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CHAPTER L
Quarter-Mile Bend.

W EALLY there could be no
¥ question that the car had
got away from her. Stan-
ley Downs, driving his
high-powered - Archimedes
down the winding moun-
tain road, had noticed the
girl eight or ten miles
back, and had admired the ease with
which she managed the rakish six-cyl-
inder in the many difficult spots, where
strength, as well as skill, was demanded
to keep the road.

She was a slim, bright-faced young
woman, He knew that, because he had
had one good look at her pretty face as
she swung around a “hairpin turn” and
passed him on the lower road, while
he traveled to the bend on the upper.

He had taken a chance in looking

&

sideways while preparing to negotiate
the cruel bend with his own car. He
should have kept his attention straight
ahead, without regard to any girl,
pretty or otherwise, who might be pass-
ing two hundred feet away, and who
certainly was paying no attention to
hijtnei=as=s:

“That’s a Fanchon she’s driving,
Karl,” remarked Stanley to his chauf-
feur, who sat idly by his side. “It’s a
new car, and I don’t know whether it
is dependable or not. It has speed, and
the lines are graceful and strong. But
until a car has been well tried out, you
never know where a weakness will de-
velop.

“The Fanchon’s a good car,” pro-
nounced Karl briefly.

“Glad you know that; Karl, because
Hello! What does that mean "

Karl suddenly came to life, as, when
they got around the bend, he, as well

it
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as Stanley, saw that the Fanchon was
moving faster and faster, and, more-
over, was swaying from side to side in
a wild manner, which, to their experi-
enced eyes, told its own story.

“Something’s slipped, Karl.
lost control.”

“She sure has! And there’s the lake
and bridge at the end of the short quar-
ter-mile turn! She can’t make the
bridge at that speed.”

“Of course she can’t!” returned
Stanley excitedly, as he opened up his
own gas a few notches. “There’s an
ugly twist there. Merciful Heaven! If
she strikes the hend like that, only one
thing can happen. She’ll shoot into
fifty feet of water.”

“Unless she hits the stonework of the
bridge approach. Then i

“Shut up!” snapped Stanley. “We
can’t let her do it! We have five miles.
In that distance, we ought to be able to
help.”

Karl did not reply. He knew how
quickly five miles can be covered in an
automobile.

Stanley drove faster and faster. The
girl had nearly got to the next hend,
which was one of the awful “S” turns.
He saw that she was bending low over
her wheel, prepared to serpentine her
way around at full speed, if it could be
done.

“The Lord send that she doesn’t meet
anything!” murmured Stanley, as he
put on more power. ‘“What are we do-
ing, Karl?"

“Fifty,” replied Karl, glancing at
the speedometer,

“Fifty miles an hour! Well, we'll
have to go up to sixty—perhaps more.”

Stanley Downs gritted his teeth,
forced his car up to sixty miles an
hour, and then reduced the speed to
thirty. They were approaching the
iiS'?’

The girl was just running out of it,
her car rocking awfully as she reached
the straight.

She’s

“Well, she’s out of that,” remarked
Stanley. “I was afraid she’d never do
it. By Jove, she’s some driver!”

The Archimedes, being under con-
trol, went through the “S” safely at
forty miles an hour. Then Stanley
Downs set himself to catch the other
car,

He was not clear as to what he would
do if he did catch it. But he was re-
solved to do something. There was an-
other sharp bend ahead, close to the
broad lake, with its stone wall and many
boat landings. After that came an-
other twist, taking the road straight
upon the long bridge that crossed the
water.

As the Fanchon whizzed around on
two wheels, Stanley saw that the fair
driver was leaning far to one side, to
throw the weight of her body against
the inclination of the car to tip over.
She was game to the core. Stanley
Downs would have sworn to that.

“Doesn’t seem scared!” shouted Karl,
above the roaring of the car, as it gath-
ered more speed.

“Nerve of pure steel!” replied Stan-
ley, through his clenched teeth. “Karl!”

“Well »”

“Get ready to take this wheel—with-
out stopping the car.”

“Great Scott! That’s going to be
some stunt,” declared Karl, but loosen-
ing himself up at the same time, ready
to obey. *“What’s the idea ?”

“You see that we are getting to that
last twist in the road, the quarter mile ?”

“Sure! All right! Ready to do it
now 7’

“Just a moment. Wait till T get my
feet clear, so that I can swing out as
you go in behind the wheel. Get me?”

("\_?'es-,,

The two cars were not far apart now,
The girl was holding to the steering
wheel with a desperate grip, her feet
on the pedals, trying to make the foot
brake hold. The emergency hand brake
had given out long ago, and the other
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seemed to have hardly any power. But
she was fighting every inch to regain
control.

By this time, a score of people, who
had been strolling along the high-ter-
raced walk above the roadway, which
overlooked the lake, were watching the
two great cars swirling down toward
the quarter-mile turn.

They were accustomed to seeing cars
moving at a good speed, after safely
negotiating this difficult bend, but it
was unusual for machines to approach
it in this headlong fashion.

At each of the bends was a gigantic
signboard, painted a terrifying red,
bearing the word “Danger!” in white
letters two feet long, and with the ad-
ditional caution, in rather smaller char-
acters: “Sharp curve ahead! Drive
slow !”

There was hardly time for the spec-
tators to express their horror at the
catastrophe that seemed imminent,
when the two cars swept along side by
side.

“Now !” shouted Stanley.

He knew that he could depend on
Karl. That rather taciturn young man
had proved his courage and intelligence
on other occasions. It was his habit to
do what came his way without making
much fuss about it, and if the task men-
aced his safety, or even his life, why,
it was all in the day’s work.

“Ready, sir!” replied Karl.

“All right! Come!”

Stanley slid along the seat from be-
hind the wheel, and immediately Karl
was in his place, recovering the slight
divergence of the car that had been
caused by the change of guiding hands.

It was now that Stanley Downs had
a good view of the girl's face.

Tt could not be said that she was not
frightened. But certainly her appre-
hension had not interfered with the

masterly manner in which she managed

the steering wheel. She was staring
straight ahead of her, and, as she

whirled around the quarter-mile bend,
she endeavored to get the car headed
up the road.

But there was another hairpin curve
—<called so because the two roads ran
almost parallel, like the legs of a hair-
pin—and the car would have to swing
completely around, running in the op-
posite direction, if it were to avoid the
lake.

“She can’t make it!"” exclaimed Karl.

Stanley Downs said nothing. Karl
had been obliged to let the Fanchon
push a little ahead in rounding the
bend, to avoid a collision, and Stanley
was standing on the seat by the side of
the chauffeur, balancing himself peril-
ously on the leather cushion, with his
eyes fixed on the girl

He motioned with his arm to Karl
to draw closer to the other car. ’

They were within a hundred yards of
the edge of the lake, and charging
straight toward it.

As Karl brought the two cars within
a yard of each other, Stanley leaped
across the gap and into the front seat
of the Fanchon.

What followed happened too quickly
to be described in detail.

With a savage tug, he dragged the
girl away from the wheel, at the same
time kicking open the door. Then he
seized the wheel with both hands as he
stood by the side of it, and wrenched
it so hard that the car swerved until it
seemed as if it might run along the road
at the very edge of the water.

The wrench was not quite enough,
however. Its only effect was to pre-
vent its going straight into the lake.
Instead, it shot off diagonally, and with
the car went Stanley Downs and the
girl.

The tremendous splash caused by the
diving in of the Fanchon was followed
instantly by another, as the Archi-
medes, with Karl at the wheel, plunged
off the stone wall, and, turning a com-
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plete somersault, disappeared beneath
the surface.

Only a number of bubbles in the
center of two rapidly spreading series
of rings, told the frantic people, who
had rushed to the edge of the lake, that
two cars, with three human beings, had
sunk there.

Then the cap of the chauffeur, still
on his head, where it was fastened by
a chin strap, showed above the surface,
as Karl swam toward a wooden boat
landing.

Where were the other two—Stanley
Downs and the girl?

The question was soon answered.
Stanley and the girl came up together.

There was a streak of red across the
forehead and cheek of the young man.
But the beautiful face that lay against
his shoulder was a dead white, and the
eyes were closed.

Stanley Downs was pale himself, and
there was a dazed expression in his eyes
as he shook the water out of them and
looked about for the shore.

In another moment he obtained a
grip on himself, and struck out for
the boat landing, where Karl was by
this time being helped out.

It was with difficulty that Stanley
swam the short distance. Fe had re-
ceived a nasty knock as he broke away
from the car under water, and it had
weakened him. Moreover, he had the
weight of the girl he was bringing to
shore. She was unable to help herself.
All she could do was to lie prone on
his arm, her brown hair rippling over
the water, and one small gauntleted
hand resting on his shoulder and against
his cheek.

CHAPTER IL

Stanley's Mission.

THINK T can walk,” were the first

I words she spoke, as they were
dragged out of the water.

“I don’t think you can,” returned

Stanley Downs positively. “I will
carry you.”

He did so. There were half a dozen
stone steps from the wooden boat land-
ing to the top of the wall. From there,
it was a trip of some five hundred feet
to the veranda of the hotel, which faced
the broad lake and the magnificent vista
of mountain, where the verdure-clad
slopes were bursting into the fresh
green beauty of spring.

Stanley had recovered most of his
strength by the time he was pulled from
the water. DBesides, he rather liked the
task of carrying this dainty young
woman, whose independence of spirit
had manifested itself with the first
glimmer of returning consciousness.

“Won’t you put me down, please?”
she asked, with a touch. of imperious-
ness.

" “Couldn’t do it,” answered Stanley,
as he hurried toward the veranda.
“You would fall.”

“Nonsense! I'm not so weak as all
that. Where is my car?”
~ “At the bottom of the lake, I guess.”

“And yours?”

“By its side—or perhaps underneath
or on top of yours. We all went in
together.”

Her eyes—deep-violet eyes they were,
as Stanley Downs saw—were wide
open by this time, and it was clear that
her mind was working in orderly fash-
ion, no matter how distressed she might
be physically.

“I am too heavy for you to carry,”
she persisted. “You are badly hurt.
There is a great cut in your forehead.
Put me down!”

“You don’t weigh much,” he laughed.
“It steadies me to carry you. A hun-
dred pounds or so in my arms is what
I need to keep me balanced.”

“I weigh a hundred and thirty ! she
burst out indignantly. “I may not be
very big, but I play tennis and I swim
as well as 2

“And drive a six-cylinder Fanchon,”
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threw in Stanley., “That keeps you in
good condition. Yes, I understand
that. But when a young lady is hurled
out of a car into a lake, and especially
when she has some little difficulty in
getting clear of the wreckage, she must
expect to feel a little shaken.”

“You threw that door of the car open
just before we went over the wall”

she remarked with a smile. “That -

showed you had not lost your head. But
for that I might not have got clear. 1
wonder you thought of it—so quickly.”

“Quickness of thought was needed
at that stage of the proceedings if the
thought was to do any good. Well,
here we are at the veranda. I'll carry
you up the steps, and then you will be
all right. Here is a lady who seems to
know you.”

Stanley Downs put his burden down
gently on the broad veranda and drew
a large wicker chair to her. As he did
so, a middle-aged, motherly sort of
woman, in a light-blue morning gown,
came running up and took the girl’s two
hands in hers.

“Why, Miss Ranvelt! What is this?
Was it you that went crashing into the
lalke? I heard that there had been an
accident, but I never supposed

“Never supposed it was I, Mrs.
Somers ?” laughed the girl. “Why not?
It was just as likely as to be anybody
else. I'm always racing around in a
motor car. You know that. Dad says
I'll get into a bad mess some time. It
seems as if I came near it this morn-
1ng

“Came near it?” grunted Karl, who
had followed close behind Stanley.
“How much closer does she want to
come "

Karl’s voice brought Stanley sharply
to a recollection of something of great
importance to himself that he had for-
gotten all about in the excitement—
even after he had found himself safe,
with the girl in his arms.

He waved a farewell to the young

lady, who was being hurried away to
the housekeeper’s own rooms, for dry
clothes and general attention, and
turned to Karl:

“The money "

“It went down with the car,” replied
Karl. “I had no time to get at it, and
you were in the other car. It was in
the door pocket in front, with the latch
fastened. It ought to be there now.”

“Yes, yes!” agreed Stanley netv-
ously. “It ought. The door pocket is
not waterproof. But it will keep some
of the water away, perhaps. - Anyhow,
it will keep it all in one._place. Then
there is a thick wrapping of brown pa-
per over it. That ought to help.”

“Twenty thousand dollars, isn't it?”
asked Karl. : :

“Hush! No need to tell everybody,”
warned Stanley. “But that’s what there
is. A little more than twenty thou-
sand.”

“Hello, Stan!” broke in a <cheery
voice, as a brawny brown hand seized
Stanley’s. “What have you been doing
to yourself? You're soaking wet. By
George! Se is Karl! What in thunder
is it all about?” ¥

“Fell into the lake,” replied Stanley
briefly. “Where did you come from,
Clay ?”

“Adirondacks. Cold as the deuce up
there! Too early in the year; so I
just turned my gas wagon in this di-
rection, and I'm bound for New York.
It is the only place for civilized beings
in May.”

Clay Varron was a member of the
Thracian Club—the athletic organiza-
tion in New York to which Stanley
Downs also belonged—and the two
young men were good friends. Their
mutual liking was based on respect, for
both were clean-living, bright young
fellows, who enjoyed athletic sports as
earned recreation, without making them
the principal business in life.

Among other reasons for Clay Var-

ron and Stanley Downs being good

MRS
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comrades was that both were ardent
motorists. Clay had done seventy
miles an hour on the road, and Stanley
Downs would have beaten that record,
in the opinion of the Thracian Club,
if he had not been dissuaded on the
ground that more than seventy miles an
hour away from a regular track would
be idiocy, rather than good sportsman-
ship.-

“Got any clothes with you?” asked
Stanley.

“Plenty !
at the hotel.

I’'ve engaged a room here
Come up to it until you
get one for yourself. Where’s my
man? Where the deuce Oh, here
you are!” he added, as a trim-looking
fellow, with “body servant™ written all
over him, stood at his employer’s el-
bow. “What's the number of my
room here at the Ridgeview, Moran?"
“Forty-three, sir. Suite—bedroom,
sitting room, and bath. Baggage is
there already. Clothes laid out, too.”
Clay Varron winked at Stanley
Downs, and grinned pleasantly.

*I believe if 1 were in a shipwreck
at night in the middle of the Atlantic,
Moran would have my clothes laid out
in regular order, so that I could be
drowned properly dressed,” he said,
with a chuckle. “Well, there’s nothing
like doing your work right, whether you
are President of the United States or a
valet. Come on! We'll get you out of
those wet rags in two minutes, once you
are in my room. Your chauffeur can
look out for himself, I suppose?”

While Karl sought warmth and dry
clothes in another part of the great,
ramblmg hotel—finally bringing up
with a chauffeur he knew—Stanley
Downs went up to Clay Varron’s apart-
ments.

Half an hour later, Stanley and Clay
sat at the window of the private sit-
ting room, which overlooked the lake
from the second story, while Stanley
told his story to Varron.

“There’s not much to it, Clay.

You

know Colonel Prentiss and some other
men are managing this big automobile
race for the Lawrence gold cup and a
purse of twenty thousand dollars?”

“Of course I know it. Isn’t that one
of the reasons I’'m hustling back to
New York? T want to hear what they
think of the race at the Thracian—first-
hand. It’s one week from to-day, isn’t
G

n\“es‘!’

“And tickets are being taken up very
fast, I'm told. I want to get parking
space for two machines. Where's the
best place to look for the tickets? I'm
told the new speedway will be a won-
der. One man told me that there will
be accommodation for nearly a hun-
dred thousand people to see the races.”

“Pretty nearly that,” admitted Stan-
ley. *“You can get tickets in New York.
I’'ll manage that for you.”

“Why? Are you interested ?” asked
Clay Varron, rather surprised.

“Only as an official of the bank of
Burwin & Son, in New York City. My
uncle, Richard Burwin, is the sole
owner of the bank, as I think you
know.” -

Varron nodded, and waved a hand
for Stanley Downs to continue.

“Because he is the sole owner, he in-
sists on doing things in his own way.
Colonel Prentiss has been selling many
tickets in Buffalo, and he found him-
self with more cash than he wanted to
take care of. He is like my uncle in
the way of having notions, and he will
not do business with any bank except
Burwin & Son. That is why he would
not deposit any of his cash in banks at
Buffalo or elsewhere, as he might have
done.”

SIESsce
down to cases

“My uncle sent me to Buffalo to get
twenty thousand dollars that Colonel
Prentiss wanted to deposit with us. I
was not allowed to use the railroads—
I didn’t want to, for that matter—but

Get

Drive ahead, Stan!

(£
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was to go in my own car, with Karl,
who is my uncle’s own chauffeur. to
drive when I got tired, and to help me
guard the money.”

“Swell idea!” observed Clay Varron.
“But 1 never knew the day when Stan-
ley Downs couldn’t take care of him-
selfi—and of anything he was told to
keep safely."”

Stanley got up from his chair and
strode up and down the room. In a
suit of light clothes belonging to Clay
Varron, which fitted him almost as well
as if they had been made for him, Stan-
ley was a fine-looking specimen of the
American man in his twenties.

His erect carriage, firm jaw, quick
eye, and alert bearing were all those of
the young man who “does things.” Even
the troubled expression that drew his
brows together and made him bite his
lip impatiently, only seemed -to accen-
tuate the firmness of his character.

“Now I am in trouble, Varron,” he
said, after a short silence. “When my
car took a header into the lake, out
there f

“Great Scott! Was that what it
did ?” interrupted Clay excitedly.

“Yes. But that’s nothing in itself,”
declared Stanley hurriedly, waving
aside further ejaculations. “What

troubles me is that twenty thousand
dollars in bills, which were tied up in
a package and placed in one of the door
pockets of the car, went down with
e

“Good heavens!” _

“I dare say the money is still in the
door pocket,” continued Stanley. “But
what use is that, when the car is at the
bottom of the lake? It is between fifty
and sixty feet deep, right off the edge
of the promenade in front of this
hotel.”

“Sp I've heard. But that isn’t deep
enough to lose your car for you. I see
they are working at it now. ILook!”

Clay Varron pointed out of the win-
dow, and they saw that twenty or thirty

men were manipulating ropes that
dropped into the water. They were
pulling at them with a big motor truck
as well as several teams of horses. Evi-
dently the crowd had something at-
tached to the ropes under water, which
was giving the motor truck and horses
all they could do to drag it out.

“That’s good !” exclaimed Stanley. “I
didn’t think they would get at it so
soon. Ah! T see! Karl is out there
directing things. That young fellow is
a wonder, Clay. Let's go out!”

It was just as Clay Varron and Stan-
ley Downs reached the veranda that the
big Archimedes motor car was drawn
to the surface of the lake and thence
to the boat landing, which was almost
level with the top of the water.

Stanley rushed down the steps and
laid his hand on the door pocket. It
was in full view as the car lay on its
side.

The next moment he gave vent to a
groan of dismay.

The door pocket was empty!

CHAPTER 1L
An Enemy by Chance.

RANTICALLY, Stanley Downs

F searched all over the interior of

the big car. It did not seem to

be much damaged, although it was

soaked with water and showed mud

where it had struck the bottom of the
lake.

There were no signs of the packet
of money. The door pocket seemed to
have been wrenched open, and it was
easy to imagine that the money might
have slipped out as the machine tum-
bled over.

For a few moments Stanley could
hardly realize the full extent of his mis-
fortune. He soon made sure that the
package was not lying anywhere in the
car. Karl, too, searched carefully,
without result. =

“Get the car to the road as soon as
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you can, Karl,” directed Stanley, forc-
ing himself to speak calmly. *Then
run it into the garage and overhaul it.
We shall probably go on to New York
to-day."”

“Very well, sir.”

“How about the other car, the Fan-
chon? Are they -going to get it up
without much trouble?”

“l think so,” replied Karl. “But it
was underneath our car, and it may
take all day. I'm afraid there isn’t
much left of the Fanchon. Bits of it
are floating on the water. You can see
some of the wooden spokes of the
wheels, and one of the mud guards came
up on the grappling irons a while ago.”

“My poor car!” exclaimed a sweet
voice behind them. “You really think
it is done for, then?”

“Why, Helen!” cried Clay Varron,
swinging around. “Were you driving
that Fanchon? What the deuce made
vou do it? T have often heard your fa-
ther tell you that you must never drive
a new car until he has tested it thor-
oughly himself.”

“Well, I tested this one for him,”
laughed Helen Ranfelt. “I don’t think
he will have any more trouble with it.
If it had not been for this gentleman,”
smiling at Stanley, “he might not have
had any more trouble with his daughter,
either.”

“It was a perilous proceeding all
around,” said Stanley. “But I am re-
lieved to see that it had no serious out-
come—except for the car. By the way,
Clay,” he went on, turning to Varron,
“perhaps you won’t mind vouching for
me as a respectable member of society
to Miss 2

“What? Never been introduced?”
cried Clay, astonished. “Well, well!
This is Mr. Stanley Downs, of New
York—Miss Helen Ranfelt, You know
her father, L. K. Ranfelt—Stanley, by
name, at least. There is their home
up there on the mountain. You can

just see it through the foliage—that
white house, with the golden cupola.”

“Of course I have heard of Mr. Ran-
felt,” returned Stanley, when he had ac-
knowledged the introduction with a
bow, and had absorbed a most fascinat-
ing smile from the young lady. “Who
has not? His mines in Nevada 2

“Oh, yes!” broke in Helen Ranfelt.
“That is always the way. Everybody
has heard that dad has made many mil-
lions out of his mines, and that they
are still producing. But hardly any one
knows that he would be a great man,
even if he had never got to be a mil-
lionaire. You ought to see /um drive
a Fanchon, Mr. Downs—or any other
car! No fear of his driving into a lake.
He makes a car do just what he likes.
And it is the same with everything else
he does.”

