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WHEN BEARCAT WENT DRY.

stormed Webb with weakening assurance.
“ Halt! I'm givin’ ye fair warnin’. Hit’s
self defense if ye crowds me.”

Stacy spoke again, standing once more
motionless.

“Ye couldn't shoot thet pistol at me ef
I walked in on ye with my hands over my
head. My time hain't come yit ter die,
because ther’s things I was born ter do—
an’ God Almighty aims ter hev me live till
I've done ’em. He don’t aim ter hev me
hurt by no coward like you, I reckon.

“Ye couldn’t shoot any man noways
whilst his eyes was lookin’ at ye full. Ye
has need ter lay hid in ther la’rel afore ye
kin pull yore trigger-finger. I dares ye to
shoot!”

The white-bearded miller stood motion-
less, too, measuring all the chances. For a
moment he wondered whether it would be
possible to strike up the armed hand with
his long staff, but he wisely repressed the
impulse. This, after all, was a new sort of
combat: a cuel of wills rather than of
weapons. He knew that Bearcat Stacy was
unarmed, because he had so recently seen
the sweat-drenched shirt clinging close to
the arched chest.

Rattler Webb's hand no longer trembled
with the uncertainty of tipsiness. His eyes
were no longer obfuscated and muddled
with whisky fumes. He had reverted to
the feral instincts of desperation., and was
suddenly sobered. He gripped his out-
thrust pistol in both hands for greater
surety and stood half-crouched with knees
bent under him, ready to spring or brace
himself against attack. His eyes, gleaming
with blood-passion, traveled shiftily so that
he could keep watch on both his possible
adversarices.

I'or a moment more the tableau held in
silence. Both the miller and the boy could
hear the labored, almost gasping breath of
the man with the pistol and both knew that
the mean temper oi his heart’s metal was
weakening.

Then when a squirrel barked from the
timber Rattler Webb started violently, and
above the ctubble of dirty beard sweat-
drops began to ooze on his face.

Why didn’t Bearcat Stacy say some-
thing. Why didn't somebody mover If he
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fired now he must kill both men or leave a
witness to blab deadly information close on
the heels of his flight! In his heart welled
a rising tide of panic.

Turner knew by instinct that every mo-
ment he could hold Rattler there with his
pistol leveled was for the desperado a
moment of weakening resolve and nerve-
breaking suspense. But he also knew
another thing. When the strain of that wait-
ing snapped Rattler would either run or
shoot. Mountain annals hold more in-
stances of thz latter than the former result.
That was the chance to be taken.

Webb carried a notched gun. He had
forced many fights in his day, but in all of
them there had been the swift tonic of
action and little time to think. Now he
dared not lower his weapon in surrender,
and he was zfraid to fire. He felt that his
lips were growing dry and thickening. He
thrust out his tongue to lick them, and its
red tip gave to his ugly features a strange
grotesqueness.

Under the brown of wind and sun and
the red of iiquor-flush his face paled per-
ceptibly. Then it grew greenish-yellow
with a sick clamminess of dread.

At last, with a discernible quaver in his
voice, he broke the unendurable silence, and
his words came brokenly and disjointed:

“1 didn’t aim ter force no quarrel on ye.
Bearcat. Ef ye plum compels me ter do
hit, I've goi ter kill ye, but I hain’t a
hankerin’ ncne fer ther task.”

“ Thet's a lie, too. Ye come hyar a
seekin’ of evidence because ve're harborin’
a grudge erginst me an' ve dastn’t satisfy
hit no other way.”

There was a pause, then Webb said slow-
ly and with a half-heartedness from which
all the effrontery had ebbed:

“1 ’lows ter go on erbout my business
now, but if either one of ye moves from
whar ye’re standin’ twell I'm outen gunshot-
range I aims ter kill ye both.™

Shifting his revolver to his right hand
and feeling behind him with his left, bhe
began backing away, still covering his re-
treat and edging a step at a time toward
the corner of the shack, but at the secand
step, with a swiftness which vindicated his
name, the Bearcat sprang.




































WHEN BEARCAT WENT DRY.

well-kept tennis-court. and that line was a
State boundary'.

Hither flocked retfugees from the justice
of two States, and if a suddenly materializ-
ing sheriff confronted his quarry in the
room where each day and each night fore-
cathered the wildest spirits of a wild land,
the hounded culprit had only to cross that
white line and stand upon his lawful de-
mand for extradition papers. Here, there-
fore, the hunted foxes of the law ran to
ground. The man who presided as pro-
prietor was a power to be feared, admired,
hated as individual circumstance dictated,
but in any case one whose wrath was not
to be advisedly stirred. '

He had ifound it possible to bhecome
wealthy in a land where such achievement
involves battening on poverty. Cruel—
suave, predatory—charitable, he had taken
life by his own hand and that of the hire-
ling, but also he had. in famine times, suc-
cored the poor.

He had. in short, awed local courts and
intimidated juries of the vicinage until he
seemed beyond the law and until ofnce-
holders wore his collar.

Kinnard Towers was doridly blond of
coloring. mild of eve and urbanely soft-
spoken of voice.

Once, almost two decades ago. while the
feud was still eruptive, it had seemed ad-
visable to him to have Lone Stacy done to
death and to that end he had barzained
with Black Tom Carmichael.

Black Tom had been provided with a
double-barreled gun, ioaded with buckshot
and placed in a thicket which, at the an-
pointed hour. the iniended victim must
pass.  But it had chanced that fate inter-
vened. On that day Lone Stacv had carried
in his arms his baby son, Turner 3tacy,
and, seeing the child. Black Tom had
faltered.

Later in the seclusion of a room over the
quarter-house the emplover had wrathfully
taken his churl to task.

