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“And if she had laid a friendly hand on

his shoulder, underneath the white
blanket coat he wore, she would have

felt the muscles, stiff as steel.
But, she did not look at him, nor
lay-a hand on his shoulder. Instead

she kept her eyes straight ahead, and ~

s they walked slowly toward the hotél
she continued to'speak, seemingly as
much to herself as to him: '

‘“Perhaps I 'am not very clear.

Have you ever béen in a situation
where your money could not help you,
and your friends_and your influence
could not help you—where it became
necessary for you to rely solely upon
-yourself, your own strength of body,
and mind, and character to pull you
through? I have often wondered what
you would do in such a case—whether
‘you would be equal to the lone fight,
or -whether you would allow circum-
stances and the men behind them to
put you under. ,
" Miss Burton paused and stole a lit-
tle glance at the man by her side, and
“she caught at last the stiffening of the
jaw-muscles and the frowning of the
brows. ~ - .

As they walked on she had an un-
pleasant feeling that perhaps she’ had
sa
so)rgething, to~lighten the too-evident
tension, and looking up she found it.

- “See!” she ‘cried, turning to Hal-
lam suddenly, “there’s that woman

again—the one, who wears the beauti--

ful coat.
across the terrace
- The woman was tall and of splendid
figure. She wore a coat of fur, which
the day before had aroused Miss Bur-
ton’s admiration and her envy. i

Look at her! She’s coming
! '

It was a short fur of a peculiar sil-

very-brown color, “incredibly fine and
soft, and the nap seemed to lie passive-
ly, whichever way -it was stroked, so
that the entire coat was a blending -of
light and shade, beautifully rich.in its
self-toned coloring. -~ . -

“Isn’t it the-most exquisite thing
you ever saw?” she exclaimed as the
woman passed. “ZFweonld, pive almost

too much. She cast about for
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anything just to stroke it once and
anything to have-one like it. I never
?avy‘ such fur. I must find out what
t 1s.”

“I have found out,” Hallam spid,
shortly, - ‘

“When? How? What is it?”

“It is-the fur of the baby musk~
ox—the unborn calf. I inquired of a
furrier in the town this morning.”

“Then I can.gét it here? Oh, Rans-
ford!” she cried, “ I could almost love
you for that.” '

) “No,” he went on, “ you cannot get
it here. You can’t get it anywhere. It
1s not for sale. Sometimes—not every
year—a very few skins filter through
from the North. The killing of the
musk-oxen for their young is forbid-
den, and the authorities see to it that,
if- the skins are obtained, as they some-
times are by the Indian hunters, they
do not find their way into the market.
The furrier told me that this woman

Ave saw just now is a rather notorious

person, and that the trading-post fac-
tor who sent her the skins lost his place
on account of it.” \

“ Where, pray, do they keep these
musk-oxen, that they cannot be hunted
and killed?” = = ‘

“'The musk-oxen,” explained Hal-
lam, “live in the country beyond the
timber line, just under the arctic circle
and inside it, as far-as the coast of the
‘Arctic Ocean. ere is a tremendous
waste of barren ground up there,
where nothing grows but short grasses
and moss, on which the animals feed,
but they have been hunted so hard that,
like' the buffalo, there are only a few
of them left, and the Indians have to
go farther-and farther each year for
their quarry. The skins that do come
out are disposed of, generally in secret,
through the factérs who have confisca-
ted them from the hunters. . They are
the priceless furs of the world.”
_ As they reached the hotel Miss
Burton started to lead the way toward
the tka-room, but when she saw that
Hallam was not following she stopped-
and turned inquiringly. :


















TE














































































€« DAD ”

Dad was turning away from his
fleéting glance to scan the road ahead
for a lane or other opemng, when sud-
denfy he shifted his gaze in astonish-

- mert back toward the white-columned
portico. - !

The little wornan had- sprung to her
feet with the agility of a child and was
waving her knitting to him in frantic
suthmoris. -

He had traversed fully half the
length of the: cleared lawn’s space as
he siw the signal. Acting’ on light-
ting inistinct, he reined in his’ mourit,
wheeled him to one srde and put him
at the wall.

-The. roan, with a mighty effort,
- cleared the obstacle, came down heav-
ily on all fours on the springy turf of
thé lawn, and bounded toward the
house.

The little lacfy had run down the
steps and’ was Jumpn‘lg up and down
in wild excttemeént in the driveway.

“Tumble off, quick!” she ordered.
“Get into the hall there and shut the
door behind you. T’ll tie your horse
in that magnolia copse over yoridet.
It’s so thick-grown I guess they’d hunt
a week before suspxcnonmg a critter
was hid there.”

Dad rotled out of the saddle in
dazed obedience, staggered weakly up
the steps and into a broad hall that

bisected the house from front to rear. "

The dim coolness struck him like a
blew. He groped for a horsehair
sofa that he could just distinguish in
t¢ half-light, sank down on it, and

slid helplessly from its slippery seat to

the polished floor—in a dead faint.
Withint a2 minute he opened his eyes
and broke into a fit of strangled
coughing. A most horrible¢ odor had
gripped his sense of sméll. -
Above him knelt the little woman.
In one hand she held a bunch of
feathers torn from a duster; in the
other a still lighted match. A fume
of smoke from the feathers spoke elo-
quently of the odor’s origin.
“ Nothing like bummg a bunch of
feathers under a body’s; nose tp bring
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them out of a famtmg fit,” she wag’
saying cheerily.( ““Dan’t look so wild,
man.. You're safe enough. Or you
)Fll be presently. Can you stand up?

r

Dad called on all his - failing
strength and, helped by the little lady
and a hand on the sofa-arm, reeled to
his feet.

“So!” she approved. “ Now, you
just lean on me and on the banisters.
We've got spme climbing to do. Your
horse is-safe hid. And the men thaf
were chasing you have rldden past,
But they’ll be back.”

CHAPTER XII.
"The_Little Lady.

GRIT.TING his teeth to keep his will-

power up to the task, Dad began’
mounting the spiral stairs that led
from the big hallway to the upper
regions of the -house. He leaned
heavily on the mahogany banisters on
one side, and as lightly as possible on
the little lady’s black bombazine shoul-
der upon the other.

Once or twice dizziness again over~
came him. But he forced it back.

They reached the upper hall. Dad
would have stopped, but his inexora-
ble guide urged him on.

Down the hall they went, and at the
farther end came to a door that she
‘unlocked and opened. Before them
rose a shorter, narrower, steeper flight.
of steps. .

A Herculean struggle brought Dad
to the surhmit of these. Around him
wére dim spaces, vaguely redolent of
old lavender. Somewhere near bees
were sleepily booming and croorting.

His eyes growing used to the dim
light, he saw that he was in a huge
garret—a garret wherein were strewn
quaint bits of bygone - furrnture, horse-
hide trunks, ghostly garments in white
muslin wrappings, and broken-down
household goods of every description.

“ Sit there!” ordered the little lady,
thrusting him gently into the depths of
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And as he ate his strength came slow-
ly back to him. Rest and food were
steadily repairing whatever damage
the temporary loss of blood might
have wrought upon his seasoned con-
stitution. S

“1 took a good look for those guer-
rillas of yours,” she said, as he finished
eating. “ But there’s no sign of them
yet. This road, in the direction you
were going, winds and twists like a
sick adder. They might ride on for
ten miles before they could be sure
you weren’t riding just ahead of them.
And they’d have to search all along
the way back before they get here.”

“1 must go,” he said, starting up.
“I’'ve lost too much time already.”

“If you're aiming to lose time,”
said she, “ go by all means. But if
you want to get safely to wherever
you were riding, you’ll stand a better
chance after nightfall, and especially
after those fellows pass here on their
way back. Otherwise you might run
into them at the gate. There’s much
fess traveling at night on these roads.
Only the patrols. And they generally
sing to keep from falling asleep in
their saddles. So you’ll probably hear
them in time to get out of their way.
Oh, and I sneaked out and fed and
watered your horse.”

Inclination for once sided with com-
mon-sense, and Dad sank back again
in the big chair. The thought that
this utterly charming little woman
might be annoyed by a search of her
house on his account sent his hand in-
voluntarily to his pistol holster.

It was empty.

\Vith a thrill of dismay the man re-
alized that he must make the rest of
his perilous journey weaponless.

He remembered thrusting back the
revolver into its holster after his brush
with the guerrillas on the by-road. He
had thrust it back carelessly. And
hard riding had evidently caused it to
slip out of its resting place and tumble,
unnoted by him, to the ground.

His start of surprise drew the lit-
tle lady’s attention.
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“ What ails you? ” she asked solicit-
ously. ‘““Does the wound hurtz ™

“T wish it did,” he replied in the
ponderous gallantry which suddenly
had seemed to come so casy to him,
““so that I might get you to bind it
for me again. But it is something
more important than a petty scratch
on the forearm that bothers me just
now. I've somehow lost my pistol. [
have no weapon to protect you in case
those ruffians should try to come in;
and- no weapon to protect myseli for
the balance of my ride.”

“Oh, that’s too bad!” she sym-
pathized. “ It beats all how careless
a man is about losing weapons. TFhud
was just like that with his razors.

“Don’t you worry about protecting
me. 1 won't need any protecting. But
if you want something to fight with in
case ycoj should be held up on the
road—why, T've got just the very
thing for you. Take good care of it,
though, won’t you?”

She darted across the attic floor and
m among the shadows; returning pres-
ently with a straight-bladed infantry
sword of a somewhat antique malke.

Handling it almost with reverence,
she offered it hilt foremost to Dad.

“It was Ehud’s,” she said gently.
“He set a lot of store by it. Tle car-
ried it all through the Mexican \\'ar.
I think T told you he was a captain
there. It cost thirty-two dollars and
seventy-five cents, including the letter-
ing. Is the light too dim for vou to
see the lettering? It’s on the blade.

“It says: ‘Draw me mnot twithout
canse. Sheathe me not without lonor.”

“I—I kind of think you’re the kind
of man who can keep that conmand-
ment. Take the sword.”

CHAPTER XIIIL
The Alarm. )

DAD received the weapon from her

hands as reverently as she had
tendered it. His fingers closed about.
the fretted ivory hilt, and he read in
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. Out of the darkress of the upper
landing had sprung a terrible figure.
For an instant, as it gathered itself to
bound down the broad and shallow
flight of -stairs, it” was vaguely and

weirdly outlined by the uncertain

candlelight below.

A man, towermg, ﬁerce coatless and
without waistcoat. . His face was white
and distorted with wrath, His eyes
blazed in the half-light like living coals.

- His gray hair was abristle.

Above his head ﬁashed a sword-
blade:

- “Yankee Sessions!” . croaked the

- drunken guerrilla, in babbling fear.
“Yankee Sessions’s ghost! Just as he
came at me that day when—

The man”at the stair-head cleared

the intervening steps in three bounds. _

-With_a berserk yell.he was among the
guerrillas, his swirling sword giving
" forth a million --sparks of reflection
from the candle-glow. -

There was a moment of wild tur-
moil; of clashing, of yells, of madly
stampmg feet.

Mrs. Sessions, leamng, weakly
against the newel-post of the banisters;
saw an indistinguishable mass . of
figures, whirling, jostling, screaming;

while once and again above the ruck

flashed the sword-blade like a tongue
of silver flame. :

A cleverly aimed sweep of the blade
_as the knot of men swayed bodily to-
ward the table, and :both candle
sconces were knocked wolently to the
floor.

The sudden darkness was too much
for the guerrillas’ drink-shaken nerves.
Still in strong doubt as to whether the
hero who had attacked them were

ghost- or human, they had made shift

momentarily to hold their ground.

But to eope in the dark with a pos-’
sible wraith— a homicidal ‘wraith at-

that — was - more than they had bar-
gained for. - -

- Panic —'mad ~ and unreasomng—

possessed them. Behind, an oblong of
lesser gloom through the blackness
showed the location of the door.

~ four

_straight course.

" And through the door they surged

pell-mell.

Down the stéps they rushed and
flung themselves upon their waiting
horses. Out of the grounds they gal-
loped and down the road. = -

A hundred yards farther on they
drew rein as by common consent.
But before “they could bring their
mounts to a halt the-clatter of hoofs
behind them sent .their scared gaze
backward.

By the -pale starhght they could
just distinguish their half-clad foe—
enormous and ghostly in the dim light
—astride a monster horse, bearing
down on them at the speed of an ex-

" press-train: The sword stxll gleamed
.above his head.

There was no pause; there was no
consultation; there was no impulse to
investigate.

‘Swayed by a’ single purpose, the
‘guerrillas urged their tired
horses to a run. .Down the road they
streamed, their ghostly foe in close

‘pursuit.

 Presently —or, as it seemeéd to
them, after a thousand years of ter-
ror-flight — the foremost of them
reached the by-road.” And, with the
instinct of a burrow-seeking rabbit,
he wheeled his horse into it. His three
comrades followed his example.