Clay Varron smiled approvingly.

“That’s so, Helen. He's a mighty
smart man, and I’ll say it, even though
he is my uncle. By the way, now that
I've met you, I guess I'll drive you home
—if you want to go. T haven’t seen
Uncle Larry for more than a year.”

“I heard that you’ve lost something
from your car, Mr. Downs,” said
Helen. “Some money. Don’t you think
you can recover it?”’

“TI’m afraid not,” was the doleful re-
ply. “The lake is fifty feet deep right
here, and much more as it approaches
the center. It was a bundle of bank
notes, wrapped up in paper. The water
would destroy them in a very short
time, and there is little chance of dredg-
ing up the fragments. No, I’'m afraid it
is a dead loss.”

“l am very sorry.”

Her feminine tact told her it would
be better to say nothing more about it.
The square jaw of Stanley Downs, as
well as the fighting glint in his gray
eyes, suggested that he would deal with
the misfortune in his own way, and
that he would not ask for sympathy
from any one.
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“I shall have to communicate with
my uncle, Mr. Burwin, in New York,”
he remarked, after a short pause, dur-
ing which it struck him that he should
make some acknowledgment of her ex-
pression of sorrow. “The money was
his, and I was taking it to our bank.”

“Burwin & Son, you know, Helen,”
interjected Varron.

“I did think I would go directly to
New York,” continued Stanley. *“But
I think I will call him up on ‘long dis-
tance,” and stay here till I find out
whether I can save any of the bills.”

“Nothing much can be done to-day,
I should say,” observed Varron. “You
will have to get dredging machinery
from somewhere—Poughkeepsie, prob-
ably., That will take at least twenty-
four hours, by the time it is all set
L‘lp_,’

“Won't you be my father's guest for
to-night, Mr. Downs?” asked Helen.
“He will be pleased to see you, es-
pecially when he hears that you have
saved his daughter’s life. I am a great
deal of a nuisance to him, but he thinks
something of me, nevertheless.”

“Well, I should say he does!” laughed
Clay Varron. “Helen makes him do
just what she wants. ' I don't think any-
body else on earth could do that.”

The end of it all was that Stanley
Downs accepted Helen Ranfelt’s invi-
tation, and about six o’clock that even-
ing Clay Varron drove his big car un-
der the porte-cochére of Lawrence K.
Ranfelt’s castlelike mansion on a moun-
taintop, to let Stanley jump down to
help out the young girl who had been
by his side during the ride up from the
lake, the glimmer of which could be
made out miles below.

Karl had been instructed to watch
the attempts to get the package of bills
from the water, and to let Stanley know
by telephone if there should be any re-
sult. The stolid chauffeur could be de-
pended on. His faithfulness had been

proved in years of service, and his hon-
esty was beyond question.

Under the influence of a good din-
ner and cheerful conversation, Stanley
was able to look upon his heavy loss
with a more hopeful eye afterward.

Lawrence K. Ranfelt was a man of
fifty or thereabouts, with a jolly man-
ner, a clean-cut, shaven face, and grip
when he shook hands that conveyed sin-
cerity that won Stanley’s confidence at
once.

What particularly pleased Stanley
Downs was that his host did not say
much about the part Stanley had taken
in saving his daughter from death. All
he did was to shake the young man's
hand and whisper, after a ten minutes’
talk alone with his daughter:

“Helen has told me, Mr. Downs. 1
thank you from the bottom of my heart.
That sounds stupidly inadequate, but I
mean it. She says that if you had not
dragged her from the car, down there
at the bottom of the lake, she must have
been drowned. You had opened the
door before the accident, so that she
could get out. That was something
everybody might not have thought of.
But even then she would have died if
it had not been for what you did after-
ward.”

This was just before dinner, after
Stanley had put on evening clothes
from Clay Varron’s rather extensive
wardrobe, and when the men were in
the library, waiting for the call.

“By the way, Mr. Downs, you have
not met’' Mr. Burnham—Victor Burn-
ham,” added Ranfelt, as a tall, lean
man, who might have been any age be-
tween thirty and fifty, but who really
was thirty-five, slipped into the library.
“Burnham has been associated with me
in the West for years. He was my su-
perintendent when I made my first good
strike, and he is still looking out for the
Ranfelt interests in the West. DBut he
is not a mere superintendent now. His
holdings in Nevada mines have made

T S
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him a millionaire several times over.
At least, that’s what people say. Eh,
Burnham?”

Victor Burnham shrugged his shoul-
ders deprecatingly, as he shook hands
with Stanley in a rather grudging
fashion.

“People say many things that would
be better unsaid!” he growled. “My
private affairs are my own.”

Lawrence K. Ranfelt turned away,
with a careless laugh. He knew the
saturnine disposition of his old-time as-
sistant, and never took notice of his
surly manner. But Stanley Downs de-
cided, in his own mind, that he didn’t
like Victor Burnham.

They went in to dinner now, and
Stanley was seated by the side of
Helen. Not only that, but the young
lady gave him as much of her atten-
tion and conversation as she could,
without being actually discourteous to
the other guests. Two handsome girls,
her classmates at Vassar, were in the
dinner party.

It was evident that Stanley had made
a good impression on Miss Ranfelt. He,
on his part, thoroughly enjoyed him-
self. He could flirt with a pretty girl
as well as the next one, and Helen Ran-
felt was undeniably extremely pretty.

“What’s the matter with that fel-
low?” thought Stanley once, when he
happened to look across the table and
found Burnham glowering at him.
“Wonder if I’ve given offense to Mr.
Burnham ?”

The truth was that he had given of-
fense. Victor Burnham had gone so
far as to tell L. K. Ranfelt that he
would like to marry his daughter, The
mine owner’s reply was that he could
not interfere with her desires in the
way of matrimony. If Helen wanted
to marry Burnham, why, he would con-
sider it, then. For the present, he had
nothing to say.

“You give me permlssmn to try for
her, then?” Burnham had said.

“Sure! Go in and win—if you can.
I can trust Helen to act according to
her conscience.”

‘This conversation had taken place on
this very afternoon, and Burnham had
been trying to make up his mind when
he would speak to Helen. Now in came
this young man from New York, who
had the advantage of having rescued
her from death, and it was evident that
the girl had eyes for nobody else. Burn-
ham felt that he had good reason for
glowering at Stanley Downs.

It was after dinner, when the four
men were in the billiard room, enjoy-
ing cigars and cigarettes before join-
ing the ladies in the drawing-room, that
the subject of the big motor race came
up. :
“I am interested in it,” remarked
Ranfelt casually, “I have a few thou-
sand dollars invested, and I certainly
mean to see it pulled off. Colonel
Frank Prentiss is an old friend of mine,
and I have no doubt he will make it
a success. [ wish I could drive in the
race. It would be an easy way of pick-
ing up twenty thousand dollars, to say
nothing of the cup, which is said to be
worth a thousand or so.”

“The Lawrence Cup,” murmured
Stanley Downs thoughtfully. “By the
way, Mr. Ranfelt, who is offering the
cup? Do you know

Lawrence K. Ranfelt brushed the
question aside, with a careless wave of
the hand, as he let a column of cigar
smoke issue from his lips.

“What does it matter who offers it?"
he demanded, with a flush rather deeper
than his usual color on his cheeks, while
his keen eyes danced with amusement.
“It will not belong to anybody until it
has been won for three years in suc-
cession, on the Prentiss Speedway.
Burnham, here, thinks he can carry it
off for the first time.”

“Tll try,” growled Burnham. “As
for the person who offers it, T don’t
see any use in making a mystery of
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that. Tt will all come out later. Tt is
“‘Mr. Ranfelt who is giving it. He uses
his first name, Lawrence, instead of
his surname—that’s all.”

Lawrence K. Ranfelt burst out into
his jolly laugh, as he slapped Burnham
on the shoulder.

“Yes, that’s true,” he admitted. “But
there is something else, much more in-
teresting than the fact that I have hung
up the cup for competition. That is
that Helen has publicly announced—at
home, of course—that she will think
the man who wins this cup the greatest
hero she knows.”

“Indeed?” asked Stanley, laughing,
“That is enough to make anybody want
to be entered in the race. The twenty
thousand dollars would be nothing in
comparison.”

“Well, I don’t know,” declared Ran-
felt, more soberly. “That’s a gaod sum
of money. I have nothing to do with
the purse, however. The Speedway
Association, through Colonel Frank
Prentiss, is offering that. And the best
of the purse is that it belongs, out and
out, to the man who wins it. He won’t
have to go on driving in other races,
year after year, as he will to become the
permanent holder of the cup.”

Stanley Downs did not reply. But he
vas thoughtful, and when he reached
the drawing-room with the others, he
had so little to say that Helen Ranfelt,
obviously piqued, was especially gra-
cious to Victor Burnham, and hardly
noticed Stanley at all.

“I believe I'll do it!” was what Stan-
ley kept on repeating to himself.

He was saying it mentally when he
reached his bedroom a few hours later,
and gazed out of the window at the long
winding road down the mountain.

“Seventy miles was Clay Varron’s
record in a Kronite car, on that very
road below, there,” he mused. “Sev-
enty miles an hour on an ordinary road,
with all the possibilities of loose stones,
holes, and other cars meeting him.
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What could a man do in a good car on
the Prentiss Speedway? The record at
Sheepshead Bay is more than a hundred
and two for three hundred and fifty
miles.” He sighed dubiously. “That’s
some traveling, keeping it up for more
than three hours.”
Stanley Downs went to bed.

CHAPTER 1V,
A Way Out.

'M sorry nothing has been found of
your money, Mr. Downs. But, to
be frank, I don't see how they could

get it for you. Paper money was never
meant to be soaked in water and used
afterward. The twenty thousand dol-
lars belonged to the bank, I under-
stand 7

It was Lawrence K. Ranfelt talking,
after breakfast, the next morning. He
and Stanley, both early risers, sat on
the veranda and gazed across at the
fresh verdure of the hills and the slowly
rising mist from the great hollows.
They were alone. Mr. Ranfelt's man-
ner was very serious.

“The money had been Colonel Pren-
tiss’,” answered Stanley. “But, of
course, when it came into my hands, as
a representative of Burwin & Son’s
banks, we were responsible for its
safety. The loss will fall on the bank.”

“I suppose Burwin & Son can stand
it?!!

“Naturally. But that is not the point.
My uncle, Richard Burwin, does not
believe in mistakes—or accidents. He
holds that the first always imply negli-
gence, and that accidents never hap-
pen when proper caré is taken.”

“I don’t agree with your uncle,”
snapped Ranfelt. “It was not your
fault that you fell into the lake yester-
day. If you hadn’t been trying to keep
that harum-scarum girl of mine out of
mischief, you would never have got into
trouble. However, we won’t talk about
that What about your uncle?”
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“Only that I feel as if I cannot tell
him I have lost twenty thousand dol-
lars of the bank’s money.”

“H'm! What are you going to do
about it?”

“I won’t do anything for a few days,
except to wire my uncle I will not be
in New York just yet. He will know I
have some reason for delay.”

“Won't think you’ve lost the money 7

Stanley Downs winced at this blunt
suggestion. \

“It will never occur to him. DBesides,
T may find it before I have to tell him
anything about it. I have not given up
hope yet. The men are still dredging
the lake.”

“I am afraid there is little chance of
your getting the twenty thousand dol-
lars if you depend on its being fished
out of the lake,” declared Lawrence
Ranfelt, shaking his head.

“I think that, too,” was Stanley’s un-
expected outburst. “I am not depend-
ing on that. In this big motor race at
the Prentiss Speedway, the money
prizes go to the drivers, while the cup
will be awarded to the car. I have been
asked to drive a Thunderbolt car in
this race, and have been considering it
for several days. This decides me. I
will drive in the race.”

He got up, as he said this, stretching

his arms and expanding his chest, as if

glad to have come to a conclusion on a
perplexing matter.

“What's that?” almost shouted Ran-
felt: “Do you really mean it?”

“Indeed T do! Why not? I can
drive, and I want the money.,”

“But entering the race does not in-
sure the money for you,” the million-
aire reminded him.

“Nothing is sure in sport, any more
than in other things,” answered Stan-
ley. “But if T don’t enter, I shall not
have even a fighting chance. That is
what I want—a fighting chance at win-
ning twenty thousand dollars.”

“Fine!” exclaimed L. K. Ranfelt, as

he took Stanley’s hand. “I am glad to
hear you say this. It is the way fo deal
with a difficult situation. I wish you
luck. Although,” he added slowly, “per-
haps I ought not to wish you that, if
I am to be consistent.”

“Why not?” asked Stanley in some
surprise.

“Because Victor Burnham is going
to drive in the race, with a Columbiad,”
replied Ranfelt. “It is not generally
known, but I knew it. Burnham drove
his trial two-mile dash two or three days
ago, qualifying as an entrant. He did
the two miles in a minute and a third
—rather less. That gave him something
to spare. If you are going to drive,
you haven’t much time. I'd advise
you to get to the track and try out
your car right away. You were there
yesterday, I understand.”

“Yes. I meant to take the money to
the bank in New York, and then go
right back. I promised to give the
Thunderbolt owners my decision by
telegraph to-day. Can I telephone to
the telegraph office from here

“Come into my private office. I have
a phone there.”

It took nearly ten minutes to get the
telegraph office, fifteen miles away, and
then Stanley Downs had to repeat his
message twice before the operator could
catch it and repeat it back for verifi-
cation. :

“Yes. That’s right,” called out Stan-
ley Downs at last. “Moussard Automo-
bile Co., Buffalo. Will drive your
Thunderbolt car in Lawrence Cup Race
next Thursday. Coming to Buffalo to-
morrow for trial. Stanley Downs.’
Get that?”

There was a pause, and Stanley
Downs turned from the table, with a
smile, as he hung up the transmitter.
When he swung around, he found him-
self facing Helen Ranfelt, who was
panting with excitement, and Victor
Burnham, who scowled.
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“Oh, Mr, Downs, isn't that splen-
did 7 cried Helen. .

“I don’t know that it is,” said Stan-
ley, laughing. “Except to me. I like
driving fast, and, from all I can judge,
there will be some rapid moving at the
Prentiss Speedway next Thursday.”

“You have to go not less than eighty-
five miles an hour to qualify,” grunted
Burnham. “I suppose you know that "

“I have studied the conditions of the
race so often that T think I am familiar
with them all,” replied Stanley, as he
turned away.

Helen Ranfelt followed him out to
the veranda and took his arm.

“Mr. Downs,” she whispered, and he
noted a tremble in her soft tones.

&l&fes ?,,

“Victor Burnham is a dangerous man.
He has been annoying me for some
time, although I never let dad know. If
I had, there would have been a dread-
ful scene, I'm sure, because dad never
can control his temper. Now he is get-
ting worse. He came to me this morn-
ing, as soon as [ was downstairs, tell-
ing me he had something important to
Say_"

“Yes?”

“I could only tell him to say it, for I
have never told him he must not speak
to me—although T should like to do so.”

“But if he annoys you——" began
Stanley. )

“I am afraid you don’t understand.
Dad thinks he is a good business man
—and I suppose he is. Besides, dad
says he is not a bad fellow at heart.
That’s the way he expresses it. Only
he is a little gruff. Dad says some of
the finest men alive are like that.”

Stanley nodded, without speaking.
He had seen enough of the good-na-
tured, easy-going Lawrence Ranfelt to
understand that the mine owner would
make excuses for anybody, so long as
a fair outside was presented.

“Victor Burnham has asked my fa-
ther if he may ask me to marry him.

He says dad told him to go ahead. 1If
I doii't believe what he says, I can ask
my father. That's what Mr. Burnham
told me to-day.”

“The cad!”

“He also said this morning that he
had been told that I would make a hero
of the man who won this motor race.”

“That was true, wasn't it?" queried
Stanley, with a smile. *“Your father
told us that last night, But I under-
stood you had said it only in a playful
way, so that no decent man would take
it otherwise.”

“1 believe 1 did say so—and, indeed,
I think it wonderfully brave for any
man to dash around a track at such an
awful speed. You see, 1 know some-
thing about fast driving. 1 often go
along the road, myself, at a mile a min-
ute. But the worst of it all is that Vie-
tor Burnham pretends to believe that
what I said about regarding a man as
a ‘hero’ means that 1 will say ‘yes,’ if
he asks me to marry him.”

“You mean if he wins the race?”

“Yes. But I'm afraid he will. You
know that he is to drive a Columbiad
car, and that that car is regarded as the
most powerful and speediest machine
that ever has been produced, Every-
body is afraid of it.”

“T have heard that it is a good ma-
chine,” admitted Stanley. “‘But until it
has been tried out in a real competition
with the best cars that can be brought
against it, that is only talk. No one
knows for certain what the Columbiad
can do, because it is a French machine,
and has never been seen in action in
America, except at the trial, a few days
ago.”

“That was when Mr. Burnham quali-
fied as a driver, wasn't it?”

“Yes. He did his two miles in one
minute and twenty seconds. Pretty
good going. But I believe 1 can beat
that in the Thunderbolt.”

“T am so glad you are going to drive,
Mr. Downs. 1 happened to hear what
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you were saying over the telephone just
now, and I hope you will win.”

“Thanks!”

“Oh, it isn't only because I want you
to be successful,” she confessed, with
the candor that she inherited from her
plainspoken father. “I want you to
beat Mr. Burnham.”

“And all the others in the race, too,
eh?” he rejoined, with a humorous
curling of the lip. “He won’t be the
only other driver, you know, Miss Ran-
felt.”

“He will be your chief competitor, I
am afraid. If you beat him, you will
win. 1 feel sure of that.”

“Possibly,” assented Stanley Downs
thoughtfully. “It is said this Colum-
biad is a terror. I suppose Burnham
is a good driver?”

“One of the best in the country, dad
says. He’s cool, strong, and he has no
nerves. Dad has told me of the way
he held his own against some of the
rough men at the mines in days gone
by. It is because he is so brave and
powerful that dad likes him, I think.”

“Well, I'll try to beat him,” smiled
Stanley. i

“You must do it!” she whispered
tensely. “If he should win this race I
would be afraid of him. He would
come to me, and—and——-"

“Marry you by force? Hardly that,
I think. We don’t do that kind of
thing nowadays. Besides, your father
can take care of you. Why should you
fear this fellow ?”

“I don’t know why I should, but T
do,” she confessed. “He has a way of
carrying things before him in a savage
way that gets him what he wants. If
you beat him, he will not have an ex-
cuse to annoy me.”

Stanley was rather astonished that
this plucky young girl should show so
much terror. He had seen her driving
her big car down the winding road,
showing no actual fear, even when it
was inevitable that she should plunge

into the lake. Yet now, as she talked
of this Victor Burnham, she trembled
so that she could hardly stand, and her
voice quivered pitifully.

“T’ll take care of Mr. Burnham, both
on the track and elsewhere, if it should
be necessary,” Stanley assured her.

Hardly were the words out of his
mouth, when a footstep close by made
him turn. He looked straight into the
malevolent eyes of the man he had been
talking about.

For a moment the two gazed at each
other defiantly. Then, without speak-
ing, Victor Burnham turned on his heel
and went into the house.

“He heard you, I am afraid!” mur-
mured the girl.

“Just as well, if he did,” replied
Stanley, with a smile. “He will know
what to expect if he doesn’t behave him-
self.”

“Hello, Stan!” broke in the cheery
tones of Clay Varron. “I’ve just heard
the news.”

“What?"” cried Stanley, half hoping
that the news might be good for him.
“They haven’t found the money in the
lake, have they 7"

“No, old man! T wish it was that.
What I meant was that I'm pleased you
are going to be in that race. Mr. Ran-
felt and I are going to Buffalo with
you. We want to see you do your trial.
You don’t mind, do you?”

“Mind?” ejaculated Stanley. “It is
the very thing I should have suggested,
if I had thought you and Mr. Ranfelt
would consent.”

“And I'm going, too,” put in Helen
decidedly.

“So will I, if I may be permitted,”
added the surly voice of Victor Burn-
ham, as he stepped forward. “I'm told
the Thunderbolt racer the company has
ready is quite a traveler. I should like
to see how you will handle it.”

“I will drive you over in my car,
Stan, if you like,” said Clay, ignoring
Burnham. “Mr. Ranfelt says he will
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go in his own car, and I suppose he
will take Helen with him.”

Nobody asked Victor Burnham how
he intended to go. But Helen knew he
had come from Buffalo in his own car,
and, of course, he could go the same
way.

“Will you take me with you, Ran-
felt?” he asked, as the mine owner
stepped out to the veranda.

Helen managed to catch her father’s
eye, and he gave Burnham a prompt
negative.

“All right, Ranfelt. I can drive my
own car,” he said, with an evil grin.
“It will be a little lonely for me, but
we can all go together, even if we are
in separate cars.”

“The blackguard!” thought Stanley
Downs. I feel as if he and I would
come to grips some time—and not on
the speedway only.”

CHAPTER V.
For a Sure Thing.

T was two days later when Victor
Burnham, with a raincoat covering
his ordinary raiment, and a peaked

cap pulled well down over his brows,
stood behind a big racing car in a ga-
rage in a back street in Buffalo. With
him was a man whose oily overalls and
blackened hands proclaimed him a ga-
rage employee.

“Now, Dan,” whispered Burnham, as
he glanced about to make sure they
could not be overheard. “You under-
stand that if I win this race you get a
clear thousand dollars.”

“When do I get it?” inquired Dan
coldly. “I want it as soon as you run
your car off the track.”

