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Order by No. C-25F. Terms $1.00 with
coupon. Then, if satisfied. $4.85 a month.
Total Price only $29.95.

6 M o nth s #

to B e« ;Y

Try this easy payment plan. See how delightful it
is to have this stunning new latest style coat and

never miss the money for it. You’ll never notice the

small amount you pay each month for six months.
Send only $1.00 deposit now. No risk (see coupon). Get this
lovely model on approval and judge it for yourself. Compare the
style and value. Then if perfectly satisfied take 6 months to pay.

Send Only $1,00 Now!

Elmer Richards Co. Dept. 280

West 35th Street, Chicago

I enclose $1.00. Send me All Wool Broadcloth Coat No. C-2SF* If |
am not satisfied | can return it and get m%/ money back. If I keep it
will pay $4.85 a month until I have paid $29.95 in all.

Size. Black Q Middy Blue I 1

(tie sure to etat* size and color wanted)

Name_
Address

Town___ ..Stale,

Only
$4.85

Month

Send
for
Free
Style
Book



' advertising section A

VE you ever watched a magician pick
wriggling rabbits out of a high hat? A
wonderful trick, you say. Well, I'm a

magician of a different sort—a magician
that builds health and strength into your
body in just 24 hours. And itis no trick. It
took me 19 years of tireless planning and
experimenting to be able to do it.

People call me the Muscle-Builder, be-
cause | take weak, run-down bodies and
transform them into strong, virile, hand-
some bodies in double-quick time. And 1
actually do it in 24 hours.

In the Privacy of Your Own Room

By this | do not mean that you must ex-
ercise 24 hours continuously. My scientific
short-cut to healthy, handsome, broad-
shouldered bodies must be taken in short
15 minute doses. Because, if you exercised
more than that in my high-pressure, quick
development way, you would tear down
more than | can build up. So all | ask of
you is 15 minutes of your spare time each
day for 90 days (actually only 22% hours’
time) doing simple, easy exercises under
my guidance. You can do them in the
privacy of your room, if you wish, but you
mus'lc do them every day to get the best
results.

And What Results!

In the first 30 days | guarantee to add
one whole inch of real, live muscle on each
of your arms, and two whole inches of the
same revitalizing strength across your
chest. I'll take the kinks out of your back,
strengthen and broaden your shoulders, give
you a wrist of steel, and a fighting, peppy
personality that just yells youth, vigor and /
vitality all over.

| Work Inside As Well As Out

Your heart, your liver, your kidneys, your lungs—all
your internal organs get the jolt o their young lives

EARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder

'‘Author of " Muscle Building" Science of Wrestling
"Secrets of Strength,” “ I-Jere's Health"

"Endurance” Etc.

when 1start to work on them.” And they settle down to an orderly, well-mannered existence that means a new kind of happiness

for you—the joy of living that only a healthy, virile body can

ive you.

Aud the headaches, constipation troubles, aches and

pains that aré always caused by weakened%labby bodies soméhow miraculously disappear.

You’ll See It in Her Eyes

And will roar friends notice the difference! Inst watch that airl you love so dearly open her e%/es, and jfiekt to hold your

attention! And the men in yonr crowd—they'll

leadership that must eo with’ it.

SEND FOR
MY NEW
64-PAGE BOOK

1do not ask you to send me a single cent until yon are convinced
that | can help you. All 1do ask is that you writé today for my free
64-page book ~ Muscular Development™ 50 you will be “able to read
for yourself just what 1do for you and what 1 have done for others.
This book contains 48 full paé]e hotographs of myself and many prize
winning pupilsJ have trained. Many of these were pitiful weaklings.
Look atthem now 1 Yonwill marvelat their physiques. Thisbookwill
thrill you. }want yon to have a copy for the sakKe ofyour future health
and happiness, so send today—do’it now before yon turn this page.

EARLE LIEDERMAN

DEPT. 1112 305 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

1-A

look up to yon as a real leader. Instinctively t
S

But let me“tell you all about it. All you have to do I

ey worship stre-ath "and

EARLE LIEDERMAN
Dept. 1112, 305 Broidwmy, New York City

Dear Sir—Please send me. absojutely FILES so
)v/\g%oratt easr%ybgoly ulon onlarrP/ E?eUt whateger a copy t(rjf

Unno velopment.” '
Name.., .AGE.
Address.
OMY oo oo eeeeeersa St

; . tate.
(Plaaat writs ar prist plaisly.)

lit armcerintj thiz advertisement it U detiratle that you mention thit magazine.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

Warm, B®! ,
Sturdy O I«

C

Corduroy

Sheep-lined with
wide Shawl
Lamb Collar

Men, here’s quality and
value for you. Only
$1.00depositwithcou-
pon below brings this
favorite outdoor coat

to you on approval.
Judge the material
and workmanship for
yourself. Note the extra
fine
roy; t

is full cut double breasted style
Fastens with loops. Reinforced,
horsehide leather tipped pock'
ets. Knitted wristlets. An
unusual value that can’t be
beat for comfort and serv-

ice. 36 inches long. Sizes

36 lo 46.

Order by No. M-2F. Terms
$1.00 ivith coupon, then, if.
satisfied, only $2.20amonth
Total price only $13.95.

uality narrow ribbed cordu-
e extra fine sheepskin pelts;
the wide shawl lamb collar. Coat

brings
Kk it!

pecial
Value
Only

$13°"9bH

No
C.0.D.
to Pay!

Send for
Free Catalog

6 MonthstoPay

pay cash when we offeryou n
th|s blg bargaln in such libéral

terms. You’ll never miss the
small monthly pl_ayments—only
$2.20 a month. it and seé

Send only $1.00 dep03|t with coupon
now. No risk (see coupon).

Send Only $122 IVow!

REImer Rl%ards Cox westpssth st. Chicago

mi edlose $1 cposit
B mSe?'10/CGa ndu~__
[Size

m If 1amnot'satisfied i
lcan return it and get Aidra----—--—--
m mv money back. Othér*

City [ 7 - ———— — .

In anetcering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

MAKE $45 TO $100 WEEKLY—full or part time—and liberal
bonus, selling BETTER QUALITY all-wool mado-to-measure
suits and overcoats. Save $18.50 per suit. No experience neces-
sary. Commissions paid In advance. We furnish handsome large
swatch samples and complete instructions FBEE. Write today!
W. Z. GIBSON, 500 Throop St., Dept. Z-40D, Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.85.
Ten. order*} daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples.
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, N. 3

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE—TOILET ARTICLES,
FLAVORINGS AND SPECIALTIES. Wonderfully profitable.
LA DERMA CO., Dept. D, St. Louis, Mo.

AGENTS: $13.80 Daily (in Advanco). S
Introduce 12 months Guaranteed Hosiery. 5

are time will do.
styles, 39 color*

for Men, Women, Children. “ Silk to the Tod " Ladies’ Hose;
Men's Fancies. No capital or experience needed. We furnish
samples. Silk hose for your own use free. NEW PLAN.

MACOCHEE HOSIERY COMPANY, Park 27028, Cincinnati, O.

DO YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL
your merchandisef Men and women who are oducated in
personal salesmanship and know_ the house-to-house, office,
and store canvassing proposition. These advertisers are getting
them year in and year out, and there are thousands more for
you among the readers of the Munsey Magazines. Our Clas-
sified Service Bureau will gladly show you how to use this
section most profitably and at the” least cost. Write to-day to tho
Classified Manager, Munsey Combination, 280 B'way, New York.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

SONG POEMS WANTED: WRITE AT ONCD. VALUABLE
INSTRUCTION BOOK GIVEN FREE. BELL MUSIC CO.
D-3, ST. LOUIS, MO.

HOW TO ENTERTAIN

Plays, musical comedies and revues, minstrels, comedy and talk-
ing songs, blackface skits, vaudeville acts, monologs, dialogs, reci-
tations, entertainments, musical readings, make-up goods. Catalog
free. T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, Dept. 43, Chicago.

EDUCATIONAL

YOU read these little
through them
known about

ou other

1 advertisements. Perhaps you obtain
things you want: things you might never have
If you had not looked here. Did It ever strike
people” would read yeur message—that they would
uy what you have to sell; ~whether 1t Is a bicycle you
no” longer need, a patented novelty you desire to push,” or
maybe your own services? Our Classified Service Bureau will
gladly ‘show you how to wuse this section most profitably
and at the least cost. Write to-day to the Classified Manager,
Munsey Combination, 2S0 Broadway. New York.

"PECOME AN
INTERIOR
ECCRATOR

A Dignified, Exclusive Profee*

Sion which is not overcrowded. Offers

exceptional cheooe for lucrative career.

Trained men end women in greet demand

On eteffe of leading decorating booses. Sal*

cries from $5,000 up attainable. Opana op

opportunities for engaging in own business.

Qualifies you expertly to aerve your friends

and save, by avoiding mistakes, hundreds of dollars in furnish-

ing your own home. Enriches your knowledge of art. Easy to

master under our fascinating method of instruation. Certificate

awarded by approval State of N. Y. Operated by Arts and Deco-

ration Magazine, the outstanding authority on the building and

decorating of model homes. Established 1923. Write for informa-
tion and splendid brochure — FREE.

ARTS & DECORATION HOME STUDY COURSE

Suit* 111* 578 Madison Avenue New York City

I OfferYon

Write aulek for new proposition. We
offer $8.00 a day and a new Chevrolet
Coach, for demonstrating: and taking
orders for Comer All-Weather Top-
coats and Ttaincoats. Spare time.
No experience required.
outfit free. Write now.

Comer MfE- Co,, Dept411-L.

Sample

Dayton, Ohio

In antwering any aivertitement #» (Me page

HELP AND INSTRUCTION

EARN $120 TO $250 MONTHLY, EXPENSE8 PAID, AS
RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR, WH ASSIST YOU TO A
POSITION AFTER COMPLETION OF THREE MONTHS'
SPARE TIME HOME STUDY COURSE, OR REFUND YOUR
MONEY. WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET CM-30. STANDARD
BUSINESS TRAINING INST., BUFFALO, N. Y.

E

WANTED. MEN—WOMEN, 18—55 TO QUALIFY FOR
GOVERNMENT POSITIONS, $95—$250 MONTH. Permanent.
Write, INSTRUCTION BUREAU, Dept. 198, St. Louis, Mo.

U. S. GOVERNMENT JOBS. $1260—$3400 year. Men—women,
18—50. Steady work. Vacation. Experience usually unnecessary.
FulU particulars with sample coaching FBEE. Write immediatel
—today. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dopt. K-I, Rochester, N.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDSFOR SALE

MONEY MADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES. $10 DOWN

NOW_ AND_ EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NEAR MARKETS,
LAKES, STREAMS. WRITE TODAY. SWIGART S CO.,
M-1276, FIRST NATIONAL BANK BUILDING, CHICAGO.
BIG DEMAND for Photoplay and Magazine Stories.
We revise, develoil and copyright. “Sell on commission. Estab-
lished 1917. Booklet on request. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CO.,

409 Western and Santa Monioa Bldg.,

TOBACCO

TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO MATTER HOW LONQ
YOU HAVE BEEN A VICTIM, no matter how strong your
eravmfg. no matter in what form you use tobacco, there |Is
help for you. Just send postcard or letter for our Free Book.
It explains ever_ythlng. NELL PHABMACAL CO., DepL
845, Clayton Station, St. Louis, Mo.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS—Writo for our free Guide Book, “How To Obtain
A Patent” and Record of Invention Blank. Send model or
sketch and description of Invention for Inspection end Advice
Free. Reasonable Terms. Prom;t Service. Highest References.
VICTOR J. EVANS <% CO., 762 Ninth. Washington,

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSURED. SEND DRA
ING OR MODEL FOB EXAMINATION AND ADVICE.
WATSON B. COLEMAN. REGISTERED PATENT LAWYER,
724 NINTH STREET, WASHINGTON, D. C.

INVENTORS—WRITE FOR OUR GUIDE BOOK, “ How to
Get Your Patent,” and evidence of invention blank. Send model
or sketch for Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms reason-
able. RANDOLPH st CO., Dept. 412, Washington, D.

Hollywood, California.

tCITALIA..

IAKOBMOK

Best in the world. 10-year
guarantee, lowest prices.
FREE instruction, ask for
FREE catalog. RUATTA,
SERENELLIACGJOMBIue
Island Ave,Depl79>Chicago,lll.

tm EARN MONEY

AT HOME Our amazing new method of Oil

Painting Portraits, Landscapes, Miniatures,
etc., requires no experience. PAINTING OUTFIT
and Employment Service FREE. Write for booklet.

PICTORIAL ART STUDIQS, INC.
Dept. B. M. 2926 Broadway

Auto Mechanics.

Learn auto #¥nd_ tracer business by famous McSweeny Auto School
methods:thenatepintojobat$75to$i25a week. Takes onlySweeka. Yota
learn onactual machines, Employmenthelp driven. Any man can lean*.
No experience or education necessary. FKKE BOOK —Write today
for big, free Illustrated book, and free R, R. fore offer. No obligation'!

MaSWEENY AUTO SCHOOL, Dapt. 20-T Cincinnati, © hi*

Chicago

it i» definite that you mention tMt mogontne.



ADVERTISING SECTION

JO minutes

"Diamonds Win Hearts”

Give "Her” a Diamond for Christmas!
Diamonds of fine blue white quallt%, exceedingly brilliant
and colorful, set in de luxe solid 18-k white gold mountings.'
gorgeousl¥ engraved. Our pricesare based on direct import-
ing—buy from Loftisand save all middlemen'sprofits.Other

sensational values in watches, jewelry, silverware and gifts.
Satisfaction guaranteed, or money back. Goode sent for »o»r free exam-
ination on rotjueet. Credit terms: Pay one-tenth down) balance weekly,

HOW many pe()ple yOU knOW end their eeml-monthly, or monthly at your eenvenlenoe.
. .. Ail goods delivered on first payment.

colds with Bayer Aspirin! How often Wedding Rings,
you've heard of its quick relief of sore NS kwiite oy e eolld 8750
throat and tonsilitis. No wonder mil- Set with 8 Diamonds, 822,50, 5 21
lions use it to conguer colds, neuralgia, S e S hivum B anmonasy
rheumatism; and the aches and pains Diamonds, 580 6 Diamonds, 570:7
that go with them. The wonder is that circled by Diamonds, $200. ’

anyone still worries through a winter
without these tablets! Friends have

told you Bayer Aspirin is marvelous;
Wrist Watch No. 867-Fancy

doctors have declared it has no effect cushion's ikl 6 rectangular, solid 14-k white
on the heart. All drugstores. G high grade Leather 1110 C A $360 down"and $3J0 a month

strep. ~ Special
STANDARD RAILROADWATCHES on CREDIT at CASH PRICES

All Guaranteed to Peas Inspection
Hamilton No. 992* 555 Elgln(a Latest Raymond, $55
Illinois “ Bunn Special** $50

© A S P I R I N Terms to Suit Your Convenience
Send Today for FREE Catalog
Aspirip Is tho trade mark of Bayer Manufacture Yoits ol rse bosk of FO0R Wuttratians prdesstiprions ot pie

onoaceticacldestcr o allcyllcacld Pearls, AIT Standard Makes of Pocket Watches. Dresser Sets, Silver-
ware, Clocks, Kodaks, Leather Goods and many inexpensive novelties,

I looted leethe * gold trim- WOV\Q“

mion: fivewindow card Ay... a
I case, Masonic emblem JteWTUUHIt

Only 4 Motions used in playing this fascinatin'!; instru-

stamped in hexvy Bold. ment. Our native Hawaiian” instructors teach'you
Sontfyr Si to kilt cover = master thlem gm?klyl- !
‘cost, Ust to ett our catalogue in tit Ing explained clearly..
hands of Masons. The case is a Azle?y ;SHz‘If‘reogorm/
beauty. Yonr name or other stamp- T Yononet e fou
{ngthasc e';l\/llme eé(trak. Ithta (%_olllar GSFV?H%?:Spfahcg{gg with
othis. Money back It not entirely . actice. No
satisfied. Larger and better cases . gtriegvemnuesedmeg.swa now
tram fa. up to $s- Masonic Books. Monitors, Jewelry Z'fV IT 13  tvhen you enroll
land Lodge Supplies tor over 69 years, w lVCn .a rwreet toned

IREDDING MASONIC SUPPLY CO.Inc. ~ HAWAIIAN GUITAR, Carrying

: WRITE AT ONCE for attractive offer
200 Fifth Avenue, Dept- M.C. New York opd easy terms. Yon h_ave_eveE/lhing Value 111 to »X0
to-gain; A-postcard will <jo. ACT! No rrirae-evrrything included

OTHER bTenor Banjo. Violin. Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulele,

COURSES Banio ukulele Under well Inetroetors.
riRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Inc.
9th Floor, Woolworth Bide. Dot. 2JJ. No« York. H.Y.

Approved Uan Corritpondens-e School Under th* Lorn of the State of
New York ~ Member National Home Study Counsel

MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE

TRAVEL-FOR -UNCLE SAM” - . .
T The Finest Fiction Available
* 2 .
RAILWAY MAIL C% 3 -QEI.

SS Sﬂ:«fﬁr frex Ppage book, with sarple at Any Price

On sale at all news-stand*. 25c a copy.
In anttcering any advertisement on thle page it ie dteirable that you mention this magasine.
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ADVERTISING

The
Best Gift
for Christmas

Fora permanently useful giftthatwill be treasured long
after the average holiday trinket is forgotten, select

WEBSTER’S NEW

INTERNATIONAL
DICTIONARY

The Merriam-Webster

The “Supreme Authority”

in courts, colleges, schools, and among government
officials, both Federal and State. 452,000 entries in-
cluding 403,000 vocabulary terms, 32,000 geographical
subjects, 12,000 biographical entries. Over 6,000
illustrations and 100 valuable tables.

ISend for new richly illustrated pamphletTT

containing sample pages of the New Intenma~ |
G. & C. Merriam Company, Springfield, Mess.

tional —FREE if you mention this magaziive. il

REGAL MUSICAL INSTRUMENT CO.
3811 W ,Grand Avenue, Chicago,

I am interested in the Regal Octofone.
complete information.

111,

You may send FREE

Name.—— —

Address

In omwering any advertisement on this page

SECTION

m

S/ Prices

y/Joxx.Standard
TIRES

30x3 $2.28 $1.00

30x31-2 2.28 1.15

2x31-2 2.75 1.15

BIG REDUCTIONS 31x4 3.00 1.20

Goodrich, Goodyear, 32x4 3.00 1.26

Flres\one Fisk, 'Kelly “and 33x4 3.00 1.35

glher Urea onlyhsllghlly usgdl- 34x4 3.00 1.35
oe to owners changing to ba

loons. Thousands gof gsallsfled 32x41-2 3.26 1.75

customers report tremendous 33X41-2 3.25 t.as

mileage. 34x41-2 3.50 1.85

35x41-2 3.50 1.85

Send Only $1.00 30x41-2 3.50 1.85
deposit for each tire wanted

4bpa|anceC 0.D. State wheth- 30x8 4.00 2.00

er clincher or straight side 33x5 4.00 2.00

You run absolutely no risk In 35x5 4.00 2.00

buying from_ ua.
reason the tires are not satis-
delivery, return

Sllghlly Used Balloon Tires
TIRES TUBES
factory upon

them to ua for refun %gx‘é gg 8% 725; $11262
X9, . .

ORDER NOW 30x6.77 3.26  1.76

AMERICAN TIRE CO. 31x5.25  3.25 1.75

1329 So. Michigan Blvd. 33x6.00 3.60 1.85

Dept. 740-T, 32x0.20 3.60  1.85

Chicago, Illinois. Ollier Balloon Sira Tires. * 3.s0

1 Carat Elite Diamonds.
dazzling rainbow brilliancy.
> lighted. Elite Rings surpass all others.
1acid aod other t esta
ng slerllng G u

mlnutes afler buying o

Collar and Cuff Links Given

Set with small Elite Diamonds. SEND NO MONEY
address and Imger size. On arrival nay postman $3.89 and postage.
faction Guaranteed. Write today. Cash

ELITE JEWELRY HOUSE, Dept.” 1212, 6343 S.

You'll be

Ashland A

Stand
Handsomely Engraved’'

nteed. "Looks likef
Proud Dwner offered $65 00 fivel

. Just send name,'

Satte-1

with Canadian or forelgn ordera,
ve.,, Ch UJ.

? 1A UVH

Underwood, Remington. Royal, etc.
AHlate model*, completely refiniahed
brand new. GUARANTEED forten —tT
r\{ears Sendnomoney—blgfreeeatglog ,-aV
Shows actualmachines Infall colors.G

oar dfrect-to-you easy paymentplan and 10 days*tnaloffer.

Inliraitioiul Tljiwrltif & , 11S W, Uki St.. Dpl 1211, Chicigo, Il

Matchless forlhelr -

NO JOKE TO BE DEAF
—EVERY DEAF PERSON KNOWS THAT
| make myaelf hear, after being deaf for 25 years, W&

these Artificial Ear Drums. | wear
them day and night. They stop
head noises and ringing ears: They
are perfectly comfortable. No one
Beesthem. Write me and | will tell
ua true Btory,how Igotdeafand

I make you hear. Address Medicated Ear

O.P.WAY. Artificial Ear Crum Co. (
ss Hoffman Bldg. Detroit.

In

M

c
|

M ustM enftarso0 ?

65% of all men past middle age, authorities sa’
disorder. Here Is the known cause of frequen nlg
risings, aches in the back,and legs, sciatica, weak-
ness and lack of vnalny Now “a new scientific, (
dxugless hygiene usually restores _this gland tOj
normal_functioning without medicine or electrio j
rays. 50,000 men” have found auiok relief and/
grateful recoverx Bend name for FBSB_book.
ddressElectro T ermaICompany,3012 MorrisAva., i

Steubenville, Ohio

it <o desirable that you mention thie magaeine.

*

>

du

have prostate gland
htly '/



ADVERTISING SECTION

Students Doing Actual Work On
Power Transmission Apparatus

Students Wcrkingen Massive
A. C. Control Equipment.

Students Practicing House-uiinng
In Skeleton Houses

Earn $65 to $200 a Week!
Or Go In Business for
Yourself and Make $3500
to $15,000 a Year!

Yes, 3 months at the Great School of Coyne, located In Chicago
The Electrical Center of the World, will make you an Electrica
Expert capable of commanding big ;rn]ay. The whole world of electric-
ity la open to the practical man—the man who has had actual ex-
périence with electrical apparatus. Coyne gives you a practical training
on the greatest outlay of electrical apparatus of any institution in the
World, everything from door bells to powerplants.

Not a Correspondence School

We don’t make you a mere "paper” electrician. We train you by
practice on our mammoth outlay ofactual equipment. Wetram you
tR house~wirmg*B: Havgr@ygnjldexaeﬁym iBEsid endandsidestdminot
just by reading about it.” The same aP_p ies to armature winding
powef plant Gperating, motor installations, automotive work an

undreds of o~ er_electricalJobs. Thdt’s-why-we-ean*train-you“to
become a Master Electrical Expert.

Learn by Doing—Not by Books
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The Silver Fang-

Pirate bloodflowed in Malabar MacKenzie’s Veins— but he never guessed
how his love of antique jade Would lead him into his grand-
father’ swashbuckling footsteps

By GEORGE F. WORTS

Author of "The Crime Cireat,"

CHAPTER L
A JADE TREE— AND DANGER !

labar Mackenzie, stand-
Ming before the jade peach tree
in its plate glass case, became
aware that he was no longer alone. A

series of soft impacts on his senses
informed him.

"The Return of George Wathington," etc.

He had the gift, or the acquired
habit, of concentration, and he was con-
centrating on the Chia-Ching peach
tree. The Chia-Ching peach tree was
a wonderful example of the gold-
smith’s and jewel carver’s art; a tree
perhaps a foot in height, with leaves of
jade and fruit of rose quartz, set in a
pot of gold and red enamel.
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On his frequent visits to the Metro-
politan Museum he always stood alone
before that case. People seldom came
into this room, with its great mirrors
and high golden ceiling, and when they
did come they darted quick, blurred
glances about them and hurried on to
other wonders. To them, it was but
another room full of glass cases which,
in turn, were full of neatly numbered
objects to be glanced at and mingled
with a whirling impression of oil paint-
ings, hammered gold jewelry, Egyp-
tian mummies; ceramics and sculptures.

To Malabar MacKenzie and the few
like him, it was the costliest, the most
perfect collection of jade in the world,
containing the finest specimens of the
finest dynasties of India and China.
The room was a replica of the Room
of Mirrors at Versailles, but its mirrors
reflected few lingering faces.

They reflected Malabar MacKenzie’s
good-looking young face often, and for
periods sometimes of hours. He loved
good jade, and he liked to look at it
alone. That was why, this afternoon,
he became a little irritated when his
senses, one at a time, were so softly
impinged upon.

He was at first aware of an added
greenish light, not true jade-green, but,
rather, the shade of green which the old
emperors of China loved to line their
robes with. Gazing as he was at the
jade peach tree, it seemed suddenly as
if a mysterious greenish illumination
had been turned on, like the reflection
of sunlight on green apples. It came
from his left.

His next impression was one of smell
—some strange perfume. It, too,
caught him back to things Chinese, for
it savored of sandalwood and yet it
contained some delicate flowery note as
well.

Lastly, he heard the purring sound
of a throat being nervously cleared.
And it 'was the clearing of the throat,
on this high, nervous key, that shook
him from his preoccupation with the
jade peach tree.

All this took place within inches of
Malabar MacKenzie—the greenish
light, the exotic perfume, the purring.

But he did not turn his head at once
to look. The impressions, in these sur-
roundings, were worth savoring awhile.
He pictured the slender green blur to
his-left as a daughter of the Mings,
with a face the color of the fruit of the
jujube tree, lips ca'rmine, eyebrows like
sleeping silkworms shading her phoenix
eyes.

She stood as still as he was standing.
Evidently she was quite as absorbed in
the jade peach tree as was Malabar
MacKenzie.

He looked at her and saw a slender*
young woman of about twenty, in a
green hat and a green dress. She was
decidedly not Chinese.  The illusion
all but vanished; the perfume emanat-
ing from her remained an interesting
mystery. It was as Chinese as the
jade at which she was gazing with such
complete interest.

S she seemed absolutely unaware of
~ his existence, Malabar Mac-
Kenzie stole another look at her,
and this time he did not feel irritated
at all. Her profile was charming.
She had pretty lips and a small but
noble nose. Her eyes were dark, as
dark as malachite. Her lashes were
long and curving. Her pallor, he sup-
posed, was natural. She could not
have been more attractive if her cheeks
were the color of South Sea coral.

His pulses stirred with interest. If she
was as interested in the jade peach tree
as she seemed to be, he would like to
talk to her about it. He knew all about
the peach tree. Indeed, there was not
an object in this room about which he
could not have told her a great deal.
But, being a shy and “retiring young
man, he did not dare.

It was a shock for him to discover,
as he did in a moment, that the divinity
in green was not looking at the peach
tree at all, or at anything else in the
plate-glass case. Her malachite eyes
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were fixed with a fierce intensity upon
the mirror at the left of the case.

A little disappointed that a girl so
beautiful, so intelligent looking, should
be deceitful about ever so small a
matter, Malabar MacKenzie looked in
the mirror, too. But he saw nothing
that should make a girl narrow her
eyes with fierce intensity, or cause her
to be pale and to continue to clear her
throat as if her mouth was dry and her
heart was hammering with excitement.

Under her arm, pressed against her
side, was a flat square purse which
matched her dress. The elbow holding
it there, he observed, was trembling, as
if she were exerting considerable
pressure.

He wondered why she was so nerv-
ous, and again followed her gaze into
the mirror. Again he saw nothing,
nothing but the flight of eight or ten
steps which led from the northeast cor-
ner into a room containing inferior
jade and lacquer chops. No one was
in sight. Yet she stared at the empty
stairs as if nothing else existed; and
Malabar MacKenzie, completely cap-
tivated, stared at her as if nothing else
existed.

This silent and motionless drama
continued for perhaps half a minute.
Then something happened.

Still as if she were unaware of his
presence, the girl in green gave a soft,
smothered gasp. At the same time,
two men started down the little flight of

stairs. One was tall and thin. The
other was short and broad. Both were
unmistakably Orientals. They may

have been either Chinese or Japanese
or Siamese. Malabar MacKenzie could
never tell one from another.

Quickly glancing back to his un-
known companion, Malabar saw that
her eyes were no longer fixed with
fierce intensity on the mirror. They
were round and dark with terror. This
play of fear gave her the kind of fas-
cination that lightning at night gives to
a familiar, beautiful landscape. She
was now all white and black. Her

eyes were pools of black ink.  Her skin
was paper white. Her lips were color-
less. And her nostrils were quivering
like those of a high-strung horse before
a race.

Suddenly, as the two Orientals were
midway down the stairs, she turned to
Malabar MacKenzie. Her frightened
eyes seemed not to see him, and her
face had become so white that he was
afraid she was about to faint.

As she looked at him, a subtle change
came into her staring eyes. Some of
the terror left them, as if a glimpse of
him was reassuring. In a husky voice,
low as a whisper, she said rapidly:

“ Please wait here for me. [I’ll be
back. Keep this.”

Then he felt a slight pressure at his
left side. As he quickly reached into
the pocket of his coat, where the pres-
sure had seemed to be, the girl in green
hastened out of the room with a twin-
kling of white silk legs and white slip-
pers.

Malabar MacKenzie, a little dizzy
and quite red with excitement, clutched
the green purse she had thrust into his
pocket, and, in a deep breath, filled his
lungs with the lingering, provocative
perfume she had left floating in the air.

He had the feeling of one who has
been snatched, unprepared, into a swift,
violent current of mystery.

ALABAR MACKENZIE was no
longer interested in the jade
peach tree. He did not move, but

he kept his eyes fixed, as the girl in
green had done, on the mirror to the
left of the case. As she hastened out,
it seemed to him that the two Orientals
quickened their pace. They hurried
toward the large doorway through
which the girl had gone. But at the
doorway they parted. One of them
went on, the other sauntered back into
the Room of Mirrors.

This one fell to looking, as if with
the liveliest interest, into the case con-
taining the jeweled jade of India.
Using the mirror, Malabar MacKenzie
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watched him with an interest no less
lively.

This was the tall, thin one. He was
dressed modestly and well in gray, and
in one hand he carried a gray felt hat.
His blue-black hair was cut short, oiled,
and parted precisely down the middle.
His face was long and, in color, dark
saffron, indicating that he probably
came from the southern part of Asia.

Malabar MacKenzie watched him as
one strange cat watches another. The
tall Oriental was slowly touring the
room. He would presently reach the
case before which Malabar was stand-
ing. So far, he had not even glanced
at Malabar, but that young man was
certain that the Chinese or Japanese, or
whatever he was, was somehow observ-
ing him.

He waited, and presently the man
stood beside him; a man of about his
own height. His attention became
fixed upon the jade peach tree.

“ A beautiful thing,” the man said
in a moment, in a voice that contained
only the faintest of accents.

Malabar MacKenzie said nothing.
He waited. The man beside him
sighed, as if with rapture.

“1Itis, | believe, the finest specimen
of pure Chia-Ching in existence. What
an age of art was lost to the world with
his passing!”

He turned now, as if for corrobora-
tion, and Malabar, at the same moment,
turned too. Face to face, the two men
gazed at each other.  Malabar’s eyes
were narrowed and sharp with curios-
ity; the other's were the polite eyes
which one turns casually on a stranger.
They reminded Malabar of shoe but-
tons ; shoe buttons behind a filament of
gauze, They were too casual. Within
them a sinister light seemed to glow.

“You are interested in jades?”
asked the Oriental, who, Malabar had
finally decided, was Chinese.

“Very much,” said Malabar.

Both turned simultaneously to the
jade peach tree.

“Notice how delicately those peaches

are carved,” the Chinese said, “ to sim-
ulate the real fruit. You can fairly
taste their juice. The unripened
fruit, as you know, is veined malachite,
and that little bush in back is of yellow
agalmatolite.  Chia-Ching left few
samples of his art to equal this one.”

He paused. He was easily, suavely
making conversation; and it was his
evident object to make Malabar talk.
But Malabar was too busy thinking to
talk. He was wondering why the girl
in green had left so suddenly, and why
she had left her purse in his pocket,
and what this unctuous and somewhat
ominous Chinese gentleman had to do
with her leaving.

The Chinese gentleman’s flow of
words became suddenly interesting.

“1 was passing through this room
with a friend. I saw you standing
here, absorbed with this tree, with a
young lady. | told my friend it was
quite remarkable for young Americans
to be so deeply interested in old
Chinese art. True lovers of jade are
so rare!”

He sighed again, but Malabar did
not help him. He sensed that this
oily person was coming to his point.

“We remarked particularly upon the
young lady, who left a moment ago.”

Malabar felt his heart beginning to

quicken.  There was the first false
note—that qualification.
. “If you will permit me to say so,”
the Chinese went on, “ even in this land
of lovely women, she is a girl of note-
worthy beauty. Was she, by chance,
accompanying you—or had you just
met, so to speak, in the shade of Chia-
Ching’s peach tree?”

And there was the second false note.
Malabar turned on him and said in a
cold and dangerous voice:

“The young lady is my sister!”

HY he said such an amazing
W thing it would be hard to ex-
plain. Malabar himself did not

quite know why. He only felt that
some inexplicable danger threatened
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the girl in green—she had been so
frightened—and he was, perhaps,
throwing a sort of protection about her.

The Chinese was looking at him with
a faint, derisive smile.  The veil of
gauze had been withdrawn from his
eyes, leaving them hard, glinting shoe
buttons. Light played upon them as
light plays upon the edges of keen
knives. With an abrupt bow, he said:

“1 humbly beg your pardon,” and
walked quickly, with a soft tread, out
of the Room of Mirrors.

Malabar MacKenzie abolished the
plan to follow him, and dismissed as
absurd the easy theory that the Chinese
and his chunky companion had fol-
lowed the girl in green with flirtatious
intentions. Why, in such case, would
she have thrust her purse into his
pocket ?

He was puzzled, excited, and a little
angry, as impatiently he waited for the
girl to return. Never in his life had a
girl stimulated his imagination as the
girl in green had done. He carried
on, in fancy, a delightful acquaintance
with her. When she returned he would
persuade her, very tactfully, to dine
with him on one of the hotel roofs.
During dinner, she would clear up this
mystery. Malabar smiled.

His smile presently went away. As
time passed his impatience grew. He
wondered if something had happened
to her. Why were these Chinese fol-
lowing her? It suddenly occurred to
Malabar MacKenzie that the girl in
green might be nothing but a common
shoplifter; she had stolen some valu-
able object from one of the exclusive
Chinese shops on Fifth Avenue,and the
owners had trailed her to the museum.
If this theory were true, whatever she
had stolen would be in the green purse.

Malabar resisted the temptation to
examine the contents of the purse. A
gentleman did not pry into the secrets
of objects left by trusting young wom-
en in his keeping.

The room grew darker. Electric
lights came on. Still the girl in green

did not return. The museum would
close shortly; the tall Irish attendant
sent more and more frequent glances
in his direction.

It was evident that she would not,
or could not return. Malabar followed
the last of the crowd out of the museum
and posted himself at the head of the
granite stairs which led down to the
street. Perhaps the girl did not know
when the museum closed. In any event,
he would wait for her here awhile.

Dusk had come early this evening,
because of a fine rain that was falling.
It was half rain, half fog.

The lights in the museum went out,
and the murk of the rainy afternoon
turned to the darkness of evening.
Green busses and taxicabs flickered
past. The drizzle stopped and was fol-
lowed by a fog, which grew thicker as
Malabar watched. It filled Fifth Ave-
nue in a gray cloud.)

For an hour and a half Malabar
MacKenzie waited for the girl in green
to return. At the end of that time he
was provided with an unexpected di-
version. A taxicab stopped at the curb.
The door opened and some one got out.
At first, Malabar thought it was the
girl, then he discerned that the alight-
ing figure was short and stocky. For
several moments this unknown looked
up the steps toward where Malabar was
standing, then started toward him.

Malabar’ interest quickened. The
man coming up the steps was the com-
panion of the one who had spoken to
him in the Room of Mirrors!

He came up quickly, peering into the
shadow where Malabar was standing.
He wore a black raincoat, which he
unbuttoned as he came up the steps.
His right hand he dropped into his
coat pocket.

The gesture was deliberate and, to
Malabar, menacing.

In a voice unexpectedly high and
thin, he said to Malabar:

“ So you are waiting stilll It is so
good of you! Miss Lavender sent me
to tell you that she has been unex-
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pectedly detained and that you should
deliver her purse to me.”

He bowed slightly, and held out his
free hand..

“1 won’t deliver Miss Lavender’s
purse to any one but her,” said Mala-
bar.

The smile abruptly vanished. The
right hand started from the coat
pocket. Malabar swung his fist to the
man’s plump jaw. For all he knew,
with that act, he became a shoplifter’s
accomplice; but he was taking no
chances.

The Chinese fell on his back and lay
on the wet stone without moving, his
eyes slightly parted, his mouth ajar.
Malabar thrust his hand into the sus-
pected coat pocket. It encountered the
familiar cold, hard bulk of a revolver.

Without disturbing the revolver, he
hastened down the granite steps. His
assailant was showing, signs of return-
ing consciousness, and Malabar saw
nothing to be gained by lingering. In
the morning he would return to the
Room of Mirrors and wait for the girl
to appear.

He stopped a cruising taxi, jumped
in and gave the driver his address.
Malabar’s face was burning with ex-,
citement. To him, the presence of the
revolver was sufficient proof that the
girl in green was not a shoplifter. Mer-
chants, Chinese or otherwise, did not
pursue stolen merchandise with revolv-
ers.

Malabar MacKenzie would have
been an amazed young man if he had
been told that he had been snatched up
by a torrent of forces- which would
carry him to the very ends of the earth.

CHAPTER L.

RAISING THE JOLEY ROGER.

three-story apartment house on
Park Avenue. An express eleva-
tor sky-rocketed Malabar MacKenzie
to the fortieth story. The top four

T HE taxicab stopped before a forty-
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floors of the building comprised the
MacKenzie residence.

A butler in blue livery relieved Mala-
bar of his hat. He passed through
luxurious rooms to his suite and enr
tered his bedroom. The tastes of this
young man were, obviously, not sim-
ple. The walls were bright with costly
modern paintings, with etchings by
Whistler and Zorn, with prints by
Hiroshige and Hokusai. The furniture
of, the suite, of the Spanish Renaissance
period, belonged in a museum. So did
the rare jades and the specimens of
carved crystal and colored quartz
which were everywhere scattered
about.

A glance led one correctly to the as-
sumption that the occupant of these
rooms was tremendously interested in
things artistic.

Malabar removed the green purse
from his pocket and examined it criti-
cally. It was made of a fine grade
of thick green silk, upon which had
been painted a band of gold. Curiosity
tempted him to open it, but he put the
temptation aside. He would wait until
morning—until noon! If the girl in
green did not return to the Room of
Mirrors by noon, then he would open
the purse. No gentleman could be
more considerate of a lady’s purse.

A valet came in on silent shoes and
said:

“ | believe your father is waiting for
you in the pool, sir. Will you swim
with him or shall I draw your tub?”

Absently, Malabar replied: “ Draw
my tub, Hodges.”

“Very good, sir. Will you be wear-
ing evening dress this evening or a
Tuxedo?”

“ Tuxedo,” said Malabar, with the
same air of preoccupation.

He laid the purse on a table under
a lamp with a parchment shade. He
looked at it all the time Hodges was
helping him out of his clothes. Ab-
sently he held out his arms for the
dressing gown. But Malabar did not
go at once to his bathroom.
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At the south end of"the bedroom
were casement doors which gave upon a
small balcony. Malabar, drawing the
blue robe about him, went out on the
balcony.

Below him, the city lay blanketed in
fog. Above, stars burned dimly. It
was one of the advantages of living
forty floors above the street Through
the fog yellow light penetrated as a
vague glow. He might have been in
the bows of a ship -fog-bound in the
dawn.

Somewhere in this fog was a girl
named Miss Lavender. Was she in
danger? If not, why had she not re-
turned to the Room of Mirrors? Mala-
bar was worried about her. Peering
into the fog, he wondered about her.
He thought of the sandalwood perfume
she used, and he recalled her heart-stir-
ring appeal when she had turned to him
with eyes gone black with terror. He
had never been so affected by any girl
he had ever known.

A voice behind him discreetly said:
“Your bath is ready, sir.”

Malabar bathed and absently dressed.
Hodges inserted the studs in his shirt.
Hodges put on his patent leather slip-
pers and tied the bows. Hodges helped
him into his vest and coat, and Hodges
tied his tie. Malabar was very de-
pendent on Hodges. He was, in a way,
a spoiled young man.

He was glancing indifferently at his
image in a pier glass when a footman
entered. There was more color in
Malabar’s face than usual. His blue
eyes were brighter.

The footman said: “ Your father
wishes to see yon in the pool, sir.”

LABAR followed him out of
the room.- The MacKenzie swim-
ming pool occupied the entire
forty-first floor of the building. It was
an eloquent testimonial to the luxu-
riousness of the most luxurious age the
world has ever known. The four walls
were nothing but frames containing
leaded amber glass. The sides of the

argosy-allstory weekly.

pool were of lapis lazuli tile, the bot«
tom, of ivory tile.

The water, triply filtered, was tur-
guoise. From the very center of the
pool, which was oval in shape, rose a
tiny Japanese pagoda. vy vines
drooped from it to the water. An agi-
tated swarm of golden canary birds
flew in and ont of the pagoda.

Floating on his back in this exotic
setting, was a fat man with a bald head
and a black mustache. He was smok-
ing a cigar.

Malabar looked down at him with a
vague smile and said: “ Hello, dad.”

The floating man with the cigar in
his mouth agitated his pale-blue hands
and legs and stood up in water which
came to his chin.

“1 thought you were going to have
a swim with me to-night,” he barked.

“1’'m sorry, sir; | was delayed.”

We see Malabar MacKenzie in his
most characteristic role: a beautifully
groomed young man, with an approach
that is mild and courteous. Broad of
shoulder, deep of chest, distinguished
of features, it is hard to believe that
he is the offspring of the plump, world-
weary cigar smoker whose head and
neck emerge from the turquoise waters
below him.

“ Where were you?” snapped Jason
MacKenzie.

“ At the museum, sir.”

The elder MacKenzie champed Are
cigar and blew clouds of fragrant blue
smoke from flabby lips.

“ At the museum!” he exclaimed in
a mocking voice. “ Every time | ask
you where you've been or where you’re
going, all 1 hear is ‘At the museum,’
or ‘ To the museum,’ or * To a dealer’s,’
or *To an art auction” Why don’t
you rent a room in the museum and
live there? Why don’t you get a job
up there as a guard?”

While he spoke, he came sloshing
through the water to the edge of the
pool. Malabar continued vaguely to
smile, as if his perpetual attitude to-
ward his parent were one of good-



THE SILVER FANG. 15

humored Indulgence, which, Indeed, it
was. They were as far apart as the
moon and Mars.

“What were you doing at the mu-
seum 7’

“ Looking at jade, sir.” One does
not talk to such a father about en-
chanting girls in green one meets by
accident.

“Looking at jade!” the elder
mocked. He reached the edge of the
pool nearest where Malabar was stand-
ing. A footman took form, it seemed,
out of the air and reaching down,
seized Jason MacKenzie’s fat, white
hands and with remarkable facility
hoisted him out of the water. The
servant then vanished as mysteriously
as he had appeared.

It was the way Jason MacKenzie in-
sisted on having his quadruplex apart-
ment run; without friction, without
ostentation. You wanted something,
and some perfectly trained servant
silently did or obtained it for you.

He stood, dripping water, before his
tall and handsome son. He reached
out, dropped his cigar on a silver tray
which was being extended toward him,
and lifted off a slim-stemmed glass con-
taining a pale liquid.

Smacking his lips, Jason MacKenzie
tossed down the dry Martini. The
tray, the cigar, the empty glass magi-
cally went away; but the disapproval
in the jet eyes of Jason MacKenzie re-
mained.

“Come with me,” he said gruffly.
“1 have some things to say to you,
Mai.”

Malabar followed him to a small
automatic elevator. He always felt un-
comfortable when he was in his fath-
er’s unclothed presence, and to-night
his father’s fat slug-white nakedness
was a little more distasteful than usual.

HE elevator stopped at the top
floor, at the elder MacKenzie’s
suite. Here one found evidences
of another kind of connoisseur. In
one comer of a spacious and luxurious

drawing-room was the largest, costli-
est, most complicated radio set that
money could buy. It occupied more
space than a grand piano. Over an
enormous fireplace was a loudspeaker
in the form of a South Sea Island war
shield, from which the strains of a
lively fox trot were streaming.

Jason MacKenzie waddled across the
room and started down a hall, with
Malabar behind him looking every-
where but at the plump white figure
of his father. On his left, as he passed,
he glanced into his father’s private bar
—a perfect replica of those historic in-
stitutions which passed with the advent
of the new civilization. Here, behind
a door of armor plate a foot thick,
resided one of the choicest collections
of whiskies, champagnes, vintage wines
and liquors in New York.

MacKenzie, Sr., barked at a valet
who hovered ghostlike in his bedroom:
“ Clear out of hfrel”

Malabar, waiting for the storm to
break, glanced at his father’s trophies.
On the floor was the pelt of a griz-
zly Jason MacKenzie had shot in the
Rockies. Above a dressing table were
girls’ photographs. They comprised a
varied assortment: there were demure
girls, hard-faced girls; there were
blonds and brunettes. Some were slim
and some were not. He had always
felt a little sorry for the little blond
one with the trustful blue eyes, and he
had often wondered what had become
of her after, in dffe course, his father
had discarded her.

He glanced indifferently at a large
framed photograph of himself in the
trunks and gloves of pugilism. His
father had wanted him to become the
intercollegiate light heavyweight cham-
pion of the East—and Malabar had
done so. Beside this photograph was
a faded one of an old man with fierce
hawklike eyes, bushy gray hair, a hard,
cruel mouth. That was the original
Malabar MacKenzie, the present Mala-
bar’s grandfather.

Jason MacKenzie was saying: “ |
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cleaned up two million dollars in the
Street to-day.”

Malabar was not at all interested.
His inborn courtesy alone prompted
him to ask: “ How did you do it, sir?”

“ Amalgamated Motors,” his father
answered. His voice was cross. ‘|
don’t suppose you know that Amalga-
mated Motors has gone up forty points
in the past two days.”

“No, sir, | didn’t know it.
happened ?”

“ | decided to run it up forty points,
and | did. If you took the slightest
interest in business—in my business—
you would have been helping me. I'm
a wreck. Look at me!”

Malabar looked sympathetic, but said
nothing.

“ It was one of the cleverest move-
ments | ever put across. For weeks
I've been spreading the information
that Amalgamated Motors is wabbly,
would probably skip the next dividend.
Every bus-boy, elevator operator and
taxicab driver in New York sold short
on that information. Was | buying?
I'll say | was buying! | sprung the
trap to-day. | caught them with their
clothes off!”

Malabar’s politeness had taken on an
edge of distaste.

“1 don’t see why you bad to do
that.”

“ Do what?”

“Take money from bus-boys, ele-
vator operators, and taxi drivers.”

“ Of course, you don’t! You don’t
know business!”

“ Couldn’t you have rigged up a deal
to take a little of Morgan’s or Rocke-
feller’s money instead, dad? They
wouldn’t have missed it.”

His father glared at him, undecided
whether to take him seriously or to
laugh at his abysmal ignorance. Lack-
ing a sense of humor, he was provoked
by the existence of one in Malabar.
He endeavored to clear up the uncer-
tainty.

“ Do you disapprove of what | did
this afternoon?”

What

Malabar hesitated before answering.
He heartily disapproved of what he
considered no better than legalized rob-
bery. But never in his life had he
openly voiced disapproval of any of
his father’s deeds. But a new chemis-
try was working in him to-night. His
afternoon’s adventures had made him
reckless.

“ 1t seems unfair to them,” he an-
swered.

edge of his bed. Now he got up.

“ Are you telling me,” he de-

manded in a menacing voice, “ that you

disapprove of my making two million
dollars ?”

Malabar stood pat. “ I certainly dis-
approve of the way you made it, dad.”

He was alarmed at the tide of red
that washed up into his father’s face.
It stained even his ears, his neck and
the upper part of his chest.

“ The hell you do!”

Malabar did not retreat. The fat
was in the fire now. But he said, in a
controlled voice: “ Remember, sir, the
doctor said you must hang onto your
temper.”

His father made a downward slap
with his hand. I

“To hell with the doctor! | want
to get this straight. You disapprove
of the way | make the money we live
on, do you ? So that accounts for your
high-hat attitude around this place!
You spend your time mooning around
museums and sleep-walking around
galleries and dealers, while I sweat and
slave making the money for us to live
on! And you disapprove of me! You!”

“We don’t need any more money,
dad. Certainly, we don’t need bus-
boys’ and taxi drivers’ money.”

“Don’t we? his father roared.
“You've got mighty particular where
our money comes from. Why haven’t
you ever questioned where the rest of
it came from? If you’re so particular,
why haven’t you gone to work beside
me? 1I’'m open to ideas! | welcome

1A

H IS father had been seated on the
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ideas! BUL you haven't any! You
damned dilettante! What’s become of
the MacKenzie blood 7’

“ Pirate blood!” snapped Malabar.

His father sucked in breath wheezi-
ly. The battle was on—the battle that
had been in the air since Malabar left
college.

“Yes,” his father panted, “ it is pi-
rate blood. It’s fighters’ blood. But
it was left out of you. | am a pirate.
That’s what the newspapers call me.
A Wall Street pirate! I'm proud of
it1 I've scuttled more ships than your
grandfather ever dreamed of! Believe
me, no nerveless Squirt ever sailed the
skull-and-cro9sbones at his masthead!”

Malabar said quietly: “ Is that what
you want me to do—become a pirate 7’

“1 want you to stop being a lily-
fingered dilettante and become a man!
Like your grandfather was! Like I
am! Your grandfather started his
career in Rangoon when he bought the
third steel steamer that ever went into
the Far East, with money he won in
a poker game! The Shark, her name
was. A fine, red-blooded name!

“He made his house flag out of a
square of red undershirt, with the bro-
ken off point of a cutlass sewed on
it. That’s where he got one of his
dozens of nicknames—the Silver Fang.
It took a stiff wind to make that flag
stand out, but your grandfather made
his own typhoons.

“ Old Malabar Mack! He taught the
Malabar pirates what piracy was! They
were babes in arms compared to him.
He was a pirate, a real one. He called
himself a trader, but he plundered
Chinese junks of their silks and spices,
and Malay proas of their beclte-de-mer,

and South Sea Island outriggers of.

their pearls. He was a man! He was
a poacher, a blackbircler, a driver and
a killer. A pirate! Damn your soul,
you ought to be proud of him and me!”

“That silver fang,” said Malabar
steadily, “ was a nice touch. 1 respect
old Malabar Mack. He was an artist.”

“ And | suppose I’'m not!”

2 A

“It’s hard to see artistry,” said
Malabar, dryly, “in looting bus-boys,
elevator operators and taxi drivers of
their tips!”

"Ah! So you’re ashamed of mel!”

“DIRACY,” Malabar answered, “ is
a lost trade.”

“1t "Il never be a lost trade.
As long as there are men and mer-
chandise, there will be pirates. | don’t
give a damn whether you’re ashamed
of me or not. 1’'m disgusted with you.
I thought you were going to be an-
other man like your grandfather and
myself. Why did you quit the ring?
I’d have been delighted to have put all
the money in the world into your train-
ing. You might have become light
heavyweight champion of the world,
and, in time, the heavyweight. You’re
yellow!”

“No man,” said Malabar, “who
ever climbed into the ring to fight, was
yellow. | quit because it didn’t appeal
to me.”

“ And what are you planning to do ?’

“1 don’t know, sir.”

His father glared at him. Malabar
shifted his weight to the other foot.

“Don’t go!”

“1’'m not going, sir.”

“We’re going to have this out!”

“Yes, sir; | think we should.”

“If you haven’t any ideas for your
future, | have. As far as | can make
out, you’re spending your days in mu-
seums and art galleries, and your nights
raising the devil in night clubs. | don’t
object to a little hell-raising. In fact,
I'm for it. But no man is entitled to
raise hell at night clubs unless he’s rais-
ing hell in some constructive form in
the daytime.”

Malabar, smiling at the quaintness
of this logic, answered:

“What are your ideas for my fu-
ture?”

His father, for the first time since
the discussion had begun, smiled. It
was an ugly smile.

" Get out and show me you have
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some nerve. | don’t want you around
my office. We’d never get along. Get
out of this apartment. Get out of my
sight.  Well, how do you like the
idea?”

“ Fine,” said Malabar.

“You may like it less when | give
you the details. No more money.
Hereafter, you earn your own bread,
your own clothes, and pay for your
own roof. If you’re starving, wire,
phone or cable—and I’ll send you
enough for a square meal. What hap-
pens to be in your bank account is
yours. It’s the last money you’re go-
ing to get from me. That | am deter-
mined upon.”

Malabar said nothing. He looked
at his father steadily. He wasn’t
angry, and he wasn’t surprised.

“What,” Jason MacKenzie inquired,
“ do you think you’ll do?”

In his voice and in his look were
contempt. Malabar’s answer was
startling. As if he were selecting his
words with care, weighing them with
a hard finality, he said:

“ Become a pirate, sir.”

He withdrew, carrying in his ears
the explosions of his father’s laughter.

CHAPTER I11.
WARNING.

HE grandson 6i a China coast
pirate was conscious, as he en-
tered his suite, of no other sensa-
tion but relief. The storm that had
been threatening for years had broken
at last; the atmosphere, as far as Mal-
abar was concerned, was cleared.

He knew that his father had merely
been awaiting a favorable opportunity
to eject him from his house. Ruthless
with his enemies, Jason MacKenzie
would be ruthless with his son. The
upshot hid been a logical end of their
acquaintance. And Malabar’s feeling
was one of devil-may-care indifference.

He would be glad to leave these
rooms forever. He would, he decided,

take nothing with him but a few of
his clothes.

Malabar’s eyes, as he entered the
bedroom, fell upon the mysterious
green purse. It lay where he had
placed it, an apple-green glow under
the parchment lamp. He picked it up
and sniffed it. His pulses ran faster
as he inhaled the exotic perfume of
sandalwood mingled with that of some
flower.

Hodges entered the
coughed apologetically.

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” he said;
“but some one left this note for you
while you were with your father. A—
a Chinese gentleman left it, sir. He
said there was no answer.”

Malabar reflected that his valet
would probably be delighted to have
him off his hands. Hodges disap-
proved equally of museums and night
clubs. He had once been employed
by the Duke of Southumberland and
he had fixed ideas on what young gen-
tlemen should do; what they should
wear, and at what hours—and in what
condition—they should return from
nocturnal adventures.

