laid her gently on the

- ground and arose in righteous wrath

and smote that camel hip and thigh. 1
booted that dreary dromedary all over
the oasis and pursued him for a mile
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across the burning sands. Then I re-
turned to my fairy queen to find her
restored to her senses and with a smile
of approval for my violent actions to-
ward the four-legged nuisance.

“Never was there such a night as
that which we spent sitting beneath the
great palms and watching the romantic
moon rise and journey through the
Egyptian heavens. We were both
speechless. We could but sit with our
arms around each other in ecstacy.

“She had told me briefly what had
happened. It seems that after my sud-
den departure the camel had acted as
camels should act for a time; then he
began to cut up strange didoes, running
about and sniffing the air. Suddenly he
started for the great beyond with her
father and the dragoman in pursuit.
For hours the camel and his terrified
burden had journeyed about the desert
before the beast discovered my tracks
and streaked it for the oasis.

“When morning broke a search
party, headed by the almost distracted
pork packer, arrived on the scene.

Daughter told daddy how I had saved
her life, and we both told him how
much we loved each other. And so we
started back to Cairo. Far behind us
I could make out the figure of the
dromedary, but the all-fired walloping
I had given him the night before made
him hold aloof. My curse had departed
from me, and I had won an heiress for
a wife.”

VI.

ATER that night, when Manners

was showing me to my bedroom,

we passed a door from which issued an

odor not unlike that which prevails
about a Chinese joss house.

Manners read the questioning look
on my face. “Oh, this,” he remarked,
“is my den.”

Throwing open the door Manners
switched on a light, and I beheld a big
bronze dromedary, and before the im-
age incense burned. Manners salaamed
low before the fetish, and,-as I looked,
I thought I saw a tear trickle from the
humped one’s left eye.

0%

OVER THE MOON

By Jo Lemon

lN childhood days I heard a rhyme
About a bovine most erratic,
Though not believing at the time
A cow could be so acrobatic.

The rhyme declared she jumped the moon,
And spoke about a cat and fiddle—

And also of a dish and spoon
Whose actions added to the riddle.

‘A fiddling cat I must declare

Is something quite beyond explaining,
As for the dish and spoon affair,

I find it far from entertaining.

But in the cow I place belief,
Although to me she was a stranger,
For in these days I find the beef
So high her record is in danger.
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CHAPTER 1.
WORK AND SUPERWORK.

% HEY had begun calling him
t Laughing Larry Brown; and
he had puzzlec more than one
man beside Pat Nolan, man-

o ager of the Eagles. There
was no doubt that he could play center
field with the accuracy of a battle-
scarred veteran and throw in the pep
of a high-school youngster; there was
no doubt either that he stood up to
the plate and swung his ash in a way
to make the experts dub him a natural-
born, three-hundred hitter; and there
was no doubt, also, that he packed a
goodly allowance of shrewd, fertile
brain under his thatch of auburn hair.
Granted all this, you'd be tempted to
say he was a perfect player—a twin
Tyrus. But they don’t grow on every
bush, that kind; or, what’s more to the
point, crop up every season in the train-
ing camp. Far from it. Larry, too,
didn’t happen to be the exception.
Briefly, as Nolan put it, his trouble was
that he “played in streaks!”

That was it; for several seasons be-
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fore Nolan grabbed him he had given
ample proof of it. He had first been

‘gleefully gobbled by a Bucko scout ; his

preseason work had caused countless
eulogistic columns on the sporting pages
over the country; his actual début had
brought out even more fervent litera-
ture; and then had come his ghastly
slump. It had lasted a fortnight—and
again he had picked up. Again, too, he
had dropped. And such, alas, had been
the history of four long years—the
Buckos, the Dips, the Peps twice run-
ning. Always he had ended back in
the minors, given up as hopeless. The
last time, in fact, had seemed really the
last—until came Pat Nolan. He had
brought the tail-end Eagles into fifth
place, and this season he was crying for
outfield timber!

Larry was popular in camp, with the
veterans and the recruits—and that is
uttering a mouthful. If any jokes were
played on the six-foot-two fellow, he
laughed as heartily as the perpetrator;
if he lost his wad at poker, he only
chuckled and assured them all he’d have
better luck next time; if he won, the
other fellow felt that Larry actually
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hated to take the money; but after tak-
ing it he promptly spent it. If Nolan
got after him in practice, he simply
nodded his head and grinned genially.
To make it as strong as possible, it
was known that two weather-beaten
veterans had given two-to-one odds that
Laughing Larry couldn’t even once lose
his temper. So Nolan, liking his stand
at the plate and the swing he carried,
took him back home and put him in
the first game in place of the fast-fading
center fielder.

It was the same old tale. For ten
days, Larry burned up the league—and
again came the glorified write-ups.
Then, for a week solid, he put up a
brand of ball that a high-school player
justly would have been ashamed of.
For two whole months it went on this
way—a week of superwork, another so
poor that it was laughable instead of
kragic. What exasperated his man-
ager more than anything, however, was
the blithe and merry manner in which
Brown himself accepted it all.

“Don’t waste time worrying,” Larry

would say gently. “Man, you’re get-
ting gray over a mere game of base-
ball.”
\ In vain did poor Pat rail at him;
gladly, he could have choked the big,
simple, honest center fielder. Then, one
day, he annexed a deep-rooted theory,
and forthwith broke it to Larry:

“Me boy, you've got to make good
or I'll ship ye back to the sticks for
good an’ all. Ye big, grinnin’ ape, can’t

. ye git that smile off yer face an’ take
life seriously fer once? Man, man—it’s
yer livin’ yer playin’ fer, not yer health.
Ye haven’t any private forchoone, I'm
told, yit ye cavort like a kid let outa
school. Git mad—git mad, Larry. Do
ye know what it means—mad? When
the pitcher slips one over on ye don’t
grin; grit yer teeth an’ tell him he’s a
big stiff an’ can’t do it again. When
a man slashes one out that fools ye,
don’t tell him he put one over on ye—
tell him he couldn’t make the same mis-
take twice in a million years. An’ when
ye git one by the infield, don’t laugh
an’ wish the guy better luck next time
—tell ’em they couldn’t stop a toy bal-

loon. An’ when But, there—
there, lad. Ye git me, don’t ye? Git
mad, Larry—snarl an’ yell an’ howl an’
ride ’em to death. Aggrissiveniss—ag-
grissiveniss is what ye need, ye red-
headed-son-of-me-own-soil I”’

But Larry, Pat Nolan instantly saw,
had not been listening—and the ha-
rassed manager was undoubtedly on
the point of assault when he happened
to glance over the field and see the
cause of the distraction.

Larry was gazing raptly at a lower
box. “But she’s a beautiful girl, Mr.
Nolan—a regular Irish colleen, if you
don’t mind my saying so. I—I never
saw her before; but I’ve heard. Great
Scott! How weak words can be!”

“Yis,” put in Nolan testily. “Sees
iviry game—bin away till now with her
mother. But, listen, Larry, I want
you 2

But Pat Nolan noticed that no at-
tention was being paid to him. A wily
look came into his keen, blue eyes:

“Bless me soul, me boy, but what a
heathen I am! Come, lad, an’ let me
make ye acquainted !”

Introductions followed, during which
Larry showed to decided advantage.
His head was back higher and a lively
fire was in his eyes, his manager noted.
When the game was called, he bowed
to them and took his leave gracefully.

“Just show mother an’ Dora that
ye're as good as I’ve said, Larry,” Pat
shrewdly called after him. “Sure,
they’ve nivir seen ye disport

“A lively matinee is in order,” Larry
called back, laughing. Z

His prediction proved correct. Four
times at the rubber, he had secured
three hits—the last one an untarnished
homer, with two on, that had sewed up
the game. In the field, he had grace-
fully accepted every chance.

Needless to say that Mr. Nolan was
pleased—indeed, he was so pleased and
grateful that he casually asked Larry if
he wouldn’t like to drop around to the
house with them and have a taste of
a “good ole homy Irish stew?” What?
Oh, well; there may have been some
deep design under it all. But judge

'J’
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for yourseli—judge by listening to what
he told Dora, while he took her aside
as Larry was exchanging pleasantries
with the missus:

“Dora, fer the sake of 3er one an’
only tather give Larry a bit of the
blarney. I've bin tryin’ to git the lad
interested in somethin’ since I’ve had
him-—an' T can see that he's that now.
It’s fer the sake of the team, child,
fer I believe that if he ever got to
thinkin’ seriously of a thing it'ud wake
him up. What? Oh, come now, dar-
lin’. Sure, don’t T know ye bin seein’
a good deal of Morden, an’ it looks like
a match to ver dad? But what differ-
ence does it make. He's the star twirler
of his team an’ they’re leadin’ the league
an’ will stay there fer the rest of this
season, anyhow. I tell ye just be nice
to the boy, that’s all; just talk ball an’
ask him about himself once in a while.
It may wake the gossoon up an’ make
him the champeen he really is.  Yes,
Dora—a chqmpun I want ye to know,
girl, that if that Larry lad once could
i he’d be—he’d be
a second Cobb! ’Tis not foolin’ I am
—no! So won't ye, Dora—just
fer yer dad’s sake—be just a little kinda
nice to the lad?”

After a few more words and a little
coaxing—she did like to quiz people
—Dora murmured sweetly that she’d
try to give her daddy an assist “for
the team’s sake!”

She must have thought a lot of the
team, it appeared. Certainly her father
could find no fault with the way she
cast her favors on the big, laughing,
red-headed chap. By the way, he did
not seem to be a very hard person to
be nice to. He talked well and he lis-
" tened well, and as he left, that first eve-
ning, Mrs. Nolan vowed that he made
her think of one of the dear boys back
in the Emerald Isle. He showed such
respect to the old people!

To all of which Dora remarked that
he “wasn’t so bad, maybe, even if he
did have pink-tea hair and a roaring
laugh. And she had been nice, hadn’t
she, dad? Why, she’d even asked him
around the very next night!

CHAPTER 1L
A BIT OF SINCERITY.

YOU have gathered that Dora was

experiencing no difficulty with her
role of coquette. To sum up the vet-
erans and recruits who had lost their
hearts to her would have demanded an
adding machine—and they were still go-
ing strong. You will see, therefore,
that Larry was not kicking in on any
simple game. Indeed, he should have
felt—and probably did feel—exceed-
ingly happy at being allowed the movie
rights as often as he got them.

Coming right down to it, Nolan was
the most joyous. The lad’s hitting was
again causing caustic comment—caustic
because it was looked upon as butran-
other wild spurt. If this was so, they
pretty soon had to agree that it was the
longest of all; in fact, several came
right out and said that at last—at last
Larry Brown——

Anyway, the Iagles miraculously
jumped up to third place, and Pat No-
lan every night thanked his lucky star
that the Buckos, with Morden, hadn’t
been due this trip. Glory be, what
would happen then! Probably Larry
would sink for good.

But then the Eagles went on the
road for the Western jaunt, to return
home and engage the dreaded leaders
in a six-game series. The last evening
and received.
Characterxstlcally, he C'ime to the point
at once:

“Dora, I’'m a youngster and T haven’t
got a name—not even. a regular, sure
job. But I want to know if you won't
promise to marry me? [—I know that
Morden is—is a lucky devil. Even so,
is—is there just a wee hope? And,
queen of the blue eyes and the black
hair, don’t I care for you with all my
heart? Dora, isn’t there just a little
chance—if I make good? And that I
can—for you?”

Dora let her lauOhter ripple. “Mercy,
Larry, but you're t00 young to be talk-
ing of such things; too young and im-
pressionable and light—hearted. You
really don’t know how to be serious,
you just think you care
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“Think—think, girl!” he broke in,
“Couid any one look at the eyes of you
and not be sure?”

“You did caress the old stone, Larry.
But—but I like you as a friend—as a
sister might.” And she dimpled cutely.

“Please take back the sister stuff,”
he said, and grinned ; but pain came to
his voice the next second: “I am young,
Dora; that T admit. But what’s the
harm in my laughter? Isn’t it better
than to carry gioom? Well, maybe I
shouldn’t have spoken—just yet. I—I
just meant, anyway, is there any hope?
I meant is—is Morden sure? This is
the real thing with me, Dora.”

Even Dora, for once, in the face of
such sincerity, might have been at a
loss for a fitting answer; but she was
saved the trouble. Mrs. Nolan came
bustling in to see “her Larry” and to
wish him all the luck in the world on
his trip. And so, although he accepted
it beautifully, he was forced to leave
with the question still unanswered.
And, after the manner of his sex, he
took the matter quite glumly. Just how
glumly he took it can easily be ex-
plained. After the third game with the
Purple Sox—rank cellar habitués—Pat
Nolan sent the following telegram to his
daughter:

Write Larry letter. Say anything—but say
something that will rile the lad. We've got
to get something stirring. Dropping close to
the second division. -

The next evening, Larry tore open
a dainty epistle. It was a fair-sized
specimen, containing no more than light
gossip that was cheering and diverting;
but it ended up by saying she was so
sorry he’d slumped and hoped he’d do
what she knew he could.

Considering that Larry stayed up
most of the night answering it—what
he wrote was so lengthy as to need
eight cents instead of the usual two
for mailing—his exploits the next day
should be given full credit. He hit for
four figures—likewise he fielded so.
Indeed, his annihilation of the horse-
side, on ‘that never-to-be-forgotten
swing over the Western circuit, is an-
cient history.

Good old Pat Nolan, bringing his

5A TN

team home in third place, was delir-
iously happy. Larry’s phenomenal pep,
his inexhaustible work, had imbued the
rest of the boys with power for super-
human deeds. They were playing a
fast and consistent brand of ball now
that would win any pennant in any
league in the world—if ohly they had
started earlier. Even so, it was the
first time in the club’s history that it
had been fairly, firmly intrenched in
the first division, and could it but re-
main there the fiery Irish manager
would have no more to ask this sea-
son.

But Nolan realized that he had got
himself into an exceedingly critical po-
sition, after all. So long as Dora was
nice to Larry Brown, it would be well;
but how would she play her part with
Morden himself in town? He dreaded
to think ; and also he scratched his head.
But girls were queer. What was it
that his daughter saw in the pitcher,
anyway ?

It fell out that Larry, after morning
practice, waded through his lunch and
jumped a trolley up to the Nolan apart-
ment. He figured that he’d have ex-
actly fifteen happy minutes with Dora.
However, as he got out of the elevator
and went to ring the bell the door of
the apartment opened and Dora ap-
peared. And Morden, just leaving, was
with her. :

Poor Larry must have seen many
colors, and his heart must have played
an erratic tune. Nevertheless, he re-
tained his poise. “Hello, Dora!” he
said. “Back from the trip at last; and
I just took advantage of the few min-
utes I have to come up and get a wee
sight of you.” Then genially he turned
to the proud moundsman who was lead-
ing his league: “Hello, Mr. Morden. I
suppose you're going to burn them over
this afternoon. Ah, but it’s some smoke
you have, all right,” he added in frank
admiration.

The star southpaw raised his eye-
brows, and drawled with unutterable
scorn: ‘“‘’Lo—busher!” 3

Then quite calmly he turned his
back, bid Dora an elaborate good-by,
and started for the staircase. Had he
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waited for the elevator he might have
noticed that her face went red and her
chin set with the same expression her
father’s did when he thought a deci-
sion was unfair.

Larry ignored the insult, except for
a whitish look about the nostrils, which
he could not control. Seeing Dora’s
plight, he passed it over, and started to
relate some funny story pertaining to
their trip. But once inside, seated on
the cozy sofa, he gave up all pretense:

“Dora, I've a few minutes only, and
I want to say my say. I've played bet-
ter ball lately; I've played it seeing you
ahead of me, and seeing a regular. job
at three or four thousand a year with
you by my side. You don’t know how
your letters have cheered me. I carry
them with me and read them over and
over. I care for you a lot, and %

“Ding-aling-aling !” interposed Dora.
“Time to wake up, Larry.”

“Oh, don’t make a joke of it,” he
protested. “I want to play big-league
ball and stick to it and get you. Is there
a chance if I do? Please be serious
just a second.”

“They do say, Larry,” Dora an-
swered him, seemingly a bit fussed,
“that you’re not exactly—not exactly
serious enough yourself; that you are
not ready for big-league company.”

“They do, do they,” said Larry. “Did
Morden But never mind that; ex-
cuse me. Just you watch me to-day,
Dora, and I'll show you what I can
do. Just you watch me to-day! There’ll
be something stirring.”

“Hooray!” cried Dora. “T’ll have
to watch you, Larry. T’ll be there.”

“And—and will you go to the show
with me to-night? Any theater you
choose.”

“Mr. Morden has asked me to go,”
she replied innocently.

Larry’s jaw set hard, and Dora told
herself that she had never seen him
quite so angry—or better looking.

“Will you go if I show you I'm not a
busher ?”

Doran crimsoned a little, “Larry,”
she said, nothing trivial in her tone,
“it is not a question of busher. Just go
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out there this afternoon and play the
game of your life.”