“Dan Saltus, you're just as suspi-
cious now as you ever were,” said
Burnham, grinning in a mirthless way.
“When you were engineer for me, out
in Nevada, I knew that you did not
trust anybody—not even your best
friend.”

“Best friend, eh?” snorted Mr. Sal-
tus, passing a grimy hand across his al-
most as grimy face. “Meaning your-
self, T suppose 7"

“Meaning myself,” assented Burn-
ham. “I was your best friend, and I
am now. You would not have this
nice little - job as foreman of this
garage if I hadn’t got it for you.”

“That’'s right. Although [ don't
know that it is such a nice little job, at
that. The men I have around me are
all dubs, and if I want anything done
right I have to get at it myself. But,
never mind thac. Drive ahezul with
what you were going to say.’

Victor Burnham stepped to the door
of the garage and looked up and down
the short street. It was between six
and seven o’clock in the evening, after
general business hours, and no one was
about. The garage itself was empty
but for Burnham and Dan Saltus, the
foreman.

“What T was going to say,” resumed
Burnham, as he stepped again to the
back of the racing car, “is that I have
to win this Lawrence Cup.”

“That’s what they'll all say,” grunted
Dan. “I mean, all the drivers.”

“Possibly. But it’s real business with
me. I've gotsto win!

“You’ll take a sporting chance, I sup-
pose 2"

“Nol snarled Burnham. *I won't—
if I can help it. This has to be a sure
thing for me. Chance won’t do.”

Dan Saltus toock up some cotton
waste and wiped away a streak of black
oil he had just observed on one of the
brake rods of the gray racer. It en-
abled him to avoid a response.

“This car is better than anything to
be driven in that race—except one.”

“The Thunderbolt?”

”Yes.”

“I see. But what are you going to
do about it?”

Victor Burnham glanced furtively
about him. Then he moved close to

”
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the grimy mechanic, still busy with his
waste, and whispered in his ear:

“What can you do about it?”

“I don’t get you.”

“Oh, yes, you do,” insisted Burn-
ham. “But you don’t want to admit
it. You’re not a bonehead exactly.”

“Thanks! But you’ll have to come -

across more plainly than this if you
want a straight answer from me,” de-
clared Dan doggedly.

“Very well. I will.”

There was utter silence for perhaps
a quarter of a minute. Victor Burn-
ham hardly knew how to frame in
words what he wanted to say. Like
most men of his type, he was always
fearful of placing himself in the power
of anybody.

“Of course, Dan, I know you are
straight with me. I'm not afraid of
your giving any of this conversation
away. Even if you did, it would not
make any difference. No one would
believe you.”

“No one would have to,” retorted
Dan. “I don’t talk about my private
business. And this is plumb private.
Go on, Mr. Burnham. You are so leery
of what you say, that anybody would
think you’re planning a murder. What's
it all about?” .

“If that Thunderbolt had some little
thing the matter with it, so that it did
not yield all the power it has generally
been able to deliver, or so that it would
gradually give out—without danger to
the driver, of course——"

“Nothing like that could happen with-
out danger to the driver,” threw in Dan.
“When a car is going ninety or a hun-
dred miles an hour, or even fifty, there
is a chance of the driver’s neck being
broken if anything slips. You know
that, Mr. Burnham.”

“It does not always follow,” insisted
Butnham, “especially when it is only
some lttle thing. In every big race a
lot of cars draw out before the finish
with some small thing the matter.”

“What, for instance?” growied Dan.

“A flaw in a connecting rod, engine
trouble of some kind, carburetor not
working just right—any one of a dozen
things. I leave it to you what to do.
But I want tlte Thunderbolt to come in
behind the Columbiad I drive.”

“Why can’t you drive on the level?”
demanded Dan sulkily. “You have a
car here that can walk away from any
of them. I know. I've driven it my-
self, and I saw you in the.trial. Why,
you did your ninety miles and over—
that is, an average of that—in your
trial, and you had any amount of power
that you didn’t call on. Why don’t you
go into the race and trust to your ma-
chine? That’s what I'd do.”

Victor Burnham ripped out an oath
in a low tone that made up in foulness
what it lacked in volume.

“I'm not asking what you’d do,” he
rasped. “I want you to do this thing
for me, and I'll pay you for doing it.”

“You will give me the thousand you
promised if you win the race? T agreed
to take that, but it was only for seeing
that the machine was in perfect condi-
tion. I didn’t bargain for any real
crooked work for that money,” growled
Dan.

“It was understood.”

“No, it wasn’t. 1f you want anything
more than straight goods from me,
you’ve got to hand over something more
than a thousand—a great deal more.”

“I’ll give you another thousand.”

“Making two thousand altogether?”

‘i'&res.’,

“T'll do what you want me to. But
—wait a moment. One thousand will
have to be paid, whether you win or
not. I'm not taking all the chances.
Suppose I get at the Thunderbolt, and
I'm seen. Where would I come in? It
might take a thousand dollars for a
lawyer to clear me. I've got to have a
thousand before I'll take the contract.
You know I'm square. 1 won't take
your money and not do the job.”

—
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Victor Burnham reflected with deeply
contracted brows, and as he did so, any
casual observer would have said that
he was the very incarnation of evil. In-

~deed, he might have been plotting mur-
der, as Dan Saltus had intimated, so
far as could be told from the expression
of his dark face.

“Here’s the thousand, Dan,” he said
at last, drawing a wallet from an inside
pocket. “Do you promise to get at the
Thunderbolt 7"

“For a thousand dollars—yes,” re-
plied Dan, holding out his hand for the
money.

Without speaking, Victor Burnham
opened the wallet and counted ten hun-
dred-deliar bills into the garage fore-
man’s hand.

“I'd rather have had it in smaller
bills,” grumbled Dan. *“It isn’t so easy
to get a century changed without people
wondering where you got it. But I
dare say I can get away with it.”

He rolled the money imto a small
package and put it in a pocket under
his overalls, looking at the racing car
before him as he did so.

“This Columbiad is in good shape, I
suppose, Dan, Nothing hurt it in the
trial 2”

“Not a thing. I have been over it
carefully, and taken a long time to do
it. She’s ready for the race this min-
ute, if you wanted to take her out.
I'll be your mechanician, of course—as
I was in the trial—and I'll know that
she’s tuned up to concert pitch when we
line up. I've got plenty of gas in her.
But I'll draw it all out and put in fresh
gas before the race, of course. I've got
the very best grade of gasoline on the
market, and I’ve strained it three times
already, to make sure she’s clean.”

Victor Burnham nodded perfuncto-
rily at all this. He knew Dan Saltus
would look after all details. Gasoline,
water, oil, and every part of the ugly
gray machine, with its great white fig-
ure 7 painted on it in several places,
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would be exactly right. That was not
what he had to think about.

What troubled him was that the
Thunderbolt—a wonderful racer that
never had been beaten by an American
car so far—would also be in perfect
condition. With everything else equal,
he feared that Stanley Downs could
push ahead of the Columbiad.

“T don’t know that he could do it,”
muttered Burnham, half aloud. “But
he might. That’s what has to be pre-
vented.”

“Tll prevent it all right,” declared
Dan, who had overheard. “Do you
want to look her over any more? If
you don’t, I'll take her to the storeroom
and lock her in.”

“I've seen enough of her,” replied
Burnham. “Take her up.”

Dan Saltus dropped into the low
driver’s seat—with its comfortable
cushions, which gave just room for the
mechanician to sit by the side of the
driver—and skillfully guided the car
upon a flat platform elevator a few
yards away.

“The smoothness with which the
powerful machine rolled along the con-
crete floor, so slowly that it appeared
hardly to be moving, proved that it was
a perfect bit of mechanism. One could
hardly realize that its gaunt, rakish
frame held the potency of a hundred
miles an hour and more. It just crawled
now—no more.

Victor Burnham waited patiently un-
til Dan Saltus had taken the car to an
upper floor, where it would be locked
up in an iron fireproof room by itself.
When the foreman came down again,
Burnham remarked that the trial of the
Thunderbolt was to take place at the
speedway at ten the next morning,

“I know it,” replied Dan.

“You’ll be there?”

“I guess so. The boss here doesn’t
like me to be away too much, for we
are pretty busy. But I can trust my
assistant for that length of time. We
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have some good men working for us,
too. That's one comfort. But you
don’t want me to do any work on the
Thunderbolt to-morrow, do you?”’ he
added, with the ghost of a grin.

“No,” growled Burnham. “So long
as you are on the job when the race
comes off, I don’t ask anything more.
But I want you to see this Thunderbolt
in real action at the trial. It may give
vou some ideas as to how you are to
fix it afterward. Good night, Dan.”

He walked out of the garage without
looking back. Outside, he lighted a
cigar, which he puffed contentedly as
he went along.

“The coldest proposition I ever went
up against,” reflected Dan Saltus, aloud,
looking after the departing Burnham.
“By gravy, I believe he'd rather have
that young fellow Downs killed than
not. If Burnham knew I was on to his
game to the very bottom, he’d be sur-
prised, I reckon. He thinks [ think all
he cares about is to win this race just
far the sake of the glory and my thou-
sand dollars. Strange how things come
about. If it hadn’t been that Hank
Swartz is a friend of mine, I'd never
have got on to it all. As it is, I reckon
that Hello, Hank! Where did
you blow in from?”

A wide-shouldered, lean-faced man,
with the deep tan on his face that told
of outdoor life in the open country—
for he could not have got so brown
anywhere else—strolled into the garage
and coolly appropriated the one wooden
chair in sight, which was usually occu-
pied by the foreman when he had noth-
ing else to do.

CHAPTER VI.
The Heart of the Plot.

HAVE been attending to affairs for

I Burnham,” replied Hank Swartz,

when he was comfortably settled in

his chair. “I wish I could smoke in
here.”

“Well, you can’t,”
“You know that as well as I do.
is a garage.”

“All right. T just dropped in to see
how the Columbiad looked? Where
is she?”

“She’s put away upstairs, in her own
little flat,” answered Dan, with his usual
surly grin. “We are not showing her
to everybody until the day of the race.
Then some of them may see her a little
too much. She’s going to win that cup
and the purse, Hank.”

“Of course she is. She must.
There’ll be a neat little sum in side bets,
too. Gee! T reckon Vic Burnham will
clean up about fifty thousand. Well, he
needs it.”

This time Dan Saltus allowed him-
self to chuckle outright.

“He sure does. He’'s so near broke
that if he was to get a hard shove he
would tumble clear over into bank-
ruptcy. But he’s a great bluffer. If he
can get that girl of Ranfelt’s he'll be
all right. But the other string he has
out, on old man Burwin, of Burwin &
Son’s bank, is a good one, too.”

“And yet that deal depends rather
on this race for the Eawrence cup, just
as his winning Helen Ranfelt does,”
remarked Hank Swartz wisely.

“How? T don’t quite get that,” re-
sponded Dan Saltus. :

“Well, you know that Burnham
wants to get old Dick Burwin to open
a branch bank out in Carson City, and
appoint Burnham the president?”’

“Sure! I’'m wise to that.”

“Well, Burnham has been bluffing the

snapped Dan.
This

.old man that he can put a hundred

thousand plunks into the capital of the
new bank. That would give an excuse
for making him president. Old Burwin
likes the scheme, according to Burnham.
But Burnham has always been afraid
that when it was sprung on Burwin’s
nephew, this Stanley Downs, the beans
would all be spilled.”

“1 reckon that’s so,” agreed Dan
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thoughtfully. “This Downs is one
smart guy. They say his uncle relies
on his judgment in 'most everything he
does.”

“That’'s what.? was Swartz’s te-
sponse. “So it’s up to Burnham to keep
it away from Stanley Downs—which
he Las done up to date—or to queer
Downs so badly with his uncle that any-
thing he says won’t count Pretty slick
plan, eh, Dan?”

The two men chuckled in concert.
Obviously they were both in a plot tlat
appealed to their peculiar temperament,
and which it gave them pleasure to
discuss at their leisure.

“I hear Stanley Downs has lost
twenty thousand dollars belonging to
the bank,” remarked Dan, after a short
pause.

“Oh, you heard that, eh? Where did
you get it?”

“Oh, come off, Hank! What am I
on earth for? To walk around with
plugs in my ears and blinders on? I
can tell you something more about that.
Downs is keeping it from his uncle that
he’s shy the twenty thousand, and he
hopes to get it from this cup race. Isn’t
that right?”

“You are not far off, Dan,” admitted
Swartz.

“You bet I'm not. Well, he isn't
going to get that twenty thousand, be-
cause DBurnham, with his Columbiad
upstairs, will rush over the finish line
while Stanley Downs and his Thunder-
bolt will- be a hundred miles behind,
wondering why he ever entered.”

“You'll get some of the purse, eh,
Dan ?”

“T'll be the mechanician. Of course
I'll get some. You don’t think I'm
going to take chances of being all
broken up for nothing.”

“But won’t you get more than your
mechanician’s percentage?”’ persisted
Swartz,

Dan Saltus had been leaning against
the doorpost, where he could look up

and down the street while conversing
with Swartz. He swung around ab-
ruptly at the last remark, and there was
an expression of anger as well as fear
in his eyes.

“What do you mean by that, Hank?
Who said I'd get more than my reg-
ular bit as a mechanician? Why
should 17"

“I don’t know. I only asked,” re-
olied Hank Swartz coolly. “I'm get-
ting paid by Burnham for certain work
I'm doing for him. I wouldn’t tell
everybody, but I'm not trying to hide
it from you. I thought you might
loosen up a little to me—that’s all.
We're old pards. We've rode, worked,
and bunked together out in the West,
voth in the cattle country and the mines.
But if you want to forget all that, why,
it goes with me, too.”

There was so much sadness in the
way this was said that Dan Saltus felt
obliged to respond. He held out his
hand to the other.

“I didn’t mean nothing, Hank,” he
protested. “Only it ain’t well to talk
too much. I'll only tell you this much,
and you can guess the rest if you have
a mind to: Victor Burnham is going
to win this race with the Columbiad.”

“I see,” replied Swartz. “I'm glad
to hear it. That will make things all
O. K. for me at my end of it.”

“How 2"

“lf Burnham wins the race, it will
put Stanley Downs in the wrong with
his uncle. He'll be twenty thousand
dollars shy, for one thing, and he’ll fall
down in a game that he’s supposed to
know all the way through from soup
to nuts.”

“Then there’s Ranfelt’s girl!” sug-
gested Dan.

“Yes. Not that Stanley Downs wants
her. He never met her till yesterday,
when he played into our hands by div-
ing into the lake with her and her
Fanchon,” laughed Hank. “But Vic
Burnham is crazy for her.”

!
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“What are you handing me, Hank?”
demanded Saltus, with an incredulous
chuckle. “I never knew Vic Burnham
to be crazy over any girl. He wants her
dad’s money. That's all.”

“Well, isn’t it dll the same ?" rejoined
Swartz. “He wants her, and he’ll stand
a fair show of getting her if he pulls off
this race. I'm mighty glad you and he
have it framed up to get it for him.”

“There you go again, Hank!” com-
plained Dan Saltus. “Who has any-
thing ‘framed up’? It’s going to be a
straight contest, with the best car and
driver winning. You know that, don’t
you?”

“Of course I do. You needn’t fly
off the handle just because we are hav-
ing a little friendly talk. I'm going
around to look at the Thunderbolt, if I
can. It's in the Moussard garage.
They are not letting strangers look her
over, of course. But I know the boys
there, and I reckon I can get in to see
what she looks like at close range.”

Hank Swartz strolled out, after a
friendly “So long!"” to Dan, and walked
across that part of the city for about a
quarter of a mile before he stopped in
front of another garage, which was
enough like the one where he had left
Dan Saltus to be mistaken for it, if it
had been next door.

It was in an upstairs warehouse that
Swartz found several persons standing
around the racer that Stanley Downs
was to drive in the trial for two miles
on the morrow.

One of the garage men took Swartz
up and directed him to stand out of
sight behind a big limousine until the
party looking at the Thunderbolt went
away.

“Then you can give her the once over
without one knowing anything about
it,” said the man to Swartz. “The boss
gave orders that nobody was to see it
except Mr. Downs and his friends—and
Mr. Ranfelt, of course. They are over
there now, but they won't stay long.”
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“All right, Bill,” returned Swartz, as
the two sat on the running board of the
limousine.

“You will easily qualify at the trial
to-morrow, Mr. Downs,” remarked
Helen Ranfelt, as Stanley Downs

-pointed out to her the various items that

made up the big Thunderbolt. “I know
something about automobiles, and T can
see that vou have about everything in
this car that you could want in a racer.
How I should like to drive her over the
track myself, just once,” she added
wistfully.

“It wouldn’t be as comfortable as
your Fanchon, Helen,” put in her
father. “Besides, it isn't customary for
young ladies to drive in races.”

“1 didn’t say I wanted to drive in the
race,” pouted Helen. “Although I
wouldn’t mind doing that if it were con-
sidered the proper thing. What I sug-
gested was that it would be nice to
send the Thunderbolt over that beau-
tiful, smooth wooden floor of the speed-
way, just to feel her going at ninety
miles an hour.”

“Ninety miles an hour, Helen?"” said
Clay Varron, with a laugh. “You have
your nerve with you. Do you realize
that that means a mile and a half a
minute

“I know the multiplication table,
Clay,” she rejoined. “If it /s the mul-
tiplication table you compute it by.
Anyhow, T have driven sixty miles on
a road, and I don’t think speed would
ever scare me very badly.”

“That’s so,” agreed Lawrence K.
Ranfelt boisterously. “By George,
Clay, I'd rather trust Helen in a race
than a lot of men 1 know. I'd like to
see her in a car against Victor Burn-
ham. I bet she’d make Vic hustle.”

Helen Ranfelt frowned and pinched
her father’s arm.

“Was it necessary to bring Mr. Burn-

‘ham’s name into this?” she asked, in a

whisper. “I want to forget him.”
“If you do, you'd better root for Mr,
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Downs to pull off the race. You know
what Burnham expects if he brings the
Columbiad in first.”

“What he expects and what he will
get may be widely apart, dad,” returned
the girl, in her usual tone, and with a
careless laugh and toss of her head.
“Anyhow, I'm expecting to see the
Thunderbolt do it easily.”

“We shall get a line on it at the trial
to-morrow,” observed Varron. “I sup-
pose you haven't any doubt about it
yourself—have you, Stan?”

Stanley Downs smiled, as he patted
the gray monster, with its immense
white “5”" on the front of the radiator,
and repeated in three other places, on
each side of the hood and at the back.

“I'm ready to guarantee that the
Thunderbolt is in perfect condition to-
night,” he said. ‘“That means it will be
the same in the morning, for it will be
shut up here by the garage men after
we’'ve gone, and no one else will see it
till I come down here to drive it to the
speedway.”

“You'll drive it through the city your-
self, then?” asked Varron.

“Certainly. It is the safest thing
to do.”

“How do you feel yourself ?” asked
Mr. Ranfelt, slapping him on the shoul-
der. “Think you are fit?”

“Seem to be,” replied Stanley, as the
party filed out of the room and went
down the stairs on their way to the
street.

“Now, Hank,” said the man he had
called Bill. “If you want to take a
flash at the Thunderbolt, now is your
time."

Hank Swartz walked over to the
racer, over which a bunch of electric
lights still glowed, and bent down to
look at her closely.

This man had owned several cars in
his life, and he knew the “points” of an
automobile. So his examination of the
Thunderbolt was an intelligent one,
even though he was not long making it.

“Well?” queried Bill, as Swartz at
last moved away from the Thunder-
bolt. “What do you think of her?”

Hank Swartz drew a long breath.
Then he shook his head slowly.

“She is unbeatable—as she stands
to-night,” he answered.

He went out of the garage, boarded
a street car at a near corner, and sent
his name up to a certain room in a
prominent hotel.

“Mr. Burnham is out,” announced the
clerk, when the telephone had failed
to draw a response from the room.

Swartz frowned impatiently. Then
he hastily wrote his name on a card and
handed it to the clerk. On the card he
had also written: “Call me up right
away. Important. Trouble.”

“See that Mr, Burnham gets this card
as soon as he returns, please,” he re-
quested, as he turned away from the
desk.

He strode up and down the spacious
lobby several times, thinking, and mut-
tering to himself. What he said was:
“The Thunderbolt is unbeatable. I said
it and T sincerely meant it. Unbeatable
—unless Well, that will be up to
Burnham.”

He walked out of the hotel, still
thinking and muttering.

CHAPTER VIL
A Reply by Wire.

HE trial of the Thunderbolt was
an entire success. As Stanley
Downs had said, the car was

tuned to perfection, while he, the
driver, was as good as his machine. The
two worked together like one organism.

There were several hundred people
at the speedway to see the trial, al-
though it was not a public exhibition.
The spectators included drivers of other
cars, mechanicians, officers of the
speedway—including the manager,

3t e
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Colonel Frank Prentiss—and other per-
sons who were connected in various
ways with the track and the race that
was to take place on Thursday.

Stanley did not push his car too hard,
but he went over the two miles in a min-
ute and twenty seconds, which was at
the rate of ninety miles an hour. This
admitted the car to the cup race, the re-
quirement being a speed of not less than
eighty-five miles an hour.

When the trial was over, and as soon
as he could get away from the swarm
of interested people who crowded about
the car after it had passed the judges’
stand and been declared qualified, Stan-
ley left the track and made his way to
the garage, where he turned the Thun-
derbolt over to his mechanician.

He had had a telegram from his uncle
that morning which he should have an-
swered before—only that he did not
know what to say. It disturbed him so
that it was only by desperately concen-
trating his mind on the business imme-
diately in hand that he had been en-
abled to drive in the trial.

The telegram was brief and to the
point. It read as follows:

Have heard that you met with accident in
mountains not far from Poughkeepsie. Is
money safe? Answer at once.