Malabar examined the folded sheet
of paper. It was rice paper, the fragile
stuff upon which the greatest artists of
Japan and China have expressed their
ideas.

At the top of the sheet, in black ink,
in a curious, squarish hand, was print-
ed: “ To Malabar MacKenzie.” And,
beneath that, ran the strangest message
that Malabar had ever received:

room and

Under the peach tree, a wise man
does not stop to adjust his hat.

That was all. It was unsigned.
Malabar knew the famous proverbs of
China; recognized this sentence as the
half of a quotation from Ho Tung. His
color heightened as he read it, and his
eyes took on new luster. It was a beau-
tifully expressed threat; a roundabout
typically Oriental way of warning him
to mind his own business.
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r Under the peach tree, a wise man
does not stop to adjust his hat!

The reckless mood was fast upon
Malabar. His nostrils twitched to the
scent of a fascinating and dangerous
mystery. Already to-day, his life had
been twice threatened.

The immediate effect of the warn-
ing upon Malabar was to decide him to
open the green purse. Its contents
would govern his course. He would, at
least, secure Miss Lavender's address
and return the purse to her and, per-
haps, offer his services.

He opened the purse with the trem-
bling hands of excitement. As he was
not prying by nature, he felt a little
guilty.

Malabar opened the green purse and
dumped its contents upon his bed—the
bed in which he would never sleep'
again.

His eager eyes examined an inter-
esting assortment of objects. There
was a small white envelope, containing
the imprint of the New York Central
Lines. There was a blank yellow en-
velope and a blue envelope bearing a
halftone reproduction of a steamship
and a blue star. There was a small
black booklet. There was a wad of
new goldbacks in a rubber band. There
were coins.

There were the accessories of a
young lady’s make-up: lipstick, com-
pact, and, in addition, a tiny white
powder puff. Lastly, there was a flat
green object about the size of a silver
dollar, wrapped in a small lace hand-
kerchief.

This he picked up and examined first
It was an excellent specimen of a king-
fisher jade, actually a museum piece.
It was a jade lozenge carved in the
shape of a butterfly.

His mind, as he examined it, went
back to his suspicions of the afternoon.
The jade butterfly was worth, in the
open market, perhaps four hundred
dollars. And it was perhaps three thou-
sand years old. Had the mysterious,
the vanishing Miss Lavender stolen this

lozenge in some exclusive Chinese
shop? Or from a collection?

LABAR put the jade lozenge
aside and, one at a time, exam-
ined the other members of this
interesting collection. The little black
book gave him another rousing thrill.
It was a passport. And it contained
the first passport photograph he had
even seen that did its subject justice.
Frank dark eyes gazed out at him
from a slender wistful face. The lips
were parted slightly in a smile, the
smile of a Sphinx. Even the State
Department’s seal did not mar its mys-
tery.
Malabar, with the feeling of one who
has somehow been frustrated, read the
data appended to the photograph.

Age: 22 years.

Height: 5 feet, 2 inches.

Forehead: Straight.

Eyes: Brown.

Nose: Small, straight.

Mouth: Small.

Chin: Small, firm.

Hair: Dark brown, curly.

Complexion: Fair.

Face: Oval.

Distinguishing Marks: Mole on left
shoulder blade.

Place of Birth: Haiphong, Indo-China.

Occupation: None.

Nationality: American.

Signature of Bearer: Sylvia Lavender.

The last was in a firm, girlish hand.

Malabar was conscious of a vague
disappointment He could have de-
scribed her better than that. He would
have said that her height was just right,
that her eyes were as beautiful as the
play of moonlight on twin pools, and
that her face was the loveliest that any
man had ever gazed upon. He could
have gone on and on.

He glanced at the item: Place of
Birth: Haiphong, Indo-China. Some-
how, that was fitting. But the mys-
tery of her remained as complete as
ever.

Malabar laid the passport aside and
picked up the New York Central en-
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velope. It contained a ticket to Chi-
cago on the Twentieth Century Lim-
ited, a ticket from Chicago to San
Francisco over the Union Pacific, and
Pullman accommodations.

Malabar, gazing at the colored slips
of paper, became more excited than
ever. The ticket on the Century was
dated to-day. Sylvia Lavender had
been standing beside him in the Room
of Mirrors two hours after her train
had pulled out of the Grand Central!

Deliberately, she had missed that
train. Why?

He opened the blue envelope and re-
ceived the highest-voltage jolt so far.
It contained a ticket, made out in her
name for one continuous first-class
passage on the Blue Star Liner Van-
dalia, sailing to-night from New York
to Rangoon, Burma.

Malabar examined the little black
book containing the passport. It was
visaed for France, ltaly, Egypt, India,
Ftirma, the Federated Malay States,
Indo-China, and Japan.

He now opened the yellow envelope,
and his perplexity grew. It contained
another ticket, another steamship tick-
et, entitling Miss Sylvia Lavender to a
passage, first class, on the steamer Si-
beria, from San Francisco to Hong-
kong, sailing one week from to-day!

Certainly, Malabar reflected, the
mysterious Miss Lavender was living
up to her first impression. Here were
two passages in her name, one from
New York to Hongkong, China, in a
westerly direction; the other, from
New York to Rangoon, Burma, in an
easterly direction. Both bore the same
date of departure.

a loss in which direction to go. It

occurred to the perplexed young
man that this might be an indication of
a vacillating mind; yet Miss Lavender
had certainly not impressed hin?, in the
few moments he had obseped her, as a
girl with a vacillating mind. On the
contrary, he had received an impres-

IT was evident that she had been at

sion of resolution and purpose. He
could not help but wonder now if she
had deliberately left her purse in his
keeping for the very definite purpose
of intriguing his curiosity, arousing his
interest. Had that act been a mute but
dramatic appeal for his help?

Malabar came to the end of his chain
of reasoning, as much at sea as ever.
The girl in green had entered his life
as a fascinating mystery, and a fasci-
nating mystery she remaine.d.

The green purse contained no ad-
dress; no hint of where he might find
its owner. She might be staying at
one of the large hotels. She might, on
the other hand, be staying with friends.
But one clew had been allowed him to
work on: that she was sailing to-night
on the Vandalia for Hongkong.

And if she was sailing to-night on
the Vandalia, Malabar MacKenzie was
sailing also. It did not seem reasonable
to him that, having purchased transpor-
tation to Hongkong in one direction
and not used it, she would fail to be
among the passengers when the Van-
dalia sailed to-night.

Sylvja Lavender would be on board
the Vandalia when she sailed to-night.
Of that, Malabar was confident She
must be on board!

His decision was to thumb through
the telephone book for the Blue Star
Steamship Company’s number and,
having secured it, to pick up the tele-
phone which reposed on the bedside
table.

Malabar was presently connected
with a clerk in the passenger depart-
ment of the Blue Star Line, and the
clerk was saying, in the awed accents
which frequently afflicted clerks and
stewards and head waiters when the
magical name of MacKenzie was used:

“Yes, Mr. MacKenzie; indeed we
will find something for you, Mr. Mac-
Kenzie.”

Flustered and awed, he begged Mr.
MacKenzie to hold the line a moment.
His voice, on his return, was brisk and
more confident.



THE SILVER FANG.

“ The Vandalia, as you know, Mr.
Kenzie, is our most popular round-the-
world cruiser. She was booked up sol-
id this noon, but I am happy to say
that a cancellation came in not two
hoursago. | am sure it will please you,
sir. It is the Prince of Wales suite,
the finest suite on the ship.”

“When does she sail ?”

“ At ten to-night, sir.”

W ith habitual indifference, Malabar
asked: “ What will be the cost of that
suite’to Rangoon?”

“ Thirty-five hundred dollars, sir.
Shall | put you down for it?”
“Yes,” said Malabar. " I'll send

my man down with the check.”

“You have your passport, of
course 7’

“1 have,” said Malabar. He had
the passport he had used on his last
trip to France. It still had a year to
run. He could secure visas along the
way.

It was characteristic of Malabar not
to recall that the goose that had laid
his golden eggs had gone out of busi-
ness forever within the past hour. He
ha'd had an arrangement with his,bank,
whereby, when his balance dropped be-
low one thousand dollars, a draft was
automatically put through on his
father’s account for ten thousand dol-
lars. The loss of this pleasant arrange-
ment was one that Malabar was des-
tined to regret sorely.

He went to the museum piece that
was his desk, found his check book and
wrote out a check to the Blue Star
Steamship Company for three thousand
five hundred dollars. He rang for a
footman, and when the footman ap-
peared, gave him the check with in-
structions to take a taxi to the Blue
Star Line building, secure his ticket
and return with it post haste. After
the footman had gone, it occurred to
Malabar that he would need some
ready funds for his adventurous under-
taking. He would, he decided, draw
a check for one thousand dollars and
cash it with the Vandalia’s purser. He
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had, it chanced, less than twenty dollars
in his pocket.

S he turned to write out the thou-
ksand-dollar check, realization
dawned on the absent-minded
young man. Color rushed into his face,
and retreated, leaving it exceedingly
pale. He hastily totalled the last col-
umn in his check book. His balance
before the three thousand five hundred
dollar check to the Blue Star Line had
been drawn, had been three thousand
five hundred and seventy dollars and
seventy-five cents.

Malabar sighed gustily with relief.
The check was good, after all. It did
not occur to him that he might have
canceled that costly suite and run the
chance of securing, at the last minute,
cheaper accommodations. His mind did
not run along such lines. He was only
thankful that the three thousand five
hundred dollar check was good. To
finance the adventure he was embark-
ing upon, which would end heaven only
knew where, he had, in total, less than
one hundred dollars.

Nor did it occur to Malabar that,
once in Rangoon, most of the hundred
would have gone in tips and smoke
room bills. Never having been ma-
rooned in his life, he did not think of
being marooned in Rangoon. And of
the many spots on this earth where
a man might, of his free choice, de-
cide to be marooned, Rangoon does not
head the list for desirability.

His mind was on other matters. He
must have his clothes packed. He must
select, from his private arsenal, some
weapon with which to defend himself.
He was now certain that such neces-
sity would, in due course, arise. A
third comer of his busy mind was go-
ing over, in a sort of flashback, a few
of his father’s most painful comments.

His father had said, in substance,
that Malabar never had and never
would amount to a damn. It was grat-
ifying to Malabar to take a last inspec-
tion of his belongings.
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There wasn’t a canvas, a print, an
etching on his walls which was not
worth more than he had paid for it
The same applied to his jades, his fur-
niture, to the very rugs on the floor. It
occurred to the young man that, if he
had not run headlong into an absorb-
ing mystery, he might have set himself
up as an art dealer. There was big
money in that business. He might have
made a fortune.

But he was not sorry that the oppor-
tunity had been denied him by a ca-
price of fate. He assured himself, grin-
ning excitedly, that he was fate’s will-
ing handmaiden. He would follow her
beckoning finger over hills and valleys
and seas and deserts, in fact, just as
long as Sylvia Lavender remained her
personification.

Hodges all but betrayed astonish-
ment and disapproval at Malabar’s or-
ders. Only his long years of training
saved him.

“ Pack my bags for a sea trip,” said
Malabar. “ All I want is plenty of fresh
linen and about three suits. Pick the
suits that will wear longest.”

“Yes, sir,” said Hodges, “a short
sea trip, sir. Will I accompany you ?”

“ No, Hodges.”

Hodges almost stared. He always
accompanied Malabar on his trips
abroad; he frankly believed that the
young man would be helpless without
him. And Hodges loved the sea. He
did not cdre for its motion or its life,
but he heartily enjoyed the opportunity
it gave him to treat steamship stew-
ards and deck boys like the scum they
were, in Hodges’s estimation.

Manfully endeavoring to conceal his
disappointment, Hodges said:

“You will be gone only a few days,
if 1 may be so bold as to ask, sir.”

“1 will be gone forever, Hodges.”

ODGES, for the first time since
he had been Malabar’s valet, reg-
istered an emotion. It was be-

wilderment—the bewilderment you
may see in the face of a man who places
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a sour pickle in his mouth, thinking it
is a sweet gherkin.

“You must be jesting, sir.”

“ No, Hodges. | have just had a
conference with my father, and we
agreed that it *.ould be pleasanter for
all concerned if 1 went to the end of
the world, and stayed there. So I'm
going. It happens to be Rangoon. But
don’t write me there. | may try one
of the other ends of the world.”

Hodges made soft clucking sounds in
his throat. They were his way of be-
traying further amazement, disappoint-
ment and sorrow. In his heart of
hearts, he was tremendously fond of
this irresponsible young man.

With an expression of sadness he
went about obeying his master’s last
commands. His mien was that of an
undertaker, administering the last at-
tentions to a beloved friend rapidly
growing cold.

The footman returned breathlessly
with Malabar’s ticket as the packing
was nearing its conclusion. Malabar
made his final decision in his father’s
residence when he selected a revolver.
From an assortment of gold-mounted,
mother-o’-pearl-inlaid firearms, he took
an inexpensive revolver, a .38 caliber
Colt’s police positive. It would occu-
py but little room in his hip pocket, and
its mechanism was simple.

It was a few minutes after nine when
Malabar, after shaking hands with the
servants he had known for so many
years, took his departure. And as he
went, he looked back; not in a spiritual
sense, because he was leaving that for-
ty-three-story pile of steel and ma-
sonry without regret, but in an alert,
watchful sense. As he entered the taxi-
cab which was to take him to the pier,
he was startled to see a familiar face.

In the taxicab directly behind the one
Malabar had entered, a man was lean-
ing forward. His face was long and
thin. He was hatless. His hair, blue-
Iblack, caught oily gleams from the bril-
liantly lighted steel-and-brass canopy
at the apartment entrance. His eyes,
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set at a slight angle in his saffron face, Malabar, willing handmaiden of
were as bright, as hard, and as black fate, thrilled to the realization that, for
as shoe buttons. the first time in his life, he was consid-

Malabar caught but a brief glimpse ered to be of sufficient importance in
of the face before it was withdrawn in- some bright pattern of intrigue to be
to the murk of the cab behind; but that shadowed. Of what thrilling interest
glimpse was sufficient. It identified must be the entire pattern! Would he
the suave, urbane young Chinese who ever be permitted to glimpse it?
had chatted with him this afternoon be- Still at the vaporous outer whirl of
fore Chia-Ching’s jade peach tree. a mystery, he guessed that he would, if

The grandson of the China Coast pi- his luck held, presently be at the hub
rate, looking backward again saw that of it, in the thick of the liveliest ex-

the cab was following. citement he had ever known.
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
U U

The Ghost Ship of Diamond Shoals

A S great a mystery as that of the Marie Celeste is the story of the Carroll

Deering, a Bath-built schooner, better known in marine circles as the
Ghost Ship of Diamond Shoals.

She was only a year off the ways when she cleared Rio de Janeiro for
Norfolk via Barbadoes. She was a thousand-ton schooner, with five towering
masts and a light cargo, a weather-beaten New England skipper and a seasoned
crew. It was the last ever seen of captain and crew. There is no record of
that last voyage, the log stopped when she left Rio. What happened to cap-
tain and crew after that is one of the unsolved mysteries of the sea.

A month later, on a stormy Sunday evening, a patrol from the life saving
station looked across the Shoals. There was no sail or smokestack in sight,
and the turbulent seas were empty. Next morning the Deering lay on the
Shoals, all sails set and tearing to ribbons in the gale, her boat gear hammering
her sides, and no sign of life aboard.

Owing to the gale and high seas it was a day later before the life savers
could reach her. Even then they expected to find some of the crew on her,
but she was an empty ship and had been devoid of life long before she plunged
on Diamond Shoals. There was nothing on her to show why she had been
abandoned; plenty of food in the galley, and water in the casks, no sign of a
hasty departure or of sickness or death. And she had been undamaged when
she sailed into the “ graveyard of the Atlantic.” Under the drive of her sails
the ship had smashed onto the reef beyond the power of tugs to pull her off,
so she slowly broke up. -

No word was ever heard of the missing captain or crew, no bodies found.
No lifeboats were sighted, nor had any come ashore anywhere. The weather
had been good after she left Rio, but once she sailed out of the harbor, she
was never seen again until she went to destruction on the Shoals. Where she
had been during the time that she was neither sighted nor spoken, what dread
calamity of the deep made her people take to the boats and leave her with all
her sails drawing, what happened to them after that is a mystery that would
tax the ingenuity of a Conan Doyle or a Conrad to unravel

Minna Irving.



Caribbean Magic

By HAROLD MONTANYE

Novelette-

CHAPTER .
A FIGHT IN THE DARK.

THO’RE you pushin’, fella?”
Murray Colton peered
through the darkness of the
narrow alleyway, trying unsuccessfully
to identify the vaguely familiar voice
of the form that blocked his way.

“1 just want to get by, nosey—I got
a thirst that needs a lot of personal at-
tention,” he answered sarcastically and
started to push forward again.

“ Not so fast, fella, not so fast,” the
voice answered, and Murray felt a hand
pressing against his chest.  ““Here I’'m
walkin’ along all peaceful-like, tryin’to
get out of this damn alley, and you
come tearin’ along and flatten me
against the wall.”

“ Couldn’t see you, could I ?” Mur-
ray rasped, his voice rising. “ But
maybe 1’ll flatten your nose if you don’t
get out of the way and let me get by!”

“Yeah? Whatta you think of that!”
The hand on Murray’s shoulder tight-
ened.

\ X/
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At the same instant Murray’s right
fist came up from his side and whanged
against the dimly outlined face before
him.  His left hooked around in a half
circle and the figure before him stag-
gered backward.

“ Mebbe that’ll teach you—" Murray
began, when something hit him with
the force of a battering ram and he
came in sudden and violent contact
with the cement paving. For an in-
stant everything swayed crazily before
his uncertain gaze. Then he scrambled
backward on all fours and, jumping
upright, went berserk. Here, he told
himself, was a chance to get rid of
some of the venom the events of the
past few days had put in his heart.

For the next sixty seconds the still-
ness of the alleyway was taken up with
the sound of fast shifting feet, the
crack of vicious blows as they landed
on face and body, sharp rasping intakes
of breath, as the two men fought back
and forth, never a word passing their
lips.

Suddenly a door at the end of the
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"I'll sink an even half dozen slugs into
your yellow hide "

alleyway flew open, letting out a flood
of light. Half a dozen startled faces
peered forth.

Unheeding, the two men stood toe to
toe, ducking, twisting, sending in blow
after blow, each refusing to give
ground.

And then, as suddenly as the first
blow, the light fell on their bruised
faces, and their mouths flew open as
their hands dropped to their sides.

“Well, I'll be—" Murray stopped
and spat blood. “ Mack Braden or I’'m
a son of a gun!”

“ Right you are, fella. | thought I
knew you the third time you snaked
that left hook in on my nose. Boy,
that’s a wallop!”

The half-dozen men who came push-
ing toward them stopped and stared in
wide-eyed amazement as the two
fighters suddenly began thumping one
another on the back, exchanging the pet
names men use when they suddenly
come upon an old friend.

Arm in arm they passed between the
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silent, staring group and ipto the dimly
lighted cafe at the end of the alleyway.
Standing before the bar they regarded
themselves in the mirror that lined the
wall.

Braden’s battered nose was swelling
fast, Murray’s left eye was beginning
to close. They turned simultaneously
and roared their derisiori of one
another’s appearance and ordered two
New Orleans fizzes, for which the place
was famous.

LLA, you was certainly in a
hurry cornin’ in that alleyway.
You didn’t use to go around
actin’ like a locoed steer,” Braden com-
plained after two long gulps.
Murray put his glass on the bar with
a bang and his lips set in a hard
straight line.
“Boy, | got a right to be locoed.”
“Yea-h-h-h?”
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“Yeah!" Murray answered shortly
and changed the subject.

“Where the devil have you been
keeping yourself for the last two
years ?” he asked.

* South America, workin’ for an oil
company,” Braden answered slowly as
he watched Murray pour the contents
of his glass down his throat and beckon
for another.

“You didn’t use to act as though
you was tryin’to drink up all the liquor
in the world, either,” he added. Murray
laughed and drank deeply of his second
drink.

“1'm just trying to wash a couple
of bad tastes out of my mouth,” he
grunted, adding, after a moment of
thought, “ 1 was going to be married
next week, you know.”

“ Was?” Mack asked, his eyes be-
ginning to twinkle.

“Do you remember Sylvia Forrest?”
Murray went on.

“ Dan Forrest’s kid?”

"Yes.” Murray gulped down the
rest of his drink before he continued.

“To-day | get a note from her tell-
ing me | have no prospects and couldn’t
support her the way she is accustomed
to living.”

Mack’s lips spread into a grin. Then
he threw back his head and howled with
laughter, saying, “ What does a bird
with your money need with prospects ?
She must be—"

“That’sjust it,” Murray interrupted.
“ | found out only a few days ago that
all 1 got in the world is eighteen hun-
dred dollars and a lime estate.”

“ Eighteen hundred dollars and
what ?” Mack broke in, his eyes wide.

“ A lime plantation on an island in
the Caribbean.”

“Why, when | went away you were
just about to fall into a fortune,” Mack
put in.

“1 fell the other way,” Murray said
bitterly. “ My uncle, old Amos Col-
ton, was the executor of dad’s will.
Everybody thought there was a for-
tune. A few days ago Uncle Amos
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rubs his hands together and tells me
I’m broke except for this lime joint the
old man took for a bad debt. When
I broke the news to Sylvia she points to
the great outdoors and suggests that |
get acquainted with it”

“ Fella, you ought to be glad you
found it out before you married her,
if that’s the way she acted.”

“1 am glad. Finding it out is what
hurts.  And also the fact that I'm
busted.”

“ Mebbe this plantation is worth
something.”

“Uncle Amos says—”

“To hell—’scuse me, I mean hang
Uncle Amos. As | remember that
bird, I want to forget him. Why don't
you go down and look it over?”

As Murray started to answer a cu-
rious light crept into Braden’s eyes and
he put up his hand to silence him.

“ Listen,” Braden burst forth.
“ Let’s go down and look over this
place together. Ive been hangin’
around this city for two weeks and I’'m
so tired of it 1’d shove off for hell if |
had an invitation.

“ | had about a thousand bucks saved
up when | got fired. We’ll chuck our
dough in together and find out if this
lime place is a quince or not. | always
did have an idea 1°d look right pretty
sittin’ on the front stoop of a hacienda
with a flock of natives fannin’ me with
palm leaves.”

While Mack talked the sullen expres-
sion on Murray’s face gave way to a
grin of appreciation, and his thoughts
wandered to a time four years before
when he and Braden had weathered a

vhail of German lead in the Argonne.
And he remembered the words of their
colonel when the regiment was dis-
banded :

"If you ever need a man when
you’re in trouble, go to your friend
Braden. He’ll always come through!”

The faces of the motley crew who
lined the bar broke into wide grins at
the infectious laughter of the two who
had so recently been fighting, as they
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clasped hands and began thumping one
another on the back to seal the pact.

IE next morning Murray ap-

peared at his uncle’s office with

Braden in tow. When he an-
nounced his intention of taking over
the plantation and trying to make a go
of it Amos Colton’s eyes began to
shine.

“That is what | had hoped you
would do, Murray,” he smirked, plac-
ing the tips of his fingers together even-
ly. “1 waited for you to make the
first step without suggesting it. In case
you need a few hundred dollars 1 will
be glad to advance it to you. With the
property as collateral, of course.”

“ Well, that’s nice of Uncle Amos,”
Murray answered, his tone slightly sar-
castic. “ But | think we—"

“We?” Amos Colton broke in.

“ Mack here is going with me.”

Braden, watching him, could have
sworn that he saw a half startled ex-
pression come into Amos Colton’s eyes.
And when Amos spoke, Mack knew
that, for some reason, he was entirely
out of favor with the idea of Murray
having a partner in his venture.

Before they left his office, however,
Amos Colton promised to inform the
native overseer, La Touche, that they
.would arrive on the next boat and in-
struct him to get things in readiness
for them.

When they reached the street Mur-
ray turned questioning eyes on Braden
and was rewarded with a grunt of dis-

ust.
- What do you think of him?” Mur-
ray-asked.

“ Reminds me of a rat sticking its
head out of a hole,” Mack answered
promptly.  There were other things
on the tip of his tongue, but he held
them back, fearing that he might of-
fend Murray.

" Did you have a lawyer examine the
accounting he gave you?” Mack asked.

“Yes. Dad and he had the same
lawyer. He went over the papers and

said they were all in order. You know
the old man did a lot of gambling in
oils and grain.”

“ He musta,” Mack grunted.

“Do you think there is anything
wrong?” Murray asked.

“You say you thought there was a
small fortune when your father died?”
Mack countered.

“Yes.”

Mack pursed his lips, and a short
whistle escaped him.

“ All I know is | wouldn’t trust that
old buzzard with the gold in his own
false teeth. | got a hunch everything
ain’t just as it should be. And I also
got a hunch he’s still got something up
his sleeve. Maybe this little jaunt of
ours will turn out right interesting.”

“ What do you mean, Mack?”

“1'm damned if 1 know myself,”
Mack answered, shaking his head.
“But | didnt like the shifty look in
that old weasel’s eyes.”

And that was where he left it, refus-
ing to' commit himself further.

During the next ten days, while they
awaited the semimonthly sailing of the
mail, cargo and passenger steamer, and
gathered together their equipment, they
called on Amos Colton several times.
And each time Mack became more con-
vinced that there was some sinister
motive behind Amos Colton’s desire to
have Murray take over the manage-
ment of the run-down lime estate.

T was early afternoon on the day of
their departure that Mack’s suspi-
cions became a certainty in his own

mind.

They had seen that all of their lug-
gage and equipment was either stowed
away in their stateroom or put with the
baggage to be slung into the hold, and
had strolled ashore to get a supply of
cigarettes to last them throughout the
voyage.

Coming back onto the dimly lighted
pier, they were jostled by four seedy-
looking men who were engaged in an
argument.  As the argument waxed
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warmer they stopped to watch develop-
ments.

“1’ll lay me two dollars on the little
fellah when the battle begins,” Mack
grinned, as the first blow was struck.

Suddenly they were engulfed in the
center of the melee.  Laughing, they
ducked backward to get out of range of
the flying "fists.

As Mack ducked a blow that was
aimed at one of the men near him, he
saw another one, a burly blackguard,
slip his hand inside his tattered coat
and edge out of the fight to the spot
where Murray had taken refuge.
Something about the way he moved re-
minded Mack of a cougar stalking its
prey, and he watched him, fascinated.

When the man was a bare three feet
from Murray’s side his hand came out
from underneath his coat and Mack
saw the gleam of cold steel. With a
roar Mack dived in time to throw the
man off balance, his thrust coming
down harmlessly behind Murray’s
back.  Then, leaping forward, Mack
tried to fasten his hands on his knife
arm and throat. Ducking beneath
Mack’s grasp, the man lunged wickedly
upward, the Kknife tearing through
Mack’s clothes and leaving a hot, skin-
deep scratch across his stomach.

As Murray came tearing into the
fight one of the other brawlers tripped
him so that he was thrown forward
into Mack’s arms.  While they dis-
entangled themselves the man with the
knife raced off the pier, followed by the
others, and headed south along the
water front.

With a bellow of rage, Mack started
in pursuit, followed by Murray, two
pier policemen and a half dozen long-
shoremen. But when they turned the
corner of the first warehouse there was
no one in sight.

Two blasts from the steamer brought
Mack and Murray to a halt. Looking
backward they saw that the gangplank
was about to be hauled up, so they
whirled back and raced aboard just as
the forward lines were being cast loose.
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Gasping for breath, Mack gave vent
to his feelings while he inspected the
slit through the front of his clothes.
Then he growled at Murray:

“ Unless I'm going batty myself, that
was a little bon voyage surprise planned
by your dear Uncle Amos!”

“You’re ba-batty all right!” Murray
gasped, trying to get his breath.

“Yeah-h-h? Mebbe | am. But that
spig was all set to sink that knife in
your back when | pushed him off
balance. He was hanging on the out-
side of the fight waiting until they got
you mixed up in the middle of it. Then
he was supposed to knife you and then
they’d all break and run as you fell.
I've seen it done before. A knife won't
make any noise, and it gives them a
chance to get away.”

“ But old Amos wouldn’t pull a thing
like that on me! In the first place, he
wouldn’t have the nerve.”

“ He would if he knew, there wasnt
any chance of his being implicated.
And as for asking me what the point is
—well, answer it yourself. If 1 knew
that my suspicions had any basis |
could pull the props out from under
him right now. But | don’t, so we've
got to keep our eyes open and wait
until some one slips up and gives away
his racket.  There are lots of ornery
men in the world who would cut out
their own mother’s heart for money.”

With a shrug of his shoulders Mack
turned and went below, leaving Mur-
ray gazing at the small group of people
on the end of the pier. When he fol-
lowed, his step was a little more firm,
his jaw a little more aggressive than it
had ever been before.

CHAPTER II.
THE CARIB.

HALF hour later, after they had
stored their luggage away in a
minimum amount of space, they
went on deck again and sauntered aft
toward the smoking room.  As they
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were about to enter their attention was
attracted by the excited exclamations
and gestures of a group of passengers
gathered along the port rail.

Following their gaze, they saw that
the steamer was being pursued by a
pugnacious little tug that had pulled
well up off the port bow and was ex-
changing signals with the bridge.

Suddenly the tug changed its course
and veered In toward the steamer. As
it came alongside a seaman on the
steamer’s main deck heaved a line to
the tug. Then a rope ladder was
thrown over the side and dragged
along the tug’s deck.

Weaving, plunging, keeping an even
pace alongside, the tug held its own
while a man upon the deck made ready
*to mount the ladder. Slowly, so slowly
that it seemed at times that his strength
was giving out, he made his way up-
ward until he was seized from above
and"pulled over the side.

As he turned his face upward Mack
dug his elbow in Murray’s side and
muttered something beneath his breath.

“What?” Murray asked.

“Where have | seen that mug be-
fore?” Mack said, half to himself.

“What mug?”

“The bird that just came aboard.
I 've seen him some place in the last few
days.”

A grin overspread Murray’s face.

“ Boy, you’re going to see pink
snakes soon.  Come on in and have
some lemon and lime and forget it or
you’ll be gunning for the captain and'
chief engineer before we get ashore.”

Shaking his head from side to side,
Mack followed him into the smoking
room. While they waited for a steward
he remained silent, refusing to answer
Murray’s good-natured gibes. But a
little later he suddenly™ brought his
glass down on the table with a bang and
exclaimed, “ | know!”

" Know what, Sherlock?”

“ He’s the half-breed | saw in your
uncle’s office yesterday. Remember? |
called him to your attention when we
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were leaving because he looked like
the Caribs 1 used to see down in
Cartagena.”

Murray sat silent for a moment, and
when he spoke the grin had been erased
from his lips.

“You’re right, Mack. | remember.”
He stopped to shake his head a half
dozen times. “ It was hard to believe
at first, but 1’m beginning to think that
Uncle Amos is—” He hesitated as
though loath to say a thing that had
not been proved.

For the next two days they spent
most of their time in the smoking room
or striding about the deck getting their
sea legs. And when the sea turned
from deep green to blue and the first
gentle .breezes of the trades caressed
*heir faces, they took to the steamer
chairs they had reserved on the upper
deck and hashed over their plans for
the first steps of opening up Caribbees,
the Colton estate.

And while they cut their way
through the violet tinted Caribbean,
touched at Charlotte Amalie and Chris-
tianstad, and spent a half a day
wandering about the market place at
Guadeloupe; Mack kept a constant eye
on the yellow-skinned Riviere of the
shifty eyes who had clambered aboard
from a tug in the harbor.

Although Murray laughed at his pre-
cautions and told him that he had spent
too long a time among the comic opera
plots and counterplots of Central
America, underneath he had learned to
regard Mack’s suspicions with a new
respect.

And the morning that they left
Guadeloupe and were watching the ir-
regular mass of Dominica’s mountain
spires rise like gigantic green cathedrals
ahead, Murray’s conviction became
quite as pronounced as Mack’s.

AS the ship rounded the northern
end of the island and slipped be-
hind the protecting tip of Prince

Rupert’s Bay and the Cabrits, he and
Mack crossed through the saloon
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passageway to better view the palm-
studded shores.  When they stepped
out on the port side angry voices
reached their ears. Turning, they saw
Riviere standing before a girl whom
they had not seen before during the
voyage.

She was standing with her back to
the port rail, and because her voice was
angry and a trifle high-pitched they
easily heard what she was saying.

“1 have kept to my cabin entirely
because of you, Mr. Riviere,” they
heard. * I think I have made it more
than plain in the past that 1—"

“You will change your mind very
soon,” he interrupted, bowing with
mock courtesy. “ Perhaps you will
even be glad to solicit my friendship.”

Uncertain whether or not to inter-
fere, they saw her eyes shoot fire and
her hand came around in a half circle,
catching him fairly on the cheek in a
stinging blow. Cursing, he grabbed at
her wrist, his face gone pasty, while
he hissed words they could not hear.

Starting together, Murray reached
Riviere a fraction of a second before
Mack, and sent the breed spinning
across the deck. As they both started
to follow him the girl’s voice came to
them pleading and not a little fright-
ened.

“ Please,” she begged,- and some-
thing about her eyes reminded Murray
of violets sprayed with dew, *““don’t
carry it any further. It will only make
it harder for me.”

With that she smiled a frightened
smile and disappeared down a compan-
ionway while they gazed after her in
astonishment.

When they whirled back toward
Riviere he was brushing the paint from
his shoulder, where he had come in
violent contact with the forward deck
house.

As Mack started to speak he ad-
vanced toward them, his eyes gleaming
points of rage.

“You will pay me for that,” he said
to Murray, quietly enough.
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“No time like the present,” Mur-
ray assured him cheerfully, his fists
closing.

“1 don’t brawl like a street ruffian,”
the man sneered, and his hand slid into
an inner pocket and rested there while
he raked them with his eyes. “ When
I get through with you, Mr. Murray
Colton of Caribbees, you will be tamed
for all time!”

Turning upon his heel,*he continued
to brush the paint from his coat as he
sauntered down the deck.

Anger flamed in Murray’s eyes, and
he made as though to follow him, but
Mack put out a detaining hand and
shook his head.

“Let him go for now,” he said.
“He’s heeled with a gat, and he’d be
only too glad to use it on you. Did
you notice that he called you Mr. Mur-
ray Colton of Caribbees?”

“ Did you see those eyes?’ Murray
countered.

“ Sure, he would have sunk a piece
of lead in you if | hadn’t been here to
witness it.”

“1 don’t mean his eyes,” Murray
answered; “ 1 mean the girl’s.”

With a snort Mack started to walk
away, then, reconsidering, turned
back, his voice pleading.

“ Say, Murray, do you realize that
that half-breed was all primed to dust
your wishbone and laugh over it?”

“ Sure! But what can | do about it—
ask him to stop, please?” Murray asked
lightly.

But behind the lightness in his words
Mack caught a tone he had not heard
before, like the ping of a hammer ring-
ing on true steel.

MMEDIATELY after the ship
dropped anchor in the roadstead
they saw the girl whom Riviere had

affronted slip gracefully down the
gangplank and into a launch flying the
British ensign. Upon inquiry the chief
engineer assured Murray that she was
the niece of the colonial administrator
of the island.
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And as they were drawing away
from the ship in a native skiff, they
saw Riviere stagger out of the smoking
room and make his way down the
gangplank, a trio of native servants
aiding him with his luggage.

La Touche, the native overseer of
Caribbees, met them on the jetty and
took charge of their luggage as it
passed through the -informal British
customs.

He then led them through the cob-
bled streets, lined intermittently with
thatched huts and enormous stone
buildings constructed to withstand the
fury of tropical hurricanes, to the
Hotel St. Pierre.

They found the proprietor a bloated,
wheezy individual, who sat behind the
desk with a bottle of rum at his el-
bow and an enormous pipe dangling
from one comer of his mouth, as he
attempted to drive away a swarm of
flies with limp gestures of his pudgy
hands.

During the dinner Mack plied him
with questions. Most of the answers
were monosyllables or slobbering
grunts between mouthfuls of food.
But he did inform them that the first
formality expected of them was a call
on the administrator at Government
House.

So, after the noonday siesta, they
made their way through the sun-
parched streets and presented their
names to a smartly uniformed native
at the residence of the administrator.

They were immediately ushered into
the. presence of Colonel Jamison, a
lean, bronzed Englishman, who greet-
ed them warmly and to whom they both
took an instant liking.

After a frosted rum swizzle had
been placed in their hands he casually
and urbanely volunteered much val-
uable information and advice concern-
ing the problems they would be called
upon to face in opening Caribbees.

When Mack asked him about the la-
bor market he shook his head slowly
and hesitated before answering. Some-
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thing about his expression caused them
to watch him closely while he chose his
words.

“I’m sorry to say that we’ve been
having a bit of trouble with the na-
tives, especially up in your section of
the island. They are always independ-
ent, and right now they are restless.
We’ve had a few poisoning cases, love
potions, and that sort of thing, and we
havent any way to get at the guilty
beggars.

“ But | am hoping that after carni-
val week they will go back to normal.
Of course, labor is cheap—eighteen
pence a day for the men and tenpence
for women.”

“When they work ?” Mack asked.

“When they work,” he answered.

When he accompanied them to the
door Mack asked him, in a casual
manner, if Riviere, a man who had
come down on the boat with them, was
a planter.

“Yes,” Colonel Jamison answered,
his lips setting in a hard line that did
not escape them. “ He is the owner of
a more or less disreputable hotel, the
Casa Grande, where all the trouble on
the island is brewed. A short time back
he bought the plantation that adjoins
Caribbees to the north. And he is more
than apt to cause you trouble if he lives
up to his reputation.”

And then, as though he were afraid
that he had overstepped his official du-
ties in warning them, he politely but
inexorably bowed them down the steps
before they could question him further.

hroughout the interview
Murray had kept his eyes and
ears open for some sign of the
administrator’s niece, and once, after
Mack had mentioned Riviere’s name,
he almost inquired about her. But
something warned him to hold his
tongue when Colonel Jamison made no
reference to the fact that she also had
accompanied them down on the boat.
“ Well, we don’t know so much more
than we did before,” Mack said as they
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turned out of the government grounds
and into the cobbled street that lined
the indigo sea.

“Why, you big chump,” Murray
protested, “ he gave us a lot of good
dope.”

“ Oh, sure—stuff we already knew,”
Mack answered. “ But | wanted to get
some more information about this gent
Riviere. | don’t believe in looking for
trouble, but when it’s looking for me
I like to take it by the horns.”

“ Let’s wander around to Riviere’s
hotel and look the joint over,” he
added.

“All right with me,” Murray an-
swered. “In fact, I’'m agreeable to
anything that will take us out of this
darn sun.”

“Unless I'm crazy,” Mack smiled,
“ Riviere would be only too glad to
give you a one-way ticket to a hotter
place.”

They found Riviere’s hotel after a
few minutes of walking and entered
by a green swinging door that led into
the cafe. Once inside, they stood still
until their eyes had become accus-
tomed to the dim lights after the
bright glare of the tropical sun.

As the room formed before their
gaze they saw that on their left was a
short bar, behind which a grinning
black with brilliant turban was pour-
ing drinks into a tray of glasses. A
half dozen nondescript whites and half-
breeds sat at the tables scattered about
the room.

Through a curtain in the back came
the low strum of a stringed instru-
ment, a babble of voices chattering”™in
patois, and the soft laughter of native
women, sweet, cajoling.

Thev slipped into chairs at a table
near the door, with their backs to the
wall. A red turbaned, coffee-colored
waitress came shuffling toward them,
her eyes roving over them insolently.
The voices in the room dropped to buz-
zing whispers.

“Tell Mr. Riviere we want to talk
to him,” Mack smiled, while Murray
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gazed at him in wide-eyed amazement.
Turning without a word, she glided
away with that round hip movement
peculiar to the native women.

In a moment, almost before they
had settled themselves in their chairs,
the curtains were pushed violently
aside and Riviere came striding into
the room.

Behind him came two giant blacks
with shining, heavy machetes dangling
at their belts. His eyes were cold glints
of steel glistening bright in the light of
the colored lamps. His lips were nar-
rowed and cruel.

He was across the room in a half
dozen quick strides, while Mack smiled
at him with guileless eyes.

“ We were wondering,” Mack began,
as his eyes darted from one to the
other of them, “ if you would give us
a little information about getting our
equipment up to Caribbees. We’re new
at this kind of thing, and we thought
that maybe just a few words from you
might save us a heap of trouble.”

Riviere’s eyes crinkled into a half
smile, half smirk, while he regarded
them in the manner a cat has with a
cornered mouse.

Not a voice sounded in the suddenly
hushed room as he slipped into a chair
across from them.

mQ O you want to know how to get
your equipment up to Carib-
bees?” he finally sneered.

“ That’s the idea,” Murray answered
shortly.

“ But suppose | tell you that you are
not going up to Caribbees?” he asked
in return, his voice taunting.

“We’d say you were gone cuckoo,
fella,” Mack answered slowly, his
voice steady and hard as steel.

In answer Riviere swung about and
ordered the two blacks to clear the
room. Almost before he had finished
speaking the half dozen derelicts shuf-
fled through the curtains into the back
room, their glasses clutched in their
hands.

2 A
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Still speaking in patois, Riviere or-
dered one of the blacks to guard the
entrance from the back, and ordered
the other One before the street door.
Then he leaned across the table and
laughed into Mack’s face.
ff“ You fools!” he said. “ Do you
suppose I’ll ever let you out of here?
You'’ve played into my hands of your
own free will. There are only a hun-
dred whites on the island, and not much
chance that any of them saw you come
in here. And if they did, who can say
that you didn’t start trouble and my
men merely protected my property? A
snap of my fingers, and—"

“ Oh, I guess we’ll go out all right,
Riviere,” Mack smiled at him, but his
smile was like the cold beauty of the
sun gleaming on the blade of a rapier.

In answer Riviere started to-get to
his feet. But he suddenly stopped and
sat back, his eyes fastened on the edge
of the table before Mack.

“If you move your hand a quarter
of an inch I’ll sink an even half dozen
slugs into your yellow hide,” Mack
went on quietly, his voice hardly above
a whisper. Peeping over the edge of
tiie table, half concealed within the
palm of Mack’s hand, was the blue
nose of an automatic.

“We didn’t like your, little display
of bad manners this morning worth a
damn,” Mack continued. “In fact,
we don’t like anything about nosey
people, and you in particular.

" We just dropped in here to warn
you that if you leave us alone we’re
right peaceful fellas, and if you don’t
we’re tougher than elephant hide. |If
you doubt it, signal to one of your apes
over there, and see how fast | can drill
holes in you.

“ Some day soon I’'m cornin’ back
here to find out just what you ve got up
your sleeve, and meanwhile, unless you
want to find yourself standin’ in front
of this thing when it speaks, dont try
to knife us in the back. I'm right sorry
I don’t have more time to stick around
now and hear just what you got on
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your mind. But mebbe one of them fel-
las might get nervous with his cutlass,
and then where would | be?’

Still smiling, Mack slipped the gun
into his side coat pgcket and got to his
feet. Followed by Murray, he made the
distance to the door in four strides,
never looking back after he had once
turned his back on Riviere. Shoulder-
ing the half naked black aside, they
slipped out of the door into the bright
glare of the tropical sun.

CHAPTER IlI.

THE MAGIC WARNING.

away, they almost expected to

hear the roar of a gun behind
them. After they had swung around
the first comer Mack broke into a grin
that ended in a loud guffaw.

“ I knew he was yellow,” he laughed.
“If either of us had made a move in
front of those natives they would have
cut us into pieces that would make a
sausage machine blush. But now we
have him worried. He’ll be afraid that
we’ll tell the administrator the whole
thing and that will make him a little
more careful about the way he goes
after us.”

“ But what was the use in getting
him riled?” Murray asked.

“Just what | said. He’ll stop and
let that rest in his craw for awhile
before he tries to knife us again. Once
you get the jump on these half-breeds
down here half the fight is over,” Mack
answered.

Turning to the left on the water
front they came opposite the custom
house and decided to make arrange-
ments for the release of their luggage
the next morning. Afterward they
strolled south along a trail that edged
the sandy lagoons, in search of the hut
where La Touche had told them he
could be found, intending to tell him
that they would be ready to leave for-
Caribbees in the morning.

ONCE outside and striding quickly
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A thousand tiny humming birds
darted with quick erratic flights
through the salmon covered blossoms
of a bois immortelles. Blue and purple
shadows lengthened out and danced
through the scrubby trees that lined
the narrow road. The sky turned from
reddish pink to primrose and royal pur-
ple and far out over the sapphire sea
white puffy clouds were topped with
golden turrets.

Naked children rolled on the white
sands of the lagoons. Woolly-headed
black women slapped their wash upon
the boulders at the mouth of the creeks
where they emptied into the sea.

Natives coming in from their labors
in the tiny clearings that nestled along
the sides of the hill swung the barbar-
ous-looking machetes they used for till-
ing their soil and protecting their
homes.

A mountain whistler warbled mourn-
fully in the jungle above them as they
heard the clatter of a horse’s hoofs
coming from around a bend in the
trail ahead. As the rider came into
view they saw that it was the girl
whom Riviere had accosted on the boat
that morning. And almost instantly,
even before they noticed that the na-
tives were peering silently out of their
huts they knew that both horse and
rider were keyed to the breaking point.

As they stepped back into the
shadows of the trail to let her pass a
native voice sounded high and shrill.
The cry was taken up by a half hun-
dred other voices until the air became
a bedlam of high-pitched screams.

Suddenly a half clothed child came
tearing out of a hut directly in her
path. Her pony reared until it seemed
she could not keep her saddle. Com-
ing down on his neck she lost one of
her stirrups and went lurching over his
shoulder into the dust.

The voices of the natives rose in
a chant of derision as they closed in
about her. With a cry Mack dived for
.the horse and Murray charged through
the pack of blacks that surrounded her.
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Lifting her into his arms he hurled
sharp, piercing commands at the stink-
ing bodies packed about him until they
slunk back into the shadows, muttering
and chattering among themselves.

While he carried her back to the
place where Mack was trying to qufet
the still plunging pony her eyelids flut-
tered open and she gazed up into his
eyes with an expression of mixed bewil-
derment and alarm. With his face the
color of a newly boiled lobster Murray
tried to reassure and quiet her.

OU’LL be feeling all right in a
moment,” he said as he put her
gently down with her back

against a scrubby tree.

“ 1—I1 guess I’'m all right now,” she
answered and glanced apprehensively
toward the row of huts that were fast
becoming a part of the shadows along
the road.

After a few more moments they
helped her to mount and she asked
them if they would escort her back to
Government House.

“ Uncle Clyde is going to be furious
at me for riding out alone,” she in-
formed them as they tramped along
beside her.

“It’s dangerous riding out among
these natives alone, Miss—Miss—"
Mack stuttered and stopped.

“Jamison,” she supplied with a
smile, “ Colonel Jamison, the adminis-
trator, is my uncle.”

For a moment she fell silent, then
laughed a little nervously, adding:

“ You always seem to be handy when
I need assistance.”

“ 1 hope we always will be,” Murray
put in.

“ | want to thank you again for help-
ing me this morning, but—¥ She
stopped again and they both wondered
at the strangeness of her voice, as
though she were afraid of something
and yet afraid to tell them of her fears.

“You must be careful not to arouse
the enmity of the owner of the Casa
Grande, Mr. Riviere,” she continued
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after a moment, her voice strangely un-
steady. “ He is a dangerous man.”

“I’'m afraid you’re a little late with
your warning,” Mack laughed.

A few minutes later they were inside
the government grounds, where she
took each of them by the hand and
thanked them again.

As they turned to go, Colonel Jami-
son came into view in the doorway.
*When he saw his niece his face clouded
and he hurried down the steps, his ex-
pression one of angry disapproval.

During the next few moments while
he lectured her, Mack and Murray
sidled from one foot to another try-
ing to hide their embarrassment. But
when he had finished, and they saw the
twinkle in her eyes, something stirred
within them and they gave her a whole-
hearted grin of appreciation. Nettled,
Colonel Jamison turned his attention
upon them.

“You may think I'm foolish to wor-
ry, but it isn’t safe for even a man
to go about these days. | was sorry
I wasn’t more frank with you after
you were here this afternoon. There’s
trouble brewing among the natives and
| can’t put my finger on it. | know
Riviere is the ringleader, but | don’t
know how bad it is. But let me say
that if you have any firearms in your
luggage you had better get them out
and get them oiled up. You may need
them if we are to believe all the things
Captain Waring, the inspector of po-
lice, reports.

“ Until after carnival week is over,
I think it advisable that you stay here
in Roseau. | have sent messengers
out to all of the planters warning them
that they had better come in. And |
have wired the governor of the Lee-
ward group to request a cruiser to
stand by. Frankly I don’t believe there
is any real danger, and yet—"

“We’ll be right glad to help in any
way we can if trouble starts,” Mack
interrupted, and Murray nodded his
head vigorously in accord.

Colonel Jamison gazed from one to
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the other of them for a moment and
something he saw in the steady gleam
of their eyes and the set of their jaws
drove the frown from his forehead.

Then he and his niece made their
way up the steps while Mack and Mur-
ray strolled silently out the driveway,
their minds tom between his warning
and the charm of his niece.

HEN they got back to their
W rooms at the Hotel St. Pierre

and had opened the door be-
tween them, they took up the subject
of their plans again.

“What do you think we had better
do: go ahead, or sit tight down here?”
Murray asked as he doused his head
from the sweating water monkey.

“ If La Touche has managed to scare
up enough burros to carry our stuff, |
say we strike out for Caribbees in the
morning,” Mack answered.

“ Me, too,” Murray agreed. “If
anything breaks down here we can
come back. Besides, what chance will
forty or fifty whites have against thirty
thousand natives if they do have an
uprising? All the constabulary except
the officers will join them so they won’t
be of any use.”

“ Right!” Mack called back, his voice
smothered in the folds of a shirt he
was pulling over his head.

During supper La Touche came in
to inform them that he had hired a
cook, a house servant, a messenger to
“head ” supplies up from Roseau, two
ponies for their own use and a half
dozen burros to pack their equipment.
Immediately they informed old Kings-
ley, the proprietor of the St. Pierre,
that they would be leaving in .the
morning..

However, it was well past noon when
they got La Touche and his pack train
under way and swung themselves into
their saddles. As they came slowly out
of the courtyard of the St. Pierre a
messenger arrived with a hastily
scrawled note from Gwendolyn Jami-
son in which she extended them a cor-
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dial invitation to visit Government
House whenever they came into
Roseau, and again warning them
against Riviere.

When Murray looked up after read-
ing the note through twice, his eyes
were shining in such a way that Mack
could not suppress a grin. Mack was
thinking of the night a few weeks back
when, back home, Murray had told
him that Sylvia Forrest had jilted him.
And then he suddenly sobered as a
vision of Gwendolyn Jamison’s twin-
kling eyes floated before his vision and
something quite alien to his nature
stirred in his heart.

Half an hour later they had left
the thatched huts of Roseau behind and
were headed north along the flats, the
lilting song that came from their lips
keeping time with their horses’ hoofs.
Blue ameiva and huge iguanas scam-
pered across their path fading like
magic into the baked roadside. The
booming of the sea and the soothing
swish as it slipped over the white sands
into the lagoons brought them a feeling
of utter contentment.

From there the trek took a winding
course up the mountainside until the
sea lay like a great sparkling blue and
green gem below them. Higher up, as
they plunged into the lower rim of the
jungle, it was cut off entirely from
their view. Above and below they
could hear the roar and crash of the
tiny rivers as they plunged and
squirmed downward to the sea.

At times La Touche led them off the
main trail through solid walls of jun-
gle, where their horses’ hoofs clicked
along over huge flagstones that were
half buried in the ground, the artillery
trails laid by the slaves of invading
French armies in the days of the Bona-

partes.

T was while they were traversing one
of these short cuts, bending low over
their ponies to evade the lianas and

bush ropes that dangled from above,
that the roar of a rifle reverberated
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through the jungle and a bullet whipped
by their ears.

Before the second crash came Mack
had thrown himself off his horse, and
was hugging the ground with Murray
lying just behind him. La Touche,
after one backward glance had dived
for the protection of a giant gomicr
behind which he clung as though he
had become a part of its gummy bark.

As silence settled about them again
they began to worm their way upward.
Suddenly, the sound of breaking
branches came from the shadowy jun-
gle ahead and they sent a half dozen
bullets whipping through the leaves.
The whir of a partridge’s wings and
the call of a mountain whistler, long
drawn and mournful, floated back to
their ears. Then silence.

Going cautiously forward they came,
in a few minutes, to a small clearing
where La Touche pointed to footprints
that had been made by the bare feet of
a half dozen natives.

After examining the marks they
found that to follow them would mean
taking a native trail through almost
impassable jungle. Undecided for the
moment as to the most advisable thing
to do Mack turned to La Touche who
informed him that it would be next to
impossible to follow it.

“They were sent to ambush you,
sare,” La Touche went on, “and lost
}heir courage when you returned their
ire.”

“How the hell do you know they
were sent to ambush us?” Mack asked
his eyes narrowing.

“Trouble travels with the speed of
birds here, sare,” La Touche answered,
his eyes darting nervously here and
there in the jungle. “ It is whispered
from mouth to mouth and no one
knows from where it comes.”

“ Well, what do you know about our
trouble?” Murray put in.

“ Only, sare, that | did have, oh, a
very hard time to get servants, sare.
They did say that you are surrounded
by evil spirits.”
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With a grunt Mack shoved his Colt
back in its holster and mounted his
pony, but there was a grimness about
him that belied the grin he directed at
Murray.

Until they reached the flats at the
top of the mountain they kept their
eyes and ears open, straining every
sense to detect an alien sound about
them. Once over the top they dis-
mounted and waited for the servants
and bufros to catch up to them.

When they appeared the sun was
fast becoming a ball of fire over the
western rim of the mountains and it
became necessary to guide the burros
by means of flaring flambeaux. As
they started on a light rain began to
fall and before they had covered the
two miles to the trail that led down to
the plantation house it was coming
down In torrents.

Leaving the servants huddled be-
neath rude shelters of plantain leaves,
La Touche led them down the narrow
trail toward the house. As the wind
extinguished the flambeau La Touche
carried they could not see their hands
before their faces. Dripping like
drowned rats, they waited while he
went on ahead to relight within the
shelter of the house.

Once inside, they peered about as
the light threw eerie shadows across
the one long room. An iguana scam-
pered across a rafter and peered down
at them from his perch over their
heads. And mingled with the rattling
bamboos and sighing chataigniers was
the far-off beating of Ebo drums—
African tom-toms — and the chanting
of frenzied voices, rising and falling.

“Ugh!” Murray laughed.

Made grinned and pointed a finger
at La Touche who was shaking like a
leaf in a gale.

AFTER they had inspected the
sleeping rooms, kitchen and serv-
ants' huts, they started back np

the trail to lead in the burros.

They found them huddled together,

a flambeau still burning under the plan-
tain shdter. But there was no sign of
the servants.

“Where the—” Mads began, and
turned toward La Touche.

