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_ Not all his coolness ahd skill of
planning, not all his steeling iof the
nerves, nor yet the dispassionate cold-
ness of his blood, could keep the cash-
ier from sensing a violent emotion at
this, the moment of his first * break.”

His previous crimes had all been
subtle thefts, the juggling of figures
in massive ledgers, the falsification of
totals and balances. Now, however,
all was different. Here he stood be-
fore the safe, a burglar, brother to the
yegg, differing from him only in-the
adventitious fact that he possessed the
combination, in place of “soup,” to
open the huge doors.

Slayton began to shiver annoyingly.
Under his breath he cursed himself.
At this stage of the game was he go~
ing to stand there and get stage-struck ?
An attack of nerves just now would
surely be the climax of misfortune.
With a strong effort he tried to pull
together. He was finding eut that
for an inexperienced man—no matter
how conscienceless—to plan a robbery
is one thing; to execute it another.

Despite the fact that he had already
lived this scene in imagination, now
the reality of it gripped and shook
him. Impatiently he tried to thrust
introspection aside. Forcing himself
to action, he reached up and snapped
oft the incandescent. The drenching
glare of its illumination, flooding
down in a cone upon him, would make
him a shining mark, a target of tar-
gets, should the old man happen up-
stairs from the vaults. .

Then in complete darkness he drew
from his pocket the little electric flash-
lamp. His pocketbook yielded up the
slip of paper bearing the precious car-
bon-copied figures—the cipher to the
combination recently changed; a cipher
whereof only two records existed, one
in the hands of President Chamber-
lain, the other now held in Slayton’s

gloved fingers under the light - pencil

of the electric ray.

A week later Slayton could have ac-
complished nothing. The bank was
‘on the point of installing a time-lock,
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before which nothing save nitroglyc-
erin or thermit will avail. But now
only a combination faced the cashier.
‘And, armmed with the little piece of
paper, it possessed no more ditficulty
than A B C. He read:

R 5to40; L 4to 50; R 3 to 25; L, 2 to 91;
R to stop.

Deftly he turned the knob, sensing
with satisfaction the play of the fine
mechanism. Through his mind passed
a grim amusement at thought of the
way in which he would circumvent all
evidence against him. His gloved
digits were leaving no telltale marks.
And in the morning the slip of paper
with the combination would be found
locked in his desk. He could prove it
had never left the barik. He could
prove he *had never quitted his home
that night. No possible chance exist-
ed of attaching the crime to him.

Nodding with greater confidence,
his nerves now steadying, he worked.
And now again he glanced at the

r. -

With a slight, an almost impercep-
tible click the tumblers fell into posi-
ition. Slayton’s eyes gleamed as he
turned the brush of light from the
dial to the wheel of polxshed metal at
his right hand.

He rotated the wheel, drawmg back
all bolts. Then he seized the handle
and pulled. ~ At the familiar action—
the very same thing he had already
done some thousands of times—the
door swung easily and gently out-
ward. And yet how different now the
feeling of it was!

Slayton snicked off the current that
operated the little flash, and for a mo-
nient stood in c_omplete darkness, see-
ing nothing save some vague gray
patches far across the bank - windows
giving on the street. He secmed to
glimpse bars across those windows.
Bars! A vague shiver of prescient
foreboding insinuated xtse]f into his
consciousness, but with ‘impatience he
shook it off. Still a glimpse of barred
windows was disquieting.













































THE STUFF IN HIM.

the hlpS rlgldly, the cold, carefully
preserved balance which had always
characterized him was gone —a new
individuality was about the boy as dis-
tinct as the change in a man when good
health replaces debility.

Walker Langberth had seen other
big games, but never from the side-
lines; he had watched other contests
from that favored proximity, but
never a big game.

This was the climax of the whole
cruel process of training; toward it the
squad had been pointed through those
long, highly strung weeks; for this
they had submitted themselves to blows
and strains. No! Not for this,
either; they had taken that punishment
to win, and the machine out yonder
was proving that its preparation had
been inadequate to attain the coveted
end!

Through the long minutes of the
first half he had looked on unmoved;
he had been apart from the whole, out
of sympathy with the purpose as he
had been out of touch with all others
during the years of his selfish, artificial
life. And then, like a blow on the lips,
it struck his understanding.

“They can’t win!” he heard his

voice say with a tone that had started"

in scorn and ended in a half sob.

