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THE SEALED VALLEY.

In short, it was her friend and pre-
server, holding out her hands, and
smiling at Kitty wistfully and depre-
catmgly, jusf ag she had seen her last.

Kitty shrieked with pleasure, and
flinging her arms about her friend,
dragged her into the cabm and forced
her into a chair.

“ Annie! Annie! Annie!” she
cried, dropping on her knees beside
her. ‘“How sweet of you to come! I
wanted to see you so badly! You
must stay a week!”

Nahnya shook her head, smiling.

“I just brought the dugout back,”
she said in her soft full voice that
made a pleasant harmony with Kitty’s
excited accents. “And I brought
fresh meat—mountain goat.”

“Did you get your own boat all
rxght? ” Kitty demanded to know. -

“It was only a little broke,” said
Nahnya. “I fix it easy.” (

~‘How could you bring ‘two boats
up against the current?” asked Kitty.

“1 only bring yours,” Nahnya an-
swered. ‘“ Mine is down the river on
this side where I can get it.”

“How will you get it?”

“ 1 will walk along the shore,” said
Nahnya. “It is pot hard walking.”
. “Now I've got you, I'm riot going
to let you go in a hurry!” cried Kitty,
clinging to her.

“ But you’re all busy here,” object-
ed Nahnya. “The men—"

“ My brothers have gone outside,”
said Kitty.
and—and a stranger.”

“ A stranger?” said Nahnya.

Kitty was not going to blurt out her
secret.
prepared by delicate stages for its re-

ception. “We have a white man
stopping with us, she said very off-
hand.

Nahnya was not blind to the self-
conscious air and the blush. Her arm
tightened affectionately about Kitty.

- #*Why did you run away from us
like you dnd? ” asked Kitty hastlly, to
create a diversion,

Nahnya shruggetln ‘'J|was afrald

“ Thereis only my father

Her friend’s mind must be .
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they thank me, and make a fuss,” she
said uneasily. “I feel like a fool
then.”

“You silly dear!” crned Kitty, em-
bracing her afresh.

There was a new demonstrative-
ness in Kitty, a breathless ardor that
in itself was enough to tell the other
woman something had happened since
their parting.

“So you have a visitor,” she said
teasingly. * ““I think he is young,
yes?”

Kitty tucked in an end of Nahnya'’s.
braid that was escaping.. “ Fairly
young,” she said.

“You are not so much lonely now
I think,” murmured Nahnya.

Kitty jumped up. ‘You must be
hungry!” she cried. “ I'm forgetting
my duties!”

“Not an hour ago I .ate,”
Nahnya. “I am not hungry.”

Kitty developed a great flow of
small talk, about the weather, about
her brothers, about everything except
what was in both their minds. Nah-
nya let her run on.

Under her friend’s quiet, kind smile
Kitty broke down at last, and running
to her, dropped beside her again and
hid her hot face on the dark girl’s
shoulder. .

“ Oh, Annie!” she breathed on a
trembling, rising inflection.

“Tell me,”- whispered Nahnya.

“Oh, Annie! It's so strange! I
can’t! . I didn’t want to tell you any-
thing. I wanted you to see him and—
and to guess! I have lost myself
completely!

“I am turned insjde out! It came
so suddenly. I never guessed any-
thing-like this! Oh, Annie! He’s so
strong, so kind, so mysterious, so
clever, so dangerous' I am terrified
of him. I am wretched when he is out
of my sight for a minute!”

Nahnya’s face became grave. “ Has
he said anything?” she whispered.

said

“ Not yet.”
“Oh, ~Kitty dear!” murmured
Nahnya. “Be careful!l Men—"




































A" CURIOUS COURTSHIP.

“Yes; I've come back,” Tcnney

said cheerfully

" Whatever might be this play, in
which he had been called to take part,
it involved no sinister designs upon
his liberty or pocket-book. Nobody
could associate Mrs. Dunton with a
plot.

Fair, fat, fifty and some years over;
good-natured, credulous, weak—she
was of a type he had no trouble in
recognizing; a good woman, the salt
of a wicked earth. She smiled, ex-
pansively if mistily.

“T knew he wouldn’t mind, Mar-
garet, and I just had to kiss him.
Why, it was ‘like meeting an old
friend. You've shown me so many of
his letters, you know, and such de-

-lightful letters -they were, too! Ah,

you’ree a charming correspondent,

Hubert!” ,
“Tenney coughed deprecatingly;

murmured something a bit incoherent

‘about the pleasure of letter-writing .

when one’s heart was in the work, and
out of the cornmer of his eye sought
guidance from the girl How far
might he venture in this matter of his

supposititious correspondence without

hazarding the success of the game she
was playing?

She slipped a hand through his arm
with a pretty manner of proprietor-
ship. “ Spare his blushes, Mrs. Dun-
ton!” she said lightly. ¢ Anyway, why
should > we talk about letters, when we
have their gifted author with us? It’s
like paying attentidn to the shadow

when we have the substance before

»

us.
Mrs. Dunton surveyed the pair with

frank approval. “ Well, you do look
as if you were just made for each

other. I'm afraid I wouldn’t have
known Hubert from his plcture
but—

7 “ Oh, but he wore a mustache when
it was taken,” the girl put in.
Mrs. Dunton nodded.
“*So_ he did, Margaret——anyway,
there's a miustache in the picture. Still,
you never can tell about the likeness.
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Seems to me, sometimes, photographs
are like statistics—there’s nothing
quite so mlsleadmg But now, dear,
I'm going to ask you to excuse me for
a moment. You'll want to have
Hubert to yourself, and I can see him
when he comes out to Templevale.”

