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as a mechanic, instead of apprentice.
That’s the only difference.”

“You ungrateful young fool, you
insolent scoundrel—"

¢ Steady, Uncle Ernest, steady,” in-
terposed Bob, his eyes lighting with
quiet determination. ““ Fool I may be,
but scoundrel I am not, and I will not
allow any one to call me that, if you
please.”

“You'd better be off about your
business, then. And mind, don’t you
ever look to me for a penny piece.
You gao your way for the future, and
I'll go mme. You leave the Towers
to-day, unless you’re prepared to do
what I tell you.” '

“T sha’n’t come to heel, sir; it’s not
in my nature. I'm sorry—"

“That’ll do, I've had more than I
can stand already.”

Bob went to the door, and then
paused. “ As I'm going away, there’s
something else I'd better tell you. I'm
going to marry Olive Peters.”

This was the crowning blow. Pretty
Olive Peters was the daughter of the
one man in Achester whom Sir Ernest
hated with a hate that was unquench-
able- An ex-official of a Welsh miners’
union, a Radical among Radicals, a
born leader of men and master of a
perfervid Welsh vituperation, Peters
had led a revolt against the influence

of the Towers, and had been mainly .

instrumental in ousting Sir Ernest at
the last election.

The news thus stung him as keenly
as if Bob had laid a whip-lash across
his face, and he stood a moment glaring
at him, his eyes ablaze with unspeak-
able fury.
© “I don’t care which route you
choose te go to the devil,” he growled
at length. ‘I wash my hands of you.
Get out of my sight!”

Bob accepted his dismissal quite con-
tentedly. He packed a few clothes,
left the house, and went straighf to
Olive to tell her the news and ask her
to wait for him. . ‘

* He was only a boy with unquestion-
ing faith in the idol of his calf-love,
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and having secured her promise, went
to Coventry and started his work- the
next day in the engineering shed.

He was glad to have cast off the
shackles of Achester Towers, and

.threw himself into his work with al-

most fierce energy and tireless concen-
tration. . He soon made his way, and
in a couple of years he was so far mas-
ter of his work that when the firm
branched out into the manufacture of
aeroplanes, he was made foreman of
the new sheds, with a- wage quite large
enough to warrant his marrying.

There had been gaps in his recent
correspondence with Olive, and he was
on the eve of writing to tell her the
good news when a letter came to say
she had tired of waiting and had mar-
ried a Dr. Fellowes, who had been at
Achester -as locum tenens for one of
the other doctors.

He took the blow, as he did all such
things, witheut flinching. He had been
faultlessly faithful to her, and the dis-
appointment hit him very hard. But
he sent her a pretty wedding present
and a letter of congratulations, of-
fered in genuine sincerity. It said:

No doubt you were right not to wait,
and I ought not to have expected it. My
only wish is for your happiness, and I
trust with all my heart you will never have
cause to regret your decision.

But in less than six months she did
regret it, with tears of bitter mortifi-
cation and chagrin; for the startling
news came that Sir Ernest and his son
had gone down on the Archaic as they
were starting on a tour around the
world; and Bob became Sir Robert
Marlowe, owner of Achester Towers,
and with an income of more than
twenty thousand pounds a year.

Bob found it difficult to believe the
news, and much more difficult to accus-
tom himself to the changed conditions.
There was an end of the work in the
sheds, of course; but ‘the last six
months had inspired him with a love
of aviation. He had already made
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of trouble to set up the sort of ob-
stacles you'll have to face in the com-
petition? Didn’t I get you the prom-
1se of the appointment the moment
you were qualified?

«‘Look at that business to-mght at
Vincennes; do you suppose it cost
nothing in time and money to get all
those men together and make all those
preparations just to test your quick-
ness of nerve and judgment?”
paused, and then Ilaughed again
heartily. * “ And you talk about the
police!  Well, there’s one good thing
—it shows 1t was done well enough to
take you in.’

He leaned back, and under cover of
his laughter he watched the progress
of the struggle which the other was
making to understand.

“But they fired at us,”
after a while.

“At us be hanged! In the air!”
And he emphasized the words with a
wide sweep of his upraised hands.
“But they bungled that a bit. They
were told td fire before you passed the
barricade. But your nerves! I don’t
believe it would have made an atom of
difference. You’ll carry all the money
I can scrape together. I don’t believe
there’s your equal in all
Jean.”

His companion rose and leaned his
elbow on the mantelpiece and sighed.
“ And when do you say it is?”

Gaudin winked' and nodded know-
ingly. “I’ve got a word about that,
too. It ’ll be just as soon as you've
finished the rest of the tests, my friend.
You don’t know Foew impatient Estelle
1s. ”

But this mention of  the girl failed
to have any ‘effect and drew no re-
sponse, and the two smoked for a
while in silence. Gaudin recalled
what Estelle had said about the

said Jean

change, speculating uneasily as to the

cause. The change was obvious. He
was lethargic, much slower to under-
stand, and subjects which had appealed
to him in the previous days had ceased
to interest.

He -

France,
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Estelle was one of them.

‘The. doctor was right; the man was
beginning to remember, thought Gau-
din; and then he would be no more
use. He had been an invaluable help
in the handling of the car; and just at
the moment when it was sorely need-
ed; but he might be just as great a
danger if his mind woke up and he
knew what he had been doing.

There were always means of getting
rid of an inconvenient or dangerous
man, however; and Jean would have

had a shock if his disordered, addled

brain could :-have read the sinister
thoughts behind the hard eyes which
observed him so closely.

“T'll go through with it,” Jean de,
cided at length. ““ But you fooled me
to-night,” he added, shaking his head

moodily.

“ Of course we did. What would be
the value of a test if you were told be-
forehand all that was to be done? I
knew you’d too much grit to give it up.
By the way, Estelle has to leave here
to-morrow.”

“ All right.”

“I want you to take her into the city
to-morrow and you’ll see her every
day,” said Gaudin, turning away to get
another cigar Then he added in a
casual voice, “ Her mad sxsters com-
ing back here to-morrow.”

“Her what?”

Gaudin tossed up his hands despair-
ingly. “ Didn’t you know I had a mad
kid? I thought I'd told you. Poor
girl, poor girl! It’s a devil of a busi-
ness. Terribly sad. She lives here,
you know; but I had to put her away
for a time. She got too bad. But

“she’s quieter aghin. She thinks she’s

an English girl and pretends she don’t
know her own language. She had a
fright when she was so high,” and he
touched the table and sighed.

‘““ She was a delicate little thing and
I took her to London to see a doctor.
It happened there,” he said, wiping his
eyes with the back of his hand. He
was an excellent actor; and lied most
plausibly.
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is generally considered in that light.
But there is no risk, none whatever, as
I have said.”

‘Y understand that it is slight, at
the gravest,” Mason said. -

“ Just so,” the doctor nodded, “ you
university men are initiates. The
world in general, sir, is a fool. I have
sought a man or a woman, 2as I have
told you, who would fill my require-
ments, but in vain. I have visited the
medical schools, the hospitals, schools
for nurses—even the jails. ' :

“I have advertised in the papers and
received hundreds of applicants, but
out of all who have offered I have not
found one worthy of the sacred pur-
pose.

““ Rather than introduce a polluted,
tainted — even questionable — stream
into my child’s veins, I would see her
perish in-her pitiful way. We have
few friends, no relatives in this land
to come forward and offer themselves,
and those who act on the incentive of
profit are undesirable in every way.
So, you can see that my espionage over
you has not been without. its compli-
mentary shade.” '

“Go ahead with the story,” said
Mason eagerly.

“One day, in pursuit of my quest,
I sat watching the throng of bathers
at the Sutro baths,” the doctor re-
sumed. “ You will remember the day,
perhaps, for it was there that I saw
you first. Your bearing, your eyes,
your color, your physique, proclaimed
your untainted manhood at a glance.
I followed you to your lodging and
made limited inquiries, learning little.
Then I employed a degective to note
your habits, for which I trust you will
forgive me. After the detective re-
ported favorably of you, I set about
to verify his findings for myself. I
have watched you, as I have said, dur-
ing the past four days. I was watch-
ing you to-night. I followed you here
to speak to you, for the hour—almost
the last, precious hour—is at hand. I
want to buy a small measure of your
blood—it may sound heartless, and
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grate unpleasantly on your senses, but
that is the commercial side of it. The
humanitarian service which you could
render would be beyond price.”
“You say it would be a simple, risk-
less operation. How much of my
blood would you require, and what

.would you pay?”

