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A Complete Novel

Author of “Protectors of the Peace.”

CHAPTER I ~

ARE-HEADED, white-faced, with
B eyes so dark with anger that they
looked like holes burned in a blan-
| ket, Russell Conway ran across
the street and sprang up the entrance steps
of the Chimneystack Building. In his hand
be clutched the letter that had driven him
from his room in the Electrolier Building
across the way. = ™ _
“He’s here” he panted, as he ran.
“Here! Under my very eyes for weeks—
weeks, And I never guessed. I never—
guessed!” :

Mason’s flying fingers tick-lacked the
last word. Then he clutched the “pull”
and ran the typewriter carriage back to
begin a new line and a new paragraph.
But before he could resume his racing clat-
ter on the keys a hand fell on his shoulder.

1iy. S
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“Go slow, boy,” warned a voice. “Go
slow. The Gazelte’s got enough libel suits
on hand to last it for a while. Your last
effort broughtit more than enough. Goslow.”

Mason looked up and grinned. He wasa
lanky youngster, taller than the ordinary,
with a pleasant if pale face and a pair of
brown eyes that were altogether too beauti-

_ful for any mar to possess—beautiful

enough to serve as a danger flag for any
woman. Fortunately for the sex, Billy
Mason—except in the way of business, of
course—was frightfully shy and was re-
puted never to have kissed a girl in his life.

Three minutes before, he had rushed into

" the city room of the Gazeite and had hurled

himself at his machine like a madman.

But he paused gracefully when his chief
addressed him. ,

“Aw! Pshaw! Hibbs,” he grunted.
“Have a heart. My Vidocqg-Holmes per-
sonality was working fine when you butted
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12 Adventure

for in all probability there was a would-be
assassin—is escaping.

In this emergency the Gazetfe has con-
sulted its private sleuth, “Old Cap Collier-
Vidocq-Holmes,” who, as so often before—
when the police were running around in
circles—promptly solved at least one phase
of the mystery. If the police continue to
blunder, in their customary fashion, he will
solve other phases and, if necessary, will
capture the criminal.

The Gazette presents this solution below,
offering it freely toall and particularly to the
police—who so greatly need it.

COLLIER-VIDOCQ-HOLMES
COMES AGAIN TO THE RESCUE OF
THE BEWILDERED POLICE

Bareheaded, white-faced, with eyes so
black with anger that they looked like holes
burned in a blanket, Russell Conway ran
across the street and sprang up the entrance
steps of the Chimneystack Building.

“Here!” he panted, as he ran. “Here!
Under my very eyes for weeks—weeks]
And I never guessed. I—never guessed.”

Two minutes before Conway had been
sitting in his apartment in the Electrolier
Building, directly opposite the one in the
Chimneystack Building that was tenanted
by Otto Werder. Whether Conway ob-
served it or not, the blinds of Werder’s win-
dows were still down to the very bottom,
and this, despite the fact that it was after
twelve o’clock.

Then a letter arrived for Conway. How
did it come? No one knows; on this point
Mr. Conway refuses to be interviewed.

What did it say? Again no one knows;
on this point also Conway refuses to be in-
terviewed. But its effect was to drive him,
muttering desperately to himself, out of his
rooms and across the street to the Chimney-
stack Building.

Meanwhile his own apartment was left
untenanted, at the mercy of any one who
might be able to pick the none-too-compli-
cated lock—at the mercy, perhaps, of the
visitor who had brought the letter; or per-
haps, of some one who knew that it was to be
brought.

In at the door of the Chimneystack
Building Conway sprang, and to the ele-
vator he rushed. The door of the cage was
open and into it he hurled himself.

“Werder’s apartment.  Sixth floor!]
Quick!’ he ordered, sobbingly.

“Yessir! Vessir! Right away, sir.”

Bob, the negro elevator boy shot the iron
grill across the opening and flung over the
starting lever. Bob was from the South
and he knew when it was safe to dawdle with
“white folks” and when it was not. This
time fell distinctly in the ‘“not” class. He
had known Conway for months, but he had
never before seen him in such a state as this.

He put on full power and shot the car up-
ward, disregarding an imperious ring from
the fourth floor. Moreover, when, on the
sixth floor, Conway, scarcely pausing for
him to open the door, shot out and raced to
Apartment sixty-two, he did not go back to
answer the insistent ringing. Instead, with
goggle eyes and dropping jaw, he leaned
from the cage and stared as Conway, finding
the door fast, flung his weight furiously
against it.

The door did not yield, of course. It was
built to resist far heavier shocks than that of
Conway’s none-too-massive bulk; and at
last its assailant desisted and, finger on the
push bell, drummed the devil’s tattoo with
the fist of his other hand on the stout panels.

No shooting of bolt or click of lock re-
warded his efforts. The door remained
immovable.

But the clamor had its effect, neverthe-
less. Roused by it Werder undoubtedly
sprang from his bed and rushed to the win-
dow and let up the blind. Instantly, from
the apartment across the way—Conway’s
apartment—came a low clang—the clang
that betokens the work of that “assassin’s
friend,” the ‘“‘silencer.”

Simultaneously the glass in Werder’s
window shivered into fragmentg and sim-
ultaneously too, Conway, in the hall with-
out, heard a shriek—a shriek filled with such
intense horror that the teeth of the fright-
ened negro in the cage began to rattle like
castanets. Bob was not a coward where
any enemy of his own class was concerned,
but this shriek was unlike any he had ever
heard in all his life before. High it rose, in
shrill crescendo, then ended sharply as if
bitten off. Last came a heavy fall that sent
a quiver through even the stout cement and
iron on which the oaken flooring was laid.

The shriek and the crash brought Con-
way to his senses. Dazedly he reeled back
from the door.

“What the devil,” he began; then broke
off and stared stupidly at the letter in his
hand. “Good Lord,” he muttered. “I’ve


















18 Adventure

he might do that night. On the other hand,
he might work all the following day and get
nothing. So, tired as he was, he knew that
he must keep his engagement to take
Madame Ayesha to supper and see if he
could get from her a framework on which he
could, if necessary, build a story on the mor-
row.

He had no compunctions whatever about
using her. He knew well that the tribe to
which she belonged would stand for any-
thing that would get them talked about.
Moreover, he sympathized with their de-
sire for advertisement, rightly ascribing it
to business far more than to vanity. No-
toriety means money for theater people just
as it does for a soap or a perfume or a break-
fast food; and theater people need the
money just as much as do the manufactur-
ers of the soap and the perfume or the break-
fast food.

The fact that they advertise themselves,
and that the manufacturer advertises his
wares was, in Mason’s estimation, of abso-
lutely no importance. Each advertised
what he had to sell, and each increased his
income in proportion to the degree in which
he became known. Mason was always
glad to give an “‘artist” a leg up.

Moreover, he was by no means certain
that Ayesha might not be in some way
mixed up in the Werder mystery. She lived
in the building; she was a good deal agi-
tated about Werder’s death; she was—if
Mason could judge —just the type of
woman that would go crazy with jealousy,
and -Werder was just the sort of man that
would give her cause to go crazy. Some
affair between the two ending with Werd-
er’s murder was, from a newspaper point
of view, not at all improbable. Anyhow,
the possibility might very well be made to
serve as material for a good story. Mason
decided to look into its possibilities.

At the theater he looked at his watch and,
finding that he was early, went into the
lobby, intending to learn the character of
Ayesha’s act before going to the stage door
for her. Afar off, on the other side of the
lobby, he caught sight of her name in big
black letters across the top of a poster, the
rest of which was hidden from his sight by
the body of a bulky man who seemed to be
studying it intently. Subconsciously Mason
judged that this man was merely some
casual spectator and strolled toward him
in leisurely fashion.

Then, abruptly, he checked his stride,
sheered off to the right, and, without halt-
ing, described a wide curve that took him
back to the entrance and out of the lobby
into the street.

The man was Detective Heber.

What the devil was he doing there?
Mason asked himself. Why was he study-
ing Madame Ayesha’s poster? Did he
(rieally suspect the woman of Werder’s mur-

er?

Mason’s blood quickened at the thought.
If the police were really after Madame
Ayesha he meant to beat them to it or know
the reason why.

Swiftly he hurried to the stage door and
sent in his card with a scribbled line:

“Come out as quick as you can.
news.” .

Either the call was efficacious or Madame
Ayesha was ready and waiting, for she came:
out almost instantly, anxiety in her bear-
in

Big

g.
“Hello!” she called, the moment she saw
him. “What’s broke loose?”

But Mason shook his head.

“Can’t tell you here,” he said. “Some
one I don’t want to see you is coming!
We’ve got to get away. Hurry!”

Hesitantly for a moment the woman
looked at him. Then she nodded.

“All right,” she said.

Half an hour later the two were seated at
a table in one of Broadway’s gilded lobster
palaces.

When the waiter had gone with the order
Madame Ayesha leaned forward.

“Well?” she said. ‘““Ain’t it about time
you were spilling the beans? Or have I got
to wait till the toothpicks?”

Her tones were mocking, but they were
also uneasy.

Mason hesitated.

“I'd rather not tell you just now,” he
said, at last. “I want to talk of some other
things first. T’ll tell you before we leave.
May I wait?” .

For answer, Madame Ayesha shrugged
her shapely shoulders.

“Sure,” she said. “Suit yourself. Let
your news wait, if you like, and go ahead
and tell me about the Werder case.”

Mason told her—and watched her and
listened to her comment besides. He
seemed to be speaking with utter frankness,
and he was indeed very nearly doing so.
Frankness to him seemed most likely to
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Between you and me, didn’t he scoop
thunder out of all of us this morning?”
The detective colored angrily.
“With that rot?” he retorted.
ought to get run in for printin’ »
“Me? Say, you don’t think I write that
Cap-Collier-and-the-rest-of-it stuff, do you?
Thank you a whole lot. I only wish to
thunder I could. But say, haven’t you
really run down the man that brought that
letter to Russell Conway yesterday?”
“Didn’t nobody bring it. It came by

“Oh! did it?”

“Yes! It did.”

Mason shook his head sadly. -

“I’m afraid you’d be too tough a job for
.even our Sherlock Holmes to educate,
Heber,” he remarked, mournfully. “But
T'll give you a tip. Chase around to the post-

“You

office and study the hours at which the letter-

carriers are due at the Electrolier Building
and find out when the mails from North
Dakota got to New York yesterday. Then
maybe you’ll be able to figure out how a
letter from there was delivered to Conway
two hours before it got to New York by a
carrier who wasn't in the building until an
hour after the time when Conway charged
over to Werder’s rooms, hotfoot, to grab
off his five thousand dollars. Get me?
All right. Ta! Ta! Old man! Ta! Tal”

CHAPTER V

¥ MASON finished his second story
GUll on the Werder case much earlier

than he had his first. Not only did
he begin earlier, but the story itself was not
so long and was much easier to write. All
the explanatory details that required careful
dovetailings to enable them to produce
the desired effect he had told in the first
story. These details had to be restated,
of course, in the second story, for every news-
paper article must be sufficiently complete
in itself to enable a new reader who knows
nothing of earlier reports to understand
it.

This restatement, however, Mason knew
that he could leave to the general story
that would be written by Perkins, the
regular police reporter. With this out of
his way and with the story he wished to
tell thoroughly digested and ready in his
mind it was comparatively easy to put
it upon paper. ' '

if fearing to see a waiting enemy.

25
THE FUGITIVE

The fugitive came from—God knows
where—with the tan of ardent suns upon
his blond face. He held his shoulders
straight, as a one-time soldier should—but
behind and within his steel-blue eyes lurked
the fear of the hunted. As he came down
the gangplank from the steamer he cast
continual sidewise glances about him, as
In his
hand he carried a suitcase, but his manner
of carrying it showed that it was both an
unfamiliar and an unwonted burden.
Cheaply dressed as he was, he did not look
the sort of man that carries his own luggage.

The customs officers delayed him but
little. He had declared nothing; and,
though he had traveled first class, he looked
like one who had almost nothing. The
official who examined his suitcase may
have guessed that he was fleeing, practically
penniless, from the carnage in Europe,
hoping to mend his fortunes in the New
World. But the little that he said gave no
confirmation of this.

Once off the pier, however, he straight-
ened himself and tramped stolidly along till
he came to a row of taxicabs. Abruptly
turning, he sprang into one of these.

“Broadway and Thirty-third Street, at
once,” he commanded.

The chauffeur hesitated for a fraction
of a second. To him, as to the customs
officer, the man did not look opulent.
Then, probably decided by the note of
command that had rung in the man’s voice,
he started away.

Half a mile farther north, at the crossing
of Fifth Avenue, the fugitive changed the
orders. A mile more and he changed them
again. And yet again. The changes were
made unhesitatingly, with the air of one
who knew the city well. At last, he
stopped the car, got out, paid the driver
his exact fare—no more—and lost himself
in the crowd.

For the next few months he tried to hide
himself in the great city. But he could
not do it. Mere atom as he was among its
toiling millions, like in face, in manner and
in figure as he was to thousands of others,
he could never believe himself unobserved.
Wherever he went he could feel eyes upon
him, boring into his mind, spying out his
very soul. Much of this was probably
mere imagination, born of inner terror;
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“Oh!
records.”

“Do you know if she wrote to any of
them?”’

“Why! Yes—I believe she did write to
two or three. There was a man called
‘One-Armed’ Sweeny—yes, I’m sure she
wrote to him. And there was one named
Fargus. I believe she wrote to him, too.
She told me once that they were fighting
very hard to go straight, and that she must
help them all she could. Those are all
that I know about, but there may have
been and probably were others.”

Mason nodded.

“T understand that there were,” he said.
“Now, Mr. Conway, one question more.
What was in that letter you got—not the
late one, but the one that drove you to
Werder’s rooms?”’

Conway did not hesitate.

“It told me that it was Werder who had
been the cause of Edith’s death,” he
answered.

“I thought so!” Mason got up. “I'm
obliged to you, Miss Gilbert,” he said,
“and to you, Mr. Conway, for your frank-
ness. You shall never regret it. I—I
knew your sister, Miss Gilbert, and I loved
her. For her sake, if for nothing else,
T will help you all I can. I think I will be
able to divert suspicion from Mr. Conway
very soon by turning it on the true mur-
derer. Anyway, I’'m going to try. Good
morning.”

On his way back to town Mason did a
lot of thinking. The importation of
“jewels” into the mystery troubled him.
Everything that he had written about
the case had been based on the theory
that Werder had been killed out of revenge.
Both the story of the bullet-holés in the
window, which he had played up so lengthily
the day before, and the story of the snakes,
which must even then be in process of
absorption by the sensation-loving dwellers
of the metropolis, had been written from
that point of view.

Now came this reference to an altogether
different motive, a motive that had not
even been suggested.

The very fact that it had not been
suggested troubled Mason. Heber had
the note that Conway had picked up and
dropped again; and Mason did not doubt
that he was combing the city for its author
and also the safe-deposit box in which

Yes! Some of them had terrible
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the jewels were said to lie. The fact that
he had kept the note secret; that not even
the newspaper-men who stood closest to
him appeared to have suspected its exist-
ence, might be simply a police measure to
avoid frightening the criminal—if criminal
there were. On the other hand, it might
be due to other causes which Mason sensed
dimly.

Whateveg the cause, it mlght be ruinous
to his newspaper reputation, if nothing
more. At any moment Heber might find
the writer of that note and might prove
him to be an ordinary thief. He might
even obtain a confession clearing him.
And if he did obtain anything of the sort
Mason knew very well that the facts
would be conveyed quietly to the two
or three newspapers that supported the
exitsing administration and not to the
others.

Such things had happened before, not
once, but many times. Mason knew well
that even a partial solution, backed by an
arrest, would kill any future stories that
he could produce. The public would lose
faith in him, and the members of his own
profession would waggle fingers of scorn
at him.

His only chance was to find out what the
jewels had to do with the case before the
police did, and this would be a difficult
task. Heber had at his disposal almost
unlimited resources and power for running
down any professional thief. And he had
had two days’ start. Mason knew that
he could not beat him by following any of
the methods he would naturally adopt.
He must strike out some wholly different
method of his own. If he could do that
and if luck were with him. .

The train jolted to a stop in the Grand
Central station and Mason hurried away
to call up the Gazette office.

" morning papers he found that they

Bl contained many bits of information
about the Chimneystack mystery that did
not appear in his own story. They had,
for instance, an announcement by the
coroner ° stating that the most minute
examination of Werder’s body had failed
to show any wound or even abrasion of
the skin, and adding that the vital organs of

CHAPTER VII
WHEN Mason saw the New York
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THE AVENGERS
WHOSE HAND STRUCK THE BLOW?

Werder, sentenced to death, escaped some
of the would-be executioners.
But not all of them.

The coroner still insists that Werder’s
body bears no wound and that the cause of
his death is still uncertain. Very likely
this assertion is mere verbal camouflage,
forced on the coroner by the police in an
effort to prevent the murderer from taking
alarm and fleeing. As if he had not done
so already! The police are really nearly as
intelligent as the Government war censors,
who withhold from the people of the United
States information that the Germans have
known for weeks. According to the police
ideas, all criminals wait for a formal an-
nouncement that they are “wanted” before
they discover that they have committed a
crime and that it would be well for them
to try to save themselves.

The exact cause of Werder’s death is not
yet known, but the fact that he was mur-
dered is no longer open to question. For
weeks he was dogged by assassins who at
last closed in on him. Perhaps these assas-
sins were working together—were acting
on the orders of some central authority.
More probably they were acting indepen-
dently; and almost certainly they were fol-
lowing methods devised by themselves indi-
vidually. In any case, none of them was
a mere hired butcher; all or nearly all of
them, cven if acting under orders, were
taking personal vengeance for more or less
personal injuries.

What were these injuries? No one knows
as yet. But they must have been terrible
ones, wide-reaching, unforgivable. Nor is
it known as yet whose hand finally loosed
the long-impending punishment. Indeed,
it is not certain that some private murderer,
alien to the band of avengers, did not rob
them of their triumph for mere sordid mo-
tives.

Nothing is known to have been stolen
from Werder’s rooms, but this may be
merely because no one knows what was
there. Perhaps Werder brought some-
thing to his rooms only a few hours before
he was slain—something that dates far
back in time and thousands of miles away
in distance!

Adventure

Old Cap Collier-Vidocq-Holmes, the
Gazette detective, explains below the dia-
bolically ingenious plot by which one of
the avengers thought to execute justice on
his enemy.

Werder was run to earth by the avengers
weeks—perhaps months—ago. Perhaps he
was under surveillance from the moment he
set foot on American soil. Ships are fast,
but the clectric cable is faster; and it is
quite possible that the news of his prospec-
tive arrival at New York had preceded
him. Secret dispatches do get through
despite the censorship. But whether or not
his coming were known before he arrived,
it was known beyond a doubt before he had
been in the big city for very many days.
His offense had been grievous—so much is
certain; and the word had gone out that an
example must be made of him, both as a
punishment and in order to deter others who
might think to follow in his footsteps.

He was found, watched, followed, hounded
to the limit of endurance and finally was
slain. Beyond a doubt the news of his
death—and the reason for it—is today
being passed from mouth to mouth over
half the world, and is being received with
mingled fear and rejoicing—with anything
but regret. De mortuis nil nist bonum does
not apply to devils like Werder. He lived
as a wild beast and he died as one.

How he was hunted from pillar to post
has already been told. How he was driven
to the verge of delirium tremens and was
tortured with not only the fanciful snakes
of his delirium, but also by the real if fang-
less serpents that.were loosed upon him by
his enemies, was indicated in the Gazelte
yesterday morning, twenty-four hours be-
fore one of these snakes was found in his
apartment, dead from some unexplained
cause—perhaps the same cause that killed
Werder himself.

Today the Gazelte unfolds the story of
another attack—an attack that may or
may not have caused Werder’s death.
Whether it did or not we shall know when
the coroner, in his own good time, sees fit
to inform the country as to the cause of his
death.

THE SILVER SPLASH
The Chimneystack Building is not new.

It was built at least ten years ago, before
the land on which it stands had grown so
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“And I you,” she cried. “I you! I
thought I had seen you dead with my own
eyes. Oh, Billy! Billy! How did you
come back to me from the very grave?”’

Step by step Mason moved toward her
till at last he reached and took her in his
arms.

“Oh! Thank God,” he choked. I heard
—such horrible things, such circumstantial
things, such——"

“Hush.” Like balm the girl’s lips clung
~ to his. “They were all true dear, all true.
Only by the mercy of God did I escape
them. But now they are past and gone
forever unless—unless ”

“Unless traitors and cowards bring them
to our own land.” Mason straightened
himself and his eyes flashed. ‘“God!” he
cried. “If T could make people see—if I
could make them understand—"

“Hush!” Again the girl laid her cool
fingers on his lips. ““They will understand,
Billy. You will help make them under-
. stand. I have come to help you bring the
facts home to them. You have the ear
of the public. You will tell them who and
what Werder was——"

“It was Werder then? Ayesha told
me___”

“Ayesha? Have you seen Ayesha? Did
she escape? I saw her name in the paper,
but I could not believe it was really she!”

“Yes! It was she. But you—tell
mk—”

“T will tell you all; and you will tell the
city and the country and the world—now
that the world is in the mood to listen.
Come! Time flies. Listen and I will
tell.”

And so, through the long hours of the
morning the lovers, reunited when hope
had been abandoned—drawn back, both
of them, from the very verge of the grave—
sat together, talking, talking, talking.
When the morning was gone and the
reporters began to trickle in for their
daily assignments Edith went away and
Mason sat down at his machine to type
out the story—a story no longer new
except in its personal application—of the
murder of a nation, the massacre of a people;
a murder and a massacre planned, ordered,
and directed, not by red Indians nor ac-
knowledged savages, but by a power that
terms itself the exponent of culture and
refinement.

He wrote it thus:

Adventure

WERDER'’S FOES POLITICAL

VENGEANCE TAKEN FOR ATROC-
ITIES IN FAR-OFF LANDS

His American Victims

The night was moonless, but the blinking
stars dimly revealed the village that lay
along the road in the gap of the foothills,
beyond which the desert rolled for un-
numbered leagues. The houses, one and
all, were dark and silent; barred as if to
shut out the moaning that had risen around
them the whole night long. Early in the
evening, just after the sun had set and the
velvety tropic night had come with a rush,
the moaning had been drowned by more
sinister sounds—by the shrieks of young
girls and the mad protests of older women,
and now and then by the last helpless
ravings of a man taking toll of those who
had led him and his to death. But later
on this had died down and only the moaning
had continued.

Incessantly, high above, the great stars
rolled along their ways, blinking down on
the devil’s work below. They were very
old stars and they had seen much of such
work in their times. Human misery was
an old tale to them. Not once but many
times in the past five thousand years had
they seen the same scenes, the same anguish,
the same destruction to the innocent crying
out to the inexorable skies. Silent, un-
heeding, they rolled on their course, while
from a thousand camps went up the wailing
of a million human beings.

So the night passed on till, far in the east,
a gray streak showed where the dawn came
hesitant, unwilling to reveal the horrors
that the night had hidden.

Slowly the light grew. First it picked
out the silent houses; then it illumined
the multitude that, shelterless, bedless,
foodless, had lain all night stretched on
the bare ground. A trumpet blew and
from here men in ragged uniforms roused
themselves and straggled toward the spot
whence it had sounded. The rest of the
victims—or prisoners, call them what you
will—scarcely stirred. Those who moved
at all merely sat. up and stared hopelessly
at the coming day. Some few—mothers
these—struggled to their feet and staggered
to the spots where the soldiers had camped.
Some of them came back later, supporting






46

night. But I’ll tell them and they will
end it and you. But I'll see that it ends
here now, or I'll make the world flame with
the tale of its horrors. Bring those girls
back! Quick!”

Caressingly the officer fingered his mus-
tache. .

“Monsieur, I believe, is a reporter on
a newspaper published in America, is he
not?” he asked. “Monsieur has been
traveling with the German armies—yes?
Monsieur was refused permission to come
to Armenia—and he chose to come without
permission. You see, monsieur, I have
received information—and orders. Those
swine—"" he pointed to the slowly-moving
column—*“those swine are going to the
desert. They will never come back.

“The Germans—plainly monsieur does
not know that the Armenians are being
evacuated at the request of the Germans.
Monsieur was to have accompanied them—
and he was not to have come back. The
American papers—and the Sultan, on
whom be peace—would have lamented the
zeal that cost him his life. But now that
monsieur wishes to hang me I shall take a
quicker way.”

He stepped back.

“Strike!” he ordered in Turkish.

The American had no time to guard.
Pat at the word, a soldier, standing behind
him, struck, driving a bayonet clear through
his body; and without a cry he crashed
forward upon his face.

Edith did not cry out. Stunned into
silence she gazed at the body of her coun-
tryman with eyes that grew until they
seemed to fill all her face.

“Dead!” she breathed. Oh!
Billy! Billy! Dead!”

At last she looked at the Turkish officer.

He was watching her smilingly.

“Be pleased to note, Mademoiselle,”” he
observed, silkily, “that your friend attacked
me and that my orderly was compelled to
kill him in order to protect me.”

White as death, but undaunted, Edith
faced him. The blood of Mayflower pil-
grims and of Virginia cavaliers mingled in
her veins.

“Better kill me too,” she grated. “I
take up the fight where my friend has
dropped it. Better kill me too.”

But Hassan laughed.

“We do not kill young and pretty women
in Turkey,” he observed, ‘“at least, not

“Dead!
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immediately.”” Then suddenly his face
darkened into a snarl of rage. “Bah!” he
snarled. “You are a fool. A day’s tramp
with the procession of the condemned will
teach you much. Go! Join them. To-
night you will kneel to me for the protection
of my tent. Go! I say.”

He pointed to the dusty road, already
shimmering in the red rays of the mounting
sun, fit promise of the blaze that waited in
the desert.

Obedient to his sign two soldiers sprang
forward to clutch the girl. But as their
hands touched her she played her last card.

“Take care!” she shrilled. “I sent word
by a sure hand to the German consul last
night—word that will bring him instantly
on my track; and if harm comes to me he
will see that you pay, pay, pay!”’

The Turk hesitated. Edith’s words were
disquieting. Then:

“I think you are lying,” he said, con-
versationally. ‘“But I have no wish to
interfere with the—er—designs of my
friends, the Germans. They are too nearly
akin to us Turks in spirit. So I will wait till
tonight. If Herr Lilienkranz reaches us by
then he will ind you a little weary perhaps—
butuninjured. Ifhe does not reach us——?"’

A shrug completed the sentence. Again
he signed to the soldiers.

But Edith pointed to a cloud of dust
that was rising far up the pass.

“He comes now,” she panted.

Her words were a mere guess, with no
real foundation except hope. But they
proved true. Swiftly the dust came nearer
and from it emerged an automobile, furi-
ously driven. Straight up to the group
it came and from it stepped a huge blond
man, strong and heavy, with the high cheek-
bones and broad face of the Prussian.
Forward he strode with the air of one used
to command.

“What does this mean, Hassan Bey?”’
he demanded, angrily. “Why have you
detained this high well-geborn lady?”

Hassan Bey clicked his heels together and
threw up his hand in salute.

“Your pardon, Herr Consul,” he said.
“I did not detain the lady. She insisted
on coming with us. She claimed she wished
to protect the women whose traitorous
rebellion against our mighty Sultan—on
whose name be peace—compelled him to
order their removal. Apparently she dis-
trusted our good faith.”
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“Come in! I am glad to see you restored.
Will you not sit?”

He pushed forward a chair.

Edith sat down. She found herself
weaker than she had supposed. Then she
poured forth her plea for Vana.

Lilienkranz nodded.

“But surely!” he acceded. “I will send
at once. Pardon me for a moment.”

He left the room.

Soon he was back.

“I have sent,” he asserted. “The girl
shall be with you tonight. The other two
have relatives near here, have they not?
Good! I think I have found them. They
will be here soon; and if they are the right
ones I shall be glad. If there is anything
else I can do, Friulein—"

Edith’s eyes grew humid.

“Only to help these poor people all you
can; and I know you will do that without
asking. And—and—1I wrote to you about
some jewels——"

“Ah! Yes! Ihad almost forgotten. The
jewels from the cathedral that you saved
from the Turkish looters. It was a brave
deed, Friulein; worthy of one of your great
nation.”

“It was easy to save them. It was
chiefly by chance that I managed it. But
I fear for their safety. Any day I may be
killed and then——"’

Edith paused expressively.

“Then they will be lost. Quite right,
Friulein. I know but one place where
they will be safe, and that is in the custody
of his Germanic Majesty at Constantinople.
You have hidden them well?”’

Edith shook her head.

“No,” she said, a little breathlessly.
“They are not well hidden. I had no chance
or time to pick and choose a place. But
any place seemed safer than on my person.
So I hid them. And I told no one, not
even my girls. If you will get them——"

“Willingly, Friiulein, if you will tell me
where they are. I will go the moment that
the car can be brought around.”

So Edith told him. Luckily or unluckily
she did not read the gleam in his eye. In
fact, she had little chance to do so, for at
that moment a servant came in with coffee;
and she drank a cup gratefully.

Then, with ears filled with the consul’s
assurances that the jewels should be
rescued and kept safely, she went slowly
up the stairs.
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Something, perhaps the reaction from all
she had gone through, was bearing down
upon her. Slowly and sluggishly she moved.
Only by a desperate effort did she reach
her room.

Once there she sank down upon the bed
and tried to rally her faculties.

“Vana will come soon,” she stammered:
to the girls. ‘“Your—your friends have
been found. They are coming. We—"
a dreadful yawn distorted her face—“oh,
I am so sleepy.”

Like a log she dropped down upon the
pillow. An instant later she was asleep.

It was long before she waked. When
she did, the low western sun was streaming
into her windows.

Ayesha and Josepha had disappeared.
At her call an old German woman came
and explained that both of them had gone.

“They found their friends,” she said;
“and went away with them. Greatly
they longed to say farewell to the gnadige
lady; but she slept, and the doctor says
that she must not be awakened. Their
friends could not wait; and so, at last,
they go with them. They leave much love
for the gracious Friulein.”

Edith dropped back into her chair with
wrinkled brows. Of course, she told herself,
she was glad that Josepha and Ayesha had
found their friends. Not for the world
would she have had it otherwise. But she
could not help feeling grieved that they
should have left her alone, even under the
protection of the consul, and that they
should have left her without a spoken
farewell.

No doubt, however, they had acted for
the best. Dully she turned to the old
woman. But the woman knew nothing.

“I did not see their friends,” she ex-
plained. “But they seemed very happy
at finding them. The high well-geborn
consul will know. He has on a journey
gone, but soon will return back. Mean-
while I am the servant of the gracious lady.
She will wish to bathe—yes? And to put
on the fresh clothes? I had the bath pre-
pared early. But the Herr doctor say
‘No! Let her sleep,”” and I obey. But
now——"

Volubly she chattered on.

Edith did not ask where the consul had
gone; her brain was still dulled, but she
thought that she could guess his destination
very easily. He had gone for the jewels;
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“Where are the others? Where is the
American girl?”

The consul’s voice, shot with frenzy,
filled the room. :

“The others? I know not. The Ameri-
can girl—she waits the Herr Consul in the
bridal chamber, according to the noble
consul’s orders, attired as a bride should be.
Since he went away she has not ceased to
cry out for him. She is eaten up with long-
ing for her lord’s return.”

An evil light came into the consul’s eyes.
For a moment he hesitated. Then:

“Go!” he ordered. “Leave the house.
The Russians are coming. They will be
here soon. Save yourself.”

The old woman squealed in terror.
Then—

“And the Herr Consul?” she questioned.

“T stay. My bride is waiting for me.
I will not disappoint her. Go!”

The old woman went, hurrying away on
tottering feet. The consul turned to the
table and snatched up the packet he had
flung there.

“There is time,” he muttered. “There
is time. And she must die or the jewels
will not be safe.”

Out of the room he rushed.

Instantly Edith scrambled to her feet.

No time was there for her to falter;
escape hung on the turn of a hair.

“Help! Help! Oh, God! Help!” she
gasped, as she rose. “Help! Help!” she
repeated as she staggered to the door,
swaying from side to side as she went.
“Help! Help!” she breathed as, unmolested,
protected by her Turkish robes, she passed
down the street, hearing from the house
behind her a bellow of rage, whose meaning
she needed no one to tell.

Ten minutes later a regiment of Russian
cavalry, raiding far ahead of the main army,
swept through the town. When it was
gone—gone as speedily as it had come—
Edith had lost herself in the city.

Three months later Lilienkranz, erst-
while consul, now calling himself Werder,
had landed in New York, bearing with him
the priceless jewels torn from the shrine of
his Redeemer—jewels whose enormous
value his cupidity had been powerless to
resist. Close on his trail came theavengers—
the representatives of the legion whose
friends and families he should have saved

- but whom he had instead betrayed to long
horrors and to ultimate death.
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Close behind him, too, followed the exe-
cutioners sent by the Government whose
fiendish orders he had carried out—exe-
cutioners who had instructions to bring
back the jewels and to punish him who had
dared divert his imperial master’s loot.
Last of all came Edith, intent on recovering
the jewels and on restoring them in happier
da}zls to their place in the rerisen shrine of
God.

CHAPTER X

Fon ) WITH a final click Mason finished

P4 | his story. As he jerked the last
g8 page from the whirring platen he
looked up and saw that he sat almost alone.
During the hours that he had been working
he had been vaguely conscious that men
were coming and going about him, but,
absorbed in his story, he had paid no
attention to them, and they had respected
his evident desire not to be interrupted.
One by one they had secured their assign-
ments and had gone, leaving only one or
two cubs to run on emergency calls.

Mason leaned back in his chair and
stretched his cramped muscles. Then he
gathered together the pages on which he
had typed out the story and walked with
them into the city editor’s den. Hibbs,
however, was not there; and Mason “‘spiked’
his story on an iron hook and left the room
and the building.

An hour later he returned, sat down at
his machine and once more began to type
furiously:

THE JEWELS

“Somewhere in London” stands an un-
pretentious stone building in which is housed
the headquarters of the British intelligence
service. In it centers the far-flung web
whose mesh envelopes the whole earth. To
it from the remotest isles of the seven seas
and from the practically more remote capi-
tals of the Germanic Powers comes day
after day through a thousand channels from
a million sources a never-ceasing flow of
information. Bit by bit the items come.
Taken alone each may be valueless or
nearly so; taken together they forge the
ever-tightening commercial and economic
chain that in good time will throttle the
blond beast that leaped upon the inoffen-
sive world.

d
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Britain was slow to embark upon this
work. Like America she did not take kindly
to spying. But, once forced into it to meet
the all-pervasive system built by Germany
during years of treacherous peace she far
outstripped her teacher. At headquarters
she has collected and collated a vast card-
index, holding information on nearly every
man in the world and on nearly everything
that he has done in the last three years.

Thousands of the stories are complete,
rounded out, requiring no further elucida-
tion, even though to many-of them finis
has not yet been written. Tens of thou-
sands of them are,still imperfect, though
day by day they are being perfected.
Millions more are inchoate, confused, baf-
fling, waiting for the key that, like the
master drop in the chemist’s solution, will
precipitate the ingredients and make all
clear.

To this office came Edith, a year after
her escape from the clutch of the German
consul in far-away Armenia. To tell by
what long-continued paths of suffering and
terror she had reached it would fill a book
by itself. Suffice it to say that she had at
last reached London and friends.

But she had not reached it in health and
strength. Weeks went by without her
being able to recall her own name and home.
Later, grown stronger, she told her story to
be added to the long record of horrors that
for centuries will be associated with Kultur
and with Armenia. Of the jewels she spoke
but briefly, considering them lost forever.

But the cards of the intelligence office
carried a jewel story to which hers was a
supplement—the story of a German consul,
who had been dispatched by the emperor
himself to supervise and direct the ‘‘evacua-
tion”” by the Mohammedans of the Chris-
tian Armenians from their homes. This
consul, who had won high praise by the
thoroughness with which he had acquitted
himself of his task, who had even been
ranked with the man who sank the Lusi-
tania, had suddenly vanished. That he
had done so by his own will appeared cer-
tain from the fact that the emperor had
offered a great reward for him—alive or
dead.

The cards also chronicled the destruction
of the great Armenian cathedral and the
disappearance of its priceless jewels, but
they contained no note that these jewels
had ever reached the hands of the Crown

Prince, for whom they were reported to have
been destined. ) 7

Edith’s story bound these supposedly un-
related facts into a continuous whole, so
plain that a child could readit. The consul
had stolen the jewels and fled with them.

He must be found. America was prac-
tically the only place of refuge open to him
in the war-circumscribed world; and to
America the search was directed.

Ultimately a man supposed to be he was
found; and Edith was promptly shipped
across the water to see and if possible to
identify him.

With the placing of her foot upon her
native soil Edith’s memory returned. She
knew who she was and where she had lived.
But she did not go to her friends nor even
send them word. Though every fiber of
her body, every wish of her heart impelled
her thereto, duty forbade.

They thought her dead; to notify them
at once would hasten the salving of an old
wound; but it might—through the news-
papers—warn the former consul that the
avengers were on his track. So, without
a' word to tell that she had risen from the
dead, Edith went, with those who awaited
her, to the Chimneystack Building, where
she promptly identified Otto Werder as the
missing German consul.

Delay followed. Werder might have been
arrested at once. But to arrest him would
not necessarily be to recover the jewels.
He could not possibly escape; the web had
enveloped him too completely; at any time
it could be drawn tight. It was best,
therefore, to watch him for a while and see
whether he might not betray, or whether
he could be forced to betray, the hiding-
place of the jewels. ‘

There were, however, difficulties about
this. Werder had been found and pointed
out by Armenians living in New York. The
eye of hate is keen; and the Armenians owed
a bitter debt to Consul Lilienkranz. Day
by day, week by week, their longing for
vengeance had grown, as, bit by bit, the
tale of the infamies he had perpetrated on
their helpless kindred had drifted in. When
they learned from London that he was
supposed to be in America and very possibly
in New York they joined upon his trail with
the deadly persistency of sleuth-hounds.

When he was found and identified as Otto
Werder most of them waited for the law to
act.
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But not all of them. Many knew only
too well that America had not yet learned
the bitter lesson that leniency is considered
by the Prussians a sign of weakness or of
fear—a subject fit only for derision. Many
knew that American law could and would
take no note of crimes committed in far-
away Armenia. At most it would intern;
and internment was too light a punishment
to satisfy those whose kindred had perished
at Werder’s hands.

The law might also give back the jewels
—in time; but no recovered jewels could
pay for the innocent blood. So, though
most of those who knew of Werder’s pres-
ence held off and waited for the law, a few
moved instantly to wreak private ven-
geance.

One of these would-be avengers was
Ayesha, the snake-charmer, who, surviving
her terrible experience, had, like Edith, suc-
ceeded in getting back to America, where
she had resumed her stage work—the work
she had given up in order to follow Edith
to the land of her infancy to help in the
evangelization of her own people.
rupt of faith in the justice and mercy of
God, she had done what she could to take
vengeance. But she had not killed—for
Werder had not died by the bite of a snake.

Another would-be avenger was he who
had wired the electric-light cable into Wer-
der’s room, only to have his device brought
to naught by the interposition of Ayesha’s
cobra. He, like Ayesha, had not killed—
for Werder had not died from an electric
shock.

A third avenger, disguised as a postman,
gained access to Russell Conway’s rooms by
delivering to him a letter saying that it was
Werder who had murdered his childhood
friend and life-long companion and sister-
in-law-to-be in far-away Armenia—a letter
that was certain to drive and did drive him
from his rooms to Werder’s. Conway’s let-
ter about the Dakota ranch came later that
same day; and Conway took advantage of
its arrival to prevaricate in the hope of sav-
ing his women-folks from publicity.

Who was this third avenger? The ques-
tion can not be answered yet; at present he
is X, the unknown quantity in the equation.
Very soon, in a few hours perhaps, his iden-
tity will be known and the equation will be
solved.
hixﬁlready the coils are tightening about

Bank-.

One-Armed Sweeny—which, by the way,
is not his real name—has been known to
the New York police for years as a real
Jimmie Valentine, a man of such marvelous
perspicacity and refinement of touch that
no hiding-place can elude him and no
strong-box can defy him. Physically weak,
one-armed, almost timid, abhorring vio-
lence, he was for years charged with at least
one-half the city’s annual burglaries. Of
how many of them he was really guilty can
not be said. Certainly he was never con-
victed, though often arrested and often tried.

Four years ago One-Armed Sweeny was
converted by Edith Conway. He notified
the police that he was through with crime
and that thenceforth he meant to go straight.

Some of the police did not believe him;
others held old grudges against him; still
others—young men mostly—thought they
would win reputation by convicting the
man whom older officers had failed to lay
by the heels. So for a time Sweeny paid
the penalty of his reputation by being sub-
jected to repeated arrest; finally, however,
he was let alone.

But the memory of his skill persisted, and
when the Government emissaries wished to
search Werder’s rooms for the jewels with-
out leaving any trace of their visit they
called on Sweeny to do the work.

Sweeny refused. He thought the invita-
tion was a police trap. But when Edith
seconded the request he consented.

On the night before Werder was killed
he took advantage of the latter’s absence
—with Conway—and entered his rooms in
the Chimneystack Building, and began to
search them. He did his work by means
of an electric torch and did not touch the
gas bracket. If he had touched it, he and
not the cobra would have caused the fuse
on the roof to melt and- fall in a silvery
splash.

Almost at the last, after he had searched
the rooms from end to end without result,
he found upon the floor a sheet of paper on
which he read the typewritten words:

Jewels will be seized tomorrow. Better get them
to safety.