“ Call those low-lived sons of pigs
and dogs, and let’s get this stuff in,” he
directed, rain running down his face in
streams.

“ They have gone, sare,” La Touche
answered.

“ Hell's bells!” Mack growled, “ I
know they've gone. Call ’em back!”

“They will-not come, sare,” La
Touche answered while he walked back
and forth, peering into the darkness of
the trail that led down to the house.

Suddenly an exclamation burst from
his lips and they swung over beside
him. Wi ith trembling hands he pointed
to a rude cross that had been placed
at the fork of the traiL

“ A Jumby cross, sare,” he said, his
teeth chattering a tattoo. *“ They’re
putting the Obeah on us—magic, sare.”

“ Rot!” Mack exploded, and threw
the crudely crossed sticks aside.

After they had led the burros down
the trail and had unloaded them, they
broke open a case of supplies and
cooked their supper over the fire pot
in the leaky kitchen.

Before they turned in for the night
they placed Colts and rifles within easy
reach, and slipped the heavy hardwood
bars through the brackets on the hurri-
cane shutters and doors.

“ Mebbe that ’Il keep us from gettin’
one of those machetes wound around
our necks,” Mack said as he extin-
guished the light and flopped into his
bunk.

When La Touche awoke them the
next morning they found that it was
still raining, and the clearing before
the house was swathed in clouds that
prevented them from seeing to the first
rim of jungle. But while they were
eating breakfast the sun broke through
on the green slopes of Diablotin and
Abbatre Bois, and patches of blue ap-
peared in the sky.
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At noon, clothed in top boots and
slickers, they followed La Touche on
a tour of inspection that included the
twenty thousand lime trees spread out
through the Layou Valley, three thou-
sand orange in the clearing before the
house, two thousand coco, and some
fifty of coffee and nutmeg, along the
upper trail.

On the way back they noticed that
the rude cross Mack had removed the
night before had been replaced by an-
other. La Touche passed it by without
a comment after glancing nervously
into the jungle that hemmed them
in.

"How long will they keep putting
those things up there?” Mack asked
impatiently.

Until the obeah-man has ordered
them to stop, sare,” La Touche an-
swered, “ a native will not come down
the trail until then, sare, or he would
find a potion in his rum.”

“ Poison, eh?”

“ Oh, yes, sare,”
swered quietly.

“ Well, there’s one thing darn sure,”
Mack said in a moment, “ we’ve got to
get some men in to spray those trees
and take care of the clearings' and the
green fruit. If we can concentrate the
juice and get the oils out of this crop
it will give us enough money to go
ahead and put the place on its feet.

“ It will take a couple of months of
hard work to put the mill and boiling,
house in shape, and we’ve got to get
some new parts for that four-t“yche
battery. Of course, the oils will be
easy enough if we can get some women
to work the machines, but the juices—"
He broke off and stood silent, while
La Touche regarded him with a new
respect shining in his eyes.

“ Look here, La Touche,” he finally
went on. “ You stay here and get our
things put away and we’ll ride back to
Roseau and see if we can’t line up some
natives who arent afraid of ghosts—
of your jumbies. We’ve got to have
labor and we’ve got to have servants,

La Touche an-
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and we’ll get ’em if we have to make
them more scared of us than they are
of jumbies.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE NIGHT ATTACK.

HEN they took the trail an hour
later, each had a rifle swung to
his pommel and an automatic

in the holster strapped about his waist.

“Looks as if we expected a little
heavy shooting,” Murray laughed as
they started slowly down the winding,
treacherous trail.

“ Mebbe we’ll get it, too,” Mack an-
swered. “ Usually these threats of na-
tive uprisings don’t amount to a dam
because they dont have anything to
fight with, or a leader. But | got a
funny feeling that this Riviere is going
to stir things up just long enough to
put us out of the way while the gen-
eral excitement is going on. And re-
member one thing: don’t ever pull your
I%ul?l on a native unless you shoot to

i

Wi ith that he dismounted and led his
pony over a treacherous stretch where
a misstep would have plunged them
down into the rushing waters of a riv-
er a hundred feet below.

In an hour’s time they had made
their way to the lower rim of the jun-
gle. They dismounted to water their
ponies in a viaduct that supplied water
to the mill of an estate in the valley
below. As they were about to swing
into the saddle again the harsh cries
of a band of natives came from down
the trail. Coming closer the voices be-
came a bedlam of high-pitched screams
and bestial baying.

Moving quickly they led.their horses
off the trail and concealed them behind
a thick screen of plantain leaves.
Training their rifles through the tan-
gled mass before them they covered the
trail, ready in case the horses should
give away their hiding place.

As the jabbering, frenzied blacks
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came into their range of vision they
saw that they were all reeling from the
effects of palm wine or rum. In the
lead was a giant black, naked to the
waist, his body gleaming with the bril-
liant stain of herbs.

In his left hand he carried a rifle.
From his right dangled a keen-edged
machete. Less colorfully painted, a
mob of fifty blacks followed m his
wake, all armed with machetes, a few
with rifles and old muskets, their eyes
rolling with the hideous shrieks that
came from their lips.

Keeping silent until the band had
passed around a bend in the trail they
then led their horses out and mount-
ed, each with the same thought in their
mind unspoken. Had they murdered
and rifled the estates on the way up ?

There wasnt any doubt in their
minds as to the objectives of the mob
that had just passed. They knew that
they were bound for Caribbees. Had
Riviere sent out other bands of ma-
rauders beside this one ?

At the little settlement at the foot of
the hill, they decided to abandon their
horses and circle around the town to
avoid riding the several miles of flat
land along the sea where they would
have presented an easy target to any
one lying in ambush.

The sun was just slipping into the
sea when they edged up over the last
steep foothill and gazed down on the
town below. At almost the same in-
stant smoke and fire began to pour
from the government buildings that

lined the water front.
T to their ears, and the wild howl-

ing of a thousand voices suddenly
gone mad. As the firing increased in
volume and was reenforced by the rat-
tat-tot of a machine gun, conflagrations
sprang up in a half dozen places within
their view. And almost directly be-
low them the barracks of the native po-
lice burst into flame, lighting up the
Government House grounds as though

|E staccato rattle of rifle fire came
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a huge searchlight had been thrown
upon them.

Suddenly, over the top of the stone
wall that surrounded the grounds a
thousand forms poured like a river of
ink. Waving machetes, screaming, leap-
ing in the air as they advanced, they
had progressed halfway to the house
when a machine gun sprayed them with
lead. For an instant they halted, wa-
vered, then pushed ahead. Another
burst of lead that mowed down the sec-
ond rank brought them to a dazed halt.

And then, as suddenly as they had
attacked, they went streaming back
over the wall, beating and tearing at
one another to get away from the dead-
ly fire that came from the house.

Far out along the shore the flare of
another fire lit the heavens and Murray
turned sick with the thought of the ter-
rible butchery that was taking place.

“ We’ve got to get down there and
help them,” he said and in his mind
was a picture of Gwendolyn Jamison
facing the howling pack of savages that
raced through the cobblestone streets.

“ Probably most of the whites on the
island are there,” Mack answered.

“Unless they fire Government
House, they’re all safe inside until they
run out of ammunition. We better go
down the side of the mountain right
here, if we can, and slip into Govern-
ment House from the back. Are you
ready?”

“ Ready,” Murray answered, and
his voice was grim with determination.

Rolling, slipping, they began the
perilous descent down the slope, their
rifles clutched in their hands.

Once down, they slipped within the
shadows of a row of giant crotons that
lined an alleyway, and advanced cau-
tiously in the general direction of Gov-
ernment House. Rounding a comer
they came upon a band of a dozen
blacks who were creeping toward the
rear wall of the house. Falling in a
few feet behind them they followed,
halting while the negroes prepared huge
pitch torches to throw over the wall.
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At a signal from Mack the two
Americans poured a stream of lead in-
to the center of the group. Taken by
surprise, the natives screamed in terror
and went racing away, leaving three of
their number stretched on the cobble-
stones.

' Quick now,” Mack called, “ we’ve
got to get over and inside before a
thousand of them come back.”

Running along the wall they stopped
before a huge gate whose hinges
formed a foothold. Scrambling, up-
ward they stood in bold relief at the
top and then dropped lightly, to the
ground on the other side. Lying flat on
their bellies they hugged the ground
expecting to be riddled by- lookouts
from inside the house. But when a
minute had passed and no fire came
they got to their feet and made a dash,
for the protection of the postern gate.

Crouched inside they saw that the
walls at the back of the house were
fully thirty feet high and practically
impossible to scale, and decided that
the defenders were so few they had left
it unguarded, while the attack was con-
centrated on the front.

HEY beat the stocks of their, rifles
T on the heavy hurricane door and

were rewarded by the sound of a
bullet ripping through it from the in-
side.

Lifting his voice, Mack called out
that they were friends and gave their,
names. They heard the heavy bar slip
out of the brackets and then the door
swung slowly inward while a torch
played on their faces.

Stepping quickly in, they saw Gwen-
dolyn Jamison standing on the landing
before them with a smoking gun in

her hand, her eyes wide and surprised..

“Why don’t they keep a lookout here
in the back?” Mack growled as he
shoved the bar on the door through
the iron brackets.

“1'm the lookout,” she answered.
“There are only fifteen men in the
house. Not enough to guard the front

and sides.” Her voice was quite steady
as she went on, telling them to follow
her and she would lead them to her
uncle.

Colonel Jamison gazed at them in
amazement and then wrung their
hands. He called the inspector of po-
lice, Captain Waring.

“ These are the two Americans of
whom 1 told you,” he said, and hur-
ried away.

While Captain Waring posted them
at windows on the second floor he ex-
plained to them that the cable office
had been in the hands of the natives
for the past twelve hours, and most of
the town had been theirs since night-
fall.

“We had to drop back here to be
sure of getting through the night. All
of my constabulary except two or three
loyal fellows have gone over to the
natives. We expect that a cruiser will
proceed here when they have no word
from us in twenty-four hours—if' we
can hold out until they come.” He
stopped as the firing became more in-
tense.

Jumping to the windows Mack and
Murray poured a stream of lead into
a howling mass of blacks as they made
another attempt to close in on the
house. A. bare dozen got within ten
yards of the porch where they were
mowed down by the withering, fire. A
larger band came even farther and in
their hands they waved lighted torches
that they flung upward toward the
roof, then raced back out of range of
the flying bullets.

The ground about the house be-
came strewn with black bodies, some of
them screaming in their agony, others
sprawled grotesquely where they had
fallen.

As the room became filled with the
pungent fumes of burned powder the
defenders stripped to the waist and
went down on their knees on the floor
between attacks, gasping for breath.

“I1f they ever land one of those
torches on this roof we’re going to
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roast like pigs on a spit,” Mack gasped,
wiping the perspiration from his eyes
with the back of a grimy hand.

Almost in answer to his words a
roar reached their ears from below.
Gazing downward they saw that the
grounds directly in front of the house
were illuminated by a blaze from
above. The natives in the street were
pointing and gesticulating wildly.

Rushing into the hallway Mack col-
lided with Colonel Jamison as he came
puffing up the steps, his face white, his
olips tight set. In his hands he carried
two chemical extinguishers. Mack fell
in behind him as he climbed a steep
flight of stairs that led to a trap that
opened on the roof. As he pushed the
trap up a gust of flame darted over the
edge and licked at his face. Falling
backward, he landed on Mack’s shoul-
der and they both crashed to the floor
below.

When Colonel Jamison tried to rise
he fell back with his face twisted in
pain.

“ Go on alone,” he gasped.
ankle is done up.”

113 My

RASPING an extinguisher in one

hand Mack took the steps two at

a time and literally dived onto the
roof with flames licking all about him.
Exposed to the fire of rifles from the
ground he calmly broke the plunger
on the extinguisher and turned it on
the licking flames. As the fire began
to sputter and die the howls from the
natives became shrieks of rage and the
firing more desperate.

With bullets singing beneath his arms
and through his clothing he moved lei-
surely, disdainfully back into the open-
ing and brought up the other extin-
guisher. As his head and shoulders
came into view a bullet found its way
into the fleshy part of his shoulder and
he was driven back against the frame
of the trapdoor by the impact.

Howls of exultation came to his ears,
but be went grimly on to break the sec-
ond plunger while a bullet cut off the

heel of his riding boot, another raised
a tiny welt where it ricocheted off the
buckle of his belt, another tore between
the fingers of the hand that held the
extinguisher on the fast dying fire.

With a branch that he broke from a
tree he beat out the rest of the fire,
waved a derisive hand to the milling
mob below and went calmly down the
stairs, pulling the trapdoor closed after
him.

He found that Colonel Jamison had
been carried to the first floor with a
fractured ankle. At his own command
they placed him before a loophole at
the front of the house where he wait-
ed, white-faced and tenacious, for the
next attack.

After Mack’s wound had been
dressed he went back to his old station
with Murray, whom he found listening
to Gwendolyn Jamison.

“ Riviere has threatened me a half
dozen times,” she was saying. *“ First,
he had the audacity to ask me to be
his wife. When | refused he said that
every white man and child on the island
would pay for it. | didn’t tell Uncle
Clyde because I thought it would only
start trouble and | thought Riviere was
crazy.

“ Instead, | went north for a few
months.  When | came back | found
that he had taken the same boat. |
stayed in my cabin throughout the voy-
age to avoid him. | have been afraid
to tell any one about the morning we
arrived here for fear uncle would do
something so drastic that the natives
would rise up in protest. | have seen
his leering eyes behind every bush and
tree since | came back. | am afraid
to—"

A terrific crash sounded at the side
of the house and they leaped to their
stations as a stream of black bodies
came charging through a gate that had
been forced with a battering ram. Be-
fore a machine gun could be swung into
action they were swarming about the
base of the house, out of range of the
defenders.
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Captain Waring withdrew four men
from the front and sides of the house
and put them at loopholes in the hack.
The women and children, except two
women who were fighting with rifles,
were herded into the huge dining room,
their white, strained faces telling the
story of their fear.

HILE Mack pumped lead into
W the bushes and shrubs about the

grounds, Murray crossed the
room and gasped in his ear, “ how does
this strike you for a regular grade A,
full-sized uprising? You were right
this morning when you said Riviere
was going to stir things up. Wish |
could get a crack at the cagy devil be-
fore | get mine.”

Mack fired the last shot in his mag-
azine and put his rifle against the wall,
his breath coming in gasps. Suddenly
his grimy face spread into a grin.

“Why not?’ he asked.

“Why not what ?’

“Why not get a crack at Riviere?
You know it’s worth a try!”

Before Murray could question him
further he was racing down the stairs
in search of Captain Waring. Finding
him he asked if there was any sort of
a secret passage out of Government
House.

“Yes,” he answered. “ But we’d
all be hacked down in the streets.”

“1 don’t mean that. | mean is there
any way | can get out alone?”

“ Do you mean to say you want to
let us down—run out yourself?” Cap-
tain Waring asked, his face going white
with anger.

" Run hell, fellal” Mack barked. “ |
can’t run if there’s any one after me. |
got a little idea that might work out
right well. Anyway, it’s worth try-
ing.”

€%/Vith Waring listening in wide-eyed
amazement, Mack unfolded his plan.
The other shook his head, saying that
it was impossible, insane, that Mack
couldn’t live two minutes outside.

“Well, I’'m not going to live much

longer in here,” he answered. “ What’s
an hour or two?”

“There’s an underground passage
that leads under the house and comes
out below the old fort,” Captain War-
ing said in reply. “ But you can’t make
it, man.”

“ Have | your permission to try?’
Mack asked eagerly.

“ A man doesn’t need permission to
commit suicide,” the administrator an-
swered caustically.

“Fine,” Mack returned and raced
up the stairs where he enlisted Mur-
ray’s help in blackening his body with
the grime from his rifle barrel and the
charred ends of corks. He tore off his
boots and blackened his bare legs, then
ripped his breeches to tatters. In each
pants pocket he stuck a Colt automatic.
While he prepared his masquerade, he
told Murray of his plans.

When they had finished they found
Captain Waring and asked to be shown
the entrance of the passage way. With
the aid of an iron bar they pried open
the door that led from the hurricane
cellar of the old house into the passage-
way, and with a wave of‘their hands
disappeared into the damp, foul air.

At the far end they could hear the
roar of the sea as it broke on the bowl-
ders that lined the shore beneath the
fort. Guided only by the flickering light
from a ginger-jug flambeau, they
waded through the winding passage-
way for three hundred yards before
they came to the outer iron door.

With their bare hands and the aid of
the iron bar they tore at the earth that
had settled about the door, holding it
rigidly in place. Finally they managed
to get a leverage inside the crack and
put their combined weight into moving
it back and forth a fraction of an inch
at a time.

As the accumulated dirt of years be-
gan falling away, the old timbers above
them sagged and for a moment it
looked as though the whole thing would
cave in on their heads. But after a
breathless wait and a few fearful
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creaks, the rotted timbers held, and
they managed to work the door far
enough open for Mack to slip through.

Peering outside he saw leaping,
shrieking figures along the water front
to the right, where the custom house
and post office had stood. Then quick-
ly taking Murray’s hand, Mack said,
“If 1 don’t come back in a half hour,
go back and help inside, because |
won’t be back.”

With that he slipped into the shad-
ows and faded from view.

CHAPTER V.
VICTORY.

come one of the howling devils

who careened along the street,
the very fierceness of his shrieks keep-
ing the forms about him' from coming
in too close proximity to him.

After he had passed through the mob
before the customhouse he turned up a
narrow passageway and crept along
within the shadows of a’ high stone
wall. The few natives who passed him
thought him to be a wounded man stag-
gering toward his hut. But one giant’
black swung a club that missed his head
by an eyelash and knocked him sprawl-
ing to the ground where he feigned
unconsciousness until the warrior had
passed on, satisfied with his work..

Getting to his feet he staggered
through group after group of natives
until he was lying, flat on his stomach
behind the back wall of the Casa
Grande Hotel. After he had made sure
that there was no guard on the outside,,
he stepped back a few feetand running
forward caught the top of the wall.
Wi ith the agility of a cat he pulled him-
self to the top, scrambled silently over
and dropped down on the other side.

Stealing across the courtyard, he
had approached within two yards of
the back entrance when a black form
stepped from the shadows into the light
and challenged him. Swinging the gun

Q FEW moments later he had be-
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in his hand, Mack caught the guard on
the side of the head. Without a sound
the black plumped forward. Mack
caught him in his arms and laid him
back in the shadows, where he trussed
his hands and feet and bound part of
his ragged breeches in his mouth for a
gag- <.

Moving as noiselessly as the
shadows about him, he traversed the
ten feet to a back stairway and sped up
it. From this point of vantage he
could see native runners and messen-
gers passing back and forth along the
corridor, and he smiled a tiny smile be-
cause he knew that his journey was al-
most at an end. Within the room with
the open door, through which they all
poured, he knew he would find Riviere,
directing the awful carnage.

Waiting until the hallway was empty
he. slipped inside and moved silently
down the corridor. Two natives,
dressed in the uniforms of the con-
stabulary, hurried out and nearly col-
lided with him. About their waists
were strapped double action revolvers,
and Mack saw that the buttons had
been ripped from their tunics.

As he glided by the open door he
glanced within. At a table, in the cen-
ter sat Riviere, a bottle in his right
hand, from which he was pouring
brandy into the glass of a man beside
him. A giant guard stood just inside
the door. Again that tiny smile flick-
ered across Mack's lips and he swung
quickly about.

As he came- across the threshold his
Colt came down on the head of the
guard, who slumped against the wall
and slid to the floor. The hand of the
man Dbeside Riviere leaped to the
holster at his waist, but his gun went
spinning across the room as Mack’s
Colt spoke once, the bullet tearing
through his heart and into the wall be-
hind him.

Moving like a flash of lightning,
Mack brought the barrel of his gun
down on Riviere’s wrist as he reached
for the gun on his desk. It clattered
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to the floor, and Mack shoved his gun
into the half-breed’s belly so hard he
doubled forward on his desk. Bring-
ing his gun up, Mack clipped him on
the side of the head and he sprawled
across his desk unconscious.

As a footstep sounded behind him
he whirled, and his gun spewed lead at
two forms in the doorway. A machete
grazed his head, but the black who had
thrown it strangled and fell across the
guard, a bullet through his neck. The
other staggered forward two steps and
collapsed, making horrible sounds in
his chest.

Mack’s other gun had appeared in
his hand now, and he stood half bent,
his legs widespread, waiting. When
no one else appeared, he swung the
door shut, locked it and upturned Ri-
viere’s desk against it.

UNNING to the window he gazed
down into the courtyard below.
Not a form was in sight. Pick-
ing Riviere up in his arms, he let his
limp form slip feet foremost out of
the window and lowered him until he
dangled a bare two feet from the
ground. Carefully he released his hold.
As impatient knocks sounded on the
door he slipped through the window
and dropped lightly down beside the
still body of his captive. Hoisting him
across his shoulders like a bag of flour,
he unlatched the iron gate and hurried
out into the alleyway, circling north
toward the water front
Accosted by a guard, he replied,
“ He are drunk, sare,” and then clipped
the man on the head as he turned away.
At the mouth of the Layou River he
had seen a half'dozen native fishing
skiffs the day before. Staggering
under the weight of his burden and
loss of blood, he made his way past
the fish market and onto the beach.
The first skiff he found was a quar-
ter filled with water, but he knew that
the whole pack might be on his trail at
any minute. So he dumped Riviere in
the bottom and shoved it off the beach.
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Paddling straight away from the shore
he was soon out of the vision of the
mob on the water front.

Changing his course he paddled
along parallel to the shore until he
came opposite the old fort. Then he
swung in toward the shore as Riviere
stirred and tried to sit up.

“1f you make one move I’ll pump
you so full of bullets the fish will have
lead poisoning,” he promised him, and
renewed his efforts with the paddle
until the skiff grounded on the beach.

Prodding the cringing Riviere with
his gun, he got him to his feet. With
his gun pressed in the small of his back,
Mack shoved him toward the dark
blotch on the side of the hill where he
knew Murray was waiting.

As they neared the entrance the
sound of voices came from the top of
the hill. Looking up, Mack saw a half
dozen blacks led by two men in the uni-
form of the constabulary coming over
the rim of the fort. He knew they
were coming to inspect the passageway
to see if it offered a way of getting into
Government House, and he had a surge
of relief because it meant that they had
not yet been able tb fight their way in.

With all the power of his lungs he
called to Murray, who came popping
out of the entrance, his gun in his hand.

“ Above you,” Mack shrieked, and
the gun in his hand barked twice.
Taken by surprise, the scouting party
fell back in consternation. Then, led
by the two constables, they started for-
ward, their guns roaring as they came.

As Murray dropped one of them,
they turned their fire on him and he
ducked out of range. Mack brought
another down with his last cartridge.
Then prodding, pushing, cursing, Mack
forced Riviere on ahead of him as the
bullets sang about his ears, and made
the protection of the iron door, un-
touched.

“Just in time, fella,” Mack gasped
to Murray as a fusillade of bullets sang
above their heads.

Between them they led and shoved
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the fear-stricken Riviere the length of
the passageway and barricaded the in-
ner door behind them.

TRAIGHT through the gaping line

S of powder-streaked Englishmen,

Mack led Riviere, and brought
him to halt before Colonel Jamison.

“Here’s the ornery, low-lived pig
who started the fireworks, sir,” he said.
“ And I’ve got a fine little plan to have
him stop it. We’ll have him stick his
head out of the front door or out of
the trap on the roof, and tell them to
cease firing and go home before the
Obeah-man sics a lot o’ jumbies on
’'em. |f he cant make them do it, we’ll
cut out his tongue and throw it to
them.”

In spite of the fracture to his ankle,
Colonel Jamison managed to hobble, to
his feet, gazing in wonder at the dirty,
blood-stained form of Mack and his
ashen captive.

“Now | say,” he began, unable to
form words in his amazement.

“We’ve got to act quickly, sir, or
they'll have us roasting in a few min-
utes,” Captain Waring put in.

Pushing, his gun in Riviere’s back,
Mack swung him about and urged him
up the stairs, with Captain Waring and
Murray following.

On the second floor Mack darted
into a room that was strewn with
empty shells and gathered two rifles
under his arm. On the top floor he
tore a piece from what remained of
his breeches and lashed the rifles to-
gether in the form of a cross.

While he worked, he. instructed

Murray to take a machine gun through
the postern gate and. mount it ready
for action on the stone wall above the
street.
. “You can make it when Riviere
shoves his head up through the trap on
the roof,” he said. * Then, if my little
trick doesn’t work we can get. them
with a cross fire when they attack
again.”

Placing the cross of rifles in one of
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Riviere’s hands and a huge flambeau
in the other, he pushed him up the
stairs and shoved back the trap. As
Riviere stuck his head out of the open-
ing a half dozen bullets whistled by his
ears and he tried to duck back to safety.

With an automatic pressing into his
back as a means of persuasion, they
forced him up again, with the cross
and flambeau held high above his head.
A bullet plowed into the trapdoor be-
hind him, another glanced off one of
the rifles and nearly drove the cross
from his hand. And then the firing
stopped, and the shrieking mob below
forgot to shriek as they recognized him
and stared up at the terror-stricken
face of their leader.

Following Mack's orders, and with
Captain Waring making sure that his
words were correctly translated into
patois, Riviere threatened his followers
with all the evil curses in the Obeah-
man’s litany if they did not give up
their weapons.

While he talked, the gallant little
band of defenders on the floors below
scarcely breathed, awaiting the results
of Riviere’s pleading. As the mob dis-
sected itself into jabbering, hesitant
groups, the white garrison’s faces be-
came wreathed in smiles and their
hearts fired with a new hope for life.

Then, as suddenly as the attack had
stopped, it was again whipped into ac-
tion by one of Riviere's lieutenants.
While he screamed maledictions at his
leader, he emptied his automatic, the
bullets sailing harmlessly over Ri-
viere's head. But his fury served as
a new torch to-rekindle the fire and the
chattering mob without a leader again
became a howling army that had tasted
blood.

As Mack and Captain Waring raced
down the stairs to take their places in
the defense, the form of Riviere came
toppling after them to settle in a gro-
tesque, sprawled heap, a tiny stream
of red trickling from his forehead.

A Dbattering-ram came crashing
against the front door to tear out a
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panel. Mack poked the nose of a ma-
chine gun through the opening and
poured a hundred rounds of lead into
the mass of black forms hacking at the
door with machetes. The porch be-
came strewn with a shrieking, squirm-
ing mass of bodies that became a bar-
ricade before the second rank of at-
tackers.

As they tried to cut their way
through, tie rat-tat-tat of another ma-
chine gun came from without the house
arid caught the insurgents between a
deadly cross fire.

For a moment they pressed on, hack-
ing and tearing at the bodies that
blocked their way.

But as Mack slipped in another belt
of cartridges, and held his finger down
on the trigger of the machine gun, the
attack wavered, then halted as Murray
renewed his fire from across the
grounds.

The bloodthirsty shrieks of a mo-
ment ago became frightened howls of
superstitious fear, and the cry of
“Warship! Warship!” came ringing
back in patois from the black bodies
streaming toward the mornes.

It was then that Mack and Captain
Waring clambered over the bodies on
the porch and led a charge, small in
numbers, but terrible in its fury, that
drove the last of the insurgents
through the gates. Planting their ma-
chine gun between the gates, they
poured lead up and down the street
until it was deserted by all but the dead
and wounded.

Leisurely they swung the great iron
gates closed behind them and turned
back toward the house as the rays of a
powerful searchlight played on the hills
above them. Mack turned questioning,
bloodshot eyes to his companion.

“ A cruiser,” Captain Waring smiled
wearily, but his eyes were sick with
the sights about him. * A cruiser that
came a day too late!”

Back within the house they found
the half dozen survivors spread out on
the floor, too exhausted to move out of
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their tracks when the attack had
ceased.

As Mack started up the stairs he
swayed uncertainly and ran a hand
across a forehead that was wet with
cold perspiration. His feet dragged,
refused to function, and he slumped

back into Murray’s arms.

T was four weeks later that two

bronzed, hard-eyed young giants

pushed open the door of an office
that bore the gilded inscription, “ Col-
ton and Wickwire,” and sent their
names in to the senior member of the
firm.

A moment later they were ushered
into the presence of Amos Colton to
find him poring over a mass of legal
documents. Smiling serenely at one
another, they waited until he had fin-
ished with the business before him.

When he swung about he found him-
self looking into the barrel of a blue-
nosed automatic.

“Just a little something to insure
your attention,” Mack laughed as Mur-
iay drew a sheaf of papers from his
pocket and unfolded them before Amos
Colton’s frightened eyes.

Speaking distinctly and slowly, so
that not even a man half dead from
fear could misunderstand, Murray
read a letter signed by Riviere to the
effect that he had been hired by Amos
Colton to do away with Murray Col-
ton in any way he saw fit. Also, that
upon providing satisfactory proof that
Murray Colton would not reappear, he,
Riviere, was to receive Caribbees as
payment.

Murray then read certain affidavits
signed by “ His Honour the Adminis-
trator,” and a half dozen planters who
had been present when Riviere had
signed his confessions and bared cer-
tain plots to overthrow the govern-
ment.

Two hours later, when the same two
bronzed young men stepped from the
elevator on the ground floor, they had
in their possession documents which
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restored to Murray Colton what re-
mained of his inheritance.

And far above their heads a man
with fear-stricken eyes softly turned
the key in the lock of his private office
and reached for the gun one of the
careless young men had left behind.

When his partner and office em-
ployees had broken in the door they
found Amos Colton’s lifeless body
sagged down in a chair. In his eyes
wns an expression of fear and not a
little regret. _

Not having heard the shot, however,
the two young men made their way to
another part of the city and entered
an alleyway. The alleyway led into the
back door of a cafe where they ordered
two New Orleans Fizzes, for which the
place was famous. After they had
taken a long sip, one of them re-
marked:

“This is the same place we met a
couple of months ago and decided to
look over the lime joint in Dominica.”

“ Boy, howdy,” the other answered,
and his expression became a little sad.
“ 1 guess I'll be shovin’ along in a few
days. | never could stand this city.”

“ Shoving for where ?” Murray Col-
ton wanted to know, his eyes wide.

“ Just gonna sally along and find me
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a job some place,” Mack answered,
96" Our little trip cost me a lot of dough,
and we didn’t make much profit!”

“Job?” Murray half shouted. “ Are
you goingto walk out on rne and leave
that placeon my hands?”

“You won’t want to be foolin’ -with
that place now that you’ve
real money,” Mack said,

“ Listen, boy,” Murray answered,
“We’re getting the first boat to Do-
minica. We’re going to buy some more
property, and while I'm traveling
you’ve got to get things in shape,
We’re playing this fifty-fifty, and we’ll
each run the place six months of the
year.

“When we get back I’'m going on
my honeymoon.”  Murray stopped,
and his face was a little sheepish,
When Mack began to grin he smiled
back and said, “ what did you think I
was doing around Government House
those last,two or three weeks—count-
mg the bullet holes?”

“So that’s the lay, is it?” Mack said,

“That’s it,” Murray answered.

“ You picked a thoroughbred, fella,”
Mack said.

And they ordered two more New
Orleans Fizzes, for which the place
was famous!

THE END
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A Metropolitan Round-Up

I"ANSAS CITY, busy Western metropolis, recently was treated to all the
~  thrills and excitement of a regular Western round-up with special metro-
politan trimmings when a train two blocks from the Union Station released one
hundred and eighty-five wild and woolly Hereford cattle which were being
brought from Western ranges to the big Kansas City packing plants.

Steers romped through the streets, raced through the big station, entered
stores and business places and generally contributed to a wild and hilarious
time. Policemen and other city residents gained themselves laurels by “ bull-
dogging,” and capturing some of the steers while stockyard cowboys spent a
hectic day extracting bewildered cattle from flower, beds, traffic congestions,
and other decidedly weird places for a well brought-up Western steer. Dam-

age was estimated at nearly one hundred thousand dollars.
Foster-Harris.
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War Lord of Many Swords-
men

Chinese power and subtlety beset the path of Norcross, as he and his loyal
fighters march into the mountain fastnesses on a strange quest

By W. WIRT

Author of " They All Get Theirs, -

LEADING UP TO THIS

HN NORCROSS, war veteran
\]Oand gay adventurer, is financed by

the immensely wealthy Landess on
an expedition into Western China, to
recover a brass tube hidden near
Taiyaun—close to the Afghan border
—by a Russian boy whose father had
once befriended Landess. Norcross
starts—while Carlton, an unscrupulous
collector and rival of Landess, who had
learned of the quest, sends Elizabeth
Dudley, a beautiful secret agent, to

"

Kill Him, Jimmie—or J Will,” etc.

INSTALLMENT

Taiyaun, where she will be helped by
war lord Tseng to outwit Norcross and
get the mysterious tube. m

Norcross crosses China with one
hundred and fifty picked men from the
negro battalion he commanded over-
seas, and a chosen group of fellow-
adventurers—the Irishman, Red Mc-
Gee; the Fighting Yid; Billy Gray of
Boston Tech; the Boston Bean—Win-
throp, a millionaire adventurer; Pat-
ton; and George Gunnell. Armed with
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WAR LORD OF MANY SWORDSMEN

machine guns and French seventy-
fives, they are ready to cut their way
through bandits and hostile war lords.

Nearing the Long White Mountains
and the city of Taiyaun they meet a
fleeing party of Chinese nobles, who
beg protection for the Manchu princess
Ch’enyaun. Norcross promises it, and
the Chinese, led by Ch’enyaun and her
lover, the young prince T’ang Wang,
join them. She has been driven from
her city of Ningyuan by war lord
Tseng and her uncle Chunghwan; and
a party of Tseng’s troops, led by a Bol-
shevik, Dimitri, ride up and demand
her surrender.  Norcross’s troops
practically wipe out the attackers, kill-
ing Dimitri.

Norcross offers to recapture Ch’eri-
yaun’s city of Ningyuan for her; so he
marches through the valley of the
black men—a grassy valley held by a
tribe of Zulu warriors, who emigrated
from Africa under chief Sungandada
early in the nineteenth century. Half-
way across, the Zulus fall upon them,
two impis or war crescents of a thou-
sand men each. After a terrific battle,
in which, despite machine guns and
high explosive shelling, the Zulus break
through the lines, they are beaten off
and well-nigh wiped out; and Norcross
proceeds unmolested toward Ningyuan.

CHAPTER VI. (Continued.)

THE CITY CARVED IN A MOUNTAIN.

RCROSS established a base as
I\Ioclose to the beginning of the
Ningyuan water channels as he
could. Gray, McGee, Gunnell, the
Fighting Yid, and fifty men took four
of the machine guns and one of the
seventy-fives and went forward at
dawn the next morning. Party after
party of Chinese, armed with long
swords and lances, silently joined the
little column, first prostrating them-
selves before Ch’enyaun, who was lead-

ing, dressed in khaki.
As they came to the iron gates, they
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swung open to meet them. On the
ground several Chinese lay dead. A
party of two hundred swordsmen
joined. When they saw Norcross with
other white men, and the big black men
with their bayoneted rifles, their faces
and eyes expressed their utter astonish-
ment.  But these outlanders were led
by their princess, who had come back
from the seats of the gods to fight for
them, and no word was spoken. Inside
the gates Ch’enyaun hesitated for a
moment, then turned to Norcross.
“John, | do not know how to order
this. Will you take command for me?”

“1’ll be your chief of staff,” Nor-
cross smiled slowly. “If | were you
I would ignore the scattered units ex-
cept at the main gates and attack at the
palace and barracks.  Mop up there
first, then send out parties to clean up
generally.  Find out how many men
are quartered in the barracks.”

Ch’enyaun didn’t understand half of
what he was saying, but grasped the
last part. She asked a question of one
of the older men, then she turned to
Norcross. ““There are three hundred
in the barracks, John.”

“Then send a strong party to the
rear of the palace, attack with your
other men, and go straight through,
cleaning up as you go. I’ll take care of
the front and the barracks for you.
Then—"

“John, you are my elder brother,”
Ch’enyaun said. “ I want you to take
command for me.”

“Translate, T'ang Wang,” said
Norcross.  “ | take command at the
order of the Princess Ch'enyaun.

“T’ang Wang, send a party strong
enough to carry the gate at the front.
Gray, take ten men and go with them.
Take one machine gun. Red, take a
party of ten men and one gun to the
rear of the palace with the men T “ang
Wang will detail.  No more killing
than is necessary. Stop any rush
coming out of the palace. Take and
hold prisoners.

T’ang Wang, you will lead the
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main attack on the palace and work
your way through until you get con-
tact with the rear. | will give you tea
men. | will take the barracks and hold
the front for you while you are mop-
ping. up. George, you and the Yid
stick with me.

“ The city itself can be taken later, if
necessary, after our positions are con-
solidated. The princess will accompany
you. Sergeant Coudray, detail a body-
guard of four men for the princess,
and let me tell you one thing—if any
harm comes to her, you scoundrels
better keep right on going, because I’ll
skin you alive and haqg your hides up
to dry.”

“ Captnh,” said Sergeant Yaller
Coudray, saluting, “ does it happen,
us'll be daid? Come on, Corporal
Moss and—"

Norcross turned to Ch’enyaun. “ |
will be near in case you need me, but
there are those in the palace that have
wronged you and you wish to handle.
You must attend to that part of it
yourself.”

“Yes,” she said sternly, once more
the Manchu princess:  “ In that palace
are the men who killed my people and
drove me away. You need not worry
about the city, John. The people are
mine.”

HE swordsmen of Tseng were
T asleep in the big rambling one-
story barracks that extended
across one side of the square in front
of the palace. They were awakened
by a sudden burst of shots at the doors,
as the poorly placed, half, somnolent
guard went down under the rifles.
Getting to their feet, all still dazed
with sleep and a good many with
opium and drink, they saw what to
them was an incursion of the dreaded
black man of the back country. They
had heard about them from childhood,
and here they came, led by chiefs who
wielded bayoneted rifles and spears. A
few of Tseng’s men fell to the floor
face down, making no attempt to de-

fend themselves, but the majority, after
the first hesitation, grasped their
weapons and rushed to the attack.

Their very numbers aided in the
slaughter that followed. It waslike a
charge of State police into an un-
organized mob. Norcross, Gunnell, and
the Fighting Yid,. at the head of a
wedge, shot and bayoneted their way
through the horde of swordsmen,
reached the opposite wall, then turned,
spread the men out a little and came
back through them to the doors, to turn
once more and go through again. Men
were pushed out of the windows and
doors to meet death from the machine
gun and rifles outside. Norcross’s
men had the advantage from the start.
They knew what it was all about, they
were well fed, full of life and vigor,,
fighting under the eyes of their captain
and the white men they knew were
simon-pure fighting men, against an
adversary they knew they could beat.
Were they not the outfit that had killed
two thousand Zulus?

It was over in ten minutes. Fifty
or more Chinese dropped their swords
and knelt for mercy, in submission to
whatever fate would be meted out to
them by these terrible black men who
fought with smiles on their faces.

Norcross’s whistle brought his men
to attention.  “ These men are pris-
oners of war and to he treated as such.
Sergeant, station a strong guard at the
rear wall, one in front here, and I’ll
send a machine gun in.”

Outside on the square between the
palace and the barracks Norcross
formed a little star with the remaining
men. The city teemed with secret life,
and motion, but of Chinese there were
none in sight. The stone walls of the
palace, cut here and there with narrow
slit-like windows, were impassive.
From the rear there came a few scat-
tered shots, and once a burst of
machine fire, then silence.

The men who had been detailed to
take the city gate came out of one of
the narrow streets leading into the
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square, Billy Gray at their head, their
hats on the sides of their heads, their
Springfields at shoulder arms, swagger-
ing in front of some of Ch'enyaun’s
swordsmen. Their guns and shoulders
were draped with flowers.

One of the sergeants saluted.
“ Capt’n, de gate is took an’ de guard
posted. Us leaves Corporal Johnsing
an’ fo’ men wid de Chinks.”

“ Right, Billy; stick around with me.
Sergeant, take your men around to the
rear of the palace and make contact
with the party there. Send a runner
back to me. Where did the men get
the flowers, sergeant?”

“ Capt’n, when us takes de gate, de
Chinks dat lives ‘round dar comes out
when dey sees we ain’t de Zulus and
when dey hears dat we is de princess’s
men, dey bring us de flowers, all dem
little Chink girls, yassir.”

Red McGee came up in a few
moments. “ Sure, ’twas not much fight-
ing we gets, bad cess to ’em. Some run
out at first and we stop em—then only
once in awhile. Then there was quite
a few wid an old man at the head and
divil a wan gets by.”

“ All right, Red.
tion until relieved.”

T’ang Wang came from the palace,
with several of the young nobles. His
long curved sword was bloody, as were
the swords of the others.

T ’ang Wang bowed low to Norcross.
“ Lord, the Princess Ch’enyaun desires
that you come to her, if you can.”

“Where do you get that lord stuff,
T’ang Wang?” asked Norcross with a
broad grin. * Captain is as high as |
ever rated, old-timer.”

“The princess orders,” said T’ang
Wang formally, “that you be ad-
dressed as lord, on pain of the slicing
Ideath.”

Hold your posi-

H’ENYAUN sat on the throne of
her ancestors, the deeply carved
high-backed chair blazing with
jewels. She was clad in heavy silks
that flashed and gleamed with the re-
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flection from the countless diamonds
and precious stones that seemed to
comprise her robes. On her head was
the Manchu headdress of a ruler. Her
little feet were once more in satin boots.
Her arms were almost covered with
diamond and ruby and emerald brace-
lets. Around one slender ankle was a
bracelet of diamonds and pearls.

She sat straight in the chair, her feet
resting on a cushion, and her eyes still
blazed with the war spirit of her fa-
thers.

As Norcross and T’ang Wang
reached the dais, Ch’enyaun rose and
stood, with both her lovely arms held
out, hands together, palms down.

“ My Lord John,” she said, bowing
low, “thy seat is here beside me and
T’ang Wang. You are our honorable
elder brother.”

Three days later the high priest mar-
ried Ch’enyaun and T’ang Wang in the
gardens of her palace. The people of
the city, flowerlike in their gay silks
and satins, massed around the temple.
Behind and around them were the
swordsmen of Ch’enyaun and the grim-
faced fighting men of Norcross, uni-
forms cleaned and buttons polished,
their rifles shining in the sun.

Gunnell, Patton and the rest were in
a little group by the platform on which
the high priest stood. Norcross stood
in the place designated by age-long
tradition for the nearest male relation
of the bride. The brilliant sun, the
snow-clad mountains in the distance,
the riot of color and the happy mur-
mur of the people, seeing their princess
once more in possession of her city,
made it a sight that even the hardened
adventurers, for years used to spectac-
ular scenes, remembered for a long
time.

After the feasting and the almost
week-long ceremonies were over, Nor-
cross called the white men together in
his quarters.

“The tube, as nearly as | can make
out, is up in the little shrine hanging
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on the side of the hill to the right.
You birds keep tight hold down here,
and to-morrow morning | will take
some of those scoundrels of mine and
go up and take a look-see.”

“ Better ye take Billy and me and
the Fighting Yid here,” said Red. * It
might be that some wan else is knowin’
the place, and—"

“1 don’t think so,” answered Nor-
cross with a grin.  *“ Anyway, my out-
fit would never get over, it if |1 took
any one and left them behind. They
are like children, Red, in spite of their
fighting ability. It’s perfectly safe.
We’re inside the city. 1°d just as soon
go alone, but I’ll detail four or five of
them to go along to keep peace in the
family.”

CHAPTER VI
TSENG.

SENG, lord of Taiyaun, sat in his
T audience chamber, his swordsmen

lining the walls and massed be-
hind him. At his feet lay the headless
body of"a Chinese, dressed as a sol-
dier.

The war lord’s evil, scarred face was
immobile, but his eyes were those of a
venomous snake. A panel slid silently
back and Katherine Dudley came in.

This slip of a girl, on whom rested
the responsibility of outwitting Nor-
cross, walked as leisurely and calmly
as if on parade at Nice or Deauville.
There was no fear in her beautiful
blue eyes. Her patrician English face,
her pink and white skin and yellow
hair, stood out in contrast with the
dark, scowling faces of the Chinese
around her. She walked slowly up to
Tseng, and stood, one little foot almost
touching the headless body, as calmly
insolent as she had been in Carlton’s
office.

“ Since when,” she asked, coldly,
“ have Chinese war lords sent for Eng-
lish guests?”

Tseng’s eyes widened at the perfect
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insolence of her voice. He had been
one of Kweiliang’s officers in the Army
of the North, and in Peking he had met
many English. They were all alike,
these English, calm and sure of their
superiority. His lips twisted into a
crooked smile.

“1 beg your pardon,” he answered
in perfect English, “ I did not come to
you because of pressure of affairs.”

Her lips curled in derision, “ A lord
of one city,” she mocked * and of five
thousand swordsmen, to have affairs?
Well, what do you want?”

She stood there, only a girl in years,.
but of the blood that went out in fish-
ing sloops to meet the Spanish armada.
Cold, calm, fearless and English to the
tips of her little toes. Alone in the
heart of a Chinese city, hundreds of
miles from help or succor, with the toe
of her satin slipper almost touching the
body of a man slain by him, she openly
sneered” at Tseng.

His eyes widened again in admira-
tion. There is nothing that the Chinese
admire more than bravery.

“1 sent for you, Miss Dudley, to tell
you that Captain Norcross has arrived
in Ningyuan, with six white men and
over a hundred black men, and has
taken the city from the dogs to whom
I intrusted it—and killed a thousand of
them in doing so. This one escaped”
—he motioned to the body at his feet—
“and brought me the news.”

“That’s another, thing,” she said.
“In the future kindly bear in mind that
I do not care to see the—er—evidences
of your perverted ideas of justice. You
Chinese have peculiar principles. Have
this ”—she touched the body with the
toe of her slipper—* carrion removed.
In the future see that this place is at
least clean before you ask audience.”
She spoke as if backed by a British
squadron.

“Your wishes shall be obeyed,” an-
swered Tseng smoothly; and he gave a
curt order.

Two men sprang forward and picked
up the body and head, and carried them
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away. “ Captain Norcross,” Tseng
continued, “ has seated the Manchu
princess once more on the throne of
her ancestors. He has not as yet left
H}ﬁ city for anv of the shrines on the

il.”

“ Then, why disturb me? Am | to
be brought before you to hear gos-
sip?”

“ It was because of the fact that |
wished you to know that the lime has
come to plan how to take the tube from
him; and also to tell you that when
you have received the tube Captain
Norcross belongs to me. He has killed
Dimitri and a thousand of my men.
He shall die the—”

“Send these slaves away,” com-
manded Miss Dudley, and she calmly
seated herself. “ Are we to sit in coun-
cil surrounded by dogs?”

Tseng smiled again and waved his
hand. The swordsmen melted away.
“ My spies tell me he has not as yet
gone to any of the shrines, but spends
his time at the palace.”

“ Then, have your men watch every
movement, and when he leaves the city
for the shrine—"

“QERGEANT,” said Norcross
A as Yancey reported to him,
“ have Sergeant Coudrav, Cor-
poral Moss, and two privates report
to me at nine o’clock to-morrow morn-
ing. Light marching order, without
rifles. 1’m going up to that shrine you
can see hanging on the rim up there.
That’s all.”

The little shrine, built on one of the
smaller hills outside the city proper, but
still inside the crater, was deserted and
half fallen to pieces. The idols had
Been removed for some unknown rea-
son, and it stood bare and desolate.

When Norcross and the men with
him climbed the hill a party of Chi-
nese wood-choppers, working in the
thick woods leading up to the shrine,
stopped work and bowed to the ground
as they came by.

The city was hidden from view by

the woods from the little path that
wound gently up to the shrine.

In the shrine were still some gro-
tesque carven figures, half human, half
animal, left when the idols had been
taken away.

“Turn them over,” Norcross com-
manded. “ What | am looking for is
a little brass tube about as big as a
seventy-five shell. It’s underneath one
of them.”

Three had been overturned, with no
results, when Sergeant Yaller Cou-
drav, who had been making independ-
ent investigations, shouted: *“ Here it
is, cap’n! | got it!”

Norcross took the tube and stood
looking at it. Already it had cost lives.
Many a good man had died because of
it, this little seemingly insignificant
length of brass.

Both ends were filled with wooden
plugs and heavily coated with sealing
wax.

“ Put those things, whatever they
are, back on their bases,” he com-
manded.

Corporal Delicate Moss had been
doing a little snooping around on his
own account, and was in a little alcove
at the rear of the shrine.

He called; “ Capt’n,mlease, suh—
can Ah take some of these here wood
dolls?”

“ What dolls?” demanded Norcross,
who had gone to the door of the shrine.

“ Dese wood dolls back here.”

“ Wait till 1 see what they are.
men wait here in front.”

The rest of the men sat down on the
crumbling stone steps and waited, talk-
ing idly. Finally Sergeant Coudray
said, looking at his wrist watch: “ Ma
goodness, Delicate mus* be makin’ dem
dolls, time dey is takin’.”

“ Maybe dey foun’ mo’ dan dolls,”
suggested one man. “ Ah wishes Ah
had me a drink of dat rice wine.”

Norcross came out, followed by Cor-
poral Moss, whose arms were full of
the little wooden figures. Norcross had
an old dusty roll of parchment in his

You
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hand. The tube was stuck in his belt,
near his gun holster.

“1 got some fo’ each of you birds,”
announced Delicate.

“ Ma Lord,” said Sergeant Coudray,
“ look at de face on dat baby.”

“ Ain’t dat somepin?’ complained
Delicate. * Yeah, | spends ma time
pickin’ out de prettiest, while de capt’n
looks at de old book he finds, and now
you houn’s don’t want em.”

“ Get goin’,” Norcross commanded
absently, looking at the scroll of parch-
ment he had found by the dolls. The
men started down the path, Corporal
Delicate Moss with his dolls. About
halfway down the woods thickened,
and the little path narrowed and curved
between the big trees.

ORCROSS was looking at the
pictures painted on the parchment
and grinning at what was to him

the ludicrous proportions of the fig-
ures.

He was fifteen or twenty yards be-
hind the men who were laughing and
joking with Delicate about the dolls.
There was no thought of danger, as
they were inside the crater.

The path turned and twisted, but
straightened out as the woods became
thinner. Sergeant Coudray looked'
carelessly back.. He could see fifty or
sixty feet up the path. His eyes
widened and his mouth flew open.
Norcross was not in sight.

The laughing, happy-go-lucky ex-
pression vanished from his black face.
W ith an oath, his teeth bared in an ani-
mal snarl, he drew his Colt and ran
back up the path. The reaction on the
rest was as instantaneous. Delicate
Moss dropped his armful of dolls, and,
quick and light on his feet as a big
black panther for all his two hundred
and fifty pounds, caught up to Cou-
dray before he had gone ten feet.

“ Git in de timbah on de sides,” he
called back.

They hoped that Norcross had sat
down somewhere to look at the parch-
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ment; but he hadn’t. Back to the
shrine they ran, searching it as men can
search, hunting for something they
love. On the way back they combed the
woods on either side of the path for a
hundred feet.

“1 got it,” yelled Corporal Moss, on
one of the curves. *“ Come ’ere.”

The rest ran up, their black faces
grim and drawn with worry.

“ Dey lay here, see, and den when
he comes along here dey jumps him in
some way dat don’t make no noise,
and den dey carries him dis way, see
de broken branches.”

“ Come on, den—us gits him!

“Come where, nigger? De woods
end at dat windfall, dont dey? Where
at is any mo’ tracks? Ah can see fo’ a
mile dis way.”

“ Dat’s de ones! Git back an’ git
de rest of de boys. Us finds him or
us takes dis country apart.”

“Ma Gawd,” moaned Corporal
Delicate Moss, as they ran down the
path. ““Us regulars—us lets him get
took. How does us face de rest? How
does us face de rest?”

“ Goin’ along,” Sergeant Yaller
Coudray took up the wail, “ jest like de
militia, an’ de capt’n gets took. Oh,
Lord! Goin’ along, payin’ no ’tention
—an’ de capt’n gits ambushed. Get
outta ma way, nigger; you cant run.”

“We gits him,” panted the man be-
side him.  “* Ain’t nothin’ dat can hurt
de capt’n.”

Corporal Moss’s wail seemed to set-
tle on one thing. “ An’ us regulars!
An’ us regulars!”

CHAPTER VIIL.
IN THE HANDS OF THE WAR EORD.

ENYAUN sat as if carved out
of stone, her eyes cold and wintry
as she listened to the big colored

men gasping out their story. Before
he had brought them to her, T’ang
Wang had ordered out five hundred
swordsmen to surround the woods and
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search the city, and all the white men
but Billy Gray were out, with all the
men not on fixed post. Exits and
passages were guarded. Even the little
path that led only to the back country
swarmed with her swordsmen.

The distress of the men in front of
her touched the princess, and she did
as she knew Norcross would have. She
remembered that he had said they were
only big children.

“ It is not your fault. You were in
my city. The Lord Norcross himself
was not on guard. The fault is mine
and his, not yours, as he will say when
we find him.”

“ Yassum,” answered Sergeant Cou-
dray, “ but us had him and us lost him.
Don’t make no differ—”

“You say that on the way up there
were woodchoppers in the woods?”

“ Yassum. An’ when we comes
down dey wasn’t dar no mo.”

Ch’enyaun turned to T’ang Wang.
“ The woods of the shrine—have the
priests released them?”

“ No, princess.”

“ Then they were Tseng’s men. The
prisoners that my lord took at the bar-
racks and at the gate, where are they ?”

“In the barracks.”

“Who guards them?”

*“ Tackwang and his men.”

“ The people come and go, through
the gate?”

“ Yes, to the mines and clay field and
the burying grounds.”

“ Tseng’s spies come and go then,
also. These prisoners—see that there
is no more chance for them to escape.
Close the gates. They may not have
had time to get out with him.”

“The captain of the gate says that
only one party has gone out since noon.
A burial—"

Ch’enyaun flashed to her feet. “A
burial party—with the burial cart!
Mount fifty swordsmen, T’ang Wang.
Come, you men.” As they came from
the palace they met Red, the Boston
Bean, and the Fighting Yid, who
joined them.
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The burial party was overtaken
about three miles from the city. It
consisted of fifteen or twenty men, one
dressed as a priest. The long box-like
little cart was drawn by a shaggy pony.
Ch’en'yaun’s swordsmen surrounded
them and she leaped from her horse.

The man dressed as a priest drew a
sword from under his robe.

“You, Kung!” she gasped, and her
sword licked out like the tongue of a
snake. He whirled once then sank to
the road, his head almost severed from
his body. “ Alive!” she shouted. The
lest of the burial party were disarmed.
The top of the box on the cart was torn
off. It was empty.

Ch’enyaun turned, death in her eyes.
The disarmed men stood, their arms
already tied behind them, two of her
swordsmen beside each of them.

“In a line,” she commanded, point-
ing to them. They were pushed for-
ward and lined up in front of her.

“ Lingeh’ih,” she said, coldly.