“Waal, why didn’t ye git him?™ was the
truculent interrogation. ** He passed by
close enough fer ye ter hit him with a rock.”

 He was totin’ his baby,” apologized
the designated assassin shametacedly. vet
with a sullen obstinacy. I was only hired
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ter kill a growed-up man. Lf ve'd a give
me a rifle-gun like I asked ye ’stid of a
scatter-gun I could’ve got him through his
damned head an’ not harmed ther chi'd
none. Thet's why I held my hand.”

Kinnard Towers had scornfully ques-
tioned: -~ What makes ye so tormentin’
mincy erbout ther kid? Don't ye know
full well thet when he grows up we'll hev
ter git him, too? Howsoever, next time I'll
give ve a rifle-gun.”

Like all unlettered folk, the mountaineer
is deeply suspicious and prone to believe in
portents and wonders. Often, though hLe
can never be brought to confess it, he gives
credence to tales of sorcery and witchcraft.

Turner Stacy was from his birth a “ sur-
vig'rous ”’ child, and he was horn on the day
of the eclipse. As he came into the world
the sun was darkened. Immediately after
that a sudden tempest broke which tore the
forests to tatters, swelled quiet brooks to
swirling torrents, unroofed houses and took
its toll of human life. Even in after vears,
when men spoke of “ big storm” they
always alluded to that one.

An old crone who was accounted able to
read fortunes and work charms announced
that Turner Stacy came into life on the
wings of that storm and that the sun dark-
ened its face because his birth savored of
the supernatural. This being so, she said,
he was immune from any harm of man’s
devising. Her absurd story was told and
retold around many a smoky cabin hearth,
and there were those who helieved it.

Later, Black Tom was given a rifle and
again stationed in ambush. gain Lone
Stacy, favored by chance. carried his baby
son in his arms. Black Tom, whose con-
science had never before impeded his
action, continued to gaze over his gun-
sights, without pressing the trigger.

Towers was furious, but Carmichael
could only shake his head in a frightened
bewilderment as if he had seen a ghost.

* Ther hrat looked at me jest as 1 was
about to fire,” he protested. ** His eyes
didn’t look like a human bein’s. He hain’t
no baby—he was born a man. or somethin’
more then a man.”

As affairs developed. the truce was ar-
ranged soon afterward, and also the marked
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which Kinnard Towers did not fail to
mark.

“When ther railroad taps us,” inter-
polated Lone Stacy, in a pause, “ mebbe we
kin manage ter live. Some says ther road
aims ter cross Cedar Mlounting.”

“ Don’t deceive yourself with false
hopes,” warned the visitor. “ This change
must be brought about from inside—not
outside. The coming of the railroad lies
a decade or two away. I've investigated
that question pretty thoroughly and I
know. The corn-fields are so large that
railroads can still, for a long time to come,
choose the less expensive routes. Cedar
Mountain balks them for the present. It
will probably balk them for the length of
our lives—but this country can progress
without waiting for that.”

* So ye thinks thet even without no
railroad this God-forsaken land kin pros-
per,” inquired the host skeptically, and the
visitor answered promptly:

*“Ido. I am so convinced of it that I'm
here to buy property—to invest all I have
and all my mother and sisters have. I
think by introducing the methods of in-
tensive farming, I can make it pay a
moderate return in my own time — and
when I die I'll leave property that will make
the younger generations rich. I don’t
think it can make me rich in my lifetime—
but some day it’s a certainty of millions.”

“Why don’t ve buy yoreself property
whar ther railroad will come in yore own
day, then? Wouldn't thet pay ye better?”

The suggestion was the first contribution
to the conversation that had come from
Kinnard Towers, and it was proffered in a
voice almost urbane of tone.

Henderson turned toward him.

“ That'’s a straight cuestion and I'll an-
swer it straight. To buy as much prop-
erty as I want along a possible railway line
would cost too much money.
bling, not on the present, but on the future.
I come here because I know the railroad
is not coming, and for that reason prices
will be moderate.”

As he made this explanation the new-
comer was watching the face of his ques-
tioner almost eagerly. What he read there
might spell the success or failure of his

I'm gam-
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plans. Any enterprise across which Kin-
nard Towers stamped the word * pro-
hibited ” was an enterprise doomed to great
vicissitude in a land where his word was
often above the law.

But the blond and florid man granted him
the satisfaction of no reply. He gazed
pensively at the logs crackling on the hearth
and his features were as inscrutably blank
as those of the sphinx.

After a moment Towers did speak, but
it was to his host and on another topic.

“Lone,” he said, “thet firewood of
yourn’s right green an’ snappy, hain’t hit?
Hit pops like ther Fo'th of July.”

Brother Fulkerson spoke reflectively:
“ We needs two more things then we've got
in these hills—an’ one thing less then we’ve
got. We wants roads an’ schools—and the
end of makin’ white licker.”

Henderson saw Blossom slip from the
bed and flit shadowlike through the door,
and a few moments later he missed, too,
the eagerly attentive presence of the boy.
Blossom had escaped from the reek of to-
bacco smoke inside, to the soft cadences
of the night-song and the silver wash of
the moonlight.

Turner Stacy found her sitting, with her
face between her palms, under a great oak
that leaned out across the trickle of the
creek, and when he spoke her name, she
raised eyes, glistening with tears.

** Blossom,” he began in a contrite voice,
“ye’re mad at me, ain’t ye? Ye've done
heered about—about last night.”” Then he
added with moody self-accusation, *“ God
knows I don’t blame ye none!”

She turned her head away and did not
at once answer. Suddenly her throat
choked and she broke into sobs that shook
her with their violence. The young man
stood rigid, his face drawn with self-hatred,
and at last she looked up at him.