“ A few pounds; not above three at
the most,” answered the doctor eager-
ly; “a small quantity for a man like
you. You could go about your busi-
ness the next day, none the worse nor
the weaker for your loss, and I would
gladly pay you a thousand dollars—or
more—even more!”’ .

Mason pondered a little while.

““T'll tell you how this thing strikes
me,” said he. “ If you're on the square

- —and I suppose you are—I’ll do what

I can for the young woman. But I
couldn’t take pay for a few pints of
blood. I don’t want any money for a
service like that—it looks too merce-
nary, you know, this thing of selling
blood, your own, or anybody else’s.”

“It’s the lofty view of it that I ex-
pected you to entertain,” said the doc-.
tor with ill-concealed emotion. “I
knew you were a man!”

“ Well, I'm not a capitalist, anyway
—I never could drive a bargain in
blood,” Mason said. “If you'll guar-
antee that the operation will not inca-
pacitate me for more than a day or
two, I'll not ask anything of you at all;
but if it should happen to put me out
for a week, I'd have to bargain with
you to lodge and feed me meantime.”

“The spirit of this,” cried the old
man, seizing his hand, ““ moves me be-
yond expression! I will care for you
as I would care for my own son, and
Heaven will shower its benedictions
upon you. My daughter will bless you
if the happy day comes when she re-
gains her health, and she will pray for
your reward!”

“1I expect that I'll always need pray-
ing for, too,” reflected Mason, as if
speaking to himself.

“There is no element of danger in
the operation,” the old man reassured
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there, quick, and see if you can find it,”
said Mason’ excitedly.

“ Wha’ chu drop?”

* Money, money!” said -Mason,
straining dangerously out of the win-

.dow. “A great big wad of money,
.and if you can find it and hold it for
me till I ¢ome down, I'll pay you a
reward ‘worth your trouble—under-
stand?”

“Aw, go on!” sald ‘the fellow in-

“sultingly.

Mason believed the man had picked
up the money before answering his
hail. He hurried into his clothing,
including the despised shoes, now
doubly loathed, after his pampered
days, and went down.

He could not get any information
out of the Italians who kept the store
beneath his room. They turned their
backs upon him, with scowls and
threats, and orders to go away. Their
neighbors, of the same vinous blood,
-that being a colony of Italians, bore
themselves toward hlm with suspicion
when he made inquiries among them.
Evidently his story had gone abroad
among them, and his balance was in
question in that neighborhood.

He considered putting the matter of
his loss before the police, but, after
weighing the peculiar phases of the
case, dropped that thought. He re-
flected that he could not even give the
officials the amount which the package
of bills contained, much less explain to
them the manner in which it had come
into his hands.

Mason had no inclination to return

to the room over the Italian store.

Besides that feeling of repugnance
that he held for the place, he was anx-
ious concerning a few treasured pos-
sessions which he had left in his old
room in his trunk. He met with but
a cold reception when he called at his
former lodging. His effects, he was
told by the landlord, were being held
by him as pawn for the rent which
Mason was in arrears. When he came
up with the money he could take them
away. ‘
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And so it turned out that Mason
found himself upon the. street, with
little strength to face the chill of those
foggy nights, and less than two dol-
lars, as he put it in his bitter way,
“ between his soul and hell.”

That afternon he came to the con-
clusion that it would be better for him
to leave San Francisco and seek some
humble and inconspicuous situation on
a ranch. The one thing that stood
between him and the immediate enact-
ment of this resolution was the lack of
shoes. Those which he had were worn
and unfit for the rigors of the road,
and his small cash reserve seemed to
mock the hope of new ones.

But even a philosopher and a doctor
of law must not be fastidious when
want drives and hunger rides, said
Mason, or something which had the
same substance, anyway. Second-
hand shoes would do; second-hand
shoes must do.

“I want a strong pair, about num-
ber nine,” said He to the Mission Street
dealer who had strings of the foot-
gear which had belonged to other men
hanging outside his door.

“ Here’s a pair I got off a sailor the
other day,” said the merchant, separ-
ating the shoes from the others which
crowded them, dustily, on the string. .

“Let’s see them,” requested Mason

“ They’s nothin’ fancy about ’'em,
friend,” the merchant frankly con-
fided, “ but look at them there soles!”

“Yes,” saild Mason thoughtfully
“Well, I'll try them on.”

They fitted well enough, and he
clamped away in them, leaving his
older ones in the shop. Some dis-
quietude and undefined sense of creepi-
ness attended Mason as he walked out
in another man’s shoes. But thus
newly fortified, he felt his inclination
to quit the city growing weak. He had
come there to conquer; should he fly
at the first shadow of defeat? -

No, he said; and again, no! A sup-
per and a cheap bed out of what re-.
maified, and in the morning he would
rise refreshed and demand again of the
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There was no lack of fuel there-
fore, and not any of food of a kind.

If there was fresk water, thought
Mason as he cast about him in the
barrenness of the place, he would con-
sider seriously a stop there of several
days. For it was certain that- Captain
Peters would put back and make a
thorough search for them. There was
no doubt that the most valuable por-
tion of his cargo had slipped out of his
hands, and he was not the man to give
up without an effort.

Peters knew that there was a long
stretch of sea Dbetween them and
safety, or, if he had reckoned wrong
previously, his investigations soon
would correct His error. And what
chance had a small boat to escape a
fast-sailing vessel in such a race?

Not one in fifty, thought Mason, al-
though he kept his fears to himself.
Indeed, he had been allowed little op-
portunity to converse with the young
woman at all. In the feeling of relief
and safety, even in her new situation
of danger, she had slept the night
through, huddled at his side as he sat
at the tiller.

When morning came and she woke
refreshed, Paul evinced a jealous de-
sire to hear every word.they uttered.
Mason did not feel like sharing any
of their confidences with the unwel-
come stowaway, and so the matter of
her identity had remained unrevealed.

Mason knew that Socorro was one
in a group of large islands. If they
could remain there a week, and lie
hidden, their chance of safety would
grow immensely meantime. For Cap-
tain Peters would have no way of
knowing where they had landed. If
he set out to search the islands he
would have a long task ahead of him,
and one which Mason readily under-
stood he never would attempt.

But it was a question of ‘water. The
mate had given them -a five-gallon
cask. With the utmost economy and
stinting it could not last them longer
than it. would take to sail, with favor-
able winds, to the mainland.
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And so, if Paul’s story of the arid-
ity of the island—which all evidences
seemed to support—was true, they
could not tarry there longer than that
day. With nightfall Mason meant to
put to sea again.

He hoped that, conditions being
friendly to the venture, he might sail
during the darkness be;zond the range
of Captain Peter’s search.

And there was the presence of the
sailor, Paul, to add to his troubles.
He had no confidence in the fellow,
although he struggled to make himself
useful, and seemed sincere in his de-
sire to quit the vessel. Still Mason
was doubtful of the mate’s entire sin-
cerity. He questioned whether he had
not taken the sailor into the scheme
with him, and placed him aboard the
boat for some dark purpose of his own.

Paul was busy within five minutes
of their landing gathering wood,
which he heaped on the beach and
would have kindled if Mason had not
stopped him.

““We’ll have to get along without
coffee,” he said in reply to the sailor’s
protest that he stood in great necessity
of that cheering cup. “ There isn’t
water enough to waste on making
coffee, and if there was we’d have to
get along without it. I' don’t want

~any—well, I don’t want any fire.” -

They made a breakfast on tinned
stuff, Paul sulking and. swearing
throughout the meal. Afterward he
left them and went clambering among
the rocks looking for eggs dnd young
birds. :

He had carried with him a long
fragment of plank, and this they now
saw him pushing back into caverns
and nooks in the rocks, arising great
clouds of " chattering, shrieking birds
of many and strange kinds.

While he was away Mason improved
his time,

“It's a strange circumstance,” said
he, “that after all our adventures to-
gether I don’t even know your name.”

“ And there’s nothing strange about
that, either,” she smiled. “It’s the
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dark humor growing blacker in his
mean, young face.

Mason threw his companion’s cloak
into the canvas, together with the
farge tin cup and such food as they had
feft out of Paul’s slender allotments.
‘She would be comfortable with that
wrap, for, ‘while the heat of the day

was intense and burning, the nights -

were fretted by those whimsical winds
whijch seemed to spring out of the cold,
dark places of the sea.

Mason felt that Paul would trail him
and try to locate the spring for him-
self. He set out in a misleading direc-
tion, therefore, stopping every little
while to listen. There was no sound
of footsteps after him, and presently,
mounting an eminence, he could see the
‘sailor busy on the beach, heaping wood
on a great bonfire.