“Is that all?” returned Larry. “Well,
that’s too easy. Just watch me flut-
tesis ;

CHAPTER III.
HONEY AND GALL.

lF Larry Brown needed the inspira-

tion of a crowd in addition to the
new spur that Dora had supplied, he
certainly had that in his favor. The
biggest throng of the season was on
hand. As he marched onto the field he
received an ovation, but for once he
failed to respond in his usual rollick-
ing way. Instead he merely bowed his
acknowledgments and kept that set look
about his lips. Indeed, all through prac-
tice his mates kidded him, wanting to
know who had died in the family. Dur-
ing the first and second innings, too,
he was the subject of their raillery.
But Larry, for the first time, didn’t
laugh it off ; he just sat there in the dug-
out and glared.

The big surprise came when he
stepped up to the plate in the third in-
ning, with a man on second and two
out. Gone was his grin, gone his merry
eye. In place there was a wild, a sav-
age expression all over him that even
the cheers of the fans couldn’t soften.
Nolan, frankly, was trembling.

Morden had pitched airtight ball; the
man on the keystone sack got there
through two flagrant errors. It did not
precisely soothe Morden’s temper, and
he tried to take it out on his rival:
“’Lo, busher!” he taunted. ‘““Where’s
that baby smile gone?”

But Larry’s answer electrified the
crowd—as well as the entire team. He
did not reply with his customary good-
natured banter; he literally snarled out
his words like an enraged beast:
“Hurry up and put that pill over, you
spindle-legged pup!”

The crowd, coming to life, howled
gleefully.

Morden, powerful for all his slim
length, had abnormally thin legs; and
every fan was well aware that if any-
thing would get his goat it was a ref-
erence to his shanks. “You big hunk
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of cheese!” he snapped back. Then,
with a hasty wind-up, he let the ball
go with all his might, straight for
Larry’s head.

The batter ducked and came up an-
grier than ever. “What do you think
you'’re doing—throwing hand grenades,
you eel-legged rat? Can’t you put one
over? What's the matter? Losing your
nﬁrve and showing your yellow streak,
e ?Il

For answer there was a snarl, a click
of the jaw, and Morden shot the ball
out like a bullet, again for that flaming
head.

“Put it over, you piker!” cried Larry,
as he righted himself. “I’m not going
to slam it for more than a triple!”

Morden, biting his lips and fuming,
deliberated. This business of trying to
Jbean a swift man didn’t pay. He'd
have to put everything he owned on
the ball and show this busher up.
Slowly he went into the contortions of
his elaborate windup; still more slowly
he unwound himself, and then he sent
the sphere over the plate with what
was called the best drop in the game.

Larry Brown had never been particu-
larly effective against Morden—espe-
cially against this tricky ball. But now
he stepped back, dug in his spikes, and
slashed out for the grayish horsehide
with his whole body and mind behind
the action. There was a mighty crack
as his ash met the leather—and before
the ball was retrieved Larry had lived
up to his promise. One man was home,
and he himself was perched safely on
third. What is more, he was not grin-
ning. If anything, he looked fiercer
than ever! :

His next time up, in the fifth inning,
Larry looked wilder - than before.
Busher, eh? Huh, that match-legged
kangaroo would call him a busher in
front of her, eh? Well, he’d show him,
all right—he’d show him. - And, obey-
ing Nolan’s instructions, he landed on
the first ball and singled cleanly over
short. =

For ten grueling innings the game
went on; and every fan in the huge
park howled himself hoarse whenever
Larry stepped to the plate or made a

put-out. It was the surprise of the
year, this new kind of a laughing Larry.
His teammates were riding him, you
may be sure, and to all of it, unmerci-
ful though it was, Larry did nothing
but glare. Pat Nolan alone remained
silent—and Pat was having to pinch
himself to find out if he wasn’t dream-
ing. Unless he was wrong, the big
change for good had come to his cen-
ter fielder.

But Larry, as yet, had not fully
tasted of the fruits of sheer delight.
Arrived the tenth inning. The score
was two-two; two men were out, and
precisely that number of bags were
populated. The crowd begged Larry
to “give it a ride.” Nolan, on the third-
base coaching line, spoke for the first
time. He didn’t beg Larry; he told him
he knew he was going to do it.

But Larry Brown wasn't listening to
the crowd or to his manager. Instead,
he saw a black-haired, blue-eyed, dim-
ple-cheeked portrait in a box; the face
of the portrait was tense, and beneath
it two dainty hands were tightly
clasped. What she was thinking of he
couldn’t tell, but he’d show her. Ie’d
show her: he wasn’t the busher his
rival had said he was; that he was
ready for the big league all right; that’s
what he’d do, anyway!

Morden, white-faced with anger,
looked at Larry with eyes that gleamed
deadly hate. He would have given any-
thing in the world to bean him, yet he
knew that he must pitch his best. Care-
fully he deliberated on what ball to.
use, several times disagreeing with his
battery mate. :

“Stop wastin’ time, spindle-shanks!”’
called out Larry. “Man alive, you don’t
think it makes any difference what you
pitch, do you? Come on, you yellow
gawk!”

Quickly, dexterously, like lightning,
Morden came to life. Hoping to catch
his man by surprise, he sent the ball
over without even winding up.

But he did not catch Larry napping;
he stepped back, rapidly brought up his
bat, and slashed out for that oncoming
sphere. It may be stretching poetic li-
cense a bit, but when he landed on it
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the ball smoked. The shortstop, after a
brilliant leap, got his hand on it, only
to have it sizzle through his glove and
make him think his fingers had been
scorched.

After the winning run had gone over,
Larry didn’t streak it for the clubhouse
with his pals. Instead, he raced over
to the box that held Dora. Quick
though he was, Morden was there ahead
of him, mentioning something about
busher’s luck!

Larry, bowing coldly to him, asked
Dora if he was intruding. And she
dimpled and looked arch.

“How about the show, Dora,” Larry
asked.

Morden looked scornful and su-
premely confident. A sneer came to his
lips as Dora turned, not toward Larry,
" but toward him. She smiled ever so
sweetly and spoke in a voice that for
one of the men was honey, for the
other gall.

“Thank you so much for your invi-
tation, Mr. Morden: but I've finally de-
cided to accept Mr. Brown’s. Perhaps
you won’t mind after what has just
happened.”

Let us hand it to Morden at least
that he did not play the villain at bay.
He uttered something that resembled
a growl, and followed it with words
to the effect that he would be delighted.
Then he turned on his heel and made
his way through the crowd of fans to-
ward the clubhouse. He took it coolly
enough; no doubt of that. And yet
there was something about his manner
suggesting that the incident, so far as
he had to do with it, was not closed.

It was the very next day, about an
hour after morning practice, that Pat
Nolan, meeting Heinie Schultz, the
Eagle’s best bet on the third sack, re-
ceived some news that interested him
strangely. .

“Say, Pat,” remarked Heinie, “that
Laughing Larry guy! What’s his
game ?”

“I should think you’d know after
what you saw him do yesterday. His
game is baseball.”

“Yes, T know; but his other game.
I saw him in Goldmark’s big jewelry
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store just now. He was looking at
some chunks of ice—solitaire diamond
rings. Break it to me gently, Pat, if
it’s true. Is that cherry-headed Indian
thinking of wishing himself on some-
body as a bridegroom? If he is &
But Pat had fled in the direction of
a taxi stand, and he didn’t stop until
he was seated in a cab and shooting
toward his apartment, where he in-
tended to chat a little with Dora.

The further baseball adventures of Latry
Brown will be telated in the next issue of
TOP-NOTCH, dated and out November 15th,
It will be a story of novelette length.

To the Winds with Prudence

ALKING of scarecrows,” said

Jones, “why, my father once put

one up, and it frightened the crows so

much that not one entered the field
again for over a year.”

“That’s nothing!” retorted another
farmer. “A neighbor of mine once put
a scarecrow into his potato patch, and
it terrified the birds so much that one
rascal of a crow, who had stolen some

potatoes, came next day and put them
back.”

Using Him Rough

RS. BROWN’S only lodger was an

actor, and one night he presented

her with two tickets to see him play the

villain in the great drama, “All For
Love.”

Spellbound, Mrs. Brown and her
daughter watched the villain pursue his
wicked way through three acts.

It was a great shock to Mrs. Brown
to find she had harbored such a villain
beneath her roof. But worse was to
come. In the last act the triumphant
hero shot the villain through the heart,
and he dropped dead in the paper snow.

“Oh, mother,” cried Miss Brown, in
a voice that was heard above the loud
applause from the “gods,” “what shall
we do? They’ve killed our lodger !”
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CHAPTER 1.

WHEN THE SCENE CHANGED.

2WOY and man, Jim Sproule, now
W night city editor of the
Express, had worked for
Ira Hunt, sometimes called
‘the American Northcliffe.
He had been the best “make-up” man
on any of Ira Hunt’s coast-to-coast
chain of eleven metropolitan dailies. In
fact, when Ira Hunt’s mllhonalre father
had’ given into his young son’s keeping
the San TFrancisco newspaper, Jim
Sproule had originated then that
uniquely Hunt display style of make-up
—the spread of headlines, the featur-
ing of photos, police news, and stud-
leys.

Hunt forever was transferring the
editors of his papers in one city to the
control of the newspaper in another
city. In'this way, fresh vigor was con-
stantly being infused into his dalies.
However, Jim Sproule had become such
a fixture of the Clarion that in twenty
years he never was changed. But one
day, after twenty years, Hunt shooed
west from Chicago two young and -push-
ing protégés of his, Chandler and

1113 to
New:s Hounds-

_D}"\ :
Patrick and Terence

Coseg —

(A NOVELETTE)

O’'Gorman, the one to serve as manag-
ing editor, the other to hold down the
city desk.

Jim Sproule did not get on well with
the “Chicago cubs,” as he called the two.
They were mere pudgy children in
French socks to his veteran eyes. He
was, at that, not a half dozen years
older than they, but they were live with
the rebirth of change; they were bub-
bling with that enthusiasm of men in a
fresh job and a new and altogether dif-
ferent town. To them, Jim Sproule
was a slow-moving, heavy-jowled and
wordless pensioner of Ira Hunt, totter-
ing on the verge of decrepitude and
paresis.

They preserved a certain respectful
and deferential attitude toward Sproule.
But they found many things to object
to in his make-up of .the Clarion; they
listened to his advice, but they did not
follow it. What the Clarion needed, in
their eyes, were large hypoderrruc in-
jections of wide-awake “pep.” They
sought to shunt Jim Sproule into a less
important job.

He fought back, at first, in dazed un-
belief that these lean young wolves
meant ultimatély to devour him. But at
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last full realization came. After twenty
years as the best make-up man on the
coast to succumb to these striplings!
No; he could not stand being assistant
to O’Gorman in putting the paper to
bed. In desperation, one day, he quit
the Clarion flat.

The Chicago cubs lived in chill dread
as they awaited the inevitable dénoue-
ment. They had not meant to shove
Jim Sproule so far. Quickly Ira Hunt
flashed the command: “Get Jim Sproule
back at any price!” Say what you will
about Hunt as a politician or as a
propagandist, he ever has been magnifi-
cently baronial, with kindness of de-
meanor and largess of cash, toward
those that have given unto him their
life blood in faithful service.

Sam Sparhawk, one of Hunt’s thou-
sand-dollar-a-week  right-hand men,
went to Jim Sproule to salve his hurt
pride with gifts of frankincense, myrrh,
and costly aromatic nard. He offered
Sproule a contract covering the rest of
his working days at eight-five dollars
a week with an annual increase of ten
dollars the week; a pension of half his
working wage whenever he saw fit to
quit; and his option of make-up man
on any of Hunt’s eleven newspapers
save and excepting only the Clarion.

There was the rub. Stout in his con-
sciousness of twenty years of unfailing
service, wounded as only a lifelong
servitor can be wounded and unable to
forget like a younger man, Jim Sproule
wanted complete vindication, absolute
victory. He {forgot the materialistic
windfall of the increasing scale con-
tract, the old-age pension. He wanted
a personal triumph over the Chicago
cubs. It was the old job on the Clarion
or nothing.

~ The Chicago cubs could not be very

well removed from the Clarion; they
really were infusing new life into the
old paper and showing results in sub-
scriptions and advertising. It would
be impolitic, due to the hard feeling ex-
isting, for Jim Sproule to return there.
In the end, unable to gain his princi-
ple, Sproule refused to go back into
his feudal allegiance to Hunt.

Jim Sproule was that good a make-up

man that, so long as he could stand on
two feet, he never need lack a job.
He did not want to go to work for the
Express, the rival morning paper. He
always had looked down on the Ex-
press; he could remember when it
started as a two-page pink sporting
sheet, featuring the returns and fore-
casts of the horse races. It had been
something of a muckracking town gos-
sip, later, and there were rumors that
it had forced advertising and subscrip-
tions and the actual passage of money
itself through the appearance or non-
appearance in its columns of certain
data on public men and merchants.

But that was when San Francisco
was young and raw, and the Vigilantes
were not yet a memory, and the Cali-
fornia pioneers had not lost in death
so many of its members as it has to-
day. In the quarter of a century in-
tervening, the horse races had waxed
and then altogether waned, while the
Express had made millions and polit-
ical power for Reuben Langvald, its
owner, and was considered a conserva-
tive organ, even more conservative than
Hunt’s blaring Clarion. Jim Sproule
became night city editor and make-up
man on the Express.

CHAPTER 1II.
IN A SPIRIT OF CHARITY.

A CERTAIN old-timer given a job by

Jim Sproule was a little shriveled
derelict with a pale face; he was small
and delicate of feature. In his round
close-cropped white head were small
nervous eyes, quick and bright as a
shabby sparrow’s. His linen was al-
ways white and hard boiled, his face
bald and soapily pure as a baby’s, and
well-worn but extremely and notice-
ably neat were the black string tie and
black Prince Albert coat.

The first night he must have suf-
fered agonies, waiting there like a nerv-
ous shabby sparrow for work to be
given him. He was too timid to sit
down. The busy local room clattered,
clanged and blared with the hurly-burly
of reporters pounding typewriters, tele-
phoning, answering shouted assign-
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ments, continually coming and going.
The little shrinking old-timer was ever-
lastingly getting underfoot. And apolo-
gizing. Timidity with him was an out-
standing trait. Right off, some one on
the staff nicknamed him the “Rabbit,”
and the monaker stuck.

An old cabinet containing a wash-
basin and a cloak closet in juxtaposi-
tion was a battered time-worn fixture
of the news room. In its face were
two doors, the one to the washing com-
partment, the other to the closet, usu-
ally left carelessly open like two spread
wings. After he had been on the Ex-
press long enough to learn meekly to
warm a chair, the little old-timer flut-
tered with that chair behind an open
door, one night, no doubt hoping thus
to make himself less conspicuous in his
prolonged idleness and humble waiting.

There, hidden from Jim Sproule’s
desk by th= intervening bulk of the cab-
inet, concealed from the whole dingy
disorderly room by the open door, he
made it his wont to sit in breathless
quiet the long evenings through. Had
he known that Jim Sproule hired him
as a reporter only in a spirit of vicari-
ous charity and that he never was to

be assigned any task, he could not have-

disposed himself in a more out-of-the-
way hiding place.

One almost forgot that the Rabbit
was on the staff. Shortly after noon
he would put in his initial appearance
in the local room, only to vanish as if
into thin air until the afternoon tedi-
ously had waned and the clock stood
at six. Then would come a few nerv-
ous preliminary rustlings and he would
pop cut of his rabbit hole. The big
room would be almost emptied of re-
porters; Jim Sproule would be gone
tor his hasty snack of dinner. Gillen,
the police man, late returned from the
Hall of Justice and busy with some
items about which he had not cared to
telephone, would suddenly hear, at his
elbow, a meek tremulous voice:

“Mister Sproule, has he gone out to
supper? It’s past six o’clock. Would
it be all right for me to go to supper,
too? Mister Sproule, he must *a’ for-
got all about me.”

He would come shuffling diffidently
in, at seven, and go at once into tim-
orous ambush behind that shielding
thickness of door. A long evening o
mouselike lying in concealement, und
then one o’clock would draw round.
Jim Sproule would take off black cloth
sleevelets, put a coat about his stodgi-
ness, a hat on his grizzling he, 4, and
go out toward Louie’s “place” up the
alley, and then to bed.

The Rabbit would wait for Jim
Sproule to leave. He seemed to shrink
from bringing himself to Sy, oule’s no-
tice. He seemed to fear ihat, should
he make himself the least bit conspicu-
ous, Jim Sproule might change his
mind and fire him—perhaps because
only a second look ne¢ded to show how
rickety and frosted of head and for-
lornly old a dereli¢ts he really was.

“Mister Sprovle, he has gone home ?”
he would say to McCants, the reporter
having the “jate watch” who alone in-
habited the shadowy local room. “It’s
one o’clock. Would it be all right for
me to go home, too? Mister Sproule,
he must "2’ forgot all about me this

20

evenin’,

CHAPTER IIIL
THE JUDGE AND A BIG THOUGHT.

IT was almost a week before the Rab-
bit was nosed out in his warren by
“Judge” Rigley, librarian for the news-
paper and keeper of its “morgue.” The
Judge was the office cut-up. Around
the local ronm of the Express, they
called him “Judge” because at some
remote time he had served a term some-
where as justice of the peace.
Reporters were hired, reporters were
fired or quit, but Judge Rigley remained
as much a bird of passage as a china set-
ting egg. And just as much the bland
hypocrite as is a china setting egg was
Judge Rigley also. He was affable to
his inferiors as well as superiors, af-
fable as country butter. He employed
fulsome flattery to all and sundry with
the unction and largess of a designing
woman.
He did little straight reporting. But
he reveled in “covering dramatics”
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which gave him opportunity to make
sly digs at the performers and musical
artists, and in reviewing books which
gave him free volumes for his home
library. At forty, he was bald as a
shaving stick, tall, and remarkably
lanky. He had a sallow, hairless, sur-
prisingly youthful face. Since chaos,
it seemed, he had been in charge of
the newspaper’s morgue.

