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(J rest News for Shavers from

Williams

Doublecap more convenient
Take hold of the stick you now 

use. 'Phen take hold of Double­
cap — its new convenience is 
striking. Here for the first time 
is a shaving stick that gives you 
a full, whole-handed hold, even 
when the Stick is worn down.

Doublecap more sanitary
Doublecap is protected by a 

quickly removed sanitary fibre 
wrapper—a departure from the 
old - fashioned troublesome tin­
foil; then further protected by a 
special wrapping, hermetically 
sealed. Around the center of the 
stick is a threaded metal ring, 
to each side of which a cap is 
screwed. While you are using 
one end of the stick, the other 
end is protected from exposure.

Doublecap 100(c economical
This is the Re-load. Doublecap 

Re-loads cost less than the origi­
nal Doublecap package. (JMonths 
hence, when you have finally 
used up the original stick, re­
move the thin wafer of soap 
rem; ‘ning within the metal ring. 
Just push it out with your finger 
and stick it on the top of a 
Doublecap Re-load.

The New Doublecap Stick
NOW you can get Williams’ famous Shaving

Stick in a really perfect holder; a holder that 
gives you not a mere finger-tip hold, but a firm full­
hand hold.

The new Doublecap Stick has the same magic-like 
power of all Williams’ Sticks, to make your shave 
pleasant, more comfortable, quicker. It gives the 
same thick, busy lather. It has the same toning 
effect on the skin. And, quite as important for an 
easier shave, vou can get a big man-sized hold on it.

Even the small free trial size of this Williams 
Doublecap Stick proves its new convenience. Every 
shaver, certainly every stick user should get this 
proof. Send postal or use coupon below—now.

i FREE
to every man who wants better shaving

Mail this coupon for Free Trial Size Doublecap Stick
। The J. B. Williams Company, 

Department 3. Glastonbury, Conn.
■ Send me the free sample of Williams' New Doublecap Stick.

। N a me........... .. ■ .......................................................................................................  .

I St reet...........................................................................................................................................................

। City...............................................................................................State.....................................................

n
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“Four years ago you and I worked at the same bench. We were both 
discontented. Remember the noon we saw the International Correspondence 
Schools’ advertisement? That woke me up. I realized that to get ahead I 
needed special training, and I decided to let the I. C. S. help me. When I 
marked the coupon I asked you to sign 
with me. You said, ‘Aw, forget it!’

“I made the most of my opportunity 
and have been climbing ever since. You 
had the same chance I had, but you 
turned it down. No, Jim, you can’t ex­
pect more money until you’ve trained 
yourself to handle bigger work.”

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 2I8I-C, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for 
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT

SBusiness Management 
Industrial Management

B Personnel Organization
Traffic Management

□ Business Law
□Banking and Banking Law
□ Accountancy (including C.P.A.)

B Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping

□ Private Secretary
□ Business Spanish □ French

S Salesmanship 
Advertising 
Better Letters 
Foreign Trade 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service

B Railway Mail Clerk 
Common School Subjects

□ High School Subjects
□ illustrating □ Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT

There are lots of “Jims” in the world—in 
stores, factories, offices, everywhere. Are you 
one of them ? Wake up! Every time you see an 
I. C. S. coupon your chance is staring you in 
the face. Don’t turn it down.

Right now more than 150,000 men are pre-

8Electrical Engineering
Electric Lighting
Mechanical Engineer

□ Mechanical Draftsman
□ Machine Shop Practice
□ Railroad Positions
□ Gas Engine Operating□ Civil Engineer
□ Surveying and Mapping
□Metallurgy □ Mining
□Steam Engineering
□ Radio □ Airplane Engines

! Architect
Blue Print Reading 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer

□ Plumbing and Heating 
□ Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
□ Automobile Work 
□Navigation
□ Agriculture and Poultry 
□Mathematics

paring themselves for bigger jobs and better pay ........................................................... 'dio.'j’i....
through I. C. S. Courses. Address.................................................................................................................

You can join them and get in line for pro­
motion. Mark and mail the coupon, and find 
out how.

City........................................................State...............................................
Occupation.....................................................................................................
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon io the Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal. Canada.



SAY “BAYER” when you buy. Insist!
Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets, you are 
not getting the genuine Bayer product prescribed by 
physicians over 23 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Neuritis

Neuralgia

Headache 
Rheumatism
Lumbago

Pain, Pain

Accept only “Bayer’* package which contains proper directions. 
Handy "Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 
Aspirin Is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetleacidester of Salicylicacld

earn moneyAT HOME ’

jPOSITION GUARANTEED!

Y’OU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time 
x writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting. 

Weinstruct you by our new simple Directograph sys­
tem. pay you cash each week and guarantee you steady 
work. Write for full particulars and free booklet.

WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE 
72 Colbome Building Toronto, Can.

Th’- Finger Print Profession wants men immedi­
ately. Big pay. interesting work, no lay-offs or
shut-downs. I will teach you quickly to become a
trained Finger Print expert. I guarantee a posi­
tion and back it up with a $1,000 bank deposit. 
Write at once for full explanation and details about my free 
Secret Service course, free Secret Service reports and special 
low price. Offer is limited. Write at once. No obligation.

U. S. SCHOOL OF FINGER PRINTS, Dept. 14-53,
7003 No. Clark Street, Chicago, FREE!
An Un crowded Field

YOU SHOULD READ—

Munsey’S Magazine
JOO Pages of the Finest Fiction 

Available at Any Price.

Twenty-five cents a copy. At all news-stands.

Modern photography offers big opportunities for mon and 
women. New easy method prepares quickly by mail. Only a 
step from amateur to professional work. Earn money on 
the side while learning.
mrS* Professional Camera and equipment free. Write to- 
f tlF ■ day for full information. Find cut about the many 
" opportunities now open in the different branches
of photography and how you can qualify.

INTERNATIONAL STUDIOS, Ine.
Dept. 4 163 3601 Michigan Ave. Chicago, U. S. A.

The Oldest and Best All-Fiction Magazine Published

Argosy-Allstory Weekly
Ten Cents—All News-stands
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Pack up your troubles and follow 
CURWOOD into Adventureland

Visit the 
Great 
North 
Country 
from your 
Easy Chair

Tills great author Knows the animals 
of the wilderness more intimately 
than any other writer. His absorb­
ing tales of their adventurous life are

You do not have to stir out 
asy chair to do it.
Oliver Curwood takes you!

V. breath Romance 
blood of men and ■ 

to the land of adventure.
banting, wondrom 
treat open sky—ga

camp-fire—come to the top of the world 
and feel the spell of the vast white wil-

JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD
6 Complete Volumes :Now at a Special Price

blood and lift you clear of care and 
worry, carrying you far and happily into 
Adventureland.’

aces

“ The Hunted Woman,” “ Baree, Son of Kazan,” “ God’s Country and the Woman,” 
“The Grizzly King,” “The Courage of Marge O’Doone,” “Nomads of the North”

There never was a writer with the compelling power of 
James Oliver Curwood. His lx>oks have that gripping 
broad interest of big things done in a big way. Whether 
you read about ••Baree, Son of Kazan,” the story of the 
little outcast wolf-dog, or about ‘•The Hunted Woman.” 
the appeal fairly takes you by the heart. As no man has 
done before, he brings to you the atmosphere of the North, 
the appeal and mystery of the wilderness, the scent of 
crisp air. the overpowering sensation of great, untram- 
moled spaces.

Here are the humor and tragedy, the griefs and gladness 
of a great and glorious country. More than 2,000,000 
copies of these books have been sold. 
The tales have been eagerly sought 
by moving picture companies. And 
now you have the opportunity of

obtaining a beautiful six-volume set of James Oliver Cur­
wood at practically HALF PRICE and on amazingly easy 
terms. But you need send no money now—just the coupon, 
for free examination before you are asked to pay a penny. 
Send Nn lf you nre tired of ordinary"iwney novels,, if you are ■•fed-up” 
w!tb the humdrum of your daily routine, if you want to feel the 
clean white snow of the great Northwest under your feet, if you 
want to live among real men and real women, follow Curwood into 
adventureland! Don’t bother to send any money. Merely mail the 
coupon and the six volumes <>f Curwood will be sent to you at 
once. When they arrive, you have the privilege of examining them 
for seven days, and paying for them in small monthly installments 
or returning them. This offer is good only while the present 
special edition is available. Take advantage of it now—mail the 
coupon or a letter at once ami make sure of your set.

NELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc.
Dept. C*183, Garden City, New York

f Nelson Doubleday, Inc.
Dept. C-183. Carden City, New York

Kindly send me the six volume set of James 
f Oliver Curwood, bound in dark maroon cloth. 

ft with titles lettered in gold. I am to have the 
t privilege of examining them for seven days and 

at the end of that time if 1 decide to keep them I 
will forward you $1.50 and then send $2 00 each 

month for three months making a total of $7.50 in
full Pay to ent. which is almost half the regular price. 

If 1 wish to do so. I may return the set before the end 
of the examination period and then will not owe you 

anything.

Name........................................................................

Address.........

City.....................
By sending cash »

set for only $7.00.

...................... State.............................
rlth your order you can secure this



SAVE YOUR BODY
Conserve Your Health and Efficiency First

“I Would Not Part with it ior $10,000”
So writes an enthusiastic, grateful customer. “Worth 
more than a farm,” says another. In like manner 
testify over 100,000 people who have worn it.

The Natural 
Body Brace

Overcomes WEAKNESS and ORGANIC 
AILMENTS of WOMEN AND MEN. 
Develops erect, graceful figure.

Brings restful relief, comfort, ability 
to do things, health and strength.
Wear It 30 Days Free at Our Expense

Does away with the strain and pain of standing- and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal 
organs; reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and 
strengthens the back; corrects stooping shoulders; 
develops lungs, chest and bust; relieves backache, 
curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, constipation, after 
effects of ilu. Comfortable and easy to wear.

Vniircnlf Fil Write today for illustrated booklet measurement BH| tlvCp I uUlOvll ill blank, etc.. and read our very liberal proposition K

HOWARD C. RASH, Pres. Natural Body Brace Co.
227 Rash Building SALINA, KANSAS

For 
Boys 
and 
Girls 
Also

MEW-TREAD TIRES 
AT40< ON THE DOLLAR

Deafness
^Send No Money!

Here is a real opportunity to cut your 
season's tire bill notwithstanding ad- 
vances in prices. For a limited period 

V only we offer our famous Diamond- 
Treaded Tires—as illustrated — at less 
than >6.Made of NEW LIVE RUBBER and 
built on the best carcases money can buy.
Special Sale Prices
Size Tire 
28x3 $4.95
30x3 
30x3^ 
32x:W
81x4
82x4 
33x4

4.95
5.85
6.50
7.00
7.85
8.10

Tube
$1.25 

1.35 
1.40 
1.50 
1.60 
1.85 
2.15 
2.25

Size Tire Tube
36x4 $8.65 $2.35
32x4^ 
33x4^
34x4^ 
35x4^ 
36x4^
35x5
37x5

8.85 
9.00 
9.15 
9.25 
9.45
9.75 
9.85

2.40
2.45
2.50
2.60
2.80
2.90

ALL OUR TUBES ARE NEW FRESH STOCK 
and Guaranteed for One Year. Shipment madeuuu cuai uuvvvu km v
same day order Is received. Pay on arrival ana 
if not satisfied, return AT OUR EXPENSE. 
Specify whether straight side or clincher 
wanted. FIVE PER CENT DISCOUNT when 
cash accompanies order. DEALER AGENTS
WANTED IN EVERY LOCALITY. 

DIAMOND-TREAD TIRE WORKS 
3259 S. Morgan St., Chicago, Illinois

Ride A Ranger
The finest bicycle ever built. 44 Styles, 

colors, sizes; made in our new factory. SAVE 810 to 825 
by direct from the factory purchase.
Delivered free on approval, express prepaid, for 30 
Days’ Free Trial. 12 MONTHS to PAY, if desired.

—c best Quality at factory prices, express ■ paid. Lamps, wheels, horns, equipment
“ and repairs at unusually low prices. Send No

Perfect hearing is now being restored in 
every condition of deafness or defective 
hearing from causes such as Catarrhal 
Deafness, Relaxed or Sunken Drums. Thick­
ened Drums, Roaring and Hissing Sounds, 
Perforated, Wholly or Partially Destroyed 
Drums, Discharge from Ears, etc.

Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums
'Little Wireless Phones for the Ears"

require no medicine but effectively replace what is lacking or 
defective in the natural ear drums. They are simple devices, 
which the wearer easily fits into the ears where they are 
invisible Soft, safe and comfortable.

Write today for our 168 page FREE book on DEAFNESS, 
giving you full particulars and testimonials.

WILSON EAR DRUM CO.. Incorporated
819 Inter-Southern Building. LOUISVILLE. KY.

Money, do business direct with makers. I’wriu today for free 
“ , Ranger Catalog, fac-

-------- *---- --w tory prices and marvel- _____________ _  .Chicago | long easy payment terms
WoAfl Cydtf Company JuVaUcp, f-30,Chicago

TJ/TdEN you start a serial in the Argosy-Allstory you 
r r only wait a week to S° on toith it. Start one this
week, and you’ll buy every number until it’s concluded. 
tUen cents a copy—all news-stands.



Want 
; You” 
■IWx Szvrrv

BECOME

“She is years, Master”—muttered the trembling slave-dealer.

SICK at heart the crouching girl heard the dreadful bargain . 
and hated her beauty for having brought her to this fate. 
How could she escajie from this veiled monster into whose 

hands she had been given—tills mysterious man of m ighty power 
—whose icy voice aroused a nameless fear in strong hearts—whose • 
will made slaves of brilliant men—whose face none had yet seen.

Here is an extraordinaiy situation : Who was this man whom 
no one really knew? Who was this dark-eyed girl brought up 
in luxury—yet sold like a common slave?

This is one of the most exciting stories ever told—and it 
is only one of the marvelous books here offered you in

Masterpieces of Oriental 
Mystery

11 Thrilling Volumes By SAX ROHMER
Adventure. romance, sorcery, secrets, thrills, all crowded 

between the covers of these books. Sax Rohmer will take you 
from the homes of aristocracy to the lowest of Limehouse dives. 
With him you will travel from Egypt to Broadway—from China to 
Piccadilly.

But there is more in them than mere excitement and adventure. 
They are rich with the mysteries of the Orient. The secrets 
of Chinese religious fanatics, of robber bands of India, of wily 
opium smugglers, of wizards of all countries. lend to these stories 
a rare fascination.

Railway Mail 
Clerks!

$1600 to $2300 a Year
LIFE JOBS!

RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS HAVE PLEASANT 
WORK—TRAVELLING CONTINUALLY.

Become City Mail Carriers, Post Office 
Clerks, Customs Clerks, 

Clerks at Washington, D. C.

Men—Women—IS or Over.

Positively the Last Chance to Readers of Argosy 
Today - Now, this is the moment. this is the time. Never again 

will this special edition be offered to Argosy readers at this 
price with the wonderful set free.

This coupon means money saved—means joy ami delight- 
Send it today -tomorrow may be too late. The last ot 
this edition will soon be gone.

But we don’t ask you to take our word for the 
popularity of these books—in order that you may 
judge for yoursel ft hat the books areas fascinating 
as we represent them to be, we will allow you to
Enjoy Them for Ten Days Absolutely 

Free of Charge
So send your coupon right now. this 

minute. Grasp the chance while it 
is here, for in addition, while they 
last, w’e will give
CDI7I7 3 Wonderful Volumes 
* IvIjIL “Tnie Stories of Celebrated Crimes

We h«ve on hand a few sets of those 
marvelous books—" TRUE STORIES OF 
CELEBRATED CRIMES." which 
are offering. tcKi'e they bint. as a pr< 
mium fur promptness to the first 
purchasers of Sax Rohmer.

Here are hundreds of pages 
teeming with excitement—act­
ual exploitsof world-renowned 
Detectives. Government 
Avents, Secret Service 
Men and Private Investi­
gators.

Rera, Blackmailers. Coon 
terfeiters. Outlaws, Robbers 
Embezzlers. Highwaymen, As- without charge.

to keep the books I will send you 
r $100 promptly and further pay you 

$1.00 a month for only 12 months for 
the Sax Rohmer eet and will keep the 

“True Storiea of Celebrated Crimes ' ’

/ McKINtAY
STONE & 

MACKENZIE 
30 Irving Place 

New York
Please send me on 1 

approval, all charges 
prepaid .your special set 

v of MASTERPIECES OF 
ORIENTAL MYSTERY.by

Sax Rohmer, in 11 volumes, 1 
handsomely bound in cloth; 1 

also The True Stories of Cele- 
bratedCrimes in3vols. If I decide

more fascinating because 
it is absolutely true.
Mail the Coupon to­
day and get your 
set FREE z

* both seta within 10 days of receipt nt your 
/ expense, the examination to cost me nothing, 

z Name...........................................................
Address...........................................................

Occupation.........................................................

Government positions have yearly vacations 
with full pay. Promotion to Big Paid positions 
is very rapid. The position is not affected by 
strikes, poor business conditions or the whims of 
some petty boss. It is steady with full pay ail of 
the time.

Common education is
sufficient — Pull is 

required
Every Man or 

Woman / 8 or over
should send cou- . 
pon at once— £ 
today—sure.
DON’T TURN 
THIS PAGE., 
without A 
sending * 
con- r

Address

not
/ Dept. P274 Rochester. N. Y.

S Kindly send me, without 
/any obligation whatever on 

my part, and free Of charge
]>osition checked below; (2) 
ample examination ques-

tions; (3) Free copy of copy­
righted book. "Government Posi­

tions and How to Get Them”; (4)
obtainable;

the iKisitivu cheeked.
. .. Railway Mail Clerk

. Postoffico

U. S. Government Jobs
(5) Tell me how to get

Clerk
. . City Mail Carrier . . .

... Income Tax Auditors . 
....Rural Mail Carrier . . . 

...Customs Positions.............
..Clerk at Panama Canal . . 
Clerk at Washington, D. C. .

($1600—52300) 
($1400—$1800) 
($1400—$1800) 
($2040—53000) 
($1800—$2600) 
($1 100—$2000> 
($1392—$2000) 
($1 140—$1800)

Use this coupon before you mislay it—-WRITE PLAI NLY—P274



You Can Weigh
Thirty Pounds Less

One Month from Today
Amazing new discovery makes it easy to take off a pound 
or more a day. One woman reduced 13 pounds in 8 days. 
Another lost 65 pounds in a few weeks and her health was 
improved a hundred per cent. Still another lost 22 pounds 
in two weeks. All without tiresome treatments, discom­
forts or bitter self-denials. Results in 48 hours. 10 Days Trial.

Your Mirror Will Tell 
the Story

Read What Others Say

Loses 13 Pounds in 8 Days
'•Hurrah! I have lost 13 pounds 

since last Monday and I feel better 
than I have for months.'’

MRS. GEO. GUITERMAN.
420 E. CGth St., New York City.

Loses 22 Pounds in 14 Days
“I reduced from 175 pounds to 153 

pounds (a reduction of 22 pounds) in 
two weeks. Before 1 started 1 was 
flabby, heavy and sick. Stomach trouble 
bothered me all the time. 1 feel won­
derful now.” BEN NADDLE.

102 Fulton St.. 
New York City.

Lost 28 Pounds in 30 Days
"I found your instructions easy to 

follow and your method delightful. In 
30 days I lost 2S pounds—8 pounds the 
very first week. My general health 
has been greatly benefited.”

(Signed) EARL A. KETTEL.
225 W. 39th St., 

New York City.

excess 
flesh has been, discov­
ered. A method that 
can give you the type 
of figure you admire 
so much—one month 
from today—or less. 
Results are often 
gained in only 48 
hours.

It requires no ap­
pliances, medicines, 
exercise or massage. 
Any one can apply it 
at once.

Complete /"X ry
CoSt for VI / P|us Few 
All Only • pX
300,000 formerly stout men 
and women have gladly 
paid $1.97, and more, for 
this remarkable method. 
Many write that their im­
proved appearance and 
health was worth hundreds 
of dollars to them. Yet
for limited time you
are being given the oppor­
tunity to purchase this 
wonderful method for only 
97c.
Use the Coupon 
and Save a Dollar

Lose Flesh Quickly — and 
Improve Health

This safe, natural method of re­
ducing gives you renewed vitality 
and energy, in addition to restor­
ing your normal youthful figure. 
You obtain a clearer complexion, 
a brighter eye, a more elastic step. 
Nerves are improved. Sleep is more 
refreshing. The years seem to drop 
away as the superfluous fat. van­
ishes.

When you have arrived at your 
ideal weight, the new discovery 
■will enable you to maintain it 
steadily.

The Secret Explained
It was given to Eugene Christian, 

the well-known food specialist, to 
di.cover this one safe, certain and 
easily followed method of regain­
ing normal, healthful weight. He 
discovered that certain foods, when 
eaten together, take off weight in­
stead of adding to it. Certain 
combinations cause fat, others con­
sume fat. There is nothing com­
plicated. It is simply a matter of 
learning how to combine your food 
properly, and this is easily done.

You will even be able to eat 

many delicious dishes 
which you have denied 
yourself in the past.

prefer. The

10 Days Trial—Send 
No Money

Elated with his dis­
covery and with the 
new hope and energy it 
offers to stout men and 
women, Eugene Chris­
tian incorporated this 
method into a course 
of simple, easy-to-follow 
little lessons under the 
title of “Weight Con­
trol — the Basis of 
Health.” This is now 
offered to you on trial.

Send no money; just 
put your name and ad­
dress on the coupon, 
or send a letter if you 

course will be mailed to
you in PLAIN CONTAINER, and 97c 
(plus postage) to the postman will
make it yours. Then 
fully satisfied in every 
may return it within 
its receipt, and your 
immediately refunded.

if you are not 
particular, you
10 days after 

money will be 
If more conven-

ient, you may remit with coupon, but this is 
not necessary.

As soon as the course arrives, weigh your­
self. Then try the first lesson. Weigh 
yourself in two days or so and note the re­
sult. You’ll be as happily surprised as 
the thousands of others who have quickly 
regained a normal, beautiful figure.

Remember, send no money. Just mail the 
coupon or a letter. You are thoroughly pro­
tected by our liberal guarantee. Act to-day. 
however, to avoid delay, as it is hard for 
us to keep up with the demand for these 
lessons. Corrective Eating Society. Inc.. Dept. 
W-1693, 47 West 16th St., New York City.
If you prefer to write a letter, copy word­

ing of coupon in a letter or on a postcard.

CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY, Inc. 
Dept. W-1693, 47 West 16th St.,

New York City
You may send me, IN PLAIN CONTAIN­

ER. Eugene Christian’s Course, “Weight 
Control—the Basis of Health.” I will pay 
the postman only 97c (plus postage) on 
arrival. If I am not satisfied with it. I 
have the privilege of returning it to you 
within 10 days after its receipt. It is, 
of course, understood that you are to re­
turn my money if I return the course 
within this time.

Name.
(Please write plainly)

Address

City. State.



RED BLOODED.BANG'UP STORIES!

12 GREAT BOOKS
DOX QUICKSHOT OF THE RIO GRANDE

Stephen Ch;i liners 
A thrilling story of life among raiding Mexican 
bandits, train robbers, Texas rangers, and a 
prairie fire.

LOADED DICE Edwin L. Sabin
A nunance of Texas, of the early days, when 
lives depended quickness of draw. A tale 
of men who were jugglers with death.

SONTAG OK SUNDOWN W. C. Tuttle
An exciting story of the question of ranch 
ownership—which promoted bloodshed and a 
war of no mean caliber.

SPAWN OF THE DESERT W. C. Tutt'e 
A tale of Calico Town: 
Where men lived raw in the desert’s maw. 
and Hell was nothing to shim; where they 
buried ’em neat, without preacher or sheet 
and writ on their tombstone, crude but sweet, 
’’This jasix-r was slow with his gun.”

ARIZONA ARGONAUTS H. Redford-Jones 
Three adventurers whose fortunes lead through 
drought and danger to the golden goal they 
Sought.

THE LURE OF PIPER’S GLEN
Theodore Goodridge Roberts 

It was the lure of the North, of plentiful 
game and of the clear wind from the great 
plains. Young Jim Todhunter heard it, and 
found adventure a-plenty,

APACHE VALLEY Arthur Chapman
A story of a cattle war in th© Southwest, with 
all it means—terror and blood feud: alarms by 
night and day; rustling and stealthy murder.

THE CHALLENGE OF THE NORTH
James B. Hen dry x

This is a story of the call of thu great North­
land; of purposes and cross purposes; of true 
men and of "bad” men; and of big deals and 
pioneering triumphs.

THE SECOND MATE IT. Bedford-Jones
Peril and mutiny on the China Seas. Two 
white women at the mercy of a villainous 
crew. Jim Barnes realized the desperate 
chance he had taken when he became mate of 
the Sulu Queen.

THE DEVIL’S PAYDAY W. C. Tuttle
A sky of brass, the sun a flame, 
And the land no place to dwell;
A hunk of earth, so doggone hot 
That it still belongs to Hell.

THE CANYON OF THE GREEN DEATH
F. R. Buckley

Who were the devils in human form whose 
haunt was the lost barranca ? Invisible, ter­
rible, they brought the young officer of the law 
to a strange dilemma.

SKY-HIGH CORRAL Ralph Cumming
A yarn of the unending feuds between cattlemen 
and forest rangers; of the forest fires, grazing 
herds and bitter fights at timberline. Yet forest 
conservation won—through fire and blood.
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Every One a Ripsnorter!
Exciting? You'll say so! i-a red-blooded tales. Real thrills 

on every page. Smashing, unexpected endings make you gasp. 
Never a slow evening it you own these books. Just like being 
a cowboy, a prospector, a dare-devil adventurer yourself. Every 
story a " humdinger.

Live the life of the big open Western world—among hairy­
chested, hard-fighting frontiersmen who tramp, ride, camp, 
scheme, love and hate—yes. and sometimes shoot to kill' These 
gripping stories will pick you up, and whirl you bodily into the 
“gun-toting” life of the West—the bad old, glad old West. 
Every book will make you " hold on to your chair. "

SEND NO MONEY
Yon can get this whole library of 12 fascinating. nerve-tightening bookg . 

for about Ifir each. The whole set sent to you right now—without send- / 
ing a penny in advance. But listen! The night these books come you won’t z 
sleep! You’re just bound to finish the one you start—if it takes till ' 
3 A. M. You can’t be out of amusement while you have these / 
smashing stories in your home. Yet EVERY STORY IS CLEAN '
AND WHOLESOME—nothing that should not be read bv any boy / 
or girl.