Mason had great difficulty in find-
ing his way back to the spring and Hor-
tense, for darkness overtook him
among the tangle of wildly sown
stones. The two hours set off for him
by Paul for his return had long elapsed
before he finally stumbled upon the
spot where she sat waiting for him,
with the comfortable tinkle of the
dripping stream in her ears.

Not that Mason had any intention
of going back within two hours. He
had quite another plan, which he now
lay before his comrade in adversity,
and which she approved. .

All the next day they remained in
the seclusion of their place, save for
the time Mason spent in foraging for
eggs among the cliffs. From his van-
tage-point he could see the sailor, not
sleeping in the sun in the bottom of the
moored boat now, but pacing the sands
with anxious carriage, his smoky
beacon lifting in unanswered signal to
the skies.

They knew that Paul would not set
sail alone as long as the hope of re-
ward for restoring Hortense to her
captors lived in his thirst-plagued
breast, nor as long as the dearer hope
of obtaining water lasted. He, on his
part, perhaps believed that they would
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be forced very soon to make an ex-
change of water with him for food.
And so they believed he would hang
on till the pangs of thirst had prepared
him for their ordeal.

Toward noon of the following day
Mason concluded that the time had
come for opening negotiations with the
sailor, according to their agreed plan.
They had filled the cask, to have it
ready in case that opportunity should
favor them; and now Mason took the
quart tin full of water and picked his
way slowly over the rocky barriers to-
ward the beach.

The sailor had rigged himself a shel-
ter from the sun out of sail and oars.
He was sitting in it, his anxious eyes
roving the sea, when Mason came in
sight. In a flash he was on his feet
and running to meet the cup-bearer.
While he was yet thirty yards off,
Mason lifted the vessel and emptied its
contents upon the sand, leaving no
more than a scant swallow in the bot-
tom of the tin. :

Hoarse curses reeled from the sail-
or’'s swollen tongue as he saw the
waste before his famished eyes: When
he came up Mason handed him the cup,
and the sailor swallowed the mouthful
in one greedy gulp, nicking the tin with
his teeth like a starving dog.

He seemed to have forgotten his
threat to slay on sight—to have for-
gotten even his weapon, which still
stuck in its accustomed place. He de-
manded more; he fell on his knees and
scooped up the wet sand where the
water had been spent, and sucked it
with his parched lips. Presently he
seemed to control his frenzy and rose,
blasphemous, demanding of Mason his
reason for throwing the water away.

“ Listen to me, you lying, traitorous
dog!” said Mason, shaking him, un-
daunted by the uplifted, threatening
arm. “You didn’t believe I had wa-
ter, but you believe it now; you didn’t
believe we could live in this rocky,
damned place without you, but you see
that we can. Sail away! Go, put to
sea! We're done with you, you dog!”
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dicating the ledge at the head of the
inlet, the rocky platform of which
jutted here and there over the water.

The refuge was but a few rods
from the boat, but high above it, and
it could be approached only from that
direction. There they would be safe
from a rear surprise, backed by a sheer
ledge of sixty feet or more.

They climbed up with caution, hold-
ing themselves concealed behind "the
great boulders. Mason studied the sit-
uation a little while. ,

‘“ Stay there,” he directed, pointing

to a shelving rock in the face of the .

cliff, protected in'such manner by flank-
ing great blocks of stone that none
;:]ould reach her save by first passing
im

The boat, manned by three men, the
mate at the tiller, came skimming into
the little harbor. The mate beached it
near their own and came ashore; leav-
ing his men gazing curiously about
them on the strange and desolate scene.

Layfield first inspected the boat in
which the fugitives had arrived, turn-
ing -out the small remaining stock of
provisions, and evidently marking the
absence of the water-cask, as Mason
could see by his perplexed mien.

Mason and Hortense crouched be-
hind the rocks, completely hidden from
sight of the men on the beach. Now
they saw Layfield go back to his boat
and give his men some kind of orders,
They could hear his voice, but his
words were lost. ‘This done, he turned
and followed the tracks which they had
made between boat and the camp which
they occupied before the discovery of
water.

Presently, in the course of his ex-
plorations, he passed out of their sight
among the rocks.

At this point Mason felt that it would

be well to see that his captured weapon’
was loaded and ready. He took it from

his pocket and inspected it for the first
time, trying the hammer tentatively
with his thumb. The hammer yielded
at his slightest pressure, and swung
back in its slot without the least re-
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sistance of any spring. Amazed and

.concerned, Mason looked closer into

the peculiar weapon, only to discover
that the thing was not of as much value
in his hand as a stone.

The spring was gone out of it;
was worse than no pistol at all.

He was standing on his knees beside
the opening, which was in a manner a
door, into the little nook where they
lay hidden, his companion but a few
feet away. She was as quick to mark
the defect of the pistol as he was to
discover it.

“ Oh, it’s broken!” she said in con-
sternation.

“Well,” said he, flinging it down,
“it’s just as well for you to know it
first as last, I suppose. It’s no good to
us. I'll have to— I understand now
why Paul talked so much and shot so
little!” )

“ Look,” she whispered, so close be-
side him now that her breath was on
his cheek, and lifting the hair at his
temple, “ there’s Paul!”

The sailor had crept from his con-
cealment near the beach and joined his
shipmates at the boat. They pressed
round him with loud words, shaking
hands with him, clapping him on the
back, hauling him - from one to the
other in the excess of their joy at his
recovery.

Only for a few moments this revelry
lasted, until Paul had managed to shake
clear of them and draw them round
him in a conspiring ring.

Layfield was still out of sight; Mason
knew that he must be slowly picking
his way over their scant trail toward
the spring. Paul was now waxing
vehement in his argument, waving his
arms, pounding with clenched fists,
pointing now and again toward the
ship. The men who had come with
Layfield drew closer about him as he
talked, and now, when Paul stepped off
a little way from them and offered his
hand dramatically, as if calling for re-
cruits to some bloody scheme, they laid

1

their heads together for a little while.-

Then one stepped forward.and shook


could.be
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would otherwise naturally have oc-
curred.

“'The fact that neither Mr. Weth-
erall nor Mr. Gordon noticed the pres-
ence of the pin was due to its flat
black onyx head, and its being entirely
concealed by the heavy lace falling

from the upper part of the dressing-

gown. Mr. Gordon has already told
you of that. .

“In my professional opinion Mrs.
Wetherall’'s death was instantaneously
caused by this weapon. It will be your
aim to determine by further evidence
to whom the placing of it there should
be attributed.”

As he finished and sat down, Gor-
don set his teeth. He suspected that
the doctor had purposely kept back
this statement to the jury in order to
make more effective the confronting
of Bertha with the hatpin and to
make her story seem more incredible.
It was-evident that the doctor had al-
ready formed his opinion, and that the
same idea was being impressed on the
jury.

The coroner’s statement had been
received by them with a growing ex-
citement, and the hatpin was passed
from hand to hand with intense inter-
est. Doubtless none of these country-
men had ever officiated in such a puz-
zling case, and that they would follow
sheeplike the lead that was being given
he felt sure.

It looked dubious for Bertha; but
he consoled himself, prematurely as it
appeared, with the lack of motive for
such a deed.

The constable came next, and testi-
fied that he had made a careful exam-
ination of the windows and doors
throughout the house, and found that
none of them had been tampered with.
They were nearly all provided with
heavy wooden shutters and immense
iron bolts; and old Jerry, called to the
stand, testified also at great length
that they were bolted as usual when he
came in to open them at half past six.

Martha Jenkins was called next, and
took her place with a boldly confident
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air that increased Gordons prejudice
against her.

“How long have you been in Mr.
Wetherall’s employ?” asked the cor-
oner.

“Two years.”

“ Why did you leave?”

“It was dreadful lonely here, sir,
and the cook and the other girl got
talking about all sorts of thmgs until
it went on my nerves, too.”

“ What sort of thmgs? ”

She hesitated

“ Speak out,” said the doctor sharp-
ly. “Tell me everything you remem-
ber ”

“Well, they said there were queer
noises and_something like lights going
up and down the stairs, and they
couldn’t stand it.”

“Did you ever hear any of these
noises or see any lights yourself ? ”

“ No, sir—that is, not to speak of.”

“Well, I want you to speak of it,”
said the doctor impatiently. “ Tell us
everything you saw, no matter how
slight.”

“Well, I was comin’ in late one
night and I heard a noise in the hall,
and when I came in I saw a light seem
to run quickly up the stairs; but when
I went close there was nothmg there.
They do say there’s a ghost in the
house, and old Jerry’s always talking
about it; but I don’t take any stock in
those: things myself,” she added with
a superior air.