The prisoners were seized by the
brawny swordsmen and held as in a
vise. A man stepped in front of each
of them and, without a moment’s hes-
itation, tore open the loose blouse and
cut a piece of flesh from the chest of
his victim.

The men quivered, and one or two
tried to shrink back. Again the razor-
edged swords took a piece of flesh, not
bigger than an inch across. Again and
again they bit, not deeply, but each time
a piece of flesh fell away. It was a
lingering process, the *slicing to
death.”

AFTER the tenth cut one of them,
the youngest, hardly more than a
boy, screamed loudly and began

to babble.

Ch’enyaun gave a curt command and

he was roughly thrown at her feet,

where he lay.

“ Raise him.” He was dragged to
his knees and Ch’enyaun’s sword
flashed in his eyes. * Speak, dog.
Where is he ?”
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“ Tseng’s men met us and took him,”
gasped the boy.

s “Heis alive?”

“Yes, oh, mercy, Princess! |
but—"

“ Take this slave back to the city,”
she commanded, “and save him for
]J__Iﬁ_?>
. She looked at the line of quivering,
bleeding men. “ Behead them.” They
were forced to their knees, the long
swords flashed up, then down, and the
party rode on toward the city of Tseng.

Half an hour later they topped a
little rise just in time to see some horse-
men enter one of the narrow defiles.
Ch’enyaun rode at the head of her men
and, as she saw the riders, mercilessly
flogged her pony forward.

Gray rode up beside her. *“ They
waited until they saw us,” he shouted.
“It’s an ambush. Don’t ride—¥

Ch’enyaun was past paying attention
to anything. She thought she had seen
a form thrown over one of the horses.

They raced into the defile between
two of the big hills and Tseng’s swords-
men and lancers poured around them,
front, rear, and from both sides. They
were foot soldiers, and the very speed
of Ch’enyaun’s party carried them far
into the mass.

The four white men were close be-
side her, and their Colts literally blew
a path for her. They had her between
them before they had gone five yards.
T ’ang was close beside, his sword help-
ing. The density of the men in the
narrow place helped protect her also.
Her men were of her personal body-
guard and of Manchu blood, and they
fought with their lives for hers.

The Fighting Yid forced his pony
against hers and swung it around. * Get
back! Shoot the way out!”

There was a surge of mounted men
around them and Ch’enyaun was in the
middle of a score of her swordsmen.
They did not understand what he said,
but they saw what he did and the way
he pointed.  There was a rush, like
that of the tide against the rocks, the
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hiss of sword blades, the falling of men
and horses, and the steady pow! pow!
pow! of the Colt forty-fives.

There was the feel of bodies under
the ponies’ feet, then the open country
for Ch’enyaun, T'ang Wang, the four
white men, and twenty of her body-
guard. The rest lay dead across the
bodies of their foe. There was no at-
tempt at pursuit.  The sight of the
rear guard of four grim white men
with their smoking Colts was sufficient
to stop any idea Tseng’s men may have
had of following.

“If he has been hurt,” Ch’enyaun
said softly to Gray, who rode beside
her, “ 1 will put the city of Tseng to
the sword and make it a place for
jackals and snakes to live.” She turned
to T’ang Wang: “ Ride ahead with all
whose horses are fresh. All men over
fifteen are to be armed and ready to
march.”

rT.,SENG came slowly up to where
Katherine Dudley sat idly feeding
the swans in one of the ponds
in the gardens of his palace. His evil
eyes seemed to feed on her blond
beauty and graceful form.

She watched him approach, knowing
that he desired her and that she was
powerless to prevent his carrying out
his wishes unless she killed herself. Yet
she looked at him with an air of half
amused contempt and did not even
change her reclining position.

There was no other seat near the
stone bench and not room for two on it,
the way she was lying. It forced him
to remain standing. She looked like
some proud Roman empress receiving
the report of a palace officer.

“ Well?” she questioned.

“ | have the tube of brass for you,”
answered Tseng, “ and also | have Cap-
tain John Norcross—for myself. It is
not customary in China for women to
remain seated while men stand.”

*“ Chinese women, you mean, who
are the chattels of their lords and
masters.  In England, oh, lord of a
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small village, the men stand. Give me
jthe tube.”

“ There are first one or two little
matters to be arranged,” said Tseng,
suavely.  *“ You will pardon me if |
send for a chair? My wounds are
painful this morning.”

* “You have my permission.
plans worked ?”

f “ Yes,” softly answered Tseng, paus-
ing to snarl back an order to his body-
guard. “One by one my men entered the
city as woodsmen and traders. He went
up to the shrine with four men. When
he came out he loitered behind them,
looking at a parchment he had found.
When his men were out of sight, a
blanket was thrown over his head, he
was beaten into unconsciousness and
carried to the cave that had been pre-
pared under the fallen tree.

“When the black men ran back to
the city, he was carried to the burial
cart and brought out.  The Princess
Ch’enyaun pursued, and if it had not
been for the black men, | would have
had her also. It may be that some day
the gods will give her to me to—"

The chair was brought and Tseng
sat down.

“Where is the tube? Remember,
Tseng, this Captain Norcross is the
agent of one of the richest and most
powerful men in the world. So power-
ful that he sent a big ship, and the
British government passed him through
India.  He can send enough men to
wipe you out up here in the north; he is
powerful enough to arrange at Peking
that it will be ignored. If he sends an
armed force for a little brass tube, he
may send an army to avenge the death
of his agent.”

Tseng smiled his crooked smile.
“ America is far away—and so is Eng-
land. To me he is only a well-made
man whose body may last long enough
under the slicing death to amuse me.”

“1 will give you,” said Katherine
Dudley, “ double what | promised you
for your help in getting the tube, for
Captain Norcross, unharmed.”

Our

“You have the money with you?”
questioned Tseng politely.

“You know | have sot. Your slaves
have already searched my belongings.
But you knew my father and you
know if | say the money will be paid
that you will get it. Do you intend to
carry out your agreement, or not?”

“To the letter. Our agreement was
that 1 was to help you in any way to
get the brass tube and after that a safe
conduct back to the Indian border.”
| “ Right,” drawled Katherine Dud-
ey.
“ Here is the tube,” said Tseng, pro-
ducing it from one of the sleeves of his
robe, “ and it may be that you will not
want the safe conduct afterward.”

the intent in those evil eyes, look-
ing at her body.

“If you have any such idea in your
mind,” she said contemptuously, “ get
rid of it. | am not for you, Tseng,
unless you wish to amuse yourself with
my dfead body.” She laughed, a slow,
soft, little sneering laugh. *“ Do you
think I would put myself in your power
without means of extricating myself, i£
necessary?”

Tseng smiled, “ Poison? But where
do you keep it?”

Katherine Dudley laughed. * Oh, I
know that even the maids who bathe me
are your spies. And yet, O lord of a
village, when the time comes, you will
see me pass on high.”

“ It may be,” said Tseng courteous-
ly, “but let us hope that you will not
deem it necessary.”

She had been turning the tube around
and around in her hand. Suddenly she
looked carefully at the blotch of sealing
wax on one end.  Holding the tube
rigid, she twisted the top. The seal
was broken and the wooden plug came
easily out. Turning the tube up, she
shook it, then felt and looked in it. The
tube was empty.

Tseng’s eyes followed her every
movement, his face inscrutable.

SHE felt cold all over as she read
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Katherine Dudley slowly put the
plug back in and patted it down with
her hand, then she drew a long quiver-
ing breath.

“You dog!” she said coldly, rising
to her feet, as did Tseng. “You
Chinese pariah dog! You, a war lord,
to trick a woman—you coolie!” and she
flung the brass tube with all her
strength into the impassive face within
three feet of her.

Tseng swerved to avoid it, but one
twirling end cut a jagged gash across
his cheek.  He staggered back, but
recovered himself in time to check his
swordsmen, who had flung themselves
forward, their blades raised to cut
down this foreign devil-woman who
had drawn the blood of their lord.

His raised hand stopped them as
their swords poised for the stroke.
Then the hand, with the long curved
finger nails bent a little back, and they
came behind him.

Katherine Dudley stood, her hands
clenched by her sides, her head held
high, her blue eyes blazing. The Dud-
ley temper had played her false, as it
had played her ancestors in England
and elsewhere for five hundred years,
as it had played her father false.

Tseng slowly brought out a silken
handkerchief and held it to his cheek.
There was not a tremor in his voice as
he said:

“ | took the tube from Captain Nor-
cross’s belt myself and brought it here
to you—unopened—as was our agree-
ment.”

She noticed the past tense of the
words, but showed no sign. She knew
she had offended beyond any hope of
pardon or compromise, and that if he
would compass it, she would die slow-
ly of indescribable torture.

“The sealing wax was freshly
sealed,” she answered, coldly. “ The
tube has been opened in the last twenty-
four hours.”

“1 regret,” said Tseng, softly, “ that
you think I or my slaves did it, Miss
Dudley.”

There was only one course for her
to pursue, and she knew it. *“Where
are his clothes?” she demanded haugh-
tily. “ He has concealed what was in
the tube. The parchment you say he
was reading—was that brought for you
to examine?”

“The clothes shall be brought to you;
the parchment also. It may be that be-
fore he dies to-morrow in the Temple
Square he will tell us of what was
in the tube—where it is. May | ask
you to honor my insignificant self with
your honorable presence in my poor
audience hall 77

That she would go eventually, if not
at the moment, to death by her own
hand or by his torturers, she had not
the slightest doubt; but she walked
along beside him as calmly and coolly
as it he were some Chinese diplomat
at an English lawn party, and she the
hostess.

CHAPTER IX.

OX TO TAIYAUN.

’ENYAUN sat once more on the
throne of her ancestors, this time
clad in the khaki made for her by

the tailor. On the floor in front of the
dais lay the bodies of five spies of
Tseng, captured in the city. Before her
knelt a boy, not more than sixteen, his
clothes torn, his breath still coming in
gasps.

“ My father sent me—oh, lord of a
city, to tell you that—the white lord
lives—and that Tseng has set to-mor-
row—for him to die—the—slicing
death in the—Temple Square—Dbeneath
the great gods—before all the city.”

“Thy father, who was my father’
friend, shall carry all the honors and
riches | can give him,” said Ch’envaun,
“and you also, little brother. How did
you leave the city? Does Tseng fear
attack 77

“The gates are closed and guarded;
I know not what he fears. | came by
a secret way that my father knew—
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and | ran—all night.” The boy pitched
unconscious on his face.

“ Care for him. Let him be treated
as a prince of the blood,” commanded
Ch’enyaun, “ and take these dogs away.
All they knew, we know!”.

Gray stepped forward. He had been
standing behind the chair with the rest
of the white men. They had watched
the spies of Tseng meet their death with
calm eyes. The taking of Norcross had
stripped the veneer of civilization from
them and they were as much savage
now as the Zulus they had fought.

“ May | make a talk?”

“Yes, but hurry.”

“That’s it,” Gray snapped, “too
much hurry. Norcross is alive. If he
m\ere here, he’d plan something. We
aren’t afraid of any swordsmen that
bird’s got or anything he has, but we
must get to where Norcross is and it’s
going to take time to go through those
swordsmen, even when we’re in the
city, with its alleys and narrow streets
and stone houses. If they resist it
takes time, and in the meantime, this
"bird’s got Norcross.”

“ 1t is a long way from here to Tai-
yaun, Billy,” said Ch’enyaun. * If you
have a plan, tell it to us.”

“1 have. First I must know some-
thing, and that is—are those people
over there as afraid of the Zulus as
your people are?”

“Yes; for many years no people of
either city dared go more than a few
miles beyond the city gates. Twice in
my father’s time the Zulus came into
the city of Taiyaun and slaughtered
many and carried away women. Once,
long ago, they attacked here, but were
driven away.”

" That’s all right then. When we
mopped up on them, there was plenty
of shields and spears lying around.
The headdress and lion skins, too. If
they haven’t taken them away they’re
on the ground yet. We send a party
out on mules and get them. The men
that just died, did they tell of ways of
entering the city?”
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“Yes,” answered Ch’enyaun, her
eyes shining. “ There are many ways,
even through the temple.”

“ Are the big idols on the square hol-
low like the ones you have here?”

“Why, yes, I think so. The priests
must have a way into them.”

“ Well, then we get the stuff and we
drift into the city and the temple, led
by some of your men that know the
way and then we put on the Zulu stuff
for the front line. The rest take rifles
and machine guns. The first rush will
push them back long enough to get
to Norcross; after that, we fight our
way clear. You get enough men in
there to jump the gates when the do-
ings start and then you and T’ang
Wang here come in with the army.”

“ My men can get in there,” said
Ch’enyaun, “as his men did in my
city.”

“When we get in we can open the
gate for you if your men can’t, and we
can take some of the young men with
us who can speak a little English so
that when we get hold of the temple
priests we can understand what they
tell us about things.”

“ Oh,” said the Princess Ch’enyaun.
“ Hurry, Billy—I know we can do it.”

square in front of the palace. This

time there was no laughing or
joking or standing* at ease. The line
was rigidly at attention, the faces of
the men grim and taut, lips curled back
like those of snarling beasts. The non-
commissioned officers wereein place.
In the center, with the seventy-fives,
were barely enough mules to carry am-
munition boxes. It was a fighting unit,
pure and simple, everything else
thrown aside.

Sergeant Norton, at the north point
of the star, had elevated his short,
stocky body on an empty cartridge box
S0 as to be able to see every man.

“ Stan’ at ’tention,” he was com-
manding, “ until de word is give. We
gits de capt’n all right. De first man

THE star had formed again in the
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dat makes a break outta de line, I kills.
Can’t no mob go an’ git him. We goes
right an’ ’ten’ to de business. | kills
me niggers befo’, an’ | can do ’er agin.

“ Dey is plannin’ somep’in’ in dere.
Does you move agin dat way, big boy,
I fills you fill of lead. I ain’t talkin’
now as any sergeant, either. Ma name
is Norton, dat’s my name, and | is a
killer from Mobile, dat’s who | am, a
killer from Mobile. We gits him an’
you-all stan’ steady an™—"

A voice called from the rear line:
“Too much talkin® wid de mouf.
Capt’n hurt bad dere in dat place an’
us standin’ herel”

The line wavered a minute and
seemed about to materialize out of the
blue. “ Drop yo’ rifle an’ pack, de man
dat said dat, so as to git you plenty
space to draw yo’ gun;an’stan’ out two
feet.”

A rifle clanged to the stone pavement
and a big negro stepped promptly out
of the line, his hands busy with his
knapsack.

“Heah I is. Put dat gun back in de
holster and us starts even.”

“ Boy,” said Norton, doing as re-
guested. “ You eats lead wid yo’ mouf
in a minute, and de next you joins de
nigger angel chorus.”

As the knapsack joined the rifle on
the ground, the party came out of the
palace.  Sergeant Yaller Courdray,
who had been on guard at the audience
chamber, saw and knew what was hap-
pening.

He walked slowly down the angle of
the line, his body swaying a little from
side to side, his feet stepping as if on
eggshells. The negro, his eyes still on
Norton, his hand on the butt of his
Colt, sensed rather than saw him com-
ing, and whirled to meet him, the fight-
ing fury glaring in his eyes. Coudray
began talking to him as he advanced,
while twenty feet away.

“ Gittin” uppity while | is away, is
you, monkey face? Does you clean
dem guns for a year an’ gits yo’ no
mo’ gin or corn licker for nine million,
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ef you ain’t back in line by de time |
gits to you. Better git dat rifle and
sack offen dis dirty ground or you
cleans it continual for a month.”

The old familiar threat of common-
place punishment reached the negro’s
brain where a rush or a display of
weapons would have started a killing.

“ Ah was only funnin’ wid him,” he
muttered, stooping for his rifle and
knapsack.

“ Do yo’ funnin’when yo’ is off duty
den,” said Courdray, passing by him.
“Lemme catch yo’ doin’ dat agin,
Slewfoot, an’ I mounts yo’ frame ma-
self.”

N the side of the great square in

Taiyaun, in front of the temple

and the long rows of idols, was
a wooden platform, raised about two
feet from the ground. On it was se-
cured'a cross made of iron bars about
an inch thick. In front of it, about ten
feet away, was another platform, cov-
ered with costly rugs; on this one were
two chairs.

In one sat Tseng; in the other by his
side sat Katherine Dudley, her face
white, but her head held high. Her
tongue was continually feeling and
loosening a tooth in the back of the up-
per jaw. It was on a pivot and could
lae dropped into her mouth by a steady
push of her tongue.

On three sides of the platforms
stretched rank after rank of swords-
men; behind them the people of the
city, men, women and children, swayed
back and forth, trying to get a glimpse
of the platform on which the foreign
devil was to die by “ Lingeh’ih ” for
their amusement.

On the temple steps, broad enough
for fifty men in line, were massed the
temple priests. The housetops and
windows were crowded with people,
looking like great flowerbeds with the
colors of the silks and flowers.

Norcross was led in through a door
opening in the base of the idol next
to the platform, his hands tied behind
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his back, between four swordsmen. He
was naked save for torn underwear
and his head was caked with dried
blood.

He had looked with a grin at one
of the figures on the parchment, heard
a twig snap, then something dark and
heavy enveloped himr and he felt the
pressure of. arms and bodies, his head
seemed to burst; then came utter ob-
livion.

He had regained his senses lying on
the damp floor of a little room cut out
of the solid rock, and his splendid body
and clean living rapidly brought back
his strength. How long he had been
there he did not know. He went to
sleep finally, to be awakened by the
men who were with him and brought
out into the sunlight.

They took him to the cross and
bound his wrists and ankles to the bars.
He stood there, his lean, hard, perfect
body gleaming white, the bronze of his
throat and face contrasting strongly.

Tseng leaned forward. *“You are
Captain John Norcross?”

“Yes, suh,” answered Norcross
courteously, with a smile on his lips
and in his blue eyes, “ I am John Nor-
cross.”

“You are the man who killed Dimi-
tri and my men who were with him?”

“Yes, suh, | know | killed Dimitri,

and if the men who were with him
were yours, | reckon 1 Killed them,
too.” His tone was the even, uncon-

cerned one of a Southern planter chat-
ting with a friend clubman, gossiping
oyer the mint juleps. The Chinese
nobles who had come on the platform
behind Tseng, smiled and their eyes
lighted with pleasure. They could not
understand what was being said, but
they knew when a man was unafraid.
This man would take a long time be-
fore he broke and begged for mercy.

Katherine Dudley looked steadily at.

Norcross, her eyes wide, her little
hands tightly clutching the arms of the
chair. This man, this agent of Lan-
dess, whom she had trapped to his
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death, was standing there as a gentle-
man should stand.

“You are not of my country,” went
on Tseng, “yet you enter it with arms;
you have killed Chinese and you have:
desecrated a temple.”

“ Well, suh,” answered Norcross, “ L
reckon that’s right. 1°ve done those
things.”

“ And because you have done them
you are to die theslicing death. But it
might be that | would order that one
of the first cuts be made deep and so
spare your knowing, of the rest if yoii
will tell me where the contents of the
brass tube are.”

"rT ,HE last | saw of the tube, suh,
| it was in my belt. You say it
was empty? What was in it?”

The question was asked smoothly
and in the tone of one asking for un-
interesting information, not so much
from curiosity as from a genial desire-
to avoid an awkward pause in conver-
sation.

Tseng smiled; here was a man after
his own evil but undaunted heart. “ |1
do not know. That is what | am ask-
ing you. This English lady, Miss Kath-
erine Dudley, sitting by my side to see
you die, would like also to know. She
came here to get it. It may help you
remember to know that if you do not
tell me, she will also stand where you
stand, after she has amused me suffi-
ciently.”

Katherine Dudley leaned forward
and spoke clearly. *“ Do not believe
him, captain. | am in no danger from
him.”

Norcross smiled at her. “ I’'m right
glad to hear you say so. Because—”"

A. rustle and murmuring came from
the vast crowd. They feared and hated
the cruel Tseng, but they could not un-
derstand the waiting. Was not the
foreign devil bound to the cross? Why
did not the knifemen begin?

“ My people grow impatient,” said
Tseng. “ It may help your decision if
we commence.”
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He raised his hand and two men
came up on the platform. One carried
a tray of knives, the other a brazier of
glowing coal, >vith red-hot irons to cau-
terize the wounds if they went too deep
and touched an artery. The man with
the knives set the tray down and care-
fully selected one of the smaller ones.
He stood waiting for Tseng’s signal to
begin.

Norcross looked at Katherine Dud-
ley, the sea of upturned eager faces, at
the crowded housetops, then at Tseng.

“ Cut your wolf loose, feller,” he
said, a smile no longer on his tightly
drawn lips. He saw the top of one of
the snowclad mountains. He would
look at the cool snow.

In his line of vision was one of the
big idols with a great tongue lolling
out of a big grotesque, opened mouth.
As his eyes came to it, they remained,
the mountain top forgotten. From the
wide leering mouth, just above the
tongue, came the slim brown tube of a
machine gun.

“ Steady with that gun,” he shouted,
the rasp of command in his voice.
“ Down on the floor, Miss Dudley!”

As he shouted Tseng sprang to his
feet and Katherine Dudley instantly
slid to the floor, flat on her stomach,
but with her head raised to see.

As the word “ Dudley ” came from
his throat, the temple seemed to quiver
with fiendish yells. A crash on the plat-
form and two immense black men, with
Zulu headdress, anklets, shields and
broad-bladed spears landed beside him
from the idol’s folded arms above the
platform. Their faces were diabolical
in their fury, the whites of their eyes
and their teeth showing.

The great blades flashed up and the
two men on the platform went down,
almost cut in two.

The machine gun from the idol’s
mouth swept Tseng’s platform as a
hose sprays a flower bed, and all on it
that were standing crumpled to the
floor.

The crowded square, swordsmen and
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all, gave up one'frantic moan of terror
and swayed with stark fear.

To them it seemed to rain great
Zulus from the idols around the square
and from the little balconies of the
temple.

The priests on the temple steps
surged forward, then parted, as the
waves part before the bow of a ship.
Through them from the rear came a
wedge of big, naked black men, oval
shields pushing the priests to one side,
then the broad blades licking out to
take their lives. Down the priests went,
there was no place to run.

tightly packed mass of people who

had broken through the swordsmen.
Behind the blades of the men dressed as
Zulus came the rest of the white men
with Norcross's outfit, with the ma-
chine guns and rifles. Two of the
French seventy-fives were carried in
the middle.

The steps were a mass of bodies
when the wedge won through. Gray
shouted an order and the machine guns
were in place on the stairs, the rifles
behind them.

The wedge, consisting of twenty of
the biggest blacks, cut its way through
the press beyond the platforms, then
widened out and inclosed them in a
ring.

The machine guns from the temple
steps, two of them manned now by the
Fighting Yid and the Boston Bean, and
from the idols began to sweep the
square as did the rifle-fire. The fren-
zied people burst from it on the three
sides open to them, up the narrow
streets leading into it, trampling each
other into the ground, climbing over
bodies, swordsmen and people inextric-
ably mixed.

“Us got here, capt’n,” said Corporal
Moss, cutting the bonds that held Nor-
cross, his broad face beaming.

“1’'m sort of glad you did, boy,” an-
swered Norcross with a grin. “ 1 reck-
oned you’d get here sooner or later.”

IN front of them the square was a
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A bugler jumped on the platform
and saluted. Norcross looked at the
frightful, slaughter going on in the
square. The machine guns, firing five
hundred rounds a minute each, and the
rifles were literally mowing the Chinese
down.

Here and there a group of swords-
men, their first panic over, broke
through the crush, their blades red with
the blood of their own people, and
charged. These were picked up by the
machine gunners and blasted away.
The housetops and windows, bright as
flower beds a few moments before,
with the gay silks of women and chil-
dren, were bare.

“My GodI” Norcross whispered,
then yelled: “ Cease firing!”

The bugle blew and the machine guns
and rifles were stilled.

The Chinese left alive in the square,
poured out of it, intent only on getting
away from the death that was all
around them.

Norcross walked over to the body
of Tseng, which lay in front of his
chair half off the platform. A stream
of machine gun bullets had torn the
head off. He stooped and from the
body took the heavy quilted satin robe
worked with golden dragons and
blazing suns and then took off the high
fur-lined boots and calmly put them on.

“ Ho!” grunted Corporal Delicate
Moss. "Dat man takes the captn’s
clothes and den de capt’n he takes hisn.
Dat’s fair enuff, ain’t it, Slewfoot?”

“ Dat’s fifty-fifty,” grinned Slew-
foot.

“ Look at dem daid, boy.”

Katherine Dudley had risen as the
line had encircled the platform, and
stood motionless, watching the merci-
less sweeping away of the Chinese.

“ You had better come with us, Miss
Dudley/” Norcross said quietly. *“ I
don’t know what your protection is, but
I am afraid |1 have made it impossible
for you to stay here.”

" I will go with you, Captain Nor-
cross,” she answered, as quietly. “ My
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protection was simply death at my own
hands.” And she tightened the pivot
tooth that her tongue had been working
loose, in which was enough deadly poi-
son to kill her instantly, once she had
bitten and broken the glass tooth.

“ We’ll take care of you. Stick close
to me.”

The square was empty now except
for the dead and wounded, but from
all over the city there came a hum like
that of bees swarming.

“ Ask Mr. Gray and Mr. Gunnell to
come to me,” Norcross ordered, and
the bugler trotted away.

“X~0U came through the temple?”
he asked them as he gripped
"their hands.

“Yes,” Gray smiled.

“ From outside the city?”

“ No, we got in the city through a
garden from the south. Then from a
house there was a tunnel that led us
into the temple. From the temple we
got into the idols where the rest of the
machine guns are.”

“Where is the Princess Ch’en-
yaun?”

“ She and the army aim to be out-
side the gates, and some of her people
were to open them for her.”

“ Do you know which way the gates
are?

“To the north. This temple is in
the middle, according to T ’ang Wang.”

“ Right. We’ll go straight throughl
to the gates. Form your column in
fours. Machine guns front and rear.
Put those hard-boiled Zulus of yours in
front to clear the way. Tell them if
they howl as loud as they did before,
they get two quarts of licker each. If
they’re attacked in force, have em fall
back to the column.”

There was absolutely no resistance
as the column went down the narrow
street, which widened out shortly into
a thoroughfare leading directly to the
main gates of the city. The stone
houses were closed and shuttered with
iron shutters—the shops also. The col-
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umn widened out to platoon front with
the synthetic Zulus howling and pranc-
ing from side to side fifty yards in
front. The column would move for-
ward a hundred yards, stop, let the rear
guard catch up, then move forward
again, not hurriedly and yet far from
slowly.

Katherine Dudley walked beside
Norcross just behind the first machine
gun squad. She looked at him, walk-
ing there at her side, the gold brocaded
robe, the collar high around his neck,
the silken shoes on his feet, his lean,
bronzed face and calm blue eyes.

Tie looked like some young tribune
returning to Rome after his conquests.

The street slanted sharply upward
and when the column reached the top,
the gates of the city with an open mar-
ket space a thousand feet square lay
below them.

With their backs to the closed gates,
a small group of swordsmen defended
themselves desperately against the body
of soldiers five times their number.

The Zulu contingent who had
stopped howling while climbing the hill
from sheer want of breath, waited for
Norcross to come up.

“ Fifty men,” he commanded, “ with
bayonets. Take the Zulus along. No
firing unless necessary—hard to tell
which is which down there. You birds
get one more howl out of you and you
get the licker.”

The Zulus drew a long breath and
the howls they emitted were blood-
curdling as they charged down the hill
with their spears and oval shields ad-
vanced.

The attackers turned, gave one look
at what was rushing down on them,
and for the most part dropped their
swords and ran as from devils. A few,
not more than a hundred, stood to
meet the charge. They went down like
com before the scythe. The Chinese
who had been defending themselves
came forward to meet Norcross.
Among them were two of the young
nobles who had been with Ch’enyaun.
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“ Lord, we fail—the gates are still
closed.” N

“We’ll open them,” answered Nor-
cross. “ How' are they locked ?”

He went to the heavy wooden gates,
fourteen feet high and as wide. They
were banded across and up with wide
strips of iron and copper and fitted
smoothly. No locks or keyholes were
visible.

“ Red, get those two French seventy-
fives limbered up,” said Norcross.
“ Run them back three hundred yards;
we’ll see what’s holding these gates
shut.”

Five of the high explosive shells
from the guns crashed against the gates
before they fell apart, a mass of splin-
ters and twisted iron.

“ All right, clean up that scrap heap
and get through. Tseng’s men will be
coming to it in a little while and jump-
ing us.”

ITHIN one hundred feet of the
W city walls and gates, line after

line of swordsmen and lancers
behind her, was Ch’enyaun. As Nor-
cross stepped through the gates, she
leaped from her horse and ran to meet
him.

“Your head! The blood, John!
Have they—did he hurt you ?’

“ Never touched me,” grinned Nor-
cross. “ That's where | got hit when
they captured me. It’s onlj' a cut,
Ch’enyaun, let’s be on our way now.”

“Home?” she snapped. “ With the
gate of this dog kennel open and my
swords ready? | will give Tseng the
death he promised you.”

She was Manchu now, cold and
deadly. Her delicate nostrils had
flared out as she saw the blood on his
head, and her eves were hard as adam-
ant.

“Who is this woman, John?” she
demanded, seeing Katherine Dudley
for the first time.

“ She is an Englishwoman, named
Dudley, and was in the city. Tseng
said that she was there to get the tube.”

4 A
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“1 will give her a tube!” said

Ch'enyaun. * One big enough to hold
her and bury her in it. It was she
who—"

“ SteadyF' said Norcross. “ Let’s
get home first. Tseng is dead P~

“Dead! Then now is the time to
bum ambslay. There is no one to hold
them together.”

“In the square by the temple,” said
Norcross slowly, " there were thou-
sands of women and chijdren as well
as swordsmen. Alive, dressed in their
brightest gowns, flowers in their hair.
Now there is nothing but rows of dead,
heaps of human pain and suffering.
There will be no more billing in the
city of Tseng.”

"You! You dare to
what—i

Norcross was looking at her, his
eyes troubled.

She stopped, looked at the gates,
open now; and then at her swordsmen,
waiting for a word from this proud
Kttle Manchu princess.

“You are my honorable
brother. O Lord John,” she said.

There was no attack from the city.
Tseng’s death had stopped that. The
nobles left alive were each striving to
get control for themselves, and a com-
bination of forces was impossible. The
long row of Ch’enyaun’s swordsmen
parted to let the little column through,
then took up the march behind them.
T ’ang Wang came up with a party of
men with saddle ponies.

tell me

elder

CHAPTER X.

THE treasure.

atherine Dudley sat with
Norcross in the garden by the
lily pond. She had told him she
Bad been sent for the tube and recount-
ed her relations with Tseng. Norcross
Bad not asked by whom she was sent,
neither had she told him.
"We leave in the morning, cap-
tain?” she asked.
5A
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“Yes, Miss Dudley.”

“ And the tube you were sent to
get?”

“Well,” answered Norcross with a
cheerful air, “1 reckon between the
two of us, Miss Dudley, the tube is
lost.”

" You seem to take it very easily,”
she said presently. “If Tseng had
what was in it, why didn’t you search
for it.in Taiyaun?”

“Well, to tell the truth, I was not
thinking about the tube, I was thinking
about all the women and children and
you.”

“Why go back?” she asked, leaning
toward him a little. *“ Why not cable
that the tube is lost? | have friends in
India that will have work for us to
do. You surely—"

“1 was hired in New York, and I’'m
going back and tell my boss how
come,” he interrupted.

“John,” she said softly, “look at
me. Other men have found me de-
sirable, and | have never yielded yet.
Do you understand what | am offer-
ing?”

“1 reckon any man would,” said
Norcross courteously.

Corporal Delicate Moss, who acted
as general shoemaker, halted ten feet
away and saluted, a pair of puttees in
his left hand.

“Youll pardon me, Miss Dudley,”
said Norcross. " All right, Delicate,
bring them here.”

“ Please, sub, capt’n,” said Corporal
Moss. “ | tightens the straps and sews
de rip. | don’t see how come dese
double leather puttees come to rip dat
way. De quartermaster sergeant he
say why don’t he issue you a new pair?
Is dat all?”

“ Yeah, that’s all. Tell the sergeant
that these are more comfortable.*

Miss Dudley had risen and stood
looking at them.

Suddenly she laughed, turned to him
and held out her hand.

“1 wonder—we are friends,
tain?”

cap-
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“1 want to be your friend,” Nor-
cross said simply.

“Well, then,” she went on gayly,
“let’s be friends even if we can’t—
work together. I’ll get ready for the
trip. -The Princess Ch’enyaun has been
very generous to me. Some day | will
show you the gorgeous things she has
given me. Il be a rich woman in
England, captain.”

“1'm mighty glad to hear it. Then
you will not go back to America?”

, “No, I will stay in India for a little
while, then England. You go across
the border at Gilgit?”

“Yes, where we came
steamer awaits at Karachi.”

“Until to-morrow morning, then,”
she smiled.

Ch’enyaun came down one of the
winding paths, her maidens and body-
guard following. As she saw Nor-
cross sitting on the stone bench, idly
examining the puttees, she turned and
waved her attendants back. Norcross
rose and went to meet her.

“She is gone?’ said Ch’enyaun.
“ This English woman who was with
you so long?”

“Yes,” answered Norcross. *“ She
was telling me why she came here.
Some one else knew of the tube, and
she was sent ot take it from me.”

“ And yet,” said Ch’enyaun, her eyes

widening, “you protect her!”
I “Why not? See, it is a game,
Ch’enyaun. She plays and | play, and
if suddenly she can’t play any longer,
does that mean that she is my enemy,
to be destroyed?”

“ It would,” said Ch’enyaun grimly,
“to some.”

RCROSS lined up his men in
Nocompany formation. “ We start
for the States in the morning.
'Any men wishing to remain here one
pace forward.”
The only man to step out of the line
was ¢Memphis.
“You reckon you’re going to stay
here, Memphis?”

in. Our
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“Yassuh, if de captain pleases. De
princess she offers me de job of chef,
yassuh. | ain’t got no Kinfolk back in
de States. | stays.”

“Ain’t dat boy a regular scoundrel 7’
said a voice from the ranks.

They went down through the Zulu
country without attack. Once in a
while the sun would flash from the
broad blade of a spear way up in the
hills, but they saw no living Zulu.

The last camp was pitched within
five miles of the Indian border. Kath-
erine Dudley had said good-by there,
to go through the pass to the right,
leading toward the Karakorum range,
where she said she had friends, escort-
ed by T’ang Wang and a strong body
of men. She turned and waved gayly
to Norcross and Ch’enyaun and the
rest, as she rode into the path.

Ch’enyaun stood with Norcross,
watching the last of the escort file into
the path behind her.

“She rides gayly away,” said
Ch’enyaun softly. “ And yet she failed,
0 honorable elder brother.”

“ She thinks she hasn’t failed.”

“You mean, John, that she thinks
she has what was in the tube ?”

“Right! When the shoemaker
brought me those puttees in the garden,
and talked about a rip being sewed up,
1 could see that she was figuring some-
thing.”

“How, John?”

“Why, by the way her head was
held. She relaxed her body, but her
head was rigid and turned a little.
Then a couple of days ago my dog
robber passed the word to me that she
had been talking to him as he cleaned
up around our tents, and told him if
he would bring her my puttees, when
he got them to polish, she would show
him the way the English grooms polish
leather, so that he could surprise me.”

“ But, John, | do not understand;
why did she want your puttees?”

“ She thought | had hidden the con-
tents of the tube in them.”
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“ But you did not have them on
when you went to the shrine, John. |
remember that you did not. You had
on a pair of high laced boots such as
Corporal Moss made for me.”

“No; but she knew | had hidden it
somewhere before | got captured,
otherwise | would have tom Taiyaun
apart to get it. She made up her mind
then that Tseng hadn’t got it.”

“ But die puttees, John?”

“ Well, she figured that when | got
back | would go to the shrine or wher-
ever | had hidden it, and getit. When
Delicate came along talking about rips
and why not get a new pair from the
quartermaster,’ the thought struck her
that 1 must think a lot of those old
ones, that they’re valuable because |
had something hidden in them.”

" How do you know what she
thought ?'

Norcross laughed. “I1’ve been a
special agent myself and | know how
they figure. Miss Dudley did figure
it that way, otherwise why did she fuss
around that scoundrel Oofty? | told
him to take them to her last night after
| got to sleep, and he did. They came
back highly polished this morning, and
the double thickness of the two leather
strips that | had put in all the puttees
was freshly sewed together again.

*“ Delicate told me that she had bor-
towed some waxed end and a needle
from him, saying that she wanted to
sew up a leather case that you had
given her. He offered to sew it for
her, but she said that she would rather
do it.”

“0 UT she didn't find anything,

L I John, did she? Then why is she

S0 gay?”

“ Yes, she found something. 1 had
Tang Wang take some of the parch-
ment leaves of one of the old priests*
books that | was going to take back as
a gift. He said it was a list of food
stuffs issued to the wongs,” added Nor-
cross, with a grin. | put it between
the two leathers so that she would not
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be disappointed. | don’t reckon she
can read Chinese.”

“ She thinks then that she has what
was in the tube?”

“ I reckon so.”

* She thinks that she has made you
fail, and she has ridden away with a
smile,” Ch’enyaun’s eyes grew cold.
“If she were mine, to do with as |
pleased, 1—"

Gunnell came up. “ There is a party
of four men, three of them English
officers from the fort, halted by the
princess’s men down below. They
came around the little hill. Do you
want them to come up ? They asked if
it were your party.”

“ Why, certainly, George.
pass them up here to me?”

A car drove up, and three men in
uniform got out. Two of them turned
and helped a man out of the rear seat.
It was Landess!

The three young English officers
looked at Norcross intently for a mo-
ment, then all three grinned and sa-
luted.

Norcross halted, returned the sa-
lutes, then went to meet Landess, while
the three young officers bowed very
low to Ch’enyaun.

It was almost morning before Nor-
cross finished telling Landess about it
all. Landess told Norcross that when
his yacht had arrived at Bombay he
had been told by his British connec-
tions that word had been received from
the hills of a strong party heading
down toward the border. A curt code
‘cable from London had put the entire
Indian government behind him, and he
had hurried to the border.

Landess sat there, his eyes shining,
and made Norcross go into details. As
Norcross told of Katherine Dudley, he
said: * But, captain, what was in the
tube, and where is it?”

“ FIl have it for you, suh, in a min-
ute.” Norcross went to the tent en-
trance. *“ Pass the word for Corporal
Moss to report to me,” he ordered a
sentry.

Will you
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Ch’enyaun excused herself to the
British officers and came in the tent.
Landess rose as she entered and Nor-
cross went forward to meet her.

“ Ch’enyaun, may | introduce Mr.
Landess, from New York, which is
in America?” Norcross said, holding
Ch’enyaun’s hand in his. “ Mr. Land-
ess, this is the Manchu Princess
Ch’enyaun, War Lord of Ningyuan
and of many swordsmen.”

Landess looked at the lovely, smil-
ing face and held out his hand. “ I am
honored in meeting the Princess
Ch’enyaun. Captain Norcross has told
me of the—"

Corporal Moss arrived and saluted.
“ Yassir, capt’n.”

“1’ll take it, corporal.”

The big negro stooped and began to
unroll his legging. Snugly tucked
away between folds, wrapped in a red
bandanna handkerchief, was a flat, thin
book, incased in oiled silk. It was
made of some kind of parchment or
skin. He handed it to Norcross, sa-
luted, and stood at attention.

“That’s all, corporal. Roll your
leggings outside.”

“Yassir, capt’n,” and Corporal M.oss
retired, his smile showing every one of
his white teeth.

Mr. Landess. opened it at

the shrine. The oiled silk was
around it, and | had Corporal Moss
wrap it in his leggings for me. When
I was taken, he gave it to T’ang Wang
to keep for me. As long as Miss Dud-
ley was in the party | didn’t know of
a safer place to keep it, so | let Cor-
poral Moss carry it again. | don’t be-
lieve he has had his leggings off for a
week.”

Landess took the flat little package
and looked at the characters on the
first page. There was no back or front
cover of any kind.

“ Hebrew,” he said, “ and very, very
old. I wonder if—my knowledge of

THE
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Hebrew is very small. Yet | have a
little that was taught me by a scholar.”
He was examining the book as he
talked, suddenly he gasped. “ Merci-
ful Heavens—it can’t be—yes, | am
sure. It is!”

He looked up and said solemnly:
*“ Do you know what this is that | hold
in my hand? Do you remember that
when the books of the Bible were as-
sembled there were many to choose
from? Some were rejected and cast
aside. For hundreds of years those re-
jected books have been sought for by
scholars and scientists. This is one of
them. It is the most priceless book in
the world!”

His eyes were shining. *“ For this
book,” he continued breathlessly, I
would give—"

He paused, then abruptly, as if giv-
ing an order to himself, “ It goes to
the Patriarch of the Greek Church at
Athens, even as | promised that boy.
I must take it at once.” His hands
were clenched.

“Or you will be tempted to keep it
for yourself,” supplied Norcross with
a shrewd and sympathetic grin.

“Yes,” answered Landess simply.
“1am.”

“The Greek Church is poor now,”
Norcross reflected, “ with most of its
wealth in the hands of the Soviet. It
may be that the Patriarch will sell it
to you, Mr. Landess.”

“Why, that is so. He need but name
his price. |1 am heavily in your debt,
Captain Norcross.”

Ch’enyaun smiled at Landess. “ My
honorable elder brother has fulfilled his
trust, O War Lord of America.”

Landess looked down at the dainty
little Manchu princess. “ Yes,” he an-
swered gravely, “he has fulfilled his
trust in all honor, O War Lord of
Ningyuan.”

“Then,” Ch’enyaun, standing very
straight, “ Always the chair of the
honorable elder brother shall be ready
and waiting for him, in Ningyuan.”

END




Hack Line

Pete Duffy hadnerve, and needed it—for often in the New York
taxi game none but the brave deserve the fare

By WILLIAM CORCORAN

HERE is a certain speakeasy in
I New York, on a street in the
lower Fifties between Sixth and
Seventh Avenues, which is patronized
by ready spenders. It occupies the
second floor of a small loft building, in
a block of restaurants, theatrical cos-
tumers, garages and other speakeasies
of various degrees of renown. The re-
maining floors at that address are given
over to a wholesale furrier, a small
time vaudeville agent, and a Persian
rug dealer. “ Pat Clancy’s,” the place
is called, and any taxi driver in town
might take you there. It has age and
standing, much as Altman’s or Tif-
fany’s or the Grand Central Station.
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Pete Duffy knew Pat Clancy’s. He
would grin slightly, amiably, when
directed to drive there. He had never
been inside, and had no particular de-
sire to enter. But he coveted a place
on the taxi line at the door, a line he
had once played often but which, for
certain reasons, he had for many
months left severely alone.

It was a short line and an illegitimate
one. Traffic rules forbade parking in
that block. However, Clancy wanted
to please his trade, the trade wanted
taxicabs, the cabs wanted fares, and
the cop on beat had a family which
wanted many things, so the matter was
adjusted to the satisfaction of all.
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One day Pete got a break. On
Columbus Circle he answered a hail
from the curb, and was directed to
drive to Clancy’s. He proceeded to do
so with eclat and a certain anticipation.
Arriving there, he found the line
empty, with no other cab in the block.
This was as he desired. His passenger,
a man with the breezy front of a real
estate salesman, told him to wait, and
went upstairs. Pete settled back in his
seat, pulled a cigarette out of his pocket
and waited. Something was going to
happen soon, and he knew it.  This
was an old familiar game, one which
he enjoyed.

It was summer and the street was
warm in the quiet of mid afternoon.
Up on Sixth Avenue the " L ” roared
by occasionally. Now and then an
automobile, at the curb in front of a
garage, backfired a couple of times as
the chauffeur tinkered with the car-
buretor. These were commonplace
sounds, of which one was scarcely
aware.

But Pete was presently aware of a
commotion which bore a peremptory
meaning he could not ignore. Behind
him a motor raced, rumbling like a
hound at leash, and the hoarse bellow
of a taxi horn followed. Pete looked
around indifferently. A newcomer, a
long, shiny new taxicab, had arrived,
and the driver was waving for Pete to
depart forthwith.

Pete opened the door at his side, and
leisurely stepped out on the asphalt. He
was a lean, wiry figure of a man, with
an East Side New Yorker’s abrupt
readiness of movement and speech. He
had a thin, firm-lipped mouth, and his
blue eyes occasionally had a way of
peering out from between half closed
lids which made him look quite shrewd
and undaunted. They were that way
now. He was thirty, and had seen
more than a bit of the world. By and
large he thought it a pretty fair place,
if somewhat shy on peace and quiet.

“Well, what’s the matter?” he
growled.
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“ Beat it,” barked the second driver.
“ get rolling.” The words were clipped
short.

Pete walked alongside the seat of the
other cab. The cigarette remained be-
tween his lips, while the smoke curled
up past his eyes.

“ Suppose | don’t want to beat it ?”

The newcomer eyed Pete.  Square
of face, with a combination of black
eyes and light hair which impressed
one as somehow odd, this driver was an
aggressive individual. He swung out
of his seat.

“ /HERE ya from?” he asked.

W “What’S that to you ?”

“ Listen, big boy, get wise,
get wise. This ain’t your line, this is
a closed line. If you don’t want to get
needled, beat it.”

“1 won’t get needled,” said Pete, un-
disturbed. “ First place, I’ll hack
wherever | damn well please. Second,
I got a call here.”

“You got a call?”

The square-faced man walked
around on the sidewalk.  He looked
at the meter on Pete’s cab, observed
the flag to be down in the “ occupied ”
position, and, opening the door, thrust
his head inside to see what might be
registered on the face of the instru-
ment.

“Well, all right,” he said. Ap-
parently he spoke with reluctance.
“You got half a buck rung up, so |
guess it’s a rip. Don’t you stick around
here unless you gotta right to, or you’ll
get the works 1’

Pete smiled. The square-faced driver
lighted a cigarette with the abrupt
movements of one looking for trouble
and denied it.

“You got a corporation here?” Pete
asked easily.

“Yeah, and it’s a tough one.”

“ How about the cop on beat?”

“He’s right.” There was a trace of
grim humor in the tone. “ Don’t you
worry about us.”

“No, | won't,” agreed Pete, as one
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to whom the other’s worries were
nothing.

“You’re pretty wise, ain’t you?” said
the driver.

“Yeah,” said Pete, inhaling on the
cigarette. “ What of it?"

The square-faced driver glared. But
he 6aid no more, and presently moved
off and entered a white tiled restaurant
nextdoor. Pete could see him perched
on a counter stool just beyond the plate
glass window. Pete got into his seat
again, and resumed his waiting. He
wore a smile.

The doorway of the small loft build-
ing, a moment later, was almost filled
with the bulk of a large man. He was
none too sure of his feet, and he
steadied himself against the side wall
while he regarded Pete's taxicab. He
spoke, clearly though with concerted
effort.

“ You busy there, driver?”

Pete got out of the seat.

“Where to, boss?’

“ Never mind where to.
aint working, let me getin.”

The large man came across the side-
walk, his bulk an unsteady burden.

“I’'m drunk,” he said, “but | ain’t
plastered.  Don’t you make the mis-
take of thinking I am. | ain’t walking
right, but the old head ain’t gone back
on me.”

“ Sure,” said Pete agreeably.

“ The old bean never goes back on
me, and dont you forget it. | cant
walk, but I can think straight, see what
I mean? Well, don’t you forget it.”

“ Sure,” said Pete again. “ Where
to?’

“ Get me to One Hundred and Fifth
Street and Columbus Avenue in a
hurry. | got an appointment, and its
an important appointment, understand ?
I got to be up there in a hurry.”

Pete sized up his new passenger. A
face that indicated a liking for the
good things of life, the easy things. A
bit of a weak sister probably. Money
written all over him. Good clothes,
though they fitted indifferently. Di-

If you
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amond stickpin and diamond ring. Silk
shirt.  Well fed. Probably carried a
roll that could buy the cab. And
probably did not mind spending it.
Well, let the real estate salesman go;
this was bigger game.

“ Hundred and Fifth and Colum-
bus,” said Pete. “ Okay! Climb in.”

Now Pete was a man of average
honesty, even as taxi drivers go.
Honesty, he had long since concluded,
paid in the end. He also believed in
minding his own business. Life had
taught him the virtue of both beliefs.
Crooks and cops alike were among his
friends, and he was over intimate with
neither.

But, as he often said, he was * out to
make a dollar,” and was no one to turn
down a dollar that rolled into his hand.

This fat man was out to spend
money. That was his business. If be
spent too much, and it happened that
Pete benefited, that was none of Pete’s
doing. Pete drove north, while the
taximeter rang up more nickels, and
he hummed a tune as he went.

NSIDE the cab the fat man, evident-

ly a gregarious soul, continued to

urge Pete to hurry. They rolled
along the drives in Central Park at an
illegal speed, avoiding the traffic on the
avenues outside.  Pete kept a sharp
watch for motor cycle police, and saw
none. They emerged from the park
at the One Hundredth Street entrance,
and soon drew to a stop beneath the
thundering “ L ” on Columbus Avenue
at One Hundred and Fifth.

The fat man peered down the side
street to the west.

“ Listen,” he said, “ I’'m going to
stay here.  You go right up to that
place where it says Excelsior Storage
and tell them I’'m here. Say Jim told
you to tell them. Jim Parsons. Say
I’'m here and I’ll stay in the cab.”

“ Right,” said Pete.

He walked down the block from the
comer. It was an average city street
of flats and a few shops and this one
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storage warehouse. The premises of
the Excelsior Company had been in the
past one of those private stables, scat-
tered all over the city, which to-day
serve a multitude of purposes. They
are useful for garages, repair shops,
bootleg cutting plants and, like this one,
for storing goods. Due to the privacy
with which they are endowed, they
make admirable headquarters for those
who handle goods of questionable
ownership.

Pete knew this, and his interest
quickened as he approached. It was
none of his business perhaps, but he
was curious to know what went on in-
side. Well, there was one way to find
out, by keeping his eyes open and his
tongue discreet.

The big center door was closed. Pete
knocked on it.  In a moment it slid
open a little bit and a man looked out
at him.

“Well?™ he said.

“Jim’s here,” said Pete casually.

“Jim who?”

“Jim Parsons.”

The man eyed him closely.

“Where are you from?”

“ Clancy’s,” said Pete.

“ Oh, | see. Why don’t he come in?’

Pete grinned and jerked an explana-
tory thumb toward the corner.

“ He’s just been telling me he ain’t
plastered. Maybe he ain’t. 1 wouldn’t
bet on it.”

The man became angry. He was a
dark, long-faced man with flat lips. He
was young, and his eyes were blue and
penetrating.

“Ain’t he ever going to sober up?
That fat slob has been drunk for a
week! Bring him down here.”

“Right!” said Pete.

He returned to the corner. The fat
man looked at him questioningly from
inside the cab.

“He says to pull up beside the
place,” said Pete.

The taxi moved around the corner
toward the storage building. The door
slid all the way open as it approached,

and the long-visaged one waved for
the cab to drive inside. Pete shifted to
second, and rolled into the dark in-
terior of the old stable. The door
closed again behind him as he stopped
on the empty, oil-stained floor.

To one side a partition set off a small
cubicle used for an office. A short,
swarthy young man leaned against the
side of the doorway with a cigarette
hanging from his mouth. He watched
the cab in faintly ominous fashion.

“Where the hell you been?” de-
manded the long-faced man, returning
from the door.

“1 ain’t been no place,” said the fat
man, climbing out. “1 been to
Clancy’s. | been to Clancy’s and had a
couple of drinks. And if you don’t
like it, Henkel, that’s just too damn
bad!”

“Oh, it is, is it! said Henkel.
“You’re cocky, ain’t you? Well, get
this, you fat head, if you touch a drink
between now and the time we're
through with you, you get the bowl
beat off you, see?”

Jim Parsons bit the end off a qgigar.

“Yeah ? Bowl beat off me, eh?Who
says so0?”

The swarthy young man in the .office
doorway spoke. His voice rasped
slightly.

“ | said so, Parsons.”

Parsons stared at the swarthy young
man. His expression changed. .

Oh! You here, Scarpy? Huh!”
He laughed and then swallowed his
laughter. “ 1 didn’t know you was
here.”

“1 thought so.” said Scarpy. “ Go
ahead with the argument. Don’t let
me stop you.”

“ 1 ain’t arguing,” said Parsons.

“ My mistake,” said Scarpy. “ Get
in here. | want to talk to you.”

the long face of Henkel as he
followed Parsons and Scarpy into
the office. It was menacing and even
gloating. The door closed on the three.

THERE was a queer expression on
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Pete continued to look at the door for
a moment. Then he set himself com-
fortably in the seat, and smoked a ciga-
rette.

His eyes harrowed. He was think-
ing; and the chiefest of his thoughts
was the virtue of minding one’s own
business. This, it would seem, was a
fine place to practice up on the exercise
of that virtue. He had managed to
get inside, but perhaps it would have
been just as well if he hadn't.

The interview lasted twenty minutes.
When they came out again, the fat
man was as one deflated and very much
sobered, and the other two wore un-
derstanding smiles. Parsons and the
long-faced Henkel entered the cab.
Pete backed out, and Scarpy closed the
door after him, bidding them good-by
in that same rasping, slightly sinister
voice.

“ West Shore ferry. Forty-Second
Street,” directed Henkel.

They drove down Tenth Avenue,
and the two inside talked. The win-
dow at Pete’s back was open. While
they were in motion and trucks and
taxis rumbled alongside, it was impos-
sible to overhear. But when the traffic
control lights dimmed and turned red,
bringing everything on the avenue to
a halt, the two voices were quite plain.

It is a common fallacy among taxi
patrons that the driver is beyond hear-
ing,and oblivious of their conversation.
But a man working in the solitude of
a taxi seat is not without a certain in-
quisitiveness regarding his fellow hu-
mans. Right now Pete had more than
the average. He sat aloof in his seat,
and the back of his neck was as ex-
pressionless as only the back of a neck
can be, yet he listened keenly.

Something was to happen on the
morrow. Just what, Pete could not
learn. It was to occur at noon. Fur-
ther, it was to take place at Broadway
and Forty-Second Street. Henkel was
talking.

“—and ten minutes after it rolls,
you give Scarpy a buzz from Jersey,
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see? And we’ll be waiting in a wagon
by some restaurant where Scarpy can
pass us the word.” Henkel was in-
structing the fat man regarding his
share in the proceedings. *“ We’ll pull
it at Broadway, and -we’ll pull it clean.”

“ Huh,” said the fat man, “ of all
the places to pick. Forty-Second and
Broadway! My Gawd, why don’t you
take a brass band along?”

“ Listen,” began the long-faced
man, “all we’d need is you. Then
we’d pull a flop in the middle of the
park at midnight.”

“ Aw, lay off of me! I’'m doing my
end of it, ain’t 1?”

“ Yeah,” said the long-faced man,
with emphasis.

He said more, but the lights dimmed
again, and went to green, and five ton
Macks all about the cab shattered the
comparative quiet with an enormous
rumbling of motors. The traffic
moved.