Long he puzzled over this message. Its
wording seemed to show that the jewels
were still in Werder’s possession, or, at
least, that the writer of the note supposed
that they were. But did it show anything
more?
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Did it show, for instance, that the jewels
had been in the apartment and that Wer-
der had just carried them away? Or did
it show that the jewels were elsewhere and
that Werder had gone to bring them home?

Sweeny did not know. But he determined
to wait till Werder came home and resolve
possibility into fact; and, if necessary, to
possess himself of them forcibly. Into the
rear room he went, pulled a chair into a
favorable position for looking into the front
room—when the gas should be lighted—
and sat down to wait, holding the typed

.message in his hand.

He waited a long time—so lohg that he
became uneasy. According to such hastily
acquired information as he had been able
to obtain, Werder kept very regular hours
and should have been home early. That
he had not come might mean something or
nothing. On the whole, Sweeny felt hope-
ful that it might mean that he was fetching
the jewels.

Once only was his vigil interrupted. At
a very late hour, just when he was begin-
ning to fear that Werder might not mean
to return at all:that night a sudden plop
from the direction of the dresser by the
window made him jump. The sound, how-
ever, was not repeated; and, as a flash from
his electric torch showed him no possible
cause for it, he soon settled back to wait.
He could not guess, of course, that at the
same instant the watcher on the roof was
registering his finger-print on the hot metal
of the silvery splash formed by the melting
of the fuse.

All things end at last, however. Just
when Sweeny was about to despair Werder
came home.

He was drunk, too drunk to search the
rooms for a possible intruder, or to find
one if he did look for him. Staggeringly
he made his way to the dresser and pulled
at the rod of the gas-fixture. It did not
light, 4nd finally he used a match. Then
he made his way to the center-table and
flung a package upon it. Lastly he dropped
into a near-by chair.

Sweeny was about to join him when he
saw the outer door again open and another
man peer in and then swiftly enter, close
the door behind him, and turn the key in
the lock. Then, watched by the ex-cracks-
man, he deliberately masked himself.

But not before Sweeny had seen and rec-
ognized his face.
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Then he came forward, and shook the
drunken man repeatedly by the shoulder.

Suddenly he ceased. His frame became
rigid, and through the holes in his mask
he glared at the package on the table—the
package which, though he did not know
it, Werder had taken from the bank hours
before and had left in Conway’s safe while
he had been busy in painting the town red.

Not long did the intruder hesitate.
Swiftly he stepped to the window and pulled
the blind down to the very bottom. Then,
returning to the table, he tore open the
package with trembling fingers.

From it there tumbled a burst of gems
and jewels that might well have stirred a
blind man to vision. Diamonds, rubies,
emeralds, all the centuries-old accumula-
tion of a great cathedral, mingled in a pile
that coruscated like living fire.

Sweeny’s fingers itched as he watched.
Never had he seen wealth like this within
arm’s reach. Haltingly, as if in spite of
his will, his fingers fastened on the pistol he
carried. A single shot—a single shot—
and . . ..

His hand fell away and he straightened
up. He would not do it. He had entered
upon the straight and narrow way and he
intended to follow it to the end.

The intruder had finished his search by
now and was beginning to stuff the jewels
mto his own pockets.

Irresolutely Sweeny watched him. The
stones he had come to get were being car-
ried off before his very eyes; and he could
not decide what to do. He was well ac-
quainted with the man who was taking
them; he had known him for years and had
never suspected him of crookedness. He
could not believe that he had come to steal.
Rather he believed that the intruder, like
himself, was an emissary of the Govern-
ment, sent to recover the jewels.

Sweeny had been told some, though not
all, of the history of these jewels and of the
efforts that were being made to recover
them. He hesitated to interfere; if he made
a mistake his past repute might damn him,
despite the testimony of Edith and her
friends. Besides, he was not a fighting
man; his crimes had been those of skill, not
of violence. -

While he hesitated, the moments slipped
away until at last, with bulging pockets, the
intruder slipped suddenly to the door and
vanished.
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postman who brought that letter to Con-
way. And I've got other proofs, which
T’ll keep to myself for a while. Now will
you come across?”’ ,

“Humph. Suppose I blow out your —
brains, instead.”

“It wouldn’t save you. The story, cor-
rected, goes to press at twelve sharp unless
I stop it ”

“You —— fool. Get up and go to that
telephone and tell the Gazette to kill the
whole thing—the whole of it, mind you.
Quick, now.”

A pistol in Heber’s hand gave point to
his orders.

But Mason only smiled.

“No good, Heber,” he answered. “I’ve
provided for all that. Any ’phone order
from me to kill the story will be the signal
for putting it on the street as an extra.
Come across, Heber. Come across.”

Heber put up his pistol, slowly.

“T’ll divide,” he said.

“Nix. No division,
you understand.”

The detective’s courage was breaking.

“I suppose you’ll kill the story if I come
across?” he questioned.

“I can’t. Too many people know it.
But I can hold it back for twenty-four hours,
and I will if you cough up. I’ll be glad to
give you that much chance to get away.
You see, I've got some personal feeling in
the matter, Heber. I didn’t like Werder—
although I never saw him. If I'd seen—
and known—him any time before today I
should probably have killed him myself.
So I'm not ungrateful to the man who did
it for me. That’s why I’'m willing to give
you a chance.”

“A of a chance it is,” growled the
detective. “I’d have a better one if I killed
you and cleared out with the jewels. You’ve
got to do better than that.”

But Mason shook his head.

“Can’t be done, I tell you,” he insisted.
“And you’ll have a whole lot better chance
than you’d have if you killed me. What if
you are caught and tried for killing Werder.
You mightn’t be convicted. You know
what our juries are. A clever lawyer might
save you by pointing out what a hell-hound
Werder was—and all that. But if you
murdered the Gazette reporter who ran you
down—well, that would be another story,
Heber. You can size it up for yourself.

“But—” Mason’s voice grew stern—

I want all—all,
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“you’ve got to decide at once. I’ve just
enough time to get to the Gazette office and
stop that yarn—for twenty-four hours. And
I’m not going without the jewels. So come
across—quick.”

Heber glanced at the clock.

“You win,” he said briefly. “I’ll get
them jewels.”

He went out.

Mason sat still and waited. Not yet was
he certain that he had won. The minutes
seemed to stretch into years.

Then Heber came back with a packet in
hishand. For a moment he stood balancing
it and glaring at Mason.

« you,” he grated. “I've got a good
mind to take a chance and choke the life
out of you even yet.”

His clutching fingers quivered with the
passion that shook his huge body. Then
suddenly he flung the packet on the table.

“Take it,” he growled and went out.

Mason snatched up the packet and fol-
lowed the detective to the door and out of
the building. Once in the street he called.

“Heber!” he said, when the other had
faced about. “I've got an automatic cov-
ering you from my overcoat pocket—and
I have had it there for most of our inter-
view. So don’t many any rash moves.
I'm going to keep my bargain with you;
I'm not going to publish that story for
twenty-four hours. And I’'m not going to
have you arrested for killing Werder. And
I think it very likely that you’ll never be
punished for killing him.

“I'm grateful to you for taking the job
off my hands, and I'm going to do what I
can for you on that count. But on another
count—Heber! I'm a Secret Service agent,
and you're a German spy who killed Wer-
der because the Kaiser ordered you to kill
him and not because he was a scoundrel for
whom hell is too good. I’ve been on your
trail for three months. You'’ve lived in this
country for fifteen years and you’ve mar-
ried in it and grown well-to-do in it. And
you’ve betrayed it.

“You've been sending information to
Germany right along. You're not going to
be arrested for Werder’s murder, but you
are going to be interned for the rest of the
war. You ought to be shot as a spy, but
I don’t suppose you will be. We're too
mealy-mouthed over here as yet. But
you're going to be arrested. My men are
all around you. And you haven’t any
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an inhabited reef of the Solomon group to
which the tribes ’round about sent young
men to learn fetish rites and devil-devil
dances.

Convert Triblayt and a. host of cannibal
gods would be left to stare bulbous-eyed
across their deserted shrines. So far as
was known, the old priest had said, the
footprint of no white man had ever been
left on Triblayt’s beach. He had heard of
it from converts who fearfully claimed that
it was the home of the Solomon devils; but
they were no less vague as to its location
than are more civilized Christians concern-
ing the home of Beelzebub. .

Father Meyton was a mere boy, utterly
ignorant of the world’s red devils except
as dim flashes had reached to his cloisters.
Why he was alone, what authority he had
or lacked from the church, no one ever
knew. But like youth, secular or con-
secrated, he was zealous to do the great
thing first. Fear he knew not; and the old,
old traditions of Rome’s mighty fathers
who had gone from Iceland’s snows to
Afric’s sands foamed through his blood.

He inquired of Triblayt from colonial
officials, from the Admiralty itself; from
sandalwood companies, pearl-fishers and
roving traders. In priestly robes and with
a large, ivory crucifix thrust through the
cord at his waist, he even went into the
grog-shops and .along the Sydney wharves
questioning broken-down wanderers—old
bearded fellows who knew more than the
Lord ever intended any man should; but
some knew nought of Triblayt though they
could tell strange stories of other unheard-of
lands; and some said that though thename
had a familiar sound to their ears; they
thought it was just a legend. All savages
in those waters, he was told, have legends
about some unfindable island or other..

Father Meyton went to Captain Greeger.
Greeger was a short, broad-bodied man,
known as ‘“Bull” because he had no neck.
The base of his head was flush on his
shoulders so when he glanced from-side to
side he must needs turn his body. His face
was peculiar: the lower part was heavy,
almost massive; the lips thick and wet and
hungry for women; but the nose, humped
as an owl’s beak, was scarcely larger.

He was a gambler of the seas—queer,
superstitious, suspected of piracy and known
to be guilty of much as bad. A trader and
“blackbirder,” he sailed the Susy Brown,
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a slow-going bark with a roomy hell in the
hold for tricked and trapped natives that
he furnished to Queensland plantations.

He was fearful of his life, could shoot the
wing off a flying-fish, and at sea sternly
enforced the tabu of the old Fijian chiefs
and put to death any black boy that tried
to pass behind his back; but, once started
on a spree, nothing—no falling barometer,
no boiling reefs, no muttering of the crew—
nothing—could keep him from running the
usual course of three or four days’ stupor
behind the bolted cabin door. And he
lived through it all while more cautious
and Christian skippers all over the South
Seas were being wrecked and murdered.

Greeger knew where Triblayt was. A
storm had once knocked him about and a
nigger had pointed it out.. One island was
as good as another in his business, except
that those where he was unknown were
better, and he had always planned to go
back there recruiting.

It was bad luck to carry a priest. It
made the devil hostile to a ship. But if
Father Meyton wasn’t in any hurry, and
was willing first to do. a little rambling
around over in the Fijis, Greeger guessed
he’d take chances with the devil and carry
him. No. The priest couldn’t pay for
passage. No reason at all, Greeger said,
only he couldn’t.

III

'IN DUE time the Swusy Brown had

a tug put to her nose and was
Il dragged out of Sydney Harbor.
Three days at sea, and the woman appeared
on deck.

The wind was blustering up, and Lean
Jake Brundage was in the waist giving
orders overhead when she came out of the
skipper’s cabin in the after house. Father
Meyton was beside him looking up at the
agile, naked blacks, busy with canvas and
gaskets,

‘“Yes, Father,” he was explaining, “it’s
just like ‘ma’am’ or ‘sir’ to these niggers.
They’d think you wasn’t polite if you
didn’t swear now and then—just sea lan-
guage—different from talk——"

Brundage stopped. He had seen the
woman; and she—well, on board Bull Gree-
ger’s ship a hundred leagues from shore
was the last place on earth one would expect
to find a priest.
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Brundage had known that she was on
board. He had helped her and the skipper
over the gangway the night before they
sailed; and he had judged that it would be
about three days before she sobered up.

But it was the expression on her hag-
gard face that made Brundage forget what
he was saying. Slender and sick she stood,
and her black eyes were glazed unbeliev-
ingly in a sort of dazed horror. Then she
shrank back and would have retreated into
the cabin if Father Meyton had not turned
to see at what Brundage was looking.

The young priest did not hesitate.
had not known of her.

But she was a woman. She was alone
on the ship. She came from Captain Gree-
ger’s cabin. He bowed and said welcom-
ingly—

“Good morning, Mrs. Greeger.”

The woman’s eyes shot appealingly at
Brundage. A nervous hand fluttered to
her cheek and she stammered weakly—

“G-good morning, Fa-Father.”

Later, by the wheel, Greeger growled to
Brundage:

“Needn’t let him know she ain’t my
wife. Don’t make no odds one way or
t’other, but needn’t let him know, that’s
all.” Then, presently, he added: “That
she tiger-cat nearly tore me to pieces for
not tellin’ ’er he was on board. I know’d
it was bad luck to carry a priest—an’ it
sure is.”

Marie pretended illness. She was ill with
more than pains in the body. Against her
will, memories raised themselves like points
of fire in darkness, and she tried to roll the
stone back before the tomb of her Saviour;
but like that other Mary Magdalene, who
in the gray dawn had perceived that He
was not dead but living, she shuddered in
awful amazement and wondered—wondered
fearfully.

Marie was not pretty. Perhaps in other
days she had been. No matter what her
years, she had grown lurid and haggard
with permanent dark rings under her fiery
black eyes; and when there was no rouge on
her lips, they were colorless as though a
vampire had kissed them. A long, long
time indeed it had been since boy or man
had looked upon her face and been ignorant
of what she was.

“I'll go mad, mad, mad,” she cried one
midnight to Brundage, ‘““if he doesn’t get
off this ship.”

He
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“First whale we see I'll toss him over-
board, Jonah-like,” the mate answered sar-
donically; not mocking her, but wary out
of much experience against létting a woman
make a confidant of him.

Besides he knew Bull Greeger; and it was
not wise to be in the least friendly with his
woman—* ’specially when a feller didn’t
want her nohow.”

And the depression that had at first
seemed to be little more than the embar-
rassment of Marie and the curious silence
of Greeger grew more visible.

The black boys, always strangely acute
to the moods of a ship, felt something was
wrong; and instead of singing and skylark-
ing, sat around evenings talking low among
themselves. And a crew of fifteen silent
Polynesians is as uncanny as anything else
contrary to nature.

The skipper became extremely solitary
and moody though he did not seem to be
drinking any more than usual; and he and
Marie began to avoid each other; or more
exactly, he appeared to be keeping away
from her even as she tried to avoid Father
Meyton.

The priest alone was unaffected by the
ominous quiet, the tense atmosphere of
impendence as though the devil had made
a bomb and every one was breathless to
see when it would explode. Even the wind
had grown breathless, too, and the sails
hung listlessly on the yards. But Father
Meyton received Marie’s excuse for leaving
him at its apparent value, stopped fre-
quently at the cabin door to inquire as to
how she was feeling; and sympathized with
Greeger because his wife was not well. Nor
did he feel those inflamed eyes of Greeger’s
when they stood talking together, or rather
when Father Meyton stood talking to him.

Brundage cursed the day the Lord made
the ocean, for something hung on the ship
so heavily that it seemed to have loaded
the Swusy Brown so that she scarcely moved.
In fact Greeger, after leaning far over the
side for a long time, swore that she drew
three feet more of water than when they
had passed the Heads; and in spite of Brun-
dage’s scornful laugh, he said she must be
aleak or something and went down to see
what the matter was, then came back un-
able to conceal his anxiety because he could
find nothing to account for it.

After Greeger was gone, Brundage had a
long look at the water-line, but he could not
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see any difference. Then he talked to him-
self like a mate to a timid lubber for having
been jumpy enough to think that Greeger
might possibly have been right. If Gree-
ger’s nerves are jangled, he told himself, it
was no reason for getting a streak of lunacy,
too.
The next morning Greeger abruptly
changed the course and headed north.

“How about the Fijis, Mr. Greeger?”
Brundage ventured.

“I’m goin’ a-get rid o’ this —— priest
first,” Greeger said, hunching his shoulders
resolutely so that they came up to his ears,
giving him the appearance of some mon-
strous, half-human bird with wings folded.

From that time on he did queer things
like douse his pipe in water after a smoke
to keep from setting fire to the ship with the
ashes; and he nearly brained the cook one
day after Father Meyton had been in the
galley looking about interestedly, and he
wouldn’t touch a bite of the supper for fear
of poison.

Then came the night when in the middle
watch Brundage heard a gun crack, and
leaped forward in time to see Greeger kick-
ing the dead body of a Kanaka.

“Tried to knife me, he did,” Greeger
shouted jerkily with many oaths. “Tried
to sneak right up behind me. Saw it glis-
ten, an’ I potted ’im. Lousy nigger. I
knowed he-was put up to it, an’ I was
watchin’.”’

Brundage looked about the deck but he
could not find the knife. He did not be-
lieve there had been one. The Kanaka
probably hadn’t thought the form in the
shadow of the foremast was themskipper’s
or he wouldn’t have tried to pass behind it.

“I know why he wants to git rid o’ me—
I know why!” Greeger roared in a hoarse
voice against Brundage’s ear. *

“Well,”” Brundage replied grimly, “you’ve
got rid o’ him.”

“I don’t mean kim,” Greeger shouted,
flinging a contemptuous kick at the body
in the scupperway, around which stood sev-
eral black boys, silent, white-eyed with
fright. “I mean—you know who I
mm__"

In a whirlwind of oaths, Greeger poured
out his lunatic suspicions; and Brundage
dropped his shoulders against the foremast
for support as he listened.

“All T can do is keep him from doin’
me,” Greeger -explained with the aid of

waving fists. “I daren’t pot him. I'd be
wrecked or somethin’. I knowed it was
bad luck to carry him, but I thought doin’
a bit o’ good wouldn’t hurt me none. He's
after my woman an’ knows I daren’t touch
him. God A’mighty ’d strike me dead.
I’m makin’ for Triblayt, an’ him prayin’ to
becalm me, an’ the sails hangin’ loose as
fish-nets.

“He knows I daren’t touch him. He
stands there talkin’ to her with his head
poked through the cabin—then he comes
right up to me an’ says he’s sorry my wife
ain’t better. Just darin’ me to do some-
thin’, he is. An’, by God, I'll do it too,
if he don’t quit prayin’ to becalm me so he
can stay longer on my ship!”

Savages, and most men who are supersti-
tious, make scant distinction between the
diabolical and the divine: upon whom the
gods favor, they bestow the high power of
sorcery to be used at will. Greeger’s the-
ology was no further advanced.

Marie rushed upon them.

In the faint moonlight Brundage could
see that her face was pale with terror as she
gasped:

“Who was it? Who was it? Bull—
Brundage—tell me!”

“A Kanaka tried to knife the skipper,”
Brundage said; and Marie went limp from
sheer relief.

v

ONCE and only once did Father
Meyton speak of his mission and
ideals. Brundage brought it about
by saying:

“Tell you what, Father. Better let us
go about an’ drop you off some place else.
There’s lots o’ ports full o’ whites needin’
missionaries an’ they don’t eat—that is,
they’re whites, you know, that have slipped
some toward the permanent abidin’-place
o’ dead heathens. I ain’t tryin’ to stop you
or nothin’, understand—but I’'m just sayin’
it would be a little less like suicide if you
went ‘'mong white men that sort a need a
little Gospel.”

“I know. I know,” the boy priest an-
swered in a low, strained voice, his eyes far
as though scanning some definite horizon
between earth and sky. ‘“But who am I
to be afraid when our Blessed Saviour with
full foreknowledge of the dreadful agony,
trod cross-laden up Golgotha? And as
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though symbolic of that divine and holiest
of all possibly holy sacrifices, so by the
blood and bones of martyrs is the salvation
of these henighted children to be won. I
will go on and on to whatever fate mine
may be, for He will give me the courage
to meet and to maintain with dignity be-
coming His servant, however lowly, what-
ever ordeals may beset my path!”

He spoke with awe-compelling fervor.
His eyes flamed from a head thrown back
in the hauteur of unconscious courage, and
his upstretched arm pointed not to the star-
spotted, nebulous sky, but to the very face
of God himself.

And Brundage, hardened, tough, impious,
old shellback that he was, dropped his head
in momentary reverence. In that instant,
he understood why and how Polynesians
and Melanesians, who, for all their savagery
and cannibalism, were as responswe as chil-
dren to dramatic recital, had in such large
numbers been converted.

\'

r-; [ MANY days went by about as
_é'q usual; then one morning Marie said
KX {0 Brundage—

“Bull’s at it again—bad!”’

Which was her way of saying that the
skipper was dead drunk.

It took unusual diplomacy on the part
of Brundage to convince Father Meyton
that the correct way to sympathize with
“sick” sailormen, especially with one con-
fined to his cabin, was at a distance. It
invariably made a sailor worse to have any-
body try to do something for him. Father
Meyton was asked to notice that even
Brundage, the mate, stayed away from the
cabin; and that the cook had been ousted
from the trade-room so that Marie might
be away from Greeger during his illness.

Marie, no longer feeling Greeger’s sus-
picious eyes on her, did not continue to avoid
Father Meyton, though she did not put
herself in his way. As ever, she was respect-
ful to him to the point of embarrassment.
His robe and crucifix represented all that
was left to her of sacred things—things not
to be jested with—to be guarded—not even
to be spoken of.

Greeger’s protracted drunkenness rather
relieved the curse which he imagined had
nearly becalmed the Susy Brown, for a wind
came up and hurried them along.
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“We’re due for a good landfall with day-
break,” Brundage said as he came to Father
Meyton and Marie, who stood aft, faces in
the wind, watching the heavy swells that
raced along in the moonlight like immense
billows of molten green glass with boiling,
foamy crests that broke before the wind,
while the rigging tautly hummed and the
ship creaked.

It was there that Greeger found the three
of them when he burst half-sober and the
more crazy for it, from his cabin. Rush-
ing up, he struck the astonished priest a
backhanded blow, then seizing Marie, half-
carried, half-dragged her off with him.

Father Meyton steadied himself against
the taffrail and looked wonderingly in the
direction that Greeger had gone.

“I came nearly being knocked into the
sea. The captain must be—be—delirious.”

“He does have queer spells ever’ now an’
then. An’I guess Triblayt ain’t such a bad
place after all. We’ll see it by sun-up.
Maybe ’fore.”

VI

THAT morning during the middle

watch, just before daybreak, Brun-

dage was stirred from his sleep by a
soft hand shaking him.

“What the ——,” he challenged, draw-
ing back his arm to strike the figure partly
concealed by the shadows in the cabin.

“Shh-h—it’s me,” the woman whispered.
“I had to do it—Bull would have killéd him.
Look. She held her face close, but Brun-
dage could imagine better than he could
see. “He nearly killed me. I’'m blood all
over. I told him it wasn’t the priest—I
just had to tell him something—he kept
beating me till I did. He would have
killed the priest—” and the horror of it
made her almost inarticulate, but she added
in a faint whisper—“now he thinks it’s you!’

A bevy of lurid oaths was unloosened
from Brundage’s throat.

“T just had to tell him something,” she
whispered defensively over and over. ‘“He
wouldn’t believe me, till I did.”

“Great gods, woman—the priest lands
tomorrow! Why did you do it?”

“I just had to. He’d have killed him
anyway. He’s afraid of you,” she went on
quickly, encouragingly. “When I told him
it was you, he said he didn’t believe it. I
told him he just didn’t want to believe it
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the superstitious fear of him that was in
the heart of Greeger; but he spoke to put
there the fear of God and of eternal damna-
tion. He did. His words strummed un-
erringly on the chords of terror in Gree-
ger’s mind; and Greeger struck Smith down
with a mighty blow when the drunken
sailor, less fearful of the priest, thought to
please the captain by coarse mockery.

The distant howling of the cannibals at
their frenzied dance around the roaring
flames mingled strangely with the words of
Father Meyton. Greeger heard and trem-
bled. He fearfully protested against at-
tempting a rescue. They would all be

" kiled—he had but three white sailors and
his black boys were cowards.

“Tess so than their captain!” Father Mey-
ton thundered, his accusing hand leveled
straight into Greeger’s blanched face. “Get
that boat ready and take me to the beach.
My faith is not in the power of a drunken
wretch such as you to savg that man and
that poor woman. And if they come not
alive back to this ship, you are damned
eternally—eternally. Give orders for that
boat—then down on your knees, miserable
man, and pray God that we be not too late.”

Greeger stumbled forward, calling the
crew to the davits.

Ten men were at the oars and Father
Meyton stood in the stern, where Greeger
sat with his hand on the tiller. He made
the beach, but he was careful to land at a
good distance from the fire—far enough
away not to be seen in its light.

Father Meyton, without a word, gath-

ered his robe about him, jumped out into

the shallow water and ran up the beach.

No one had seen the boat approach. Few
saw the priest until shoving right through
the ring of wild, naked, trinket-decked
dancers that brandished spears and clubs,
he suddenly appeared by the fire where
Brundage and Marie lay bound. His up-
lifted hand held on high the white ivory
crucifix that gleamed and sparkled in-the
leaping light; and in a voice that rose clear
and firm above the beating of the wood
drums and howls, he cried—

“In the name of Christ—stop this hellish
rite!”

With grunts and deep-throated cluckings
of surprise and doubt, threescore wild black
men stood in their tracks, their grotesque,
horribly smeared faces turned in awed
amazement toward the strange, solitary
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figure—unarmed, unafraid—that had ap-
peared in their midst as though dropped
from the sky. None such as he had ever
been seen by them. He was cloaked from
shoulders to feet, and the folds of his robe
were not unlike pinions that might have
borne him through the air. Moreover, his
face was the face of a young and mighty
chieftain in anger, and his voice was the
voice of wrath.

But still more than that was the upheld
crucifix—as though their worship was com-
manded. Gods they had in numbers un-
counted—gods of wood and stone—and the
awful power of each when exorcised by
witch-men struck terror into the bravest.
But terrible, most terrible, must be the
power of this new god to bring through air
and over sea this strange man who was
alone, unarmed, and unafraid. Those near-
est shrank back, their heads bowed humbly,
but with eyes upturned in fascinated awe
at the gleaming cross. .

An old witch-man, withered, almost bent
double by the magic whale’s teeth about his
neck, slowly came forward, a bit fearful,
but jealous of his prestige and determined
to challenge this intruder.

Father Meyton had turned his eyes about
the circle searching for those with authority;
and the witch-man had no sooner started
toward him than the priest, forgetting his
was a tongue of distant lands, began im-
passionedly to address him; and as he
advanced, fervidly exhorting and expound-
ing, he gestured with the upraised crucifix.

The story of salvation was never told to
wilder men, nor to those that listened more
attentively; for though they understood no
word, they did understand the intense sin-
cerity and dramatic passion far better than
civilized men, smelted between hot city
walls and poured into molds designed to
keep them restrained and calmed. The
witch-man, knowing well that no god of his
would ever have given him the courage,
much less the magic, to appear in the midst
of a sacred feast of a stranger tribe, drew
back step by step, fearful to tempt the
power of this new god to a decisive test.

In the blazing, critical eyes of the fierce,
naked men who watched, with each step
backward their long-feared witch-man ac-
knowledged that this god was greater than
any known to him; so that when the priest
suddenly sank to his knees, holding the
crucifix up before him, a restless stir went
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HE moment in which I first laid
T eyes on “Slim Jack” Bewley is
a moment that I.am not likely
to forget. It was on a Saturday
night, and the heaviest snow I had ever seen
fall in- Tennessee’s mountains had fallen
that day. Old Bildad’s place was merry
with the merriment of nearly all the timber-
jacks of the three neighboring logging
outfits. The fiddler and the banjoist,
ensconced behind a huge and roaring wood-
burning stove, were ripping along on “The
Devil’s Weddin’ March,” and the rough
board floor vibrated as booted and cor-
duroyed loggers swung their “girls”—
which were other booted and corduroyed
loggers with red or blue bandannas tied
about their left arms—’round and ’round
in an old-fashionéd and hilarious mouintain
dance.
T was standing beside the door when the
stranger entered. He too wore corduroys
and' high-laced boots, though his footwear
was of a pattern not familiar to us; and
he too wore a blue flannel shirt and a broad-
brimmed black hat. His face was.sun-
burned and smooth, and ruddy from the
cold and good health; he was tall and
rather lean, and there was a sort of pan-
ther-like quickness evident in his move-
ments.

After flinging a stuffed suit-case to a cor-
ner, he stamped snow from his feet and
began to look about him interestedly.” The
music and the dancing stopped, and every-
body stared. There was almost a perfect
silence until the Little Pigeon River coun-
try’s bully, who worked with the Bad Ax
outfit, stepped toward the newcomer—

“Who're you?”

The strange timberjack smiled a very
small, cold smile. His head went up just
a httle, and his topaz-brown eyes were like
fire. A great defiance was in the few words
he spoke in answer to the plain challenge
of the acknowledged champion fighter of
our three camps.

“I,” said he, with the suggestion of a
hillman’s drawl in his clear voice, “I.am
the bully of the'Big Santee.”

Most of us expected to see a lively battle
forthwith. “Grizzly” McMasters had been
drinking, and he was quarrelsome.-and
formidable when he was sober; I have seen
that man, in a sudden fit of anger, split a
pine board with his naked fist. Though
not so tall as the newcomer, he was heavmr
broader, and built like a bear; he wag
hairy all over, and his beard was short and
thick and curled.

By the countenance of McMasters,
I saw that he recognized the newcomer
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now. And he didn’t appear to be especially
glad to see him.

“Big Santee,” said Grizzly, his demeanor
meek enough. “Where is sech a camp as
that?”’

“It’s no camp,” the stranger clipped.
“It’s the biggest, meanest, muddiest river

‘in South Carolina. They log it. River
drive. I reckon you’d as well go on with
your frolic.”

McMasters didn’t want to fight, anybody
could have seen that. The musicians,
if musicians they may be called, began
another “march” that had the time of a
reel, and the dancers danced again. The
man from South Carolina turned to me.

“My name is Jackson Bewley,” he said;
and again I noted a bare suggestion of the
mountaineer’s drawl in his voice. “I’'m
twenty-five years old, and I raise the beam
at a hundred and sixty-eight. I’'ve out-
lived one enlistment in the Army, and two
years on the Big Santee. That tells you
who I am, and gives me a sort o’ right to ask
you some questions; eh?”’

“My name is Woods,” I reciprocated.
“I’'m from Nashville, and I'm up here to
learn the business of lumbering from the
bottom. Fire away with your questions;
P’ll be glad to answer all I'm able to answer.”

Jackson Bewley shook hands with me,
and we have been rather good friends since
that time.

“I hear that McMasters is high, low,
jack and the game, the whole thing, in
this section,” said Bewley. “Is that cor-
rect?”’

“Eminently,” I told him. ‘“McMasters
runs everything but the commissary—this
place here, you know—and the superin-
tendents.”

Bewley half-closed his left eye and nodded.

“And is there,” he went on, “a young
woman named Hallie Porter living any-
where in this neighborhood?”’

‘“There is,”” I answered.
an uncle and an aunt a mile down Bad Ax
Creek, and she’s one of the prettiest girls
I've ever seen. Her own people, I have
heard, are all dead except this one aunt.
Miss Porter came from the Blackfern
Mountain country, I understand. It seems
that old Dolliver and his wife have made
a sort of Cinderella of her.
ve rly, I know.”

rAygglono ng’y companion half-closed his left
eye and nodded slowly.

“She lives with -

She goes dressed -
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“And,” said I, “Grizzly McMasters
annoys the girl a great deal. He wants her
to marry him.”

Something I saw in Bewley’s counte-
nance made me almost afraid of him. He
bent toward me.

“There’s not a bit o’ danger o’ her
marryin’ Grizzly McMasters,” he half
whispered. ‘“Because Grizzly is a brute
and a coward at heart and a yellow dog,
and a murderer besides, and she knows it.
Listen, Woods, and I’ll tell you some things
you maybe don’t know; and I don’t care if
you tell everybody:

“McMasters hails from the Blackfern
country, as well as the girl, and so do L.
And so does Bildad McWhorter, that
rascally old rail over there behind the
counter. The girl sure has had tough luck,
Woods. Back on the Blackfern, her father
and old McWhorter found a mica mine.
Bildad, the —— Judas, turned Tom Porter
up for makin’ moonshine whisky, and Tom
crippled an officer when they arrested him.
Tom went to the pen, and Old Bildad sold
the mine and kept all o’ the money, as he’d
planned.

. “Soon after Porter got back, he died.
The pen killed him. "Hallie then hiked out
over here to get away from the temptation
o’ shootin’ Bildad McWhorter herself—
that was one reason; the other reason was
that she had nowhere else to go. You see,
there was no man Porter left. And now
Old Bildad too is over here, where she has
to see him every so often! Woods, I call
that mis’rable luck!”

“Yes,” I agreed. “It’s miserable luck.”

He straightened, took a tight hold on
himself, and smiled.

“This womanless dance hall and com-
missary combined is a little out o’ the
ordinary run o’ things, ain’t it?”’ he asked.

“The three outfits in this vicinity are
all owned by one company,” I explained,
“and they built one commissary for every-
body. Old Bildad himself pays the fiddler
and his partner, and—you’ll find it out
for yourself sooner or later—somebody sells
the timberjacks’ whisky that has never been
contaminated by a revenue stamp, and
splits the profits with Old Bildad.”

At that instant the door behind us
opened, and a gust of the sharp night air
swept in upon us. I turned to see Hallie
Porter entering, and she was alone; she
wore a ragged shawl about her fine shoulders
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and her well-shaped hands were almost blue
from the bitter cold. I frowned; it was
no place for a lone woman, at that hour,
commissary that it was. Bewley looked
hard at her, but she didn’t see him. She
went straight across the big room and to
the commissary clerk, the angular and be-
whiskered Old Bildad, whom I now knew
she very cordially hated.

Hallie threw a few pieces of silver to
the counter, and received half an armful
of canned and boxed groceries. While it
was going on, I touched Bewley’s arm and
whispered:

“Bill Dolliver has sent that poor little
woman out in all this snow instead of coming
himself. Rotten, isn’t it?”

“Rotten!” growled Jackson Bewley, seem-
ing very angry. “It’s worse than rotten.”

The girl started for the door, and Grizzly
McMasters stepped squarely in front of her.
He made a move as though he would take
her packages, and his grin was an insult.
Hallie tilted her nose a trifle, and tried to
pass him, but he cut her off again. At this,
Bewley hurried to McMasters, caught him
by a shoulder and wheeled him an about-
face without any apparent effort. Once
more the music and the dancing stopped
suddenly.

“When a man has got a drink in him,”
said Jackson Bewley to the Little Pigeon
River country’s bully, “he’s got no right
to walk home with any decent woman. And
you have no right to walk with any decent
woman at any time.”

For half a minute there was a heavy
stillness. To the intense surprise of us all,
McMasters again refused to see the gaunt-
let. He looked sickish, and went idly toward
the roaring stove.

Bewley turned toward the girl and
smiled, took off his hat and proffered his
hand.

“Don’t you remember me, Hallie?” he
said hopefully.

Hallie Porter stood as motionless as a
frozen tree. Her chestnut-brown head
had a poise that was strikingly proud, and
yet, she seemed somehow pitiful when one
took note of the poor clothing she wore.
The chestnut-brown eyes flashed contempt
at Bewley’s rather lean, strong hand.

“Not to save your life, Sim Jack,” she
said coolly, with a perfect control over
herself, “not to save your life.”

With that she deliberately walked around
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him, crossed the floor with the tread of
some royal person, and disappeared in the
cold, bleak night. And she closed the door
carefully behind her, as though that would
prevent her being followed.

} SLIM JACK! The logging-camps
pounce upon a nickname quickly,

' and the Little Pigeon’s three outfits
soon forgot that Bewley’s name was Bewley
in the sheer glory of calling him Slim Jack.
For the newcomer went to work with the
Bad Ax outfit, which was very glad to
have him—all, that is, but Grizzly McMas-
ters, who had suddenly fallen to zero in the
estimation of his fellows.

And what a prodigious worker Bewley
was! He was a marvel with a gash-fiddle or
a both-ways tommy—a cross-cut saw and
a two-edged ax.

The days passed, the snow melted away
and more snow fell. A clear, bright Sunday
came. Immediately after the camp’s noon-
day meal, Slim Jack dressed himself in new
corduroys, put on a new black tie, and
went down Bad Ax Creek to call on Hallie
Porter. Within an hour he was back, and
he looked as blue as a bottle of ink., I
guessed that the girl had once more refused
to renew diplomatic relations with him,
so to speak, and I couldn’t see why.

When Slim Jack returned, I was sitting
alone on the boarding-house porch, smoking.
The sunshine was almost warm. Bewley
came to me, asked for a match and lighted
his pipe, and dropped to a chair beside
mine.

“What'’s eating you?” I let out.

“She wouldn’t even speak to me,” said
Bewley; then he turned a little red, for he
hadn’t meant to say that.

“Tell me all about it, Slim Jack,” I said
sympathetically. “Perhaps I can suggest
something.”

Bewley took his pipe from his teeth and
looked to see that there wasn’t anybody
to overhear. Satisfied, he faced back to
me.

“I’'m desperate enough to do it,” he
muttered. ‘“And human enough. But I
sure want you to keep it to yourself. Here
it is, all of it:

“Hallie’s people and mine began to fight
on sight at the close of the Civil War.
The low-down McMasterses was what
you might call dogs for anybody that would
run with them; they carried tales that
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kept the feud alive and hot. Since I was
a kid I’ve l-loved Hallie, and she’s both
loved and hated me for the same length of
time—hated me because my name was
Bewley. It’s hard to make you under-
stand this, I reckon. I ain’t sure I under-
stand it myself. But it’s just like I’'m
tellin’ you.

“Well, I came home on a visit from the
Big Santee a month ago. No letters ever
got to me down there, so it was a surprise
to find that Grizzly McMasters had killed
my one brother while I was gone. The
court at Johnsville had tried McMasters,
as my people had decided to be law-abidin’
in regards to the matter, and he had come
clear on a plea o’ self-defense. But about
the time I got home from the Big Santee,
McMasters’ main witness fell off o’ a cliff
close to the cabin of a Bewley, and hurt
himself bad. He confessed to this Bewley,
afore he died, all about the quarrel between
my brother and Grizzly. This is the way
it was:

“Grizzly was high, low, jack and the
game, at a loggin’-camp on the Blackfern,
and my brother worked there too. Plumb
bad blood was between ’em, and my brother
carried a pistol to protect himself; McMas-
ters was so much the biggest, you see. One
night Grizzly unloaded my brother’s httle
gun on the sly, and soon the next mornin’
he picked a quarrel, callin’ Jimmy bad
names no real man could take. Jimmy
was hotheaded. He drawed his pistol.
Out came Grizzly’s gun, and my brother
snapped his pistol. Then Grizzly fired.

“Woods,” Slim Jack went on, lowering
his voice, “my business here is to kill
McMasters in self-defense, by beatin’
him to the draw. I carry a stub-nosed
automatic with the safety off, and I'm
blue lightnin’ with it. There’s no chance
o’ the law makin’ him pay the penalty
now. There was only one man, and that
one man a Bewley, that heard the witness’
confession; besides, McMasters has already
been ‘once in jeopardy.’

“But Grizzly 1s wise to me, and I don’t
know what I'm goin’ to do. He won’t
carry a gun. He won’t even carry a knife,
or fight me barehanded. I've tried him
lots o’ times. He simply looks sick and
walks off.”

That last, I knew, was true. I had
taken notice of it myself. When McMas-
ters saw Bewley coming, he simply walked

69

off, and always he reminded me of a big,
frightened black dog. The fear of death
was on the man.

I couldn’t suggest any way out of the
difficulties that beset Slim Jack, and I said
so. He didn’t appear to be disappointed;
he had told me his story because it somehow
relieved the tension, and because he thought
he could trust me. We rose, knocked our
pipes empty, and went up-stairs and to
the sleeping - quarters of the Bad Ax
logging crew.

When Slim Jack Bewley and I approach-
ed the stove, Grizzly McMasters moved
away. Yes, the fear of death was on the
man.

A little before the middle of the next
morning, Superintendent Flagler and I were
pulling a gash-fiddle through a big poplar
to warm ourselves, when the camp’s cook
ran up through the snow.

“Nothin’ for dinner!” he said half-
breathlessly. “Commissary ain’t open. I
pounded on the door, and banged on the
door, and nothin’ doin’l”

“Funny,” said the super. “Old Bildad’s
drunk, maybe. I'll go down with you and
see. Want to go along, Woods?”’

I did. Half an hour later the three of
us drew up before the big, rough-board
door of the commissary. The Crooked
Creek superintendent was standing there
rapping loudly, and behind him stood his
cook. The Bad Ax super, as hotheaded a
man as ever lived, seized a length of round
cordwood from the snow and struck the
door with an end of it, breaking the latch.
The five of us entered.

At the back of the commissary building,
a small room had been built to serve as the
quarters of the clerk. To the door of this
room we went; it was not fastened, and
the Crooked Creek super opened it and
walked in. Flagler and I followed at his
heels, and no man of us was prepared for
the sight that greeted our eyes. My two
burly companions swore gravely, and I—
well, my teeth chattered.

W4l THE small iron safe which the
‘\‘ company had sent out to Old Bildad

stood with its door wide open,
and Old Bildad lay sprawled face down-
ward on the floor. He had gone to his
last account, and a bullet-hole through
and through his body told us of the method
of his departure.
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“We must touch nothing else,” Super-
intendent Flagler muttered suddenly; then
we left the room.

When the two cooks had been given the
supplies they needed, we went out of the
building and closed the door. The cooks
hastened away, and Flagler turned to the
Crooked Creek man.