“ But you'll lunch with me—uwith
“us, ’ Tenney interposed.

_“With the greatest pleasure!” the
lady answered heartily. The pressure
of the hand on his arm increased
sharply, and the girl spoke with a fine
air of decision. -

“We’ll go to Lavelli's. He can
join us there, Mrs. Dunton. Yes;
that will be quite the best arrange-
ment. You see, Hubert ’—for an in-
stant she looked up at him meaningly

““ you see, Mrs. Dunton and T have
thmgs to do—oh most _imperative
things. And, as we are to meet again
so soon, you won’t think "it utterly
atrocious- of us to run away for a
little.” " -

“But that’s sheer cruelty!” the
young man protested. Mrs. Dunton,
however, was already turning away,
with the docile obedience of one ac-
customed to yield to a stronger will.

“It’s understood, then?” she said
in parting. “ At Lavell’'s—at one
o’clock, shall we say?

“And now I'll run along. You
two certainly deserve a few minutes to
yourselves after all these years of
weary separation and waiting!”

Then, beaming benevolently, the
elderly woman left them. The girl’s
hand dropped from Tenneys arm.

“1If it will not inconvenience you,”
she said evenly, “I should like to re-
main here for a little. It will help to
perfect the—the illusion.”

“Whose victims include
Tenney suggested.

“The line he had noted before showed
again between her brows. “It was
necessary—absolutely necessary——that
I should meet a Hubert Tenney—”

“ Herbert,” . he corrected.

“The published lists said Hubert,
and it was Hubert I sought.”

myself,”
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There he broke off abruptly. The
wrath was gone from the girl’s eyes,
and in its place was something he did
not understand, save that he read in it
a warning and a plea.

“You have read it-—read it
through?”

Tenney bowed. ““ From end to end,”
he_ said.

“ And he’s had the grace, at least, to
admit he’s ashamed of himself,” Mrs.
Dunton contributed.

“Oh!” To Tenney's ear the cry
was freighted with a curious relief.

“ Why, to tell the truth,” said he,
“ anybody—any decent citizen, I mean
—would have to be ashamed of it—
reading it over, you know. It’s stilted
and selfish—and—and scoundrelly.”

“ Then why did-you write it? " de-
manded Mrs. Dunton.

Tenney dodged the pertinent in-
quiry, delaying reply till he had sought
inspiration from those speaking eyes.

“ I suppose everybody has his crazy
hours; it’s said we’re all a little mad,
you know. Everybody is sorry after-
ward for things he does. Then he tries
to make amends as well as he can.”

“But you—you came here!” cried
the girl reproachfully.

Tenney was seized by an inspiration.
“Of course I came. And I came to
withdraw that letter. Let us assume
that it never was written. Behold!”

The girl guessed his intention and
sprang toward him—too late. He had

torn the sheet in two, crumpled the

fragments, and tossed them into the
fireplace.

“There!”™ he said with a touch of
triumph. “ That infernal thing is out
of the way, destroyed. It’s asking a
deal, I know; but I do ask you from
the bottom of my heart to try to forget
that ever it was written.”

The girl had clasped her hands; her
expression, as he noted with unflatter-
ing certainty, bespoke consternation.

“But we can’t forget! It’s impos-
sible! You don’t realize — you don’t
understand.”

“T understand what I wish to do,”
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said Tenney. “It has been done in
part. Won’t you help me do the rest?”

“Never!”

But aid for the young man was at
hand. Mrs. Dunton, the benevolent
well-wisher for her kind, interposed.

“Now, now, Margaret; don’t say
that! After all you’ve been to each
other, you can’t dismiss him with a
word. No, no! I know what yqu're
thinking, and I don’t blame you — he
has behaved abominably. But now he's
repentant, and you must give him a
hearing, anyway. I'm going to leave
you two—to yourselves—to make your
peace, if you can—and kiss and make
up' ”»

With which kindly pronouncement
being in one of her rare moods of high
decision, Mrs. Dunton laid hand on the
door and closed: it behind her with
something very like a bang. Tenney
turned to the girl.

“ Perhaps I should not have in-
truded myself upon you,” he said.
“But I'm here and — and-— well,
shouldn’t we make the best of 4#?”

“Your promise!” she said bitterly.
“You gave it, and I trusted you!”

“I kept my promise—to cut the
luncheon. There was nothing in the
pledge about Templevale. And Mrs.
Dunton had spoken of my coming
here.”

“You spoiled everything—ruined
everything!”

“ Not with intention.”

‘ But not the less utterly.”

“But perhaps out of the wreck I
can help you to build anew."”

She dropped upon the old davenport
and buried her face in her arms. Con-
vulsive sobs shook the slender figure. -

Tenney gazed at her ruefully for a
moment, crossed the room, and stared
industriously into the darkness beyond
one of the deep windows. A long time
he stood there, motionless, until he was
satisfied that her sobbing had ceased.