They swung around the great cobble-
paved space before the West Shore
ferry terminal. Here, where Forty-
Second Street comes to an end, on the
brink of the Hudson, a vast load of
passengers and vehicles from New Jer-
sey is landed every few minutes of the
day. The fat man stepped out of the
cab at the door of the ferryhouse. He
seemed somewhat preoccupied, and his
legs were now fairly steady.

“ All right, Henkel,” he said. “ I"ll
give you word Okay.”

“You better,” said Henkel.

The fat man pushed through the
doors to the waiting room.

“ Back to Clancy’s,” said Henkel.

As he drove, Pete was somewhat
worried. This bird inside was a crook
if ever there was one. Suppose he
asked questions of the regular drivers
on the Clancy line regarding him, Pete?
It was true that Pete had not declared
himself to be a member of the corpora-
tion, but he had allowed them to be-
lieve so; nay, had encouraged the im-
pression. Explanations would be dif-
ficult, dangerous.
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It was with great relief that Pete
found the line again empty in front
of Clancy’s. Sheer luck had saved him
an uncomfortable few moments. Hen-
kel paid the amount on the meter,
added a tip more- than generous, and
went upstairs. Pete departed with
downright alacrity. That was over!
And thank his stars for a lucky break!

For the rest of that evening Pete
avoided Pat Clancy’s taxi line. He
had a hunch that Henkel’s eagerness
to arrive at the speakeasy was caused
by a desire to ask questions. He prob-
ably wanted to know how many drinks
the fat man had consumed, and with
what kind of talk he had regaled the
other patrons of the place.

Jim Parsons was a talker, that was
plain. He was no crook; he lacked the
brains and the sheer courage; but evi-
dently he was somehow essential to the
operations of this gang. Pete knew
enough about inside jobs to make a
shrewd guess that the fat man was
planted where he had access to valuable
information. For this the gang paid
him, and meanwhile despised him for a
meakling.

The questions Henkel would ask
were of no immediate concern to Pete,
so long as they had to do with the fat
man. But there was a fair certainty
that Henkel would make mention of
a strange taxi driver from Clancy’s.
And with that, since the corporation
drivers seemed mixed up with the ware-
house gang, Pete was much concerned.

Pete pulled in early, soon after mid-
night. His home garage was on Sixty-
Fifth Street, just off Avenue A. He
left word to have the cab ready to go
out early next day, and walked two
blocks to a dingy tenement house where
he boarded with his brother’s family.
He went directly to bed.

again at eleven o’clock. He made
several short trips about the city,
and turned down one to Brooklyn. It
is against the law, of course, to refuse

IN the morning Pete was on the street
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any ride within the city limits. But
what answer could be made to Pete’s
assertion that the gas tank was prac-
tically empty?

Ever since he had first awakened
that day Pete had been debating
whether to be at the comer of Forty-
Second Street and Broadway at noon-
time, or to avoid that comer assidu-
ously. He had plenty of arguments at
hand to convince himself of the wis-
dom of the latter course. But within
Pete there was a large share of curi-
osity, and he had seen and heard
enough already to whet his appetite for
more of this.

Something was going to happen,
something planned in secrecy and fos-
tered by crooks. It might be danger-
ous, but it would certainly be worth
seeing.

Something was going to happen!

Pete, rolling leisurely along La-
fayette Street, suddenly spun the wheel
at the corner of Canal Street, and
headed west. It was twenty minutes
of iwelve. He would just about make
it in time. The motor throbbed vali-
antly as he sped along with the traffic.

At five minutes to twelve Pete drew
to a halt close by the New Amsterdam
Theater, where the tinted photos of
the latest among Ziegfeld’s glorified
adorned the lobby front. He would
not be permitted to linger here very
long. He pulled out the heavy jack
from beneath his seat, and inserted it
under the front axle. He placed the
lug-wrench on the sidewalk beside the
front wheel. Then he walked away
from the cab, and gave it no further
attention. No prospective passengers
would bother him, and the police would
not interfere for the time being, at
least.

Pete stood among the noonday idlers
thronged about the comer, and he
watched closely every eastbound vehi-
cle which passed. He knew the one
he must find would come this way, for
surely it would travel from the West
Shore ferry. He had several suspi-
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cions, but could decide with certainty
on none.

It came twelve, and passed the hour.
One minute, two minutes, three. Street
cars, limousines, delivery carts, taxis,
ice wagons, trucks, were jammed in the
street before him, awaiting the turn of
the control light overhead. One by
one other vehicles fell in at the rear.
Pete watched them all.

"Then he saw it happen.

A great lumbering truck drew up*at
the end of the traffic jam and stopped.
A taxicab halted exactly beside it. The
truck was all inclosed; it was painted
a bright green, and bore on its side
the name of Brickel & Austin, Whole-
sale Silks, New York City and Pater-
son, New Jersey. The taxi was occu-
pied: it was of a type built with col-
lapsible rear top, which, when closed,
makes the interior dark and very
private.

The taxi door opened. One of the
men inside came out and stood on the
running board, slightly to one side. He
spoke casually to the driver of the big
truck. The driver looked down. And
he continued to look.

Pete could not see from where he
stood what held the driver’s attention
so compellingly. No one but the driver
was able to see it. But Pete could
guess what it was. And he knew that
any man facing the bleak twin muz-
zles of a sawed-off shotgun, trained on
him from the shadowed interior of a
cab, will do what he is told to do.

The driver, as if fascinated, opened
the door beside his seat, and stepped
off the truck. The man on the taxi
runningboard, standing so that he
would not be in the way of a blast
of slugs from the gun, continued to
talk casually to the driver.

The truck’s driver got into the dark
cab, and the man on the runningboard
climbed into the truck seat behind the
wheel. The doors on the two vehicles
closed, and everything was as natural
as a moment before. "No fuss, no
dramatics, and a truckload of some-
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thing mighty valuable, whatever it was,
had changed hands. The lights al-
tered ; shrill whistles signaled; and the
traffic surged into motion.

“Whew! commented Pete. “ I’ll
be a son of an acrobat if 1’d have be-
lieved it!”

A thin, mild-looking man alongside
turned and stared at him. Pete was
unaware. The man now driving the
truck was the fellow known as Henkel.
And the hackman at the wheel of the
cab was the square-faced, dark-eyed
gent who had warned Pete yesterday at
Clancy’s!

Pete ran through the crowd. He
gathered up his tools, and flung them
beneath the seat. In half a moment
he was off, following the great truck
which rolled ponderously less than a
block ahead. The taxicab with the col-
lapsible top had vanished. The truck
turned north at Sixth Avenue. Pete
did likewise. And uptown they drove
together in the shadow of the roar-
ing “L.”

AT night Pete made a point of
being at his brother’s home for

supper. It was not often he did
so. The brother, a machinist, who was
a ruddy, contented family man with a
pleasant wife, welcomed him. Later
they sat alone, while the wife was busy
in the kitchen with the dishes.

“ Dan,” said Pete earnestly, “ what
would you say about this ?”

The brother looked up from his pa-
per. “ What?”

“ Listen. Suppose you accidentally
got next to a crooked job that was go-
ing to be pulled. Suppose the gang
pulling it was pretty tough. And sup-
pose you happened to see it pulled, and
was the only guy outside the gang that
did see the job done. What would
you do?”

Dan drew on his pipe while he looked
at Pete.

“1 think 1'd keep my mouth shut.
It ain’t none of your business, is it?”

“Well, no. It aint.”
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“ This gang know you saw them?”

“ Nope.”

“ Do they know who you are?’

“ They could find out. They know
my face and my rig.”

“ Then they’d know where to go if
the cops was tipped off?”

“Well, they could guess.”

Dan was decisive. *“ Keep out of
it. Don’t you open your mouth to
nobody.”

Pete reflected on this.
drummed on the table.

“ Dan,” he said, “ | been around. |
know how to keep my mouth shut. You
learn that pretty quick in my business.
But | can’t just get used to the idea
this time. It looks to me like there
was times when a guy that has any
courage can’t lay down on the job.”

The brother started to speak.

“Wait a minute now,” put in Pete.
“ Look here. These birds don’t mean
anything to me. | wasn’t asking to
get in on their racket. .Why in hell
should | protect them?”

“You saphead!” remarked Dan
mildly.  “ Because they’ll bump you
off.”

“ Suppose | don’t let them?”

“That’s what a lot of other guys
have said. Listen here, kid. Get some
brains. You know sure as hell they
would never stand for any stoolie giv-
ing them away. And if they know the
license number of your rig, they’ll sure
find you. Go on about your business
and keep your mouth shut. Yon won’t
be out anything.”

“No,” said Pete. After a moment
he grinned. “Well, 1 don’t know.
We’ll see. It’s a tough break for a
poor but honest hack driver.”

*

His fingers

HERE was an account of the
holdup in next morning’s papers.
It reached the front pages in
every case, for New York had known
no such intriguing instance of criminal
boldness in some time. The truck
driver had been driven around for two
hours before his captors released him,

with warnings. There was something
almost romantic in the notion of steal-
ing a truck at one of the city’s busiest
crossings.

Pete was not oblivious to the ro-
mance of it. He felt a considerable
admiration for the sheer nerve, the skill
displayed by the gang. After the
fashion of those who dwell in the half
world that borders both on respecta-
bility and crime, Pete was very tolerant
of the shortcomings of others.

If those birds chose to risk life and
liberty for a precarious livelihood, that
was their business. Pete regarded
them as foolish, but saw little difference
between them and the sleek, unctuous
men of business who rode in his cab
every day. He listened to the talk of
these latter, harkened to their pride in
sharp business deals, in law evasions,
in false income tax reports, in the il-
licit liquor.they obtained. The world
of successful men was a predatory
place as Pete saw it, and one got small
thanks for attempting to elevate its
moral tone.

Yet despite his tolerance, Pete was
uneasy. It was all very well to ignore
peccadillos in one’s fellows, but to con-
done outright crime, committed with
threat of death, was a strong dose to
stomach. As he told his brother, he
would have to see. All that day doubt
had plagued him, and as the evening
wore on it continued to abide in his
soul.

What Pete might have done after a
night’s sleep on the problem is to re-
main forever unknown. For certain
things happened before midnight.

The orange taxi signals were flash-
ing on the street comers outside Penn-
sylvania Station at ten o’clock. These
inconspicuous lights are not even no-
ticed by the casual passer-by, but hack-
men see them and pay heed from blocks
away. Pete rolled up to the entrance
of the great ramp leading to the cab
stands of the terminal, and glanced in-
to the depths.

The concession company’s taxis had
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been swamped by the incoming train
passengers, and no more were to be
had. The “Pen Hole” was free to
all. Pete twirled the wheel and sailed
down the incline into the maw of the
great depot. And with him came a
charging horde of cabs.

They crowded together down below,
three abreast, creeping ahead slowly
while porters wrought mightily with
shiny luggage and loaded cabs shot of?
one by one. Pete knew the content-
ment that comes like a benison to every
hackman when a trip is assured, and
eager riders clamor for his services.
And then abruptly that satisfaction
ended, and a curious tension seized him.
At the wheel of the cab alongside sat
the tall, square-faced driver whom Pete
had defied yesterday, and who had
driven the holdup car this very noon.

The man was looking at Pete; study-
ing him, one might say. When Pete’s
gaze crossed his, the man smiled. It
was a smile of mysterious significance,
an unpleasant, crooked smile. The man
leaned out of the cab and shouted
through the din of roaring motors and
horns:

“ Be at Clancy’s at eleven o’clock!”

Pete stared, eyes grown narrow.

“You hear me?” cried the other
driver.

“ Yeah,” Pete shouted back.
why should | be at Clancy’s?”

“You’ll find out.”

The cabs ahead shot forward. Gears
clashed all about them; the mad din in-
creased ; and Pete and the square-faced
driver were swept apart. In another
second they were able to give each other
little further thought as they pulled up
to the curb and were assaulted by the
impatient crowd. Pete drew a Colum-
bia Heights call, and soared up out of
the ramp and into the night.

Pete knew from the instant he had
received the order that eleven o’clock
would find him at Clancy’s. His curi-
osity, at work again, was sufficient to
bring him there. Besides this there
were other reasons of even greater im-

“ But
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portance. There was his own health
and well-being, for instance. That guy
had meant business.

Pete understood. They had com-
pared notes. They had discovered that
through the sublime fat-headedness of
Jim Parsons, a stranger had been rung
in on their holdup. Yesterday they had
taken Pete at face value, accepting him
unquestioningly when he came accom-
panied by one of the mob. Now they
were nervous, wondering who he might
be, whether casual hackman or ingen-
ious detective. That the square-faced
man continued to drive his cab after
stealing a fortune demonstrated his
anxiety to preserve an alibi. Pete,
rolling back from the Heights over
Brooklyn Bridge, reflected on their
probable discomfiture, and found there-
in sufficient humor to laugh aloud as
he went. Yet it was grim laughter.

ERE were no cabs on the line

I at Clancy’s, and a pair of genial

celebrants stood at the curb vain-
ly trying to halt the loaded taxis which
flew through the street from the thea-
ters further west. Despite this, two
cabs were parked in idleness before
the white tile restaurant beyond the
speakeasy. Pete drew up behind them,
refused to heed the pleas of the some-
what befuddled pair on the curb, and
stepped out of the seat. The drivers
of the two cabs were visible within the
restaurant. One was the square-faced
man. Pete entered, and joined the pair
at the counter. It was ten forty-five.

“ Coffee and a combination,” Pete
said to the waiting counterman. And
to the square-faced driver at his side
he said: “ Well, what’s it all about?”

The man glanced at his companion,
and some secret meaning passed in that
glance. The two eyed Pete, calm and
unhurried.

“You’re early,” said the square-
faced one. * YVait till the boss gets
here.”

“ There’s a flock of calls to be picked
up outside,” said Pete. “ Why wait?”
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“You’ll see.”

That was what the man had said be-
fore. He seemed to regard it as suf-
ficient. There was an ominous ring to
the words. And as the hair along a
dog’s back will rise at the scent of dan-
ger, so Pete’s eyes grew narrow again
and his mouth became thin. But he
said nothing more. It was not his turn
now. The moments went by in tense
silence.

At five minutes after eleven the door
opened. A man entered and stood just
inside, looking about. All three drivers
glanced at him, and waited. It was
Scarpy, small, compact, thin-mouthed,
dark of visage, and quiet with the vel-
vet alertness of a tiger.

Scarpy joined them, walking with
hands in topcoat pockets and seating
himself casually on the stool at Pete’s
left. Henodded to the furthest driver.
To the square-faced man he said, in his
softly rasping voice: “ ’Lo, Stull.” On
Pete he bent gaze both inscrutable and
slightly chilling.

“ Well,” he said, “ so we found you.”

There was a lot implied in that state-
ment. And much might rely on what
Pete chose to find in it. It was like
playing a game, a subtle and very dan-
gerous game.

“Oh, yeah?” said Pete. He re-
turned the stare evenly. * Just what
do you mean, found me?”

“You didn’t know we wanted to talk
to you?”

“ Me? How should I know?”

“ All right,” said Scarpy. He rose.
His hands remained in the coat pockets.
It was a fawn-colored coat, Pete ob-
served, with large pockets.

“ Take me for a ride,” said Scarpy.
“ 1 want to talk to you.”

Pete watched the man’ eyes. They
met his, unwavering, smoky, with
opaque, gleaming pupils. Pete could
hear the breathing of the man behind
him. For a moment no one spoke or
moved. And suddenly he knew what
it was to be afraid, to feel the coldness
of death hovering dose by.
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“ Listen, brother,” said Pete. “ Some
way you got me wrong. There aint
much talking to be done. If you got
any questions I’ll answer them here.”

“1 said come and take me for a
ride,” Scarpy repeated.

Pete said nothing more. There was'
nothing to be said. Scarpy’s hand
remained in that large, fawn-colcred
coat pocket. Pete slid around on the
stool and walked to the door. Scarpy
came at his heels, as one treading on
velvet.

Outside the restaurant they halted a
moment. From a shadowy doorway
dose by another man joined them. It
was Henkel, watchful and silent.

“ Let’s go,” said Scarpy.

That was not a long ride, but it
was one no man would want to take
more than once in a lifetime. It was
not the sort of ride one might be priv-
ileged to take a second time. In the
cab behind him, Pete knew, were two
guns. They were in the hands of men
who bore for him a certain fear, a fear
not to be confused with fright. Theirs
was a ruthless, reckless fear which
knew but one way to eradicate itself.

“ Cross Fifty-Seventh Street,” or-
dered the soft, rasping voice. *“ Go
north on Avenue A. Stop under the
bridge at Sixtieth.”

They crossed Fifty-Seventh. North
they went on the broad smartness of
Sutton Place along Avenue A. Abrupt-
ly they were in the shadows of the
great Queensborough Bridge. Here it
was still, deserted. Pete pulled to a
halt at the curb, and jerked on the
brake. He swung about in the seat
and spoke into the darkness of the cab
interior.

“Well? Now what?”

and stepped out on the pavement.
Pete did likewise, moving with a
tension that made him awkward. His
gaze shot up and down the avenue. It
was almost empty. Only a large, black
sedan was in sight, coining toward

THE two inside opened the door
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them after turning the corner at Fifty-
Seventh. It rolled slowly, and finally
stopped at the curb a block off.

Pete grinned mirthlessly, with a cold
drawing of the lips. The black sedan
was the get-away wagon! The get-
away wagon—

“ Gosh!” he said suddenly. The
word seemed to leap involuntarily from
his lips.

Scarpy was close to him, peering into
his face, his voice cruelly eager.

“ Talk now, you lousy rat! Tell your
story, and say it fast.”

Pete licked his lips. Somehow they
were dry and harsh. So was his throat
dry and harsh.

“ 1 got nothing to say. 1’'m making
a living driving a hack. Once in awhile
I play Clancy’s line. | took a guy from
there yesterday. | dont know him. He
told me where to go, up to One Hun-
dred and Fifth Street. | came back
with that guy in back of you. That’s
all I know.”

Henkel stepped closer.

“Didn't you say you was from Clan-
cy’s line?”

“1 did not.”

“ 1 asked you. You said yes.”

“1 said yes, | got the fat guy there.”
“You told me you was from Clan-
CQys.”
“1 didnt!” said Pete. *I1—"

Henkel delivered a sudden back-
hand slap that cracked solidly against
Pete’s face. He recoiled against the
taxi fender, and stiffened there, half
crouching. Scarpy held Henkel away,
and spoke. There was ferocity in his
voice.

“ Come clean, you stool pigeon!
Come clean or you get the works right
here.”

Pete said nothing. Words alone
could hold them back now, and there
was not a word in the language that
Pete could utter. His muscles seemed
frozen. His hands held the steel of the.
cab fender, and no feeling was in their
grip. He was conscious only of the
smoky whiteness and the opaque,
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%!eaming black of those eyes before
im.

“ Give it to him!” Scarpy was say-
ing. " Give it to him!”

Desperation created in Pete’s frozen
body an explosive madness. He flung
himself from the fender squarely on
the drawn guns. He cursed, shouting
hoarse oaths, and he struck frenzied
blows. With the same impetus he was
through them and off, running along
the avenue toward the haven of Sixtieth
Street. Garages lined one side of the
street, and light shot over the pavement
from their open doors.

Light and doors, and behind him the
sudden, splitting sound of .38 auto-
matics in action.

Then he was on the ground, sprawl-
ing with an impact that dazed him. He
clung to the pavement numbly while
the lights and the open doors spun
about his head. He was cursing, not
knowing what oaths he uttered, his
whole being possessed of a mad, futile
rage against that pair back on the ave-
nue. The fusillade had ceased, but the
deliberate barking of a heavy revolver
somewhere echoed in his brain like re-
peated shocks. There came the pound-
of heavy shod feet. The street ceased
to whirl.

“'THEY get you, bud?. You hit

1 bad?”

A man spoke breathlessly into
Pete’s ear. Pete was astonished be-
yond measure that the man should be
a policeman. Funny he had never once
thought of the cops!

“ Where are they?” he demanded in
a rush of words. “ Dont let them get
away! Get them, for God’s sake, get
them!”

“They're gone,” said the officer.
“ Hell bent for election up the avenue. |
can’t chase them now. | asked you, are
you hit?”

“ Never mind! Get after them!”

“ Easy, bud. Take iteasy. The de-
partment ’ll pick them up to-morrow.
Let me look at you. Up with you!”
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The policeman knew his business. He
aided Pete to his feet, while more than
half expecting riddled legs to give way
beneath him. They were both sur-
prised to find that Pete could stand.
Next the officer felt expertly over
Pete’s body. Not a bone was broken.
No blood spread into view.

“What happened to your head?”
asked the cop.

Pete examined his head. His hand
found a rapidly swelling bump in the
center of the forehead. A bump, no
more.

“ What the hell!”

The cop suddenly laughed outright.

“ Oh, boy, what a break! Look!
He pointed to a crooked length of wire
still entangled in Pete’s legs, almost in-
visible in the dim light. “ Two gunmen
popping away at you, and you pull a
Brody on a hunk of wire! And all you
get isa bump on the bean. Say, guy, if
I had your luck!”

Never in a lifetime had Pete been so
grateful for a bruise on his forehead.
But certain abrasions of spirit still re-
mained.

“If you had my luck,” he said,
“you’d go jump in the river. What do
you call this, a picnic or somthing?”

“ Not exactly,” said the cop. * Well,
tell me about it.”

Pete learned from the policeman that
the shooting had been interrupted al-
most as it began.

He was the cop on this beat, and
had been standing in the shadows on
the street corner, when the taxi pulled

to a halt. He had watched, sensing
something untoward in the pro-
ceedings.

When Henkel struck Pete, he had
started toward the taxi to interfere.
And when the two began shooting, he
promptly had followed suit, opening up
on them in turn. The big sedan a block
away had shot forward, picked up the
pair, and had raced off at terrific speed.
With no auto in sight to give chase
other than the slow and quite useless
cabs, the cop had merely taken note of

the license number. Then he had run
to the aid of the victim.

Pete told all of his story. He de-
scribed the gang, the holdup, and the
warehouse on One Hundred and Fifth
Street. The narrative was embroidered
with fervent oaths. The cop heard him
through. Then he took Pete on the
run to the corner of First Avenue and
Sixtieth Street. There, at a police call
box, he phoned in the story. After
that he listened'while staccato instruc-
ions came over the wire.

“ Well ?” demanded Pete.
the verdict?”

The policeman hung up the receiver
and closed the box.

“ A squad frQm headquarters will
take the job. They’ll be along here in
ten minutes to pick you up. | got to
hold you till they come.”

“Hold me!” repeated Pete. He
smiled thinly, and his slitted eyes
gleamed. “Boy, you couldn’t shake
me. 1’'m seeing this through.”

The squad arrived from headquar-
ters in record time. They came racing
up First Avenue in a long, black tour-
ing car, the siren under the hood send-
ing a weird, thrilling warning ahead
through the night. The car stopped on
the comer where Pete and the cop stood
waiting. It was loaded with men in
civilian clothes, great two-hundred-
poond men with shrewd, blunt faces.
Pete jumped in the back, and they were
off. One of the detectives questioned
him, and Pete told his story a second
time. The rest said nothing, riding
easily in the swaying car, smoking
cigars and listening. They were a for-
midable lot.

At One Hundred and Fourth Street
and Columbus Avenue they were
flagged by three uniformed patrolmen
from the local precinct. The cops
jumped on the runningboard, and they
rolled to One Hundred and Fifth and
turned the comer. Two doors from
the Excelsior warehouse the car halted.
The man beside Pete glanced at the
place, and issued a brief order. In-

5A

“ What’s
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stantly they piled out, and moved to
their appointed tasks.

UR of the detectives entered the
Fobasements of the adjoining flat

houses, two to each house. They
were to proceed through and guard the
rear. One man remained at the wheel
of the black touring car, while all the
others approached the high front door
of the warehouse.

The detective sergeant tried the door.
It was locked. He beat on it firmly.
The other members of the party ranged
themselves close against the wall as in-
conspicuously as possible.

In a moment the door slid open a few
inches. Only darkness was revealed,
and a face dim and nebulous.

" What do you want?”’

“ Open the door,” ordered the ser-
geant.

" Who for?”

“ Shut up and do as you’re told!”

“ 1 will like hell! Who do you think
you are?”

“1I'm a sergeant of detectives from
headquarters.”

The door abruptly slid shut. But
not all the way. The detective detained
it with a foot thrust in the opening. The
face disappeared. A couple of the of-
ficers fell on the door, and strove to pull
it open. It slid freely a few inches,
and jerked to a stop. A heavy chain
trembled taut across the narrow space,
holding it. Inside there was a cry, a
shout of warning.

” Come on, bust it!” ordered the ser-
geant.

They seized the door, shoved it al-
most closed, and then pulled mightily.
The chain held. They repeated the ef-
fort. On the fifth attempt the links
parted and the door slid wide open on
the yawning darkness. They hesitated,
peering into the place.

A flood of dazzling light burst be-
fore them. There was the crack of a
pistol, and instantly the roaring surge
of a powerful automobile engine. In
the midst of the blinding radiance from

6 A
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the great headlights they saw red jets
of flame from many guns. They scat-
tered. Pete had once that night es-
caped from a hail of lead, and he was
of no mind to strain his luck. He threw
himself on the sidewalk to one side,
and crouched there. This was not his
battle.

The detectives now had their guns
out, and they turned them on that daz-
zling light. One headlight abruptly
went dark. And the other, undimin-
ished, leaped for the door, the auto
horn shrieking above the clamorous re-
ports of the guns.

Right there the battle was fairly lost.
The gunmen in that car were in de-
perate straits. Given a minute, and
they would be gone into the night. Pete
noticed, with the intensified powers of
observation that visit a man in such
moments, that not an officer seemed to
be hit. He had seen right. The gang
sought only to scatter the raiders from
their path. In ten seconds more they
would shoot to Kill.

And the escaping car shot out of the
warehouse door with roaring motor,
risking everything on a blind dash.

A man will do strange things under
stress.  This gang, surrounded and
hopelessly outnumbered, was at-
tempting what they would never dare
to do had they time to think it over.
Pete, when wrath at their escape flamed
suddenly in his veins, accomplished a
feat, no amount of sober persuasion
could have induced him to try again.

He leaped from his crouch on the
pavement and threw himself at the car
as it passed him. His clutching hands
gripped the side of the open windowed
sedan, and in madness they sought the
throat of the driver. And they found
it; how, Pete will never be able to tell.
All he remembers is that they held on
with terrible intensity.

Th car, instead of turning in the
street, shot with tremendous power
straight across and crashed into a solid
brownstone stoop with a great sound
of tearing metal and shattered glass. It
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seemed to settle there in collapse, silent
but for the trickle of escaping water
and gasoline.

The detectives ran across and
swarmed upon the wreck. Another ep-
isode in the annals of metropolitan
crime had ended.

That night they bagged the entire
gang. The leader, Scarpy, was pulled
from the car, unconscious. The ware-
house was found to contain a fortune
in loot, all merchandise of various
kinds.

The Brickel & Austin silks were in-
tact, still in their original trunks of
Shipment. And Brickel & Austin, with
much surprise but vindictive satisfac-
tion, turned over to New Jersey officers
the man who had betrayed their trust
in him, one Jim Parsons. That terri-
fied individual turned State’s evidence
promptly, and was invaluable in the
subsequent trials. And, one might add,
in the convictions.

ETE carried two painful bruises
for several days. The second he
received when the bandit car

crashed and flung him to unconscious-
ness. The silk concern gave him a
small reward and on the strength of
it he took a week’s vacation, recov-
ered and wearied of idleness. One
morning found him back on the street
again, with the ticking of the meter
quiet music in his ear.

For a day he avoided Clancy’s line.
But he found it impossible to deny him-
self the satisfaction of the inevitable
visit. The following afternoon he rolled
slowly along that busy and familiar
street, and pulled into place at the curb
before the door. Not another cab was
in sight. And though he waited, not a
cab came there. The corporation, ap-
parently, had vanished into thin air.

Pete read a newspaper, sitting at ease
in the seat, but presently he was aware
of a blue shadow standing on the side-
walk beside the car. He looked up. It
jvas a sergeant of police, big, genial,
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No mere patrolman this,
The two

and shrewd.
but a commander of men.
studied each other.

“Well, how’ the hacking?” asked
the sergeant.

“ Pretty fair,” said Pete.
couple of days especially.”

“Yeah?” said the sergeant. He rum-
bled inside with good humor, and Pete
grinned.

“You know it’s against the law to
hack here ?” asked the officer.

Pete flipped the flag on the taximeter
down to the occupied position. *

“ Last

“ Sure,” he said. “ Only I got a call,
See.”

“So | noticed. You get a lot of
them here, | suppose.”

“Yeah.”

The sergeant leaned confidentially in-
to the cab.

“Well, I'm supposed to keep the
streets clear. But | guess | can’t chase
a hard-working young hackman who
has a call.” The officer stroked his
rugged chin thoughtfully. “ Listen
here, young fellow. | know all about
that mwarehouse job uptown. | come
around here to see if you were playing
this joint. You’re in right with me
and with the department, so you can
play it all you want. But why don’t
you give up hacking and get a man’s
job? Why don’t you join the force?”

Pete’s eyes were wide.

“The cops? Me? Nothing doing!
Sarge, 1’'d be a nervous wreck in a
week. There’s too much excitement
for me in a cop’s life.”

“Well,” said the officer, grinning.
“ think it over. And if you need a hand
any time, drop over to the house and
see me.”

“ Sure,” said Pete.

A stoutish, well dressed form
emerged from Clancy’s door. It wove
its way across the sidewalk, came to a
sudden halt at sight of the blue uni-
form, and attained a fair state of
steadiness and dignity. The sergeant
gave Pete a discreet wink, and retired.

END



Straightway each Norseman became galvanised into a fighting demon

He Rules Who Can

War clouds hover over Sicily as Harold’s Varangians and Georgios™
Immortals approach—nbut the most deadly conflict is between those
two great warriors, with wealthy Constantinople as the prize

By ARTHUR GILCHRIST BRODEUR

LEADING UP TO THIS

Norwegian prince, arrives in

Constantinople 7- which the
Norse call Mikligard—in 1038, with
five hundred trained fighters. After a
fight with Georgios Maniakes, Prefect
of Police, over a dancing girl, Cyra,
Harald is thrown into prison, but John
the Eunuch offers him command of the
Varangian Guard, the Norse half of
the emperor’s bodyguard. Harald,
though doubting John’s sincerity, ac-
cepts, on the understanding that he
1serves the emperor alone.'

I IARALD SIGURDSSON, exiled

INSTALLMENT

John, whose brother Michael mar-
ried the widowed Empress Zoe, is the
real ruler of the empire, playing one
faction against another. He sends
Georgios, with his Immortals—the
Greek half of the emperor’s guard—to
quell a Bulgarian revolt, leaving
Harald in charge of Constantinople
and its devious intrigues. John has
secretly had the girl Cyra stolen and
sold to the Emir of Sicily, but Harald
takes the girl off the ship of Yusuf ben
Mirza, the Sicilian envoy.

He places the girl in care of the
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Patriarch of the Eastern Church—who
tells ITarald that John and Michael are
usurpers, who poisoned the old em-
peror; and the Empress Zoe, whom
Harald sees in secret, says the same,
though John has charged her with the
crime. Zoe, vain and hungry for ad-
miration, tries to get Harald to Kill
John and Michael, seize the throne and
marry her. But he despises her, and,
besides, he is too greatly fascinated by
Maria, one of her retinue. Zoe guesses
he is in love. Suspecting Cyra, whom
the Patriarch has placed in her service,
Zoe sends the girl with a pretended
message to Harald, knowing that John
will catch her. John does, but know-
ing Harald has been protecting her, he
plans to release her; but his younger
brother, Constantine, whom John is
grooming to succeed the ailing Michael,
steals into her cell, with a torturer.

Meantime Sicily has declared war,
and John, still balancing Harald
against the too ambitious Georgios, ap-
points the Norseman commander of the
fleet and Georgios commander of land
forces, and orders them to make a joint
attack on Sicily. And he secretly
orders Harald to bring Georgios home
in chains after the war is won.

CHAPTER XIII (Continued).
THIS EBONY COFEER.

OHN awoke late, his head throbbing
with the fumes of wine. At his
summons a servant came running.

“1 order the release of the girl
Cyra!” spoke the Orphanotrophos. The
servant bowed, and withdrew. He was
back within the quarter of an hour,
pale and trembling.

“ Most bountiful one!” he wailed.
“ Most serenel”

John leaped from his bed, a vision of
ludicrous fury in the wrinkled night-
robe that fluttered about his thin shanks
and showed the round eminence of his
belly.

* Speak, fool!”
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“ Most excellent, the girl is dead!”

Seizing the man’s shoulder, John
shook him savagely.

“Dead, knave?
order ?”

* |—indeed, | know not! | found
her in her cell, stone-cold, the bandages
torn from her arms.”

“ Bandages? What bandages?”

“ Most magnificent—h er hands,
which had been cut off by your
order—”

John screamed with rage.
me Constantine. At oncel!”

The servant ran like a frightened
deer down the long corridor, down the
grand staircase, not knowing whither
he went. John himself, fighting for
self-control, shot back the panel that
gave into Constantine’s chamber. It
was empty. The room was a welter of
disorder.

John stared at the chaos before him:
at the garments strewn about the floor,
the scattered books, the broken alembic.

“ Has he fled?” he muttered. “ The
serpent! The beast! The fool!”

He returned to his own apartment.
Fumbling in his cabinet, he drew out
a cup and a flask of wine. He was
about to break the seal when he stopped
}hohughtfully, and held the flask to the
ight.

“ It looks untouched,” he whispered,
“ yet there was a nick in the seal, and
this is unscarred.”

He broke the seal, poured out a cup-
ful, which he left untasted, and waited.
It was not long before the servant re-
turned.

“ 1 have given order that the palace
be searched, most glorious,” he faltered.

“You did not find him?”

The frightened man crept back
toward the door. *“ He—indeed | do
not know—"

Forcing a smile, John beckoned him
nearer.

“1 did not mean to frighten you.”
he said, in gentler tones.  “You are
weary with running. Drink!”

The servant thrust out a shaking

How? By whose

“Fetch
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hand, took the cup, and raised it to his
lips. One moment he hesitated, glanc-
ing anxiously at his master.

“ Drink, drink!” John repeated.
give you permission.”

The man gulped down the wine at a
draught. John watched him narrowly.
At first the servant stood as before, the
color stealing back into his cheeks as
the alcohol warmed his veins; but after
a little he gave a violent start. His
eyeballs grew rigid, contracted, and
stuck out.  With a howl of pain he
clutched at his stomach.

John sat, his lips drawn thin in an
evil smile.

“ So | thought,” he spoke aloud. “ 1
knew that seal.”

The servant quivered once, all over,
and fell to the floor.

John, rising, paced up and down,
paying no more heed to the wretch
stiffening before him.

“ The dog!” he muttered. “ The un-
grateful viper! When | lay my hands
on him—"

He burst into an agony of tears.

“How | loved him!" he groaned.
“How I loved him!”

AY after day the weather held
fair, with a following wind. The
great fleet held on its course for

Sicily, its eagle-flaunting banners stiff
in the breeze, its hundreds of sails
patching the blue Mediterranean.

For greater safety, the expedition
passed the hostile straits of Crete at
night, all lights out. Even so, as
morning saw the western shores
of that Moslem island a mere blur be-
hind the rearguard, a tiny flutter of
white to the south of the huge flotilla
revealed the vigilance of the heathen
outposts.  No use to send even the
swiftest pamphylian after the distant
sail: the lean, rakish Arab galleys were
no less swift than the Greeks.

Harald, by the steering oar, watched
the tiny patch of white dim out against
the azure sea.

* So many ships cannot pass unseen,”
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he spoke. * Even the sea birds would
betray it; and the Saracens have as keen
eyes as they.”

Harald turned away, and fell to pac-
ing the poop deck. In the four days of
the voyage he had had his first leisure
to think calmly of those things which
had befallen, from his interview with
Zoe in the gardens to the last feverish
preparations for war.

As he gazed back over the warm
blue water, sprinkled with the flashing
sails of his fleet, and felt the power
which he commanded, he realized more
than ever the true might of Con-
stantinople. Here was a flotilla such as
he had never dreamed of, going forth
at the command of John to crush the
heathen—and intrusted to him, Harald,
who but a few short months before had
been an unknown adventurer.

He felt a sudden warmth as he re-
called how much, how constantly, John
had trusted him. Aye, he had had
trust, despite the army of spies John
set on all within the walls, even on
Harald himself. And at this thought
Harald was struck with a sense of
John’s own greatness.  Aye; upstart
and rascal as he undoubtedly was, the
Eunuch was yet a leader of men: one
who ruled them well and strongly.

“ And | have promised to slay him!”
Harald thought, with sudden remorse.

“1 have promised to slay him—~be-
cause a girl gave me her lips! Because
an empress unfit to wear a crown hates
him! Is this a deed worthy a man?”
The more he thought on it, the less
manly it seemed.

A promise bound Harald to kill him;
his promise to John bound Harald to be
true to him. In vain the Northman
reproached himself, in vain sought an
escape from his dilemma. He had
pledged his word both ways. The
words of his sainted brother, Olaf, be-
fore his last battle, came back to him:

“ 1 am called a hard man, yet have |
never oppressed the weak, nor been
false to my word. If | die now, I die
with clean hands, hard though they be.”
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Staring moodily at the creaming
wake of his flagship, Harald pondered
these words. How could he make them
true of himself ?

At the companionway he stopped,
confronted by Thiodolf. The skald
bore in one hand a small, richly carved
ebony coffer.

“ What is that ?” asked Harald.

Thiodolf handed over his burden.
“ From John the Eunuch. Constantine,
his brother, gave it me before we
sailed. | was not to deliver it, nor
speak of it, till we left Crete behind. |
have obeyed.”

“ Some secret order,” Harald
guessed, thinking of his commission
to arrest Maniakes. He broke the
sealed silk that bound the box, and
raised the lid.

HIODOLF, waiting, sprang for-
ward at sight of the frightful
change that came over his leader’s

face. Harald’s eyes glared; a cry so ter-
rible broke from his lips that the very
house-carles rushed aft, thinking some
treachery had befallen.

In the coffer lay a woman’s hands,
severed at the wrists. Small hands
they were—very small and very beauti-
ful. On one right forefinger was a little
mole.

Harald stared long at them, unable
to look away. At last he flung the cof-
fer into the sea and, turning, faced to-
ward the east. In one swift motion he
stripped the ax Hell from his shoulder,
shook it aloft, and cried:

“ Thanks, Eunuch, for breaking the
covenant between us! Thou hast made
the way before me plain!”

Thiodolf wheeled on the house-
carles. “ Get forward!” he ordered.

As they trooped away he approached
the stricken Harald and laid a hand on
his arm.

“ 1t was Cyra,” he guessed. “ None
other had such hands. But why?”

* Speak not of it,” Harald said in a
smothered voice. “ But, by my broth-
er’s soul, I will repay!”
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The skald smiled frostily. “ It takes
no longer to sail back than it took to
come thus far. We can come about
after dark and slip past Georgios in the
night.”

Harald grasped his friend’s hand.

“ That is my will, comrade, but not
my way. If | turn back now, have I
the right to ask these Varangians to
follow me? They have taken the rich
wages of the Eunuch so long, have
worn the emblem of the Greek em-
perors so proudly!. They are athirst
for the war and loot of Sicily; how can
I deny them? Nay, first I must lead
them in battle, must shed my blood with
theirs, that they may know me and |
them. Then will | pay my debt to
John, and may God send me evil if |
pay him not in full?

Thiodolf went below, and was by
himself for many hours. The stars
were out when he came on deck again,
and the moon revealed the rocky shore
of Zante far to starboard. The skald
leaned over the rail, watching the phos-
phorescent water washing the side. He
was humming lightly to himself, his
right hand striking the rail in rhythmic
cadence.

After a little he straightened, and
the skald’s great voice boomed out in
the first song he had made since he had
worn the Emperor’s coat:

- Keen is my king’s ax,
Keener his hatred.

Hard docs it bite, when
His heavy hand swings it;
But harder and deeper
And deadlier it cleaveth
When held by the severed
Hands of a woman!”

CHAPTER XIV.
WAR.
E moon filtered from under a
low cloud-bank and silvered the
whispering reeds. The stench of

stagnant salt water poisoned the night,
so that the troops pouring ashore from
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the first beached pamphylians drew
their breaths short. This, then, was
Sicily the Beautiful, this land of muddy
lagoons and sickening stinks!

As fast as they disembarked Harald
drew up his men in companies on the
low shore, advancing his ranks little by
little to make room for those behind.
By command of Georgios, supreme on
lahd, Harald emptied each pamphylian,
save for an anchor watch of twenty
men and the crews.

“ It is madness, leaving the fleet un-
dermanned',” Harald protested. “ We
are near a great port, perhaps filled
with Moslem galleys. It were best to
leave a theme to guard the ships.”

“ Know you not that yonder moun-
tains may swarm with men, too many
for us to deal with ?° Georgios barked.
“We must first break a way through,
ere we can spare good troops to stand
idle by the shore.”

“ What if the Saracens have a fleet
in Messina Harbor?” Harald suggest-
ed calmly.

Georgios laughed, and not politely.
“Why, so they have! We shall march
from here on Messina, seize the town,
and destroy the ships. We are now
behind the town. There is no danger
till they know we are here.”

“ What if they know already?”

Georgios, never too patient, glow-
ered at Harald’s insistence.

“I1f you dare not face them,” he
sputtered, “ 1 will let you take your
mailed maidens and watch the ships till
we return with the spoils.”

Harald stiffened. *“ Lead on! he
answered. “ 1 will go as far as any
Greek that ever bore sword.”

In a foolish hope of attaining a sur-
prise, the drums were silent, the trum-
pets mute, orders being passed from
mouth to mouth along the host. Up,
and ever up, skirting ravines, swarm-
ing through orchards, clambering over
rocks, they made their way painfully
eastward toward the walls of Messina.

As they debouched through three
defiles into the peak-surrounded valley
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of Rametta the watchfires of a great
army sprang into view below them.
-*“ The Saracens! The Saracensl”

The cry ran all along the lines. Rank
after rank swung into the plain, took
order, formed in a long line facing the
hostile camp. In the Saracen lines,
long aware of their advance, men cried
aloud, horses neighed, armor and
nakirs rattled, commands rang out in
guttural Arabic.

But neither side dared to strike in
the dark. Dimly the Christians could
see their foes forming.

Dawn came at last, and with it pan-
demonium in both camps. The drums
burst into roll on roll; the trumpets
sang like an army of embattled cocks;
ranks were closed. Then, slowly at
first, with short, sharp cries of exulta-
tion, the Saracens advanced.

Their cavalry led the assault, and
at its vastness Harald marveled. They
rode neither in column nor in line, but
in a great conglomerate swarm, shak-
ing lances, tossing turbaned helmets,
their nakirs throbbing incessantly. At
long arrow-range they burst into tu-
multuous cries:

“ Allah - il-Allah! Allah - il - Allah!
Allah-hu! Allah Akhbar!”

The Christians had their backs
against the bulwarks of the hills, with
the three defiles behind as a means of
retreat. In default of cavalry, Geor-
gios had stationed the Varangians, in
their favorite wedge formation, in the
center; and held his Immortals in lines
five deep on either wing.

Knowing the total number of the
Greeks—counting out those left with
the ships—Iess than thirty thousand,
Harald wondered at this seeming reck-
lessness of Georgios. That vast army
of Arabs, strung out along the entire
eastern rim of the valley, must be at
least fifty thousand strong; their cav-
alry alone was well-nigh half that
number.

It was almost on the Varangians
now, its front expanding till it out-
flanked the Greek line; the tean horses
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galloped belly to earth, the riders lean-
ing far over their saddles, yelling and
whooping wildly.

ARALD bellowed a last com-
mand :
“Stand fast! Shields up!

Hold, though ye die I’

His shout was drowned by the
clamor of the Arabs. With one final
yell they bounded in to close quarters,
and the storm burst; but not as Harald
thought. A sudden hail of darts and
arrows smashed into the unmoving
Christian ranks. The horsemen
wheeled, almost in the very faces of
their foes, and darted back to their
waiting infantry.

This was astounding to Harald.
The great Greek strategists, whose
works he had studied so diligently, had
never faced Arab cavalry, and so had
given him no preparation for such tac-
tics. He had expected a charge that
would roll over his lines, or at best
break after cutting half through them.
No time was given him to scan the ef-
fects of their onslaught; from the right
wing came the peal of Georgios’s trum-
pet, sounding a counter charge.

The Greeks sprang into instant ac-
tion, leaving their dead strewn as they
lay. Closing the many gaps left by
the Moslem shafts, they came on in a
dense phalanx, too narrow by far, but
deep and strong. And in the center,
all his Northern ferocity unleashed by
the ring of Georgios’s trumpet, Harald
led his Varangians in the terrible
Northern wedge.

He saw the Arab cavalry divide and
ride away through a score of lanes
opened for it through the Moslem in-
fantry. Then, with short, deep shouts,
the whole Moslem infantry host moved
forward to meet its foe.

Suddenly the Northmen were lost ir.
the thick of a forest of spears, which
thrust, lifted, and thrust again. Scimi-
tars flashed, blades rang on shields.

The Varangian wedge hit something
that felt like an iron wall, save that it
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held, gave before them, gathered, held
like masonry, and gave again. Then
all was a welter of flashing steel.

Manfully the Arab infantry stood
against the onslaught, though where
4heir center stood the brunt of the
Varangian charge they stood not long.
The heavy Northern axes bit through
mail and bone, lopped hands, divided
arms from shoulders; the fearful
wedge of huge bodies and mighty
limbs gored them in one .fierce forward
surge after another. Wherever those
axes fell, all gave way before them.

The Saracen center melted like mist
before the sun. Harald found himself
faced by nothing but the plain, strewn
with corpses and dotted with fugitives;
beyond, the hills and the sun-washed
walls of a city far in the distance—
while a swarm of desperate men, lean,
lashing out with reddened scimitars,
hung on his flanks.

But now the Saracen cavalry came
on again at the gallop, determined to
force the issue. As before, they hurled
a volley of darts, then followed it with
a headlong charge.

Now it was the Immortals who held
best. Their fivefold line, hedged and
bristling with long lances, flung the
light Arab horses back.

Georgios sounded his trumpet,-and
on both wings the Immortals gave pur-
suit.

The Varangians, ranked but two
deep, had been hurled aside by the
shock of the fiery horsemen. If they
had had spears, they could have held;
but their axes were all too short to
reach the riders ere the impact of meet-
ing broke their nakirs. With loud cries
of triumph the Arabs rode round and
through their ranks, thrusting with
slender lances, hacking with curved
blades.

meant to come to close grips
with Northmen. Though thrice
outnumbered, and on foot, Harald’s
men fought to better advantage half

TH EN the Arabs found out what it
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surrounded than against the sheer
shock of the mass charge that had just
broken them.

Each man, at most groups of two or
three together, lashed out desperately
with two-faced axes and long, heavy
swords. Their big bodies, long limbs,
and great strength told heavily against
the lighter, weaker frames and thinner
mail of their foes. One Norseman
against four Arabs was but the odds
Varangians liked.

The fight in the center resolved itself
into a thousand swirling groups, half-
hidden by dust, from which the flash
of ax and scimitar gleamed like light-
ning.

And for every slice of a scimitar
through Varangian armor the North-
ern ax bit thrice through mail and bone
and life.

Neither Northman nor Saracen
heeded the outcome of combat on the
wings. The flying dust-clouds shut
them off, obscured their vision, filled
their nostrils; the fury of fight gave
them nor time nor chance to see more
than the flash of stroke and parry.
Each man cut and stabbed at the foe
before him, nor could any have done
otherwise and yet saved his life.

But it could not last. The weight of
their armor and the continual stroke
and parry wore the Northmen down at
last. Faster they fell, giving ground
foot by foot. Harald sounded his horn
again, four long blasts.

This was a signal to his own house-
carles. Though less used to discipline
than those who had served longer un-
der the Emperor, they had fought
under Harald in three countries, and
understood his ways.

Straightway each became galvanized
into a fighting demon, smashing down
all before him, fighting with every
ounce of strength to do that which his
leader ordered. Slowly at first, one at a
time; then faster, by twos and threes,
they shook off their clinging foes and
battered their way to the center of the
reddened field.
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As fast as they reached the spot

where Harald fought, they grouped
about him. Man by man and group by
group, they formed the shield wall.
When all were together, a little hollow
square that faced four ways, a great
voice rose in a song that outdinned the
very din of battle, and made battle-
mad those who heard it:

- Our prince has gone hunting,

And harries the heathen:

*Hell * waits them, ‘ Hell ’ bites them,

They cringe from his hatred.

The raven flaps o’er us,

The ravening wolf howls;

Their thirst Harald sateth

With Saracen corpse flesh T’

Once, twice, and again the song
roared forth; and the house-carles took
it up, slashing in time to its thrumming
beat. On all four sides the Moslems
clung to them; but before the mighty,
terrible joy of that song and the redou-
bled strokes it inspired, their resistance
weakened.

The singing grew till all the Varan-
gian host heard and took heart. Wher-
ever Harald’s men fought, they took
up the song, chanting in pulsing
rhythm, their swelling hearts sending
new strength to tired limbs.

Suddenly panic rose in the Arab
ranks. New sounds hummed in their
ears, a diapason to the chanted song:
the beat of Greek drums. The plain
shook beneath advancing feet; new
shouts rang above the clash of blade
on mail. Here and there a Moslem
officer looked behind him, and shouted
frightened orders. All at once, as vul-
tures rise when frightened from car-
rion, the Moslem horse scattered.

HE Varangians did not follow.
Each man kept his stance, chests
heaving, sweat rolling from red-
dened faces. A few breathed sobbing-
ly, drawing in the air in great gulps.
The song ceased. Not a man had
breath or strength for pursuit.
Having hurled back and crushed his
own assailants on either wing, Georgios
had fallen back to the original field, and
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then caught sight of Harald’s plight.
It was his drums, the tramp of his
themes, that had frightened the tat-
tered remnants of Harald’s foes back
to their.rocky nest across the plain. Not
a living Moslem held his ground! all,
save the dead, were in the thick of the
vast dust cloud that fled, as before a
storm, toward the walls of Messina.

Georgios rode up on his third horse
of the day, man and beast fairly sob-
bing with fatigue. The charger’s head
drooped almost to its knees; but Geor-
gios held his chin high, and his dark
eyes glared fiercely. His shield, shot
full of arrows, hung on his left arm;
his right hand still clutched his drawn
sword, broken almost at the hilt. Blood
welled from one shoulder; both hands
and arms were crimson.

Straight to the Varangian ranks he
rode, and almost fell from his horse at
Harald’s feet. Harald, waiting, could
barely hold himself erect. His helmet
was gone, his mail slashed to ribbons,
the ax Hell dull and streaming.

Proudly Georgios straightened his
exhausted body; as proudly Harald
stood before him. ITe shifted his ax
into his left hand, and held out his
right.

Georgios ignored it. Plis mad eyes
rolled in his back-flung head.

“ 1 like you not!” he panted. * But,
by the sacred blood, you and yours are
men!”

Harald surveyed the bleeding, bat-
tered figure.

“You are as good as any, Greek,”
he answered.

They stood confronted thus, while,
each behind its leader, the masses of
Varangians and Immortals, as exhaust-
ed as their commanders, stared at each
other. The Northmen, still as the fight
had left them, were in ragged com-
panies, each man standing as weariness
and his own will bade him; while the
Immortals, coming fatigued from a
stricken field, held themselves by sheer
force of will in perfect alignment.

Plere and there looks of admiration,

or weary grins, were exchanged. In
this first desperate battle they had been
welded into one army—comrades, as
long as their leaders kept peace to-
gether.

Harald turned to his house-carles.

“Who made the song?” he asked.'

From the company on his right,
Halldor the Icelander thrust himself
forward, his green eyes flashing.

“ It was Thiodolf!” he cried. “ Thio-
dolf, your brother’s skald, who to-day
opened his lips in battle for the first
time since Olaf’s last fight.”

Looking about him, Harald caught
sight of the skald in the center of the
right flank of house-carles.

“ Well done!” he applauded. “ When
we return you shall have a gold shield
for that.”

Georgios laid a hand on his shoulder.
“ Rest your men an hour,” he ordered,
“then speed back to the ships, and
watch the coast.”

“ And you?” Harald returned coldly.
He liked neither the command nor the
tone in which it was uttered.

“ | press on to take the town. The
fugitives from this fight, mayhap the
entire garrison, will take ship at once
for Palermo. You are to cut them off.
When you have them, join me at Mes-
sina.”

Harald understood. Georgios meant
to have entirely for himself the glory
of taking the first Sicilian city. He
had to obey: on land Georgios out-
ranked him.

“We will take our rest on ship-
board,” he answered. “Turn, lads!
To the ships!”

ARALD reached the reed-grown
lagoon just as the setting sun was
staining the water a red as deep

as that of the field of battle. But the
ships were no longer anchored by the
shore, or drawn up on the shelving
beach. Their masts rose, like a forest,
from the deeper water, crowding the
throat of the Straits.

At his hail a pamphylian put in. She
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shot into the lagoon like a bird wing-
ing to its nest. As she beached, Rot-
lieb the Frank thrust his red mane over
the rail. His eyes were furtive.

“Too late, Prefect!” he bawled.
“The Moslem fleet came past us ere
we could thrust out. We followed, but
they outdistanced us; wherefore we re-
turned here to wait word from you.”

Harald was astonished and angry.
“ Ye had no lookouts?” he questioned.
“ Not one keel on the water?”

Rotlieb shook his head. *“ What if
we had?” he retorted. “ We have but
an anchor watch aboard, not enough to
meet them in battle. It was safest to
lie ashore and let them pass.”

“ But ye followed ?”

“ Aye, hoping to reach them from
the rear with our fire-tubes.”

Harald’s eyes,became twin points of
flame. * Could ye not have met them
on the water, barred their way, and
swept them with the fire tubes ere they
passed ?”

“We are too weak,” Rotlieb in-
sisted stubbornly. “ It would have
meant the loss of the fleet; and how-
then would ye have reached Constanti-
nople again?”

“ While you skulked, your comrades
have been dying,” Harald answered
bitterly. * It was ill for tne that I left
you in command. Henceforth, you
fight in the ranks. Bring the shipsin!”

Rotlieb scowled, and withdrew.
Slowiy the fleet moved toward shore;
one by one the tall prows beached, and
the Varangians embarked. There was
nothing to do now but rest, and lay to
till morning; then make for Messina
Harbor, a dash of a few miles. The
great chance to take all that was left
of the first Sicilian army was lost.

Rest was sorely needed. The Va-
rangians dropped on the decks and slept
where they fell. In the morning there
would be more fighting.

At dawn they bore down on Mes-
sina, the doomed water gate of Sicily.
The sun was just paling from rose to
lilac as they worked into the sickle-
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thrust their prows into the shingle, and
the troops poured overside.