His duties were perfunctory. He
saw to it that various blond young
women properly and persistently clipped
with scissors and filed in brown ma-
nila envelopes certain “dead” stories in
yesterday’s Express and exchanges, to-
gether with photographs used and un-
used from the engraving department.
All this mortuary endeavor took place
in a cubby off the local room; the place
was lined to the ceiling with shelves of
manila envelopes and bound issues of
the paper; it was murky with green-
shaded droplights and disorderly with
newspapers and clippings beyond count-
ing.

The young female librarians were all
blondes because Judge Rigley had a
predilection for women of that type.
As he had complete charge of the hir-
ing and discharging of such assistants,
he could indulge himself in this nicety
of discrimination. He was ever ready
to listen to their hard-luck tales and
always eager to whisper very funny
stories in their youthful ears. For,
though forty and bald as a shaving
stick, Judge Rigley was quite a bit of
a Don Juan. He was a middle-aged
flirt.

It was only because of his desire
to please the many and the strong that
he had assumed the motley of the comic
man and practical joker. Judge Rigley
had the shriveled soul of a shyster law-
ver; he wooed popularity and guffaws;
for the controlling be-all and end-all of
his obscure existence was to be the
power behind the throne in the dingy
clattering newspaper office.

The local room was humming full
blast. A few reporters lounged near
Judge Rigley to witness his official
comedy. The judge had found a dead
mouse in the dusty library. Tying a
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length of string to its tail, he got upon
a chair before the battered cabinet and,
reaching over the door, dangled the
mouse before the sleepily nodding Rab-
bit.

There came a frightened snort, then
an aghast “Oh, Glory!” White as a
new towel and quaking all over, the
Rabbit burst forth. He found himself
ringed round by the staff, who guf-
fawed unrestrainedly. He halted up-
standing, truly like a rabbit motionless
with fright, his timorous old eyes con-
fused and vainly seeking some vest
pocket in which he might curl up and
hide.

The next night the judge sawed
through the legs of the Rabbit’s chair
with a satisfactory result. Through
the following day, the old man limped
about.

Busying his brains, that evening, but
all out of new comic material, the judge
fell back upon some tried devices that
had provoked much mirth when played
upon certain old-timers who had pre-
ceded the Rabbit. He dropped to the
flooring before the Rabbit’s ambush a
burned-out incandescent bulb that
burst with the sharp report of an ex-
ploding bomb. He attached a long
string to the knob of the concealing door
and, while sitting innocently remote in
the cubby of a library, pulled shut the
door at the most unexpected moments,
arousing the old fellow each time from
his undignified drowsing.

Ed Hobart, water-front reporter,
came into the office, early one evening,
laden with a basket of deep-water
crabs, the gift of an Italian fishing com-
pany on his beat. The crabs were all
huge husky-looking fellows, and very
much alive to judge from the many
sharp nippers waving and outreaching
above the top of the borrowed basket.
They were for any that would come
and take.

Judge Rigley tiptoed over to the cab-
inet’s door and, peeking behind, saw
that the Rabbit sat with bowed head
and gently snoring in his cubby. Then
he spent a delicious half hour whisper-
ing his plan to every one worth while
in the local room. A large and ex-
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pectant séance having been thus pro-
duced, he took from the basket a writh-
ing specimen and, with deep stealth, de-
posited it in the side pocket of the
sleeper’s frock coat.

The whole staff waited breathlessly
for the Rabbit to start from his doze
and innocently put a hand into the ca-
pacious pocket of the coat. But min-
utes dragged by and the expected dé-
nouement failed to come. Most lost in-
terest and turned their minds to the
business for which they were hired.

Judge Rigley, seeing his little joke
hanging fire and the interest waning
rapidly, thought to prod it into laugh-
able consummation. He exploded an
incandescent bulb upon the floor. But
the Rabbit only started out of his sleep
to look in shivering fright sharply
about. The judge then pulled the
string on the door, but the old dere-
lict had become rather used to that
trick and only blinked in the sudden
light caused by the removal of the
shadow of the door. All evening the
judge waited gloatingly, but it drew
toward one o’clock and still the Rab-
bit did not put hand on those sharp
nippers in his pocket. Ruefully the
judge decided at last to go home.

The next day when the Rabbit
showed up for work, he wore a cloth
bandage about an index finger. There
were other differences in him. His
sparrow eyes were eager, and quested
searchingly about the local room with
strange yearning. He did not retreat
as usual into his wonted ambuscade
behind the cabinet door. He sat boldly
in the open at a typewriter desk, seem-
ingly controlled by his hungry eye-
search of the room.

Judge Rigley assembled a fitting au-
dience. He had noted the bandaged
finger. "He thought that his practical
joke, which had hung fire overnight,
might be exploded with careful nurs-
ing to even better advantage than if
it had gone off at first.

He draped his lanky legs over the
desk before the Rabbit. “Shame on
you, old-timer!” he jeered. “Steppin’
last evening with some wild women,
eh? And one of ’em bit your finger!”

The Rabbit showed surprise. “You
noticed my cut finger? Why, I got
thet from a crab bitin’ me.”

“Oh, my eye—a crab!” ,

“Sure; a crab what I found in this
yere pockit. Funny, too; I didn’t know
from Adam it was there. Jest felt a
wrigglin and a pinchin’ arter I got to
my room, and I put my hand in the
pockit, and, my, he bit and held on
strong as a bulldorg, the little var-
mint |”

“Oh, come, old-timer. You don’t ex-
pect us to believe that ghost story!”

“At fust,” went on the Rabbit, not
seeming to notice the remonstrance—
“at fust, I had the idee to make a pet
of Yorky. I once knew a feller name
of thet what used to go sidewise like
him and I nicknamed that crab Yorky
right off. I've had a lot of pecooliar
pets in my time. Once it was a mouse
when I was fust sent—uh, sent——
ennyways, a critter like Yorky would
be dern handy and homelike to have
round a two-bit room fer a feller to
talk to what can’t sleep well of nights.

“I jest hated to boil Yorky, I did,”
went on the Rabbit, ‘‘but, my, he was
good eatin’ boiled! Haven’t enj’yed a
meal like Yorky in a long time. Thet
feller what put him in my pockit did me
an awful good turn. I wonder why he
was so thoughtful of me. I wonder
isn’t there enny more crabs round here
for eatin’ pu’poses. I was hopin’ when
I came to work to-day i

He broke off, suddenly aware that
he was the focus of a strange attention.
The dozen faces turned to him intently
were very sober, and many eyes were
glassy and blinking with desperate ef-
fort to hold back silly moisture. He-
became at once ludicrously self-con-
scious and abashed.

Downing the foolish lump in his
throat, stodgy shirt-sleeved Jim Sproule
asked gruffly: ‘“You haven’t had your
first pay day yet, have you?”

“No, Mister Sproule. Yer see, I
ain’t bin here two weeks yet.”

“How have you been getting by as
to meals?” asked Gillen, the police re-
porter.

Jim Sproule tried to tone this ques-
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tion by saying: “We’ll have to lend
you some money until pay day. There’s
no reason why you should be broke
just because the ghost only walks every
two weeks.”

But the Rabbit answered' Gillen’s
question. “Oh, I've bin gettin’ by purty
well; eatin’ as much as twice a day.
In Mead’s Coffee Kitchen, too; thet’s
swell grub there, elegant compared to
what we got in Yer see, Mister
Sproule gave me a dollar advance when
I fust came to work, and I haven’t had
to ask for more sence.”

All eyes were batteried on taciturn
Jim Sproule who became more confused
than ever the Rabbit had been.

“Let’s git back to work!” he snapped
sharply. “Gillen, I want to see you a
minute in the outer office. And you,
too, Hobart and McCants.”

That outer office bec ame, cn the mo-
ment, a very busy place. Others were
called i in, two or three at a time. Each
put his name to a list scrawled on a
paper on Jim Sproule’s desk. Jim
Sproule’s name headed that list and
after it was written in the same hand-
writing, “Five.” There was little talk-
ing, but there was much real “ponying
up.”

“Now that we've got the needed fif-
teen bucks,” said Gillen at last, “where
will we buy the meal ticket?”

“The Pals’ Kitchen is my choice as
a grease joint,” spoke up Hobart, who
new his San Francisco from the water
front to Twin Peaks. “There is good
chow there; it’s handy downtown; and
quite a few of the newspaper boys eat
there nowadays.”

Jim Sproule decided. “Let it be
the Pals’,” he said. “You run out, Gil-
len, change the money into a ticket,
and slip it to the Rabbit real quietlike
and persuasive. You know he may be
inclined to be a bit proud and dubious
about this sort of thmg, not being used
to newspaper ways.’

Judge Rigley, rueful and discomfited,
sat upon the desk before the Rabbit.
Instead of applause, his little joke had
won for him only oddly hostile glances.
He watched the reporters going into
the outer office, two and three at a
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time. He knew they were subscribing
to a meal-ticket fund. He waited for
them to call upon him. If they would
only give him the chance, he would sub-
scribe all of five dollars just to square
himself.

There was one peculiar and redeem-
ing streak in the spinelessness of Judge
Rigley: He admired Jim Sproule. He
admired Sproule because, when he could
not gain his principle, he had turned
down all the glittering offers of Ira
Hunt and because, while only a hired
man himself, he put this old frosted
deadhead upon the pay roll with a
lordly assumption of the very power
of the owner of the paper, Reuben
Langwald himself. Probably the judge
realized that his own vertebra would
never stiffen him to the heroism of
Sproule’s sacrifice and nonchalant char-
ity, and that was why, perhaps, he so
admired Jim Sproule.

It was this admiration, added to his
own discomfort, which caused him to
feel it very deeply when Sproule did
not call upon him to subscribe. He
studied the Rabbit in blue thought, a
frown on his sallow, hairless, surpris-
ingly youthful face. Suppose he should
give the old man the “dope” on it all?
Suppose he should tell him the real rea-
son why he was hired—not to cover
a story or write copy, but out of a pure
spirit of charity? Imagine the Rabbit,
thereupon, indignantly = refusing ‘the
meal ticket and quitting the paper with
contemptuous comment on hobo hand-
outs! What a blow in the face that
would be to these mawkish charity
mongers and especially that worst “sob
sister” of them all, Jim Sproule! The
judge felt suddenly as if he hated Jim
Sproule,

There was one salient flaw_ to the
scheme. His hand would show too
plainly. Some one would want to know
who had told the Rabbit and instantly,
because he already was in bad odor,
they would suspect him. No; Judge Rig-
ley was too bland a hypocrite to chance
that.

All at once the judge had an inspira-
tion. Why not use the cat’s-paw to
pull hot chestnute irom the fire? Why
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not show these fourth-estate philan-
thropists, at the same time, what was
real charity? The judge would yet
restore himself to favor and the cal-
cium glare,

CHAPTER  IV.
AT THE SWITCHBOARD.

JUDGE RIGLEY forever was hang-

ing round the switchboard of Ella-
mae Summers, the telephone operator.
For the matter of that, so was every
reporter with an idle moment on his
hands. Ellamae was extremely pleas-
ing to look at. Of course, to deduce
from the judge’s favoring eye, she had
blond hair—real blond hair bobbed in
the simplest but most entrancing fash-
ion. She had sea-blue eyes and that
peaches-and-cream .complexion which
goes so well against the colorless sever-
ity of a little white fur cap or a white
lace summer hat. She had a rippling
laugh and a million dollars’ worth of
personality.

Judge Rigley thought her the loveliest
young woman that ever had come down
the pike. Often he wished to take her
to a Ladies’” Night at the Newspaper
Men’s Club, or to some much affected
bohemian restaurant. The obstacle
was that she had no evening off from
one week to another. The judge, as
a result, had to fall back for feminine
company upon his own less attractive
blond librarians.

With an air of giving confidence he
lowered his bald head close to the Rab-
bit’s ear. He began by telling the old-
timer the whole truth about the job on
the Express, just why he was hired, just
how long he would last. His manner
grew subtly more sympathetic.

“But why not get on steady here?”
he queried. “Why not make yourself
so valuable in some other way, old
scout, that even though they never give
you a story to write, you won’t be fired
at the end of the month? Make your-
self indispensable, that’s the idea!”

“But what kin I do?” the Rabbit
asked helplessly.

“That’s easy. They need a relief for
Ellamae—I mean, Miss Summers—the

telephone operator. You see, she
doesn’t get off any nights at all and,
naturally, she’s been kicking. You take
her place one night a week. They don’t
want to hire another operator just for
that, but once you get the job, they’ll
forget to fire you.”

The old man nodded his close-cropped
white head. “Thet’s no more than
right. Young people should have some
time off for pleasure. I’ll be glad to
volinteer to relieve her enny weekday
night she cares to name. It’ll be try-
in’, mostlike, watchin’ all them lights
and snaky plugs, but you tell her thet.
I'll do it, even if they don’t keep me

The following day Judge Rigley made
a date with Ellamae Summers to take
her to dinner Sunday evening, and the
Rabbit was informed by Jim Sproule
that he was to be at the switchboard
on that particular evening as the re-
lief. Much to Sproule’s amazement,
the old fellow hastily objected:

“But I can’t! I can’t run the switch-
board Sunday night. I never thought
it 'ud be Sunday night when I volin-
teered for the job. Sunday has bin my
day off, yer know, and ennyways I jest
can’t work Sunday night.”

“Why not? TI’ll give you any other
night off you want.”

But the Rabbit remained obdurate,
withdrawing himself into an almost sul-
len silence and merely shaking his old
white head in stubborn refusal.

“Let’s compromise,” said Jim Sproule
at last. “You can work a few hours
Sunday evening, eh? Whatever your
big business is, it doesn’t take all Sun-
day, does it? Well, if you could work
between the hours of four and nine, say,
I think that would be dandy. Ellamae
—1I mean, Miss Summers—doesn’t re-
port before four o’clock each day and,
after nine, the switchboard isn’t very
busy and we can have an office boy keep
an eye on it. Judge Rigley said he
thought of Sunday evening because it’s
the slowest night of the week and you
won’t have much to do. What do you
say? Will you take the job for the
hours from four to nine?”

“Why, yes; I kin do thet. I'm allus
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glad to help, relly, Mister Sproule,
and I wouldn’t act so contrarylike only
it’s most important I have most of Sun-
day evening free. 1'd ’a’ quit the paper
befose this, if you han’t given me
Sunday night off.”

CHAPTER V.
MAN WITH THE TAMBOURINE.

SUNDAY evening about six o’clock,
as the went out to snatch a bit of
dinper, Jim Sproule thought to hearten
his «wld protégé with a few praises of
the sturdy way in which he was hold-
ing down the switchhoard. What a
-surprise! Batting his eyes in aghast
dishelief, Jim Sproule peered through
the glass partition of the telephone
cubiby for all the world like a child of
the slums viewing through an interpos-
ing pane an indescribable Christmas
tree. '

Within, engaged with the myriad
brass plugs and little electric lights that
torever silently clamored, was the Rab-
bit, arrayed as for the grim-battle in
the red-faced blue uniform and red-
banded military cap of the Salvation
Army!

Jim,- Sprule tiptoed away, his face
gray and theavy jowled.

At half after ten that same evening,
Judge Rigley and Ellamae Summers
were still lingering over the coffee of
their ftalian dinner in the Café Borg-
hese, a restaurant in Montgomery Ave-
nue above Kearny Street, much affected
by the newspaper crowd and by San
Francisco’s “hobohemia.”

The Borghese was simply a long nar-
row storelike place. Along the walls,
up to ithe ceilings, were great mural
paintings, more colorful and daring of
idea than au fait of workmanship. Some
were ultra-impressionistic; others of
various faddist schools. There was
one mural, for instance, depicting a
Celtic-dark Centaur in pursuit of a fe-
male .of ithe same mythical species with
red-gold mane and milk-white horse’s
flauks and barrel. It was truly arrest-
ing and might arouse considerable com-
ment if “hung on the line” in any ex-
hibition or salon. :

The paintings were all by different
artists who were supposed to have re-
ceived meals in payment for their con-
tributions. Always some notable of the
writing world was to be seen there;
Jim Silver, for example, as truly a
poet and worth while of literary ut-
terance as he was perpetually out at
pocket. Rumor had it that he dined
there gratis so that he might be pointed
out by the management as a typical
bohemian frequenter. He had an as-
cetic Dantesque face, and he usually
was drinking copiously of red wine
and insanely going about from table
to table in a way only to be seen in
youthful San Francisco.

Judge Rigley had refilled his wine
glass too regularly throughout the re-
past. He leaned soddenly on the table
and listened to Ellamae, his eyelids
drooping and his eyes beneath fishlike
of stare.