“Jameson, better send that little saddle-
tank locomotive of yours empty to Johns-

~ville for the sheriff.”” He faced me.
“Woods, I'll have to ask you to stand guard
here; don’t let anybody enter, and keep
people away from the building on all sides,
until the sheriff comes. I'll send a man to
help you, for there may be a crowd here
pretty soon. The moment I can get away,
I'll be back myself.”

“Send Bewley, if it’s all the same to you,”
I requested.

From the front door of the commissary,
beaten paths ran both northward and
southward in the snow; elsewhere around
the building the white blanket had been
disturbed almost none. My feet were cold,
and I at once took up a beat around the
commissary, keeping always more than
ten feet from the walls. Before I had
reached a point opposite the one window
of McWhorter’s little room, I saw that two
of the four panes had been broken out.
Five more steps, and I found that a double
line of footprints ran at an angle from a

point beneath the window to the path that -

led to the southward.

The same person had made both lines,
and—that person was Hallie Porter! I
knew it because she was the one woman
in that country who wore even moderately
high-heeled shoes. She had tramped the
snow down slightly under the window,
1 noted, before she had turned to go back.

I wished very heartily for Bewley. He
arrived when I had gone around the build-
ing half a dozen times. No crowd had
begun to gather as yet, and I hurried him
to the tell-tale footprints.

“This looks bad, Slim Jack,” said I.

I didn’t have to tell him whose they were.
He knew them instantly. I saw him go
almost a clean white.

Then he straightened and faced me.

“She never done it, Woods. Flagler said
the safe was robbed. If she could ha’
forced herself to kill a man, she wouldn’t
ha’ even thought o’ robbery. The person
who done it forced Old Bildad to open the
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safe at a pistol’s point, forced him to fork
over the money, and then shot him to keep
him from tellin'—"

~ Time was precious, and I interrupted:

“Neither do I believe she did it, but what
will a judge and a jury say about it? There
are a number of people who know of that
affair between Old Bildad and Hallie’s
father, and it is sure to come out. With
all this evidence against the girl, the law
will hardly try to find the real murderer.”

“Dead right,” mumbled Bewley.

A sudden brightness shone from his topaz-
brown eyes. Then he stepped into Hallie’s
footprints and walked to the window and
very thoroughly tramped the snow there,
turned and walked back to the beaten path,
turned there and came back to the narrow
path I had made. He had entirely ob-
literated the girl’s footprints, and left his
own in their places! And his boots had
soles of a shape not common in those
mountains.

When he had reached me, he smiled.

“Woods,” he said, ‘“don’t you never,
never tell. This is my test of you as a
friend.”

His quick heroism almost took my
breath away. I reached out and got one
of his hands and shook it awkwardly.

“Slim Jack,” said I, “I’'m glad I know
you. It will make me very proud when
I think back over this part of my insig-
nificant life and.remember that I knew you.”

“T'd better go now,” he told me, “and
lose myself somewhere out in the world.
It’s just as well, I reckon; Hallie would
never marry me, anyway. Woods, you’ve
been a pretty good pal, and I hate to tell
you good-by. Don’t forget—you mustn’t
never tell!”

Well, the sheriff came, made investiga-
tions, deputized two men and with them
tried to trail Jackson Bewley. But Bewley
had kept the beaten ways, single rails of
logging-roads, and creeks, and the officer
and deputies returned without a prisoner.

Flagler asked me to take over the com-
missary for two weeks, and I consented.

One of those weeks went by, and I had
noticed two things in particular. Grizzly
McMasters was rid of the fear of death,
and boiling over with a rude, noisy happi-
ness; and Hallie Porter was the one grown
person in the country about the Little
Pigeon who had not been to the commissary
since the passing of McWhorter.
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was to be pulled off in the company'’s store.

McMasters was there, as usual; and, as
usual, he had been drinking. He bought a
pound of red-striped stick candy—he
seemed pretty well heeled with funds, for
a timberjack—and sat down beside the
stove to eat it. Suddenly I asked if he’d
mind keeping store in my place for the rest
of the morning. He sat up on his soap-
box with a kind of serious, drunken dignity.

“Shore,” he drawled. “I'm a straight
feller, Woods. I’m a straight feller.”

“Of course,” I replied; then I hurried
away.

When I had been gone ten minutes,
Hallie entered. Luckily, only the two
of them were in the commissary. McMas-
ters leaped behind the counter, and leered
across it:

“I’m the clerk thismornin’. What is it?”’

The girl bought a small package of some-
thing. McMasters caught her hand in
his, and she smiled and didn’t withdraw it.

“Hon, marry me, and le’s go to town to
live,” he pleaded. “Will ye? I'd take
them rags off o’ ye, and put reel clo’es on
ye, Hon. I'd buy ye lots o’ purty things,
too, rings and bracclets and things.”

His bearded, brutish face was very close
to her face, and his wicked black eyes bored
into her eyes. She withdrew her hand.

“How could I ever marry anybody but
Slim Jack Bewley?”’ she said.

“But he’s in jail,” frowned McMasters.
“And afore it’s over with, he’ll be hung
by the neck, neck, neck, ontel he’s dead,
dead, dead.”

“Maybe so,” Hallie murmured. ‘“But
didn’t he pay my debt for me, one I couldn’t
pay myself? And if I couldn’t marry him
for that, and him lovin’ me like he does,
ought I ever to marry anybody else?"’

“Which debt?” uncertainly.

“You know what Bildad McWhorter
done to my father, don’t you?” very seri-
ously. ‘“Robbed him, and betrayed him—
the Judas! And sent him to the peni-
tentiary; and he took sick there, and came
home and died! Ain’t that a debt, for a
Porter—a Porter? If it ain’t, what is a
debt?”

“You mean he—Slim Jack—killed Old
Bildad and paid up for yer”

“What else!” clipped Hallie.
the girl avoided a direct lie.

Most of the great strength of McMasters,
of course, lay below his eyes.

Note how

“Maybe,” he said, “it wasn’t Bewley
that done it.”

Hallie Porter stared as though she didn’t
quite understand.

“Maybe,”” McMasters went on, ‘it
was me.” ‘

“Prove that it was you,” Hallie replied
spiritedly, “and take me! Marry me;
take me where you want to take me; beat
me; make me your dog!”

He eyed her hard for a long minute., She
faced him steadfastly.

“Wait here,” said McMasters.

Hallie agreed. McMasters went out,
and hastened up the northward trail and
to the point at which it crossed Bad Ax
Creek. After a moment of looking care-
fully through the woodland about him, he
stole from the edge of the stream some fifty
yards, and there unearthed something
which he quickly hid under his coat.

When he returned to Hallie, he opened
one of the commissary’s glass fruit-jars and
showed her more than eleven hundred
dollars in gold, bank-notes and silver.
Most of it had been McWhorter's.

“What more proof do ye want?” said he.

Still she appeared to be unconvinced.

‘‘How do I know it was Old Bildad’s?”

From the sheaf of bank-notes, McMasters
took a check of Superintendent Flagler’s,
which had been drawn to McWhorter.

“Read that!"" he said triumphantly.

She read it, and smiled a glorious smile.

“That’s pretty good proof,” said she.
“But—one other thing: will you swear,
before God, that you killed Old Bildad?”’

He raised his right hand in a manner
meant to be strikingly dramatic, and said
with the same brand of serious, drunken
dignity that I had noticed in him shortly
before.

“I shore do.”

The door to the clerk’s quarters banged
open, and Flagler and I covered Grizzly
McMasters with shotguns borrowed from
the commissary. His peculiar dignity fell
from him like a rope. He looked a curse
at Hallie Porter.

“I didn’t lie,” she told him.
take me if you can.”

She went with us to Johnsville; and
before she left the little town she was the
happy wife of the happy man who had been
the champion fighter of the Big Santee.
The rest of the Bewleys? Oh, they made
a pet of her. '

“Take me,
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but now only splashes of pale tints showed
within the radius of the low-voltage electric
lamp placed where the paths from the
street corners met and crossed.

It was very still, a breathless night.
Even the unquiet palms in the park had
ceased their whisperings for the time.
The girl sighed drearily. The florid charms
of this far country had palled on her long
since. She was turning from the window
when a man’s white-flanneled figure loomed
from the shadows of the park into the outer
rays of the sentinel lamp.

Something in the way he carried himself
caught her attention, and she lingered
to watch him. No native walked in such
a free-gaited, upstanding way as this. He
was not hurrying. He was strolling leis-
urely along, his hands in his pockets, a
cigar in his mouth. As he came into
better view she could see that he was a
young man, tall, with shoulders of an
enviable breadth. A tourist—an Ameri-
can, perhaps—ill-advisedly wandering alone
about the city in its evil hours.

He was passing now a thicket of poin-
settias that bordered the path. As the
girl looked an arm shot out from the
thicket, and the young man staggered,
and sagged down in an inert heap. Hands
reached forth greedily and dragged the
limp form in under the canopy of blood-red
leaves. Not a sound save the dull rasping
of the man’s body on the gravel had broken
the stillness.

The girl at the window was frozen with
the horror of the thing she had witnessed.
She had tried to cry out, but her voice
would not come at first. Now it broke
from her in a piercing scream.

Below, in the wide hall of the house, a
silver-haired man who sat dozing over a
book, gathered himself unsteadily to his

feet. His tall, meager frame shook as with
an ague.

“Good God!” he jerked out, and stood
listening.

There was no repetition of the cry,
and he plunged to the stairs, shouting
hoarsely as he went:

“Winifred! Winifred! What has hap-
pened?”’

He was half-way up the stairs, dragging
heavily at the rail, when the girl came
speeding toward him. She had tarried
only long enough to girdle a kimono over
her filmy nightdress. But she had herself
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in hand now, though her “voice was not

° quite even when she spoke.

“Some one has been waylaid in the park.
We must go to him, father.”

A rushing expression of relief crossed the
other’s face. It was as though an undefined
and stupid fear had been brushed away.
He slewed around and descended the stairs.
Winifred was already down. Her eye
took note of his spotted skin and halting
step. Her mouth tightened.

“The man may be dying,” she said
tensely. “If you feel that you are not
able to go, say so, please.”

“It’s not that,” he disclaimed. “‘Only—
there’s the police. Why not telephone——"

She did not wait for him to finish, but
ran to the door. Her arms flashed ivory
white from the flowing kimono sleeves as
she threw it wide. Then she was gone.

“Winny!” her father called. “For
heaven’s sake—"

He pulled himself together, and followed
after her. As he neared the door his foot -
caught on a rug, and he pitched to the
floor.

Winifred’s scream had' brought a man
questing up the street. She almost bunted
into him as she shot out of the house.

“Qué hay?” he demanded trenchantly.

She stammered a word of explanation
in faulty Spanish, and they hurried side
by side into the park. They came upon

Jimmy Perry stretched on his back under

the poinsettia bushes. His senses were
slowly returning, and he blinked at them
in mild perplexity as they drew him forth
into the light and raised him to a sitting
posture. Was this small, charming creature
bending over him an image of his bruised
fancy, or was she indeed living flesh? He
could feel a rounded arm supporting his
head, and the rise and fall of a firm young
bosom against his shoulder. She was real!

“By Jove!” he whispered wonderingly.
And again, and louder as his voice gained
in strength—“By Jove!” "

Winifred took her arm away with a
certain dispatch—the man with her had
the patient now in a very adequate hold.

“You were attacked,” she explained, her
dark eyes soft with pity. “I saw it from
my window.” :

She gave a sudden little cry. There
was a red stain on her arm.

“Your head! Are you badly hurt?”

Jimmy put his hand to the wound. It
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quickly. “Miss Brewer, positively I am
quite myself again. I'm ashamed to have
imposed on you so.”

The girl turned a distressed look on the
young man, but did not speak. Segovia
came to the rescue.

“I trust Mr. Brewer will find himself
fully restored by morning,” he said. “I
will see Mr. Perry to his hotel. Do not
fear for him.”

She made no reply except for a slight
motion of her head. They bowed, and
took their leave. Winifred had her father
by the arm, and they were moving toward
the stairs. The man seemed old and
broken before his.time.

Jimmy stood on the step for an instant
puzzling over what had just passed. There
was a wrong note somewhere, but he could
not put his finger on it.
by Segovia’s hand cupping his elbow.

“Come,” he advised. “We shall find a
cab in the Calle Central. I was on my
way from there when I heard Miss Brewer’s
cry. You are staying, I suppose, at
the Europa, on the plaza. Everybody
does.”

Jimmy gave a short laugh.

“Yes. But about this cab, my friend.
I think 'l walk. I find that I’ve been
picked bare. Watch, money, steamer
- ticket—everything gone!”

Segovia made a little clucking sound of
commiseration.

“Too bad, but we will see what can be
done. I am not unfavorably regarded by
Don Emilio Ortega, State Superintendent
of Police. We will drive to headquarters.
Look here,” he interjected abruptly, “I’ve
been trying to place you, and I have. You
are the Jimmy Perry that captained the
Virginia University eleven in ’15.”

Jimmy came to a sudden stand.

“The deuce! I say, where——"

“I was ’16, Virginia Polytechnic. Just
a rooter. You did us up good and
plenty »?

“That accounts for it—your English,”
broke in Jimmy. ‘“You had me guessing
where you got it. By George, old man,
this is luck! I don’t mind riding on you
now. And a cablegram home—TI’ll stand
you up for that. I’'ve got to make a touch
for another roll.”

They went on, laughing their pleasure
in the rare discovery they had made. By
tacit consent they avoided reference to the

He was aroused -
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scene they had witnessed. Presently Sego-
via asked:

“Do I remember reading in the papers
that James Perry, Sr., was one of those
that were stung in the Bowman affair in
Richmond—William Bowman, real-estate
operator? The chap who absconded with a
quarter of a million last Fall?”

“You do,” said Jimmy. ‘‘Bowman took
sixty thousand out of dad. And I could
have used it,” he added mournfully. “Why
do you ask?”

“I was just wondering,” returned Segovia
carelessly. “I fancied I'd read about it.
Here’s the Calle Central, and there’s a
cab.”

CHAPTER II
THE CONSPIRACY

“QHE'S fine, just fine, and plucky as

' they make ’em—running out there
in her pretty bare feet to help she didn’t
know who. I’ll send her some flowers, by
George, and follow them up while they’re
fresh.”

Thus Jimmy to himself as he stood
shaving the bristles from a square-set jaw
in his room on the top floor of the Hotel
Europa the next morning. The building
boasted three steel stories in defiance of
possible seismic overturnings, and was
modern throughout—a credit to the Paris
of the Tropics, as Cortina modestly styled
itself.

With the pleasing mission he had ar-
ranged for himself in mind Jimmy shaved
carefully down one side of his face, then
down the other, and met and defeated the
array of cross-grained bristles under his chin
without a scratch from the encounter. It
was not the face of an Adonis the glass
revealed. No one had ever threatened
to exterminate Jimmy for his good looks,
but he made his way against the lack of
them by a devil-may-care straightforward-
ness that landed him high in the esteem
of men and compelled the attention of
women.

Jimmy had slept late—it was, in fact,
nearly twelve—and he was now arisen
in the fulness of his strength. A fussy
little police surgeon had patched his head
up with court-plaster the night before,
and except for a certain soreness to the
touch the wound bothered him not at all.
It scarcely showed under his thick thatch
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“Um,” grunted Jimmy. “Now I under-
stand your pull. But how does this half-
breed Lopez fit into an international plot?
It’s a comedy touch that gets by me.”

“IT’S a piece of absolute good luck,”

Segovia asserted earnestly. He went

on after a pause. ‘“President Hu-
rango suspects certain persons—they stand
high, some of them—but he has had nothing
tangible to act on. Well, Lopez, we think,
has overcome that obstacle.”

Segovia reached for another cigaret, and
lit it with calm deliberation.

“For heaven’s sake get on!” Jimmy
adjured him. “Or are you doing this on
purpose?’’

“Lopez,” continued Segovia equably,
“tells of a house where his wife is cook,
and he himself does odd jobs about the
place. The owner is a banker, but his
name is not yet on the President’s suspect
list. It seems, however, that his home is
the rendezvous for the conspirators. Lopez,
of course, hasn’t an idea of what all this
portends; he merely knows that mysterious
meetings are being held, and he hopes his
information will interest the police and thus
win favor for himself.”

Jimmy looked his disappointment at this
apparent anti-climax.

“Oh, I say, Enrique,” he objected,
“aren’t you a bit too credulous in this?
It isn’t likely a gang of conspirators would
- subject themselves to the espionage of a
servant. It sounds fishy to me.”

Segovia disposed of this with a shrug.

“They don’t take him into account.
He gets his bread and meat there. A dog
doesn’t quarrel with his bone.”

“But he’s doing it!”’

“I’ve explained that.”

“But,” insisted Jimmy, ‘“these ‘mys-
terious meetings.” They may be simple
business conferences. It’s nothing unusual
—not in my country—for a man’s business
associates to gather at his house.”

“After midnight?”’ Segovia lifted hxs
brows.

“Eh? What?”

“And when one of the men answers to the
description of Herr Adolph Kaufman, the
German Minister?”

Jimmy whistled softly.

“Oh! That’s different.”

“It is a delicate situation, you perceive,
with Herr Kaufman injected into it,”

observed Segovia. ‘“Zanhoria is not at war
with Germany. Her envoy is under our
protection; we can’t ask for his recall on a
mere suspicion. In the meantime the
damage will be done.”

“r'd like to strangle him,” growled
Jimmy.

Enrique gave him an odd smile.

“As you a moment ago so intelligently
remarked, my friend—that’s different.”

Jimmy sat up very straight in his chair.

“What do you mean?”

“We have a proverb in my tongue,”
said Segovia with slow precision, “which
says: ‘An enemy is an enemy wherever you
find him,” ”

Jimmy regarded him intently. :

“Hang it all, Enrique,” he burst forth,
“I’'m not a mind-reader. What do you
want me to do? Not walk up to this man
with my flag in one hand and a gun in the -
other, and blow his head off. Hardly that,
I imagine.”

Segovia laughed.

“Hardly, though I'd be glad to lay a
wreath of stinkweed on his bier.”

“Then what?” demanded Jimmy. “You
are leading up to something in your con-

_ founded exasperating way. Spit it out!”

The Zanhorian brushed an ash delicately
from his sleeve before replying.

“It’s a thing to be considered, Jimmy.
The idea only came to me on my way here.
But you can see, can you not, that with
Herr Kaufman eliminated the plot would
fall through?”

“I can see a whole lot of things when
they’re pointed out to me,” snorted Jimmy.
“You want me to eliminate Kaufman.
How, short of murder?”

“If he could be—detained, let us call it;
in some retired place for a few days——"

“Kidnaped! Say it!” blurted out Jimmy.

Segovia showed a row of fine white teeth.

“If it pleases you—kidnaped, abducted,
spirited away, made a prisoner of war; any-
thing you wish, my friend, so that it suc-
ceeds. I am speaking wholly in my capac-
ity as a well-taxed citizen, understand?
As an officer and the nephew of the secretary
of state I frown on the proceeding.”

Jimmy returned his grin. He pushed
back his chair, got up, and took a turn
about the room. The proposition appealed
to him, altogether irregular though it was.
On the one side he would be putting in a
stroke for his country, as Segovia had
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“I’'m afraid you’ll find that a difficult
undertaking,” Segovia told him quietly.
“The house at 140 Calle Dolores is no
longer occupied.” .

“What!”’ Jimmy’s face fel. “Do you
mean that Bo—Brewer has cleared out?
Overnight?”

“No, this morning. The house is on my
way down town. Today as I came up—
it was ten o’clock—they were driving off
in a touring car loaded with hand luggage.
T questioned a servant who was locking up
the house. She said they had rented the
place ready furnished, but they had been
called away suddenly and were not coming
back. The car was Brewer’s. I've seen
him in it before. He has a black man to
drive it.”’

“Where did they go?”’ demanded Jimmy
tensely. “Brewer can’t leave the country.
Did you ask?”

“Yes. - The woman did not know. They
left no address.”

Jimmy was silent as he dwelt on this.
A little frowning knot stood out between
his eyes. Presently he said with simple
directness:

“Enrique, she needs a friend. This
miserable father of hers will wear her heart
out dodging every shadow that falls across
his path. Can’t sefior Ortega put me in the
way of finding her?”

Segovia answered with ready sympathy.

“We will see him, Jimmy. Irather think
he can help. I told him Brewer was gone.”

A knock came at the door. Jimmy
opened it. A boy tendered him a blue
envelope. Jimmy signed for it with a

grunt of satisfaction. He read the message,
and passed it to Segovia. It ran:
See Banco Nacional. Come home. Enlist.
FATHER.

Segovia looked at him, and waited.

“T’ll stay, of course,” said Jimmy soberly.
“I will write dad and explain. And, old
man, I got away from myself a moment
back. Please understand that this Kauf-
man business comes first with me. My
country above all.”

Segovia drew his heels together and
saluted.

“I knewit,” he asserted. “Jimmy,” with
a change of tone, “I wouldn’t carry an
account at the Nagional just now, if I were
It might be safer elsewhere.”
l(why?’,
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“Because it happens that Sefior Morales,
president of the Nagxonal is the banker,
according to ]uan s story, at whose house
these secret meetings are being held. If
he is arrested the bank will likely go into the
hands of a receiver, and your money would
be tied up.”

“The devil!” exclaimed Jimmy explo-
sively. “Well, anyway, this gives me a
chance to have a peek at your Sedor
Morales. For future reference,” he grinned.

CHAPTER III
D—VII—K

THE Hotel Europa was on the south side
of the Plaza Central. Directly across
from it, in the exact center of the block, was
the Banco Nagional. Segovia went with
Jimmy to sponsor him at the bank. A
handsome automobile was standing at the
door as they passed in.

“Senor Morales’ car,” observed Segovia.

He spoke to a man at the paying-teller’s
wicket who in turn said something to a
young man seated at a desk near by. This
person got up and went away, but almost
immediately he reappeared, on the outSIde

_of the counter now, and implored the priv-

ilege of conducting 'them to Sefior Morales’
private room.

He led the way to a door at the lower end

of the lobby, and tapped on it dlscreetly.
It was opened by the president hlmself
Jimmy caught sight of a young woman in-
dolently disposed in an armchair by a desk
in the center of the room. Then he was
swallowed up in Morales’ effusive greetings
voiced in very passable English.

“I was expecting the pleasure,” he
babbled. ‘“You are doubly welcome as
Sefior Segovia’s friend. Pray consider me
your servant to command.”

He drew them in and stood rubbing his
hands in fine good humor.

“Permit me, Mr. Perry,” he continued
volubly, “to give myself the additional plea-
sure of presenting you to a compatriot, Miss
Mary Taylor, the distinguished traveler and
author. Miss Taylor, Mr. James Perry of
Virginia; Lieutenant Don Enrique Segovia,
nephew of his excellency our secretary of
state. Miss Taylor,” he informed them,
““arrived last night from an extended stay in
Guatemala. She same down the west coast
to Boaco.”



For The Flag

A wonderful pair of sea-blue eyes ac-
knowledged the presentations. They lin-
gered on Segovia. He returned the gaze
with a tinge of red shooting up into his dark
cheek. She was, he thought, as fair a
woman as he had ever looked on, and yet
with a strangely boyish air. He perceived
the reason for this in the next breath. Her
hair was cut short; it was a mass of tender
amber curls clinging closely to the shapely
head under its jaunty sailor hat.

Miss Taylor, it appeared in the course of
the general conversation that followed, was
studying the economics of the Central
American States for a series of magazine

articles she was preparing, and she was"

eagerly alive to any source of information
that would forward her researches.

“It was why I entreated her permission to
present you,”” Morales said to Segovia. “It
occurred to me that possibly you would
favor Miss Taylor with an introduction to
Don Luis, your uncle. He could do much
for her.”

“Oh, will you?”” The blue eyes bathed
the young man in their brilliant appeal.

“I shall be charmed,” he murmured, and
meant it. He experienced a curious little
thrill at the prospect.

“You will find Miss Taylor’s Spanish most
excellent,” added the banker. ‘“Zanhoria
will have no difficulties for her in that
respect.”

“I'm a polyglot,” the lady laughed. “I
have lived abroad a great deal—until this
horrible war. I think sometimes it has af-
fected my native tongue.”

“That’s it!” exclaimed Jimmy, with the
air of having solved a riddle. “I have been
trying to place your section. Of course I

ew you were not from the South.”

She smiled at him.

“I saw that you were studying me. I'm
from the Northwest—Minnesota.”” Her
smile grew teasing. “And I’'m older than I
look. You were thinking that, too, dear
Mr. Countryman.” ’

Jimmy blushed, but he-said - straightfor-
wardly— .

“Guilty, but at that you wouldn’t hang
me for my guess.”

Her eyes approved him.

“It’s the curls. I wear them to save time
and trouble in my journeyings. But you
have business with Sefior Morales, you gen-
tlemen. I am detaining you.”

She rose from her chair. Jimmy saw now
e

\
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that she was tall, almost to his own height,
and yet without a suspicion of tenuity. A
firm, well-molded figure of a woman she was
in every line, and redolent of health and
energy. Jimmy understood better than at
first how she could undertake, unaccom-
panied, the mission she was on.

Segovia was speaking to her.

‘“May I not see you to your hotel?”’ he
begged. “On the way we can arrange for
an hour that will suit your convenience to
meet my uncle.” )

““Ah, but Miss Taylor is not at a hotel, my
dear Lieutenant,” interposed the banker
with his ever-ready smile. “She is the
guest of the Sefiora Morales, t6 whom she
brought letters from a revered family
friend. She is here this morning on mat-
ters concerning her traveler’s credit, and—
was it not, sefiorita—some compras—pur-
chases, I think you call it? The Sefiora
Morales, unhappily, is not well,”” he added
in apology for her absence.

“Just a few toilet articles,” said Miss
Taylor. “But if Mr. Segovia would not
find it a bore—"

Segovia conveyed to her in Spanish his
opinion that existence would be barren for
him if he were deprived of the pleasure, and
they were ushered’ out by Morales, chat-
tering together like long-lost friends.

“By Jove!” grinned Jimmy to himself.
“He never gave me even a look. It was
sudden death and destruction at one peep
from her eyes. I saw it!”’

Morales closed the door on the pair and
turned to Jimmy. He was a middle-sized
stout person with thick lips and beady eyes,
and a head that bulged up into a hairless,
glistening dome. He caught the"grin on
Jimmy’s face.

“Ah, you young people,” he sighed
stagily. “You young people! How won-
derful you are! Pray be seated, Mr. Perry.
Ah—er—our Norfolk correspondent has in-
structed us to honor your draft on them up
to a thousand dollars, What are your
wishes, sir?”’

OF A sudden it came to Jimmy
who this man was. He had for-
gotten it for the nonce. He wished
he might look through that pile of freshly
arrived mail on the desk. Possibly it
would disclose secrets Enrique would be

"glad to learn. He replied to the other’s

question.



82

“Why, I reckon I'll go the limit, sir. I
mean,” he interpreted as he noted the
banker’s stare, “that I wil draw the
thousand.”

Morales made out the draft, and Jimmy
signed it.

“I will take a hundred in gold, and the
rest in paper, please,” he said.

The other glanced at him in surprise.

“If you are going to bestow the pleasure
of your presence on us here for a time we
shall be honored to open an account with
you,” he remarked. “Perhaps you would
find it more convenient, and assuredly
safer—if I may be permitted to suggest it—
than carrying such a large amount on your
person.”

Jimmy answered this with a careless
laugh.

“Oh, I won’t be toting it around with me
very long. There are ways of getting rid of
it. Last night, for instance, I was cleaned
out to my last penny. Enrique had to pay
for my cable home. He may have to do it
again.”

“Ah!”

Morales nodded indulgently. Here wasa
prodigal son, to be encouraged for the sake
of the country. He would find out more
about him presently.

“If in the event of a—er—temporary em-
barrassment I can be of service, Mr. Perry,
I beg you to consider me at your command,”
he offered. “And if you and the Senor
Segovia will accept of my poor hospitality at
dinner, say Thursday night—with Miss
Taylor—I shall be profoundly sensible of
your gracious good will,” he finished with a
flourish.

“Great Cesar, a chance right out of the
box to see the inside of the works!” thought
Jimmy. -Aloud he said: “I’ll be delighted,
sir. And Enrique—I accept for him in
haste.”

He winked at the banker, who responded
with a smiling shrug, and pressed a call
button on the desk. His hand searched for
a handkerchief to mop his face, for they
were in the heat of the day and it told on one
of a plethoric habit. He seemed to have no
special pocket for the article he sought, but
he found it finally, and drew it out. In the
same moment he wheeled to speak to the
clerk who was entering. Hehanded theman
the draft with instructions for cashing it.

Jimmy bent down to recover an envelop
that had been whipped out of Morales’
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pocket with his handkerchief. It had
passed through the mail, he observed casu-
ally, and was opened. As he picked it up a
card slipped from it into his hand. He
read what was on it before he was con-
scious of the act. Infact he could not very
well have helped it. There were but six

letters:
D—VII—K

Nothing more was written on either side,
as he saw in returning the slip of pasteboard
to its cover. And there was nothing else
in the envelop. He tendered it to Morales
when the latter turned back to him. Less
than fifteen seconds had elapsed.

“You dropped this,” Jimmy explained,
“from your pocket.”

An utterly blank look greeted the intelli-
gence. It was succeeded by a queer spasm
of the facial muscles which, however, was
instantly banished by the ever-serviceable
smile.

“Thank you,” Morales returned. “It is
nothing.” To prove it he tore the en-
velop to bits and cast it into his waste
basket.

When Jimmy, a few minutes later, was
out in the street he paused, after a step or
two, in musing colloquy with himself.

“D—VIII—K. I won't forget that. I
could swear the man showed alarm. But
what the deuce does it mean? I’ll put it up
to Enrique, when he comes to from the
stroke he’s had.”

He grinned at the thought of his friend’s
lightning surrender to the American girl,
and went on. He was going to call on his
minister, the Honorable John Henry Lane.
The address he had looked up in the office
of the hotel, and a passer-by, whom he
accosted, set him in the right way.

The Legation was in the Calle Commercio,
off the northeast corner of the square. It
was housed in a low stucco building, with
the flag and escutcheon over the door. Far-
ther on he could see the black eagles of the
German standard. He noticed, as a little
out of the ordinary, that it floated from a
high staff standing straight up from the
roof, and back from the breast-high parapet
in front; it was not canted out over the
street in the usual way.

Jimmy felt a tingling at the roots of his
hair as he glanced up at his own flag.

“I am with you, Old Glory—to the last
gasp,” he said softly.
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‘He marched into the building.” A snub-

nosed, broad-faced young man was yawn-

ing over a week-old New Orleans Picavune
in the outer office. He scanned Jimmy
shrewdly, and got up out of his chair. He
stood about five feet six.

“Thank God!” he exclaimed fervently.

“Hello! Why this outburst?” inquired
Jimmy. : . :

“Because I'm rotting here with nothing
to do,” avowed the other. “Is it the war
you’ve come to talk about? Got a load
of patriotism to dump? ‘Shoot if you must
this old gray head, but spare your coun-

try’s r”

“No, it’s not the war,” broke in Jimmy
amusedly.

“Ha! I know, of course. No American

ever pokes in here unless he’s got a grouch
to be removed. Tell me your troybles—it
may make me laugh.” He held out his
hand. “Perhaps my name is not unfamiliar
to you. It’s Smith. And I'm from Pitts-
burgh, Pennsylvania. Ever hear of it?”

Jimmy introduced himself. He per-
ceived that he had a humorist to deal with.

“Pittsburgh?” he reflected. “Let me
see. It’s the place where they make mil-
lionaires while you wait, isn’t it?”

“Wrong. Look at me. I waited there
twenty-one years, and I'm what you see
today. If you can find a dollar on me you
can have it. My salary’s overdrawn.”

Jimmy chuckled. The little chap took
his fancy.

“I’ve just been paid mine,” he said. “If
I can offer——"

Smith threw up both hands.
nose twitched ludicrously.

“Help!” he squealed. “Here’s a nut run-
ning loose.” :

With startling suddenness he clothed him-
self with official gravity. He opened the
visitor’s book and proffered a pen.

“Will you register, Mr. Perry? Is there
anything we can do for you?”

“Thanks. I would like ten minutes of
the minister’s time, if he can spare me that
much.”

Smith of Pittsburgh took his card and
went into the next room. He returned in a
minute or so, leaving the door ajar.

“This way, please,” he begged, and on the
heels of it dropped his voice to a whisper.
“Say, you’re a regular fellow, and I'll put
you next. His nibs thinks he isn’t of any
more consequence than the Washington

His snub
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Monument. If you let on that you think
so too, you can eat out of the same plate
with him. Come on in.”

CHAPTER IV
AT THE U. S. LEGATION

THE legation secretary, Mr. Leslie Whit-
taker, a subdued, bespectacled, mid-
dle-aged individual, received Jimmy from
the hands of Smith and conducted him into
a wide apartment where, rising ponderously
from his desk, the Honorable John Henry
Lane greeted him with the ceremony befit-
ting the duly constituted representative of
the world’s greatest republic. He was a
portly man with smooth-brushed graying
hair and a close-cropped graying mustache.
Jimmy, remembering instructions, was of
half a mind to salute the ministerial
knuckles as they whitened in his grasp; but
he contented himself with a bow in his very
best manner, and murmured a word of de-
light at the meeting. His excellency waved
him to a chair.

“Make yourself comfortable, Mr. Perry,”
he invited, prepossessed by his visitor’s def-
erential approach. “There is something I
can do for you in my official capacity?”

“Not exactly that, sir. It is rather to
your personal interest in my behalf that I
wish to appeal.”

The minister’s manner became a shade
distant. There was a glint of distrust in his
eyes.

“Proceed, sir, please,” he repeated.

“I may be here some days,” continued
Jimmy. “For reasons that I will give you I
shall be grateful if the legation will take
charge of a little money I have with me, per-
mitting me to draw on it as I may need.
The amount is nine hundred dollars.”

Mr. Lane looked relieved.

“Why, yes, I will—ah—ahumph—under-
take that for you, though it is not usual.
There are banks——"’

“I am coming to that, sir, if I may delay
just a moment. The next favor I will ask is
that you will send, in your official code, to
the department at Washington a cable to be
transmitted to my father, saying that I
have convinced you that there are sound
reasons to keep me from coming home at
present, and that you are forwarding a let-
ter from me in the legation pouch that will
go into the question in full with him.”
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. The diplomat regarded him with a
shocked expression that made Jimmy want
to laugh, though he carefully repressed
it.
“This, sir, is the most confoundedly
impu — ah — ahumph — extraordinary re-
quest I have ever been asked to entertain,”
the great man delivered in magisterial tones.
“You have convinced me of nothing, and
yet you ask me to say——"

“I am coming to that, sir—now,” inter-
jected Jimmy. “I[—"

, But the other stopped him.

" “Your card is before me, sir—"" he tapped
it with a well-manicured finger—“but it
conveys to me no—ah—inkling of your iden-
tity. That you are an American is self-
evident, and very young. Be good enough
to tell me who your father is—his status, if
you please.”

“Why as for that,” said Jimmy easily, “he
is reputed to be the wealthiest man in east-
ern Virginia. It’s only hearsay with me,
understand — I can’t prove it — father
doesn’t talk about it; but I do know that he
is president of the Virginia-Carolina Phos-
phate Company, chairman of the N. & O.
Railway, director in three banks, and only
brother of Allan S. Perry, of the United
States Senate. Perhaps you would like to
glance over some letters I fished out of my
trunk before coming here. They are from
my father——"

It was enough. A remarkable transform-
ation had taken place in the Honorable John
Henry.

“Senator Perry’s nephew!” he beamed.
“My dear boy, you interest me amazingly.
The name should have brought enlighten-
ment at once. It was unpardonably stupid
of me; but—ah—ahumph—the news of the
war we are entering occupied my thoughts.
Do you smoke?”’

He had taken from a drawer a box of
conchas while making these apologies.
Jimmy lit one with the match clubbily
proffered. The minister lighted up in his
turn, and leaned back in his chair.

“Now, pray tell me, Mr. Perry, just what
you’d have me do,” he urged. “If it is any-
thing my position does not positively inhibit
you may consider it done. And I'll stretch
a point where I can,” he appended with a
large smile.

Whereupon Jimmy gave him the sub-
stance of his conversation with Segovia in
the room at the Europa, and mentioned
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their call on Morales, and the dinner invi-
tation. Lane heard him through without
interruption. His expression was thought-
ful. The cloak of his affectations had fallen
from him, and the man’s natural worth was
revealed.

“I have had rumors of a plot,” he said,
“and I have passed them on to Washington
at their face value. We are fed on these
rumors down here off and on, year in and
out; but latterly none of them have come to
a head. This, though, seems to have a
shred of substance. But, my boy, you are
taking a long chance, and I could not lift a
finger to protect you.”

Jimmy nodded.

“Sure. But if I pull it off it wouldn’t
be such a bad bit to do for Uncle Sam,
would it?”

The Honorable John Lane did not reply
in words, but the hand extended on his
chair-arm rose and fell, deliberately, three
times. It reminded Jimmy of spirit rap-
pings. “Yes,” it spelled according to the
code. He smiled inwardly at the diplo-
matic subterfuge.

“How many Germans are there in Zan-
horia?” he asked.

“One hundred here in Cortina; two hun-
dred or more at Arraca, a lumber camp on
the Caribbean slope; and perhapsanother
hundred or so scattered through the
country.”

“And what is the peace strength of the
Zanhorian army?”

“Twelve hundred, all arms. About five
hundred in Cortina, and the rest distributed
among half a dozen small military posts.”

“Um,” grunted Jimmy. “Any of our
boats about? I saw some off the canal.”

“None, but I will see what can be done.””

Jimmy grinned at him through a cloud of
smoke.

“Do you think you can send that dis-
patch for me now, Mr. Lane?”’ he queried.

The minister rose from his desk.

“Sit here, my boy. Write what you wish
me to say. And the letter to your father.
Make yourself at home.”

“Oh,” said Jimmy, as with an after-
thought of no especial consequence, “do you
happen to know an American here named
Walter Brewer? Something of an invalid.
Lives in the Calle Dolores opposite the
park.”

Lane screwed up his eyes in the en-
deavor to place the person.
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“Brewer? No. I don’t think he has
registered with us. Would you like——"

“Oh, no. I just thought I'd ask. I met
him la.st night. I’ll get busy with the pen
now.’

Lane left the room, and Jlmmy fell to at
his desk. In the midst of it he stopped. A
thought that subconsciously had entered his
mind forced its way to his attention.

“By Jupiter!” he exclaimed. “The post-
mark on that envelope was blurred, but the
last letters were ‘aca’ I'm sure of it. ‘Ar-
raca’ Lane said was the name of that Ger-
man lumber camp. Wh-e-w!”

He had not mentioned to Lane the card he
had unwittingly read in Morales’ office. He
had felt a boyish fear of being laughed at for
attaching importance to a thing which, to a
wiser head, might be susceptible of a per-
fectly innocent interpretation. “D—VIII
—K.” It might be the combination to a
safe, or to the deposit box of a bank cus-
tomer who wished certain papers forwarded
to him. But if this were the case why did
not a letter accompany the cryptogram?
And there was Morales’ moment of disquiet

to explain.

§ He came to the decision to say
> nothing about it for the present,

and went on with his writing. He finished,

and then bethought himself of the money

he desired to leave with Lane. He was

counting it out when the envoy came in.

“Through?” he inquired.

“Yes, sir. Here is my cash, and here is
about what I'd like to have cabled. I ex-
pect you to change it as you think proper;
all I want is to make father know that I’m
not just loafing here. My letter gives par-
ticulars. I’ve asked him to let Uncle Allan
know how kind you’ve been to me.”

Jimmy introduced this last with canny
calculation. Presidential preferments to
ofice depend upon senatorial sanction.
And there were better billets than Zanhoria
for those in favor with the powers that be.

“James,” said the minister movingly, “I
wish I could say that all of my fellow coun-
trymen who seek out this legation give me
the pleasure I find in your acquaintance.
Some of them—"

He made a wry face, as t.hough he were
swallowing a nauseous plll and sat down in
the chair Jimmy had vacated.

“I will write you a receipt for this money,

JIMMY pondered this a while.
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and we will then drop in at the International
Club for a bite of lunch. I am a man with-
out a family or you should have a warmer
welcome than a club affords. But you may
have a sight of Herr Kaufman there. He
comes in occasionally. We have been a
little stiff with each other since Bernstorff
was handed his passports, and now——"

He shrugged and wrote out the receipt,
after which he ran through Jimmy’s cable.
He was initialing it when the telephone
rang. He took up the instrument, and as he
listened to the voice at the other end he di-
rected a mysterious look at his young friend.

“Ah, Senior Morales! Yes, this is Mr.
Lane—yes, I’ve had a call from him—yes,
indeed, a very prominent family. Ves,
yes. And his uncle is the senior senator
from Virginia. VYes, he is traveling only on
pleasure—certainly. I understand—not at
all. You are quite welcome.”

The minister hung up the receiver and
turned to Jimmy.

“You heard my half. Morales wanted to
know who you were, he was so agreeably
impressed with you.”

“A little ante-prandial information,”
gested Jimmy with twinkling eyes.
thing to talk about with the roast.”

‘“Possibly,” Lane returned. His air was
serious. “The truth is, James, I don’t
know what to think of it. He should have
made hlS inquiry before inviting you to
dinner.”

“Oh, Segovia was my voucher, as far as
that goes,” said Jimmy. He struck the desk
with his hand in sudden illumination. “I
say, Mr. Lane! That dinner is simply the
excuse for an opportunity to pump Segovia.
He is close to the Government. I'm justa
catspaw for Morales. He asked about me
out of simple curiosity.”