They had ridden for perhaps a mile
when' the rearmost of them paused to
make certain of what he had begun
to hope,. that their terrible ghost-foe
had ceased his pursuit.

One by ane the guerrillas drew  in
their exhausted horses. . No hoof-
beats  or any other sound came. to
them on the' summer night’s still air.

Shamefacedly the men looked at
one another. Then, without a word,
they set off-at a walk for their camp,
five miles away.

Dawn was breaking as Dad rode
into a tent-street and up its long,
At his side was a
Union' cavalry captain whom he had

" “encountered when the first sentry and
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that was fastened around his neck,
bounced and rattled an enormous
drum. In the boy’s trouser waistband
were stuck two drumsticks.

The lad was kicking vehemently
with his heels at his horse’s stomach:

But as he came midway adown the

Federal line he jerked his mount to a
halt, slid to earth and, in the same ges-
ture, unslung his drum. ’

He had halted not twenty feet from
Dad.

“ Now, then,” shrilled the boy, hfs

barsh young voice ringing out like a
trumpet-call,  what’re you long-legged

loafers waiting for? IHey? Charge,
you chumps! Charge!”
He “faced the woods. His drum

rolled out a deafening tattoo.
“ Battle Jimmie !’ shouted some one
in the ranks. :
~ “Jimmie!” echoed Dad. “ Jimmie!
Oh, it’s my boy!”’
“Charge!” shrilled Jimmie, his
drum seconding the fiery command.
And they charged.

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.

COMPARISONS .

By Mazie V. Caruthers

WHEN Mother Eve went traveling
She never had to pack

Her finery a day ahead, '
And then—be on the rack

For fear that wrinkles numerous
Might spoil her bestest gown,
Or that the trunk-lid on her hats

Too heavily pressed down.

She never had to fold and find
A place for Adam’s clothes.

(There’s no more thankless task than this,
As every good wife knows!)

And Adam (bless his heart!) sought not
To volunteer advice. - '

(Oh, would some modern benedicks
Had 'habits half as nice!)

Nor, having locked the trunk and strapped
It tight with extra care,

Did he discover, had been packed
The suit he wished to wear.

Oh, easy life when trunks were not,
And clothes on bushes grew!
Fortunate Eve, who never did
The things I have to do!






b4 ALL-STORY CAVALIER WEEKLY.

him no chance of raising objections,
but proceeded to open the matter
forthwith. _

“ 1 have not brought any digest or
precis of the case,” said he, ““ because
I know you prefer to hear the facts
from the actual parties. But I had
better give you a brief outline of the
matter of our inquiry. The case is
concerned with a Mr. John Anson,
who has been closely associated with
Mr. Wallis for very many years past,
and who has now, without notice or
explanation, disappeared from his or-
dinary places of resort, ceased from
communication with his friends, and
adopted a mode of life quite alien
from and inconsistent with his previ-
ous habits. Those are the main facts,
stated in general terms.”

“ And the inquiry to which you re-
ferred?” said Thorndyke.

“ Concerns itself with three ques-
tions,” replied Marchmont, and he
proceeded to check them off on his
fingers.
or dead? Second, if he is alive, where
is he? Third, having regard to the
singular change in his habits, is his
conduct such as might render it possi-
ble to place him under restraint or to
prove him unfit to control his own af-
fairs?”

“To certify him as insane, if I may
put it bluntly,” said Thorndyke.
“That question could be decided only
on a full knowledge of the nature of
the changes in this person’s habits,
with which, no doubt, you are pre-
pared to furnish us.

“ But what instantly strikes me in
your epitome of the proposed inquiry
is this: you raise the question whether
Mr. Anson is alive or dead, and then
you refer to certain changes in his
habits; but, since a man must be alive
to have any habits at all, the two ques-
tions seem to be mutually irreconci-
lable in relation to the same group of
facts.”

Mr. Wallis nodded approvingly.

“'That,” said he, “is just our diffi-
culty. Certain things seem to me to

“ First, is Jobhn Anson alive -

point to a probability that my friend
Anson is dead. Certain other things
make me feel almost certain that he is
alive. It is a complete puzzle.”

“ Perhaps,” said Thorndyke, “the
best plan would be for Mr. \Wallis to
give us a detailed account of his rela-
tions with Mr. Anson and of the latter
gentleman’s habits as they are known
to him; after which we could discuss
any questions that suggest themselves
and clear up any points that seem to
be obscure. What do you say. March-
mont? "

“TIt will be a long story,” March-
mont replied doubtfully.

-“So much the better,” rejoined
Thorndyke. “ It will give us the more
matter for consideration. I would
suggest that Mr. Wallis tell us the
story in his own way, and that Mr.
Howard take down the statement.
Then we shall have the principal data
and can pursue any issue that seems
to invite further investigation.”

To this proposal Marchmont agreed
a little reluctantly, fortifying himselt
for the ordeal by lighting a cigar: and
Mr. Wallis having cast a somewhat
disparaging glance at me, began his
account of his missing friend, which
I took down verbatim, and which I
now reproduce.

“ My acquaintance with John An-
son began more than forty ycars ago,
when we were both rated as midship-
men apprentices on board the Black
Ball liner Carthage. When Anson
joined the ship with a.cousin of his
named Robert Vyne, I had already
served one year of my time. [ need
not trouble you, however, with the de-
tails of our life at sea, but I must men-
tion one or two apparently trivial cir-
cumstances, because, though trivial.
they developed important conse-
quences.

“T1 will begin with one that scems
very trivial indeed. While I was at
home from my first voyage [ had
given to me a little gold locket. I
won’t say who gave it to me—that is
of no consequence, it is more than
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wrote to his lawyer, Mr. Wyndhurst,

whom I knew slightly. But Mr.
Wyndhurst was dead, and my letter
was answered by Mr, Marchmont.
From him I learned that Anson had
called on him on the morning of the
19th and made certain arrangements,
of which he, perhaps, will tell you. Mr.
Marchmont ascertained that, on  the
same day, Anson’s luggage was taken
from the cloak-room in time to catch
the boat-train. I have made inquiries,
and find that he arrived at Calais, and
have succeeded in tracing him to Paris;
but there I have lost him. Where he
is now I am unable to discover.

“ And now, before I finish my story,
you had better hear what Mr. March-
mont has to tell. He has been very
close with me; but you are a lawyer,
and perhaps know better how to deal
with Jawyers.”

Thorndyke glanced inquiringly at-

the solicitor, who in his turn looked
dubiously at the end of his waning
cigar.

“The fact is,” said he, “I am in 3
rather difficult position. Mr. Anson
has employed me as his solicitor, and
I don’t quite see my way to discussing
his private affairs without his author-
ity.” -
“That is a perfectly correct atti-
tude,” said Thorndyke, “and yet I am
going to urge you to tell us what
passed at your interview with your
client. I can’t go into particulars at
present, but I will ask you to take it
from me that there are sound reasons
why you should, and I will undertake
to hold you immune from any blame
for having domne so.”

Marchmont looked sharply and with
evidently awakened interest at Thorn-
dyke. '

“T think T know what that means,”
he said, “and I will take you at your
word, having learned by experience
what your word is worth. But before
describing the interview I had better
let you know how Anson had pre-
viously disposed of his property.

“ About twelve years ago he got

Wyndhurst to draft a will for him by

which a life interest in the entire
property was vested in his cousin, a
Miss Augusta Vyne, with reversion
to her niece, Sylvia Vyne, the only
child of his cousin, Robert. This will
was duly executed in our ofhce.

“ After that our firm had until
quite recently no- special business to
transact for Mr. Anson beyond the
management of his investments. The
whole of his property—which was all
personal-——was in gur hands to invest,
and our relations with him were con-
fined to the transfer of sums of money
to his bank when we received instruc-
tions from him to effect such transier,
He never called at the office, and lat-
terly there has been no one there whag
knew him excepting Wyndhurst him-
self and the clerk, Bell.

“The next development . occurred
last September. On the 17th I re-
ceived a letter from him, written at
Miss Vyne’s house at Hampstead, say-
ing that he had been discussing his
affairs with her and that he should
like to call on me and make some
slight alterations in the disposal of
the property. I replied on the 18th,
addressing my letter to him at Mliss
Vyne’s house, making an appointment
for eleven o’clock on the morning of
the 1gth. He kept the appointment
punctually and we had a short inter-
view, at which he explained the new,
arrangements which he wished to
make.

“He began by saying that he had
found it somewhat inconvenient, liv-~
ing as he did on the Continent, to
have his account at an English bank.
He proposed, therefore, to transfer it
to a private bank at Paris, conducted
by a certain M. Desiré, or rather to
open an account there, for he did not
suggest closing his account at his
English bank.”

“Do you know anything about this
M. Desiré?” asked Thorndyke.

“I did not, but I have since ascer-
tained that he is a person of credit—
quite a substantial man, in fact—and









A SILENT

read it gravely,’ and; pushing it across -

the-table to me, said, w:thout moving
a muscle of his face: '

“You had better copy it into your
- notes, Mr. Howard, so that we may
have the record complete.”

- T ‘accordingly copied . out my own
name and address with due solemnity
and a growing enjoyment of the situa-
tion, and then returned the card to
Mr. Wallis, who pocketed- it carefully
and resumed:

“ Having the name and address of-

this young man, I telegraphed imme- -

iately ‘to a private-detective bureau
“in- Paris, askmg to have sent to me, if
“possible, a certain M. Foucault who
makes a specialty of following and
watching ~suspected - -persons.  This
-Foucault is a man of extraordinary
talent. His power of disguising him-
self is -beyond belief and his patience
is inexhaustible. -

“Fortunately he was disengaged
and came to me without delay, and
when I had given him the name .and
address of this young man, Jardine,
and described him from my recollec-
tion of him, he set a watch on the
house and found that the man was
really living there, as he had said, and

that he made a daily journey to the -

‘hospital of "St.” Margaret’s, where he
seemed to have some business, as he
usually stayed there until evening.”
“St. ‘Margaret’s!”’ exclaimed Mr.
Marchmont. “ Why, that
hospital, Thorndyke. Do you happen
to know this man, Jardine? ™
“There is, or was, a student of
that name, who quahﬁed some - little
time ago, and who i is probably the man
Mr. Wallis is referring to, A tall
man—quite as tall,-I" should say, as
my friend here, Mr. Howard.” :
“I should say,” .said :Mr. Walhs
“ that the man Jardine is taller—de-
cidedly taller. ‘I watched him as I
walked behind. him up the platform at
Charing Cross, and M. Foucault has
shown him'to me since. But that does
not matter. Have you seen the ‘man
Jardine lately. at the hospital2 ¥,

" plied.

is - your -
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“Not very lately,” Thorndyke re-
“1 saw him there nearly a
fortnight ago, but that I think, was
the ‘last time.”

“Ah!” exclanned Wallis.  “ Ex-
actly. ut I had better continue my
story. or some time M. Foucault
kept a close watch on his man, but dis-
covered nothing fresh. He went to

‘the- hospital daily, he came home, and

he stayed indoors the whole evening.
But at last there came a new dis-

covery.

“ One morning M. Foucault saw the
man Jardine come out of his house
dressed more carefully than usual
From his house Foucault followed
him to a picture-gallery in Leicester
Square and went in after him, and
there he saw him meet a female, evi-
dently by a previous assignation.
And, A Mr. Wallis continued, slapping
the table to emphasize the climax of
his story, “ from—the—neck—of—
that—female—was——hangmcr — Jolm
Ansow's—scarab!’

- Having made this thrilling commu-
mcatlon, our client leaned back to
‘watch its effect on his audience.

- I am afraid he must have been a
little disappointed, for Thorndyke was
habitually impassive ‘in his exterior,
and, as for _Ierws and me, we were
fully occupied in maintaining a decent
and befitting gravity.

But Marchmont—the only" person
present who was not already ac-
quamted with the 1nc1dent—saved the
situation by exclaiming':

“Very remarkable!
‘able indeed!”

“It is more than remarkable, ’ said
Wallis. “It is very highly suspicious,

Very remark—

* The locket might, as you suggest, have

dropped "from its fastening and been
picked up. But to suppose that.the
scarab could have broken ‘away.and
dropped at the same moment and been

" picked up by the same person is be-

yond all reason. Yet here are these
two objects in the possession of one
‘individual. I don’t know what you
infer from this: to me one inference
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rather embarrassing question, Stall
we change the subject?”

« NO, we won’t."

She looked at me suspiciously for a
moment and then exclaimed in low,
tragical tones:

“ Humphrey! You don’t mean to
tell sne that you came away without
his knowledge? 1

“I'm afraid that is what it amounts
ta. I saw/ a loophole and I popped
through it; and here I am, as I re-
marked before.” -

“But how dreadful 6f you! Per-

fectly shocking! And whatever will
he say to you when you go back? ”
s “That is a question that I am not
proposing to present vividly to my
consciousness until I arrive on the
doorstep. I've broken out of chokee
and I'm going to have a good time—
to go on having a good time, I should
say.” :

“'Then you consider that you are
having a good time now?” .