Get. this whole library right away. Don’t send any money. / «
Just your name and address on the handy coupon, and mail . v... ■
it. The whole 12 of these splendid books, each printed on / CO INC
good paper and each with a striking cover in full color, , ”
will be sent to you promptly. Just pay $1.98, plus a / Dept, w-183 
few cents postage, to the postman who delivers the ✓ Carden City, N.Y. 
books, and they are yours. There are no other pay- < You may send me the 
ments of any kind. Each book compile. If vou / ,12. vo[um.C3 of Western
are in any way dissatisfied, send them back to ' an^other’/amou^autfc^1 I us—and we will send back your money in full. / w?i”pay the pitman only »i m 

Stake yourself to a whole lot of pleasant eveninsrs! ' (P|UH postage) on delivery It is 
Think of it! 12 full-lenstth novels for only $1.98-and / understood that I may return theaa 
you take no risk. Take up thia offer rtjrht now. for it / hooka, if I desire, within five day* 
may not be repeated in this magazine. Send the > and receive my money back promptly, coupon today—NOW! /

GARDEN CITY PUB. CO., INC. / Name
/ Address.....................................................

Garden City, New York / City Stat©.............



He Shocked tAe brld 
with His Daring Exposures! 

He Made the World 
Blush for Shame!

Society stood aghast! Never before had 
any pen written such startling, breath-taking 
things! Never before had the shame of society, 
the hypocrisy of the world, the sin-blackened 
souls of men and women been so mercilessly 
exposed. With a boldness that brought a 
nation-wide gasp of amazement, he battered 
down the gilded doors of society and revealed 
such a scene of wickedness, decadence and 
brute passion within that convention was 
rocked to its foundations!

Society Gasped!
No one was too high, too rich, too powerful to 

escape the fury of his attack. He snatched away the 
false cloak of respectability and openly branded the 
guilty with their shame. Reputations were blasted; 
men and women were dragged down from their arti­
ficial pedestals; their souls were stripped of their 
tinselled trappings and their shame laid bare to all 
the world.

Society thought itself good until he un­
covered its sins. He burst upon a com­
placent world like a flaming meteor, 
touching on the whole gamut of human 
sin, in every shape and guise, and in 
men and women of every station in life. 
Wherever transgressors were, there 
Brann the Iconoclast walked.

Now—Save $9— 1 of™Lssucial
And now here is a wonderful opportunity for you 

to get the complete set of Brann the Iconoclast at an 
unbelievable saving. By publishing a tremendous 
edition we have brought down the cost of the books 
from $27.00 to $17.50—or in other words, at a full 
saving to you of mure than one third the cost.

It is obvious that these sets will go quickly. There­
fore if you have ever thought of getting the wonderful 
works of Brann the Iconoclast, .Voa.' is the time—/ 
while the edition lasts. Moreover,

A FEW OF BRANN’S 
MASTERPIECES

A Pilgrimage to Perdition 
Mankind's Mock-Modesty 
Is Civilization a Sham ? 
A Sacred Leg Show 
The Wickedness of Woman 
The Woman Thou Ga vest Me 
Driven to the Devil 
Adam and Eve 
A Sister’s Shame 
The Social Swim 
“The Perfumes of Passion’* 
The Law of Love 
Glory of the New Garter 
The Footlight Favorites 
Hunting for a Husband 
Thou Shalt Not 
The Old Maid’s Auction 
Potiphar’s Wife

you may examine the set free, 
without a penny in advance.

you doubtless

State.

Occupation

R.f.icnee.

SEND NO MONEY
Just mail the coupon, without any money. 

The 12 volume set of Brann, the Iconoclast,
the books for 5 days. free. It you
keep the set.
will, pay for It on the amaz­
ingly easy terms as sho 
on the coupon. You do 
not risk a penny on 
this 5 day exam­
ination offer, so 
mail the coupon 
now. before the 
limited edition at 
this low price is ex­
hausted.

The Brann Publishers,
Inc.

130 Elast 25th Street 
Dept. 373, New York City

X The
Brann 

Publishers, 
Inc.

Dept. 373
130 Ext 25tb Street 
New York City

Send me the 12 vol- 
x ume handsomely bound 

set of Brann, the Iconoclast 
(complete), prepaid, for 5 days’ 

examination. I will either re­
turn the books in 5 days after I re- 

" ceive them or will send $1.50 after 
5 days and $2.00 a month for 8 

months. Kf; discount if cash in full is 
sent with coupon.
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Put yourself in the big pay job
You can do it—if you want to. It is up to you. You can be a laborer or clerk, 
plodding along at starvation wages or you can win success—a real success with 
a real income. The man who fits himself for the big job always finds a place 
waiting for him. He never has to walk the streets looking for something 
to do—the owners of big business concerns are looking for him, anxious to have his services 
at a worthwhile salary. The man who understands

BUSINESS MANAGEMENT
Is the fellow who draws down $5000 or more a year. He is the last man that any concern will 
part with. His services are invaluable—they can’t afford to get along without him. We want to 
see you fit yourself for a position of trust, honor and big pay. We are here to help you do it— 
just as we have helped thousands of others during the past twenty-five years. Our training in 
Business Management gives you the very latest ideas of business—the way business is conducted 
since the great war changed the whole industrial and commercial world. You take no chances 
when you enroll in the American School.

We Guarantee Satisfaction
You will soon realize the advantages of the 
training which we offer you. If, after you 
have completed your course, you are not 
thoroughly satisfied in every way—if you do not feel 
that our help is going to be worth hundreds, yes thou­
sands of dollars —you can get back every cent you 
have paid us — you cannot lose a penny. Mark and 
mail the coupon today — start right now.

American School
Dept. B-35 Drexel Ave. &. 58th Street 

CHICAGO

Our remarkable book on
MANAGERIAL CONTROL

I? I? The great war has changed busi- 
r ness methods everywhere. Our
new treatise on Managerial Control tells how 
modern business is conducted successfully. We 
will mail this interesting book to you absolutely 
Free upon receipt of the coupon below. Act now 
—don’t delay your own success another minute.

American School and 58th Street, Chicago
Send me full information on the subject checked and how you will help me win success.

........ Architect

........ Building Contractor

..........Automobile Engineer
.......... Automobile Repairman
.........Civil Engineer
.........Structural Engineer
........ Business Manager
.........Cert. Public Accountant
.........Accountant and Auditor
........ Bookkeeper
........ Draftsman and Designer

........ Electrical Engineer

.........Electric Light and Power

........ General Education
.........Vocational Guidance
........ Business Law
.........Lawyer
...... Machine Shop Practice
........ Photoplay Writer
..... .Mechanical Engineer
........ Shop Superintendent
........ Employment Manager

.........Steam Engineer

........ Foremanship

..........Sanitary Engineer

........ Surveyor (& Mapping)

.........Telephone Engineer 

........ Telegraph Engineer 

........ High School Graduate 

........ Fire Insurance Expert 

........ Wireless Radio 

.........Undecided

Name ........................................................................................................................................ ..................................

Address.......................................................................................................................................................................



Bring Out the Beauty of Your Home

Our book tells how to re­
finish woodwork.

There is no particular trick 
in making a porch swing— 
you can easily do it your­
self and finish it with 
Johnson’s Artistic Wood 
Finishes. Our book con­

tains full information.

Bunsoh's Wood Du
Ou NO IM

WELL finished furniture, 
woodwork and floors add ma­
terially to the beauty and attractive­

ness of your home. You, yourself, 
can easily refinish dingy, shabby, 
scratched wood. Our method involves 
practically no expense. All you need 
is a little time—a brush—and 

JOHNSON'S 
WOOD DYE
Johnson’s Wood Dye is very easy to 
apply—it goes on easily and quickly, 
without a lap or a streak. It pene­
trates deeply, bringing out the beauty 
of the grain without raising it—dries in 
4 hours and does not rub off or smudge. 
Johnson’s Wood Dye is made in four­
teen beautiful shades, all of which 
may be easily lightened or darkened 
—full directions on every label.

FREE-Book on 
Wood Finishing 
This book tells how to finish wood in 
artistic stained and enameled effects. 
Gives practical suggestions on making 
your home attractive, cheery and in­
viting. Tells just what materials to 
use and how to apply them. This 
book is the work of experts—profuse­
ly illustrated—contains color charts 
—gives covering capacities, etc. Use 
coupon below.

Our book tells all about 
floors and linoleum.

Old furniture can be made 
to harmonize with new by 
using the proper finish.

Small odd pieces of modern 
furniture add greatly to 
the attractiveness of every 
home. You can make them 
yourself for your family. 
Our book tells how to fin­

ish them.

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Dept. AR-3 
RACINE, WIS. (Canadian Factory—Brantford) 
Please send me free and postpaid your book on Home 
Beautifying and Wood Finishing.

crTaTMENT 
FOUFtOORS 
WOODW«RK

..r- furnvture
MY PAINT DEALER IS..

HIS ADDRESS........................

MY NAME..................................
SCJOHNSONtSON



An Amazingly Easy Way to Earn $10,000 aY ear
Let Me Show You How Free

TO the average man the $10,000 a year 
job is only a dream. Yet today there 
are a surprising number of men earn­

ing five figure salaries who were merely 
dreaming of them a short while ago. The 
secret of their success should prove a start­
ling revelation to every ambitious man who 
has ever aspired to get into the $10,000 a 
year class.

There is nothing fundamentally "differ­
ent” about the man whose salary runs into 
five figures. He is made of the same stuff 
as you and I. It is not necessary that he 
must enjoy the privilege of some influential 
connection or "pull.” For example take J. 
P. Overstreet, of Dennison, Texas. A few 
short years ago he was a police officer earn­
ing less than $1,000 a year. To-day his 
earnings are in excess of $1,000 a month— 
more than $12,000 a year. C. W. Campbell. 
Greensburg, Pa., was formerly a railroad 
employee on a small salary—last month his 
earnings were $1,562.

Why Salesmen Earn Such Big Pay
Just stop a moment and think over the 

successful men of your acquaintance. How 
many of them are connected with some form 
of selling? If you will study any business 
organization you will see that the big jobs 
go to the men who sell, for upon their 
efforts depend the profits a company makes. 
Without trained men to place a product on 
the market, the finest goods are worth no 
more than so much clay. Salesmen are Hie 
very nerve centers of a business. Is it any 
wonder that they earn big pay?

The man who starts working as a book­
keeper or clerk for $25.00 a week never in­
creases his value to the firm. Any advance 
in pay is merely a reward for length of 
service. At the end of ten years he is no 
more essential to the life of the organiza­
tion than he was at the end of ten weeks. 
He is only a necessary liability—drawing 
his pay because somebody must be found to 
work at the unimportant routine jobs. Once 
established in the rut. he becomes a cog in 
the machine—when he is worn out. he can 
be easily and cheaply replaced.

Why Don’t You Get Into the 
Selling Field?

Mr. Overstreet. Mr. Campbell and the 
others whose letters you see on this page 
are all successful salesmen. They realized 
their ambitions by landing $10,000 jobs in 
an amazingly simple way, with the help and 
guidance of the National Salesmen’s Train­
ing Association. Sometime—somewhere back 
in the past, each one of them read of this 
remarkable course of Salesmanship training 
and Employment Service just as you are 
reading of it to-day. Each one of them 
was dissatisfied with his earning capacity— 
as perhaps you are—and each one cast his 
lot with the N. S. T. A. To-day they are 
important factors in the business world— 

enjoying all the comforts and luxuries mon­
ey can buy. And yet they are not excep­
tions, for there are thousands of N. S. T. 
A. trained salesmen who are making big 
money, as we will be only too glad to show 
you if you will mail the coupon.

We Train You and Help You 
Land a Job

The National Salesmen's Training Associ­
ation is an organization of top-notch sales­
men and sales managers formed for the ex­
press purpose of training men in the science 
of successful selling. You do not need to 
know the first tiling about selling—for the 
N. S. T. A. trains you from the ground up 
—gives you a complete insight into selling 
methods—in your spare time without mak­
ing it necessary to give up your present 
position until you are ready to begin actual 
selling.

In addition to this remarkable efficient 
course of training, the N. S. T. A. main-

Read These Amazing Stories 
of Quick Success

Earned $524 in Two Weeks
l have never earned more than $60 a month. 

Last week I cleared $306 and thia week $218. 
You have done wonders for me.— Geo. W. Kearns, 
Oklahoma City, Okla.
I Now Earn as High as $100 a Day

1 took your course two years ago. Was earn­
ing $16 a week clerking. Am now selling many 
of the largest firms in the U. S. I have earned 
more than $100 a day. You secured me my posi­
tion. Our Sales Manager ia a graduate of yours. 
-J. L. DeBonis. Chicago, III.

Earns $1,562 in Thirty Days
My earnings for the past thirty daya are $1,562, 

and I won Second Prize in March, although I 
only worked two weeks during that month.—C. 
W. Campbell, Greensburg, Pa.

Earned $1,800 in Six Weeks
As soon as 1 received a letter from you and 

your literature, I knew that I was on the right 
track and very noon after I applied for a position 
as a Salesman to one of the firms whom you in­
formed me were in need of a Salesman and to 
whom you had recommended me. As soon as 
they received my application, which was by mail, 
they wired me to come for an appointment, which 
I did. with the result belnp that I sold my service 
to them in about thirty minutes, took a territory 
in Illinois and Wisconsin and made a success of 
it from the very first week.

From that time on 1 have been what might be 
termed as a "high pressure’’ Salesman, selling 
lines where nine out of ten Order Takers would 
fail. I have sold goods in a highly successful man­
ner in nine or ten States, both North and South. 
My earnings for March were over $1,000 and over 
$1,800 for the last six weeks, while last week my 
earnings were $356.00. I travel eleven months 
out of the year, working five days each week.

The N. S. T. A. dug me out of a rut where I was 
earning less than $1,000 a year and showed me 
how to make a success. - J. P. Overstreet. 
Dennison. Texas. 

tains a Free Employment Service to help its 
Members to jobs in the lines for which they 
are best suited. This in itself is of in­
calculable value, for it allows the prospec­
tive salesman to make a complete survey of 
the selling field and to select the wort 
which most appeals to him.

Salesmen Are Needed—Now!
Get out of that rut! Work for yourself I 

Salesmanship is the biggest paid of all pro­
fessions. Just because you have never sold 
anything is no sign that you can’t. We 
have made Star Salesmen of men from all 
walks of life, with no previous selling ex­
perience. These men have jumped from 
small pay jobs to big selling positions and 
handsome incomes. The same training on 
which they founded their success is open to 
you. You can follow in their footsteps. Why 
don’t you get in a class with men who 
make real money? Never before have the 
opportunities been greater. At least you 
cannot afford not to investigate the great 
field of selling and see what it offers you. 
It will only cost you a 2-cent stamp and 
the facts and proof you will receive will 
surprise you.

Free Book on Salesmanship
Just mail the coupon or write for our free 

Illustrated Book. "Modem Salesmanship.” 
which we will be glad to send without any 
obligation on your part. Let us prove you 
can quickly become a Star Salesman. Let 
us show you how you too can step into the 
ranks of these big money makers of busi­
ness. See how easily you can learn this 
fascinating, big pay profession at home in 
your spare time. Learn what we have done 
for others and what we stand ready to do 
for you. Don’t put it off until tomorrow— 
write us to-day. Every hour lost keeps you 
that much farther from success. Mail the 
coupon at once.

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 2-C, Chicago, III., U. S. A.

National Salesmen’s Training Association 
Dept. 2-C, Chicago. III., U. S. A.

Please send me. without any obligation on 
my part, your free Book. "Modem Sales­
manship,” and full information about the 
N. S. T. A. system of Salesmanship train­
ing and Employment Service. Also a list 
showing lines of business with openings for 
salesmen.
Name....................................................................

Street....................................................................

City......................................................................

Age............. Occupation.....................................



AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. J WANT 100 

MEN AND WOMEN QUICK TO TAKE ORDERS FOR RAIN­
COATS, RAINCAFES AND WATERPROOF APRONS. THOU­
SANDS of orders waiting for you. .$2.00 an hour 
FOR SPARE TIME. MAHER MADE $597.50 IN JUNE. 
NISSEN $19 IN THREE HOURS. PURVIANUE $207 IN 
SEVEN DAYS. $25m> A YEAR. PROFIT FOR FOUR 
AVERAGE ORDERS A DAY. NO DELIVERING OR COL­
LECTING. NO EXPERIENCE OR CAPITAL REQUIRED. 
WRITE QUICK FOR INFORMATION. COMER MFG. CO.. 
DEPT. Y-153. DAYTON. OHIO.

WANTED: TAILORING SALESMEN—MAKE BIG MONEY 
from the very start--opportunity of your lifetime to get into 
your own business. We are the largest inadc-to-measure ! 
tailoring house in the country, furnishing elaborate sample : 
equipments, including 5i)U all wool fabrics, and guarantee • 
absolute satisfaction-perfect fit. best workmanship, or no sale. 
Write for line and all accessories to b- sent free. Earn from 
$75.00 to $200.00 per week. State whether or not you have : 
experience in taking orders for men’s ma tie-to-measure clothes. ! 
A. W. KIMBALL. Sales Manager. Lock Box 483. Chicago. I IL i
“310 A DAY AND MORE.” our new book. shows dearly 

how you may gain sure success and large profits selling ' 
Guaranteed Hosiery and Underwear, factory to family. It is ■ 
Free. Write today. C. A- D. Ct).,I3-E Grand Rapids._ Mich. |

WE PAY $200 monthly salary, furnish rig and expenses to . 
Introduce our guaranteed poultry and stock powders. BIGLER I 
COMPANY. X-506. Springfield. Illinois. i

AGENTS—$75—$100 weekly taking orders for popular $3.98 ; 
raincoats. Commissions advanced. We deliver and coll.-ct. . 
Free coats to workers. EAGLE RAINCOAT CO-, 424 I.eeS ; 
Bldg. ■ Chicago. _ _ __________________ !

Only One Policy Daily Means $130 Per Month Profit. Same i 
on renewals. Policy pays $5000 death: $25 weekly benefit for ' 
injury or sickness. Men or women acceptable. __ Premium ' lo . 
yearly. Full or spare time. Easy seller. Write quick for j 
territory. Underwriters. Dept. R. B.. 196 Market St.. Newark^N. J2 ;

AGENTS—OUR SOAP AND TOILET ARTICLE PLAN IS A : 
WONDER. GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE OFFER. | 
HO-RO-CO. 137 LOCUST. ST. LOUIS. MO.

Tailoring Salesmen—$5.00 to $15.00 Profit on Each Order. ; 
All-Wool suits and extra pants to retail at $26.50 and up. Fit ; 
and workmanship absolutely guaranteed. Write today for mw , 
Spring swatch line showing 250 large woolen samples. JAY 
ROS E & co.. Dept. _ A -100.411 _ Sk_ Wei Is St., Chicago, Ill. ! 
~AGENTS—CLEAN "~UP $100 WEEKLY WITH "NIFTY 
NINE”, weekly average 100 sales—dollar profit each. 3O--4O ■ 
sales daily frequently made: demonstrating outfit cinches order, i 
30 other coin-coaxvrs, all daily necessities. Postal brings j 
our unique plans. DAVIS PRODUCTS COMPANY', Dept. 5$, । 
Chicago. _ _ _ _ _ ■

AGENTS: Wo pay $72 a week taking orders for Reversible I 
Raincoats. Something brand new. Easiest seller ever intn>- I 
dueed. No capital required. You take the orders: we deliver 1 
and collect ami pay your commission on same day. Saves • 
customer over $20. Write quick. THOMAS MFG. CO., Class 
1707, Dayton. Ohio. __ ____

Big Pay For Spare Time or Side Line. $5,00 to $10.00 an 
evening selling Lodge Wall Emblems. Every member wants one. 
Free sample and cash bonus plan. KIER EMBLEM CO., 
Dept. AA-1. 53N South < 'I a rk St.. < Ji ic a go, 111.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS
EXCHANGE PLOTS FOR S$—Photoplay ideas accvpud I 

anv form: revised, typed, published, copyrighted. Sold. Advici- 
free. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CORP., 918 Western Mutual 
Life Bldg.. Los Angeles. __ ________ ______________
"^PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 48 COMPANIES: $10 TO $500 EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No corresjH>ndcnee course or ex­
perience needed: details sent free to beginners. Sell your ideas. 
PRODUCERS LEAGUE. 388 Wainwright. St. Louis. Mo.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE
LAND OPPORTUNITY! 20. 40. 80 ac. tracts only $10 to $50 

down. ba I. long time; near thriving city in lower Mich. Write 
today for free illustrated 1 K>oklet giving full information. Swigart 
Land Company. Y-1245 First N’at’l Bank Bldg.. Chicago.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS
STAMPS—100 Different for 2c and collectors names. 10 

Different Foreign Coins. 20c. 50 Austria-Hungary Stamps 5c.
20 Russia Stamps 10c. 30 Sweden Stamps 10c. Lists free. 
TOLEDO STAMP COMPANY. Dept. A. Toledo. Ohio.

Tailoring Agents—Sev. ml hundred of our mm are earning 
.s.'ij to si.-»o a nedi taking orders for our virgin wool tailored 
to order suits, uhieii ictail at the flat price of S29.5U. 
None higher. They are w< nd. rful valu.s. $20.01) cheaper 
man store price-.. Ririi. l>. .iiiiuul assortment ot fix!) samples 
ami complete seili.ig outfit free. Wv tn>m the inexperienced. 
Rehable mm write. State tertPory. J. B. SIMPSON, INC., 
Dept-_524, .>31 W, Adams St.. Chicago.

Agents Sell Harper’s Ten Use Household Cleaning Set. It 
washes and dries windows, cleans walls, sweeps, scrubs, mops and 
does five Other things. Sells for ,,nly $2.s5. Over profit Free 
information. Harper liiush_WoiTs, 1*>7 A St.. Fairfield, Iowa.

OUR AGENTS MAKE $35 TO $50 DAILY and are getting it 
with new marvelous inv-ntum, Seiis to everybody. Low price. 
Pocket outfit. Write SUREN CO,. 25 N. Dearborn St., Chicago.

WE START YOU m hii'-inrss. furnishing everything. Men and 
women. $30.W to $100.09 weekly op-rating our " New System 
Specialty Candy Factories ” anywhere. Opportunity lifetime; 
booklet free. W. Hillyer Ragsdale. Dravv-r 93. East orange, N. J.

27.000 RECORDS GUARANTEED WITH ONE EVERPLAY 
PHONOGRAPH NEEDLE; new. different: cannot injure rec­
ords: $10.00 daily easy. Fr*e sample to workers. EVER- 
1‘LAY, Desk 312. McClurg Bldg.. Chicago. _

Capable Men May Earn $15 to $25 day selling high-grade 
Double-Wear Simes direct tr-mj factory to wearer. Big oppor­
tunity for \<ui. Ch-ver Selling Plan insures your success. Write 
•oday for mil particular.-, style sheets, etc. Doublewear Shoe Co., 
Manutacturms. 12-A. Minneapolis. Minn.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. Soaps. Extracts. 
Perfumes. Toilet Goods. Experience unnecessary. Carnation 
Co.. Dept. 20U, St, Louis, Mo.

TAILORING SALESMEN MAKE $75 A WEEK SELLING 
OUR STRICTLY ALL-WOOL MADE-TO-MEASURE SUITS 
AT $26.51). YOU COLLECT PROFITS IN ADVANCE AND 
KEEP THEM. WE SUPPLY FINEST SELLING OUTFIT IN 
AMERICA. MANY EXCLUSIVE MONEY-MAKING FEA­
TURES. Tailoring, raincoat, and side-line men. par: or full 
rime, get m touch with us immediately. GOODWEAR 
CHICAGO- INC.. s44 W. Adams Sr. Dept. 2s»:. Cidcago. HL

Clarke made $18 an hour selling vestpocket windshield 
cleaner needed by every autoist. motorman, engineer; one 
rub keeps glass clear 24 hours: <m,t)mi sold. Amazing propo­
sition free. Security Mfg. Co.. Dept. t;76. Toledo. Ohio.

LARGE SHIRT MANUFACTURER wants Agents to sell 
complete line of shirts direct to wearer. Exclusive patterni. Big 
values. Free samples. Madison Milla, 503 Broadway, New York.

$13.45 FOR A STYLISH MAD E-TO-YOU R-M EASU RE 
3-PIECE SU IT—regular $25,00 value. We are making thia 
bargain offer to prove our remarkable values in tailoring. Write 
for our big sample outfit showing how agents make $35.00 to 
$40.00 extra every week taking orders for high-grade tailoring. 
WASHINGTON TAILORING CO.. Dept. Q-304._Chicago. __

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS 
GOLD INITIALS for lii- auto. You charge $1.50, make SI.35. 
Ten orders daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples. 
American Monogram Co.. Dept. 54. East Orange. N. J.

AGENTS—$15 A DAY —EASY, QUICK SALES—FREE 
AUTO—BIG WEEKLY BONUS- $1.50 premium Free to every 
customer. Simply show our Beautiful. 7 piece. Solid Aluminum 
Handle Cutlery Set. Appeals instantly. We deliver and 
colbet. Pay daily. NEW ERA MFG. CO., 803 Madison St.. 
Dept. 20-T. Chicago.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS
STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS. ETC.. ARE WANTED for 

publication. Good idea* bring big money. Submit Msi., or write 
Literary Bureau. 110. Hannibal. Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful little book of money 
making hint*, euggeetions, ideas; the A B C of successful Story 
and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely free. Send for your copy 
now! Just address Authors’ Prees. Dept. 19. Auburn. N. Y.

MANUSCRIPT TYPING, prompt service. 1.000 words or 
fraction thereof for 5(>C. Write to SAUL KRAMER, 365 So. 
4th Street. Brooklyn. N. Y.

SONG POEMS WANTED
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We comjxvse music. 

Our Chief of Staff wrote many big song-hits. Submit your 
song-poem to us at once. NEW YORK MELODY CORP., 
403 Fitzgerald Building. New York.

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.