“Perhaps,” conceded Lane, though not
heartily. ““This American girl, Miss Tay-
lor, you met at the bank—where is she
from?”

“Minnesota. She didn’t mention the
town.”

“You say she’s a friend. of Morales?”

“Of his wife. Ripping good sort—Miss
Taylor. And, by Jove, it was a case of
‘Don’t shoot, I'll come down’ with Enrique
the minute he laid eyes on her. Quickest
thing ever happened.”

The other did not smile at the sally; he
seemed preoccupied. But he shook off his
abstraction and got up.

sug-
“Some-
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“Let us go to lunch,” he said.

On the way out the minister stopped to
hand Whittaker the cablegram to file for
transmission in code. Jimmy strolled
ahead into Smith’s room. The gentleman
from Pittsburgh greeted him with brotherly
fervor.

“Gee, but you had a sitting with him!
Did you get along O. K.?”

“T’ll leave it to you. I'm going to lunch
with him—eat out of the same plate.”

“Ha! Igave you the right steer—what?”’

“You did. I owe you one. What did
your chums call you at school, old man?
For a guess I wouldn’t say Cyril.”

Smith’s nose twitched.

“Cyril Smith? Oh, Lord! Bill is what
they called me when they wanted to be
polite—Billy, when they didn’t give a
darn.”

“Well, Billy,” Jimmy smiled, “drop
around and see me at the Europa when
you’ve nothing better to do. Maybe we
can scare up something.”

“Shake, Jimmy; I'm on,” said Billy
solemnly.

As this ceremony was concluded Lane
came out from the inner room, and Jimmy
departed with him for the club. The way
took them along the Plaza Central and by
the Banco Nacional. As they approached
the bank Jimmy saw that Morales’ car was
gone from before the door. It had taken
Miss Taylor home in all probability. He
wondered where Segovia was. He might be
waiting for him at the hotel. And then a
thing occurred that left but one thought in
his mind.

The International Club was on the corner
of the Calle Central and the Calle Grande,
west of the bank. They were at the door
when a touring car with a huge negro drove
by on the Calle Grande. In the tonneau,
grave and pale, sat Winifred Brewer.

Jimmy swept off his hat. Lane looked at
him curiously, and at the girl. Her eyes
rested on the young man unsmilingly—
mournfully, it seemed to the minister.
Only the slightest inclination of her head re-
turned the bow; then she was carried on.
Jimmy, oblivious of his companion, watched
the machine. It slowed down when it
reached the east side of the square, passed
the post-office, and stopped before a farma-
cia. The girl got out and went in. Jimmy
swung around to Lane with compressed
lips. He offered no explanations.
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“I am going to ask you, sir, to be good
enough to excuse me from this luncheon.
Please believe that I'm keenly alive to the
kindness, -but to be .frank with you I
must speak with the young lady in that
Ca.I'.”

The Honorable John Henry had not alto-

-gether forgotten the days of his own youth.

He responded genially.
“Assuredly, James. We will call the en-
gagement simply postponed. You will find
a card to the club in your mail tomorrow.”
They shook hands, and Jimmy plunged
across the plaza in the direction of the
pharmacy. Lane’s eyes followed him.

“I wonder who she is?”’ he murmured.
“Abumph. Politics and petticoats. They
don’t mix well.”

He wagged his head wisely, and went in to
his solitary meal.

-

CHAPTER V
FRIENDS FOR THE FLAG

INIFRED was at the rear of the

store, her back to the door, waiting

on the order she had given the clerk, who

was busy with it at the prescription desk

behind a wooden screen farther on. No
other person was about.

Jimmy’s glance, as he entered, took in
the listless droop of the small, slender figure
in drab linen, and his heart swelled with a
rush of pity. He guessed her reason for
passing him as she had, and it was to over-
set it, if he could, that he had determined
to follow her.

She turned as he advanced. The color

flowed into her face, and ebbed as quickly.
She stood silently regarding him. He went
directly to his point without preface or pre-
tense. ’
“We parted friends, I had hoped,” he
said. “On my side it would take more than
one day, or a thousand of them, to forget
what you did for me. I wish that on your
side there was something to remember.”

“There is,” she answered with a strange
scrutiny of him, and stayed her words there.

“If it is adverse to me will you not give
me a chance to correct it, if I can?”’ he
begged. “Your opinion is not a thing I
hold lightly. I would like for you to be-
lieve that, Miss Brewer. I am very much
in earnest.”

Her eyes wavered away from his.
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““It is nothing adverse to you; it is adverse
to myself. And I must not forget it.”

Her voice died syllable by syllable in her
throat.

Jimmy understood, but he would have
cut his heart out rather than let her know.
He said simply: )

“] want your friendship, and I want to
give you mine. To me nothing else matters
so much as this—nothing else but the duty
I owe my country, and which will keep me
here for a while. We are at war with Ger-
many, or practically so—"

“Ah! It has come at last!”

Her eyes were alight, her voice alive.

“You did not know?”’ he asked.

“No. We have gone into the country.
We left this morning. I came in for some
medicine for my father. He was taken
suddenly ill. T have spoken with no one.
We are at war, you say? Ah, if only I
were—"’

She ceased. She had forgotten herself,
had been carried away in the thrill of
the moment. Jimmy smiled gravely at
her. .

“T know,” he said. “If you were in the
States you would do your bit. Of that I
am sure.” He looked about him, and
stepped closer to her. ‘“Suppose—"’ oddly
enough he found himself repeating Se-
govia’s question of the morning—*‘suppose,
Miss Winifred, you could be of service right
here in Zanhoria, could put in a strQke for
the flag that would be of real importance?
Would you answer to the call?”

Again the light flashed into her dark eyes.
Her head went up, and she spoke, guard-
edly, as he had done, but with no smallest
hesitancy—

“At any cost!” )

“It may come to pass,” he said thought-
fully. “I am in the dark myself as yet,
but tonight I expect to know more of what
is intended. I have been chosen to take a
part. Would you be willing to tell me if
the place you have gone to in the country
is retired, away from people who might wish
. to pry?”’

She searched his face for a long beat of
time.

“Yes,”” she replied.

“Thank you. If what I expect to learn
tonight should make it seem to me advisable
to ask your aid how may I talk with you?
I should be afraid to use the telephone.”

She was silent. They could hear the
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clerk moving behind his screen. He would
be coming to them soon.

“I will say to you,” Jimmy added ear-
nestly, “that it is farthest from my thought
of self to seek you out against your wish.
I am putting myself aside entirely in this.
It is for our country—yours and mine. That
comes first.”

She nodded slowly, more to herself than
to him; and yet it was his words that de-
cided her.

“Yes, that comes first. We are at the
old Rafael Fernandez hacienda on the Santa
‘Marta Road. It is ten miles out. We
haven’t a telephone, but we shall send in
for the mail every few days, and if it is so
that you can write me a line in advance——"

She broke off, for the clerk had issued
from his den. Jimmy with a quick gesture
conveyed to her his understanding of the
condition she imposed, and prepared to go.
To wait and conduct her to her car would
not, he felt, be an acceptable attention.
For the benefit of the man behind the coun-
ter he said with easy friendliness:

“I trust that you will find your father
much improved on your return. Please
present my compliments to him.”

He thought the look she gave him held
a secret question that perplexed her. He
met it openly, bowed, and went away. He
made his way to the Europa. At the desk
he was handed a note. It was from En-

rique. It said only:

Dinner at seven. I will call for you.

Jimmy decided against lunch with but
himself as guest. He was not hungry, and
it was only because of his hope to have a
sight of Kaufman that he had accepted
Lane’s invitation. " He went up-stairs,
donned his pajamas, and threw himself on
the bed. Miss Taylor, it was evident, had
not turned Enrique’s head to the detriment
of the project they had afoot. He dwelt
on this latter phase of his affairs a while.
Was it only yesterday that he had come
ashore from the boat? It seemed a week.
This brought his thoughts around to his
misadventure in the park and, quite nat-
urally, to Winifred Brewer. Here they
rested till his eyes grew heavy with the heat
that beat in on him through the jalousied
windows.

“Wonderful girl!”’ he murmured, and car-
ried her off with him to the land of dreams.
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'SEGOVIA came at the appointed
R hour. Jimmy was dressed and wait-

24 ing for him. His evening clothes
set him off to fine advantage. He looked
strong, forceful—capable, in a word. Se-
govia surveyed him approvingly, with the
pride a man has in his pick of friends.

“Well?” said Jimmy. His eyes were
quizzical.

Segovia dodged the question, knowing
full well what it implied.

“I am foot-loose. My resignation is ac-
cepted,” he replied.

This paltry evasion Jimmy calmly ig-
nored.

“We have met before today, or have you
forgotten it?”’ he observed. “Let me recall
what we did. You went with me to the
bank, and you introduced me to the banker.
Apparently you were in the best of health,
but you were taken with a seizure——"

Segovia broke in on the recital with a
laugh.

“I surrender!” His tone altered. “She’s
the most interesting woman, Jimmy, I've
ever met. She has seen such a lot.”

“She’s stunning,” said Jimmy, in cordial
agreement with him. “I’ve made an en-
gagement for you to meet her again.’

Segovia stared at him.

“Why, I saw her off in her car.
going straight home.”

Jimmy regarded him with humorous en-
joyment.

“It was with Morales I made the engage-
ment,” he drawled. “He has invited us
to dine with him Thursday night.”

“I accept,” put in Enrique with alacrity.

“I thought you would.” The drollery
faded from Jimmy’s eyes. ‘“What,” he
queried, “do you imagine Morales’ object
is?  Not just a courtesy to me; I have no
claim on his consideration. And it’s not
solely for the entertainment of Miss Tay-
lor. Itisto be, as I understand it, a small
affair—no other guests but ourselves. A
sort of close communion, you might call
it.”

The Zanhorian studied him attentively.

“What’s the answer?”” he demanded.
“You’ve got one.”

“I told Mr. Lane that I thought Morales
wanted to pump you—find out if your
Government was ‘jerry’ to what is going
on.”

“Ah, so you have been discussing the
cabal with his excellency!”

She was

A shade of annoyance crossed Segovia’s
face.

“Yes. I couldn’t conceive of any objec-
tion to it. And if you will stop to think,
Enrique, it was my duty. He represents
the sovereignty of my Government. What-
ever concerns that sovereignty here in Zan-
horia is his business more than mine. I
didn’t feel justified in attempting what we
have in mind without first letting him know.
He is with us.”

“He said that?”

Segovia’s face lighted up.

“You bet he didn’t,” grinned Jimmy.
“He’s a diplomat. But I can read the high
sign when it’s passed to me. I can’t appeal
for his protection if I get into a scrape, but
what he can do privately he will do. You
can hand that on to your uncle under the
rose. Lane is a good old scout, when you
get to know him.”

“Did he think this dinner was arranged
to draw me out?” asked Segovia.

“He didn’t agree with me there, at least
not with any marked enthusiasm,” Jimmy
confessed. ‘“He inquired about Miss Tay-
lor instead. He seemed interested in her,
and he’s not married. I’ve a notion,” he
added slyly, “that he is hoping she will find
business at the legation. I told him she
was mighty easy on the eyes.” -

Segovia put on his hat.

“We must go,” he said.
expecting us.”’

“What!” Jimmy was really startled. “I
thought we were to dine at your club? You
didn’t say, but I got the impression some-
how. How the dickens are we going to talk
over this scheme of yours?”

Enrique accorded him an amused glance.

“You are not dining tonight with the
secretary of state, old man, but with a
simple gentleman under his own roof, and
with an old friend of his, another simple
gentleman, one Don Emilio Ortega, whose
name, I think, I have mentioned before.
Surely four men met in this way may talk
of what they like.”

“Great Peter!” ejaculated Jimmy, and
followed dumbly down the stairs. A big=
automobile stood at the curb.

“My uncle’s,” said Segovia as they got
in. “My car is being ovcrha.uled but I’ll
have it in the morning.”

They were silent some minutes, then Se-
govia spoke.

“I shouldn’t wonder if Don Emilio had

“My uncle is
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disuse since the completion of the railroad
to Santa Marta. He turned into it, and
settled down for a ten-mile run. He had
been frowning to himself for some minutes
past.

“I’ve got it!” he exclaimed of a sudden.
“She’s Swedish. There’s a lot of Swedes in
Minnesota. It explains that little trace of
accent she has.”

He swerved out for a string of crawling
ox-carts laden with produce for the city.
As he speeded on the frown settled on his
face again. His thoughts persisted with
Miss Mary Taylor.

“I couldn’t have been mistaken—it was
a plain bid for a ride,” he told himself.
“Why? If she was some gushing young
thing just out of school I could understand
it. But she’s thirty, or so close to it that
it’s catching. And she’s been everywhere.
An automobile isn’t a novelty to her.
Why the dickens should she want to cut
around with me at this time of day?”

He four:d himself going back to the meet-
ing with Miss Taylor in the bank. He
recalled the evident complacency with
which Morales had viewed Enrique’s at-
traction to her, and his adroit opening of the
way for the young woman’s presentation
to Enrique’s uncle, the secretary of state.
Well, when one stopped to think of it,
there was nothing in that. Enrique was
a figure in the town, and to be cultivated;
and Don Luis could in many respects
smooth the path of Miss Taylor’s magazine
researches. And so with the dinner he
was invited to.

Ordinarilly 2 man of these latitudes did
not at first blush introduce a stranger into
his home. But here Enrique came in
again; it was his sponsorship that had
opened the banker’s door to him, an act of
courtesy not so extraordinary, in the cir-
cumstances, as to give rise to sinister specu-

lations. He brought up with a laugh at
himself.

“Pshaw! That clout on the head
must have addled my brains. Because I

know Morales to be a scheming revolution-
ist, I am trying to find a wrong twist in
everything he does.”

He put the matter out of his mind, for a
glance at his speedometer showed that he
must be nearing the Fernandez place. The
country had grown wild and picturesque.
The mountains—from the city a blue haze—
were taking on distinct outlines against the
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sky; and the road was climbing steadily
upward. But at a sharp turn to the west 1t
dipped down into a verdured ravine
through which flowed a shallow stream.

An armadillo, surprised in his lumbering
passage across the thread of open ground
rolled himself into a bony ball and waited
for the purring monster to attack him or go
on. A gaudy toucan sounded an alarm
from a wild banana tree and flamed away.
There were calls and chatterings of wild
things from every side.

2] THE stream was not bridged,
Fo“ but it was an easy ford and Jimmy
; put his car across without trouble.
He wondered how they managed when the
rainy season, now only a few weeks off, set
in; the rivulet would be a swollen torrent.
He breasted the opposite rise, and a little
farther on came to the ruined pillars of the
gateway Enrique had described to him.
Within, on each side, lay a wide stretch of
land that years ago was a fruitful cofiee
plantation, but now was a waste of scrub
and giant weeds.

A Spanish elm with mournful streamers
of bind-weed swinging from the topmost
branches stood a lone sentinel over the
gateway. Jimmy turned in under it, and
drove along the rough road that finally
wound up the hill on the summit of which
Enrique had said he would find the farm-
house. It was hidden from his view by a
fringe of trees above. He passed through
this a few moments later, and came abruptly
on the house.

It faced the north—a square, rugged
structure built of stone hewn from the rocky
hillside. It stood high for a single-story
dwelling, suggesting ample air space below
and above the rooms. A half a dozen steps
led up under a wooden weather-porch to the
door. The door was open and through the
passage which cut the house in twain
Jimmy had a glimpse of deep woods be-
yond. But his attention was rudely di-
verted from this prospect by a very personal
matter.

A man stepped out from the trees at the
side of the car. The blue steel of a revol-
ver showed in his hand, and the barrel was
on a line with Jimmy’s heart.

It was Brewer. His lips were drawn
back in a wolfish grin.

“T heard you coming,” he snarled. “And
T could see you on the last turn. I would
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have taken a shot at you, but I was afraid
I’'d miss. I'vegot you now!”

It was plain to Jinmy that the man was
nerved to his pose by a desperate fear.
The pistol shook visibly in his hand, and
his face was void of color. He was hatless,
and his prematurely whitened hair stood
awry on his head. He had the appearance
of a ghost suddenly evoked from the shades.

Jimmy did not enjoy the situation. He
could not believe that Brewer would shoot
him down in cold blood, but with that
faltering finger on the trigger an accident
was possible. He wondered where Winifred
was.

“Haven’t you made a mistake in your
man, Mr. Brewer?” he said appeasingly.
“I am in your daughter’s debt. I could
not have any but the friendliest intentions
in coming here.”

He saw the other’s strained attitude give
way a trifle. But he was still in the grip of
his fear. His eyes darted furtively here
and there, as though to guard against sur-
prise from possible accomplices of this
visitor.

“How did you know where to find us?”
he demanded harshly.

Jimmy decided on the simple truth for
his answer.

“From Miss Brewer. I came across her
in the city yesterday, in a drug-store where
she was having a prescription filled. We
spoke of the war. I told her that there
were certain influences at work here in
Zanhoria that would make trouble for our
country, and that as Americans we might
be able to do something to avert it. I was
to be put in possession of information that
night, I said to her, and if it was a pressing
matter I would advise with her, and you,

-about it. I knew, of course, that I could
count an your patriotism.”

The pistol had dropped slowly to Brewer’s
side. ’

“Winifred told me of the war, but not of
meeting you,” he stated. “It is singular.”

“I was to send her a line in advance of my
coming,” Jimmy explained. “I presume
she thought it was not worth while speaking
of until shie beard. You see, if I had noth-
ing to tell I was not to come.”

“Then something has happened?”

* There was a gleam of interest in Brewer’s
pale eyes. The revolver had vanished into
his pocket.

«Something is going to happen,” cor-

rected Jimmy. “Shall we talk it over with
Miss Brewer?”’

He moved to get down from the car.
Brewer made no objection, and he com-
pleted the descent. Brewer spoke.

“I am from Richmond. Norfolk is a
near neighbor. You may have heard of me?
I was in business in Richmond, on Main
Street. Brokerage.”

His efforts to make the query casual was
evident, but Jimmy took heed to give no
slightest sign that he remarked it. He
shook his head, smiling his regret for his
ignorance.

“I don’t go to Richmond often. Nothing
special to take me there. And I’ve been
away at school a good deal. I wish,
though, I'd had the luck to know you and
Miss Brewer before.” ,

‘Brewer’s demeanor underwent a further
change. He straightened his thin shoul-
ders; his face was no longer bloodless.

“Let us go into the house,” he invited.
“Winifred is in the woods somewhere.
After orchids, I think she said. She will
be in soan.”

They moved off side by side, but after a
few steps Brewer came to a stand. His
manner was embarrassed.

“MTr. Perry, I owe you an apology,” he
brought out. “The fact is, I’'m not a well
man. A nervous disorder.” I am subject
to—to illusions, and they lead me at times
to deplorable lengths. I have come to
this place hoping the quiet—"

“My dear sir!” Jimmy interposed.
“You do not have to explain. I could see
the other night that you were far from well.
What you need, it seems to me, if my in-
experience warrants an opinion, is some-
thing to lift you out of yourself. And I
can supply it, sir. Itis a thing you can do
for our common country; that I—your
daughter—the three of us working together
can do; a thing that, if we are successful,
will earn for us the thanks of our Govern-
ment at Washington.”

Brewer drew in a long breath, but he did
not offer a reply.

They went into the house. A short time
after Winifred came in, her arms filled with
orchid blooms. At the door of the great
cool living-room she was stricken motion-
less with what she saw. Her father and
Mr. James Perry, Jr., were talking together
and, apparently, in the best of understand-
ing; and in her father’s eyes was a light she
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er’'s. Beyond that is our dining-room.
This room that we are in opens only into
the hall. Beyond are two separate rooms
for which we have no present need. There
is a lot of plunder in one of them that the
owner of the house asked permission to
leave. He is 2 man of some local conse-
quence, I take it. I rented the place
furnished, and it’s not so badly done.”  ~

It was a long speech for him. He looked
about as he closed with a satisfied air. He
was, in fact, in better fettle than he had
been in many a day. Winifred regarded
him with a little pang at her heart. If he
were only what he once was and could never
be again!

“You are lucky, sir. It is very well done
indeed,” Jimmy said to him. “Which of
the two rooms do you think will serve our
purpose best?”’

“I will leave it to you. Come and see,”
Brewer answered, and led the way out.

The sun filtered down through a wing-
skylight in the hall. -The wings were raised
slightly to admit the air. They. paused at
the first of the unused rooms. It was large
and high-ceiled, as were all the rooms of
the dwelling. And the outer walls were as
Segovia had said, thick and solid—the win-
dow-sills were at least ten inches in depth.
But it was in the plunder-room, the last
on that side of the hall, that Jimmy gave
a cry of pleased surprise. The windows
were heavily barred with iron. One opened
to the east, and the two others to the south.

“By Jove, sir,” he exulted, “here is the
very place! This must have been intended
originally as a strong room.”

“There is a bedstead in the corner, and
there are chairs,” commented Winifred.

“And a table,” Jimmy added. “We
can clear this rubbish out and make quite
a respectable cell of it,” he chuckled glee-
fully, and stumbled over to one of the win-
dows. “These bars are set in the solid
masonry, and you couldn’t squeeze a cat
through them. A wonderful cage for our
bird.” .

“First get the bird,” Winifred reminded
him

“Oh, Tl get him. I’ve got to! Who
was it that*said—some old duffer ’way back
yonder—‘There’s no such word as fail.’
That’s my motto. You can hang it on the
wall of my room, if you will, Miss Winifred.”

“Your room!” Her eyes were wide.

, “Certainly,” he replied. “The one next
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to this. A shake-down on the floor will
do me. You don’t think I'm going to
leave the réle of jailer to you and your
father? That’s my job.”

“Mine too,” chimed in Brewer. “I'm
not going to be a dummy in this business.
We will mount guard, Mr. Perry, turn and
turn about. And if they attempt a rescue
y.?lu will find me on the firing-line at your
side.”

Jimmy felt a small flow of respect for the
man. He was not wholly of craven clay.

“Of course. We will do our bit to-
gether,” he said.

“You seem to be leaving me out of your
plans,” Winifred interjected resentfully.
“I’ve two eyes that can watch, and a hand
that can shoot. If I had my target rifle
here I would show you.”

‘“Yes, she can shoot.” Brewer nodded
pridefully at Jimmy.

“And another thing I want you tounder-
stand, please,” resumed the girl, her chin
uplifted militantly. “I am to be treated
in this matter exactly like a man. You
are not to be afraid to tell me what you are
thinking. I am not blind to the risk we
are incurring. We may have a fight. We
may be killed. But we will fight back to
the last breath—the last! It is for the
Flag. Better an honored death than to
live on a coward.”

She had let herself go with her words
and had come to an entirely uncalculated
climax. A suspensive moment followed
for Jimmy; he groped for something bro-
midic to say that would save the situation
for himself in his part of innocent stranger
to Brewer’s career. But it was Brewer
who saved it for him. He was a little
white about the lips, Jimmy saw in the
fugitive glance he gave him.

“That, Winny, doesn’t admit of argu-
ment,” he said very quietly. “There are
many things worse than death.” To
Jimmy he said: “I will see to it that the
room is made ready. If you care to ex-
amine the approaches to the house my
daughter will show you about. I tire
easily, and I think I will lie down a while.”

He went out and up the hall to his own
room, and closed the door. From a cub-
board in the wall he drew forth a whisky-
bottle and a glass. His hand was shaking
violently. He tilted the bottle to the
glass, the neck of the one beating a tattoo
on the other; but before a drop could fall
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he righted the bottle and restored it, with
the glass to the cupboard. It was an act
that involved an agony of self-denial: He
turned away with a sound that was like a
sob, and threw himself face downward on
the bed; and he lay there as one dead.

ey WINIFRED conducted Jimmy out
through the rear entrance of the
house. As at the front a wooden
porch gave protection from the weather.
Jimmy noted that the door was of two-inch
sun-seasoned wood that had seen neither
oil nor varnish. It was fitted with a heavy
chain-bolt in addition to the massive lock.
He stopped and looked back.

“Is the front door like this one?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered briefly. With her
father’s abrupt leave of them a thoughtful
silence had come upon her. Jimmy strove
to rouse her from it.

“By George,” he exclaimed, “this house
is like a fort. It could stand a siege.”

Winifred was on the step below him.
She pointed to the windows and the dining-
room.

“All of them have outside double shutters
like these,” she said. ‘“Baywood, they call
it here—mahogany we call it. It is com-
mon in the country.”

Jimmy examined one of the shutters.
It was solid with a peephole in the lower
half.

“It is a fort,” he declared.
built it expected trouble.”

“It dates back, I believe, to the Walker
Revolution in 1856,” remarked the girl.

The forest marched down to within a
hundred yards of the house. In the clear-
ing between, to the extreme left, as they
were facing, was a vegetable garden. To
the right were a stable and some sheds.
Jimmy could see an automobile under one
of the sheds. Nearby, on the right, was
the kitchen, built of rough stone like the
house. An old woman had appeared in the
door, and was curtseying to them. Wini-
fred smiled a return.

“It is Tia Matilde,” she explained.
“The old man in the garden is 770 Diego,
her husband. They live in that hut over
there at the edge of the woods. They were
the caretakers before we came. Matilde
cooks for us and I help. We have a negro,
Sam, to drive the car. They are our only
servants. I think we could trust Diego,
and I am sure of Sam. I brought him with

—'k-
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me from Virginia when I left to join my
father. Father came away from Rich-
mond hurriedly.”

She said this, Jimmy was convinced; with
deliberate design. Her eyes were directed
straight at him. But more than ever now
he was determined to hold his secret
fast.

“I know how it was with him,” he said
smoothly. “I made up my mind to sail
one evening, and the next morning I was
aboard ship at Baltimore pulhng out into
the stream. When a man’s health calls for
a change he doesn’t stop to give a’ good—by
tea-party to his friends.”

Winifred’s eyes dropped. She sighed,
mt}|1 relief Jimmy fancied. He went on
easi

“About Sam. DI’ll see that he has a gun
too. I am going to ask Segovia to supply
us with some rifles. He is—or was, rather
—in the army, and he can get them with-
out any troublesome questions. I really
don’t think we shall have a need for them—
I don’t see how any one is to find out where
I bring Kaufman—but there’s nothing like
being prepared.”

They had walked, while he was speaking,
around to the west side of the house. The
hill here fell away precipitously. Only a
few feet of level ground intervened between
the house and the verge. Below, the stream
which Jimmy had crossed on his way to the
farm wound toward them through immense
reaches of undulating plains.

“We are safe from attack on this side
anyway,” he remarked. “The Pacific lies
over in that direction, doesn’t it?”’

“Yes. You can see it, they say, from
Mount Borazo, back from here a few miles.
It is a dead volcano or, at least, it has been
inactive for many years.”

“A volcano! By George, that sounds
enticing. I wonder if we couldn’t take a
trip to it some day when this Kaufman
business is settled? Make a picnic of it,
you and your father and Segovia and—"
he smiled at the connection—“Miss Mary
Taylor. I haven’t told you about her.
She’s an American, a writer, doing the
country for a magazine.”

Winifred let the impossible suggestion
pass, but she asked, with a spice of in-
terest—

“Miss Taylor was a passenger on the boat
with you?”

“No indeed. I met her only yesterday
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Staggering Steve

woman?” And at that name—which he
was called by around here—her lips fell
apart and the under one wobbled. I ex-
plained quick:

“Not that kind of staggering it don’t
mean, ma’am. It’s the way he loads him-
self.” And I told her about his reputation
for tackling things that were far and hard.

Her smile came back.

“That’s Stephen—poor dear,” she says.
“But all that’s over now. Of course you
know he’s struck it yich. We had a glorious
letter from him to let everything go and
come right up. There wasn’t much left
to let go,”’ she says, with a kind of blushing
laugh, “just enough to pay our passage
without borrowing, I’m thankful to say.
And now please do tell us all about Eureka
Creek.”

“Well, that ain’t much,” I says. “It’s
about the wildest of a lot of wildcat creeks
that were staked in the stampedes last Fall
and Winter. And I know about the talk
of gold there, and that men who had claims
on it have been going out there this Sum-
mer.”’

Well, that was all I did rightly know,
though there was one man in from Eureka

_that I had talked to, -a feller named Jack
Ratigan—an ugly little old-timer that had a
grub cache here. I remembered he claimed
there was nothing on the creek, though he
took out a pack of grub just the same. Of
course there was no need to mention him.

She got right down to business then.

“We want to go out there at once,” she
tells me. ““Mr. Whipple will pay whatever
it costs—and twice over.”

Iknew it! That’s what I was up against.
And you can bet I felt pretty hostile to
that man of hers for not coming down
for them himself. But she said he wrote
her he dassen’t leave the claim for fear of
jumpers. It was a three or four days’ trip
for them, and sleep out on the open tundra.
Why, 1 wouldn’t have dreamed of tackling
it, only by good luck there was a pair of
big, skinny horses—the first that ever was
up here—turned out at the Cape, ready for
slaughtering for malamute feed. So I
borrowed them, rigged them out some way,
and off we went.

I had the youngsters up on one old skate
and the woman riding the other, back of

”

the pack, when she wanted to. But she-

lnked most of the time, “like Stephen did.”
She seemed to like to soak herself full of
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the slippery, soggy misery of the nigger-
heads, for she had the picture I'd given
her of him, laden and bent; and once or
twice I heard her whisper to herself “Stag-
gering Steve!” Lord, but nothing could
damp her spirits; for day and night she saw
her husband standing on the hump of a
pure gold rainbow that spanned Eureka.

A bare, cold doing of time those trips
are—over vast brown billows of earth.
The only things you could call scenery
would be a few stunted willows to make
tea by, or a chance outcropping of lichen-
stained rock which you hated to leave—
seemed like a wayside shrine.

It was afternoon when we crossed a slow-
curving height of land and looked down the
long, empty, snaky waller that was the
creek we were after.  When I told her—

“Eureka, ‘I have found it,” ”’ she cheers.
“The motto of our own Golden State.
And Stephen he named it before ever he
found the gold.”

Stakes began to show up soon, and ax-
marks on the willow brush, and a kind of
wet trail. Then we saw tents. The first
was empty, and the second. But at the
third one—it was a kind of big mud hut,
not a tent—there was five or six men
standing around gazing at us. We paused
a minute.

“Hullo, gentlemen,” I greeted.
Big, hullo Kid.”

They mumbled out some kind of ‘“hullo”
back. Their mouths ‘were half-open—
you’d of thought we were strange animals.”

“Where’s Staggering Steve?”” I asked.

Big Chilberg starts to answer, and then
answers different, as you might say.

“Who’s dem?’’ he blurts.

“His woman and kids,” I told him.

She gives a little bobbing bow to the
bunch. One grabs a stick to whittle; one
goes inside; one walks off; two more turns
their backs and talks low. Big Chilberg
jerks his thumb down creek:

“De next claim is Ratigan’s, and de next
is Discovery—dat’s Steve’s. He don’t
never leave de claim.”

When we went on I looked back, and
there those gumps were—drawn together
again and staring at us.

Jack Ratigan, busy outside his tent,
pretended not to see us coming till we were
right on him.

* “Hully, Ratty,” I sings out as we shamble
along.

‘“Hullo
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“’Lo,” he grunts back at me. He
didn’t seem to look at the woman and kids.

A} RIGHT around a big bend we saw
_‘f\ the house on Discovery—a small
sod-built shack. And the three Whip-
ples, they forged ahead. Staggering Steve
stood in the doorway, a bony, stooped-over,
middle-aged man, kind of ganted up, as
you might say. Of course the girl and boy
make him first, but he just smiles down at
them, and puts his hands 'round their heads
and under their plump chins; and they
wait that way till the mother comes panting
up, and he gives her the first kiss. He
waves his hand to me, and they disappear
inside the cabin. I didn’t want to butt in
on a meeting like that, so when I got the
outfit unloaded I pikes back to Two Above.
As I passed One Above, Jack Ratigan
comes out of his door with a skillet in his
hand. He flips the bannock and scowls
black at it and says—

“What in —— did you bring thim for?”

“What in ——'s business is that of
yours?”’ I comes back at him.

The air 'round that creek—was certainly
glum. It didn’t look like any bonanza
to me.

I turned the big skates loose on Two
Above and went into the hut. OIld Bill
Lowry seemed to own the claim. Anyway
he was cooking supper for the other men
there.

“Something to eat in a minute, roadhouse
man,” was all he said. And nobody else
spoke a word.

There was several minutes of that.

A man is easy irritated when he’s as tired
as I was.

“Come out of it, you dog-gone mummies,”
Iroars. “Talk. What’s the matterr What
you bumming for all afternoon? Where’s
the shafts or open cuts? Put me wise, can’t
you?”’

“It’s like this, Jim,” says old Lowry
quietly. “The word some way sprung
up in Candle that Staggerin’ Steve Whipple
had struck big pay. You know the rest—
we dropped everything and come. Say,
if we’re mummies, then Whipple must be
the great-grandson of the original Sphinx!
You couldn’t pry any information out of
him with a crowbar; and he never invited
any one around his prospect holes. We
dug considerable here and there on the
rim, and would have cross-cut the creek,
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only Jack Ratigan had two shafts down in
places where, if it was here at all, he’d be
bound to strike it.

“But all the poor devil could raise was
just the fly-speck colors that any schist
bedrock in the country will show. Natu-
rally, we begun to think that Steve had
nothin’, but was too proud to own up to it.
But of course bringin’ his family in means
that he's got it all right—concealed some-
where! I suppose he didn’t expect his
folks in till we was froze out, —— him!”

Lowry gritted that out, and yet he was
the most amiable looking of the crowd.
It was sure an unhealthy prospect for
Staggering Steve—the black faces around
that supper table. I ate and got away
quick, and started back for Whipple’s
cabin. I was plum up in the air over the
whole thing. Steve hadn’t seemed that -
kind of a duck to me. But you know goldi

[<] 1 WOULD have knocked on the
DR | door, but as I come toward it,

i I saw in the dim light a man
crouched by the window.

“A-ha,” I says to myself, “they’ve sent
scme one already to overhear what he tells
to his wife. Well, he’ll have to report it
straight, then.” .

For in a flash 1 made up my mind to
listen at the other window. But before
I cat-footed 'round the cabin I peered hard
at this fellow. It was Jack Ratigan.

Inside, they were just finishing supper.
Whipple’s hair was combed slitk, he hada
necktie on, and he was composed and
dignified like he was president of a swell
banquet dinner. He sweeps the tin plates
off to one end of the willow-pole tzble and
rises. v
“Now honey and little honeys,” he
begins, “I'll answer all your questions,
This is the happiest day of my life. I never
Wrcl>te you only cheerful things, did I,
gil' rakd _

“No, Stephen,” says the wife.

“Well—now it's past and done—I got
to tell you the full truth. I been mis’ralble,
more and worse all the time. Last Wirsiter
I worked for wages to prospect this creeks.
our last chance. In a drift underground
I worked, sometimes on my knees in the
slime, sometimes bent over and crouched
under the low, frozen roof. When I’d
straighten out in my bunk after a long day
of that I'd want my sleep. But I wouldn’t
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get it—too fagged out, and worrying con-
stant over shoes for the little cold feet
back home. I’d just lay and stare and say,
‘Three years, three years, and me getting
noyounger.” Ireckon I gotsomerun down.

“Then in the Spring, when the sunshine
came back, you might think I'd get the
kinks outer my back. But no,I had to go
prospectin’ to Eureka, and that meant
bending again under a pack. A pack!
Three years—half the Winters and all the
Summers—what kind of torturin’ con-
traptions ain’t I had a-grinding on my
spine!

“That last trip to Eureka I had to take
all the grub and outfit I had left, for the
Summer was on me and I had to strike it—
just had to, that’s all. I was scared to
weigh that pack on the steelyards. I could
manage to stand up under it and wiggle off!

“To keep your balance, packing, you
lean way over, and you get so used to doing
that that when your pack is off and you
got nothing to hold you back you topple
forward on your face again and again.
So you don't take it off when you rest.
You just lay back on top of it. But with
a heavy pack you’ve got to find a slanting
place or you’d never get up again. Yet
if it’s too steep you don’t get good rest.
Say, dearie, I had all the restin’ places
located the whole fifty-three miles, and
some of them was too far apart for the load
I carried, and before I'd get to them——"

He put his hand to his forehead and
wiped it.

“The sweat—it’s cold sweat when you’re
near the end of even your deep-in strength—
just keeps you clammy all the time. You
got to say something to yourself to keep
a-goin’—the alphabet, mebbe—slow. Or
you drone the multiplyin’ table, or perhaps
speak some old piece about men that have
stood up against big odds. Or even you
try to remember some prayer to mumble.
And all the time black motes that ain’t
gnats dance straight up and_down before
your eyes.

“God! Those last yards before you make
your hill slope. You fall back on your
pack and close your eyes—oh, it’s just
heaven for your body. You can hear your
watch in your pocket—tick, tick, tick, tick—
fast, like that—eating up your resting time!
And you say out loud, ‘just a minute
more’” and, ‘just one more.”” The shadow
of your pgck is creeping up your arm, and
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you swear that when it hits the button
of your shirt-sleeve you’ll sure mush on;
and you do; but sometimes, to make your-
self really git up, you have to imagine your
wife and children is hungry more than a
little. Toward the end——"

“I got here, honey—and fell in a heap,
and struck my head against that door-jamb.
The pain felt good! I never moved, just
drank in rest through every pore of my
hide; and it soaked clear through into my
bones. My head still laid against the
door post where it hit, but it was clearer
than it had been for miles back, and I could
look right into those two half-dug holes
and see— And I went to sleep, lying there
in my harness in the chill gray midnight.

“It was blazing day when I come to. I.
rubbed some of the stiffness out of me and
then built a thawin’ in both holes, and
when I cleaned the embers out and picked
into the gravel—there the nuggets were,
just as I’d seen them the night before—
thick!”

He stooped to the floor of slate, lifted a
slab, and drew out a big baking-powder can.

“Thick,” he repeats, his grave smile
never changing. He takes the cover off
the can. ‘‘Here’s rest for your red, cracked
hands, my girl; and for your old Steve’s
back. Yes, and a big ranch, with miles of
grass for all played-out pack-critters.”

With a sweeping gesture*he throws the
contents of the can rattling out on the
table. They were common yellow pebbles!

It was a queer picture in the cabin. The
children gazed at the scattered pebbles.
The woman, after one glance, raised her
frightened eyes to Whipple. Then, alto-
gether, as if their feelings were fed by the
same salt spring, the woman, the girl and
the boy began to cry. The children looking
at the table, the woman at her husband,
the tears rolled down their wind-chapped
faces.

Staggering Steve is puzzled. But when
suddenly the little woman’s head drops
on her hands among the pebbles and she
sobs, his face clears and he puts his hand
on her hair.

“Weepin’ for pure joy,” he says, and
smiles wide, now, like a boy.

When they see their mother break down
that way, the children let out a howl like
a couple of young malamutes; and they
look reproachful at Steve, and the boy
blubbers out— '
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“Aw, pa, what did you fool ma for?”’

At that the woman throws her head up
quick and hushes them.

“Don’t say a word,”
don’t understand.”

Her mouth twists around and she feels
for her apron—that ain’t there—to dry
her eyes on.

Staggering Steve’s hands are playing
among the pebbles.

“Look at ’em, honey,”
they pretty?”

She puts out trembling fingers and paws
them, awkward.

“Yes, Stephen, they’re b-beautiful,” she
quavers. “They’re beautiful to me—you
worked so, and suffered so—"’

“We'll forget it,” says he, “and face our
glorlous future.” And he cuts loose with

a great pipe dream.

He begins with a turnpike to Eureka, big
steam thawers, and a ditch for hydrauhcmg,
and she blinks and nods and tries to smile.
But when he gets down to the fine house,
and the wool clothes and rubber boots for
George and Elsie, and the food and warmth
and cheer, her wet eyes goes slowly ’round
that empty, pitiful, mud shack, and she
couldn’t seem to stand it. Her face begins
to work again, and she steals out of the
cabin, while he goes on and on to the
children, who are held as if by a fairy-tale.

She walks a little ways from the door
and pauses there with hands extended.
Light flakes were fluttering; and she being
from California, mebbe the falling snow
was new and terrible to her. She stares
out into the black dome as if bewildered
by an unreal world. Then she crouched
to her knees in the whitening moss and
I heard her softly call:

“God—God, are you here?” And she
whispers, “Make me a good actor, God—
and tell me what to do.”

she says. “You

he coaxes, “ain’t

around back of the cabin to the
corner of the other side, and by the

glow from the window there I saw that
Jack Ratigan’s long neck was stretched out
toward her, his big, ugly mouth was half-
open, and his ugly little eyes were twitch-
ing. When the woman goes shivering
back into the cabin he follows after her—
a slow step at a time, like a man in a spell.
Their eyes went wide at him. In his
long white parka, grime-stained, he looked

@ TO BE able to see her, I'd moved

“fat buckskin poke.
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like a dirty specter. His whole face was
a-working; for the Celt in him had broke
out—he was all Celt! He came to the
table by Staggering Steve. With one hand
he swept the pebbles into a heap; with
the other he drew from his hip pocket a
He gave the string a
jerk, and poured out dust and nuggets,
and spread them, all glittering, over the
table.

“Here, mum,” he says in a choking
growl, “take a squint at the rale thing.
You're all fixed—don’t take on, mum!
The claim’s all right, even if ke ain’t.”