She was speaking of Jim Sprofile’s
remarkable predilection for old-timers.
He was a good solid sort, Jim Sproule,
so old-fashionedly wholesome. She had
not liked him when first she came to
the Express, but she was much of a
kid then, full of romantic ideas, and
he had seemed so plain, so ordinary for
a newspaper man. But a thousand lit-
tle kindnesses and a daily cheerfulness
of greeting gradually had showed her
what a fool she had been. :

“One can always tell a person by
the way he acts over the phone,” she
philosophized. ‘‘Jim Sproule is ever
quiet voiced, patient, and as gentle-
manly as if the operator. herself were
standing there before him. Do you
know,” she confided, “I sometimes feel
as if I could tell Jim Sproule anything,
my inmost secrets, and he would advise
me as if he were my brother. A brother,
a big, wise, older brother—that is how
I always regard Jim Sproule.”

Judge Rigley’s lips drooped lower,
but a cynical smile etched his lips.
“Jim Sproule wasn’t always like that,”
he asserted. “When he came from the
Clarion, he was a slave driver; had
been so for fifteen years. He was a
regular bucko over the reporters, the
copy desk, the proof readers. Him hire
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any old-timers that couldn’t even write
their own names? I sheould say nix!
That was two years ago. And then he
came over to the Express and changed
to a Simon-pure, Simon-simple angel
of mercy.”

“That was just before I came to work
for the paper,” she said.

“That was just after you came on
the paper. Jim Sproule changed com-
plete the very day you came.”

“Why, what do you mean, judge?
You've such a funny expression on
your face! You don’t mean to insinu-
ate that Jim Sproule changed over-
night just because I came to work on
the Express? 1 always thought that
the trouble with Hunt and the Chicago
men had——"

Judge Rigley’s head jerked back as
if about to break his neck. “Tut, that
was only the start, the jarring him out
of the rut! When he saw you then, he
fell in love and about-faced in all his
tactics.”

The girl laughed low and ripplingly.
“Oh, you silly! Jim Sproule in love!
And with me! Why, he’s the most dis-
tant sort, calls me Miss Summers and
never hangs round in his spare mo-
ments like you, or Gillen, or even Mac.
Jim Sproule! Why, I'd just as soon
believe that Reuben Langwald, with
his colorless eyes and long Mormon
beard, had a case of untold love on
me!”
~ “It’s the straight goods, Ellamae.

Nobody else has noticed it, ’ceptin’ lit-
tle noticin’ me.” The judge winked
expressively and with effort. “But
when I pipes a newsman old as Jim
Sproule, changin’ his collar twice a day,
as if he were livin’ in Pittsburgh, I
begin to smell a mouse, a whole flock of
mouses.”

He struggled and shrugged himself
into an attitude of real seriousness. It
was almost as though he were pleading
his own case. “You don’t know these
old-line newsmen, Ellamae,” the judge
went on. “They’re the lonesomest,
most bashful sort in the world. All
they know is work. While other men
are out with their wives or best girls
to shows or cabarets, they’re pluggin’

away in some local room or hounding
down news in a slum or police station.
When others are home in their little
white beds, they’ve just quit work and,
at three G. M. in the mornin’, are try-
in’ to make forlorn festival with other
newspaper slaves in Louie’s Place or
Mike’s or'up at the club. No wonder
they turn inside out and upside down
when hit by a blazin’ ‘meteor like you,
Ellamae!”

The girl was thoughtfully silent.
Judge Rigley, his lanky legs very con-
spicuous, came around the table and fell
into a seat beside Ellamae. He put one
arm about the back of the girl’s chair.
She knew it was there. She drew away
a little, unobtrusively, in order not to
create a scene.

The judge misinterpreted her silence.
He was too deep in his cups to note
the slight withdrawal, the frightened
tiny frown on her white brow. He had
grown blasé in this little game of his,
he had played it so often. He thought
that his plea for Jim Sproule had
showed his own case, strengthened his
hand. He leaned toward the girl, and
whispered.

Jim Silver staggered at that moment
over to the table, one arm about the
stooped shoulders of an old man in the
red-faced blue uniform and red-banded
military cap of the Salvation Army.
It was the Rabbit on a collection tour,
a tambourine in one hand. The poet
took the tambourine and tinkled it un-
der Rigley’s nose.

“Come on, judge, old boy,” he said
in his finely modulated voice. “Help
the down and outers. You know, ‘the
poor old tramps,” as Henley might say.”

Rigley looked down into the tam-
bourine and then slumped back in the
chair the easier to look up.

“’Lo, Jim,” he greeted. His droop-
ing lids lifted in real surprise at sight
of the Rabbit. “Why, howdy, general!”
the judge mocked leeringly.

He dug with much ostentation into
a vest pocket for a piece of change.
He dug into trousers pockets. Jim Sil-
ver, tired of waiting for him to con-
tribute, his whirring brain quick with a
new idea, wheeled round as if about to
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fall and staggered away to another ta-
ble. The ju(‘igge dropped a twenty-five-
cent piece upon the skin of the tam-
bourine.

“You're a pretty spry old-timer get-
tin’ round these places,” he remarked
suggestively.

he quick nervous sparrow eyes of
the Rabbit focused sharp and oddly.
Perhaps he had overhead some of the
man’s remarks to the girl.

“Yes; I'm purty spry goin’ round
these yere swell restaurants for money
for the needy,” he admitted. “But I'm
not so spry, like some sorts I know, to
lead young feet up the twinty or thirty
steps to the second floor of gaudy res-
taurants,” His eyes darted pointedly
toward the blue eyes of the switchboard
operater; then he turned away.

“You'll excuse me, judge?” said the
girl, a moment later.

Her wide eyes followed, with a fright-
ened desperation, the stooped old man
as he went from the restaurant. She
picked up her wraps.

Judge Rigley planted both elbows
upon the table, his face in his hands,
and, frem under lids that strove to keep
open, watched her slyly. He saw her
pick up the wraps. He noted that she
did net mwke for the rear of the res-
taurant where were the telephone
beeths, but toward the front where
was the entrance. He staggered to his
feet. Forgetting overcoat and hat, he
stumbtled between the tables out through
the narrow storelike place after her.

She was standing in the entrance,
looking quickly about in search of the
aged Salvationist. She noted two men,
with gold everseas chevrons upon the
left sleeves of their civil clothing,
standing in the entrance to the café
next door. But the Rabbit had disap-
peared, perhaps in the course of his
rounds into that blaring place.

CHAPTER VI
ELLAMAE’S STORY.

T was the Ttalian section of San Fran-
cisco, close to a quarter that, but a
short time prior, had been given over
te the city’s night life. Ellamae Sum-

mers did not know her way about, and
she was afraid. She lifted her hand to
hail a passing jitney bus which bore
the heartening legend, “Market and -
Kearny Street.” Once there, before the
Express office, she easily could find her
way home. :

“Ah, here you are, sweetie!” Judge
Rigley, his bald pate shining, a leer on
his face, stumbled out through the door-
way and grabbed her signaling arm.
She struggled to release herself, in her
fearful frenzy dragging him a little out
upon the sidewalk.

“Oh, please, judge!” she almost
sobbed.. *“‘Let me go, please, please!”

Some one interposed all at once be-
tween them and, with a great surge of
strength, shoved the man away. It was
the Rabbit., He pressed his small but
furiously livid face close to the stupe-
fied one of the judge.

“You cur!” the Rabbit said.

Judge Rigley bellowed with rage,

(i

swung his free arm about, and clipped "

the Salvationist upon the side of the
jaw. The judge was weak from all the
liquor he had drunk, but the Rabbit
was old. The blow shook him in every
trembling limb ; he released his hold of
the judge’s arm and tottered back.

There came a wild shout from the
café’s doorway: “Argonne! Argonne!
Powder River! Let ’er buck!” And
the two men in civilians, with the gold
chevrons on their left arms, burst forth
and sailed into the judge.

“Yuh beast, yuh! Yuh will hit the
unie that was with us in the trenches!”

“Hold him up while I slough him,
Bill!” shouted the other. ‘“Didn’t he
crack the Salvationist and him old
enough ter be his father!”

The Rabbit and the girl did not wait
to see the judge make his inevitable
acquaintance with the cement pavement.
The jitney bus, answering the girl’s
summons, had halted at the curbing.
They stepped in and jogged over the
cobbles toward Market Street.

They felt safe, at last, when they
sat down together in the light and cheer-
fulness of The Pals’ Kitchen. With an
old-fashioned courtesy, the Rabbit had
suggested that they drop in here for a
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cup of coffee to steady the girl’s nerves.
She had been almost hysterical when
she stepped into the jitney bus.

The Pals’ Kitchen was a novel little
restaurant on Anna Lane in the heart
of town, trellised with paper roses and
fragrant with the odors of ever-ready
coffee and crisp waffles. There was a
long table in one corner given over to
The Pals, an association of actors.
Prize fighters, policemen, politicians,
reporters, and various celebrities about
town were forever dropping in through-
out the night. Every so often some
stage personage would feel the stir of
the muse, put aside his cane or her toy
dog, and sit down to the piano on the
dais to one side.

“They knows me here,” said the Rab-
bit, in explanation of a welcoming nod
from a waitress. “I got a meal ticket
and I eats here regular. It’s jest like
home ’most.” He had shunted the tam-
bourine under his blue red-faced blouse.
He looked at the girl, deep interest in
his shabby sparrow eyes. “Yer was tell-
in’ me somethin’ about your mother,
comin’ over on the bus, and how you
and she allus used to go out together.
Thet was the fust time yer ever wint
out with the jedge then?”

Ellamae nodded her blond bobbed
head. “That was the first time I have
been out at night since mother died.
You see,” she explained, “I never had
a night off before.”

“Oh, your mother is dead. I never
knowed thet. I s’pose you ain’t got
no father, either.”

“No; he died years ago.” She looked
at the old man, an odd light in her
sea-blue eyes. “I don’t know whether
I should tell you,” she added, “but I
feel like unburdening myself to you to-
night, you are so good and noble. I
never knew my father. I only know
that he deserted my poor mother just
after I was born. Mother and I had
quite a struggle, but it would have been
far worse had it not been for an old
friend of dad’s. Uncle George, as I
always call him, is a rich man, the owner
of several apartment houses and the
fashionable San Jacinto Hotel. From
him, I have a ground-floor apartment

rent free, and mother always had a
position when she was alive, taking
care of whatever apartment house we
happened to live in and subleasing the
suites. Uncle George never bothered
us but about once a year, around Christ-
mas time; I suppose he knew we felt
our position and our sincere grateful-
ness to him. He never forgot the holi-
day season nor my birthdays.”

She had finished her coffee. They
were walking up the steep, cable-slot-
ted Hyde Street hill toward her home
when the Rabbit spoke again. He must
have been ruminating, all that time,
over her story.

“Yer. didn’t say what your Uncle
Jarge’s name is,” he almost asked. “I
should like to know the name of a
man like him!”

“Oh, didn’t I? Well, it’s Bronson—
George Bronson. Of course, you’ve
heard of him.”

The Rabbit nodded. After she had
gone into the apartment house, he stood
in the dark street and bared his white
close-cropped head. There, in his red-
faced blue uniform, cap at breast, he
looked up at the dimly lighted brick
building.

“So Boston Jarge was thet good to
pore Gentlemin Charlie Summers’ wife
and darter,” he murmured. “God bless
Boston Jarge!”

CHAPTER VIL
WITH A NEW REGARD.

UDGE RIGLEY did not appear at
the Express the following day, but
when he did show up, two days later,
the cuts on his sallow face were still
red and malignant and his left eye was
but a little less black for the doctor-
ing. Considerable speculation buzzed
about the local room and the cubby of
a library. It was quickly noticed that
he no longer hung around the telephone
exchange and that there were no more
tricks on the Rabbit.

Another day shuttled by without the
Rabbit’s once being given a private tip
from the judge to go to the morgue to
interview a man named A. Stiff, or to
the central station to find out about
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the arrest registered A. Yegg. Local
room and library forgot about the un-
solved mystery of Judge Rigley’s bun-
gled face and settled down into the
humdrum business of feeding news to
the insatiable public.

And then Jim Sproule looked up
from his proefs, one sultry evening, to
find the judge standing before his desk,
a pained and dolorous expression upon
his sallow, faintly scarred face. There
were books missing from the library, it
seemed. The judge had noticed it for
two days handrunning, but he had held
his peace, thinking to catch the sneak
thief himself.

“But this last theft is the final straw,
Jim. You know, Hobart’s writing a
feature story on James Matthew
Clarke, who’s going into the new min-
ing fields of Nevada for the paper, and
we need the “Who’s Who’ for last year
to find therein a list of Clark’s pub-
lished works and the honor societies
and clubs to which he belongs. And
the “Who’s Who’ is gone, vanished ut-
terly. T'm not sure, Jim,” Rigley ended
very confidentially, “but I've got strong
suspicions.” y

“Not a sneak thief here in this of-
ficet”

“I'm sorry, Jim; yes. It pains me
to think it, let alone say it. But sup-
pose you call the Rabbit up——"

“The Rabbit a sneak thief? Pooh,
judge, you're off there! Why, the old-
timer’s got religion. He’s a Salvation-
ist. - He's straight, T tell you.”

“Don’t fly off the handle, Jim, and
don’t be too sure. It's a warm night
and the Rabbit’s got his coat off, hang-
ing there behind the cabinet. Suppose,
now, you call him up here, while I go
through the Prince Albert. If it isn’t
in his coat, he won’t even know we
suspected him and there won’t be any
harm done at all.”

Jim Sproule, stodgy and slow as he
was, fell for the trap. He called the
Rabbit to his desk and engaged him in
small talk. Judge Rigley, meanwhile,
went through the pockets of the frock
coat thanging behind the cabinet door.
Surely enough, in one of the pockets of
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that coat, the judge found the missing
“Who’s Who.”

There was no one in the local room
more surprised at the discovery than
the Rabbit himself. He recovered from
the fear that first had attacked him
when called to Jim Sproule’s desk. He
knew then. He eyed the lanky, sallow
and sorrowful-faced judge narrowly
with his bright nervous eyes. But he
said nothing.

“Come on, old-timer. What do you
say ?” asked Jim Sproule, his jowls pen-
dulating heavily. “It kind of looks
black for you, I must admit.”

Gillen, the police reporter, looked up
snappily from his typewriter. “Well,
I don’t know about that, Jim,” he in-
terrupted. “It seems to me,” he added
sagely, “that the same hand which put
the crab in the Rabbit’s pocket last week
might have very easily planted that
‘Who’s Who’ in that pocket to-night.
Say, judge,” he turned sharply on the
librarian; “you seem to have it in for
the old-man.~ What did he do—black
your eye the other night?”

The remark was an inspiration. Rig-
ley’s sallow face darkened with a swift
flush of guilt. Jim Sproule, watching
closely, noted the flush, grabbed the
judge by both shoulders, and shoved
his heavy-jowled . face uncomfortably
and pugnaciously near the other’s.

“So that’s your game!” he fairly
howled. “Planting on  this old-timer.
Why, you sallow-faced moll, you leave
this old man alone, or by Heaven T’ll
black your other eye and darned
quick !”

Ellamae Summers, appearing in the
door of her telephone cubby at the
sound of loud voices, looked at Jim
Sproule then with a new regard. In
her sea-blue eyes, at that moment, he
was a hero.

Judge Rigley waited until the blond
female librarians had departed. Then
he cleared off a section of the long
center table, produced writing paper
and fountain pen, and busied himself,
his slightly discolored eyes lifting every
now and then to the swing door as if in
fear of being disturbed or discovered.
He wrote:
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Dear Mgr. Lancwarp:; I wonder if you
are aware that your hired man, James
Sproule, night city editor of the Express, has
arrogated to himself strange power. He
has hired as a reporter an old man of at
least sixty years, who is so illiterate that, I
believe, he cannot write his own mame.
Sproule is payin~ him a salary for dozing
the hours away around the local room, while
good reporters like Hobart and McCants are
forced to bear the brunt of the work. Gillen,
the police man, seems to be in cahoots with
Sproule on this little graft of charitable rob-
bery. I'd advise you to investigate and find
out real conditions for yourself.

Oxe Wao Writes For THE Goop” oF THE
TAFF,
o

CHAPTER VIIL
INTO THE PAST,

EORGE BRONSON was dead.
The hotel and apartment-house
owner had been sticken with apoplexy
upon leaving his offices in the Mills
Building that afternoomn.

Said Gillen, that evening, upon re-
porting in to Sproule from his beat:
“I was talking to Captain O’Mangan
this afterncon, Jim, about the Bronson
death. Every one around the Hall of
Justice was remarking how sudden it
was. But what I wanted to know was
whether the police ever had trouble
with any of Bronson’s investments—
you know, liquor licenses, shady char-
acters in his apartments, gambling
games in the hotel, anything like that.
I found out something odd.”

“Not about Bronson’s business,” ob-
jected Jim Sproule stoutly. “I knew
George Bronson. He was straight as
a die. I’ve heard business men say they
would rather have his word than his
.contract. He'd make you live up to
the very letter of a coniract; but if he
gave you his word, he’d tie himself
to every letter and spirit of that prom-
ise. He made money and passed it out
lavishly to charity. That’s the kind of
a story I've instructed McCants to write
—all about his founding of the day
nurseries around town, the Nonsecta-
rian Orphanage, the donating of the
Salvation Army Home and Workshop.”

“You knew Bronson personally?”
queried Gillen in a kind of surprise.
“Well, do you remember the famous
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stage rtobberies of twenty-five years
ago?”’

“T’ve heard about them, but they
were a little before my time. Why?”

