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AN ASTRAL

cither doesn’t remember or doesn’t care
to tell what he’s been doing since. I'm
afraid it’s the latter, for he was pretty
wild and dissipated before he went away.”

“I’ve read of such cases,” said the wo-
man; “but sometimes they are cured if
they have the right treatment.”

‘ We must lose no time. ' Dr. Richards,
the noted specialist on mental diseases,
shall be consulted in the morning if we
can get an appointment with him. I
think we should send Dave to the doctor’s
private sanatorium, if we can arrange to
do so.”

And so they talked and planned until
I began to think I had best make good
my escape while I could.

Accordingly I dressed quietly, and slip-
ping cautiously to the window, dropped to
the ground, found my wheel, and made a
hasty exit from the town. Weary as I was,
I put many miles between myself and my
host before morning dawned. The re-
mainder of my journey was uneventful.

Iv.

1 caN never voice the sensations that
surged through me as I walked through
the streets of my home town and saw the
familiar faces and friends and acquaint-
ances, not one of whom gave me a glance
of recognition or a word of greeting. Rip
Van Winkle’s plight was no more un-
happy than mine, neither was it more
unique.

Before my departure on that "ital astral
rip T had held an important clerical posi-
tion with the leading business firm of the
town. It was my desire to regain this,
but naturally there were serious difficulties
in the way. I could not present the re-
quired credentials, or prove that by edu-
cation or experience I was fitted for it.

I learned that the place had never been
satisfactorily filled since my going away,
and 1 determined to use every power I
possessed to regain it. After repeated
efforts I succeeded in getting my former
employer’s consent to take the place on
trial. .

GENTLEMAN. 35

I took up the work with such surprising
readiness and showed such a thorough
knowledge of its details and requirements,
that I proved a constant source of aston-
ishment to all connected with the business.
Many times they would remark: “ I could
almost believe it to be Jim back again!”

As weeks went by I found repeated op-
portunities to meet my wife. But, daugh-
ter of Eve that she was, she was interested
in another man! Believing me dead, she
had accepted his attentions, and their
friendship had apparently ripened into
love.

I was desperate. Was I to be thwarted
in my aim to be reunited to my wife, after
all the struggles I had made to attain that
end? My efforts to win her attention, to
say nothing about her affections, were un-
availing. My rival was too firmly en-
trenched. .

In sheer desperation I one day called at
her home, forced my presence upon her,
and attempted to relate my experiences
from the day I left her. I believe [ could
have impressed her with the truth of my
story if I had been left to myself. I in-
tended to prove my identity by telling
many of the little* incidents of our life
together which no one else knew about,
but I was abruptly and unceremoniously
interrupted by her lover, who appeared at
an inopportune moment.

My wife had become so overwrought
by my story and by my close resem-
blance in many ways to my old self, that
she was nearly overcome with fright and
emotion. This angered my rival to such
an extent that he caused me to be ar-
rested and examined to determine my
sanity.

I tried to interest the alienists in my
strange experience, but only defeated my
own ends, as my story etidently con-
vinced them that I was not in a proper
mental condition to be at large.

1 was therefore sent to an asylum,
where I remained for some time before I
could convince the medical board that I
was sane.

It was during this period that I pre-






















































THE GEM

rolled off his tongue, “the Honorahle
Archibald Lommond, son of Lord Lom-
mond,” as he introduced him, was fair
sickening. ’Twas the same tone of depre-
cating delight with which a man says, 1
have only four aces.”

I tagged along behind, getting intro-
duced sometimes, but more often ignored.
We met the judge-advocate and his lady,
the resident’s secretary, and his three
pretty daughters, the missionary, his wife,
and five female children, a big Scotch
doctor, the— T’ll not attempt to cata-
logue them all, indexes not interesting
me. Last, the resident’s sister, a pleasing
spinster, led us up to a big chair full of
cushions and announced, ‘“ Miss Maud
Wilberforce, the Hon. Archibald Lom-
mond, Mr. Freeman!”

T’ll give you my word I could see noth-
ing at all save the gay-colored pillows
until a little white hand no bigger than
a child’s was held out to us, and a voice
said:

“T am delighted!
to have you here!”

Only then did I pick out the girl from
her coverings—and held my breath. Her
face was the whitest thing I have ever
seen, and little, so little! Her lips were
barely pink, her eyes deep blue, sad, and
yet those of a child, while the bonny hair
that framed her face was a soft gray.
Losh, but yon was a sick lassie! A thread
alone seemed to hold her to this wicked
earth.

The resident carried me away quickly,
leaving my laddie with his daughter, and
left me with a middle-aged woman who
wore red and told me at once that she
adored men who did things. T’ll no’ deny
that I have a way with women, and we
flirted more than a bit.
was not really touched, for I never saw
her again. .

'Twas a queer change from the half-
naked dancing-girls, drinking, and raw sin
of the Devil’s Club, and it sobered me
completely. Here were young girls in
pretty, light frocks, young men who had
never known what it was not to shave

Tather is so pleased

I hope her heart

VAMPIRE. 53
each morning, respectable people t> whom
the story of my life would be a tale of
sin and horror—and I'm no’ so wicked at
that.

We drank thin claret punch without ice,
ate very dry sandwiches, and some of the
young people danced waltzes—I wonder
what they would have said to the dancing
we had seen earlier in the evening! The
Honorable Archie sat down by the sick
lassie, and I could hear his pleasant voice,
which could be very soft like that of most
big, strong men, mingling with the thin
silver thread of her speech and with the
tinkle of her laugh.