$80 Drafting Course Free

U
 There is such an urgent demand for practical, 

trained. Draftsmen that I am making this special offer in order 
to enable deserving, ambitious and bright men to get into this line of 
work. I will teach you to become a Draftsman and Designer, until you 
are drawing a salary of $250.00 a month. You need not pay me 
for my personal instruction or for the complete set of instruments.

(ROE*/! O Starting salary Q according to my 
agreement and 
guarantee.Drafts-ITlUIlllt m,en’s w°rk is pleasant and 

profitable. Positions are open paying 
$3,600.00 a year in the best surroundings. 
They are open everywhere. Thousands of 
men are needed who have just the kind of 
training I will give you. You can get this 
training during spare time in your own home.

Mail the Coupon 
for my valuable book—“ Successful 
Draftsmanship.” It explains how YOU can be­
come a Successful Draftsman in a short time. 
The book is free at present, so write AT ONCE.

Chief Draftsman
Will Train You Personally
on practical Drafting­
room work Until you are 
competent and Until you 
are in a permanent posi- 
tion at a salary paying at 
least $250 per month. This is an 
exceptional opportunity for a 
few selected ambitious men, be­
tween the ages of 16 and 50 
whom I will train personally.

Send the Coupon 
or a letter and let me tell 
you how you can be­
come a Draftsman in your 
spare time and earn a good 
salary. Don’t delay — send 
the coupon at once.

I Guarantee 
To instruct you until 
competent and fn a 
permanent paying 
position at a regular 
Draftsman’s salary of 
at least $260 per 
month and guarantee 
to furnish you free 
complete Drafts­
man's working outfit 
at once from tnestart.

PREE-this$25°e2
JL Draftsman’s Working Outfit

These are regular working 
instruments, the kind I use my­
self. I give them free to you if you 

enroll at once. Send the Free Coupon today.

Earn While Learning 
You can be earning a handsome in­
come while learning at home. This is a special 
offer I am making. Absolutely no obligations of 
any kind in sending coupon. But you must write 
at once, as I limit the number of my students.

Mail the FREE Coupon once
■■ ■ ■ । im. for my

book— “Successful Draftsmanship, ’’also list of open 
positions and for the free offer to be earning good money at 
once while learning at home. This offer is limited and in order 
to benefit thereby — act at once.

Chief Draftsman Dobev
1951 Lawrence Ave., Div. 14-53,Chicago,ID.

■■

■ Free Course Offer Coupon 
■ Chief Draftsman Dobe
■ 1951 Lawrence Ave. Div. 14-53 Chicago 
JJ Without any obligation to me please 
■ mail your book, * Successful Drafts- 
■ manship’ ’ and full particulars of your 
■ liberal ‘Personal Instruction” offer 
■ to a few students. It is understood 
■ I am obligated in no way whatever.

Name-------------------------------------------------------------------

Address_________________________________________



Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

HELP WANTED
RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS, STENOGRAPHERS. CLERKS, 

TYPISTS, wanted by Government. Examinations weekly. Pre­
pare at home. Write for free list and plan 301, payment after 
securing position. CSS, 1710 Market St., Philadelphia.

SELL US YOUR SPARE TIME. YOU CAN EARN FIFTEEN 
TO FIFTY DOLLARS WEEKLY writing showcards at home. 
No canvassing. Pleasant, profitable profession, easily, Quickly 
learned by our simple graphic block system. Artistic ability 
unnecessary. We instruct you and supply you work. Wilson 
Methods, Ltd., Dept. G, Toronto, Canada.

MEN—WOMEN—18 UP. Get U. S. Government .Jobs. $1140 
—$1800 year. Common education sufficient with our coaching. 
Sample lessons free. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. P-1. 
Rochester. N. Y. 

HELP WANTED—MALE

Health-VUor 
SUCCESS 
By means of Marvelous

EARN $110 TO $250 MONTHLY, EXPENSES PAID. AS 
RAILWAY' TRAFFIC INSPECTOR. POSITION GUARAN­
TEED AFTER 3 MONTHS’ SPARE TIME STUDY OR 
MONEY REFUNDED. EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITIES. 
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET CM-30. STAND. BUSINESS 
TRAINING INST., BUFFALO. N. Y.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN, SLEEPING
CAR, Train Porters (colored). $140—$200. Experience un­
necessary. 836 Railway Bureau, East St. Louis, Ill.

HELP WANTED-FEMALE

VIOLET RAYS
WE PAY BIG MONEY for painting pillow tops and lamp 

shades. Simple, easy, quick. Experience unnecessary. NILEART 
COMPANY, 2235, Ft. Wayne, Ind.

Use ItYouiselfHomc HELP WANTED—GENERAL

This wonderful FREE book describes the marvelous strange 
new force, simply tells how Violet Rays revitalizes every 
cell and works apparent miracles in overcoming pain 
and sickness. Pleasant to use in your home.

Physicians and plain home folks explain how Violet Rays 
has made them well, strong and happy. 60 pages, illustrated, 
actual photographs, scientific charts and diagrams. It’s FREE

QUICK RESULTS-No Medicine
Violet Rays work quickly, you feel results at once, it’s scien­
tific, goes after thecause. That’s why results are quick and 
permanent. Dr. Duncan, Kewanee, III. writes,“Violet Rays 
is the finest thing leverused . . . to relieve pain, treatments 
are so pleasant all my patients like it.” Use it yourself at 
home, save Doctor’s bills. See list of ailments Violet Rays 
treats successfully, and many others, not space to list. Sue 
cess depends on health, this book shows the way.

EARN UP TO $400 MONTHLY. LIVING EXPENSES PAID, 
IN HOTEL WORK. SPLENDID OPPORTUNITIES FOR 
TRAINED MEN AND WOMEN—MANY OPENINGS. WE 
HAVE MORE THAN WE CAN FILL. 80.000 HOTEL 
POSITIONS TO BE FILLED THE COMING YEAR. WE 
TRAIN YOU AT HOME. SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET. 
STANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING INST., 200 CABLTON 
COURT. BUFFALO, N. Y.

YOU READ THESE LITTLE ADVERTISEMENTS. Perhaps 
you obtain through them things you want; things you might 
never have known about if you had not looked here. Did it 
ever strike you other people would read your message—that 
they would buy what you have to sell: whether it is a bicycle
you no longer need, a patented novelty you desire to push,
or maybe your own service#? Our Classified Service Bureau 
will gladly show you how to use this section most profitably
and at the least cost. Write to-day to the Classified Manager,
The Argosy Combination. 280 Broadway, New Y'ork.

Beauty Aid
Brings natural, magnetic beauty of 
health, no dieting, exercise or drugs. 

Earn Cash 
Men, women, without experience 
earn liberal profits in spare time 
showing Violet Rays to neighbors. 
Proves results first demonstration, 
sells on sight. Get attractive offer 
and wholesale prices now.

Send For FREE BOOK 
Explains how NikolaTesladiscov­
ered Violet Rays, how it works, 
why it heals. Tells what doctors 
and plain folks accomplish in con­
quering pain, disease and ner­
vous troubles with Violet Rays.
REVEALS MARVELOUS 
SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY 
Shows charts of human body.ex- 
EIains where pains start, how to 
anish them. Offered FREE for a 

limited time only, to introduce 
Violet Rays. Send for FREE copy.

Check Your Ailment Below for Free Advice
Here is a partial list of ailments successfully treated with Violet Ray:
Catarrh 
Chilblains 
Colds 
Constipation 
Deafness 
Earaches 
Eczema

Eye Disease 
Falling Hair 
Hay Fever 
Headache 
Goitre 
Insomnia 
Lumbago

Nervousness 
Neuralgia 
Neuritis 
Paralysis 
Piles 
Rheumatism 
Skin Diseases

Sore Throat 
Sprains 
Tonsilitis 
Whooping

Cough 
Asthma

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES. 

BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSURED. SEND DRAW­
ING OR MODEL FOR EXAMINATION AND OPINION AS 
TO PATENTABILITY. WATSON E. COLEMAN, 624 F ST.. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. _________ ________ .

PATENTS. If you have an invention write for our Guide 
Book, ''How To Get A Patent" Bend model or tketch and 
description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentable 
nature. Randolph A Co.. 630 F, Washington. D. C.

PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED GUIDE 
BOOK and record of invention blank. Send model or sketch 
and description for our opinion of its patentable nature. Free. 
Highest References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable Terms. 
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO.. 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS PROCURED—TRADE MARKS REGISTERED— 
A comprehensive, experienced, prompt service for the protection 
and development of your ideas. Preliminary advice gladly fur­
nished without charge. Booklet of information and form for 
disclosing idea free on request. Richard B. Owen, 68 Owen 
Bldg., Washington, D. C., or 2278-J Woolworth Bldg., N. Y.

PATENTS AND INVENTIONS
INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED on cash or royalty basis. 

Patented or unpatented. In business 24 years. Complete 
facilities. References. Write ADAM FISHER MFG. CO., 
249, St. Louis, Mo.

VI-REX ELECTRIC C0.,326^sLmcS'icagot
Please send me without cost or obligation your free book describing 
your VI-REX Violet Ray outfits, and details of your free trial offer.

TRADE SCHOOLS
EARN $10 TO $15700 PER DAY. Learn Sign Painting, Auto 

Painting, Decorating. Paperhanging, Graining, Marbling—Send 
for Free Catalogue. CHICAGO PAINTING SCHOOL, 152 West 
Austin Ave., Chicago.

Na m ■.

Address.........................................................................................................

State

WANTED TO BUY
I Cash for Old Gold. Platinum, Silver, Diamonds, Liberty 

Bonds, War, Thrift, Unused Postage Stamps, False Teeth, Mag- 
j neto Points, Jobs, any valuables. Mail in today. Cash sent 
• return mail. Goods returned in ten days if you are not satisfied, 
j Ohio Smelting Co.. 301 Hipjxxlrome Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.
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THE FAME OF J. S. FLETCHER
This noted English writer of detective stories is hailed by his own 
countrymen and by competent American critics as the rightful 

successor to Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. The Argosy-Allstory 
Weekly was the first magazine to welcome Mr. Fletcher’s 
work to this country ( The Diamonds—1905). We now pre­

sent his latest achievement, THE DOUBLE CHANCE.
It not only is fascinating fiction, but a valuable 

contribution to the science of crime detection.

THE Fletcher whom we featured nearly a score of years ago with his first master­
piece of mystery has lost none of his cunning. His plot-skill is unexcelled, his 
characters are alive, and his literary style is a model of limpidity, forcefulness 

and charm.
In all his novels the reader’s interest is sustained at a high level, and in attaining 

this result the author never goes beyond the sane limits of plausibility. His solutions, 
moreover, always contain a satisfying explanation and clarify the baffling angles. 
There are no loose ends to this man’s work.

Tn none of his widely read novels does he rely on the exploits of a transcendental 
1 A £01 



detective whose fictional achievements cannot avoid casting an eclipse on the other 
characters.

This author has served a long and arduous apprenticeship to his art. His family 
intended him to become a barrister, and he read criminal law and attended many 
trials in the Englfeh courts. Journalism called him, however, and in this rigorous 
preparatory school he did special articles on noted murder cases.

The late Sir Henry Irving, famous actor and a recognized authority' on crimi­
nology, was a confidant of Mr. Fletcher. He is eager to admit that Sir Henry did 
much to further his researches into-the underlying causes of crime and the problems 
of its prevention.

Speaking of his working method, Mr. Fletcher says:
•• I have always kept up my reading in criminal law, and in medical science as 

related to criminology. In addition, I never deal with facts unless I am thoroughly 
acquainted with them—no guess work! I am particularly careful about getting accu­
rate details of things—even down to the minutest particulars.”

This keen craftsmanship was evident in THE DIAMONDS, published in the 
All-Slory Magazine, May to September, 1905. It will be remembered as a fascinating 
narrative dealing with the tragic history' of a magnificent diamond necklace. The 
story opened with a mysterious brass-bound box in a pawnbroker’s window. A white 
sailor and a Hindu murder the proprietor and steal the box. In it is the necklace. 
Next the sailor slays his accomplice and flees into the moorland. Here an escaped 
convict kills him for his clothes to use as a disguise, and finds the diatnonds in a 
pocket. The convict in turn is shot dead by pursuing officers. And so the evil toll 
runs on until at last the rightful owner comes into possession of the necklace. He 
was Sir Octavius Burke, who had received the jewels for valuable sen-ices to a prin­
cipality in India.

Probably' the most quoted of the Fletcher stories, THE MIDDLE TEMPLE 
MURDER, appeared in 1918, and at once won great popularity in America as well 
as across the Atlantic. This brilliant tale of London and Scotland Yard received the 
hearty public indorsement of President Woodrow Wilson, who used its rich imagery' 
as an anodyne to the exacting cares of his high office.

Here is a list of Fletcher's best known novels—all dealing with crime and the 
detection of crime:

THE TALLEYRAND MAXIM. (1020)
THE PARADISE MYSTERY, (1920)
DEAD MEN’S MONEY, (1920)
THE ORANGE-YELLOW DIAMOND, (1021)
THE CHESTERMARKE INSTINCT, (1921)
THE BOROUGH TREASURER, (1921)
THE HERAPATH PROPERTY, (1921)
SCARHAVEN KEEP, (1922)
THE RAYNER-SLADE AMALGAMATION, (1922) 
RAVENSDENE COURT, (1922)
THE MIDDLE OF THINGS, (1922)
THE LOST MR, LINTHWAITE.. (January, 1923)

Announcement is made that EXTERIOR TO THE EVIDENCE is to be pub­
lished in May7, 1923, by Alfred A, Knopf, publishers in the United States of the above 
printed list of Fletcher’s books.

THE DOUBLE CHANCE, which begins with this issue of the Argosy- 
Allstory, contains a mystifying plot in which the dark way's of evil are shown in 
contrast with the shining faith of the true heart. This story, in five installments, is 
still another proof that only the best is to be found in the pages of the Argosy- 
Allstory Weekly.

Now turn to the next page and plunge into its absorbing opening.



(J^ance-
By J. S. FLETCHER

Author of “ The Middle Temple Murder,” etc.

CHAPTER I. 

escaped!

ON a certain evening of early spring, 
just about the time when the last 
glimmer of twilight was about to 

fade into the final delicate shades of dusk, 
a woman opened the door of a lonelj' cot­
tage, which stood in the midst of a belt of 
fir trees high above a deep valley, and, 
standing on the doorstep, looked at the 
lights which had already begun to twinkle 
far below.

From force of habit, contracted long be­
fore and practiced through many years, she 
shaded her eyes with her right hand, al­
though the sun had then been gone down a 
good half hour. An observer would have 
thought she was peering anxiously through 
the gloom—in reality she was listening for 
the sound of a footstep on the rocky path 
which came upward from the stream at the 
foot of the bank. It was her custom to 
listen for this footstep every night, and be­
cause the sun shone directly on the place in 
spring and summer at that hour she had 
contracted the custom of shielding her eyes.

The familiar aspects of the landscape 
were still plainly visible to this solitary 
watcher. On the opposite side of the val­
ley she saw the ancient castle in which a 
Saxon king had kept his state, and near it 
the old church, square-towered, gray-walled, 
scarcely less ancient; the picturesque inn, 
with its thatched roof and timbered gables; 
an old farmstead or two; cottages, whose 
ages were reckoned by generations instead 
of by years.

Nearby was a complete contrast in a little 
town of red-brick cottages, built on regular 
and mathematical lines, not one brick of 
which had been there in her childhood— 

no, nor for years after sho was wife and 
mother. There was always some resent­
ment in her as she looked at these evidences 
of modernity; she remembered that where 
the new7 village now lay there were fields 
which were famous for their mushrooms, 
and coppices celebrated for their nuts and 
trees, under which she and her companions 
had played. And between this new hive of 
industry and the river rose the outward evi­
dence of the underground force which had 
made this change between old and new— 
the outer works of a coal mine, the gigantic 
shaftings, the mighty scaffoldings, the great 
wheels, the sheds, engine-houses, pumping­
houses, machinery-houses, the mountainous 
banks of slag—all of w’hich had sprung into 
being since that day when a scientific man 
with a long nose and blue spectacles who 
was stopping at the castle told Sir Robert 
Mannersley that his ancient estate lay over 
a coal seam which might prove to be worth 
millions.

Margaret Britten turned from this scene 
full of a wistful longing. She had the in­
stinct of folk who are born and bred on the 
soil, and change was hard to bear. She had 
first seen the light in that cottage; she and 
her man had lived in it when her own father 
and mother were dead; there she had borne 
her own children. All connected with her 
had earned their living on the land in the 
old-fashioned ways—as laborers, game­
keepers, woodmen. Now there was only 
one man of her family left—her son Jim— 
and instead of following the plow over the 
broad uplands behind the cottage, or as­
suming the keeper’s velvet coat, he, too, 
had been claimed by King Coal, and earned 
his money—good money, as she knew—as 
checkweighman at the colliery.

As she turned to glance within the cottage 



doorway Margaret heard Jim’s step on the 
rock-strewn pathway far beneath, and then 
his familiar whistle. She ran within and 
opened the door of the oven a few inches, 
and took a peep at something which was 
undergoing some process inside, and thereby 
suffered a savory odor to escape which 
reached the nostrils of Mr. James Britten 
twenty yards away.

‘ That smells good, mother!’’ he ex­
claimed a minute later, as he came bustling 
into the cottage, and seizing Margaret by 
her ample waist kissed both her cheeks. 
“ You could smell that over at Mannersley! 
What is it this time?”

“ It’s liver and bacon, with an onion for 
flavor, and a gravy that you could stand a 
spoon in, my lad,” replied Margaret as she 
began to bustle about. “ So get your clean- 
ing-up done and fall to while it’s hot.”

“ No second invitation needed, mother,” 
responded Jim. with alacrity, and plunged 
into the back place of the cottage, where he 
was presently making a great noise with 
soap and water, and from whence he quick 
ly emerged with shining face and damp 
hair.

" I’m sharper set than usual to-night, 
mother,” he remarked, as he drew a chair to 
the table and looked approvingly at the 
smoking dish which Margaret set before 
him.

” Then lay knife aboard, lad,” counselled 
his mother.

Now that her immediate duties were done 
she sat down in her easy-chair by' the hearth 
and watched her son eat, a smile of placid 
enjoyment overspreading her broad, good- 
humored countenance. She was one of 
those old-fashioned women who delight in 
seeing their menfolk do full justice to their 
victuals, and who believe—and rightly - 
that a vigorous and hearty appetite is the 
surest sign of sound health. Margaret 
Britten, in short, was happiest when she 
beheld Jim at the close of his day’s labors 
proving himself a mighty trencherman, and 
it was her great pride to study' his appetite 
and to tickle his palate.

And he was worth it, she said to herself 
as she sat watching him—a fine, handsome 
lad of five-and-twenty, straight as a willow­
wand, with clear gray eyes and direct look, 

and a head of thick brown hair which still 
curled as obstinately as when he was a babyr 
in arms. No better young man in all that 
countryside, thought Margaret: nor one, 
other folk might have said, that was more 
modest, considering that he was all that 
was left to a mother who had consequently' 
done her best to spoil him.

•' Any news to-day, Jim?” asked Marga­
ret, when the young man had taken off the 
final edge of his appetite. “ Aught hap 
pened?”

“ Well, I have heard some news, mother,” 
replied Jim, thoughtfully regarding the in­
roads which he had made on his supper­
dish, and then helping himself again. “ It’s 
little more than a rumor, but I believe 
there’s a lot of truth in it. Sir Robert’s 
thinking of starting a grand sort of club for 
the men.”

“ Some of them men’ll get till they don’t 
know what ails ’em,” said Margaret, with a 
sniff. “ Why can’t they bide at home same 
as you do?”

Jim laughed, and gave her a wink. 
” Most of ’em haven’t got as comfortable 
homes as I have, mother,” he said. “ A 
place like that would do a lot of good.”

” I reckon that’ll be one of Miss Phil­
lipa’s ideas,” said Margaret. “ She’s al­
ways full of plans for doing grand things 
for them colliers. Nobody did nought for 
farm-laborers in my' time.”

“ We live in different times, mother.” said 
Jim.

“ Aye, marry, and see some different 
goings-on!” sighed Margaret. She rose 
and poured fresh tea into her son’s cup.

“ I saw that new manager to-day,” she 
said. “ I went down the lane to see how 
poor Sarah Dickinson was and he came by, 
riding his horse, when I was standing at 
their garden gate talking to Jane Dickin­
son. I don’t wonder the men don’t like 
him, Jim—there’s no doubt he’s a hand­
some young fellow, but I never saw such 
eyes in all my' born days! He fair made 
me dither—his eyes is that black and 
fierce.”

“ I don’t know how it is that Mr. Quin­
ton isn’t liked,” said Jim thoughtfully. 
“ And as to calling him a new manager, 
mother—why. he's been here nearly two 



years! Time to prove him, that. I expect 
it’s because he’s very firm, and perhaps a 
bit strict and severe.”

“ Well, I wouldn’t like to get across with 
him,” said Margaret. “ Take care you 
don’t, my lad.”

“ There’s no fear of that, mother,” an­
swered Jim. " Mr. Quinton’s naught to 
say to folk who behave themselves.”

He rose from the table, and, according to 
a nightly custom on which he insisted, gath­
ered the supper things together and carried 
them into the back place, whither Margaret 
presently retired to wash them up. Then 
he lighted his pipe, and after lounging about 
a little got some books and writing material 
out of a drawer and spread them on the 
table in preparation for an evening’s study. 
For Mr. James Britten had ambition, and 
meant to rise in the world.

On this occasion, however, he had only 
just opened a book when the latch of the 
door was lifted, and a girl’s clear, high-bred 
voice said: ” May I come in, Mrs. Brit­
ten—are you there?”

Before Jim could respond Margaret had 
heard Miss Phillipa Mannersley’s voice, and 
came bustling out of the back place with 
smiles all over her countenance.

“ Eh, bless your bonny face, miss!” she 
cried. “ The idea of seeing you at this time 
of the day! But you was always up to 
some sort of notions ever since you was a 
little girl.”

“ Well, my notion this evening, Mrs. Brit­
ten, was that I must really have a good walk 
before dinner,” said Phillipa, laughing, “ so 
I made Ann Mary come round the woods 
with me, and we were so near you I felt 
that I must look in. Ann Mary, Jim,” she 
continued, giving the young checkweigh­
man an arch look, “ is somewhere outside— 
perhaps peeping through the window. 
Hadn’t you better go and see?”

“ Oh, Miss Phillipa, Miss Phillipa!” said 
Margaret, when Jim had shot out of the 
cottage with remarkable alacrity. “ The 
idea of you encouraging young people in 
their love affairs.”

“ Well, why shouldn’t I, Mrs. Britten?” 
asked Phillipa. “ I’m sure it’s a very de­
lightful thing to see young people so much 
in love with each other as Jim and Ann 

Mary are. And I think Ann Mary de­
serves a treat—I have made her walk so 
far. And I thought, Mrs. Britten, that 
while they have their little talk outside you 
would perhaps treat me to a glass of that 
delicious cowslip wine that you gave me 
last time I was here—it won’t spoil my din­
ner, I can assure you!”

'■ Eh, that it won’t, miss, nor a bit of my 
home-made seed-cake, neither!” exclaimed 
Margaret, bustling into the next room. 
'• No, I’ll warrant ’em both to do nobody 
harm.”

Left to herself for the moment, Phillipa 
Mannersley’s pretty face changed, as sud­
denly as a hillside bathed in sunshine 
changes when a sudden storm, a sudden 
sweeping of cloud and rain, blots out ail 
the light and color. It was a pretty viva­
cious. laughing face which had so unexpect­
edly presented itself in the little cottage; 
as Margaret’s back was turned it became 
an anxious and troubled face.

The violet eyes grew dark with a strange 
perplexity; the warm, smiling mouth be­
came drawn and sad: the slender fingers in­
terlaced themselves restlessly. And as if 
against their will the violet eyes lifted them­
selves to a photograph which hung on one 
side of the mantelpiece—an expensively- 
framed photograph of a young man between 
whom and herself there was more than a 
likeness. She sat gazing at the fire with a 
troubled expression until she heard a jingle 
of glass and china.

As Margaret reentered with a tray the 
previous vivacity of voice and manner re­
turned. A moment later she was laughing 
and chatting to the old woman as if she had 
not a care in the world.

Meanwhile, Mr. James Britten, whose 
lady-love, a winsome maiden named Ann 
Maty Riley, Miss Mannersley’s protegee 
from childhood, and now her attached and 
faithful maid, had waited his coming at the 
garden gate, was being drawn by that young 
lady out of all possible earshot of the cot­
tage. There was something mysterious in 
the way in which Ann Mary led him away. 
But at last she paused in the shadow of a 
hedgerow.

“ Jim,” she whispered, “ weren’t you sur­
prised to see Miss Phillipa to-night?”



“ I was a bit surprised,” Jim admitted.
“ She’s come on purpose to see you,” she 

whispered. “ I believe there’s some trouble. 
I was to tell you that when she comes out 
you’re to go a little way down the path with 
us. She wants to speak to you about some­
thing. Jim, she’s in awful trouble. She 
cried once or twice coming here, and I've 
only once seen her cry before, and that was 
when—”

“ Hush, hush, lassi ” said Jim. “ Let’s 
go back and wait outside the door.”

Ten minutes later Phillipa’s clear voice 
was heard saying farewell to Margaret. She 
came out into the dusk calling the lovers.

“ I want to give Ann Mary a taste of my 
cowslip wine,” said Margaret, who had fol­
lowed Phillipa to the door. “ Happen 
Jim’ll see Miss Phillipa down to the bottom, 
and Ann Mary can run after.”

Jim led the way down the path in silence 
until Phillipa stopped him. Looking at her 
in the faint light he saw that her face was 
greatly troubled. She laid her hand on his 
arm.

“ Jim,” she said. " Ann Mary told you 
that I had come purposely to see you?”

" Yes, miss,” he answered.
She remained silent for a moment, and 

then, with a frightened look round, drew 
nearer to him, and spoke in a lower whisper. 
“ Jim, my cousin has escaped!”

Jim Britten started as if she had told him 
that the mine had blown up. He drew 
back, staring at her.