Ricaarp Burwin.

“What shall I do about this, Clay?”
asked Stanley of his friend, as the two
pored over the telegram in Stanley’s
room at the hotel. “The money is at
the bottom of the lake. I suppose it is
safe enough, but I haven’t got it,” he
added grimly.

“lI suppose you must answer the
wire ?” observed Varron, with a ques-
tioning look.

“If you knew my uncle as well as I
do,” returned Stanley, “you would not
ask that. Of course I must answer it.”

“Well, then, I'd give him the answer
you just now gave me.”

Stanley looked at him, puzzled, for

a moment. Then he uttered a short
laugh and shook his head.

“You mean that I shall telegraph him
the money is safer”

“TJust that,” replied Clay Varron.
“You said yourself it was safe. That is
what he asks.” y

“That would be a prevarication. I
don’'t see how I can say that. He
wouldn’t consider it safe if I told him
where it was. No, Clay, I can’t do it.
My uncle is always square with me. I
should feel like a crook if I sent him
such a message as that.”

“Well, what will you do? | If you tell
him the truth, what will be the conse-
quence

“The consequence will be that he will
think T am a fool,” answered Stanley
Downs, without hesitation,

“He couldn’t think that, unless he's
a fool himself,” was Clay’s warm re-
joinder. “Come again.”

“Well, he would know that I had
failed in a matter where I should have
used extreme care, and I doubt whether
he ever would trust me again. I have
fallen down, and there is no getting
away from it.”

Stanley Downs strode up and down
the room in such a dejected frame of
mind that his friend became indignant.

“What’s the matter with you, Stan?
Buck up! You took a risk of your
life to save a girl, and you did what any
man ought to do. The fact that some
of them would have held back is noth-
ing to do with the case. When you
knew that that crazy kid cousin of mine
was driving straight to a horrible death,
you followed her up and brought her
through. If you call that ‘falling down,’
or behaving like a fool, then I can only
say I wish there were more fools like
you in the world.”

Stanley Downs placed his two hands
affectionately on the shoulders of his
loyal friend and looked him in the eyes,
as he asked earnestly:

“Clay, now, on the level, would you
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ask me to tell a deliberate lie to my
uncle, who has always been straight
with me—who has been indeed more
than a father—and who would fight
any man who dared even to hint that
I would juggle with the truth? Would
you?”

Clay Varron coughed in embarrass-
ment. Then he answered, in as earnest
a voice as Stanley’s own:

“Of course you can't do it, Stan. But
1 don’t know what to advise you to tele-
graph him. 1 don’t, by gosh!”

“There is only one way out of it that
I can see,” declared Stanley, after a
few minutes’ cogitation.
evade his question for the present. I
am in hopes that after Thursday I shall
be able to go to New York with the
money."”

“You will, old man,” was Clay’s
eager response. “You'll win that race
and have twenty thousand dollars, to
replace what you have lost. I am sure
of that. I believed it before I saw the
trial to-day. Now I know there is noth-
ing can beat the Thunderbolt, with you
at the wheel. This Columbiad may be
- a good car. I believe it is. But, the
cars being equal—and T have no idea
that the Columbiad is better than the
Thunderbolt, you are a better driver
than Burnham. That will give you just
the ‘edge’ you require tg come in first.
Your judgment in driving will beat
Burnham, as sure as that the sun will
rise to-morrow morning.”

There was no resisting the enthusi-
asm of Clay Varron. A smile broke
over Stanley’s troubled countenance,
and .it was with a feeling of confidence
that he took up a pad of telegraph
blanks from a table to write a message
to Richard Burwin.

He was some little time composing
the telegram. At last, however, he had
written what Yie thought would bé the
best thing, and he read it to Clay, in
the following words:

caliialalie

“That 1s; to,

Am detained in Buffalo until after the au-
tomobile race on Thursday. Have business
with Colonel Prentiss. Will come to New
York on Friday. All well. :
SranrLey Downs,

“That ‘All well’ is a good touch,”
approved Clay Varron. “It is the truth,
too. When you have driven this race,
everything will be well, and you will go
down to New York with your twenty
thousand dollars. Then you can tell
your uncle about it, if you like.”

“I certainly shall tell him. I am in
hopes that, if there is no loss, he will
forgive me——"

“For taking a chance on Dbeing
drowned to save a girl, eh ?” interrupted
Clay. “Well, if he doesn’t forgive you
he will have a hard time explaining to
his conscience. Going to take that tele-
gram downstairs and have it sent, or
will you telephone for a boy to be sent
here?” asked Clay.

“I think I'll walk around with it to
the office. Then I shall know it gets off
right away,” decided Stanley. “Will
you dine with me to-night?”

“Can’t, dear boy,” answered Clay.
“T've promised to take dinner with the
Ranfelts, at their hotel. Then we are
going to a theater. By the way, you
were invited, too—weren't you?”

“Yes. But I begged off. I knew
this telegram was here, and, to tell the
truth, T didn’t feel like talking and
seeing a show. There are only two
more clear days before the race, and 1
think I shall use them in resting, except
when I am exercising the Thunderbolt
on the speedway. I want to get used
to that track.”

“There is not much to be learned
about it, I should think,” said Vernon.
“It is almost a counterpart of the
speedway at Sheepshead. Two-mile
oval, with two half-mile straightaways
and two half-mile turns.”

“Yes,.I know all that,” interrupted
Stanley. “And at the curves the out-

- side edges rise to twenty-five feet. The
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track is seventy feet wide. You see,
I have all its dimensions. I even know
that it is built of two-by-four pine, laid
on edge. But all that means little to a
man in a big race, unless he has prac-
ticed again and again. No matter how
smooth a track may seem to be, there
are sure to be little kinks that a driver
should know.”

“In what way are there kinks?”

“Little waves where the going rises
slightly—almost imperceptibly—and yet
which will make a fast-running car

swerve. You know that, Clay. You
are an automobilist.”
Clay Varron nodded. He did, in-

deed, understand how slight an obstruc-
tion will change the course of a motor
car when going at high speed. There
coulld be no argument as to the wisdom
of a driver trying out the track as often
as possible. _

“Of course, Stan, it would be foolish
in you to mneglect all possible precau-
tions. So I suppose it was wise for you
to pass up this dinner-and-show game
to-night. There'll be supper after the
theater, of course, and I dare say it will
be two o'clock in the morning, if not
later, before the fair-haired boy who
is talking to you will sink upon his
downy pillow."”

“Drivers in three-hundred-and-fifty-
mile cup races should not stay up till
two in the morning,” said Stanley, with
a laugh. “So I have plenty of excuse
for not being with you to-night.”

“Another thing, Stan, that might
have decided you to remain away is
that Victor Burnham will be in the
party. I don’t believe you like him any
more than T do. Besides, he will be
your principal opponent in the race, I
think, and you wouldn’t want to talk
about it, I know.”

“But he would, T guess?”

“Sure! He’s just the kind of
bounder who would try to get your goat
by talking about the difficulties of the
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thing, and wondering whether your car
will stand the racket.”

“That would be very unsportsman-
like,” remarked Stanley, with a shrug.

“Of course. That’s why Burnham
would do it. He'’s a scalawag through
and through, Stan. I know that. I've
met him before. And, I tell you, old
man, when you are in the race, you
want to look out for him. If there is
anything he can do to foul you, that’s
what he'll do.”

Stanley Downs laughed disdainfully.

“There isn’t much chance of a driver
fouling another in an automobile race
without his risking his own neck, as
well as the other fellow’s, Clay. I can
take care of myself when once we are
going.”

“I reckon so,” agreed Clay Varron.
“Well, I'll walk with you as far as the
telegraph office. We’ll take those back
streets. They are a short cut. You
know the way, don't your”

“Of course I do. Come on!” -

The two young men walked briskly
from the hotel, and in ten minutes Stan-
ley was handing in his telegram, telling
the clerk to send an answer, if there
should be one, to the hotel.

Clay Varron had left his friend at
the door of the telegraph office, and
was on his way to his room, to dress
for the dinner to which he had been
invited.

When the message had been filed and
paid for, Stanley came out alone and
strolled along busy Main Street for
several blocks, thinking of the strange
curve of the ball of fate that had
brought him to Buffalo again, to be-
come a driver in this great race.

“If T weren’t so worried about that
money, I should enjoy the experience,
just for itself,” he murmured. “As it
is, I am so anxious to win that it may
be the cause of my defeat. Defeat?
No, sir! I must win!”

He was so taken up with his thoughts
that he never noticed two rather under-
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sized youths, with the furtive air and in
the flashily cut cheap clothing peculiar
to the underworld class, known as
“gangsters” in most large American
cities, who kept always at the same
short distance behind him, and who
never let him out of their sight.

CHAPTER VIIL
Desperate Treachery.

T was when Stanley had turned off
the main thoroughfare, with its
electric lights and thronging prom-

enaders, into a labyrinth of dark and
small streets, that he realized he had
lost his way.

He could have turned around and
come back to the broad, well-lighted
avenue he had just left, but that was
not Stanley Downs’ way, for he rather
enjoyed wandering about cities without
any clear notion of where he was going,
only to find himself at last on some
familiar thoroughfare.

“I have nothing particular to do this
evening,” he told himself. “I don't
think T want any regular dinner, and I
shall go to bed after a while. So I
will just keep going till I come out
somewhere I know.”

He strolled through the dark streets
for another ten minutes, without com-
ing to any landmark he recognized. Al-
ways behind him crept the shadows of
the two gangsters, and both held in
their hands short clubs of some kind.

“Ah! T see bright lights at the end
of this street at last!” muttered Stan-
ley. “I knew I'd work out of this
muddle, sooner or later. Glad of it,
for this darkness and the rough side-
walks are getting monotonous.”

He had stood at the mouth of a dark
and forbidding alleyway as he gazed at
the reflection of the lights some three
blocks ahead.

He laughed at himself for being lost
in a city that he knew fairly well, and
had started to walk on, when a soft

shuffling sound behind made him swing
around, with an instinctive feeling that
he must protect himself from some sud-
den danger.

It was this instinct that eaused him
to raise both arms in an attitude of
defense. Also it prevented his being
struck on the head.

A blackjack came down rather hard
on his left arm, while another weapon
of the same kind which menaced him
on the right called for immediate action.

Stanley Downs was used to fighting
in all sorts of ways. Not only was he a
finished scientific boxer, but be had had
experience in the brutal pastime of
“rough and tumble” many times.

Down went the gangster who was
about to bring the loaded club on him
on his right. Stanley hit clean and true.
His fist caught the fellow under the
chin and sent him flying backward until
he tumbled against a wall, where he
stood, gasping.

The other rascal, having seen that his
“handy billy” had not injured the arm
it had struck, gathered himself together
and disappeared in the darkness with
the celerity that told of his familiarty
with the locality, as well as proving that
he was a lively sprinter.

Stanley turned to look at the half-
disabled ruffian who was leaning against
the wall. But hardly had he got his
eyes focused on the limp figure, when
the gangster, by a powerful effort of
will, slunk out of view also.

Where he went was not appatent.
There were many holes and corners in
that shady neighborhood, including
doorways to houses which were like rat
burrows to those who knew them.

“Let him go!” muttered Stanley,
smiling.” “He hasn’t done me any harm,
and I could not bother to have him ar-
rested, even if there were a policeman
in sight. I suppose they were just com-
mon holdups. If one of them had
landed on my head with a blackjack or
sandbag, they might have got me, too.
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As it was, they don’t win. T’ll get to
the lighted streets, however. I couldn’t
afford to be knocked out a day or so
before that big race. After that, it
wouldn’t so much matter.”

He laughed aloud at the incident
which had ended in what he regarded
as rather a ludicrous manner, and went
calmly back to his hotel, and soon after-
ward to bed.

About the time that Stanley Downs
was undressing and thinking over the
big contest in which he was to take
part on the day after the morrow, Vic-
tor Burnham sat in the back room of a
low saloon in a tough part of the city,
talking to the two gangsters who had
vainly endeavored to knock Stanley
senseless.

“He spoiled it, did he?”’ grunted
Burnham. “That shows that you fel-
lows are not much good. I ought not
to pay you. What you’ve done for me
is just nothing.”

“We couldn’t help it,” snarled one
of the ruffians. “We shadowed him for
nearly an hour before we got a chance.
Then somebody must have given him a
tip, for he turned just as I landed on
him with the billy. I got him on the
arm, instead_of the head. He didn’t
pay no attention to me, but he cut loose
a left hook that took Patsy in the jaw
and laid him out stiff. I beat it, of
course. There wasn’t nothing else to
do. Later I met Patsy here, and here
he is. He'll tell you whether I'm lying
or not.”

“I don’t suppose you’re lying,” inter-
rupted Burnham disgustedly. “I only
say you are no good. But here is your
fifty dollars. If you can get him again
before the race, I’ll make it a hundred
more—a hundred apiece. If he doesn’t
show up in the race, I'll know that
you've done it, and you’ll get your
money right away.”

He hurried out of the saloon. Patsy
and the other worthy ordered motre

beer and divided the money Burnham
had paid.

“What do you say, Patsy?” asked
his pal. “Want to go after that duck
again for a hundred”

“Not on your life!” returned Patsy
fervently. “I wouldn’t tackle him for
five hundred.”

And Patsy meant it.

It was in the forencon of the next
day that Stanley Downs again tried cut
the car he was to use in the race. By
his side was the taciturn, efficient young
man who had been offered to him by
the Moussard Company as his mech-
anician.

The mechanician often is as im-
portant a personage in a racing car as
the driver. At any moment during the
race the machine may develop some
weakness, and it is the mechanician who
immediately jumps in to get things
going again. At a time when every sec-
ond counts, the ability of the mech-
anician to work swiftly very often wins
the struggle.

Stanley was entirely satisfied with the
performance of the Thunderbolt, and
was smiling as he got out of his seat
in the garage, after the trial on the
track.

“Paul,” he said to the mechanician.
“You might as well look things over
again. And perhaps it would be well
if you got around very early in the
morning to make sure that everything
is right. The other men here are all
safe, of course, or the Moussard people
wouldn’t have them. But I believe in
seeing for myself that my machine is
right before it starts.”

“T’ll do it, sir,” replied Paul briefly.
“I’ll have the car in good shape. DBut
I would advise that you look her over
yourself afterward.”

“IL shall do that, of course, Paul,”
returned Stanley. “I'm going to the
hotel to rest most of the day. If you
want me, you can call me up there.”

It was not more than two hours later,
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when there came a banging at Stanley's
door, accompanied by the voice of Clay
Varron calling to him to open.

“What’s the matter, Clay? Any-
thing happened? My uncle? Anything
from him?”

“No. I haven’t heard from him.
How should 1?7 He wouldn’t write or
telegraph me, would he? No. It's
something else. Paul Wallman, your
mechanician, is in the hospital.”

“What?” cried Stanley, realizing
with a rush what this might mean to
him in the race. “Hurt? Sick?”

“Badly smashed by a car. It hap-
_pened in the garage. He was bending
down by the side of your Thunderbolt.
Another man, handling cars up there,
didn’t see him, and shoved a big car
against him, crushing him against an
iron post. He dropped in a heap, and
they hurried him off to the hospital.
His right arm is broken, and they were
afraid of internal injuries, but I hear
there is nothing of that kind. His
broken arm puts him out of the race
with you, however.”

“What am I to do?” exclaimed Stan-
ley Downs, knitting his brows. “This
is a serious matter., It may mean that
I shall be hopelessly beaten. Poor
Paul! I'm sorry for him, too. What
shall T do? I'll have to get another
mechanician. But good ones are scarce.
I can’t afford to risk the race with one
I don’t know. At the same time Y

“Look here, Stan!” broke in Varron.
“I didn't come here to bring bad news
without having something to suggest.”

“What is it, Clay? questioned Stan-
ley, as he clapped a hand on his friend’s
shoulder. “I suppose you have found
a good man for me—as good a one as
Paul Wallman?”

“I don’t know about that,” was the
modest response. “The man I have for
you is myself!”

“Yourself 7

“Yes. I know the Thunderbolt car
pretty well. I've driven one for a con-
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siderable time at intervals, and I don’t
think there are any Thunderbolt tricks
that can fool me. Aside from that, you
know that if there is anything the
mechanician can do to take you over
the finish line first, your humble servant
will do it. Is it a go?”

The hearty handshake and the ex-
pression of gratitude in Stanley Downs’
face was answer enough,

“All right, then,” went on Varron
hurriedly. ‘“Let’s get down to the ga-
rage and look the machine over. Then
we might as well take a spin around
the track together. What do you say?”

They hurried to the garage, and soon
had the big racer on the street, ready
to start for the speedway, out in the
country. Among those who watched
Stanley Downs drive away, with his
new mechanician, was Hank Swartz.
He was frowning heavily.

“T don’t knew how it is,” muttered
Hank to himself, “but that Downs al-
ways seems to fall on his feet. What
was the use of paying to have Paul
knacked out, when he can get as good
a man as Clay Varron to fill his place.
I know Varron. I'd rather have him in
that Thunderbolt than Paul Wallman,
any time. Burnham will get the worst
of this yet, if he doesn’t watch out.”

CHAPTER IX.
A Broken Record.

IT was a splendid day for the big race.
There was not too much sun, for a
soft mist hung in the air, tempering

the light. But it was bright and com-

fortably warm, nevertheless. In a

word, it was perfect spring weather.

The grand stand, bleachers, and
every other part of the immense
grounds where admission was charged
were crowded with sight-seers. In the
vast acreage around the track set apart
for automobiles, the machines were
parked several deep, and in all of them
were groups of well-dressed men and
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beautifully dressed women, who had
come from all parts of the country to
see what could be done by motor cars
that were the last word in scientific
achievement.

There was a record already of more
than a hundred and two miles an hour
by an American car. Would this be
beaten to-day? That was the question.
Or would it ever be equaled?

“That Columbiad may do it,” ob-
served Colonel Frank Prentiss to a few
of his intimates, as he stood in the
judges’ stand and looked over the vast
crowd that had gathered in the hope of
seeing a smashed record. “There is a
possibility. that the Thunderbolt may
touch it, too.”

“I’d like to see the Thunderbolt win,”
remarked an elderly man, with the in-
describable air of wealth about him that
can seldom be mistaken. “It is an
American car. The Columbiad is of
foreign make, I believe?”

“Yes,” replied Lawrence K. Ranfelt,
who had brought this gentleman into
the stand as a special favor. “It is
driven by an American, however. Vic-
tor Burnham. Ever heard of him?”

“Yes, I've heard of him,” replied the
other dryly. “I guess I'll get down to
my car. I can see the race from there
comfortably. Come with me, Ranfelt?”

“Yes. I believe I will,” replied Law-
rence K., as he went down the spiral
staircase with ~the elderly gentleman.
“My girl Helen is with a party of
friends in another car.”

The preliminaries of the big race
were carried out rapidly and in busi-
nesslike fashion.

The drivers and mechanicians had
looked their machines over for the last
time, had given them little dashes over
the track to make sure that everything
worked easily, and now were lining up
across the wide speedway to have their
photographs taken en masse.

It was difficult to tell one from the
other at a little distance. They all

loocked like machinists in very soiled
clothing, while the tight caps, goggles
in front, and the coat collars pulled up
high, helped to hide the fact that many
of the contestants were extremely per-
sonable young men, who, in their street
clothing, were rather finicky about their
appearance.

Stanley Downs and Clay Varron
stood side by side, and close by were
Victor Burnham, with his mechanician,
Dan Saltus. Stanley and Burnham did
not look at each other, but Dan Saltus
glanced rather curiously at Clay Var-
ron. © Saltus had heard of Paul Wall-
man’s injury, and he rather wondered
what kind of mechanician Stanley
would have with him in the Thunder-
bolt.

“Get into your cars, gentlemen!” or-
dered the starter, as he waved to the
loud brass band to stop playing.
“Ready !”

He gave a few directions to the
drivers, as the eighteen cars in the race
were brought to a stop inside the line.
He told them they were to go once
around the track, with a big car which
stood a few yards in front of them as
a pacer. They were not to pass the
pacer. When they came around they
could take a flying start for the real
race as he dropped his flag.

Away went the cars! Even the pre-
liminary rush around the bowl was at
nearly a hundred miles an hour. As
they came around again, the starter
shouted “Go!”"—which could not be
heard—and dropped his red flag.

The race was on!

A great roar arose from the fifty or
sixty thousand people about the track
as the cars tore around the oval. Every
car was at its best just then, and the
first lap of two miles was made at the
rate of ninety-five miles an hour, even
by the last one.

The next two miles were covered at
more than a hundred, and the drivers
warmed up, going higher and higher as
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each circuit of the great wooden bowl
was completed.

The cars were scattered by this time.
The whole track was dotted with them.

The Thunderbolt and Columbiad
were in the ruck, neither conspicuously
in the forefront, nor far behind. Both
Staniey Downs and Victor Burnham
were holding their cars in, contented to
be safe for the present, without trying
for a lead.

Time would come when some of the
contestants would drop out. There
were three hundred and fifty miles to
go, altogether. Plenty of time for the
vicious struggle that must come when
victory lay just among a few of the sur-
VIVOTS.

Stanley Downs, his goggles firmly
adjusted and his eyes gazing straight
ahead, knew he had his car well under
control, He could feel it leaping for-
ward in response to every light touch
on the throttle, while it obeyed the
least turn of the wheel over which he
could just see the yellow-brown pine
flooring ahead.

“She’s going all right, Stan ?” shouted
Varron in his ear.

“Perfectly |”

“T haven’t heard a sound from her
that shouldn’t be there.”

“Nerdil

“All right, Stan! Keep steady!
You’ll make it!” reassured Clay Var-
ron. “Hello! That was Burnham!”
he added, as a car swept close to them,
so that it seemed as if there had been
a deliberate attempt at collision. “The
man must be crazy!”