“Then why did you leave?”

“The rest was for going, and I
didn’t want to be here alone.”

“Why did you return?”

“T realized how foolish I was to
give up a good place, and Mr. Weth-
erall promised me more money if I'd
come back.”

“Very well. Now, Martha, during
the time you lived here you saw the
family under all conditions. What
were the relations between Mrs. Weth-
erall and Miss Bertha?”

The stroke which Gordon dreaded,
and which he had anticipated despite
the doctor’s clumsy finessing, had
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customer. Percy would, doubtless,
meet the girl again, and her identity
would come like a flash.

The prophecy about meeting Agnes
again came true, but her identity failed
to flash; indeed, it did not even glim-
mer. He waited for thé six-forty-five

"next evening in the hope that she
might be a regular commuter, and the
hope was realized.

She proved a delightful companion,"

and had evidently forgotten about the
unanswered question, and he could
readily perceive how he had once
reached the familiarity of Aggie. It
was the way she had of ‘making a fel-
low feel entirely at ease; and then she
was the first girl he had ever met who
displayed a vivid interest in untang-
ling a snarled trial balance.

Naturally, he waited for her the
next night to tell her how cleverly he
had traced the error; and then the
next night there was something else
he wanted to discuss with her, and the
next, and the next—but you don’t need

any more ‘“nexts” to guess that"

Percy was in love.

What you cannot imagine, though,
is that with all this propinquity, and all
this deep, whole-souled love to jog his
memory, Percy was still unable to re-
call their previous friendship.

What was worse, he never could
summon up the courage to confess the
weakness—her displeasure meant too
much to him now—nor was he adroit
enough, conversationally, to worm the
information out of her.

Away back in his memory her face
and mannerisms flitted elusively, tan-
talizingly; but just when he thought
he had them cornered in some little
brain-cell, they danced out and the
chase was on again. Perhaps mystery
is the rich loam of love.’

He proposed to her in a taxicab while
they were driving from the theater to
the Terminal station, and from this
circumstance you will surmise, rightly
enough, that their companionship was
not limited to commutation trains.
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and he had many other likable quali-
ties, but Agnes refused him.

She did it with the gentle firmness
of a surgeon performing a necessary
operation, and the keen scalpel of her

-critical analysis cut him to the quick.

“I'm sorry,” she said softly, * for
I know you are sincere, and I care for
you more than any man I have ever
met, but marriage is a serious thing
for a girl. A few years ago I did not
think so—would hate-let my romantic
feelings sweep away all objections—
but I have worked side by side with
men since that time, and I have lost
many illusions. It is not good looks
or manners that count so much now,
it is the dependable man—the kind a
woman can lean on in times of stress—
who appeals as a husband. I thought
once that a business life spelled inde-
pendence for a woman; now I know
her real independence is a dependable
husband. #

“Oh, I know what you are going
to say,” she added hastily as he at-
tempted to interrupt. “‘ You would be
good to me, and all that: I don’t
doubt it. You would be’so good—so
monotonously good — that J would
come to hate you for it. ‘

“ Your perfect ways would render
a woman miserable; for a wife’s hap-
piness,” Percy, is measured by her
husband’s faults. Your mother has
left nothing for a wife to be happy
with. And then, you have been taught
to lean on your mother for all things,
and a leaner is never dependable when
trouble comes — and trouble comes
sooner or later in married life. If I
thought you were dependable—"

“But I'am,” he broke in eagerly as
the cab chugged up to the station. “I
can’t give you any specific instance;
but I know—"

“TIt is only my opinion, dear,” she
interrupted wearily; “and I have
worked as a stenographer toQ long for
a man’s protestations to chdnge it.
I’'m sorry.”

Some men have the happy faculty

Percy was no “tight-wad” wooer,\ of doing the right thing at the right















HEART TO HEART TALKS.

a clever little minx from the South, who
had married a dissolute but wealthy New
Yorker. Redway was reticent about the
details of the affair, but claimed that the
lady was holding the letter over his head
in an effort to induce him to do something
he didn’t want to.

Demarest accepted the commission, be-
ing promised five thousand dollars for the
return of the letter. His first act was to
call up Mrs. Humphreys’s apartment. He
ascertained that Mr. Humphreys was out of
the city and that the lady was at home.
Then he took a taxi and went to the apart-
ment, demanding to see Mrs. Humphreys
on a matter of urgent business on behalf
of her husband.

Mrs. Humphreys was terribly agitated,
and when a telegram signed by Lawrence
Humphreys arrived, which backed up Dem-
arest’s statement, she incontinently fainted.

Although Demarest could not be sure
whether the lady’s emotions were real or if
she were a qonsummate actress, he wasted
no time over her, but dashed for the bed-
room in which he knew the letter was kept
in a jewel-case, and then—

Well, a great many things happened in
very brief time, and some of the complica-
tions were of a2 wholly unexpected nature.
However, you will know all about it next
week, ‘

£d O] B

“THE STUFF IN HIM,” by Harold Ti-
tus, is written to prove that when a boy is
ashamed of his mother it places-upon him
a stain as ineradicable, though not so dis-
tinct, as the spots of a leopard. Others
may not know the-why of the stain, but
they sense its presence and shun the brand-
ed one instinctively. That was why Walker
Langberth, says Titus, had never made a
close friend. He was ashamed of his
mother because she did not come up to his
father’s and his own conception of a lady.

Within a fortnight after Walker went to
schqol he was calling their lone maid
“ nurse,” much to het Irish irritation, and
within a year had a splendid start at de-
veloping into a little superesnob. At the
age of ten he judged people solely by what
they had, and when he finished the gram-
mar school he was a walking social register.

What finally brought about the softening
of Walker's heart toward his mother makes
one of the most appealing stories Titus has
ever written.

> 84 S8

“FAINT HOPE AND CHARITY,” by
Tom S. Elrod, is about the kind of a fellow
who hesitates between two neckties. ‘' Gra-
ham was his name. Such a man, says Mr.
Elrod, is likely to become at .the age of
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fifty or sixty the exact counterpart of the
cartoonists’ popular conception of Mr, Com-
mon People.

The persons with whom Graham associ-
ated most did not really know him. They
barely suspected that he kept his real feei-
ings hidden so deeply that it was only at
rare intervals that they were given even a
glimpse of his true personality. Because his
parents had named him Francis Hope Gra-
ham, his friends dubbed him “ Faint Hope ”
Graham. :

In this story of Graham’s one supreme
love affair, Tom S. Elrod has surpassed
himself.

K] oo &£

“DEAD MAN’S SHOES,” by Octavus
Roy Cohen and Manning J. Rubin, tells
what happens after Old Man Pneumonia
suddenly claims Joe Thompson, who for
fifteen years had occupied the post of sales
manager and optimist for the McClary
Hardware Company. i

The sudden death of his right-hand man
threw Sam McClary on the verge of nerv-
ous prostration. It was worse than a cut
in rating could possibly have been. Thomp-
son had come into McClary’s employ when
the annual sales totaled twentysfive thou-
sand dollars; when he died they totaled
something more or less than one million
five hundred thousand dollars annually.
Somehow, Sam McClary found it hard to
consider another man for the vacant desk.
He felt vaguely that he would desecrate
the memory of the dead man by such an
attempt.

How a merely fortuitous circumstance
shows Sam McClary who is capable of fill-
ing the dead man’s shoes you will learn
when you read this charming tale of mod-
ern business life,
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MORE TARZAN COMING

To tEE EbDITOR:

This is just a short epistle from one of
your readers that may or may not be ac-
ceptable. What I want to say is that if
Edgar Rice Burroughs does not hurry up
with a Tarzan story all of his admirers
ought to quit reading ~the AuvrL-StTory
WEEkLY for spite.

He is one great character. I think all
of the Burroughs readers will agree with
my sentiments. I would like to see Tarzan
and the Mucker become acquainted.

I do not intend to knock, but do not use
Fred Jackson’s stuff any too much. .

I like next to Burroughs, Zane Grey,
Cyrus Townsend Brady and Oppenheim.
There are other good authors; in fact I
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LOVE IN

“But if you and I are prisoners to-
gether in here what are we to do?”

“It will not be the first time that
you and I have been prisoners together
in the same room.’

“That’s true—but then the circum-

stances were different; that was only
for half an hour. Now who knows
how long we may be shut in here or
how long it will be before they are
able to find us?”
. Going to one of the embrasured
windows, he drew aside the curtains;
then went to the second and did the
same; then to the third.

“ Do you know, I don’t believe these
are windows at all,” he said. “ The
painted glass in them seems to be. set
against some solid background.”