“Miss Phillipa!” he whispered. "Mr. 
Clinton—escaped! ”

“ Yes, Jim. And oh, Jim, I’m afraid- 
afraid he’s some desperate project in coming 
down here to Mannersley, to my father—to 
—to me!” she said. “ Listen, Jim. I got 
a letter this morning from a friend of mine 
in London enclosing one which she said had 
been sent to her with a most urgent request 
that it should be sent on to me under cover 
of one from her. I opened the blank en­
velope, and found a letter from my cousin. 
He told me that he had made his escape, 
and would leave no stone unturned to prove 
his innocence. There was the same old bit­
ter spirit again—against my father, Jim. 
He vowed and protested his innocence just 
as—but you know. Jim.”

“ Yes, Miss Phillipa,” said Jim, in a 
strained voice, “ I know—I know!”

“ And he reiterated all he said about con­
spiracies and plots, and so on,” she con­
tinued. “ Oh, I’m sure he means to come 
back to Mannersley! And he’ll come to 
you first, Jim, because you’re his foster- 
brother.”

“ I shouldn’t wonder, miss,” said Jim 
quietly. " In fact, since you told me that 
he’d got away that’s just what I’ve made 
up my mind to; and in that case make 
yourself easy, miss—I’ll let you know.”

“ Heaven bless you!” she said. “ And—• 
but here’s Ann Mary. Come. Ann Mary, 
we must hurry home.”

A minute later Jim Britten had kissed his 
sweetheart, pressed her young mistress’s 
hand, and was hastening up the rocky path 
to the cottage. He found his mother yawn­
ing in her chair.

“ Well, Jim, lad,” she said, " I shall be 
off to my rest—I expect you’ll be for sitting 
up over your books and figures.”

“ Aye, mother,” he answered, “ I shall sit 
up latish to-night. I’ve a lot to do, and 
I’m not a bit sleepy.”

He sat working—and thinking—hour 
after hour, and there was always a look of 
strained attention, of expectancy, on his 
face, in spite of the books. And at last, in 
the dead silence of midnight, came what he 
expected—a summons that he had known 
in years of oid—a curious tap at the cottage 
window. Jim Britten rose slowly and, 
turning down the lamp, went over and un­
barred the door.

CHAPTER II.

A MEETING—AND A SPY.

OUT of the shelter of a holly-bush 
which flanked the cottage porch a 
man’s figure emerged, and without a 

word slipped past Jim into the living room. 
Im the same silence Jim barred the door 
again, and turned to the lamp. The visitor 
laid a hand on his arm in passing.

“ Jim—you knew the old signal!”
Jim turned up the light. It fell on the 

face and figure of a young man of apparent­
ly twenty-three or twenty-four years of age, 



handsome of feature, slender and graceful 
of body. But the face was worn and 
strained, and it seemed to Jim that the 
frame was thin and wasted. He hastily 
pushed forward a chair to the hearth, and 
poured out some hot milk which he had 
been keeping in readiness on the hob.

“ Sit down, sir, and drink that,” he said. 
“ You’re cold.”

“ I came through the woods at the back, 
Jim. Ah, that’s good—thank you. You 
didn’t expect to see me, Jim?”

“ I did, sir,” said Jim, pushing his vis­
itor into a chair. “ I knew you’d come to 
me.”

The visitor stared at him in surprise and 
half started from his chair,

“ How did you know?”, he exclaimed. 
“ It’s not—you haven’t seen anything in the 
papers?”

“ Your cousin has been here—to-night, 
sir,” replied Jim quietly.

The young man finished the glass of hot 
milk which Jim had handed him, and 
looked thoughtfully at the fire for a few 
moments. And while he was thus occupied 
Jim furtively looked at him.

He saw that he was well and fashionably 
dressed, and scrupulously groomed, as he 
always remembered him being; but he also 
saw that the dark, closely cropped hair had 
streaks of silver in it, and that there were 
lines and wrinkles in the almost boyish face 
which had not been there when he had last 
seen it. And the figure, which he remem­
bered as having been so sprightly and agile, 
seemed in some indefinite way to have be­
come wearied and crushed, in spite of the 
smart suit and fine linen. Face and figure 
were those of a man who has been into the 
valley of bitterness.

“ I wonder where else I should go, Jim?j” 
said the visitor, suddenly breaking the si­
lence. “ Considering that all my thoughts 
have been fixed on this place for the last 
two years, it was only natural that I should 
turn here, for more reasons than one, even 
if I don’t stop more than a few hours. 
And that’s what’s in my mind—there are 
two people I w’ant to see—must see—and 
after that I’m off.”

“ But, Mr. Clinton—”
“ You needn’t ‘ mister ’ me, Jim, nor

' sir ’ me, either,” interposed the other. 
“ After all, when the truth’s told, I’m only 
an escaped convict.”

“ Why, sir, that’s just where it is,” said 
Jim bluntly. “ They’ll be after you, no 
doubt.”

“ And that's just why I’m safe here for 
a while, Jim,” returned Clinton. “ They’d 
never expect me to come down to Manners- 
ley. It’s a fortnight now since I got away. 
Pooh! I'm not afraid of ’em—not I, in­
deed!”

“ I don’t know how you managed it, sir,” 
said Jim wonderingly.

Clinton smiled. “Managed it!” he 
said. “ Why, as easily as anything, bar the 
first preliminary risk. Warrinder, when he 
found they’d sent me to Dartmoor, took a 
sort of hunting box down there, as close as 
ever he could get, and he devised a means 
of letting me know. Then he waited—al­
ways in readiness—day and night; and at 
last my chance came, and I took it. Of 
course, I ran the gantlet. They had a pot­
shot or two at me, Jim. Look here.” He 
turned up the cuff of his left sleeve as he 
spoke, and revealed a newly healed wound 
which ran across the forearm.

“ Only a scratch, you see, but near 
enough,” he continued. “ Well, I got to 
Warrinder's place all right, and the rest has 
been easy. It was Warrinder who brought 
me up here in his motor—he’s putting up 
at Ashford, across country there, until to­
morrow night, when he’s going to meet me 
at Dead Man’s Cross—you know, Jim—at 
midnight. Then he’ll run me to Liverpool. 
There’s a full kit waiting there for me, and 
I’m off to Canada.”

Jim looked up from a steady contempla­
tion of the fire.

“ Mr. Clinton, sir, what do you want 
down here?” he asked.

Clinton’s countenance assumed a deter­
mined expression. He smote the knuckles 
of his right hand against the palm of his 
left.

“ I want to see two people, Jim—I will 
and must see both! ” he answered, the reso­
lution in his voice made fiercer by the 
hushed whisper in which, at a signal from 
Jim, he had spoken ever since entering the 
cottage. “ And you can guess whom they 



are—my uncle and my cousin. But, above 
all, Sir Robert!”

11 Why Sir Robert so particularly, sir?”
“ Because he, more than anybody, can 

put things in motion for clearing me.” said 
Clinton. “ He must do it—he shall do it! ”

Jim held up a finger, “ Mr. Clinton,” he 
said, “ you won’t misunderstand Jim Brit­
ten—but supposing Sir Robert believes you 
guilty?”

The young man’s brows knitted, and his 
lips tightened; but in a moment his face 
cleared.

" Isn’t that exactly a reason why I should 
see him and do my best to convince him 
of my innocence?” he said. “ He never 
gave me one single chance, Jim. as you 
know. You know what a hard, proud man 
he is, and when it came to it he shut himself 
up within his pride and wouldn’t hear a 
word from me.

“ I know, of course, I'd got a bad name 
from my previous goings on. I know he’d 
a lot of trouble with me when I was at 
Eton. I know I was sent down from Cam 
bridge. I know he had to pay my debts 
twice. I know I got mixed up with a very 
shady lot at Newmarket—”

“ Wasn’t this Mr. Warrinder one of them, 
sir?” asked Jim.

“ Never mind that, Jim. Warrinder's 
stuck to me like a brick,” replied Clinton 
“ Well, I know, I say, that I went the pace 
pretty' badly. I’ve had time to reflect upon 
it since, I can tell you! But there’s an 
ocean of difference between being rackety 
and gambling, and so on, and being a com 
mon thief. I am as innocent of that charge 
as your dear old mother is. Jim. before 
Heaven! ’’

“ I always believed it. sir," said Jim. 
looking at him steadily. ‘‘ And I know a 
rare lot of people who believe just the same 
—a rare lot.”

“ Then, who was—who ih—the scoun­
drel for whom I’ve suffered?” said Clinton 
hotly. “ Why, because I was a sort of 
black sheep as a boy, was my uncle only 
too ready to believe this thing against me 
when it came?”

” I believe it nearly broke his heart, Mr. 
Clinton,” said Jim. “ He’s never seemed 
to me to be the same man since.”

*• It’s pretty nearly broken my life,” said 
Clinton grimly. “ But look here, Jim, I 
must see my uncle, if only' to impress upon 
him that it’s his solemn duty to stir him­
self in this matter. Good heavens! I 
should think any fool could see why.”

“ Perhaps I don’t quite see all you mean, 
sir,” said Jim.

Clinton leaned forward, and began to em­
phasize his point with taps of his finger on 
his foster brother’s arm.

'■ My uncle is getting an old man,” he 
said. “ and it is most unlikely’ that he will 
ever marry again.”

“He’ll never marry again, sir!" ex­
claimed Jim. “ He’s too much taken up 
with Miss Phillipa.”

“ He has no sons,” continued Clinton, 
“ and no brothers living. Consequently, I, 
his nephew, as only son of his late brother, 
Philip Mannersley, succeed at his death to 
the title.”

Well, sir?”
“ For the honor of the title—we've borne 

it since the fourteenth century, Jim, though 
you're such an old radical that that means 
nothing to you—he ought to have this affair 
reopened. The thing to do is to find the real 
culprit!” exclaimed Clinton.

“ Find the guilty man! I must and will 
see Sir Robert, Jim, if I have to force my 
way to him. I will make him see that I am 
innocent, and that it is his duty, even after 
these two years—two years of misery and 
degradation to me—to reopen the matter 
and have me cleared. I want to see him 
in secret if it can be arranged; if it can’t, 
I'll force my way7 to him, and take whatever 
consequences may come.”

Jim Britten remained silent for a while, 
thinking things over. At last he looked ear­
nestly’ at Clinton, and spoke more earnestly.

“ Mr. Clinton,” he said, “ it would be a 
bad job. sir, if anything happened here that 
let it get made known that you were back 
and had got across again with Sir Robert— 
it would.”

“ Why, Jim?”
i; Why, sir, because all the men, to every’ 

man and lad, believed you innocent, and 
that there was some plot against you,” an­
swered Jim.* “ On that point, to this day, 
sir, it wouldn’t take much to raise a riot.”



Clinton stared at him almost incredu­
lously.

" You know, sir, what a favorite you 
were,” continued Jim. “ You used to talk 
to them about racing, and give them tips, 
and—”

“ Well,” said Clinton, “ what then, Jim?”
Jim bent forward and spoke in an ear­

nest whisper.
There’s Miss Phillipa to be considered, 

Mr. Clinton,” he said. t; Hasn’t she been 
through enough already?”

Clinton jumped to his feet in an agita­
tion which he couid not conceal,

” Been through enough!” he said hoarse­
ly. “ I should think she has been through 
enough—we’ve both been through enough! 
Jim, I must see Phillipa—will see her— 
because if my uncle refuses to do what 
he can do, I want her—’’

*' Well, sir?”
“ I want her to follow me out there, and 

we’ll start a new life in a new land,” said 
Clinton, clenching his hands. “ We’re en­
gaged, after all, and her first duty’s to me.”

Jim had risen, too, and he stood staring 
sadly at his foster-brother.

“ Nay, sir—nay!” he said. ” Get your­
self cleared first. You’ve made a mistake, 
sir. I told Miss Phillipa I should tell you 
so. You shouldn't have broken away from 
there, sir. There wasn’t long to stop: it 
would soon have passed, and you’d have 
been a free man. Now you’re not free. 
Listen, Mr. Clinton. I’ll arrange for you 
to see Miss Phillipa to-morrow night, and 
you must see what she says about seeing her 
father. But if you’ll take my advice, sir, 
when that's done you'll go back and give 
yourself up. And—”

The sound of a footstep in the room 
overhead made them both start.

“• That’s mother,” said Jim. " I shall 
have to tell her you’re here, sir. You don’t 
mind, sir?-’

£; Mind!” exclaimed Clinton. “ If you'd 
seen as few kind faces as I have this last 
year or two, you’d be glad to see one you 
could trust, Jim! ”

A moment later Margaret, clad in a med­
ley of nondescript garments and a mighty 
nightcap, burst into the room and threw 
her arms round her foster-son’s neck.

Had the three people thus reunited only 
known it, a man who had followed Clinton 
Mannersley through the woods, and had 
watched him and Jim Britten through the 
cottage window, now stole softly away and 
made off toward the village, meditating on 
the secret he had discovered.

CHAPTER III.

QUINTON SPEAKS.

SIR ROBERT MANNERSLEY, seven­
teenth of his line in the proud order 
of the baronetage, had been a poor man 

until coal was found on his estate, and he 
was glad, for the sake of his family, to de­
velop the enormous mineral wealth which 
lay all around him.

He would have liked to preserve some of 
the old simplicity and dignity of life in the 
immediate vicinity of the castle, but all that 
was left of old times was the castle itself, 
which was really an old house, picturesque 
and romantic enough now that time had 
mellowed it, that had been built out of the 
ruins of the ancient fortress a hundred years 
after the latter had been destroyed.

Within its time-mellowed chambers Sir 
Robert found his great recreation. The re­
sponsibilities of the colliery had transformed 
him into a business man, because he was a 
conscientious man. and he made a point of 
attending at his offices with punctuality and 
assiduity; but he was never so happy as 
when under his own roof tree and by his own 
hearth, talking to his friends or showing 
them some of his treasures.

On the evening of the day following Phil­
lipa Mannersley’s visit to the checkweigh­
man’s cottage on the opposite side of the 
'.•alley three people sat round the hearth in 
Sir Robert’s study examining an old Roman 
lamp which he had just taken from a cabi­
net. Sir Robert himself sat in his accus­
tomed easy chair, by which stood a small 
table supporting a shaded lamp, the light of 
which fell on his finely chiseled features, his 
snowy hair and mustache, his long, shapely 
fingers moving lovingly about the curio as 
he explained its peculiarities and beauties 
to his daughter and his guest.

Phillipa, prettier than ever in her dinner 



dress, hung over her father’s chair; the 
guest stood before them on the hearthrug. 
And a close observer would have seen that 
while he manifested a polite interest in the 
Roman lamp, Mr. Mark Quinton was much 
more interested in its owner’s daughter.

The manager of Mannersley Main was a 
tall, well-built man of apparently thirty 
years of age, who had much of the military 
man in his appearance, in his movements. 
It required little knowledge of human na­
ture to see that Mark Quinton was a born 
martinet—a man destined to command and 
to have his own way. If his stern lips issued 
an order, and his steel-blue eyes emphasized 
it, most men under him hastened to carry it 
out without demur.

But the stern lips were tender enough, 
and the keen eyes soft enough, whenever 
Miss Phillipa Mannersley happened to be 
near, and some people were beginning to 
notice the fact.

“ And I believe there is no other specimen 
of this particular date, or of this particular 
sort, with the exception of one in the Brit­
ish Museum in London,” said Sir Robert, 
lovinglj' handling his Roman lamp. “ A 
somewhat similar lamp was unearthed some 
years ago, but it was not at all of the date 
or class of this—not at all!”

“ Wherefore Mannersley Castle and its 
owner can boast themselves of being in pos­
session of something which would be quite 
unique if it were not for that tiresome Brit­
ish Museum,” said Phillipa, patting her 
father’s head. “ You ought to be flattered 
at making the acquaintance of such treas­
ures, Mr. Quinton. And now I must leave 
you gentlemen to entertain yourselves, for I 
am going out.”

“ Out, my dear, at this hour?” exclaimed 
Sir Robert. “ Dear me, why—”

“ Only for a while, papa, and it is on an 
errand of mercy—one of my old women,” 
said Phillipa. “ I shall be home again be­
fore you know I am gone.”

“ I sincerely hope, my dear, that the ob­
ject of your visit does not reside in the 
miners’ village,” said Sir Robert.

“ Shall I go with you wherever it is, Miss 
Mannersley?” said Quinton. “ It is rather 
late, and though—”

“ Thanks, no, really,” she said. “ Ami 

Mary, you know, goes with me everywhere. 
I shall see you on my return, Mr. Quinton.”

She gave him a light nod, and left the 
room.

Sir Robert rose from his chair. “ Roman 
art, eh?” he said. “ Ah! That reminds me 
that I had some Roman coins sent to me the 
other day. I’ll show them to you. They’re 
in another room. Sit down, Quinton, and 
I’ll fetch them. Light another cigar, do!”

The old baronet went out of the room, 
and the manager walked over to a side table 
to take a cigar from an open case. In pass­
ing another small table on his way, he saw 
a card lying on it—a mere scrap of card, 
crumpled and dirty—and before he could 
turn his eyes from it read what was written 
on it: “ The Hermit’s Cell—to-night—nine 
thirty.”

He chose a cigar, went back to the hearth, 
and stood there wondering what such a mys­
terious sentence meant. The door opened— 
Phillipa returned, in walking dress. She 
looked flurried, and a little upset.

“ All alone, Mr. Quinton?” she exclaimed.
'• Your father is fetching some coins, Miss 

Mannersley,” he answered.
“ Poor you!” she said. “ I—I left some­

thing here. I am so careless in leaving 
things lying about. I—oh, here it is—an 
address.”

Before Quinton had realized the situation 
she had snatched up the card he had un­
wittingly seen, and with a smiling nod had 
again quitted the room.

When Sir Robert came sauntering back 
with a tray of coins, some five minutes later, 
Quinton had let his cigar die out, and was 
standing very erect and set of face before 
the old baronet’s desk.

“ Now, these coins, Quinton,” began Sir 
Robert, “ are, I believe—”

Quinton drew his attention with a short 
cough. “ Sir Robert,” he said.

The elder man glanced at him, set down 
the tray of coins, and quietly took his own 
chair.

“ Go on, Quinton,” he said, not unkindly. 
“ I had an idea that you wanted to speak to 
me.”

“ Yes,” said Quinton; “ yes. The fact is, 
I think I ought to go away. I am not the 
sort of man to beat about the bush, especial­



ly with you, and—I am in love with your 
daughter.”

The old man nodded his head several 
times. “ Aye,” he said, “ so I thought, 
Quinton—so I thought. Well, I see no harm 
in that. Your family is of equal rank with 
mine, and I have the greatest opinion of 
you in every way.”

“ Then you would—” cried Quinton.
“ Give her to you?” interposed Sir Rob­

ert with a smile. “ Aye, very likely I would. 
But, Quinton, I fear it's no use. Sit down. 
You know the terrible stain on our recent 
history?” he went on when the younger man 
had taken a seat. “ You have heard of 
what happened to my nephew just before 
you came here?”

Quinton bowed his head in silence.
“ They were always fond of each other as 

boy and girl,” continued Sir Robert; “ and, 
despite all that has happened, I believe she 
still cares for that graceless young scoun­
drel. Quinton, I tremble to think of what 
may happen when—when he is free again! ”

Quinton sat in silence for some time. At 
last he looked the old man earnestly in the 
face.

“ Sir Robert!” he said. “ Do j|ou really 
believe your nephew was guilty?”

Sir Robert passed his hand over his fore­
head. “I wish I could think else!” he 
answered. “ But—I can’t!”

Quinton rose. “ I’ll go now," he said. 
“ You—you’ll understand. And you’ll let 
me speak to you some other time, sir?”

He pressed the hand which the old man 
gave him, and, leaving the study, got his hat 
and coat and let himself out by a side door 
into the grounds. He wanted to be alone— 
wanted to think.

“ Still cares for that graceless young 
scoundrel! ” he said bitterly.

If that were true, what hope was there 
for him?

CHAPTER IV.

A FEARSOME DISCOVERY.

THE place which Clinton Mannersley 
had selected as a suitable rendezvous 
was one well known to Phillipa and 

himself. It was a lonely cave, which cen­

turies earlier had been transformed into a 
rude oratory by a hermit, whose ghost was 
said to haunt it.

Phillipa gained the rendezvous by a 
roundabout way. As she reached it a figure 
rose out of the darkness.

“ Phillipa!”
“ Clinton!”
For a moment she let him take her in his 

arms and kiss her; for a moment the recol­
lection of their old boy-and-girl love welled 
up strongly within her; for a moment she 
felt inclined to remember nothing but that 
he had suffered terribly, and that she had 
the instinct to take him to her bosom and 
comfort him. But then the danger of his 
situation, the dire perplexity of the future 
rose up before her, and steadied her nerves. 
She knew that she was the stronger of the 
two, and that if any light was to come out of 
all this darkness, it would have to be 
through her initiative.

“ Clinton, dear!” she said. “ Listen. I 
cannot be out long, and we must say what 
we have to say quickly. Don’t think me 
hard or cold if I seem practical—it is only 
because I am so anxious, so terribly anx­
ious, to think what can be done. Why, 
Clinton, have you done this?”

“ Done it. Phillipa—got away? Wouldn’t 
any man have got away if he’d had the 
chance?” he replied bitterly. “ It’s all very 
well for you and for Jim Britten to say 
‘ Why did you do it?’ You were neither of 
you in my place.”

“ But you had only a few months to wait, 
Clinton,” she urged. “ Eight months at the 
most—I kept a careful count, Clinton.”

“ Eight months—eight eternities of tor­
ture!” he said between his teeth. “ It's no 
use, Phillipa. I’m out, thank Heaven, and 
out I'll stop.”

“ Who helped you—who managed it?” 
she asked.

“ Warrinder engineered it.” he answered 
curtly.

“Warrinder! That man? Oh, Clinton!”
Clinton uttered a suppressed exclamation. 

“ There you are!” he said testily. “ War- 
rinder’s the only living soul that has tried to 
do anything for me, anyhow!”

“ That's unjust, Clinton, and it’s not 
true,” she said. “ I had hoped that when 



you were free, Clinton, you would never 
have anything more to do with your old 
companions,” she added. “ You know, dear, 
they were not a nice set of men, and I have 
sometimes wondered whether some of them 
were not concerned in the affair that brought 
you to ruin—I have, really.”

Clinton uttered a loud snort of disdain.
“ What awful rot, Phillipa! The mere 

idea! ” he exclaimed. “ Hang it all, we may 
have been a lot of silly young asses as re­
gards horses and cards, but we weren’t com­
mon thieves. No, the real culprit, the 
scoundrel for whom I’ve suffered, must be 
looked for nearer at home than that, my 
dear! ”

“ But where, Clinton, and how?” she 
asked.

“ That’s more for your father than for 
me,” he said resolutely. “ .And that’s why I 
must and will see him. I want to put the 
matter to him quite calmly and quietly—it 
will be the first time I have ever had the 
chance of doing it. Sir Robert condemned 
me in this affair because of the past. It was 
the old story of the dog with the bad name. 
And what’s more, Phil, you know it.”

And Phillipa, with all her faith in her 
father, did know it, and she made no direct 
answer. She pressed Clinton’s hand in the 
darkness to show her sympathy—she herself 
had never doubted his innocence.

“ And if you do see my father, Clinton, 
what after that?” she asked.

“ I’m off to Canada,” he answered. 
“ Warrinder is going to drive me to Liver­
pool in his motor—he’s hanging about here 
—and I’ve got a full kit waiting me there 
and plenty of money. And, Phil, when I’ve 
got fairly settled down there in Canada I 
want you to come out to me. After all I’ve 
gone through you won’t leave me alone 
there, will you, Phil?”

Phillipa’s strong will rose to the occasion, 
and turned her love for her girlhood’s sweet­
heart into the paths of common sense. She 
took a firm grasp of Clinton’s hands.

“ Listen, Clinton!” she said. “ We have 
loved each other since we were children, and 
I am not conscious of any change in myself. 
But now you must hear my opinion as a 
woman, and if you really care for me you 
will follow it. I will arrange for you to see 

my father alone, with ample time to talk to 
him, to-morrow'.”

“I knew you would, Phil!” he mur­
mured.

” And whatever my father or any one 
may ever urge to the contrary,” she went 
on, “I will always believe in your inno­
cence, and I will eventually marry you— 
but on one condition only! ”

“ Well?” said Clinton half doubtfully.
” And that—”

” That as soon as you have seen my 
father, and said what you have to say, you 
go straight back and give yourself up to 
the authorities. You have only a few 
months to—to stay there. They will soon 
pass, and then you will be legally free. 
Legally free, remember!”

Clinton made no answer.
” Think, Clinton,” she went on. “ Think 

well. On the one hand is—cowardice and 
dishonor. On the other hand is—courage. 
And there is—me.”

He remained silent for some time longer, 
and when at last he spoke it was only in a 
whisper.

" Very well, I promise, Phillipa!”
The girl drew his face to hers and kissed 

him warmly.
" I knew you would, Clinton, I knew you 

would! Thank Heaven! Oh, my poor boy, 
we shall come through all right yet,” she 
said. “ Now, listen. Here is my key to the 
side door which opens into my father’s 
study. Come there to-morrow evening a 
little after half past nine—when it is quite 
dark—let yourself in, and plead your cause 
with him. And after that—what are you 
doing, Clinton?”

“ Striking a match,” he said. “ I want to 
see your face again.”

While the faint light lasted these two - 
looked long and earnestly at each other, and 
Clinton saw tears in the girl’s eyes. The 
match died out.

“ I’ll keep the promise, Phillipa,” he said 
solemnly.

She took his hand in hers with a firm 
pressure.

“ Come.” she said. “ You can walk back 
with me as far as the gate by the keep.”

Clinton turned away from the wicket gate 
near the keep after Phillipa had passed 



through it and relocked it on the other 
side.

After retracing his steps a little way in 
the direction of the Hermit’s Cell, he 
plunged into the wood which led down to 
the banks of the river and made for a foot­
bridge which spanned the stream at a point 
well outside the outskirts of the lower vil­
lage. On that footbridge he had arranged 
to meet Jim Britten shortly after ten o’clock. 
And as he came up to the narrow path which 
led to it he saw Jim’s figure dimly outlined 
against the sky and the stars.

” That you, Jim?” he whispered.
The figure moved toward him with a 

warning. “H-sh!” and came close in the 
gloom.

'■ Keep quiet, Mr. Clinton,” murmured 
Jim’s voice. “ Something's gone wrong! ”

“ Wrong—how—in what way?” asked 
Clinton.