No connection between the setting
and his changed view-point was evi-
dent; it was subtle, the touching of

some long latent life in his heart. The

sound-surf which smothered all noises
close about him made its import com-
prehended; the virile genuineness of
that futile effort_out yonder grew crys-
tal clear—yes, for Walker Langberth,
accusingly clear.

To those begging hosts above,; to
those dog-weary men before him,
nothing but a common cause mattered.

They were bound as closely one to
another as blood itself can bind men.
Yesterday or to-morrow—differences
might exist, but in this hour of fused
interests they were stripped to the soul;
they were a unit with no distinction
between elements; and he knew, from
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that newly awakened part of himself,
that such unity is the essence of aIl
worthy effort; knew that men might
differentiate when nothing swayed in
the balance, and because of that damn-
ing qualification, all such distinctions
must be based on arbitrary, inconse-
quential premises. It was a white
light, blinding him, burning -away ar-
tificialities, searing those unreal sensi-
bilities which he had held were the
utmost in life,

All sharply reasoned and swiftly,
his old standards melted before the
heat of his awakening. He felt his
body stiffen, he felt aflood of emotion
clogging hlS throat. Those boys out
there, weary, beaten, were his fellows.
He was of them, belonging among
them with a ﬁtncss that would make
them accept him. They—

“ Langberth, what d’ you think you
could do out there?”

The words stung into his conscious-
ness and he looked up, startled, to see
the coach laughing at him, as though
laughter would cover his disappoint-
ment.

On the words Langberth was beside
Yost, his face flushed, his breathing
out of adjustment for the moment un-
der the stress of excitement. The
coach’s laughter stopped short; he
whispered quickly, intently. Then the
cheering draggled to silence as Lang-
berth ran out, waving a hand at the
referee and fell into a back-field posi-
tion, while the worn veteran stumbled
dizzily as he realized relief.

“Yea, Langberth!” rasped the
bleachers; then a queer tremof came
up from ‘his bowels, thrilling him,
making the skin of his back move as
a dog’s must to set the hair erect.

It was in his blood!

It had punctured and spread about
under his skin—that spirit! And the
tired, gasping roar from the seat-tiers
made him know that they depended on
him, made him understand that those
same men who had left him to walk
with another, who had unconsciously
cut him time and again; that those men
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had all but resolved to throw the thing
up and wait in town until his friends
returned. But something occurred
there which gave him an idea. .

He had had some trouble with the
petrol-valve on his car, and was giv-
ing directions about it, when he heard
the manager mention Mrs. Gendall’s
name.

Her car was garaged there, and her
chauffeur having been taken ill, she
asked the garage people to send a
careful man to drive her out the next
day. Like a flash Bob resolved to
play the part instead of returning to
town. ’

He waited. until he heard that a man

named Simmons was told off for the ~
and had

job. He knew him well,
gwen him many a tip; and during the °
evening he thought out his plan.

He waited for the man on his way
to the garage in the morning, and
stopped him.

“Just a word, Simmons. Do you
want to earn a fiver?” he asked.

‘“Can’t remember the time when I
didn’t, sir; and it would come in par-
ticularly sweet just now. The missus
is de~perate bad, and I'm going to ask
for a day off.”

“You needn’t do that. You're to
drive Mrs. Gendall’s car, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.’

“Well, I want to take your place.

You could trust me with the car, I sup-
pose?”

“If you couldn’t take care of it, no

one could, sir,” sald the man, with a
smile.
- ““’Then listen to me. Look out for
me at the corner of Grosvenor Road,
and let me take your place at the wheel.
You can go home to your wife, and I'll
come to your house when we get back,
so you can take it to the garage. And
I'll give you a fiver. But you must
hold your tongue.”

“ But 1f the boss gets hold of it he
might—

“Ill see you right with him, and
look after you if there’s any sort of
trouble. But there won't be.”
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“All right, sir,” was the instant

reply, and the bargain was concluded.
“I'm to“be there at ten sharp, and I
bqheve they’re going to be out all day,
sir,” added Simmons. .-
i« So much the better,” was Bob’s
thought as he went away to complete
his preparations. The longer the drive
lasted, the better chance he would have
of seeing Enid, and perhaps getting a
word with her, if he thought it pru-
dent.

Then he suddenly burst out laugh-
ing. ‘“By Jove, I never thought of
it!” and he continued to chuckle at
intervals all the time until he had to

meet the car.