High above them, crowning the cliffs
that closed in the low sands, frowned
the battlements of the Moslem citadel.
To right and left of the bulwarks
crowded the pink and white and yellow
houses of the town.

The cliffs rose too high for the fire-
tubes to reach; but there was a way
round at one extremity of the harbor.

Before advancing, Harald provided
the men with spears out of the reserve
stores of the Immortals. He had
learned his lesson of the day before.
Georgios would rage when he knew
of the requisition; but Harald was
within his rights as fleet commander.

Since the battle of the previous day
had been waged on the landward side,
Georgios must now be beleaguering the
city from the rear. Marshaling his
men on the sands, Harald left Halldor
with three ships’ crews to cover the ad-
vance. As he waited for the fire-tubes
to come into action, he was intently
forming his plan of attack.

ALLDOR wasted no time. At
his command the compressed-air
tanks were opened with a hissing

roar: the blended sulphur, phosphorus,
and naphtha, readily ignited at low
temperature, burst into flame with the
heat of friction, and poured from the
lean muzzles of the fire-tubes. Tjlted
to high elevation, the bronze mouths
spewed forth their glowing load in
streams that, at first slow and-droop-
ing, gained force till they shot straight
out and fell across the battlemented
ramp by which alone the Moslem de-
fenders could make their way to the
beach.

Six tongues of fire from the bow and
port tubes of three ships, played stead-
ily across the ramp; and though they
could not ignite the stone, the flames
clung and blazed wherever they struck,
with a long-lived tenacity that was ap-
palling. *“ March!” Harald command-
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ed; and his house-carles led the advance
straight over the low neck of land.
The few missiles hurled at them from
catapults fell short.

Nakirs were beating the alarm with-
in the citadel; but from the other side
of the tableland on which it perched
came the clash of steel and the shouts
of many men.

* Georgios attacks!” exclaimed Har-
ald. “ Come! We will strike here
while he engages them in the rear.”

Forming hastily, the Varangians left
their scarce-begun trenches behind and
scrambled up the hill. As they came
on, watchful eyes saw them. Fresh
alarms sounded within the town:
stones and heavy darts flung from cata-
pults began to hurtle among the ascend-
ing column. Here and there a man,
transfixed, spread wide his arms and
crashed to earth, rolling among the
loose stones; little groups, blotted out
in one destruction by a crashing rock,
lay smashed and bleeding. But the
column wound on and on, determined,
thirsting for fight and loot.

Now they were within arrow flight,
and the barbed Moslem shafts flickered
in. Casting a rapid glance at the ram-
parts, Harald noted that the javelins
and arrows came thinly, though the
masses of rock hurled by the engines
were as frequent as so strong a fortress
justified.

*“ They have enough men to handle
the catapults,” he concluded, “ but all
too few to meet an assault with hand-
arms on two sides at once.”

The storm of stones grew thicker,
the slender stream of arrows wrought
more deadly havoc, as the Varangians
swept closer. There was but one way
to pass that too high and massive wall
—through the gate, stout and barred
as it was. If Georgios kept up his as-
sault on the other side, it was possible;
but possible only because the defense
lacked strength. Harald guessed that
the garrison was only a determined
rearguard, left behind to work what
damage it could, while the main Sara-

cen army, beaten on the plain the day
before, fled for Palermo.

Into his mind flashed a trick, one of
those his Greek clerks in Constanti-
nople had read to him from the impe-
rial works on siege craft. It was a sim-
ple thing, such as an army without en-
gines might use against a place not too
strong.

HE tortoise!” he bellowed

through cupped hands; and his

captains relayed the command.
Immediately his men charged for the
base of the wall, increasing their pace
to get under the arc of the catapults the
sooner. It was a costly maneuver; but
it had been far costlier to bide where
they were, in full range.

A hundred men were smashed to
pulp on the white hillside ere they
gained the brink. 'Once there, they
formed under volley on volley of ar-
rows; formed in a compact group of
solid squares, each man crouching,
shield raised above his head, the rim
of one man’s shield overlapping his
neighbor’s. Thus they were protected
against arrows by a solid shell like that
of the creature whose name their for-
mation bore.

“ Archers to the rear I" shouted Har-
ald. The only archers he possessed
were two hundred of his own house-
carles, for the Varangian carried no
bow. Swiftly the Norwegian bowmen
ranged themselves behind the serried
group of tortoises, in open order, loos-
ing arrows as fast as they could to
cover the advance of the shielded pha-
lanxes.

Their work was well done. The
archers on the wall were more numer-
ous; but the light Arab bow was no
match for the long, tough elm staves
and three-foot shafts of their foes.
Though the Saracens clung stubbornly
to their posts, they were driven back
till scarce one dared show his head be-
tween the merlons.

“Now! shouted Harald; and one
of the tortoises surged forward, cum-
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brously, but gaining force as it ad-
vanced. A tree trunk grasped in a
dozen pairs of mighty arms thrust the
blunt snout ahead of the tortoise and,
impelled by all the weight of the pha-
lanx, smashed against the stout gate.
Having delivered the blow, the tortoise
retreated, stepped aside, and made way
for another, which repeated its tactics.

The gate was of massive olive wood

beams, bound together with iron bands,
land studded with thick plates of iron.
Strongly it held; but at each repeated
blow it quivered more and more. Bands
gave, hinges groaned and tore away.
At the sixth assault it gave, and the
phalanx that struck the final blow, un-
able to check its impetus, surged in
above the fallen framework,
i At once Harald drove one phalanx
after the other through the breach,
urging them on so fast that there was
scarce a gap between. On the heels of
the last came the bowmen, eager to be
in at the death.

As more and more of the Northmen
poured in through the ravished gate,
the Moslems, outnumbered and driven
against the house-lined sides of the
narrow streets, fell back farther and
farther.

Then Harald himself, his troops in
full cry behind him, made down the
main thoroughfare to a wide plaza or
parade ground in the very center of the
town, turned, and sped for the land-
ward gate. Seeing his purpose, the
foremost of his men raised a thunder-
pus yell, and rank after rank, company
on company, sped at his heels.

Caught between walls of stone and
walls of steel, the Saracens struggled
for one brief, fierce moment; then,
borne down by sheer weight, gave way.

The gate burst open, and the Im-
mortals rushed in like a river in spate.

IS time Harald did not wait for

I Georgios. His work was done.
Amid a knot of house-carles, he
ascended to the battlements over the

newly forced gate.

WHO CAN. 93

On the parapet, gazing out upon the
moat below, the slope beyond, the fields
reaching to the distant hills, he ex-
claimed in dismay. The earth was
strewn thick with the bodies of Im-
mortals.

It had cost the Greek not less than
a fifth of his host to reach that gate;
and even then he had not won it till
cooler heads and stronger arms came
to his relief. Harald was astounded
at this revelation of his colleague's
headlong fury. In the battle of the
day before, Georgios had fought with
skill as well as heroism; but here, con-
fronted with a foe infinitely weaker,
he had thrown away lives in a mad
frontal attack, not against an already
beleaguered city, but on sheer walls
and an unpreoccupied enemy. The
truth was that Georgios, cunning
against odds, was recklessly contempt-
uous of a force lesser than his own.

So appalled was Harald at the
slaughter below him that it was some
time before the tumult raging in the
city caught his attention. He sprang
down the stone stairs to the city streets,
to find a massacre in progress. The
last of the garrison, herded like sheep
between hedges of Greek spearmen,
were being struck down without pity.

Georgios, once more mounted, tow-
ered above his men, urging them on
with bellowed oaths. Harald found
himself wedged in by the mailed backs
of the slaughter-mad Greeks, unable to
reach the frantic figure on horseback.
Not till the last Saracen was down did
the ranks make way.

His blood seething at this butchery
of surrendered men, men who had
fought heroically against hopeless
odds, Harald pushed through the
crowded warriors to confront the
Greek. When he had won clear, and
only the reddened pavement stretched
between them, Georgios saw him. With
laroar he spurred his horse forward.

Before the whole host, or such as
had not scattered to loot, Georgios
reined his horse back almost in Har-\
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aid’s face, and sprang quickly from the
saddle.

“The ships?” he boomed.
you intercept them?”

Varangian and Immortal alike stood
by, riveted by the tension in the air.
All sensed that a conflict was impend-
ing: a conflict between gene'rals.  Si-
lence settled over them, amid which the
distant shouts of the looters rang sharp
and clear.

Harald shook his head. “ They had
passed before | came up,” he answered.
“ Rotlieb deemed his force too weak to
challenge them.”

“Dog!” Georgios blared, his eyes
fairly starting from his head. “ You
let them go!”

Harald’s own wrath, already stirred
by the massacre, flamed hot at this in-
justice.

“Not I,” he began; but got no fur-
ther.  Georgios, smarting under the
losses his own rashness had brought
upon him, was the less able to control
his hate for Harald,. which mounted on
the instant into ungovernable rage. His
heavy right hand shot out, the knotted
fist striking the Northman full in the
mouth.

As Harald fell, a mighty howl of
rage rose from the Varangians, and
an equally mighty jeer from the
Greeks. One moment each side stood
glaring at the other; then the Norse
surged forward, steel out and flashing.
The next instant the two corps would
have been at one another’s throats; but
even as they rushed Harald picked him-
self up and ran between, flinging out

his arms.

“ Did

TAND, fools!” Harald shouted
at the oncoming Varangians.
They recoiled, but came on
again. Snatching out his dagger, Har-
ald placed it against his own breast.
“ Back, or | slay myself!” he threat-
ened.
The Northmen fell back in earnest
this time, puzzled and enraged. Why
should their leader balk them of the
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vengeance they meant to take for him?
They stood irresolute, waiting.

Harald whirled to address the Im-
mortals. *“ My men are in hand now,”
he said, and his eyes drew theirs to
him. “ See to it that ye provoke them
not again. Ye have suffered heavily
to-day: so heavily that ye no longer
outnumber the Varangians. If ye anger
them, most of you will never see your
homes again. This quarrel is between
your commander and me: leave it to
us to settle.”

A murmur rose from the ranks; but
they stood, and sheathed their weap-
ons. Harald stepped up to Georgios.

“ It was due to your own folly that
we did not intercept the Saracen fleet,”
he said coldly. *“ Had ye left behind
a force strong enough to man the ships,
as | advised, not a galley would have
won past them. To-day you have
shown yourself a fool again, in seeking
to storm these walls before | could join

you. Your thirst for glory has cost
the lives of four thousand men. You
have murdered prisoners, who had

yielded themselves. Now you dare to
strike the man who has won this
stronghold for you.

“The feud between us has gone so
far that it must go to its finish. Draw
sword, and put an end to it!”

Georgios stood poised on the balls
of his feet, his right hand fingering his
hilt, his face crimson with rage; and
the muscles on his huge bare arms rip-
pled and swelled for action. Y'et he
spoke not, and he did not draw his
weapon.

Incredulously Harald stared at his
foe. He knew Georgios was a brave
man; yet, challenged before his troops,
he shamefully hesitated. If he did not
draw he would be shamed in the pres-
ence of his troops—the troops who
idolized him. Instinctively Harald
knew it was not fear that held Georgios
back.

Harald’s face was stinging with the
pain of the blow; but his soul hurt
worse. Unless Georgios would fight,

a



HE RULES

there was no way to remove the shame
the Greek had put on him. He knew
not, for the moment, how to act to
avenge the insult.

At last anger triumphed. Swinging
his ax across his shoulders, out of his
way, he drove his open hands, one
after the other, into the Greek’s face.
The blows came mightily, with all the
force of his strong arms and shoulders
behind them, and cracked resound-
ingly against Georgios’s crimsoned
cheeks.

Reeling, the Greek fell back, recov-
ered, and again only glared at his
enemy.

Harald could not understand it.
What force, in all the world, could re-
strain Georgios from trying to wipe
out the insult in blood? Instead, the
Greek only gritted his teeth till the
gums bled,, turned on his heel, and
walked away.

The Varangians raised a frajitic
cheer. Their leader’s honor was clean
again, his enemy cowed. But Harald
knew Georgios was not cowed: for
some mighty reason of his own, he had
refrained from that duel to the death
for which his soul longed. Light
dawned on Harald slowly, but it came
at last. He stood where his foe had
left him; and Eilif, Thiodolf, and Hall-
dor came to him.

At last his face cleared; he met their
eyes, his own twinkling.

“ 1t has come to my memory,” he
said softly, “ that Georgios desires to
be emperor. A man may easily get
his death wound in a duel, and a dead
man cannot wear a crown.”

“ H-m 1 grunted the skald. “ There
are things | would not give to be em-
peror.”

Halldor thrust his keen face for-
ward. “ Aye; but a Greek knows the
way to be emperor, and to take revenge
afterward. Or perhaps before, if re-
venge comes safely. Henceforth we
shall stay closer by you, Harald, lest
you leave your back unguarded.”

“Two strokes for one! Hard
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measure, that!” Eilif chuckled; and
ever after that Harald was known as
“ Harald Hard-measure.”
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CHAPTER XV.
TREACHERY.

HE spoil of ,,Messina was not
Tgreat, the Moslems having them-

selves taken and looted it too re-
cently. The army was discontented.
The general gloom fed the jealousies
and strifes already fomented by the
quarrel between the leaders.

Both commanders saw that, unless
sharp measures were taken, the expe-
dition would be shattered ere it was
well begun. It was Harald, anxious
as he was to return and take vengeance
on John, who took the first step toward
reconciliation." He visited Georgios in
his tent, and offered his hand. What-
ever the Greek’s feelings, he was too
much the soldier this time to refuse.
Next day the whole camp knew that
'the generals had officially buried then-
quarrels.

Georgios summoned Harald to him
on the eve of departure.

“Such is the rancor between my
men and yours,” he said, “ that it were
best to move separately. | will march
overland, while you take the fleet south
by sea. Occupy the greater harbor of
Syracuse, and inflict what losses you
can on the Moslems till I arrive. Then
you shall lay siege to Ortygia, while 1
invest the western or landward wall.”

So Georgios led his Immortals
across the Pelormitan Mountains, past
the wide-flung flanks of smoldering
Etna, over a countryside once as rich
as any in the world, now bare and des-
erted after centuries of fire and sword.

And now the illfed Immortals
learned to draw their gilded belts
tighter; for nowhere in the four-day
march did they find food or wine of
decent quality or sufficient to appease
their hunger.

The'Varangians fared better, since
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each ship carried ample provisions for
her crew and fighting men; and they
had but a two days’ sail along the coast.

Near noon of the second day they
raised the Thapsian shore, passed the
outsweep of a bold promontory, and
sighted the first of the outer defenses
of Syracuse. This was a great wall,
set all along the coastal bluffs of Achra-
dina, commanding beach and anchor-
age.

For one entire league that frowning
wall, shimmering with spears and the
crests of turbaned helmets, smoking
with caldrons of oil, pitch, or molten
lead, lowered at them from the shore.
At last it receded in a long reentrant
angle, its battlements rising higher, its
parapets resounding with the fevered
clash of cymbals and the shrill of
horns.

“ Syracuse!"" the pilot called.
little harbor!”

Harald cast one glance at the nar-
row port, its converging walls swarm-
ing with warriors, the arms of its cata-
pults dipping from sight as the garri-
son turned the creaking windlasses—
and gave the order to sail on. Well,
he knew he could not force an entry.
The ramparts were too high for his
fire-tubes, and commanded his decks
with their fearful engines.

As soon as the island no longer cut
them off from sight of the port, they
saw a sight that set their pulses ham-
mering. In the northern arm of the
harbor, protected by a palisade of piles
sunk in the shallow water near shore,
lay three score Moslem galleys. From
every masthead fluttered brilliant silken
streamers. Every slanting yard was
decked with pennants; but no man
moved on their decks and no sound
came from them. They had done their
work, and their masters had no more
need of them.

The Greek pilot fairly danced up to
Harald, his sea-tanned face working
with rage.

“ Africans I’ he screamed. “ Those
are Tunisian ships; | can see by their

“The

rig! They have poured reenforcements
into the city. Bum them! Bum them!”

RALD smiled thinly, concealing

the anger that suddenly flamed

within him. The Agnlabite Emir
of Tunis, vassal of the Egyptian Ca-
liph and nominal overlord of Sicily,
had sent those gafkys to save the gar-
rison: and this he had done because
Cyra had been denied him by Harald,
when Yusuf ben Mirza went to claim
her. Cyra! Harald remembered two
tiny severed hands; and because his
tortured heart must have relief, he
poured forth his wrath on the empty
Moslem ships.

His flagship backed water, veered to
starboard, and, out of range of the
walls, trained her fire-tubes on the sin-
gle narrow opening in the palisade. A
hiss, a sulphurous breath, and streams
of fire shot across the water. Down
on ihe stern of the nearest galley the
roaring naphtha poured, and a sheet of
smoke-shot flame rose from the Mos-
lem decks. The tubes rose, and at a
higher angle raked the galleys on either
side. Soon the whole Arab fleet was
one crackling, seething conflagration.

Screams of anger rose from the
walls;but no missiles answered the fire.
The heat from those vast sheets of
flame was so terrible that the defend-
ers ran from the wall, leaving catapult-
gut and the wooden arms of the en-
gines to smoulder as they would. The
Varangians might almost have stormed
the battlements, had not the very flames
they had kindled shut them off.

But one thing they could do—Iland.
The low coast south and west of the
harbor was unguarded, even unwalled,
for there the Greeks had left no walls
that their conquerors might restore.
Into a cove, the Bay of Daskon, Har-
ald sent his prows.

Beaching, he ordered seven thousand
men ashore, with food, planks, tools,
and fifty light siege-catapults. The re-
mainder of his force he distributed
among the ships, leaving Eilif in com-

6 A
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mand of the fleet, with orders to cruise
off Ortygia and Achradina, lest fresh
succor come from Africa for the be-
sieged.

Marching northwest along the strip
of firm land west of the swamp, the
Varangians threw a plank bridge across
the thirty-foot wide river, and crossed.

On the 6ther side they camped.
South of them was the river, too rapid
to ford, accessible only by such a bridge
as they had built, and dominated by
their missiles in case of attack. North-
ward lay the swamp, draining into the
bay, whose waters, under the guardian
fire-tubes of the fleet, protected them
on the east.

Only on the west lay open country,
and from this direction no attack was
to be anticipated. Nevertheless Har-
ald ordered entrenchments thrown up
all along the west side, across the road,
and dominating the bridge-head.

On the night of the fourth day, the
camp was alarmed by the sight of
myriad points of light twinkling from
the hills to the northwest. The Varan-
gians scurried to line their trenches,
posted guards along the river and the
rim of the swamp, and prepared for
whatever might be in store. Yet in
truth there was little chance that the
distant camp fires were those of Mos-
lems. Whatever doubt Harald had van-
ished at midnight, when a blue flare
shot up from the hills. Georgios had
come.

The signal was answered, once from
the Varangian camp, and once from
the fleet The latter revealed the posi-
tion of the ships as off the south coast
of Achradina, just above the city. The
investment was almost complete.

At dawn a mounted Greek dashed
into Harald’s camp, with a written mes-
sage from Georgios, which Thiodolf
the Skald read to his commander:

" Attack the mole at noon, from land
and sea at once. | will storm the west
gate.”

Harald frowned, remembering
Georjpos’s futile assault on Messina.
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“ Bid your Strategos send me a force
strong enough to escort to him half of
my siege-engines,” he instructed the
messenger. “ Otherwise he will waste
many men on that gate. | will attack
at noon as he orders.”

Before he could obey, he must get
word to the fleet, and time for that
was short. A single company made
all haste back to Daskon, where they
had landed, and sent out one of the
galleys moored there with orders for
Eilif. The Saracens, their own ships
burned, could not intercept the swift
pamphylian; but she must make speed
if Eilif were to bring the fleet around
in time to cooperate in the attack.

,all. The mole, an artificial tongue

of land connecting Ortygia with
the mainland, was fortified with a wall
on both sides; and from the Great
Harbor, Harald had seen the towers
of a higher wall to the north, shutting
off the entire mole from Achradina.
His ships were ill fitted to approach
those catapult-lined ramparts. There
were two possible directions of attack
for the fleet: it might either risk the
perilous Little Harbor, thus menacing
the east side of the mole; or it might
return to the Great Harbor and assail
the southwestern side.

The first alternative .would expose
the ships to missiles from the walls on
three sides, and so bring about their
certain destruction. The second in-
volved less danger, since the only wall
confronting them would then be on
the northeast; and on the east the fleet
could make contact with Harald’s own
position. His orders to Eilif were to
attack on this side.

Harald marched three hours, reach-
ing his assigned position before noon,
so that he might have time to throw up
rough entrenchments in case his in-
tended assault were beaten back.

He saw with a frown of amazement
the point where Georgios meant him
to attack. It was a bad position, well-

I IARALD did not like the plan at
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nigh untenable. He must camp in the
ancient grass-grown stone-paved mar-
ketplace, where he had just halted.

He was fronted directly by the angle
in the wall where the defenses of the
mole joined the main rampart of
Achradina, the latter bending sharp
northwest at this point. This might
have been a weak point in the Moslem
line but for a second great reentrant
angle a quarter mile beyond, where the
Achradina wall made a salient that
threatened the whole north side of the
Varangian position.

South and southwest of him lay the
swamp, effectually cutting off his re-
treat save for a narrow space between
swamp and wall to the west. This was
so narrow that an effective sally from
the salient might throw the Northmen
into the swamp before they could make
good their escape.

Georgios had not yet sent for the
catapults, and the morning was passing.
Harald wandered about the camp,
scrambling over heaps of tumbled
ruins, surveying the menacing walls for
any signs of weakness. There were
none. The parapets WEre thick with
helmets and spears: the engines of war
thrust their arms above the battlements
almost as close together as they could
possibly be set. There was even a
sally-port in the salient, as he had
feared, guarded by a double bastion.

Returning, he set his men to work,
just out of catapult range, collecting
the fragments of stone from the an-
cient ruined temples. With these they
hastily threw up one line of wall con-
necting two temples, which were to
guard their rear; and another at the
extreme limit of range from the wall,
to serve as front-line entrenchment.
As these were rising, a trumpet pealed;
the distant clank of mailed feet rang
out; and down from the heights of
Epipolae tramped three companies of
Immortals.

As they drew nearer, Georgios him-
self spurred out, surveyed Harald’s
preparations, and approved sullenly.

“ Well planned,” he grunted. “ How
many engines can you spare me?”

“ A score,” Harald answered tersely.
“ My position here is so perilous that
I need thirty for myself.”

“There were more on the ships,”
Georgios scowled.

“Aye, a hundred and fifty more;
every one needed to protect the fleet
against the engines on the wall. If
more could be spared, | would have
had them.”

Georgios showed symptoms of
breaking into a rage; but of a sudden
his eyes slewed round to the salient in
the Achradina wall, and he smiled.

“ 1 will take the twenty,” he decided.
“1 see your men have armed them-
selves with my reserve of spears from
the ships. | am glad that in some
things Varangians will take a lesson
from Greeks.”

HILE the catapults were being
W transferred, Harald let the Im-

mortals do all the work, keep-
ing his own men relentlessly busy run-
ning a line of wall between the temples
in his rear and the salient, which threat-
ened his left. He succeeded in raising
the rampart to a height of four feet
all the way, joining it to the wall in his
front, before th'e Immortals marched
off with their twenty engines. Georgi-
os lingered as his ranks formed about
the catapults.

“Why the rampart in front?’ he
asked. “ You cannot advance easily
over that.”

“| shall not advance—yet,” Harald
answered. ‘1 shall need all the pro-
tection | have to save myself from at-
tack. Look yonder, how the heathen
gather on the wall!”

“ By St. Nicodemus! They do in-
deed " Georgios erclaimed. Setting
spurs to his horse, he rode back, his
escort advancing at the double. The
rumble of the wheeled platforms bear*
ing their catapults sounded like the
march of a mighty army; the lime-
stone dust rose about them in clouds.
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Straightaway Harald saw to the em-
placement of his own thirty catapults
behind his new-made ramparts; ten
against the salient, ten facing the line
of wall connecting salient with mole;
ten more concentrated on the angle
formed by the lap of mole wall with
land wall. The short space south of
that would be dominated by his ships.

Harald scaled to the portico of the
nearer temple, and looked out over the
harbor for his fleet. Soon around the
point of Ortygia shot the first pamphyl-
ian, bending northward for the final
dash to the mole. Behind her came an-
other and another. He sighed his sat-
isfaction with Eilif—the ships were on
time.

But others saw the same sight. From
the Moslem embattlements came agreat
shout, the clatter of kettle-drums and
the shrill of flutes. A trumpet pealed,
and the clash of arms arose.

Making his way with all speed to
his counter-walls, which even now were
pitifully low, Harald marshaled his
men to meet the expected attack. Well
he knew it would be folly to obey
Georgios and undertake the attack him-
self. Better save his men than waste
them in a vain dash against the tower-
ing Moslem ramparts, defended by
thousands on thousands of men and
scores of saege engines.

His own house-carles, whom he
trusted even more than the best of the
other Varangians, he stationed in the
center of his north wall, facing the sal-
ient; their bowmen he concentrated in
groups between the engines. From the
other companies he set a second line be-
hind these, both to feed the engines
gnd to support the archers. A third
line formed a reserve.

On the other sides, where he had
less reason for fear, he stationed dou-
ble lines. In the midst of the square
thus inclosed he held a thousand men
in reserve, ready to reinforce any point
of danger. Only the side nearest the
swamp was unwalled and unmanned;
for on this side none could approach
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him. It was also the side most easily
supported by the fleet.

As he finished this task, two things
happened with almost perfect unison.
The fleet, its oarsmen slacking pace to
avoid crowding and fouling, drew up
off the mole and the shore beyond; and
the gate in the salient opened.

The entrenched Varangians had no
time to observe the movement of their
ships. They knew nothing of the mu-
tual storm of missiles from deck and
wall, of the shouts of the fighters and
groans of the wounded. They no long-
er heeded die vanishing dust-cloud be-
hind the departing Georgios. All their
energies were centered on adjusting
the screws of the catapults, loading the
pans with stones, fitting arrow to
string, lapping shield with shield. Then,
with the instant fury of the thunder-
bolt, the salient disgorged a mass of
Arab infantry.

reckless charge of the desert

tribes; but in serried ranks, dis-
ciplined and firm. One glance at them,
and Harald guessed them for what they
were—the Berber guardsmen of the
Tunisian Emir.

“ They know the Varangians!” Thi-
odolf bellowed in Harald’s ear. “ They
save the weaker island Arabs for the
Immortals!”

As the Moslems rolled forward, cat-
apults from the wall showered down
rocks into the market place; but after
a few volleys they desisted. Every
stone fell between the advancing in-
fantry and the low Varangian ram-
parts, doing no harm. Then the Ber-
bers, increasing their pace to the
charge, closed in.

“Loose!” ordered Harald. His
voice was drowned by the twang of
mule-gut; then blocks of limestone tore
through the dense Moslem front, plow-

TH EY advanced, not with the wild,

ing red gaps. Grimly the ranks closed,
and advanced again.
“Arrows!” And, while the cata-

pults were being rebent by the wind-
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lasses Harald’s house-carles fell to
work with their long elm bows. At
such range, against such a target, not
a shaft could miss; but the Berbers
never paused.

So many they were, so fired \yith
fanatic fury, that a hundred wounds
at once could no more stop them than
so many pin-pricks. So swift was their
onrush that the engines could dis-
charge but one more volley before the
heathen reached the wall. This time
the jaggard stones, tearing into their
front at close range, broke three whole
ranks, but they merely flowed around
on either side, and came on.

“They fight silent,” Thiodolf mut-
tered. “ Never before have | known
the heathen to do so.”

He had no sooner spoken than the
whole Moslem column broke into a
united yell: “ Allah Akhbar!” And
with the words on their lips they flung
themselves against the wall.

The first brunt struck the house-
carles, who were accordingly hardest
pressed; but behind the head of the
column the other Moslem ranks de-
ployed, spreading all along the north
wall and lapping round the angle of the
eastern rampart. This was not merely
the effect of their greater numbers
making room for action: it was a delib-
erate plan.

Behind them, protected by them,
there opened a port in the mole wall,
and from it sallied a second Arab
horde. At close grips with the Ber-
bers, the Varangians could not man the
first three of their catapults on that
side, so that only seven could be
brought into action against the new-
comers.

But these newcomers were Sicilian
Moors, neither so strong nor so fierce
as the Africans; they advanced with
caution after the first volley had smit-
ten them. Their slowness gave time
for a second volley, and a third, ere
they mustered courage to close.

This gave the Varangian reserve
time to pour in to the rescue. With
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long spears the house-carles thrust and
thrust from the wall till their points
were clogged or broken, and the Ber-
ber swords flashed in their faces; then
they dropped pikes, and seized swords
and axes.

The other Varangians leaped to the
rampart, making fierce play with their
two-faced axes, thrusting the Moslems
down with heavy blade and heavy arm.
There was no breathing space, no end
to the wave on wave of flesh and steel
that washed up against them, until the
Saracens were scaling the low walls
upon the horrible incline of their own
heaped-up slain.

The Northmen fought on, drenched
with blood and panting for air; their
blades rose and fell as fast as they
could strike; yet still the torrent broke
against the wall; and they were slowly
pressed back by sheer weight of num-
bers. The reserve was now dwindling,
only three hundred holding back, be-
cause they had orders not to strike save
to cover a retreat; and the attack on
the mole side, though not so sharp,
still held every Northman there en-
gaged.

HEN came a little relief. One af-
ter another, a series of mighty
crashes drowned out the din of
steel on steel and the shouts and grunts
of the combatants. The assault from
the mole weakened, broke, scattered.
From the Varangians who had faced it
rose a cheer, as they rushed to reen-
force their battered comrades fighting
the Berbers.

Eilif, from the harbor, had seen the
plight of his fellows ashore; and after
losing six ships, had given up his hope-
less fight against walls that overtopped
him twenty feet, to urge his ships west
along the swamp-fringed shore.

Now out of range from the walls, he
poured in volley after volley from his
deck-catapults into the massed Sicil-
ians attacking from the mole. He
brought twenty engines to bear; and
the Sicilians, unable to withstand or

»
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meet the storm, rushed back through
the gate into the city.

But the Berbers held on. At them
Eilrf dared loose no stones, for his own
comrades stood between. They were
over the wall now, and still coming on.
Drawing closer together as man after
man was dragged down, the Varan-
gians gave back foot by foot, their
heavy axes and savage strength con-
testing every inch. Only in the center,
where the Norse house-carles flanked
Harald and the ax Hell, did the de-
fense still hold the wall; and even here
they must soon give way to keep con-
tact with their comrades.

Now Harald played the stroke he
held in reserve. A word to Halldor,
who was viciously thrusting over his
Prefect's shoulder; and the big Ice-
lander squirmed like an eel out of the
press. Leaping back from the rear
rank, he shouted an order to the meager
reserve, and ran at top speed for the
temples.

He was fleet as a deer, and well for
him, for a dozen Moslem shafts sped
after him. Bounding up the broken
temple stair, he ran to the rear portico,
down the steps there, and so to the
broken ground behind, where a horse
was tethered. Springing to the saddle,
he galloped away from the fighting,
straight north to the camp of Georgios.

Having thus dispatched an appeal for
help, Harald threw all his strength into
a determined attempt to make room for
his retreat. Back and back the Var-
angians pressed, giving way stubborn-
ly, ever holding formation, with lapped
shields, opposing the Moslem scimitars.
As they gave way they were forced to
extend their line, lest the Berbers out-
flank and surround them in their own
walls. The last reserve now came into
play, flinging itself against the assault,
striving to make their fresh strength
tell against numbers till the main force
could win clear and make good its re-
treat.

They succeeded. Backed by those
who had held the moleward wall, they
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drove into the Berber line, ragged and
broken as it poured over the wall, and
bit deep into it ere the Africans could
form again. The distraction was brief,
yet it saved the main force. With ut-
most difficulty, fighting for every inch,
the reserve joined ranks with their
outworn comrades, and together they
withdrew.

The Berbers followed them up with
savage joy. Still bearing the brunt,
Harald’s rearguard fought as even
Varangians had never fought before.
While they held off pursuit, the others
formed the wall of shields, rims lap-
ping on all four sides, points out.

The shield wall opened in the rear
for the briefest instant, allowing the
rearguard to pour through, then closed
again. Slowly, a man here and a man
there, they who had thus entered the
shield wall edged themselves into its
face and took up the fight again, till
every man was in formation.

The retreat had now brought them to
the very temple steps; and up these the
shield wall rushed, with every last
ounce of its strength. All but a few
made the top step safely, and backed
into the portico. Instantly Harald
rushed half his men to’the rear portico,
by which the Moslems might try to
force an entrance if they thought of it;
the rest formed where they stood.

Commanding both stairways, the
Varangians could hold out almost in-
definitely. Man for man they were
stronger than their foes, and in their
present position they could not be out-
flanked. In readiness for just this
emergency, Harald had piled the stores
he had brought with him, including
casks of wine and water, within the
temple sanctuary.

HE Berbers pressed the attack
with the fury of madmen; and
now Harald could laugh at their
blind ruthlessness. For, while he held
the temple against them, Georgios
could come to the rescue—and the
gate or the salient was open. If Geor-
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gios had half the skill men imputed to
him, he could have the city for the tak-
ing.

In their very blood-lust, the Berbers
did not at once think of the temples
having two entrances. Before they re-
membered, Halldor had galloped back
from his errand, and was safe within
the rear portico. But the beat of his
horse’s hoofs had sent some of them
scurrying around.

Halldor came panting up to Harald.

“ Georgios refuses!” he cried. “ His
word is: ‘ Tell him that, in disobeying
my order to attack, he wrecked my plan
for taking the city. Let him take the
consequences. | must save my men for
an assault on the main gate. Should
I lose Syracuse to save an insubordi-
nate officer?’”

Snatching out his sword, the angry
Icelander rushed into the fight.

For a space Harald stood motionless.
Georgios refused! Refused to aid his
own colleague in the midst of a des-
perate action, in spite of an urgent ap-
peal! When, too, he might have forced
the salient gate and captured the city.

But Harald had no time to be over-
whelmed for long by the Greek’s stu-
pendous animosity, for the fight was
too furious. Between blows, however,
it haunted him, lent strength to every
thrust he made. It was as well, for his
weapon was blunt with overmuch
striking. As he fought on, clearing
the stair again and again, fuller realiza-
tion of the meaning of Georgios’s mes-
sage came to him. This was his an-
swer .for the two blows in the face.

The Greek’s intent was clear. Harald
and his Varangians should die. If
any survived to report in Constanti-
nople that Georgios had deserted them
in battle, Georgios could answer that
he had to choose between rescuing men
who had disobeyed orders and keeping
his Immortals intact for another action.

He would lay all the responsibility
for failure to take the city on Harald;
and dead men, or discredited men,
could not effectively defend themselves.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

His rival out of the way, he could
easily send to the city for more Im-
mortals to prosecute the war; and
ultimate victory would cleanse him of
any suspicion of guilt. To Georgios,
Harald’s death meant vastly more than
an easy victory before Syracuse.

He would probably have his wish.
Chanting their confession of faith the
Berbers came on and on; nor, though
the Varangians held out for days, could
they hope to escape. For, if Georgios
would not give aid, ten thousand fresh
heathen might sally on the little gar-
rison, and keep up the assault till
every Northman fell.

Of a sudden the enemy’s onslaught
received an unexpected impetus. Where
before they had clambered breathlessly
up the stair, they now were flung
sprawling up it in one violent surge.
The Northmen, astonished, met them
with cut and thrust and forced them
back again.  Once more they dashed
up, like the outflung crest of a wave,
but this time their dead were borne
with them.

Then the Northmen saw the reason,
and raised a mighty cheer. They had
been so hard pressed, so blind with the
madness of fighting, that they could
have eyes only for the oncoming front
of the foe; but now they looked
beyond. Long axes playing, lips
chanting the song of Thiodolf, a thou-
sand fresh Varangians had struck the
Moslem rear and flung the whole
column headlong up the stair. A second
detachment was even now working its
way round to the farther entrance.

It was Eilif from the ships, come to
the rescue barely in time.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE COUNTERSTROKE.

NSTANTLY Harald dispatched
orders to Thiodolf, commanding at
the rear portico; and at the blast of
his trumpet the Varangians who had
themselves been beleaguered, now
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counter-attacked down the stone stairs.
The descent broke their shield wall,
but it gave their impact greater weight;
and the Berbers were caught simul-
taneously in front and rear.

The Northmen’s onrush carried
them deep into the swirling mass; and
Harald’s sudden thrust held them,
prevented them from forming to meet
Eilif. The Moslems crowded back.
For a little longer they bore the attack;
then, wherever they could, they broke
free and fled.

Nor were they saved even then.
Pursuing as fast as their laboring lungs
permitted, the Varangians drove them
past the inclosed market place, and
under the very walls of the city. But
it was the Moslem garrison that struck
the final blow.

Panic-stricken at the defeat of the
terrible Berbers, afraid lest the fearful
Varangian axes should follow up their
victims into the city, the Syracusans
closed the gate in the very faces of their
beaten comrades. Having thus as-
sured their own safety, they did what
they dared to check the pursuit, lobbing
great rocks from their catapults into
the Varangian ranks.

Instantly Harald ordered a company
of his engineers back to man his own
engines. From their lesser height, the
Varangian catapults made poor play
against the towering ramparts, most of
the stones falling short. Harald was
forced to recall die pursuit, lest it cost
more than it was worth. But his
engines played on, their stones smiting
down die rearmost Berbers, who
huddled as close as they could to their
own walls, beating at the gate for ad-
mittance.

They were doorped. The Varangian
engines were advanced just far enough
to bear on the gate itself and shattered
the Berbers as they clamored to their
fellows to let them in. The defenders
dared not open the gate, so terrible was
the hail of rock that hurtled against it,
and so great their fear of the Northern
axes.
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Just out of range Harald held his
infantry, waiting for the Saracens to
open. But the Arabs, at sight of them,
were all the more determined to keep
it closed, preferring to sacrifice the
three thousand battered, beaten men
without rather than risk the city.

From the north came the crash of
drums, and the pelting of running feet.
A river of men flowed down from the
broken wall of Epipolae!

The Greeks had come at last. Harald
laughed stridently as he recognized
them, and sounded the call for his own
men to retire. Now that the North-
men were safe in spite of him,Georgios
had been forced to give over his pre-
tended demonstration against the main
gate, both to save his face and to reap
the fruits of Varangian valor.

Swerving to the edge of Harald’s
wall, Georgios brought his column past
it and to the verge of the stone-range
from the battlements.  Halting them
there, he realigned them, gave them a
moment’s rest, then drove them full at
what was left of the wretched Berbers,
who huddled like sheep at the foot of
the city wall. If the garrison had not
dared open the gate before, they had
even less courage now.

Caught between the wall and the ad-
vancing Greeks, the remaining Berbers
were blotted out in one ghastly
moment.

Withdrawing as promptly as they
had struck, the Immortals marched
straight back to their safe position on
the hills. From the stricken city rose
a bitter wailing, and the thin sound of
flutes, mourning the slain. Well they
might mourn, for of ten thousand
Berber infantry, the pride of Africa,
not one that had sallied forth so con-
fidently returned within the walls.

I-,HE Syracusans will be too weak

1 to risk another stroke,” Harald

decided.  “ Send orders to the

ships, Eilif, bidding them withdraw

half a mile, and lie off the swamp. |
can use your lads here.”
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Then Harald, summoning his cap-
tains, had them dispatch a fourth of the
host to gather up the slain and dump
them into the bay, since there was no
time to bury them. The rest were
divided into two divisions, the first of
which was ordered to collect all the
scattered stones still left in the market-
place and extend the wall, while the
second stood guard in case of another
attack from the town.

Eilif surveyed Harald’s bloody ram-
parts with a grim smile.

“A small thing to set up against
yonder battlements,” he said, ““ but well
did you defend it.”

“ Not well enough, had it not been
for you,” Harald replied. “ 1 shall
have it built higher, and extended
parallel with the town wall, to the very
shore.  Thus it will both shelter us
while we invest the city, and protect
the fleet from a sally. But I think the
heathen have had enough, and are
willing now to hide themselves behind
their walls till we run out of food or
patience.”

“That need not be soon,” Eilif an-
swered. “ The marsh is full of fowl
and fish, and though the river is a mile
away, water can be brought from it
without danger from the heathen. But
what ailed Georgios that he did not
come to your aid till the fight was
done?”

“1 sent for help, and he refused,”
Harald explained.  “When you had
saved us, he was forced to strike for
very shame, to snatch some credit from
a plight that else would have brought
him only dishonor.”

Eilif scowled. “ Now he will say,
when he returns to Mikligard, that he
saved us all,” he growled.

UIf Uspaksson came up to them,
wiping the red face of his ax.

“You talk of Georgios?” his eyes
flashed. “ He meant us to die, Harald.”

“That I know as well as you.”

“Aye, but | know more. He
stationed us here and ordered us to

ARGOSY-ALLSTOKY WEEKLY.

attack for no other purpose than that
the heathen might sally and wipe us
out. He has not forgot the shame, you
put upon him at Messina,”

“All that | know too,” Harald an-
swered.

“ There is more,” said UIf darkly.

“What more ?” /

“Why this: when you were quarrel-
ing with him at Messina, | was talking
with Rotlieb the Frank. | drew next
him, quietly, and thrusting my knife
against his ribs under his cloak, so that
none might see, | whispered to him.
This was our talk:

“*You are no coward,’ | said to him.
‘Why, then, did you let the Moslem
ship escape last night? He would not
speak at first, but my knife nestled so
close to his flesh that he saw | meant
to know or have his life. So he con-
fessed that Georgios had bribed him,
ere we ever landed on the island, to let
the Moslem ships slip past, that Geor-
gios might have a pretext to lay the
blame on you.

“ Georgios planned to let the matter
drop till he could lay complaint against
you in Constantinople; but his losses
at Messina, and your victory, so en-
raged him that he lost his head and
struck you. Your two blows made him
resolve you should die, since he could
not master you.”

Harald glanced at Eilif. ““ A pretty
plot, and a pretty comrade-in-arms,” he
said bitterly.  “ He shall pay me for
this, and for my good lads who fell to-
day.

“1 can plot myself; | should have
learned how in Constantinople, if not
before. And I shall so plot!” he said
with emphasis, “ that not Georgios, but
I shall take this town as well as
Messina.”

UIf laughed loud. “ Well crowed,
master! But this is ten times the town
Messina was.”

“ It will not be,” Harald rejoined,
“if you will help your men in extend-
ing that wall.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK



When crusty old Angus McCall fired a man, he stayed fired

until

young Johnny Saunders found a hole ™ the railroad man’s
armor big enough to drive a locomotive through

By DON

A NGUS McCALL, the master
mechanic on the mountain divi-

* sion, was as dour and stubborn
a Scotsman as ever looked into the
milky eye of a bowl of porridge. A
good maa for the job, he knew his
business well.  He had lived his life
among machinery. He left his home,
worked his way across as oiler down
in the engine room of a tramp steamer,

He’d jumped the ship in New York,
' got a job as a fireman on a railroad in
» America, climbed the ladder rung by
rung: engineer, machinist, drop pit
foreman, then chief machinist, till
now, growing gray in the service of the
road, he was M. M.

The machinists, the boilermakers,
the drop pit men on the mountain
division, respected his ability and
feared his,wrath. Old Crusty McCall,
they’d named him. They couldn’t put

*

WATERS

anything over on him. From an
operating standpoint, the mountain
division was the toughest bn the road,
Yet, month after month it led the
-whole system in fewer hours' terminal
overtime, fewer hours’ delays and the
smallest number of engine failures,
Angus, unabashed, freely admitted
that this fine record was due solely and
alone to'his good judgment and his
iron hand of discipline. He demanded
full service, he never temporized with
inefficiency, and once he’d given his
word he bragged that hell and high
water could not make him back down,
He had a rule that he never broke. Any
man responsible for a delay to a train
got at least a thirty day layoff. And
no exceptions.
And yet there came a time when
Angus McCall was bluffed to a stand-
still, when he backed water, when all

10s
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his experience and skill availed him
nothing. A combination of circum-
stances against which the master me-
chanic was powerless arose, suddenly
and without warning.  Much to the
amusement and satisfaction of the
division, Crusty McCall was out-
guessed and outmaneuvered. His un-
breakable word, of which he was so
proud, was not only broken, but shat-
tered. His thirty day sentence that
had stood like a rock proved but a mud
doll in a rainstorm.

In this odd series of events, the
master mechanic’s daughter, Laura
McCall, shared the leading role with
young Johnny Saunders, who, in turn,
divided honors with the Jitney.

In fact, Laura was the woman in the
case, the contributing motive, the
reason and the cause of the whole af-
fair. Johnny Saunders well knew this
as he sat, red-faced and ill at ease, in
the superintendent’s office, gazing into
Angus McCall’s pale blue eyes.

“Ye've no’ the slightest excuse,
young man,” the master mechanic was
speaking. “ By yere own confession,
ye were sitting on yere seatbox, looking
ahead. The switch was on yere own
side. No. 93 went up into the siding
through the open switch in broad day-
hght.”

Angus pulled out his pocket knife,
turned it end over end in his hands.
Johnny knew what to expect. When-
ever the M. M. played with that knife,
the gossip of the sand house and switch
shanties had it that some head was
coining off. Out of the corner of his
eye, Johnny saw the division super-
intendent and the train master nodding
their heads as though in full accord
with what Angus was saying.

Johnny knew they were neutral.
They would go the way Angus wanted
them to. It was no great crime, this.
Johnny hoped to get away with the
regulation thirty days’ layoff. But this
time was different. Was almost sure
Angus would put the screws to him.

There was a personal reason behind
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old Angus McCall's words, a reason
that he did not state, though Johnny
knew it well, and suspected that the
superintendent and trainmaster had an
inkling of it.  Since that day six
months ago when he had met Laura
McCall, Johnny knew he trod on
dangerous ground. As old Jack Tait,
engineer on the Tidewater Special, re-
marked : “ Crusty would run off the
Prince of Wales if he came a-courtin’,
run him off at night, and come down
to the shops next morning with the
same kind of spats on that Waley wore
the evening before.”

HARD blow this, to the young

fireman, if the M. M. went the

limit. Johnny was due for pro-
motion, stood third up on the list for
examination. A month, t\yo at the
most, and he’d be an engineer. Then
the dream of his waking hours, a cot-
tage out in the country a few miles
from the terminal, with Laura to meet
him when he got in from the run, the
two would drive out—

His thoughts were interrupted as
McCall’s voice shattered his reverie.

“In broad daylight,” Angus spoke
with a burr to his words that a coarse-
cut rod brass file would hardly smooth
down. “ Daydreaming.”

A faint tinge of red crept up beyond
Johnny’s ears.

“If 1 had my way, ye’d never waste
any more of the company’s coal. If it
were for me to say, I’d discharge ye
without recourse and without hopes o’
reinstatement. Ye’ve proven unfit for
the work, without the intelligence
needed to make a fireman, much less an
engineer.  Ye’re past record is bad.
Ye’ve in the last twa months been late
on three different occasions, delaying
the train ye were called for.”

With a start, Johnny half rose from
his chair. OIld Crusty was not over-
looking any bets. He was right
though. Two or three times, Johnny
remembered, he’d lingered over his
time when he’d been calling on Laura.



THE JITNEY.

There had been no record made of
those delays when he held up his en-
gine for a few minutes, no official rec-
ord, yet old Crusty had checked up on
him. Johnny opened his mouth to de-
fend himself.

The master mechanic silenced him
with an annoyed movement of his
hands and continued: “And now,
through negligence and inattention to
duty, yesterday ye sat looking right at
an open switch, let yere train run up
into it, derail and tie up the main line
for three hours.  Ye’ve other things
that seem more important to ye oc-
cupying yere mind when ye should be
all attention to yere duties.”

The pocket knife was being whirled
rapidly now. Johnny knew the ver-
dict was near. A minute later and the
jury trying him had come to a decision.
A nod from the superintendent to the
trainmaster, a wagging of the M. M.’s
head, and the investigation was over.
The blame for No. 93'S derailment
was placed on him. The engineer, the
conductor, the brakeman and flagman,
waiting in the hallway, gazed at him as
he came out the door.

“ No need for you fellows to look so
anxious,” he greeted them. *“ Angus
saddled and bridled it all on to me. He
gave me a royal ride down the right of
way clear off the company’s property,
and fellows, believe me, if he has his
own way, I’ll bet a thousand class loco-
motive couldn’t shove me past him onto
a job again—on this division!”

Without waiting to hear their words
of condolence, he walked down the
stairs and out on the street. He’d got
what was coming to him. He’d been
a fool to take a chance. The first time
he had called on Laura McCall, Angus
had given him broad hints that his
daughter was far beyond the reach of
an ordinary fireman. A fool to take
a chance.

Passing the depot restaurant, he half
stopped in his stride, muttered, “ A
fool not to,” much to the bewilderment
of a negro porter who was passing.
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To Johnny’s ever-present memory of
Laura, the picture recurred of a young
woman, light haired, blue eyed, with a
bloom of roses in her cheeks, the herit-
age of generations of women who had
felt the salt, fog-laden air of the north
of Scotland. And to this picture of
her physical attributes, hf also recalled
other characteristics she had inherited.
Behind her soft and alluring femininity
were the courage and steadfastness, the
determination of her race. She’d given
him her word, given it with that little
faint burr and burring of her r’s he
loved so well to hear: “ Johnny, you’re
the man | love, there’s no other one.”

She meant what she said. He half
stopped in his stride again as he went
around the corner of the depot toward
the path that led across the tracks.
“No other before you.” How then
would she act when her own father was
to be considered?

In a studious frame of mind, he
crossed the tracks toward the round-
house. Might as well get it over with.
He’d gather up his belongings, pack his
working clothes in the back of his
puddle-jumper and “step on it.” There
were other roads where a man could
start again, other divisions, but to him
there was but one Laura. A heavy,
poignant pain crept over him at that
memory.

The job and the loss of it did not
bother him so much as did the
thoughts of what it meant to him. A
long wait lay before them till he again
worked up his “age,” till he held a
good paying run. For, in all honor,
he could not carry out his intimacy and
his promise with her, jobless and with-
out prospects for the future.

eavy-hearted, his head
bowed over, his expression glum,

he came to the turn of the round-
house and looked up at the Jitney,
Angus McCall’s idea, his pet, the re-
sults of months of work and planning.
It would soon be complete, ready for a
test. Angus had conceived the plan of
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combining two engines in one. He had
taken the cylinder block and running
gear of a hundred class engine,
mounted them under the tank of an
eight hundred class locomotive. A gang
of machinists had been working for
months on it now. They had hooked
up the drivers, the side and connecting
rods, run a flexible joint steam line to
an extra throttle in the eight hundred’s
cab, rigged up a reverse gear to the
link motion.

The idea behind the contrivance was
simple. An engine hauling the tonnage
easily on the level would often stall
and have to double over the hills; that
is, the train would have to be un-
coupled, and first one half, and then the
other hauled up the grade.

Angus had the idea that if the extra
power needed on the hills were then
available, the tonnage and a bit extra
would climb right on up the grades. It
would save time and money, expedite
the movement of traffic, add a feather
to his cap, and, in the words of one
of the “ nut splitters ” working on it,
would be a nickel-plated, double-
jointed, brass-lined, howling success.”

In truth, the shop gang and the
engine men gazed with rather dubious
cold eyes on the Jitney. The shop
force were ever known to look with dis-
favor on anything that might mean
more work for them. The firemen
were not avid at the prospects of
shoveling the extra coal that the added
pair of cylinders would eat up. And
what engineer has any love for a device
that “ mops up the gravy,” takes away
the overtime, that extra money which
often makes his bi-monthly, two-
figured check run into three figures?

Rather scornfully, the name Jitney
had been applied to Angus’s creation.
Fierce arguments regarding the Jit-
ney’s probable efficiency or lack of the
same had taken place for months. It
was the talk of the switch shanties and
the yard offices, the ash pits and the
coal chutes over the hundred and fifty
miles of the mountain division.
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Johnny Saunders stopped and idly
watched the machinists putting on the
finishing touches.  The arguments
would soon be settled. In a day or
two, the Jitney would hook on to a
train and start out on her trial trip.
He shook his head ruefully. He’d not
be there to see it.

He glanced at his watch, almost
noon, recalled again his engagement to
take Laura out for a ride that after-
noon. He rather dreaded meeting her,
dreaded the thought of having to tell
her that their contemplated marriage
would now be a thing of the indefinite
future.

That afternoon, when he drove up
to her home, she was waiting for him.
Hardly had he come to a stop before
the house, when she came out to meet
him. One glance at her expression and
he knew that Angus had broken the
news to her. She got in beside him.

“ He told you?” Johnny asked.

She nodded. A spot of red appeared
on each cheek. She snapped back her
head.

“Yes, he told me. | think it’s a
shame. He’s determined you shall not
go back to work.” Then a glimmer of
a smile swept across her face. She
rested a slim white hand on Johnny’s
arm.

“ But—but—" she hesitated, col-
ored deeper. “We shall see. I'm
Scotch, too, and as determined—" The
rest of her sentence was lost as the car
started with a clashing grind of low
gear.

Down the hill, out along the road
that skirted the railroad, they drove.
Then up the long slope toward Mine
Hole Gap, Johnny headed. At the top
of the grade, he swung to one side on
an infrequented pathway just wide
enough between the laurels that fringed
it to allow his car to pass. Then on a
little flat clearing, he stopped, jumped
out, helped thj/girl to alight.

During the past months, they had
often spent long hours together here.
A wonderful view from the hilltop,
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down the long slope of the mountain,
a panorama of woods and clearings
stretched for miles. Winding round
and round the side of the mountain, the
right of way of the railroad twisted
and turned, climbing the grade toward
the gap below them.

At the foot, far below, a freight
train crawled slowly around the curves,
the white plume of steam from her
pops floating upward like a tuft of cot-
ton. Trailing out behind the engine,
the roiling, billowing steam of her ex-
haust floated back and upward in the
bright sunshine like a black velvet rib-
bon, a ribbon that thinned to a gray
gossamer web and dissipated into noth-
ingness. The hoarse bellow of the ex-
haust was thinned and softened in the
rare mountain air and reached the two
as a faint faraway regular beat-beat!
breaking but slightly on the afternoon’s
silence.

N seated on a log, spoke. Stretching

out her left hand, on one finger

of which a ring glittered, she point-

ed to where the train like a child’s

string of toy cars, was passing over a
fill.

“Johnny?” she asked in a thought-
ful, abstracted tone of voice. “ That
sort of pathway just faintly seen run-
ning off at right angles from the main
line, is that a road 7’

He followed the directing finger,
made out the faint and almost imper-
ceptible shadow of a depression in the
timber.

“ Oh, yes, | see what you mean,” he
answered. “ That’s the old siding up
Mine Hole Run. There used to be a
mine there years ago. They ran a track
into it. It hasn’t been used for ages
now, although the switch still leads up
there off the main line.”