Burnham had driven his long, snaky
Columbiad so close that Stanley had
been obliged to swerve, giving his rival
a hundred yards advantage, at least,
before the Thunderbolt could recover.

It was a reckless thing to do. If
Stanley Downs had not been a splendid
driver, he might not have got out of
the way in time. But Burnham had fig-
ured on that. He knew Stanley was on
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the alert, and it was worth a little risk
to get that much ahead, he thought.

“You've got to make up that gap,
Stan!” shouted Varron.

Stanley Downs did not trouble to an-
swer. But he let in a little more gas,
and his machine jumped forward in
TESPOIISE.

“Ah!” chuckled Varron. “That’ll do
it. I don’t believe What's that?”

A soft crack had reached his ears.
It was underneath the car! j

Without a moment’s hesitation, Var-
ron leaned far over the side of the car,
and seizing an iron handhold, he peered
underneath.

As he pulled himself to his seat again,
he shouted to Stanley Downs:

“Get down off the track. We'll have
to lose a minute or two! Not more!
Hurry I

Stanley did not ask what was the
matter until he had steered his car to
the mside of the track, in front of the
judges’ stand. He had not quite
stopped when Varron was on the
ground, a pair of pliers in his hand.

Under the car he dived as it came to
a standstill, and there was a minute’s
work with the pliers. Then he came
out, leaped into his seat, and shouted
to Stanley: “Go—like the deuce !’

Up shot the Thunderbolt to the track
again, and it was going as fast as any
of them, almost at once. It was not
till the speedometer told that once more
they were doing a hundred miles an
hour that Varron volunteered any in-
formation as to what had been wrong.

“Connecting rod loosened,” he ex-
plained. “It had been done purposely,
for there was a nut wedged where it
would prevent the thing being found
out at first. I never saw anything more
infernally cunning. Somebody got at
the car while we were having our pic-
tures taken. That’s the only time it
could have been done, for I'd looked
her over just before that. The con-
necting rod was all right then.”
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“We'll talk about that after the race,”
said Stanley shortly.

The delay had given Burnham a start
on the Thunderbolt of a whole lap—
two miles.

Stanley could not lessen the distance,
try as he would. He decided, after a
dozen circuits of the oval, that he would

not try any more just then. He would
~ content himself with not getting any
farther behind.

So far it appeared as if the Thun-
derbolt and Columbiad were just about
equal in power and speed. It would be
nip and tuck, even if they were level.

The race kept on, and car after car
dropped out, unable to stand the gruel-
ing pace. When there were a hundred
and fifty miles to go only nine cars
remained—just half the number that
had started.

“We've gained one lap on Burnham,”
shouted Varron to Stanley. ‘“The other
cars are not in it for first place. Keep
it up. We did a hundred and three
miles an hour for the last lap. That
beat Burnham. Go ahead! Go on!”

Varron was wild now. He saw that
the Thunderbolt was slowly creeping up
on its rival. A little more and they
would lap him again.

“It must be done!
st win !” \

He bellowed this through the roar of
the car, and though the rushing wind
drove the words back into his throat,
he still kept up his frantic cries of en-
couragement to the cool, steady driver
at his side.

Stanley Downs had been in many a
contest before, on the football field, at
polo, and other sports. But never had
he taken part in a battle as exciting as
this, and never had he been cooler.

He felt that the machine was work-
ing smoothly, that every part seemed
to be in perfect accord, and that he was
slowly gaining on the rival who had
resolved to beat him at any cost.

Clay Varron had used his oil can at

The Thunderbolt

frequent intervals. Being a racing car,
the Thunderbolt could be replenished
with oil from the seat in all of its more
important parts, and Clay had taken
care there should be no lack of lubri-
cant.

Twenty, forty, a hundred miles had
been covered, and Stanley Downs lifted
his machine almost even with the Co-
lumbiad. Another effort and he would
pass.

It was at this instant that Stanley
caught a glimpse out of the corner of
his eye of the driver of the Columbiad,
as the latter turned his head slightly
in the direction of his rival. Also, he
saw that the mechanician, Dan Saltus,
was shouting something to Burnham,
as he raised his hand, apparently in
remonstrance.

It was all so quick that afterward
Stanley Downs did not know exactly
what he had seen in the Columbiad.

Just as Saltus shouted, there was a
quick swerve of the Columbiad, and it
crowded toward the Thunderbolt.

It was the same trick that Burnham
had played early in the race, and which
then might have resulted in the hor-
rible death of the four men in the two
cars.

Stanley gripped his wheel tighter and
tried to steer out of the way, even al-
though he knew it would lose for him
two or three hundred precious yards.

But he did not go quite far enough!
The Columbiad bore down on him, and
the two raced along for a second or
two, with only a few inches separating
them.

Then came the crash. By one of
those curious combinations of circum-
stances not uncommon in automobiling,
it chanced that a rear corner of the
Thunderbolt clipped the other car just
where it would upset its gravity.

Bang! Smash!

The Columbiad was on its side, while
Stanley, quickly recovering from the
jar, whirled on alone.
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There was no time for Stanley to
look at the wreck. He kept on with
the race. He must win, no matter who
might be hurt. It is the cruel rule in
races of all kinds. Only those not in
the actual contest can give time to look
after those who may have fallen in
the struggle. >

As they tore around on the next lap,
keeping well clear of the wrecked car,
Varron saw men lifting Burnham and
his mechanician away, and the .next
time around the Columbiad had been
turned over on its wheels by a score
of men and pushed out of the way.

It did not take long to cover the re-
maining distance. As Stanley Downs
rushed the Thunderbolt over the finish
line, his number went up on the board:
“Number 5 wins!” Directly afterward
the time was recorded also: ‘‘103.10.”

This meant that the Thunderbolt had
covered the three hundred and ffty
miles at an average speed of more than
one hundred and three miles an hour.

Stanley Downs had beaten the
record !

It was some time before Stanley
could get to a certain car parked in the
infield, i whom he had seen an elderly
gentleman, to whom he wanted very
much to speak.

There were a number of formalities
to be gone through. The man who had
won the Lawrence Cup could not be al-
lowed to go away till he had been ad-
dressed by the judges and had his
photograph taken.

Then he had to go and change his
clothes after a shower bath, and do
various other things to bring him back
to his usual appearance.

It was all done at last, however, and
he dashed for the car that had been
his aim all along since he had finished
the race and had time to look about him.

“Uncle!” he cried, as the elderly gen-
tleman took his hand in a warm, strong
grip. “Somehow, I had a feeling that
you'd come—especially when I got no

reply to my telegram,
to see you.”

Richard Burwin was an unemotional
man, as a rule. But there were tears
behind his glasses as he said brokenly:

“Stan, my boy, I knew all about it.
T know more than you do. That fellow
Burnham was pretty slick, but not quite
slick enough for the old man. I had
his measure from the first. However,
he’s dead, so——"

“BDead 2’

“Yes. He was smashed all to pieces.
Crushed almost to a jelly. Dreadful
thing, of course. But he got it when
he tried to crowd you off the track—or
kill you. I don’t believe he cared what
he did. His mechanician will get well
they say.” .

“I'm giad to hear that,” said Stanley
earnestly.

“So am I,” came from Richard Bur-
win. “I am told he confessed, when
they carried him off the track, and when
he thought he was dying, that he had
stolen a package of twenty thousand
dollars from you when you were at
the track before you started for New
York in your car.”

“Stole it cried Stanley, dazed.

“Yes. He changed it on you. Com-
mon frick among ecrooks, you know.
The old green-goods game! So you
had enly a bundle of worthless paper,
with a real bank note on the outside,
in your car pocket. That’s what went
to the bottom of the lake.. The money
is safe, the fellow says. We'll get it
back when we’ve seen him at the hos-
pital, and got his formal confession.
Now, let’s get away from here. We're
going to take luncheon with Ranfelt—
an old friend of mine—Prentiss, and
Miss Ranfeli——"

“Why, Mr. Downs, won’t you let me
congratulate you?” broke in the sweet
voice of Helen Ranfelt. “I have been
trying to do it all the time you have
been talking to Mr. Burwin.”? Then, in
a lower tone, that only Stanley could

I'm very glad
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hear: “You know how much this
means to me. I am horrified at Mr.
Burnham’s death. But—wouldn’t it
have been dreadful if he had won the
race?”

“Hello, Helen! How do you think
you’d like to be a mechanician?” asked
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Clay Varron, laughing, as he took his
fair cousin’s hand. “It’s great sport, I
assure you.”

“Clay, you’re splendid,” she an-
swered. “If- you hadn’t helped Mr.
Downs to win the cup, I never would
have forgiven you.”

SOME NEW

INVENTIONS

To convert an ordinary wash boiler into a washing machine, an_inventor
has patented a metal cone, perforated at the top, so that jets of boiling water
are forced through clothing.

An electrical annunciator device, operated by push buttons on chairs through-
out a hall, is working successfully in Holland to auction eggs without the usual
noise and confusion of such sales.

Both the moistening and sealing of letters is done in a single operation by
a new office implement, in which a dampened roller passes under the flaps, ahead
of a larger one, that closes them.

To enable automobiles to 151111 themselves up hills or out of soft spots in
roads, a South Dakota inventor has patented a windlass which may be attached
to the rear hub of the car and operated by a motor.

A Seattle man has invented a device which keeps automobiles from skid-
ding on wet pavements. , There is a receptacle under the rear seat of the car
in which sand is placed, and, by pressing a pedal on the floor of the car, the
sand is released and spread in front of the rear wheels, giving instant traction.

A tin hood which fits over a rooster’s head and neck in such a way as to
prevent the fowl from heralding the dawn has been invented. A rooster did
too much early-morning crowing near a police station, and one of the police-
men devised the invention, which is said to work perfectly, and without injur-
ing the rooster.

A pump that not only pumps up an automobile tire within a few minutes,
but that keeps the tire at that pressure, regardless of large punctures, is a new
invention. The pump can be attached to the hub of the wheel in less than
a minute. It works on the rotary-pump principle, each revolution of the wheel,
while running the car, driving air into the tire.

In putting up tall buildings, contractors have had a problem in boring holes
in steel beams wherein to place the rivets, those little bands of steel that are vital
to the erection of skyserapers. By putting a trained army of drillers at work, the
contractor has been able to drill correctly probably five hundred holes a day.
A new machine, invented by a Los Angeles man, has demonstrated that it can
bore thirty perfect holes in two and one-half minutes, requiring in the opera-
tion the services of one man and a dynamo generating sixteen and one-half horse
power, This boring is done in a steel beam' three inches thick. The gang drill.
as it is called, can also be used on iron pipes. It is said that one man using the
machine can do the work of ten, not only cheaper, but more accurately.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

HIP MERRIWELL
Fardale,

out of the barracks at night,
father,
Gunn.

an English officer from India, was murdered in France,
The colonel tells Chip, in a \13‘1[\‘(1 way,

and his friends fall out with Kadir Dhin, a Hindu student at
whom Colonel Gunn brought from abroad.

Chip trails him as he sneaks

and thwarts an attempt to abduct Rose Maitland, whose

irom the home of Colonel
that the man who murdered Rose’s father

did it because he and his daughter violated a religious sanctuary, and that her father's fate

is planned for Rose.

strangers, at Gunn's request.

Chip and his friends shadow Kadir Dhin,
On Christmas Eve Rose is missing, and Clancy and Kess,

and look for mysterious

unable to find Chip, go to the railroad station, and see Bully Carson tip the baggageman

as a curious-looking trunk is put on the train.
where they

trunk is put off at Carsonville,
unconscious form of Chip.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
Bully Carson Explains.

=4 HE shrewd eyes of Colo-
nel Carson sparkled with
a sly twinkle. He sat
before his deep-throated
fireplace, in his home in
Carsonville. Into the
room he had called his
son Bully, to receive
from him a full account of the recent
startling happenings, and the result of
the investigation which had followed.

Bully had come in prepared to put
his part in the affair in the best light
possible. Yet he would speak to his-
father with more openness than he
would to any one else, for it was
known that the elder Carson had sown,
in his youth, a pretty big crop of wild
oats himself.

L €7

Clan and Kess hoard the train, and the
discover that it has been occupied by the

With that sly, humorous twinkle,
Carson turned on his hopeful son. In
a way he was proud of Bully, though
he raged at him daily.

“I hear ye got out of ft, Bully, but
it took some hard work and tall lyin’.
I’ve jest got home, but I’ve been hear-
in’ about it; I'd been down to that in-
vestigation myself if I'd been here,
Prob’ly some o’ the things I've heard
ain’t so. So ye can jest straighten me
out about it.”

This was so much better than Bully
had anticipated that the sour expression
passed from his coarse red face. Feel-
ing more comfortable, he stood up,
with ‘his broad back to the fire, and,
taking out a cigar, bit off the end of it
and scratched a match.

“Well, ’twas the funniest and sin-
g’larest thing that ever came down the
pike, dad, and for a while it looked ’s if
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they had me in bad. It was Clancy and
Kess that went gunnin’ for me, and
come nigh bringin’ me down. But Il
git even with ’em for that, see!”

He lighted his cigar, and stood smok-
ng.

“And me and Chip Merriwell are due
to have some interestin’ times, too.
They're all in together, and he has hit
at me more than once.”

“Young Merriwell was in a box or
trunk in the baggage car, unconscious
and about dead, when they put it off
here, and you was charged with havin’
that trunk or box put on the car. Of
course you didn’t, and know nothin’
about it. You're a mighty big fool at
times, Bully, but you’re not so big a one
as that; and there'd have been no sense
in it.”

Bully’s face glowed to a dull and an-
gry crimson, as he recalled the grilling
he had been put through by the police
officers because of that accusation.

“Me and that young Hindu, Kadir
Dhin, was charged with doin® it; and
they'd have fastened it on him sure if
Colonel Gunn hadn’t come to his help;
for, you see, it was Kadir Dhin’s
Hindu trunk that they found Merri-
well in. It looked mighty bad for him
a while, and looked bad for me, too,
jest because I had been with him not
long before, and had given the baggage
man a quarter at the station for bring-
in’ down for me a box of stuff from
Dickey’s that it would have cost me a
dollar to send in the reg’lar way.

“There’s a whole big story back of
it, dad,” Bully explained, “and there
were some things I didn’t know myself
until Gunn made that statement to the
officers. Kadir Dhin had been treat-
ing me fine as silk, and I was going
around with him a lot. He had spend-
in’ money, and he wasn’t afraid to blow
it. It wasn’t my bizness to ask him
how he got it. Yet he came to Fardale,
as you recklect, as a sort of charity stu-

dent. I thought he had mebby been
gamblin’, and had been lucky.

“He was talkin’ ag’inst Merriwell,
and plannin’ ways to do him, and I
liked that. And we did ‘do’ him, in
the end, as T'll tell you.

“It started when that girl was miss-
in’ out of Gunn’s house, where she has
been stayin’. Old Gunn sent out an
alarm about it, and telephoned the con-
stable. In a little while it seemed as
if half the town was searchin’ for her.
Kadir Dhin and me had been trying to
annoy Merriwell that forenoon, when
he was out sleighin’ with her, by foller-
in’ him round in another sleigh.”

“You did that?” growled the elder
Carson, with a sniff of displeasure, as
he pulled at his yellow-gray goatee.
“’Twasn’t the act of a gentleman, son.”

But Bully answered, with a careless
laugh:

“Anyhow, 'twas fun. We was hopin’
to make him so mad that afterward he
would want to climb us, and so give us
a chance to double on him together and
trim him good. Kadir Dhin had it in
for him for a knock-out blow Merry
had given him, and I've got some things
to remember.,

“Well, when she was missin’ that aft-
ernoon, and we saw Merriwell goin’ to-
ward the lake lookin’ for her, we fol-
lered him again. When we got down
there, I turned back, because it was so
cold; so I didn’t see what happened,
and there’s two stories about it.

“Kadir Dhin says he found the girl
bewildered and wanderin® about in that
timbered cove beyond the Pavilion, and
was tryin’ to lead her home, when Mer-
riwell came on him and attacked him;
the attack comin’ so sudden, Kadir
Dhin says, that he had no time to de-
fend himself before he was knocked
stiff in the snow.

“I think that’s right, too,” said Bully.
“For that’s the way he told it to me,
when he met me again, close by the
corner, at Gunn's. Merriwell had

T ———
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brought the girl home, and was then
in the house. Kadir Dhin had follered.
And, say, he was lookin’ wicked ; a man
lookin’ as he did then would sure put
a knife in a feller in the dark!

“As he begun to tell me about it, we
walked on, over toward the barracks.
He was ravin’. There’s nobody much
at the barracks now, because nearly all
the fellers have gone home for the hol-
idays. And we stood there, talkin’ it
over, Kadir Dhin sayin’ he wished Mer-
riwell would come along, on his way to
his room in the barracks; that he
wanted to meet him there, and settle
with him.

“And just then we saw him comin’
from Gunn’s. Kadir Dhin put his hand
in his ecoat pocket, and I thought he was
divin’ for a knife.

*““None o’ that” I says to him;
‘there’s two of us’; and, if he had a
knife, he didn’t draw it. But he turned
a funny yellow kind o' white, and I
knew that something was coming. ‘Go
at him fair,” I says, ‘and I’ll back you.””

“Right out in public, too!’ com-
mented Colonel Carson; “shows how
many different kinds of idiot y’ airg,
Bully 17

“It seemed quiet enough; nobody on
the parade ground, and didn’t seem to
be anybody in the barracks. Anyhow,
then was the time, if it was to be done;
and you're to recklect that it wasn’t me,
but the Hindu, that planned it.

““T want to speak with you,” said
Kadir Dhin, when Merriwell came up;
‘I’'m goin’ to settle with you right now !’
He didn’t strike out. at him, but slid
his hand along, as if he was tryin’ to
get Merriwell by the throat. At that,
Merriwell hit him and knocked him
back against the barracks wall. And
then I came in.”

He stopped and drew in his breath
heavily.

“When you fight your own battles,

Bully, I don’t object; but when you

fight those of other people, and no coin
¢oming in for it 5

“That’s all right, dad; but I'd owed
Merriwell a licking a long time.”

“And you took that chance to pay
it

“T guess he thinks I paid him; but
for a while he prob’bly wasn’t in a con-
dition to appreciate it. We left him
layin’ there in the snow. When we had
started off, we saw him crawl to his
feet and stagger int' the buildin’."”

Bully laughed gleefully. “He sure was

1

lookin® sick!

“And this young Hindu went away
with ye?”

“He went as far as the street corner
beyond the parade ground. And I didn’t
see him again until we was both of us
hauled up before the officers, here,
charged with puttin’ Merriwell in that
trunk and tryin’ to kill him.”

“How did he git into that trunk?”
the elder Carson demanded. “You said
it was Kadir Dhin’s!”

“Blessed if I know how he did git
into it!” Bully declared. ‘Jest between
you and me, dad, it looks like Kadir
Dhin went back there to the barracks
and mebby found him in a faint from
that lickin’, and put him in. But Kadir
Dhin says he didn’t. Merriwell told
the officers that after he got to his room
he fainted, and that when he came to
he was here in Carsonville, and he
didn’t know, himself, how ’twas done.
Kadir Dhin told the officers that #e
didn't go back to the barracks at all,
after leaving me at the corner; but that
after a while he went down to the sta-
tion, and when he saw the trunk there
he looked at it, wonderip’ whose it was,
as it looked so much like his, and had
no marks on it.

“And it was right there,” said Bully,
“when he wasn’t being believed, and the
thing would have been cinched on him,
that Colonel Gunn came poppmg in to
his rescue, with the most amazing yarn
ye ever listened to.”
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“I think I heard some o' that; but
you go over it, for mebby I didn’t git
it straight. Seems to me, Bully, you
was mighty reckless all along, and it’s
a wonder to me y’ ain’t in the jail.”

He was looking at Bully closely; his
brows were furrowed, and the half-hu-
morous light had faded out of his eyes.
He was again pulling at his yellow-gray
goatee, this time nervously.

“Colonel Gunn said,” Bully ex-
plained, “that a Hindu soldier who had
killed the girl’s father in France was
known to be somewhere around here,
and once before had tried to carry her
off ; and 'twas his belief that this Hindu
had got into the barracks.

“And then,” added Bully, “to bolster
this, they brought on again the hack-
man who had taken the trunk to the
station. He had said that a dark-faced
feller, who was dressed in the Fardale
cadet uniform, had hired him to take
the trunk to the station; and he had
identified Kadir Dhin as bein’ that fel-
ler. But now, when he heard what
Gunn said about it, he backed water,
and admitted that though the dark-
faced feller looked like Kadir Dhin, it
might not have been him; he couldn’t
identify Kadir Dhin as being the one,
he said. Now, what d'ye think of
that #”

“Lied!” snorted Carson.

“But Kadir Dhin has told me him-
self that he knows nothin’ about it.”

“He lied, too!” '

“Anyway, they let Kadir Dhin off, on
account of what Colonel Gunn told ’em;
and now officers are out lookin’ for the
other Hindu.”

“They won't find him,” said Carson.

He glared at his son.

“Bully, I've tried to give ye some
instructions, ye know. I've said to you
that a man is ginrally justified in takin’
a sportin’ chance on ’most anything
that promises good money, but that to
be safe he’s allus got to keep on the
right side o’ the law.”

“Wasn’t I?” Bully roared. “I might
’a’ been fined for fightin’, but what else?
I didn’t have anything to do with that
trunk bizness.’

*“Who checked that trank?”

“Nobody. That's the funny part of
it. The men at the station shoved it
into the car without noticin’, seein’ it
there with other trunks, and the bag-
gageman didn’t notice; or, he says he
didn’t, until Clancy called it to his atten-
tion.