Speak low,” said Jim. * You know I 
was late home to-night, and of course when 
I got there you’d gone. It turns out that 
just after you’d left who should turn up 
but Illingworth.”

• Illingworth?”
" The police inspector, Mr. Clinton; you 

remember him, though he’s been promoted 
lately,” replied Jim. “ You mustn’t go back 
up there to-night, Ur. Clinton.”

“ No,” said Clinton; ‘‘ no—that’s evident. 
What’s to be done? Look here, Jim,” he 
continued suddenly, “ you may as well know 
what I’ve arranged. My cousin and I have 
settled that I’m to see Sir Robert to-morrow 
night and say what I have to say to him, 
and after that—well, I've promised her that 
I’ll go back and serve it out! ”

“ And the best thing, sir,” said Jim, shak­
ing him by the hand; “ you’ll be a proper 
free man then. Well, then, all we've got to 
do is to make you dead safe until after to­
morrow night. But how and where? Let’s 
think. I have it, sir—Moses Pogmore’s!”

Clinton started perceptibly. “ What. 
Black Moses?” he exclaimed. “ Why there 
particularly?”

“ Why, sir, because, first of all, Black 
Moses lives all by himself—he can’t abide 
women and won’t have ’em near his place: 
secondly, his cottage is as lonely as ours is: 
and thirdly, you were always a favorite of 

his because you went in for horses and dogs 
and such like,” said Jim. “ Black Moses ’ll 
let nobody enter while you’re there. Come 
along, Mr. Clinton, we’ll go and see him.”

Turning away from the footbridge, near 
which they had lingered during this conver­
sation, Jim led the way along various paths 
until they came to a disused brick field, in 
which a light shone from a cottage window. 
He posted him in the lee of one of the tum­
ble-down brick kilns.

" Stop there, Mr. Clinton, while I prepare 
Moses for your coming,” he said. “ I’ve no 
doubt about your reception, but he might 
just chance to have some of his mates with 
him, and I don't want anybody but him to 
know about you.”

Clinton waited under the kiln while Jim 
went warily up to the cottage. There was a 
chilly wind, and he was tired; also he was 
not feeling particularly happy. He meant 
to keep his promise to Phillipa, but the 
thought of giving himself up and com­
pleting the term of his sentence was not at­
tractive to him, especially after that taste 
of much-desired freedom. He was feeling 
very bitter and very wrathful against the 
whole chain of circumstances which had led 
his life to this point, when Jim Britten re­
appeared.

“ Come on, sir,” said Jim. “ There's no 
one there but Moses. I’ve told him. and 
he’ll see you’re all right.”

Gaining the cottage door in such a fashion 
that no one could see them cross the lighted 
window, Jim gently opened it and pushed 
Clinton in before him. The refugee entered, 
blinking at the light.

” Well, Moses.” he said with an attempt 
at cheerfulness. " you didn’t expect to see 
me, I’ll bet!”

An enormous man, who had scrupulously 
cleansed himself of the coal dust and grime 
of the pit before taking his evening rest, but 
who was so dark of hair and complexion as 
fully to justify his mates in calling him 
Black Moses, rose from a chair on the 
hearth, and seizing Clinton's hand, wrung 
it with great heartiness.

“ Mestur Clinton, sir! ” he said. ” Proud 
to see ye, sir: proud—and glad—to see ye. 
No, sir, I didn’t expect to see neither you 
nor Jim there, but ”—here he wrung the 



young man’s hand again and lowered his 
voice—“ Jim’s telled me what the trouble 
is, sir, and you can depend on Moses Pog- 
more, as you’ve give the straight tip to 
many’s the time, and not oft been wrong.

“ Sit down, sir, and sit you down, Jim; 
and you shall have a taste of spirits, Mestur 
Clinton—I know Jim there’s a ’totaler, and 
I’ve naught to say agen it—and don’t you 
be afraid of ’em, for it’s a drop of as good 
brandy as you could get up at the castle—I 
give seven shilling the bottle for it.”

Thus welcomed, Clinton sat down, and 
was glad to do so; he was glad, too, of the 
brandy and water which the burly giant 
mixed for him.

“ You’re running a risk in harboring me, 
you know, Moses,” he said. “ You’d better 
turn me out—though I know you won’t.”

Moses swore a mighty oath and smacked 
the table with his open palm.

” Ne, not for all the laws in the land, 
sir!” he said. “ Jim, my lad, I don’t like 
a man to come under my roof without sup­
pin’. I’ll make thee a sup o’ tea or coffee, 
like—which, now?”

I’ll have a drink of that milk, Moses,” 
said Jim, pointing to a measure which stood 
on the table. “ Here’s your good health,” 
he continued as Moses pushed the milk to­
ward him. “ And now I’ll go—I know Mr. 
Clinton’s in safe hands.”

“ As safe as if he were a babby and in his 
cradle,” said Moses. “ I’ll see to him, Jim, 
my lad.”

He saw to his charge that night as if he 
had been entertaining a king, and next 
morning, in spite of all that Clinton could 
urge, insisted on “ playing,” saying that the 
loss of a day’s work was no more to him 
than naught, and that he was going to stand 
by his guest until night. And so the day 
went by uneventfully, but in safety, and at 
the time suggested by Phillipa, Clinton, 
after a hearty farewell from Moses Pogmore, 
set out in the dusk for the castle.

He was conscious as he went along, mak­
ing his way from one point to another like 
a hunted thing that dreads even the light of 
day, that he was feeling heart sick and de­
spondent. He knew very well that he had 
made a fool of himself in his boyhood and 
young manhood, that there was no wonder 

that his uncle had become sick and wearied 
of his folly and his wild goings-on. But he 
was also conscious of his own entire inno­
cence in the matter for which he had already 
suffered, and must yet suffer, and a sort of 
apathy filled him as to the future.

Then he thought of Phillipa and her 
promise, and went forward, strengthened in 
his resolve, and wishing that he had his time 
to come over again.

Knowing all the ins and outs of the 
grounds and gardens about the castle, Clin­
ton had no difficulty in posting himself in 
such a position in the shrubbery near the 
windows of Sir Robert’s study that he could 
see into the room. But in his eagerness to 
see his uncle and pour out his woes and his 
entreaties he had arrived too early; he could 
see that the room was empty. Then a ser­
vant appeared in the study and drew down 
all the blinds; after that he could see no 
more.

After waiting what seemed an age Clin­
ton at last moved out of the shrubbery and 
crept to the side door, to which Phillipa had 
provided him with a key. That door opened 
directly into the study, as he knew well. He 
inserted the key in the lock. It turned with­
out a sound. In another second he was in­
side the room. A high screen stood between 
him and the center of the study, hiding his 
view of the desk whereat Sir Robert usually 
worked at night. He moved softly round 
it, expecting to find the room empty. Every­
thing was so still, so very quiet—so unusual­
ly quiet—that it must be empty.

But what was this that he found himself 
staring at—staring with eyes which grew 
wider and wider with the certainty of some 
great horror, of—oh, Heaven! what had be­
fallen that old man, gray-haired, so motion­
less, fallen forward across his desk? What 
was this crimson stream running across the 
white mass of papers beneath him, what was 
that red-stained thing that—

He turned with a cry for help struggling 
in his dry throat, only to find it smothered, 
and himself seized by a tall, stem-faced 
man, a stranger. At the same time he saw 
other faces crowding about him, other voices 
sounding, crying his name, fingers pointing 
at him. And Clinton Mannersley suddenly 
realized with an awful sickening of heart



that once more fate was against him, and 
that he stood there suspected ot murder!

CHAPTER V.

THE WEB OF CIRCUMSTANCE.

IT was only a sprinkling of men that went 
down the shaft of Mannersley Main next 
morning. Those who went were the sort 

of men whom nothing affects, who are of a 
stolidity of temperament which cannot be 
broken down.

As for the rest of the population of the 
new village, it, like the people of the old. 
man and boy, woman and child, gave itself 
up without reserve to a discussion of the 
terrible tragedy of the previous evening. 
For the news had spread like wildfire, as was 
inevitable in so small and tightly packed a 
place, and everybody had known it ere mid­
night. And it naturally presented itself in a 
crude and primitive form.

Mr. Clinton, w’ho got three years’ penal 
servitude for forging his uncle’s name a 
while back, had broken out of prison, and 
come home, and stabbed poor Sir Robert to 
the heart in his own study, and if he had not 
been caught in the very act—well, hands 
had been laid on him the very minute after 
it was done! He was safely locked up, and 
Sir Robert was dead and gone—forever!

Long before breakfast time that morning 
the newly built courthouse at Mannersley. 
in which, so far, nothing more serious than 
a few charges of drunkenness and poaching 
had been heard, was besieged by a crowd of 
miners determined to hear what went on 
w’hen Clinton was brought up before the 
magistrates.

Some of the men, knowing what would 
happen, had crammed a package of food in 
their pockets and stationed themselves at 
the door of the public entrance before day­
light. Among these was Black Moses, whose 
stentorian voice could be heard haranguing 
those about him at intervals as the morning 
wore away. The theme of his discourse was 
his profound and intense belief in Clinton’s 
innocence; its invariable conclusion a pas­
sionate desire to get at the truth of a mys­
tery which Moses stigmatized in unprintable 
language.

*' Tell ye Master Clinton’s as innocent as 
any bairn i’ one o’ them cottages,” insisted 
Black Moses for the hundredth time, hold­
ing forth with undiminished ardor as the 
time drew near for the sitting of the court. 
“ He could no more do a foul thing like that 
there nor our district nurse. Wild and 
skittish he may ha’ been as a lad, but there's 
a difference between sowing yer wild oats 
and doing murder! He never did it!”

“ He might ha’ done it in a temper,” said 
a voice. “ We’re all liable to that at times.”

“ I tell thee he never did it,” vociferated 
Black Moses, ” and I’ll feight thee or any 
man i’ Mannersla as said he did. Wait till 
all this mystery's over, and some on yer ’ll 
see summat.”

Within a moment of the doors being 
opened the court was packed to its last cor­
ner. Outside, hundreds waited eagerly' to 
hear what news could be passed to them 
from the favored ones within. And as that 
news came, bit by7 bit. the friends of the ac­
cused man—which means practically the 
whole crowd—felt their hearts become as 
lead and their hopes sink lower and lower.

For the whole story, as it was told to the 
countryside magistrates who had hastened 
to fill the bench, seemed so simple, so de­
void of anything savoring of the mysterious! 
It was just a plain, straightforward story, 
sordid, brutal, horrible—but, above all, on 
the face of it, a story which seemed impos­
sible of contradiction.

To Sir Clinton Mannersley, sitting closely 
guarded in the dock, the whole thing seemed 
like a horrible nightmare. Although he had 
never closed his eyes since the event which 
was still hovering in dreadful scarlet and 
black before them he was so wide awake as 
to believe himself in a dream or a trance or 
gone out of his senses.

He stared with astonishment at a young 
solicitor—with whom he had had many a 
lark in boyish days, recent enough—who 
was glibly setting forth the case against him. 
He heard all Rowland Parke said as if Row­
land Parke was a puppet gifted with miracu­
lous powers of speech.

“ And as your worships well know," Mr. 
Parke was saying, “ it is the usual practice 
in these cases merely to give evidence of ar­
rest. and then to ask for an adjournment. ■ 



But in this case, as I shall hope to show to 
your worships, there are two reasons why I 
should bring before you the case in full—at 
any rate, as it presents itself now. The first 
is that we have sufficient and most full evi­
dence to show why your worships should, 
without further delay, commit the prisoner, 
who is now, by what is alleged to be his own 
dastardly act, Sir Clinton Mannersley, for 
trial; the second, that we believe it may 
allay a certain feeling of suspicion in this 
immediate district that he is a deeply 
wronged man.

“ Into that question I need not go—it is 
a fact well known to all of us that there is a 
distinct belief in this village that he is such 
a man, and it will be well to show to those 
who hold it that he is not.

“ Now, briefly, your worships, the facts 
are these: The prisoner nearly three years 
ago was found guilty, at Clothford Assizes, 
of forgery, and was sentenced to three years’ 
penal servitude. A fortnight ago he escaped 
from Dartmoor. I shall show you that he 
made his way here; that he came here with 
a grievance against his uncle, our late great­
ly respected friend, Sir Robert Mannersley; 
that he was heard to express sentiments 
which, in view of what has happened, can 
only be taken as direct threats; that he 
lurked about the place, and was harbored 
by people who should have known better: 
and that, after hiding in the shrubberies of 
the castle last night for nearly an hour, he 
effected an entrance to Sir Robert’s study, 
and was all but caught in the very act which 
we say he committed.

“ Clearer evidence than that which I shall 
give you has, I venture to say, never been 
put before a bench of magistrates. Call 
Inspector Illingworth.”

The police inspector, consequential, and 
proud because of his recent promotion, 
looked round the court, during the initial 
processes of the witness box, with calm 
dignity.

“ Inspector Illingworth, you were hastily 
telephoned for last night from the castle 
about half past nine?”

“ I was.”
“ You went there at once?”
“ I did.”

“ On arriving there what did you find—• 
what did you see?”

“ On arriving I found the household in a 
state of confusion. I was shown at once 
intc the late Sir Robert’s study. There I 
found Dr. Childe, Mr. Quinton, Mr. Stead, 
Mr. Dauncey, the butler, and the prisoner, 
Sir Clinton. I saw the body of the late Sir 
Robert.”

“ Where was that body?”
“ It was lying across a writing desk. 

There was a curious looking, a sort of for­
eign looking, knife, or dagger, on the desk.”

“ Dr. Childe told you that Sir Robert was 
dead?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ And in consequence of what Mr. Quin­

ton told you, you took the prisoner into 
custody?”

“ I did.”
“ Did he say anything?”
“ He seemed dazed. He muttered some­

thing about1 conspiracy.’ Otherwise he said 
nothing.”

“ Now, I want to ask you a further ques­
tion, inspector. You are aware, of course, 
that the prisoner was sentenced to three 
years’ penal servitude rather more than two 
years ago, and that he has recently made his 
escape from Dartmoor?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ When did you hear of that?”
‘‘ Well, at once, but I kept the knowledge 

to myself for certain reasons.”
“ We will leave those reasons at present. 

You have had for some days a knowledge 
that he was in this neighborhood?”

“ For three days.”
" How did you obtain that knowledge?”
“ From a man named Lioney Moore, a 

miner.”
“ And from his information you made cer­

tain observations and inquiries, with regard 
to the prisoner’s whereabouts?”

“ Yes.”
“ They were only partly successful?”
“ Only partly; I could not lay hands on 

him until too late.”
“ That will do, inspector. Call Lioney 

Moore.”
The prisoner looked expectantly at the 

man who entered the witness box.
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.



By DORIAN NEVE

A NOVELETTE—COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE

IT was the week of the Feria. For days 
the highway which skirted the small 
village in which we lived had been a 

colorful panorama of men and beasts, all 
bound for the animal fair at Seville. A 
drove of bulls, following a docile leader, 
padded patiently through the choking dust 
of a sun-baked road. A train of oxen with 
yokes bound to their horns dragged heavily 
laden carts to the sound of creaking wheels 
and the guttural calls of the drivers plod­
ding on foot. Melancholy mules, sad-eyed 
burros, long-haired goats and grunting pigs 
crowded one another off the highway. 
Swarthy gitanos hobbled their mules and 
camped in the scant shade for the noonday 
meal and a siesta.

In the city the Prado de San Sebastian 
hummed with workmen erecting booths and 
casetas which hemmed the sidewalk. The 
parade ground was a jumble of provisional 

corrals. This I noted when I had gone to 
the city to see dad off on a business trip. 
In our three years’ residence in Seville, 
whither nw father had been sent in the 
sendee of his country, we had never failed 
to attend the animal fair. This year, how­
ever, I was to go alone, although dad had 
not encouraged my intention. For, in Spain, 
a woman does not enjoy the same freedom 
of movement accorded her in Anglo-Saxon 
countries. Even with a male escort she is 
subjected to the all too audible comment of 
passers-by. And while the foreigner may 
resent this open stalking, the native woman 
both accepts and expects this tribute to her 
charms. But I had lived too long in Latin 
countries to permit their customs to impede 
my freedom. And by this time Sevillianos 
had grown accustomed to seeing me go 
about unattended.

1 had sent our faithful Francisco to town 



with the horses under cover of the night, 
'to escape the hot sun. Following my visit 
to the fair, I purposed to dine with friends 
and to ride home in the twilight. There­
fore, I had risen early, donned my riding 
togs, and walked to the station.

Now, a woman in riding clothes—I had 
never forsaken the skirt and side saddle— 
never failed to attract the attention of the 
villagers, despite the fact that I was more 
often to be seen in that garb than in any 
other. So it was the same gathering of 
the curious which awaited me at the railway 
station. The children—who long since had 
come to look upon the serior’s daughter as 
a never-failing repository of sweets and 
pennies—greeted me noisily. Flowers were 
pressed upon me; the privilege of carrying 
my riding crop squabbled over: my boot> 
admired, and the dust removed against al’ 
protest.

I had given myself only time enough 
to reach the station in a leisurely walk. 
Having become inured to the eccentricities 
of Spanish railways, I was not surprised to 
learn, after a glance at my watch, that the 
rap'tdo was already fifteen minutes late. 
The platform was now generally filled with 
travelers, like myself, bound for the Feria. 
Suddenly a murmur ran through the crowd. 
A shout went up. My small admirers de­
serted me e>i bloc. “Querido!" spread 
from mouth to mouth. The bullfighter, of 
course.

The very mention of his name caused me 
to tingle with aversion. To be sure. I was 
acquainted with the fact that our village 
was the home of Spain’s idol. In our early 
morning canters my father and I had often 
passed the torero riding a thick-necked 
horse and accompanied by a bevy of young 
bloods who, despite their titles and ancient 
lineage, were flattered by their intimacy 
with the bullfighter.

My love of horses and of the animal 
kingdom in general always aroused in me a 
burning resentment against Spain’s national 
sport. The subject had become one of bit­
ter controversy between my Spanish friends 
and myself, and I had persistently refused 
to witness any exhibition of the torero's art. 
It was only natural, then, that I should feel 
hostility toward the man who had—so to 

speak—put our village on the map. And 
while my father never failed to acknowl­
edge the fellow’s courteous greeting, I had 
made it a rule to turn my head disdainfully 
away when he passed us by. So I had 
never really met the man face to face.

The crowd at the station, having done 
homage, parted. Between the lines, the 
bullfighter strode leisurely toward that end 
of the platform where I was hugging the 
shade. Chatting with his companions-- 
some of whom had been visitors at our 
home—the torero followed their eyes, and 
in acknowledgment of my somewhat curt 
nod in return to their greeting he lifted his 
hat.

Our eyes met. To my surprise, I saw his 
were of a deep blue. His light chestnut 
hair, waving back from a high forehead, 
showed a line of fair skin where the sun 
had not penetrated. The nose was straight 
and thin, with a suggestion of bluntness at 
the tip. His chin was square and cleft. 
Close-set ears, a smooth-shaven face, a head 
and neck superbly modeled. Lithe and cat­
like in his movements, his frame suggested 
rather than displayed his strength. Clad 
in a well-tailored suit of pongee silk, he 
might easily have passed for an Englishman 
sojourning in the tropics. “ Handsome,’’ I 
conceded mentally; then, pandering, to my 
prejudice, added, " and no doubt con­
ceited.”

The train came in. puffing, groaning, and 
with an air of utter exhaustion. The cause 
of its delay was evidenced in the packed 
compartments. Not a seat was visible. 
Even the first-class carriages were jammed. 
Compartments habitually reserved for wom­
en were preempted by a sweating, merry­
making crowd.

I was on the point of turning back and 
foregoing the journey, when a young prince 
1 had seen with the torero’s party over­
took me. The train was crowded. Had 
the senorita—how beautiful—not reserved 
a compartment for herself? No? Then 
would the seiiorita graciously deign to ac­
cept a seat in the compartment reserved 
for their party? In vain I made my ex­
cuses. The toylike whistle blew; there was 
the clang of metal against the wheels; the 
guard shouted, and I found myself hurried



aboard and conducted into the presence of 
my pet aversion—Querido, idol of Spain.

I fear I ill-repaid his courtesy. The con­
versation was centered upon the respective 
merits of Irish hunters and desert-bred 
horses. The bullfighter had just purchased 
a pure-bred Arabian stallion, which he was 
to show at the fair. I confined my part in 
the discussion to my host’s companions. 
Not once did I address the torero direct. 
But, try as I might, I could not maintain 
the hostility I had built up against Senor 
Don Armando Ramon-Valdes—the family 
name of the bullfighter.

“ Querido!” I scoffed mentally. “Be­
loved,” “Darling”! What a silly name 
for a man to bestow upon himself!

But against my will I found myself lis­
tening to his deep voice or stealing glances 
at him when his head was turned away. 
Had I been quite honest with myself I must 
have acknowledged a winning personality, a 
poise, a culture wholly unexpected in one of 
his calling.

At the station in Seville, Senor Valdes 
was met by a ponderous landau, drawn by 
four sleek mules gayly bedecked with jan­
gling bells, red-trimmed harness and bridles 
fairly concealed beneath chenille balls of 
red, green and yellow. In this equipage 
the torero was to ride in the parade which 
formally opened the fair.

I declined his offer to drive me to my 
destination. To be seen in public with a 
bullfighter!

The Paseo was thronged with a continu­
ous procession of carriages, motor cars, 
equestrians, parading back and forth under 
a maze of flags, bunting and banners. The 
sidewalks seethed with a holiday crowd. In 
the Caseta del Circulo de Labradores, the 
band played. Mounted officers cantered by, 
officiously clearing the way for the parade.

Mounted, and attended by the faithful 
Francisco, I watched the pageant from a 
cross street hemmed in by horsemen and 
vehicles of sundry description. Everybody 
talked, or shouted greetings. A murmur of 
expectation; cheers and the band's trum- 
peteers blared the formal opening of the 
fair, then struck up a swinging march. The 
outriders hove in sight. Following a de­
tachment of cavalry came the carriages 

with the city officials sweating in their cere­
monious black. Now a buzz of admiration 
as the cavaliers came in sight; perched upon 
ornate saddles high above the horses’ necks; 
clad in short boleros; tightly fitting breech­
es open at the knee or linked by miniature 
Teddy bears in gold. On their heads the 
riders wore the stiff-brimmed sombreros 
Cordobes with the sloping crown. They 
might easily have walked out of a picture. 
The crowd huzzahed.

Now a craning of necks. Riders raised 
themselves in the saddle. A shout—a se­
ries of shouts, 'which set Killamey, my 
mount, to prancing. The bullfighter’s lan­
dau came in sight.

“Querido! Querido! Querido!”
The bullfighter passed by, lifting his hat 

first to the right then to the left, smiling 
in acknowledgment of the shower of flowers 
and confetti thrown at his coach.

Our eyes met. The blood surged to my 
cheeks. I hated myself for that blush, yet 
hardly knowing why I blushed.

II.

The sun was sinking in amber splendor 
as I made my way across the Prado. In an 
open space beyond, Francisco was waiting 
with the horses. At my approach, Killar- 
ney pawed impatiently. Irish Rose neighed 
in anticipation of the lump of sugar sure to 
be forthcoming. Mounting, I skirted the 
edge of the corrals on the way toward the 
road which led homeward.

“ Senorita!” Francisco called, reining at 
Killarney’s flank. “ Look, senorita! Yon­
der is the noble animal the bullfighter has 
just bought.”

He indicated a group of men in whose 
midst Querido sat upon his horse. “ Has 
the senorita seen the horse? • No? What 
a pity! Such a noble beast! White as ala­
baster—not a strand of black to be found 
anywhere. For several years Senor Valdes 
has been searching for such an one, but 
without success until at last the equerry 
to the king found it. And it is worth a 
king’s ransom. Look, senorita! We can 
ride between the corrals and see the beauty 
at close range. Par’aca! I will go first, 
with your kind permission—”



Francisco, however, had not waited 
for my kind permission. Already he was 
threading his way through the narrow space 
between the fences, toward the open where 
Sefior Valdes was in the act of putting his 
superb Arabian through some pretty paces. 
Half vexed, yet appreciative of my groom's 
love of horseflesh, I followed. In brushing 
too close to a fence, my skirt caught in a 
forked rail. To prevent a tear, Francisco 
dismounted and released me. As he led his 
horse into the open, a commotion arose at 
the far end of the grounds. The crowd 
craned their necks. Some sauntered inquir­
ingly in the direction whence the hubbub 
came. A brawl, probably, I thought, as I 
reined Killarney and watched the Arabian 
from a distance.

Suddenly, with cries of warning, the 
crowd broke into a run. Sidewalks, booths 
and casetas were deserted by a fleeing mob 
which scrambled, jumped and knocked one 
another down as they came on pell-mell. 
Mules brayed, lambs bleated, cries of terror 
rent the air.

“ El taro!” I heard them shout. A horse­
man galloped by, calling over his shoulder 
to me. “ Ride, sefiorita! A bull has got 
loose from its box on the railway siding! 
Ride for your life!”

At that instant I recalled having seen 
a train of bullpens on the siding as we 
came into Seville that morning. The bull­
fighter. had called attention to the load of 
Miura bulls which were being shipped to 
Madrid for the fighting season. But know­
ing the Spaniard's love of a practical joke, 
I expected to see nothing more frightsome 
than a cow being driven through the street 
■which ran between the booths. I raised 
myself in my saddle to get a better view. 
The sight which greeted my eyes caused me 
to catch my breath sharply.

“It is true, Francisco!” I called. “El 
toro! The bull! Look! He has overturned 
a carriage!”

The screaming occupants were dumped 
into the street. The poor horses strug­
gled frantically to free themselves from the 
traces. I watched spellbound, expecting the 
frothing beast to bury his horns in their 
quivering sides. Not so! Instead, the de­
mon focused his attention upon a deserted 

booth which flaunted its red bunting to the 
evening breeze. A challenge! A bellow of 
defiance! He charged—his great neck bent 
low—and lifted the structure from its foun­
dation like a toy.

In the clatter of bottles, crockery and 
cans which followed the assault, the bull 
paused and snorted—sniffing the strange 
concoctions which drenched his head. That 
pause was his undoing. A man stepped out 
from behind the debris—-so close to the 
bull’s head he all but brushed the horns. 
A shot rang out—then three in quick suc­
cession. Querido again took aim. Mad­
dened by the pain, the bull plunged toward 
him. Before a scream had escaped my lips 
the man had stepped nimbly aside. Down 
the street a clatter of hoofs; a volley of 
shots as the mounted officers closed in upon 
the wounded beast now filled with hell-fury 
to gore to death his ancient enemy.