“ Somehow, Turner,” she said unstead-
ily, “hit wouldn’t of been jest ther same
ef hit had been any other time. Yestiddy—
up thar on ther ridge—ye promised me thet
ye'd be heedful with licker.”

“TI knows I did,” he declared bitterly.
“Ye've got a right ter plumb hate me.”

“If I'd ’a’ hated ye,” she reminded him
simply, “ I wouldn’t sca’cely have watched
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department-store in this burg, after he took
a plea of guilty to grand larceny in the sec-
ond. only a week before this blow-off with
the Poole woman,” jeered Smut. “ And all
on account of Mike comin’ to his rescue,
the same as he’s allus tryin’ to take care of
all his friends,” he pointedly returned. * If
his friends took as good care of himn—"

They were too near the hallway of the
Catskill Arms for Smut to jeopardize his
own reputation for reticence by further au-
dible remarks.

As a matter of fact. he had said more to
Ward in the last ten minutes than he had
in the last ten months, since Ward had
¢ come back from the hoosegow.” That
sudden loquacity, as well as his pallor, and
the intent, burning gaze Smut O’Malley
cast around the ornate foyer of the Catskill
Arms, the instant the twain came into the
hall. attested the nature of the deadly
dilemma into which they had all fallen.

For the chief was the keystone of the
arch.

Once allow that keystone to be dislodged
or even loosened, and down would come the
whole bridge which had thus far carried
Ward safely over the charge of murder and
released him after a convictiof for man-
slaughter from serving the entire sentence
ol twenty vears at hard labor, which had
been imposed on his conviction.

The fover was empty.

The night custodian of the phone and
elevator was up above, somewhere, as the
absence of the clevator attested.

smut ()’Malley hesitated not at all.

He turned to the stairs.

Cozy Corner Mike's apartment was on
the seventh floor.

Ward was at the other's heels.

If any apartment door above them
opened and the clevator descended, Ward
determined to abandon the stairs and inter-
cept the car at one of the intervening lower
landings, lest Judge Watson elude him,
even then. .

As the stairs paralleled the elevator shaft
thiz was a simple thing to achieve, once
they heard the machinery started.

They crept upward, tiptoing. The ab-
sence of the hallman made their errand
much simpler than it might have been had
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the custodian been at the desk on their en-
trance. As it was somewhat after mid-
night he was up aloft somewhere.

The halls likewise were both deserted
and partially darkened.

This, too, made their errand more nefa-
riously certain than it otherwise could have
been. Ior His Honor Archibald Watson
was also somewhere in the Catskill Arms,
of that both men were sure. Both had seen
him enter it, both had seen Cozy Corner
Mike signal the arrival of the judge’s per-
son in the apartment itself. The judge had
not come out. \Ward had watched and was
certain of it. Even Ike Black had corrob-
orated the circumstance.

Therefore he was within. And, if with-
in, undoubtedly upon his person was the
same deposition which Tommy the Turk
had told Smut O’Malley that Judge Watson
had obtained that afternoon from a woman
of the slums—just prior to her demise.

They padded noiselessly around the cor-
ner of the elevator on the seventh floor.
The elevator was there, the door open.
Farther down the corridor stood the col-
ored boy who was holding up before their
startled chief himself a silk hat, into which
he was peering with perplexed eyes.

CHAPTER VIIL
PROTEUS REVEALS IIIMSELF.

IS HONOR ARCHIBALD WATSON
sat somewhat weakly in a chair at
the desk in his chambers. Perched

on the opposite side of the desk, with his
feet dangling insolently down, regardless
of his proximity to the man looking across
at him with dazed eyes that scarcély com-
prehended how he came to be there, was a
figure in a gray raincoat, a flat-brimmed
fedora hat, with its front cdge turned
sharply down over the bridge of his nose,
and a pair of furtive eyes gleaming above
a thin-lipped, cynical mouth, from which
depended a smoldering cigarette.

“ What's the matter, judge?” flippantly
demanded the other man. “ You don’t look
as if you understood me. And your face is
all daubed up-—wait a minute!”

He reached forward, wiping the other's




































































































































by Carolyn Wells

Author of ' The Curved Blades,”’ etc.

CHAPTER XVII.
ALAN FORD.

OYCE went up to Natalie’s room and

found the girl sitting up in bed trying

to eat some of the dainty breakfast a

maid had just brought her. .\ cap of lace

and tiny rosebuds confined the gold hair,

and a breakfast jacket of ;iale blue brocade
was round her shoulders.

= Jovce.” she said. staring at her with
big blue cyes,  where did those jewels
come from?”

1 don’t know, Natalic. It's the most
mysterious thing 1 ever heard of. But
listen, dear. I've something to tell vou.
Barry has confessed—-"

* What!” Natalie almost shrieked
word. * What do you mean?”

 Just what I say. Barry has confessed
that he killed his father. You suspected
him all the time, didn’t you?"

* Did you?”

= Oh, T couldn’t - and yet who else could
it have heen? 1 did think of Barry at first,
and then 1 decided it couldn’t be.”

* And then you suspected me?”

* Oh, Natalic. how can 1 say> 1didand
1 didn't. [ had no notion which way te
turn.  But now, even though he says so. 1
can’t helieve it was Barry.”

* Barry!  Of course it wasn't Barry!”

* But he confessed, Natalie.™

~ Of course he confessed.  He couldn't
help it!™ s she spoke, Natalie was get-
ting out of Led, and seating hersel{ at her
dressing-table, began to do up her hair. = If
vou don't mind going, Joyce, I want to
dress.  Run along now, I'll he down soon.™

the

*“ What are you going to do?” Joyce
looked at the girl uncertainly, for she was
brushing her hair with unwonted vigor.
Her eyes were tear-filled, but her face
showed a brave, determined expression, and
she hurried her toilet as if important mat-
ters impended.