“ Antoinette told me,” said the girl,
“ that this is known as the room which
has no windows.”

“ Then how are we to attract the at-
tention of those who are outside? In
this great rabbit warren of a house
this room may be overlooked for days.
I had a sort of notion that we were
descending as we came to it; the room
may be underground.”

“1 believe. it is; I believe that all
this part of the house is underground.”

“Then if that is the case it looks
very much as if we must be trapped.

Where is that bell which Mme. de

Constal rang, or seemed to ring?”

In the frame of the table before the
fireplace was set the ivory push-piece
of an electric bell. He pressed it again
and again, waiting for results, keeping
his finger oit it for several seconds at
a time,

“ Nothing happens,” he reported.
“ Either the connection has been cut
off or it rings where there is no one to
hear who will hear. There is another
bell beside the fireplace; let’s try that.”

He tried it with similar results.

“It doesn’t ;look as if ringing were
going to do us much good. All the
same, we'll try again presently. It may
be that ultimately a sound will reach
thé ear of some one who, wondering
where it comes from and what it
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means, will start to find out.
a telephone; we will try that.”

He lifted the receiver off an instru-
ment which stood on the table into
which was set the pushpiece of the
‘electric bell. He put it to his ear.

“Hello! Hello! No one answers.
I wonder where it rings to; it’s possi-
bly a private telephone. It is connect-
ed with an operator with whom Mme.
de Constal can get in connection when
she pleases and the operator chooses.
Poss:bly at this moment the operator
isn’t there—or doesn’t choose.

“Hello! Hello! 1It’s no good.
We'll try both that and the bell again
a little later on. "At present it looks
as if we shall have to possess our souls
in Patlence

I am so sorry, I hope you are not
angry with me.’

The girl spoke like a child who has
done wrong and fears reproach.

“ Angry with you?” he repeated.
“ Why should I be angry?”

“You are so brave —if it had not
been for you I don’ t know what would
have become of me.’

As if conscious that her reply was
not an answer to his question, she
seemed to shrink away. His looks,
even more than his words, conveyed
the amazement which he felt.

“Please do not say I am brave.
Brave! I! If you only knew! And

Here is

-as for what might have happened to

you, it seems to me that something
sufficiently serious may happen still
unless we can ﬁnd a way of escape
from our prison.”

He moved round the room, striking
the walls as he went with the butt of
one of the weapons which he still re-
tained in his grasp.

“ For all one can teH from the sound
these walls might. have been hewed out
of the hving rock,” he commented. “1
don’t know how many doors there are;
there are five which we can see, and
they seem to be as solid as the walls. I
wonder if there is anything in the place
which could be used as a crowbar to
force them open.”
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On her countenance there instantly
came an expression of alarm.

“ Aren’t you feeling very well? "’ she
cried. “ What a selfish wretch I am to
be bothering you with my affairs when
—when— Of course, you can’t be
feeling well! But I don’t see what
there is I can do for you. I'm so help-
less!”

“Thank you, I'm feeling perfectly
well, only just at the moment I don’t
feel quite up to reading; and, anyhow,
I’'d much rather you told me what the
paper says, if—if it wouldn’t be giving
too much trouble.”

“It’s not a question of trouble; it’s
a question—"

She stopped and considered him.

“You are a little pale.”

He tried to smile, and succeeded
after a fashion. '

“T assure you I'm all right, however
I may look. Please will you tell me
what’s in the paper? Of course, if you
won’t—"

“ Well, I will; of course I will!”’

As if spurred by something which
was not quite obvious, she went on
with a sudden volubility, a color com-
ing into her cheeks as she spoke.

“ It seems that I am the Alice Hud-
son referred to. That’s the most
amazing part of it, but I am. I must
be. The whole story is most extra-
ordinary. But it—it does shed a light
on things which, to put it mildly—
Well, you know they’ve been very mys-
terious. Now I do begin to understand
—after this.” '

She held out the paper as if to em-
phasize her words. .

“T'll begin at the beginning. If you
won'’t read it for yourself, you’ll have
to let me tell the story my own way.”

“ 1 shall be only too delighted.”

“It will take a long time. I can’t
tell a story like a newspaper can,” she
demurred.

‘““The longer the better; we are not
pressed for time.”

Without further ado, Alice began:

“It seems that a person named An-
drew J. Sloane died not long ago in
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Chicago; the paper does not say exact-
ly when, so I can’t tell you. He left
heaps and Heaps of money. The paper
talks of two million dollars as though
it were only part of what he left. It
seems that he was never married, and
hadn'’t a relation in the world. He left
all his money to one person, and that
person was a man—John Hudson.

““When I saw that I jumped, because
John Hudson was my father’s name.
I sat in that room, wondering what it
meant and what I was coming to. I
was so—well, upset—you know the
sort of feeling one gets when one has
had a shock and expects that a still
greater one is coming ?—that I didn’t
dare to read on. But at last I did
dare, and—oh, it was wonderful!

“Won’t you please read what the
paper says for yourself? You see how
I'm wasting time.”

“I don’t agree that you're wasting
time. It gives me a chance of looking
at you while you are talking, and — I
don’t call that a waste of time,” he
smiled. ‘ -

It was the nearest approach to a
compliment which he had ever paid
her. Her cheeks were dyed a vivid
scarlet; she looked at him with startled
eyes; then—he drew back, not she. He
drew back as if fearful that too close
neighborhood might not only lead him
into saying things which  he did not
mean to say, but into doing them—
which would be much worse. She did
not seem to resent his moving farther
from her, perhaps because with some
subtle feminine instinct she divined the
reason. She went quickly on:

“1I soon saw as I read that the John
Hudson to whom the money had been
left was my father. The paper tells
you all about it—how, many years ago,
he was captain of a ship named- the
Alice; my mother has often told me
about it; it was christened after her.
That was in the days before they were
married, when she was still a girl.

“One day a_ young man was
dragged out of the hold. The ship
was bound for Boston. He had tried
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to get money to pay his passage to
America and had failed. Then he tried
to work his passage, but nobody would
let him. Finally, in desperation, he had
stowed himself away. The Alice was
a sailing-ship; I remember hearing my
mother say that it was the last sailing-
ship on which my father ever voyaged.

“ They were several days out at sea,
and for most of them that stowaway
had been without food. He had not
had the means to lay in anything like
a proper store, and was half starved.
He must have been nearly mad when
they found him, with hunger and de-
spair, and all sorts of things. He ran
to the side of the ship, and before they
guessed what he was going to do, had
leaped into the sea.”

The maiden paused. Her auditor
was convinced that that paper could
not have told the story more eloquent-
ly than she was doing.

“ On no ship is a stowaway wanted,
and on most ships they are treated very
harshly when they are found. I be-
lieve there are ships which, if a stow-
away is found on them and then jumps
overboard, would just sail off and
never bother about such a trifle as stop-
ping to pick him up.

‘“ My father was not like that. When
that stowaway jumped overboard he
stopped the ship and had a boat
launched, which saved him and brought
him back to the vessel. When a ship
reachey port stowaways are handed
over to the police. My father did not
hand that stowaway over to the police;
he not only let him go—he gave him
five pounds to start the world with.
There must have been something very
fascinating about that stowaway to in-
duce my father to do that, though he
was always helping people who were in
holes.” '

Again the girl paused, this time to
sigh, as if the recollection of her fa-
ther’s tendency brought back painful
memories.

“My father never saw that stow-
away again, and, as far as I can make
out from the paper, the stowaway
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never saw him. But he never forgot
the man who had not only saved his
life but given him a start in the world.

“That stowaway was Andrew ]J.
Sloane. When, at the end of his life,
he was casting about in his mind for
some one to whom to leave his millions,
he thought of the captain . of the Alice
—John Hudson. He left every penny
to him, and if it should turn out that
John Hudson was dead, then to his
wife and children. Here’s where the
strangest part of the story begins.”

“It seems to me that the part you
have told already is pretty queer,” Ron-
ald observed.

“That’s nothing—at least I don’t
think it’s anything to what follows. I
imagine that Mr. Sloane must have
died at about the same time at which
my father.was lost at sea. Of course,
my father couldn’t be found, and he
never heard of the great fortune that
had been left to him.

“The people whose duty it was to
see that Mr. Sloane’s will was proper-
ly carried out traced the line of ship-
owners in whose service my father was,
and learned from them -that neither he
nor the ship in which he had last sailed
had ever been heard of again. They
also learned that he had a wife, and
got from the ship-owners the last ad-
dress at which they had heard of her.
Those will-people wrote to my mother,
and the letter they wrote came back
marked ‘ Address unknown.’