“Captain O’Mangan’s an old-timer,
been in the police department almost
thirty years. He told me all about the
stage holdups. You recall that Gentle-
man Charlie Summers, the bandit, was
captured in the Palace Hotel right here
in town, twenty-five years ago? Well,
Summers had dropped a handkerchief
from his pocket, up State a ways, in
drawing on the express messenger of
the stage from the mines. -He posed
around town, after the holdup, as a
prospector ; he was rotten with money;
but it got noticed in certain circles that
he never talked mines, when he could
help it. Everybody was dubious of his
neighbor in those days, anyway, and
the finger of suspicion was " raised
against Summers. The handkerchief
the bandit had dropped up State was
identified through its laundry mark
with the personal linen in Summers’
suite of rooms in the Palace, and Gen-
tleman Charlie was sent over to San
Queatin for life.”

“Yes, yes; I've heard all that. But
what 2 ’

“Well, Summers had a pal in the
stage robbery, Boston George, who was
never captured. He learned his les-
son, I guess, when Gentleman Charlie
was sent up. Anyway, it’s said that he

paid, by some underground-railway
stunt, for Gentleman Charlie’s de-
{fense——-"

“Oh, cut out the palaver, Gillen!
What are you driving at?”

“Just this, Jim. Gentleman Charlie’s
pal, Boston George, was none other
than this same George Bronson who
died to-day!”

It was a big story and exclusive.
Gillen was positive that the police cap-
tain had ‘“coughed” to no other re-
porter but himsel. Not one of the
other papers knew of the connection
between the notorious Boston George
of twenty-five years back and George
Bronson, the wealthy and respectable
hosteler, who had died that day.

“Here, Mac!” called Jim Sproule,
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leaping into action. “Lay off that Bron-
son story. I've got a better angle to
it.”

McCants jerked his copy from the
platen of the typewriter and appeared
at the night city editor’s desk.

Quickly Jim Sproule reviewed the in-
formation he just had heard. “Now,
get up to Bronson’s apartments on the
Hyde Street hill,”” he commanded
tersely, “Sound out the wife, but don’t
show your hand. Ask where Bronson
came from, when he arrived in Cali-
fornia. She’s bound to slip up some-
where, if she’s in the know. It’s a big
story, Mac, first-page-spread stuff! Get
pictures! Be back here in a jiffy; or,
better, ring in and let me know.”

McCants grunted, resettled the
glasses on his nose, jerked a soft hat
down over his head, and flung himself
out of the room.

“Judge!” hollered Sproule. “Oh,
Rigley !”

That lanky individual bobbed out of
his cubby like a jack-in-the-box, almost
upsetting in his precipitancy the Rabbit,
who was just on the point of opening
the swing door to the library. Rigley
scowled fiercely and muttered impre-
cations.

“Judge,” said Sproule, “have you the
files of the paper during the trial of
Gentleman Charlie Summers, the stage
robber ?”

“I think so, Jim, though it’s pretty
far back.”

“Well, a big story has broken on
that to-night. Get out those files,
judge, and any pictures or other stuff
you have in the morgue on Charlie
Summers, George Bronson, the hotel
owner, and Boston George, Summers’
pal.”

Fifteen minutes later McCants rang
in on the telephone: “What'll I do,
Jim? Bronson’s wife, who’s an aged
paralytic, won’t spill a word. She re-
fused even to give me a picture. I
tried to nab one off the table, but she
saw me and shooed me out.”

“That’s all right, Mac. Her attitude
only proves and cinches our case. I'm
sure, now, that George Bronson was
Boston George, the bandit. Come on
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in, Mac. Everything’s O. K. I be-
lieve we got all the dope and pictures
we need in the morgue.”

There was a swish of skirts and
Jim Sproule, banging down the re-
ceiver, looked up into the distraught
blue eyes of Ellamae Summers. The
peaches had fled her cheeks; her face
was very white.

“Oh, Jim! Oh, Mr. Sproule!” she
exclaimed beseechingly. “You're not
going to run that story. The key on
my board happened to be open and I
heard all you said. George Bronson
was my uncle. At least, he always
helped my mother and me. I don’t
know what we would have done, had
it not been for him. You won’t shake
the skeletons in his closet, now that he
is dead? What if he were a robber
and a bandit once? Haven't his twenty-
five years of honorable living, respecta-
ble business, and many charities re-
deemed him, earned him some exemp-
tion from the raking over of his past?
It seems so unjust, so heartlessly cruel,
to uncover all this at the very moment
a good man dies. Oh, please, please,
Jim, do this for me!”

Jim Sproule looked at the distracted
girl, a cold sweat on his brow, his jowls
pendulating heavily. “What?” he cried
in an aghast whisper. “Kill the story?”
He felt awe at the thought, the appalled
horror of a man who had spent his
life blood gathering and giving news
to an insatiable public and who discov-
ered, suddenly now, that he must deny
that public some knowledge he felt,
according to the ethics of his profes-
sion, was rightfully theirs to know.
“@h,  1° can’t, T can’t. = It's “teo jlate!

The paper 2
He paused with a sharp intake of
breath. His faded eyes suddenly

brightened with a strange velvety bril-
liance. He looked at the girl with an
inexpressible yearning.

“The paper—to blazes with the pa-
per! What did any paper ever do for
me? Cut out my heart and trample it
underfoot, after I had slaved off my
fingers for twenty years! T’ll do it!
For you, Ellamae, I'll do it! T’ll kill
the story!”



RIDING TO NEWS HOUNDS 83

CHAPTER IX.
“PELL THE TRUTH.”

LLAMAE made an ‘inarticulate
sound of joy in her throat and, as
if overcome by her victory, blanched
even paler of face. Sproule jumped
to his feet and caught her to save her
from falling. Thus, the girl a soft bun-
dle in his arms, her quickly reviving
breath fanning his heavy jowls, he was
standing awkwardly, when he heard a
voice behind him say quietly:

“No, my sentimental softie; you
won’t kill that Bronson story. You’ll
go through with it or lose your job!”

He turned his head quickly. Be-
hind him, tall and angular of frame, a
white beard of patriarchal length fall-
ing over his chest like a dickey, a sheet
of writing paper in one hand, his small
indefinitely colored eyes glaring angrily,
stood the owner of the newspaper, Reu-
ben Langwald.

Out from the cubby of a library, his
sallow, hairless, surprisingly youthful
face convulsed with a real and poign-
ant dismay, bobbed the lanky form of
Judge Rigley. He did not notice Reu-
ben Langwald standing like a wrath-
ful Mormon elder off to one side. He
paid no heed to the girl shrugging gen-
tly out of Sproule’s arms.

“Jim!” he called wildly. “It’s gone,
everything’s gone. The March and
April files of the Summers’ trial, all
the manila envelopes on Summers,
Boston George, and the stage holdups!
The only stuff left is on Bronson’s char-
ities.” ,

Jim Sproule, a smile flickering over
his lips, looked at the white-bearded
publisher. Then he turned to Rigley
and said quietly: “That’s all right,
judge. I do not intend to run the
story anyway.” :

A wondrous, if fearful, glow from
the soft sea-blue eyes of Ellamae
thanked him.

Trembling angrily throughout his
tall frame, Langwald stepped close to
the shirt-sleeved editor. He waved the
sheet of writing paper under Sproule’s
nose.

“So this is the kind of sentimental

softie I have for night city editor!” he
ejaculated witheringly. “See this pa-
per? That’s why I came down, to in-
vestigate. You’ve been hiring and pay-
ing men that are no earthly good at all,
old men, just to pad the pay roll and
rob me. And now you refuse blankly
to run the Bronson story, the biggest
thing of the year. Don’t you know that
George Bronson was on my black list,
a personal enemy, and that any time I
can get anything on him, I’'m going to
run it? Now, you’ll either run that
story, Sproule, or lose your job!”

“I don’t want the job, Mr. Lang-
wald.”

“Don’t want the job!” Langwald
was dumfounded and aghast. It was
as if his own beard had flexed along
its white patriarchal length and slapped
him full upon the brow. All at once
his wrinkled, leathery face lighted up
evilly., “Ah, I see.  It’s a plot! All
the records are missing—isn’t that
right, Judge Rigley? I thought so!”
He swung on Sproule. “It’s you, Jim
Sproule, who hid or destroyed them!”

He reached out to the desk for the
telephene. “Neow, Sproule, you'll either
disclose ‘where those records are, so
that we can publish this story, or else
I’ll telephone the police and have you
arrested for malicious mischief. You
know who I am, Sproule. I can sock it
to you good!”

It was no idle threat. Reuben Lang-
wald, by virtue of his money and news
columns, was a power in the politics
of the community. As he waited for
Sproule to answer, he put the receiver
to his ear with a grim significance and
resolutely shook the hook of the tele-
phone.

“If you please, Mr. Langwald,”
broke in the girl’s voice bravely, “you
can’t get the police department just
now. There is no one on the switch-
board.”

This time it was Jim Sproule who
thanked her with his baffled eyes.

The publisher banged the receiver
upon the hook and the telephone upon
the desk.  He slewed round on the girl.
But hefore he ceuld mouth his anger,
Judge Rigley, standing close, leaned _
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over and whispered something in his
ear. Langwald changed expression and
drew back.

((Who ?”

“That old-timer, the Rabbit,”” said the
judge. “Saw him entering the library
when Sproule called me to look up the
records. I’'m not trying to save any-
body’s neck around here, Mr. Lang-
wald, but I think maybe the Rabbit
was put up to it. Better talk to him.”

“Yes, yes; certainly! Where is he?
We'll get the straight on this job yet!”
He looked at Sproule, a wicked danc-
ing light in his colorless small eyes.

Judge Rigley called the Rabbit. The
gir] glanced at Jim Sproule significantly
and then eyed the waiting judge up
and down with bitter contempt.

The little old man bobbed out from
his cubby behind the cabinet door. As
he drew near, he smoothed his worn
but immaculate black frock coat with
nervous white hands. ‘“Yuh calied me,
jedge?” He kept looking at Reuben
Langwald with bright sparrow eyes.

“Sure. Mr. Langwald, the publisher
here, wants to know why you pilfered
those records. Come on, old-timer;
don’t try to hedge about it. Tell the
truth.”

CHAPTER X.
FACE TO FACE.

ALL eyes were focused on the peaked

white face of the old man. He
wet his lips. “Well, I hearn Mister
Sproule and young Mister Gillen
a-talkin’ and T’ve bin here long enough
to know what ’ud happen. So I waited
for you, jedge, to git out of the lib’ary
and then I wint in, got hold of them
files and envelopes, and stowed them
all away in a mighty safe place. But
I never knowed Mister Langwald his-
self was gonna be here to-night, or I
wouldn’t ’a’ bothered. There’d 'a’ bin
no need to——"

“Why, what do you mean?” The
publisher was thoroughly astounded.
He waxed sarcastic: ‘“You mean you’d
have been afraid to take a chance with
me around, eh? Getting by with
enough murder, I suppose, pretending
to hold down a job as reporter!”
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The Rabbit looked at the tall patri-
arch of a publisher, a strange bravery
in his shabby sparrow eyes. “Mister
Langwald,” he said in his squeaky
voice, ignoring entirely the other’s
pointed remarks, “I guess you don’t re-
mimber me; but I’d know you enny-
wheres, even though you are all over
white beard nowadays. I remimber
when you was doin’ a little bail-bond
brokerage business around the Hall of
Justice—oh, all of twenty-five years
back.”

Reuben Langwald’s leathery face
went suddenly white as his beard and
his small eyes narrowed into two black
pinpoints which scanned the delicately
teatured, pale face before him with
calculation and a deal of fear.

“Thet was a kinder side issue to the
paper then,” continued the Rabbit,
“Icause the Express wasn’t earnin’ the
money it is to-day; and you was kinder
grateful to Jarge Bronson, I remimber,
when he handed you money for to se-
cure lawyer fellers to defend ole Char-
lie Summers. People allus wondered
how it was Gentlemin Charlie was able
to hire all them legal guys, when most
of his money was pinched up there in
his rooms in the Palace. You was the
on’y one thet knowed!” -

The Rabbit’s febrile hands were no
longer nervously fingering the lapels of
his Prince Albert. He stepped so close
to the publisher that the hireling might
easily have seen the little beads of per-
spiration standing out all over the bul-
bous tip of that leathery nose.

“Rube Langwald,” he said, his
squeaky familiar utterance of the pub-
lisher’s name sounding startling but
seemingly altogether natural, “what
have you got ag'inst Jarge Bronson,
now thet he’s dead? I don’t think you’d
'3’ dared outface him, was he alive
to-day! P’rhaps he wouldn’t come
through to you on advertisin’ and all
thet. But then he had the goods on
yuh, the same as me. I guess Hunt’s
Clarion acrost the street 'ud be kinder
interested in what I knows!”

Langwald stepped back, his tall,
angular frame shaking, a mad unrea-
sonable fury in his black pinpoints of
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eyes. “You! You got the goods on
me!” he bluffed scornfully. “Why, you
old bum!” he vituperated. *“You white-
faced jailbird !

The Rabbit interrupted with a slow
nod of his white close-cropped head.
“Yes, a jailbird, Rube, a lifer; but you
never knowed I got a pardon and came
out last month. You thought you was
free to do what you wanted in this
case, now thet Bronson was dead. But
I'll return all them records, and yuh
dassent run the story. Rube Lang-
wald, I got the goods on yuh—me, Gen-
tlemin Charlie Summers hisself I”’

There was a choked exclamation in
a woman’s voice and Jim Sproule
leaped toward Ellamae Summers, as she
slumped back upon the desk.

CHAPTER XTI
WHEN THE MAN SPOKE.

LAUGHING happily, Ellamae left

the Express office, that evening, ac-
companied by two valorous escorts: her
father—Gentleman Charlie Summers,
some time called the Rabbit—and Jim
Sproule, former night city editor.
Reuben Langwald, hot with impotent
rage, watched them go. He took a
monogrammed silk handkerchief from
his pocket and mopped his brow.

“So Jim Sproule wins all around,”
murmured Judge Rigley behind him.
“Heavens, I wish T had it in me like
Jim Sproule!”

Eager to vent his spleen on the near-
est object, the publisher swung angrily
on the judge. “What's that? Say, what
" are you whispering about, Rigley?”

There was an odd strained look on
the lib¥arian’s sallow face. He wanted
to repeat the very word she so fervently

had breathed. He wanted, dearly
wanted, to add: “That’s what I was .
saying! Tie the can to me if you will,

you old smug crook, but I'd like to have
the stuff of Jim Sproule, to be always
and altogether true to my manhood!”

It was a matter of little consequence,
one would think, to thus flaunt his
heart’s true color in the face of the
boss; but it was a crucial moment in
Judge Rigley’s life, a moment in which

to prove himself, once and forever, cap-
tain of his own soul.

“Oh, it was nothing, Mr. Langwald,
really,” he heard himself saying, a cow-
ardly panic seizing him and bringing
forth once more the craven and lick-
spittle in him. “Only about this Bron-
son story 4

“Aw, to blazes with the Bronson
story! Kill it! Worite only a nice su-
gary account of his life and charities,
understand? And here, Rigley, take the
desk. You're night city editor and
make-up man from now on. I’ll show
Jim Sproule T won’t run after him like
that crazy nut, Hunt. The best make-up
man on the coast to throw up a good-
paying job and turn darn fool at the
age of forty over a mere doll-faced
petticoat! You'd think an old newsman
like Sproule would be more .worldly
wise than that. It’s too little work,
easy hours, and too much of his own
way that's ruined him and 32

Judge Rigley stayed the diatribe with
a raised hand. The old strained look
had crept back into his face. This sanc-
timonious-looking  millionaire  had
pressed him too far.

“You don’t know these old-line news-
men, Mr. Langwald,” he said very so-

. berly—“no; not even you. They’re the

lonesomest, most bashful sort in the
world. All they know is work and more
work. While you are out with your
wife to a show or carabet, they’re plug-
ging away in some local room or hound-
ing down news in a slum or police sta-
tion. When you are home in your bed,
they’'ve just quit work and, at three
c'clock in the morning, are trying to
make forlorn festival with other news-
paper slaves in Louie’s Place or Mike's
or up at the club. No wonder that, at
forty, they suddenly wake up and quit
the game to live like normal human
beings for a change!”

He had said #t. Even as Reuben
Langwald sputtered in his beard for
words choice enoiigh to be Rigley's
valedictory on the Express, sweet and
strong in the judge’s brain was the
realization that for once in his life he
had done something that Jim Sproule .
himself would have admired.
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LONG series of discourage-
ments and failures had made
my friend and roommate,
Archie Catfitz, Esq., as

: > pleasant to get along with as
a baby rattlesnake. Because one of
his pet inventions had, at the last min-
ute, turned skittish, Archie had become
gloomy, silent, and irritable.

I had no idea, however, that he con-
templated doing anything desperate un-
til, on arriving at Proone Villa, our
boarding house, late one afternoon, I
toiled up the stairs, entered our top-
floor hall bedroom, and came upon my
friend wearing a new suit, a haircut,
and a smile!

This in itself was astonishing, but
when I missed something in the room
and promptly discovered that it was
the packing-case workbench on which
so many of his inventions had been in-
vented, I knew there was something in
the air besides the fragrant odor of
burning rope—made by the cigar on
which Archie puffed.