Trembling with fright at the sound of 
the volley. Killarney whirled about face, 
plunging and scraping against the fences 
in his frantic effort to be off. I talked 
to him; I stroked his neck and sought to 
quiet him. Irish Rose, infected with the 
terror, plunged and dragged at her bridle, 
preventing the groom from mounting.

Another shot—the shot of mercy—and 
Killarney bolted straight for a fence. 
” Safe over! Good boy! Now get your 
stride. What! Another? Hip! Hip! There 
we are! Your Irish blood is up—what? 
Steady now—don't disgrace me by a crop­
per! Just want to stretch your legs—and 
there’s Irish Rose behind us. Now for a 
brush! Were off! Gone away!-’ I called 
laughingly over my shoulder as Killarney 
made for the highway, lengthening his 
stride as he warmed to the race.

On we dashed. Teams of oxen; laden 
mules and carts passed in a whirl of dust. 
A horseman waved his arms and shouted. 
His voice was lost in a clatter of hoofs. 
Still on! Killarney showed no signs of 
tiring.

“ Say when you’re fagged, old dear,” I 
called to him. ” No? Still not enough? 
Ha! That was a narrow squeak!” as a goat 
rose from the side of the road fairly under 
my horse’s feet. Fie swerved dangerously, 
then righted himself.



“ Come, now—quiet down.” I pulled 
gently at the bit—then with a firmer hand. 
Killamey refused to yield. Now I remem­
bered how against my father’s will I had 
long since discarded the curb.

Leaning forward in the saddle, I stroked 
the glossy neck—talking, cajoling, as I was 
wont to do. For once my blandishments 
were ineffectual. Killamey held his break­
neck pace. The clatter of hoofs behind 
had ceased. My throat burned with the 
biting dust. My eyes ran tears.

“Come, now—this will never do!” I 
braced myself and pulled with all my 
strength. The bridle parted. The bit dan­
gled against the horse’s neck. With a snort 
and a defiant tossing of his head, he leaped 
into the air and started fresh. Killamey 
was beyond control!

“ Sit tight—sit tight and keep your 
head!” a voice within me spoke. “Con­
serve your strength.”

I set my jaws. Time and space seemed 
blotted out. My brain whirled through the 
years of childhood; my dead mother’s face; 
my father’s tender care: my first ride, held 
fast in his protecting arms, seated before 
him in the saddle—a pudgy, flaxen-haired 
child.

A sharp recall to the present—the danger 
•—a stumble—the turn of a hoof upon a 
loose stone, and what? Blood pounded in 
my ears. Or was it hoofbeats behind? A 
piercing shriek—the glare of an approach­
ing train—the track ahead. Which would 
reach it first?

I drove the spur home. A leap, a spurt 
—and we were clear. Trembling with reac­
tion, I swayed from side to side. Shouts— 
voices—murky lights. A village hove in 
sight.

Should I risk a drop from the saddle? 
The rhythmic beat of hoofs behind—louder 
now—upon the cobbled street. Hah! Was 
the crazed beast’s strength ebbing—or was 
it mine? “ Steady, old girl!” I wavered 
and gripped the pommel.

“Steady!” a voice echoed—a voice in 
Spanish, wafted to me on the night winds.

How long it was I never knew. Slowly, 
it seemed, the rider crept up behind.

Lean to the right and release your 
iron!” I heard him shout.

My muscles responded to the call. Inch 
by inch he gained. Killarney’s failing wind 
—a last great effort to outrun his pursuer— 
a swerve^ an arm about my waist; the im­
pact—and Killamey bit the dust. The race 
was won!

Out of a cloud of nebulous forms I drift­
ed back to earth. Strange voices; a sob; 
something cool and soothing stroked my 
head.

“ Speak, senorita! Speak, for the love of 
God, ere I shoot myself to escape thy fa­
ther’s wrath!”

“ Shi” another cautioned. “ Make room! 
Let her have air! ” Then, close to my face: 
“ Senorita! Ah, you hear me? God be 
thanked! Please to drink some wine.” He 
pressed a cup to my lips.

“ Querido,” I murmured; then, Overcome 
with confusion, corrected: “ Senor Valdes 
—I assure you I’m quite unhurt. It was 
stupid of me to faint when all danger was 
over.”

“ Please to drink,” he urged, and raised 
me with his arm about my waist.

At the door of the humble inn I sat and 
smiled upon the old men and crones who 
had gathered to felicitate me upon my 
thrilling rescue and to pay homage to their 
hero. In the road beyond, Francisco— 
pale and tight-lipped—cooled the frothy 
horses, aided by a score of willing hands. 
Killamey, now a humbled beast, nipped 
the neck of Irish Rose. And, farther on, 
Querido stood beside his milk-white Arab, 
stroking the silky coat with a loving hand. 
In the blue light of the young moon the 
horse seemed carved from marble.

From time to time Francisco left his work 
to peer inquiringly at me or to embellish 
his tale of how the Rose had wrenched her­
self from his grasp to follow her stable 
mate; how, on foot, he had followed until 
the mare was caught by a mounted officer; 
and—this with dramatic zeal—how the 
torero—God bless and guard him forever­
more—hearing of my mad ride, had fol­
lowed on the Arab.

“ Senorita, God be thanked you were not 
killed.” He crossed himself.

Senor Valdes joined us. “ Is the gracious 



lady quite restored? Now, is it wise to 
stand when one may sit?” he reprimanded 
in his caressing voice.

“I’m quite fit again,”.I assured him. 
“ The ride was not much stiffer than many 
a day with the hounds, and only for the 
broken bridle—”

He, too, crossed himself devoutly. “ To­
morrow—to-morrow, senorita, I will burn 
a candle to the Virgin in gratitude for the 
gift of my good horse,’’ he said reverently.

I sighed—not so much from languor as 
from perplexity to understand life's incon­
sistencies. Senor Valdes noted the sigh.

“ Is the senorita tired of waiting for the 
carriage? Mules, you know, are not as fleet 
as Arab steeds.'’ He smiled, then, consult­
ing his watch, went on: “ They cannot be 
much longer. The messenger has been gone 
an hour.” He bowed and left me.

To avoid a threatening stiffness, I walked 
along the road, attended by some children 
and a mongrel dog. Senor Valdes held 
aloof. I felt perturbed. A certain restraint 
lay between us. Had he sensed my aver­
sion when we had met that morning in the 
train?-1

In due course the mules came jogging 
down the dusty road. There was much 
palaver and gesticulation with the men upon 
the box. When they refreshed themselves 
with man.v a copa—drunk to the health of 
rescuer and rescued—we made ready to 
start homeward. The villagers thronged 
about us. Blessings were lavishly intoned 
Flowers were thrust into my hands. Senor 
Valdes assisted me to a seat in the landau; 
then stepped down.

“ Buenos noches, senorita," he said soft­
ly. “ and adios!”

■' But why good night—good-by?” I 
asked in some surprise. “ Are you not 
driving with me?” Then on second thought 
I added: “ Oh, I understand. You are re­
turning to the city—”

“No, senorita; I return at once to my 
dear mother and the little Concha. They 
will be waiting. I ride behind.”

I understood. Something in his gentle 
tone sent the blood tingling to my cheeks— 
a blush of shame. The hostility I had 
shown when first we met had not gone un­
noticed. I bit my lip.

“ Senor Don Armando,” I said, then hesi­
tated and tried again* “ Amigo mio—muy 
amigo mio—will you not ride with me?”

Could I have done less?1

III.

“ Could I have done less?” I asked my 
father, when, on his return, I related my 
experience.

“ Hardly less,” he commented. There 
was a twinkle in his eye.

“Well?” I demanded. “Go on!”
“ I was only thinking. Phil, 1 strongly 

suspect you’ve given me a much deleted ver­
sion of that runaway.”

“ Nonsense, dad! You mustn’t believe all 
the newspapers said about it. You know 
the Spaniards are given to romancing."

“ La ve.rdad—but since you’ve bribed or 
threatened Francisco so that I can't get the 
truth from him ”—here dad stopped and 
crinkled his nose before he continued—“ it 
will be necessary that I call upon Senor 
Valdes to express my gratitude and to in­
quire into the truth.”

“ You’ll have an opportunity to thank 
Senor Valdez muy pronto” I hurried to tell 
him. “ He dines with us to-night.”

Dad’s face was a study in surprise.
“ Upon my word!” he expostulated. 

“ Upon my word!” he reiterated. “ Dash 
it all, Phyllis! One doesn’t take a bull­
fighter into the bosom of one's family!"

" Not even when he's saved your only 
child from death or disfiguration? Un­
grateful wretch!” I tweaked his forelock. 
" Anyway, the deed is done. And perhaps 
you’ll reserve your judgment until you’ve 
met the man."

I ensconced myself upon the arm of his 
chair and ruffled his hair. Presently he 
chuckled.

“Tell me!" I demanded. “Remember 
we've no secrets from each other.”

“ I was just wondering what your 
grandam will say when this affair travels 
back to England. ‘ The Hon. Miss Phyllis 
Cadogan rescued from death by a bull­
fighter!’ Gad! Can’t you visualize the 
old lady’s expression?” He laughed mer­
rily.

“ Grandmother will say as she has said 



before and often: ‘What can one expect 
from a selfish man who persists in dragging 
his only chick from post to post without a 
chaperon?’ ”

“ Against that chick’s will, of course,” 
dad answered, a world of love shining in his 
eyes.

I pressed his arm.
“ Old dear,” I whispered. Then he 

pressed mine. Dear, dear dad—
Dad walked with our guest to the finca 

gates. I awaited his return on the path 
beneath the orange trees. The air was 
heavy with the scent erf flowers. Birds twit­
tered in the trees. In the distance a cornet 
bird piped his minor note. The blue-black 
mantle of night was studded with myriad 
stars. From afar the throaty voice of youth 
droned a love song to the strumming of a 
guitar. Mysterious night. Dad’s footsteps 
aroused me.

“ Well,” I queried, “ have I exag­
gerated?”

” Not a whit. Senor Valdes is all you 
represented—a winning personality; well­
born and bred. Why such a man should 
choose bull-fighting as a profession—” he 
broke off.

Dad had voiced my thought.
“ Senora Valdes called to-day and left 

cards,” our butler informed us a few days 
later. Dad looked appealingly at me.

“ Phil, will you do the honors for the 
family?” he entreated. “ You know my 
aversion to making social calls.”

And thus it was I had come to know 
Senora Valdes and the little Concha. The 
acquaintance had ripened into friendship 
during the ensuing weeks. It was pleasant 
to have the companionship of a woman—a 
mother whose only thought in life was for 
her children. It saddened me at times to 
think of all I had missed through the death 
of my own mother. Darling dad! He 
had done his best. His life was one long 
devotion to his chick, but a girl needs a 
mother’s love.

I was thinking of this as I walked leisure­
ly toward the Valdes home, under the 
noonday sun. Conchita awaited me at the 
corner of the street. She greeted me with 
affection and begged permission to carry 
my kit of paints.

“ And how is your dear mother?” I in­
quired, linking her arm through mine.

“ ?\h, pobre madre!” she answered sadly. 
“ She is pale and worn. All night she has 
been praying, and this morning we have 
been to mass. My brother fights the bulls 
to-day. you know. Our mother lives in 
terror that one day he will be gored to 
death.” She sighed, then smiling up at me, 
continued: “So I am more than glad 
that you have come to spend the day with 
us.”

Dear little Concha! With blue-black 
hair and soft brown eyes which seemed too 
large for her small, oval face, it was difficult 
to believe her a Ramon-Valdes. Not yet 
sixteen, she was the last-born and given to 
her mother late in life. Two sons between 
Conchita and her brother had died in 
youth.

Senora Valdes was in the kitchen oversee­
ing the baking of my favorite almond cakes, 
Conchita explained as we entered the cool 
and darkened house. In the unpretentious 
drawing-room a row of candles burned at 
the foot of an image of the Virgin. Fresh 
flowers decorated the little altar. Upon the 
prie-dieu lay an open prayer-book.

Senora Valdes hurried in to greet me. She 
kissed me on each cheek and in keeping 
with Spanish custom, assured me that her 
house was mine. Her black dress accentu­
ated the slenderness of her figure. Her ash- 
blond hair, still unsilvered, was drawn high 
upon her small head and surmounted by a 
comb of exquisite workmanship—a gift 
from her son.

It was in this garb that I had chosen to 
paint her. The large canvas on the easel 
was nearing completion. I scanned it with 
an appraising eye.

" My brother says the portrait is the 
work of a master-hand,” Conchita piped, 
“ and that only a Murillo or a Velasquez 
could make so perfect a likeness of our 
mother.”

I laughed and pinched her cheek. '• I 
fear thy brother is prejudiced, ninita mia.”

" I love thee.” she whispered.
“ And I love thee.” I answered truly.
The use of the familiar “ thee ” and 

'• thou ” marked the progression of our 
friendship.



“ When wilt thou begin my portrait, dear 
seiioriiai1 And what shall I wear? Per­
haps the confirmation frock with the veil 
and candlestick, or dost thou think—”

" Peace’ Peace, Conchita! Do not 
weary the senorita with thy chatter,” her 
mother cautioned, hurrying out as a fa­
miliar step sounded in the courtyard.

Conchita clapped her hands. ” Ha! 
There is my brother!”

‘f Has he not yet gone?” I asked with 
pleasurable anticipation.

" Not yet, senorita. He has been with 
the Arab horse. Wilt thou believe it. senor­
ita, when I tell thee he loves the beast as 
if it were a woman? The truth! I have 
heard him talking with El Blanco—such 
words of endearment! Such adoration! — 
and for a horse! Canst thou explain it?”

I was saved the embarrassment of a reply 
by Querido’s entrance. He kissed my hand.

“ God is good.” he said, searching my 
eyes.

Senora Yaldes called to Conchita. The 
child went reluctantly, following us with 
inquiring eyes. A silence followed.

“ You fight to-day,” at last I said.
“ Yes, senorita," he replied haltingly, as 

if reluctant to pursue the subject.
“* And how is the Arabian?”
Querido smiled. ” He grows more beau­

tiful each day. Will the senorita one day 
ride him?—with the honored senor’s per­
mission—”

i; Oh!—as for that!” I protested. ” In­
deed, I should love to ride the horse.”

“ Then one clay soon—”
“ Querido mio—it is time,” the sefiora’s 

voice called gently.
“ I come, dear mother.”
A creeping chill lay hold of me. Some­

thing of the senorn's forebodings infected 
me. I shook it off.

“ Good luck!" I said, extending my hand. 
He raised it to his lips. " Wait!” I said, 
withdrawing my fingers with a perturbation 
not wholly painful. “ I will give thee a 
talisman. What shall it be?—a flower, a 
rose—”

" The red one at thy breast, if thou wilt 
be so kind."

I smiled as I pinned the rose upon his 
coat. My hand trembled at parting.

•' Host a la vista!" I called after him. He 
answered me with his eyes.

IV.

In that corner of the patio where the 
sun s rays no longer filtered Senora Ramon- 
Valdes sat in her straight-back chair. From 
time to time as I worked upon the portrait, 
she fingered her rosary and prayed mutely 
for the safety of her son.

The love and devotion which permeated 
the household like an aura filled me with 
conflicting emotions. >1 found it difficult to 
reconcile Don Armando’s home life with his 
sanguinary calling. Bull-fighters, as a 
class, are not held in good repute. Spring­
ing from the lowest strata of society, if not 
from the underworld, the indiscriminate 
adulation of the masses and a too well-filled 
purse encourage to loose living.

I had heard it stated that more toreros 
die from dissipation than are killed in the 
bull-ring. My early opinion of Senor Val­
des was founded upon prejudice. But in 
the face of an acquaintance which had 
ripened into friendship, the inconsistency 
between the man and his vocation more and 
more bewildered me. Then, too, his mother 
had told me something of the family his­
tory. Her father was a Navarrese—had 
once been premier. Her mother, a native 
of Valencia, came of a family which had 
figured largely among high ecclesiastics of 
the church.

Senora Valdes had been a beauty in her 
day. This .-he had not told me, but, as I 
studied her patrician face, seeking to ex­
press the spirit on my canvas, I visualized 
her youth—the small head; the classic mold 
of her throat: the proud but not disdainful 
tilt of the chin—all duplicated with manly 
vigor in her son.

Faithfully to portray the eyes—here was 
my greatest test—eyes now blue, now gray; 
black-lashed and—

" Forgive me. senora!"
1 dropped my brush and palette and hur­

ried toward her. She had grown pale and 
blue about the lips.

•• I have taxed thee beyond thy strength. 
Now rest.”

She covered my hand with her own.



“ Child, it is nothing. A bad thought per­
haps,” she replied, suppressing a sigh. 
“ The days when my son fights the bull are 
hard to bear.”

It hovered on my lips to ask her why, 
why he pursued the sanguinary calling—he 
who loved the horse, the dog, Had I not 
seen him rescue a bleating lamb, strayed 
from the fold? I had watched him bind 
with infinite tenderness the broken leg of a 
bird; soothe an ailing child—but what right 
had I to question?

A clock struck four. “ Tea-time' ” Con­
chita shouted, then added reverently: 
” God be praised! I could not have re­
mained speechless a moment longer'”

The periods of self-imposed silence while 
I worked were nothing short of torture to 
one of the girl's nature.

Tea, I fear, was an empty function to my 
hostess. For Conchita it was a gorge of 
cakes. For me—well, I am English.

'■ A half hour more, madre mia, and the 
bull must die.”

Conchita’s pronouncement left me cold. 
Senora Valdes crossed herself. Again there 
crowded to my lips the imperative demand 
to know why Armando had chosen the hide­
ous profession. There was a silence, then 
Senora Valdes spoke. It was as»if she had 
divined my thoughts.

“ It may interest thee to know, my An- 
nunciata,” she said, addressing me by the 
name she had bestowed upon me—because 
I was fair, fair as an annunciation lily—she 
had said, “ and it may surprise thee to 
learn that Querido mio is the first of our 
family to fight the bulls—la verdad—” She 
affirmed her statement by a nod of the 
head.

“ I come of an ancient and honored 
house. The family was wealthy. Wealth 
attracts wealth. I married a man of great 
fortune. And, although the marriage was 
arranged by my parents, we were happy. 
Love does not always bring happiness.” 
She stopped and lost herself in thought.

“ And yet, not to love—” I ventured.
“ There are many kinds of love, my lily 

—the love of a mother for her child; the 
love of a child for its parents; the love of 
man for woman—”

“ And the love of a man for his horse,”

Conchita finished, sententiously — still 
brooding over a seeming anomaly.

The senora smiled in spite of herself, then 
continued: " My marriage was a happy 
one. God blessed me with four children. 
Yes, I was happy—until we went to Madrid 
to live. My husband was ambitious and 
there was much money to advance his aspi­
rations. He entered politics. With a gift 
for oratory, a caustic mind and a dominat­
ing personality, his future in his chosen field 
seemed assured. But there was a weak­
ness. He was vain. He could not with­
stand flattery. The life at Court was his 
undoing. His enemies pandered to his 
weakness and blinded his discernment. 
Gambling, bad women, intrigues and ex­
travagance—in ten years we were impover­
ished. Then his health failed. Stricken 
with apoplexy, he lingered many months— 
a hopeless cripple.”

Senora Valdes passed her hand across her 
eyes as if to shut out the painful memory.

“ Querido was in his eighteenth year when 
his father died. Like so many sons of 
wealthy parents, he was not prepared to 
fight life’s battles. His father had encour­
aged him to a life of idleness and pleasure. 
My relatives—the churchmen—advised me 
to prepare my son for holy orders. What 
else was there for him to do? What can 
the son of a gentleman do without money— 
they argued? But my son was set against 
the priesthood. How should I live with the 
small children to support and only a pit­
tance left from the wreckage—he demand­
ed? My relatives offered to educate the 
younger boys. Well, in the end I persuaded 
Querido to prepare himself for holy orders. 
I left Madrid and returned to my native 
Valencia. The churchmen gave me vest­
ments to embroider. I lived by my needle. 
Then my two sons died of smallpox—” The 
seiiora’s voice faltered.

“ And Querido?” I prompted, when the 
silence had become prolonged.

“ Ah, yes—Querido—” She took up 
her story with a tender light in her eyes—”

“ Before the first year of his novitiate had 
ended, Querido disappeared.

“ Some months later came a letter from 
Barcelona. He gave me the reasons for 
having deserted the priesthood; that he was 



not by nature fitted to the holy calling. 
God to him meant life in action—a man’s 
work—not mumbling prayers, and God had 
revealed to him where his responsibility lay. 
His mother was his sacred care. Querido 
mio. In Barcelona he was preparing to be­
come an advocate, meanwhile working at 
anything which offered to enable him to 
pursue his studies. From time to time small 
sums of money reached me, and by and 
by the sums grew larger—so large I was 
stricken with fear that my son had become 
a gambler. I demanded an explanation— 
and one day came a newspaper—I learned 
the truth. Seiior Don Armando Ramon- 
Valdes—in whose veins flows the proudest 
blood of Spain—had become a bull-fighter! 
‘ Querido, El Torero ’—the paper said. 
Querido was the name I had fondly be­
stowed upon my first born. Querido mio.”

Senora Valdes passed her hand across her 
quivering lips—then bringing herself sharp­
ly to an upright posture, continued: “Do 
not misconstrue me, Annunciata! I feel no 
shame for my son, though the pride of his 
blood is hard to kill. My son is a good 
man. No better lives. No doubt you 
have heard tales of the immoral lives the 
toreros lead. My son is not of these. He 
is clean. He lives only to make his mother 
and sister happy. God bless and protect 
him.” She crossed herself and prayed 
mut»ly. I waited.

“ And the study of law. He relinquished 
his ambition?” I asked, after a time.

“Ah!” The senora's face brightened 
“ That is still his ambition. Thou shouldst 
see his books! Almost they fill a room 
from top to floor. But, alas! Law must 
be studied many years and then, perhaps, 
more years must pass before a man may 
earn a living. A torero earns much money. 
Aaeeh! Annunciata, dost thou believe me 
when I say I would live on crusts if only my 
son would give up this gruesome busi­
ness?”

I nodded. “ I well understand,” I as­
sured her.

“ But he says no. One day, perhaps, 
when he has saved enough to insure his 
women’s future. Our wants are few. 
Meanwhile, I pray—I pray to the good God 
that it may come to pass.”

“ And, I, too, wall pray for that early 
day,” I echoed in my heart.

V.

The Arab responded to my voice. 
Desert-bred and trained, the bridle was 
nothing more than an ornate trapping. 
Mounted on Killarney, dad watched me 
from afar.

“ It’s like riding the wind,” I told him as 
I brought up El Blanco to his side.

“ The very poetry of motion,” dad com­
mented. “ One readily understands Valdes’s 
love for the horse. Well, have you had 
enough? Then, we’ll turn back. I’ve a 
long day ahead of me in the hot city.”

We cantered homeward. In the east, a 
shell-pink heralded the rising sun. From 
afar the convent bells called to matins. 
Lumbering carts drawn by oxen plodded 
toward the city. The goatherd—staff in 
hand—drove his flock to the meager pas­
ture. Dawn—pregnant with everlasting 
hope. We rode in silence. Presently— 
feeling dad’s eyes upon me—I turned in­
quiringly.

“ What’s the matter, Phil? You’re not 
looking fit?” he said.

“ It’s the heat,” I parried.
“ Why not take a few weeks in Eng­

land?”
“ And leave you, daddy, darling! How 

dare you suggest it!”
He reached out and grasped my hand.
Within our walls the gardener was cut­

ting roses. The coolness of the night still 
hung in the orange trees. I lingered there 
breathing deep of the fragrance and lost in 
reverie.

My father's voice roused me. “ Come, 
Phil! Breakfast’s waiting!”

“ Sorry I can’t be with you at dinner,” 
my father said as he prepared to take his 
departure. “ Saunders is coming from Ca­
diz. We’re dining at the club. Hope you 
won’t be lonely. Why not take the late 
afternoon train and dine with the Wilt­
shires? They’ve been inquiring for you— 
wondering why you’ve deserted them.”

I shook my head. “Too hot in town, 
dad, dear. Besides, I'm going to the Val­
des's to-day. And that reminds me: the 



senora feels quite hurt because you've 
shown no desire to see the portraits. I 
might feel a bit resentful on my own ac­
count at your indifference over my master­
pieces if I did not know your weakness.”

‘‘ Tell the senora I’ll make amends, muy 
pronto." His smile gave way to a puckered 
brow. “ I say, Phil, aren’t you seeing a 
good deal 'of the Valdes family? 1 mean 
to say- of course, you know—” He hesi­
tated as if to choose his words. I filled the 
breach.

" Why, dad, you know I’ve been painting 
and now I'm making some sketches of Don 
Armando. They must be finished before 
he goes to Madrid. On his return I'm to 
paint his portrait. Is there any objection?” 
1 concluded with a guilelessness I did not 
feel.

Dad did not meet my eyes. He strained 
me to him, kissed me and hurried out.

“ Hasta luego!" he called over his shoul­
der. Dad. dear dad.

The days lagged. Querido was still in 
Madrid—my father away on a protracted 
tour of official business. My conscience 
troubled me because of the relief I felt at 
his absence. For the first time in my life 
I welcomed a separation. Something had 
grown up between us like a dividing wall. 
A shadow made the old frankness no longer 
possible.

The situation depressed me. I resolved 
to break through the depression; to talk 
with him—and yet, what was there to say? 
Can one put in words the heart's hunger, 
the tortures of a mind divided against itself? 
No. There is a sanctuary where only God 
may enter.

In solitude I worked upon the portraits 
of Querido. I needed no sketches to re­
mind me of his every feature. His eves: 
his smile; the essence of his manhood—all 
had left their imprint upon my soul.

Sometimes, when riding the. Arab, the 
restive mood would find relief. I wove a 
pretty fancy that the master had so 
imbued the horse with love that the radia­
tion reached and soothed me. Then, one 
day. I came upon the little Concha standing 
beside the Arab in the dim light of the sta­
ble, stroking his silken neck. The picture 
was so pretty that I watched her unob­

served. I heard her say: “ I know now, 
thou white one, why my brother so loves 
thee. It is because of thee she came into 
his life. I heard him tell thee so. And 
for this, I, too, love and bless thee.”