Staggering Steve bent over the table.
His vacant smile was gone, and he was
studying hard. He drew a few of the
yellow pebbles back and mixed them with
the nuggets and stirred them with his bony
finger. And I saw the light of understand-
ing come slowly to his eyes. He passed his
hand across his forehead once or twice.

“Good God,” he said, stepping back
against the wall. And a real smile—in
fact a kind of apologizin’ grin—comes over
his face. Mrs. Whipple stands up and trem-
bles. Steve comes to the table and brushes
the dirt and pebbles off on to the floor in a
sneaky sort of way, and tips his wife a wink.
She sways a second and then keels over.

Whipple picked his wife up quick, and
she came out of it in a minute—clinging to
him.

“It’s been too hard a trip for you, honey,”
he says, and his voice, too, was more
natural now.

Then he turns to Ratigan with eager
questions.

“This pokeful here,” the feller tells him,
“is from the hole on the dividing line
between my claim and yours. I got plenty
more—a little finer—from my other shaft.
It’s a wide paystreak, Steve. Bench and
creek, it’ll run up and down a long ways.’

I heard quiet feet. Several heads came
close to mine at the window, and other men
stole up to the door and listened. The
bunch, impatient, had come to find out
what was keeping their man!

Whipple, still questioning Ratigan, re-
membered something.

“But,” says he, “I saw the boys go down
in your shafts. Why don’t they know?"”’

Ratigan leaned over the table.

“Think I’'m that easy?” he says, fiercely.
“Think I been a pack brute and a dirty
mole for ten years for to let apny thing



Staggermg Steve

git by me now? I took up the bedrock
dirt in thim holes at sly times, panned it
clean, and tamped it back agin and lave it
freeze. Not till then did I tell ’em I was
down to bedrock and to come take.a look
for themselves. _

“Steve, I been a friend to you this night.
You been loco’d, and the raw. gold put you
right.- Say nawthin’. They’re going to
pull out, disgusted—me too. But I'll come
back, and on the first of the year you

_and. me’ll relocate the hull creek—hey,
Steve?”

Staggering Steve had lit his pipe. He
was_himself again—never more himself, in
fact, than when he answered:

E “Nothmg like that, Jack. They’ve been ~

pack-brutes too, every one. Ain’t there
gold enough on Eureka for all of us?”’

The door was pushed open’ and men
entered. We at the window went in, too.
Jack Ratigan sprang in front of the table

* to hide the sight of his gold-dust. It was
old Lowry that spoke for the others—
Lowry, frontiersman of the days when ill-
faith of one meant the scalps of all.

“So it’s not Steve, but you, you scum of
th’ yearth,” says he, trembling" with
passion. “Figgered to git all our claims,

. did ye’? “Hell yawns for swine like you!”

“Dere’s one strong wﬂler on my claim,”

growls out Big Chilberg.

“Willer nothin’,” cuts in the ‘Ha.w-haw.

Kid,” white with rage. “The shafts is
nearer. Tie his windlass rope ’round his
neck and let him down till his feet touches
his careful tamped-in bedrock——"’

“Then wind him up a foot or two and
leave him swing,” finishes

Jack.”™ They crowded forward, but- the -

- gold when there wasn’t.

“Formation.
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little woman she springs in front of Ratigan.

‘“Please, please,” she says to Lowry, with
clasped hands raised. “I don’t know who
this man is, but he’s one that answers the
prayers of the sorrowing. When I rose
from my knees out there in the dank sod,
this man, from somewhere in the dark and
the snow, he followed me in and spread out
this gold to the eyes of my poor husband,
and behold—like a miracle he grew right
again in his mind. Oh, leave him be,” she
begs, distracted, “and Stephen and me will
give our claims for him.”

Staggering Steve here lays one hand on
Ratigan’s shoulder. The other he holds
up high for quiet.

“Beasts of burden all,” -says he, clear
and calm, “This gold goes to our heads,
sometimes! ‘I made you think there was
He let you think
there wasn’t when there was. It’s up to
him and me to build a road out here. Then
“beasts of burden-no more—all of us can

‘walk up straight.”

Those words of his—and hers—they
sunk. Some looks were passed among
the men, and then Lowry opened the door

and Ratigan went free.

#NL GLANCED questioningly at the
H singed pack-strap on the wall. The
e 0ld Roadhouse Man laughed.

“Well, the evening that Mrs. Whipple
bust a bottle of real champagne on a rock
in the Whipple Road, she gets the boys to
collect all the pack-straps in a heap, and
they set fire to them. But she changes her
mind—of course—and snatches Steve’s
out, smothers the flame, and sends it down
to me by a special messenger.”
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Author of “The Christman.”

IGHTY trees that yearned toward

have arisen in a mushroom effort
of a night, dragging creepers from
their beds; creepers that hung in tearful
longing for the sun shut out by giant arms.
And in this weeping vastness of humid green,
ever muttering, ever rustling with strange
animals and birds of dazzling hues, was a
clearing, resembling a singed spot in a
woolen blanket, upon which a village
huddled like a group of brown hens fear-
ful of the forest swamp. , :
The air was saturated with yellow-green
stench. A screech preceded a flash of
scarlet as a parrot fled the forest to the
chattering of monkeys. Before a hut
were two women whose breasts of plumbago
swayed rhythmically as they ground corn
between two stones, and beside them
sprawled three infants, potbellied, with
heads like polliwogs, near tiny fowls
roosting dejectedly; beydnd, a scraggy
man whose tufts of wool were like ashes
on a cold grate, squatted, paring arrows.
In front of a round hut less tattered than
the others sat a ragged bearded white man,
scrawny. and stockily built. Over the
unkempt mane hovered flies; flies laboring
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an incandescent sky appeared to -

~vulston.

like ships in a sea amid the growth exposed
by the buttonless dirty shirt, flies circling
meaninglessly ’round the bare ankles be-
tween the frayed pajamas and the soggy
boots. As one more daring settled upon
the dark lashes, the pale eyes in the blood-
sapped face lost the reflection of eternity—
he winked; and as if the spell were broken
stuck a stubby pipe between yellow teeth.

The several scratches of the damp
matches were discordant in the harmonic
silence. Blue smoke streaked to a fairy
tent—and faded lazily. The movement
as he stretched out a leg seemed a con-
The pipe roosted like -some
strange bird in the nest of his beard.
Agaii a parrot’ screeched tearfully; a
lugubrious cry was strangled by the forest;
women clucked like a dripping tap; and
still the white man sat staring—staring
as the violet shadows streaked across the
village. -

In the hut, on an empty box labeled
“Armour, Chicago,” was a gin-bottle in
which a guttered candle bowed gravely
to a clutter of mildewed illustrations from
a Sunday supplement pinned on the
thatched wall above a bed, a white man’s
bed inasmuch that it was off the ground
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Pieters grunted, poured gin and raised
his mug.

‘“Here’s to!” exclaimed Chesters, eager
to placate, and drank, conscious that his
touchy host was regarding his chest instead
of meeting his eyes. The uneasiness re-
turned; he fidgeted. Pieters pushed a tin
plate of scrambled eggs before him.

“Made myself,” he grunted.

Chesters began to eat, and hesitated.

‘“Mighty bitter,” he remarked, grimacing.

“Good—salt—very good,” said Pieters
very insistently, munching the stew of
boiled yams and corned beef. In the
splutter of light the feline glint of the eyes
was imperious. Reluctantly Chesters bolted
the mess and washed away the acrid taste
-with a swig of gin and water. To his
surprise he ate the meat and yams with
relish.

““Gosh,” said he, “that salt’s given me a
thirst. But I am feeling fit. I think I'd
like a smoke.”

Pieters grunted and contorted his lips to
another smile as he poured liquor. Ches-
ters laughed good humoredly and drank.

“Say,” he remarked as he rolled a
cigaret, “I’m all right now, so I guess you’d
better have your own bed, huh? I’ll get my
boy to make—"

“Guest,” mumbled Pieters.

A shadow of the ugly look decided
Chesters to humor him. He crossed to
the bed and lay down. Pieters squatted
in his favorite position by the door.

“Guess I've got another touch of fever
coming,”’
the third cigaret. “Helljsh thirsty—and I
feel 'a bit queer too.”

He finished another drink greedlly and
lay quiet, staring_ at the roof. Pieters
shambled about replacing the candle stubs
and squatted by the door again, the bottle
beside him. Once as if conscious of the
persistent stare, Chesters opened heavy-
lidded eyes.

“Sure that booze has gone to my head,” he
remarked vaguely. “I’'m durned sleepy.”

Pieters grunted and drank.

On the bed Chesters’ stubble and hair
gleamed like a golden aura around the
pallid face. One hand clutched the locket
within the shirt. The music of the forest
pulsed steadily. Flying beetles and moths
whirred and charged the spluttering candles;
a gigantic spider crawled slowly up the bed-
head and poised on the edge of the pillow

remarked Chesters, abandoning
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stuffed with leaves. The girl slithered in:
Pieters poured gin for her; she drank ahd
vanished at a guttural command.

Chesters’ eyes opened slowly; the moist
features grimaced as the hand slid to the pit
of the stomach.

“——1" he muttered and groaned linger-
ingly. “God, I feel bad.”

The limbs were stretched in a slow yawn
and relaxed. Chesters rolled over with
glistening eyes.

“Say, what’s the matter with me? Get
me some water, will you—or something?
for God’s sake! ——, I’'m bad.”

The crouching figure by the door did
not move or respond. The man on the
bed half-rose. He fell back with a scream,
clutching his stomach. Again were the
muscles stretched as on a rack. Once more
he turned. The eyeballs were distended.
The rigor seized him, tore hoarse shrieks
which could not break the immobility of
the shaggy figure by the door. -

The spider moved; reared; and poised
motionless upon the moist brow.

Pieters stood up.
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(5 MIGHTY trees that yearned
‘\' toward an incandescent” sky, -giant

limbs draped with weeping creepers
of humid green, ever muttering, ever
rustling with strange animals and birds .
of dazzling hues—and a clutter of brown
cones stewing.

In the hut the box-lid nailed upon a tree-
stump was decked with clean newspapers.
The earthen floor was swept and garnished
with reed matting. The grass walls were
hung with gay trade-cloths. The window
and the door were clothed in muslin. A
mosquito-net was bunched above a bed
cool with strips of calico sewn into sheets.

Upon a white pillow stuffed with feathers
leaned a white man whose shaven face
seemed shrunken and was crossed with
tiny gashes; whose gray-shot hair was cut
in clumsy furrows; whose skinny hands,
clean and nail-pared, stuck out from a suit
of blue serge, new and rumpled, surmounted
by a rubber collar decorated with a tie of
pink and green—a white man who gazed
with gleaming eyes at a miniature set upon
the wall, a miniature in gold of a woman
with flaxen hair and eyes of blue to whom
he talked—and laughed and talked.
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T THE shop they called him “Bull”
A Graham because -of- his great

strength. An enormous man, six-

feet-three, he carried his two hun-
dred and thirty pounds with agile ease.
His wide shoulders were carried well back,
his head with its thick mop of graying
hair, was held to one side with what would
have given him an arrogant look had it
not been for the wide smiling mouth and
twinkling blue eyes—eyes that could flash
steel sparks in the batting of a lid.

His eyes were not smiling now, nor flash-
ing blue sparks; instead they held cold
contempt, disdain, which cut to the quick
its object, his son a youth of nineteen,
who, sitting at the evening meal, listened
with blanched face to the words which fell
white hot from his father’s lips. Bull was
addressing his wife, a fragile little woman
with gentle eyes and soft light hair which
waved back from a brow as unwrinkled as
a child’s.

“And he took the blow! Your son, my
son, that!” nodding toward the youth who
gulped wretchedly. “I’ve been watching
this wop and I thought, ‘He'll go too far
some day and the kid'll wade in and slam
him plenty.’ I couldn’t get it into my
h&d that a child of mine could be a coward,
not even when he let the dago get away
with putting a handful of filings down his
})ack I just couldn’t believe it was from
ear ”

He looked at his son with withering scorn.

“And today—"’ Bull pulled at the collar
of his blue shirt— “today when the wop
slapped him in the face w1th a handful of
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oil, he went down. I excused that—a
fellow can lose his balance on a little thing,
but I waited—heart ready to bust, for him
toget up and pulverize that dago—and he
wiped his face withhis sleeve and walked
away!”’

The youth kept his eyes on his plate.
Not for worlds would he whine that his head
had struck a piece of steel when he fell
and that his head was whirling when he
rose. What would be the use—there had
been other times when he was not dazed
and he had not fought. And still he could
not think his father was right and he was
a coward. He was sure it was not fear
that kept him from taking “a fall out of the
Italian.”

It was a something that would not let
him strike a blow in anger. Slow to anger,
generous and quick to forgive, he had never
felt like fighting. Dimly he felt this,
but he could not voice it to his virile father.

He admired his father and glowed at
the tales of his prowess told by his shop-
mates. He thrilled with pride when “Big
Jack” Weatherby said he’d rather be
kicked by a mule than hit by Bull. He
never tired of listening to his gentle little
mother tell of the memorable occasion
at Atlantic City when a crowd of rowdies
started to rough-house on one of the piers.
As she told the tale, her voice grew warm
and her cheeks took on color.

“I was sitting at the railing just over the
beach, all of twenty feet below us, your

- father 'was standing looking for some
friends we were to meet, when the howling,
fighting mob surged toward us. ‘Don’t be
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‘When Jim Came Into His Own

have taxed the strength of three men—
and carried it the length of the shop, about
three-quarters of a block.

“Holy smoke!”

Jim’s breath exploded through his tight
closed lips. Shack’s eyes met his and the
admiration in the younger man’s drew and
held the elder’s attention. They exchanged
smiles as the work whist.le called them back
to their machines.

Later that day Shack came th:ough Jim’s

room and stopped at his planer.

“Where do 'you do gymnasium work?”
he asked.

“Never did any.”

“What—with that physique!”

Jim went red at the praise.

“It don’t amount to anything—I’'m just
big,”” he exclaimed. “I take after my
father for size, but not for strength. He’s
a man like you.” And then he told some
of the stories of his father’s feats, winding
up with the Atlantic City episode.

“Man alive!” Shack whistled. ‘Lifting
a full-grown man through a crowd by the
shoulders. Bee-lieve me—that’s some
stunt! I'm going to practise that.”

At noon the next day somebody suggested
that Jim and Shack spar, and Jim would
have refused but that Shack was so in-
sistent he could not. Of course he was as
awkward as a cub, but the friendship in
the blue eyes of Shack broke down his
difidence, and before he realized it he was
side-stepping and stopping blows alter-
nately—blows that spun him ’round and

almost jolted his head off his shoulders.

" “I'm not going to spare you,” Shack
laughed. “You’ve got to learn to take
punishment.”

When the bout was over he changed his
advice slightly, it now was:

“What you’ve got to learn is how to give,
not take punishment. Don’t be afraid to
strike, man!””

But Jim only shook his head.

The days that followed were happy ones -

for Jim, he had found good clean compan-
ionship and there was scarcely a night that
he and Shack did not spend some hours
at the gym. Shack was a born athlete
and worked and played at it consistently.
He took real pride in the way Jim developed
from a cumbersome cub to confident, tiger-
like swiftness and lion-like strength. .
While Jim was always willing to put on
the gloves for a friendly bout, he liked

.
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fighting not a whit*more than he did when
he left home. Many were the occasions
when he might have indulged in a little
rough and tumble fighting to the better-
ment of some of the “‘Smart Alecks” in the
shop—and there are always a number of
these in any place where men are who work
with their hands.

“Man alive!” Shack said one day, “if
you’d only put some will in it, you’d be
the best man of your century.”

The light in Jim’s eye told how pleased
he was, but he shook his head.

“You mean after you,” he said.

Shack looked at him queerly.

“If you had a fighter’s heart, I'd not
last long with you.”

So. THEN came a day when Shack
,". looked on his friend with real dis-

Pas® gust in his eyes. There had been
a number of fool stunts pulled off by the
practical joker which for some unknown
reason cumbers the earth, and while no
one minded a harmless joke even if on
oneself, it had grown a little too strong,
especially when shoes were hidden and the
victim had to go home through the city
streets and on the cars with odd shoes or
dilapidated ones—or, when hats were
hidden so that one had to wear a greasy
skull-cap or go home bareheaded.

More than one thought the time had
arrived when this person should be taught
the error of his ways. There was no secret
as to the guilty one, and all knew it was
one of the roustabouts or heavy men, of
whom there were hali a dozen and who are
used to lift the immense pieces of steel
or iron to the machine for the mechanic to
bore or plane, or whatever the job might be.

In some queer way, as such things do
happen, it soon became known that in spite
of Jim’s great size and strength he would
not fight. This was mutton for the joker
and he thought it the acme of fun to play
his pranks on Jim. It was when Shack
came to his friend after a week of such
actions that he showed the disgust he felt.

“Why don’t you sail in and dust that
freshie off?”” he exploded. “Show him
he’s got a kink in his thinkery. Let it
trickle in that he can’t nail your hat and
shoes to the floor, and your coat to the wall
and hope to remain all together. Slam
him so hard that he’ll stop, look and listen
before he bothers you again.”
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was day-dreaming and sat ‘with closed
eyes, and so Jim was beside her and she
did not know it.

“Mother,” he spoke softly, so as not to
affright her.

Her eyes opened slowly as if the voice
was but part of a day-dream she’d often
had, gazed up at the tall form beside her,
took in the handsome, satisfying, eye-filling

grandeur of his young manhood and her

face became transfigured.

Putting out a hand she got unsteadily to
her feet.

“Methinks, laddie o’ mine, you had better
steady your mother with your arms a bit,
the warm September sun does sadly affect
thy mother betimes.”

But Jim had both arms around her
before she was well started, and with the
strength of his young arms softened to
velvet bands, he held her close wlhile she
patted his broad shoulders and back as of
old.

When he had fed and washed and she
had heard all his news, she rose.

“Your father is at the fair. There is
some aspirant to fisticuffs who plans to
carry off the honors of the county, and
your father will not allow that.”

Jim’s face clouded at the memories re-
called, and his mother, reading his thoughts,
spoke quickly.

“Come, I'll fetch my bonnet and we’ll
go to the fair also.” She lifted her small
head proudly. “I want all our neighbors
to know that my son has returned and
there will be no better opportunity. I will
show Mistress Mahlon if my son does not
think much of his mother or he would not
have gone away.”

With daintily-glowing cheeks, head high,
strutting like a warring bantam, Patience
piloted her big son through the crowd of
strangers at the fair gates and on to the
booths and stalls where her neighbors were
displaying their jells, cakes, bread and
patchwork quilts.

Mrs. Mahlon’s small eyes took on a glint

when she saw mother and son approaching, -

and she made her waddly way toward
them.

“You look pounds stronger and finer
since your son’s return, Patience Graham,”
she beamed.

Patience .drew closer to Jim and rested
her cheek on a spot midway between his
elbow and shoulder, so she stood while they
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came,~ the townfolk, men, women and
children to give welcome to the son of
Patience Graham.

“He’s as big as his father,” one said.
““You should be proud of your son, Patience.
Few boys go to the city and come back to
the old folk——”

“I am proud. I had no doubt that he
would return,” Patience boasted gently.
“But we must find his father. Have you
seen James, Abner?”

“I reckon he’s at the ring where they’re
going to pull off the big fight,”” the man
addressed replied. ‘I wanta be there when
Bull punches the everlastin’ daylights outa
that city fellow—and that’s where I'm
goin’ now. Come along, Jim—" the man’s
mouth flew open as he remembered—*“or
maybe you don’t want to go.”

Jim’s face went red, but before he could
speak his mother replied for him:

“Indeed he does. Go, you, Jim, and
come back and tell me how your father
deports himself. I am ever a woman of
peace and hold not with fighting ways,
but it is seemly that a man have strength
and the ability to use it, and I'm proud
that my James is using his in so good a
cause. My laddie takes after my father,
who was ever a man of peace, but a fear-
some one when aroused.”

The men smiled in sickening silence and
coughed back of their hands.

“Big enough to shove a freight car and
he ain’t got the guts of a rabbit!”

Jim watched the fight from a spot outside
the laughing, excited crowd. No one
seemed to want to watch beside him, but
he hardly noticed it for his entire attention
was on the two battling figures, veritable
giants and evenly matched in all but age,
the stranger being the younger by about
fifteen years. Jim’s heart glowed at the
clever maneuvering, which his own training
enabled him to understand; watched with
indrawn breath when the younger man
seemed to be winning, and exulted in his
heart when his father gained the mastery.

But there came a time when it seemed
that the older man must be worn down
and battered to the earth, but he always
came back 4just in time.

“Game as a tiger,” some one shouted.

Jim saw his father gather himself as if
for a spring, and something happened so
quickly the eye could not follow it, but Jim
saw his father’s body hurl forward. Jim
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swallowed something he hadn’t known was
in his throat, he saw his father carried off
on the shoulders of the crowd.

It was then he became aware of the group
of men huddled in the shadow just back
of him—or rather became conscious of the
fact that he had seen and heard them all
through the fight. Something about their
skulking shapes as they made off into the
darkness of the trees and bushes opened
a door of his subconscious mind. What
was it he had heard them mutter? It came
in a flash. .

“If the old ’un puts it over, we’ll make
mincemeat of him,” he had heard. And
then—“Now, mind, wait till I start—”
This last when they were moving off.

He smiled after their retreating backs.
Small chance they had to put their threats
into effect, for he realized now they were
directed against his father in case he should
win from the stranger—and then his eyes
followed the cheering mob that carried his
father victoriously aloft.

JIM sat with his mother under the
trees away from the crowd and
lights. When his father had dressed
and gone to greet his wife, Jim had slipped
away, unable yet to face him, and now he
was back again. Night had slipped over
the edge of dusk, and they sat silent, each
enjoying the other’'s presence. Patience
joying in her laddie’s nearness, Jim wonder-
ing how he was going to face his father.

There was a rustling in the bushes back
of them. Jim came erect at the first sound.
Then came a low hiss and whispered words.
Jim heard, but a quick glance at his mother
showed she had not. His heart turned to
ice as he caught their purport. It was the
same crowd he had seen outside the group
at the ring.

Five shadows sneaked out of the deeper
shadows of the trees into the lighter shadows
of the open spaces and Jim saw four of the
most villainous looking faces he’d ever seen,
the fifth was the man his father had bested.

A man crossed from the lights of the main -

thoroughfare of the grounds and struck
across the open space toward where Patience
and Jim were sitting.

“There comes your father,” Patience
said. “I could tell his walk in a mil-
lion.”

Midway across the wide open ground,
the five who had skulked in the shadows
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leaped toward Bull Graham. Jim tried to
call a warning, but his tongue froze in his
mouth. His father’s figure disappeared
in a whirling mass.

Something died that instant in Jim
Graham—and at the same instant some-
thing was born. He hurled his young body
through space.

Frantically he rubbed his eyes, but the
redness welled up in a great blur. He felt
unaccountably like shrieking, like singing,
like cursing and praying. He wanted to
do all, but he did none. The red settled

to a glowing ruby light and his body took

on the lightness of thistledown.

He struck at the nearest man, a clean
straight blow, driven by his great body,
and when it found its mark it sounded like
a booted man kicking a wet plank. The
man's arms waved around his head like a
tight-rope walker preserving his balance,
then he settled in a quiet heap, teeth falling
gently around him.

Jim wasted no time on him, there were
other things to do—and he wanted to do
them. For the first time in his life he
wanted to fight, he liked the sound, the
thought, the feel of it. He thought he was
bellowing like a mad bull, but he was as
silent as the tomb really; he dived to where
several men were bending over a heap on
the ground that seemed, despite their
numbers, to be giving them some trouble.

Again Jim caught the nearest man a blow
on the side of the head, and that man heard
chimes in that ear for a month, and nothing
else ever afterward. The others turned
with one accord to Jim, but he was like

- Hades gone mad—fighting for the sheer

love of it.

Once they bore him down by weight of
numbers, but nothing could hold him, his
huge body doubled like a jackknife and
straightened out, flashed at them and two
men fell. Another pressed him close, but
Jim held him tight to his breast until he
hung limp, and then he dropped him like
a useless cloth. The next man who faced
him Jim dropped with a blow that was like
an overdose of soothing syrup to a month-
old baby.

And now, his breathing bursting through
his lips like that of an engine exhaust, he
looked about, but had no time to take in
the scenery, for the men who had been
felled first were slowly staggering to their
feet. They gathered strength and two of















The Pass

“Strong as he is in the field, he excels in
siege-craft, in which no man is his equal.’
Give him a month, and he would reduce
this castle of yours as surely as I could pull
down a thatched hut. He understands
and uses every engine known to the art of
war; not even the Byzantines are his
masters, for he has many of them in his
host. I have known the very sight of his
standard in the besiegers’ camp to terrify
the garrison into surrender before his
machines could cast a stone. King Roger
loves him, for his skill and his siege-train
are as useful to his Majesty as a sword to
me, or a net is to a fisherman.

“Nor is Seignior Hugo a mere mechanic.
When the wall is breached, he himself leads
his picked stormers to the assault. Few
dare to stand in their way. I see no help
for you, my lady; if Hugo says ‘Come,’
you had best come before he fetches you.
Neither moat nor walls will keep him out.”

Fulvia’s head wrinkled in thought, but
her eyes gleamed.

“How many men can you muster, all
told?” she asked.

Jaufré considered.

“Sixty good Normans here,” he an-
nounced at last; “thirty more under young
Gui, the Frenchman, at Castrocavalli,
perhaps four score of your father’s old sol-
diers, of many bloods, and indifferently
armed, could be got together in the town.
They have not been called out for five
years, you will remember. Then you have
seven war-galleys, manned by Saracen sailors .
from the fisherman’s town across the har-
bor; they are loyal to the death, excellent
at close quarters, and skilful seamen.
There may be three hundred of them.”

“Why, then, we have enough to meet
Seignior Hugo in fair field!”” Fulvia rejoiced.

“Not so,” Ibn Hawwas broke in. “The
fishermen of my religion who man your
galleys are good fighters, it is true; but
they are captained by Normans. If you
take them off their ships, and lead them
yourself—as I know you would insist on
doing—they would not follow you. You
are a woman, and Islam knows not women
as leaders of men. In time you may win
them, if this fool’s talk of a crusade passes
over. They will not stir a hand to help
a Christian woman while your priests preach
war against their faith. You must win
them slowly; they will be of no help now.”

This was crushing news. Fulvia had
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counted on those Moslem fishermen, who
had always been true to her father.

“Your father was a man, not a girl,”
Hawwas said, reading her thoughts.

“It is plain I can not meet this Hugo
in the field, then,” Fulvia admitted, “and
that Rocca Forte, strong as it is, can not
hold out against such a master of siege-
craft. But there is one thing I know better
than he: the country about here and
Castrocavalli.

“Get together provisions for seventy
men, Jaufré, for three weeks’ campaign.
Recruit all the men you can in the town
and villages. Detail a score of the older
men-at-arms to hold Rocca Forte, and
prepare to lead the rest to Castrocavalli
in three days’ time. Hawwas, fetch ink
and parchment.”

%, | PURPLE withe motion, Hugo of
@ Corleone read Fulvia’s answer for
o0l the seventh time.

“Body of Barabbas!” he gasped. ‘Was
there ever such a woman!” And to his
grinning captain of horse he summarized:

“She will choose her own husband, and
she does not choose me! There is insolence
for you! A woman to choose her own
husband! She bids me come with all my
engines at my back, and promises to take
me and all my men prisoner, without a drop
of blood shed on either side! As if the
woman—or man, for that matter—breathed
who could take me prisoner without shed-.
ding blood enough to drown a dozen vil-
lages!

“Get all things in order, knave! Every
day that stands between me and this hot-
blooded Amazon is a year added to my
purgatory!”’

That night, however, Hugo started out
of a sound sleep, leaped from his bed, and
sent in haste for his trusty herald.

“Ride for Palermo as if the fiends were
after you!” he urged. “Pray his Majesty
the king to send me, from the record of his
fiefs, a careful plan of Rocca Forte and
Castrocavalli. And before you go, rout
out those spies I brought with me from the
king, and bid them set out for Rocca Forte
tonight. They must neither tarry nor
sleep till they have found out what prepara-
tions the Lady Fulvia has made. Now
speed!”’

Sure as he was of his own skill and the
superior force of his following, Hugo had
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that plainly forbade ascent; the only way
to Castrocavalli and Rocca Forte lay
through the pass; the war-horse did not
live, nor the armored man, that could hope
to scale its sides. To make the prospect
worse, the pass was not straight, but wound
serpent-like toward a distant notch in the
mountains to the northeast. It was an
easy place to hold; an almost impossible
stronghold to take. One of the horsemen
rode back to the main force, and reported
these things to Hugo.

At once Hugo sent word back to the main
body of his cavalry, who guarded the rear,
to move up and form the advance guard.
When this had been done, the entire host
slowly entered the pass; ten mounted men
deployed ahead as before, the rest of the
troop following in column of fours, at the
head of the infantry and on the wide bank
of the little spring-fed brook that divided
the valley. Fordable though this stream
was in all but a few places, Hugo judged
it unwise even to place so slight a barrier
between any elements of his force till he
had ascertained the position of the defense.

But defense there seemed to be none.
Hugo, scanning the broken skyline to right
and left till his neck ached, saw not so much
as the sheen of a single spear-head against
the rim of the cafion; his mounted scouts,
out of sight 'round the shoulder of some
great cliff ahead, had not raised a cry.
And now, as the floor of the valley rose
more and more, making the men pant and
the laden horses blow, occasional scattered
boulders about the brook’s bank forced the
riders to divide and the ranks to break.
The solid-wheeled ox-carts rumbling over
the thick grass behind jolted over or around
these stones, with an ominous clatter and
pound of the siege-engines with which they
were laden.

Hugo grunted contemptuously.

“For so terrible a woman, she seems a
fool,” he mused. *If she had half the eye
of a soldier, she would have lined these crags
with peasants, to cast down boulders on us.
And yet I do not like it; there may be some
deep design in what looks like transparent
madness.”

It was plain that his men did not like it
either. Silent, watchful, suspicious, they
marched doggedly on; the emptier the pass
appeared, the more uneasily they scanned
its lowering sides.. .

“At least they will hold Aghlab’s Stair,”
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Hugo thought; and almost on the heels of
his thought there came a shout, the jingle
of harness and the hoof-beats of a horse, as
one of his scouts spurred back ’round the
rocky wall ahead. ‘

“They defend Aghlab’s Stair,” the scout
reported, “in force. A fox could not get
past them.”

“We will see,” Hugo answered.
ward all!”

The ranks closed; the host pressed on at
a swifter pace. Now that there was pros-
pect of meeting the enemy face to face,
their hearts were lightened, their faces
eager. In twenty minutes’ time they
came to the stair, and saw their foes.

Aghlab’s Stair was a steeply sloping cleft
in the mighty cliff which formed the right
wall of the gorge. Cut from the solid lime-
stone by some ancient, long-vanished
stream, it was smooth as if sculptured, and
floored with a slippery carpet of slimy
moss. Its name commemorated the exploit
of the wild Saracen Emir who, three cen-
turies before, had used it as a sally-port,
leading his savage swordsmen silently down
it one dark night to trap and cut to pieces
a great host of Byzantine Christians in the
pass below. By this way, and by this
alone, could Hugo scale the great crags
which girt the pass; if Aghlab’s Stair were
closed, he must lead his men to the very crest
of the pass, and through the distant notch
in the mountain-barrier of Castrocavalli.

But the stair was closed. At the top
of the cleft, a low breastwork glittered with
flashing steel, and flaunted Fulvia's banner,
on which the arms of Rocca Forte and
Castrocavalli were quartered. As the head
of the column appeared below, the helmets
of men-at-arms sprang up behind the
breastwork, and a loud shout of defiance
rang out. At Hugo’s word, his herald rode
as far up the ancient sluice as his horse
could comfortably go, blew a blast on his
long trumpet, in token of parley, and cried
in a ringing voice:

“In the name of Hugo, Seignior of Cor-
leone, and in the name of the king, I demand
passage for the said seignior, and for all
his troops. Which granted, I demand
further full surrender and submission, in
the king’s name, and in that of the said
Hugo, rightful Count of Rocca Forte,
de par le Roi.’

A tall, sturdily built soldier, in full armor,
mounted the breastwork and made reply.

“For-
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to scorn. Let the valiant lord of Corleone
come and take his new fief, they mocked;
he would find his people glad to welcome
him as so great a soldier deserved.

Holding his eager warriors well out of
arrow-shot—for a few badly aimed dis-
charges warned him that to venture too
near might be dangerous—Hugo scanned
the wall with an expert’s eye.

“No proper defense,” he observed to his
captain of sappers. “There are no engines
to shoot stones, no hoardings to drop rocks
or pour down burning pitch. There is not
even a sally-port, unless you count Aghlab’s
Stair, which is too far back to serve them
well, and is guarded by Gaultier and his
fifty pikes. Have you arranged for moun-
ted couriers to bring the alarm from him
to us, in case of a sortie there?”’

The officer nodded.

“No fighting wall this,” he declared
contemptuously. “It has neither moat
nor flanking towers to hinder us.”

“And look at the long point of yonder
salient,” continued Hugo. “It is a weak-
ness rather than a strength. If a wall could
charge, it would be deadly; but it is we
who charge the wall; and that angle is easy
to undermine. Bid your fellows hasten
forward with that timber we found at the
farm.”

In an incredibly short time the well-
trained veterans rushed the timber forward,
measured, marked, and cut it to the length
their officers indicated. Long spikes, bands
and braces of iron, and bags of bolts and
rivets were brought up from the wagons;
and soon a gang of men were busy putting
together a number of odd-looking struc-
tures.

Others, almost without an order, dug
trenches and threw up ramparts just out
of arrow-shot from the wall, and there set
up and emplaced a formidable battery of
mangonels and catapults. Camp was
pitched with the ease of long-accustomed
routine. Another line of earthworks, run-
ning from cliff to cliff, protected the rear of
the encampment against any attack from
the direction of Aghlab’s Stair.

There remained the exposure to arrow-
flights from the cliffs to right and left, but
not a bow-string twanged from the heights;
so far as could be seen, there was not so
much as a single foe anywhere but in front,
behind the great wall. Muttering some-
ghing about “mad folly,” Hugo walked
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briskly from one party of workmen to
another, pointing out faulty work, encour-
aging good, and urging haste.

By the middle of the afternoon the last
of the strange structures was completed.
In the meantime, the captured cattle were
slaughtered, skinned, and dressed. The
hides, raw and bloody as they were, were in-
stantly nailed upon the roofs of two shed-
like contrivances on rollers, built as stoutly
as wood and iron could be joined. Then,
fires having been built and the meat roasted,
the besiegers sat merrily down to their meal.

Hugo alone fasted; it was not his custom
to eat until his engines were well at work.
He stood, frowning and thoughtful, eying
the angle of the defending wall, and weigh-
ing well his plan of offense.

When the men had eaten, the entire
camp broke into feverish activity. Mant-
lets, or great wooden shields, big enough
to hide a man’s entire body, and stout
enough to withstand an arrow from the
strongest bow, were advanced beyond the
newly constructed trench; screened by
these mantlets, and by stout pavisses—
movable wooden walls, or articulated groups
of mantlets—a stream of sappers ran for-
ward, dragging their spades and mattocks
behind them. A thick flight of arrows
poured forth from the parapet. of the wall,
and stuck quivering in the wooden shields;
but not a man was hurt.

Safely ensconced behind the pavisses,
the sappers began to drive a zig-zag sap,
which grew with amazing rapidity, ap-
proaching the angle of the great wall with
ruthless persistence. Arrows rained down
about the diggers; stones, hurled by hand,
fell short; but the wooden shelters did their
work well, and the sappers laughed at the
helplessness of their foes.

But presently the sap came so near the
wall that a large stone, hurled by the hand
of a bearded giant, shattered a plank in one
of the pavisses. Hugo, blowing a blast
on his trumpet, ordered a change in tactics.
One of the hide-covered sheds, following
the sap, rolled cumbrously forward toward
the point of the salient. This shed, called
a ‘“cat” in*the military parlance of the time,
was floorless; within it a dozen powerful
men thrust at balks of timber which ran
along its front and sides, urging it forward
on wooden rollers. Straight to the end
of the sap it trundled, till one end bumped
against the very edge of the wall.
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With wild shouts of consternation, the
defenders lined the parapet, hurling down
boulders as well as they could from their
unskilfully constructed rampart, pouring
vessels of burning oil down upon the roof
of the cat. But its timbers were stout and
double; double were the green hides upon
its roof, so that it resisted fise and shock
alike. And in the background, out of
range, the second shed waited, ready to
take its place, if some heavy boulder proved
too much for the planking.

But there was no need. The roof held,
the hides were flame-proof. Undisturbed,
the sappers within the cat’s belly plied
their tools, digging steadily away under the
foundation of the wall at that fatally
vulnerable angle. It was not their purpose
to tunnel through, and come out on the
other side; that was unnecessary. Hugo
had bidden them to make a sufficiently
large cavity, or mine-chamber, under the
angle, propping this up with dry timbers.

When this was done, straw and finely
chopped wood would be passed along the
sap, delivered to the miners, and placed
by them inside the excavation. Larger
billets would follow, to be heaped carefully
about the roof-props.

And now, thoroughly content, Hugo sat
down by one of the cooking-fires, and made
his long-deferred meal. The cook laid
before him a wooden platter laden with an
enormous cut of roast loin. Drawing his
dagger, and grasping the meat in the
fingers of his left hand, Hugo set to work.

The sun was now low in the heavens.
Hugo’s thoughts were pleasant.

“There is plenty of water in that spring
at the farm,” he observed affably to the
cook. “There is meat in abundance. By
midnight our good lads yonder will have
finished and filled the mine; at dawn we
shall fire it. Then the props will bum
through, down will come the roof of the
mine, and half the wall with it. Then hey!
To storm the breach, to scatter this rabble
of Rocca Forte like sheep! It will be the
easiest. conquest I ever made.”

“And the safest, most comfortable meal
I ever cooked in camp,” the other replied.
“Not a catapult have they on the walls to
harrass us, not a mangonel, and their
archers can not reach us.”

“It goes ill with the host whose leader is
a woman,” laughed Hugo, wiping the
grease from his mouth.

~Adventure

WILD cries of fear and consterna-
8 tion rang out suddenly from the

belly of the cat. Instantly Hugo
was on his feet, running toward the en-
trance to the sap, and shouting to his
trumpeter to sound “To arms!” But
before he could reach the scene, sappers
and miners erupted in a stream from the
wooden shed, and casting aside their tools,
fled in panic toward the camp. The men-
at-arms supporting them, tearing off their
armor that they might flee more swiftly,
raced in disorder across the open. Here
was a golden opportunity for the archers
of the garrison; but not an arrow flew
from the wall—indeed, its parapet seemed
utterly empty of defenders.

Knowing that the besieged had no sally-
port, Hugo’s first thought was that they
had sprung some sort of counter-mine,
and had made a sortie underground, driving
out his miners by sheer weight of numbers.
Calling loudly upon the fugitives to rally,
he sprang over the earthwork to meet them,
to beat them into some kind of order and
lead them back against the foe.

“To your work, knaves!” he roared,
brandishing his sword.

But none heard him; none had eyes for
him; straight on they came, their eyes
rolling with fright.

And before he could reach them, before
they could explain the cause of their terror,
he saw pouring down the sap beside him—
not the spears of the defenders, but a thick,
rolling stream of muddy water. Swelling
and rising, thickening and gaining power, it
flooded the excavation to its very top.
Rocking violently, the cat lurched, heaved,
and was flung bodily up and over backward,
into what was already a shallow lake.
Where the machine had stood, a huge
geyser of brown water spouted up from
the foot of the wall nearly to its crest.

The earth trembled. Such of the cattle
as were yet alive bellowed hoarsely, tore
up the stakes which held them, and stam-
peded down the pass. Snorting with
fright, the troop-horses followed them with
thundering hoofs, charging down upon the
soldiers.

“Flee for your lives!” cried the chief
engineer, as he came panting up to his lord.
“The witch of Rocca Forte has turned a
river on us! Down the pass, before ye
drown!”

The companies of men-at-arms and
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T a greeting from her siren as
she came alongside the careening
docks in the North Basin of the

River Plate, below the Retiro Station of
Buenos Aires. Sailors scurried hither and
thither about the decks; orders were given
sharply and obeyed promptly; port officials

U. S. S. Springfield screamed -

swarmed aboard before. the. making-fast -

process had been well completed; gang-
ways were run out fore and aft, and, in a
surprisingly short while, the huge gray
battle-ship assumed the appearance of being
quite at home in her berth, though some
nine thousand miles from her home port.

The burly, two-hundred-pound ship’s
cook waddled across the deck and to a
hatch amidships. He started to descend
the ladder, without first taking the pre-
caution of looking down, which accounts
for the irritable hail that came from below
as the cook’s ponderous feet began to move
downward: - )

“Hey, you big slob! Can’t you see I'm
coming up?”’

The cook reappeared on deck and stood
aside as a fiery-headed bantamlike man,
whose rating badge testified that he was a

coxswain, ran up the ladder and leaped
nimbly to the deck. )

“Why don’t you look where you’re goin’,
you big beef!”’

The cook, muttering beneath his breath,
but not risking a verbal set-to, scowled
blackly and turned to the hatch, just as
the little man began a long tirade dealing
with the imporous qualities of all cooks’
heads, and the head of the Springfield’s
cook in particular. His words rolled forth
with a fluency born of long practise, and,
had he not been interrupted, would have
flung invective until the cook’s head
disappeared below. A hail from across
the .deck, however, broke into his mono-
logue—

“Hey, Smitty!”