“I don’t consider. I am sure of it.
Am ] not at this very moment looking
at you? And what more could a man
desire?” -

She tried to look severe, though the
attempt ‘was not strikingly successful,
and retorted in an admonishing tone:

“You needn’t try to wheedle me
with compliments. You are a very
wicked person and most indiscreet. But
it seems to me that some sort of change
has come over you since you retired
from the world. Am I not right?”

“You're perfectly right.” I've im-
proved. That’s what it is. - Matured
and mellowed, you know, like a bottle
of claret that has been left in a cellar
and forgotten. Say you think I've im-
proved, Sylvia.” . .

“J won’t,” she replieds and then,
changing her mind, she added: “ Yes,
I will. I'll say that you are more in-

J

sinuating than -ever, if that will do. .

And now, as you are clearly quite in-
corrigible, I won’t scold you any more,
especially as you ‘broke out of cho-
kee’ to come and,see me. You shall

tell me all about yqur adventures.”"
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“1 didn’t come here to talk about
myself, Sylvia. I came to tell you
something—well, about myself, per-
haps, but—er—not my adventures you
know or—or that sort of thing—but,
I have been thinking a good deal since
I have been alone so much—about you,
I mean, Sylvia—and—er— Oh! the
deuce!”

The latter exclamation was evoked
by the warning voice of the gong, evi-
dently announcing tea, and the subse-
quent appearance of the housemaid.
She was certainly not such a goose as
she was supposed to be, for she tapped
discreetly at the door and waited three
full seconds before entering; and even
then she appeared demurely uncon-
scious of my existence.

“If you please, Miss Sylvia, Miss

Vyne has woke up and I've taken in
the tea.”
- Such was the paltry interruption
that arrested the flow of my eloquence
and scattered my flowers of rhetoric
to the winds.

‘I murmured inwardly, * Blow the
tea!” for the opportunity was gone;
but I comforted myself with the re-
flection that it didn’t matter very much
since Sylvia and I seemed to have ar-
rived at a pretty clear understanding,
which understanding was further
clarified by a momentary contact of
our hands as we followed the maid to
the drawing-room. :

Miss Vyne on this occasion, as on
.the last, was seated in the exact center
of the room, and with the same monu-
mental effect; so that my thoughts
were borne irresistibly to the ethmo-
graphical section of the British Mu-
seum, and especially to that part of it
wherein the deities of Polynesia look
out from their cases in perennial sur-
prise at the degenerate FEuropean
visitors. . -

If she had been asleep previously
she was wide enough awake now; but
the glittering eyes were not directed
at me.- From the moment of our en-.
tering the room they focused them-
selves on Sylvia’s face and there re-
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mained riveted, whereby the heighten-
ing of that young lady’s complexion
which our interview had produced be-
came markedly accentuated.
- It was to no purpose that I placed
myself before the rigid figure and of-
fered my hand. , A paw was lifted
automatically to mine, but the eyes
remained fixed on Sylvia.

“ What did you say this gentleman’s
name was?” the waxwork asked

frigidly.

“'This is Dr. Jardine,” was the
reply.

“Oh, indeed. And who was the

gentleman ,who called some three
weeks ago?”’

- “ Why, that was Dr. Jardine; you
know it was.’

“So I thought, but my memory is
not very reliable. And this is a Dr.
Jardine, too? Very interesting. A
medical family, apparently. But not
much alike.”

I was beginning to explain my iden-
tity and the cause of my altered ap-
pearance, when Sylvia approached
with a cup of tea and a carefully dis-
sected muffin, which latter she thrust
under the nose of the elder lady, who
regarded it attentively and with a
slight squint, owing to its nearness.

“It’s of no use, you know,” said
Sylvia, “ for you to pretend that you
don’t know him, because I've told you
all about the transformation—that is,
all I know myself. Don’t you think
it's rather a clever make-up?”

“If,” said Miss Vyne, “ by ‘ make-
up’ you mean a disguise, I think it is
highly successful. The beard is a
most admirable imitation.”

“Oh, the beard is his own—at
least, I think it is.”

I confirmed this statement, ignoring
Polton’s slight additions.

“Indeed,” said Miss Vyne. “ Then
the wig—it is a wig, I suppose?”

“No, of course it isn’t,”” Sylvia
replied.

“ Then,” said Miss Vyne majestic-
ally, “ perhaps you will explain to me
what the disguise con51sts of. ”?

~lA~

.eyebrows.

“ Well,” said Sylvia, “ there are the
You can see that they have
been completely altered in shape.”

“If T had committed the former
shape of the eyebrows to memory, as
you appear to have dome,” said Miss
Vyne, “I should, no doubt, observe
the change. But I did not. It seems
to me that the disguise which you told
me about with such a flourish of
trumpets just amounts to this: that
Dr. Jardine has allowed his beard to
grow. I find the reality quite disap-
pointing.”

“Do you?” said Sylvia. “ But, at’
any rate, you didn’t recogmize him;
so your disappointment doesnt count
for much.”

The old lady, being thus hoist with
her own petard, relapsed into majestic
silence, and Sylvia then renewed her
demand for an account of my adven-
tures.

“We want to hear all about that
objectionable person who has been
shadowing you, and how you finally
gotrid of him. Your letters were
rather sketchy and wanting in detail,
SO you have ,got to make up the deﬂ-
ciency now.” -

Thus commanded, I plunged into an
exhaustive account of those events
which I have already thronicled at
length and which I need not refer to
again, nor need I record the cross-
examination to which I was subjected,
since it elicited nothing that is not set

- forth in the preceding pages.

When I had finished my recital,
however, Miss Vyne, who had listened
to it in silence hitherto, put a question
which I had some doubts about an-
swering.

“Have you or Dr. Thorndyke been
able to discover who this inquisitive
person is and what is his object in
following you about?”

I hesitated. As to my own experi-
ences, ' I had no secrets from these
friends of mine, excepting those that
related to the subjects of Thorndyke's
investigations. But I must not come
here and babble about what took place
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mer, “doesn’t take as favorable a

- view of the married state as one might.
expect from a gay Lothario who
breaks. out of his cage to go philan-
dering. But we'll -overlook that in
consideration of the very interesting
information that he has brought back
with him. Not that it conveys very
much to me. It is obviously a new
prece to fit into our puzzle, but I'm
hanged if [ see at the moment any
sutable space to drop it into.”

“I think,” said Thorndyke, “that -

if you consider the picture as a whole,
you will soon- find a vacant space.
"And while you are considering it I
will just send off a letter, and then we
ad better adjourn this discussion.
We have to catch the early train to
aidstone to-morrow, and that, I
hope, will be the last time. Our case
ought to be disposed of by the after-
noon.” . :
~ He seated himself at the writing-

table and wrote his letter while Jervis _

stared into the fire with a cogitative
frown. When the letter was sealed
and addressed, Thorndyke laid it on
the table while he went to the lobby to
put on his hat and coat, and glancing
at it almost unconsciously I rioted that
the envelope was of foolscap size and
was addressed to the Home Office,
Whitehall, ‘

‘The name of the addressee escaped
me, for suddenly realizing the impro-
priety of thus inspecting another man’s
letter T looked away hastily.

But even then, when Thorndyke
had taken it away to the post, I found
myself speculating- vaguely on the
nature of the communication and
wondering if it had any relation to
the mysterious and intricate case of
Septimus Maddock.

CHAPTER XIX.
Into the Darkness.

HE resigx{ed composure with which
I accepted Thorndyke’s sentence
of confinement withif dogrigylras not

WITNESS. 79
~entirely attributable to discretion or
native virtue; for, having enjoyed my
little dissipation, I could now contem-
plate with fortitude a brief period of
retirement.

Moreover, the weather was in my
favor, being—as Polton reported when
he returned, blue-nosed and powdered
with snow, with a fresh supply of -to-
bacco for me—bitterly cold, with a
threatening of smoky fog from the
east.

Under these circumstances it was
no great hardship to sit in a roomy
armchair with my slippered feet on the
‘fender and read and meditate as I
gasked in the warmth of a glowing

re.

To be sure, my reading was per-
functory enough, for the treatise of
“The Surface Markings of the Hu-
man Body,” admirable as it was, com-
peted on very unfavorable terms. with
other claimants to my attention.

In truth, I had plenty to think about
even if T went no farther for matter
than to the events of the previous day.
There was my visit to Sylvia, for in-
stance. I had not said much to her,
but what I had said had pledged me
to a lifelong companionship, which
was a solemn thing to reflect upon
even though I looked forward to the
fulfilment of that pledge with nothing

but hopeful pleasure.

" The dice were thrown. Of course
they would turn up sixes, every one;
but still—the dice were thrown.

From my own strictly 'personal
affairs my thoughts rambled by an
easy transition to the singular episode
of the buried portrait, and thence to
the subject of that strange palimpsest.

Viewed by the light of Mr. O’Don-
nell’s revelations, Mrs. Samway’s po-
sition was not all that could have been
desired. She and her ‘husband had
unquestionably been closely associated.
with Maddock; but Maddock was, it
-seemed, a habitual criminal.

. Could this fact have been known to

the Samways? Or was it that the

cunning forge:r and swindler had shel-
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the box, and, as I mstantly pushed
back my chair “to rise, the footsteps
-setreated. I 'crossed the room quickly"
and opened the door, but the messen-
ger had already disappeared down the
dark staircase, and had gone so silent-
ly o his rubber soles that, though I
listened attestively, I could hear no
sound from below.
Having closed the: door, T extracted
“the letter from: the box and took it
over to the window to examine it. I
was not a [ittle syrprised to find that
it was_addressed to W.. M Howard,

is was the first commumcatxon
thit I had received in my borrowed
name, and my surprise at its arrival
_,waz not unreasonable, for of the
fed persons who kfiew me by that
name, none—with the exception, per-
haps, of Mr. Marchmont—was in the
least Gkely to write to me.

But-if the address on the envelope
had surprised me, the letter itself sur-
prised me a good  deal more; fof,
though-the writer was quite unknown
to me, even by name, he seemed to be\
in possessnon( of certain information
concerning me which I had s E‘posed
to be the exclusive property of Thomn
dyke, Jervis, Polton, and myself.

It bore the address 29 Figtree Court
Toner Temple, and ran thus: .

Duag Ste: )

I am taking the hberty of writing to yow

to ask for your assistance as I happened to

know that my friends, Drs. Thorndyke and
Jervis; ¥re away at Maidstone and not
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. /
1£ you. should be unabld to come to the

consultation, do not trouble to reply, as I

am now going out and shall not be return-

ing until five-thirty, the time of the ap-

pointment,
I am,

Yours faithfully,
ARTHUR COURTLAND.

‘The contents of this letter, as I have
said, surprised me more than a little.
How in the name of all that was won-
derful had this stranger, whose very
name was unknown to me, come to be
aware that I had any knowledge of
medicine ?

Not from Thorndyke, I felt perfect-
ly sure; nor from Jervis, who, not-
withstanding a certain flippant face-
tiousness of marmer, was really an ex-
tremely cautious and judicious man.

Could it be that my principal was
overséen in his trusted laboratory
assistamt? Was it conceivable that
the suave and discreet Polton had mo-
ments of leakiness, when, in unofficial
talk outside, he .let drop the secrets
of which his employer’s unbodnded
confidence had made him the reposx-

ry?

I could not believe it. Not only did
Polton appear to be the very soul of

(discretion, there was Thorndyke him-
- self; he was, not the man to give his

confidence to any one until after the
most exhaustive proof of the safety
of so giving it.

Nor was he a man who was likely
to be deceived, for nothing escaped his
observation, and nothing that he ob-

available at the moment, and I understand —served. was passed ever without care-

that you have somre acquaintance _with
medical technicalities.

The circumstances are these: At hajf
past five to-day I shalf be meeting a solic- .
itor’ to advise as to actiom in res of a
case in which E am retained, and the deci- -
sio\gs to our actton wiil be vxtally affected
by a certain issue on. which I am not com~
petent to form an opinion for lack of med-
ical knowledge. I1f Dr. Thorndyke bad
been within reach I should have taken his
opimon:; as He is mot, it occurred to me to
ask if you would fill his place on this occa-
sion, it bemg, of course, understood that
the usual fee of five guineas will ‘be- paid
by the solicitor, - .

ful donsideration.

My lethargy having been shaken off,
I addressed myself to the task of pre-
paring tea; and, as I listened to the
homely crescendo of the kettle’ s song,
I turned the matter over in all its
bearings.

By some means this Mr. Court]and
had become aware that I was either
a doctor-or a medical student.

But by what means? Was it pos-
sible that he had merely inferred from
the circumstance of my being assoei=
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‘It was the house of his- boyhood
friend — poor  Custis Campbell, lying
‘dead; a white night there for * poor
lxtﬂe Mrs. Campbell; ” and his mental
‘image of the widow threw up on the
screen of his imagination the baleful
shadow of the man he had never seen,
Mr. Cyrus F, Miller, of Milldale.