Then he turned and slowly. retraced
his steps. She lay very quietly now,
but her face was still hidden from him.

“I don’t know just how to begin,”
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He suited the action to the word.
When he spoke again the momentary
clearness was gone from voice and
brain.

“G’night, O seeker of adventures
for the criminally insane,” he babbled.
“Be off, I prythee, while the offing is
still at its best.”

Filling his glass, he.broke into song:

“Oh, I had a little hen, with little wooden
legs )

WAnd she supphed our table with the choic-
est wooden eggs.

She’s the wisest little chlcken we've got
around the farm,

And an—anozzer 1i'l drink won” do us any
harm!”

Galvin Brenner left his host testing
the truth of his song’s last line.
Down-stairs he went, the rug over his
arm.

And in the foyer he came face to face
with a severe-looking man in black.
With this personage was a policeman.

“You see, constable,”” the man was
saying apologetically, ““ Mr. Duyck—
I’'m his valet—is out of town to-night.
And when I came home just now and
found the street door standing wide
open, I fancied perhaps some—"

He broke off. Brenner had seen the

two new arrivals too late to duck out

of sight. He stood, before their double
gaze, on the stairway’s lowest step, the
rug conspicuously on his arm.

“I was right!” cried the valet.
“ Look, constable!”

The policeman had not only looked
but leaped. Pistol drawn, he was upon
Brenner. The valet, close behind, had
caught up a heavy walking stick.

Brenner, not being a born fool, made
no move to escape, but stood smiling
debonairly at the excited pair.

“Put down that gun, officer,”” he
suggested blandly. ‘It might go off.
I don't think poor old Duyck would
care to have me killed all over his
foyer rug. And speaking of rugs—"

“’E’s a thief, constable!” declaimed
the valet. ‘“ Take ’im in custody!”

““What are you doin’ here? "’ asked
the policeman.
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“Being held up,
laughed Brenner, “ I—"

““What were you doin’
rug?”

“Van Cleek Duyck just gave it to
me. I took a fancy to it and—"

“ And to the plate as well, I'll war-
rant!” chimed in the valet. “ Con-
stable, Mr. Duyck never—"

“ Come!” broke in Brenner with the
air of a man who tires of a comic sit-
uation too long drawn out. “ We'll
step up-stairs, all three, and Dr. Duyck
will clear up the matter in a single
word.”

He turned and led the way upward;
the two others trailing.doubtfully and
sullenly after him. v

“ My master is from home, con-
stable!” cried the valet suddenly, as
they neared the bedroom door. “1I
forgot, for the moment. This is a
trick. An ambush, maybe. He—

Brenner had stepped into the room.
The policeman followed at a bound, as
if fearing his prey was trying to escape.
The valet followed more cautiously.

There, stretched at full length across
the foot of the bed, sprawled Van Cleek

Duyck, having passed mto peaceful
slumber.

apparently,”

with that

CHAPTER XL
Desperate Remedies.

AT sight of Duyck the valet started
right dramatically. Forgetful of
the main issue, he explained:

“In all his clothes, too! ‘Orrible!
"E’ll want ’is ice water the instant he
wakes up. ’E always does after such
times.”

The servant darted into the adjoin-
ing room whence presently issued the
sound of chipping ice-and splashing
water.

Meantime, Brenner had
Duyck by the shoulder and
shaking him with mighty vigor.

d“ Wake up and explain! "’ he shout-
ed.

Varr Cleek Duyck opened ome-eye

seized
was





















FORTY ALI BABAS AND A THIEF.
\

The foyer in which Brenner was
‘working was fitted up as a lounging-
room. Its furnishings were tasteful,
even in a way luxurious. The Irwins
evidently believed in making their
“ upper staff ”’ comfortable.

From the foyer opened several ad-
jacent rooms, presumably bedrooms.
It was in one of these that Brenner
had heard the woman moving about.

The rug he sought lay before a wide
table at one end of the foyer. The
table itself was littered with several
neatly tied packages and with a quan-
tity of loose wrapping-paper and
string. '

“ Queer time of year for putting up
Christmas .presents,” he observed, with
labored jocularity, to the houseman.
“It’s a real privilege to see how rich
people do their Christmas shopping
early.

“H-m!” grunted the houseman.

“It’s some months before Christ-

mas,” went on Brenner, his tone
shifting adroitly from badinage to
stupid curiosity. “I s’pose at this rate,
by the time Christmas comes, that
table will be piled up pretty near to
the ceiling. Or maybe millionaires
celebrate Christmas earlier than other
folks.”
. As he had hoped, the glum house-
man fell into the trap baited with the
love of displaying superior knowl-
edge.

p Those ain’t Christmas presents,
you -simp!” he scoffed. * They’re
birthday presents.” .
© #“No?” exclaimed Brenner, his
mouth agape with 'wonder. * Do rich
folks celebrate all their birthdays at
the same time? Gee, but I'm learning
a lot, tralhng along with a lwe wire
like you, sir!’.