He was wearing a peaked cap, long
white overalls, and goggles big enough
to conceal the greater part of his face.
He looked the professional chauffeur
to the life, and- was confident that he
would not have the slightest difficulty
in playing the part.

]But things did not go qmte $O sim-
Ply
He drove up to the door punctually

~and waited. Some minutes passed and

nothing happened; and then it occurred
to him that he ought to have rung the
bell. ~

“You're precious late,” the maid
who opened the door said pertly.
“ When mlssus says ten, she don’t mean
half past.”

“I was here on the stroke ” he re-
plied.

“Then why didn’t- you ring? Did
you expect us to be waiting for your
lordship on our knees on the door-step?
Or do you s’pose I can see through a
closed door? You're to come in.”

With some misgivings he went in
and unthinkingly made for the open
door - of the dmmg—room, only to be
pulled up by the g1r1

“If the ’all ain’t good enough for
you, you'd better bring your own
drawing-room along next time,” she
scoffed. And take that bandage off
your face.”

“Is that the car, Mary?” asked
Mrs. Gendall, coming out then.
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the indignant American that night, but
now he had acted so well that she had
been convinced he was one of the men
she had met in lhondon or somewhere.
What ought she to do? Give him a
chance of explaining? There would
be an excellent opportunity if she rode
by him on the return to Bournemouth.
Quite a safe one, too; for he could not
make any trouble. And again she
found herself repudiating the thought
that he meant her any harm. He
should make his explanation, she de-
cided—she was exceedingly curious to
hear it—and the sooner the better.
After all, there was really nothing to
be afraid of. Certainly not on her
side, at any rate. The worst that could
possibly happen was that her gerrible
experienceg in Paris would be known.
Her uncle had for some reason told
her to hush the thing up and say noth-
ing about it; but if it was forced to
come out, it was not her fault. She
had thus recovered from the shock of
her discovery and regained much of

her customary self-control by the time -

Mrs. Gendall was ready to leave; and
she was laughing when they all went
out to the car.

Bob did his work with an impas-
sivity worthy of Stevens himself. He
helped to settle the two elderly ladies
in their seats and wrapped the rugs
about them, and then stood holding the
door as if expecting Enid to follow.

“I wonder if it would be too cold
on the front seat,” she said to Mrs.
Gendall. She knew perfectly well what
Bob’s thoughts would be, and did not
intend to let him know that she had
made up her mind.

“If you’ve any doubt, dear, you'd
better ride with us. Don’t get a chill,”.
replied Mrs. Gendall solicitously.

“ Perhaps I'd better. What do you

‘ think-—Simmons ? *

“ I never feel the cold, miss,” he an-
swered, touching his hat.

She held up her hand as if to feel
the strength of the breeze. ‘Let’s
see,” in apparent indifference. “ We
shall have it in our faces.”
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“ There isn’t much breeze, child.”
As a matter of fact, there was none at
all.  “ You might try the front seat,
and come in to us if it’s too much.”

“Yes, of course. I ought to have-
thought of that. How stupid of me!”
and she got up in front.

This was a little overdone, and Bob
did not fail to notice it. He understood
that her hesitation had been the merest
make-belteve, and the fact served to
strengthen a purpose which had oc-
curred to him a few moments before
in regard to the explanation he wished
to make.. '

She expected him to begin at once,
but he had no.such intention; and they
covered some miles without a word
from either. Her patience was not so
persistent as his. “ Well?” she said
at length. -

“Yes, miss?”

“Don’t keep that up,” she ex-
claimed, vexed that he had forced her
to break the silence. “ What does all
this mean?”

“1It is a singular coincidence.”

“You mean me to believe it is an
accident?”

“Don’t you believe it?”

“No, of course I don’t!” He re-
ceived this in silence. *“So you are
Jean Colonne. Of course, I could not
expect to meet you again; but I hope
you have taken my advice about earn-
ing an honest living.”

“ And about coming to England, as
you see.” :

This was not at all the tone she had
anticipated. Not a bit what a contrite
thief should have said, an associate of
such a villain as Gaudin. It puzzled
her, and-she frowned as she looked
round at him, in annoyance that those
horrid goggles prevented her seeing
his face. ‘““You might take those
things off now, I should think,” she
exclaimed after a slight pause.

“T do not wish madame to see me,”
he replied putting just the faintest
suggestion of nch accent into his
voice. He was so delighted by the way
she was meeting the situation that he
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always to hover about her lips, and the
habit she had of tossing her head like
a thoroughbred.