Time came to go.and, after promising
to return for a lawn party on the morrow,
we found a lascar to row us out to the
Sarawak Queen. My lad made but one
remark on the way:

‘“ Andy, ’tis sorhetimes the weakest who
are strongest in this world,” a wild state-
ment that gave a splendid opening for
argument, but I was too sleepy to take
advantage of it.

Fitting a new propeller on the shaft
of the Sarawak Queen proved anvthing
but an easy task. The jar to the ma-
chinery when the old one dropped o:f into
the sea had thrown the entire in’ards of
the ship out of gear. A month went
past during which the Honorable Archie-
devoted a great part of his time to over-
seeing this work, dividing his days about
evenly between the ship and the resi-
dency. :

The laddie’s sympathies were deeply
stirred over Maud Wilberforce. The
lassie was simply fading away, and the
doctor could put no name to what ailed
her.

‘“ She looks like a pitiful, tiny gray
mouse,” so the lad spoke of her, “yet
laughs the whole day through. There is
no sentiment in it all, mind you well. you
soft-hearted Highlander; she just likes to
have me around because my bigness and
strength cheers her.”

He became unnaturally gentle those
days, save when a workman did some-
thing wrong, and I was sorry for him. I
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see it. The dust of his travels was on it,
and the roughness of his new beard, and
"it was harsh in some of its lines, and se-
vere as an ashlar- from the craftsman’s
tool. But it was a man’s face, with honor
in it; the sun found no weakness there,
no shame concealed under the sophistries
and wiles by which men beguile the
world.

Macdonald looked away across the val-
ley, past the white ranch-house, beyond
the slow river which came down from the
northwest in toilsome curves, whose gray
shores and bars were yellow in that sun-
light as the sands of famed Pactolus. His
breast heaved with the long inspiration
which flared his thin nostrils like an
Arab’s scenting rain; he revived with a
new vigor as the freedom of the plains
met his eyes and made them glad. That
was his place, his land; its troubles were
his to bear, its peace his to glean when it
should ripen. It was his inheritance; it
was his place of rest. The lure of that
country had a deep seat in his heart; he
loved it for its perils and its pains. It
was like a sweetheart to bind and call him
back. A man makes his own Fortunate
Isles, as that shaggy old gray poet knew
so well.

For 2 moment Mark Thorn was for-
gotten as Macdonald repeated in low
voice above his breath:

“Lo! These are the isles of the watery miles
That God let down from the firmament.
Lo! Duty and Love, and a true man’s trust;
Your forehead to God and your feet in the

dust—"

Yes, that was his country; it had taken
hold of him with that grip which no man
ever has shaken his heart free from, no
matter how many seas he has placed be-
tween its mystic lure and his back-strain-
ing soul. Its fight was his fight, and there
was gladness in the thought.

His alertness as he went down the
slope, and the grim purpose of his pres-
ence in that forbidding place, did not
prevent the pleading of a softer cause,
and a sweeter. That rare smile woke in

his eyes and unbent for a moment the
harshness of his lips as he thought of
brown hair sweeping back from a white
forehead. and a chin lifted imperiously,
as became one born to countenance only
the exalted in this life. There was some-
thing that made him breathe quicker in
the memory of her warm body held a
transitorv moment in his arms; the recol-
lection of the rose-softness of her lips.
All these were waiting in the world that
he must win, claimed by another, true.
But that was immaterial, he told his
heart, which leaped and exulted in the
memory of that garden path as if there
was no to-morrow, and no such shadow
in man’s life as doubt.

Of course there remained the matter of
the glove. A man might have been ex-
pected to die before vielding it to another,
as she had said, speaking out of a hot
heart, he knew. There was a more com-
fortable thought for Alan Macdonald as
he went down the long slope with the wes-
tern sun on his face; not a thought of
dving for a glove, but of living to win the
hand that it had covered.

Chadron’s ranch-house was several
miles to the westward of him, although it
appeared nearer by the trickery of that
clear light. He cut his course to bring
himself into the public highway—a gov-
ernment road, it was — that ran north-
ward up the river, the road along which
Chadron’s men had pursued him the night
of the ball. He meant to strike it some
miles to the north of Chadron’s home-
stead, for he was not looking for any more
trouble than he was carrying that day.

He proceeded swiftly, but cautiously,
watching for his man. But Mark Thorn
did not appear to be abroad in that part
of the country. Until sundown Macdon-
ald walked unchallenged, when he struck
the highway a short distance south of the
point where the trail leading to Fort Sha-
kie branched from it.

Sau]l Chadron and his daughter Nola
came riding out of the Fort Shakie road,
their horses in that tireless, swinging gal-
lop which the animals of that rare atmos-





















THE HOLY SCARE.

T ain’t a goin’ to go back over there
in yourecountry and give you a chance
at me. If you git me you'll have to git
me here. I ain’t a goin’ to sling a gun
down on nobody for the money that’s in
it any more, I tell you. I'm through,
I'm out of the game, my craw’s full.
It’s a bad sign when a man wastes a
bullet on a hired hand, takin’ him for
the boss, and I ain’t a goin’ to run no
more resks on that feller. When my
day for glory comes Il step out on the
gallers and say m’ piece, and they’ll be
some big fellers in this country huntin’
the tall grass about that time, I guess.”

Chadron had taken up his quirt from
the little round table where the hotel
register lay. He turned now toward
the outer door, as if in earnest about
going his way and leaving Mark Thorn
to follow his own path.