* Go now. Joyce,” and rising, Natalie
pushed her gently toward the door.

Some minutes later, Natalic came down-
stairs in a trim out-of-door costume. Her
smart little hat was veiled, and she had a
motor coat uvver her arm.

* May I take the little coupé, Jovce,
and drive it myself>”

“ Why. yes, of course.
going?”’

* I'irst, to see Mr. Roberts. And if I'm
not home for some hours, don't be alarmed.
I may go to—well, I may take a long drive.
But I'll be back to dinner.”

In a moment Joyce saw the little electric
coupé whirling down the drive.

Straight to police headquarters Natalie
went, and found Bobsy Roberts.

“ Barry Stannard didn’t kill his father,”
she said, without preamble. * You had no
right to arrest him.”

*“ But he confessed the crime. Miss Ver-
non."”’

“Don't you know why he did that?”
The lovely eves fell before Bobsy's sur-
prised glance.

* No, why? If he is not the ¢riminal?”

* Of course he isn't. He said all that to
—to save me.”

Bobsy looked sharply at her. = Is that
so? And how am I to know that you're
not telling me this to save him?"

Where are you

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for September 8.
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“You can’t know! That’s just it. You
bave not wit enough to know what is the
truth and what isn't.”

“Thank you for the implied compli-
ment.” :

““Don’t be sarcastic. This isn’t the time
for it. Dlease help me, Mr. Roberts.”

It would have been a far less impres-
sionable man than the detective who could
have refused the pleading glance of those
pansy-blue eyes.

“ How can 1 help you, Miss Vernon?”

*“This way. Tell me of some detective,
some really great one, who can unravel this
tangle. I didn’t kill Mr. Stannard. Barry
didn’t, either. But he says he did to save
me. Now, I want some one who can find
the real criminal and so clear both Barry
and myself.”

“ And you expect me to recommend
somehody?”

* Oh, I do, Mr. Roberts, T do. I know
you're big enough and honest enough to
admit that you are at the end of your rope,
and if vou know of any one—I don't care
how much he costs, I must have him—I
nest!  Tell me, won't you?”

* Yes, I'll tell vou, because I can’t refuse
vou, hut also because I know he will only
verily our conclusions. You must know,
Miss Vernon, we've had our cye on young
Stannard all the time.”

* Oh, I thought you were sure the crim-
inal must be Mrs. Stannard or myself.”

“We did think that at first—yvou see,
we have to think what the evidence shows.”

“Well, never mind that now. Who is
this man you have in mind?”

“ Alan Ford. He's not one of the story-
book wizards, but he’s a big light in the
detective field, and he can find out if any
one can.”

“ Where is he?”

Bobsy gave her the New York address of
the detective and Natalie rose to go. Then,
acting on a sudden impulse, “ Come with
me,” she said.

“To New York?"” cried the amazed
Bobsy.
“Yes. It's only a couple of hours’ run,

and I don’t want to go alone.”
“Why, I'm glad to go, if I can arrange
it.”
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“ Do arrange it. I want you so much.”

Now, when a little flower-faced girl looks
pleadingly out of heavenly-colored eyes,
and her red mouth quivers with fear of
being refused, few men have the power to
say no. Anyway, Bobsy hadn’t, and he
managed to ‘“ arrange” it, and in a few
moments they were on their way.

1 thought you'd want to sec Stannard,”
he said.

“ No, I'd rather not, until I see if I can
get the great Mr. Ford.”

The little car ate up the miles, and socn
they were in the crowded streets of the city.

Alan Ford was in his ofiice, and received
them with his characteristic quiet dignity.

The tall, big man looked taller than ever
as he stood Dbeside the petite model, his gray
eves looking down into her eager blue ones.

“What can I do for you?” he asked
Kindly, and smiled at her because he
couldn’t help it. The winsome face made
everybody smile from sheer gladness of
looking at it.

“ Can you' take a case, Mr. Ford? An
important murder case?”

** The Stannard case?"

X3 X‘.CS.”

. T'd like to say yes, but I am just start-
ing on a Western trip, and 1 shall e gone
at least a month.”

Great crystal tears formed in Natalie's
eyes and one rolled down her cheek. She
couldn’t possibly help this, the tear-drops
were beyond her control. But they stood
her in good stead, for Alan Ford couldn’t
bear to see a woman cry. It unnerved him
as no danger or terror could do.

“Don't, please,” he said impulsively.

“But I'm so disappointed! You see
Barry Stannard has confessed—"

“What! Young Stannard confessed!
Then what do you want of me?”

‘ Because Barry didn’t do it.
fessed to save me.”

“ And did you do it?” The question was
in the tone of a casual every-day inquiry,
but few people would have replied anything
but the truth with Alan Ford's gaze upon
them.

“ No, I didn’t. You must come up there
and find out who did do it. Oh, can’t you
manage somehow?”

He con-
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Danton searched out the haze and the
safety of the clouds as he followed the trac-
tor. He was flying high enough to be in
perfect safety. He had. he knew, the fast-
est bird in the air that morning. He wanted
one glimpse of the Avenger. He wanted to
be above it when it attacked the tractor.
The rest would be his famous nose-dive,
from which no lower plane should escape.

True, the other might have a trick or two
up his sleeve. The other might = flip 7 in
time, and bring up sitting on the pup’s tail.
One had done this to Connell. perhaps. 1t
was a mancuver the little British flver had
always feared.