He saw Mr. Miller next day, and
his premonitions: were confirmed.

He was. one of those men who look
as though they have tasted alum —a

-tight little mouth -slued down to ofie
side, open and showing the lower teeth,
but hard. He had alert, prehensile
‘eyes that looked out unsteadily from
under bushy, red-brown eyebrows.
‘Otlterwise his face was normal, clean-
shaven, but far from handsome.

“Fifty,” Birkland reflected; “ ‘and
deep and crooked and dark.’” :

He turned to the major, who. had
accompanied him up-town. “I agree
wttfll you on your characterization,” he
said

“Are you sure you warnt to negofi-
~ ate that land-deal yourself, Henry? ™
asked the major. “ He’ll want to rob
you. That's in his line.”
~ Birkland took thought.
. After all, it would be a mere open-
ing of negotiations. Before the pur-
chase could be consummated he would
have to get money-—money at any
‘prict. And if he was-to have this man
as a neighbor. there might as well be
frankness .on his own part, whatever
mlght be forthcoming from the ‘other.

I'll try it myself, major.’

- “Remember, if he asks more than
three thousand for that partlcular tract
he’s trying to skin you.

“I'll remember.”

- Mr. Miller had evidently been
brought into town early through his
anxiety for the wrecked bank. It was
on the steps of the bank building that
he now stood talking-to a growing
group of citizens.” —

“Of course, I can’t tell -what’ll be
done,” he kept saying. “You must
remember 1 am only a dlrector

“ But the most uhpm'tfént |some one
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said. It was evidently put forward not
as a compliment, but as-a means af
forcing some definite statement: Mr.
Miller emitted a sour little laugh from
his small, wry mouth.

“Us directors may all chip in, so
far as we're able—every little 'll
count.”

“ That’s a most extraordinary offer
for a mean man to make,” Birkland
communed with himself.

“Have they located any of the
money? "’ asked a fat man with a white
and flabby face.

“ Ask’ the police! Ask the police!””
said Mr. Miller in falsetto tones. He
had been asked the same question be-
fore, and manifestly it made him
peevish. The crowd was growing mo-
mentarily larger. Mr. Miller looked
out over it, seeking, possibly, for a

-friend. His search must have been

vain.

A' small man with a derby hat on
a head that was too big for him el-
bowed his way. brutally to the front.

“Are you sure,” he demanded,

““ that the-directors didn’t cop out that

cash?”

- rage.

\

Mr. Miller sought to freeze him
w1th a look of his shifty eyes, but
failed.

“Are you sure that some clost
friend of his’'n didn’t cop it out?"
persisted the little man.

Mr. Miller didn’t answer that, but
the crowd did. Somehow, it sent a
little crisping chill down Birkland’s
backbone - when he heard the crowd’s
answer--a ragged spasmodxc attempt
at a cheer.

Mr. Miller’s face went black ~with
He saw one of the town’s four
policemen standing near the curbstone.

“ Officer,” he plped “ you'll have to

“keep order here.”
Th

ere were a good many boys in

- the crowd now. They led the cheering
~at that, but a good many men joined

in naggmgly

“1 bet you know where that cash is
yourself,” shouted the small man, sure
of his backing.






o Mr. Miller had given a v%olenj: start,
* whirled upon him with a face that was
shot with dread. -

CHAPT;R’* XXXIIL.
Known and Unknown

. IT only lasted for a moment or two—-

that look on Mr. Miller's face—
but Birkland was never to forget it,
especially as he was to see it again—see
It under circumstances more striking
and tragical still. The dread changed
to suspicion; over’the suspicion there
Wwas spread a thin veneer of politeness.
" “What can I do for you?” Mr.
- Miller asked. ~ - -
Birkland also recovered himself.
The shock of what he had seen had
sent his own mind momentarily racing
back to the scene he had just left—to-
the'small man on the steps of the bank,
- his pitiful, perilous harangue, the
crowd, half mocking, half sympathet-

like that, - °

" “I beg your pardon,” he said; “I
merely- wanted to see you about the
purchase of a certain piece of land.”

A light of further relief came into
Miller’s shifty eyes. S

“What land’s that?” - .

“That old Birklafid property, out at
Milldale.” - -
- “Umph—the richest land in Butler
County,” said Mr. Miller, more from
force of habit, perhaps, than any im-
luediate desire to' bargain. - <His eyes
were down the street; in the direction
of the bank, “ Get into the buggy, and
we'll drive over to the court-house.
We can talk better over there, Mr.—
Me— - 0 F

“ Birkland—my nanre is Birkland.”

Very little was said after that <
just then; but during the short drive
to the court-house Birkland had fur-
ther opportunity to study the face of
the man at his side. It was a face of
shifting expressions, despite its hard
lines, - _ ' . .

. Greed- and cunning’ bittesiigss and
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ic.‘Mobs sometimes grew from crowds -

9

satisfaction, fear and desperate resolu-
tioh—a very remarkable face indeed,
so Birkland thought. i

There was a dismal room in the base-
ment of the court-house with a tin
sign on the door bearing the inscrip-
-tion “ County Assessors.” Mr. Miller
unlocked this door with a key he car-
ried, went in, invited Birkland to fol-
low, then closed and locked the door
behind them.

_“'This is my office when I come to
“town,” he said shortly. “ Sit down.”

They looked at each other through
the dim and dusty light of the place.
Oddly enough, Birkland thought of
Mary. Perhaps it was because if re-
quired: such an effort on his part to
choke back the instinctive hatred he
felt for the man in front of him.
Could even she, he wondered, be
‘charitable to such a man as this.

“Well, Mr. Miller, how much do
you want for it?” .

“I never thought of selling it. You
see, it’s just as I said—about the rich-
est tract in Butler County. You can
raise everything on land like that.”

“I wasn't expecting to farm.”

“ And land like that is doubling in
value right along—Milldale growing
fast; Hambleton spreading out in that
direction. - Speculators. been after me
all along. Just day before yesterday
I had an offer of five thousand. I
was expecting the gentleman back
from Cincinnati to close the deal.”

Birkland knew that the man was
lying. In all his experience with men
of one kind or another a lie had never
been more manifest.

“Mr. Miller,” he said, “ I'm not a,
speculator any more than I'm a farm-
.er.. Moreovet, I'm not a millionaire.
I’'ve come out here to buy that place
merely as a matter of sentiment—be-
cayse my folks lived there, because it
was my old -home. I want to live
there again. That’s why I want to
buy it. ‘That’s why I'm willing to pay
you a fair price for it.”

Birkland was rather proud of that
speech. -~ - !
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his manifest uneasiness just now, his
declaration that he was getting rid of
his land; ,

He looked 'steadily at Mr. Miller,
nor even deigned to smile. -

“Three thousand. cash,”
peated. ' '

“Not so loud!”

There was no mistaking the fact
this time that something or some one
Was again astir just outside.

“If 1 did do such a darn=fool

- thing,” Mr, Miller went on, “ it would

be as a matter of sentiment.” He be-

%an to whine a little, and raised his

own voice to a louder pitch. “I'd do

g;&vhole lot for sentiment. I always
1 ." - )

“Sure!” said Birkland; “ there’s
the case of poor Custis Camipbell.”

_ Mr. . Miller’s shrunken ' mouth
twitched and his shifty eyes went to
the  door. , ;

It sounded as though there might
have been two .
Whispered.

he re-

CHAPTER XXXIV.
 The Voices at the Door.
MORE than once in his career had
" Birkland put his trust in the sim-
Dle fact that his position was ynassail-
able — that his principles were right;
that his motives were fair; that he had
Tothing to-hide or to be afraid of.
Honesty with him wasn’t an ab-
straction. It was something real—as
solidly practical as the rock founda-
tion of a lighthouse or a sky-scraper.
And more than once he had seen
flen squirm—bigger men than Cyrus
F. Miller—through lacking this thing.

persons out there who

" then the other.

-

Somewhere in the construction of their

lives there was a hidden- fault—a shift-
ing foundation, a missing girder, cheap.
material. ’ '
'Such ‘spectacles, apart from his in-
stinctive charity, had always consoled
him, strengthemed him in his own
course. “But he was experiericing a
different sentiment (6%, ,gle

~
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This time, there was no charity. He
didn't want to gloat, but he did —
just a little.

Mr. Miller was obviously afraid.
Whatever thé cause of it, Birkland was
fully conscious nov; of the advantage

that it gave him. There was another

whispering advocate pleading his
cause apart from the one or the sev-
era] at the door.

It was Mr. Miller’s own conscience,
and it didn’t matter much whethep-its
theme was the wreck of the Hambleton
National Bank and the suicide ef its
president, or something else. ’

- “I always have to be a little careful
in discussing my affairs here,” said
Mr. Miller, as he wiped his dry lips
with the back of his hand.. He laughed
unevenly. “ There’s always such a lot
of rubbernecks hanging around—"

He stopped short and listened, then
once more went over to the door, with.
affected carelessness this time, and
threw it open. No one was there.

Birkland watched Mr. Miller as he
once more stared long in one direction,

He made a curious picture of doubt
and wondering suspicion, for his neck
was long, his jaws bulged roundly just
under the ears, and the ears themselves
stood well out from the head.

And Birkland himself was interest-
ed. He had heard the sounds. There
could be no doubt about them. He
ventured a suggestion.

“ Maybe it was a rat.” e

““ Rats don’t whisper,” the other ob-

jected. :
“Then, it’s to be three thousand

dollars,” - said Birkland, resuming

negotiations. - :

“ Cash—this afternoon.”

“Or to-maqrrow.”

“To-morrow at fhe latest, subject
to one condition, Mr. Birkland. I'm
a fool to make such a bargain, but the
fact needn’t be advertised. 1 want
you to keep quiet about it. I can keep
the transfer quiet. What did I say—
three thousand dollars? Oh, I can't
let it go for that!”
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. “And T also have a condition or
two, Mr. Miller,” said Birklamd, dis-
regarding the last declaration. “I
want the old house you moved off for
a cider-mill.”

“ All for four thousa.nd dollars?”

“ For three—and then, someth.mg
else.”

Mr. Miller’s eyes shifted to one of
the windows, almost opaque with
grime, then back to the door.

““That’s curious,” said Birkland
evenly; “I also heard it again—just
outside the door.” He waited for a
moment or two. “ For three thousand
dollars, and then somethmg else.”

4 What? ”

“ Mr. Miller, when I lived in that
house, there was a big stone in front

of. the fireplace—the old hearthstone.

Do you remember it? ”

“ What—an old hearthstone?”
" It was evident that Mr. Miller was
either sparring for time or that his
mind was too taken up with other

thoughts.
“Yes. Where isit?”

“Why, I don’t remember anything

about an old hearthstone.”

“Think!”

Mr.  Miller, nervous, suddenly lost
his temper. ,

“What -are you talking about

now? " he demanded, with snarling in-
solence. “You come around here
with a picayune offer for your dad-
blasted land, and I give in to you like
a dad-blasted fool; and you want me
to throw in a dod-rotted shack; and
now you begin bellerin’ for a hunk of
dirty claystone—"

“So you do remember it!” said
Birkland.. “ Where is it?”

“ It’s none of your busmess where
it is.’

“ Where §s it?”

Birkland hadn’t turned a hair nor
shifted his eyes. His voice was low.

“ Well, by— Well, by—""-

Miller stopped, suffocated.
- “Whexe 1s it? ” demanded Birkland,
more softly still.
little. i

— v

and Campbell’s death. \ e

He even smiled a -
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. Two sounds reached them as thev sat
there in'the grimy little room. One
was a confused murmur in the distance
—a crowd cheering, perhaps. The
other was a rgcurrence of that ghostly
sibilance at the door.

“You can go to hell!” said "Mr.
Miller whiningly. “I'm going to get
out of here. I've got other things to
attend to.” .

“Sit down,” Birkland whispered,
““and listen to what I have to say.. It
won’t take long.”

Fear and anger were both on the
other’s face as he again sat down.
There followed another period of lis-
tening. Birkland’s voice was still dis-

_passionate as he resumed:

“You and I will go over together to
Major Woods’s office and seal this bar-
gain for the land and the house, as we
agreed, and you’ll have that much off
your- mind. You've got enough on
your mind, haven’t you? Cheers up
the street, whispers at the door, rumors,
going around town — some pretty
shrewd investigators busy at the bank.”

“ What do you mean?” *

““Where’s that old hearthstone? ”

Miller let out a raucous little cry, not.
very loud, but hideous—a laugh and a
sob and a curse.

“ All right,” said Birkland; ‘ that’s
enough for one day. Come on; we'll
go and see Major Woods.”

It was Miller who opened the door.
But before he went out into the cor-
ridor he once more extended his leng
neck for a look to left and to right,
No one there, and he laughed.