“If you’re square enough to settle
up with me for this job,” said Thorn,
‘“and pay me five hundred for what I've
done, I'll leave your name out when I
come to make that little speech.”

Chadron turned on him with a sneer.
“You seem to have your hangin’ all cut
and dried, but you’ll never go ten miles
outside of this reservation if you don't
turn around and put that job through.
You'll never hang—you ain’t cut out in
the hangin’ style.”

“T tell you I will!” protested Thorn
hotly. “1I can see it in the cards.”

“ Well, you'd better shuffle ’em agin.”

“T know what kind of a day it’s goin’
to be, and I know just adzackly how
I'll look when I hold up m’ hands for
them fellers to keep still.  Shucks!
You can’t tell me; I've seen that day
a thousand times. It ’ll be early in the
mornin’, and the sun bright—"

The door leading to the dining-room
opened, and Thorn left his description
of that great and final day in his career
hanging like a broken bridge. He turned
to see who it was, squinting his old eyes
up sharply, and in watching the stranger
he failed to see the whiteness that came
over Chadron’s face like a rushing cloud.

89

“ Grab your gun!” Chadron whis-
pered.

“ Just let it stay where it is, Thorn,”
advised the stranger, his quick hand on
his own weapon before Thorn could
grasp what it was all about, belicving,
as he did, in the safety of the reserva-
tion’s neutral ground. ‘ Macdonald is
my name, I've been looking for you.”
The stranger came on as he spoke.

He was but a few feet away from
Thorn, and the old man-killer had his
revolvers buckled around him in their
accustomed place, while his death-
spreading rifle stood near his hand,
leaning its muzzle against the chimney-
jamb. Thorn seemed to be measuring
all the chances which he had left to
him in that bold surprise, and to con-
clude in the same second that they were
not worth taking.

Macdonald had not drawn his re-
volver. Only his hand was on the butt
of it, and his eye held Thorn with a
challenge that the old slayer was in no
mind to accept.

Thorn was not a close-fighting man.
He never had killed one of his kind in
a face-to-face battle in all his bloody
days. At the bottom he was a coward,
as his skulking deeds attested, and in
that moment he knew that he stood
before his master. Slowly he lifted his
long arms above his head, without a
word, and stood in the posture of com-
plete surrender.

Nearer the outer door stood Chadron,
to whom Macdonald seemed giving lit-
tle attention, as if not counting him in
the game. The big cattle-man was
‘“white to the gills” as his kind ex-
pressed that state. Macdonald un-
buckled Thorn’s belt and hung his re-
volvers over his arm.

“I knowed you’d git me, Macdonald,”
the old scoundrel said.

Macdonald, haggard and dusty, and
grim as the last day that old Mark
Thorn had pictured for himself, pushed
his prisoner away from the chimney, out
of reach of the rifle, and indicated that
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Drovers’ Association as they would be
to have it shut off. The realization of
this threw Chadron into a state which
he described to himself as the “ fantods.”
Another, with a more extensive and less
picturesque vocabulary, would have
said that the president of the Drovers’
Association was in a condition of panic.

So he had despatched his men on this
silencing errand, and now, as the sun
was dipping over the hills, all red with
the presage of a frosty night, Chance
Dalton and his men came riding in sight
of Macdonald’s little nest of buildings
fronting the road by the river.

Macdonald had secured his prisoner
with ropes, for there was no compart-
ment in his little house, built of boards
from the mountain sawmill, strong
enough to confine a man, much less a
slipperv one ilke Mark Thorn. The
slayer had lapsed into his native taci-
turnity shortly after beginning the trip
from the reservation to Macdonald’s
homestead, and now he lay on the floor
trussed up like a hog for market, look-
ing blackly at Macdonald. Macdonald
was considering the night ride to
Meander with his prisoner that he had
pianned, with the intention of proceed-
ing from there to Cheyenne and lodging
him in jail. He believed there might
be a better chance of holding him for
trial there, and some slight hope of
justice.

A hail from the gate startled Mac-
donald. It was the custom of the home-
steaders in that country, carried with
them from the hills of Missouri and
Arkansas, to sit in their saddles at a
neighbor’s gate and call him to the door
with a long “ hello-o-oh!” 1t was the
password of friendship in that raw land;
a cowboy never had been known to
stoop to its use. Cowboys rode up to a
homesteader’s door when they had any
thing to say to him, and hammered on
it with their guns.

Macdonald went to the door .and
opened it unhesitatingly. The horseman
at the gate was a stranger to him. He

wore a little derby hat, such as the cow-
punchers despised, and the trappings of
t ..>¢ proclaimed him as a newcomer
to that country. He inquired loudly of
the road to Fort Shakie, and Macdonald
shouted back the necessary directions,
moving a step away from his open door.

The stranger put his hands to his ear
and leaned over,

“Which?” said he.

At the sound of that distinctly cow-
boy vernacular, Macdonald sprang back
to regain the shelter of his walls, sensing
too late the trap that the cowboy’s un-
guarded word had betrayed.  Chance
Dalton at one corner of the rude
bungalow, his next best man at the
other, had been waiting for the decoy at
the gate to draw Macdonald away from
his door. Now, as the homesteader
leaped back in sudden alarm, they closed
in on him with their revolvers drawn,

There was the sound of a third man
trving the back door at the same time,
and the disguised cowboy at the gate
slung his weapon out and sent a wild
shot into the lintel above Macdonald’s
head. The two of them on the ground
had him at a disadvantage which it
would have been fatal to dispute. and
Macdonald, wvaluing a future chance
more than .a present hopeless struggle,
flung his hands out in a gesture of
emptiness and surrender.