She kissed the Arab's neck. My heart 
beat faster as I stole away unseen.

Came at last the day of Querido’s return. 
Senora Valdes had planned a fiesta to cele­
brate the double event of her son's home- 
coming and his natal day. All day the 
house buzzed with preparations. It was 
to be a family party only.

Conchita was on her toes, tingling with 
excitement. “It is like a wedding!” she 
shouted, clapping her hands and surveying 
the decorations.

Oh! If Heaven will only send me a 
lover! One day I shall be married and the 
senorita shall arrange the wedding feast!”

“ Peace! ■ Peace!” her mother entreated, 
stopping to admire the table laid in the 
patio-v-now gay with flowers, plaster saints 
and bunting.

Querido’s groom entered to show with 
pride the garland he had woven for the 
Arab's neck. Conchita pirouetted.

“Of course! Of course!” she mocked. 
“ The horse must not be forgotten! Oh, 
senorita, I have a secret!' Such a beautiful 
secret! One day I will tell thee &7/y my 
brother loves the beast.”

“ Quieto, tn!" I reprimanded, catching 
her in my arms and hiding my flushed face 
against her dark tresses.

" The presents—we have forgotten the 
presents! ” the senora exclaimed.

“Come. Juanito!” she beckoned the 
groom. “ Come, lend a hand to bring the 
portraits—and mind, thou dost not scratch 
or mar the frames! ”

The portraits were brought out with 
many admonitions. I placed them in the 
archway. The senora looked on with fold­
ed hands and wagging head. “ Oh, my 
Annunciata!—but thou hast spent a fortune 
on the frames!”

“ Such beauty demands a fitting setting,” 
I told her.

“ Listen! Listen! The senorita calls 
me a beauty!” Conchita shouted. “ Then, 
one day I shall be presented at Court! 
Heigho! Heigho!”



“It strikes seven!” her mother an­
nounced in a startled tone. “ What said 
the telegram?” She fumbled in her pocket.

“ For the hundredth time, mi madre, I 
tell thee the train arrives at half-past 
seven!”

“ Aye, if it be not late!” the senora an­
swered with an appealing look at me.

“ It will not be late, senora,” the groom 
assured her. “ I have been to the station 
and the jefe tells me the train will come on 
time.”

Conchita clapped her hands.
“ But—” Juan interjected, “ a crowd has 

assembled at the station hearing the senor 
is expected.”

“Uh!” Conchita snorted in disappoint­
ment. “ Then the ices will be melted!”

My spirit drooped. My vision of the 
man gave place to the triumphant torero.

VI.

“ What shall I say—how thank thee, my 
mother, for so much happiness?” Querido 
asked some hours later.

From the depths of his embrace, Senora 
Valdes smiled through her tears. “ Thou 
must thank the senorita, hijo mio,” she re­
plied. “ But for her assistance I could not 
have managed. And the portraits—hast 
thou thanked Annunciata?”

“ I will thank the senorita as I walk home 
with her,” was all he said aloud.

Conchita entwined me with her arms. 
“ Oh, do not go yet, dear senorita! Do 
not go so soon! Sing once, again, my 
brother—one more song that I may sleep 
and dream of the lover who will one day 
come to me.”

Querido questioned with a gesture. I 
smiled and reseated myself.

He took up his guitar, and strumming the 
prelude to his song, strode to a corner of 
the court where only I could see his face. 
His rich barytone voice—untrained, but 
pregnant with feeling—rose now in pas­
sionate pleading, now died away in minor 
cadence; a love-song, crying out the heart's 
longing and its tormenting doubts.

I strove not to look at him. His stronger 
will drew my eyes to his and held them 
there.

Under the orange-blooms we lingered. 
Night’s kindly mantle blotted out the world.

“ Lily, my white lily,” he murmured in 
his caressing voice, “is it a dream from 
which I must awaken? Tell me again— 
dost thou love me? Is it true? Ah, God 
is good.”

All-yielding, I sought his arms and raised 
my lips to his. “ Querido,” I whispered, 
“ Querido mio—”

“ Tell me, my Annunciata,” my lover said 
some time later, “ when does thy father re­
turn? I must talk with him. In this over­
whelming love for thee I must not forget 
thy father’s rights. I will plead for an 
early marriage. Such love as ours cannot 
go long unrequited. Dost thou think he 
will consent?-’

Something clutched at my heart. “ Oh, 
my dear one! My father likes thee—he 
likes thee as a man—” I floundered.

“ I understand.’’ my lover answered after 
a silence. “ I understand what lies between 
us.” He lost himself in thought. The tear­
ing at my heart had left me mute. “ Were 
it not for my women—” he said, contem­
platively—then with a gesture—- “ Well, we 
shall see, manana. For the present we 
think only of love. This hour belongs to 
us. Close to my heart, beloved. Give me 
your lips. Ah, that God should make love 
such sweet torture.”

We parted after many ineffectual efforts. 
Vibrant with love’s emotions, I crept into 
the silent house. Noiselessly I closed my 
bedroom door, hoping the servants would 
not come to disturb me. To be alone— 
alone with the wondrous thing which 
swayed my very soul. I looked out upon 
the fragrant night. The stars seemed closer.

A step sounded in the corridor—then a 
light tap on the door.

“ Who is it?” I responded reluctantly.
“ Dad! ” came the well-known voice.
I threw open the door. “ Why, dad!” I 

gasped. “ I didn’t know—•” as I kissed 
him. " Why, darling! What a surprise!
I had not expected you until to-morrow.”

My father looked at me a little wistfully 
I thought.

“ I telegraphed that I was returning. 
The message is on the hall-table, still un­
opened.” .



“ I’ve not been home since morning,” I 
hastened to explain. “ I’ve been with the 
Valdes’s all day. There was a birthday feast 
for—-for Don Armando. Every one was 
sorry you were not there.” .As I spoke I 
lighted a candle and drew up an easy chair. 
'■ Come, sit down, dad, and tel) me about 
your trip.” My father drew me to my 
wonted seat upon the arm of his chair. 
“ Your hands are hot. Phil. What's the 
matter? So is your head—”

“ Nonsense! Why don’t you ask me to 
put out my tongue?” I laughed and pressed 
a kiss upon his forehead.

For a space he held me close, then re­
leased me and settled back.

” Well, Phil. I've some news for you—a 
great surprise. I’ll lay you a wager you 
can’t guess what it is.” Dad smiled up at 
me.

" Tell me what?'’ I questioned with a 
sense of perturbation.

Dad waited a space before he answered: 
“ You’ve got your wish at last. I’ve been 
ordered to India. A fortnight more and we 
say good-by to Spain.”

My father sprang to his feet and caught 
me by the shoulders.

" Why—what’s the matter, Phil? Phyl­
lis, my girl! You’re pale as death! Sit 
down.” He crossed the room to pour some 
water, speaking as he went. “ I knew you 
were not well! Here, let me bathe your 
face. You’re cold. I’ll fetch a peg—”

I caught his arm. “ No, dad—don’t go. 
I'm quite all right.” My father scanned 
my face. “You certainly don’t look it,” 
he commented, stroking my head. “ What 
is the matter, daughter? What’s on your 
mind? Can’t you trust your old pal? I 
thought we were never to have secrets from 
one another.”

I struggled to keep back the storm of 
emotion which threatened to overwhelm me.

“ Phil! Phil! You're breaking my heart!” 
He knelt down and drew me into his arms.

“ Dad! Dad!” I struggled through the 
heaving sobs. “ Dad! I can’t go now! I 
can’t leave him—Querido—”

I heard my father draw his breath sharp­
ly. “Querido!” he echoed. He rose to 
his feet and took a turn about the room. 
Then drawing a chair so that our knees 

touched, he took my hands between his 
two.

“ Tell me, daughter,” he said in a tremu­
lous voice. “ How far has this matter 
gone?”

And with my face pressed close to his, I 
told him.

VIL

The silence hung like a pall. Even the 
birds outside seemed muted. Querido, with 
compressed lips, waited for my father to 
continue.

" Understand me, Don Armando.” dad 
said in a gentle voice. " I do not forbid 
the marriage, though 1 have a well-defined 
prejudice against a union between persons 
of alien blood and creed. But my daugh­
ter’s happiness is paramount above every 
other consideration. It is because I want 
her to be happy that 1 am asking you to 
wait a year before you marry."

Querido drew in his breath sharply.
“ A year!” 1 gasped.
My father nodded, and addressed himself 

to Querido: " A year will pass quickly. 
If, as you say. in six months you will have 
completed your engagements, then in six 
months more the notoriety attending your 
retirement from the bullring will have 
abated. Time blots out all things. I re­
peat 1 have no objection to the man—”

Querido bowed. My father continued: 
“ There is another point to be considered—- 
in my estimation a vital point. Although 
my daughter is twenty-one. she has never, 
to the best of my knowledge, been in love. 
1 knew, of course, that one day love must 
come to her dad looked at me and smiled 
wistfully—“ but. like all selfish fathers. I 
relegated the day to the remote future. She 
is all I have- -

His voice broke a little: then he squared 
his shoulders. " However, the point I wish 
to stress is the fact that this is my daugh­
ter's first love. You've swept her off her 
feet. You've a winning personality, Sefior 
Valdes. Your blood is hot. I fancy not 
many women could resist you.”

Querido raised an appealing hand, which 
my father disregarded.

“ Now.” he said. “ while Phyllis believes 
she loves you, may it not be infatuation?"



My lover started and looked at me.
Through the blur of unshed tears I smiled 

at him. “ I love you—I love you,” I whis­
pered.

Dad sighed.
“ Well, time will tell,” he said. “ In con­

clusion I have to add, the decision rests en- 
tirely with my daughter. She is of age and 
of independent fortune. I will make no 
further objections.”

My father had finished. He broke the 
painful silence which followed by extending 
his hand. My lover grasped it firmly. They 
held each other’s eyes. Then my father left 
us.

I found solace in my lover’s arms.
It was Querido who made the decision. 

Dad knew his man.
“ Thy father’s wishes must be respected,” 

he said to me. “ He leaves me no alterna­
tive. Ha! But those English are a subtle 
race! Look in what position he has placed 
me! We may marry, yes, at once—but 
against his will. Then what follows? A 
rupture between thee and thine, who, until 
I came into thy life, was thy all. And as 
if this were not obstacle enough—he pricks 
my pride. A Ramon-Valdes is welcome—a 
torero, no! Ah, my loved one— Well, 
never shalt thou blush for me. When I 
take thee to wife, I Will come as thy equal.”

“ Darling, don’t—”
“Hush thee, hush thee!” He silenced 

my remonstrance with his lips and crushed 
me in his arms.

“ Ah, my love—my love—how can I let 
thee go from here? It wall be as if I were 
shut off from the face of God. Thou wilt 
be true? Thou wilt wait for me? Yes, 
yes—I know thou wilt be true.”

“ I will wait for thee,” I whispered. “ I 
will be true—Querido mio.”

VIII.

“ What will you do whilst I am away to­
day, Phyllis?” my father asked after a pro­
tracted silence.

We were lunching at the palatial Ritz in 
Madrid, whither we had come on our way 
to England.

Long silences had usurped the place of 
our former gay companionship. Despite 

my efforts to throw off my depression, a 
constraint had grown up between us. From 
time to time I felt my father’s eyes upon 
me. Always tender, he had exerted himself 
to make the separation from my lover less 
poignant. There was a wistfulness in his 
eyes as if he half regretted the obstacle he 
had raised. But the subject was taboo.

“ How will you pass the day?” he repeat­
ed. rising from the table.

I lifted my shoulders.
“ Sorry I can’t take you with me,” he 

continued. “ Why not order a carriage and 
drive out to the Gardens—or, better still, 
let me ring up young Wainwright at the 
embassy. He’ll be delighted to entertain 
you.”

I shook my head.
“ Don’t care to, dad,” I answered, forc­

ing a smile. “ Anyway, I have some shop­
ping to do—mementoes I’ve planned for 
friends at home.”

Dad patted my hand. “I’ll be back in 
time for dinner,” he said as he left me.

I lingered over coffee. Observing me 
alone, the malt re d’hotel came to the table. 
We had known the genial Italian when he 
was still a waiter at the Carlton in Lon­
don. It had pleased him to be remembered, 
and he lost no opportunity to shower favors 
upon us.

“ Will the senor return for dinner?” he 
inquired. “Yes? I am pleased. Perhaps 
there is something special I may prepare—”

When the momentous question had been 
disposed of, the maitre regaled me with bits 
of local gossip: the improvements in the 
Spanish capital since his last visit; the amia­
bility of the English-born queen; the popu­
larity of the young king; the races; the bull­
fights— Ah! Had the senorita heard of 
the midweek tragedy? No? The news­
papers were full of it.

He extracted a folded paper from his 
pocket and laid it before me.

“ Such a pity!” he said. “ Another dis­
tinguished diestro gone—the third to meet 
death by the same bull. Sapristi! That 
is a bull with a charmed life, surely! A 
Miura bull, bred on the hacienda near Se­
ville. And to-day was to have been a gala 
event. The king and queen had announced 
their intention to be present—their last op­



portunity before their departure for San­
tander, where they go to spend the sum­
mer. But now everything is in the air be­
cause of the matador's death. God rest his 
soul.” He crossed himself. “ It is not easy 
to get a matador at short notice. This is 
the bullfight season. But the officials have 
announced that they hope to secure the re­
nowned Sevilliano—”

I caught my breath.
"No doubt, senorita, you have heard of 

the redoubtable Querido-' And have you 
seen him fight the bull? No? Then, per­
haps you will honor me by accepting the 
loge placed at my disposal? The loge is a 
prize, situated as it is so near the royal 
inclosure—”

" Thank, you,” 1 stammered, rising, in­
tent on making my escape. " Thank you, 
but I could not deprive you—”

He mistook my polite remonstrance.
" I shall be honored,” he assured me. 

“• With your permission I will go to inquire 
the latest bulletin, and if the matador has 
been secured I will send the tickets to the 
seiiorita’s room.’’

With a bow he hurried out.
My knees trembled as I made my way 

to the lift. I dared not trust myself to 
look at the paper clutched in my hand 
until I reached my room. Once inside, I 
read the vivid details of the goring which 
had ended in the torero's death. The bull, 
it said, bore a charmed life. Three men 
had met death in their efforts to dispatch 
the great beast. The purse had been dou­
bled as a bait to the matadors. It was 
hoped that the renowned Querido might be 
able to cancel his engagement in Seville . . . 
Please God, no! No!

Always when black thoughts of my lov­
er’s ever-present danger assailed me, I 
sought refuge in prayer. “ God protect my 
beloved—keep him safe from harm.” Thus 
I prayed now. From my fervent supplica­
tion the telephone aroused me. The malt re 
—informing me that the bullfight would 
take place—an official announcement had 
been issued. Querido would arrive in time.

I looked at my watch. In less than an 
hour he would face the bull—the bull with 
a charmed life. I must prevent it. I must 
seek him out—plead with him. What 

though they deemed him a coward? But 
would he withdraw? No; it would be use­
less to plead with him. Why, why had I 
ever left him? Why had I placed my fa­
ther’s wishes before my love? Oh, kindly 
God, protect him—my beloved—

Three times I donned my hat and veil — 
and three times removed them. The im­
pulse to go to tire bullring rose up and re­
ceded. 1 dared not trust myself to go alone 
—to watch his danger. And yet to wait— 
wait through those agonizing hours—uncer­
tain, tense— No better to be near.

From the tablelands a hot wind was 
blowing. Whirls of dust pierced the thick 
veil beneath which I hid my face. The car­
riage moved at snail s pace. Equipages 
jammed the avenue. Motors honked. 
Horses clanked their bits. The sallies of 
gay women bruised my raw nerves. How 
dared they laugh and jest, forgetful of yes­
terday’s death—to-day’s dangers?

“ Barbarians 1 ” I hissed. "Savages— 
lusting for blood like Rome of old.”

I had shrunk at the thought of entering 
the great amphitheater unattended. Now 
I shrank lest a chance acquaintance might 
find me out. But in the good-natured 
crowd I went unnoticed. Only here and 
there bold eyes sought to pierce my veil.

The band was playing. Men and wom­
en humming—laughing—greeting one an­
other—exchanging badinage. There were 
children, too—small tots, lisping the name 
of the matador.

I followed the attendant down the steps, 
groping my way through the crowded aisle 
which led to a loge immediately above the 
great arena. Only one chair was occupied. 
The tall, gaunt man with ascetic features 
seemed oblivious of my presence. In­
stinctively I knew him for a priest disguised 
as a paisano. And when a moment later he 
raised his sombrero to mop the moisture 
from his brow, I caught a glimpse of ton­
sured pate.

With nerves taut and senses tuned to the 
highest pitch, not a detail of the panorama 
but limned itself upon my brain. To my 
right and at the center of the sea of faces 
which stretched on all sides was the royal in­
closure, carpeted, gay with flags and royal 
insignia. The band stopped playing. A 



ripple of expectancy—craned necks—a con­
certed rising, and the trumpeteers flared 
the entrance of the royal guests. Through 
the door at the rear of the inclosure a group 
of officials preceded their majesties. Hu­
man voices vied with the blare of brass. 
The heavens echoed with wild salvos.

Regal in her white gown—her blond hair 
dressed high and topped by the mantilla, 
the alien queen shared the tumultuous wel­
come with the boyish king. When at last 
they were seated a hush fell upon the as­
semblage.

Holding the traditional key conspicu­
ously in his hand, the alcalde rose and went 
to the balustrade. The bugles blared. The 
great gates at the left of the ring opened 
wide, and to a swinging march the glittering 
pageant entered.

Behind my veil my eyes strained for a 
familiar figure. No—not in the first line, 
nor of the two that followed. Ah-h-h-hl 
Never could I mistake that graceful figure. 
Taller by a head than the others—lacking 
their swagger—he walked alone.

“Querido! Querido! Querido!”
In that moment, with the air rent by 

cheers of welcome, a revulsion held me like 
a vise. Something of my father’s aversion 
to a bullfighter imbued me.

“ Querido! Bello!”
A hot flush swept me from tip to toe. 

No! I could not love a torero! It was the 
man I loved, and not the gold-decked 
stranger cheered by a blood-lusting mob. 
I would not stay! I had been mad to come! 
In my frenzied effort to escape I overturned 
the chairs which blocked my way.

But something stronger than my will held 
me back. I sank into a seat. The music 
stopped. A man was speaking—the alcalde 
going through the formality of delivering 
the key of the bullring to the toreros. Fol­
lowed some handclapping—more cheers. 
“ Querido! Bello!”

“ He looks pale,” one said. “ Is it that 
he knows the dangers, and fears?”

“ Que tonteria! The man is skilled. He 
has a wrist of steel—and where hast thou 
seen such legs?” another scoffed.

Danger and fear. I leaned forward. He 
was smiling, yet with a certain seriousness 
bowing to the occupants of the royal box.

The band took up the march; the proces­
sion moved on to encircle the ring.

Now I saw the picadors range them­
selves about a section of the ring—saw the 
blindfold horses quiver, intuitive to their 
fate. The band stopped playing—a run­
ning fire of comment—a hush--and d toro 
plunged through the open gates.

For an infinitesimal period he stood still, 
rolling his bloodshot eyes from side to side 
as if to take measure of his foes. Then 
throwing back his great head, still raw 
with wounds, he bellowed defiance. The 
next instant he was racing like the wind to­
ward a capote waved tauntingly at the far 
side of the ring. With smiling nonchalance 
the man who held the cape stepped nimbly 
aside. The impact of the bull against the 
wall sent the watchers scurrying from their 
seats. The crowd tittered.

With a clutching at the heart, I saw 
Querido unfurl his cloak and glide forward. 
Like one hypnotized I watched his cool de­
liberation—the graceful movement of his 
arms. As the bull plunged by, it seemed 
he scarcely moved and the handkerchief he 
waved in his hand was split in half where 
the horns had cut it.

The crowd roared approval of the daring 
feat. Now, w’hile the lesser toreros engaged 
the bull’s attention, Querido fetched a chair. 
Seating himself thereon, he began to wave 
the capote. The bull charged. Without 
rising from his seat, he deflected the on­
slaught and left a wreath of roses hanging 
cm el toro’s horn!

The crowd went mad.
“Querido, the fearless! Querido-o-o-o!” 
“ Hah! This is a day of days! ”
“ In truth, the man deserves his reputa­

tion! ”
“ If now he does not overreach himself.”
“ God loves the brave.”
Clammy with fear, I watched on. Only 

when the picadors entered the fray did I 
close my eyes. I could not look upon the 
barbarous cruelty to the helpless horses. 
But even with sight shut out I was not 
spared. Voices high in excitement recorded 
evert’ move.

“ Gurh-h-h-h! He lifts the horse like a 
feather! ”

“ The rider is unseated—”



He’s safe. What a bull! Look how 
he tears the poor beast to ribbons.”

“ Well, that one is finished.”
“ No doubt he will be cut up and sold for 

cow’s meat. Haw-haw!”
“ Now come the banderilleros. Ooff! 

That was a pretty piece of work—two barbs 
in his neck! ”

Shouts of approval.
“ A few more so well placed, and the 

bull’s neck will come lowTer.”
“ That remains to be seen. Ten barbs 

did not prevent the beast from tossing poor 
Limeno, who died this morning. May he 
walk with God—pobre”

It seemed that I must scream—scream! 
My dry tongue clove to the roof of my 
mouth. God in heaven—that such things 
could be!

“Hah! What has happened?”
Chairs scraped; feet scuffled; a rumble 

of voices. The crowd rose in their seats and 
craned forward.

“ Whose down?”
“ A banderillero—he stumbled. Look— 

the bull is trampling him under foot!”
The crowd sucked in their breath.
“ Name of God! What is the matador 

doing? See!”
I strained forward, rending my veil aside.
Like a flash Querido raced across the 

open space, flaunting his capote full in the 
bull’s face, seeking to draw him from his 
victim—and having attracted his attention, 
raced back, pursued by the maddened 
beast.

As the bull shot by, Querido turned and 
sped back to his fallen comrade; raised him 
with one arm and with the other waved 
his cape.

Foaming, dripping with blood from the 
barb wounds in his neck, the bull made 
straight for his prey. Weighted by the 
burden my lover carried, it seemed sure 
death. A scream gurgled in my throat. 
Querido swayed, and as the bull dashed by 
he tossed the cape full in its face and left 
it hanging on his horns.

Pandemonium reigned. Hats tossed on 
high; women shouted; men danced on their 
seats; bouquets catapulted through the air.

Under cover of the banderilleros who en­
gaged the bull, Querido carried the wound-
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ed man to safety outside the ring. It was 
an act of daring dear to the Spanish heart. 
The welkin rang.

The queen rose and stood at the balus­
trade. And as Querido recrossed she leaned 
forward, smiled, and tossed her bouquet at 
his feet.

The reverberation of the cheers rocked 
the mighty structure.

It was gracious little acts such as this 
which had endeared her to her alien king­
dom.

Modestly my lover caught up the flow­
ers and bowed acknowledgment. His eyes 
swept the boxes. He stiffened; his gaze 
focused on me. Only then did I recall that 
I had uncovered my face.

With a smile of infinite tenderness he 
held my eyes. A fleeting moment and he 
had moved away; and as he went I saw 
him raise to his lips the hand which held 
the ring I had placed upon his finger at 
parting. Querido mio.

WTiat followed was phantasmagoria. The 
living part of me had left my body and en­
tered the arena, thirsting for blood. The 
bull must die—die! The bugle sounded for 
the muerta'.

“ Now we shall see,” a voice said with a 
smack of relish.

“ The beast’s strength is not yet spent; 
his head is still too high.”

Sword in hand and gently waving the 
muleta, Querido faced the bull, who, as if 
conscious of the matador’s intent, whisked 
his head from side to side. The sun glinted 
on the blade. A flash, a lunge—el two 
tossed his head; the blade snapped in half. 
The horn had ripped Querido’s sleeve from 
wrist to shoulder.

“ Hah-h-h-h!”
Another sword was quickly passed, and 

he raised the muleta; a stream of red 
drenched the hand which held it. I gripped 
the balustrade.

The blade shot out and went home. With 
a shrill bellow the bull rose high in the air. 
Querido swayed and crumpled to his knees. 
The salvos blent with a gasp of horror, for 
in his dying frenzy the bull had. charged 
the fallen man and impaled him on his 
horns!

My piercing scream rent the air. The 



world gave way beneath my feet; a dark­
ness closed me in.

IX.

“ Ah, senorita—are you better now? 
Can I help you to your carriage?” From 
a haze of curious eyes the ascetic face bent 
close. Like a knife cutting through live 
nerves, memory engulfed me. I struggled 
to my feet, gripping the priest’s arm.

" Take me to him,'’ I gasped between my 
chattering teeth. “ Take me to Querido!”

The padre crossed himself.
“ You mean— Oh, God! No, no! Not 

dead! I will not believe it! Take me to 
him.”

He checked the questions on his lips and 
led me up the aisle.

“ Hurry! Hurry! Querido, I come."
With strength born of desperation I 

fought my way through the jabbering 
crowd, striking, clawing, running, dragging 
the priest with me through the street. A 
tortuous path—then through a small door 
and up a flight of steps. Hurrying figures. 
“ Querido—take me to Querido.”

In a bleak room where only a shaft of 
sunlight seeped he lay, a priest intoning the 
last rites, toreros on their knees praying. 
I brushed them by. Oh, my beloved—so 
white, so still; his white shirt stained with 
blood which gushed with every breath from 
the gaping wound below his heart! I 
threw myself upon my knees and gathered 
him in my arms.

“ Querido!” I called. " It is thy Annun­
ciata! Beloved, canst thou hear my voice 
calling thee back to life—to love? Querido! 
I will not let thee go! It is thy wife who 
bids thee live—heart of my heart!”

The eyelids trembled under my lips— 
the glazing eyes opened and looked into 
mine. He smiled.

“ Annunciata »zza,” he breathed, a world 
of love in the faint whisper. Then a great 
sigh shook his torn and bleeding form, 
like the soughing of a breeze. His eyes 
closed.

“ Querido! Thou shalt not die! Father, 
Thou which art all Life, I claim his soul! 
Pray, padre, pray! You who are his 
friends—pray! God is love. God is life. 