Birkland also paused just outside the
door. He was puzzled. Those voices
couldn’t have been all imagination. Al
soiled newspaper on the dirty, unswept
floor at his feet attracted his attention..
It was a copy of the special edition that
had heralded the failure of the bank

He read again the head-line:
BANK RIFLED_PRESIDENT A SUICIDE1

As he read, a passing breeze'g gave the
‘page an air of animation. It lifted and
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scraped against- the door w1th a rus-
thng whlsper .

CHAPTER XXXV

Signs of Storm.

[T isn't often that there is a concord-
atce between weather and human

events on this planet.

Many of i the worst tragedles befall
under a smiling sky. The sun shines
bright and the boy drowns, the girl
goes wrong, the invalid opens the door
on eternity.

But as Birkland followed Miller out
into the street it seemed, somehow, as
though the whole wortd partook of
those qualities that distinguished the
room they had just left—dust and
gloom, a gray atmosphere of huddling
fear. He cast an eye aloft.

. A storm was coming up:

The sky was overcast ‘with coldly
sodderi clouds driven furiously out of
the north. There had been a marked
drop in the ternperature since morning.
‘Now and then a gust of wind lashed

out with an invisible knout, cutfing and.

freeziffg the shrinking mortal wherever
it struck

Birkland shivered; shivered twice—
once physically, once mentally.

It wasn't like this that he would have
had thmgs come about, he told himself.
It wasn’t on this sort of a day that he
would have negotiated the purchase of
his birthplace. It seemed to him, al-
most, as though he were participating
in a crime.

Perhaps ‘he was. Just how much
had there been of blackmail in these
negotiations, so far as they had gone?

Miller slumped along, furtively, ab-
sorbed, planning something that only
he mlght know. Then he and Birkland
were brought together by a peculiar in-
eident—peculiar because it seemed so

out of-place in the frigid gloom-—a re- -

currence of the cheering they had
heard.

Yet, the steps of the bank were de-_
serted. VS U o
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They looked at each other. Before
they had time to speculate as .to the
nature of the celebration—or whatever
it might be—the cause of it appeared.:
Charley, the policeman, had at last
made his arrest.

The prisoner was the small man with
the big head. There had evidently.
been a chase. Both were panting and
disheveled. ' :

“1I tell you,” shouted the little man,
“ they don’t arrest no robbers! They
arrest the feller that’s robbed!”

Again the crowd cheered, enjoying
the diversion mightily.

Cyrus F. Miller stepped into a door-
way, and Birkland instinctively placed
himself in front of him. The crowd
was coming in their direction. But the
little man had seen him.

“‘There’s one of them, now,” he
howled.

Charley, the policeman, jerked him
by the arm, bade him to come along;
but the crowd was pressing close, and-
the prisoner felt that it was with him.

“If T had my way,” he bawled
savagely, “ I'd hang him up now to a
telephone-pole.”

There were hoots and jeers. The
crowd surged past, the \httle man
making a desperate effort to delay the
march.

“You'll get yours, you old skin-
flint!”

. What else he had to say was lost in
the noisy tumult of the crowd. Birk-
land looked back at the fman behind

him with a smile. Mr. Miller also
smiled, crookedly, but he was
trembling.

- Major Woods’s office was in the
Templar Block, on High Street. It
was there that the Good Templars had
their hall, and on this particular day
many-of -the younger generation, un-
awares of the greater excitement in
the street, were in the hall getting
ready for some festival or other.
There was a piano in the hall, and
every now and then there floated down
to-the large but somewhat bare office
where the major sat a2 sound of dance-









98  ALL-STORY CAVALIER WEEKLY.

four, and that a brick would stay up if
it were laid level on two other bricks
and fastened into place with mortar.

‘“Well, I've done the right and
beautiful thing to-day,” he confessed
one evening at the supper table.

The major laughed. Mary looked
across at him with shining eyes. Mrs.
Woods paused in serving the mashed
potatoes.

“ Oh, where is it?
cried Luella.

“You may,”
ing on his own account,
time you go to the livery-stable.
bought Dan.”

“ Heigh-ho!” cried the major.

“Qur first horse,” said Mary, clap-
ping her hands.

“Yes,” Birkland went on; “but I
tempered your philosophy with mine—
made them take fifty dollars off the
price they asked—reminded them that
Dan was a sooner when it came to eat-
ing and wearing out his shoes.”

“ Glorious!” said Mary. “ Now I'm
sure, sure as I always have been, that
our demands are being heard.”

It was Dan—solid, not too much in
a hurry, but kind and obedient withal
—who conducted Birkland and Mary
Harmon on their first joint trip to
Milldale.

Birkland, taking the advice of the
major and obedient to his own impulse
in the matter, had lost no time in hav-
ing the old homestead restored to its
original position. John Brown, the
Milldale blacksmith, had undertaken
the job and done it well—careful not
to break anything, sparing the hedge,
sparing the rose-bush that had run
wild.

And it was John Brown who was
the first in Milldale — apart Irom
Mary’s Aunt Miriam—to be informed
of their engagement.

He came out from his forge with his
wrought-iron face pliant with affec-
tionate enthusiasm.

“T had an eye to that,” hé confided.
“T hoped it’d be so; I couldn’t believe
it’d be otherwise.”

May I see?”
said Birkland, laugh-

“ the very first
I've

“Why so?” asked Birkland.

He gave them a mystic smile, went
back presently to his work, pondering
no doubt on this welding of human
lives — blacksmith work, also, yet so
delicate, so tremendous.

They drove on past the creamery—
very busy, with its smoke-stack and
panting steam-vent. There was a pos-
sible investment there, said Birkland.

A man with limited capital, but not
too limited as to brains and energy.
could take over a plant like that and
make it grow—grow like. a pumpkin-
vine, in these rich bottoms where cows
had everything to make them happy.

“'Then, later on,” Birkland con-
tinued, “ there will be a fortune in the
building of an electric road through
this section — ‘ The- Miami & Mill-
dale Electric Railway Company *—see,
I've figured it out, given it a name.
I've even seen the farmers carrying
out their stuff for-the early morning
freight-car service—a basket of eggs
for Oxford, a crate of chickens for
Hambleton, a barrel of onions for the
Grand Hotel-——hamburger steak.”

“ Oh, that's the way of success,”
cried Mary; “visualize what you
want, then fill it in with facts!”

“Is that the way you've kept
beautiful ? ”’

“ Am I beautiful? ”

Birkland guided Dan into the shore
road, where ‘he knew that no one could
see, before he answered.

He needed—both of them needed
perhaps—a stimulus to new courage
just then. So small, so empty—it
stood there in front of them, their
future home!

Mary instantly had tears in her
eyes. Birkland, starting to make some
jocular remark, suddenly stopped with

~a lump in his throat.

Then she smiled.

“ See it with flowers blooming all
around it,” she said. *‘ See it with the
roses clambermur right up to the roof.
See it, even as merely a part of the
big and beautiful home that is to be.”

Said Birkland: “I have. But,
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could ever be straightened out, and
he would get his share with the others.
Already it was being computed that
the depositors would receive about
fifty per cent.

That would mean ten thousand dol-
lars for him; and with ten thousand
dollars—

Mild weather had again set in after
the recent storm, and, although there
was some snow on the ground, he had
taken Dan and moved out to Milldale,
there to make his temporary home with
Mary’s Aunt Miriam.

He had work to do out there, and,
for the time being it was the only work
that appealed to him.

There he could stand with his feet
on the ground—ground that his father
and mother had trod—ground that was
his own. He loved it.

He trimmed the trees and hedges.
He and Dan worked for days hauling
boulders for the new chimney he was
to have built, and- more boulders still
for the stone wall with which his
whole domain’ was to be surrounded.

Much of the time Mary was there
with him; and it must have been a
sight to entertain the angels, to see
these two mated creatures planning
and building their nest against the
coming of the spring. Paths laid out,
planations of trees both useful and
ornamental decided upon, a rock-
garden there with a fountain in it.

A real fountain? Why not! With
a small gasoline engine to do the work,
and the abundant water that was
theirs!

But, through it all—and Birkland
was sounding depths of happiness he
had never before imagined—there ran
that minor strain of the missing hearth-
stone.

It had become a sort of obsession
with him. He couldn’t think of it
without feeling the skin along his
spinal column creep—where our an-
cestors, perhaps, had bristles—making
him feel a good deal as that dog of
Miller’s looked whenever there were
strangers about.
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The hearthstone was necessary.

It was to be the talisman of this
new life of his. It was to throw all
of the good luck that might be coming
to him into this new life of his. He
worked, but he knew that he was do-
ing this chiefly through the blind faith
that Mary and his own dreams in-
spired.

‘But he was waiting—waiting—

Then, one night, Fate raised the
curtain on that master-play of hers—a
master-play so far as he, and certain
others, were concerned.

He had retired for the night at Aunt
Miriam’s. The old lady lived in a
pleasant house that topped a rise on the
other side of Milldale. The weather
was mild, but not unseasonably so.

And Birkland, with his window

.wide open, had tucked the quilt about

his ears. It seemed to him that scarcely
had he closed his eyes than the waters
of the Branch had risen in a spring
freshet, were roaring as they used to
roar in the old days under the covered
bridge.

Then, suddenly, he was wide awake,
but the roaring continued.

There was something grisly about
it—continuous, remote, yet suggcstnc
of human passion. It wasn’t the river
that had a voice like that. Nor was it
Aunt Miriam, nor Sally, the hired gnrl
It was outside—far away.

There came a shot, faint yet dis-
tinct, then another and another, while
the roar went two. full tones higher.
It wasn’t one voice. There were many
of them—the complex, thrilling note
of a mob.

In an instant, he was out of bed and
hurrying into his clothes. With no
very definite idea as to what was hap-
pening as yet, still his mind kept re-
verting to the scene outside the Ham-
bleton National Bank the first day
that he had seen Cyrus F. Miller.

The crowd then had made a sound
something like the one he was hearing
—only smaller, more fragmentary.

He was outside, in the black village
street, before the rest of the household
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declared that young lady, with becom-
ing modesty.

“Oh, thats all right, honey,” said
-Birkland; “your Aunt Mary and I
sha'n’t mind.”

CHAPTER XLI.
Found, Found at Last!

SPRING coming.on, and the Miami

Valley, with the rest of the
northern hemisphere, was getting ready
to perform the annual miracle-play.

It might have been merely due to
his changed outlook on life, or it might
have been due to the actual betterment
in his prospects, but as Birkland went
about his da1ly work he felt, for the
first time in his life, that he was in
Iﬁ?rtnershlp with everythmg about

During his early struggles in New
York he had often envied those men
who possessed * influence "—men in
~ touch with the “big interests,” the
 great banks and the great corporations.

He was becoming master now of

another sort of influence—an influ-
ence compared with which the sort he
once envxed was a most trivial thing.
He was in touch with something
greater than any millionaire or any in-
stitution. He was in touch with some-
thing that was supethuman. It was
the Primal Cause.

He knew it—the thing that was in-
forming nature was informing his own
life, and he acted accordingly.

He and Mary were to be married
the first week in April. He was pro-
ceeding with his arrangements for this
event as calmly and confidently as the
cottonwoods and willows were pre-
paring for their owp part in the spring
pageant.

The rock-chxmney was rising in its
place.

There was a wide porch around the
house. The paths that he and Mary
had laid out were being smoothed and
graveled. ‘Trees and bushes were ar-
riving by the dozery frqm the, nursery
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and were being set out, each in its
proper place.

There was a rock-garden with a
fountain in it. A magic day would
come—before very long, now—when
the flowers would bloom and the
sparkling water leap into the air.

Dan went about his work with per-
fect patience, a perfect understanding
—apparently—what it was all about;
how solemn it was, and important.

And it was with the same patience,

- the same sense of importance, but with

a degree of more manifest enthusiasm,
that Mr. Ambrose White went about

- his part of the labor; for there was a

small house—white folks would have
called it a bungalow—newly built,
back by the wood-lot, and already
there were morning-glory seeds in the
clean and fecund earth at the side
of it.

Ambrose had secretly decided upon
the same day in April for his own
nuptials. Some day, he told himself,
there would be piccaninnies running
about these fields and fishing for tooth-
some catfish in the Branch..

There were two things that might
have caused Birkland worry — that
might, at any rate, have put a couple
of drops of gall into the ambrosia of
this new life of his.

One of these was his financial con-
dition. By careful management he
would be able to live on what he had
without the necessity of looking for a
job.

He was a poor man, judged by tle
standards he had built up for himself
and to which he still adhered, only a
few months back.

It surprised him at times to find
himself so calmly looking the future
in the face, thinking big thoughts,
planning big things despite this handi-
cap. But, even when he tried to, he
couldn’t get rid of the sense of abun-
dance, that he would have all that he
needed; and that, when he needed it,
the necessary money would appear.

‘There was a material basis for this
feeling.


















THE LOST HE{\RTHSTONE.

“ Feller citizens,” he began.

“ And ladies,” some one supple-
mented. - ‘

“ They're feller citizens, too,” said
the: squire amiably. “But what I
wanted to get at was this.
our midst to-night,” (cheers) “ some
one who—some one who—"

The sqdire’s voice rose.