“ Put ’em up—high,” Dalton ordered.

Dalton watched him keenly as the
three in that picture before the door
stood keved to such tension as the -
human intelligence seldom is called upon
to withstand. Macdonald stood with
one foot on the low threshold, the door
swinging half open at his back. He
was bareheaded, his rough fair hair in
wisps on temples and forehead. Dal-
ton’s teeth were showing between his
bearded lips, and his quick eyes were
scowling, "but he held his companion
back with a command of his free hand.

Macdonald lifted his hands slowly,
holding them a little above a level with
his shoulders.
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THE SCARLET GHOST.

“ She ain’t so good-looking as I was,”
Mrs. Moss reflected, almost aloud; “ but
she’s young! If 1 was only young like
that, and know what I know, I’d be rid-
ing around in automobiles, and I'd have
my house on Fifth Avenue, and have a
pew in the swellest church in town!”

The magnificence of this vision made
her pant.

Some time later she summoned Jo, her
half-witted cellar-man, and sent him over
to the Grand Central for such baggage
as Jessica might have left in the check-
room there. Jo came back with a rather
undersized suit-case of imitation leather.

This, in the privacy and solitude of
her own room, Mrs. Moss opened. She
found other home-made clothing in it,
very neat and clean, but hastily packed.
She found the little bottle of perfume,
the ribbons and lace, which had thus far
served as Jessie’s stepping-stone to the
larger luxury. She found the one book
that Jessie had elected to bring along:
Mrs. Browning’s ¢ Sonnets from the Por-
tuguese.”

“ Poetry!” bubbled Mrs. Moss.

She essaved to read something in the
book, but without success. Her old eves
were still good enough to read the
scrawled accounts of the various mer-
chants of the neighborhood who furnished
her with her supplies. She could still get
a certain amount of literary pabulum
from the advertising bills which were oc-
- casionally thrown into her front hall. It
had been a long, long time, though, since
she had opened the covers of a book.

“So Jessie she reads poetry, too!”

Mrs. Moss let herself go on a fresh ex-
cursion into sentimental reminiscence,
away back to Cremorne days.

“ There was Agnes Le Motte,” she re-
called. “ She wasn’t any better than me
—mnot near as good looking. But she
could spout poetry. That’s how she come
to find that fellow who married. her.”

She repacked the suit-case as she had
found it, carried it into the room where
Jessie slept, stood again at the side of
the sleeping girl, and looked down at her,

8 A-s
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trying to evolve a plan of action. She
was, after a manner, like some ancient
prospector of the West who has spent im-
memorial years in the quest of a bo-
nanza; then, having found it, doesn’t
quite know what to do.

She was still standing there, poking
about in the muddy depths of her life for
a possible  clue, when she heard a ring
at her bell. She went out stealthily, yet
hastily, to answer the summons.

There were two young men at the door
—not much more than twenty, pleasant-
faced, inclined to be rugged.

“ Hello,” said the foremost of the two.

“ Goced morning,” said Mrs. Moss
calmly. “Won’t you come in and set
dowm?”

The young men accepted the invitation,
followed her back through the murkiness
of the hall, made themselves to some ex-
tent at home in Mrs. Moss’s room.

‘“ What are you boys after now?” she
asked.

‘“ Same old thing,” one of them an-
swered, bringing a number of papers from

_his pocket. “ Ain’t seen none of these,

have you?” .

“1 ain’t, but you might as well read
them to me so’s I'll know if I do,” said
Mrs. Moss, with a semidetached friendli-
ness. “You know I'm always willing to
do all T can.”

“ Gotcha,” said the youth with the pa-
pers, while his comrade rocked and looked
about him with no great interest. “ Head-
quarters keeps us running around asking
for these squabs, but not one in a hundred
ever turns up again.”

And he began to read

““ Gussie '—no use trying to remember’
the names; they've forgot ’em theirselves
by this time— sixteen years old, big for
ker age, brown hair and eyes; distinguish-
ing mark, big mole on her left shoulder;
wore white middy-blouse and black skirt,
white stockings and black shoes, when she
disappeared. Hasn’t been seen since the
Fourth of July—’”

“ Ah, come on, Bill,” said the youth in
the rocking-chair.
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livid scar, of a wound only recently
healed, jagged, a couple of inches long,
high up on his right cheek.

“If the lady will permit me,” the
stranger pursued, speaking softly, lean-
ing forward, to keep the interchange from
the attention of the other passengers.
~ Viola gave a gasp. It was to have

been a gasp of protest, but both the
stranger and conductor interpreted it
otherwise. They disregarded her quite—
the conductor shifting closer to the
stranger as the stranger brought out his
bill-fold. They whispered together. Not
even Viola could hear what was said by
the two men.

The soothing, cultivated drone of the
stranger’s voice was all that reached her
as she saw him pass some bills into the
conductor’s hand, saw the conductor pre-
pare the receipt.

Only when the conductor turned to
leave could she muster up strength
enodgh to attempt a protest. She could
have sobbed.

It was the stranger who answered her.

“ That’s nothing! That’s nothing!”
he murmured soothingly.

He had leaned a little closer to her.
For the first time since Viola had entered
the car they were face to face.

“ Besides, I was in your debt,” she
heard him say. “T owed you something
more than money, though. I owed. you—
an apology.”