“Bill,” he cried, wheeling around as
I closed the door and advanced won-
deringly, “let me introduce you to my-

self. No longer do you know Archie
Catfitz the inventor! Come forward
and shake hands with Archie Catfitz
the drummer.”

I gasped. “Drummer! Are—are
you working in an orchestra?”

Archie sighed mournfully and tapped
his forehead. ‘“Where do you get that
stuff, Bill? Don’t you know a drum-
mer is only another name for a sales-
man? And in me you see the star sales-
man for nggs & Joggs, the jug manu-
facturers.” He finished off this amaz-
ing assertion with a few eccentric dance
steps and laughed at my expression.

“Yes,” he went on, grinning ; “I went
to see Mr. Jiggs about my invention,
the corkless bottle, and stayed to be-
come one of his selling force. I re-
ceive a real salary, Bill, and also a com-
mission on my weekly sales. What do
you think of that? And what could
be sweeter?”

When at last I came to understand
he wasn’t kidding me, I shook hands
with him. “Fine!” I said. “Now it’s
up to you to make good.”

He looked at me strangely. “Make
good? Do you mean to say you doubt
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it? My dear Bill, it stands to reason
that a person of my intelligence will
not have to wait any great length of
time before being given a partnership
in the firm. Selling goods is a job that’s
made to order for me.”

“That may be,” I returned, “but I
wouldn’t count my chickens until I paid
the first installment on my incubator.”

Archie laughed, flicking a speck of
dust from his blue-serge sleeve. “Quite
true,” he replied; “but a salesman, you
know, has to blow his own horn.”

I sat down on the edge of my bed
and sought to recover my wits. “That
may be, also,” I said slowly, “but don’t
let your horn make as much noise as
a whole brass band.”

1L

iMPOSSIBLE as it seemed, what
Archie had told me was true.
“/here once he raved and enthused over
his inventions, he still did the same
thing, only his enthusiasm was directed
now toward the jugs of Jiggs & Joggs.
The boarders at the villa were all
overcome when they learned of friend
Archie’s reformation, and  Mrs.
Proones, our good landlady, when he
handed her the full amount of his back
board and paid a week in advance for
good measure, could not speak from
the shock. Before she had recovered
from her surprise, Archie had sold her
three dozen big jugs and little jugs.
From what I could gather, my room-
mate was to work in and about the
city for a few weeks. This, he ex-
plained, was to make him familiar with
his line and to give him a proper con-
fidence in both himself and his wares.
Once he knew his line, Archie confided,
he was to represent his firm on the
road. :
For almost a week I saw very lit-
tle of him. He would duck out with
his sample case in the morning before
I awoke, and when he returned to the
villa in the evening, it was to snatch
a hasty dinner and then retire. When
I pressed him for particulars of how
he was making out, he turned the sub-
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ject, told me his feet hurt from pave--
ment pounding, and that he had just
enough strength left to wind the alarm
clock and topple into the hay.

On the fifth evening of his employ-
ment, however, when the last plate at
the table had been scraped clean, and
the boarders were contemplating an of-
fensive on the piano in the parlor,
Archie, sitting on the stairs to remove
his shoes, caught me as I was in the
act of slipping out to go round to the
Palace Outdoor Movies, to see Doug-
las Baretanks in “The Stevedore’s
Sweetheart.”

“Just a minute, Bill,” he said; “let
the movies flicker without you to-night
and come upstairs with me. I’ve some-
thing to tell you.”

Following him meekly to our bed-
room, he seated himself in the morris
chair by the window and elevated his
feet so that the evening breeze might
cool them, sighing contentedly.

“Bill,” he began seriously, “don’t let
any one ever tell you that a salesman’s
life is a thing of sunshine and roses,
It isn’t! I've been hammering the trade
all week, and outside of that little or-
der from Mrs. Proones, I haven’t sold
enough goods to pay my expenses, I
don’t know why this 1s. If all the
good words I've spoken for the jugs
of Jiggs & Joggs were worth a nickel
each I'd be able to buy Palm Beach
outright.”

He fished a small, leather-covered
notebook from his pocket and turned
the pages while I began to wonder what
he had on his mind.

“What,” I prompted, “did you want
to see me about?”

Archie settled back in his chair.
“This morning, Bill, Mr. Jiggs, my boss,
informed me that he wanted me to
get an order from the Mammoth De-
partment Store. As to-morrow is Sat-
urday, 'm to go up there after the
store is closed for business and see
a Mr. Rider Lott, the purchasing agent.
Mr. Jiggs made the appointment for
me and hinted, or gave me. to under-
stand, that if I don’t get an order from
them, I can kiss my road trip good-by.



88 TOP-NOTCH
That’s all, except I want you to come
along with me and lend your moral
aid, as the saying is. Are you game?”

As Saturday is a half day I am
released from toil at noon. I could
see no reason why I shouldn’t do Archie
a favor and told him so.

“That’s good of you,” he murmured.
“Tll meet you at twelve o’clock sharp
outside of your building. You can take
me to lunch, and then afterward we’ll
hop around to the Mammoth’s place.
Right?”

I nodded. “All except taking you
to lunch,” I cut in hastily. “Nothing
doing in that direction. If you want
to come along it'll be a Dutch treat.”

II1.

ROMPTLY at one o’clock the fol-

lowing afternoon, Archie, myself,

and one sample case—which I carried

—entered the Mammoth Department

Store by a side entrance and stepped
into the only elevator running.

“Remember, Bill,” Archie said warn-
ingly, “you’re supposed to be simply
the person who carries my grip and
helps me display the line. Don’t speak
a word, please. I'll do the talking, and
I think my words will bear weight.”

I laughed coldly. “I wish you’d bear
this weight,” I answered, pointing to
the sample case. “When we started
the darned thing weighed only a pound.
Now it weighs a ton at least.”

Archie made a gesture of displeasure.
“Why worry about trifles? Don’t you
want me to appear at my best, and how
can I if I have to lug that grip and
lose all my pep before I ever get to
our destination ?”’

We emerged from the elevator on
a top story and entered a large ante-
room which was surrounded with a
number of doors all marked “Private.”
No one was visible, and I had about
decided that my friend’s appointment
was a false alarm when a door popped
open and a small gentleman wearing
blue flannels and nose glasses came
briskly out.

Perceiving us, he looked hard and
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then came forward, his brows lifted in-
quiringly.

“Mr. Catfitz, representing Jiggs &
Joggs,” Archie murmured, flipping out
his business card. “I have an appoint-
ment at one o’clock with Mr. Rider
TEott. <

The little man inclined his head
briefly. “I am Mr. Lott. I am sorry,
Mr. Catfitz, but I can let you have only
ten minutes or so. If, in that time,
you can convince me that I should stock
up on some of your jugs, I shall be
happy to give you an order. Step this
way, please.”

We were piloted into a large airy
office. Mr. Lott sat down before a
broad mahogany desk, and Archie, sud-
denly growing very nervous, began
coughing and digging me in the ribs
with his elbow.

“Er—ah—umm—open up the sam-
ple case, Bill,” he said. ‘“Let Mr. Lott
have the pleasure of looking upon the
finest and most complete line of glass
and stone -jugs on the market.”

I did as he requested, and together
we transferred about thirty jugs of dif-
ferent sizes and shapes, placing them
on the buyer’s desk until they resem-
bled an army on the march.

Immediately this was done, friend
Archie plunged a hand into his pocket
and withdrew a sheet of badly wrin-
kled paper. There was some typewrit-
ing on the paper, and he glanced down
at it before looking over at Mr. Lott.

“The jugs of Jiggs & Joggs,” he be-
gan in a singsong voice, “fully live up
to their trade-mark of ‘Quality First.’
Made by union labor in clean, sani-
tary shops 7 He paused to steal
another glance at the paper and then
continued: “They are manufactured
of the finest materials obtainable. Not
only do they outwear and outlast
cheaper jugs but ?  He broke off
again to consult his memorandum.
“But they are impervious to the hand
of time. Turned out in factories that
cover an area of sixteen square miles,
the Wisconsin plants of Jiggs & Joggs
are »

Mr. Lott interrupted with a gesture,




JUGGLING

his gaze suddenly falling on a small,
brownstone jug, which he plucked
deftly from its fellows and appraised
with quick, keen eye. “The price of
this jug?” he asked.

Archie, coming down to earth, con-
sulted his pocket notebook. “Er—ah—
umm! That’s the BB jug. The price
is twenty dollars a gross, less the usual
discount.”

Mr. Lott fingered his chin thought-
fully. “I’ve been looking for that size
jug,” he said presently, “for a long,
long time. You may put me down for
fifty gross.”

IV.

DOWN in the street -again I had all

I could do to keep Archie from
bursting into song. “As an inventor,
Bill,” he chortled, “I may be punk, but
how about as a salesman? Just wait
until Mr. Jiggs hears about this fifty-
gross order; I only hope he doesn’t try
to kiss me! And how about that five-
minute speech I doped out last night?
I guess it didn’t turn the trick—oh,
no!”

Still chuckling with glee, we boarded
a surface car, and Archie was so ex-
cited that he didn’t know what he was
doing and paid my fare.

“Bill,” he said as I sat down beside
him, “I'm going to give you the treat
of your young life. I'm going to take
you down to the office with me, intro-
duce you to the boss, and let you hear
what he has to say about me. That’s
the kind of friend I am!”

Twenty minutes or so later, we
alighted in the downtown business sec-
tion of the city and turned west.
Archie’s firm occupied the second and
third lofts of a tall building, and as we
entered the general offices and came
upon the busy office force, my friend,
still allowing me to carry the sample
case, steered me into a small room
which bore the sign: “Cable Crossing.
Don’t Anchor Here!!”

Hardly had we entered before a tall
man with a bristling red mustache and
pale, fishy eyes, came in quickly.

“Ah, back again!” said this individ-
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ual, whom I rightly took to be Mr.
Jiggs. “Well, what success with the
Mammoth people, Mr. Catfitz?”

Archie, winking at me, shot down
his cuffs, smoothed his hair, and cleared
his throat. “The very best, Mr. Jiggs.
As was to be expected, I landed them
for a fifty-gross order.”

The head of the firm whistled.
“Ummm! As a jug juggler I think
you might yet turn out to be worth
while. What jug was it you sold ?”

Archie displayed Mr. Lott’s signed
order. “The little double-B jug,” he
answered. “Our customer said he has
been looking all over for that size
and——"

Mr. Jiggs, whose face curiously had
turned to a color that exactly matched
his mustache, interrupted by making a
strange, muffled, strangling noise. “The
BB jug!” he roared at last. “Didn’t I
tell you distinctly not to include that
sample in your line? Didn’t I tell you
three times or more we haven’t made
that size in over a year? Of course
the Mammoth buyer has been looking
for it! There hasn’t been one made in
this country; there isn’t a firm that
handles it!”

Archie turned as pale as a clean col-
lar. “Now—now you mention it,” he
mumbled hopelessly, “I—I do recall you
said something about it but 2

His words seemed to make Mr. Jiggs
put his hands in his pockets for fear
of using them. “Your memory,” he
howled, taking no notice of me, “must
resemble the size of a pin point! How
are we going to deliver fifty gross of
jugs we haven’t got? Perhaps you can
answer that! You blithering idiot, this
means the loss of one of our oldest
and best. customers! It means %

He stopped to take a breath, and as
he did so the door opened and in came
a bookkeeper carrying a telegram in
one hand.

“Pardon me for interrupting,” the
newcomer said, “but this wire just came
in, Mr. Jiggs. It’s from Benson, man-
ager of the factories. He says that he
has just come across an even fifty gross
of those little BB jugs, and that through
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error they were not listed on the stock

records. He also wants to know, now

we don’t make them, what he should

do with them.”

Mr. Jiggs snatched the telegram
away, read it, and glanced at the trem-
bling Archie. “You, Mr. Catfitz,” he
observed, in a milder tone, “seem to
be born in luck.”

My friend drew himself up weakly
and tried hard to smile. “No, Mr.
Jiggs,” 'he murmured; “I was born in
Brooklyn.”
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V.

OING home Archie was strangely
silent, but when we turned our
corner and came in sight of Proone
Villa and its boarders, lounging on the
front steps, he began to assume his
natural perky appearance. “Whew!
That,” he remarked, “was rather a close
shave!”
I nodded. *“It was,” I replied; “and
the next time you have one, Archie,
see that it is in a barber shop!”
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PIGSKIN

DAYS -

By Arthur E. Scott

NIGHTS of the pigskin, jerseyed bright,
Troop out in bold array,
Each tuned to do his level best— :
To die or win the day.

Then rushing, battling, fighting mad,
They clash in mimic war;

A down—a rush—a ten-yard run—
A chance is given to score.

The tang of frost is in the air,
The day is bright and clear,

Once more the crowds the grand stand throng,
Each thrilling play to cheer.

“See there!

He’s off!” the crowd cries out,

As one man gets the ball,
And cleverly evades his foes
Who try to make him fall.

Swiit as a deer he speeds along—
Ten yards to go—then four—

He scores a touchdown for his team—
Six points onto the score.

I mentioned to a football fan
November’s weather drear;
To grill him on his gridiron fun
Seemed like a pleasant jeer.

But hot as any gridiron broil
The fan shot back with zest :

“I’d rather have the football month
Than any of the rest.”



s 47!

Tl

SPENDING their honeymoon in Canada,
Neal Trevana and Alice, his bride, met
Jack Davidge, a quiet man who said he
hunted wolves. Jo Laboré, Trevana’s guide,
bore out Davidge’s statement. Trevana had
been wounded, fighting with the Canadians;
having got a transfer he would shortly re-
port to the United States army. Early on
the morning of the day he planned to leave,
Trevana left in pursit of a bear; he did not
return. Davidge, with Alice and Laboré,

- began a fruitless search. Two half-breeds
attacked the guide, who was saved by Dav-
idge; Laboré said the men were Tom Jump
and Joie Free-Horse, who worked for Pierre
Bonfaucon, the storekeeper at Seven Trees.
Later Davidge said he found a black bear
which had been shot. At night Alice re-
turned to her cabin; it had been looted.

Davidge remained at the cabin. On the
fourth day Laboré wanted to search beyond
the distant range, but Davidge objected.
When Alice was alone, a man who said he
was David Keller came to the cabin; he said
Trevana had been killed. Just then Davidge
entered and struck the man a terrific blow.
After a struggle the wolfer dragged Keller
from the place; with a cry of agony Davidge
had wiped a crimson stain from his hand.

The day Trevana disappeared, a man
named Travers, from New York, entered
Bonfaucon’s store and collapsed. He said
he had been hurt and rembered nothing about
coming North. He recognized a gun which
Bonfaucon had; Jump and Free-Horse had
brought it to hxm, the storekeeper said. At
night when Travers, seemingly recovered,
walked from the store with Gabriclle,
Pierre’s daughter—betrothed at her father’s
command to Jo Laboré—the storekeeper said:
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“If a certain Yankee does not wish to find
death by the surest route he had better watch
very carefully.” “He has money,” said He-
lena, Bonfaucon’s wife.

CHAPTER IX.
A WOMAN DETERMINED.

ELENA started back toward the
door. Old Pierre watched her go
in impotent rage, his hands itching to
fasten themselves on her throat. But
he held back; he knew he was never
her match; she had the advantage of
him in years and vigor, if not in intelli-
gence; it was only by chicane and guile
that he could get the better of Helena.
He returned to his chair and began to
think. Lizette, Helena’s cat, came and
started to hop up into his lap; he drove
her away with kicks, venting on her
some of the physical spite he dared not
vent on his wife.

All this while Travers and Gabrielle
were walking through the dusk toward
Eugenie Portois’, every moment on in-
creasingly good terms with one another;
for the man paid her many pretty com-
pliments. If there was one thing for
which- the daughter of Bonfaucon had
an especially willing ear, it was com-
pliments; and she was naturally wise
enough to know that compliments are
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often like protestations of piety—they
increase in fervor the more they are
doubted.

“I fear m'sieu is attempting to flat-
ter and turn my head,” she said in re-
sponse to one of Neal’s most exuberant
encomiums upon her beauty.

“Flatter you!” he repeated. “Believe
me, Bebelle, I’ll say it can’t be done.
Had T the nimble tongue and flowing
nerve of old Omar himself, I’d not be
able to do more than half justice to
how good you look to me, girlie.”

Gabrielle’s eyes met his archly. It
was teo much. Almost before she real-
ized it, Travers had caught her in his
arms, bent back her head and pressed
a kiss upon her full red lips. For a
moment her eyes blazed back into his;
she hardly knew whether to be angry
or pleased. Jo Laboré had never made
love like this; yet Gabrielle"was not so
sure now but that she would have liked
him to; it was pleasant ; and this Yankee
with his becoming white hair and florid
skin was certainly a very handsome
man. That his breath smelled strongly
of brandy struck Gabrielle as nothing
out of the ordinary; in fact all the
young men whom she knew drank wine
or spirits of one variety or another.
Still, she was woman enough to real-
ize that at least some reluctance was
called for. Her eyes dropped before
Neal’s; yet she made but a slight effort
to free herself from his arms as she
protested :

“M’sieu, m’sieu! This is not right.
M’sieu should know that T am already
betrothed to another.”

“Betrothed your grandmother!” pro-
tested Travers with a laugh. “A kid
like vou betrothed! You talk nonsense.
T'll have to speak to Pierre about this.
If there’s any betrothal for you, Be-
belle, I'm the boy that’s got to have
something to say about it. Think I'd
let a little peach like you get by me?
Not much!” He kissed her again.