“ Mr. Irwm, corrected the house-
man, obviously pleased with the oth-
er's admiration—"“ Mr. Irwin’s birth-
day is to-morrow. Every year, on his
birthday, he sends a present to each
of his twenty-year employees down on
Broad Street. The secretary’s been
putting them up this afternoon. They
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go by parcel post to-night. Now, sup-
pose you go ahead with your work?
I can’t have my dinner till you go.”

Brenner bent once more to his in-
spection of the wires. The house-
man, frittering around impatiently,
chanced to pick up the kit-bag Brenner
had left on the table.

“ Pretty light,”” he commented.

~“It’s empty,” replied Brenner. “I
brought it on from the last house I
went to. I used up the last wire coil
there.” .

“ Brought it empty, hey? Well, Ill
just dip into it when you go out to
make sure you carry it away_empty,
too. No offense. I'm responsible.
The butler put it up to me.”

“Sure!” agreed Brenner. “ And
when I go you can frisk my clothes,
too, in case you think I've palmed a
grand piano or a mahogany sideboard
and slipped it under my vest.”

He spoke as lightly as though every

- atom of his superalert brain were not

at that instant strained to the utmost
in readjusting his plans to meet this
new difficulty.

A summons from below stairs forced
the reluctant houseman out of the
room. On departing he ostentatiously
locked behind him every door leading
into the foyer and pocketed the keys.

“No offense,” he repeated as he
did so. )

“None at all!” laughed Brenner..
“It’s your job.”

. “T’l1 be back in a minute,” mumbled
the half-a.shamed man. “ They only
want me to—"

He was gone, leaving Brenner snug-
ly locked in.

Before he was half-way down the
first flight Brenner was at the package-
laden table. He snatched up the rug
and a big sheet of wrapping-paper.

Deftly and with the furtive speed of

. the light-fingered, he wrapped the rug

in a neat parcel. With his fountain
pen he scribbled on it his own name
and address in a fair imitation of the
housekeeper’s flowing, public - school
chirography on the other bundles.












FORTY ALI BABAS AND A THIEF.

“On that dull-looking scrap of

carpet? Well, every man to his own
taste. Go on.”
“The Persian government has

been offered unbelievable sums for it.
Millionaires, grand dukes, museums—
all have made enormous bids for it.
But religious' relics are the only
things that a Moslem holds more
sacred than money. The Amina is
one of the miost precious relics in the
East, 'and Persia regarded all offers
for its sale as dire insults.”

“1I don't wonder.”

“Since it was found no money
could buy the treasure,” went, on
-Laing, “ the most daring efforts have
been made from time to time to get
it by other means.”

“To steal it?”

“If one puts it in that brutal way.
But it can scarcely be called ‘steal-
ing’ to remove a wonderful object of
art from a set of bigoted Mohamme-
dans and giving its hidden beauty to
the world.”

“I see,’ dryly commented Bren-
ner. “Most dips and yeggs feel that
way ahout your rich men’s cash.
Well, if the rug wasn’t for sale,
and—"

“It was guarded like crown jew-
els,” said Laing. “ Every effort to
get it was blocked. More than one
plucky adventurer has lost his life
trying to—"’

“But why? What would be the
sense of stealing a thing that was so
well known? The thief or the man
who bought it from him wouldn’t
dare to boast that he had it. He’d
have to keep it hidden or show it only
to a few friends he could trust.”

“Brenner,” smijled Laing, “I'm
afraid you don’t quite understand the
¢ collector’s spirit '—the spirit that
makes a man pay a fortune for an
object of art, just for the bliss of
knowing that it belongs to hiin. But
that spirit exists in hundreds of col-
lectors. How else account for the
vanishing of the ‘ Gainsborough,” the
¢ Mona Lisa,” the—"

other at Auburn.
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“I know,” -rejoined Brenner, “I
had the collector’s spirit myself once.
So have lots of Americans who aren’t
millionaires. They have a club for
such men, called Sing Sing. And an-
And another—"

“A dozen schemes have been set
afoot,” continued Laing, unheeding,
“to get hold of the Amina. Sev-
eral rich men have had standing offers
out for the rug. This year one of
those schemers succeeded. “The rug
was won. Right under the noses of
its guardians.” -

“ Stolen? -

“ Captured. It was brought to my
agent in Teheran. He knew I had
been on the lookout for it for the past.
ten years. Not for myself, of course.
But because a New York patron of
arts made me a standing offer of one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars
for the Amina if I could get it for
him.”

€« But_‘”

“I cabled cipher instructions to
my agent over there the minute I got
the word from him. And I notified:
the New Yorker who stood ready to
buy it. The rug was wrapped up in
my regular monthly consignment from
Teheran and sent to me openly.

“The open way was the only safe
way. The customs people at both
ends—there and Persia—are used to
handling my rugs. In all my busi-
ness career I've never tried to smug-
gle anything. "And they know it.”

“So they don’t examine my stuff
overclosely. I pay a regular yearly
sum in Persia not to have my rugs
mauled over_or roughly handled.

“ No one would suspect the missing
Amina was in a bundle that any one
could open or loot. It was a good
idea.

“I went in person to the dock to
get the rugs. But, as I told you, the
boat arrived an hour ahead of sched-
ule. Caton knew nothing of my big
deal. So he got the consignment
through the custom-house and shipped
it up here, where you sold a dozen of
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using my strength for honesty to help

you win back a treasure that you'd

worse than stolen!”