Dxanton’s plane burst through the last of
a clammy haze, to emerge out into the
white sunlight. He blinked his eyes, then
peered ahead over the sights of the Lewis
cun, and through the blades of the swish-
ing propeller.  He saw a silver flake high
in the sky. It was rising in a vast spiral,
like a birch-leaf caught in a lifting eddy
of wind. 1t vas a battle-plane—a one-man
killer, and it was of a new construction
that Danton Lad never seen hefore.

* The Avenger!” he exclaimed.
that, or one like that.”

He climbed to a higher cloud. He clove
through Muff and vapor. Iach bank struck
against his covered face as a cold, clammy
hand. His speed, as he rose. was as some
mote rising toward the sun.

The Avenger had not noticed him. It was
intent upon rising above the fast-flying
tractor. Daggert and Delaneyv had sense
its purpose and were striving to hold their
own.,

The pup reached eighteen thousand fect
before Danton was satisfied that he held
the altitude-sage over the German.  Clouds
had favored him in gaining this position.
He had no fear. The tractor. huwever, was
in great danger. ‘The fast-rising German
knew this type, and could attack it in its
most vulnerable spot.  That would be from
above or directlv helow.

Broadside on, or directly abead or astern,
was the tractor’s favorite fighting position.
It carried a heavier gun than the Lewis.
It could spray grapeshot or light shrapnel
from all sides.

The Avenger poised with hanked wings

Tt
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as the upper position was obtained. Dag-
gert and Delaney were plainly nervous.
Danton knew this by the manner of their
flving. They had swerved from a straight
course, and had lost speed by so doing.
Thev had not followed Danton’s orders in
keeping the attacking plane fully extended.

The movement was all but fatal. The
Avenger, fer such Danton now knew it to
he, had ceased climbing, and was beginning
to drop.

It was then that Danton tilted his pup
for a long glide that pointed helow the trac-
tor. He reasoned that the (German ma-
chine would be in a certain spot at the mo-
ment he reached the same position.

He saw, then, that the Avenger had rec-
ognized the menace that had glided from
out of the clouds. The tractor drove on,
like a sluggish crane, while the Avenger
and Danton’s pup converged toward each
other. with Danton holding the better po-
sition.

Thev had three miles of limpid air to fall
in, and they were both falling in the long
nose-glide, as divers cleaving for one object
at the bottom of the sea.

The German flier glanced upward with

cool calculation. The two descending
planes were plumbing the converging

lines of an acute angle whose hasc was the
sky and whose apex was the carth. Danton
had leaned forward and placed a drum of
fifty shells upon his Lewis gun. Other
drums, with their ammunition in two
layers, like strawberrics in a cake, were
ready for instant use.

Danton’s lips closed. ‘The Berserker
rage at the carelessness of the tractor-plane
had given place to a steelv coolness. He
felt the cut of the wind as it struck over

the edge of his forward guard. He was
dropping all of two hundred miles a
minute. It was but a second after he

placed the drum upon the rapid-firer, that
he heard, above the roar of his exhaust.
the answering exhaust of the other plane.
He was over it then. and both were falling
toward the earth.

He sighted along the air cooled barrel
of the Lewis, and touched the trigger. Gas
from the discharge struck back at his ex:
posed forehead. His goggles fogged. He
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leather helmet lifted from a head of golden
hair, as a queen might lift a crown. He
all but lost control as a girl leaned over
the marcelle and locked a pair of wide blue
eves into his own with a power he could
not resist.

He lowered the automatic inch by inch,
then let it drop within his lap. A red tlush
mounted his wind-dried cheeks. His hand
trembled as he steadied the rushing pup.

The rush of blood died down slowly. He
was unnerved for the first time in his life.
There was danger now in flying at the
speed the two planes were moving. He had
passed Belfort, he knew. He could not
circle and hold the other plane in the
position he wanted it. The girl was still
bent on escape.

He closed the gap between them,
signaled for her to keep to the south. Her
face was hidden beneath the marcelle. The
golden streamer of her hair seemed to
strike back from the center of the pro-
peller. I-air as she was, Danton realized
that she was far too dangerous a flyer to
allow to escape. She had accounted for
seventeen or more Inglish bird-men. She
it was who had brought down little Connell.

Danton showed by the steady pressure
he exerted toward the south that he wanted
her to plane down and into French terri-

and

tory. He wanted the honor of taking her
prisoner. It would he no more than his
duc.

She understood this maneuver. Her eves
lifted from a survey of the land below, and
tuined toward Danton. He nodded as she
dipped with the Mercedes. He followed
her plane, holding it in such a manner that
it was always under the muzzle of the
Lewis machine-gun. There was no escape
for her, he thought. She was as much a
prisoner as if they had been upon English
soil, and he was following her to the de-
tention camp.

Her descent was a long, swift glide. He
circled as she landed upon an open space
between rows of poplars. It was danger-
ous, extreme, but he followed her, further
down the aisle. His plane bumped the
ground, rose, then settled and came to a
rocking halt. He sprang cut, drew his au-
tomatic, and ran back through the grass.
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The Mercedes had broken a wheel and
a wing-strut in alighting. Its engine gave
forth an oily vapor as it cooled. The girl
stood waiting for him. Her hair had been
rapidly tied into a hempen knot. Her fig-
ure seemed heavy in the Jeathern costume
she wore. She towered over Danton, as he
came to her side and bowed, az some Min-
erva or statue to Diana.

* You surrender?” he said, half in ques-
tion, half in command.

The girl's eyes were proud and disdain-
ful. The oil that had spattered her features
in landing, drove all thought of romance
from Danton’s intentions. She looked the
part she had plaved.

Danton repeated his request. His hand
dropped to the butt of his automatic. He
did not draw it, however. The girl had
turned, slightly, and thrown bhack her head.
She searched the surrounding country with
a tiny glint of amuserent in her blue eyes.
Her hand raised to her hair and pressed a
coil back from her forehead. She shielded
her eves with the hollow of her palm, then
smiled as her lips parted over an even row
of perfect teeth.