“No, no, ny’sien !”” protested Gabrielle,
struggling from his arms- this time.
Even though she felt tremendously flat-
tered and pleased at the attentions of
such a man as this, Gabrielle “was also
becoming a little frightened. “Please
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believe me, m’steu, when I tell you that
it has all been arranged by my father,
though 1 confess, I, myself, was not
much consulted.”

His brain stimulated beyond all rea-

son by the cognac, his sight dazzled

with Gabrielle’s resplendent youth and
beauty, Neal did not even possess the
curiosity to inquire who it was that she
was betrothed to. In his present ex-
alted state such matters did not inter-
est him; he would have felt equal to
demanding the moon—and would have
expected to get it.

By this time they had arrived at the
home of Eugenie Portois, and Gabrielle
entered with her cheeks as red as roses.
Eugenie, wisest of her sex, at least in
Seven Trees, metaphorically speaking,
smelled a rat the moment she observed
Gabrielle’s blushes, and Gabrielle prof-
fered the basket of delicacies with her
mother’s’ compliments and felicitations
regarding the present state of the old
prophetess’ health.

Eugenie had been recovered from
her headache for some time, but, even
had she not, she knew that there had
never existed sufficient affection be-
tween herself and the wife of Pierre
Bonfaucon to warrant Helena in dis-
patching comforts on the occasion of so
slight an illness. She iimmediately sur-
mised that Gabrielle had been sent on
this particular errand for some reason
other than the one that appeared on
the surface. What that reason was it
now became the business of Fugenie
Portois to discover, ard the wise old
dame immediately went about it.

“So this is M’sieu Travers?” she
cackled. “I remember to have seen
m’sieu upon his previous journeys to
Seven Trees, but white hair has so
changed his appearance I do not thinl
1 should have recognized him.”  She
turned to Gabrielle and pinched her
cheek playfully,as she added: “How red
your cheeks are, my dear! What a
fine-looking couple you two make,
standing side by side! It is almost as
if you were at the altar, is it not, my
dear?”

Gabrielle’s skin became even rosier
than it had been before. Eugenie
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chuckled; it was enough. “So,” she
thought, “that is what is in the wind, is
it? Helena is trying to arrange an af-
fair between this rich Yankee and her
daughter. T’ll wager my second best
nightcap the idea doesn’t please Pierre
any too much—Pierre with his hate of
everything Yankee. Well, since I have
no love myself for the old rat, perhaps
I can help the affair along—and get a
little fun out of it at the same time.”

Thus Eugenie, during all the quarter
of an hour that Gabrielle and Travers
remained in her home, so kept up her
sly hints and innuendoes that when
Gabrielle departed she almost felt that
it was a settled affair between herself
and Travers. She was due for a rude
awakening, however, upon her return
home. Pierre met his daughter at the
door.

“A word in private with you, my
girl,” he said, grasping her arm and
leading her toward the kitchen, while
Travers took a seat outside. Arrived
in the kitchen, Pierre whirled his daugh-
ter about as he said sternly: “Now
mind, Bebelle, there is to be no non-
sense between you and that brandy-
guzzling Yankee. You are betrothed to
Jo Laboré; Jo is to buy my store, and
I have other reasons. I would see you
both dead before I would give you to
that Yankee.”

It was only in Pierre’s later and more
feeble years that Helena had taken to
asserting herself, and Gabrielle had
been brought up to be a dutiful child
toward her father. Now, as she saw
the stern look in her parent’s eyes, she
knew that he meant exactly what he
said, that he would oppose any match
between his daughter and Travers with
his last breath. Ftirthermore, Gabrielle
realized one fact that Helena with
her duller brain seemed never to en-
compass: that when it came to a mat-
ter on which he had really fixed his
mind, Pierre usually came off victor,
accomplishing his end, if not in one
way, in some other, Method mattered
nothing to Pierre Bonfaucon, attain-
ment was everything. Gabrielle went
to her bedroom in tears. She had
really begun to like Monsieur Travers.

However stern Pierre might be with
his daughter, he showed none of that
disposition when he joined his guest
out in front of the house. He was af-
fability itself. “What a night it is!”
he said, as he dropped into a chair
and lighted his pipe. “Will not m’sieu
have another bottle of cognac—there
is plenty more in my cache?”

Travers pondered a moment before
answering. He not only realized that,
because of this strange appetite that
had come upon him, he was already
consuming more of the liquor than he
ought, but he was becoming increas-
ingly curious regarding why Pierre
should so persistently urge him to con-
tinue drinking. Of course there was
the old man’s ever-present desire to
sell his product; yet this seemed hardly
sufficient excuse for such constant and
open urging. It was Pierre’s custom
to use more craft and diplomacy. And,
during this evening, Travers had be-
gun to notice a queer, shifty glitter in
the habitant’s eyes that further aroused
his suspicions.

“What the devil is this old Pierre
up to?” thought Travers. ‘“Something
clandestine, Il be bound; something
more than retailing a little unlawful
whisky. And he is afraid I'll discover
his secret. He wants me to keep on
buying his liquor, and he wants to
keep me so pleasantly jingled that I
won’t smell out his scheme. Foxy old
rat!” Aloud, he said: “No, Pierre,
don’t believe I’ll take another bottle
to-night. I suspect I've been drinking
a great deal more than I ought already,
but, somehow, I do seem to have the
awfullest thirst.”

“Come, m’sieu,” urged Pierre with a
rather dry and sterile attempt at cor-
diality. “One more bottle, a night-cap,
and this one, as you Yankees are fond
of saying, shall be ‘on the house.” ”

Travers could hardly refuse now
without seeming discourteous. ‘“Well,

" as you say, Pierre,” he answered. “But

make it wine, not brandy, this time.”

“Very good, m’sieu; the wine it shall
be then,” answered Pierre, much
pleased. “But for the wine I must go
to the cellar.”
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Pierre entered the house, leaving the
other outside smoking, his chair tipped
back against the building. It was a
beautiful night, clear, starlit, and still.
All Seven Trees had gone to bed, not
even the barking of a dog disturbed the
quiet, air. Travers was beginning to
wonder what kept Pierre so long when
he became aware of the hum of con-
versation.  Somewhere within the
house interior, Pierre had run into
Helena, and they were arguing. At
first Neal caught only an indistinct
murintr, then both, in their anger, be-
gan to raise their voices louder than
either was aware of, and suddenly
Travers began to listen tensely.

“I tell you I will not have it so,”
Pierre was saying. -

“Look here, old turtle,” returned
Helena vehemently, “you will have it
as I wish or this is what you will get:
Suppose I inform those English, those
mounted police, who recently called
here, about your contraband copper
scheme? Ih, what of that, my dear
old turtle?”

Neal heard a' choking, gasping cough
from Pierre, and then Helena went on:

“So, that makes you gasp; does it?”
she snorted. “You did not realize hew
wide open your wife has been keeping
her eyes of late. I knew you were up
to some deviltry, and T made it my
business to find out what it was. Some-
body is getting out copper from the
old De Kalb mine to send to the ac-
cursed boches; it will start on the way
very soon, and you are mixed up in the
affair. And that, my sweet turtle, as
you well know, is a hanging affair. But
no, the English would not be so kind-
hearted as to hang you. They would
stand you up against a wall and fill
your old skinflint heart to bursting with
lead ; twelve bullets they would put into
it. I swear I will tell those mounted
pelice, unless e

Helena was unable to finish her
threat. Travers knew from the stifled
gurgle with which she uttered her last
word that a hand had been placed
over her mouth, and he barely caught
Pierre’s hoarse whisper of :

“Will you hush, then? Do you not

know that the Yankee, M’sieu Travers,
is outside, and that he may hear? Do
you wish to hang us all, daughter of
the devil that you are?”

It was now Travers’ turn to gasp.
A graduate of the Massachusetts Insti-
tute of Technology, where he had spe-
cialized in mining engineering, he had
heard of the famous De Kalb copper
mine. He did not know exactly where
it was, but he had a hazy idea that it
was not far ifrom the Bitter Water,
where he had first come to his senses

“following the accident, or whatever it

was that had effaced all memory of his
having journeyed to Canada. “De Kalb’s
Folly,” the mine had been called.

Years ago, a visionary Frenchman
named Justin de Kalb, having located
a rich vein of almost pure copper in
central Ungava, had started to mine
it. Copper, at that time, was selling
for twelve cents, and even twenty-cent
metal was considered but a feverish
dream of the wildcatters; yet De Kalb
had found, after blocking out many
tons of ore, that his product was going
to cost him not less than forty cents
the pound, delivered either at a rail-
road or at cutside tidewater. The dis-
covery that all his money and effort
had been wasted sent the Frenchman
into a decline, and he died a heart-
broken man; his heirs disposed of the
mine for a song. Popular report
among the habitants and Tndians of that
part of Ungava now had it that the
original French owner’s ghost haunted
the old workings, and few were so
hardy as to go near there.

Travers saw the possibilities at once.
“By George!” he thought. “That’s a
scheme all right ; a big one; tremendous.
And T believe it could be worked. The
boches would willingly pay five dollars
a pound for copper to-day—if they
could get it. Five dollars! Why,
they’d pay any price a man might
choose to ask. And there’s the old De
Kalb Folly stuffed with it, all blocked
out in the stope chambers. But how
and where will it be taken to tidewa-
ter? Labrador? If it were geing
there, old Pierre wouldn’t be likely to
know of the scheme. Hudson Bay?
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More likely. Blockade runners might
take it on there and get away with it.
Well, wherever it is, it’s up to me to
find out and stop it, and, by the good
Lord that made me, I’ve got to cut
out this strong-drink business from now
on!”

Yet, even as he made his good reso-
lution, he involuntarily wet his lips
with his tongue. It was queer; though
he had been consuming the stuff all day
Travers had never in his life wanted a
drink quite so much as he wanted one
at this very moment. His further med-
itations were cut short by the appear-
ance of Pierre with the wine he had
promised to bring from the cellar.

“Just this one, Pierre, and then I'm
off the stuff for good,” said Travers
resolutely.

The two sat out there under the stars
far into the night, and now Pierre par-
took of the bottle’s contents quite as
liberally as did his guest. Perhaps the
old man drank to encourage Travers,
perhaps to stimulate his brain, for he
was speculating on how he might keep
Helena from gabbling, ‘yet still dis-
courage any intimacy between Travers
and Gabrielle.

In the meantime Helena, who had re-
tired, lay awake in her bed, also think-
ing, wondering how she might best en-
courage and bring about a marriage
between this same Travers, whom she
believed to be rich, and her daughter,
Gabrielle. Two things spurred on
Helena in her plotting: The worthy
ambition to see Gabrielle married to
a man of wealth and position, and the
ever-present itch and desire to defeat
any cherished scheme of her husband.
Helena liked Jo Laboré well enough;
but because Pierre favored that par-
ticular arrangement Helena, perforce,
opposed it, and she was determined
to have her way.

CHAPTER X.
A QUESTION SETTLED.
WHAT day is this, Jo?” asked Alice.
Jo Laboré pondered a moment,
counting on his fingers. Then he
laughed. “Me, I try for remember an’

say my prayer every day, so she don’t
mak’ much difference whether she Fri-
day or Sunday; but I t’ink, ma’m’selle,
that she ees Saturday, to-day.”

Alice smiled wanly at Jo’s quaint
way of putting it. Then she glanced
about the rough, log-walled room. An
enormous cement-plastered fireplace
was on one side; opposite was a cup-
board, a table and chairs against the
wall. A fur-covered, home-made
couch where Alice lay had been placed
between the two front windows that
faced the river. Opposite this, also
against the wall, was a triple row of
well-filled book shelves.

Jo Laboré sat at the-left of the fire-
place near Alice’s couch, busy, as al-
ways; on the other side a door opened
into a second room where the back of
a short, excessively fat woman dressed
in a polka-dot calico wrapper could be
seen as she bent over an amazingly
rusty iron stove and stirred something
in a pot. Jo was restringing a snow-
shoe, the rawhide thongs of which had
been gnawed by mice during the sum-
mer.

The room with the fireplace, for all
its roughness, was, in a way, orderly;
it had the air of everything being in
its proper place. The hard-packed
earthen floor was neatly swept, and the
glass panes in the two front windows
above Alice’s couch shone as if freshly
polished. The day was cold, and a pile
of blazing spruce logs in the fireplace
gave out a comforting warmth and a
pleasant fragrance. Alice sat propped
up against a huge pillow that was
stuffed with fir-balsam twigs.

“Then it is just a week since you
and Mr. Davidge brought me here.
How long does that make it since Mr.
Trevana went after the bear, Jo?”

Jo was again forced to count tally
on his fingers. “I t'ink, ma’m’selle, she
eleven day,” he answered finally. “We
stay one night at de Wolverine camp
w’en you firs’ take seek. Next morn-
ing, M’sieu Davidge, he t’ink you get
no better fast, an’ say we best carry
you some place where dere ees doc-
taire. But me, I say eef ma’m’selle
get well an’ fin’ we take her way from
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deese country before we ﬁn’ M’sieu
Trevena, she kell us both sure.’

Jo paused a moment while he tried
to push a refractory piece of caribou
through a too-small hole in the white-
ash snowshoe rim. “By gar!” he said,
“de man what burn dese hole in dese
shoe rim ees got better eyesight dan me
eef he t'ink dat hole ees big as rudder
ones. I have burn heem again.” He
leaned toward the fireplace and laid
a slender steel rod across a flaming log
where it would soon become redhot.
Then, catching Alice’s inquiring glance,
he resumed his explanation.

“I tell M'sieu Davidge dere’s ole
Hetty Quanito; she part Eskimo an’
part Canada, but she’s work long time
at nurse up Doc Grenfell’s hospital on
de Labrador, an’ she good nuf doc-
taire for mos’ all rudder folks in deese
country. Me, I theenk one good nurse
better dan two poor doctairg, anyway.
Suppose we get ole Hetty for come
and take care mam’selle? I don’t think
she goin’ be much seek anyway; she
jus’ wore out weeth no sleep and worry.
Beside, she don’ eat nuf for keep chip-
munk alive since m’sieu went off, an’,
by gar, ole Hetty she fine cook. No-
body don’ have no poor appetites w’'en
ole Hetty fix de meals, T bet me.

“M’sieu Davidge, he say de rain and
snow come soon and a canvas tent no
place for seek folks, so why we don’
carry you down to hees cabin and let
ole Hetty take care for you dere? Dat
soun’ like sense; so, by gar, we do her.

I fin’ Hetty, an’ here we be!” finished /

Jo triumphantly as he poked-the red-
hot rod through the snowshoe rim,
sending up little curls of biue smoke
and filling the air with the pungent odor
of scorched ash. Then he turned to-
ward Alice and studied her a moment
while he waited for the wood to cool
before threading the caribou thong,
adding cheerfully:

“An’ now, mam’selle, I t'ink eef
dere’s any rudder doctaire get you well
quicker dan ole Hetty, me, I like for
see heem; he’s some doctaire, eh, what?
Your cheek dey look more lak roses
again, same as when you first came up
in deese country weeth M’sien Neal.”
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The tears stole into Alice’s eyes as
she reached out her hand and laid it
on Jo’s arm. “Haven’t you heard a
single word,” she asked plaintively, “or
found a single trace? Of course you
have kept up the search?”

“For sure, mam’selle, we keep up
search; but we don’ fin’ wan thing ex-
cept two empty cartridge shell over
near de foot of ole Mesaba, an’ T can’t
be sure dose come from M’sieu Neal’s
rifle. Mabbe dere’s rudder man got
gun lak 'hees, and mabbe dey been dere
whole year. But dat’s all T fin’. I go
out to-day, only M’sien Davidge say,
on de day behin’ yesterday, he haf go
down river in hees canoce for get some
coffee an’ flour, so I t’ink I stay in
house an’ feex dese snowshoe, an’
mabbe rudder few things what need
she be feex. Eet’s ’bout tam M’sieu
Davidge get back.”

Alice turned and stared out of the
window. Many things puzzled her—
many things she could not talk over
with Jo. She had not told the guide
what that man who had attacked her at
the tent had said about Neal; that he
was dead, and she did not intend to.
She refused to believe it herself, but
she was airaid that Jo might, and that
it would cause him to relax his efforts
in searching. Though to‘search seemed
rather hopeless, after the lapse of
eleven days, she simply could not give
up yet. In her heart, she trusted in
some sort of a miracle. Just what that
miracle might be, she never even went
so far as to speculate; but it did not
seem -to her possible that Neal could
have died or been killed without leav-
ing some trace behind him.

Then there was Jack Davidge’s
strange actions after he had struck the
man who had attacked her at the tent
on the Wolverine; that puzzled her.
Were Alice to live to be a very old
woman, she could never forget ‘the
queer look of horror that had over-
spread the tall wolfer’s features the in-
stant he found Ketter’s blood defiling
his hands. Davidge had known, of
course, that he had not killed the man:
why, then, should he be so distressed?
Had the sight of blood called to mind
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some past crime that was haunting him?
Alice rather doubted that supposition;
his emotion had seemed a deep and
intensely felt horror of the thing itself,
not horror at the awakening of some
buried memory. It was all a mystery.