He was contemplating a flight of
eloquence. He turned his head a
little to one side, looked at the ceiling;
momentarily words failed him. The
ministers and some of the ladies en-
couraged him by clapping their hands.

The squire bowed in acknowledg-
ment. )

“Now, as I was about to say,” he
went on, “I remember—re-mem-
ber-r-r ¥ (fresh cheers and sounds of
“sh-h!””) “ when this—this party
who we have in our midst—was the

first to raise his hand—in support of -

law and order. That’s right, isn’t it,
Mr. Brown?”
“That’s. right,”"
smith stoutly.
“In other words, feller citizens,”

the squire said, hastening on to his

said the black-

conclusion, “ we've got—we’ve got”
(oratorical pause) “a new feller
citizen in our midst. I want—"

The squire’s closing words were
lost in the outburst of applause as he
smiled at Birkland and, with rough
geniality, poked him in the ribs.

Birkland had never made a speech
in his life—except privately, or, at the
most, before a group of his own direct-
ors. He was a little embarrassed.

But as he confronted the kindly,
good-natured crowd in front of him,
this embarrassment was engulfed in
other feelings.

There flashed through his brain an
epitome of all that he had undergone,
all that he had hoped for—his pas-
sions, his plans, and his dreams.

He was standing at last on the
hearthstone—smooth and warm—of
his own home. The woman he loved
was there at his side. These people
were his neighborg;~his frignds.

We got in
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“I wish I could make a speech,” he
said softly, as sudden silence once
more swept over the room. “ You
folks are mighty good. You've added
the supreme touch to a great event.
This is my home. The minister has
called down a blessing on it. The
blessing’s here. You’ve all helped it
to come about.”

He was going to stop at that, but
every one applauded, and the squire
and the ministers were among those
who urged him to go on.

“ Friends,” he said, “ we’re hefe to-
night with such perfect understanding
because we have so much in common.
Some of us still have our fathers and
mothers with us. Some of us are
orphans. But each one of us, 'way
down deep in the bottom of his or her
heart, had the same thing ‘planted
there at the beginning of life by some
sainted woman.

“You know what it is.

“Even a man doesn’t have to be
told what.

“ A woman with a little baby in her
arms—the future squire, the future
blacksmith, "the future minister—but
helpless, toothless, a little mass of pure
flesh and spirit; and oh, how she pours
into it her yearning for peace, for
plenty, for right living, for high
ideals! . '

“That’s the way the home-spirit is
born; for these things are the elements
of “home.

“Shall I stop?” asked Birkland
quite suddenly, with a smile.

The older ladies especially shook
their heads. Most of the younger
peoplé were listening absorbed, sur-
prised, open-mouthed.

“ Then, just this in conclusion. We
can wander far. We can go after
other things — after power, after
money, after fame. But greater than
our desire for these things is that
holy, primal passion implanted there
not by one mother only, but by the
Lord knows how many generations of
mothers ahead of her. The wanderer
turns back. The spirit-voice of his
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heart bids him put up a temple to this
religion of the world’s good women.”

Many. of the ladies present pinked
up pleasurably at that in acknowledg-
ment of the compliment. There was
brief applause.

“ A temple it is,” said Birkland.

“ Indeed it is, brother,” said the
Rev. Mr. Hargitt.

“ And God defend
Rev. Mr. Hall. :

Brother Cross, the elder of the
three, nodded his head in solemn
affirmation. )

“ And out from it, to sweeten and
enrich the earth,” Birkland resumed,
“ there drifts the spirit of that woman
with the baby in her arms, her yearn-
ings become a power—for peace, for
plenty, for right living, and for high
ideals!”

John Brown and the squire shook
each other by the hand.

“ So,” Birkland concluded,  here
with my feet on this rock, on this old
hearthstone, I—I sort of feel that it’s
an altar dedicated to such things—for
the good of Milldale, for the good of
Miami Valley, for all mankind!”

it!"” said the

CHAPTER XLV.

Conclusion.

THERE have been years of happi-
ness and accomplishment since
then. Piccaninnies dodging about—
five or six—no one ever knows ex-
actly how many, except Mr. and Mrs.
Ambrose White; the new electric rail-
way paying dividends; the creamery
become a large and prosperous coop-
erative plant; the youngest fruit-trees
beginning to bear; the fountain and
the rock-garden graced and beautified
by a first growth of lichens and moss.
Even Birkland’s house has grown.
The old part—the most important
part—is still unchanged; but now it is
the wing of a rather stately but old-
fashioned dwelling, the very simplicity
of which bespeaks the work of a high-
priced architect.
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In this new part of the house there
are music-rooms and drawing-rooms,
guest-chambers, boudoirs and dens—
all very nice when there’s entertaining
to be done, which is pretty often: for,
when Luella or Mary are not giving
something or other, the house is being
loaned to the ladies of the church. or
the Foresters, or the Maccabees.

But it is in the old part of the house
that Birklarid and Mary love to pass
their hours together when they are
alone.

There Mary takes her place at the
center-table, with the yellow lamplight

- flooding her shimmering hair, accen-

tuating the softened beauty of her
face—that beauty which comes to
women who are happy, and which
grows with years.

And Birkland, even when the nights
are warm and there is no excuse for a
fire, still takes his place on the old
hearthstone.

With his feet on that and his eves
on Mary—and always -that same,
vague hunger in his heart — his
thoughts soar off into the clouds.
There, and like that, he has always
dreamed his greatest dreams and
worked out their execution.

There was the matter of children,
for example.

They adopted Luella. But soon, in
a general way, they were adopting all
the children of the countryside, or-
phaned or otherwise,

Then Birkland built another and
larger home on the hill where Cyrus F.
Miller used to live, made it something
of a monument to consecrate the
ground where the hearthstone had
lain in exile, and there started an en-
terprise that he and Mary have ever
since delighted in—changing the bad
luck of still other children into good.

Every year, when he and Mary gor
to New York—where Birkland at-
tends the annual directors’ mecting of
the Susquehanna—they pick out an
additional quartet, two girls and two
boys, two of them ugly and two of
them handsome.
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make yourself comfortable aboard.

It’'d do me good to see you meet him,’

“and I’ll arrange it if I can. My niece
‘is aboard, and she’ll be company for
you. And there is Jack Connor, too.”

The captain chuckled as another
thought came to him. “It is fortu-
nate Connor is my new mate,” he said.
“I think he likes you, girl.”

Her face flashed crimson as the
<aptain looked at her. He had re-
membered what Guerrero had said—
that this woman loved Jack Connor.
If she thought Connor returned her
-affection she’d pay considerable atten-
tion to him. It would prove another
barrier between Connor and Norene.

Captain Adams didn’t think another
barrier was needed, but it was better
to be on the safe side.

It happened that at that moment
Connor and Morgan came from the

forecastle. Connor and Sally Wood
faced each other across six feet of
deck,

“You?” Connor gasped. “For

the love of Heaven, Sally, what are
you doing here?”

“ She came to find her husband, the
man who deserted her,” the captain
said. “ Riney was the man.”

him! But you missed him—you are
here, and he has remained behind.”

“She played stowaway to get at
him,” the captain said. “T'wo of the
men found her among the lumber piles
forward. There’s nerve for you.
We'll take care of her, Connor, and
if Riney -follows on that fool gun-
boat we’ll see that she meets him face
to face and makes him uncomfort-
able. Take her below and see that
she has something hot to eat.”

“ Thank you, sir,” Connor réplied.

Sally Wood staggered as she started
forward, and Connor threw an arm
about her and helped her across the
deck. -

Wild Norene came from below just,
in time to see them. She stood to
one side as they passed. Connor gave
her no attention; e was bpnding over

_nothing at all.”

“Then I'm doubly glad I smashed
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Sally' Wood and talking to her in a
low tone. .

Wild Norene’s face flushed and she
hurried across to her uncle.

“ Who is that woman? ” she asked.
“What is she doing here?”

The captain laughed.

“ She’s a stowaway, niece. The men
found her behind a lumber pile. She
crept aboard at Astoria just before we
sailed.”

“ But_—"

“ She was afraid I'd not take her
as a passenger, and she was deter-
mined to sail on the Amingo. That’s
why she stowed away. Interested in
the mate.”

“ Interested in the mate,” Norene
repeated, looking in the . direction
Connor and Sally Wood had taken.
“ What sort of a woman—

“ She’s a musician. She played the
piano in the place where Riney and
Connor had the fight last night.

“Oh!” There was deep scorn in
Norene’s voice.

“Both interested in this girl, I
imagine. Perhaps that’s why they
fought; the fight seemed to start over

»

“Oh!” she gasped again. )
It flashed over her mind that here

“was the reason Jack Connor had

agreed so promptly to thrash Riney,
and without asking questions as to
why he should be thrashed. She had
thought he was fighting for her—and
he had been fighting for this woman!

Wild Norene said nothing more to
her uncle, but turned and went for-
ward to stand near the rail and look
ahead at the tossing sea.

Captain Bill Adams chuckled. Let
Jack Connor win Norene now, if he

could!

CHAPTER V.
"The Mate’s Order.

THE North Pacific kicks up its heels
at times like a wilful youngster
overriding parental authority. For
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dodged by the Amingo with a Yankee
sailing hér, and don’t you forget it.
I’Il turn in now, I guess.” .

‘The Amingo was making good time
and was on the right course; there was
litle for Connor to do. Morgan was
with others of the crew in the fore-
castle getting sorely needed sleep after
the battle with the gale.

Sefior Guerrero came on deck for a
time, pale and weak, spoke a few
words, and retired - again. Connor
imagined he did it to see for himself
whether the Amingo still was afloat.

And then Norene appeared.

She walked forward, playing with
the ship’s dog mascot. Presently she
tirned and made for the bridge.

Connor watched her _from the cor-
ners of his eyes. She did not go aft;
she stopped, started up.

Connor swurg his glass up and
looked hard to starboard at nothing.
When he lowered the glass she was
within six feet- of him and- with "a
glass of her own was looking back at
the Mexican gunboat. She did not
appear to recognize his presence.

Connor smiled as he turned his back
upori her and again regarded a spot
he imagined to be on the horizon.
When he looked back she had
dropped the glass to her side and was
watching the antics of the dog playing
with one of the men over the piles of
lumber. :

Connor wondered whether' she had
come there to explain by_ her actions
that she did not consider he existed on
earth. If she would not recognize his
presence, he would recognize hers, he
told himself. )

He was puzzled how to begin.

A plea for justice would not avail
with such a girl as Norene; he had
made that before and it had failed.
To start an ordinary conversation

would mean to be snubbed. He must

find some way to startle her, some way
to make her answer, to get her to talk.
. An idea came to him, an idea so
bold that for a moment it held him
aghast, then forced him to smile in
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spite of himself. He would startle
Wild Norene as she never had been
startled before, he decided.

He took a step nearer her.

“1 beg your pardon,” he said.

She turned her back on him and
made no reply. Raising the glass again,
she contemplated the distant shore.

“ Pardon me, but passengers are not
allowed on the bridge!”

“ Passengers!”

She whirled toward him as she
spoke, then, realizing she had been be-
trayed into speaking, flushed and bit

- her lip.

But Connor was not smiling at her
nor sneering at her, was not sarcastic,
not angry, not attempting a pleasantry.
He was only the courteous, firm officer
in temporary charge of a vessel on the
high seas.

“ Pardon me for mentioning it,” he
continued. “ Perhaps you did not
understand about it.”

“ Not understand—"

She bit her lip and flushed again.
Not understand? Wild Norene
Adams, who had spent ten years

.aboard a vessel with Captain Bill, not

to understand the simple rules of the
sea? '

Hot anger flamed within her; her
eyes flashed danger signals.

“ It is permissible, with the captain’s
permission, to visit the bridge with
himself or another officer, but it is not
permitted you to be alone on the bridge
with the officer in charge.”

“Are you trying to be imperti-
nent?”’ :

“ Also, it is forbidden to speak to
the bridge officer, madam.”

He turned away from her and again
contemplated the horizon, trying hard
to keep from smiling.

“ It happens,” - she said in scorn,
“that I have the run of the ship. I
own one-fifth interest in her, if you
desire to know it. I think I may stand
on the bridge a moment.”

He turned toward her again, his
face grave. :

“It would be the same, madam, if
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eyes blazed at the captain, then he
faced Norene again. “ Evidently your
uncle hasn’t been fair. Evidently he
didn’t tell you this woman’s story! It’s
one to make an honest woman’s heart
bleed with sympathy for her. ‘In-
terested in the mate,” eh? Cap’n Bill
didn’t happen to mention which mate,
did he?”

“ What do you mean?” she asked.

There was an expression of guilt in
the captain’s face, and she had been
quick to notice it.

“I wasn’t the mate meant,” said
Comnor. “It was Riney, the old
mate, she followed aboard, or thought
she was following him. She is inter-
ested in Rimey—and she has the right
to be.”