It was Danton’s turn to be anxious:
There was an assurance in his captor’s pos-
ture that led him to belicve that she was
expecting help from some source. She
seemed to know the spot upon which they
had both landed. It was upon the shelf of
a highland, back of which rose the first
hills of the Alps. He heard a river and
falling of waters below and heyond the row
of poplars. He listened to the sounds that
stirred the still air, and caught the meas-
ured chime of some village bell. It was
high noon, he concluded. They seemed to
be far from strife, and the war’s grim in-
fluence.

The girl had found a tiny mirror while
he was searching. With this she had suc-
ceeded in removing mest of the oil and
grime from her cheeks. She turned, as she
replaced the mirror within her breast, and
regarded Danton with level-drawn brows.
He saw a light within the depths of her
eyes that was never of the bird-woman and
the Avenger. She had softened. _

“ Come,” she said, almost queenly. “I
want to show you where we are. I know
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the man names isn’t going to frighten him,
nor get that girl out of his clutches. What
I want to know is, are you ready to help
me fight the fellow? Block his game?”

*“How? What do ye want done?”

“ Give me a pledge first, and I'll tell
you.”

He took a long moment of silence to de-
cide, not yet wholly satisfied as to my
identity.

*“ Did ye say ye wus an army offercer?”

“Yes; a lieutenant; my name is Knox.”

“T never knowed yer.”

“ Probably not, but Joe Kirby does. I
was on the steamer Warrior coming down
when he robbed old Judge Beaucaire. That
was what got me mixed up in this affair,
Later I was in that skiff you fellows
rammed and sunk on the Illinois. I know
the whole dirty story, Kennedy, from the
very beginning. And now it is up to you
whether, or not, I tell it to Governor
Clark.”

“T reckon yer must be right,” he admit-
ted helplessly. * Only I quit cold the min-
ute I caught on ter whut wus up. I never
knowed she wa’'n’t no nigger till after we got
yere. Sures yer live that’s true. Only then
I didn't know whut else ter do, so I got
bilin’ drunk.”

“You are willing to work with me,
then?”

“Yer kin bet I am; I ain't no gurl
stealer.”

“Then listen, Kennedy. Jack Rale told
me exactly what their plans were, because
be needed me to help him. When you
jumped the reservation, he had to find some
one else, and picked me. The first thing he
did, however, was to get you drunk, so you
wouldn't interfere. That was part of their
game, and Kirby came into the saloon a
few minutes ago to see how it worked. He
stood there and laughed at you, lying
asleep. They mean to pull off the affair to-
mizht. Here's the story.”

I told it to him, exactly in the form it
had come to me, interrupted only in the re-
cital by an occasional profane ejaculation,
or some interjected question. The deputy
appeared sober enough before I had fin-
ished, and fully grasped the seriousness of
the situation.
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“ Now, that is the way it stacks up,” I
ended. “The girl is to be taken to this
fellow’s shack and compelled to marry
Kirby, whether she wants to or not. They
will have her where she cannot help herself
—away from any one to whom she could
appeal. Rale wouldn’t explain what means
were to be used to make her consent, and
I didn’t dare press him for fear he might
suspect me. They either intend threaten-
ing her, or else to actually resort to force—
likely both. No doubt they can rely on
this renegade preacher in either case.”

‘“ Jack didn’t name no name?”

“ No—why?”

“Only thar uster be a hum hangin’
round the river front in Saint Louee who
had preacher’s papers, en wore a long-tailed
coat. Thar wa'n’t no low-down game he
wouldn’t take a hand in fer a drink. His
name wus Gaskins; I had him up fer may-
hem wunst. I'll bet he’s the duck, fer he
hung round Jack’s place most o’ the time.
Whatcha want me ter do?”

“It has seemed to me, Tim,” I said
thoughtfully, * that the best action for us
to take will be to let them place the girl in
my hands, just as they have planned to do.
That will throw them entirely off their
guard. As things stand, I have no knowl-
edge where she is concealed, or where to
hunt for her; but it is evident she is in no
immediate danger. They don't dare to
force action here in this camp. Once we
succeed in getting her safely away, and re-
main unknown ourselves, there ought to be
very little trouble in straightcning out the
whole matter. My plan would be to either
ride around the camp in the night, and
then report the whole affair at headquarters
or else to strike out direct for Fort Arm-
strong across country. The Indians will all
be cleaned out north of here, and they know
me at Armstrong. Do you know any place
you can pick up a horse?”

“ Thar’s a slew ov ’em round yere,” he
admitted; ¢ these fellers are most all hoss-
soldiers. I reckon I could cinch sum sort 0’
critter. Yer want me along?”

“ Perhaps not, Tim. Your disappear-
ance might cause suspicion, and send them
after us. My plan is to get away as quietly.
as possible, and let them believe everything







































THE DEVIL’'S OWN.

Kennedy here, merely supposed he was do-
ing his duty, until he learned what Kirby
contemplated. Then he refused to have
any hand in it, and the two quarreled.
Shall I relate that part of the story?”

Her eyes softened, her lips almost smil-
ing.

“Yes,” she said.
tell me all.”

I described Tim’s part in the whole
tragedy swiftly, while he shifted awkward-
ly from one foot to the other, and occasion-
ally interjected some comment, or correc-
tion. He was not wholly at ease in the role
of hero, nor under the steadfast gaze of her
eyes. As I stopped speaking she held out
her hand frankly.

“Then I shall count you my friend
now,” she said simply, “and am so de-
lighted to understand everything. There
arc four of us here, counting the mulatto
girl, and we are in hiding not far from
Yellow Banks. You both think that Kirby
and Rale must be hunting us, already?”