Graham, who had intended bemg a

lawyer, had fallen into money, and had.

become a student, first of one dreary
topic and then another. On the other
hand, Miss Drake was so busily en-

gaged with the superficial things of,

life, like tangoes,-teas, and tennis, that
her well-poised head very likely would
have ached had she forced herself to
remain quiet long enough for Graham
to read her a chapter from one of his
favorite books. ,

Mrs. Kellogg,- who was famous for
doing the wrong thing at the right
time, had commanded Graham to take
Twanette in to dinner at her home one
night, and all the other guests—they
happened to belong to the same inti-
mate circle — had neglected their own
talk to watch these two struggle along
in the heavy surf of conversation.

Just what they talked about nobody
exactly knew, although every person
at the table could see Graham’s interest
growing. But had they been privi-
leged, they would have read the follow-
ing as Graham’s entry in his diary late
that night:

My dinner partner at Mrs. Kellogg's to-
night was a Miss Twanette — remarkable
name—Drake. She affected me strange-
ly. I fear that I talked more than my usual
wont.

I apprehend that I may have bored her,
to use a common expression. Neverthe-
less, being in her society is a very agree-
able experience, and one, I must confess, 1
would not be loath to repeat. She ap-
peared to understand me, something the
average person who poses as my friend
utterly fails to do. I shall not place here
in writing any estimate of her physical at-
tractions. In fact, I feel\my ideals in that
respect undergomg a change.

I shall need some time for reflection be-
fore I finish this entry.

“Do you know what you have
done?” demanded one of the Taylor
twins—one could not tell them apart—
of Mrs. Kellogg the next day. And
when Mrs. Kellogg had violently
shaken her head in alarm, the girl con-
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tinued: “ Why, von placed that {unny
Mr. Graham and Twanette Drake side
by side, and he scemed to be utterly
devouring her with his eyes. And vou
know, Mrs. Kellogg, he is supposed to
be so deep, and so queer, and so—obh,
all that sort of thing—that none ot the
girls ever has been able to get along
with him at all. And now it would be
the most killing thing in the world if
Twanette, who never had a serious
thought, should get him all worked up
about her and then let him drop as if
he had fallen out of an aeroplane.”

“Well, I'm sure,” defended Mrs.
Kellogg, “ that Mr. Graham is a per-
fectly eligible young man; a trifle stu-
dious and reserved, perhaps, but Heav-
en only knows it is a relief to see a
type ot that kind nowadays.”

Seeing she had been unable to make
the older woman appreciate the true
inwardness of the situation, the Taylor
twin hurried away to impart her infor-
mation to members of thé younger
generation, those who would laugh
with her and at the unfortunate plight
into which the young man seemingly
had been plunged.

'An affair of that kind is not gener-
ally allowed tolag- People thought it
would be too good a’ chance to slip
through their fingers, so they literally
arranged dinner after dinner, \and
occasion after occasion, where Graham
had to be the escort of the lovely Miss
Drake. And anybody with half an eye
could see that he was getting in deeper
and deeper all the time.

That is, anybody but Graham him-
self; and, of course, no one knew
what he was writing m his diary each
night. s

“ Anyhow,~ he means well,” Twa,
nette had insisted when one of the girls

'sought to plague her about what she

above auction bridge and cocktails, and;
he handles words with the ‘greatest
ease—words that I couldn t even lift.”
“ But he’s serious,” the girl de-
clared. “ He’s falling in love with you,
and one of these days he will be pro-

termed the new catch. ‘ He has a sou%



FAINT HOPE—AND CHARITY.

posing in Sanskrit, without you hav-
ing the slightest notion of what he is
discussing.”

“I venture I shall know what he
means if he ever does anything like
that,” ‘T'wanette retorted, her .face
growing rosy; ‘“and if you girls keep
on tormenting me about him I shall
begin to think it is because I've dis-
.covered him and the rest of you are
jealous because you never realized his
possibilities.”

The other gasped and fled.

That statement about Graham being

the kind of a fellow who hesitates be-
tween two neckties is not altogether
wrong. That was his trouble. He
never knew when to make up his mind,
excellent mind though it was. .
People who knew about such things
often sat and discussed him, telling
what a great man he might have been
had he been possessed of a little nerve.
But always at the critical point
Graham’s shyness, his lack of belief in
his own abilities, came up as a sort of
bugbear to him, and he shut himself

in his little shell, too faint-hearted to-

go out and fight the world to make it
give him what his friends said was
rightfully his.