And Smitty turned to see MclIntyre, a
seaman, who was a trainer in the for’rad
turret in which Smitty was a gun-pointer,
gesticulating wildly. -

The rookie who had seen the passage of
evil looks between Smitty and the cook,
and who had marveled heretofore at the
apparent undying ' enmity that existed
between the cook and the -whole crew of
the forward turret, sought out, “Old Sails,”

133



134

the sailmaker’s mate on the forecastle head,
and demanded an explanation.

Old Sails chuckled throatily as he ex-
plained to the rookie the reason of the feud
between the gun-crew and the cook; the
causus belly as Old Sails called it.

“It started on the range off Hampton
Roads at target practise, where it was an
even bet that either us or the Monongahela
would win. A bunch off that ship comes
lookin’ for bets that their for’rad turret
would outshoot ours. Cookie had a roll
in his sock, an’ he felt it was a sure thing,
‘cause Smitty is the best pointer in the
outfit, son, an’ he has a gun in that for’rad
turret—so cookie bets the roll.

“But he wasn’t takin’ no chances, that
cook. He was standin’ in right with the
gun-crew, and feed! Gosh! He fed ’em
like the C. P. O. mess; toastin’ bread for
’em, an’ makin’ ’em pies, an’ even drawin’
coffee for ’em in that percolator o’ his.
An’ that, son, is sure something for cookie
to do. He’s got a special percolator that
he makes his own coffee in. It’s all bright
an’ shiny, an’ he keeps it safe an’ locked
up the time he ain’t makin’ coffee for hisself,
or polishin’ the thing up.”

The rookie began to see light.

“And we got beat?” he questioned.

“Beat?” Old Sails chuckled reminis-
cently. “Worse 'n that, son. All Smitty
scored was two ’'way outside an’ four clean
swabos out o’ six shots. An’ when the
lieutenant asks him what was wrong,
Smitty laid it on the cook’s pies, claimin’
they’d give him cramps an’ he just couldn’t
point. But does cookie believe this? Nope.
He thinks Smitty had a grudge agin’ him,
an’ missed on purpose. They been scrap-
pin’ ever since, Smitty’s gun-crew an’ every-
body else, an’ they torment the cook’s life
out. Now Smitty says—"’

“What you sayin’ ’bout me?”’ questioned
Smitty, insinuating himself between Old
Sails and the rookie.

“Just tellin’ him why you an’ the cook
has it in for each other.”

“His fault,” vouchsafed Smitty. ‘“He
give me cramps with his apple-pie. He says
I can’t shoot, an’ I'll leave it to you, Sails,
if I didn’t get five bull’s-eyes the next day
with the same gun.”

Smitty was exceedingly proud of his
record, and of the little white circle with
its crossed wires, which reposed on his
sleeve and denoted the gun-pointer.

Adventure

“If he hadn’t made me sick with that pie
an’ the coffee cooked in that darned old
per—per——"’

The market on inspiration is not cornered
by genius; or, if that be not so, then
Smitty, by logical deduction, was a genius.
He never finished the word ‘“percolator.”
Instead he straightened rigidly and a
beatific smile overspread his wizened fea-
tures. Of a sudden he turned, dashed
amidships and disappeared abruptly down
the hatch, yelling wildly for McIntyre and
Calvin, the sight-setter. Old Sails grinned
as he looked after the flying form and
turned to the open-mouthed rookie.

“Keep a watch out, son. Smitty’s got
an idea, an’ when he gets 'em there’s most
usual something doing—very much doing.”

Meanwhile Smitty had found Calvin
and Mclntyre sitting on their ditty-boxes
in the six-bell compartment, carefully
polishing their shoes, for the inspection
that was to take place before the liberty
party checked out, and laying unsatis-
factory plans to jar more blasphemy from
the cook. At sight of Smitty’s face they
grinned appreciatively.

“What is it?”

“You got an idea, I’ll bet.”

Smitty struck a pose, after the style of
Commodore Perry in the famous painting
that decorates a stairway in the capitol at
Washington.

“It’s a peach!”

“What is it?”’

“Why didn’t we think of it before?’’
gasped Smitty.

“Don’t know. Tell us and I'll answer.”

Smitty dropped on the deck and lowered
his voice discreetly.

“You’ll be game?”’

“Will I?  Watch me.” _

Calvin had not yet quite recovered from
the ignominy of the fact that he—a sea-
man—had been detailed by a jocular
jimmy-legs to peel potatoes for the detested
cook no more than two days ago. As for
McIntyre, he waited with ill-concealed
impatience.

“Let’s have it, Smitty.”

“1’ll tell you—-"

Smitty edged closer and glanced around,
as though fearful that a word might be
caught by the wrong pair of ears.

“It’s the per—per—perc’lator!”

- “The percolator? What about it?’”

McIntyre smiled slowly as he caught the
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drift of Smitty’s inspirational idea. He
slapped the little coxswain enthusiastically

on the leg.

“Atta boy"’ he cried delightedly. ‘“What
won’t he say!”

“For the love of Mike,” growled the
slower-minded Calvin. ‘Let me in on it,
won’t you? I ain’t no mind-reader.”

Smitty chuckled.

“Cookie likes coffee, don’t he?”

“Ye-e-s.” ,

“He likes it a heap, eh? And he’s too
darned good to drink the stuff he boils for

“us in the big kettle in the galley—he’s gotta
make his own coffee in that. shiny per—
perc’llator of hisn; ain’t that a fact?”

‘lYeS.)’

“An’ he loves that perc’lator about as
much as some men love other men’s wives,

_ huh?”

“What’s it all a.bout?”
plainly bewildered.

“You darned nut,” piped Smitty.
steal the perc’lator.”

‘(H‘lh—”

Calvin gradually caught the idea, but
the grin which appeared died rapidly.

“Let’s do something easy,” he suggested
caustically, “like swipin’ the skipper’s dress
uniform or breakin’ into the canteen or
heavin’ a fourteen-inch gun overboard. A
fat chance we’ll have of gettin’ our hands on

—why say, d’yuh know that cookie locks the
thing up every night, an’ between messes?”’

“Sure, but—"

Smitty’s remark was interrupted by the
welcome hail of a boatswain’s mate, whose
voice echoed down the decks—

“L-l-l-]-la-a-a-a-y a-a-a-a-a-ft a-a-a-a-

1-1-1-1 the liberty party!”
.I alacrity, and, as the party gathered
Zz on the deck, it was eyed pessi-
mistically by the stern-faced officer of the
deck as the roll was called, the men checked
out, and the shore migration put well under
way.

The officer of the deck beckoned Smitty
out of line and eyed him gravely. The
officer of the deck was also Smitty’s division
commander.

“Cox’n, you will please remember that
the casia sold ashore yonder—" he desig-
nated the streets of the city with a com-
prehensive wave of his hand—*is fiery stuff.
You will look after your men, I hope.”

Calvin was

“We’u

THE summons was obeyed with
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Smitty saluted smartly.
‘“Yes, sir. I know it sir. Been here
before. We’ll not harm the natives, sir.”

The O. D. grinned in spite of himself.

“And mind,” he chuckled, “that none of
your crowd run foul of the cook. I under-
stand that the gunnery and culinary
divisions of this ship are not on the best
of terms.”

Smitty smiled broadly, and, with a final
salute, ran lightly down the gangway to
join his shipmates who had waited with
some patience, principally, perhaps, because
Smitty was treasurer for the party, and
without him it would have been a boresome
and exceedingly dry evening.

“What’'d he hand you?” questioned
Calvin.

“who?”

“The O. D.”

“Oh, him,” retorted Smitty loftily, as
though he and the young officer were bosom
friends. ‘“He just wished me a pleasant
time an’ said he hoped I'd take one for
him.”

“Yeh—whatcha think I am, a marine?”

Smitty led his party into the main street
of the Buenos Aires water-front, the Paseo
de Julio, and it was not many minutes
before his sharp eyes discovered a café -
with its tables scattered about helter-
skelter on the sidewalk in imitation of the
high-toned cafés on the Avenide de Mayo.
They descended on the place with a whoop
of joy, and an apprehensive mozo slouched
out of the café to do their bidding

“Vinol” ordered Smitty, grandiloquently,
“Rapido! Quickol’” Thus he demonstrated
to the full and entire satisfaction of his gun-
crew that even a knowledge of Spanish was
numbered among the many accomplish-
ments of their gun-pointer.

The mozo disappeared, to return in a
moment with a bottle and sundry chipped
glasses. Smitty did the honors and thirstily
gulped a glass of the red wine while the
mozo buzzed about officiously, arranging
and rearranging chairs and tables—and
keeping his sharp eyes on the rapidly dis-
appearing wine. To the casual eye his
interest might have appeared merely pro-
fessional, but a student of naval tactics
could have discerned the fact that he had
taken up a strategic position calculated to
enable him to cut off any sudden retreat
of the drinking party before ﬁnanc1al
settlement had been made.
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Smitty again exercised a moiety of his
stock of Spanish when he waved the mozo
to him imperiously.

“Vinol Mucho more vino!”

The mozo eyed him frigidly and filliped
his fingers with the Esperantic sign which
means ‘“‘Shell out.”” Smitty calmly flipped
a five-dollar gold piece upon the table-top,
and the mozo’s eyes gleamed, reveling in
the knowledge that sudden affluence had
indeed descended upon him. He departed
hastily to secure the desired wine.

An hour passed, and from this particular
café there came a decided sound of revelry
by night. Smitty led the singing in a high
falsetto which affected the sensitive nerves
of the mozo in no undecided fashion. It
also attracted the attention of one Acosta
Larguia, by profession a vigilante. Larguia
shambled to the general vicinity of the café
which served good cheer to the Americanos,
and lounged idly against a pillar, his left
hand playing about the hilt of his sword,
while his right hand clutched tightly the
little white billy with which every Buenos
Aires policeman is equipped.

And there he lounged, comparatively
near to the joyous sailors in their dress
blues, and eventually old Morpheus came
along and clasped Acosta Larguia in his
arms, where he would have slept indefinitely
had not the eagle-eye of Smitty, gun-
pointer in the forward turret of the
U. S. S. Springfield, lighted on him.

“Lookit it!” howled Smitty, pointing
to the diminutive form with its blue helmet
and nickeled badge; the patent leather
strap under the chin; the black military
blouse and black trousers. “It’s a cop.”

“Ish a sholdjer,” denied Calvin thickly.

“Cop,” combatted Smitty.

“How y’ know?” -

“’Sleep!” muttered Smitty, and the
argument was concluded in favor of the
proponent.

Smitty was not content to let well enough
alone.
intentions, he had seized an empty wine
bottle and hurled it in the general direction
of the sleeping vigilante. It crasfted into
a thousand pieces at his feet, and his little
eyes popped open—he stared, first with
terror then with rage.

“’Rah f'r Shtars 'n’ Shtripes!” howled
Smitty. .

The vigilante ejaculated a stream of
invective, which, fortunately for the peace-

Before his companions divined his .

Adventure

ful relations existing between Argentina
and the United States, the militant cox-
swain of the Springfield could not translate.
At the same time he descended wrathfully
upon the merrymakers. He was an ex-
tremely angry little vigilante and he flour-
ished his snow-white billy combatively.

Smitty rose to his feet somewhat un-
steadily, swayed slightly, and managed to
execute a low bow, grandiloquently flour-
ishing his flat-hat. The vigilante’s pro-
fanity trailed off to nothingness, and then
his eye caught Calvin’s extended hand which
held forth, very invitingly, a brimming
glass.

Wine was the besetting weakness of the
vigilante. Also, it was patent that he had
made a diplomatic blunder in growing angry
with these friendly Americanos. He gazed
covertly about, saluted pompously, ex-
pressed in glowing Spanish his undying
admiration for T70 Sam and all that per-
tained to him, accepted the glass and
drained it expertly.

“Thash th’ good old shport,” applauded
Calvin, and one and all they hailed him
as a comrade after their own hearts.

The vigilante took another drink with
them—and another. As a matter of fact,
he imbibed with too great frequency: he
became mellow. And. then he announced
suddenly that he would stand treat.
Smitty, Calvin, Mclntyre, ¢ als, refused
to listen to this proposal until Acosta
Larguia had declaimed at length upon the
twin facts of his riches and his desire to
show true Argentine hospitality. The
sailors withdrew their objections in the
face of the verbal batteries and Larguia
summoned the mozo.

One comprehensive sweep of his uni-
formed arm and a spurt of rapid-fire
Spanish informed that servitor that the
best of wine, and the best only, was to be
served to these friends of Argentina. The
wine was served and the little vigilante
did the honors:

“Acosta Larguia toasts the Americanost”’
he orated.

Glasses clinked.

“’Rah f’r Lager!” chanted Smitty, and
the contents of their glasses gurgled down
their respective throats.

The mozo hove to in the offing and
awaited his money. Acosta sensed the
significance of the move and drew from his
pocket a roll of bills which made the bleared
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that night save smoking ruins and partial
want, monuments both to the savage re-
venge, which blazed in the heart of Elliott
and thus found expression in deeds. And
as Nashoba had said, the sun sank red that
night through the smoke of burning homes.

And not until the sun was sinking did
I leave the church and make my way back
to the camp, to find it piled high with loot
and well-nigh deserted, most of the men
being down the river at Salem, as I havesaid.

Yet I found Nashoba and Sheshequins
cooking beside a fire in our own place.
Elliott’s tent had been set up as I could
see, and I asked if the white were within
it, since I saw several of the Shawnees not
far from its backturned fly.

Nashoba spat on the ground, as he replied
that he was.

“Can you not smell the stench of his
lair, little brother?”” he went on. “This
agent hath the scent of a stinking wolverine.
See how the Shawnee dogs cluster about
the mouth of his burrow. Savage, they
may be—red savages, as the white men
call ys. Yet while I call not the Shawnee
brother, my heart lifts a song to Welsheet-
monet Himself, that I was not born with
a white skin—to be one such as he.”

“Aye,” said I, “yet am I white, Nashoba,
and 1 can not find it in my heart to think
of deeds such as his. Wherefore I consider
that there be good and bad men among all
races, even as these white teachers are good
men, wherefore Elliott hates them in his
heart.”

Nashoba turned toward me. His arm
went about my shoulders. '

“Aye,” he said softly. “I spoke too
quickly, White Wolf. You are my brother
and I know. The maid is safe?”’

“Aye,” I responded to his words and
action. “She lies in the church with the
company of these people who will now at
least take their leaders with them when they
are removed.” .

“On that both Pipe and Pomoacan are
agreed,” Sheshequins spoke. ““So shall the
Wyandot keep his pledge to regard them
as his fathers and keep them from harm.”

Night fell while we conversed. Men came
in bands from Salem, bringing fresh loot.
They lighted fires and began their cooking.
The camp became full of an unwonted con-
fusion, of shouting, and bantering greetings
as this band or that returned. Groups
formed and blankets were spread, and gam-
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bling began, one group pitting its skill and
its loot against that of another. Rather
than dying down, the fires were built higher.
Here and there an improvised rattle began
beating the time of a dance.

The night became rapidly one of celebra-
tion for the orgy of looting through the day.
Warriors grotesquely garbed in sundry of

. their spoils drifted here and there, arousing

the laughter of their fellows. Nashoba,
Sheshequins and I finished our meal, lighted
our pipes and smoked. The whole camp
was full of life, light and noise.

Hence there was no reason for me to
attach any greater importance to the Shaw-
nee portion, surrounding Elliott’s tent, than
to any other. Nor do I think, according to
the Indian custom, had I any reason to do
so, indeed. For though I was white by
birth, I had been raised in the Delawarc
clan, and my thoughts were those of the
red man, my heart the red man’s heart.
Even then I had yet to learn how black
could be the heart of the white.

Yet I was to learn, and shortly, as T soon
found out. A soft foot sounded close beside
our fire. Into its circle of light stepped
Red Wing, the Delaware youth who had
found and brought back Gray Hawk’s pack.
I noted that his lips were set, and that his
dark eyes flashed as he greeted Sheshe-
quins, his sub chief, and squatted down.

Then he opened-his lips and spoke, and
I knew how black the heart of a white man
could be.

“I have word for your ear, White Wolf,”
he began.

“Speak,” said I. “Nashoba is my brother,
and Sheshequins my father. Their ears
are mine.”

“It concerns the maiden who spoke to
you last night at the teachers’ house,” he
began and glanced about as though fearful
lest he be heard.

For a moment it seemed to me that my
tongue was sticking in my mouth. But I
forced myself to speak.

“What of her?”’ I questioned as he paused.

“This,” he replied. “The white agent
has forsworn all part of the loot from the
towns and directed the Shawnees to divide
it among themselves. Wherefore he has
sent a party from their number into the
town, to the church-house of these people
to return therefrom with the maiden to the
camp. Her he acclaims his part of the
plunder. Even now she lies in his tent.”
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As I entered Elliott sprang to his feet
and stood staring at me and my odd attire.
I suppose I must have presented a some-
what remarkable apparition. But his mo-
ment’s hesitation gave him into my hand,
as I had hoped that perchance it would.

One of my hands shot up and whipped

" my knife from its sheath. In a leap very
much like that of the beast I was dressed
to represent when it springs upon its prey,
I reached him, seized him by the collar of
his buckskin shirt and laid my knife to
his throat.

“Open your mouth save as White Wolf
tells you, and you shall open it no more on
this side Biskoonah, where foul Leshi
reigns,” I said.

“White Wolf!”

The words were a whisper of something
like joy in my ears.

“Be silent, Little Stream,” I bade her
quickly without shifting my gaze from
Elliott’s eyes.

And in that instant I knew he was
given to my hands. The man was afraid.
Fear looked into my eyes out of his. Yet
even so he attempted to bluster.

“Strip me!” he began, and I tightened my
grasp on his collar till he choked. “Let
aman do the talking,” I growled. “For look
you, Elliott, the agent of the father, we
speak now as man to man, save that I spit
upon you as a dog. Wherefore speak if
you will, knowing that my knife will cut
the word in two in your stinking throat.”

He yielded, as I thought he would, to
save his miserable life.

“What do you want?”’ he asked in a sort
of mumble, though he knew the answer
quite well.

“The maid,” I replied, “and your com-
pany through the camp of the Shawnees.”

I saw once more a gleam of craft in his
eyes and went on.

“Think not you can play me false there,
for it is dark and I shall walk with my hand
upon you, so that should you cry out or
make the slightest sign, I shall know and
my knife shall find your heart ere any help
may reach you, oh agent of the father at
Detroit.” .

He nodded slightly in assent. I signed
to Metta, and she rose. We passed out
of the tent, into the fire-lit night of the
camp, and through it, walking slowly and
without any seeming haste. And now
and then I let the cool steel of my knife-
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blade touch the back of Elliott’s neck.

So at last we came to the river, and I gave
the call of the red bird—a boyhood signal
of Nashoba’s and mine.

IT WAS answered close at hand.

My brother came out of the night

to meet me, and led us to the canoe,
where it lay drawn up on the bank. I told
him to launch it and help the maid aboard.
Then I drew knife and pistol from Elliott’s
belt, hurled them into the bushes, released
my hold upon him and stepped into the
canoe.

With a shout,
toward the camp.

“His Shawnees will overtake you,”
Nashoba said, as I picked up a paddle.

“Nay,” I rejoined, “the canoe is but a
blind. I shall see you again, my brother.
Now farewell.”

I dug my blade deep into the night-
darkened water, and drove the canoe from
the shore.

And for some little time I continued to
paddle as swiftly as I knew how, with the
current to aid me. Then with a bend of
the river between us and the camp, I spoke
to the maid.

“Little Stream, can you swim?”

“Aye, White Wolf,” she said.

“Do you trust White Wolf?” I askea
her further.

“Aye—with my life, with my honor,”
she made answer so quickly that my heart
leaped in my breast.

“To save both will you do as he says?”

« Aye.”

“Then remove your garments and tie
them securely together. Arrange your
girdle to form a loop you may slip about
your neck. When you have done so speak.”

I laid down my paddle, slipped out of
shirt and leggings, rolled them into a bundle
about my knife and hatchet and tied them
between my shoulders by means of some
of the thrums which I cut off and knotted
to form a slender cord.

“I have done as White Wolf directed,”
I heard Metta’s voice.

“Slip over the side,” I told her; ‘“and
swim straight toward the farther bank.”

I felt her slender body go over into the
water, while I steadied the canoe. I fol-
lowed at once myself, The canoe released,
floated off upon the current, as I had in-
tended it should. I had said to Nashoba

Elliott started back
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of muffled guttural voices same to me at
last. I caught Metta’s fingers in mine
and pressed them for silence and stood
waiting with every -nerve tense. For a
moment nothing else. Then again speech,
and after that the dip of paddles, and
silence again.

But I understood those signs. They
had found the canoe, and had sent their
own in to the shore.

porary shelter. And by now my eyes had
grown so accustomed to the night that I saw
more clearly.

A short distance ahead was a bank,
where low-growing bushes hung down,
almost dipping their branches in the water.
It was one of those undercut parts of the
bank I fancied such as existed here and
there along the stream. Letting myself
go free with the current once more, and
careful not to break the surface by so much
as a finger as I moved my arms, I made
toward 1t as silently as a mink might have
done.

And having reached it I found what 1
hoped, parted the branches softly, and led
my maid in beside me, so that we crouched
on our knees with a roof of crumbling,
damp soil above our heads and a screen
of the drooping bushes before us as we
knelt.

Yet oddly enough I could hear very well.
The earth wall at our backs and above our
heads seemed in some way to catch every
little echo of life in the forest. 1 even
caught after a time the soft sound of a
footfall as some Shawnee, I did not doubt,
pushed his way along the bank. Also
there came the dip of a paddle from the
river in front: Plainly they had thought
of the very thing I was doing ahd rather
than having put all their men ashore, were
patrolling the river backward on the chance
of catching me unawares.

Unexpectedly a man spoke from what
seemed directly overhead. I think now
he must have beéh standing among the
bushes which fringed our overhanging bank.

“The White Wolf is a fox, my brother,”
he declared. “Yet leaves he no scent on
the trail.”

And unexpectedly he who must have been
his companion, replied—

“He is a man, be he Delaware or white.
It has come to my ears the maid was prom-
ised to him both by the teachers and his

I glanced about.
What I needed now was a place of tem-
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captain. Wherefore my heart says, let
him keep her if he may.”

“Aye,” said the first speaker. “Our
brother Elliott has permitted his rage to
override his judgment. Come.”

They moved off. Their footfalls died
away. Their remarks had somewhat sur-
prised me, and I made no move, half-fearing
a trick; that they had known I was crouch-
ing there beneath them, and had hoped
to lure me into too sudden an appearance.
Yet after a time, no further sound reaching
my ears, I did slip softly forth, leading
Metta by the hand, and we once more gave
ourselves to the current, letting it sweep us .
slowly down-stream with no more than our
nostrils above the surface, as we moved.

So for perhaps the half of an hour we
floated, I being not certain that the Shaw-
nees might not have sent a canoe still
further down the river, so that it might
intercept us unless we were keenly alert.
Yet now I think that they did not do so,
since we saw no sign of any such action on
their part. And after that first hour,
I turned and once more swam, putting all
the power I could into my stroke and
making good time.

For what I judged must have been an
hour I swam and floated. Then once more
I sought for a sheltered spot along the
bank. And after a time I found it—a
strip of high bank, with a tiny, grass-grown
shore-line before it, and alder bushes
drooping over the upper lip.

I drew myself out of the stream, and
gave Metta my hand. The Fall-dried
grass rustled slightly beneath our feet.
We stretched ourselves out upon it and
lay there, like two.veritable creatures of
the wild as we waited for the first faint
light of dawn, ready at need to slip back
into the stream.

I mounted guard beside her, resting on
my belly, eyes and ears open. But we
did not speak. Hours passed and left my
lids heavy, but I kept them open still.
There was no sound or movement from
the girl beside me, save the soft sighing
of her breath, and I fancied she slept. So
the night passed.

And at length a grayness crept into the
air. Then and then only I turned my head.
I had been right. She lay there locked in
slumber with her water-soaked bundle
of clothing tied fast to her back. I put
out a hand and touched her gently on the
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Glickhican went on. “Yonder is the place
where in Winter I have kept the roots and
herbs from my garden ready to my hand.
Lie there in safety until the mission of
these men is known.” -

Without demur I rose, took blankets he
provided and dropped through the hole in
the floor. I spread the blankets in the
dark, root-scented hole I had entered, put
up my hands and received the form of the
maid as Glickhican lowered her into my
arms. A moment later what light entered
our hiding-place was shut out as the Dela-
ware reset the trap-door-like section of the
floor in its usual position. A little dust
sifted down as I heard him wielding a birch
twig broom to cover any marks on the
floor, that our still-damp moccasins might
have made. —

Thereafter followed one of the most
inexplicable parts of the whole red Acadia
from first to last and one I have never
understood. For as events transpired it
seemed that the men of whom Glickhican
had been warned in time to hide us had
come for the Delaware himself.

Pipe sent them to arrest Glickhican and
bring him back to Gnadenhiitten, Heaven
knows why, unless our captain feared that
like those others of the peace party who
had fled for refuge against him to Pittsburg,
the great man of the tribe might seek to
make an escape. If that were it, Pipe
surely proved himself a poor judge of the
character of the man, and failed again as
he had done from first to last to read aright
his heart.

Nor do I think that until the day of his
hideous death at the hands of a band of
prowling white dogs, who posed as organ-
ized militia, did our party of our clan ever
appreciate the true nature of that red
martyr who had taken the name of Isaac
when he bowed his soul to Christ, and like
Isaac became so nearly, was led in the end,
a human sacrifice to the blood lust of evil
hearts.

Certain I am that the party who came
to lead him to Gnadenhiitten did not even
faintly know the man. They feared him—
thought of him as that Glickhican whose
name had once been synonymous among
our people for warlike prowess and might.
That I know because from my place
beneath his floor, with my loved one
crouched, warm and tense beside me, I
heard what transpired.
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They had come to arrest him and lead
him back a prisoner to Pipe. Yet once
before his house, they held back and sent
forward one of their number to approach
his door.

And he it was who gave to Glickhican,
the orders of Pipe.

And to him Glickhican replied:

“Since ye are sent to take me, my brother
of the Delawares, why is it that your men
stand without my gate? Do ye hesitate
to fulfil the orders of your leader?”

“We question in our hearts whether we
come to arrest Glickhican of the Delawares,
who was once a chief whose name the women
used to send their children to sleep, or that
Isaac, who has broken his vow, and buried
his hatchet, because of these white-faced
teacher, whose words have entered hisheart.”

“You fear me, my brothers?”’

To me it seemed that a great—a heart-
swelling sorrow rang in Glickhican’s words.

“Who in the past did not fear him who
was Glickhican?” I heard the other reply.

“Then lead in your men,” the one who
had hidden us told him, “since this is Isaac
and not that Glickhican whose fear could
fill men’s hearts. Wherefore Isaac bows
his head to-the commands of your Captain
Pipe, and holds his hands before him that
ye may bind them if you will—or should
you fear him still as Isaac, who was Glick-
hican in the past.”

Aye, it wasa quiet speech from the great-
est warrior of us all, who, as I look back
now upon it, had become the greatest man.
And I am glad to be able to record that
once at Gnadenhiitten, Pipe took his parole
and gave him full freedom of action, without
guards or restraint.

But we could not know to what fate he
was led as we knelt there and hearkened
to the words which drifted to us in our
cover. And I felt my maid quiver with
the emotions which filled her gentle bosom,
and slipped an arm about her, drawing her
close beside me, more in a dumb sort of
effort at comfort than anything else. And
as she lay against me, her cheek brushed
mine and I found it wet with tears.

21 AN HOUR passed in which we
/‘,'—') neither spoke, nor moved but slight-
=&l |y ere Metta struggled free of my
embrace and sat up.
“What now?” she questioned softly.
“What now, White Wolf?”

~ o
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I put my arm about his shoulders.

“Thou art my brother,” I said.

“Who am about to lose a brother,” he
returned, so that I suddenly felt that I

knew why his air had been more or less one -

of sorrow since first he had found me after
he entered the town.

“What mean you?” I questioned him
quickly. “Say you we shall no more be
brothers, Gray Wolf?”

“Nay—not that,”” he returned. ‘‘Yet
in my talk with this white teacher, he
opened to me his heart concerning thee
and the maid. He is minded that so soon
as he comes to Salem, you two must be wed,
according to the white man’s law, and that
after that you must take boat down the
Muskingum to the white man’s town of
Marietta, going back to your own people,
rather than continuing with us.”

His words gave me a pang, and yet my
heart leaped.

“Do you remember the words of Sheshe-
quins, oh, big brother?”” I asked. “Even
so he said that the Secret Children, when
they were of age, and had come pure to their
mating, went back to their own people, to
carry them clean blood.”

“Oh, aye,” Nashoba made answer. “Yet
have we loved you little brother, and it will
not seem the same without you in our
house.”

He put his arm about me, even as I had
placed mine about him, and for some time
we sat there in silence, ere he rose and
stalked out of the town.

The next day saw the first of the converts
from Gnadenhiitten dropping down the
river or making their way through the
forest and camping about the town. More
and more they came throughout that day
and the next, and the one after that.

On the second Metta found her foster-
parents, Big Owl and Little Duck, among
them, and slept that night beside them
and what few belongings they had brought.

And on the fourth day, the tenth of
September, came the last of the men from
the upper village bringing with them
Zeisberger, Heckwelder and Glickhican
and followed by the Delawares, the Wyan-
dots, the Ottawas and Shawnees with
Captain Elliott. :

That night the church bell tolled for the
last timé in Salem, calling the converts to
the meeting for the last time in the town.
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They answered the call from cabin and
camp, leaving their packs each at their
place and streaming down the streets
toward the soft-toned call of the bell.

Metta and I went with them. We had
seen Heckwelder that afternoon, and it was
then he had given me my name of Asher
Wolf, and though my maiden’s marriage-
garment was now a thing of the past, yet
this was our wedding night. None knew it,
I think, save the two white teachers, myself
and Nashoba and Sheshequins of course,
Metta and her foster-parents. But Heck-
welder wanted it so.

He desired that we be married in the
sight of all the people and such of the men
of the other tribes as might choose to come
to the church. Thus he felt we would be
man and wife in the sight of all, and rea-
soned that even if so minded, Elliott would
hesitate to make any move during the
coming night, in which he would be near
the town. After the ceremony we had
agreed that the two whites, the maid and
myself should lodge in Glickhican’s house
to which the teachers had already gone
with the former Delaware chief.

And so it was done. The church was
packed. Men, women and children filled
it and stood about windows and doors.
Zeisberger prayed for strength in the face
of this new, fresh trial, for strength of
heart and limb upon the journey with
which his people were faced. Heckwelder
spoke words of encouragement and counsel.
The people sang.

Their voices, lifted, blended, rose in a
vast chorus of simple hearts, facing grief,
want, deprivation. The bass of their
voices was like the low, deep, soughing of
a wind within the forest; the higher notes
as sweetly plaintive as a tense zolian harp
with its minor strain. It rose and sank
and rose again and died, that last song of
the Moravian band in the home they should
know no more.

And as it died and Heckwelder signaled
to us, Metta and I left our places and ad-
vanced to stand before him, ringed about
by the National Assistants, Glickhican at
their head.

Heckwelder spoke in the Delaware
tongue, yet used the service of his church.
Its strangely solemn words rang out above
the sea of faces, rose above the stilled
breathing of the people. Until at the
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last he joined our hands, and pronounced
us man and wife.

Thus in that last sad meeting of a harm-
less people came a great joy into my life,
and once back in Glickhican’s house,
Heckwelder gave me a bit of his talking
paper to say that it was so; after which
he pressed his lips to Metta’s forehead
and calling her “my daughter,” gave her
his blessing before we wrapped our blankets
around us and lay down for the night.

CHAPTER XVI

’ FOLLOWED the Red Acadia, the
exodus of the red Christians the
next day. They who had done

no harm, who had asked only that they
be permitted to dwell in peace with all men,
to keep their paths open to all nations, to
spread the teachings of love in a world of
savage impulse, found themselves caught
in a whirlwind of wrath between two
warring nations, sucked into the maw of
revenge and evil plotting, and cast forth
from the places of quiet and plenty, their
industry had raised.

Like men caught in a blast too strong to
resist, the Moravians and their converts
bowed their heads, turned their backs and
went slowly before the storm of human
rage, they might no longer face.

On the morning of the eleventh of
September, 1781, they shouldered their
few remaining possessions and -moved
away from the last of their towns, part
in boats down the Tuscarawas, and the rest
m a long, dark, silent stream across the
landscape between troops of the tribal
guards. .

So the Red Acadia began.

Before leaving Salem, the church-house
was fired, by whom I know not, yet by the
orders of the teachers, that it might never
be used for any other purpose save that
one of divine worship for which it had been
raised.

As the long line of men, women and
children, pack-burdened, driving here and
there a few of their remaining cattle, crept
across the fields toward the west, it stood
a2 smoking, flame-spurting background in
the midst of the deserted town. Walking
with Metta and her foster-parents and
Nashoba, who had placed himself at my
side, I saw many a saddened face turn to
watch it in a last, though silent farewell.

157

And I can picture the whole scene yet
if I shut my eyes and call the picture up:
men, women, children, homeless, well-nigh
destitute even as we red men accounted
such things, bearing their all on their backs,
trailing in uneven column into the unknown
future which faced them, with the men
who compelled them thus blindly forward,
hovering on their flanks to spur their
advance.

Yet despite the deep agony of so many
hearts, the whole thing passed without any
excitement worthy of the name. The
converts were after all red men, trained to
support emotion with little visible sign.
Beyond here and there a tear-dimmed eye
or a child’s streaked face, there was little
to hint the fact that these were persecuted
people, driven forth from the homes they
had reared in trust and brotherly love,
to a cruel and unkind fate.

What they felt they kept to themselves
as they fared into the west at the white
man’s behest. Inside an hour after dawn
the thing was accomplished and naught
remained of the Christian settlements along
the Tuscarawas save the abandoned towns
and the dark line of bent and burdened
figures, moving down the peaceful valley,
and the laden canoes on the stream.

Of Elliott I saw little. He kept himself
well at the head of the column with Pipe
and some of the sub chiefs of the Shawnees.
But I have heard that from that time on
he played but a secondary part in the
expedition, finding himself outnumbered
too completely by the Delawares and the
Wyandots in whom he had raised so hot
a resentment by his threat of vengeance
in the council that last day it met. He
contented himself perforce in playing the
part for which in the first place Pomoacan
had asked that he come with us and left
the rest of the matter to Pipe and the
Wyandot half-king.

Nor is there aught to record of that day,
as we marched down the Tuscarawas
Valley. Nashoba stuck to my side. It
was our intent to camp that night at our
town of Goschocking—now Coshocton,
Ohio—at the junction of the Tuscarawas
and Walhonding, some fourteen miles in
a straight line from Salem, and from there
to turn north along the Walhonding to the
site of Pipe’s former town. ’

But at Goschocking it was planned for
Metta and me to take canoe and go down






Author of “Blaming It on Benny,” ‘‘Rule G,” eic.

FTER reaching his office in the
A morning the first act of Mr.
: Arthur V. Burford, Superin-

' tendent of the Western Division
of the D. & P. Railroad, was, invariably,
to push the button that summoned his chief
clerk. But on a certain morning in late
July the superintendent had no more than
seated himself at his desk when the door
of his private office opened and the chief
clerk entered. When his assistant appeared
thus—without waiting for the usual sum-
mons—Burford always knew there was
something important on.

The chief clerk’s face was habitually
worn looking, like the face of one forever
confronted by new _troubles. But this
morning his countenance seemed more
care-worn than usual;
Burford anxiously.

“Good morning,” said the .chief clerk,
advancing to the superintendent’s desk.
“Here’s" a wire that came in just a few
minutes ago. I thought you ought to see
it, first thing.”

Superintendent Burford returned the
greeting and bent over the message. Heread:

Star City, July 26.
Surr. BurFoRD:

Agent Hepler in jail. Details by letter on
No. 171. Please send another man quick.
C. D. DrAPER,
Cashier.

“For the love of Peter!” said Burford,

his eyes sought

looking up.
happened?”’

“Haven’t the slightest idea,” replied the
chief clerk. “It’sa wonder Draper wouldn’t
have given us a hint in his message. I
thought of wiring him for more particulars;
but 171 will be in in about ten minutes, so
I decided it would be best to wait and see
what he says.”

“Yes, we'll wait,”
“That’ll be best.”

[ -ad STAR CITY was hitting the -high
B Q] spots—hitting them with joyousness
—=>% and abandon.

Oil did it—oil and the Western spirit.
Combined, these two elements served to
raise Star City from the level of an ordinary
cow-and-mining-town of some few hundreds
to heights where it became a bustling
metropolis of some few thousands.

All this change had come about within
a year. Twelve months since some enter-
prising local capitalists had discovered
what they believed were signs of oil. So
they drilled a well, and it came in good.
They drilled themselves another, and it
came in better.

The news got out; spread over the
country. A few footloose oil men arrived
with well-drilling outfits, coming from other
oil fields; they took up some leases and
began to drill.

“What do you suppose has

agreed Burford.
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The first of these wells that the new-
comers drilled, north of town, hit the pay
sand and gushed forth at the rate of five
hundred barrels per day. The next one,
west of town, was good for three hundred
barrels; and, two days later, a well, south
of town, came in, good for a thousand
barrels per day.

That settled it; the lid came off. Men
simply flocked into Star City—big men
and little men. Came a former cabinet
officer; two United States senators, one ex
and one still in; a dozen congressmen,
about equally divided between exs and
ins; the president of one of the country’s
biggest trunk-lines, his shining brass-railed
car being set off on the siding back of Star
City’s D. & P. depot; professional oil
capitalists; professional promoters. Oil
well supplies poured into town, coming
in over the D. & P. And with the oil well
paraphernalia came many skilled workmen:
drillers, tool-dressers, rig-builders.

To make a long matter short—prosperity
hit Star City, a prosperity undreamed of
even in the optimistic days of its pristine
youth. Buildings shot up like mushrooms,
streets grew long and many. To find
lodgings became a frenzied undertaking;
Star City pointed with pride to new apart-
ment houses wherein families dwelt on the
upper floors while yet the lower floor and
basement was an unfinished smear of stone,
tile, lumber, lath and mortar.

The naturally sandy streets of the town
were ground up into deep pits of dust by
the unceasing traffic. The slightest breeze
filled the air with the choking, blinding

particles.
“Pave ’em!” cried Star City, reckless
with bulging pockets. “Do it now!”

And without delay they began to add to
the clamor and confusion by digging up the
streets, grading them, and placing brick
thereon.

“Do it now!” became the Star City
slogan.

So they added a water works and a sewer
system and began to talk of laying out a
park.

Wolf Creek was envious. Back in the
year when the D. & P. came through, Wolf
Creek and Star City had been much alike—
small towns in a big country. Wolf Creek
had advanced reasons to show why the
D. & P. should come through there. Star
City did likewise—and won out. Where-
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fore Wolf Creek had never forgiven its
rival—nor the D. & P.

Moreover, when Star City came into
its unprecedented prosperity Wolf Creek’s
envy grew deeper; and some of its loyal
citizens set about drilling a test well near
their own town. But the well turned out
to be a duster—to Wolf Creek’s unspeakable
chagrin. This was all that was needed:
Wolf Creek took Star City’s fatness and
their own leanness as a personal affront.
Wolf Creek’s thoughts grew bitter; oil
became a forbidden topic within the town
limits.

Nevertheless, Wolf Creek was curious.
Consequently its citizens took to riding
over to Star City, going in bands of a dozen
or more. And there, after gazing scornfully
at Star City’s many activities, they would
gather in one of the saloons, usually the
Silver Cloud, and lean aggressively over the
bar and talk largely, in scathing innuendoes,
of what they had seen and of the ruin that
was sure to come as the result of any town
getting so stuck-up and prideful.

This habit of uttering slighting remarks
brought on unfortunate consequences. Star
City resented the insinuations and declared
that, even if they were growing fat, their
trigger-fingers were still limber. There
were casualties, several times. And finally,
to prevent further damage, Sheriff Lallie
issued notice that all visitors, entering Star

. City, should leave their weapons at his

office until departure.

Wolf Creek received this notice with
indignation; and, though complying with
the edict, took revenge in what became
known as a “window-bustin’.” This was
accomplished by spending, in' some bar,
the period necessary to get Star City
properly worked up; whereupon the whole
crowd would disgorge on to the street and
there indulge in a free-for-all fight, with no
weapons, of a deadly type, allowed. It was
a poor week when some of the big windows
on Star City’s main thoroughfare were not
shattered.

It was, into a mélée such as this that
Mr. Fred Hepler, agent at Star City for
the D. & P., walked one July evening. As
Hepler came up the street from his depot
and reached a point on the sidewalk
directly opposite the Silver Cloud saloon,
the door of that dispensary swung outward
and a mob from within streamed out at
high pressure. Hot words and missiles









A Regular Rounder

“They got him in the calaboose,” said
Kersey.

“Sure!” growled Lute. ‘“But he’ll get
out. They got him in there for safe keep-
ing—so we can’t touch him.”

Kersey glanced cautiously around to
make sure the door was shut tight. He
leaned toward his brother. _

“Some of the boys are fixin’ up to come
over here tonight,” said Kersey, dropping
his voice: “They’re feeling pretty sore.
Maybe there’ll be some old debts paid
off.”

Lute Kimball looked long and steadily
at his brother, his face betraymg a sudden
gleam of vindictive anticipation.

“Tt’s about time!” he said fiercely.