“ Probably; they are very certain not
to be far away. I was planning our course
when I glanced up, and caught your eyes
watching me—"

“And I—I thought I saw a ghost,” she
interrupted. ** And then, when you actu-
ally spoke, I—I was so glad.”

Tim’s eyes fell upon the map lying out-
spread on the greund.

“ An’ whut did ye think wus best, cap?”
he inquired gravely. * ’Tain’t likely we got
all summer ter sit ’round yere an’ talk in.
I reckon we done rested ’bout long ’nough.
"Tain’t such a bad place, but my notion is
we ought ter be joggin’ ’long.”

*“ Mine also. - Come over here, both of
you, and I'll give you my idea. I figured
our chances in this way.” :

In a few words I explained my choice of
route, pointing it out on the map, and tell-
ing them brielly why I was afraid to seek
refuge cither at I‘ort Madison or FFort Arm-
strong, or, indeed, at any of the nearer
settlements. Lloise said nothing, her gaze
rising from the map to our faces as we de-
bated the question; for Tim spoke his
mind freely, his stubby forefinger tracing
the course I had indicated.

“Thar’s a trail south o’ yere thet leads

“1 am glad to know;
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ter a town called Ottaway: an’ thar’s an-
other trail north o’ yere—Injun, I reckon
—whut runs straight east. Whar we are is
plumb in atween the two ov ’em, but it looks
like it might be gud travelin’. Inyhow,
thar ain’t no rivers er nuthin’, so fer as I
see. What's this Ottaway, enyhow?”

“ There is a small scttlement there and
a blockhouse. DPossibly there are other set-
tlements between here and there not on the
map.”

“ How fer do yer make it frum this place
ter thar?”

‘ Well, here is probably the stream we
waded up last night, see. I should say we
must be about where I made this mark.
To Ottawa? I will make a guess that it is
a bit over a hundred miles, and from there
to Chicago, sixty or seventy more. Those
last would be over a good trail.”

“ An’ whar do yer reckon are them In-
juns—the hostile ones, this yere bunch o’
Black Hawks?”

“ Somewhere up Rock River or along the
Green valley. I'll point it out to you, see;
there is where Black Hawk had his village
and his hunters ranged all over this coun-
try, down as far as the Illinois. Of course,
I cannot tell where they are now, for that
depends on how far the soldiers have driven
them; but it would be my guess they will
be somewhere in here—between Prophet’s
Town and the Winnebago Swamp.”

“ Let’s see; thet ain't so dern fer away,
either. I reckon this yere course ye've just
picked out wouldn’t take us mor’n twenty
mile er so away. S’pose we'd run inter a
raidin’ party o’ them Injuns. I ain’t got
much hair, but I kin use whut I have got.”

**I am not sure, Tim, but I would even
prefer that to being overtaken by joe Kirby
and the gang he’ll probably have with
him,” I retorted, my gaze on the question-
ing face of the girl. ** However, there is
little chance of our encountering such a
party. The soldiers are all coming up from
the south, and are bound to force Black
Hawk’s warriors to the other bank of the
Rock. There will be nothing but barren
country east of here. What do you say,
Miss Eloise?”

Her eyes met mine bravely, without a
shadow of doubt in them.
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so heartlessly conceited. Eloise, listen.
You may have thought this was largely an
accident. It was not; it was a deliberately
planned, cold-blooded plot. I tell you that
Joe Kirby is of the devil’s own breed: he
is not human. Rene's father told him first
of the peculiar conditions at Beaucaire.”

“ Rene’s father! Does—does he still
live?”

“ No; but he did live for years after he
disappeared, supporting himself by gam-
bling on the lower river. At one time he
and Kirby were together. After he died
Kirby investigated his story in St. Louis
and found that it was true. Then he laid
this plot to gain control of everything, in-
cluding both of you girls—a plot surely
hatched in hell.”

“You know this to be true? How?”

“Partly, as I have said, from Kirby’s
own lips. In addition, Jack Rale added
what he knew—they are birds of a feather.”

“ But it seems so impossible, so like fic-
tion. How could the man hope to succeed
to consummate such a crime? Besides,
why should he desire us, Rene and I, whom
he had never seen?”

“It can only be explained when you
know the man. He had heard you de-
scribed as Dheautiful women: that was
enough for his type. He had convinced
himself that Rene was a slave—his slave,
once he had successively played his trick.
He knew you to be an heiress, with a sum
of money in your own right, which he could
only hope to touch through marriage. The
man dreamed of owning Beaucaire, of pos-
sessing all it contained. He was willing to
risk everything to carry out his hell-born
scheme, and to ruin every one who inter-
fered with him. I am teiling you all this,
Eloise, because it is now time you should
know. Will you not teli me just how it all
came to you?"

Her hands clung to me, as though she
dare not let o; her eves were filled with a
mingling of wenderment and pain.

“ Why, of course. We thought it best
not to go until after we could see the
lawyer. I could not believe my father had
neglected to set those two free—he—he
loved them both. Delia and Rene had
gone down to the Landing that night to
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see if he had returned. We were both of
us afraid to leave Rene alone, she was so
despondent, so unstrung. It was dark, and
I was all alone in the house. Then these
men came. They did not know me, and I
did not know them, but 1 was sure what
they came for. I was terribly frightened,
without an idea what to do, only I refused
to talk. All I could do was to pray that
the others might be warned and not return.
They searched the house and then left this
man Tim to guard me. He told me he was
a deputy sheriff from St. Louis, and—and
I encouraged him to explain all he knew
about the case. Then I made up my mind
what to do—I would pretend to be Rene
and let them carry me off instead of her.”

“ But did you not realize the danger to
yourself?”