“Clancy and Kess thought they had
heard some one groaning in the trunk,
and when it went into the car they went
in, too; and then when they heard the
sound again, in the car, they raised a
row, and the trunk was put off here
and opened.

“Now, there’s the case,” said Bully,
breathing heavily. “Only, the baggage-
man will get fired; for he was held here
and questioned by the officers, and when
they drove him into a corner he had
to admit that he had received a quar-
ter from me for carryin’ the box I
brought down from Dickey’s. I had
told that, to save my own bacon, when
it seemed they was goin’ to prove that
I had given him the money for trans-
portin’ the trunk; and he had to say
that it was so, that it was only the box
I had paid for.”

“I reckon that baggageman lied about
knowin’ no more than he said about the
trunk,” Carson observed. “Don’t you
think he did, Bully?”

“I don't know, dad.”

“Well, it's mixin’. Where’s Merri-
well 7

“He’s been sent home; he was all in,
hardly able to tell his story. I may git
fined yet,” he added uneasily, “for toy-
in’ with him too rough there at the
barracks. DBut Clancy and Kess are
still here and 4

“Keep away from ‘em.”

“Dad, 1 won’t,”” Bully declared; “not
until I've finished with ’em. And
there’ll be some good money, as well as
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satisfaction, in linin’ up ag'inst 'em. It
will be Kadir Dhin and the Duke and
me and a lot more, inside the barracks
and out, that will be havin’ some inter-
esting sessions with Clancy, Merriwell,
and company, Dad, you can count on
that. And the Duke—well, you know
he has got money to burn, and TI'll
never refuse to help him burn it. He’s
been talkin’ to me since this examina-
tion, and he says that this whole thing
can be used to put Chip Merriwell on
the run, and we can now down him.”

The twinkle came again into the eyes
of the elder Carson. He admired
pluck, and had been a rough-and-tum-
ble fighter in his youth.

“I can’t jest approve of the way two
of you jumped onto Merriwell,” he
observed ; “things like that tend to ac-
cumulate a reppytation for cowardice,
Bully. Reppytation is a thing to be
considered. Basil, or the Duke, as you
call him, is a fool with money, and I
can’t blame ye much for wantin’ to git
next. But be careful, Bully. A sport-
in’ proposition is one thing, but takin’
criminal chances is another. Allus keep
on the right side o’ the law, Bully; in
the long run it pays better.”

He tugged at his goatee again.

“But that cur’us trunk case is shore
mixin’. Bully, I think more’n one fel-
ler done some tall lyin’!”

CHAPTER IX.

Some Investigations.

HEN Chip Merriwell returned
to Fardale, he found himself
against the line-up of which

Bully Carson had spoken to his father.
But he had received word of it be-
.fore. Clancy had written to him about
it. And it was the first subject that
Clan took up, when he met Chip at the
station on the latter’s return.

out of that trunk, but tried to unload on
Kadir Dhin the crime of putting you
there. But they oughtn’t to hold that
against you. Colonel Gunn oughtn’t,
anyway.”

“Sure nodt,” agreed Kess, who was
with him. “Vodt dhey ar-re saying
apoudt me ton'dt hurdt nopoty, but dhey
ar-re making you oudt a willain yoost
like us.”

Chip laughed; Kess amused him.
And he was feeling physically fit again,
which, of itself, makes for light-heart-
edness. He had been sent home “all
in”; now he was back, at the end of
the Christmas holidays, ready again to
enter the old Fardale school and reas-
sume the leadership of the loyal fel-
lows who were always his friends.

“We are all villains together, eh?" he
commented.

“The sympathy stunt is being worked
hard for Kadir Dhin,” Clan reported.
“You accused him of trying to kidnap
Rose Maitland, and flattened him out

on the ice, and you repeated the accusa-

tion to Colonel Gunn when you got her
to Gunn’s house. On top of that, Kess
and I tried to make the officers down
at Carsonville believe that Kadir Dhin
had found you in a faint in your room
in the barracks, and had put you in that
trunk. T guess we went too fast in
that, and there’s where the trouble he-
gins; we couldn’t make the officers be-
lieve Kadir Dhin would put you in a
trunk that could be so easily identified
as his. So when Gunn came down and
strung his talk about the soldier Hindu,
our idea was canned, and Kadir Dhin
was released, with an apology.

“And now Gunn is looking black at
us, Rose Maitland is looking blacker,
and every enemy you ever had seems
to have come to life, and is working
against you. Their leader seems to ke
Duke Basil, and I guess. you know what

“I suppose Kess and I are to blame,”” that means.”

said Clan remorsefully, *just because
we weren’t satisfied with getting you

-
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Chip knew well enough

The previous year, Anselm Basil, fa-
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miliarly known as the Duke, had come
over with a number of fellows from
Brightwood and entered Fardale, hav-
ing discovered that it was the better
school. The Duke had been the athletic
leader at Brightwood, and had no no-
tion of playing second fiddle to any one
even at Fardale.

Duke Basil was an original genius.
Not because he was rich, and a spend-
thrift, for many boys and young men
are that; but because, with all his as-
sumptions and airs and extravagances,
he had athletic ability and brains of a
high order, and had so many good qual-
ities with the bad ones."

That Chip and Basil should clash,
was a thing not to be avoided. Basil
had declared to his friends that he in-
tended to be the leader at Fardale, and
that there could be but one. He had
not made his boasts good. So the clash
was renewed at the beginning of the
present school year, yet so far with no
very creditable results or decided vic-
tories to his account.

Now he beiieved he had found new
leverage. In the first place, it seemed
that Colonel Gunn’s good opinion of
Chip and his friends had been alien-
ated ; which meant that the iron rules of
the academy would be made to bear
hard on them; and could be worked to
their disadvantage. Kadir Dhin, the
colonel’s protégé, had been made the im-
placable enemy of Chip and his crowd.
And Bully Carson, a foe not to be de-
spised, even though he was not in the
academy, had all his old animosities re-
aroused.

Clancy and Kess tried to set these
things forth, as they made their way
with Chip over the snowy roads from
the station to the academy grounds, hav-
ing preferred walking to riding in the
usual “hack,” that they might talk mat-
ters over.

Chip Merriwell was thinking of how
these things would influence his rela-
tions with Rose Maitland, rather than

viewing them from the standpoint of
his friends. He was hoping that Colo-
nel Gunn’s adverse opinions were not
affecting her, even though she were a
member of his household, and Kadir
Dhin had been her father’s friend and
secretary.

There was always an unpleasant
memory tucked in the back of Chip's
mind, which he seldom cared to take
out of its pigeonhole there and con-
sider. His first meeting with Rose
Maitland could not have been more in-
auspicious than it was. He had knocked
Kadir Dhin down in the snowy path on
account of his treatment of Kess; and
Rose Maitland, rushing frantically to
the side of the young Hindu, had called
Chip a coward, with such a sting in the
waord that Chip could still feel the burn
of it whenever he permitted himself to
let it enter his mind.

As Chip and his friends turned into
the path, beyond Mrs. Winfield’s board-
ing house, that led to and through the
parade ground, Kadir Dhin was seen
standing there, much as he had been
on that previous occasion, only that this
time he was in conversation with Duke
Basil.

“They are regular Siamese twins
lately,” said Clancy, with a grin. “They
knew you were to arrive to-day, and
have been wondering why you didn’t
ride up in the hack.”

“Uff he standts in my roadt, like vot
he dit pefore &

But Kadir Dhin was moving on to-
ward the barracks before Kess finished
his sentence. The Duke had turned to-
ward the village, moving to meet them.

“Ah, there!” he eried, putting out his
hand as Chip came up. “You're looking
fine as silk again, old top. T didn’t ex-
pect it.
done you a lot of good.”

For an instant Chip hesitated, then
held out his hand; he would be as gen-
tlemanly as the Duke. Indeed, it was
hard not to be friendly with Duke Basil

That little rest at home has

.
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on all ordinary occasions. He had a
smile and a bright way with him. It
was this that made him so formidable
when he pitted his strength against
Chip; for this, quite as much as his
money, enabled him to gather and hold
friends.

“I'm all right again,” said Chip, tak-
ing the measure of the fellow with his

eye. “You went home yourself, 1
think
“Sure. Had a fine time, too.”

He did not offer to shake hands with
Kess and Clancy, whom he had seen be-
fore that day; but he swung on along
the path, after greeting Chip.

“He iss smile like a2 raddlesnake pe-
fore idt pites der handt vot feedts idt,”
Kess observed. “Idt iss too badt apoudt
dot veller. Aber a man iss my enemy
I vandt him to look like idt.”

They found that Kadir Dhin had
gone on to his room.

Chip went to his, which he occupied
with Clancy. But they were soon drawn
out of it by hearing Kess in a clatter
of noisy words with the young Hindu.

Villum’s capacity for blundering was
notorious. He had seen that Kadir
Dhin’s door stood open, and had en-
tered without apology, apparently to no-
tify the young Hindu that Chip Merri-
well had returned, and to ask:

“Undt vot vill you do apoudt idi?”

Chip was not at all averse to invad-
ing the Hindu's room, for he wanted
to get a look at the trunk in which he,
unconscious, had been immured on that
journey which might readily have ended
in his death. The noisy words ceased
when Chip and Clan came to the door.

“He iss say dot I am anodher,” Kess
protested.

Chip and Clan stepped into the room,
Chip with a smile which he hoped
would temporarily disarm Kadir Dhin’s
enmity. He glanced over at the queer,
Hindu trunk or traveling chest, of it-
self an interesting specimen of Oriental
workmanship. '
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“So that was the thing I was in?" he
commented, ignoring Kess’ complaint.
“It seems that I ought to remember it,
but I don’t.”

“You remember as much about it as
I do, in spite of the charges of your
friends,” Kadir Dhin asserted.

There was a malevolent glare in his
shiny black eyes.

Chip sat down in the nearest chair;
he did not intend to be ruffled. He had
long since discovered that no one gains
anything by turning his quills out like
a porcupine.

“l was in no position to make any
claims about it; but I've wondered
about it hundreds of times. As I was
found in that thing, somebody put me
there.”

“Perhaps you did it yourself,” said
the young Hindu, with a sneer, though
his manner was guarded; “it’s as ecred-
ible as that 7 did it.”

Chip looked at him, when his atten-
tion was not directed toward the queer
trunk. He was hoping that if Kadir
Dhin really knew anything about that
odd happening, by some slip, or by the
expression of his face, he might reveal
it.

“What is it about that Hindu sol-
dier?” he asked. “That 1s, what do
you know? [ heard what Colonel Gunn
said at that investigation, but 1 wasn't
in a mental condition to take it all in.
Did you know the man?" ’

Kadir Dhin stared at him, hesitated,
and then answered:

“He was my uncle.”

“Dao you think he is here?”

“I know nothing about that,” said
Kadir Dhin. “Ask Colonel Gunn.”

“He says the man is here, and did
that.”

“Then you know as much about it as
I do,” asserted Kadir Dhin, with an im-
patient wave of his hand.

“But do you believe it?” :

“That is my business. If I say 1
don’t, you will then declare that T must
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have put you in the trunk. You'd bet-
ter talk to Colonel Gunn about it. I
don’t know anything.”

“You're a Hindu?” said Clancy, butt-
Ing in.

A flush of anger put color into the
dark cheeks of Kadir Dhin.

“T have that honor,” he declared.

“Yet you speak English better than
most Americans!” S

“T was educated at the English school
in Madras. If I was ignorant of the
language, could I have taken a place in
this school? You talk like a fool. Re-
member that I was Lieutenant Mait-
land’s secretary, translating all his writ-
ten orders to his Hindu soldiers into
their native dialects. I am doubtless a
fool—for talking with you, but I am not
an ignoramus.”

He turned to Chip:

“If you have looked at that trunk
long enough, and have asked all your
questions 2

“Fired:!” cried Clancy.
Chip!”

“This. German beer keg came in to
insult me, and you followed to back
him up,” said the young Hindu.

“Not at all,” Chip insisted. “But
we're going. We'll have no words. I
had a natural curiosity to see that trunk,
that’s all. Thank you for the permis-
sion. Good day!”

“Oh, we'll meet again,” said Kadir
Dhin. “There’s a settlement coming,
for the accusations you made against
me, when you brought Miss Maitland to
Gunn’s. I've a good memory.”

“Mine is quite as good,” Chip re-
torted, with a sudden scowl. “I
couldn’t have been tossed into that
trunk like a bag of meal if you and
Bully Carson hadn’t doubled on me and
pounded me senseless. Recollect ‘that
there will be other debts to pay, when
you begin to pay off yours.”

Clan and Kess followed him, grum-
bling.

“Come on,

“Why didn’t you punch his head for
that?” Clan demanded. :

“You forget, Clan, I didn’t go there
to quarrel, in the first place. Then,
we're in the barracks. And, you've said
yourself, that Colonel Gunn would be
pleased to get me in chancery. I've got
to be careful.”

However, though he knew that Colo-
nel Gunn was explosive and crotchety,
Chip was not ready to accept the no-
tion that the colonel would not treat
him fairly in any situation.

So it was not because he wanted to
test the colonel’s feelings that Chip
went over to Gunn’s house that after-
noon ; he wanted to see Rose Maitland.
The last time he had seen her she was
bewildered and hysterical.

That had passed off entirely; she
came in to meet him bright-eyed and
smiling. Yet Chip thought she looked
pale, and that her smile hid a feeling
of anxiety. She soon admitted that she
stood in deathly fear of the Hindu, who
was still the man of mystery to Chip.

“I was feeling so safe, you know,”
she said in her frank way; “the con-
stable had given Colonel Gunn such as-
surances. I had been going about with
confidence. So I thought I needed no
one to guard me while T went out on
the ice a little while. And down there
everything was so quiet and peaceful
that I really went farther than I meant
to go; I skated on and on until I was
down by the boathouse. I supposed the
place was unoccupied.”

“We've stored our ice yacht and
snowshoes and skis and things like that
in it,”’ said Chip.

“But no one has been staying there
regularly ?”

f‘NDI‘!

“That’s what I thought. Yet the Far-
dale students go in and out of there,
as I knew. So when I heard some one
call to me from the boathouse I thought
at first it was you, and then thought it
must be Kadir Dhin; and, as I didn't
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understand just what was said, but got
the impression that you—I mean Kadir
Dhin—was hurt and needed help, I ran
up to the door on my skates.

“I knew that it wasn’t you—I mean
Kadir Dhin—when it was too late; I
was blinded by a cloth that struck me
in the face as I opened the door; it
fell over my head as if it would smother
me; and it was filled with the odor of
a powerful drug. While I fought to get
my head out of the cloth, the drug over-
came me.”

She was trembling ; the color had left
her cheeks. -

“Before I became so dizzy and be-
wildered,” she added, “I heard the man
speak, and I recognized his voice as that
of Gunga Singh, the Hindu soldier who
murdered my father. The odor of the
drug I had encountered before, in India.
A man was once murdered there, and
that drug was used; I was with father
when he made an investigation of the
murder.”

“You didn’t see the man at all, then?”
said Chip.

“No.”

“You couldn’t have been mistaken
about him?”

“T know what you mean,’
“but I recognized his voice.”

“l found you wandering around in
that cove beyond the pavilion.”

“I don’t know how I got there; by
which I mean I have no remembrance
of it. Of course, Gunga Singh took
me there. Kadir Dhin frightened him,
and he fled through the trees. Kadir
Dhin was trying to guide me home.
They say you accused him, and attacked
him. I'm sorry. Kadir Dhin was my
father’s friend, and is mine. Colonel
Gunn knows that.”

Chip did not know what to say; he
did not like to declare he was uncon-
vinced. =

“Kadir Dhin had come down to the
lake and had gone in that direction; I

’ she said:

thought he was not trying to lead you
home. I didn’t see the other man.”

“You do think that of Kadir Dhin
now "’ she urged.

“I have no right to, if you are sure
I am wrong."”

“I'm sure you are.”

“I was excited when I brought you
home. When I rushed on him, Kadir
Dhin tried to shoot me; or I thought
he meant to. So when Colonel Gunn
came, asking questions, I said that, and
accused Kadir Dhin. T saw that what I
said offended Colonel Gunn.”

“Then, vou had trouble with Kadir
Dhin at the barracks.. I'm sorry you
were so quick, and did him a serious
wrong. It's too bad. T wish you could
be friends. Don’t you think you were
too quick?" :

Chip saw that Kadir Dhin had been
telling lies here,

“At the barracks I did no more than
defend myself ; that is, I tried. I didn’t
succeed very well.”

“You again attacked Kadir Dhin
there ?”

“No, he attacked me. And he had
Bully Carson with him. You don’t
know Carson, but he’s a big fellow, and
a bruiser.”

“Kadir Dhin says you attacked him
there, and then that Carson rushed in
and knocked you down. Oh, dear, 1
dislike to talk about it; it’s horrible!
You were too quick.”

“In one thing T was too quick,
Chip. *I was too quick in going on to
the barracks. T ought to have gone
back to the lake. I didn’t see this
Hindu, Gunga Singh. But then was
my chance to follow his tracks into and
through the woods there, and see what
became of him. I'd like to get on the
track of him now, and will watch out
for him. How was he dressed ?”

*Kadir Dhin says he wore a Fardale
uniform.” -

“So? That's odd. A Fardale uni-
form. But I recall that it was reported
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that some one, thought to have been a
burglar, had stolen clothing out of the
barracks.”

“Kadir Dhin fears Gunga Singh as
much as I do; he is watching for him,
and will have him apprehended if he
can. He and Colonel Gunn have been
laying some plans about it. I wish you
would apologize to Kadir Dhin. He is
sensitive, and is very much hurt.”

Having pieced into the story of the
affair the scraps with which he had not
been familiar, Chip soon took his leave.

His meeting with Rose Maitland had
not made him as happy as he had antici-
pated.

CHAPTER X.
Reckless Villum.

HILE you were away,” Clan
was saying to Chip, later, “I
was tempted to put over a dic-
tograph scheme that would have been
great. I met a fellow down at the sta-
tion who was agent for the things. If
I could have put one in the Duke’s
room, with concealed wires running
from it to this, we could have got at
the bottom of the rascal’s planning.
But I'd have had to bribe more than
one person, and then the problem of
getting the wires across bothered me.
So I passed it up.”

Chip laughed.

“So it was the bother of the wires,
and not any feeling that the thing
wouldn’t be quite a square play; but I
thought the great mechanical head you
developed while running that garage
down in Phoenix was equal to any-
thing.”

Kess was twisting in his chair, and
his blue eyes were glistening.

“Dot ticktograft hears vot you say
dhere, unt rebeadts idt here ?”

“Something like that, Villum; it's a
sort of secret telephone.” )

“Uh-huh! I standt under idt; unt idt
vouldt haf been greadt.”

No conscientious scruples, nor even

the fear of discovery, would have kept
Villum from putting the scheme over,
if he could have done it. He would
have had wires running not only to
the Duke’s room, but to Kadir Dhin’s,
and to the room of every other fellow
he suspected at present of being en-
gaged in scheming against them.

“Vale, idt iss inderesdting,” he said,
as he got lazily out of his chair; “but
I can’t t'ink apowet idt now. I haf
got to gedt me some more ackvainted
mit Chulius Caesar.”

Yet he was still thinking about it as
he went to his room to tackle his Latin
and follow the wanderings and battles
of Ceesar.

That night, having been out in the
village, as he was passing DicKey's
place, on his way to the barracks, the
hour for closing the barracks being at
hand, Kess ran into a dog fight. A
pair of Airedales, one of them being
Dickey’s, opened a furious combat right
in front of him.

Villum jumped back out of the way.

“Yiminy !” he said. “Almosdt I hadt
a toe bit oft.”

Out of Dickey's poured a miscel-
laneous crowd, Dickey in the midst
with a pail of water, which he threw
over the fighting dogs in the hope that
it would separate them. :

When maddened Airedales come to-
gether, such gentle measures are pretty
sure . to fail. Dickey was soon con-
vinced that his dog was being mur-
dered. So he got the other dog by the
hind legs and the tail and began to
yell to the squirming and clamoring mob
of spectators to help him separate the
animals by pulling them apart.

In the background to which Kess had
retreated he was unobserved, but not
unobservant. He saw in the crowd Bully
Carson, Duke Basil, Kadir Dhin, and
—to his great surprise—Robert Realf.
Some other young fellows, wearing the
Fardale uniform, were cadets whose
homes were in the village, and who, by
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living at home, gained greater freedom
for their evenings.

Bully Carsen could be expected to be
at Dickey's, if in the village. Birds of
his plumage congregated there natu-
rally. But that Kadir Dhin should be
there was most unexpected.

Dickey’s* was a place that Colonel
Gunn cordially hated, and Zenas Gale
watched with zealous and suspicious
eyes. Ostensibly it was a cigar and

periodical store, dealing also in a small.

way in students’ supplies, such as writ-
ing material, and even secondhand
books. This was a cover to sales of
liguor and unlimited poker playmg.
Students liked to gather there, even
those who had no relish for liquor or
gaming, on account of the freedom of
the atmosphere. Yet visits to the place
put one under suspicion and threat-
ened the displeasure of Gunn and the
Fardale faculty.

Gunn had often spoken to the Far-
dale boys on the subject, and he had
been heard to say that whenever the
opportunity came he would “put Dickey
through.” Gale, the constable, was of
the same mind. DBut the opportunity
never came. For Dickey was the slick-
est cake of soap in Fardale.

So Villum Kess was amazed to see
Gunn’s protégé, Kadir Dhin, in the
crowd that swarmed out of Dickey’s
when the dog fight began.

“Budt idt iss der ticktograft obbor-
dunity vot I am nodt oxbecting,”
thought Villum.