Another matter that had been oc-
cupying Alice’s mind and vaguely per-
plexing her for the last two days was
the room where she lay. She knew

that she was in Jack Davidge’s cabin;

yet the place did not quite fit in with
the man she had known at her hus-
band’s camp, especially the books on
the wall. They were no chance vol-
umes, neither were they the sort of
literature she would have expected to
find in the home of a lonely Ungava
wolfer. If these were Jack Davidge’s
property, they but deepened the mys-
tery with which the wolfer had been
enshrouded in Alice’s mind since the
first.

She turned from consideration of the
books, which were those of a cultured
taste, and began to study her own situ-
ation. What was she to do? She had
a generous supply of funds with her,
and it was possible, of course, if she
could make arrangements with Jo La-
boré, Davidge, and Hetty Quanito, for
her to stay on up here; but was that
the right thing? Hugging tight to the
hope that Neal was still alive, to go
away now seemed like turning one’s
back on a drowning person; yet Alice
realized - that most sober-minded, un-
sentimental folks would have coun-
seled otherwise, calling it foolishness
to persist in searching after the lapse
of so long a time. Alice wished again
that she had some one to advise her,
and at last broached the subject to Jo.

“What do you think we ought to
do?” she asked. “Do you suppose it
is of any use to hunt longer for Mr.
Trevana?” :

Jo leaned the snowshoe that he had
finished mending against the wall and
studied a moment, his head tilted first
to one side, then the other. Then he
spoke: “Well, mam’selle, me an’
M’sieu Davidge, we talk deese same
matter over two, t’ree, four night ago.
M’sieu Davidge, he theenk it no use

7A TN.

for hunt any longer. He say eef M’sieu
Neal alive, he fin’ hees way back to
de tent on. de Wolverine long tafh be-
fore dis—we leave de tent weeth a
note pin on de flap, so eef m’sieu come
back he see ‘her dere. Eef he dead,
M’sieu Davidge say, eet no use for hunt
anyway, because de wolf and bear she
take care of dat all right.”

Alice shuddered. Jo paused and
poked at the log fire before he went
on: ‘“But me, I don’t know. I theenk
suppose ole Etienne Afourchet he ees
look at it dat way de tam I go off for
hunt, break my leg, an’ don’ come
back? By gar, I sure die out in de
wood eef ole Etienne ees theenk it no
use for search, eh, what?”

“Quite right, Jo,” Alice agreed. “I
never could live another happy or satis-
fied ‘moment if I went back while a
possibility of finding Mr. Trevana re-
mained. So long as we have not dis-
covered any trace ‘of him dead, there
remains the chance that he may be
alive.” :

“Mabbe you hear, mam’selle, ’bout
dese Indian what stay alone out in de
wood five, seex, seven mont’? Eef
dey keep hees head dey is all safe.
Bear and wolf she live, so why not
de man, eh? Me, I live up in deese
country pretty near all my life. I go
work in Montreal shoe factory wan
tam; but he so stuffy I don’ like heem
much, so I come back—an’ I theenk
mos’ anything can happen once.”

Alice nodded in agreement. Perhaps
Jo’s reasoning would not stand close
analysis, but, in her present state of
mind, she found it comforting, and the
great-hearted guide in voicing it, was
probably thinking of that as much as of
anything. ‘

“T am certain you are right, Jo,” said -
Alice. “If I can make suitable ar-
rangements with you and Mr. Davidge
and Hetty, I believe I shall stay here,
for a while longer, anyway. Do you
suppose I can make arrangements?”

“Sure, mam’selle, you feex dat all
right,” answered Jo. “Me, I don’ go
for have any rudder special business on
my hand dis season; ole Hetty she sat-
isfy so long as she get her t'ree square
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every day—by gar, but dat Hetty, she
some eater—an’ M’sieu Davidge, I
theenk he agree wid anything you like,
mam’selle.”

Alice glanced up quickly, thinking
she detected a queer note in the way
Jo spoke his last sentence.

“What makes you think that, Jo?”
she asked.

Jo pondered a moment. “Wall,” he
hesitated, as if not quite sure of what
he desired to say. ‘I theenk mabbe
M’sieu Davidge suspec’ you theenk he
have something do weeth M’sieu Neal’s
disappearance, so he try hard for make
everything look on de square.”

“You mean that he is anxious to as-
sure me of his good faith in search-
ing for my husband?” asked Alice.

Jo shook his head. He was think-
ing of finer distinctions, though he
found it difficult to put them into words.

“Non, mam’selle,” he answered.
“Not quite. Me, I theenk sure M’sieu
Davidge don’ go for have anything do
weeth . M’sieu Neal’s disappearance
himself, but I not so sure he don’ sus-
pect rudder folks.”

“Well,” urged Alice. “Go on. What
makes you think he suspects some one
else?”

Jo again found it difficult to express
perfectly the idea that, through close
study of Davidge, had found lodgment
in his head.

“Wall,” he said presently, “for one
t'ing, he don’ never make no sugges-
tions. He always ready for look here
or dere, or anywhere, or do anyt’ing
I say. But he don’ never say, ‘Suppose
we search over rudder side de river to-
day” or, De Indian travel all over
dese country ; mabbe we better fin’ some
Montagnais and tell heem keep her eye
" peel for m’sieu” I try for make heem
talk ’bout what we bes’ do, but she
no use, an’ sometam I theenk mabbe
he ’fraid he forget an’ suggest some
place what ees mos’ on hees min’.”

“Just what do you think, Jo, hap-
pened to Mr. Trevana ?” asked Alice.

“Me, I theenk, eef M’sieu Neal ees
not dead, mabbe he get all turn roun’,
and go in rudder direction from hees
camp,” suggested Jo earnestly. “Mabbe
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he keep on in wrong direction four,
five day, mabbe two, t'ree week. Wall,
pretty soon he sure fin’ out she is wrong
way, eh, what? Den, eef she not too
late, he turn and come back te hees
own camp.”

CHAPTER XI.
THE MOONLIGHT HUNT.

ALICE TREVANA’S first duty, after

deciding to remain in the North,
was to send back letters to her friends
and to Neal’s friends and army supe-
riors explaining her husbhand’s strange
disappearance.  These letters Jack
Davidge carried down in the canoe to
mail at Etienne Afourchet’s; it would
be many days before they could reach
their destination.

Then, as soon as she felt strong
enough to travel, which was during the
second week of her stay at Davidge’s
cabin, Alice, with Davidge and Jo,
again resumed the search for Neal.
But, as the weeks went by, they realized
that this merely amounted to going over
the same ground again and again. Yet,
even now, at the end of eight weeks,
Alice would not give up, would not
abandon the hope that in some way
Neal would yet turn up. Something,
she could not have said just what,
seemed to tell her that he was alive.

“I can’t abandon him!” she said over
and over to herself.

Her own bounding good health and
the insistent manner in which the lure
of the North country had worked its
way upon her were also helping to
restore Alice’s spirits again to normal.
Since her short illness, she had been
spending all her days outdoors, and she
was again beginning to feel the same
exquisite joy in just breathing the
keenly stimulating Canadian air, the
same sense of well-being and pleasure
in simple muscular exertion that had
been hers-when first coming here. No
matter how far they traveled, she
rarely became so fatigued that a brief
rest did not make her feel fit and eager
to go on; again she knew the sweet,
refreshing slumber of a child, and she
ate, as Alice herself confessed, “enor-
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mously” of Hetty Quanito’s plain, but
appetizing cookery.

Her mind still dwelt on Neal, but
she was becoming reconciled to the be-
lief that waiting was all she could do,
worrying would not help. She had set
no definite time for returning to civili-
zation, though she realized that that
was a question she would eventually
have to decide upon. In the meantime,
she tried to build up health and
strength, mental and physical, during
her period of waiting.

One night she was even tempted to
go out with Jack Davidge on a wolfing
trip, or “run” as he called it. What
Jo had previously told Alice regard-
ing Jack Davidge’s mysterious ways of
getting wolves had greatly aroused her
curiosity ; yet it is probable she would
not herself have mentioned her desire
had not Jo first broached the subject.
Jo was suffering from a touch of rheu-
matism in the leg that had once been
broken, and could not go himself.

“By gar, I don’t like for miss dis!”

he said regretfully, as Davidge was
preparing to start. “But my leg, she
haf be treat like sick babby for day or
two, or she geeve me trouble all win-
ter.” He turned to Alice - and added
laughingly: “Mabbe mam’selle, she
take my place?”

“Indeed I would like to,” said Alice,
who was helping Hetty to clear away
the supper dishes. “But I am afraid
Mr. Davidge wouldn’t get any wolves
if T were along. I shouldn’t know how
to act.” !

Davidge halted his preparations and
studied her face a moment. “Would
you like to get a wolf, ma’am?” he
asked. _

“I would, very much,” she answered
offhandedly, thinking his question was
merely casual.

“Get ready, then,” he returned.

Alice hurried to don her outdoor gar-
ments. Davidge’s preparations were
very simple. He did not even take his
rifle—only a pocket flash light and a
package wrapped in a piece of wolf
hide that had been hanging outdoors
for several days.

“Mabbe dat de secret trap bait,”

laughed Jo, as he noticed how careful
Davidge was of this package, handling
it only with a pair of gloves that ap-
peared to have been soaked in the fresh
blood of some animal. “Or mabbe she
poison, eh, what, m’sieu?”

“It isn’t exactly either,” was Dav=
idge’s noncommittal reply; “but I
reckon it may have a whole lot to do
with whether we get any wolves or
not.”

There had been a slight fall of snow
that afternoon, and, although rapi
scudding@lesds obscured the sky, there
was stil t-enough to see objects
for a consiferable distance ahead. As
they walked away from the cabin a
cold wind blew directly into Alice’s
face, smiting her cheeks like a rain of
fine sand, bringing the warm blood
rushing to every capillary. Davidge
took pains constantly to face the wind.
He walked a few paces ahead.

“Keep right behind me, and don'’t
talk unless you have to,” he said. “We
shan’t stand any chance of getting any-
where near a wolf for two or three
miles yet, but it’s best to remain quiet.”

Occasionally Davidge examined the
ground with his flash light as they went
along. Perhaps two miles beyond. the
cabin he seemed to find signs that in-
terested him, for he paused and spoke
softly as he began unlacing the bun-
dle he carried.

“I'm going to put coverings over
your boots,” he said, “and you mustn’t
touch them with your hands.”

Alice was wearing a short skirt,
bloomers, and high tan pacs. She saw
Davidge draw forth from his bundle
a pair of roughly sewed overshoes that
appeared to be made of fur. As she
held out first one and then the other
foot, he slipped these on over her pacs,
and then donned a pair of the same
sort himself. Alice was aware of a
permeating animal odor; it brought a
quick recollection of the occasion when,
as a child, she had visited the Bronx
Park zoo with her parents and had
watched the gray timber wolves gam-
boling about their huge inclosure. In
the keenly cold air it was not wholly
unpleasant.
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“Now follow me,” said Davidge.
“Pretty soon I'll strike off to the right.
When we come to a spot of bresh”—
he was apt to call all timber “bresh”—
“you dodge in and let me go on. Don’t
walk more than a few feet in, just
enough to reach the shadow, and wait
there. Before long you’ll likely see a
wolf coming; he’ll be following your
tracks; when he gets near enough,
shoot.”

They moved on for a considerable
distance. Her feet covered with the
fur overshoes that deadgned every
sound of her tread, Alice #€lt as if she
were walking on a thick velvet carpet.
Soon they veered off and began travel-
ing across the wind. At length a clump
of pine loomed up in the distance. As
they reached it Davidge turned to her.

“Don’t come any nearer to me,” he
whispered; “but dodge in among those
pines.”

Alice started to turn off. “Are you
afraid?” he asked, a little anxiously.

“Not in the least,” she whispered
back. Every nerve in her body was
beginning to tingle with pleasure in the
undertaking. “But you?” she added.
“You have no rifle.”

“I never carry one when I’'m wolf
running,” he explained. “You may
have to wait some time, but don’t get
discouraged. TI'll not be far off, and
I’ll come back inside of an hour.”

He left her, and Alice was alone with
the mystery of the night. She watched
Davidge’s figure as it merged into the
darkness. He had turned again and
was facing the wind. Alice leaned
against the trunk of a pine and waited,
her rifle poised, every muscle relaxed,
yet ready to respond instantly to the
slightest brain impulse. There was no
sound save the whispering swish of
the wind through the pine needles over-
head and the occasional splitting of a
tree trunk in the cold. The night was
beginning to clear, patches of friendly
stars peeped out now and then, and,
occasionally, she caught the silver sickle
of a moon. Alice faced a wide stretch
of almost level white plain, broken only
at rare intervals by patches of pine that
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looked like tiny islets as they lay sil-
houetted against the snow.

Suddenly her ear caught a distant
howl—one of the most penetrating, yet
mournful sounds in nature, especially
at night. It reverberated for an in-
stant among the branches above, and
then was answered from far away to
the left. The sound thrilled her like
a drumbeat to battle.

CHAPTER XII.
MAN AGAINST WOLF.

ALTHOUGH the Ungava wolf is
blood brother to those of the
southern latitudes, he is a different ani-
mal in character. Making his home in
the northern latitudes, far from the
haunts of civilization, with him game
is plentiful, but it must be constantly
battled for with beasts of his own kind.
In consequence, he grows considerably
heavier and much more fierce in dispo-
sition, possessing courage to a degree
unknown among wolves of the south-
ern and western United States. In sea-
sons when epidemics have decimated
the country of the smaller game on
which he usually feeds, Ungava blacks
and duskies have been known even to
track and attack human beings. In
such an instance they are no mean an-
tagonists. They seldom travel in packs,
but usually in pairs, and it is not un-
common to find the males hunting
alone.

The unearthly howl that Alice had
first heard was soon repeated, nearer
this time; the answer also came from
a shorter distance away. In that vast
primeval wilderness of silence it was
like soul calling to soul. Alice knew
that one, perhaps two wolves, were
approaching the spot where she waited.
All eagerness, she could hardly stifle
an inordinate desire to rush out and
meet them.

Her eyes fastened on the trail over
which she and Jack Davidge had come,
now faintly discernible in the waxing
starlight, Alice made out a dark form
loping out of the shadowy distance. It
stopped once, threw up its head,
howled, and then came on again. The
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rifle flew to her shoulder, but she
waited. The wolf was approaching
head on, not an easy shot, and she
wanted to be absolutely sure. She was
not aware of ‘the remotest feeling of
loneliness or of fear, only a deep, un-
utterable joy in the hunt. The wolf’s
eyes gleamed in the light reflected from
the snow ; occasionally he dropped his
muzzle and sniffed the trail. He was
now scarcely more than sixty feet
away; yet Alice still hesitated, so keen
was her pleasure in watching the per-
fect rhythm of his muscular exertion.

Abruptly he halted ; his forelegs stiff-
ened and the fur along his spine arose
like a bristle brush. He bared his teeth
and sniffed the wind. From somewhere
there had assailed his sensitive nostrils
an unfamiliar odor ; his suspicions were
aroused. Alice realized that it was
the time to shoot ; her rifle barked. The
wolf dropped in his tracks, made an
effort to pivot on his hind legs, and lay
quiet.

Every nerve athrill, she hurried for-
ward to inspect the carcass. It was
a dusky. She was a little sorry that
it had not proved to be an Ungava
black. Returning to her station in the
shadow of the pine to await the sec-
ond wolf, she heard him howl again
to the left, but farther away. Perhaps,
she thought, he had been frightened off
" by the report of her rifle, or perhaps
by the acrid and penetrating odor of
exploded powder.

For more than an hour Alice waited.
Jack Davidge had promised to return
inside of that time, and she was be-
ginning to think it odd that he did
not come. She waited a half hour
longer, and still no Davidge. Sure
that she could easily back-trail her way
to the cabin, she was not frightened,
but she was becoming increasingly ap-
prehensive regarding Davidge. With
the memory of Neal’s strange disap-
pearance in her mind, she thought of a
score of things that might have hap-
pened to the wolfer. He had no rifle,
and he might have encountered some
animal that had killed or injured him.
Finally, she decided to start off on his
trail, for a short distance, anyway;
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that was better than waiting in uncer-
tainty.

Davidge’s footsteps, going off to the
left, were plainly, visible in the freshly
fallen snow. Alice followed them as
far as a second clump of pines, and
then paused. She had heard two more
wolves howling, and still another at
her rear. From the sound of the lat-
ter she judged it to be the same that
had earlier answered the call of the
wolf she had shot.

Desiring not to be caught with a wolf
at her rear, as well as two in front,
Alice found a shadowing pine and stood
there. All three wolves now sounded
quite close, but she could see none of
them, and there was something odd
about the way two of them were act-
ing; they seemed to be circling the
clump of pines, while the other was
i the pines. She became a little anx-
ious; one or two wolves she would
not have feared, but a whole pack was
quite another matter, and it began to
look as if they were hunting her in-
stead of her hunting them.

She stood with her back to a tree, |
watching the moonlit plain in front, her
every sense on the alert, the rifle
poised. A single wolf was undoubtedly
still somewhere in the clump of pines,
the other two were encircling it, and
there was a note of probing curiosity
in their fitful howls.

Just then, Alice saw them coming to-
ward her across the snow, shoulder to
haunch. The foremost was an enor-
mous black, his fur thick and lustrous;
he appeared to. weigh at least one hun-
dred and seventy-five pounds; the
other was much smaller