“ Some one on their behalf went to
Paris. The boarding-house which had
turned her out was shut up — it had
failed, of which I am glad to hear; it
served them thoroughly well right.”

Sparks of anger camd into the
speaker’s eyes.

“ For ever so long nothing could be
learned of my mother from any one
until, it seems, the other day. Then
they discovered that my mother was
dead, the house in which she had died,
and that she had had a daughter
named Alice. And that, according to
the paper, is all they had learned when
it was printed. :
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What did it mean? Had not In-
spector Jenner arrested him for the
murder of Edward Osborne? And if
not, why not? What was this charge
of misappropriating trust funds com-
pared to the other—especially as this
was a charge which he could easil
disprove? ) A

The lady’s voice came again to him
from across the room—in more in-
sistent tones even than before—as if
she were impatient.

“ What are you staring at? Why
don’t you tell me what you've got
there? How secretive you are! It’s
always the same; I tell you everything
and you tell me nothing. What are
you reading?”

Not for anything could he have told
her at that moment that he was read-
ing a warrant for his own arrest. It
was beyond his power. The way in
which his heart was thumping against
his ribs made him more powerless
still.

“I—I was looking through a
paper,” he stammered.

“A paper! What paper? If it’s
anything very secret, pray keep it to
yourself. TIll turn my back as you
turned your back on me just now; then
I sha’'n’t be able to see.” :

The lady’s petulance seemed to go
unnoticed. He appeared to ignore the
fashion with which she turned her
shapely back to him; he was reading
a paper that had for him a fascination
which constrained him to ignore every-
thing. It was the story of his own
life, told in a condensed form, written
in French by a correspondent in Lon-
don. He was amazed at the aecuracy
of the record—at the neat way in which
his character was hit off, his fondness
for pleasure, his distaste for work.

He came to the story of that mem-
orable afternoon. It was told with a
fidelity which astonished him. How
could that unknown correspondent
have learned these facts?

But when he read what followed the

story of that afternmoon something

seemed to happen in his head. The
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written words seemed to swim before
him; it was with difficulty that he
could follow them with his eyes.

What exactly was said he was not
sure. At the-moment only the” main
facts penetrated his brain, the one
great fact—that Edward Osborne was
not dead. He had not killed his part-
ner; he had struck him—as continually -
he had told himself ever since Osborne
had thoroughly deserved. The man:
had crumpled up upon the floor, mo-
tionless, an inert mass.

Denton had taken “it for granted
that Osborne was dead. His passion
haa been so great as to rob him of his
judgment, both at the beginning of
that interview and at the end. If he
had stayed to see the matter out, he
would have learned that there was
practically nothing to face—at the
worst only a case of common assault.

- But he had fled for his life—and in so

doing, what a fool he had been!

Inspector Jenner had not arrested
him for murder; the policeman had
arrested him, seemingly on Osborne’s
information, that he had been con-
cerned with Osborne in the fraud of
which Osborne alone had been guilty.
He could not tell what exactly that in-
formation had been, but he could
swear that it was false. -

If he had only known! If his con-
science had not played him so foul a
trick! Half a dozen words and the
matter would have been made clear.
He would never have left the inspector
to burn in that railway carriage, which
meant that he would never have fallen
from the frying-pan into the fire.

He had certainly fallen into the fire
when he passed from the inspector’s
hands into Mme. de Constal’s. The
inspector might have shown pity; she
had shown none.

The probability was that practically
from the very first she had known the
truth; and how she had used it, how
she had dangled his own fears before
his eyes, encouraging, as it were, the
burden of his shame to weigh him
down!
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three-room flat on the fourth ﬂoor of a
great tenement, where the careful neat-
ness of the living-room that was also
dining-room, reception-room, and par-
lor, and the cheap but substantial meal
that Maizie spread before him all testi-
fied to her careful management in the
expenditure of hns fifty dollars a
month.

“ Say, Maizie,” Jimmy said as he
washed some of the day’s grime from
his neck and face at the little kitchen

sink, “ there’s a' new five-reeler at the.

movies to-night.
huh?”

He sat down to the table and pro-
ceeded to mash up a plateful of pota-
toes and beans and cabbage into an in-
distinguishable stew.

‘Maizie watched him without a word
as he shoveled this in quantities into
his mouth to satisfy the normally
healthy appetite that twelve hours in
the open air had engendered.

When he had finished and pushed
back his plate she hurriedly washed up
the few dishes. Later, when she
emerged from her tiny bedroom she
wore a navy-blue suit she had discard-
ed and a sailor hat that had seen am-
ple service.

Jimmy took his plpe from hlS mouth
and stared at her.’

“Yuh ain’t goin’ out that way, are
yuh Maiz?” he said. “It ain’t rain-
in’.  Where’s yuh swell clothes?”

Maizie flashed him one glance, then
quickly turned her head away from
him so that he might not see in her
face the sudden wave of revulsion that
swept over her. .

“T don’t feel like dressin’ up to-
night,” she said evasively, and Jimmy’s
honest eyes opened with genuine con-
cern.

“If yuh feel sick we ¢'n stay home,”
he offered with awkward affection.
“Yuh do look kinder white.”

The shadow of a smile touched
Maizie’s mouth. Could, he understand
if she told him why she had discarded
her gaudy finery. She hesitated for
the fraction of a second, then—

Let’s go round,
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« I only left off the red stuff, Jim-
my,” she said.

Together then they descended the
crooked stairs and walked on slowly
toward the theater. At every door
groups of frowzy women and tired-
looking men sat on the steps or lounged

-against the rails, drinking in the

breeze. The odors from the docks fil-

“tered over from the river.

Jimmy kept up a. running-fire of
conversation. ‘One of the horses had
gone lame that day. They’d had to
shoot him. Pity—he was a big, heavy
beast, and had been a dandy worker.
Two parcels were missing. He (Jim-
my) would report that in the morning.

Tommy Burns’s mother was dead.
She had left seme money. Tommy
was Jimmy’s wagon helper. The kid
hadn’t shown up at ail that day. But
all the gossip fell on deaf ears. Maizie
wasn’t listening. In her mind ideas
that let light in on a dark place—ideas
concerned chiefly with men and wom-
en of a different mold—were assuming
definite shape.

Around on the avenue the lights
from the shops threw a steady glare
across the sidewalk. As Maizie and
her husband rounded the corner, Jim-
my came to a dead stop before a mil-
linery establishment.

“There’s the hat for you, Maiz,” he
cried enthusiastically. *“ Gee, but you’d

be the swell dame with that.  Some
doll, I tell yuh, some doll!”
Involuntarily, Maizie’s eyes fol-

lov_ved the direction of Jimmy’s pointed
finger, but she did not see the pink and
gold atrocity, she did not hear Jimmy
say, “ Some lid, what? Some queen
you'd be with that.”

Instead, before her mental vision
there rose a plain little black turban,
and her inner consciousness heard a
man say, “ Oh, that is the most stun-
ning hat here. You look charming in
it, dear. Take it at once.”

- Maizie stole a glance at Jimmy from
the corner of her eye. e was tall,
and straight, and Dbroad, with that
strength of shoulder that comes from
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of success; it was then clear that,
whatever the risk, whatever the cost,
we must chop off that yellow claw
which was reaching out of Asia with
ruthless, pitiless strength.

Enough blood had been shed —
enough crimes had been committed.

And when I remembered that Hus-
sais Khan had first killed in my own
country—in America—I was doubly
firm in my resblution to pit my square
western power of reasoning against
his Oriental, swift-shifty, sharp-crass
cunning in one last attempt —an at-
tempt to the death.

I had not been able to suppress a
certain feeling of admiration for this
daring Asiatic who had appropriated,
who had tellingly enacted the famous
maxim :

De [l'audace, encore de l'audace, et

toujours de l'audace.
‘(Audacity, again audacity, and always
audacity.)

But I had made up my mind to fight
him with every ounce of strength in
my body, with every cell in my brain.
I must revenge those murders of my
own race.

He had surrounded the altar of the

dread Hindu deity whose chief min-
istrant he was—and he was a Moslem,
worshiping the one God who has no
equals! — with a barrier of white
corpses. -And from the gruesome,
rotting pile a clay - cold, shriveled,
clutching hand seemed to point at me
accusingly in pale, stark rigidity—the
hand of Senator Kuhne, of Califor-
nia—pointing with a de profundis de-
mand for revenge—for the bitter price
of blood! P

Thence had come a meeting in
Downing Stréet, London. The chiefs
of police of all the capitals of Europe
had been there.