She sat silent, her expression one of
deep thought at his explanation. Five
minutes passed. Then she spoke again:
“You haven’t turned in your switch
key yet?”

LAURA, chin cupped in her hand,

109

He shook his head, wonder in his
eyes at the strangeness of her question.
“ No, | intended to, but when | had
packed my things, it was noon and the
trainmaster had gone out to lunch. I'll
turn my book of rules and annual pass
and switch key in this evening.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” she
retorted firmly.

“Why ?” he asked. “It’s all over
with me. Your father—”

She held up her hand, silenced him.
“You know how to drive a locomo-
tive,” she stated.

“I've had five years firing one,” he
replied sadly. “And a fellow would
be stupid indeed if he didn’t leam the
knack of snatching a throttle and hors-
ing a Johnston bar in that time. But
little good that knowledge will do
me—” He hesitated, drew a deep
breath, caught hold of her hand.

“ Oh, Laura—" he began, a tremu-
lous catch in his voice.

“ Now wait, Johnny,” she command-
ed. “ This is a time for serious thought.
Suppose, just suppose that something
should occur which would cause my
father to reconsider your case.”

He shook his head. “ Not a chance.
He warned me to stay away from you.
He saw his opportunity to drive me off.
He’ll not sanction my return to the job.
I have no way of making him.”

“ Perhaps you have,” she said and
pointed down to the freight, its engine
just abreast of the old disused siding
at Mine Hole Run.

A roguish expression lit up her face.
“ The Jitney,” scarce audible, she whis-
pered the name.

“ The Jitney?” he repeated.

Then a faint smile formed, wrin-
kling the comers of his eyes, spread
across his face. He shook her hand
vigorously.

“You've got it!” he almost shouted.
“You've got it. By George, Laura,
you’re all there!”

Heads close together, they talked in
low tones till the lengthening shadows
foretold the coming of sunset. To the
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westward, the clouds were banking upr
The sinking sun painted them all the
golden bronzes, the scarlets and pur-
ples of nature, a spectacle fit to cause
the dullest eye to brighten; but John-
ny, looking at the purpling cloud
masses, merely remarked complacently,
“1t will sure rain to-night. All the
better.”
And rain that night it did.

NGUS McCALL was down early
Ak at the shops next morning before
the twelve-to-eight “ graveyard
shift ” had knocked off. The heavy
downpour had cleared the air till each
breath was like a drink of new wine.
The sun shone brilliantly. The world
in general and his own little section
of it seemed all fair and ordered this
bright spring morning. Had he not
yesterday effectually and finally suc-
ceeded in eliminating a “ young scal-
lop ” who had the temerity to come
courting his daughter? Was not the
eight hundred almost complete? A day
more and he would triumphantly si-
lence the scoffers.

He went into the office, dictated a
telegram to the superintendent of mo-
tive power, then a couple of others, one
each to the master mechanics on the
divisions flanking him on either side.
He invited them down the next day to
witness the test.

Then grandly he said, “ Better send
a message to the superintendents, too.
They’ll be wanting to see the test and
I’d no’ for the world be disappointing
them.”

He finished, leaned back in his chair,
smiled complacently to himself. A pic-
ture formed in his mind—the eight
hundred stretching out the drawbars on
a long train, starting up a grade, the
exhaust beginning to labor, the drivers
slowing down. And then he’d reach
up, open the second throttle.

Above the chow-chow! heavy and la-
bored of the eight hundred, another ex-
haust, that from the auxiliary cylinders
under the tender, would rattle out,

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

cut-a-chee!  cut-a-chee! sharp and
steady. Like magic, the train would
pick up speed, swing around the curves,
across the fills, up through the gap with
a rattle of car wheels and the sweet
clickety-click-click! of passing rail
joints.

A canny Scot was he, taking no
chances. He would have an unofficial
trial to-day, make all the minor adjust-
ments himself so that when the official
trial came, everything would go along
smoothly.

He arose from his chair. “ Get those
messages off at once,” he ordered the
clerk.

He went across to his locker in the
washroom, changed his clothes, dressed
in a new suit of overalls. Returning,
he opened the office door, reached over
to the wall, pulled a lever. Outside, an
air whistle squealed shrilly four times.
A few minutes later, in answer to the
summons, the night roundhouse fore-
man appeared. Carefully Angus gave
him his instructions.

“Ye will see that the eight hundred
is fully supplied. Put on an extra gal-
lon o’ valve oil. And perhaps it might
be as well to double the regular black
oil allowance. A full set o’ tools, aye,”
Angus ruminated. “An’ a good wad
0’ waste. I've seen to it mysel’ that
last nicht she had her bunkers full o’
coal and the fire started.”

As he went out the door, the master
mechanic muttered to himself, glancing
up at the rising sun, “ Ah, a bonny day
this, for a trip, a bonny day indeed.”

He passed around the corner of the
coal chute, turned and came up the
track on which the Jitney had been rest-
ing for the past two months. His eyes
opened wide, his jaw sagged down. A
low mournful wail like the cry of a
lost soul, burst involuntarily from him.
The Jitney was gone. A quick glance
around showed him the empty stalls of
the roundhouse save for a couple of
yard engines on the drop pits.

Wildly he gazed down toward the
coal chute and up the tracks that led to
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the big hump. They were bare. The
morning trains had all gone out. Some
one had moved his pet during the night.
He had given strict orders that the
eight hundred was not to be moved.
Who then had the temerity to drive her
off the pit track? ,

With quick strides, he fairly leaped
into the roundhouse, grasped the night
foreman by the arm, turned him
around, pointed to the empty pit track.

“ Did ye run her ?” he shouted.

Consternation spread swiftly across
the foreman’s face.

**No, no,” he stuttered. *She was
there. 1 saw her myself last night
about two o’clock, just before it start-
ed to rain. It rained steadily till just
an hour or two ago. | didn’t go out-
side again after it started.”

*Call the gang,” Angus command-
ed. “ Call the gang into the office. 1’ll
get to the bottom o’ this.” i

IVE minutes later, Angus McCall
stood in his crowded office. He was
angry, yet through”his anger could

be perceived the touch of panic. For
the full realization had come over him
that the eight hundred had not only
been moved, but was gone from the
vicinity of the shops.

The hostlers one and all denied they
had touched Johnston bar or throttle on
the eight hundred during the night. One
by one, the firelighters and machinists,
the boilermakers, and the ash pit men

gave the same answer to the question:

“ Have ye touched her?” Not one had
been in the eight hundred’s cab that
night, save the firelighter who had
about two o’clock filled her boiler
“three gauges” with water, and
banked the fire.

The M. M.’s pocket knife twirled
through nervous fingers. Finally he put
it back in his pocket, dismissed his au-
dience with a wave of his hand.

“ Away wi*ye. No needto ask. Ye
were all asleep. If any one had want-
ed it, they could have moved the coal
tipple and ye’d never know it till morn-

ing. I’'ve a mind to discharge the whole
crew 0’ ye.”

Minor articles, a ball pein hammer,
a monkey wrench, a box of tools, have
a mysterious habit of disappearing
around a railroad shop. Once the bell
off a passenger locomotive vanished be-
tween two suns, but it was later lo-
cated by the special agents when the
Balm of Gilead colored church rang its
flock to Sunday morning service.

But a hundred-and-twenty-ton loco-
motive with ten thousand gallons of
water in her tank and ten tons of coal
in her bunker! It was inconceivable
that an enormous machine like that
should suddenly whisk away from sight
like a wind-blown feather without
leaving a trace.

Other things had also gone that
night. Outside the shop office, an elec-
trician raised his voice.

“ The humpbacked, crosseyed, knee-
sprung delegate that stole my jar of
acid after all the trouble 1 had putting
through a requisition for it! May he
go to--—--—-- ”

The engine painter broke into the
tirade. Carefully, methodically, he dis-
cussed the family tree, root and branch
of the “low-down, thimble-headed,
bleary-eyed piece of carrion ” that had
“ lifted my brand new four-inch cam-
el’s-hair varnish brush.

“1 bought it myself with my own
money. No company stuff, that,” he
howled. '

No one paid much attention to these
minor wails, however, for all discus-
sion centered on the mysterious and
unseen manner in which the Jitney had
left. After the first shock of discov-
ery had passed, Angus began to calm
down. The eight hundred could not be
far off. Ten miles to the eastward, an
interlocking switch tower effectually
blocked any unauthorized train. Noth-
ing could get by it without being no-
ticed.

He called the tower on the telephone,
was somewhat relieved by the answers
to his questions. No, nothing had
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passed the crossover since two o’clock,
except a time freight and the up pas-
senger train. Quickly Angus ran over
in his mind the sidings between the ter-
minal and the tower, called a negro and
gave him orders to take a hand car, go
up into each switch track and notify the
shop office what he discovered.

To the westward, the right of way
climbed Mine Hole Mountain. At the
summit, all trains came to a stop for
brake inspection. Down the farther
slope, three safety tracks each with a
switchman on constant duty effectually
blocked any chance for an engine to
slip past unseen. The shop tracks, the
yards, the sidings close by the round-
house, Angus searched them himself.
The certainty was now on him. The
eight hundred was somewhere along
the main line, east or west of the round-
house, within ten miles. A determined
glitter shone in his eyes. He'd soon
locate her, aye, and then some one
would pay tlje piper.

The master mechanic was a busy
man that morning. He went out with
the local and questioned the night oper-
ator at the foot of Mine Hole Moun-
tain. Small satisfaction he got. No,
there had been no extra train passed
last night. No light engine had gone
by to his certain knowledge. Asleep ?
Indignantly he denied the accusation.
He never slept on duty.

Angus next engaged the track
walker in a close whispered conversa-
tion.

“Ten dollars, mind ye, I'll give ye
ten dollars,” the operator heard him
say.
),/A few minutes later, the track walk-
er went rapidly up the right of way,
his spike maul over his shoulder, his
eyes eagerly roving from one side of
the roadway to the other. It was noon
when Angus returned to the shops
from his fruitless quest. His expres-
sion, all anger when he had left, was
now one of consternation and anxiety.
He went home to lunch that day and
ate with scarce a word to his daughter.
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To her question. “Are you well,
father?” he merely grunted, “As
well as micht be expected under the
circumstances.”

that swept across her face at his

reply. It is not at all likely that
he would have understood it if he had
seen her expression. Laura ever had
been an affectionate and a dutiful
daughter. But when a woman falls in
love, oftentimes her whole character
undergoes a change.

Angus arose, left the house, hurried
down to the railroad. The track
walker was waiting outside the shop
office. He made his report. He’d ex-
amined the main line clear to the top
of Mine Hole Mountain. He’d care-
fully scrutinized the old track into Mine
Hole, walked up it a hundred yards.

“ Red with rust, thick red. Noth-
ing has been in that siding for years.
The vyards, the passing tracks, and
other .sidings along the main line, noth-
ing like an eight hundred in them,” he
concluded.

At this news, Angus's frown deep-
ened. He went into his office, slumped
down in his chair, a worried man. Puz-
zle his brain as he would, no solution
of the problem came to him. The clerk
entered, handed him a sheaf of a dozen
telegrams, answers from the officials
accepting his invitations to a trial trip.
He was surely up against it now.

His first dread of the morning that
some one had driven the Jitney off out
of spite and wrecked her, now was al-
most displaced by the wish that she
were wrecked. Pie at least would have
a logical excuse to offer in the morn-
ing. To-morrow these officials would
be here to see the trial. And how could
he explain to them that the eight hun-
dred had been filched away from under
his very nose and was not to be found ?

He’d be a laughing stock of the road.
He’d never hear the end of it. It
was unthinkable that the locomotive
could long remain hidden. lle’d not

7 A

I IE did not notice the little smile
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even allow himself to think that.
Somehow, he’d locate her, although at
present he had not the slightest idea
of her whereabouts. But time pressed.
To-morrow morning if she were not
ready to go they’d make a fool of him.

The afternoon passed with Angus
nervously walking around the yards.
Once he stood beside an engine and
overheard two negro grease wipers
talking on the other side.

One, a little pock-marked negro,
chuckled, said; “ Yas/sah, Majah Mc-
Call, he jus' like I was once.”

The other set bis bundle of greasy
waste down on the running board, sur-
veyed the speaker.

“Like you, Pesthouse? 1 fails to
notice the resemblance.”

“Yas, sah, like me. Once | invites
some of my friends to a chicken din-
ner and | spends three nights huntin’
all oyer and can’t locate no loose
chicken.”

They laughed heartily at this, were
still chuckling when the master me-
chanic, with a roar like a wounded
lion, bounded around in front of the
engine and promptly fired them both.
This relieved his feelings somewhat,
yet did little to help him out of his
difficulty. Officially, the eight hundred
was on the drop pit, being groomed
for her trial trip. In reality, the whole
division now knew she was gone with-
out a trace.

And then they began. The telephone
rang. A voice, muffled and guarded,
inquired if a good engineer was needed
for the Jitney next day. Angus prompt-
ly consigned the speaker to a place
where sulphur furnishes the fuel in-
stead of coal.

A few minutes later, another tele-
phone call interrupted his tirade. This
time, a friendly tip was given that often
an ad in the Lost and Found columns
of the paper brought wonderful re-
sults.

Angus was too angry to frame a re-
ply before the speaker, laughing deri-
sively, hung up on him.

8 A
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He hardly had got settled when he
again went off like a firecracker at the
words of a song floating out from the
washroom across from the office. In
a falsetto tenor, some one warbled:
“ Oh, I am waiting for thee, darling!”

Another voice broke in with: “ Oh,
where is my wandering Jit to-night?
The jack of my tenderesl care?”

They were riding him, and he had no
comeback. The superintendent, the
road foreman of engines, the trainmas-
ter, were officially ignorant of the Jit-
ney’s absence as they sat in the dis-
patcher’s office and chuckled over the
affair. Till the master mechanic of-
ficially notified them, they, of course,
must act as though all were well. They
knew in all reason that the engine
would be found soon, yet somehow
doubted that it would be located before
morning.

HE trainmaster reached over to
T his desk, grasped the telephone,
winked to the others as he called.

“ Mr. McCall, | thought I’d run the
eight hundred on seventy-one at nine
thirty in the morning. How about it T*
he asked.

A hollow groan was audible to the
others in the room. Then Angus in
guarded words explained that minor
difficulties had arisen, unforeseen and
unthought of that night.

“1’'m no’ saying for sure, but they
might, mind ye, sort o* set the trial trip
back a bit. 1°d no’ put the time at nine
thirty just yet,” he cautioned.

To escape, Angus left the office im-
mediately after this, and disappeared,
much to the regret of a crowd of en-
gineers who had worked up a to them,
enjoyable affair. They had it all fixed
to couple a hundred class engine to the
rear of an eight hundred class engine
and, hidden behind a string of box cars
in the yard, come down with wide open
exhausts and a great blowing of whis-
tles, unload, get in the clear and see
what effect this familiar sound would
have on the M. M. But their scheme
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went flat, for Angus did not return and
appeared at his home early that eve-
ning.

His worried state of mind was plain-
ly evident in his manner and bearing.
When his daughter first noticed him as
he entered, a swift shadow of concern,

-almost of pity, crossed her face. It
vanished as quickly and a look of de-
termination took its place. As she her-
self had said, Laura McCall was
Scotch, too, and knew when she want-
ed something that was being denied
her.

Angus sat down, began to eat his
supper.

“ Most peculiar,” he muttered, as
though he talked to himself. “ I'm cer-
tain it’s no’ far off, and yet it’s no’ to
be found.”

“ What, father? Has the Jit—"" She
hastily corrected herself: “ Has not the
engine you worked on so long been re-
turned yet to the shops?*

He shook his head without speaking.

She hesitated, colored.

“Why don’t you try Johnny? Per-
haps he might help you,” she said.

“ Harump!” Angus grunted, glanc-
ing up quickly at his daughter. “ Ha-
rump,” he repeated, yet the second
gjaculation seemed, somehow, to lack
the violence of the first.

His eyes half closed, he cupped his
chin in his hands and thoughtfully
watched his daughter. She seemed all
unaware of this studious scrutiny as
she poured the tea. Her voice was un-
der control now.

“ Oh, yes,” she began. “ This after-
nood when he telephoned that he’d be
around to-night, he mentioned some-
thing about the engine.”

She waited a few seconds for this
information to sink in.

“1 was thinking that Johnny could
surely find it for you,” she went on
casually. “ He knows the road well,
and probably could recall many places
where an engine' might be concealed.”

Angus had one eye closed now, and
was shrewdly gazing at his daughter
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with the other. A silence fell. She
sat down, began to eat. Her father,
unmoving, sat opposite. A minute

passed, the quietness broken only by
the steady and monotonous click-clack
of the clock in the other room.

Angus arose, pushed back his chair.
Just one word he uttered.

“ Aye,” he said in a tone as though
a knotty problem had just been thor-
oughly and explicitly explained to him.

N hour later, when the young man
A’\ arrived, Angus had partly re-
covered his composure.

“Aye, and it’s yon,” he greeted
Johnny at the door. “ Come in. I've a
bit o’ conversation to carry on wi’ ye.”

Over her father’s shoulder, Johnny
caught a glimpse of Laura in the.next
room. It seemed to him her nod sig-
nified that all was well. He sat down,
Angus opposite him, cleared his throat.

“ A very deplorable incident has oc-
cured this day,” he began. “ Very de-
plorable indeed. There’s no need for
ye to feign surprise, young man. Well
ye ken what I’'m referring to.”

And Angus drew himself up, his
voice was stem. “ Grand larceny it is.
I've looked up the penalty for the same.
Ten years at hard labor.”

Angus cocked his head to one side,
closed one eye, reached his hand into
his pocket for his knife as he surveyed
the youth much as a judge might be-
fore sentencing a criminal.

Laura entered the room.

“ But, father,” she remonstrated,
“how can it be called grand larceny ?
You yourself say the engine is still on
the road and not far off. A thing can’t
be stolen unless it’s removed from the
premises of the owner.”

“Woman,” he said, “ ye’ll no’ inter-
fere. 1’m master in this house.”

Having by her ready silence assured
himself on that point, Angus con-
tinued: “ Of course, 1'd be inclined to
be lenient if the object in question was
returned immediately in good condi-
tion. In all probability, I'd no’ take
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any legal steps in that event.” He
waited on the effects of these words.
Johnny shook his head. * It’s too
bad, Mr. McCall,” he said. “ Too bad
indeed that just when you most needed
the eight hundred, she should not be
available. Of course, if | were still
working for the company, I'd be in a
better position to help you out. But
unfortunately, as it is now, I’'d merely
be a trespasser if | went on the com-
pany’s property—for any purpose.
You see how it is, Mr. McCall.”
Angus pulled out his handkerchief,
blew his nose loudly, looked over to

where Laura sat, then across at
Johnny.

“Aye, | see. | see it all,” he mut-
tered.

Johnny unmindful of the baleful
glare Angus fastened on him, went on :
“ Of course, 1’d be willing to assist you
to the limit of my ability, except that
as it is, | cannot—"

Angus leaped clear of the floor.

“ Aye, ye cannot, but ye can, and
ye willl” he shouted.

Johnny arose.

“ Mr. McCall, if you are going to
get violent with me, I'll have to say
good night. Remember, I’m no longer
working for you.”

He moved toward the door. This
was a critical time. Laura studied her
father, her expression grave. Not till
Johnny reached the door, opened it and
was halfway out, did Angus budge.
Then he gulped, sputtered, and with an
effort, said the words that were so hard
for him to say.

“You’re reinstatedI” he almost
shouted in a shaking voice. “ Mark up
for work immediately.”

He grabbed his hat, brushed past the
youth in the doorway, and bounded out
of the house. For once at least in his
life, Angus McCall had taken slack and
it hurt.

When he returned, it was well after
midnight. The four to twelve shift
missed their regular “ hay ” that night.
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There was little chance to sleep on the
job when he was around. His house
was silent. He looked in at his daugh-
ter, sleeping quietly. For a long min-
ute, he stood. His expression softened.

“ Like yere mother before ye, a can-
nie lass. Quietly ye go yere way and
get what ye want. Neither bluster nor
ranting has the slightest effect. 1've
met my match. | ought to have known
before.”

Next morning when Angus came
down to the shops, the first thing that
met his eyes as he rounded the turn of
the roundhouse was the Jitney. She’d
come in during the night. No one saw
her arrive. None knew from which
direction she had come or when. The
operator at the foot of Mine Hole
Mountain, about three o’clock that
morning, had been awakened from a
sound sleep by the trembling of the
telegraph shanty as though a train
passed. Through drowsy eyes, he had
tried to penetrate the darkness outside,
but saw nothing.

“The wind,” he muttered, and pil-
lowed his head in Iris arms again.

About noon that day, the track walk-
er had gone up Mine Run siding for
another look. Around the second bend
where the main line was cut off from
view by the rank bushes, he came across
a hard rubber battery box that smelled
sharply of sulphuric acid. In the box
was a brush, its bristles eaten off close
to the handle. Had the track walker
been a shrewd man, he might have
solved a mystery then. But he was a
man of small reasoning and little
imagination. It was beyond the scope
of his knowledge that sulphuric acid
mixed with rain water brushed on a
steel rail will put on a heavy coat of
rust in a few hours.

So the mystery of the Jitney’s hid-
ing place remains unsolved to this day,
although Johnny Saunders, now a hap-
pily married engineer on a regular pas-
senger run, grins broadly every time he
passes Mine Hole Run.

BKD



“ Say, buddy, ain't you a stranger in town?”

Not So Naive

Milt Henneber was from the land of grassy dairies and fertile farms—but
even in the big city he knew a bad egg when he saw one

By JACK WOODFORD

ICAGO, according to the news-
‘ papers, is a pretty tough place.

The newspapers, however, fail to
tell the truth. It isn’t as tough as they
say it is; it’s a great deal -worse.

But Milt Henneber, from Lemars, a
little town just outside Sioux City,
lowa, didn’t find Chicago so tough.

Milt came to Chicago with a load of
cows. They were prize cattle which
Milt had raised, almost by hand, back
in the land of the farm revolt, if any.
Milt rode right in the car with his
beloved cows on the way to the stock-
yards.

When he had sold them, he seemed
to think it might be a good idea to car-
ry the money in currency through Chi-
cago, during his one day’s stay in town,
so he could brag, around the grocery
store in Lemars, that he had carried
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money through Chicago streets and
i:_gme away with both his money and his
ife. >~-

Nobody paid any attention to him as
he walked north on State Street, up
from the stockyards; and on State and
Van Buren Streets, growing bolder, he
took out his roll and thumbed through
it.

Shortly after that a young man ap-
proached him and said:

“ Say, buddy, ain’t you a stranger in
town? Howja like to have a nice room
cheap?”

“Yes, I'm a stranger,” admitted
Milt, “ came up here with some cows
and sold them.”

The young man took him to a very
nice room. But Milt was suspicious.
When he heard a sudden knock on the
door late at night he took certain pre-
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cautions before he opened up. When
he did open the door he staggered
weakly to the bed and sat down up-
on it.

“ What’s the matter, buddy?” said
his new-found acquaintance, the one
who had led him to the room.

“ Somebody came in, in the dark,”
reported Milt sadly, “ and hit me over
the head and took my roll”

“ Whazzat 2’ roared the young man.
He whirled about to look at several
other young men behind him in the
doorway.

“ Which one of you double crossers

rolled this bird—when 1 saw him
first?’
“Gam! one of their number

snarled, “ whatcha tryin’ ta pull? Ya
rolled him vyerself, ya crook, don’t
spring none of your back-of-the-yards
chatter on us!”

All of the young men immediately
exhibited a lamentable predilection for
strenuous dispute. Nor did they con-
fine themselves to words, or blows, or
even single bullets; they produced
enough hardware to have decimated all
of Milt’s cows, had they been turned
loose among them.

Milt had ducked tinder the bed.
.When at last he climbed out there were
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bodies everywhere. He pulled on his
pants and ran down into Van Buren
Street

“ Sheriff! Sheriff” he yelled. And
then, behind a garbage can, he spied
a familiar helmet, such as he had often
seen in the newspapers when they
printed pictures of the day’s kill in Chi-
cago, showing the victim in his uni-
form.

Cautiously the patrolman came from
behind the barrel.

“Is the shootin’ over?” the cop
wanted to know. Milt assured him
that all was safe and led him by the
hand up to the room where the bodies
were. Ten minutes later a press
photographer came along and took
flash light pictures of the heroic officer,
posing with his foot upon one of the
bandits he had vanquished.

When they had carted the bodies off
to the morgue, and the press men were
gone, Milt reached under his mattress,
secured his own fifteen hundred dollars
that he had hidden there, and wads of
equal size which he had removed from
the pockets of five of the fallen bandits
before he had gone for the officer, and
left the room, for the Northwestern
depot, to return to lowa, to raise more
cows for Mr. Armour.

THE END

v v
Norse Rains in Labrador

xS

W E AR the coast of Labrador, not far from the Eskimo village of Nain, there

is a barren strip of land called Sculpin Island. It is of interest because
it is the possible landing place of the Vikings, on the coast of North America.

The remains of <*ome very ancient stone dwellings are located on die
east side of the Island near a deep cove, just large enough to shelter a long-
boat. The stone houses are both square and oblong, with traces of fireplaces
still discernible in the center of them. The Eskimo have always used round
stone houses, and burn oil in stone lamps for heat in every part of the Arctic.
So the mysterious ruins on Sculpin Island were not built and used by them.

Early sagas of the Norse tell of a rover named Thorfin, who ventured far
to the south and west of Greenland in his long-boat Sculpm Island may
have been the place where he wintered. A few days with a pick and shovel
h» these old houses might solve the ancient mystery as to whether the Norse
or Spaniards discovered the new world. * Donald A. Cadzow.



The Raider

While Jeff Hale fearlessly battles for his beloved rangeland, deadly
peril closes in on Ellen

By CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER

Author of - Myttery Land,-

LEADING UP TO THIS

llen ballinger, Yyoung,
E modern, and selfish, defies her
father by riding to a lonely cabin

in search of a former suitor, Jim Kel-
lis. Finding he has a Mexican wife,
and that her father knew it, Ellen rides
on into the night, determined to marry
the first passable man she finds, and
drag him back to the Ballinger ranch.
Instead, she is kidnaped and taken
to another cabin by a man snarling
threats at her father, Matthew M. Bal-
linger. He leaves her, and shortly
afterward a group ride up, talking
about hanging a horse thief named
Kroll. Their leader, Jeff Hale, sees

- The Meta,- ate.

INSTALLMENT

her inside, dismisses his men, and
stands guard.

In the morning, Ellen deliberately
lies to Jeff, saying she recognizes his
voice as her kidnaper’s. Jeff, a daring,
ruthless leader of the cow country, who
has no more use for women than for
man-made laws, is nevertheless forced
by his code to offer to marry Ellen and
save her reputation; and she trium-
phantly accepts.

At the Hale ranch, the Diamond A,
she learns that a land shark named
Wade Dallman is stealing Hale land
to sell to the incoming, horde of dry
farmers, and that the heart of their

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for November 17
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ranch is about to be grabbed by her
own father, due to a title certificate
which had disappeared from the Land
Office. Dallman appears, and Jeff
horsewhips him off the place. Ellen
recognizes Dallman as her abductor,
but dares not tell Jeff.

Jeff and several others have been
raiding, trying to drive the farmers
away. Although Ellen twice saves Jeff
from arrest by Sheriff Hazen—a crony
of Dallman’s—»by lying as to where he
had been at the time of raids, he be-
lieves she only married him to help
Matthew Ballinger grab the Hale land,;
and at last he rides down to Ballinger’s
Hour Glass ranch, and charges him
with framing up the marriage. Balling-
er angrily denies it, and tells Jeff that
he has withdrawn his claim to the Hale
land; and adds that Jim Kellis had
been around, trying to sell him the
original certificate, which he had hid-
den somewhere. Hale rides off in a
mad rush.

CHAPTER XX.

EULE before the storm.

E distance from the Hour Glass

I to Kellis’s cabin was about

twenty miles, and Jeff had not
ridden very far when he drew his horse
down. Ballinger’s information had
aroused in him a fierce determination
to confront Kellis as quickly as possi-
ble, and for one wild instant his angry
impatience had ruled him.

Jeff knew better than to indulge his
passions recklessly. He had always
fought against his reckless impulses,
knowing that once unleashed they
would master him, and he was aware
now that he had need of all his reason
and his self-control.

He was certain that Kellis had stolen
the certificate and was trying to sell it.
Whoever bought it from him would
destroy it, of course, since its non-ap-
pearance at the Land Office before the
first of the month would insure the title
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to the land in dispute being awarded to
the first claimant.

Ballinger had, he said, refused to
buy it, and Jeff knew that it would be
offered to Dallman. If Dallman bought
it and destroyed it the title to the land
was certain to go to him. Dallman
would buy it like a flash.

Jeff’s horse was comparatively fresh,
for his pace on the way to the Hour
Glass had been little more than a walk,
and while Jeff did not urge him now,
he permitted him to hold a brisk lope
which covered the ground rapidly.

It was still early, and if Kellis had
visited the Hour Glass the night before
it was unlikely that he had ridden in to
Randall afterward. Kellis was lazy
and shiftless, and it was probable *that
he was still in bed.

Kellis!

Jeff’s contempt for the man had been
so great that he had never for an in-
stant suspected him of being connected
with the land fraud. Dozens of times
he had passed the man and had thought
him utterly unimportant.

Kellis had no individuality. In a
crowd he was simply a negligible unit;
alone he was too- insignificant to attract
attention. And yet this man had be-
come a danger and a menace. More-
over, he had once been regarded with
something like affection by Ellen—by
Jeff’s wife!l

Jeff viciously jabbed his spurs into
the flanks of the horse and the animal
bounded forward into a furious gal-
lop. The pace accorded with Jeff’s
mood. Jeff writhed as a strange, new
rage gripped him; a rage that tortured
him because he could find no outlet for
it; the rage of jealousy!

Kellis had written letters to Ellen,
His wife! Ellen had written to Kellis.
For four years they had exchanged ro-
mantic letters, and of course in those
four years Ellen had entertained ro-
mantic visions.

There must have been something be-
tween them, something of a serious na-
ture, to hold her interest that long; and
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that something would have to be love,
for nothing else would last. Ellen had
told him that she had once loved Kel-
lis, but that since she had seen him
again, in the hotel in Randall, she
loathed him.

Well, perhaps that was the truth, but
Ellen had lied so much that he didn’t
know whether to believe that statement
or not. It was strange that if she
loathed him she would have permitted
him to visit her in the hotel.

The rage in him turned upon Ellen.
He told himself that he hated her; that
she could not be trusted, that she was
an insincere, lying, impudent and un-
scrupulous woman. Yet—

Hp had a mental picture of her now,
standing straight and gazing at him
with level eyes. He felt the charm of
her, as he had felt it from the begin-
ning. It had gone through him, stir-
ring his blood and filling him with en-
chanting visions. He had seen the
calmness of perfect mental poise in her
eyes; he had seen wistfulness; and at
times he had observed reproach in their
depths. Never, though he had searched
for it, had he found deceit. She had
lied for him, yet it had seemed to him
that a woman of her type couldn’t lie.

E saw her continually. Days when
he had stubbornly stayed away
from the Diamond A, he would

ride along thinking of her; nights in
his blanket under the stars he would
dream of her. He had kept away from
the ranch house to fight against the
lure of her, but in spite of everything
her charm pervaded him.

His thoughts ran, rioting or grim, as
the mood possessed him.

Kellis was aiming at him, of course,
was seeking revenge for the knockdown
he had administered when Kellis had
insulted Sadie Nokes. He couldn’t kill
Kellis, even though he yearned to Kill
him. But in some manner he must
make him produce the certificate.

The horse ran with a steady, tireless
lope. The sun was not very high when
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from a distance Jeff discerned the roof
of the Kellis cabin. A little later he
rode out of the timber, dismounted near
the cabin and strode to the front door.

It was open; the rear door also. The
cabin faced east and the sunlight
streamed straight through it, disclosing
the pitiful interior.

There was only one room, and only
one window, cut in the north wall. It
was uncurtained and the glass was
cracked and broken. In a comer stood
a bed, dilapidated, dirty, and in dis-
order. Discarded wearing apparel was
strewn around it and upon it.

In another comer was a rusted cast-
iron stove, some pots and pans, partly
filled with cooked food, scattered upon
its warped and discolored lids; in the
center of the room was a small, rough
table with some dishes upon its un-
covered top. Four broken-down chairs
stood forlornly about.

That was all. The cabin had no hu-
man occupant.

Disappointed and impatient because
it seemed that Kellis was not at home,
Jeff strode to the rear door and looked
out. In a small patch of grass under
a tree near the rear of the cabin were
Kellis’s wife and child. The woman
was just rising to her feet, hearing
Jeff’s step in the house.

She stood rigid when she saw Jeff,
and twined her fingers together when
she observed the cold glint in his eyes.

“Where’s Kellis?” he asked.

“Jim away.”

“Where?”

“ What you want weeth him ?”

“ I’ve got some good news for him,”
he lied grimly.

The woman grimaced and shook her
head negatively.

“ No, no!” she said. “ You got no
good news for heem! You, Jeff Hale.
You hurt Jim. Pleeze, Mr. Hale!”

“1s Kellis around here?”

“Jim away.”

“In Randall?”

“ He no say.”

“How long has he been gone?”
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“ An hour, two hour, mebbe. What
you want, Mr. Hale?”

“Where was Kellis last night?”

“Oh, he all right last night, Mr.
Hale. He do nothing bad. You want
heem because he do something bad?
He do nothing bad last night. He
over to see Mr. Ballinger. He come
home early, ten o’clock, mebbe.”

Ballinger hadn’t lied—Kellis had
been there. And Kellis had reached
heme about ten o’clock, so he hadn’t
seen Dallman last night. He must be
on his way to see Dallman now!

Jeff turned from the woman and ran
around the house to Tiis horse. He
was in the saddle and riding away in
an instant, while the woman followed
him, running, and calling unintelligent-
ly to him.

ANDALL was only ten miles dis-
tant and if Kellis had left home
two hours ago he was now in

town, providing he had been headed
in that direction. There was a chance
that he hadn’t gone directly to town,
and in that case Jeff might reach Ran-
dall ahead of him.

The horse was not spared now.
Through the green aisles of the forest
he flashed, a black thunderbolt moving
with sweeping undulations. Jeff knew
the country thoroughly and saved much
time by heading the horse over dim
cross trails and into little known levels
where the footing was firm. As Jeff
rode he scanned the country about him
in search of Kellis.

The high ridges that loomed mo-
mentarily in his vision received a
glance, the gorges he passed were
swiftly scrutinized, as were the little
flats that were disclosed to him, the
miniature valleys, the arroyos and the
natural coverts.

After Jeff reached"the great upland
which rimmed the mighty basin on the
south he slowed the horse down and
dismounted. To conserve the animal’s
strength he went on foot up the long
slope, the horse following.
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For a brief instant Jeff paused, to
search with swift glances the low coun-
try which spread around him in all
directions. He could see no rider and
so he mounted and rode westward, fol-
lowing the trail Ellen and he had ridden
when they had gone to Randall to be
married.

Later, emerging from the gorge
down which he had ridden from the
mesa, he saw the Randall trail stretch-
ing before him. The trail was empty,
so Kellis was probably already in town.

There was still a chance that Kellis
had not reached Dallman, and the black
horse went down the long slope with
sickening velocity. The headlong pace
carried him far out over the floor of
the valley, and he was within a mile
of the town before he would permit
Jeff to pull him down. He was lop-
ing sedately, however, when he reached
the eastern end of Randall’s one street.

Jeff rode along, searching for Jim
Kellis’s horse, which might have been
at one of the various hitching racks.

Not finding it he rode to the livery
stable, dismounted and talked a brief
time with Allen, the proprietor. When
he left Allen, he knew that Kellis had
not entered town that morning. Allen
had been sitting in front of his place
since dawn and declared no one had
ridden into town since that time.

A humorous remark trembled on
Allen’s tongue, but he withheld it. In-
stead of speaking he drew a long breath
and held it, for what he saw in Jeff’s
eyes awed him.

Later, to a friend, Allen said:

“1 don’t know. But somehow I sure
was glad | wasn’t Kellis!”

Kellis’s wife had lied, of course.
Kellis had probably been hiding some-
where in the vicinity of the cabin. And
now, knowing that Jeff Hale was look-
ing for him, Kellis would divine the
reason.

Jeff was riding past the Elite when
he glanced toward the restaurant and
observed Sadie Nokes at the window,
violently motioning to him. He nodded



122

slightly to her, rode a little distance
down the street, wheeled his horse,
rode back, dismounted at the hitching
rack in front of the Elite, and entered.

ere was no one inside except
I Sadie, and the girl was wildly
excited.

“You’re in for it now, Jeffl” she
said. “ Mart Blandin sent a man to
the Diamond A last night to warn you!
Your wife told the man you were not
at home!

“ Dallman and Hazen and a bunch
of farmers had a meeting last night
in Hazen’s office. Mart was there.
Hazen has sworn in a lot of deputies,
besides Mart and the other regular
ones. They were all there. Hazen and
Dallman are wild because of the way
you smashed them off their horses with
Dallman’s rifle!

“They intended to kill you that
night! They had told Mart all about it,
for they think Mart hates you—he’s
made them believe that. Now Hazen
says it can’t go on any longer. To-
night they’re going to organize a posse.
They’re going to capture you. Then
they are going to shoot you and pre-
tend they did it in self-defense.

“1 s’pose you know why, Jeff? Day
after to-morrow is the first and they
are afraid you will do something des-
perate before then! Mart says it looks
bad. The farmers are vindictive. Ha-
zen says your wife’s lying has saved
you twice, but that he’ll see that she
don’t get a chance to lie for you again.

“ Mart says if he was you he’d get
out of town for awhile, until this blows
over. You can’t fight them all, Jeff,
and you can’t do anything about the
land. Dallman will get it. He’s
bragged to Mart that he’s got things
all fixed up at the Land Office. Get
out of town, Jeff, and stay out!”

“ Thanks. Rustle some grub, Sadie.
I’ll be back in five minutes.”

He went out, swung into the saddle,
rode to the livery stable and told Allen
to feed and water his horse. He stood
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for a few minutes in front of the livery
stable, and saw Dallman walking on
the other side of the street. He ob-
served that Dallman saw him, but pre-
tended he did not, and he watched the
man until he entered the doorway of
a building far down the street.

Jeff returned to the Elite and sank
into a chair at one of the tables. Sadie
placed food before him and hovered
near him.

“You’ll go away, won’t you, Jeff?”
she asked.

“No.”

“ Mart said you wouldn'’t.
ought to. They’ll kill you!”
. Jeff did not answer. He finished
eating, got up and smiled gravely at
the girl.

“You and Mart have been good,
friends,” he said. “ If you hadn’t been
keeping me informed about what has
been going on in the last year or so,
I reckon 1'd have been dead a long
time, now. Have you seen Kellis this
morning ?”

“ Kellis hasn’t been in town since—
since | saw him in the hotel with your
wife.” Sadie reddened.

Jeff’'s gaze was meditative.

“You don’t like my wife, do you?”

“ 1 didn’t—at first.”

“ Does that mean you like her now ?”

“Yes. She is a good woman.”

“In spite of the fact that she was in
the hotel room with Jim Kellis?”

“ She ain’t the kind of woman that
does that, Jeff. She couldn’t help that.
She wouldn’t do anything to hurt you.”

“Why?”

“Why? Why, you darned fool!
She loves you!”

But you

HE looked keenly at him and
laughed in amazement and de-
rision.

“Dont you know that? | don’t be-
lieve you do! Why, everybody knows
that! It’s in her eyes when she looks
at you—when she talks about you!
And you don’t know it! My Gawd,
ain’t men the fools!”
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Jeff accepted the epithet in silence.
There were several things about his
association with Ellen that Sadie did
not know. One was that she had mar-
ried him through mercenary motives.
Another was that she did not love
him.

He had got no satisfaction from Bal-
linger. Ballinger was a good actor or
agood liar, he didn’t know which. But
he was determined to get to the bottom
of the mystery—the reason she had
married him. And while he was wait-
ing for the solution of that hed
settle up matters with Hazen and
Dallman.

He left Sadie and walked down the
street. He was aware that he was
watched and that his presence in town
was known to his enemies, for never
had he observed so many men lounging
about.

Sadie was right, his enemies were
ready to act. Their interest in his
movements was evident; so glaringly
obvious that he wondered if they were
not meditating instant action. His con-
tempt for them was deep. They were
farmers. Some of them wore guns,
and perhaps a few might be able to
use them. But he doubted it. The
guns were in holsters that were
strapped tightly to the waist above the
hips. Some of the butts pointed for-
ward, some backward.

They were not his kind of people.
They were alien usurpers of the ranges,
they did not belong in cattleland. They
were plodders of the plow, swarming
slowly over the trails that had been
blazed by the frontier riders. But as
Gillman had said: “You can’t stop
them fellows from coming. A whole
wagon train of them came in to-day—
we’re through, Jeff.”

Yes; they were through. Jeff knew
that. He was contemptuous of the
farmers and yet he sympathized with
them in a way. They would have to
endure much.

But their coming marked the begin-
ning of the end of the reign of cattle.
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Men like his father, himself, like Gill-
man and all the rest, would have to get
out. They’d have to move farther
west.

He did not blame the farmers for
coming; he blamed Dallman for bring-
ing them. Dallman was a pernicious
influence in the country. He was bring-
ing these people before the land was
ready for them; he was stealing land
and selling it to innocent victims of
his greed. Every legal title would be
clouded.

Jeff found himself entering the door
of a little office. Above the door was
a sign reading:

WADE DALLMAN
Cud, Titles, Surveys.

Jeff pushed the door open and
entered the office.  He stood before
Dallman—for at his entrance Dallman
scrambled up and faced him. The color
drained from Dallman’s cheeks, but he
made a valiant effort to stiffen his
muscles so that he might stand before
his enemy with some semblance of
steadiness.

“Dallman,” said Jeff, “ it all comes
back to this.”

He moved his right hand and the
heavy Colt was out of its holster and
balanced in his palm.  “ I’'m through
accepting your kind of law. With-
draw your claim to the Hale land and
get out of town by the day after to-
morrow !’

He stood, looking at Dallman. Dall-
man did not move or speak. Jeff
backed slowly out of the office. On
the sidewalk he holstered his gun,
walked down to the livery stable.

His horse was tired, so he borrowed
another from Allen. He urged his
horse to an easy trot and rode straight
down the street, taking the trail he had
ridden when entering town.

He wis aware of the stares that fol-
lowed him; he observed various groups
of men in doorways, other groups clus-
tered around various wagons. Faces
were plastered against window panes.
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Sadie Nokes was right. His enemies

meditated action.

CHAPTER XXI.
JEFF FLARES UP.

’'OM the floor of the valley the

long upland trail over which Kellis

would have to ride to reach Ran-
dall was always in sight, and as Jeff
rode out of town he watched for a rider
to appear there. It was unlikely, how-
ever, that Kellis would visit town that
day, for if he had been in concealment
during Jeff’s visit to his cabin, he would
suspect what the visit portended and
would remain hidden until he was cer-
tain Jeff had left town.

Jeff had only one chance of getting
possession of the certificate. That was
to surprise Kellis, to come upon him
before he had an opportunity to destroy
the document, for it was valuable to
Kellis only if he could sell it, and if he
discovered that Jeff suspected him of
having it he would very likely destroy
it out of pure malice.

Of course Dallman would buy the
certificate to prevent it being restored
to the Land Office. Jeff was certain it
had not yet been offered to Dallman.
Ballinger, the wealthier man, had been
given first chance.

Jeff rode back to the Kellis cabin.
He left the trail when still some dis-
tance away and rode carefully through
the timber until he reached a point
several hundred feet from the rear of
the building. Concealed by a heavy
growth of brush he watched the cabin.

Near a small outbuilding was a little
corral built of cedar poles. There was
no horse in the corral, and the absence
of a horse would appear to indicate that
Mrs. Kellis had told the truth when she
had said that Kellis was away.

But Jeff did not believe it.# Kellis
had no interests anywhere except in
Randall. He had no friends and no
neighbors who would receive him. If
he had gone anywhere he would be in
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town, for that was where he would find
Dallman.

For perhaps an hour Jeff continued
to watch the cabin. Several times he
saw the woman come to the door. Once
she emerged and walked slowly around
the cabin, evidently without purpose,
and Jeff watched her narrowly to see
if she would make any movement that
could be construed as a signal. But
she did not even glance into the sur-
rounding timber.

Once she paused and plucked casu-
ally and languidly at a wild vine that
grew against the cabin wall; and for a
time she stood at the southwesterly
corner staring downward. There was
something in her attitude that sug-
gested weariness and discouragement.
Jeff waited until she went into the
house. Then he rode away, convinced
that Kellis wasn’t anywhere about.

He rode back to Randall and went
directly to Sheriff Bill Plazen’s office,
which was a small frame building set
in the center of a space between two
other buildings. Jeff entered and a tall,
slender man of about Jeff’s age greeted
him with a smile.

The slender man was Mart Blandin,
Sadie Nokes’s lover and one of Hazen’s
deputies.

“ Saw you in town awhile ago,” he
said. He got up, walked to the rear
door, opened it and spat, glanced out
casually, left the door open, sauntered
to the front door, spat again, turned,
leaned against a jamb and whispered:

“ Sadie tell you?”

Jeff nodded.

| "HEY mean business, Jeff,”
A warned Blandin. “ They’re goin*
to organize at nine to-night.
Hazen will be back, then.”
“ Where is Hazen now?”
< Ele rode over to Lazette yesterday
—1 don’t know why.” He looked
keenly at Jeff, adding slowly: “ I hear
Gillman an’ the boys have quit. That
leaves you playin’ her a lone hand, eh?”
He shook his head. “ No use advisin’
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you lay low for awhile, | suppose.
Well, 1 reckoned you wouldn’t.

“1 got an idea it’ll blow over, after
the first of the month. 1 got it figgered
out that they want to get you out of
the way before the first, so’s you won’t
be able to pull off any surprise party on
them.

“ Hazen an’ Dallman hate you like
poison since you bashed their heads in
that night. There’s nothin’ you can do
about the land, anyhow™* Jeff. If you
could manage to keep out of their way
until after the first, 1 got an idea
they—”

“ Thanks, Mart,” smiled Jeff. “You
say Hazen will be back before nine?”

“@bout an hour after dusk, he told
me.”

“ The others won’t do anything until
Hazen comes, eh ?”

“ No. Hazen’s makin’ it legal. He’s
runnin’ it. Told the other boys to keep
their hands off. So they won’t start
nothin’ until he gets here.”

“ Has Jim Kellis been in town?”

“ Ain’t seen him.”

“1’ve been hoping that if he does
come to town he won’t see Dallman,”
said Jeff, and smiled.

“1 can fix that,” promised Blandin.
“ There’s an order to bring him in, any-
way. Nothin’ serious: Hazen wants
to ask him some questions about that
Hank Kroll hangin’; thinks he knows
somethin’.  If Kellis comes in 1l hold
him; he won’t see Dallman alone.”

*“ Leave word with Sadie if you get
hold of Kellis,” said Jeff. “I’ll see
her to-night.”

“ You hadn’t ought to come to town
to-night, Jeff,” warned Blandin.

Jeff did not answer. He went out,
mounted and rode out of town, heading
toward the Diamond A along the trail
that led straight down the valley. He
was well aware that his departure was
observed by many watchers.

His mood was now saturnine. He
hadn’t slept in twenty-four hours, and
he was physically and mentally weary.
His friends had deserted him. He was
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convinced that Kellis had the certificate
and would destroy it before permitting
it to be found. Despite anything he
could do, the land would go to Dall-
man. His wife was a liar and a fraud.

The afternoon was almost gone
when he dismounted at the corral gates
and turned his horse into the inclosure.
He carried saddle and bridle into the
stable and placed them upon their pegs,
then walked to the door and stood for a
time staring grimly out into the valley.

He was considering his wife.

Half an hour later he was standing
in the doorway of her room, looking at
her with a steady, somber gaze. He
had appeared in the doorway while
Ellen had been combing her hair irt
front of the mirror in the dresser, and
she had turned when she had heard his
step on the threshold.

E had never seen’her looking more
beautiful. Her hair was down,
and she had caught the glistening

mass in one hand and was holding it
close to her breast so that one side of
her face was screened by its filmy folds
while the other was revealed with
cameo-like sharpness in the dim light
that shone upon her.

He had never seen her eyes so big
or so lustrous. They were alight with
wonder and embarrassment, but when
she saw him standing there so rigidly,
his gaze intent and somber, she slowly
straightened; defensively, he thought

He moved slowly toward her, and
when he was close enough he reached
out and grasped her arms, the tightness
of his grip betraying the passion he felt
She did not try to escape him, but
stood erect, gazing straight into his
eyes.

“What were you doing in the
Navaho Basin the night | found you in
the cabin?” he asked.

“Why, | had been abducted, of
course.”

She had paled and her eyes were
luminous.

“ That’s evasion,” he said, contempt
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in Ills voice. “ It’s something I know.
I want to know what you went into the
basin for, why you were there at all?”

“1 rode over to see Jim Kellis!” she
returned defiantly, and went on slowly,
every word searing her soul. 1 told
you once before that there was some
romantic nonsense between us! | once
thought I loved Jim Kellis well enough
to marry him. | rode over there to do
it—and met his wife!”

The statement accorded with Bal-
linger’s version of the affair. He
couldn’t be jealous of Kellis. If she
had told him about this when he had
questioned her before he would have
thought nothing of it. But after dis-
covering that Kellis was married she
had permitted him to enter her room
at the hotel.

“You met his wife,” said Jeff. “And
you left.  Which direction did you
take?”

A certain gleam in his eyes warned
her that he knew she did not ride
toward the Hour Glass. And so she
told the truth—with reservations.

“ 1—1 felt so badly that I decided I
wouldn’t go home,” she answered. No,
she would never tell him the truth! He
must never know of her wanton deter-
mination to marry the first good-look-
ing man she met! She would admit
anything but that!

*“Which way did you go ?”

“1 rode toward Randall.”

A cynical quirk appeared at the cor-
ner of his mouth. *“ What did you
expect to find at Randall?” he asked.

“Why, I—" She hesitated, blushed,
met his gaze again and continued:
“Why, | dont know. | just wanted
to go there.”

“And then somebody abducted you,”
he added, mockery in his voice.

“Then you abducted me!” she de-
clared.

Jeff shook his head.

“Too thin,” he said. “ You know
better, too. Even if you made a mis-
take you’d know by now that | didnt
do it. One of the Ballingers is lying.”
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“ Oh,” she said, “you have been
talking with father!”

ELL, her father didn’t know
W what had been in her mind that

night, and she wouldn* tell, no
matter how Jeff pressed her! She
didn't want him to know that she was
the kind of woman who would marry
the first man that came along. She
wanted him to respect her! Her folly
of that night caused her no regret now,
however. She had treasured them be-
cause they had brought Jeff to her.

“Yes. | told Ballinger about the
monogrammed silk handkerchief |
found in the cabin. | mentioned the
rope | found in the slicker behind the
saddle you used that night. Some of
that rope was used to tie your hands.
Your father told me Jim Peters fol-
lowed you to Ivellis’s cabin that day. |
think your father didn’t tell all he
knew. Did Peters tie you up?”

“ It was not Peters, it was you!”

His grip on her arms tightened and
she detected a faint paleness around his
lips.

“ That's getting monotonous,” he
said. “You’re a liar, but you can’t
lie as cleverly as you think you can. |
don’t clearly understand what you and
your father had in mind when this
thing started; possibly you thought that
if you married tne your father would
somehow be able to get his railroad
through the valley. 1 don’t know, |
haven’t the least idea how liars invent
their lies; but here is the way you car-
ried it out:

“You pretended to ride to the Kellis
cabin. Perhaps you did. I donit
know, and | dont care. Somehow,
you and your father knew | would be
in the Navaho Basin that night, and
Jim Peters leads you to the cabin, binds
and gags you, and leaves you there.
Then he rides back, looking for me and
my men.

“ He sees us hanging Hank Kroll
and he lets himself be seen so that we’ll
chase him past the cabin, where he has
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left you. He placed your horse where
we couldn’t fail to see.it, to make cer-
tain we would stop. He got away.
After that it was easy. You overheard
wvthe boys talking about hanging Kroll,
and you worked on that, thinking I
would marry you to keep you from
telling.”

The queer quirk twisted his lips
again. “ It wasn’t that. | didn’t care
a damn about that.” He laughed mirth-
lessly. * Sympathy, and perhaps a
sense of decency, did it. And hell! |
can tell you now that | think | loved
you with the first look | got of you
when you stood there in the pale
moonlight that came into the cabin
windows.

“What!” she said tremulously, but
taunting him. “ Does character have
nothing to do with—your love?”

He laughed harshly and stepped
back, releasing her arms.

“ Character!” he said. “1 think
not. | always imagined ft did, but I’'m
just like millions of other damned
fools. | went crazy over a pretty face.
Why, right now 1’'m glad | married you
—in spite of the fact that 1 know you
are a liar and that you lured me into
marrying you, | love you! 1 love you
in spite of the fact that Jim Kellis was
found drunk in your room!”

“ Oh!” she exclaimed, putting both
hands to her face.

“ Clever!” he mocked. He walked
to the door and stood there for an in-
stant looking back over his shoulder
at her as she stood with her wonderful
hair streaming down over her shoul-
ders and her hands still covering her
face.

“You’d better go back to the Hour
Glass to-night,” he said. “ You like to
do your gadding alone, and to-night
will be a good night for it And get
a train out of this country as soon as
you can, for things won’t be pretty
around here from to-night on!”

H e stood for another instant looking
at her. Then he was gone. Ellen could
hear his booted heels striking the flag-
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stones of the patio, could hear the
musical jangling of his spurs.
That was all.

CHAPTER XXII.
A DESPERATE PREDICAMENT.

LLEN had some very definite
ideas about her married life. She
wasn’t going to permit their mar-

riage to be wrecked. The better she
knew Jeff the more determined she was
to keep him. It made no difference to
her what he said or how he treated
her. She deserved all the harsh things
he had said to her. She knew it, and
she wasn’t going to hold it against him.
She loved him—and he loved her; he
had told her so.

His black moods were another mat-
ter. He couldn’t change his nature any
more than she could change hers. And
she didn’t want him to change, for she
loved him as he was, temper and all,
just as he loved her in spite of the fact
that he knew she was a liar.

But her face was pale and her lips
set tightly together when at last she
left her room, crossed the patio and
entered the living room. She was glad
the elder Hales were not at home. They
had ridden away early in the morning,
telling Ellen they were going to La-
zette. Possibly they would not return
for several days.

Standing far back in the living room
Ellen saw Jeff riding away. He had
changed horses; he now rode a power-
ful, rangy bay, and he was headed to-
ward Randall.

Ellen had seen that Jeff was worried.
She had observed the deep lines about
his mouth, the new wrinkles that had
appeared around his eyes, on his un-
shaved cheeks. Standing in her room
he had seemed to be afflicted with a
great weariness of mind and body.