As he said this she saw that the scar
up close to his temple was changing from
pinkish white to red. There was some-
thing about the spectacle of this that
fascinated her, but her eyes swept to his.

“I—1I don’t understand,” she answered
breathlessly.

“You don’t recognize me,” he said
gently.

There was a forced smile on his lips,
but the general expression of his face was
rather one of pain than anything else,
and the scar waz flaming brighter still.

“You don’t recognize me; but I rec-
ognized the place — back there —and I
recognized you.” He faltered. He
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stammered. “ Have you forgotten that

_incident—of the crock of cream?”

CHAPTER XXXIV.
BY WAY OF AMENDS.

IGHT off, the situation struck her
as incredible. Just now she had
seen this stranger render her a
service for which she would have bar-
tered her life almost. There was no mis-
judging the action either. There was no

pose in it, no condescension, no bargain

of the sort which had sickened her and
poisoned her in the old days, down in
New York.

The action had been inspired by
chivalry — her intuition told her that;
chivalry plus that reason he himself had
mentioned about his being in her debt.

Yet there was that scar on his face—
the brand — which she herself had put
there.

“You've placed me very deeply in
your debt,” she thrilled.

The stranger had made a movement
as if to reopen his newspaper, willing to
close the incident then and there if she
s7 desired.

“ It was nothing,” he averred.

“I can at least see that the money is
returned to you,” she pursued. “ As for
your generosity in having offered it, that
is greater than I can ever repay.”

The stranger appeared to abstract a
melancholy satisfaction from her words.
A thought struck him.

“ Since you have been good enough to
accept the little amends I've already of-
fered, won’t you go further?” He re-
flected before he made his meaning clear,
then again drew out his bill-fold.

He must have noticed the renewed
flush in Viola’s face, but it wasn’t money
he offered her — not immediately. He
extracted a card. All his movements were
thoughtful, distraught, fit to disarm the
undesirable interest of any passengers
who may have been looking at them.
As a matter of fact, though, they were









THE SCARLET GHOST.

“You’re Viola Swan and you belong
to me!”

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE OLD PLACE.

HE had dined with Pennington while
the train, like an animate thing in-
flamed with love, sped on to keep

the tryst.

New York!

And she was in a taxi, Pennington
at the door of it trying to give a matter-
oi-fact atmosphere to their leave-taking.

“ Good-by,” he said. * Good luck!”

Their fingers fluttered in contact. It
was a tremulous moment when the slight-
est psychic jolt might have sent either of
them or both of them toppling into at
least some little demonstration of - the
sentiments which inspired them.

Both knew this, perhaps. Both cer-
tainly knew that small flames easily be-
come disastrous conflagrations when the
circumstances are right.

The door of the cab banged shut. A
viait, and the car was digging its way
into the thick of the shuttling traffic.

It was Pennington who had given the
chauffeur the address. Viola Swan had
remarked the deft glint of worldly knowl-
edge in his face when she had told him
the number of that street “in the
Thirties.” Something of the same look
was there when she told him that, so
long as she was in New York her name
would be—Viola Swan.

Now that Pennington was gone into
that limbo of things unseen, it surprised
her when she recalled how many things
she had told him. But Pennington him-
self surprised her, now that she came to
think of him in perspective—in that per-
spective .of all the other men she had
ever known. He had shown himself to
be almost as surprising as Rufus him-
self.

She was glad that Pennington had not.

attempted to kiss her, as he stood there
at the door of the taxi. She might have
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yielded, if he had sought to kiss her—
yielded out of friendship, out of gratitude,
out of contrition.

But that would have been damnable
indeed, after having accepted money
from him, even as a loan.

She tried to tell herself that she was
glad to be alone.

No use!

This was New York, the familiar, in
the first glitter of the young night. The
sky was still pallid — all dim pinks and
blues; but against this the mass of the
city was a sort of gemmed and constel-
lated blackness, crude and vociferous,
brazen and mighty, as indifferent to in-
dividual yearnings and heartbreaks as the
Harlot of Revelation.

Out of all this there came to Viola
Swan a whiff of cold fear.

It made her shrink back a little deeper
into the musty shadows of the vehicle,
sprayed her over with a fine tremor of
uneasiness.

At the crossing of Forty-Second Street
and Sixth Avenue—a corner which, as
she remembered it, was forever slimy and
black however clean and bright the rest
of the city might be—the taxi came to
a halt to let the north and south-bound
traffic pass. An open automobile with
four or five young bloods in the body of
it drew up close to the taxi and also
stopped.

‘“Hello, kid,” said one of the boys,
peering into the taxi.

He had a broad and good-natured, not
overly intelligent face; but Viola Swan
felt as she might have felt had she
found herself confronted by a devil. She
recognized the type — the type of the
human puppy, heavy of paw and awk-
ward of movement, which plays with a
butterfly. The companions of the boy
who had spoken sought to pull him back
into the car. He resisted.

“You’re some queen, birdie! Listen—"

A whistle sounded. The taxi jerked
softly into motion. The other car swept
on.

On through Forty-Second Street the
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as you’ve got.
up a bit.”

Mrs. Moss retreated into her kitchen.

There was no questioning the sound-
ness of the advice she had just given.
Mechanically, Viola took off her hat.
She scraped her low shoes from her
small feet with a familiar movement, and
loosened her stays. It would be three or
four hours yet before Alec came home.
Even the dubious hospitality Mrs. Moss
offered her seemed attractive when she
thought of the streets through which she
had so often walked at this time of
night, fearful, not always alone.