Kersey rose and moved toward the door.
Lute’s eyes were full of questions as his
brother turned the knob.

“You wait,” said Kersey. “You’ll hear
about it. I’m going down to the station
and look ’round.”

| IT WAS a worried cashier who met
Joseph Reilly as the latter stepped
off No. 133 at Star City.

“See that fellow standing over there at
the edge of the platform?” said Draper to
Joe as they moved toward the office.
“That’s Kersey Kimball, brother of the
fellow who was shot in the shoulder last
night. I s’pose Burford told you all
about it, and how things were lined up
here?”

“Yes, he told me.” Joe glanced over at
the man. “He looks out of sorts,” he
said.

“He’s watchmg us,” said Draper ner-
vously. “Down here snoopin’ ’round to
see what’s what. Be trouble soon, I'll bet
a nickel.”

“Bad medicine, is he?”’ asked Joe.

“Bad medicine is right!’’ affirmed Draper
“He and his brother Lute sort of lead that
Wolf Creek crowd ’round by the nose.
They’re nearly always at the bottom of any
devilishness that bunch raises.”

They reached the station door and
Draper pushed it open.

“Come in,” said the cashier, “and I’ll
introduce you to the rest of the boys.
Afterward, when you’re ready we’ll go up
town and find you a place to stop. We’ll
try and find Sheriff Lallie, too; you ought
to get acquainted with him; it nnght come
in handy.”

163
111

4 THE Central Hotel stands in the
[ middle of one of Star City’s proudest

% main street blocks. Here Mr.
Reilly, newly-come agent, put up, making
arrangements for both sleep and victuals.
He thought it best to choose this hotel;
being located as it was, he could keep
watchful eyes on the town’s doings, also
keeping, meanwhile, his ears open for any
chance whisperings.

Moreover, directly across the street from
the Central Hotel is located what was the
favorite haunt of the Wolf Creekers: the
Silver Cloud Bar; a long, low-ceilinged
saloon, kept by an old stage-driver.

Nine o’clock p. M. found the Silver Cloud
well patronized; and, standing on the curb
in front of his hotel, loud yells and cat-
calls came to Mr. Reilly’s ears, sweeping
out through the Silver Cloud’s swinging
doors. Star City, as represented by a
gathering of several score of its male citizens,
was grouped expectantly at several vantage
spots ’round about and near the saloon.

Joe had been standing on the curb for
perhaps ten minutes when he was joined
by an elderly, tall man: Sheriff Lallie.
The cashier and Reilly had located the
sheriff late in the afternoon; introductions
had followed. Now, as he stepped up
beside the agent, the sheriff’s face showed
the slightest hint of uneasiness.

“That little party of Wolf Creekers over
there,” he said to Joe, “sounds as if they’re
working themselves up. Listen ’em yell!”

He spat meditatively into the street.

“Wolf Creek!” floated out from the
Silver Cloud, propelled by able and vocif-
erous lungs. “Wolf Creek! A mile wide
and a mile deep! Let ’er rip!”’

Mr. Reilly grinned at the sheriff as the
battle-cry momentarily abated.

“I’d say so too!” said Joe. ‘“How many
in the bunch; you know?”

“There were thirty-one pistols left at my
office tonight,” replied Lallie.

“Have any trouble getting ’em to leave
their guns?”

“Not a bit. I was a mite surprised.
They all seemed plumb eager to turn their
weapons over.”” The sheriff turned wise
eyes on Reilly. “But I got a pretty strong
suspicion.”

Joe’s gaze silently questioned the officer.

“You want to know?” The sheriff







A Regular Rounder

“Is that so?” roared Slim. His hand
slid to his side and a pistol was raised in
his fingers. “Come on!” he yelled. “All

of you!”

-

immediately squeezed themselves
L as small as possible, jumping for
the nearest telegraph poles and other
suitable projections.

“Seel” whispered Joe eagerly to Sheriff
Lallie. “Just the chance I'm looking for!
They got guns, that’s sure now. Do it
now is the word! I’m off!”

Before the sheriff could remonstrate
or detain him Joe had stepped out into the
street and was moving swiftly over toward
the Wolf Creek man.

Slim, in swinging his pistol on his verbal
assailants, had swung around so that his
back was partly turned to the approaching
Joe. Also, his senses were pretty well
befuddled by much liquor; hence he was
not aware of Joe’s approach until the agent’s
hand had fallen on him. The Wolf
Creeker’s pistol was jerked abruptly from
his fingers.

“I’ll take this myself!” said Joe shortly.

He caught the amazed Slim by the arm,
whirled him around and propelled him
in the direction of the Silver Cloud’s
doorway.

“In you go!” said Joe, and shoved the
Wolf Creeker through the swinging doors,
himself following.

The faces that were turned toward the
doorway at the precipitate entrance of the
two were all Wolf Creek faces. No man
from Star City was present in that danger-
ous atmosphere. Wolf Creek had the
Silver Cloud to itself tonight; except for
the bartender, that is—and he was counted
as a neutral.

Wolf Creek’s citizens were grouped in
front of the bar, or adjacent to it. In the
center stood Kersey Kimball. Face threat-
ening, glass in hand, the Wolf Creek leader
glowered at Slim, and at Slim’s conductor;
he was not fifteen feet distant from either
of them.

“Kimball!”” cried Joe sharply, before
Kersey or any of his followers could speak.
“One of your men has been indiscreet.
Slim here had a gun. See!”

Joe raised Slim’s pistol so that all might
observe; and the point of it was lined
steadily and directly at Kersey Kimball’s

THE nearest Star City citizens
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head; the butt of it nestled snugly in the
agent’s hand; his finger was crooked
around the trigger.

Kersey Kimball and his men stared, first
at Reilly, then at the steady pistol, and
back at Reilly again. Involuntarily, Ker-
sey shifted his feet uneasily, impelled to do
so by the menace of that unwavering gun.
His eyes flashed to the blinking Slim.

“You fool!”” he bellowed in a rage.
blasted fool!”

Joe Reilly smiled gently. He could
appreciate the anger of Kersey at -the
blundering Slim—displaying his gun so
prematurely.

“Yes,” said Joe soothingly. “Isn’t he
though! Carrying a gun around in this
town when he knows he’s not allowed.
What do you mean, Slim?”’

‘He shook the latter’s arm. But Slim,
helpless and abashed, offered no word.

“You —— busybody!” cried Kersey,
turning his rage on Reilly. ‘“What are
you butting in on this for?”

Reilly’s eyes did not even blink.

“Am I butting in?’’ he questioned evenly.
“I wasn’t aware. But I’ll tell you: I'm a
good Samaritan. The sheriff’s out there.
And if Lallie had caught Slim he might
have put him in the jug for toting a gun.
Understand?”’ R

Kersey Kimball squirmed and choked
impotently. He was being made to look
the fool, right in front of his followers.
But, in the face of the unmoving pistol in
Reillys’ hand, he could do nothing. One
false move—either on his own part or on
the part of any of his men—would cause
that pistol to speak. This Kersey and all
present understood without the formality
or necessity of words, The man who held
the pistol was the master.

Joe Reilly gazed calmly at Kersey, his
expression perfectly guyileless. And then
suddenly a new expression leaped into the
agent’s eyes, as if some new thought had
jumped into his brain.

“Kimball!”’ he exclaimed. “By thunder!
Maybe some more of you fellows have got
guns on you! And the first thing you know
the sheriff’ll be in here and find it out on
you if you have; and then you’ll all go to
the coop!”

His twinkling eyes glistened shrewdly.

“Barkeep!” he called loudly. ‘“Barkeep!
Where is he, anyhow?”

There was a stir in the rear of the crowd;

“You
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and from behind the bar issued the red-
faced, slightly nervous dispenser.

“Here!” said Joe severely as the bar-
keeper stepped forward. ‘“You hurry up
and see if you can find any pistols on any
of these gentlemen. Hustle up now, before
the sheriff comes in!”’

The barkeeper hustled. He started at
one end of the bar and worked toward the
other.
person of every gentleman he obtained one
pistol. His hands grew full, and he dumped
the weapons on a vacant table near the
agent. He returned to his task, got
another accumulation, and deposxted it
on the table. His third trip completed the
work, the last man disarmed being the
fuming, impotent Kersey.

“There!” said the barkeeper, heaving a
sigh of thankfulness. ‘“That’s alll”

Joe Reilly eyed the mound of pistols in
apparent amazement. He looked from
the heaped-up table to the Wolf Creek leader.

“Kimball,” he said, “you fellows cer-
tainly ought to thank me! Just think of
the trouble I saved you from getting into.
And now, before that sheriff does come in
and find all these guns, you boys had all
better sneak out the back door and hit the
trail for home. Get a move on, boys!

Kimball, you kind of see if you can’t help

’em to get goin’ quick!”

v “NOTHING happened then?”

It was Superintendent Burford
speaking. He had hurried down
to Star Clty the following morning, anxious
about affairs there, and more than half-

And, as he progressed, from the
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expecting to see evidences of riot and ruin
around the depot and to hear tales of battle
and, perhaps, of sudden death.

But arrived at Star City,” the super-
intendent beheld nothing alarming. The
station and its surroundings appeared
intact and unharmed. = Patrons were mov-
ing prosaically in and out of the depot,
teamsters were industriously unloading
freight from the cars on the si

After stepping off the train the first man
the superintendent met was Sheriff Lallie.
There was relief in Burford’s voice as he
spoke the words to the sheriff.

The officer of the law looked soberly at
the superintendent.

“Nothing?” said the sheriﬁ dryly.
“Nothing?”’

His eyes wandered from the super-
intendent to look at Agent Joseph Reilly.
The agent was down by the freight house,
busily checking up a truckiul of newly
arrived express shipments. A little gleam
that could easily have been taken for
admiration came into the sheriff’s eyes. .

“Well,” he said slowly to Burford, ‘if
nothing keeps happening right along like
it did last night I’ll have to quit; because
I know the boys’ll be insisting that I hand
my keys over to a better man.”

Superintendent Burford’s face was turned
eagerly toward Lallie; he sensed that some-
thing interesting lay underneath the offi-
cer’s words. ,

“Yes,” said the sheriff, perceiving Bur-
ford’s eagerness, “if it keeps up I’ll have to
be handing them over to that new a.gent
of yours!”
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dope I ever got on her, and you can figure
it out yourself, just as I did. The big idea
was that, just as soon as Bullard said, “He’s
all yours,” she started in to harvest me.

Bullard strolls over to the piano and
starts idling along with that tum, ta-tum, ta
stuff. Up she springs.

“Do you want to hear me seeng?”’

“Oh, certainly. Certainly.”

Pr-rang, goes the piano, as Bullard starts
the first notes of ‘“La Paloma.”

“Mai song,” says the lady, weaving
out on to the floor as light as a troop guidon
in a breeze. ‘“Thees ees W’y dey call me
La Paloma.”

And say, when she began with that,
“T think of the morn when I sailed away
from you,” my heart stood still.

Ever hear a real good singer put on that
song, with the dance steps that go with it?
Great, eh? When they hit that high place
where they say, “Ah, Chinita!” and the
way they; flutter down to the floor at the
end of the song, just like a wounded dove!
Boy, this woman had a voice that made
you think of a bird by a running brook.
And the beauty of her and the way she
sang and danced it right at me wasn’t
only a knockout—it was sudden death
and regeneration. It dazed me so that
I don’t remember a thing of the first
evening except that song.

I was still dopey from it the next after-
noon, when one of her ‘aos blows into the
barracks.

“Will the honorable sefiors come up—"
he began.

“Betcherlife, boy. Be up right after
retreat.” ,

“What?” says I. “Again?”

“Ag—nothing!” answers Bullard. “As
usual.”

When we hit the door that evening,
there was our lady, decorated like Solomon

and the lilies. Honest, when she got about.

a bale of that silk hung on to her frame
she looked like when you get hit in the
eye.

y“Good-a eveneeng, sefiors, come right
een. Thees house iss your-r-s,” and the
fireworks started.

Regular one-horse riot of peors laughing
and scruffling around; her eyes and skirts
bouncing and flouncing; my heart doing
the aerial high dive; glad hand, with a big
“G.” ~We flop and feed. We wine and
dine a whole lot. After a bit the lady
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jerks her thumb toward the door; servants,
kids, et certy, get intelligent, give her the
Buena Nocke all ’round, and blow to bed.
Lady swings around like a pouter pigeon,
bows to me, bows to Bullard, and all bets
are off. Sing and dance and bat that old
Spanish piano in the teeth until the world
looks level. That frisky little cut-up
certainly could show you the one big
effervescent time of your life.

I’ll admit that she got to me quick.
But what could you expect? Here I land
on the border with all of a greenhorn’s old
romantic ideas of Spanish women; and,
the first roll of the dice, the Spanishest
thing that was ever spun in Spain pounces
on to me and starts hustling me over
the hurdles like I was willed to her by a
Dutch uncle. This woman didn’t stalk
you like they usually do. She rolled over
you like a snowslide—and carried you
along.

Take it from me, if it hadn’t been that
she was Bullard’s girl I'd have snapped
her up so quick it would have made her
head swim. But I wouldn’t pull a deal
like that on a prince like Bullard for any-
thing. Besides, it seemed that she took
some of the strain of that Tennessee affair
off of him; so I decided to leave things as
they were. All the same, I had a half-
delicious, half-nervous feeling that she was
going to force my hand. I tried to stay
away, but whenever Bullard dared to land
at her place without me she raised a howl
that would jar the Temple of Baal.

So we saw her almost every day, except
when she ‘was gone to Monterey. She
went there every once in a while. Frisking
Tio Emiliano’s bank-roll, I suppose, be-
cause after each trip there was a new brand
of silk out for the regular evening.pasear
on the plaza. All of a sudden, along comes
the grandstand play. We start up to her
casa one evening and some one calls Jimmy
back.

“You drill along,” says he to me, “and
T’ll join you in a few minutes.”

I think Paloma saw me coming up alone,
because when I reached the door she was
waiting for me. Her eyes were very
bright and her fingers were twitching in
a fdgety way when she welcomed me
in.
“Hal-lo, Allan. W’ere’s Djimmy?”
“Somebody called him back. Beup in a
minute.”
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a.nu(l‘ll I hear Jimmy say to the greasers’ head
bully—

“Get off the floor, you copper-jawed
cabron!”’

Then the gang went for him with their
knives. Jimmy yanked the little oak
bench out from under the orchestra and
plack!

“Gor-Amightyl” squeals the bully, mak-
ing a wild kick at the ceiling.

Say, for about a minute that place
sounded like two phonograph records in
an argument—Car-ramba!l  Ca-bifl Ca-
whack! Car-rajol

Naturally, you’d think he couldn’t whip
the whole bunch; but, at last, they all
made the door except one big fat oof that
they called Felipe. Jimmy got in his line
of retreat. Felipe thought as much of
Tomasso’s window as any of them; but
no Mexican will ever let pride or plate-
glass stand between him and his fresh air
and his natural right to run. This Felipe
person just folded up like a jack-knife.

“Gooda-by!” says he, and came right out
through her with a shower of glass.

“Gooda-by’s right,” says I, lamming
him in the chops with the mescal bottle.

Then came Tomasso:

“Mai weendow! Mai glayss weendow!
1 sooner loose mai li-eefe!”

“All right,” says Jimmy, and he busts
what’s left of the bench on Tomasso’s
head.

He was a natural-born cleaning process.

The three of us didn't only leave that
place promptly, but we beat the echo of
the scrap offa the landscape by a full neck.
We were wise enough to jump out ahead
of the pump guns. Paloma was crazy
with delight. She rode close up to Bullard
and patted him on the back.

“Gooda-boy, Djimmy,” she giggles.
“Br-reak de gr-rea.szur head like—w’at
you call dat t’ing, Allan, dat’s got beeg
mane and goes woo-00?"

‘(Lion?”

“Dat’s right. Lion.”

“Maybe so, Paloma,” answers Jimmy.
“But you started that fight. You flirted
with the greaser and sicked him on to me.
Now, don’t ever let it happen again.”

That silenced her.

The other time was when we went to a
bull-fight in old Mex. They’d killed a bull
or two, and it seemed to make Paloma
drunk. All the devil in her was bubbling

to the surface.
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I strolled out of the box
to get some cigaridlos. When I came back
they were quarreling. Paloma had one
of those funny long-bladed Spanish cuckillos
in her hand. Her eyes looked just like
they did when she lunged at me with the
espada. 1 heard her say—

“And Allan ees not your proper-rtee.”

Bullard nailed her by the arm. The face
of him was merciless as flint.

“Say,” snaps he. “D’ye want me to toss
you into that bull-ring?”’

Jimminy! She cringed with terror.

“Oh, no! No! Please, Djimmy, I—"

They shut up when they saw me; but
now I understood why she didn’t drop
Bullard. She was afraid to drop him!
Paloma believed in the law of force. She
was all physical, and her courage was all
physical. And this Bullard was some big,
dangerous, physical force.

That was his idea of keeping her hobbled.
Just how well it would have worked, I can’t
say. I only know that being caught
between those two maniacs like a grain
of wheat between two millstones was rapidly
getting on my nerves. And for my escape
from that strange situation I'll be forever
grateful to Pablino.

Never in a green moon would I have
connected Pablino with our affair. Vet

‘Pablino started it, because, if it hadn’t

been for him, our outfit would never have
gone to the border. Also, he ended it;
and when he did I realized that, if ever
our past-master in double-distilled du-
plicity, Paloma, had chosen to swing the
ax on Jimmy and me, we wouldn’t have
had one chance in ten thousand.

Pablino was the boss of the biggest and
cleverest gang of smugglers that ever cut
the west Texas line. In fact, he was so
clever that, when every cavalry and
ranger captain on the line had grown gray
trying to round him up, they sent us down
from Crook, P. D. Q., as I’ve mentioned,
to help out. 'Here’s this sport hanging
out on the Mexican side with a bunch of
moonlight line-jumpers who’ve got the
smuggling game cold-decked to a smooth
round cinch.

At every cavalry and ranger station
they’ve got a pack of lookouts on watch
day and night. Which, the feed, wages
and lives of these fellows depending on the
eagleness of their eyes, you can’t filter so
much as an Army blanket out of a station
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without somebody hiking off through the
chaparral to tell Pablino all about it.

That safe and sane old system was a
repeater all over the world before customs
collecting ever went to the polls, and these
greasers had it working like a watch.
How Whitey found a weak place in Pablino’s
system I don’t know; but he found one—
to our sorrow. For devilish strategy the
old skipper of L troop was sealed and
stamped on every corner. He beat their
loaded, bottled-in-bond game, won the pot,
and had to leave it on the table.

Out-thought ’em, out-fought ’em, and
out-ran ’em. And lemme tell you that
old man was just as earnest about his
running as he was about his fighting. Just
hit a high place occasionally to keep his
bearings.

One nice red-hot afternoon, when
Paloma’s away on one of her Monterey
trips, a shadow falls across the poker table,
and there’s the self-satisfied speckled frontis-
piece of Jimmy Bunce, the Old Man’s

striker, in the window.

“Aw ” says Bullard. “You look right
comic in a frame: Getting an eyeful,
are you, you blankety-blink—’’ and so on.

Bunce’s face cracked open like a busted
watermelon, and he chuckled away down
in his works after the manner of two base-
balls in a barrel.

“You won’t orate to that there effect
tomorrow, when your tongue s thicker’n
a plug of Climax and you’ve got a stack
of alkali on your beak like the horn on a
hornoceros,” he answers. “Whitey says
he knows a patch of chaparral that’ll assay
enough smugglers to issue every high
private in the post a greaser orderly. He’ s
going to sneak out after ’em. Keep mum.’

Whitey don’t start a still hunt with-any
“walls of Jericho” getaway. He’s wise
to that lookout stuff. The extensive prep-
arations he made, to pull the wool over
their eyes, made you think of a Dutchman
going to bed. First, he issues an order
of the day, about a yard long and as com-
plex as a doctor’s prescription, calling for
the different troops to change barracks.
The lookouts picked that off the bulletin
board right away.

Under cover of that, and by shifting the
men in squads, he kept three troops of
cavalry so balled up that it wasn’t until
the morning of the third day that the
lookouts discovered that Whitey and most
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of L troop were missing. And then it was
too late to warn Pablino. Of course, the
boys having made all kinds of empty trips
after Pablino, they kept mum. Boy, if
they’d ‘have paxd mileage on that Pablino
campaign we’d all have been millionaires.
@ any one want anything as much
as that old head-hunter. Ho-lee
coppersmith! All he could say was,
“Foreard! Trot! And we, ghost-gray
with alkali and all our interiors a rusty
velvet from heat and thirst, thump-thump-
ing through a sand-bottomed furnace until
our eyes ran around in our heads like rats.

Boy, if you wanta know torment, hit the
desert with a troop of U. S. horse.

“Wait! Rest!”

You’re sound asleep before you even
hit the sand. You’re dreaming of the
sulfurous walls of the inferno. While
you’re toiling aimlessly through miles and
miles of hot ashes the devil hits you in the
ribs with a train of cars and—you wake up
with MacDonald, the top sergeant, pulling
his boot out of your slats!

“Judas H. Priestt We haven’t slept
five minutes!”

Mac jerks his thumb over his shoulder
and goes to wake the next man. You look.
Whitey’s personality lined up against the
firmament, with a whisky bottle to his head!
G'luck! G’luck! G’luck! Air bubbles jump-
ing up like frogs in a pond. It hits his
poor parched gizzard; he shakes himself
like a wet dog. Wah! Forward! Trot!

Whitey expected.to connect with Pab-
lino’s gang on the second day. But when
evening came, with no smugglers in sight,
the Old Man simply collapsed. Third
morning he sent the most of us out to scout
around as we saw fit. What was the use?
Just to kill time, we shot at every jack-
rabbit and sand-hill crane in west Texas.
When we came in, the troop’s combined
ammunition wouldn’t have stuffed a five-
cent hunting-case pie.

Next morning we’re all cinched up,
waiting for the outposts to come in, when
here comes Jimmy Bunce, swelled up like
a poisoned pup with some big news.

“Sir,” says he, giving Whitey the big-
four. “Big mounted party with a pack
train about a mile below us!”

Whitey and MacDonald hit for the top

I’LL BE goodly grilled if ever I saw
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of the nearest knoll and took one look
through the field glasses. Meanwhile,
you’d ought to have seen the men feeling
around in their saddle bags for stray
cartridges. Mac came back.

“Boys,” he bawls, “it’s Pablino, sure’s
the Lord made little apples; and he’s got
about two troops of saddle gun operators
and packs galore. Be careful about your
shooting if we connect with him. If we
can’t stampede him before the ammunition
gives out, he flies our kite. You savvy
that?”’

In a minute L troop’s zig-zagging through
_the low places like a rattler after a frog;
with old Whitey nosing along in front,
tickled most to death. The Mexicans
never sighted us until we hit a broad flat,
about four hundred yards behind them.
Jimminy! There were lots of them!

A driver spotted us. He snatched a
little Winchester out of his saddle boot and,
Crack-ow! Swiz-zip! He hands us a blue
.44. Right there every greaser in the
outfit took one look at us and one yelp at
the packs, and every man and beast
stretched out and more than hit the grit
for Mexico. Whitey sings out—

K‘Go7n’ get lem, boysl,’

We gave our horses the steel and went
to get them.

Say, that was some sight. We spreading
out, fan-wise, into a skirmish line; their
ﬁghtmg men dribbling back to meet the

lay;
gret};sed lightning; with a stiff west wind
to dust the board for the big show. A
little murmur of delight rippled through the
troop when the fours broke into line and
there enrolled before them that panoramic
sweep of yellow sand, swarming with white
and bay and pinto broncos; brilliant with
brown-faced, black-haired smugglers in
every color of serapes and riding jackets and
silver-spangled sombreros.

The sun, just crawling up over the edge.

of the world, like a big red eye, showed
us that each one had a saddle gun under
his knee and that a long six-shooter was
kicking each one in the ribs. And on the
other side of them—packs and packs and
packs! Oh, I'd have taken twenty-five
good shots and jumped the whole band of
them for what was in those packs.

The wave of packs flowed across the flat,
topped the next ridge with Pablino’s ﬁght—
ing line running the dust of them neck-and-

and the whole smear going like
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neck, and the whole drive sunk out of sight
on the other side. We were fanning their
heels; we were crowding them to the rail_
at every jump.

Three hundred yards of landscape skit-
tered past us before you could catch your
breath. Two hundred yards ahead, the
ridge wabbled drunkenly above the horses’
ears. A row of sombreros popped up
above the skyline and slapped us in the
face with a splash of shot that would stall
the devil’s own. Down, everybody!

It was a lightning change—the number
fours snatching the horses off the line;
two or three of these, hit by the greasers,
pitching wildly among the men and making
them expose themselves in getting out of the
way; the Winchester bullets coming Zip-
gipl  Zip-zip-zip! and spat-spowing on the
ground like so many bricks. Ye gods!
But those greasers were shooting fast.
They were magazining us, and in twenty
seconds that ridge was one long wisp of
smoke.

“Deal ’em a hand, you bear cats!” roars
Whitey. “Knock ’em loose from there!”

The words were hardly out of hismouth
before we had the greaser line spouting dust.
They were shooting high, but we were
drawing on the lower rims of their som-
breros; and every time we saw a hat go
spinning it was a cinch that its owner had
got his ticket for the New Jerusalem.
They began chattering like monkeys; they
were getting nervous. A bunch of them
start shooting at Whitey, who was hiking
up and down behind us, swearing by all his
gods that he’d have those packs if he had
to run them plumb to Sonora.

“Aw, drop it!” yells he, shaking his fist
at them. “You couldn’t hit your own faces
with a drink of whisky.”

At this, Jimmy Bullard itching for a
faster ﬁght sings out—

“Lemme put a four on then' flank,
Captain.”

“Fine! Go to itl”

Bullard, Cregan, Bob Trigg and myself
humped their left and handed them a
blistering line fire at three hundred steps.
The first flight of .45's that lit among
them peeled them off that hill like it was
hot; and they made a swift reach for their
horses. They hit the ‘saddle shooting,
and for a minute or two we had the personal
attention of the whole bunch.

There were two midgety little caballeros
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among them—all togged out in ornamented
hats, big red sashes and serapes—who
.seemed to be their king pins. One of these
yelled a word or two of Mex at them.
About twenty of them slapped their rifles
into the saddle boots, drew pistol, and had
a skirmish line coming at us before you could
say Queo.

“Stand pat,” says Bullard.
money from home.”

We bagged three of that bunch before
they got in pistol range. Inasmuch as
Whitey’s number fours had already hit
his line with the lead horses, the best
these fellows could do was to spill a spatter
of pistol shots, as they brushed by, and
beat it south with their friends.

We laid out along their flank to keep
them moving. Whitey’s men swarmed
over the bridge and came down the long
south slope like a snowslide. The greasers,
being lightly loaded, gained a bit on this
run; but all of us were rapidly overhauling
the packs. In a few minutes we sighted
them again, on the other side of a deep
arroyo, going across a little mesa toward
a low, rocky hill. One party of them
scattered out to the left to block our
flanking; the rest were taking cover for
another fight. The pace had told on the
packs. They were straggling slowly around
the hill.

“This is

B WHITEY’S troop slammed pell-
mell into the arroyo, dismounted,
scrambled out qg the mesa under a

storm of shot from the saddle guns, and .

advanced by rushes. Seeing that the Old
Man was intent on forcing the fight, we
doubled backward and, under cover of the
arroyo, made one long sweep completely
around Pablino’s right and struck the head
of the pack-train coming over the hill in
his rear. We made one jump at them with
our six-shooters and the burros began
milling like cattle in a storm. We were a
short hundred and fifty paces behind
Pablino’s line and he didn’t know it.
“Jump the horses to cover in that arroyo,
Cregan,” says Bullard, “and we’ll stick
for the big show. Between Whitey and
us, we'll shuttle them plumb off the map.”
The top of the hill was one continuous
roll of rifle fire, with Pablino’s voice biting
through it, trying to make the smugglers
take better aim. And then, even before
we could take position, the fire of Whitey’s
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men stopped short. A voice sings out
from the hill:

“Down with them, brothers!
munition has run out!”

We were cut off! .

“Good heavens!” groans Bullard. “The
ammunition is out! We——"

The side of the hill burst into a tornadic
roar. The pack-train had stampeded—
the burros were swarming across the slope
like wild-fire. It was one big whirl of dust
and din; a cyclone running away with a
job-lot of hoofs, saddles and Mexican hats;
the drivers whooping up the show with
enough Spanish oaths to fresco the ceiling
of the inferno.

A gray-looking bunch of something that
streaked out in front of that rush blossomed
into a Mex driver riding for his life; with
his spurs in the flanks of a bronc that was
going his height off the ground at every
jump, and sliding through the air like a bird.
Bullard took a lightning snap at him with
the Springfield, at sixty paces, and planked
a .45 against the greaser’s ribs.

The driver lurched headlong out of the
saddle and went bumping into the arroyo,
his foot tightly caught in the stirrup strap;
and spilling cigarillos and cartridges as he
went. He cheeped about twice, and when
the dust cleared we saw his bronc sniffing
at the poor devil and whinnying like a little
child.

The trail of the stampede whipped past
the arroyo with one of the fancy little
caballeros turning it in forty yards of us,
not knowing we were there. A burro fell
and broke his apparejo cinch. Of all the
fine silk I ever saw, it burst out of that
pack.

“Jimminy!” says Trigg. “Watch the
silk fly!”

“Watch the fur fly, you mean,”.growls
Bullard, as the fire spurted out of his
Springfield.

The caballero pitched out of his saddle,
his serape falling over his head. :

“Get that gun!” screamed Bullard. “Get
that gun. Quick!”’

When I reached the horse, which had
scampered away a bit, the firing had
almost ceased. As I pulled the rifle out
of the boot, I heard a yell—a Mexican yell.
In one glance I saw Whitey’s men streaking
it northward with the smugglers after them,
and ten or twelve Mexicans coming down
the hill shooting at Bullard, who was just

Their am-
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disappearing behind a boulder. And he
was dragging Trigg!

I felt like my blood had turned to quick-
silver, but I ran back to them and saw that
Trigg was done for. Squarely through the
mouth. About a pace behind him was
Bullard, his feet braced far apart to support
his body, which was swaying drunkenly.
He had a blotch of blood en the side of him
as big as a canteen,-and his pistol-hand was
wabbling for the first time in his career;
but the face of him was many generations
of clean white man’s courage. I yelled at
Cregan to bring up the horses.

Just then the second little caballero came
flying around the hill, took one horror-
stricken look at his pal-lying on the ground,
and pulled his bronc up so short that he
almost stood upright. He saw us, and
when the horse’s feet hit the ground I saw
his rifle coming up. I clapped my gun to
my shoulder and knocked him ¢lean out
of the saddle. Old Bullard looked at me
with his easy little smile and fell in a heap.

The lead was whizzing around us like
hail, and Cregan had hardly come up when
I heard the spat of a bullet and saw the
faint ring of dust where it hit his shirt.

“My God! My God!” he gasped, and
slid slowly to earth.

His horse and mine and Bullard’s all
hit the ground pretty near together.
Trigg’s made a jump or two with the .44’s
slashing through him and went to his
haunches with a horrible human groan.
I'll never, never forget the way he propped
himself up on his forefeet, nor the look of
pain in his big faithful eyes.

The last chance was gone. I was heart-
sick and desperate. I would have fought
the devil and all his angels. I turned the

saddle gun on the greasers and shook the
bullets out of it like a Gatling. By
Jimminy! They turned and ran! I heard
a spatter of hoofs behind me and—a troop
of rangers! Old captain swooping into us,
hell-for-leather, with his whole company
at his heels!

They hit us with the roar of a fast freight.
I heard the thump-thump of their horses
jumping the arroyo as man after man flitted
through the dust; a few straggling tail-
enders batted by, flat to the horses’ necks,
quirting and spurring like madmen; there
was a sift of falling sand, a rattle of pistol
shots; and they slammed into that mess of
Mexicans like a pack of bloodhounds.
12
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A warm wave ran over me. Everybody
was shooting at everything that resembled
a man. The wolf-yelp of the smugglers
and the fierce whoop of the rangers sounded
clear.

From that suffocating rush, Mex broncos,
dust-gray and frantic with fear, bounded
into the clear air outside, and stopping
with trembling knees and heaving sides,
gazed at the bodies of their masters. Then
they rumbled away into the desert. The
fresh horses of the rangers turned the
trick. Think of it. They just happened
by on their way to Laredo and heard the
firing.

I heard a sob, a groan, the broken,
tortured murmur of a prayer. It was the
caballero whom Bullard had shot. He was
telling his beads, poor little fellow; his soul
was knocking at heaven’s gate. I went up
to the caballero. I looked once at that
face and the soul of me cried out to God.
It was Paloma!

“Oh, Allan,” she whimpered, with tear-
bright eyes, “don’t be mad wis me. Poor
Pablino! Mai brudder ”

The light went out of her eyes forever.

' BETWEEN the rangers and L

X9 troop we potted twenty-five of

the smugglers and got every blessed

burro in the train—near sixty thousand in

silk alone. When I asked the sawbones
about Bullard he laughed and said:

“Pshaw! He’ll be in the saddle before
next muster.”

So I wrote a letter for him to his dad in
Tennessee. About ten days later I get two
answers; one with his old man’s return and
one plain.

“Good luck, Jimmy,” says I, breezing
into the hospital. “Two letters.”

He tore open the plain one, read it, and
passed it to me with a childish grin that
warmed the heart of me.

“Dear Jimmy,” it read, “I was at your
mother’s house yesterday and read your
friend’s letter. Jimmy, I want you to come
home as soon——"

“Here,” says I, “I can’t read this. It’s
personal.”

Bullard laughed happily.

“Four months more,” chuckles he, hold-
ing up four fingers. “And I’'m through
this enlistment. And then—”

“Well, what then?” ’

“Tennessee.”
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OMETHING from Frederick J. Lies-
mann concerning the facts back of his
story in this issue: New York City,

Oct. 11, 1917.

A troop of U. S. Horse was thrashed by Mexican
smugglers and rescued by Texas Rangers for the
reason and in the manner which I describe. I had
the yarn from a survivor, good old chief of native
scouts and Medal of Honor man, while we were
chasing Quentin Salas, Delgado and Jalandoni in
Panay in the glorious days of the Empire. Also

there was a ‘Pablino, who was Winchestered “over

the hill” in a mesquite thicket near the Mex.
line by some Ranger or deputy sheriff. I named the
smuggler chief after him, thereby conferring upon
him a dignity and honor which he probably did not
deserve. Of Palomas there has always been a
healthy crop. We’ve all met them.—FREDERICK J.
LIESMANN. -

HERE is aletter from one of us who helps
make our meetings interesting by
“coming across” with a pit of personal ad-
venture instead of staying closed up like
a clam for fear of seeming to talk too much
about himself. I hate a blow-hard and a
liar, but the man who has something thou-
sands of other people want to hear and
holds on to it merely because he is afraid
of what they’ll think of him is open to criti-
cism too. It’s only that his sort of conceit
is ingrowing instead of outgrowing.

This letter begins with a doubt over ad-
dressing me as “Art” instead of Mr, Hoffman
when he has never met me. In replying I
wrote him T didn’t care what he called me
just so it wasn’t something I had to fight
over.  ‘But that isn’t entirely true. I can

spare the “Mr.” any time and I'd really -

like it better if you of the Camp-Fire didn’t

-P:laceFo:.*

use it in writing or talking to me. When I
write letters to you I nearly always address
you as “Mr.” But that’s only because I
write thousands of letters, some people
would think me fresh or disrespectful if I
omitted it, and it’s nearly impossible to

- keep track of which ones would and which

ones wouldn’t. Also it’s a small matter
after all and in-most cases neither side takes
the trouble to speak about it. But please
remember that even if you omit it and I
use it in answering, nothing is meant by
my doing so except that I slipped a cog.

T'd much rather get along without any

“Mr.” on either side.

Y'OU see, the outworn tradition that an
editor is some kind of very superior
and superintelligent being dies hard. Noth-
ing doing. We're just like all the rest—
know more than some and less than others.
You may not know what I know, but
I may not know what you know. That’s
all.

One day one of our writers went to lunch
with me. He made no secret of his awe

~over the impressiveness of meeting a real

editor and appearing in public with him.
We ate at a hotel where I’ve gone for years,
but he didn’t know that there was probably
not a soul there among guests or waiters
who knew I was an editor or who would
have been much interested in that fact. A
fellow has to be quite a large bug to attract
much attention in New York. But the
funny part was that I was feeling at least
as much honored as he was. I haven’t any
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more reverence for a writer than I have
for an editor, but this man was a writer
only in his spare time; his regular work
seems to me very impressive and he had
made his mark in it. While he was feeling
impressed with the honor of lunching with
me, the object of this deep respect was very
conscious of a childish desire, such as most
of us never get rid of, that I could stand up
and tell all the other people: “Look here,
This is , of the ,
who was the man who thus and so, and
here I am actually having lunch with
hm!” -

I told him, finally, just how I felt and I
hope it has forever ruined his awe of at
least this editor. Probably it hasn’t, for
the experience didn’t entirely ruin my awe
of him. That’s the irritating thing—it’s so
blamed hard to be simple and human and
friendly even when we try. I’m just as
bad as the rest of you. But at least it helps
to clear up the clouds a bit to make an
effort in the right direction. I believe in
every man’s having self-respect and per-
sonal dignity, but if mine are the kind that
are dependent on such things as whether
people address meas “Mr.,” then they can’t
be worth much and I don’t want them.
We're all very much alike. What'’s the use
of pretending differently?

AND sometimes it hurts. The other day
an engine-driver wrote to me about
something and when I replied he wrote
again to say how surprised and gratified he
was that I had actually taken the trouble
to answer an old engine-driver fully and
personally. That hurt. Why wouldn’t 1
answer him? There isn’t time to answer
all the thousands of letters personally, but
every one that calls for a personal reply
instead of a form letter gets it, and there
certainly isn’t any discrimination between
rich and poor, high and low. As I told
him, we’re all driving engines of one kind
or another, unless we’re wasters or rotters,
and it doesn’t matter what the engine is so
long as it is an honest and clean and use-
ful one. :

And he was an American, too. There’s
too much of that feeling in America, where
there should be none of it.

F ANY one thinks I'm saying all this
merely as a bit of jolly and for policy’s
sake, I’ll disabuse him. I reserve my right
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to pick and choose my friends—among the
Camp-Fire or anywhere else. Most of you
whom I've met or got acquainted with
through letters, I like and want to be
friends with. Some of you are rotters or
fools and I have no use for you. Some
of you doubtless have equal disregard
for me. No, I'm not jollying any-
body. Just trying to cut out needless
formality.

And now, after talking so much, I’ll call
it off and let you read our comrade’s letter,
Needless to say I'm glad to be called
“friend” when I believe it’s meant, as I be-
lieve it is here. I think I've already regis-
tered in agreement with his idea that
some women have as good a right as any
men to claim a front seat at our Camp-Fire.

Cleveland.
DEeAR FrRIEND ArT: I suppose it’s all right to
call you Art. I've been with you for about five
years now. I know it’s all right to call you friend.
.+ . You know I am pretty much disgusted myself
tonight; I missed out on going “Over.” I believe
the last time I wrote you I had just reccived m
discharge from President Madero and had left
Mexico City for Arizona. Well, when Huerta killed
Madero I went back to Mexico again and fought
against the Huerta régime. But when Carranza got
to quarreling over who was the big chief I got dis-
gusted and quit and went back to Arizona again.

ABOUT that time Col. Roosevelt offered Con-

gress a division of volunteers and your humble
servant went about organizing a regiment out in
Arizona to help make up that division. Well, that
fell flat. So when the troops went into Mexico
after our friend Villa, I went with them, and came
out with them. And although that was just a
pink tea compared to what we have on our hands
now, still I’ve been in some very, very tight places—
the kind of a fix where you haven’t time to think.
“You ask us for tales, so I am going to give you one.
Oh, it’s true. That’s why it’s good, and it leads
up to something that I have wanted to put up to
Camp-Fire for a long time. And any of the bunch
that has had any dealings in Mexico will know.
Anyway, here’s the tale.

It happened in Mexico, and José Inez Salazar was
one of the chief actors, he and I and a woman.
(I read a report of his death not long ago, may the
devil give him special attention!)

SALAZAR at that time bad a band of about

two hundred ignorant, degenerate mongrels
who termed themselves revolutionists. VYes, that’s
what they styled themselves. They didn’t have
nerve enough to be bandits. And they just sneaked
around over the country, friendly through fear of
them, and looted wherever they found a town de-
fenseless. And one day they rode into San ——,
There were at that time about twenty Americans
living and working at San ——, and they didn’t
like the idea of being looted. But Salazar and his
mongrels looted just the same. And then there
had been quite a lot of talk of intervention by the
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U. S. about that time, and Salazar was in an anti-
gringo fury and had ordered his men to pay especial
attention not to overlook looting all the gringoes,
giving his men free rein.

I was staying with an American lady whose
husband had been killed in one of their raids, and
she had no love for a Mexican, bandit or otherwise,
and knowing that I had served Madero’s forces in
Mexico, appealed to me to save her property from
being looted and perhaps her from being brutalized
(for this sort of thing happened quite frequently).
I agreed to do all in my power to help her, and
when the looting party came to the house and
demanded entrance I went out to them and, show-
ing them my commission as a captain of the revo-
lutionary forces, told them that house and occu-
pants were under my protection and not to be
molested. The ’tenicnte in charge, a big ignorant
clod, read my commission upside down, looked me
over, grudgingly decided that I must be some jefe,
and ordered the men to enter the next house. But
I knew it wasn’t all over, for I knew ’lenicnte was
going to report to Salazar.