“My dear boyt We—"

“1 was trying to live square, and
what have you tricked me into doing?
You have made me a party to a big-
ger, more outrageous theft than all I
ever committed in my whole career as
a crook. You made me help steal a
treasure worth one hundred and fifty
thousand dollars! To help you de-
fraud a church——

“A mosque, feebly
Laing. “It isn’t like a—"

“1It is the same thing. You made
me help in the theft of something that
millions of people regard as holy.

“Tt was stolen from a Mohamme-
dan place of worship. That is the
kind of theft that mighty few folk of
the underworld would soil their hands
with. “You've used me in getting back
that rug, so that you might sell it to a
fellow thief—a receiver of stolen
goods. And you think it a fine joke!”

“I—1 was—

“ A fine joke to thrust back into the
slime_a man who was trying to crawl
out onto firm ground and look his fel-
low man in the face once more. To
make him share in a crime worse than
any he had ever committed at his very
worst.

“ And because my wit has wop you
back your church-stolen “plundef, you
offer me forty dollars a week and one
thousand dollars bonus! The price
of smashed honor has boomed vastly
since the primitive days of the thirty
pieces.”

“You are discharged!” blustered
Laing. “ No man is going to com-
pare me to Judas Iscariot and get
away with it. I—" -

“With Judas?” mocked Brenner.
“1 didn't honor you by comparing
you to him. Judas, as far as I know,
dragged no one else into his crime.
He soiled no hands but his own.
~" “You don’t know,” he went on, a
little catch in his throat, ‘“ what my
hooes -of a straight life meant to me.

corrected

631

And now—the whole dreary climb
must begin all over again.”

“I’'m sorry you take this so hard,”
observed Laing, recovering his cour-
age as the cold fury died out of Bren-
ner’'s face and voice. ‘But after
what you've said to me to-day of
course I can’t keep you in my employ;
I am very busy. Good day.” °

He turned to his desk and reached
once more toward his bell.

The next instant he was whirling
across the room, through no ~olition
of his own, and brought up against
the farther wall with a thump that
completely knocked the breath out of
his body. .

Before he could cry out a handker-
chief was thrust deftly into his open
mouth and hi§ hands were pinioned
behind his back.

Brenner, gripping both the strug-
gling, imprisorled wrists in his own
left hand, ripped from the wall a
shimmering antique rug. Putting
one end of this under his heel he rent
the rug into several long strips.

With these costly bonds he proceed-
ed to tie the wriggling Ulrich Laing
hand and foot, and to fasten a shorter
strip around his head to keep the
handkerchief gag in place.

“It’s dangerous to have dealings
with a former crook,” observed Bren-
ner grimly as he gazed down at the
prisoner who writhed helplessly on
the rug-strewn floor.

““But it is ten times more danger-
ous to try to double-cross him. You’ll
stay where you are till some one comes
in to untie you. It won’t be especially
comfortable, but it is a lot more com-
fortable than jail — where you bes
long.”

Brenner adjusted. his tie which had
been twisted during the brief scuffle.
Then once more he addressed the
gurglmg Laing.

“You won’t tell about this,” an-
nounced Brenner, ‘‘ because you can’t
without telling your own share in it.
And that would mean prison for you
and probably for Irwin as well. I'm
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the size of. the Delia had entered
Charleston harbor under sail without
pilot.

But straight as an arrow mldway
between the jetties she shot, the un-
abated gale full upon her starboard
quarter and a flood tide pulling hard.
Clean over the weather jetty the water
spouted, hurling spray and spoondrift
onto the Delia’s sharply listed deck.

The Driver sent a man below to re-
light his coal-black pipe, and thought
grimly of the pleasure the underwrit-
ers would find in learning that he had
taken on no pilot before he piled the
Delia up.

The sun was gathering strength as
the Delia dashed up the main channel,
the tower on Sumter and the spire of
St. Philip’s in range line. The red
buoys jumped by to starboard, and
the black-can buoys to port.

Right over a turning buoy he rode,
to shorten his course a hairbreadth,
the bobstay hitting it and throwing it
crunching sharply beneath the planks
of pine with the purling, boiling
water.

The inner harbor was now near.

The crew, squareheads all, gathered
at the rail in silent terror. Even the
mate dared speak no word after look-
ing at the frenzied face of his chief.

“Axes!” yelled the Driver sud-
denly.

A moment, and a man was by each
straining sheet, ax in hand. The mate
was ready at the hoists should the
Driver order the halyards let go. Not
a sail had been shifted since they left
Cape Henry.

And not a sail had started,. either.
The sailmakers of Bath, as well as the
shipbuilders of Bath, had done their
work well. -

People gathered at the Battery,
along the hurricane-scarred water-
front, to see the strange and terrible
sight, the huge four-master rushing
to almost sure destruction.

She sheered a bit and turned her
mighty bowsprit straight for the cen-
ter of the Trans-Virginian’s thread of

ALI-STORY CAVALIER WEEKLY, -

iron, blue-black in the morning sun-
light.

The Driver threw back a quick
glance at Sumter over his poop deck
and smiled grimly, then settled back
into the state of .semiunconsciousness
which his thirst for speed had thrown
him into. , .