“ Go right in and stretch yourself out
a bit,” Mrs. Moss called from the kitchen.
«“ I’m going to mother you a 11ttle It
do you good.”

Viola did so.

You might as well freshen

Dressed as she was she
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went -into the alcove, and, letting down
her hair, threw herself back on the bed
and composed herself to think.

“ Drink this,” said Mrs. Moss, through
the twilight.

-Viola took the cup. The concoction
was steaming, but not too hot. She
sipped it.

As she did so, it was as if the form of
the old landlady became the uplifted
head and neck of a mighty serpent there
to destroy her—there to destroy all good-
ness in the world, all faith in human
kindness.

It was sassafras tea. She recognized
the pungent fragrance of it. But with
that sip she had taken her brain recorded
a second perception.

Chloral!

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. Don't forget this magazine is issued weekly, and that
you will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.
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LOVE'S TAPESTRY

BY LANNIE HAYNES MARTIN

F you could weave at will that wondrous, rare,
Ethereal fabric, Love’s rich tapestry,
What threads of Llfe would you select most falr
What color and what texture would they be?

Not sudden Fancy’s gleaming scarlet flash,
Not evanescent Passion’s purple shade,
Should there in hideous combination clash
If I the woof and warp with shuttle made.

But umber-tones of Earth’s brown every-days

Should show a path where two had upward gonej

A far, blue mountain, wrapped in sapphire haze,
Should symbol where their Hope had met the Dawn,

The amber of old memories should glow
Beside the rosy shimmer of desires—

Ah, had I such bright vardage here to show,
Think ye I’d have to advertise for buyers?

































NUALA O’MALLEY.

Master’s horsemen came in sight—two
hundred braw Scots, with wagons and a
cannon following after. It was no large
force, but Brian found afterward that it
was the best the Dark Master could get,
since the Galway Irish cared nothing
whether the Scots lived or died.

They halted and spread out, half a
mile fronr the castle, and Brian saw that
the men were being quartered on the
farms round about. Bitterly he wished
that he had his lost men, for with them he
could have sent those Scots flying home
again; but now he was helpless.

With the gates shut and the bastards
loaded with bullets to sweep the approach,
Brian sent his twenty men to the battle-
ments and watched, with Turlough beside
him. It was plain that no offensive opera-
t:ons were under way as yet, and an hour
passed quietly; then ten men rode down
to the castle under a white flag, and fore-
most of them was the Dark Master.

“ Now, if I were in your place, master,”
said Turlough, slanting his eyes up at
Brian in his shrewd way, “ I would loose
those bastards and sweep the road bare.”

“You are not in my place,” said Brian,
and the Wolf held his peace.

The Dark Master looked at those bodies
piled between the castle and the shore,
and it was easy to see that he was laugh-
ing and pointing them out to the Scots.
At that Brian heard his men mutter no
little, and he himself clenched his nails
into his palms and cursed bitterly; but he
forbade his men to fire and they durst not
disobey him. The party rode up under
the walls, and the Dark Master grinned
at Brian standing above.

“You have great drunkards, Yellow
Brian,” he called mockingly. ¢ Have all
your men drunk themselves to death?”

Brian answered him not, but fingered
his hilt; even at that distance the Dark
Master seemed to feel the icy blue eyes
upon him, for his leer vanished.

“Yield to us, Yellow Brian,” he con-
tinued, shooting up his head from betwixt
his shoulders. “I do not think you have
many men in that castle.”
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“1T have enough to hold you till more
come,” answered Brian.

“ Mayhap, and mayhap not,” and
O'Donnell laughed again. “Keep a
watch to seaward, Yellow Brian, and
when you see four sail turning the head-
land, judge if those two caracks of the
Bird Daughter’s are like to help you.”

“If you have no more to say, get you
gone,” said Brian, feeling the anger in him
rising beyond endurance. The Dark
Master looked along the walls for a mo-
ment, then signed to his men, and they
rode off through the driving snow again.

Turlough looked at Brian and Brian at
him, and the same thought was in the
minds of both. If those Millhaven men
had four ships driving down before that
storm, as seemed probable enough, the
Bird Daughter’s two little caracks would
never land men under the guns of Ber-
tragh.

About noon the snow fell less thickly,
though the storm had risen to great power,
and Brian made out that the Scots were
bringing forward that cannon of theirs.
Having some little knowledge of artillery
himself, he drew the charge of bullets from
a bastard and put in more powder, then
put the bullets back, a full bag of them.
He did the same with two more of the
bastards on that wall, and when the Scots
had halted aimed all three very carefully,
and set men by them to fire at his order.
The Scots were turning their cannon about,
a score of men being in their party, and
Brian judged that they were eight hundred
paces away—just within range of his bas-
tards.

“ The Dark Master lost this hold be-
cause he had too many men,” he said to
Turlough, “ and we shall lose it because
we have too few; but we will make better
use of these shot than did he. Fire, men!”

The three men brought down their lin-
stocks and ran for it, having seen that
extra charge of powder set in the cannon.
But none of the pieces burst, though they
roared loud enough and leaped at their
recoil-ropes like mad things. When the
white smoke shredded down the wind,
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into the crowd below in the waist. A
aozen men went down under that storm
of death, but almost at the same moment
a grenade burst behind the falcon, and
with that Brian was driven back as a
keg of powder tore out half the quarter-
deck in a bursting wall of flame and
smoke.

Barely had the shattering roar died
out when Brian’s reeling senses caught a
wild yell of dismay from his men.