HAT afternoon Salazar made a fiery, denun-
ciating, anti-gringo speechin the plaza, calling
Americans by all the names he could think of,
telling us we were low-lived cowards and afraid
to fight. Some of the things he said would make
a man's blood boil. He then ordered every Ameri-
can in the town to bring in his arms and ammu-
nition under penalty of death and a relooting of all
Americans’ homes. I hcard that speech, and I
made up my mind there was one American’s home
in that town that wasn’t going to be looted and
there was one gringo that wasn’t going to give up
his arms, to Salazar or any onc else.

I hurnied back to Mrs. K.’s and told her just how
things stood, and I didn’t try to smooth it over,
either. I asked her if she wanted to let me go
ahead and protect her and her property or if she
wanted to give up and let me go ahead and make
out the best I could. She said “No, thisis all I have
in the world and I am going to keep it if I can.”
I'll tell you, Art, the odds were heavy, and I wanted
to keep a fight down if I could. So I got my rifle,
we took the floor up—that is a board in the floor—
and put both rifles under the board. I had two
belts of ammunition and one of these she put
around her under her clothes. And I did the
same with the other and my six-shooter, where
I could get it quick and handy. And it wasn’t
long before they came.

THIS time another officer was in charge. They

kicked the door in and fifteen of them crowded
into the house, I asked them what they wanted.
The officer spoke up and said General Salazar had
issued orders for every house to be searched for
guns and ammunition. I then told him I was a
captain in the revolutionary army and showed him
my commission. I told him there were no guns or
ammunition concealed in the housc and that the
only gun around was my six-shooter and that I
intended to keep that. I also told him that I
vouched for the lady of the house as a tried and
truc friend of the revolution, and that even her hus-
band had been killed for the cause; that I knew
orders had to be obeyed, but that I would consider
he had paid me an especial favor if he would order
his men not to molest anything in the house in
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their search. That line of flattery got him, and
he ordered his men not to help themselves. They
S?f[:Ched’ but they did not find the ammunition
either.

But the other ’teniente had reported my august
presence in the town and, when the second raiding
party reported, Salazar questioned the officer
about the gringo captain and of course the officer
reported that the house had been searched but
nothing taken and that I only had a six-shooter
that I refused to give up.

ELL, when Salazar heard that report, believe
me, the game commenced to loosen up. He
sent that officer back with twenty men to get that
six-shooter and to loot the house. But I saw them
coming blocks away and so did Mrs. K. She knew
what it meant. We got the rifle out. She took
one belt of shells, I the other, and I looked at her,
Art, her face was as white as a sheet. But I knew
sbel’d stick. She never said a word, just cried a
little.
The officer and his men marched up to the door,
I beat them to it, opened the door a little ways
and asked him what he wanted and why should I
be molested three times in the one day. Had I
found favor with the general? He informed me
that I was to deliver up my revolver and to accom-
pany him to General Salazar. I shut the door in
his face and politely told him to go to .
Mrs. K. went to the front window and poked the
rifle out just as cool as you please, and we waited.
Art, it seemed just like a million ycars I stood just
back of that door waiting for a volley.

THEN we heard some one ride up on horseback.

Five shots were fired through the door. 1 was
lying on the floor and I opened fire, and then Mrs. K.
yelled at me to stop shooting, that they were all run-
ning away. I didn’t know what to make of it, for
I knew they wouldn’t give up that easy when t.hey
knew they were ten to one. But finally I got up
nerve enough to peep out of the window and, sure
enough, they were running toward the plaza as
hard as they could go.

In about half an hour one of Mrs. K.'s
Mexican neighbors came over to the house and
explained the thing. Escondone, another revo-
lutionary chief and a bitter enemy of Salazar’s,
with about fifteen hundred men, had marched up
to within three miles of San —— before Salazar
found it out, and then Salazar beat it quick. Es-
condone came in the next morning and in a few days
everybody forgot Salazar, which only goes to show
that the devil takes care of his own.

NOW here’s the idea: There was a woman

with the real stuff in her, and she is not the
only one in Mexico and elsewhere who are hoeing
their own row. There are a lot of women in this
world that are real true adventurers, women who
are willing to and do take just as big chances as
men do. Why not get them into the circle? Let
them tell about where they have bucked the fickle
goddess. Get the idea? Think it over and let's
hear from it some time, eh?

Well, being as I know I’ve talked till midnight
and ain’t said much either, I guess I'd better throw
somo wood on the fire, chain up the dog, and cmwl
m the blankets. So will say “Buenas noches, ami-

."—E. A. TALBERT.
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FROM Farnham Bishop and Arthur Gil-
christ Brodeur an interesting word on
their story in this number:

Modern military mining and trenchwork is
directly descended from medieval siege-craft. To
undermine your opponent’s wall and bring it
tumbling down in the manner described was a well-
known and well-approved practise, long before
Roger Bacon mixed the first batch of gunpowder.
And a long projecting angle of wall or tower was the
best place to sap, which is why square towers went
out of fashion and round ones came in, in the later
Middle Ages.

(N. B. to the editor: Please do not let mistaken
zeal on the proof-reader’s part change ‘“‘Sicanian”
and “Sicelian” to “Sicilian,” for these are the names
of two of the strange, pre-Hellenic races of the
island, here mentioned to remind the reader of the
many people who have fought one another for the
treasure-island of the Mediterranean.)

ERE’S a letter from an American
officer in France, a Camp-Fire com-
rade known to many of us. He didn’t tell
me what the souvenir was, but I can give a
sort of guess—and a sort of a gasp. But
his suggestion of putting a curb on self-
elected heroes after the war is the important
point:

If you can find a place, or think it deserves it,
would you put the following suggestion in “Camp-
Fire,” on the chance that some one will take it up.
We all know of the many Civil War ‘“‘veterans,”
generals, oolonels, majors and others, who never
heard a shot fired. Will it not be the same after this
war? We have a lot of limousine sports who will go
home with more medals and get more glory than the
lads who were up front. Why could they not make
a national or state military djrectory, with every
man’s name who served and a notation of battles
and wounds? Is it too big a proposition, or might
the camouflage birds buck it? '

ABOUT that souvenir now. The alcohol must
have been poor stuff, or else I did not seal the

bottle properly, because there is a very suspicious-

odor about it, and I’m about come to the conclusion
that it will have to be chucked away. However,
I'll be going up again soon and I’ll make sure of a
better job this time. If there is any part of Fritz’s
equipment that you’d care for too, let me know, but
please don’t say a helmet unless you mean one of the
steel trench ones. The others travel too fast for a
poor infantryman to catch. .

ND still our collection of information
£ 1 on the pioneers of the Old West grows

and grows: ' Los Angeles.

In answer to “D. W.” in a late issue of Adventure
as to my probably referring to Capt. George E.
Bartlett in one of my letters to Camp-Fire, I would
state that such was the case. Bartlett was a very
intimate friend of mine for several years prior to his
death in this city about six years ago, and I had
charge of his funeral, as he would not even see any
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one but me during his last illness. He is buried in
Rosedale Cemetery here. I have his entire col-
lection of Indian relics, from which the photos were
taken which are to be shown in Adventure some time
in the future.

'I"HE inference is also correct about his finding

the little Indian girl on the battle-field of
Wounded Knee three days after the fight, and her
adoption by Gen. Colby.  The girl was married
some five ycars ago to a man in Oregon or Washing-
ton. Itis also true that Calamity Jane saved Bart-
lett’s life on one occasion by nursing him through a
very serious sickness. At the time of the Ghost
Dance uprising in December, 1890, Bartlett was the
only scout at Pine Ridge who had the nerve to visit
the hostile camp of Chief No Water on White Clay
Creek, at the instance of Gen. Miles, to secure some
very valuable information. Both Buffalo Bill and
Gen. Miles said when he left that they never ex-
pected him to return alive.

“ W.” refers to a horse-thief whom Bartlett shot.

* I have the saddle, cartridge-belt and knife
which Bartlett took from the dead outlaw. A
bullet-hole through the cantle of the saddle, which
also clipped the top of one of the shells in the thief’s
belt, testified to Bartlett’s marksmanship—to-
gether with the bullet-hole through the body of the
outlaw,

Bartlett was well known and highly esteemed by
the Sioux and, as he spoke the Sioux language
fluently, he was of great service to the army officials
as an interpreter at the councils and powwows with
the hostiles. Later, he traveled on the road for
the Peters Cartridge Company of Cincinnati,
demonstrating their ammunition, and was called
‘““the marvelous marksman” because of his dexterity
with firearms. In the collection of Indian trophies
mentioned above, I have the beautifully beaded
buckskin suit which Bartlett wore at Pine Ridge
about 1886, and several of the ghost-dance shirts
which went through the war and which were sup-
posed to be “bullet-proof” by the savages. I also
have in this collection the finest and most beautiful
war-bonnet I have ever seen in any collection of
Indian trophies. Bartlett told me he had refused
three hundred dollars for it.—E.. A. BRININSTOOL.

HI! GEOLOGISTS, physicists, scientists

in general, here’s one of you asking
the rest of you some questions. Thomas
Samson Miller started it with some “Ask
Adventure” information about the sound-
communication system of West African and
other savages:

In your magazine of November 3d I read of the
Nigenian natives communicating with each other
by drumming on the ground and I became greatly
interested because I know of cases in my own
experience, which have always puzzled me very much
and I have never been able to solve the mystery.

I MAY say since childhood I have been tangled

up with botany, geology and astronomy and
have a fine telescope and microscope and am
always “sticking my nose into this and that,”
at least sufficiently to be known as “an old crank”
who sits up all night to look at the stars or spends






The Camp-Fire

a native kraal. His charming partner had aban-
doned him in the bush, taking guns and outfit.
Natives had found him. He recovered, came down
to Livingstone, had a relapse and died. “Miéville”
was never heard of again.—CHARLES BEADLE.

HER story having been scheduled for an
earlier issue and taken out at the last
moment, in this issue you have Lotta Adele
Gannett’s story without her talk to Camp-
Fire, just as you had, in the other issue, her
talk without her story. I guess the blame
is up to me. :

OUR discussion of ants brings in another
contribution of personal experience.
I confess that when a kid I did the same
thing Mr. Sleeper did as a kid. Though
most kids are cruel and though I'm glad
to say I didn’t run much in that direction,
I still feel shame over what I did to those
ants. For one thing; they were so much
bigger than I in their unfaltering bravery
and tremendous tenacity, contending on
the heroic scale because a brat of a kid
wanted to amuse his very unheroic self.
I didn’t have brains enough, luckily, to try
a general battle, but confined my exper-
ments ta individual duels. My ants, how-
ever, behaved, so far as I can remember,
just as Mr. Sleeper’s did.

Incidentally, if any kids read this I hope
they won’t be darned fools enough to try.
A grown man oughtn’t to need the advice.
There’s enough cruelty in the world just
now without dragging the ants into it.

First comes the clipping Mr. Sleeper
enclosed from the Boston Globe:

On a day that a great battle took place on the
Western front in Europe I witnessed a fierce and

bloody hand-to-hand fight in my garden. And
over nothing but cattle.

A CERTAIN kind of plant-lice are the cows of

ants; the ants stable the lice in their under-
ground homes, and every morning they bring them
to pasture in the gardens, where they feed on the
plants. The plant-lice produce a sweet secretion
which the ants drink; in fact, it is their milk.

The battle 1 witnessed was between armies of
black and red ants. The black ants were the
owners of theherd pastured in my potato field, and
the red ants were rustlers trying to stampede and
drive off the herd.

VERYWHERE I saw red and black ants fight-
-~ ing to the very death. The ants clawed at one
another, gnawing off each other’s feelers and legs.
There was no quarter—it was a fight to the death.
The cattle buddled together in a group, helpless and
apparently disinterested spectators of one of the
greatest battles ever fought in the ant world.
I watched the battle till near sundown, and when
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I left it waged as fiercely as ever. Apparently the
black ants were victorious, for the next day I
noticed them peacefully tending their flocks in my
garden.

Now for Mr. Sleeper’s own letter:

South Hanson, Mass.

I was interested by the few lines concerning the
habits of ants. - A few days later I chanced upon
the enclosed in a Boston newspaper and thought
you or some of the Camp-Fire members would be
interested in reading it.

I HAVE never been so fortunate as to be an
observer at a battle of ants; but, I take shame
to myself in telling this, when I was a kid I tried
often to bring different tribes together on the battle-
field. I noticed one day that individuals of dif-
ferent tribes, while apparently carrying on their
regular, daily business, would occasionally come
unexpectedly face to face. Invariably both raised
the antenne and remained motionless for a second
or more, the antenng touching. Then both would
step back, and each would turn off about his busi-
ness. It struck me at once that this must be

the usual way in which stranger ants investigated
one another, but it reminded me of the way in
which two gentlemen might have met in some
age past. It was almost as if two men had met,
clashed their swords together, and then gone on. |
=1

SO I did a cruel thing in the hope of learning

something further. I caught and injured a
specimen of each tribe, and then pushed them
together on a flat stone which was swarming with
their fellows. They grappled without delay, and
soon the surface of the stone was covered with
fighting ants, some in pairs and some in groups of
three or more. The loss of one or even two legs
did not seem to sap the desire for fight. The
chief object of each warrior seemed to be to get
upon his adversary from the rear and sink the nip-
pers into the “small of his back,” or the junction
of thorax and abdomen. Several hours after the
start of this battle several of these groups were still
holding whatever grips they had managed to place,
and many of them died, still hanging on.

I am not a scientific observer, but I learned one
fact concerning ants: the bulldog has nothing on
the ant for gameness, or for holding on once he
has closed his jaws in a fight. —MYRON O. SLEEPER.

IT DID not take you long to discover
L the drama and romance and adventure
behind the human-story items of our “Lost
Trails” department, but I wonder how
many readers have realized the dramatic
tales our Identification Cards could tell if
they could talk to us. Here, for example,
is a look-in given by one of the thousands
who carry them. He begins by recalling
the morning he dropped in at the office and
got a card at r10:30 before sailing at 12,
and goes on to say that since that day he
“knows personally over five hundred per-
sons, somewhere on earth, who are today
(please God) holding them.” And then:
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Since the war started—I’'ve tried to do my bit -

wherever I was most needed for Uncle Sam. Some

weeks ago met one of the Japanese mission who

was my room-mate in college, 1900-01, and ex-
changing my card with him he noticed my No. 1484
card, and produced a duplicate in all but number
_ that he carries next his heart. A few weeks later
had the same experience happen with one of
H. B. M.’s officers on a special mission to this coun-
try, who obtained his card on active duty in India.
The same week one of our own ofhicers on his way
to the front after several years active service in the
Philippines was proud of his card and wanted to
know how I had taken precedence of him in getting
a lower number, one of the two-thousand class.
A week later, in another part of the country, had
some work which brought me in touch with a
Russian M. E. (Mechanical Engineer), who told me
he had taken his card after an afternoon in Paris.

T HEN to finish: Scene, front of Café de la Paix,

Paris; one of my friends whom I couldn’t place
bumped into me; proved to be (in 1897) our Broad-
way and Thirty-first Street traffic officer; on his way
home as major of Philippine Constabulary on long
leave. Talked cards and, through my talking up
mine, bumped into me again last week—on his way
to France and, he says, Berlin, and identified him-
self by the card which he had taken out as soon
as he got in touch with you. And so it goes.—
No. 1484, in care of Adventure.

THE following from the organized pub-
lishers and writers of magazines, ad-
dressed to the readers of magazines, isa
strong presentation of the evils of the
‘““zone system’’ postal law: :

Do you wish to put a tariff on intelligence? Do
you want to levy a tax on education? Congress
does. Your Congress. What! You didn’t know
about it! Read:

AT THE last session Congress passed a law which
establishes a postal “zone’” system for maga-
zines and periodicals. It passed a law increasing
the postage on periodicals to you, the readers of this
publication, from fifty to nine hundred per cent.
And it did it by reestablishing a postage ‘‘zone”
system that was abolished by President Lincoln in
1863. Instead of a flat rate, made as cheap as
possible in order that there could be a chance for
the intelligent consideration of public questions
to rcach the farthest limits of the country and the
most remote habitation on an equal basis, the
magazines containing all this discussion and all the
best fiction and all the best art must hereafter pay
an excess rate like so much fish or canned lobster
or fabricated steel
You are going to buy your education by the
pound-mile now. It isn’t a frce flowing stream
from which all may drink. It has been dammed
and its flow checked. Congress did it. If it
would bring any incrcase to the revenues of the
country that would amount to anything, it would
never be opposed. But it won’t. It will drive
magazines out of business.

WE WOULDN'T say that the discussion of
public questions in the magazines, which
sometimes calls attention to the delinquencies of
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Congress and public officials, resulted in the enact-
ment of this law. We would not say that it is a
form of censorship that is really prohibited in
spirit by the Constitution, although the law has
been so cleverly drawn that it probably can not
be called unconstitutional. - We simply call your
attention to it because we don’t believe you know
it. And further than that, we don’t believe you'll
stand for it. .

Write to your Congressman about it. And
demand the repeal of this particular passage.

I may be prejudiced, so I do not ask
any one to accept my opinion. But con-
sider this matter for yourself. Magazines
and periodicals amuse and entertain, but
they do something much more important.
They are educational in a very high sense
of the word. How much of your knowledge
of public affairs is due to magazines? If
they are killed off, what other means is
there of getting anywhere near the same
amount of knowledge about public, par-
ticularly national, affairs? Books, news-
papers, lectures, individuals. All are valu-
able, but all have their limitations—
expense, rarity, localism, etc. Compare
all these together with the periodicals alone.

THIS zone law, if not repealed, will cripple
all periodicals. Those that can con-
tinue to exist must pay often nine times
as much as at present in order to reach you.
They may be able and willing toshoulder
part of this extra expense, but who will
pay most of it? You. Unless you give
up your magazines.

To my mind the worst result of killing
off the magazines would be the resultant
growth of sectionalism. Our country is
three thousand miles across. In union
there is strength; in sectional development
there is destruction. Do we need every
possible medium that serves to draw us
closer together by mutual information and
understanding among the sections? Do we
especially need the periodicals that give
us a national, not a sectional, point of view?

Think it over.

IF YOU want to join in organized effort

against sedition and enemy activity in
our midst, join the American Defense Soci-
ety. Among its objects are the internment
of those who need it, the suppression of
publications in the German language during
the war, and the abolishment of the com-
pulsory study of German in public schools.
Address 44 East 23d St., New York.

ARTHUR SULLIVANT HOFFMAN.



ADVENTURE’S FREE SERVICES AND ADDRESSES

These services of Adventure are free to any one.  They involve much time, work and expense on our
part, but we offer them gladly and ask in return only that you read and observe the simple rules, thus sav-
ing needless delay and trouble for you and us. The whole spirit of this magazine is one of friendliness.
No formality between editors and readers. Whenever we con help you we’re ready and willing to try.

Identification Cards

Free to any reader. Just send us (1) your name and ad.
dress, (2) name and address of party to be notified, (3) a
stamped and self-addressed return envelope.

Bach card bears this inscription, each printed in English,
French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Dutch, Italian, Ara-
bic, Chinese, Russian, and Japanese:

*'In case of death or serious emergency to bearer, address
serial number of this card, care of Advemture, New York,
etating full particulars, and friends will be notified.’
¢+ In our office, under each serial number, will be registered
the name of bearer and of one friend, with anent ad-
dress of each. No name appears on the card. Letters will be
forwarded to friend, unopened by us. Names and addresses
treated as confidential. We assume no other obligations.
Cards not for business identification. Cards furnished free,
provided stamped and addressed envelope accompanies applica-
fion. We reserve the right to use ourown discretion in all
matters pertaining to these cards.

Later we may furnish a metal card or tag. If interested in
metal carda, say so on a post-card—not in a letter. No ob-
ligation entailed. These post-cards, filed, will guide us as
to demand and number needed.

A moment’s thought will show the value of this system
of card-identification for any one, whether in civilization or
out of it Remember to furnish stamped and addressed
envelope and to give in full the names and addresses of self
and friend or friends when applying.

Back Issues of Adventure

Will sell: All issues complete to date from May, 1015.—
C. V. Dis, Reading, Ohio.

Wanted: Copies of Adventure for July and August, 1912,
containing the serial **The Message.” —GARDNER HUNTING,
Oliver Morosco Photoplay Co., 20t N. Occidental Bldg.,
Los Angeles, Calif.

Manuscripts

Glad to look at any manuscript. We have no ‘'regular
staff”’ of writers. A welcome for new writers. [I! ss nol
mecessary to wrile asking to submit your work.

When submitting a manuscript, if you write a letter con.
cerning it, enclose it with the manuscript; do nof send {t
under separate cover. Enclose stam and addressed en-
velope for retum. All manuscripts should be typewritten
double-spaced, with wide margins, not rolled, name and ad-
dress on first page. We assume no risk for manuscripta or
{llustrations submitted, but use all due care while they are
In our hands. Payment on acceptance.

We want only clean stories. Sex, morbid, *‘problem,”
paychological and supernatural stories barred. lfse almost
ro fact-articles. Can not furnish or suggest collaboratora,
Use fiction of almost any length; under 3000 welcomed.

Mail Address and Forwarding Service

This office, assuming no responsibility, will be glad to act
asa lorwazlng Addrgss for its readers or to hold mail till
called for, provided necessary postage is supplied.

General Questions from Readers

In addition to our free service department ‘‘Ask Adven-
ture” on the pages following, Adventure can sometimes
answer other questions within our general field. When it
can, {t will. Expeditions and employment excepted.

Remember

Magazines are made up ahead of time. An item recetved
hodn;ﬁ too late for the csmnt {ssue; allow for two or three
months between sending and publication.

Letter-Friends Back Home

A Free Service Department for American. Canadian,
and Other Allied Soldiers, Sailors, Marines and
Others in Camp or at the Front.

Any one In the United States or Allied service who
wishes to brighten the time with letters from *‘back home*’
or wherever else this magazine ciroulates, and with the per-
sonal touch and interest of hitherto unknown friends, can
secure these lotters and thesc friends by sending us his
name and military address to be published once in this de-
partment as soon as censorship of soldiers’ forcign ad-
dresses permits. In the mcantime his address can be
printed as ‘‘care Adventure,’’ lctiers to be forwarded at once
by us to the military address he gives us in confidence.
Among our readers of both sexes, all clusses and from all
parts of the world, he is likely to gain a number of friendly,
personal correspondents. He is free to answer only such
as he {8 comfortably able to answer under the conditions
that surround him, and it is even suggcsted that the num-
ber of correspondents for any one man be determined by
the needs of his comrades as well as by his own.

This magazine, of course, assumes no responsibility
other than the publishing of these names and addresscs as
its space will permit. Experience has shown that the ser-
vice offered is a very real and necded one, and all not them-
selves in service are asked to do their gart in making the
daily life of those fighting in our defense brighter and plcas-
anter through personal friendships across the {ntervening
miles and by whatever personal, human kindnesses such
friendships may suggest.

When giving frour military address make it as permanent
a one as possible.

(As the magazinc {s made up several months in advance,
the above notice will appear with only such stray names as
happen to come in to us until there has been time for it to
reach the camps and the front and for names and addresscs
to reach us, be put in type and then reach our readers on
publication.)

Privates SaM FrIEBERGER and JamMes F. Scortrt, care
of Adventure.

Private GEo. A. NELKE, care of Adventure.

Missing Friends or Relatives

Our free service department “Lost Trails" in the pages
following, though frequently uscd in cases where detective
agencics,-newspapers, and all other methods have failed, or
for finding people long since dcad, has located one out of
about every five inquired for, Except in case of relatives,
{nquiries from one sex to the other are barred.

Expeditions and Employment

While we should like to be of aid in these matters, expe-
rience has shown that it is not practicable.

Addresses

Order of the Reatless—Organizing to unite for fel-
lowship all who feel the wanderlust. First suggested in this
magazine, though having no connection with it aside from
our friendly interest. Address WavyNE EBERLY, 731
Guardian Bldg., Cleveland, O., in charge of preliminary
organizing.

Camp-Fire—Any one belongs who wishes to.

High-School Volunteers of the U. S.—An organization
promoting a democratic system of ml.lital:y training in
American high schools. Address Evearybody's, Spring and
Macdougal Streets, Noew York City.

Rifle Clubs—Address Nat. Riflc Ass'n of America, 1108
Woodward Bldg., Washington, D. C.

(s:; also under “Standing Information" in “Ask Adven-
ture.”
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Adventure

A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor-

mation on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and

M Upon the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con-
ducted for Adventure Magazine by our Staff of Experts.

UESTIONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the expert in charge of the department in
whose field it falls. So that service may be as prompt as possible, he will answer you by mail direct.

But he will also send to us a copy of each question and answer, and from these we shall select those of most
general interest and publish them each month in this department, thus making it itself an exceedingly

valuable and standing source of practical information.

Unless otherwise requested, inquirer’s name and

town are printed with question; street numbers not given.

When you ask for general information on a given district or subject the expert will probably give you
some valuable general pointers and refer you to books or to local or special sources of information.

Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using their own discretion in all matters
pertaining to their departments subject only to our general rules for “Ask Adventure,” but neither they
nor the magazine assumes any responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible.
These experts have been chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but for their integrity

and reliability.

We have emphatically assured each of them that his advice or information is not to be af-

fected in any way by whether a given commodity is or is not advertised in this magazine.

1. Service free to anybody, provided stamped and addressed envelope is enclosed.
2. Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular department whose

field covers it.

Do NOT send questions to this magazine.

3. No reply will be made to requests for partners, for financial backing, or for chances

to join expeditions.

“Ask Adventure’ covers business and work opportunities, but

only if they are outdoor activities, and only in the way of general data and advice. It

is in no sense an employment bureau.

4, Make your questions definite and specific.
Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.

and intentions.

State exactly ybur wants, qualifications

5. Send no question until you have read very carefully. the exact ground covered by
the particular expert in whose department it seems to belong.

1. Islands and Coasts X R
CAPTAIN A. E. DINGLE, caré Authors’ League of America,
Aeolian Hall, New York. Islands of Indian and Atlantic
oceans; the Mediterranean; Cape Hormm and Magellan
Straits. Also temporarily covering South erican coast
from Valparaiso south around the Cape and up to the River
Plate. orts, trade, peoples, travel.

2. The Sea Partl
. P. Tucker, Hotel Lansdale, 1410 Minor Ave., Seattle,
ash. Covering ships, seamen and shipping; nautical his-
tory, seamanship, navigation, yachting; commercial fisheries
of North America; marine bibliography of U. S. and British
Empire; seafaring on fishing-vessels of the North Atlantic
and Pacific banks, small-boat sailing, and old-time shipping
and seafaring. .

3. The Sea_Part2

CarTAIN A. E. DINGLE, care Authors’ League of America,
Aeolian Hall, New York. Such questions as pertain to
the sea, ships and men, local to the U. S. should be sent to
Captain Dingle, not Mr. Tucker.

4. Eastern U.S. Partl . .
RAYMOND S. SrEARSs, Little Falls, N. Y. Covering Missis-
sippi, Ohio, Tennessee, Michigan and Hudson valleys;
Great Lakes, Adirondacks, Chesapeake Bay: river, lake
and road travel, game, fish and woodscraft; furs, fresh-
water pearls, herbs; and their markets.

5. EasternU.S. Part2

HaPsBURG LIEBE, Johnson City, Tenn. Covering Tennessee,
Alabama, Mississigdpi, and N. and S. Carolina and Georgia
except Tennessee River and Atlantic seaboard. Hunting,
fishing, camping; logging, lumbering, sawmilling, saws.

6. Eastern U.S. Part3

DRr. G. E. HATHORNE, 44 Central Street, Bangor, Malne.
Covering Maine; fishing, hunting, canoeing, guides, outfits,
supplies.

7. WesternU.S. Partl

E. E. HARRIMAN, 2303 W. 23d St., Los Angeles, Calif. Cov-
ering California, Oregon, Washington, Utah, Nevada, Arl-
zona. Game, fur, fish; camp, cabin; mines, minerals;
mountains, .

8. Western U.S. Part2

Cart.-Ap). JosepE MiLLs HaNsoN, Yankton, S. Dak.
Covering the Dakotas, Nebraska, Iowa, Kansas, Missourl.

Hunting, fishing, travel.
Missoun valley.
9. Western U.S. Part 3and

Mexico Partl
J. W. ROBERTSON, 012 W. Lynn_ Street, Austin, Texas.
Covering Texas, Oklahoma, New Mexico, and the border
states of old Mexico: Sonora, Chihuahua, Coahuila, Nuevo
Leon and Tamaulipas.

10. Mexico Part2
J. W. WEITEAKER, Cedar Park, Texas. Covering Central

Especially, early history of

-and Southern Mexico below a line drawn from Tampico to

Mazatlan. History, geography, customs, government,
animals, minerals, products and industries.

11. North American Snow Countries Part 1

RoBERT E. PINKERTON, 5036 Utica St., Denver, Colo.
Covering Minnesota, Wisconsin, Manitoba, a strip of
Ontario between Minn. and C. P.R'y. Canoes and snow-
shoes; methods and materials of Summer and Winter
subsistence, shelter and travel, for recreation or business.

12. % North American Snow Countries Part 2

S. E. SANGSTER (“Canuck™), L. B. 393, Ottawa, Canada.
Covering Height of Lind and northern parts of Quebec
and Ontario (except strip between Minn. and C. P. R'y.);
southeastern parts of Ungava and Keewatin. Trips for
sport, canoe routes, big game, fish, fur; equipment ; Summer,
Autumn and Winter outfits; Indian life and habits; Hud-
son's Bay Co. posts; minerals, timber; customs regulations,
No questions answered on trapping for profit.

13. %North American Snow Countries Part3
GEORGE L. CATTON, Gravenhurst, Muskoka, Ont., Canada.
Covering southern Ontario and Georgian Bay. PRishing,
hunting, trapping, canoeing.

14. North American Snow Countries Part 4

Ep. L. CARrsON, Arlington, Wash. Covering Yukon, Brit-
ish Columbia and Alberta including Peace River district to
Great Slave Lake, Outfits and equipment, guides, big game,

minerals, forest, prairie; travel; customs regulations.

15. North American Snow Countries Part5
‘THEODORE S. SOLOMONS, 2837 Pulton St., Berkeley, Calif.
Covering Al . Arctic life and travel; boats.“racldng,
back-packing, traction, transport, routes; equipments,
clothing, food, physics, hygiene; mountain work.

Y (Enclose addressed envelope with 3 cents in stamps NOT altached)
Return postage not required from U. S. or Canadian soldiers, sailors or marines in service outside the U. S.,
its possessions, or Canada.









Ask Adventure

Mexico—Its Opportunity

Question:—*Can you give me an idea as to any
openings which might occur on the Mexican Pacific
aest, after the war, for two young men with a few
lundred dollars capital? We have both seen the
Padfic coast from British Columbia to Panama,
jutbarely seeing the harbors on our trips back and
foth We would like to settle there if there are
any kind of prospects. Though neither of us has
a fixed trade, we have had a good education and
uderstand all kinds of stock and farms, sign-
witing, engineering, and piano-playing. What
kinds of farms or ranches are worked around Man-

aznlloand Acapulco? Does it take much time and

@pital to run a banana-grove? Are there any
prospects on the coastal ships, Mexican or Amen-
an?'—————— Halifax, Nova Scotia.

Answer, by Mr. W, H. Whiteaker:—I see by your
letter that you have passed by the Western coast
of Mexico and it is a shame that you did not get a
chance to stop and view the country. The Pacific
ooest is not, by far, the best part of that country.
lam somewhat partial to the central part.

There is always an opening in that country for
a industrious white man who has some capital,
but I would advise a white man to keep out of that
country until we are sure that everything points to
evelasting peace. You could purchase a ranch
today from some friend of the present Government
and inside of a week another party would spring up
from nowhere, and your property would be among
the spoils.

Itis an awful tedious job and a lot of hard work
to gel started in growing bananas. It takes seven
years of work and worry. It is mot much more
expensive to get the trees than it is for us up here
to start an apple, fig or peach orchard. Owing, of
oourse, to the grade of trees that you get.

Around Manzanillo, the land is so fertile that
most of it is used for agriculture, although there is
A scattering of a few stock, goats, sheep, and cattle-
fnches, The agricultural products are: coffee,
Sugar, rice, maize, cotton, indigo, tobacco, coco-
beans, coconuts and also in the fruit line you can
¢ orange, banana, plum, quince, guava, pine-
#pple and many other kinds. .

i o is one of the oldest towns on the
Padific Coast. Hernando Cortez visited the spot
m 1525 and had several vesscls built here, with
which to explore the Pacific Ocean. Salt mining is
of great importance in this State. There are em-
ployed about five thousand men in this work, and the
annual output is near the half-million dollar mark.
The dimate is cool and healthy in the north, tem-
perate in the middle or central regions, and is hot

and not very healthy in the south and on the coast
351t Is so hot and unwholesome, from the odor of
decaying fish, which are blown out of the streams
When the wind is in the right quarter. The harbor

-5 fairly well protected and is regularly visited by
ships of the P. M. S.S. Co., The Red Linc, The
Sinaloa and Durango Rly. Co., and others. Many
tpplications on file for positions.

Acapuleo is on the P, M. S. S. Co., Kosmos Line,
Compania Naviera del Padific, and others; is des-
tined to be an important port, is about four hundred
and fifty miles from Mexico City. Has a popula-
Uon of about six thousand. Many fine cattle
ranches in this region.  Wild animals are numerous,
mong them being: wild boars, wolves, leopard cats,
deer, and others. The agricultural products are:
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vanilla, yuca, cereals, tobacco and many more
products. Among the fruits are: lemons, limes
bananas, mangoes, pomegranates, and other tropi-
cal and sub-tropical.

Many valuable woods—some for dyeing purposes
and others for fine furniture. Mining is another
important industry.

With your accomplishments I would think that
it would be better for you to go to some of the
larger cities, where there is a large element of for-
eigners, to practise, or rather put into practise, your
knowledge of sign-writing, piano-playing, and—you
did not say what kind of enginecring—locomotive,
civil, electric, or mining. Engineers arc needed in
some of the large cities: as Mexico, Monterey,
Guadalajara, Vera Cruz, and others.

Canoeing Down the Mississippi

Question:—* Would it be safe for one man to
attempt a trip from Beardstown, Illinois, to New
Orleans in an eighteen-foot Old Town canoe, by
way of the Illinois and Mississippi Rivers? T have
had six years’ experience handling a canoe on the
Tlinois River at all scasons. I plan to take a light
tent and cooking outfit and camp on the way, the
trip to take about three months—June, July and
August. What sort of troubles am I likely to en-
counter? What firearms would you advise? I
have a Smith and Wesson six-inch heavy-frame
22 caliber target revolver, I thought of taking a
.25-20 Winchester, model 1892, rifle in addition.
Are there alligators on the Mississippi in Louisiana?
What sort of a gun is necessary to kill them?”’—
W. H. Dunvop, Rolla, Mo.

Answer, by Mr. Spears:—You could make the
trip from up the Illinois to New Orleans in a canoe.
It has been done many times, in less safe boats than
the one you propose to use—the eighteen-foot Old-
Town canoe. My own choice, however, would be
a sixteen or eighteen foot skiff—I used such a boat
a thousand miles on the Mississippi—as it is safer,
one can sleep in it on a canvas stretched from scat
to seat, or along the gunwales. However, there is
nothing against the canoe, except possible desire
to sleep anchored in an eddy, instead of camped on
the sand-bars or up the banks, Fora three months’
trip, a twenty-foot shanty boat would be much
more comfortable and you would always have a
dry bed.

Mosquitoes and rainstorms and high winds are
troubles most to be feared, flies especially, if you
have to sleep on land. River tramps, too. Your
.22 Smith and Wesson and a .25-20 Winchester
would be an admirable team of weapons—take lots
of ammunition, and you’ll see lots of targets and
marks to shoot at, for practise.

Alligators would be fit game for .25-20—smaller
ones, at least. They are found as high as St.
Francis River. Also Gar, and unprotected ani-
mals. Write State game protectors, State capitals.

You’'ll have the best kind of a time, see a lot of
things and meet many pleasing experiences—no
better trip anywhere, to my mind.

Summer Work in Maine

Question.— Will you please give me some in-
formation on the chances of a high-school student,
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OFFER GEORGE WILLIAM. Boilermaker (by
trade) about 50 years of age, born at Launceston,

Tasmania. At one time on the river at New Orleans in the
Pick-me-up trade. His brother would like to know of his
whereabouts.—Address TuoMAs OFFER, 43 Brisbane St.,
Launceston, Tasmania.

ILGENHORST, JOHN. (JOHN SILVESTER

GRAEGORY). Left home seven years ago. Last
heard from three years ago in Arizona. Brown hair,"brown
eyes and dark complexion. Mother is brokenhearted.—

ﬁdd}ress MRs. J. HILGENHORST, 11§ So. 2nd St., Paterson,

INDEGREN, MISS ESTELL and MR. ERNEST

LINDEGREN. Would like to know the address.
Last heard from living in Txmberdale farm somewhere in
the State of Kansus. send information to—
ALBERT WANGLUND, 551 Fifth AVL ., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Inquiries will be printed three times, then
taken out. In the First February issue all un-
found names asked for during the past two
years will be reprinted alphabetically.

RANVILLE, RICHARD, “LINDCRFELDT,”

“CAPT. [KING," “LEE,” “DAD BIDDLE" and the

rest of the American Legxon that was in Mexico. Where
are you?—Address “POWDER JESS'’, care Adventure.

ARBUCKLE. MARGARET. Last heard irom in
Denver, 1914. Send your address to EMvA ARr-
BUCKLE, 5§46 Locust St., Long Beach, Calif.

Adventure

ALTMAN, WILLIAM. Age seventeen, 'chauffeur.

Last heard of in Sacramento, . Please com-
municate with mother.—Address MRrs. ANNIE SALnu.N
626 3rd St., Portland, Orcgon

THE following have been inquired for in full in either

the First June or Mid-June issue of Adventure.
They can get the name of the inquirer from this
magazine:

AUBREY Bargery, William; Brandel, Jack; Carroll,
James W.; Castle, Edward Moses; Cop lg Ed.; Curtnss

Mano'x Dankc. Henry; Dattle, Artixur,

Wright; Griffin, Tom; Hainze, Eugene Ha.rmon. H. E

Hxllmrd Leon; Homfer. Gus; Kelly, E.; King Rodri ick
Barlo; ng Vance Heral kl Ervmg Louis; Louis,
Clayton J.; Lucas, J. MeGord: Jo Jotin; Mclanes, Fiank J.;

McKay. Florencc. Moomaw. Arthu.r Moomaw. Eugene;
Ohare, Rose; Park, Joh n P.; Pende:grass. C.F.; P ter,
Louis; Rogerson, Wm. kutstem. Joe; Sands, Clifford
W.; Shannon leham (Uncle) Shaxmon. Jaxnw g ather);
Sharrock Joseph Slavin, troman,
Edwin F. (Chey); Todd Theodore Vreeland Weil,
Gustav; Young, William ] McKinley.

HASTLAR GAL BREATH, Ruth Gilfillan, Lee Hays.—
Jack P. RoBINSON.

NU\{BERSL T. 284,C. 203, W. 311, W. 312, L. T. 3
Please send us your present address. Letters for-
warded to you at address given us do not reach you—
Address HARRY ERWIN WADE, care Adventure.

The Survivor

This complete novel is a grim,
broad Western range-lands an
Desert.

For the Flag Pt nl By Thomas Addison

Swift action, unfaltering courage, undying Yankee
patriotism. A tale of Central America and an Arneri-
can who dared everything for his country. Rcad the
first instalment of this great serial and you'll not miss
the sccond.

By Robert V. Carr

werful love-story of
the Great Amencan

A Prevaricated Parade

Independence Day in  Paradise! The celebration
starts at 12,01 A.M. Don’t missit. You'll mcet your
old fricnds from every ranch for fifty milcs ‘round.

A Fish Story About Love By Harold Titus

You who thrill at the strike of a ﬁvc-gounder and the
sing of a reel as old bronze-back rushes toward deep
water—here's a yarn of a broad, cold, crystal stream
and of thosc who fled to it from prison office walls of
brick and stcel.

The Twelve Padlocks By Carvoll K. Michener
Crafty East mcets shrewd, calculating West. You
will find the mystery and cunning of the Orient locked
in the great iron chest by the twelve padlocks.

By W. C. Tattle

THE TRAIL AHEAD

Below we give you those features at present booked for
the Mid-July issue, in your hands June 18th.

ADVENTURE, MID-JULY ISSUE

The Skidi Feed the Evening Star

By Hagh Pendexter

Another stirring Indian tale of those fearless warriors
of the Western plains, the Pawnees.

On Short Allowance By E. S. Pladwell

With dynamite and powder in the hold and a rotten
deck underfoot Riley takes you on a startling voyage
down the hurricane-swept Paci

The Trail at Landry By Nevil G. Henshaw

We're all glad of this chance to read another of Mr.
Henshaw's stories of the quaint, whole-heaned folk
who live 1n the little-known hinterland of Louisiana;
also to welcome him back to Adventure.

Off the Course By Roy P. Charchill

Arab is just a dog. But he means a lot to the crew of
the U. 5. Warship Glouster. If you like a dog and like
the sca, you'll vcte this yarn a winner.

The Pearl of Torres By Loais Esson

Concerning those daring, bronze-faced men who hunt
wecalth in the far out-places of the earth—this time
the Torres Straits.