It was the nearness of the bridge
which finally roused him. He ordered
the signal early, in hoarse tones. Im-
mediately the four raucous blasts of
the horn broke feebly out, and he
cursed, longing for a big steam whis-
tle. Well, he could hold on a trifle
longer, and might be able to wear ship
if they did not open:-

Could he get through if they dxd

open?
. The draw was one hundred and
twenty feet wide on either side the
draw-pier. Plenty of room .if he es-
timated his leeway accurately. Still
he . didn’t house his topsails. The
Delia rushed on. The axes were ready
if necessary at the last moment, but
her headway would carry far on that
tide.

His eye ran over the quickly short-
ening line he would follow to the cen-
ter of the side of the draw which
swung upstream and away from him.

. It was the west side he remembered.
They were only an eighth of a mile
away now. It was high time the
bridge began to open. What was the

matter with Jim Haley, the head
bridge-tender? -
Why wasn’t he on the -job? He

.looked for the white jets of steam

from the stationary engine in the cen-
ter of the draw-pier. When he saw
that he’d know she had begun to
swing.. i

But she didn’t swing.

The captain of a big paintless tramp
near by excitedly blew the bridge sig-
nal with his stentorian steam voice.
The Delia’s little foghorn was signal-
ling constantly. Yet no movement of
the draw. No white jets from its
vitals.

He would have to bring the Delia
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had not the least idea he was building it
for her. However, she started with him;
but what took place afterward is a story
for you to read.

S & &

“BARBED-WIRE AND BUTTER-
MILK,” by George Allan England, is po-
lite vaudeville in magazine pages. This
popular author, an author who searches
for his wonderful tales into the unseen
and the unknown, will surprise his legion
of readers when he appears here in the
garb of a humorist. But Mr. England has
a right to a place in the laugh market as
you will sec when you read his story.

It begins with a steamer just coming
into the dock. On the corner of the wharf
stands a sleek and very elegant young
man. A hawser is thrown to the dock, its
loops embracing both a big pile and a full
molasses-barrel. Then the cable draws
steel-taut. “ Something creaked stutter-
ingly,” says the author.
the stout oaken staves of the barrel re-

sisted as the steamer slowed. Then—
CRACK!
“ PDark, saccharine, instantanecus, the

molasses-geyser leaped into the ozone!
“A second later the cap’n and I
glimpsed a figure remotely like that of a
human being, stickily retreating along the
dock—stickily, and with strange, blobby
noises. Behind it copions sweets trailed.

The elegant and blasé youth had instantly

and entirely vanished.”
A very sweet story, this!

& s *
FOND OF “DAD”

To TuE EbiTor:

I am in love with the ArLL-STrorY Cava-
LIER WEEKLY. Its stafi of writers is un-
surpassed by any other magazine. Keep
up the good work.

More copies of the ArL-Story Cava-
LIER are read in the Southwest than of any
other magazine, which shows how the peo-
ple know a good thing when they sce it.

“Dad” was a fine story, and I hope Mr.
Terhune will give us another one like it
soon.

Your short stories are immense.

JAMEsS PETERS,

Carrizozo, New Mlexico.

APPROVES OF THE POETRY

To THE EpITOR:

. Have never seen a letter from this city
in_print. _Nevertheless the Arr-Story
CAVALIER is read every week by a large
circle of people.

ALL-STORY CAVALIER WEEKEY.

~

“TFor an instant-

~

I have been a constant reades®d
magazine for over a year and enjoy-a
stories, my favorite writer being. '
Jackson. Some of the best recent stories;
in my opinion, are “ Beauty to Let,” “A&
Self-Made Widow,” “ The Biggest Diag
mond,” * The Quitter,” “The In-Bad
Man,” and “ The Crooked Stick.”

A few words in regard to the poetry. I
find it exceptionally good and like the idea
of having it at the end of the stories.

Allow me to suggest one improvement,
Could you not print pictures of the au-
thors so that we readers could have pic-
tures of our favorite ALL-STORY %‘&VALIER
authors, the same as we have pittures of
our favorite moving-picture actors and ac~
tresses?

All in all T think the magazine is the
best weekly on the market. .

A CoNSTANT READER. -

Helena, Arkansas.’ :

INTERESTED IN THE BURROUGHS
STORIES

To Tur Eprror:

I have been a rcader of The Cavalier
and The All-Story for a number of years
and never missed a copy.

I think “The Lone Star Rangers,” by
Zane Grey, was great. I also think the
stories by Fred Jackson, George Allan
England, Varick Vanardy, Perley Poore
Eheehan, and Edgar Rice Burroughs are

ne.

“ Foolish Francesca,” by Olive Wads-
ley, in this weck's ALp-Story CAVALIER
was dandy.

Am interested to know what terrible
tragedy has occurred in the life of Tar-
san, and curious as to the fate of David
Innes, in “ At the Earth’s Core,” 1 am
also glad to hear that we are going to have
sequels to these stories.

(Miss) A. May OpeEN.. /

406 Second Street, West,

Ashland, Wisconsin.

“THE QUITTER” UNEQUALED

To tnx EpITor:

Enclosed you will find fourteen cents m
stamps for which please send me the ALL-
Story CavaLier for August 1. Please
hurry it up, for I can hardly wait as “ The
Quitter ” ends in that number.