“ Fire! The ship is afire forward!”

Brian saw that the grenades had in-
deed fired the ship forward, while the ex-
plosion had sent the quarterdeck into a
burst of fire also, and the lowered but
unfurled sails were roaring up in flame.

Up poured the O’Malleys, and Brian
staggered back to the poop. He had a
vision of the great form of Cathbarr
heaving up through the smoke, blackened
and bleeding, but with the ax whirling
like a leaf and smiting down men; then
Erian gained the poop, helped the giant
up, and with the few men left they turned
to drive down the pirates, who were striv-
ing desperately to win the ship before it
was too late.

As he stood with Cathbarr at the nar-
row break of the poop, beating down man
after man, Brian knew that it was only
a question of time now, for the whole ship
was breaking into flame forward. Sud-
denly he felt a tug at his bufi coat, and
looked down to see his belt fall away,
sundered at his side by a bullet. He
thought little of it, for he had half a
dozen slight wounds, and turned to smite
down at a man who had leaped for the
poop: as his sword sheared through helm
and skull, there came another tug, and
Brian felt a bullet scrape along his ribs.

The O’Donnells drew back moment-
arily, and in the brief pause Brian saw
the figure of the Dark Master by the
starboard rail in the waist, aiming up at
him with a pistol, while two men behind
him were hastily charging others. Cath-
barr saw the action also, and hastily flung
Brian aside, but too late. A burst of
smoke flooded over the waist, and Brian
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caught the pistol-flash through it, as the
ball ripped his left arm from shoulder to
elbow. Then the pirates were at the
poop again, and the waist was shut out
by the flooding smoke as the wind drove
it down from forward.

With a scant dozen men behind them,
Brian and Cathbarr once more beat the
enemy back; the giant swung his ax less
lightly now, and seemed to be covered
with wounds, though most of them were
slight. Brian still eyed the waist for an-
other glimpse of the Dark Master, but
the smoke was thick and he could see
nothing. In the lull he flung a wan smile
at Cathbarr, who stood leaning on his
ax, his mail-shirt shredded and bloody.

* Are you getting your fill of battle,
brother?”

* Aye,” grinned the giant, “and we
had best swim for it in another minute
or the ship—look! M’anam an diaoul!
Look!”

At his excited yell Brian turned, as a
ball whistled between them. There be-
low, in a boat half full of dead, but with
two men at the oars, stood the Dark Mas-
ter, just lowering his pistol. He flung
the empty weapon up at Brian with a
hoarse yell of anger, and passed from
sight beneath the ship’s counter, toward
the stern.

Realizing only that his enemy was
escaping, Brian whirled and darted for
the poop-cabins. He was dimly conscious
of a mass of figures behind, amid whom
stood Cathbarr with the ax heaving up
and down, then he was in the cabins.
Jerking open the door to the stern-walk,
he saw the Dark Master’s boat directly
underneath, hardly six feet from him.

*“ Tyr-owen!” yelled Brian, and drop-
ping his sword, but holding his skean
firmly, he hurdled the stern-walk railing
and leaped.

At that wild shout the Dark Master
looked up, but he was too late. Brian
hurtled down, his body striking O’Donnell
full in the chest and driving him over on
top of the two rowers, so that all four
men sprawled out over the dead. For
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the sea all day. Six trips that motor-boat
made between dawn and dusk, returning
to Wolf Point each time gunwale deep
with shell. There was some weightv
thinking done between the trips—in the
end I determined at least one or two
peints to my own satisfaction. Of the an-
swer I now felt sure—it was with Jose¢
Valero who would not have recognizec
Fong Chee in meeting with him on the
public highway. In private it might be
quite another thing.

It was still early evening; his house on
Wolf Point was less than two miles away.
I determined to go calling on my neigh-
bors.

The Portuguese greeted me with smiles
and polite bowings—a handsome rascal
with white teeth gleaming against the
swarthy tan.. In the best room, fastid-
iouslv neat, where knitted tidies on the
plush rockers fought for attention with
the saintly chromos brought from the
Azores on the wall, he introduced me to
the Senhora and several small editions of
José.

‘ Eet is pleasure for which I have long
weesh,” said José. “ So long you leeve
so close an’ not come before; I'm ver’
beezy mans, or I come see you. De boy-
ees say vou been wiz boat to-day—I hope
vou have enjoy?”

It was very pleasant,” I said. “ You
must tell me more about your work. But
it is warm—shall we sit on the bench out-
side?”

He acquiesced readily. Here the dusk
was warmly beautiful. Looking out at
sea from between the pines the eve of the
lighthouse on Point Sur winked white and
red across the miles between.

“ Eet is not so much—dees 1i’l’ busi-
ness I have made,” José observed most
modestly.

“ But there are several questions I
could ask. For instance, suppose,” I
said, hesitating just a little bit, * sup-
pose a lamp should be lighted in the
window of your cannery on the Point—
as it is lighted now. You know the
great Sur Light cannot be seen from the
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road along the coast, but only from
this Point—or from a little distance out
at sea. Suppose also that a fire should
be kindled in the old mine tunnel in
Mal Paso Gorge, not to be seen from
the ocean except at a certain point.
Then, the place on the sea where all
three lights could be seen at once would
be a very, very little place—not so very
much larger than the room behind us
there.