Together we had gone over the
whole history of the organization, of
all the crimes which had been com-
mitted in the name of the God of the
Invincibly ‘Strong Arms. Then we
had talked of the dangers of the fu-
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ture. The Czar last week! \Vhat
would the next week bring, what the
next month?’

It had seemed to me that these
pompous, brass-bound police moguls
did not appear able to come to any
conclusion. They had picked at each
other like angry poultry in molting
season. They had spoken well —un-
commonly well—and fluently.

But they had not developed a single
idea, .a single remedy worth while.
All they had done was to tear each
other’s propositions into shreds with
splendid flourishes of rhetoric in four-
teen assorted languages. A chaos as
well as a babel. Finally I had consid-
ered that it was up to me, an Ameri-
can, a representative of the melting-
pot, to new shape that inorganic dust
of chaos-babel into some sort of work-
ing scheme.

I had developed it right then and
there for their benefit and approval. -

“We must fight deceit with deceit.
We must choke quackery with dupery,”
I had concluded. “It’s the only way.
What do you say, gentlemen? How
do you like my scheme?” -

They had liked it.

It was a good, safe scheme, if I do
say it myself. It had several advan-
tages in its favor.

First of all, it was eminently suited
to the peculiar talents of ‘the Conti-
nental police, who are acknowledged
experts and world champions at that
charming game which is played with
the use of Polizeispitzel, agents provo-
cateurs—polite,~and very, very offi-
cial work in the nature of a stool-
pigeon’s with a bit of reverse English
in the method.

Secondly, my _scheme steered ‘us
clear away from that one danger of
-which we were all afraid; namely,
that a public knowledge of the facts
in the case, the facts that there existed
an Asiatic organization plotting mur-
der, making private, secret war against
every man of note in Europe and in
America, might vfa -the trail of news-
paper head - lines, public indignation,







































O’TOOLE’S FATAL BEAUTY.

strides forward, says I, “ Begorry, yer
right, sonny,” says~I; ““let me lead the

way,” says I, me fightin’ blood riz and-

me struttin’ along eager to the battle-
field with half a hundred kids in me
wake, makin’ reckless bets on me hand-
in’ the knock-out blow to that terrible
Norah O’Brien.

“Wurra!” says I as I see soup-
ladles and -bottles and dozens of thin
loaves of funny foreign bread two
feet long come whistlin’ through the
basement windy, which struck them
rubbernecks violent, but didn’t make
them budge. :

Frinchy and Mrs. Frinchy stands on
“top of their high front stoop, wringin’
their hands and jabberin’ t'gether for-
exgn, and lookin’ hopeful over the rail-
in’ into the basement below with the
expectations apny minute to be seein’
Norah O’Brien took into custody and
be led out.

But Norah O’Brien was not took.
Only more and more supplies comes
flyin’ rapid through the windy, and
with the sound of dishes breakin’ be-
low Frinchy lifts his eyes ‘g) heaven.

"T'was then Frinchy lamps me, six
feet three towerin’ over the masses,
and me form wadin’ toward him
through the mob; and he calls excited
to me: “ Mr. O’Toole, Mr. O’Toole!”’

I run up the steps to be havin’ speech
with him, and he embraces me around
the belt with affectionate demonstra-
tions, which it was embarrassin’ me-
self, though I'm understandin’ he was
lettin’ me know he was glad to see me.

“Go in please, Mr. O’Toole, for
‘you are beeg; you can do the business
quick,” says he. ““Only leetle police-
mans,” says he; ‘“they sen’ me from
thee ’eadquarters, and they are of no
consequence with thees here cook lady,
.Mees Norah O’Breean,” says he. “She
have sistaire in place call ‘ Peaceville,
Massasschoosoots,” ” says he. “’Twill
be her pleasure to go there, she tell me
so; two dollars is thee fare. ‘All

right, I tell’ : ‘here is thee fare,
two dollars—,p%gs:a.’ ”

“ She lie to my ’usban’!” says Mrs.

.the peace,”
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Frinchy, buttin’ in. ““ She weel not
leave thee kitchen of ourselvcs—no,
navaire, and thee place ees ruin.’

“You are so beeg and strong,” says
Frinchy, handin’ me the blarney again,
“Go in, please, Mr. O'Toole,” says
he, “ and take away Mees Norah
O’Breean,” pleads he, which he is dis-
tracted ’tis plain, the poor man,

“Sure!” says I; “I'll do 1t ” says
I, settin’ me jaw.

“What?” shrieks a voice at me
back, and some one throws herself vio-
lent between Frinchy and me. 'Twas
Mrs. Googan, which she spots me from
her place in the crowd below, and runs
excited up. the steps.

““ What,” shrieks she, “ and have his
face come out with a pair of black
eyes and his looks be all in rooins for
the likes of the foreign pair of yez??”
says she, wavin’ her fist. “ A hand-
some man like him, which he was best
man at me daughter Mamie’s weddin’
only yesterday, and the papers praisin’
him for his beauty on the front page!

“Don’t yez read the paper?” says
she, yellin’ it into the ear of Mrs.
Frinchy like she was deaf, and grab-
bin’ her hard by the arm; “ and haven’t
yez got no education in the least to be
wishin’ murder upon the lovely looks
of a man like him!” yells she, indig-
nant. “ Why don’t yez have yer own
race disfigured and leave the Irish
alone?” she hollers, and, turnin’ to
me, says she, “ Micky O’Toole, you are
not goin’ down in there?” says she.

“I am goin’ down,” says I with
official dignity, says I. “ Mrs. Goo-
gan, it is me dooty as a custodian of
says I, which Frinchy
gives a sigh of relief, he did.

“What!” shrieks Mrs. Googan, in-
censed at me retort, blockin’ me pas-
sage. ‘“ Haven’t you got no common
sense? ” says she, “which you havin’
saw the antics of Norah O’Brien from
me house next door for months. Faith,
I'm not goin’ to have me daughter
Mamie’s social career rooined by her
best man, which was writ up elegant
to-day be gettin’ his eyes blacked by a


loav.es

564

common scullery maid, I am not, and
the papers takin’ it up immediate, I
am not,” says she in a towerin’ rage.

“What do I care for your daughter
Mamie,” says I, “when me dooty
calls? " says I, pushin’ her aside and
runnin’ down the steps, which she
runs after me, shriekin’, and Frinchy
runs after her.

And into the basement we goes to
be beholdin’ the fireworks of Norah
O'Brien, which she had drew the
kitchen - table into a corney, and her-
self was barricaded behind the same.
Waurra, stuff was flyin’ in all direction,
and she yellin’ she’d be killin’ the first
cop that’d be attemptin’ to be layin’
his hands on her, she would.

Well, it was plain by the way they
was dodgin her aim that none of them
heroes was willin’ to be killed if they
was knowin’ it.

Faith, we no sooner gets inside the
door when a loaf of bread strikes me
chest and rolls to the floor. _

Mrs. Googan was up in arms. imme-
diate over the assault, and throws
back the loaf at Norah O’Brien.
Frinchy runs reckless toward the table,
which she rains things upon his head,
yellin’ at the top of her lungs at him:

“So yer sendin’ in more cops, yer
foreign heathen, to. have me took to
jail and locked up,” says she. ‘Take
this, and this, and this!” says she,
rainin’ things at him with a vengeance.

“You shall not be lock up, Mees
Norah O’Breean,” says Frinchy, ex-
cited, throwin’ up his two hands like a
sign of truce, he did, says he, “ eef you
will go immediate to thee sistaire in
Peaceville, Massasschoosoots,” says he.
“Let us have a talk, Mees O’'Breean,
please, and stop for one secon’ thees
‘orrible bombardment, please.” :

Norah O’Brien tossed her head,
seein’ she had every wan at her mercy,
annyway, and a few minutes restin’
herself didn’t make no difference to
herself, so says she.

“ Sure,” says she, “ go ahead. What
is it?” says she. .

“ Mees O’Breean, please go to thee
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sistaire, please,” says he. “Didn’ I
geev to you thee fare money, two dol-
lars, please?”

“Sure yez did, Frinchy. Yer a
good sport, so yez are,”’ says she,
“and it’s right down in me stockin’
this minute, so it is,”’ says she, handin’
him a beautiful smile.

“Then go, please, and you weel
not be lock .up. Go to thee station;
you weel not be lock up then,”.says he.

"Twas then Norah O’'Brien was filled
with suddint emotion. Wurra, wurra,
the changes of them wominfolk is tre-
mendjous. From divils to saints- be-
fore yer can wink. Well, Norah
O’'Brien bursts into tears. Sure, we
all gasps, astonished to see her turnin’
on the salt-water pumps like that.
Faith, what would be happenin’ next?