Have Jacob Fisher give us some more
on the North. T have been a constant read-
er of fiction since I have been able tg read,
but never have I read anything that equals
“‘The Quitter.” <

Don't forget to send Zane Grey arounds
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with a strong touch of German to it,
that .Miss Lily Dale, “ der champeen
diver fon der vorld,” would “ dive
from der top of a tventy-fife-foot lad-
der; a feat reqviring skill, daring, und
courache.”

Lily Dale, still dripping from her
previous plunge into the tank, bowed
and smiled, then turned and nimbly

climbed the rungs of the ladder that -

extended even beyond the foliage bor-
ders that draped the set.

“ Pull up your borders,” command-

ed the stage manager, and up they

went, leaving the proscenium arch
alone to cut off further view. And
still Lily Dale climbed, till finally she
stood upon the foot-square platform at
the top. Only her trim feet could be
seen, the rest of her was hidden by the
borders above.

“ Are you r-r-ready?” called Um-
holtz.

“Yes,” came the answer in a girlish
voice.
“Den go!”

The trap drummer beat a crescendo’

roll upon his drum, and a black-clad
form shot through the air. As she
struck the water the cymbals clashed
and the base drum boomed.

The audience, gasped, and the girl
climbed out to receive the thunderous
applause.

“I wouldn’t do that for a million
dollars!” gasped Jimmy.
has some nerve.”

“I'd do- anything for a million,”
succinctly observed Mr. Warren.

“ Except talk ‘back to your wife,”
retorted Jimmy with a malicious gleam
in his eye, and at that instant Mrs.
Warren called sharply from the stage-
door, demanding to know if her hus-
band expected her to wait around all
night.

Mr.
under his breath,
sweetly to his wife:

“ Commg, dear. I'm just putting on
my coat.”

Lily Dale’s beauty and daring com-
pletely enslaved Jimmy Dunphy’s

Warren muttered something
and then called

“ That kid-
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heart. Week after 'week he watched
her make the thrilling dive, and week
by week his love grew in great bounds.

That Miss Dale was not averse to
Jimmy’s attentions was manifest. She
accepted his little gifts and knightly
service with a simple, sweet manner,
and Jimmy began to dream wonderful,
rosy dreams.

Then one day, sitting in the back of
a long day-coach that held only the
members of the road show, most of
whom were gathered forward watch-
ing a stiff game of poker, Jimmy asked
her the great question. He clinched
his plea by saying that “ when a guy
asks a girl to marry him, that’s some
thinkin’.”

- And having agreed that it was, she
pressed his hand and gave him an an-
swer that made him act foolishly for
a week.

But it was to be kept secret. Um-
holtz wouldn’t stand for any marrying
in the troupe, because husbands always
interfere; and then, kerfluey! goes the
act.

So Jimmy crossed his heart and
promised never to breathe a word of
the plighted troth, not to show by his
actions that he had a new and added
interest in the girl.

One day he had told her in stum-
bling, halting words, the reason of his
fear. It was a delicate thing for the
boy to handle, but he looked upon her
as his promised bride, one to whom
must be confided everything that con-
cerned him. ,

He did not know whether or not she
would understand. He himself under-
stood only in a vague way what his
heritage was, and as delicately as he
could, he explained the great mystery
of prenatal influence to her, though
“ prenatal ” was an unknown word to
him, and he would not have known
what it meant if he had heard it.

But the girl’'s mind was opening
gradually to the mysteries of sex, and
Saidee Glendale knew the rest. Saidee
affected big, learned books and stories

of sex problems,
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“Charges paid in advance. Where
do you want the crate put?”

Eberhard was staring at the letter,
surprise and curiosity on his face.

“Just a moment,” he said as he
scribbled his name in the book; “I
may want to ask you about. this.”

Twice he turned the missive over

before he opened it and glanced at the
crate on the wagon.
" The letter bore his name carefully
spelled out in letters clipped from a
book or newspaper and pasted on the
envelope. The work had been done
with extreme neatness, but despite the
envelope’s harmless appearance it was
with a strange feeling of trepidation
that Eberhard finally ripped it open.

Inside was a single sheet of heavy
paper on which was a brief message
framed of words and letters clipped
and pasted as was, the address.
Eberhard read it almost at a glance,
a look of horror dawning in his eyes,
and his jaws closed with a snap.

For a moment he stood with the
sheet of paper crushed in his hand,
then stepped from the porch and hur-
ried to the wagon, peering through
the slats of the crate.

From inside came the rustle and
crooning of a dozen pigeons—pink-
footed, slate-colored birds, soft-eyed,
and glossy of plumage. Eberhard
stared at them stupidly, striving to
realize the sinister import of their
presence; then again he scanned the
letter. It read:

Mr. EBERHARD:

We have your daugnter. The price for
her return.is twelve thousand dollars. Tie
a one-thousand-dollar bill to the leg of
each bird and turn them loose. Any fan-
cier of homing-pigeons can show you
how it is done. Trying to follow the birds
will prove futile. You have until Friday
to comply.

There was no signature.
necessary.