*“And suppose that place where all
three lights could be seen was just over
Kelpie Reef where you catch abalones?
If something should be lost overboard
from a little boat just in that place—in
that one place and in no other, it would
be easy to find it again — very easy,
would it not, José?> Even one of your
abalone boats could find it—if your men
knew just where that thing was lost. It
would be still easier if there were many
things — for instance, smuggled goods
enclosed in air-tight copper shells?”

I do not know just what Valero
thought of that; at the time ¥ did not
particularly care. There was a con-
siderable space of silence before he
spoke, but as he lit a cigarette, the
match-flame glowing brightly in the
dark, I could see that it was trembling
in his fingers.

“T t'ink, my frien’,” said he finally,
“it is one t'ing or anodder—you know
too much, or mebbe not enough.” T felt
that he surveyed me furtively. “If I
t'ink, my frien’, you have learn too
much—so much so you mus’ tell some
odder one of the men who look an’ look
an’ never see—I jus’ call once a li'l’ call
to my bov-ees—an’ to-morrow the fishes
have great fiesta in the sea. But there
is plenty time—you would not know so
much if—"

“You mean Fong Chee?” I inter-
rupted casually. ‘ Are you his man, or
is he your man, Valero? But let me tell
you straight, I am not a revenue man,
and Fong Chee is my friend—it was I
who built the fire in Mal Paso just the
other night. I did that much in the















HEART TO HEART TALKS.

Cohen (who, by the way, is my next town
neighbor), and of the other good writers that
contribute to you I cannot say too much, for
they are all good.

RoBERT KELTON,

Onconta, Alabama. Probate Clerk.

“BREATH OF THE DRAGON"’ FINE

To THE EDITOR: N

I have just finished reading “ Breath of the
Dragon,” and think it just fine. Why so many
kick about some of the stories you print I can't
see. You can't please evervbody. As for my-
self, I like them all, more or less. Isn't Mr.
Spears going to write any more about Janie
Frete? Am anxiously waiting for the sequel to
“The Green Sachem,” and what has become of
J. U. Giesy and Achmed Abdullah? They are
two more of my favorites. :

I like all your writers, more or less. Haven't
a kick coming. Some time ago you printed a
letter of mine in Heart to Heart Talks, and I
have received nineteen letters in answer so far
from every part of the globe. You sure have
some circulation.

ApeErLE CRAWTHORN.
Room 305, Vendome Building,
Nashville, Tennessee.

“FOUR WAYS FROM THE ACE”

To THE EDITOR:

Like many other men of the service, I am
afflicted with the reading microbe, which reaches
its highest development here on the Border. I
have just finished “ Too Much Efficiency,” and
it was, to use a term, ‘there four ways from
the ace.” Being an instructor in mess manage-
ment, et cetera, and having just finished a series
of twenty lectures on_kindred subjects, I can
fully appreciate the story. Mr. Rath had mec
going for the first four parts. but the fifth and
climax were, to say the least, a complete sur-
prise, although a rather pleasant one.

Since most of your correspondents state their
choice in stories, I may as well add my bit. Mr.
Rath has written some of your best and most
interesting stories. I saw a production of ‘‘ One-
Cylinder Sam ™ (photoplay), and it is from this
kind of material that films with the *“punch”
are made. Edgar Rice Burroughs is very easily
equal to any in his stories of Tarzan; although
purely fictional, they are still interesting.

You have a strong staff of writers, and many
are the idle moments pleasantly passed with the
ALL-STORY WEEKLY here where we are a long
way from dear old New York, and so far from
the greatest city in all the world, San Francisco,
that it seems only a memory.

Geo. H. Pryor.
Douglas, Arizona.
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LEVEE CAMP LIFE

To THE EbITOR:

I am a reader of the Arr-Story, and thought
I would write to you asking why you never
print any stories about levee camp life. I have
often longed to sce an outlining of the road-
grader’s life, as I myself am a full-fledged tent-
dweller.

You have stories of life in the cities and on
the farms, of factories and rivers (which are
mostly all good), but I have never seen one of
men who build roads for the country.

When a person is traveling over a public high-
way, he may remark about the good road, but
he knows nothing whatever about what it has
taken to put that good road where it is.

I often hear people talking of camping (pleas-
ure camping), but they fool themselves—they
don't know what real camping is. With some
people it is a life loved as a sailor loves the sea
and as a cowpuncher loves the plain or as a
hunter loves the woods—it is life, and I am of
that kind. I don't go into half a dozen houses
in a year. My life has been spent in tents since
I was eleven years old, and I suppose it will
always be so.

I must close, or else this will be a story of
levee camp life.

Hoping to hear something of the life I love,

Scola, Mississippi. Rex B. WiEson.

CUT A MEAL—NOT ALL-STORY

To THE EDITOR:

I found the slip in my last number of Arr-
Story WEEKLY advising my year's subscription
expired on the oth inst.

I canvassed the situation very thoroughly, and
concluded I would have to let go of some of my
reading matter owing to the cost of high living
and the difficulty in securing business; and while
I could drop some of the other magazines I
have been taking with perfect equanimity, found
I would rather go without one mcal a day than
be without your very entertaining weekly.

I therefore enclose my check for four dollars,
and hope to receive the ALL-STory next week,
as usual.

All the stories are good, but the ones written
by your male authors are preferable to my way
of thinking, owing to the thrill and excitement
that can only come from a masculine mind.

Yours very truly,

Auburn, GEORGE H. MACOMBER.

New York.

ANOTHER MEANS ENTHUSIAST

To THE EDITOR:

I am a newcomer in the ranks of the Arr-
S10ory army, and have but one regret to state
