So it was but natural that Graham
took to worshiping Twanette Drake
from afar. In his precious diary, he
wrote :

She is my queen, and I am the lowliest
of her lowly subjects. Fain would I ap-
proach her throne and there declare my-
self as willing to be her slave, not that I
could hope for more, hut that I might do
her a service, that I might feel I could go
forth and accomplish sometbinﬁ for her,
something that would ‘win me the right to
touch the hem of her garment, to have her
reach forth her wonderful hand that I
might brush it.with my lips.

The gentleman who said all of the
romance was gone out of this world
was looking in the wrong dictionary.
The word is still there, and it means
.the same thing. The trouble is that
too many people run past it and skid
around the corner without realizing
what they have missed.
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“ You have a great mind,” T'wanette
told him one evening. “ You knaw
more than any man I ever met. Some-
times you appal me with your knowl-
edge.” '

Graham blushed painfully and pol-
ished his thick lenses. -

“And you”—he halted, gulped
painfully—‘ you have the— Oh, by
the way, did I mention to you an ar-
ticle I was reading in the ‘ Progress of
the Universe’? It was speaking of
the humanities, and I recall it said—"

Twanette was tapping the floor with
the toe .of her slipper, and her mind
was far afield. Never before had she
encountered a young man who abso-
lutely refused to rise to every kind of
bait she might use.

To have young fellows make love
to her was as natural as for her to
eat and sleep and go shopping. But
though she could read the wildest kind
of devotion in Graham’s eyes, he never
allowed himself to use the spoken
word. '

“Oh, I am so unworthy,” he de-
clared to himself the next day as he
rambled by himself in a deserted sec-
tion of the park—* I am so utterly un-
worthy! Would that I could walk up
to her proudly, firmly, calmly, and say
the things that are in my heart to be
said! Even though she spurned me, I
would always have the sweet recollec-
tion of having told her of the greatest
love the world has known.” :

You see, Faint Hope Graham
was not only heels over head in love;
he' was touching bottom every few min-
utes, and he struggled along there, too
shy to speak, too wretched to go away
and leave her, too much in love to do
anything but think about it, and too
foolish to accept even one of the little
advances she constantly made him.

Twanette wasn’t exactly in love wit
Graham, but she was interested by his
peculiar manner.

She considered him a sort of prob-
lem, and the longer she thought about
him in that light the more determined
she was that the problem should be
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over to the bureau, and began search-
ing for something on it, her hands
moving with uncanny deftness. over
the various toilet articles without
knocking any of them over.

Gordon had never been in Mrs.
Wetherall’s room before, and he was
glad of the chance of an inspection;
but by the uncertain light that came in
from the night-lamp™ in the hall, he
could only make out a large mahogany
bed, a dresser, and a chest of drawers.

Suddenly he remembered that his”

electric flash-light was in his trouser’s
pocket. He drew it out and cautiously
tried it. The battery was almost ex-
hausted, but it gave light enough to
distinguish objects by, and he was
thankful for his foresight.

Bertha had abandoned her search
on the bureau and was now standing
by the chest of drawers pulling out
their contents “and examining them
with the same unnatural dexterity. It
was certainly a strange situation; the
girl, accused of murder, standing there
in her sleep searching the belongings
of her supposed victim; and if Gor-
don’s mind had not been- so keenly
strung up to find the motive of this act,
he would have 'been struck by its grue-
someness,

What was she looking for, and why
did these impatient little sighs shake
her at intervals?

As he questioned his mind for a so-
lution, the girl picked up a little white
packet and held it for a moment ir-
resolutely before putting it down
again. Looking over her shoulder,
Gordon could see where she placed it,
and as she moved back to the dresser
and recommenced her restless search-
ing there, he picked up the packet and
examined it curiously.

It seemed to consist only of pow-
ders, put up in neatly folded papers
such as druggists use, and held to-
gether by an elastic band. He opened
one and found it was filled with a
white, crystal-like powder.

He would have replaced them if a
half-memory that had been troubling
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him had not flashed back at that in-
stant.

“Where had he séen paper just like
this, with the same creases and folds—
only empty this time? And with the
question came the answer —on the
stairs the night he had stooped for the
piece of paper and so escaped being
brained!

That slip of paper was identical with
the one he now held in his hand—tha
he could swear. o

He did not stop to reason out the
possible significance of the fact, but
slipped the whole package into his
pocket.