Not a soul remained in Dickey’s; it
had emptied into the street, and every
person there was too busy trying to
separate the dogs, or in telling others
how it could be done, to observe or to
think of anything else. Dickey was
himself yelling orders like a village fire
chief,

So Villum edged along the wall, and,
reaching the steps, he passed within,
then looked back to see if he had been
observed. Sure that he had not, he

made his way hurriedly to a door at
the rear, which he found unlocked, and
entered the back room famous in Far-
dale annals as the scene of strenuous
poker games, smokefests, and drink-
ing bouts.

There was a back door, but it was
locked, and some rooms above, to be
reached by a stairway. Also, there
were heavily blinded windows. In the
middle of the room stood a table with
a green cloth top, with chairs about it,
and above it a swinging electric light
that had a turndown attachment.
Along the walls were more chairs, with
plush lounges, and at the farther end
a couple of low cots, whereon, it was
said, Dickey stowed students and oth-
ers who had swallowed too much of
his strong liquor and were not able to
go on to the barracks or to their homes.
The strong drink Dickey was reported
to furnish was not kept here—there
was always danger of a raid; Kess had
heard it was kept buried in the cellar,
but this may not have been so. /

As his blue eyes roved round on the
interior of the room, Villum moved to-
ward the cots at the farther end.

“I vouldt yoost as lief been hung
for sdealing a big sheeb as a liddle
lamb; so I go me der whole hog,” he
was muttering. “Uff T am foundt, der
ticktograft vill be proke, unt no more
can be saidt.”

With a last look around, Villum
dropped to the floor, and, with squirm-
ing jerks, stowed his rotund body un-
der one of the cots.

Something else under there squirmed.
Villum’s hands were thrust into the face
of a man.

“Awk!"” Villum exploded, unable, in
his surprise, to suppress the sound ; and
he clawed backward like a turtle, trying
to get out.

But the dog fight had been ended,
and Dickey and his friends were
streaming into the front room. Villum
did not realize that he might have joined
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them there in that time of confusion
without attracting undue attention, un-
til it was too late to try it. He was
temporarily paralyzed by his discovery
of the man under the cot. Before he
recovered, some of the fellows were
entering the back room, and were sit-
ting down in the chairs by the table.

“T am sure in a fixings,” thought
Villum, perspiring with the terror of
the thought.

The man under the cot had moved
over as close to the wall as he could get,
but Villum still felt the touch of him;
his imagination supplying details, he
pictured a knife in the man’s hands;
and, coming on top of that, like a flash,
was the thought :

“Idt iss der Hindu murterer, I pet
you!”

That made Villum's flesh creep, and
nearly popped him from under the cot.
He moved over, shivering. But he did
not leave his shelter. He would have
fared badly if he had; so in the end
he preferred to stick to the frying pan
rather than to flop out into the fire.

Besides, Villum had slipped into the
room and shoved under that cot for the
purpose of playing dictograph, and he
was stubborn enough to want to stick
to his purpose.

A number of guesses as to who the
man was, and why he was there, fol-
lowed Villum's surmise that he was the

. Hindu murderer ; any one of them was

bad enough, if true.

The man might be a common burglar,
who had found a chance to hide there,
and later meant to connect with Dick-
ey’s safe; if so, he was no doubt armed
with an automatic, which he would use,
if cornered. This seemed a very rea-
sonable solution.

But Villum never hunted for reason-
able solutions, when others could be
had; so the one which appealed to his

~mind most was that the man under the

cot with him was not only the Hindu
murderer, but that this cot and room

were his usual and customary hiding
places; which indicated that Dickey
knew he was there, and received pay for
sheltering him.

Kess and his friends had wondered
where the Hindu could keep himself so
that he would be safe and out of sight
while he matured his plans. Kess’ one
wild guess, and until now he could malke
no other, was that the Hindu hid in
Kadir Dhin’s Oriental trunk. He
thought he saw now that this guess was
Wrong.

“Aber I hear all vot iss saidt, unt
am kilt as I am getting oudt uff here
mit idt—ach, dot vill be awyul!” Vil-
lum said to himself, as if groaning men-
tally. “Yedt anodder fighdt mighdt
come petween dhis Hindu unt der vel-
lers in der room, unt yunce again I
couldt gedt me by. So I vill vaidt, pe-
cause I musdt, unt vill seen vot 1 hear.”

It was a long and trying wait that
followed, and it seemed much longer
than it was. Soon all chance of gain-
ing the barracks before they were closed
for the night had passed; but, then,
Villum had counted on not being able
to return to the barracks.

Under the cot, pressed close against
the wall, the man waited as silently as
Villum. And, however much or little
he ‘understood of the meaning of Vil-
lum’s action, he must have considered
that he found himself in a most singu-
lar position.

CHAPTER XL

Kess as a “Dictograph.”

HE pasty-faced youth who took a
seat on the table and sat swing-
ing his legs while he fished out

of his pocket a gold-mounted cigarette
case, angrily resented the imputation of
Bully Carson.

“Aw, cut it out!” he snarled nastily.
“My sister is too nice a girl to have
comments made about her by a low
bruiser like you!”
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Bully Carson’s face -flamed as red
as his necktie; the veins on his fore-
head started, his hands closed into
maullike fists, and he stepped forward;
yet instantly he checked himself, and
rattled out a wheezing laugh. He could
not afford to offend this young fellow.

“Forget it!” he said in a tone of
hoarse apology. “I didn’t mean noth-
in’, and, of course, I knew it wasn’t so
even when I said it; I was only in a
manner suggestin® what others may
think.”

Robert Realf stared at him repel-
lently.

“Since you forgot yourself, and said
that, I'll simply explain that my sister
is visiting with Nellie Stanley, at Mrs.
Winfield’s, just as she did last winter.
You know that Bob Stanley is a stu-
dent in the academy here, and is her
brother, and both Nellie and my sister
are friends of Mrs. Winfield. Besides,
Fim down here with her., We've got
money to travel ’round with, and go
where we like, when we want to; more
money than you will ever see, Carson,
though you cheat and steal for a hun-
dred years.”

“Forget it!” said Carson, though the
blood was in his face. “I didn’t mean
anything at all, as T told you. Of
course, I was too fresh.”

Then he mumbled something about
having had a drink too much, which
was the cause of it.

Kess was so interested that he al-
most forgot the sinister touch of the
man behind him; for Carson’s intima-
tion had been that Rhoda Realf was at
Fardale in the hope that she was here
to get to see Chip Merriwell.

Kess knew all about the rather furi-
ous love affair between Chip and
Rhoda, which had begun down in Santa
Fe, when her wealthy father was down
there looking at mining claims, and
Chip was assisting his Uncle Dick, who
was the mine investigator. It had been

transferred to Fardale, when Chip was
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there for a Christmas vacation and
Rhoda was at Mrs. Winfield’s with Nel-
lie Stanley over the Christmas holi-
days.

The Realfs lived in Cambridge, and
Kess recalled that once, at least, Chip
had gone there, presumably to see
Rhoda. And now apparently just be-
cause another girl had come on the
scene, that pleasant affair was ended.
Or was it ended? Kess did not know.

“Nodt for me idt vouldt nodt,” he
thought ; “I haf more stay-bility. Budt
uff gourse, vhen I fall in lofe mit dot
girl vhich she iss really a poy ¥

Though the flare of a quarrel was
over, the talk was still going on, and
he laid his ear to the floor to give close
heed to it.

“Carson iss back down so kvick dhere
vill be no fighdt; he knows he musdt
be nice to gedt money oudt uff dot vel-
ler, So now vot iss nexdt?”

Robert Realf was with that coterie,
Kess believed, for the reason that on
his previous visit to Fardale he had
been an out-and-out and violent enemy
to Chip Merriwell.

The conversation at first was ram-
bling. There was so much smoking that
soon the air was heavy and dense; now
and then there was a clinking of glasses.
Dickey entered occasionally, but did not
tarry; though it was late, he had to
be out in front, presiding over his cigar
counter.

It was so apparent that these fellows
had gathered solely for the sake of con-
viviality and the tang of adventure
which was a part of these forbidden
visits to Dickey’s that Kess was dis-
appointed. He seemed to be wasting
his time and taking a risk for nothing;
and the touch of that man against the
wall behind him, with the belief that
he was the Hindu murderer, armed and
deadly, was not soothing. Villum
wanted to scramble forth and announce
loudly that the Hindu was there, and
was afraid to do it.
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He became interested again when the
talk dealt with affairs at the Fardale
school. These things could not be
touched without bringing in Chip and
his friends. Kess glowed with indig-
nation as he listened.

“Oh, Chip is merely showing a sam-
ple of the Merriwell jealousy,” said the
Duke. “Until Kadir Dhin came, he
was Gunn’s pet, and it hurts him to
lose that place.”

“That’s the whole history of the
Merriwells at Fardale,” said another.
“They've got to run things. When they
can't use a man, they try to break him.
Their friends are idiots like Clancy and
Kess, who are always willing to praise
everything they do. I'm sick of it.”

Kess began to breathe so heavily that
he was in danger of being heard, when,
by pressing his face hard against the
floor, he tried to see the face of the
speaker.

“Idt’s
coundt.”

Bronson Avery was notorious as the
Duke’s echo. He, too, had come from
Brightwood the year before, with the
Duke; hence, with the- older students
they were hardly considered true Far-
dale men.

The miscellaneous gabble, filled with
envious little stabs at fellows they did
not like, brought in Chip Merriwell in-
evitably, and led slowly up to a dis-
cussion of means to get even with Chip,
or block and thwart him. The real bit-
terness of the speakers came forth.
They were wild to take Chip down and
desperate as to the means to be adopted.

“It seems to me, donchuknow,”
drawled the Duke, “that we can easily
go farther; by which I mean, things
have turned out so that we can drive
him from Fardale.”

“Uh-huh! So dot you can be der
headt uff der adledtic pitzness,” Villum
grumbled so recklessly in his anger that
if there had not been a good deal of
moving about and noise in the room

yoost Avery. He ton'dt
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he would have been heard. “You
skink, dot iss alvays vot you t’ink uff
since you haf gome here!”

“Colonel Gunn,” said the Duke, “is
beginning to get Merriwell's right
measure. He sees that Merriwell is
trying to ruin Kadir Dhin, simply be-
cause Kadir Dhin refused to be walked
on by that crowd. The whole thing
started, you remember, when Kess in-
sultingly shouldered into Kadir Dhin,
and our friend here resented it and
tried to teach the Dutchman that he
couldn’t carry off a thing like that.
And Chip, you know, backing his chum,
proceeded to knock Kadir Dhin down
right there. It’s the Merriwell way,
don’t you know. Now he’s trying to
ruin Kadir Dhin.”

“That’s right,” Carson said. “I've
had experience, even though I ain’t in
Fardale. I went to jail once thiough
Chip’s blabbin’, and if he could 'a’ done
it he’d 'a’ sent me to the penitentiary.
Of course, I've got to keep on the right
side o’ the law, but I'd like to hit him
hard.”

“You came back at him rather hand-
somely, donchuknow,” said the Duke,
with an air of pleasing condescension;
“but the way it ended it only gave him
a chance to make the claim that our
friend Kadir Dhin is standing in with
this mysterious Hindu, who is said to
be round here, and who is cutting up
such queer pranks, donchuknow, that
it’s hard work to believe in them.”

“He’s been saying something new
about me ?” Kadir Dhin said, flaming,

“He says, I'm told, that this Hindu—
if the rascal reaily exists, and is your
uncle, I beg your pardon!—he says the
Hindu couldn’t have got hold of a Far-
dale uniform if yox hadn’t assisted
him; and that he couldn’t have pulled
off that trunk trick, either, without your
aid.”

The tense look that had come to the
face of Kadir Dhin softened, and he
relaxed his strained attitude and
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dropped back into his chair. For an
instant it seemed an explosion would
come; but all he said, in a weak voice,
was : :

“Oh, well, let him talk! The more
he talks against me the more he will
hurt himself with Colonel Gunn. It's
known everywhere that the barracks
have been burglarized and uniforms
stolen.”

“By careful work we can create a
prejudice against him among the stu-
dents who do mnot like his high-and-
mighty ways, donchuknow,” the Duke
urged, “and among those who will be
inclined to sympathize with Kadir
Dhin. We can also put through some
scheme to blacken him so in the eyes
of Colonel Gunn that he will be thrown
out of Fardale.”

“That’s right,” said Avery. “Gunn
is sore on him on account of what has
happened to Kadir Dhin, remember,
and that feeling can be increased.”

“What is this plan?” growled Car-
son. “Put it on exhibition!”

The Duke laughed softly. He could
be very pleasant, when he dropped his
stilted manners and his air of supe-
riority.

“A thought has just come to me”’—
it had been in his mind all day—"“that
if you want to make sure that Chip
Merriwell goes out of TFardale, it can
be worked by Kadir Dhin. He is quite
a hypnotist——"

“I do very little at it—know very
little about it,” Kadir Dhin hastily cor-
rected.

The Duke laughed again and lifted
his eyebrows in disbelief,

“Gunn told me that this uncle of
vours who slew Miss Maitland’s father
in France was a wonderful hypnotist.
And more than once you have given
little exhibitions to amuse the fellows,
showing that you have that power to
a certain degree.”

“I'm a mere amateur,” said Kadir
Dhin. : ;

“But you could put this over, donchu-
know, I'm sure. And it would be a
deathblow to Merriwell. Get him into
conversation in some quiet place and
so get hypnotic control of him. This
should be in the evening. Then stain
his face to the hue of yours, and send
him sneaking into Colonel Gunn’s under
instructions to try to kidnap Rose Mait-
land. Hypnotized, he would obey you,
and he would not remember that you
had ever even spoken to him about it
Colonel Guun could be posted, tipped
off to the fact, that Merriwell was to
make this effort, and that it was for
the purpose of damaging you, Kadir
Dhin; he could be made to think that
Merriwell, so disguised, was putting a
fake attempt over against the girl, and
intended to be seen, so that you would
be accused of it.

“Suppose that Colonel Gunn caught
Chip Merriwell trying to do a thing
like that? What?”?

“Wow I rumbled Carson.

“He would last at Fardale just as
long as a snowball in August. It could
be made to appear that these other ef-
forts against the young lady had been
made by Merriwell to ruin the reputa-
tion of Kadir Dhin. Some scheme,
eh?”

But Kadir Dhin did not rise to it.

“I'm only an amateur,” he said; “I
couldn't do it.”

“Well, I didn’t know,” said the Duke
smoothly. *“But you can see how it
would finish Merriwell. FHis excuses
that he didn’t know what he was doing
wouldn’t go, if Gunn were primed in
advance to expect him.”

“Why don’t you get up a plan to beat
him to pieces ?” said Carson, expressing
the bruiser in him. “Fix it so’s the
blame’ll be on him; and then when he
makes the crack you've planned for,
sail in and jest put him to sleep. Then
you've got your excuse ready, and what
can be done about it? He was the
aggressor.”
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“Same old Carson,” commented the
Duke, “always seeing blood. But that
wouldn’t get him out of Fardale.”

“You see,” said Avery, trying to
back the Duke, “Just putting him down
for a few days or so wouldn't do; he’d
get over it and come back, and still be
cock of the walk here; that’s what the
Duke means.”

“I'll say what I mean, Avery,” the
Duke snapped. “I didn’t mean that.
We simply want to get rid of the Mer-
riwell influence at Fardale.”

Avery collapsed.

“I understand,” he said; “I beg your
pardon!”

Kess hardly heard Carson’s words,
he was thinking so intensely of the
queer plan which the Duke had un-
folded for Kadir Dhin.

“Uh-huh! Dot vos saidt for two
ears more; der two ears uff der Hindu
who iss pehindt me! Der Duke iss
schmardt. He iss know der Hindu is
in here. Idt vill gif dot Hindu—ouch,
his knees iss now digging in my back!
—idt vill gif him der itea uff idt. So
he vill hypnotize my friendt Chip, unt
all der resdt uff idt vill habben. I see
I got to fighdt somepoty sooner; I got
to fighdt dot Hindu who iss behint me
to-night, and cabture him, unt stob der
whole pitzness before idt sdarts. I
am glad I baf came, unt I am vishing
dot I tidn’t.”

“Another plan that has just come to
me,” said the Duke, though he had
thought it out earlier, “is to queer Mer-
riwell with Gunn by getting him intoxi-
cated. Two or three times the fellow
has either been jagged or drugged—he
claimed he was drugged; and if this
is worked right, Gunn can be made to
believe that he was drinking at those
other times.

“You could work that trick, Bully,
if you'd undertake it, donchuknow ; and
you could pay off some of those
grudges. Hire a couple of fellows, you
know the kind, to take Merriwell down

to the Pavilion; hand them a bottle of
liquor, and tell them they’ll be well
paid for forcing him to drink it. When
he’s good and soused let Gunn know
about it and see him in that fix. Eh,
Carson ?”

Carson’s eyes began to shine.

“I’d as soon do it myself as not,”
he boasted. “S’pose he claimed after-
ward that I made him drink it, would
anybody believe him

The Duke smiled indulgently.

“You're rather in the heavyweight
class, I admit; but could you do it
alone? Merriwell is some scrapper. If
you try it, you'd better have some com-
petent help handy. The best plan is
to send others to do it, and keep out of
sight yourself.”

But nothing seemed to materialize.
The Duke had as many plans as he had
fingers; but always there was some-
thing, usually a question of the risk,

which kept them from full acceptance. -

“I guess there isn’t any one here with
nerve enough to go up against Merri-
well,” he said. “T’ll have to under-
take something myself.”

“Oh, you foxy gran’pal’ Kess was
thinking. “You know dot you ar-re
delling der veller under here mit me all
der t'ings vot he could do. Unt I haf
now got to cabture him, pefore he can.
Vhen idt cames, idt vill be anodder tog
fighdt, I pet you!”

CHAPTER XII
A Lively Adventure.

ESS’ “tog fighdt” wasn’t up to
his expectations, either in its
manner or in its finish.

An interminable time passed before
anything occurred, and then Villum had
to start it. The room was vacated, the
lights were out, and it was deathly cold.
Dickey had put up his shutters, locked
his doors, and had gone home. The
time was wearing on toward morning,
and still the man behind Kess under
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the cot lay there, with no more move-
ment than if he had died or had been
turned to stone.

Villum crawled out at last, in des-
peration. He had long been expecting
a knife in his back or a revolver shot.

“Yoost der same I know you, uff vou
“I hat
got a rewolver vot iss full uff bullets
to idts neck, unt uff you shoodt me 1
vill shoodt you likevise undil you ar-re
deadt. So, you come oudt uff idt
kvick ?

When the man did not come out,
nor move, nor speak, Villum solemnly
scratched a match on his trousers and
flung it, flaming, under the cot, at the
imminent risk of setting the cot and the
house on fire.

The instant dying out of the match
was followed by an earthquake; the
light cot rose violently in air, and,
whirling over, it fell on Villum, bring-
ing him to the floor in a smother of
bed clothing.

While he struggled to throw off the
bed coverings and mattress, Villum
heard the man unbar and fling aside a
shutter and smash a window ; they were
resounding crashes, and the breaking
of the window was accompanied by a
tinkling fall of glass.

Villum had rammed one foot through
the wire mesh of the bed springs, and

felt like a wolf in a trap; but he scram- -

bled toward the window, where he now
saw the starlight and the man climbing
up to escape; Villum was dragging the
bed springs with him, and the greater
part of the coverings of the cot.

“No yotut ton’dt escabe me!” he cried,
and made a sweeping reach with his
hands.

Though he was thrown down by the
dragging weight of the bed springs, he
clutched the man by the coat tails, and
when, in his desperation, the man flung
himself through to the ground, one of
the tails of his coat remained in Vil-
lum’s hands.

(4_A

Compelled to free his foot before he
could do more, Villum began a furious
fight with the bed springs; and by, this
he was so delayed that, when he, too,
was ready to scramble out through the
broken window the man was a hundred
yards off, running through the dark-
ness of the night. '

But Kess picked himself up pluckily
after his tumble and started in hot pur-
suit; and, forgetting that explanations
would be demanded and would be awk-
ward to give, he began at the same time
to bellow for help.

As he thus plunged along in wild
chase, Villum saw another figure ap-
pear beyond the street corner; there
was a loud demand on the fleeing man
to halt.

“Stop right where ye be; T'm the
constable! Stop, I tell yeou!” ;

The man whirled about and lifted his
hand ; there was a pistol report and a
flash of fire.

It was the constable who stopped,
though the bullet had not touched him;
and the man went on, running faster
than ever.

The sight of the constable and that
revolver play put the thought of dis-
cretion into Villum’s wild head; he
swung about as the man made off and
sprinted for the cover of the darkness
by Dickey’s.

Gale, the constable, stood hesitating.
Here were two escaping burglars, as
he supposed, both armed and in a shoot-
ing mood. While the constable hesi-
tated, Kess got the house between him-
self and Gale and flung wildly ahead
for the protecting darkness beyond.

Villum ran down the length of the
parade ground, then veered toward the
lake. Reflecting that he was making
telltale tracks, he turned off to the
beaten road, along which he continued
his flight. He ran until he could run
no longer.

“Yiminy!” he panted, when he
stopped. “I am deadt! Vunce in der
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house I am so coldt I am freezing,
undt now I am so mooch uff a varm-
ness dot I vandt to lay down unt valler
in der snow. Budt dot vouldt be to
gommidt susancide mit rheumonia. I
got to keeb going until I feel petter.”

Villum kept going until he reached
the boathouse. Crawling under its lee,
and making sure no one was around,
he struck another match and took a
look at the coat tail he had appropri-
ated.

“Der goat dail uff a Fardale feller,”
he said. “Idt iss prove dot he vos der
Hindu murterer, Idt iss easy to seen
yvhy he ditn’t vant der gonstable to
watch him. Sure! Kadir Dhin is sub-
blying him mit his clodings.”