“ But a woman of that sort—
began again.

12

she

“ A woman that is good and hon- -

est, and whom any other waman ought
to help,” he said. “ Why not ask your
unicle to set you right—to tell you the
story? I don’t blame you for blaming
me if Cap'n Bill led you to believe
some things that are not true.”

She demanded the story, and Cap-
tain Adams told it in a manner that
showed he was somewhat ashamed.

Norene said nothing as he conclu-
ded, but there was a bit of contempt
in her face as she watched her uncle
descend to the deck and start toward
the cabin to continue his interrupted
sleep.

But Cadptain Adams turned, grin-
ning, and called back at her, sending
a parting shot in revenge.

‘“ Better get off that bridge, No-
rene, or the mate will have you in
irons!” he cried.

Her face grew red, and she started
to descend without looking at Connor.

“Miss Adams,” he called softly as
she started, “I meant what I saids
I'll bother you no more. I love you—
I meant that, too. I've corrected one
false idea you had of me, but I shall
go no farther. I just wanted you to
know I'm perhaps not as bad as you
thought, and that Sally Wood was a
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decent woman, deserving of kindness
and sympathy. You're the one woman
I’'ve ever looked at a second time—"

She hesitated, then ran swiftly down
to the deck, as if afraid to hear more.
She did not ask his pardom; did net
by word or look express penitence.

But that evening in the moonlight
Jack Connor saw her walking the deck
with Sally Wood, and Wild Norene
had her arm around the other wom-
an’s waist.

He did not know how Wild No-
rene’s pride had suffered that day.

CHAPTER VL
The Truth Comes Cut.

SEVEN days passed, with the steam

schooner Aminga wallowing on
toward the south, and the Mexican
gunboat following, droppmg behind
by day, creeping up by might, always
watching, ready for any emergency,
ready to match wit against Captair
Bill Adams’s strategy.

The pursuing craft had thrown out
her true colors, and now and then by
looking through a glass one could see
the sun reflected from her guns.

The Amingo now was off the Mexi-
can coast, and Connor knew that the
end of the voyage was near. - Times
without number he had passed or met
Norene Adams, but always he had
merely saluted her courteously and
passed on.

She had grown to be great friends
with Sally Wood, and with Sally
Wood Connor talked a great deal now
and then.

These conversations were but half
sweet to Sally. She was a2 woman
who could read the heart of such a
man as Jack Comnor. And she read
that she had his respect, but not his
affection; that all that was reserved
for Wild Norene.

Guerrero, now that they were ap-
proaching the end of the voyage, be-
came nervous and looked contmmeally
over the stern at the pursuing gunboat.









WILD NORENE.

“No!” she cried, looking up at
him, “ You—you lied to me?”

“ Now, Norene—"

“You lied to me?” -

“Don’t you understand, girl? It
wasn’t necessary for you to know.”

“ But you're breaking the law!”

“It isn’t a fair law, girl. Why
should it be against the law to carry
guns and cartridges to people who
want to fight? ” -

“ Because,” she said,  unscrupul-
ous men always would be starting
trouble, getting poor downtrodden
men to fight for liberty when really
they would be fighting to help rich
men seize .property. The law would
not have stood this long, uncle, unless
4t had been a good law. And all
nations would not have adopted it un-
less it was good. You don’t know
what you do.

“ You're making it possible for men
to shoot one another, you're helping
create widows and. orphans — and
you’re breaking the law!” -

“Liberty cannot be gained except
blood be shed,” said Sefior Guerrero.

Norene looked at him in scorn.

“1 begin to understand,” she said.
“You have mentioned to me that you
and your friends own oil-fields and
mines, and that you could make more
money if the government favored you

‘more. You are trying to establish a
government more to your liking, I
suppose.”

The banner of guilt showed in
Guerrero’s face. Norene’s lips curled
as she looked at him.

“But I am speaking to my uncle,”
she went on, looking up at the bridge
again. “ WHy have you deceived me,
uncle? ”

“ It wasn’t any of your business,
grl” he said brutally. “Women
shouldn’t bother their heads about
busmess 7~

“You should have told me. You'd

1o right to do such things when I was

on the schooner 4o make me a party

to them—

Captain Adamgs's anger, had been
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growing steadily, and now it flamed

, forth. That it was directed against

his niece happened because the last
words addressed to him had been
spoken by her.

“No right!” he exclaimed. “I've
been a good uncle, haven't I? I've
tried to raise you right. You've had
everything money could buy. It cost
more to have you with me instead of
putting you ashore, but I did it be-
cause I wanted to be sure you'd be
protected. I've run guns before with
you aboard. You've spent a lot of the
money I got for doing it. It’s legiti-
mate, whether the government thinks
so or not. And I'll continue to do it,
and no Mexican gunboat or headstrong
girl or fresh mate can stop me!”

“ Protected me!” she cried, half-
shrinking from him because of his
words and manner. “In return I've
given you such love as a daughter
should give a father. And how have
you protected me? This man, Jack
Connor, spoke lightly of Wild Norene
in a barroom—spoke so because of
what he thought I must be, having
been with you. Because you are a
breaker of laws, he assumed I must
be a dishonest woman. Can you blame
him? By Heaven, I cannot!”

“ Norene!” There was agony in
the captain’s voice.

“I cannot, I say. Not knowing me
as he does now, what else could he
think? You were a lawbreaker, I was
your constant companion, - nearer to
you than any other human being; I
sailed with you on all your voyages!
What could men think except that I
was a lawbreaker, too, that I knew
what you were doing and agreed with
you in it; that I was lawless—not a
good woman, but a thing to be spoken
of in scorn?”

“Don’t, girl—you don’t under-
stand— ,
“I do understand! And I don’t

blame Jack Connor for what he said,
nor for where he said it! You left
me open to the insult—you, my uncle!
I blame yo1:!”’
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or abuse to shake him in his purpose
never to fight professionally again.

But his temper was peppery, and at -

least once a year an account of some
street encounter of his found its way
into the columns of the daily press.
His antipathy for newspapermen, based
on these unwelcome dramatizations of
his flare-ups, was well known.

But experience had taught Nutting
that there is no percentage in worry-
ing about things that might never
happen, and Ben Franklin's famous
anxiety-dispeller was fleeting through
his mind when he mounted the steps
at 2610 Hicks Street and leaned
against the push button.

In the brief interval between the
turning of the knob and the opening
of the door he had twice clenched his
fists and assumed defensive attitudes,
and twice had abandoned the pose—
the second time with an involuntary
gasp of admiration.

Obviously the girl who held open
the door and regarded him with an air
of innocent inquiry was the beautxful
Miss Isabel.

In one hurrled glance he ratified the
famous surgeon’s high opinion of her,
and after a more comprchensne look
he concluded that the eminent author-
ity had been too conservative in the
expression of his praise.

“ Miss Venus di Milo, you’re out of
the running,” he said to himself.

Snatching off his hat he bowed low.

“How do you do?.” he began, “Is
Mr. Gorman in?”

“No, father is out just at present,”
she replied in a voice that quite be-
longed with her attractive being.

Nutting smiled.

“Can you tell me when he will re-
turn?” he asked, spinning his hat on
his forefinger.

“ Why, he should be back in an hour
or two, I fancy. Is there—"

“Now isn’t that unfortunate?”
he broke in, grinning broadly, “I'm
terribly disappointed. I came way
over here from New York just to see

? "
him and now— — .
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“Won’t you come in?" she asked
smilingly.

“Thank you,” he exclaimed
stepped quickly into the hall.

As the door closed behind him he
started involuntarily and turned, half
expecting to see the sturdy Mr. Gor-
man standing in the corner.

“You are quite sure that vour father
—er—er—won’t return for-an hour? ”
he asked as she led the way to the sit-
ting room.

She gazed at him with a roguish
smile.

“He may change his plans and re-
turn at any moment,” she replied.

“ Uh—nhuh,” he beamed.

She took a rocker near the window
and he hauled a’ chair closer to the
center of the picture and seated him-
self.

“If you will tell me your husiness
w1th father, Mr.—er—Mr.—"

“ Nutting — Howard Nutting — of
the—yes—Howard Nutting."” he said
quickly. He had started to iumble for
one of his Chronicle cards, but, on sec-
ond thought, refrained.

“I came to see your father about
you,” he continued, smllmg amiably.

“ About me?”’

“ Huh—huh—yes, about—"

A new program suggested itseli.
paused and eyed her intently.

“"Why, we've met before, I'm sure!
he cried,. starting up. “ You are—
why, of course—silly of nte not to have
thought of it before—you are Miss
Isabel Gorman, are you not?

“Yes,” she affirmed
“ Where—"

“ Didn’t I meet you at West Point? ”

He knew very well that he had never
seen her prior to her appearance at the
door, but the scheme was w orI\m"

“Why, I don’t know—did you?

Miss Gorman had never visited
West Point, but she was not immune to
the subtle flattery.

“T have it!” he burst out. “It was
at the Junior Prom at Princeton, two
years ago;-don’t tell me it wasn’t. You
were a freshman at Varnard at the

and

He

cagerly.



























BESIDE HIS WIFE."

custom-made - grief! Such a coming
and going—such a curious peeping—
-such an “officious strain at ‘ doing
something for her "—such a shedding
of suitable tears from mneighborly
eyes. Being newly dead had brought
. nothing of repose.

When the door closed on Mr. Pick’s
black frock. coat and pink cheeks, it
seemed almost as if the placid limbs
relaxed the more. There might have
been almost.a sigh of rélief from lips
that had taken upon themselves a
something fhat was not quite a smile,
but that was puzzling and unnatural
to the man who had come through the
hall door- alone.

He had been .ushered in ostenta-

tiously by the undertaker, who had
made way for him through the crowd
of red eyed women in the hallway.
. “Mr. Darst goes in alone to the
body,” had said the undertaker, and
curious faces were turped to watch the
closing panels of the door. Then, the
women forming the crowd found
comfortable advantageous positions
from which to view the ultimate re-
appearance of Mr. Darst.

There was -a general putting to-

gether of heads, and confidential con-

versations were resumed in hushed

vojces.

The man behmd the door- looked
about the unnatural little room in a
startled way. - He felt as if he had
never seen it before. The armchair
at the window, which "Alice had called
his, and where he had spent the larger
part of each Sunday with his papers
and_the proper periodicals, was no
longer there. .

The familiar litter of small things

that had been his and hers he did not"

see. He had a feeling that he was in
the .act of moving out of the house
which had been home. -

He looked at the still face of his
wife in the same anxious, startled way.
He touched awkwardly the stiff satin
pleating that stood out fromsthe pillow
where _they had lat éx ead. He
looked at her, cun ‘ersonally
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It seemed to him as if he was trying
to recall where he had seen that wom-
an before, not as if he had been sent
in to take his first loock at his wife
after she was arrayed for her burial.
He had to make a physical effort, by
bracing his feet and setting his jaw,
to keep his thoughts where they be-
longed.

They seemed ready to follow his

-eyes out .of the close little room,

through the strip of open window and
across the fields to something else—
anything else. Even the most trivial
of business matters intruded them-
selves into his consciousness in ad-
vance of the things he should be think-
ing about then.

“Don’t you think they have frizzed
her hair too much?” he said to the
girl who had noiselessly appeared at
the foot of the coffin near him.

The girl did not speak, and he re-
peated the question, as if the answer
might be an important issue to him.

“Don’t you think her hair is too
much frizzed, Mary? I can’t make her
seem natural. Or maybe it’s the thing
they have put around her neck.. There
is something about her that seems
strange. Do you see it?”

Again the girl d|d not reply and the
man went on:

“Tt isn’t exactly that she is smiling,
but there’s a queer look about her face
—seems' like that she understood, or
knew something—"

“ She didn’t,” spoke the girl.

The man frowned.

He rested his hands on the edge of
the coffin. They were strong, power-
ful hands, matching the strength of
his.big frame. He put one of them up
and pushed back restlessly the thick,
dark hair that waved over his forehead.

It was a not unhandsome head, set
too far forward on shoulders -that
sagged a bit. One would know by
looking at him as he stood, that he
would walk slouchingly and carelessly.

“It seems strange that she should
have gone_off like this,” he went on
in a puzaled, complainirg sort of






" BESIDE HIS WIFE.

. She crumpled in her hands the folds
of the lace drape at her side. . ’

“Then you didn’t mean all the
things you said?” she asked.

“ Sh-h-h-h,” cried the man in a
“Sibilant whxsper
~_“She isn’t hearing,” with a scorn-
"ful laugh, while anger blazed in her
‘eyes- ‘““Then you didn’t meamr what
you said, John, about loving me and
what- we could do and how we could
be together if it wasn’t for her—you
didn’t mean it, then? ”

“Hush,” repeated the man. “ Don't
you know better than to talk about such
things here?”