“You want to get rid of me,
Frinchy,” says she, sobbin’ somethin’
fierce. * Faith, we always got along
all right t’gether, Frinchy; all the time,
didn’t we?"”

“ Sometimes we did, Mees O’Breean;
only sometimes,” says the little Frinch-
man, truthful.

“All the time,” sobs Norah O’Brien, .
sentimental; “all the time, Frinchy.
"Tis that Mrs. Kangaroo that’s causin’
all the trouble;.that frog-eatin’ female
—bad cess to her, anny day, from
Norah O’Brien,” says she. “ Now, if
yez could only bounce yer wife we
could run this joint somethin’ wonder-
ful t'gether, we could,” sobs she, her
shoulders shakin’.

A shiver run through Frinchy,
judgin’ how he squirms.

“Naw!” says he, shakin’ his head
with a scowl. “Go to thee sistaire if
you please, Mees O’Breean.”

Faith, I couldn’t stand it anny
longer. So I steps forward with au-
thority, seein’ that the enemy had
broke down, annyway, and things was
safe for a minute at least, although
Mrs. Googan was for holdin’ me back.

“Norah O’Brien,” says I, drawin’
meself up to an inch over me natooral
full height of six feet three, “ I'll give
yez just wan half - hour to be gettin’






566

Then, if yez please, Norah O’Brien
sets to .constructin’ a big bow out of
what’s * left of the shamrock - green
ribbon, and ties it deliberate on to her
travelin’ suit-case.

Faith, we all give a gasp at that, and
she informs us that she’s ready to be

-~
L]

startin’.

“ Well, then,” says I, pointin’ dra-
matic, ““ take up yer travelin’ suit-case
and walk.”

“ What,” shrieks she, “ with a hand-
some Johnny like yerself in attend-
ance! Don’t make me laugh,” says
she.

Faith, the beat of her was never
known for nerve! Sure, I stood think-
in’ a minute.

‘“ Please, for peace, Mr. O‘Toole!”
begs Frinchy.

“Well, take off that St. Patrick’s
Day decoration then,” says I.

“What?” says she;- “yer mad!”
says she. ‘It goes as it is,” says she;
“s0 ye'd best be changin’ yer mind be-
fore I'm changin’.mine,” says she.

“Bad cess to yez,” says I, handin’
her a black look.

“ Please, for peace, Mr. O’Toole!”
comes again the tearful voice of
Frinchy at me back. :

“Do I go or stay?” ‘asks Norah
O’Brien, standin’ with arms akimbo
and, tossin’ her head like she owned
the earth.

“ Divil a bit you go! Confounq yez,
annyway!” says I, in no good mood
at all, takin’ up the travelin’ suit-case.

Norah O’Brien laughs inhuman then,
and Mrs. Googan shrieks in rageful
tones of speech:

“It is an outrage, Micky O’Toole.
Me Mamie’s social career is rooined
if the reporters lamp yez escortin’ a
common cook.”

““What about me own social ca-
reer?” says I with some heat. Where-
upon Norah O’Brien turns on Mrs.
Googan, demandin’ in menacin’ tones
and shakin’ her fist:

“ Who is a common cook? "

“Yerself. Who else?” shrieks
Mrs. Googan. ““ Who d’ye think yer
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are, annyway?” she vells right into
her face.

“Me?” yells back Norah O'Brien
right into her face. “Me? I'm Cleo-
patry of Ireland, which the Iing of
England he was forever at me feet!”
says she.

“ Some feet,” comments one of the
other cops, which forgot himself, I
suppose; and Norah O’Brien, wavin’
Mrs. Googan and meself aside, makes
a lurch*to pommel him with her um-
brelly,. . .

"Wurra, I went after her then with
me club to stop her from killin’ the
cop, and Frinchy starts to be tearin’
his hair again in despair.

“Yer under arrest without no more
to-do, Norah O’Brien,” says I with a
forceful air, says I, “if yer don’t be
leavig, this instant, and no more non-
sense,” says I.

“Very well,” says she, readjustin’
the hat of herself, which had slipped
down the back of her neck in the
shuffle, “T'll be led out right on yer
arm with proper ceremony as becomes
me high station in life,” says she,
wavin' her hand defiant at Mrs. Goo-

-

gan. .
“Wurra!” says I with dread to be
facin’ the waitin’ mob as Norah

O’Brien deliberate takes me arm with
airs like a grand lady.

Faith, with her hangin’ to me arm
I jerks her violent through the door
then with no more argymints; only
the fact that she was blowin’ kisses to
him and sayin’, “ T, ta, Frinchy, for
a while, me darlint!” says she.

“Adoo forever, Mees Norah
O’Breean! ” says he fervent-like; *“ for-
ever adoo!”

Well, I had to fight me way through
the mob of waitin’ rubbernecks block-
in’ the pavement, I'll have yez know;
and, begorry, I was gettin’ nervous

_ chills to be hearin’ the kids yellin’ and

fillin’ the air with cries of, “ Hooray
for O‘Toole! He licked ’er—he licked
)er! ” - .

"Twas just as I'thought. Norah
O’Brien lifts up her ears at that.
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derbrush, as it was. already dusk and
none too light even in the open.

© “Poor Alma, torn by grief and
keyed to a high nervous tension, was
unable to bear this latest shock, and
with a gasp collapsed. I supported her
until she could be removed to a near-
by bench. Restoratives were adminis-
tered promptly, and she regained con-
sciousness soon after.

" ‘“Meanwhile, my train had pulled
out, but I did not regret being-left be-
hind if I could be of any assistance
to the young woman who had so
strangely fallen into my care.

“To condense the story, I will state
that shortly afterward I married Alma,
,and she has meant everything to me
since then. Of course, I never re-
vealed the true name of her father,
nor the cause of his astonishing action
that evening at the station.

“Instead, I let her believe, as all kjs
townsmen did, that a sudden madness,
following the loss of his wife in their
burned home, .had possessed the man
and caused his suicide. For he was
never heard of from that day, and his
coat was found at the point on the
nver-bank where he Jumped into the
water.”

“ Most interesting, I'll admit,”
mented my listener, looking at his
watch; “still, I can’t see that it was
so unusual for you to get on the train
with the daughter of the man you had
trailed years before. Your becoming
acquainted with her and what fol-
lowed was aematter of course. I'm
sorry I must leave the train at the next
stop. I would like to talk longer with
you, and if possible elucidate my posi-
tion to such an extent that you would
come to my way of thmkﬁ?‘v

Rising, he started to reach for his
bag, and in doing so brushed against
the old man, who all the while had
been sleeping peacefully. The latter
roused up and looked around stupidly
as the other asked his pardon, and at
the same time held out a hand to me.

" “Atiany rate, I am indebted to you
for an.enjoyable evening, though we

com-

‘'meet again, Mr. ——

.Dugger.

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.  °

can’t agree upon the relative values of
‘incident’ and ‘coincidence.” My
name is Bancroft. I hope we shall
1
“Dugger,” I supplied; “ James
Good luck, Mr. Bancroft!”
Bancroft went out mto the passage-
way just as the locomotive whistled

shrilly for the next stop.

Turning, as I heard my name ex-
citedly whispered through clenched
teeth, I was amazed to see the hitherto
silent old man swaying back and forth
in_ his seat, his gaze fixed intently upon
me, his whole face working and twitch-
ing with uncontrolled violence. His
eyes stared wildly; he scemed trans-
fixed with surprise—or terror.

“Jim Dugger!” he gasped. “ My
God, I might have known it, but I
didn’t recognize you till then. Don’t—
don’t you know me, Jim?” His sup-
phcatmg mahner and tremblm" form
were pitiful.

“Can it -be Bradford Stone?” I
whispered, amazement all but taking
my breath. “ Where in the world —
We all thought you were dead!
What—" - '

I was too excited to take in the sit-
uation clearly, but in the avalanche of
words that all at once poured from his
mouth what most impressed me was
his inquiry about Alma. -

“T married her, and—"

“ Yes, yes! I learned that years
“ago,” he interrupted breathlessly;
“but where is she now, and does
she know—all?”

“I never told Alma anything of
your past, Mr. Stone. I thought it
much better not to do so.” Still—don’t
you want*to see her?” I asked sud-
denly. “She’s in this car. Or is it
better to leave her—"

A sudden application of the air-

.brakes was a forceful reminder that

the train was coming to a stop just as
Bancroft poked his head into the room
and ‘said, smiling:

“ Good-by, again! Remember, Dug-
ger, not to be 1mpressed unduly by the
wmcidents of lifel” )