Bertha was standing now in the
center of the room, clasping and un-
clasping her hands helplessly and
murmuring: ‘“ Where is it? Where
have I put it?”

He was afraid of -waking her, but
he was also afraid of some one hear-
ing her. He risked the former, and
coming close to her said soothingly,
“What is it, Miss Bertha? Let me
find it for you.”

She looked at him unseeingly, but
the tones of his voice seemed to have
a calming effect. She allowed him to
slip his arm under hers gently and lead
her back to her own room. He listened
outside the door for several minutes
until he heard the creaking of the bed

“as she got into it, and presently her.
soft, even breathing.

He had a half idea of going back to
Mrs. Wetherall’s room to continue the
search ‘for more clues, but as he tip-
toed softly along he saw a light appear
under Wetherall's .door.

Gordon did not want to be found
there by him, and he could hardly fail
to hear, as the rooms were so close, so
the young man returned to his own
room, where he undressed quickly and
went to bed, resolutely determined to
suspend all thoughts on the subject
until the morning. But, though he fell
into the sleep of weariness, it was hag-
ridden with dreams of figures that
moved slowly up and down a colossal
staircase at the top of which Mr.















































































































HEART TO HEART TALKS.

and its all New York trade is perfectly
contented, and therefore it is somewhat
puzzling to know how a man from Kansas
City came there. :

But more puzzling still is his strange an-
nouncement to Joseph, the waiter. " What
I'm looking for is a New Yorker who
knows this town from Alonzo J. Soup to
Frederick Nuts,” he saysx._. v
- Aren’t you anxious to find out if the
man from Kansas City finds the New
Yorker he is looking for and what he
wishes of him? :

-5 SR ‘o

“ TROUBLE ADRIFT,” by Roy P.
Churchill, is a story of the American Navy,
Don’t you think such a tale ought to be in-
teresting when so much is being written
about the necessity of arming ourselves
against a possible invasion?

It concerns Zeikle, a gunner’s mate on
the U. S. S. Puritan, at anchor when the
story opens in Hampton Roads. Zeikle
was, perhaps, one of the homeliest men in
the American navy. He was small of
stature, with abnormally long arms, thick,
stooped shoulders, and short, bent legs. He
had a sharp nose, his face was scarred by
smallpox, and in the middle of his fore-
head a blue star, the size of a dime, was
tattooed. But put Zeikle behind a gun on
the Puritan and he was invaluable — the
equal of any marksman on his ship, or on
any of the Atlantic fleet.

‘TROUBLE ADRIFT ” tells of a crisis
in which Zeikle’s splendid talent is called
upon to save the day, .

% ,° ‘o

“A MASCOT JINX,” by E. K. Means,
introduces Miss- Coco Ferret, Skeeter
Butts’s fiancée. 'The proprietor of the Hen
Scratch saloon has decided to get married,
and the object of his affections is a dumpy,
simple-faced country .girl who bears the
remarkable monniker given above.

If you want to laugh until your sides are
sore, make the acquaintance of this young
colored lady whom Hitch Diamond, prize-
fighter, appraises as being all “soft and
puffed up and squeezy like a big balloom.”

E. K. Means’s Tickfall tales are abso-
lutely unique—unlike any other stories ap-
pearing in any other magazine. That is
because very few people understand the
modern negro the way E. K. Means does:
1f you have not as yet read any of his sto-
ries, read this one and see if you don't
agree with me.

* ® s
- “THE VILLAIN OF THE PIECE”
by Frank R. Adams, is a story of— But
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honest, it would spoil it to tell you what it
is about!

Outside the room a stair creaked. A
slime, sallow young man with the look of a
cornered rat in his eye, who had been wait-
ing all night for just that sound, neverthe-
less started jerkily. In a second his nerves
adjusted themselves to a higher tension
level and he deposited his lighted cigarette
on a tin tray on the table which was lit-
tered with half a hundred stubs. :

. Next he turned down the kerosene .lamp
on the table to a dim point of light, drew
a revolver from his pocket and stepped
back of the door as it swung slowly open!

That’s the beginning; and take it from
us, you don’t want to miss this story!

) - &
ACHMED ABDULLAH SCORES HEAVILY

To rHE EpITor: S

I am a reader of your ALr-Story WEEK-
LY. I like “The God of the Invincibly
Strong Arms” series by Achmed Abdul-
lah.” They are good stories and deal with
some very true facts. I am a Ghurka, Afri-
can by birth, but raised in America.