“What difference does it make?”
cried the girl fiercely. “ I know. You're
afraid of her. You always were afraid
of her. You were afraid of her living
and you’re afrald of her dead. I'm
nOt ”

‘She rapped ﬁercely on the edge of
the coffin. “ He loves me the best. He
says so. He has, ever since I've been
here. I'm not afraid of you. Pouf,”
and she snapped her fingers.

" The man seized her hands roughly.

““You go out of here 1f you can’t
behave yourself,” he said.

Then the tears came.

“ Ah, John,” she cried, clmgmg to
his hands. “You make me crazy
when” you seem not to care. I can’t
bear that you should look at her all the
tlme, and not at me. You know what
we’ve been to each other.

“You know I've done everything _
you asked—because you said you loved -
me. T've taken chances and chances to
be with you, because you wanted me.
No, I' won’t hush. She’s no better
dead than she was alive, and you didn’t
care for her then—you've said so a
Lundred times.

“ You've said, that if she was only
out of the wray-'—"yOu swore you loved
me—1I-tell you, I won’t hush—you said
those things-a plenty while she was
alive. And you were clever enough
making. plans to get with me alone—
and now you talk—" The girl broke

into wild weeping @D@fﬁfb@
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The door opened cautiously, and the
sleek head of the obsequious Mr. Pick
protruded.

There was curiosity rampant in
every feature.- But he saw only the
husband standing stiffly by the side of
his wife, and the girl, who had been a
member of the family, sobbing aloud
over the loss of her friend and her
home. It looked like any other scene
in any other house at such times. The
flame of slowly burning gossip could
not be fed by it. He closed the door
again gently. '

The man smothered a hard word,
but ‘he reached out and touched her
shoulder not ungently.

“Go on up-stairs.
this later. This is no time and no
place. Go on up—stalrs, Mary. Be
reasonable. You mus 'n’t carry on like
this here. Go on.’

“You come, too, then,” sobbed the
girl. *“Oh, John, you come, too. I'm
so unhappy. You don’t want me to be
that. You always said I was made to

We'll talk about

‘be happy, because I was sweet—you’ve

said a thousand times that I was sweet,
John.”

She had moved close to him and
raised to him her face, that was like
a flower, She slipped one hand up his
arm, over his shoulder and tucked her
fingers over the edge of his collar,
against his neck—a baby trick of hers
that he knew.

“You are sweet,” he said slowly.

The smile, that began about her
“mouth and spread into her shining
eyes, was radiant.

“ Say it again,” she whispered, and
she stood on tiptoe, that her lips might
almost touch ‘his. “ Say again that I
am sweet. That was your first love
word to me, dearest. Say it again.”

She was so close that he felt the soft
thump of her heart against him. He
looked down into the alluring curves of
her neck and shoulders—he quivered
at the touch of her fingers in his neck,
and bent his face to meet hers.

She flung herself upon*him. She
snuggled into his arms with little mur-












A PERSONAL PROBLEM.
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“ Come out to the steamer to-mor-
row,” said Hobson, a half hour later,
as they rose. “I'd like to show you—
show you Agnes’s picture — an’ the
baby’s.”

_ “Thanks,” returned Cranshaw.

» But his long, lean face seemed to
quiver a trifle, and as he ushered his
guest ‘into the sleeping-room his gray
~eyes were baleful. That speech had
‘been sheer venom, for Hobson was not

drunk; he had merely forgotten for .

“the moment his intense fear -of
Cranshaw.

Once ensconced thh their mosquito
curtains,“the two men exchanged a few

words before dropping off to sleep,

then the darkness was broken only by .

the rasping snore of Hobson.

Curiously  enough, Cranshaw’s
breathing seemed. hardly audible. -

For Avarua, the night was a cool
one. The bungalow was at the edge of
town, 'and the roar of the surf thun-
dered dully from the outer reefs in
unbroken cadences.

Suddenly, and without the ,slightest
warning, a horrible scream echoed out
from the veranda—shrilled up and

off, ad seemed to die softly in the '

distance.

“My God!” Hobson's voice rang
out. “What’s that’ » 7

“ Mor kiri-kiri,” returned Cranshaw
sleepily. -

““What’s that? ”

“A flying fox—for heavens sake
shut up and gé to sleep!” ’

Cranshaw did’ not sleep himself,
‘however, for he lay motionless with
his hand on an electric torch, and
chuckled slightly as he listened to the
irregular, panting breathmg of the
other man. -

-“Slowly through the surf-mutter
there pierced ~other sounds—slight,
thin, bird-like sounds; as though in-
numerable watches were ticking in the
room. Hobson’s . breathing sounded
rather flurried,” and Cranshaw’s "thin
lips parted in a grim smile as he stared
up into the darkness.

Peculiay though_the ‘hc,kmg sounds
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were, they were presently overborne by
a still more peculiar sound—one which

. no human brain could define, without

experience,

It was a ghostly tapping, tappmg,
tapping that seemed to come from the
floor; a clicking, xrregular, metallic
tapping. It seased with uncanny sud-
denness.

. “I say, are you awake? ”

Hobson’s voice sounded
hoarse. ‘

“Cranshaw! Wake up!”

“Eh? What’s the matter?”

Cranshaw spoke very sleepily, and
smiled to himself.

“There’s somethmg on my cur-
tains!”

“ Shake it off and go to sleep.”

A soft flurry of mosquito curtains,
a subdued crash, and then a scuttling
and tapping that once more ended
abruptly. A gasp from Hobson.

“1 say, the bally thing’s back!” he
cried. “For God’s sake help me out,
Cranshaw!”

“It’s only a hermit crab wandered
in, you fool. Wait—now take a look
and give him a good fling off.”

Cranshaw’s arm protruded from his
curtains, and he snapped the electric
torch. He had no need where to look,
for he had been expecting this visit
from the junior partner for some time.

Hobson gripped his curtains in des-
perate haste and again shook off the
thing that was climbing. He looked
out, ,saw the hideous, bristly object
clatter away on its spider-legs, and
fell back with a subdued groan..

“ Danm this place!”

Again silence and darkness - fell
upon the room, and again the noises
of the night slowly seeped through the
surf-thunder.

Outside the veranda the crabs were
scuttling and clicking and rustling,
scavenging with resistless vigor and
great enthusiasm. A thin, far burst of
song came from the government ac-
commodation house, where the bulk
of the steamer’s passengers were
/gathered in jovial celebration.

stifled,
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Ferdy retorted that the newspapers
paid too much attention to such dis-
graceful proceedings. Hamm, tickled
with the temporary delay gained by his
ruse, disagreed with him. “ The cour-
age displayed by the loser—” he
started to say.

“ Courage, fiddlesticks!” came the
scornful interruption.

“Yes, courage. I can just see you
taking three or four smashes in the
face when you had a chance to stay
down and escape punishment. Not
only you, but myself, for that matter.”

“You needn’t worry about what
I'd do,” Ferdy said hotly. “I'd stay
there and take my medicine. I’ve got
just as much courage as the next
man.”

His under lip quivered slightly as
he said this; but he looked his hosts
squarely in the eye.

His show of spirit astonished the
burly brickmaker. It tickled him to
see that Ferdy was getting angrier
every minute.

“ 1 don’t doubt your courage, but—"

“Yes, you do, Mr. Hamm. You
know you do; and I know you do.
‘T’m no fool. I know that you would
think a whole lot more of me if I was
a rough-neck.” .

His shrewd guess threw Hamm off
his balance. The latter could scarcely
believe his ears.

“ Prize-fighters!
sumed with a sneer. “I don’t call it
courage to take a few smashes in the
face when you know you are going to

get four or five thousand dollars for.

doing it. I call that high finance.”

Hamm said it was all very well to
talk that way, but that it took a lot
of pluck to stand up before a crowd
and take a walloping.

‘Ferdy took a step closer and, in a
voice shaking with suppressed emo-
tion, said: .-

“T tell you what I'll do, Mr. Hamm.
In order to prove my courage and back
up the statements I have just made,
I'll go in the ring with any man you
care to pick out, and I don’t care how

Bah!” Ferdy re-.
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big or how clever he is. I'll probably,
get my head knocked off ; but I'll show
you that I'm not the sissy that you
have taken me to be. I—" i

“Ferdy!” came in reproachful
terms.

“You know that I've guessed right,
Mr. Hamm.” _ ,

The latter regarded him with amaze-
ment. To say that he was overjoyed
at Ferdy’s willingness to fight doesn’t
describe his feelings.

Ferdy’s appearance in a prize-ring,
even 1if he never lifted his hands, even
if he appeared alone, would have been
sufficient to cause him to revise his:
estimate of him. )

It occurred to him that it might not
be a bad idea to call Ferdy’s bluff. He
went about it diplomatically. '

“The idea of your taking part in a
scrap is absurd,” he ventured with an
irritating laugh. ' -

“Is it? Well, I'm ready to show
you:” - '

Hamm hastened to regret that
Ferdy had misunderstood him. “I
wasn't questioning your courage when
I said that,” he lied cheerfully.” “ The
absurdity I had in mind was the idea
of such a well-bred young fellow as
you mixing up in any such game. Sup-
pose you should get hurt? ”

“I expect to be,” was the brave
reply.

Hamm pretended to be horrified at’
this declaration. “ Then you insist
on—"

“ Meeting any man that you care to
pick,” Ferdy put in. ‘ Prize-fighting
has not been in my line, but as that
seems to be your idea of courage I'm
going to show you that professional
pugilists haven’t got a monopoly of it.”

The readiness with which Ferdy
had walked into the trap tickled Hamm
all over. He had hard work to keep
from laughing. : s _

“ All right,” he acquiesced, with a
great show of reluctance. ‘ But if
anything happens, don’t forget you're
the one that suggested the bout.”

“T know it. T'll take full responsi-
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seen a fellow tacking signs on fences
a short distance from the club. A
messenger was sent after him. The
fellow came toward the club-house on
the run.

“ How would you like to make ten
dollars for a half-hour’s work?”
Hamm asked him.

His eyes started from his head at
the offer. He broke into a laugh.

“Honest,” continued the brick-
maker, noting his incredulous expres-
sion. “We want you to referee a
fight.”

Instead of replymg, the other threw
his hammer and signs to one side and
saluted, indicating that he was ex-
tremely anxious to shake hands with
the ten-spot. The alacrity with which
he took his place in the ring made it
clear that he would have been tickled
to do the job for nothing.

Ferdy was the first to show. Clad
in a baby-blue bathrobe, with slippers
to match, he took his place in the cor-
ner assigned to him, to the accompani-
ment of a shower of applause.

All eyes were turned toward the
door through which his opponent must
enter. There was a roar of laughter
when he burst on their vision. Near-
sighted members had to look twice or
three times before they were sure
what they were laughing at.

Compared with his present appear-
ance, he had looked excessively fat in
his street-clothes. His trunks were
made of bed-ticking.

With the exception of his sneaks
and his smile, this was all he had on.

His reception seemed to please him
and he bowed right and left. He sat
in his corner, legs crossed and arms
folded, looking more like a dish of
cracked walnuts than a fighter.

The bell brought the men to the
center of the ring. He made a sweep-
ing bow to Ferdy before grabbing his
outstretched hand. It had the e&ect
of rousing Ferdy’s ire. He gotf the
notion that his opponent was kzddmg
him.

The Professor showed a willingness
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to mix things from the start. But

‘Ferdy proceeded with the greatest

caution.

It was not until some ribald spec-
tator suggested that they get Ferdy a
bean-bag that he decided to take a
chance. He let fly his right fist.

To his great surprise and the sur-
prise of the spectators it went right
through the Professor’s guard and
landed in the middle of his smile. But
it didn’t impair the latter.

“Bully for you, Ferdy,”
Hamm.

Thus encouraged, Ferdy gave the
Professor a severe poke in the ribs.
He pulled away his hand as he did
so and shook it,as if it hurt him.

The blow didn’t disturb the Pro-
fessor’s grin. The old fighter was
tapping Ferdy with considerable fre-
quency, but it was apparent that there
was no steam behind his blows.

As the round ended Ferdy was
swatting his opponent right and left,
with the crowd urging him on to
greater efforts.

“Great!” shouted Hamm as Ferdy
took his seat. The brickmaker was
busy telling his neighbors that they
had had Ferdy wrong. ‘“He’s got the
heart of a lion,” he kept repeating.

“ Go right at him when the bell
rings,” counseled Ferdy's advisers.
“Did his blows hurt you?”

Ferdy said he had scarcely felt
them. “ But make no mistake about
the Professor,” he said. *“He’s in
wonderful condition. He’s as hard as
nails. I think I skinned my knuckles
onn him when I hit him in the ribs.”

The Professor was in the center,
beaming with good nature, when hos-
tilities were resumed.

His smile was beginning to irritate
Ferdy. It nettled him, too, to think
that his blows were not more effective.
The harder he hit the Professor the
broader the latter’s smile. )

Hamm and most of the onlookers
were astonished at the ease with which
Ferdy belted the supposedly skilful
boxer. A resounding smash in the

shouted

























