It was weariness such as would op- .
press a man who no longer cared what
happened to him. It seemed to express
contempt of everybody and everything,
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and yet it somehow conveyed the sin-
ister promise of reckless violence.

She was certain he was riding into
danger, but she had no power to pre-
vent him. He did not trust her, would
not listen to her.

With her hands clasped over her
breast she watched him out of sight.
Turning, then, she stood for a long
time gazing at his picture which looked
down at her from its shelf. She reached
up, took the picture from its frame and
concealed it in the bosom of her dress.

It was almost dusk when she went
out to the stable and placed saddle and
bridle on her horse. She carried none
of her belongings except Jeff's picture
and a small revolver in a holster.

She had no intention of obeying
Jeff’s orders. Her personal effects
would remain at the Diamond A, for
she intended to return. Jeff did not
want her now, but some day, she
hoped, he would be glad she had not
obeyed him.

After mounting she rode northeast-
ward up the great, sloping wall of the
valley to the high level country. Be-
fore darkness finally encompassed her
she had found the trail she sought and
was determinedly riding it

She was going to see Jim Kellis. She
intended to appeal to the man’s better
nature. She was confident that Kellis
knew where the missing certificate
could be found, and she meant, some-
how, to make him tell her how she
might get possession of it. There must
be a man named Lincoln somewhere
in the vicinity or Kellis would not have
mentioned his name in connection with
the document’s hiding place.

AT moonrise she was descending the
big slope that led down into

= * Navaho Basin, and shortly after-
ward she passed the cabin where she
had first met Jeff. How long ago it
seemed! She had a yearning to stop
at the cabin, but she did not yield to it,
and presently the cabin was behind her
and she was deep in the timber that had
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been the scene of her adventure with
Dallman.

She had never been able to under-
stand why Dallman had abducted her.
Of course she remembered his words:
“This is one time | even things with
Matthew M. Ballinger.” But she had
thought then, as she thought now, that
the threat was vague and indefinite.

At any rate, what Dallman had in
mind that night wasn’t important be-
cause he hadn’t succeeded in holding
her. She wasn’t,interested in Dallman,
except that she hated him because of
the names he had called her. Some day,
if she managed to stay married to Jeff,
she would make Dallman squirm be-
cause of those names! That is, if Jeff
didn’t kill him before she got a chance !

The forest was beautiful in the sil-
very-black night, but she was in no
mood to appreciate it, though she was
grateful for the mellow moonlight that
disclosed the narrow trail winding sin-
uously between the trees. She had been
riding not more than half an hour
through the timber when she crossed
the swale where she had fallen from
her horse the night Dallman had ab-
ducted her. A few minutes later she
was riding across a clearing to the
door of the Kellis cabin.

There was a light inside; a kerosene
lamp standing on a table near the cen-
ter of the room. Mrs. Kellis was sit-
ting at the table. She had evidently-
heard Ellen's horse.

She got up as Ellen dismounted and
was standing in the doorway when E |-
len tied her horse to one of the slender
porch columns and moved toward her.
The moonlight was strong and she rec-
ognized Ellen, for she became sud-
denly rigid.

“ Miz Ballinger?” she said. “ Miz
Hale, I mean. What you want?”

“1 am on my way to the Hour
Glass,” lied Ellen. *“ | started late and
I am afraid | can’t make it to-night.
You see, | don’t know the trail very
well. | was thinking that perhaps |
might stay here until morning.”
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“Huh.” The woman'’s voice lacked
cordiality; it even held a note of sus-
picion. She did not move.

“Why you start so late ? You know
heem far distance. Why you’ husban’
not come weeth you? Where you’ hus-
ban’ 7

“Mr. Hale had to go to Randall.”

The woman shook her head with a
violent, negative motion.

“You’ husban’ here to-day—two
time. He look for Jeem. What he
want weeth Jeem?”

“ Mr. Hale was here to-day!” ex-
claimed Ellen. “ Why, what did he
want ?’

“He look for Jeem. He come in.
He look like he keel somebody! He
ask for Jeem. | tell heem Jeem no
here. He go away. He come back
an’ stay over in the timber, watchin’ the
cabin. He go away again. What he
want weeth Jeem ?”

“1 am sure | cannot tell you,” said’
Ellen. “ But | am certain he didn’t
wish to kill your husband. And he
isnt with me now—nhe is in Randall.”

“You leave him? He don’ treat you
right ?’

“ Oh, no!” smiled Ellen. “ That isn’t
it. You think that because | am going
to the Hour Glass—"

“ What you ride this time of night-
for, if you don’t leave him?”

LLEN resented the woman’s im-

pudent questioning, but she was

determined to enter the cabin. She
divined that Kellis wasn’t at home. She
didn’t know whether she was disap-
pointed or relieved. She was a little
afraid of Kellis since his real character
had been disclosed to her, and she
doubted that she would gain anything
by questioning him further.

If she could convince Mrs. Kellis that
her visit was entirely unpremeditated
and incidental she might succeed in dis-
covering something about the mysteri-
ous Lincoln. And if the woman per-
mitted her to stay all night she would
manage to search the cabin, for there

9 A
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was a slight chance that Kellis had the
certificate hidden here.

“Oh, Mrs. Kellis, you musn’t say
that,” she said, smiling, “ 1 wouldn’t
leave Jeff.”

“You love heem?”

“ Quite as deeply as you appear t©
love Mr. Kellis,” said Ellen.

The woman’s face flushed.

“ What Jeff want weeth Jeem?” she
asked.

“ | can’t answer that, of course,” re-
turned Ellen. “ He certainly doesn’t
want to kill him, Mrs. Kellis. Jeff has
never killed anybody, has he ? | think,
perhaps, he wanted to ask Mr. Kellis
some questions about Mr. Dallman.
You know, of course, that Mr.#Dallman
has been trying to take some of Jeff’s
land 7’

“Yes. | hear that. Jeem talk some-
time in hees sleep; sometime when he
drunk. Jeem hurt nobody. You sure
Jeff don’ hurt Jeem? You not let Jeff
hurt Jeem?”

“ Certainly not! There is no reason
why Jeff should hurt him.”

And now because of a subtle change
in Mrs. Kellis’s voice Ellen knew that
the woman’s suspicions were almost
allayed. So Ellen laughed and stepped
back, reaching for the bridle rein.

“ 1 think | shall ride on, after all,”
she said. “ There is a good moon,
and | think | shall be able to find the
trail.”

“ No!” exclaimed the woman. “ You
no ride! You come in. You get lost,
hurt, mebbe. Excuse me, pleez. I'm
foolish, mebbe. | think everybody want
to hurt Jeem. Pleez. You come in.
You stay. To-morrow you go. Leave
you’ horse there. After while | put
heem in stable. Come!”

She stepped back and smiled at her
visitor.

Ellen entered. She had no intention
of staying in the cabin all night, and
one glance at the interior almost dis-
suaded her from taking the chair Mrs.
Kellis offered her. But she must ap-
pear to appreciate the woman’s hos-
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pitality, and so she sank into the chair
and smiled.

Mrs. Kellis was now eager. She
darted here and there, making inef-
fectual attempts to tidy up the room,
insisting that her guest remove her hat
and be comfortable. She herself could
not wear a hat. Too heavy. The man-
tilla was best. Cool in the sun. A
hat was hot. Why did American wom-
en wear hats?

She chattered volubly on. Her voice,
now that her suspicions were gone, be-
came flatteringly soft and solicitous.
Mr. Ballinger was a great man, reech.
Never, anywhere, was there a ranch
like the Hour Glass! The Hales were
wonderful people, too. How long had
Ellen known Jeff Hale?

LLEN answered many questions,
and failed to answer many others;
apparently Mrs. Kellis did not ex-

pect them to be answered, for she went
on asking others without waiting.

She made excuses for the appearance
of the cabin, for Jim’s lack of ambition,
for their poverty. Jim was a good man.
People didn’t understand Jim. Babies!
They were a bother, but they came, one
couldn’t help that. They were wonder-
ful, though; her baby looked just like
Jim. Jim loved the baby.

For perhaps an hour Ellen sat, nod-
ding and smiling. But there were times
when she hardly heard Mrs. Kellis.
Once she interrupted her: “ Do you
know where Mr. Kellis is?”

The woman gave her a sharp glance
and shook her head.

She didn’t know, she said; Jim had
left the cabin about daybreak without
telling her where he was going. He sel-
dom told her anything about his move-
ments.

For a time following the answering
of the question, Mrs. Kellis was silent.
Then, as Ellen asked no more ques-
tions she resumed her chatter, while El-
len was glancing searchingly about the

room. _
There was a battered dresser in a
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corner with several drawers in it. If
Kellis had the certificate would he con-
ceal it in the dresser? Hardly. Yet
she would search there when the oppor-
tunity came. There was a shelf on the
wall above the dresser, and upon the
shelf was a small metal box, together
with a pipe, a leather tobacco pouch
and a comb. The box would be peered
into.

There wasn’t much else. The stove,
the bed, the table and the chairs. A
faded steel engraving on the wall near
the bed. The picture was tacked to the

wall. It was unframed, discolored
with age, its edges were torn and
frayed.

But the long, homely face portrayed
on the faded paper was distinct enough.
It may have been the way the light
shone on the portrait, or it may have
been that Ellen’s dawning comprehen-
sion intensified her vision, for the sad
and patient eyes that gazed so calmly
at her appeared to flicker with a faint,
ironic inquiry. It was as if they were
saying: “ Well, here I am! You didn’t
expect to find me here, eh?”

How simple it seemed, now that the
mystery was solved!

Ellen's heart was suddenly pound-
ing hard. She assured herself that she
wasn’t excited, that there was nothing
to get excited over. If she had not mis-
interpreted Kellis’s drunken declara-
tions: if she had calmly reasoned the
thing out, she must have known what
Kellis meant when he had told her that
Lincoln would not talk.

It had been like solving a puzzle.
Mystery, bafflement, and then amazing-
ly rapid understanding. She was now
aware that she must have been looking
at the picture for many minutes before
she had realized that the face in the
picture was that of the martyred Presi-
dent, Lincoln.

She wasn’t excited. She had been
for just an instant. Now she was calm,
cold, determined. She deliberately
turned her back to the picture so that
if -Mrs. Kellis was watching she might
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not suspect her interest, and quietly
asked if she hadn’t better go out and
swater her horse. It had been hot and
the animal had been a long time with-
out a drink.

No, the woman said she should not
bother with the horse. Besides, she
didn’t know where the water could be
found. Right away she, herself, would
go out and water the horse. Then she
would put him in the stable and feed
him. She went out, smiling.

NLY an instant Ellen waited.
Only until she heard Mrs. Kellis
speak to the horse. Then she was

out of her chair, snatching at the pic-
ture of Lincoln. She had no time to be
careful, so she tore the paper from the
tacks and slipped a hand into the aper-
ture. Instantly her searching, eager
fingers gripped another paper. She
drew it out, opened it, quickly exam-
ined it and thrust it into the bosom of
her dress, where Jeff’s picture reposed.

She had it! There was no doubt
that the paper was the missing certifi-
cate. She had seen Adam Hale’s name
on it, the Land Office stamp, the en-
graved border, the flowing signature of
the land agent, and the date.

She drew a deep breath of triumph
and made an involuntary bow of grat-
itude toward the picture. As she bent
her head she heard the swish of some
object hurtling past her, and she
straightened, startled, to see a long
knife sticking in the wall, its haft quiv-
ering.

She knew the knife had been thrown
with murderous intent, just as she knew
that the voice of the knife-thrower be-
longed to Kellis. His shrieking curse
and the thudding of the knife in the
wall above her head appeared to come
simultaneously.

She glanced backward as she darted
toward the rear door. Kellis was leap-
ing toward her from the front door.

She had never seen such demoniac
rage in any man’s face, and for an in-
stant as she fled her muscles faltered on
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the verge of paralysis. Then terror
strengthened her, and she was over the
doorsill, running toward the timber
that fringed the clearing.

As she reached the edge of the tim-
ber fright drew her gaze backward, and
she saw Kellis falling headlong through
the rear doorway. He had evidently
stumbled over the sill.

Ellen ran on without any idea of di-
rection, for the timber was strange to
her and there was no trail for her to
follow.

She had not gone a hundred feet
when she heard Kellis crashing after
her. He was cursing. He was mutter-
ing, too, unintelligibly, whining and
mewing like a desperately harried ani-
mal. The sounds he made terrified her.

She fan on, seeking the aisles that
appeared to offer good footing. She
soon discovered that there were traps
and pitfalls everywhere. She got into
many of them. A dozen times in half
a mile she fell. Thorns clutched at her
garments and scratched her face and
hands.

She could hear Kellis coming after
her. He crashed heavily through
brush that she dared not try to enter.
He leaped over deadfalls w'hich she had
to go around, and his superior strength
and sure-footedness gave him an ad-
vantage that was certain to win him
victory in the end.

Twice, however, it seemed she was
to escape him, for twice heavy clouds
covered the face of the moon, and in
the darkness she changed her course
and veered sharply from the aisle she
had been following.

Once she was sure she had lost him,
for she could no longer see him or hear
him. But she did not linger, and pres-
ently, at a dangerously short distance,
she saw him clamber out of a dry ar-
royo. The moonlight shone clearly up-
on him and she saw that his face was
hideously contorted.

He stopped, drew a gun from a hol-
ster and leveled it at her. She stopped
and stood, incredulously watching him.
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The powder belched at her and she
heard the bullet whine as it passed her.

HE turned and ran, moving in zig-
zag fashion among the trees. She
heard the crashing of the gun

again and again, heard the bullets thud-
ding around her.

Strangely, although Kellis was a
man and was naturally stronger than
she, he did not appear to gain upon her.
She was aware that his cursing had
grown louder, and that there was a
high, screeching note in his voice. Its
timbre had changed. There had been
a ring of command in it. Rage, too,
but a sane rage—the rage of baffled
human hate.

But there was nothing human in the
cries that now filled the timber. There
was a wail in them, a shrill, quavering,
senseless and querulous crying which
sounded so strangely in Ellen’s ears
that morbid, fearsome curiosity
prompted her to pause and turn.

About a hundred yards from her she
saw Kellis. He was limping. He had
evidently hurt his right leg badly, for
he was holding the knee as he moved
toward her, and dropping almost to the
ground at each step. But he was com-
ing. And when he saw that she had
stopped he yelled hoarsely at her and
came toward her faster than ever. She
screamed at sight of him, and ran on.

She ran until in sheer weariness she
was forced to drop to the bole of a
fallen tree to rest. Somewhere back
in the seemingly endless stretch of tim-
ber through which she had passed was
Kellis. She did not see him. But lis-
tening, she heard him, heard the crash-
ing of twigs and branches that marked
his progress.

She had no idea where she was; she
had lost all sense of direction. One
section of the forest was exactly like
any other section. The moon was now
directly overhead. When she finally
saw Kellis coming toward her, still
limping, she sprang up and went on
again.
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She would have circled around Kel-
lis in an effort to get back to the cabin
and take possession of her horse, if
she had known which direction to take.
For all she knew she might now be go-
ing toward the cabin. She had no hope
of finding a trail in the timber. This
was the Navaho Basin, and she remem-
bered that Jeff had told her there was
no trail through it

But at this minute she wasn’t great-
ly concerned over the possibility of her
escape from the basin. What she must
do was to keep away from Kellis.

She was tired, and her progress was
slow, and yet she was still strong
enough to keep Kellis at a distance.
And it seemed that Kellis had used all
the cartridges for his gun. Fie did no
more shooting. In fact, she was al-
most convinced that he no longer had
the gun.

She went on, slowly but steadily,
watching Kellis, keeping him at a dis-
tance. She had been going for more
than an hour when she observed that
on each side of her the timber was
growing thinner.

She paused, quickly apprehensive,
and looked back.

She had been traveling over a mesa,
a great, timbered table-land. Thinking
only of Kellis, and being unable to see
far enough ahead to discern the char-
acter of the country, she had walked
out upon a narrowing wedge of land
which ended in a ragged, rocky butte
that sloped sharply downward toward
the lower country.

She was in a trap!

HE ran swiftly to her right, hoping
S to slip by Kellis before he became

aware of her predicament.

Kellis also hobbled in that direction,
so she turned and ran the other way
until she saw that Kellis was still active
enough to intercept her. Moreover, it
seemed to her that the contemplation
of her imminent capture had endowed
the man with new-found agility, for he
now hopped toward her with amazing
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strides, his injured leg dragging limp-
ly, like some sort of a superfluous ap-
pendage. As he came closer to her she
saw his face clearly, and she knew that
he had lost his reason.

His face had no expression what-
ever. His eyes held only a blank stare,
and his open mouth was drooling sa-
liva. If he had not been coming di-
rectly toward her she must have
thought he did not see her.

He said nothing, but there issued
from his loose lips a flow of sound, a
steady, monotonous whining. It was
unlike any sound that she had ever
heard. Appalled, but still courageous,
she turned her back to him and ran to
the edge of the cliff.

Pausing there for an instant, and
glancing back, she observed that he was
still hopping toward her. Swiftly turn-
ing, she faced him and clambered over
the edge of the cliff, sliding downward
until she was suspended by her hands.
She had seen a ledge below her, and
had thought she would be able to reach
it by dangling her legs. But the ledge
was farther down than she had esti-
mated ; her toes did not touch it.

She released her grip and dropped.
The distance was not great, for the
shock was slight, and she had no diffi-
culty in maintaining an upright posi-
tion, though for an awful heart-stop-
ping instant she swayed outward.

She did not hesitate to see if Kellis
had reached the edge of the cliff, but
got down on her hands and knees and
began to crawl along the ledge, which
ran along the face of the wall under
a great, jagged, bulging rimrock.

The ledge grew narrower. She
reached a spot where it merged into
the wall and vanished. The moonlight
was still good, and she looked around
her. She could hear Kellis again. The
strange, mewing sound he made seemed
to come from the point on the edge of
the cliff that she had vacated.

Kellis was probably looking for her.
Perhaps he would think that she had
missed the ledge and had gone tum-
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bling down the sharp slope to the valley
below. She resolved to stay where she
was until she was certain Kellis was
coming after her.

Straight down for perhaps a dozen
feet was a sloping section of wall out
of which projected jagged points of
rock. From her position the rocks
looked slippery, but from various fis-
sures grew gnarled, root-like branches
of nondescript brush which appeared
to be strong enough to support her
weight.

Beyond this section it seemed the
'descent would be easier. She would
have to go down, anyway, whether
Kellis followed her or not, for she real-
ized that she would not be able to re-
trace her steps.

For some time she rested on the
ledge, hoping that Kellis would not at-
tempt the descent. But presently she
heard a slithering noise and she knew
he was sliding over the edge." She was
already moving downward when she
heard Kellis drop to the ledge. Al-
most, she felt, he had gone over. For
she heard him scrambling around, and
cursing.

She descended backward, her face to
the wall, and when she was about half-
way down the stretch she saw Kellis
crawling along the ledge above her. He
made no sound when he observed her,
but halted for an instant and seemed to
watch her.

HE went down until she reached a
huge slab of rock which seemed to
have broken from its position

somewhere above and dropped to its
present resting place. It had lodged
against a huge rock outcropping, and
appeared to be balanced there precari-
ously. She carefully slid around it,
observing as she moved that Kellis had
reached the point of the ledge above
where she had been forced off.

She was near enough now to Kellis
to get a good view of his face. She
thought some of the blankness of his
expression had been replaced by sly-
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ness. His mouth had closed a little,
and there seemed to be a queer, malig-
nant quirk to his lips. But there was
no gleam of sanity in his eyes. They
were wild and staring.

Some portion of his brain was func-
tioning, however, for he was casting
rapid glances here and there as if
searching for a place to descend. She
thought she saw fright in his eyes when
once he stared downward, and she was
certain he shrank backward as if the
prospect of descending dismayed him.

When she saw him pick up a rock
from the ledge beside him she compre-
hended the meaning of the action.
Swiftly she threw herself flat and slid
down the slope, recklessly trusting to
chance.

She saw the rock leave his hands,
watched it strike the wall near her and
go bounding down the slope to the bot-
tom of the valley. Long after it struck
the bottom she heard other rocks slith-
ering and clattering after it. A light,
feathery dust arose and hovered over
the slope.

She got behind a rock that was not
quite large enough to shield her, and
crouched there. Another rock, hurled

by Kellis, struck close to her and
bounded over her. Then another, and
another.

She heard Kellis shrieking, and
looked up to see him crazily running
back and forth on the ledge, hopping
grotesquely, dragging his limp leg.

“Damn you!” he shrieked. “ I'll
kill you! I’ll smash you to smither-
eens!”

CHAPTER XXIILI.
HAZEN EIGHTS OUT.

FTER leaving Ellen at the Dia-
mond A, Jeff rode toward Ran-
dall. He rode slowly, and dark-

ness overtook him while he was still
about five miles from town. Then, in-
stead of continuing on the Randall
frail, he left it and cut across the valley
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bottom into the country west of town.
There he found a trail and rode it
northwestward until he reached a point
where the trail ran through a dry ar-
royo.

Dismounting, he led the horse be-
hind a dense growth of wild brush,
trailed the reins over his head, and left
him.

Jeff walked to the western end of
the arroyo, which cut into a section
of upland country which was brilliant
in the moonlight, dropped upon a bowl-
der behind a dense clump of tall mes-
quite, and sat there, somberly regard-
ing the trail.

Apparently Jeff had judged the time
accurately, for he had not been sitting
on the bowlder very long when he saw
a rider come into view on the west
trail.

The rider was in view for all the
distance down the slope. He was com-
ing at a moderate speed, his horse in
a steady, rocking lope.

Blandin hadn't lied.

When the rider reached the head of
the arroyo he slowed down because of
the shadows and the uncertainty of the
trail, and when he reached the clump
of mesquite behind which Jeff was sit-
ting on the rock the horse was moving
at a walk. \

And then Jeff’s voice, cold and
sharp, floated through the mesquite:
“ Reach for the sky, you mangy pup!”

So swiftly that the action seemed to
be accomplished with a single move-
ment, the rider brought his horse to a
halt and raised his hands high in the
air. He had turned his head and the
moonlight shining on him revealed him
as Bill Hazen.

He had recognized Jeff’s voice, but
he said nothing as Jeff emerged from
beyond the mesquite and confronted
him.

Jeff’s gun was rigid at his hip, but
not more rigid than his muscles as he
stood there in the moonlight watching
his enemy.

Hazen had never seen Jeff in his
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present mood. He was apprehensive at
the sight, for he gulped twice and
seemed to settle heavily in the saddle.

At Jeff's command he gripped his
gun carefully and delicately with fore-
finger and thumb and dropped it into
the sand of the trail. He appeared to
realize, that he must obey quickly and
without objection.

“ Light!” ordered Jeff.

Hazen swung out of the saddle and
dropped to the ground without lower-
ing his hands. Silently he faced the
somber figure of his enemy.

“Turn!” ordered Jeff.

Jeff searched Hazen’s clothing. He
found no other weapons. With Hazen
standing motionless Jeff drew a rifle
from a saddle sheath on the sheriff’s
horse, tossed it into the mesquite
clump, and then inspected the slicker
that was strapped to the cantle.

He stepped aside.

“ Get up and ride straight down the
arroyo!” he commanded.

Hazen obeyed, still keeping his
hands above his head except for the
instant he was required to use them
in order to mount. Then, followed by
Jeff, he rode down the arroyo to where
Jeff had left his horse. There, at
Jeff’s command, Hazen halted, and
Waited until Jeff was in the saddle.

Y this time Hazen seemed to have
partially regained his courage,
possibly realizing that since he had

not been shot at once he was to escape
that fate altogether.

“ Seems you’re tnakin’ a lot of fuss
about somethin’!” he jeered.

“ More than you’re worth,” an-
swered Jeff. “ You know I’'m not in
the habit of shooting men who can’t
shoot back. But I’ve no objection to
Cracking your head with the butt of
my gun. Hazen, I’'m yearning to kill
you. Whether you live to get where
I'm taking you depends on yourself.
Get going—north!”

“Hell"” exclaimed Hazen.
will be Navaho Basin.”

“ That
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“ Exactly. Just let your horse lope
smooth and easy.”

Hazen was reluctant, but he had no
choice, and he sent his horse across
some level country northward, toward
a long slope that could be seen in the
distance. Beyond that slope was a wil-
derness that few men had ever pene-
trated. It loomed dark and forbidding,
a mysterious country.

For an hour Hazen rode steadily,
with Jeff not more than twenty or
thirty feet behind him. The two riders
crossed the level, descended the slope
and were riding straight into the sol-
emn darkness of the forest, when
Hazen suddenly halted his horse,
swung around and faced his captor.
Hazen’s face was now pallid with
fright.

“You can Kill me right here, damn
you!” he shouted.

“1'm glad to hear you admit that
you need Kkilling,” said Jeff. “ 1 have
known it for more than a year. I’ll be
glad to accommodate you. If you are
not riding in ten seconds you’ll be plen-
ty dead right after that.”

He sat motionless, his gun drawn,
watching Hazen.

Before the ten seconds had passed
Hazen was riding again. Some of the
resistance had gone out of him; the
belligerence of spirit which had pro-
voked him to halt and face his captor
had been quelled by the steady and
saturnine eye which had met his.

He was in ignorance of Jeff’s inten-
tions. Jeff had told him nothing. Jeff
had not revealed his knowledge of
Hazen’s plans to organize the posse
of farmers for the purpose of lending
a legal atmosphere to his own execu-
tion; he had not.intimated that he
knew anything about Hazen’s plans.
He would give Hazen no information
whatever.

When they entered the timber Hazen
again hesitated. But he went on again
presently, without speaking.

To Hazen’s amazement, they ulti-
mately found a trail. Where they came
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upon it Hazen could not have told, or
could he ever find it again. It seemed
they had been zigzagging and circling
in the timber for two or three hours,
when the trail appeared, but by that
time the sheriff had lost all sense of di-
rection.

If Jeff had left him at that moment,
he could not have found his way out
of the timber. He was lost, and his
manner betrayed his helplessness.

The trail was a faint one, running
in irregular fashion from one aisle of
the forest to another, circling around
low', wooded hills, doubling back and
forth to skirt deadfalls and sometimes
descending to miniature flats or rising
to dizzy heights at the rims of great,
ragged buttes.

Hazen found nothing more to say.
He seemed resigned, dispirited, and he
rode forward, slouching in the saddle
in a manner that was singularly in con-
trast to his usual arrogant attitude.

BOUT midnight the trail led them
down into a little flat close to the
bank of a small stream of water.

At a little distance from the water’s
edge was a small cabin built of logs.

The cabin was dark, and Jeff signed
to Hazen to halt

Jeff called, and after an interval a
voice answered:

“That you, Hale?”

Jeff replied, and he and Hazen rode
forward.

Two men emerged from the cabin
doorway. They were men who occa-
sionally visited Randall. Hazen had
seen them several times, and knew
them as Dell Hart and Jess Givens. He
had been told that they were outlaws.
Once, when they had lingered in town
too long, he had ordered them to leave.

He listened now*to the conversation
carried .on between the three men.
They did not lower their voices; it ap-
peared they were very frank in discuss-
ing him.

“So you want us to take him with
us anb lose him?” said Hart. “ Well,
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he’s worthless, anyway. Nobody will
miss him.”

Hazen watched the two outlaws as
they talked. Their faces were villain-
ous, and Hazen knew that if they took
him with them, anywhere, he would
not return.

He learned from the conversation
that Hart and Givens were about to
leave the country anyway. “ Pickings ”
were not good. They were going north,
straight through Navaho Basin,
through one hundred and lil'ty miles of
forest wilderness.

“What’s the use of botherin’ wdth
him?” said Givens. *“ Why not—"

Significantly he tapped his gun hol-
ster.

“ He’s not worth even that,” said

Jeff. “ But lie’s an officer.”
“ Of what?” asked Hart. “ Of the
law? Well, | don’t know. |’ve heard

of the sort of law he runs, an’ it don’t
amount to anything. It’s just his law,
fer himself an’ Dallman. Shootin’ him
wouldn’t be injurin’ the law.”

“He’s no good,” said Jeff, “but I
haven’t been able to bring myself to do
it. 1 had thought of it—twice—but it
would have been like killing a sheep.”

" He’s yellow, of course,” said Giv-
ens. “ Everybody knows it; hut why
should that save him? He’s just one
of them accidents you hear about.
Somehow, he got the most votes, and
that makes him represent the law—but
such law! He’s been sheriff for more
than a year, an’ he’s never arrested
anybody. Brag an’ bluster an’ pose.”

“Well, we can’t let him go,” said
Hart. “ He’d go right back- to town
an’ start to strut. Mebbe he’d have
nerve enough to bring a posse here. He
would be sure to do that if he could be
certain we’d gone.”

F you boys would let me go, Id
ride straight to Lazette an’ re-
sign,” interjected Hazen. He was
pallid again; he gulped his words out.
Nobody seemed to hear his voice;
nobody looked at him. He felt he had
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not spoken distinctly enough, and so he
repeated his words. As before, they
were ignored.'

“The best way is to end it right
now,” said Givens. “ What do we gain
by taking him with us? | sure hate to
lose any sleep, watchin’ him nights
while we was ridin’.”

“We'd be nervous,” added Hart.
“I1f we’d be in camp an’ he’d take it
into his head to turn over in his sleep,
I’d throw my gun on him, thinkin’ he’d
be meanin’ to cut our throats.”

“ We couldn’t always be keepin’ him
ahead of us,” said Givens. “ If he’d
fall back, we’d have to plug him. We
ought to do it right now; it would save
trouble.”

“ Well,” said Jeff, “ you boys do as
you think best. 1’'m turning him over
to you. Do what you please with him.
I’'m ridin’ back to town. But maybe
you’d like to know what he was intend-
ing to do to-night.”

Jeff told them what Blandin had
said, and when he concluded there was
a short silence.

Hart and Givens looked at Hazen.

Jeff had not mentioned Blandin’s
name, and Hazen seemed amazed to
discover that Jeff knew of his plans.

“ See!” said Hart. “He didn’t mean
to give you any chance. Why should
you give him any? If you don’t want
to kill him, why, 1I—"

Hart’s gun seemed to glide into his
right hand.
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“1°d be willin’ to give you boys my
resignation right now,” said Hazen.
“You could send it on to Lazette. 1’d
light out of the country an’ never come
back.”

He wiped his moist forehead with a
handkerchief. His hands trembled;
his knees were sagging.

“ After we Kkill him we could toss
him into that narrow canon,” said
Givens. “ Nobody would ever find him.
That’s a whole lot better way than
havin’ him resign. He might change
his mind.”

“Don’t kill me, boys!” begged Ha-
zen. “1 ain’t done nothin’ so awful
bad. Nobody’s been hurt. 1'd write
a confession sayin’ me an’ Dallman was
workin’ together to get the Hale land.
Then you’d know | wouldn’t dast come
back.”

“We could try that,” said Jeff.
“You boys take him into your shack
and set him to writing.”

Hart and Givens led Hazen into the
cabin. Jeff waited outside. Just be-
fore daylight Hazen and the other men
emerged.

There was no word spoken. Hart
and Givens stood near the door of the
cabin. Jeff had vanished, though his
horse was grazing near the edge of the
clearing.

“1°d ride north,” suggested\ Givens,
as Hazen mounted. “ That way you’ll
be certain to miss town. 1°d keep on
missin’ it, if | were you.”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK



The right hand gripped a gun in his
' coat pocket

A Bad Guess

‘Give me a lift! ” the hard-boiled hiker asked—and obligingly Duff,
the real estate salesman, took Aanfor a rice

By M. E. CHASE

E roadside bushes parted and a

I scraggily hard-boiled visage

stared in both directions. Only
one car was in sight approaching his
ambush.  The highwayman turned a
pair of small but powerful binoculars
upon it. Yes, it was a good make of
machine, and the man at the wheel had
a prosperous air about him. Also,
there was no one else in the car.

He waited for it to draw near. Then,
stepping out, he signaled with his left
hand. The right gripped a gun in his
coat pocket, ready for action in case

)

this guy got funny and tried to speed
by

But the car slowed up.

“Qive me a lift into town, brother,”
he challenged roughly.

" Sure thing, climb in,” the driver
opened the car door. “ Too blamed hot
to hoof it far to-day,” he went on af-
fably, disregarding the other’s hard
scrutiny.

“Ya said a mouthful?’

- “ My name’s Duff. What’s yours?”
inquired the driver cheerily.

Finally deciding to answer the ques»
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tion, the other snarled, “ Anderson’s
my handle!”

“ Glad to have company. | hate
these long drives alone. Ever smoke,
Mr. Anderson?”

The stick-up regarded the proffered
cigar with considerable dissatisfaction.
A five center! It suggested that pick-
ings might not be so good here after
all.

Still, One never could tell. However,
there were too many cars approaching
just then to crack the bird senseless and
find out exactly how much of a wad he
did have on him.

Then, by way of making conversa-
tion, Duff let drop: “ Never saw busi-
ness worse than itis at present. In my
line, anyway.”

“What’s your line, brother?”

“ Selling real estate—tough game all
right.”

The highway suddenly cleared.
Anderson scrutinized the gas meter.

“ Say, better fill up on gas,” he
sneered. It was best to have plenty
for his get-away after he dumped Duff
by the roadside.

“ Guess you’re right. Well, there’s
a station just ahead a ways,” Duff re-
plied, and went on to say: “ Drove
clear to Santa Ana to-day to collect
some back payments on a lot | sold a
fellow, and all | got out of him was a
hard luck story, after my burning up a
tankful of gas.”

At the filling station, Duff called for
five gallons, digging into a trousers
pocket for change.

“ No, by George! make it only four.
I see I’'m short of cash,” he told the at-
tendant. He fumbled in the other
pocket, but produced nothing.
“Thought I had enough to get my one
suit pressed in the morning before |
start out on my calls,” he grinned des-
pairingly. “ Have to put up a front
regardless of whether | eat.”

Anderson’s impulse, when he had
taken in the situation, was to bid Duff
good day and waylay a more lucrative
victim.  Yet the dicks were on his
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trail. It was really strategy to get into
hiding in town without delay, and just
as well not to leave any fresh evidence
of his whereabouts unless he could
made a decent haul. Duff was fur-
nishing him comfortable transportation
in the right direction, so he decided to
keep on with him.

“ Here, | got some change,” Ander-
son said, shoving two quarters at Duff,
and out of the corner of his mouth to
the attendant, “ Say, guy, make it five,
seel”

Just his luck to make a bad guess
when he was down to his last ten-
spot. He grinned at the idea of actual-
ly shelling out from his own jeans,
when he’d been all fixed to lift a wad.
Oh, well, this Duff was a likable bird,
even if he was still wet behind the ears.

“/”~ LAD to do a good turn to a guy

V | what’s on his uppers,” Anderson

said condescendingly.  “ Been

that way too many times myself.” Now

his tongue loosened up. “ Ever ride

the bumpers, pardner? Don’t suppose
you ever did, eh?”

“ Oh, sure!” Duff replied, showing
no surprise. “ Beat my way West the
first time—biunpers, side door Pull-
man, and hitch hiking along the high-
way.”

“Yeah?” Anderson responded.
“Well, it ain’t so easy to pick up a
ride on the highway any more.”

“1 suppose a lot of folks are afraid
to give a stranger a lift, for fear of
being held up. But I treat every man
as though he was as straight as | aim
to be. Neyer yet came to any grief
doing it either.” Duff offered his pas-
senger a cigarette. He accepted it,
smiling up his sleeve at the narrowness
of this poor trusting boob’s escape this
trip.

“Say we stop up here and eat!”
Anderson suggested.

“1t’ll only take us forty-five minutes
to get into town now,” Duff demurred,
glancing at the dash clock.

“Naw, le’s eat! Ya look hungry,
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fella.  I’ll set 'em up, see?” Anderson
persisted with rough magnanimity.

“1 got to be in town by four, but |
guess we can make it all right,” Duff
said, turning into a roadside hot-dog
stand.

When they had surrounded a sub-
stantial lunch and were again under
way, Anderson got to wondering how
this poor fish would act if he knew his
passenger was the stick-up so badly
wanted right now for that killing he
had pulled last week. He was on the
verge of springing it, just to see how
he’d take it. But habitual discretion
checked him. Instead he asked:

N “Ever been in New York, pardner?”

Duff had been in New York, as well
as Chicago, Miami, New Orleans, EIl
Paso, Seattle and now Los Angeles,
playing the real estate game, the stick-
up learned during the next half hour.
He snorted aloud at the idea of any guy
who’d been about that much not being
wise to what sort of passenger he had.

But Duff didn’t seem to notice. He
kept his eyes on the road, and he was
certainly stepping on the gas, too.

Reaching the city limits, Anderson
informed him: “ You can drop me off
any place here and I’ll take a street car
down town.”

“ Going down town anyway,” Duff
told him.

A purposefulness now took the place
of the driver’s affability. He ceased
talking, kept his eye on the clock and
several times violated traffic rules to
make speed.

“ Say, brother,” Anderson snarled,
his hand on his gun.  “ Ya tryin’ to
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land us in jail? Drive onto the next
street, where they ain’t so many traffic
cops, if you’re in such a damn hurry.”

Duff slowed down and resumed con-
versation. Anderson slowly relaxed
his grip on the gun, decided he’d accept
Duff at face value, unless he actually
made an out-and-out false move.

When the car stopped at a down
town curb, Anderson lost no time in
getting out. “ Thanks for the lift,
brother, and good luck to you,” he said
and hurried off, hand in pocket. And,
to make sure that Duff hadn’t recog-
nized him and wasn’t setting a cop on
his trail, he secreted himself in a door-
way to watch.

Sure enough! The guy was stand-
ing by his car peering in the direction
Anderson had taken. The stick-up
automatically began pulling his gun out
of the pocket with slow and ruthless
purpose, for Duff was cutting diagon-
ally'across, toward the traffic cop at the
corner. But, no! He walked past
the cop and on into a bank.

Anderson shifted to get a better
view through the bank door. Duff was
taking a fat wallet from his inside coat
pocket and was now pushing in a thick
wad of bills to the teller. With an air
of great triumph he was telling some-

thing which two other employees
stopped work to hear.
Anderson stared. “And me,

Chicago Bob, a settin” 'em up for that
guy instead of crackin’ him over the
bean and helpin’ myself to that wad!”
the stick-up mumbled as he shuffled off
in the direction of the nearest speak-
easy.

END



WEST INDIAN ADVENTURE

THIS week’s newcomer to our pages
* is Harold Montanye, author of
* Caribbean Magic.” Mr. Montayne
is an experienced magazine writer and
brings to us in this novelette a tale laid
in a seldom used setting—but one with
which he is thoroughly familiar. Of
himself he tells us:

According to the family Bible I was born in
April the year before the Spanish War, al-
though | can't remember much about either
of them. The place was Canton, Pennsylvania.
The reason has not yet come to light.

From then until my first year in college—
Bethany, in West Virginia—nothing of any
importance. Thought of studying for the min-
istry at Bethany, but the president didn't agree
with me after the first three months. When
they chucked me out | tried selling washing
machines with another chap who had been
fired at the same time.

We sold one in three months, and_| decided
that | could be more of a success in college.
Went to New York University to study jour-
nalism and story writing. Attended one class
in one year because | found too many other
interesting thifigs around New York—impor-
tant things, too!

Went to France with the first convoy in 1917
in the Army Transport Service. Was on board
the Dakgtan until February, 1918, except for
a brief time, when | tried to desert the United
States service and get into the French air
service, where they said things were more ex-
citing. Got into the French service, but found
that | was apt to be shot for getting out of
the United States service. Maybe I'm still apt
to be shot by the French.

Anyway, | got a transfer to United States
Naval Aviation and ended the war fooling with
kites, free balloons and blimps out in Akron.

Went down on Wall Street with a bond
house to make my fortune so that | could re-
tire and write. Lost my shirt and started writ-
ing to pay my debts.

Been at it ever since.

- This particular tale, “ Caribbean Magic,” |
picked up while I was on an expedition with
Paul Griswold Howes, curator of the Bruce
Museum, in Greenwich, Connecticut. _

We spent four months up in the jungle on
the island of Dominica. It lies between Mar-
tiniqgue and Guadeloupe in the Leeward Group
of the British West Indies.

Each year the Administrator allows the na-
tives the freedom of the capital during what

the English term “ Carnival Week.” The na-
tives paint their .bodies, fill up on native rum
and go whooping it up and whacking one an-
other over the head with clubs—and any one
else they can whack. There are about thirty
thousand of them to a mere hundred and fifty
whites, but they've become quite docile, due
to West Indian cruises and other causes.

However, they've made quite a bit of trou-
ble at one time and another, and the English
bring a cruiser in every so often for the sake
of their morale. They are, of course, fright-
ened to death of the cruiser and do nothing
more than mumble and make covert threats.

They are quite superstitious and, although
a number of them are regular churchgoers
they are all afraid of “ jumbies” and a few
worship Obeah. They also go in pretty strong
for “ love potions” and poisoning one another.

We handled and brought back several small
boa constrictors known as tete chien, and for
that reason the natives would avert their faces
and refuse to look us in the eye, fearing a
jumby curse.

1 have picked up some interesting tales from
some of these officials in the British and
French colonies in the tropics. Talking with
them it is easy to realize how they have ex-
tended their power to the four comers of the
earth. H arold Montanye.

THOUGH Mr. Nigri lives in Ridge-

field Park, New Jersey, he works
in New York and had no difficulty in
visualizing the weird New York scenes
depicted in “ A Brand New World,”
by Ray Cummings:

*Ridgefield Park, N. J.

I certainly enjoy reading the Argonotes and
find that every time | read all those compli-
mentary letters it makes me feel proud that
I am an Aecosyite.

I have just started Ray Cummings’'s new
story and it certainly promises to be a wowt
I hope he keeps us in old New York for a
time so that we who are closely associated
with New York will know just how to act in
case of a catastrophe like this one pictured in
the first issue of the story. The fact that this
fantastic tale takes place right in our own
sphere makes it all die more interesting, be-
cause it brings the people of another world to
us instead of our going to them. 'l person-
ally like the fantastic tale which deals with
the vicinity 1 live in or thereabouts, and |
suppose every one else does; when something
is brought nearer home it makes it all the
more interesting.
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My stack of Argosy magazines certainly is
increasing, and | always like to look through
my “ treasure chest ” of Argosies to find tales
that | have been unable to read in the past
and which at the moment appeal to my state
of mind.

I certainly must congratulate you on your
fine staff of authors, | do not dare mention
names for fear that 1 may overlook some of
them. All that | have read sure have come u
to the standard and even surpassed it. | wis
to_close, saying, as many other readers have
said, keep up the good work, with variety
always. Anthony C. Nigri.

QEORGE F. WORTS made this

convert for Argosy. Indeed, it
would be interesting to know how
many readers have been attracted to
our pages by his fine yarns.

N. S. Pittsburgh, Pa.

The first issue of the Argosy | read was in
1923, starting the serial, “ Out Where the
Worst Begins.” | haven't missed an issue
since. It's the best fiction magazine on the
market at any price. | read the Argosy from
start to finish, seldom skipping a story. But
the real red-letter issue was August 4. Every
story was excellent. Try to publish another.

One feature of the Argosy that | like is the
sub-title under the name of the story. It
gives the reader an idea of the story.

My favorite authors are John Wilstach, Fred
Maclsaac, and George F. Worts. | believe
his "Crime Circus” will be a knockout. Two
of the best short stories | have read are “ The
Amateur Doctor” and "Applause Mail."

The variety of the magazine suits me fine—
the Westerns are not too numerous.

Mary B. Nelson!

EIGHTEEN vyears of Argosy read-
4‘ling in twenty-three countries—quite

a record that!
Waco. Texas.

I am inclosing ten of Your Choice Coupons—
but, alas, I did not fill them out. How could
| possibly choose the best when all of them
entertain me and every one gives me pleasure ?
Every issue is read from cover to cover every
week and then passed on to my folks and
friends, who in turn read them and pass them
on ad infinitum.

What kind of stories do | like best? That
is hard-to say. Almost all, with the exception
of the much cussed Westerns. | can hardly
blame some of my fellow readers in doing so -
cussing them, I mean. | do like the “ impos-

sible ” stories, pseudo-scientific stories and
then—well, | just like about all of them. Ray
Cummings, Burroughs, Worts, Maclsaac,

Milne, Garret Smith are my favorites.

I have been reading your Argosy— let's see,
about eighteen years, | believe, ever since |
was a kid in grade school. Then during the
war, it followed me all over Europe. | have
purchased my Argosy in about twenty-three
countries. Sorry | can’t subscribe, but as 1m
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on the move all the time, | guess it is better
to get it as 1 can, as | sure would give your
mailing department a merry chase.

Good luck to you. May you continue to
lead the field of fiction. " S. S. Kahn.

'J'RULY, every cloud has a silver lin-
ing. Even behind the thick clouds
of a devastating forest fire there was
a spark of cheer for this Argosy en-
thusiast :
Cloquet, Minn.

In 1918 1 was a forest fire refugee in a
strange town and a very lonely little girl of
ten.

1 became acquainted with an old druggist
and his wife, who used to give me old maga-
zines to read, as I've always been crazy about
reading.

One day he gave me a copy of the All-Story
and one of the Argosy, and | never read a
better magazine before. Of course the stories
were old for a ten-year-old girl, but 1 loved
them just the same.

Have taken the Argosy ever since, not missed
a copy, and am just crazy about stories like
“The People of the Ring,” “ The Moon Maid,"

“The Radio Man,” “Seven Footprints to
Satan ”; also the new story, “A Brand New
World." It's the best story I've ever read, and

I've sure read a lot of them.
for some more like it
Mrs. Art Mattson.

DIVALRY for Argosy in this house-

hold! For Mrs. Phillips’s infor-
mation : Mme. Storey will be back in
Hulbert Footner’s latest story, “ The
Black Ace,” in the issue of January 12.

Hamilton. Kan.

I am sure glad you brought back the Read-
ers' Viewpoint. It is almost as interesting as
the stories. Sure hope you don't stop the
Western stories as some of the readers want
done. The ones in Argosy are so much better
than you can find in any magazine that is all
Western.

| first started getting the All-Story Weekly,
as it was then, about twelve years ago. Was
hunting in a bookstore in my home town for
something different to read and could get four
issues of the All-Story Weekly, so bought
them and read them and subscribed for it
right away. Have been getting it ever since.

| have four girls, the youngest one ten years
old, and they are all Argosy fans. We draw
straws and take turns to see which one gets
it first. The girls like Western and Northern
stories best, and 1 like them all with the ex-
ception of some of Edgar Franklin's stories,
but others like them, so I'm satisfied.

Was awfully glad to see in the issue of
September 22 that we are to have some more
Semi Dual and Mine. Storey stories. | sure
like them. We also like those articles, such
as “The Valley of Ivory,” ' The Foe of the
Ants,” ct cetera. Also want to mention the

Here's hoping
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cover for the September 22 issue; it was beau-
tiful 1 Keep old Argosy as it is or make it
better—which | don’'t think can be done, as

it is now the best yet.
Mrs. Burt Phillips.

\Y/E are putting our very best efforts

into securing for A rgosy the
most attractive covers on the market.
Many of our readers have expressed
appreciation of them. Here is an art-
ist to confirm their judgment:

Mankato, Minn.

Coupons inclosed. Drawing expected. You've
got a good plan there in more ways than one.
Being a commercial designer and an original
illustrator 1 am always interested in getting
an original from some other artist. 1 haven't
really carved a name for myself yet outside
of my home town.

Your covers are lesson charts to me, as |
always study the coloring, blending, et cetera.
One of your most beautiful covers was the
one illustrating the serial, “ 'Geechee Shad."
That was a splendid soft-toned night scene.

| disagree with L. Leonard in the September
29 issue. Why do we get news reels with our
feature pictures? If they’re interesting—and
so far they have been—the short articles sure
go fine with all that fiction. Your articles are
0. K., say I, so keep 'em coming. Then about
the synopses. If you've started the story from
the beginning you pass 'em up, of course, but
s'pose you hadn’t started that particular story;
you see by the synopsis it's pretty darn good,
anyway, so you hunt up your other Argosies
and start it from the beginning. [I've done it
lots of times. It's the editor’'s way of making
you come back after something good that you
were passing by. H erbert Wernimont.

AND, of course, Fred Maclsaac al-
ways gives the bell a good resound-

inS SWat! Boise, ldaho.

I am a reader of your magazine for good.
I want to congratulate you for publishing
“ The Golden Burden.” It is the type of story
that hits the spot! | like that type of story
extremely well. It is like the stories that made
me an Argosy fan a few years ago. Let’'s have
more stories like this one and like “ The Van-
ishing Professor,” “ Mark of Satan,” and, last
but not least, the story about the most perfect
butler in the United States. 1 haven't the
copies of this magazine, so | don’t know the
author.

I think Argosy is the best magazine on the
news-stand for real live action stories.

Marvin Knox.
A ND now a word from Canada. In-
cidentally, we are now doing as
*M r. Buscombe requests: wherever pos-
sible dividing the serials by complete
stories so that they may be bound to-
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gether by those who wish to preserve
them in this way.

Hamilton, Ontario, Canada.

There is no use beating around the bush;
I think Argosy is the best magazine at any
price in the whole United States or Canada.

My favorite author is Fred Maclsaac. And
the best stories | have read lately are “ Sea
Marauders,” “ The Masked Barmaid,” “A
Brand New World,” and “ The Albino Ogre,”
which 1 have just finished.

I suppose you will think this an unusual
request, but every good serial that | have read,
| save and bind all the installments together.
But once in awhile | come across two serials
running into each other. | mean that one
serial ends on the back of a page that another
one begins. So would you please try to rem-
edy that by dividing each serial with a short
story or a novelette.

Charles G. Buscombe.

A WORD of praise for Floria Howe

Bruesse
Chicago, IR.

| want to say a word for the author of
“ Code of the Mounted,” by Floria Howe
Bruess.

It's a good type story and makes fine read-
ing. | noticed a number of her stories in
your magazine and hope to see some more.
“ Rain Magic,” by Erie Stanley Gardner, was
also good. Alice W illiamson.

YOUR CHOICE COUPON
Editor, Argosy-Allstory Weekly,
280 Broadway, N. Y. C., N. Y.

The stories | like best in this
issue of the magazine are as fol-
lows:

I did not like
because
Name

Street
-State-

ts-ts

City
11



Looking Ahead!

Ancient and modern—the most romantic period of
the world’s history and the most practical—blend
well to give the next issue of Argosy that wide
scope and variety which always guarantee you
something new and different.

The Sword of Vengeance
A New Serial

by F. V/W . Mason

takes us back to the “days of old when knights were

bold, ” to the stirring days of the Crusades. Laid in
old Jerusalem, it is a story of action and superlative adventure from
start to finish. Don't miss the opening installment in the

ISSUE OF DECEMBER 22nd
The Press Agent.

by Fred Maclse:aq. (a Complete Novelette') /

is 1928 up to date. A tale of one of those opportunity-grabbing
gentlemen who spend their lives wooing the Goddess Publicity with
a courtship in which no holds are barred. As usual with a Maclsaac
story, it will give you many, a hearty chuckle, but will grip you from
start to finish.

NOtCheS— by Eugene Cunningham

A feature short story this—another of this author’s Central American
tales in which he has caught the romance of the Southern republics,
the insidious languor they hold out for the unsuspecting Northerner
—and the cold steel beneath the inviting soft surface.

Coming! Coming!
HULBERT FOOTNER presents Madame Storey in
THE BLACK ACE in the Issue of January 12th

SY
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A.n-this..
FreeB ook

aW orld-FamousF lier shows
how ybU can.get into

W alter Hinton

Trail-blazer, pioneer, ex-
plorer, instructor. AVI- X
ATOR. First to pilot a I IERE is the book that tells

p_l"tiﬁg afgrn?gis‘hﬁjceiligﬂg exactly what Aviation offers

first to fly from North to YOU. Walter Hinton—hero
South America. First, too, of history-makinc flights—shows
to explore the upperAma-  yo, exactly where your opportu-

zon jiuigles. The man who . N K
was 1 crack f|yi?\? in- nities lie. exactly how to tit your-
structor for the avy self for them. Here is a book for

during the War; who to- :
day i% training ‘far-sight- men with too much g_ood sound
ed” mun for Aviation. His business sense to let this opportu-
Hook is yours FREE for nity of a lifetime outgrow them!
tho coupon below.

Aviation is Ready—Hinton is
Ready—Now it’s up to YOU

Theres BIG PAY plus fast growth and a real
future for YOU in Aviation. Your one sure move
is to get the right training—QUICK |

Hinton will train you for Aviation, right at home
in spare-time. His proved course teaches all about
plane construction, rigging, repairs, motors, in-
struments, theory of flight, navigation, commercial
Aviation. Whether you plan to fly or want one
of the forty Big Pay ground jobs, Hinton's Free
Book tells you how to start. Clip the coupon and
send it TODAY 1

Rush to Washington!

Walter Hinton. Pres. 28-M
Aviation |Institute of U.S.A.

I M5 Connecticut Avc.. Washington, D. C.

Send me your FREE Book telling how | can train under
you right at home for Aviation.

ATAIMB ittt e
Streetu e e » Age,
City State

on similar quality. You save
30# to 50%. D OW N

21 JBEWNEL~Extra Thin

STUDEBAKER
The Insured Wetch

Ladles* Bracelet Watches, Men’s Strap Watches.
Diamonds and _Jewelry also sold on easy payments.
Thisrampany isrlirertpd by thp Studebaker Family
of South Bend, known throughout the world for
three-quarters of a century of fair dealing. 100,000
satisfied customers. Send coupon at once for full
Sartlcalars of our amazmg_of er. Studebaker 21-
Jowel Watches have 8 adjustments—heat, cold,
isochronism and 6 positions.” An insurance policy is
given free—insuring the watch for your lifetime!

W R ITE for FREE CATALOGt

R A cony of our beautiful, new. elx-
color catalog will be sent Free to anyone sending the cou-
pon below, Shows80maim1flcent. new Art Beauty cases and
dials. Latest designs In Xellow weld, green yold and white
cold efforts. Exnpfslle thin models. "Masterpieces of tho
watchmaker's craft.

Special Offer: W atcb Chain FREE

To those who write at once for free Catalog: we will In-
clude particulars of our special offer of an exquisite /
Watch Chain free. This offer Is for a limited tIm

only. Send coupon at once—before Itexpiree.

Studebaker Watch Co.

Directed by the Studebaker Family—tftree-
Quarter!’ofa century offair dealing

WATCHES-DIAMONDS-JEWELRY

Dtptli 1094South Bend,lad.

Conodionjtildr.w; Windevr, Out,

{SPECIAL OFFER COUPON j

| STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY
DeplIN 1094 South Bend. Indiana

‘ r-| Pleas# send me your free Catalog of Advance JI
|1 Watch Stylesand particulars of your'SI down offer

I Q Please send me Jewelry Catalog free

Streetor R. F. £>.. I
| CityorPOoetO ffi.ee i s et e . j

| state |
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