The expressman still was waiting,
and he shuffled his feet, glancing
nervously toward the wagon as Eber-
Egrd turned a white, grim face toward

im, -

None was
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“ Who gave you this letter? ™" Eber-
hard demanded harshly: and the man
fumbled with his book as he explained
that the crate and the missive had heen
turned over to him by two men who
had hailed him on the street near the
outskirts of the town of Scranton, a
few miles away.

“Their horse had picked up a stone,
and they paid me three dollars to bring
the crates over here,” he said.

Betty and Dewey, ignorant of the
contents of the letter, listened with
frank curiosity as Eberhard plied the
man with questions; but. there was
little additional information to Dbe
obtained from him. He could give
only a hazy description of the men who
had given him the crate to deliver, and
in the end he was dismissed aiter
Eberhard had taken his name and ad-
dress.

Eberhard watched the expressman
until he turned out of the drive and
started down the white road which
wound down toward the distant town,
then slowly he climbed the porch-steps.
Betty uttered an exclamation on see-
ing her brother’s white, drawn fea-
tures; but he waved aside her ques-
tions, asking that she send for a man
from the stables to care for the
pigeons. . -

“ See that they are fed and given
water,” he said, “ and tell the men not
to turn them loose. They are carriers,
and will fly away.”

Betty departed, and Eberhard
turned to Graves. “Come inside,
Dewey,” he said; “I want to talk to
you,” and he led the way to his den,
a cozily furnished room on the second
floor of the house. _

.Eberhard was a tall man, wide of
shoulder, gaunt of frame,- with a
fighting jaw and a mouth too wide to
be handsome. Ordinarily' self-con-
tained, he now appeared shaken by
strong emotion. Twice he paced the
length of the room, working fingers
and features contorted by anguish-
drawn muscles evidencing his stress of
mind; but his woice held a deadly
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ever in his ears rang the sobs of his
wife. _

“ There is no chance, gentlemen,” he
said; “ unless you find something defi-
nite by to-morrow I shall send the mon-
ey they demand: I have hoped you
would be able to discover a tangible
clue, but I can wait no longer. I am
not wealthy, but this sum will not
break me; and even if it did, it would
be nothing compared to Marjorie’s
safety.”

“They wouldn't dare harm the
girl,” Morrissey began, but Eberhard
turned away. “ They might,” he said;
“and I'd rather lose every cent I've got
than have anything happen to her.”

Morrissey departed with the detect-

ives to get the second box of pigeons,
and to make an. effort—which proved
vain, however —to trace them, and
Dewey had started to follow Eberhard
to his den when the sound of some one
crying checked him as he passed
through the hall, and he stepped into
the drawing-room. Betty- Eberhard
lay on a sofa, face buried in a pillow,
her slender shoulders shuddering with
sobs.
- In the years he ‘had wooed Betty,
Dewey always had kept a discreet dis-
tance, but the sight of her distress
moved him to boldness. A hand hold-
ing a very moist and crumpled hand-
kerchief lay conveniently in reach, and
he seized the opportunity — and the
hand. _ )

Betty lifted sorrow-flooded eyes, but
made no protest; only again hid her
face; and Dewey, taking courage,
hitched his chair closer. Presently the
sobs ceased and she turned her face,
looking at him out of the corners of
her eyes.

“It’s just awful!” she began; then
her lips trembled, and Dewey clumsily
patted her hand, dlstress showing on
his face.

“ Alice cries all day and all night,
and calls for Marjorie, while brother
goes around looking like death.. Oh,
Dewey, if they don’t find her ' soon
I—I—

Ty 1
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Grief again overwhelmed her, and
he valiantly took up the task of com-
forting her.

“It’s just terrible!” came in
muffled tones from the pillow. “We
can’t realize how fearful it is for Alice
and Frank. Just think—if we ever
should have a little girl—and some one
should take her away—why, I—I—"

Dewey’s mind, being that of a man,
and slow moving in such matters, did
not grasp the significance of her words
until too late. He made a futile grab
for her as she snatched away her hand
and darted from the couch, then he
went in pursuit.

Betty faced him in the center of the
room, her tear-stained cheeks now a
brilliant red, and halted his impetuous
rush.

“You said—" he exulted, but she
shook her head.

“ I said nothing that means anything
~—now,” she retorted; then: ‘Oh,
Dewey, we've got to find little Mar-
jorie. You must! I just know you
can! You’'re the smartest man I know,
and you’re not afraid—no one could
be afra:d and do the things you do—
and you've simply got to find Mar-
jorie!"”

She moved a step closer to him, her
eyes searching his face. “Isn’t there
anything you can do? ” she asked. “Is
there no way of tracmg those pig-
eons?”

Betty stopped, for a most marvelous
change had come over the other’s face.
He was staring at her, his eyes round
and blinking, like a man groping in the
dark who suddenly is confronted by a
bright light; then he caught her in his
arms and swung her around the room
in a dizzy dance of joy.

“I've got it!” he shouted gleefully.
“ that’s the ticket! Great stuff! We'll
land the kidnapers and have Marjorie
back for lunch to-morrow.”

Betty twisted herself from his grasp

and looked at him with disapproval in
her eyes; but he swiftly explained, and
her face grew bright as she came to
understand his plan.


