“ Abu, the Dawnmaker,” by Perley Poore
Sheehan, was written from my part of the
¢ountry where I was born. Give us some
more of the same kind. :

) H. Epwarp Bossy.
382 North Sixth Street,
Zanesville, Ohio. .

To rHE EDITOR: :

You, asked for opinion of Arr-Srory
readers regarding “ The God of the In-
vincibly Strong Arms.” I am enjoying it
very much and look forward eagerly to

.next week’s number.

No matter what scoffers may say, there
is in all of us a love of the mysterious, the
supernatural, bearing the flavor of the Far
East. Even I feel the magnetism of Hus-
sain. _

Mgs.- J. AMENDOLA.

Glen Ridge, New Jersey. . ‘

\

To rEE EDITOR: .

In the September 2§ number of the Arr-
Story you ask your readers to give an
opinion of Achmed Abdullah’s story “ The

- God of the Invincibly Strong Arms.”

It is a marvel! I am fond of real Ori-
ental stories and poems, and your new
story is the strongest one I ever read.

Kipling’s “Kim” gives us the best in-
sight of Orientalism possible to be given
by an Occidental writer, but Abdullah is
giving us the heart of affairs in a way that
is almost unprecedented.
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His story is a warning to the Occidental
nations. IMc is telling of what may come
to the peoples of Iurope and America.

Hussain Khan is too vivid not to bg real.
The men of my houschold are fascinated
by the story and say they hope you will
persuade Abdullah to write for you regu-
larly.

Thank you for discovering such a bril-
liant writer.

Corixyg L. LiLLEBRIDGE.

Lillebridge, I'lorida.

To tuE Ebpitor:

“The God of “the Invincibly Strong
Arms” is a great series of stories, both en-
tertaining and mystifving. [ consider it as
good as * Tarzan of the Apes,” only a dif-
ferent tyvpe, which in my estimation was
onc of your best. .
LIirNest Leo Pratr.
Bethel, Vermont.

To tue EpiTor: .

The stories that T have read by Mr. Ab-
dullah are very interesting, but he makes
the mistake of classing all Hindus with the
devil worshipers in his stories (that is, if
I understand him rightly). T am sorry to
say that the horrors of that scct are scat-
tered all over the world, and have been for
ages. Asia is one of the nests of that wor-
ship, but we have splendid manhood and
exalted ideals there.  Also devil worship
is often accompanied by phenomena well
known to occultists. Tt is this which is the
attraction for many, but the psychic mani-
festations present on such an occasion are
corrupting. degrading, loathsome. 1t leads
to the loss of all that is worth while. and
results in cither madness or clse a long
period of intense sufferidr, until the soul
draws back ncarer to the \Way.

Curster FLINT,
665 Chetwood Street,
Oakland, California.

To Tur Epitor:

The unusual title “ The God of the In-
vincibly Strong Arms,” led mc to buy an
ALL-Story magazine. It was the first one
I had ever read (September 18, 1915), as
I thought the magazine was filled with
tracky stuff. I have just bought my sec-
ound number and am patiently waiting for
the next. That new scries by Achmed Ab-
dullah compels me to class him as the god
of the invincibly strong set of authors you
seem to have on your staff.

Frank Lyxw,

Boston, Massachusetts.

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

ARE OUR NOVELETTES POOR?

To tne Epirtor:

I have rcad the Arr-Story since Jan-
uary, 1913, and have never seen its equal.

Your best writers are Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs, George Allan England, Rex T.
Stout, Robert Simpson, J. Earl Clauson,
Perley Poore Shechan, Jack Harrower,
William Patterson White, John Buchan,
Stephen Chalmers, and Jacob Fisher. I
do not like Fred Jackson, Hulbert Footner,
Zance Grey, Jackson Gregory, or Robert
Adger Bowen, though with the exception
of Jackson they are fine writers.

As a rule your novelcttes are poor, and’
you do not scem to use the same care se-
lecting them as you do in selecting the se-
rials, which are either excellent, good, or
passable, but very seldom “ cheap.” Give
us some more of the good old ALL-Srory
sort of fiction. The best stories 1 have
ever read in your magaine are the Mars
stories, the Tarzan stories, the Pellucidar
storics, and the Barncy and Victoria Cus-
ter stories.

Fred Jackson wrote one good story,
“The Biggest Diamond.” What about T.
RBell. Is he dead? T. Bell,-E. K. Means,
Frank Condon are all good.