About daylight Kess made his way
into the village, where he sought shelter
with a German friend, to whom he
made suitable, though false, explana-
tions. There he had breakfast, after
he had had a few winks of sleep. As
the German did not mention the break
at Dickey’s, Kess concluded it had not
yet been noised around.

Villum found not much difficulty in
smuggling himself, without attracting
attention, into the Fardale buildings
when the proper time came. IHe made
his way up to Chip’s room.

He burst in on Chip and Clancy,
waving the tail of the coat as if it were
a banner of victory.

“Yoost seen dot!” he said. “I haf
peen having-adwentures. [Fairst idt iss
a tog fighdt, unt afdher idt der tickto-
graft, unt anodder fighdt vhen der bed
sbrings holdt me by der foodt undt I
am sdopping der Hindu murterer from
gedding oudt uff der vinder, unt——"

“Help! Help!” Chip shouted. “Take
a long breath and start over again.
What has happened?”

“I haf!” Kess exploded, waving the
coat tail.

Breathless, he dropped into a chair.

“Idt iss der mix-oop mit der Hindu
unt der pedt springs unt eferyting,

vhile I am blaying der ticktograft at
Dickey’s. Yoost you lisden vhile T ex-
blanadtion idt; but der Hindu he got
avay.”

It was a funny story, as Kess told
it; a serious one, too, though the the-
ory that the man who had been under
the cot was the Hindu murderer seemed
incredible.

“Who sdole der clodings oudt uff der
parracks?” Villum demanded, in an
argumentative tone.

“We don’t know,” said Clan, who
was looking at the piece of cloth Villum
had brought in.

“You ton’dt t'ink dot vos a IFardale
veller vot I pulled dot tail feadther
oudt uft?” said Villum.

“N-o0. Yet, we can’t say it wasn’t.”

“You undt Chip haf been susbicion-
ing Kadir Dhin. Budt he vas in der
room dalking mit der odder vellers
vhile der man iss behint me by der vall
under der cot. You exblanadtion me
vot iss der meanness.”

“We shan’t know much until we
know more,” said Clan.

“Vell, vot do you t'ink uff dhem
odder t'ings?” Villum demanded, ad-
dressing Chip. “Uff you ar-re to be
hypnotized by Kadir Dhin, unt made a
indoxicadtion by Carson, unt all der
resdt uff idt, you petter be geddting
readty to meedt it, heh? Vot? Odder-
vise, vot goot do I do by running dot

riskiness uff blaying der ticktograft?”

CHAPTER XIIL

Rose and Rhoda.
HAT burglars had broken -into
Dickey’s, but had been {fright-

ened away by the constable, was
the story that got over town. Gale

was heard bragging of how cour-.
ageously he had acted in scaring them

off, and how one of the burglars, hard
pressed, had shot at him.

Chip Merriwell and his friends kept
their own counsel. As the days passed,
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théy watched for the Hindu and
watched Kadir Dhin.. If the fussy and
important constable were to be be-
lieved, other burglarious attempts had
been forestalled by him, and he was as
busy as a man with five hands.

The normal routine of the academy
was for a time outwardly unbroken.
Study and lectures, winter Sports, work
and play in the gymnasium, went on as
usual, under the rather rigid semimili-
tary discipline which Gunn and the fac-
ulty enforced.

But it could be seen that the Duke
and his friends were hard at work lin-
ing up against Chip Merriwell every
man they could. The apparent result
was small. Chip had a host of friends
who were disposed to stand by him loy-
ally. -And of that closer and more in-
timate band consisting of such fellows
as Clan and Kess, Jelliby and others,
that they would stand by Chip through
thick and thin on any and every occa-
sion, was, of course, known to every
one.

Some hockey matches on the cleared
ice of the lake were exciting enough
to thrill the whole school and bring a
mob of spectators out from the village.
Twice Chip led scrub teams against the
regular Fardale team, once going to
victory and another time to defeat.

That Rhoda Realf and her brother
were at Fardale Chip knew from Kess’
report; and it was not long before he
met them. Chilled a bit by Rose Mait-
land’s championship of Kadir Dhin,
Chip was in a mood to be moved again
by the beauty and charm of the younger
and slighter girl.

Yet, having a good memory, Chip
could not forget even while he was out
on the iake in the full swing of enjoy-
ment, skating with Rhoda Realf, that
whatever break there had ever been be-
tween them had been produced solely
because he could not endure the insuf-
ferable qualities of Rhoda’s brother.

- But when Chip went over to Gunn's

for a talk with Rose Maitland on the
subject which was constantly in her
mind—her fears of the Hindu who had
slain her father and who was believed
by herself and Gunn to be in conceal-
ment at Fardale—the feeling again
mastered him which had swayed him
when he first saw her.

“I could wish you were an Amer-
ican,” he said, as he talked and jested
with her; “and I don’t say that because
I hold any feeling whatever against the
English. Now I have offended? I'm
sure I didn’t intend it, and beg your
pardon.”

She had flushed; but a slight height-
ening of the color in her cheeks made
her only the more charming.

“It's no offense,” she said. “You
see, how can it be, when I am half
American. T didn’t know but Colonel
Gunn had told you. My mother was
an American, from Baltimore. That is
why I was so willing to come to Amer-
ica. And I mean to visit Baltimore as
soon as I can.”

From this agreeable topic, the talk
switched to the Hindu and Kadir Dhin,
a change inevitable, as that had been
Chip’s reason. or excuse, for making
this call.

“Colonel Gunn is sure that Gunga

Singh, the man who slew my father, -

is still here, and that he is committing
these burglaries,” she reported. “Colo-
nel Gunn believes he has found refuge
with some of the low foreigners in the
mill sections, and is burglarizing that
he may have money to pay for conceal-
ment. He says, too, that Dickey would
keep him, would keep any scoundrel,
for money. I feel as if I were sitting
on a volcano. I don’t go out any more.”

Then she spoke again of Kadir Dhin,
declaring that it was too bad the young
Hindu’s career at Fardale had been
shadowed as it was.

She added:

“It has come to Colonel Gunn, and

he resents it, that you have been hint-
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ing that perhaps Kadir Dhin isn’t so
innocent as he seems—that he has been
helping Gunga Singh.”

Chip had more than hinted that to
his friends—but only to his friends;
and he had believed it. He thought he
had reasons for believing it.

“Somebody must be a mind reader,”
he said.

“Nou didn’t say it?”

“T said it to Clancy and Kess and
perhaps one or two more.”

“So it wouldn’t need mind reading
to get out. You have wronged Kadir
Dhin. T wish you would apologize to
him. You haven’t apologized to him?”

“No—not yet,” said Chip. = “I may,
in time.”

Chip parried this subject off as well
as he could. He was again too much in
love with this girl to want anything like
disagreement to come between them.
Yet he was in no mood to apologize to
the young Hindu. His belief was grow-
ing that Kadir Dhin was tricky; that
he was imposing on the confidence of
Colonel Gunn and Rose Maitland. He
wanted proof of it, and meant to try
to get it. So how could he go to Kadir
Dhin and say to the young Hindu that
he thought he had wronged and was
wronging him? It had to be parried
off. It was a dangerous subject.

There were ever so many pleasanter
things to talk about, and Chip contrived
to bring them forward; so that when
he took his leave, it was with a sense
of having had a pleasant time and of
having made a good impression.

“I wonder if T am fickle-minded ?”
he thought, as he walked away, his mind
turning to Rhoda Realf. “No, I don’t
think T am. T like Rhoda—she’s fine;
but Rose Maitland 2

Then he thought of Kadir Dhin.

“I can’t get it out of my nut that he
is playing a double game. Of course,
if he isn’t, and T see that he isn’t, I’ll
apologize to him, and do it freely;
though I'm afraid I can never like him.”

CHAPTER XIV.
When the Plot Went Wrong.

EAR me! Dear me!” said Colonel
Gunn, twisting his glasses about
on his nose, as he stared in as-

tonishment at the crumpled note which
had been brought to him by the servant
girl. .

The colonel had arrived at home late,
having remained at the academy look-
ing over some examination papers.

This is what his eyes rested on, and
why he exclaimed and stared:

CoroNer Gusn: The scandalous doings of
some of your students is the limit. They
drink and gamble right under your nose, and
you don’t know it. If you want proof, go
down to the Pavilion right now. You will
find Chip Merriwell there, intoxicated, so
much so that he can’t get back to the bar-
racks. There has been a drinking bout down
there, which has lasted ever since Fardale
let out its students for the day. When the
others left the Pavilion, they had to leave
Merriwell there because he couldn’t walk.
You ought to know about this.

A FArRpALE WELL-WISHER.

Colonel Gunn did not like anonymous
communications. But here was some-
thing he could not overlook. It called
for attention and action. ;

He rang for the servant.

“Mary,” he said, his voice hoarse and
shaky, “will you—er—be kind enough
to inform me where you—ahum—got
this singular note which you brought
me "’

“At the dure,”” said Mary; “a by
brought it. He sdid it was fer you, and
I'm sure yere name was on it.”

“My name was on it—very true.
Ahem—ryou did not recognize the boy?”

“I niver saw his face befure.”

“Ahum—thank you, Mary. If you
will help me on with my greatcoat, I
—ahum——"

Mary helped him get into his over-
coat ; and, with his cane in hand, Colo-
nel Gunn sallied forth. The unpleas-
ant note was in his pocket.

“A—er—a distressing thing,” he
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was thinking. “Until recently I have
thought so well of young Merriwell!
I fear he will never be the man his
father was. Dear me, the pranks that
fellow used to.cut here; he, too, was
quite wild! Nevertheless, there was a
saving grace in him; a—er—thought-
fulness. I was younger then, too; and
my dear father, Zenas Gunn, of blessed
memory—yes, the older Merriwell an-
noyed him a great deal.”

The night was falling, and the early
lights of the village were shining. There
were no lights to-night on the lake,
unless carried by some skater, and
Gunn's way lay in that direction, along
the lake to the Pavilion.

The colonel reflected that he ought to
have company, and was on the point of
turning aside and telephoning for the
constable; but was deterred by the
thought that he ought not to expose a
student in that way, even though the
student deserved exposure.

“By going alone 1 may be able to
prevent a scandal. Yet—er—of course,
Mr. Merriwell will have to leave the
academy; I—ahum-—see no other way.
I shall write to his father a full ex-
planation; tell him that recently there
has—er—been a great change in his
son; I shall have to speak of this vio-
lent animosity against the youth, Kadir
Dhin, who came here as a foreigner
and stranger, under—er—my protec-
tion. Such base calumnies as Kadir
Dhin assures me young Merriwell has
heaped on him—there is even an ele-
ment of imsanity in it! Is the whole
world going mad?”

The worthy head of Fardale grew
warm with indignation as he stumped
along, prodding the snow angrily with
his walking stick. -«

“As for Gunga Singh, Kadir Dhin
thinks that the money I have been fur-
nishing him for the purpose of hiring
men to hunt down that Hindu murderer
will soon bring results. I—ahum—I
hope so; I hope so! It is growing

very expensive. If results are not at-
tained soon I shall—ahum—Dbe com-
pelled to desist in making further ad-
vances. A terrible state of affairs!
And the—er—constable makes no prog-
ress.”

His mind turned back to Chip Merri-
well.

“A drinking bout of Fardale students
down at the Pavilion, and Mr. Merri-
well left there in so beastly a state of
intoxication that he cannot even walk.
Dreadful !

A merry jingling of sleigh bells
reached him, as he approached the lake,
in the road which turned there and
passed along the lakeside teward the
Pavilion ; the sleigh was coming up be-
hind him, and it seemed that Gunn
would be run down by the horses.

He gave a skipping jump which must
have surprised him and landed in the
snow at the side of the road.

“Ahum! Dear me! How very reck-
less! A lot of hoodlums from the wvil-
lage, no doubt; and very probably
intoxicated. What is the—er—world
coming to "

Then the colonel discovered that the
sleigh was filled with young fellows
who were, nearly all of them, in the
Fardale uniform. They had been
laughing; but they drew up beside him

“and fell silent with respect.

This show of deference pleased him;
he was especially gratified when he saw
their hands go up in the military salute.

“Are you going far, Colonel Gunn?”
he was asked, with politeness.

“Ahum! Er—that is to say

They were leaping out of the sleigh,
surrounding him.

“We are out for a drive down the
road here; beautiful night, isn’t it?  If
you're going far, we offer you a seat
in with us. The sleighing is delightful.
It will honor us.” /

Colonel Gunn was flattered and flus-
tered. x

1

“I was—er——

AR LA A



54 WIDE-AWAKE MAGAZINE

“Then, right in! Here is a good seat.
We're going to drive down by the Pa-
vilion, and beyond; and then back to
Fardale by the other road. It will be a
lovely ride.” :

They had him by the arms, still try-
ing to be courteous, though in reality
they had literally taken possession of
him; and before the colonel could say
whether he wished to go in the sleigh
or did not wish to, he was in it, sinking
back in the seat.

“Er—er Ahaw—ahum! This is
aw I have lost my stick in the
snow there, 1 believe.”

It was rescued and passed up to him.

The young fellows were climbing in
beside and behind him ; and to keep him
from wanting to get ouf, the driver
quietly touched up the horses and sent
them dancing along, jingling their bells.

“Ahaw—ahum! I—er -

Gunn looked around him.

In the faint light, he recognized his
companions; he saw Bronson Avery
clearly, for Bronson sat beside him, and
had been one of the politest. Behind
him he heard familiar voices. He was
displeased on discovering one of the
voices to be Bully Carson’s; he de-
tested and suspected Carson.

“I shall have to speak to these boys
about Carson,” he thought, as he tried
to get a grip on his scattered faculties.

“Ahum!” he coughed, and touched
the driver on the arm. “I shall—er—
be obliged if you will put me off in the
road near the—er—the Pavilion. From
there I shall—er—walk back. This is
—er—very pleasant, but on a night like
this—so glorious—I prefer to walk; so
if you, er 2

“Oh, we'll put you off at the Pa-
vilion,” was the significant statement
with which he was reassured.

But when the road by the ice was
reached, the fellows in the sleigh with
Gunn were given a surprise that was as
great as Gunn’s.

Chip Merriwell, skating on the ice
there with Clan and Kess and some
others, had stopped at the edge of the
ice, curious to see the sleigh go by ; not
dreaming who its occupants were.

Chip was recognized by the fellows
in the sleigh, and by the driver, who
gave a little ejaculation of amazement
and drew hard on the reins, bringing
the horses to a stop.

“MerriwellI” he said, gasping the
name.

Gunn, electrified, craned his neck;
and Chip, thinking himself addressed,
stepped into the road, walking on his
skates toward the sleigh. '

“Tt is—er—it is Mr. Merriwell
Gunn exploded. “This—er—this is
you, Mr. Merriwell 7

Chip saluted; and Clan and the
others, coming up behind him, repeated
the action.

“Yes, sir,” said Chip.

“But you—er—were
can it i

“¥es. siri?

Colonel Gunn tumbled out of the
sleigh—almost fell out—in his amaze-
ment. IHe hooked his glasses on his
nose and stared at Chip. He saw that
Chip was steady-limbed, clear-eyed, and
sober.

“Hello!” one of the fellows ex-
claimed suddenly, with a startled em-
phasis that drew attention.. “What's
that mean? The Pavilion’s on fire!”

A flame had flashed from a window
in the lakeside building some distance
down the road, and by the light of it
two men were seen running away over
the snow.

CHAPTER XV.

Cowardice and Heroism.

122

7

that is to say

HE two men who sat at the table

in the front room overlooking

the icy lake were as sinister a

pair as Bully Carson could have picked
up anywhere, and they were not dis-
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posed to heed the young fellow who lay
bound on the floor by the door.

“Le's carry him upstairs, Bill, and
shet him in that back room, where he
can’t make himself heard by anybody
passin’ ’long the road; we either got
to do that or gag him."”

“But—see ln.le' You're making an
awful mistake, donchuknow! I'm not
the fellow you were told to get, donchu-
know. This is a hideous mistake, fel-
lows.”

It was the Duke who was making this
piteous appeal.

But he had little hope that it would
be heeded, since up to this time he had
not been listened to and had been given
such shameful freatment; morecover,
there was small hope that he would be
rescued soon by his friends. The Pa-
vilion had been chosen by him because
he knew it was far down the lake and
isolated.

It was a lakeside place of entertain-
ment, unoccupied in the winter as a
rule. The previous winter the Duke
had hired it, and it was understood he
had some sort of occupancy claim on
it this winter.

The men were still disposed to be
rovgh with him.

‘\Ve ve heard all we want out of
you,” he was told; “so, shet up! You
was pointed out to us plain.”

“By Bully Carson?”

“No matter about that. Here, Bill;
we’ll put him upstairs. Either that, or
we got to gag him.”

They took him upstairs and locked
him in the little room, just as he was.
Then they went back to the lower room,
with its table, its pack of cards, and the
bottle of whisky that was on it.

That whisky had been furnished by
Bully Carson; and their prisoner, ac-
cording to Carson’s directions, was to
be drugged with it; but they liked the
taste and smell of the liquor too well
to waste it in that way; they meant to
drink it themselves.
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Sitting down at the table again, they
sampled the contents of the bottle and
applied themselves to the cards; the day
was at its close, and they fancied them-
selves in the greatest security for an
hour or more.

Acting up to Bully Carson's instrue-
tions, they had waylaid the Fardale
cadet as he came swinging up the lake
on his skates, not long before. They
thought they knew him; Carson had
pointed him out to them, so they were
sure there was no mistake, even when
he declared there was.

They had made their mistake natu-
rally. The Dike had been standing
close by Chip Merriwell, on a street
corner, when Carson had indicated the
latter; they had simply looked at the
wrong man when Carson was talking.

They knew what was expected of
them. When they had forced intoxica-
tion on their prisoner, they were to
depart, and leave him in the Pavilion,
to be seen there by Colonel Gunn and
any others who chanced to be with the
colonel.

They found the cards interesting, and
the liquor more so. They had not in-
tended to light the lamp they found on
the table; but decided to do so when
their caution became less active. They
couldn’t see to play without a light, and
stakes were then on the table.

How long they played they did not
know, but they went very speedily to
the bottom of the liquor bottle. They
began to quarrel, each accusing the
other of cheating. Drawing a knife,
one lunged at the other with it, across
the table; the other rose and flung back
to avoid the blow.

The table was overturned with a
crash, and the lamp went to the floor;
it shattered, and the kerosene caught
from the burning wick. In a moment
the room was filled with flames.

Stunned for an instant by what
threatened, they made a feeble attempt
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to fight out the fire; then they threw
open the door, and, running out into the
road, they fled.

In the room into which he had been
flung, the Duke had been trying to get
the cords off his wrists; he was in a
vile temper. IHe piled anathemas on
Bully Carson and on the men down-
stairs. If Carson had not been a fool,
and chosen fools for this work, this
mistake could not have been made. He
had plannéd it and given Carson the
money to carry it out, and this was
the result. He had come skating down
the lake, wondering how near he could
be to the Pavilion and be safe when the
trick was pulled off; and the ruffians
had seized him, instead of the one
chosen, who was Chip Merriwell.

The treatment he was receiving was
meant for Chip.

What made his fate more bitter was
his belief that there had been a clever
turning against him of the tables; he
thought the ruffians had been tampered
with by Chip after Carson had hired
them, and that this was done deliber-
ately by them, for pay. So he heaped
his curses on Chip as well as on Carson
and the two stupid fools.

Then came the fire, and the terror it
conveyed to the occupant of the upper
room,

He heard the quarreling below, then
the crashing of the overturned table
and the yells of the men when they
tried to stay the fire, He heard them
throw the door open and run away like
the cowards they were, forgetful of him
and of his fate.

The Duke screamed with fear when
he heard them go.

For a moment the terror of his situ-
ation almost overcame him ; he felt sick
and faint, his heart pounded up until
it seemed almost in his throat; a pan-
icky fear clouded his mind.

This passed. There was some cour-
ageous fiber in the Duke. He had been
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spoiled in his training; he was always
made to think he was finer and better
than any one else, was always petted
and flattered, and constantly treated by
servants and even friends as if he were
a superior being. If there had not been
some good stuff in the Duke, he would
have been far worse than he was at
present.

As soon as he could control his jump-
ing nerves, the Duke tried again to get
free of the cords that held his wrists;
but he could not do it. He could not
break the cords, and struggling only
drew the knots tighter.

Rolling over against the door, he
drew up his legs and began to dash his
heels against the panels, trying to break
through.

The fire was roaring so that he could
hear it plainly when he was not making
too much noise, and the smoke that had
begun to creep through the rooms
reached him.

“Help!” he screamed, as he ham-
mered with his heels against the door.
“Help! Help!”

That some one passing in the road
well out beyond might hear him, was
his hope. He was beginning to hope,
too, that the fire would be seen in the
village in time for fire fighters to get
out to it before it had made a finish
of him.

As if in answer to his calls, he soon
heard the jingling approach of a sleigh,
and from the sound of the bells he could
tell that the horses were galloping.

The fire had reached the stairway
which led to the room where the Duke
lay; he could see, under the door, the
fiery licking of red tongues of flame,
as gusts of air drove the flames higher;
and now the smoke, getting into his
room more and more, was troublesome,
and threatened soon to be suffocating.

He was yelling himself hoarse, bawl-
ing for help to the occupants of the
sleigh. When he heard them shouting
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to each other outside in the snow, his
screams to attract their afttention be-
came screeches.

He had been heard; he could soon
tell that.

At the same time it was being said
that no one could get up to the second
floor ; there were no ladders to be had,
and the stairs were on fire.

Some one jingled away in the sle