“No, I suppose I didn't; or, rather, I
did not care. All I thought about was how
to save her. These were law officers; they
would take me to St. Louis before a court.
Then I could make myself known and
would be set free. They couldn’t do any-
thing else, could they? There was no law
by which I could be held; but—but don’t
you see—the delay might give Rene time
to escape. That was not wrong, was it?”

“Wrong! It was one of the bravest
things I ever heard of. And I know the
rest—your encounter with Kirby in the
library. I overheard all of that through the
open window, and how you learned from
him that certain legal papers would have to
be served on Eloise Beaucaire before any of
the slaves could be touched or removed
from the estate. That knowledge only
brought you new courage to play out your
part. But why did you trust me enough to
go with me? And, after trusting me so
fully, why did you refuse to tell me who
you really were?”

Her eyes fell before mine and her cheeks
were flushed.

* I—1I do not believe 1 can tell you that,
lieutenant. You—you see, 1 am not even
sure I know. At first, there in the library,
I was compelled to choose instantly between
you, and—and something infinitely worse.
I—1I supposed that man Kirby was dead;
that—that you had killed him to save me.
I—I looked into your face, and—and it






















































HEART TO HEART TALKS.

be pleased with a story that would remind them
of things that have happened to themselves.

Tsabel Ostrander, to my estimation, would be
the one to write such a stery, for she sure did
prove herself a writer of note when she produced
“ Between Heaven and Earth.”

With hopes of having my wish granted in the
ncar future, I wish to sead my regards to all em-
ployed to make the ever popular ALL-STORY
WEEKLY a success.

Yours truly,
* I'reezy.”

Rochester, New York.

THE TOP OF THE LADDER

To tre EpiTor:

I've just finished reading Edgar Franklin's won-
derful surprise, “ They Never Come Back.” That
was some story. I just can't say enough of its
gifted author. It is humorous, with just a touch
of pathos to make it interesting. * Lady Burna-
cle " was excellent also. By the way, are any of
his books in book form?

Jennie Haskell Rose is a writer worthy of
notice. “Ozer Toti's Daughter ” was a great
picce of fiction, but was surpassed by the scquel,
“ Gunhilda's Magic." Gunhilda is a woman that
will allow no obstacles to stand in her way.

“The Terrible Three ™ was a story written in a
new style, weird and fanciful. In a way I liked
it, because it does not require a sequel. It's an
“all's-well-that-ends-well ™ story.

“ Marked Mecen " was fair.

To end with I'll say that I don't like E. K.
Mecans, Zane Grey, or the Semi-Dual stories; but
cvery onc to his taste, I suppose.

All the storics and scrials are Ar, and I think
the Ari-Story WErEKLY has reached the top of
the ladder; further improvement seems impossible.

This is rather a long letter to sce in Heart to
Hecart Talks, but I just had to express my appre-
ciation of your fine storics.

J.D. B.

Denver, Colorado.

Notr:  “Opportunity,” by Edgar Franklin
(Art-Story WEEKLY. January 20 to I‘cbruary
10, 1017), is the only one that has bheen pub-
lished in book form. Tt has been brought out
by W. J. Watt & Co., New York City, under the
title “In and Out.”

THE IDEAL

To TiE EpITor:

In writing you this letter it is my sole purpose
to cxpress my appreciation for the ALL-STorY
WeekLy with which you are entertaining fiction
readers. I have read manv magazines, but, of
course, my ideal is the ALL-Story WEEKLY.

In your Heart to Heart Talks I find that there

175

are many who can't kecp from registering knocks,
but it is just a case in point to prove the old
assertion that human nature is never satishied.
Of course there are some few stories that 1 do not
carc for, but there are always good stories enough
in cach issue to make the magazine worth its
pricc many times over.

I get all my reading matter at news-stands, as
I am never in one place long encugh to subscribe
for anything regularly.

E. and J. Dorrance, Z. Grey, E. R. Durroughs,
and, in fact, ncarly all of them are finc.

T. W. HEDGER.
Ulm, Arkansas.

STRANGE FASCINATION OF MR. SHEN

To THE EDITOR:

I've just finished reading “ Mr. Shen of
Shensi,”” by H. Bedford-Joncs in the August 18
ALL-S1orY WEEKLY. This story possesses a

strange fascination. Don't vou think it nceds a
sequel?  Would like to know the fate of Miss
Alton, also if Mr. Shen passed over or was in-
ured against Ku-poison. If Mr. Bedford-Jones is
authentic in his Chinese love. can't vou persuade
him to give us somec knowledge of the magic
mysteries of the Chinese concerning the human
soul and the power to control it? My husband
is a lawyer, and would profit grcatly could he
possess the power to place opposing witnesses in
a position to reveal all they know. DBy all means
have Mr. Bedford-Jones continue this story, and
impart to your rcaders all his mysterious informa-
tion.

Hoping to hear from Mr. Jones soon again,

Mprs. Naxcy Cooyps.
San Francisco, California.

SOME GLOOM DESTROYER

To THE EDITOR:

Readers must have some grouch who write,
“I will forgive you for the space wasted by E. K.
Means,” and things like that

I have been a reader of your magazine for so
many yecars I can’t remember when I first started,
and while E. K. Mecans is not my favorite author,
still both my husband and myself always look for
his stories as soon as we get the hook. We both
like Fred Jackson, Edgar Franklin, and DPerley
Poore Shechan. In fact, we like them all, and
we both cnjoy a smile enough to appreciate E. K.
Means. Your Arr-Story WEEKLY could not do
better, and E. K. Means is surc some gloom-
destroyer. We will be glad to have you ** waste ”
a little more space on him. ‘

Mzes. H. WoLr.

Sacramento, California.