“The Spawn of Infinitude” and “ The
Strangler ” were fine short stories. Give
us more of Burroughs, Savage, Simpson,
\White, Stout, Buchan, Clauson, and Chal-
mers,

In closing, let me hope that your maga-
zine will always be as good as it has been,
and cven better.

Oscar A. GoNzaLES, JRr.

In carc of Master of Trains,

L. and N. R. R,,

Pensacola, IFlorida.

FEMALE FASHIONS—AND “HOUSE OF
THE HAWK"”

To Tue EpirTor:

Will you allow me a little space in which
to easc my mind. I've been in a bad hu-
mor ever since I read in your issue of Au-
gust 7 a letter from the roaring tiger. Obh,
how shocked he was at the clothes White
Kate wore! T can imagine the deadly pal-
lor, succceded by the flush of shame with
which he gazed at the split skirt, and sure-
ly he would pass away entirely if fash-
ion allowed us to wear the trouserette.

What would he have?

Could he find interest in a character that
was not dressed—or undressed, as the case
may be—to play its part. An author in-
vents his characters; he must also dress
them. How about an Indian guide in full-
dress suit, or a pirate who didn’t use slang,
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that that the girl with the drum had
been haunting her so constantly.

She sat down at last on the little
platform that served Jean to stand
upon for his work. It thrilled her,
made her pulse leap—this strong, mag-
nificeyt figure of womanhood; this
torn and tattered soldier-girl; and one
sensed and felt and lived, it seemed,
the battle-rack around the figure; one
saw, it seemed, the stern, set - faced,
shot-thinned ranks that followed to
the beating of the drum; one listened
to catch the tramp of feet, the hoarse
cheers, the roar of guns.

It seemed to be the call of France,
the call to victory and glory — or to
death, perhaps—but to dishonor never;
it seemed to breathe the love of coun-
try that was beyond all thought of
self, fearful of no odds;
mean that in the heart of France itself
lived the courage that had never
measured sacrifice; it seemed as if
those clay lips parted, and above the
din of conflict, of battle, and of strife
she could hear the voice ring out in
deathless words:

“ Forward—for France!”

But it was not only that alone that
held her enthralled. It was the face
with the moonlight full upon it now.
It was beautiful, it was glorious—but
there was something more. There
was something in the face that seemed
to stir a memory, a world of memories
within her. There was something fa-
miliar in the face—there seemed to be
something there that she recognized
and yet could not define. She had
seen that face all her life—all her life!
It belonged to every one that she had
ever known in Bernay-sur-Mer — and
yet it belonged to no one at all that she
could name,.

But then — it was not finished yet.

Perhaps when it was finished she.

would know. It would be done now
in a few days more, Hector had said;
and he had said, too, that it would be
the greatest work Jean Laparde had
ever done.

If she could only watch it until it

it seemed to-

ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

was completed! If she could only do
that — afterward she would go away.
It was only for a little while that she
had come to Paris — only for a little
while, If she could do that! If she
could come to-morrow night and the
nights after that until that beautiful
figure was all finished, just as she had
come to-night!

Yes, yes— yes! Yes, she would
come! She would watch it grow, and
watch so eagerly and so tensely the
face that was so well known yet so
elusive now!

“La Fille du Régiment!”

Her hands cupping her chin, .she sat
there as motionless, as silent as the
statue itself—sat there absorbed, un-
conscious of the passing time. It was
strange that the face should be famil-
iar! It was strange: that there, too,
had been something ‘familiar in the
face of that ﬁgure in the park that
Father Anton had taken her to see, in
the face of every other figure that the
curé had pointed out to her as Jean’s
work! She had gone back to look at
them alone; but they, although they
were finished, had not answered her
question, had not told her who they
were.

But this one, this one was almost
telling her now—there was only to
come a touch, just a touch from Jean’s
hand—which would, perhaps, be there
when she came to-morrow night—and
then she would know.

And so she sat there and the hours
passed, and the moonlight faded and
the gray of dawn crept into the room
— and Marie - Louise roused herself
with a start. And at first dismay was
upon her. It was morning—too late
to go home! And then she shook her
head and smiled happily—happily, be-
cause she had spent glad and happy
hours, and there was no need to be dis-
mayed.

Presently she would go about her
work—to which she had come early;
that was all. And at her lodging Mme.
Garneau would find the bed made be-
cause it was always made before she





















































































