There is no God but love. God is life. 
God is love. There is no life but God—”

“ The ambulance, senorita.”
The padre raised me to my feet. “ Come, 

senorita,” and he sought to lead me away.
I waved him aside. “ I go with him,” I 

said.
The doctor raised his hand in remon­

strance.
“ I go with him!” I repeated.
Who dared to refuse me?
The gong clanged; the crowd gave way. 

Like a wind cloud we raced with the bearer 
of the scythe—his chill hand in mine, my 
lips close to his ear, crooning words of love 
and.faith: faith in the Great Unknown.

Close I clung to the stretcher’s side as 
they bore him into the house of pain. 
White-garbed forms—noiseless like wraiths; 
the ascetic bed; the eerie light which flick­
ered beneath the image of the Holy Mother. 
Whispers; grave faces bending over him; 
forcing a draft between his clenched jaws; 
now a sad-eyed nun seeking to unclasp my 
hand from his.

“ Peace! Peace! I stay with him!”
Aly raw nerves shrinking as thej7 cut 

away the tinseled garb.
“ There is no hope,” they said.
“You lie! You lie!” I hissed. “God 

is not a fiend! My God is love and life.”

Through measureless time I watched, 
keeping tryst with the soul that lingered 
as if loath to go alone.

Out of the maze of shadowj' forms my 
father came, haggard and drawn.

” Phvllis. my girl,” he whispered.
“Sh-h-h-h!”
“ Darling—I have brought the famous 

Leithoff. All that can be done by mortal 
hands he’ll do. Come away with me.”

I brushed him off.
Some one was speaking to my father. I 

strained to hear.
“There is one chance,” I heard the sur­

geon say. “ A transfusion of blood-—but we 
must act quickly. The flame burns low.”

The speaker looked a* me. “ I must ask 
the senorita to withdraw,” he said.

I rose and bared my arm.
My father groaned. “ No, Phyllis, no! 

Doctor, I forbid it!”



I laid my fingers on his lips. “ Hush 
thee, hush thee, mi padre! My life belongs 
to him. I am ready, doctor.”

“ Phyllis—I can delay no longer. I 
must return to England. You’ll come with 
me, of course.”

Dad was standing at the window with 
his back, to me. From the depths of my 
pillowed couch I listened.

“ Don Armando is out of danger,” he 
went on. “ His mother will remain to care 
for him.”

My father turned from the window and 
came a few steps toward me. “ Phil, it 
tortures me to see you so pale and listless. 
You’re not gaining strength the way you 
should. You’ll recover more quickly once 
we’re home.”

I dared not meet his eyes. Too well I 
knew the blow I had in waiting.

“ Dad,” I answered, with an effort to 
control my voice, “ 1 can’t go.”

Only the ticking of the clock disturbed 
the silence which followed my pronounce­
ment. At last my father crossed and stood 
beside the couch.

“ Does that mean, Phyllis, you purpose 
to break your promise—your promise to 
wait a year? Have you and Senor Valdes 
reached this decision?” His tone was chill­
ing.

“ Senor Valdes had no voice in my de­
termination,” I answered, wounded by the 
formal way he had alluded to my lover. 
Then, yielding to my impulse, I strug­
gled to my feet and grasped him by the 
arms.

“ Dad—dearest of fathers,” I said, smil­
ing through my tears, “ what will you say 
to your proud bairn when she tells you— 
that—that she asked Armando to marry 
her, and he refused? Hah! Hah! Haa-a-a!” 
The hysteria which had threatened burst 
like a spring freshet.

Dad pressed me back upon the couch 
and sat beside me.

“ Now, tell me what has happened.”
And when the flood of tears had brought 

relief I told him.
“ Have you never thought, dad, what 

these tortured days and nights have meant 
to me? Do you think I could again leave 

him and face those long months in India, 
knowing his danger? No, dad, no—you 
must not ask it. Oh, darling, I do love 
you. You were my all until he came into 
my life.”

Dad swallowed hard. “ Go on, Phyl­
lis.”

“ Yesterday, you know, I went to see 
him. He was not so well. There was a 
lack of spirit, a depression. At last he 
said: ‘ Thy father tells me you return to 
England.’ That little sentence told me 
volumes. It pierced my heart. Then, dad, 
then and there, I made my decision. ‘No, 
Armando,’ I answered, ‘ I do not return 
to England. As soon as thou art strong 
enough we will be married.’ He tried to 
speak, but failed. Dad! If only you could 
have seen his face, his eyes.

“ ‘ But, wait, Armando mio,’ I went on, 
trying to look stem. ‘ We will be married 
upon one condition—thou hast killed thy 
last bull.’ Armando smiled. ‘ That is a 
promise easily given, my lily. There is 
no longer necessity to earn money for my 
mother and the little Concha. Has my 
mother told thee of the inheritance from 
the cardinal, her kinsman?’

“ I nodded. ‘ I know, too, that the ad­
vocate’s letter reached her on that grue­
some daj' when we were fighting for thy 
life—and since thou wilt not share my 
fortune, proud man, I am happy for thy 
sake that thy kinsman died. Now, thou 
art my own, beloved.’

“ He drew me into his arms and kissed 
my lips, my eyes. You know, dad. You 
were once a lover. Then, quite suddenly, 
he released me and held me from him. ‘ An­
nunciata—tell me—does thy father know? 
Has he absolved me from my vow to wait 
a year?’ he quavered. My eyes told him 
the truth. It was then, dad, he refused me 
— me— a Cadogan! Hah-ha! Hah-ha! 
What would my grandam say to that? 
Dad, aren’t you ashamed of me? Ha—”

“ Steady, my girl, steady—”
Dad gripped my hands. And, hovering 

between laughter and tears, I continued: 
“ ‘ Is thy word more to thee than love?’ 
I stormed. Armando straightened in his 
chair. ‘ I am a Ramon-Valdes—-a man of 
honor,’ he replied. ‘ Oh. my Annunciata, 



heart of my heart, blood of my blood— 
though I lose thee, I cannot break my 
word!’ This from the despised torero!"

My father rose and measured the room— 
back and forth he paced, lost in thought. 
“ I wonder, daughter,” he said at last—“ I 
wonder whether you realize what this means 
to me. I had counted on this last year to­
gether—even hoped you would forget him 
—yes, I must confess it. Have I been self­
ish—cruel? You are very dear to me.”

He turned away to hide the moisture in 
his eyes.

I sought his arms. “ Darling, hold me 
close—best of fathers—why should we ever 
part? Are you bent on India? You have 
loved Spain—we’ve been happy there. Ah, 
dad—I want you both.”

Some time later when he had dried my 
tears and blinked away the dewdrops in 
his eyes, dad took out his watch.

" I wonder if there's yet time. What 
are the hours for visitors on Sunday?”

T hurled myself upon him. I laughed, I 
cried.

“ We’ve fifteen minutes if we hurry,” I 
gurgled like a happy child.

“ But are you strong enough? These 
fainting spells are far too frequent. Can’t 
we keep it until to-morrow?” my father 
pleaded.

“ To-morrow—maiiana!" I fairly shout­
ed. “ Darling dad, I'm not yet a Spaniard, 
Now—now!"

Three days later, by special dispensation, 
we were married. It was a simple wedding 
in a hotel room whither Armando had been 
brought. The niaitre d'hote!, I’m sure, 

caused a famine in flowers. They were 
everywhere. And for my bouquet a spray 
of lilies. By a miracle the lilies had been 
found, since it was long past their span of 
life.

“ An angel came down to bid them hold 
their blooms for thee,” my lover whispered 
when he saw them in my hand.

Senora Valdes and the little Concha 
were present—the senora, soft-eyed and 
regal in stiff silk; and Conchita—a rosebud 
bursting into bloom, proudly conscious of 
the part she played as flower girl. I was 
gowned in Spanish lace. Dad said I was 
ravishing—but dad was always preju­
diced.

Querido—pale and gaunt; somber of 
mien.

“ Well mayest thou look grave,” I 
teased. “ Thine is a responsibility not 
lightly faced. Thou hast yet to meet my 
grandam!” Oh, I was gay! My heart 
caroled like a bird set free.

I had almost forgot the noted surgeon 
who had elected himself the groom’s at­
tendant.

“ Come,” he said, when we had left the 
altar and the little group had pressed about 
us to bless and wish us happiness—“ come. 
Senor Valdes—you must sit. You are not 
yet strong, remember. That you have lived 
to see this happy day is a modern miracle.”

“ It was the will of the good God,” 
Senora Valdes said, and crossed herself.

Dad pressed my hand which rested in his 
arm. “ It was love,” he said—“ it was her 
love. Armando, that snatched thee from the 
grave.”

My husband looked at me. Oh, the mes­
sage in his eyes! Querido—Querido mio!

THE END.
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WHAT HAS OCCURRED IN PART 1.

DAN POWERS, late captain of escadrille, is jobless in Chicago and within two dollars and 
fifty-nine cents of being broke. In a popular-priced restaurant his gaze is instinctively drawn 
to a young woman patron, and she responds with a half-startled glance. In that flashing 

moment the young bachelor is lost. The beautiful girl leaves ahead of him; M is delayed in pay­
ing his check, and thus loses all trace of her. Powers now calls on Hard-Boiled Burlingham, once 
a colonel, A. E. F., but now a millionaire oil man, borrows one thousand dollars from him, and 
goes fortune-seeking toward the West. He settles on a homestead in Powder Basin in the Idaho 
mountains. Far up the valley are the Ballantynes, a family of Eastern “ pilgrims ” who are ranch­
ing under great difficulties. Annie Ballantyne, the niece, is a young woman of high courage. She 
exhorts her relatives to remember that their ancestors were Scotch Highlanders, and she imitates 
for them the drone of the bagpipes.

“It’s the pipe of Ballantyne!” she exclaimed, breathless. “Three hundred years! They’ve 
never whipped us yet1”

CHAPTER IX.

UNDER IRON.

ATTERSLEIGH proved no bad 
prophet as to the willingness of the 
two Thompson boys to function as 

neighbors. Those hardy young ranchmen re­
garded the building of a two-room shack as 
one of the simplest of human enterprises. 

This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for March 3. 
* Copyright, 1923, by Emerson Hough, 

837'

The process of getting up the fireplace and 
chimney out of the adjacent country rock, 
and of laying up the walls out of logs al­
ready notched went on as a matter of detail.

Dan Powers felt a strange feeling of pride 
in the growth of his rude little habitation. 
It seemed so firmly to take hold upon the 
soil—a soil which one day would be his own. 
It was no unpleasant week which the four 



men spent on the highlands at the foot of 
the lake.

“ Two more days and we’ll have the shack 
done, me boy,” remarked Battersleigh one 
morning at breakfast when the two met 
after smoothing down their blanket beds 
and executing their regular morning ablu­
tions in the icy waters of Targee Creek. 
“ Soon we’ll all be sitting tight on the only 
sheep crossing for forty miles along the out­
let—we’ll hold them out of all the canon 
country behind ye, which is where old San­
ders really wants to get.

“ And whisper—I’ll tell ye the gulch they 
call the Dry Canon in back of your desert 
entry is not always dry, and is never dry 
clear to the head. ’Tis not much of a spring, 
but there’s water up yonder, and we should 
be ingineers enough to run a contour down 
to your bench land.

“ Then ye can prove up on your desert 
claim as sure as ye can on the homestead. 
Eight hundred acres of land, all inside the 
shake of a lamb’s tail, so to speak, is not so 
bad even in these days, especially -when ut 
comes to selling ut by the front foot, as part 
of the risidence property of Franklin City.

“ Ut took some close classifying in the 
land office, I’ll admit,” Battersleigh chuck­
led, “ to put on a desert entry right against 
a homestead, and get by with them both, 
but stranger things happen every week in 
that land office. Not that Sanders won’t 
make a fight, because he will. But posses­
sion is nine points of the law with a sheep­
man.

“ Once yer house is done, much as I’ll 
miss ye here, me lad, I’m fearing ye’ll have 
to move over yon. Ye can come over every 
day or so—wheniver ye know there’s no 
sheep in the country.”

“ Of course, what we ought to do,” said 
Dan, “ is to fence in all that land along the 
lake shore. But I’ve no money for that.”

“Tut, tut!” said the old man. “If ye 
notice, things have a way of gittiii’ done, 
after all. For instance, when I tell the 
Thompson boys you want a fence there to 
keep the sheep out, they’ll build ut for you 
and give ut to ye, rather than ut shouldn’t 
be there.”

Powers looked at him soberly, recognizing 
the sublime faith of the frontier. He did 

not laugh, but nodded his head in assent 
to it.

They had their breakfast dishes carefully 
washed and dried and were replacing them 
in their little cupboard when thej- heard 
hoofbeats in the door yard and through the 
window sighted a man who swung out of 
his saddle and threw down his bridle reins.

“ How are ye, Ed Stanley?” said Batter­
sleigh, accosting the stranger. “ Come on 
in and have a cup of coffee—we haven’t 
cleaned the pot as yet. Where’re ye stop­
pin’ now, since ye sold out the ranch?”

“ Humph! ” rejoined Stanley. “ I’m stop­
ping right there on my own place, and I 
don’t see no way for me ever to get away. I 
allowed to sell out and get out; but Sid, 
over in the town, never told me who was 
buying me out.

“ Now you both know that last summer 
was dry as a powder horn—this here basin 
surely earned its name. Then come last 
winter. Look at the hides on the fences.

“ Now the spring started in cold and late, 
and I well knowed what that meant. \Ve 
can’t even break out here at nine cents on 
the hoof no more. The big outfits are try­
ing just to save their breeding stock. Why- 
should they? There’s no hope for a cowman 
here.

“ Things may- change next year, but 
what’s next year to me? I had a chance to 
get out. and I got out.

“ Now. here I am, not out at all' That 
fellow Sid has rung in a girl on me in this 
here trade—the finest, handsomest girl that 
ever set foot in Idyho. How could I teli 
anything about that? I didn’t agree to sell 
out to no such girl like that.

“ And here moves in this bunch of pil­
grims,, plumb tenderfeet, every one of them. 
The girl is twenty-two, twenty-four years 
old, pony' built, and got eyes like a antelope. 
She’s got an old man that wasn’t fit to work, 
and now he’s down with a stroke of some 
sort. Last time I saw the old woman she 
was so sick I s’pect she’s dead by now. 
There’s a boy that don’t know which end of 
the saddle to put on front.

“ And that girl looking at me with that 
sort of eyes, and thanking me for this chance 
I’ve give her to buy7 my ranch! She tells 
me they done sold their home in To way. 



and come out here to start over again where 
land is cheaper. Why, hell, I’m a murderer, 
that’s allI ”

Powers pushed the coffee pot toward him 
across the top of the stove, and after a time 
Stanley went on:

“ That’s how I’ve given possession-—I've 
give possession to everything there was, in­
cluding the former owner of the place! 
That’s me. I’m living in the barn, and 
cooking my own meals in the corral, and 
trying to give them people some kind of 
a square deal. They don’t know nothing 
about this country.

“ It’s this way: I’ve got to marry the 
girl! I offered them a thousand dollars 
cash for their trade, and she wouldn’t take 
it—said they didn’t have any other place 
to go, and they’d have to make it go here or 
nowhere. I don’t see no other way out of 
it. And I don’t want to marry no girl. 
It’d be a imposition on both of us.

“ I’m too old, and well, that’s a different 
sort of a girl. Now what in hell are we all 
going to do? Us folks in here haven’t never 
give a good family the worst of it, but these 
folks are plumb helpless. I’ll marry her if 
there ain’t no other way, but somebody’s 
got to, that’s shore.”

Ed Stanley cast a troubled gaze on Dan 
Powers, lithe and sinewy youth.

“ Mr. Powers,” said he. “ You’re located 
on that claim down at the foot of the lake, 
ain’t you?” Dan nodded.

“ It’s a good homestead you’ve got, too, 
the best around the lake. It’s good for 
twelve dollars an acre as soon as you get 
your title. But now what I come down for 
this morning is this—to see you. Batty 
can’t work cows, and them three or four 
dudes that’s down at the clubhouse on the 
lake couldn’t do as good as he could. Every­
body round the store is busy right now. I 
don’t know that you’re any good, but I 
thought I’d find out.”

“ Enlisted from Texas,” said Dan Powers. 
“ Dad had a bunch of four thousand head 
when I was a baby. Rode all my life, and 
roped some.”

Well,” grinned Stanley, “ that’s good 
news for me. I’ve got to have help up there 
on the ranch. I ain’t sure we’ll either have 
to ride or rope very much—what I really 

need is a collar-and-elbow wrestling cham- 
peen. That bunch of pilgrims saw me twist 
one bronc and throw one calf, and they 
hollered bloody murder.

“ The old woman was the worst. She 
said they owned them cows now, and that 
I shouldn’t muss ’em up, throwing ’em with 
a rope. They ain’t got no squeeze gate in 
the corral, and I can’t catch ’em and hold 
’em alone. It’s time them calves was brand­
ed, and all the old cattle ought to be vented 
into their new brand.

“ Oh, they’ve got a brand of their own, 
all right. I figured it out for them and got 
it registered and got the blacksmith in town 
to make the iron. This here girl, now, is 
running the O-A brand, named for her. The 
boy said to me one day, telling how sick 
the old folks was: ‘ Looked like to me,’ he 
says, * we ain’t got nobody, only Annie.’

“ So I called my old place the Only Annie 
ranch. And that’s the honest-to-goodness- 
est, truest, describingest iron in either of 
these two basins. Powder or Centennial, 
and I know every brand in both. If it ain’t 
only Annie up there, I’m a liar.

“ So now,” he concluded as he pushed 
back his cup, “ I want a hand to help me 
brand that bunch of cows. I’ve rid all my 
back range and got in all I sold ’em—and 
maybe one or two odd head more—and 
they’re in the corral. I can’t do the work 
alone, and there’s no one there to help me.”

“ I’ll go up with you, of course,” said 
Powers.

Battersleigh mocked him. “ My God! 
How far the rustle of a woman’s garments is 
aujible.”

A trifle nettled, the young man made an­
swer that no one need concern himself about 
D. Powers and any pilgrim from Iowa. 
Then he turned to Stanley. “ How do I 
get up there?” he asked. “ Do you want a 
real cow-puncher to walk to your house 
party round-up?”

“ Git on top of my bronc,” said Stanley.
“ I won’t set you on foot,” Powers replied, 

“ but if you don’t mind I will ride around 
to the store. I’ll have to buy a pair of 
overalls if I go up there with you. I don’t 
mind seeing how it feels to fork a bull once 
more.”

Taking no chances about the gentleness of 



the equine, he stepped out to the yard and 
checked his mount, then swung up, right 
hand on the saddle hom and his back to the 
horses head. Something in the way he 
picked up the long reins, flirted them be­
tween his fingers and tossed them over the 
back of his left hand, seemed to show horse 
work was not unfamiliar to him. He jogged 
off, shoulders hunched, feeling for a match. 
Stanley followed him with his eyes, grunt­
ing.

“ Shoves ’em in clean to the heels. That 
feller's rid before. If I see a man ride up 
on his toes in a oxbow, I know he’s a dude, 
and I wouldn’t hire him. Say, who is this 
fellow, Batty? He ain’t no city man.”

Battersleigh sat in the door, pipe in 
mouth, looking out over Stanley’s shoulder.

“ That young gintieman, Captain Daniel 
Powers, is me friend and partner,” he said. 
“ He's very wealthy, and of fine connections 
among important business people in the 
East. He’s only here timporarily, because 
he loves the country, the same as us. He’s 
to edit the Franklin City Daily News, 
among other occupations.

“ Ye’re entirely safe about the pony-built 
pilgrim with the antelope eyes, ye may rist 
assured of that.”

What with one retort and another, all in 
good temper, for the two had known each 
other for a long time, they put in their time 
until Powers rode up again.

” Good pony, neighbor," said Dan, swing­
ing down. “ Now you ride on up to the 
branding pen, and I’ll be there in an hour 
or so. Batty, I wish you’d explain to the 
Thompson boys why I can’t help on the 
house to-day.”

Powers found the old Stanley corral to be 
located something like a quarter of a mile 
from the cabin ■which was used as a resi­
dence. By this time the animals, which 
had been held in the corral overnight, were 
hot, thirsty and uneasy.

“ I put ’em all in my old round pen.” said 
Stanley, “ so we could get at them better. 
I make the count thirty-seven head—four­
teen shes and a lot of yearlings, and now 
we want to set them in the brand as fast 
as we can. Wish we had more help, but 
there ain’t a one of them pilgrims worth a 
damn.”

“On our way!” said Powers. “Where 
do you want me—rope or iron?”

“ If j’ou insist, you can go inside,” 
grinned Stanley.

“Close riding!” grumbled Dan, looking 
at the little horse corral.

“ There ain’t going to be no riding at all 
about it,” said Stanley, “ I told you them 
pilgrims seen me spill just one yearling and 
the old girl let out a yell that I was ruining 
their cattle. They wouldn’t stand for us to 
bust a critter the way it ought to be. I 
ain’t never learned how to make a cow­
horse throw a critter easy, have you?”

“ I have not! So I suppose you want 
me to go in there and hug those calves and 
ask them please to come out and get a hair 
singe?”

“ That’s what. Take ’em in your arms, 
lay ’em down gentle and pull ’em out easy, 
the way their hair runs. These is modem 
cow methods.”

“ But, man, some of these yearlings will 
weigh four hundred pounds!” protested 
Powers. “ I’m no collar-and-elbow cham­
pion, even if that’s what I’m signed for. 
If you’d let them out and give me a rope, 
I could do the rest.”

“ Sure j-ou could, but she's got to go on 
as she lays. I promised the girl I’d go easy 
with them calves.”

“ Oh, all right,” said Dan, taking oft’ his 
coat and putting on his gloves. “ Then I 
won’t treat ’em rough.”

“ Ain’t you going over to the house?” 
inquired Stanley, hesitating.

“ Not to see any girl. As quick as we 
get done with this reconstruction and re­
habilitation work. I’m going to pull out for 
home. I’m busy. I’m building a house 
down there.”

He threw down a bar of the corral, and, 
rope in hand, stepped inside the round pen 
among the half wild animals; a mixed lot, 
some “ fours ” already in the Stanley brand, 
and so on down to the last year’s crop of 
calves which Stanley had never “ got 
around ” to brand at all.

On these latter Dan Powers began his 
work. Gently as he could, he cut two or 
three of them out from the others and urged 
them to circle around the edge of the corral. 
At last, with a quiet flirt of the loop just 



ahead of a calf, he tightened up, threw it, 
and piled on top of it as it lay.

“ Nice work, son! ” called out Stanley. 
“ Hold him down. You’ll do fine!”

Between them they finally got the heave­
youngster subdued, and taking each an ear. 
hauled him outside.

“ The fire’s not hot yet,” said Dan, “ but 
the sun is. If you ask me I’ll say this is one 
poor way to run a cow ranch.”

“ Well, here comes son to help us,” re­
plied Stanley. “ He’ll be worth about five 
cents. God bless our home!

“ Howdy, son,” he added as the young 
boy of the family joined them. “ Feeling 
pretty strong now?”

“ Sure,” replied the youth. “ I’ll help all 
I can.” He stood shyly regarding the tall 
young stranger whom he had never seen 
before. “ How do you do, sir?” said he.

“ This is Mr. Powers—he’s got a claim 
down at the lower end of the lake,” ex­
plained Stanley. “ Now, son, you watch the 
fire, and keep that iron hot enough so it's 
about the color of a green cherry. It’s al­
most ready now.”

“You put that hot iron right on them?” 
asked Amos Ballantyne. “ Why, you’d burn 
them sure!”

“ That there suspicion has a good founda­
tion,” said Stanley. “ You watch. If you’re 
ever going to be a cowman, you’ve got to be­
gin some time. How’s all the folks?”

“ Aunt’s sick in bed to-day. The fact is, 
there isn't anybody only Annie and me. 
She told me to say that she was going to 
have lunch ready for you after a while, and 
that she’ll call us all. We thought maybe 
1 could help a little bit. She didn’t know 
there was going to be anybody else here, 
though.”

With a sense of delicacy the boy drew 
Stanley to one side.

“ Annie would want to know how much 
we're to pay for this help, of course.”

With his eyes he indicated Dan Powers, 
and Ed Stanley grinned pleasantly.

“ Well, you tell her this man I’ve got is 
a champion cow-wrangler and he comes 
high. Tell her his time’s worth about a 
thousand dollars a day, but seeing it’s her, 
we’ll make it seven hundred and fifty, pro­
viding there’s any pie for lunch!”

He was testing the iron, and Amos lost 
interest in other things as, under.the cow­
man’s practiced hand, he saw the iron do 
its work relentlessly on the first of the year­
lings.

“ Gee! ” said he. “ So that’s how! ” His 
face showed a horrified interest.

“ That’s how!” grunted Stanley.
“ If only we had any kind of a squeeze 

gate,” said Dan Powers, wiping the sweat 
from his face, “ we could brand them stand­
ing up, one—two—three. I’m ashamed of 
you for laying out the job this way. Stanley. 
That calf kicked me black and blue.”

“ I’ll help,” said Amos. “ What can I 
do?”

“ Climb up on the fence and shoo them 
past,” replied Dan. “ Maybe that ’ll save a 
little time.” Amos proceeded to obey the 
best he knew.

Powers flipped the noose underhand once 
more, this time under a big roan which he 
had picked out as the next victim and at last 
snatched both legs from under it as he sat 
back on his heels in the dust of the corral. 
The three of them piled on top of the crea­
ture and finally succeeded in dragging it 
out, fighting every inch of the way.

“ Where did you learn to throw a rope, 
son?” asked Stanley. “ Real ropers never 
learned inside of a fence.”

The young man only grunted, profession­
ally modest, although his white teeth showed 
in a dusty smile. He really was not un­
happy, for this was man’s work, much to his 
liking.

They kept on thus until the number of 
calves left was so small that they hid among 
the older animals and were hard to cut out. 
The entire bunch by this time was excited, 
hot and uneasy, so that they made no pleas­
ant companions.

Dan singled out one alert, white-faced 
yearling, which dodged in and out through 
the dust cloud, but one thing or another 
balked his cast until at length, exasperated, 
he sprang at it bodily, caught it by the 
neck and bore it to the ground. Just as he 
did so the young boy perched on the fence, 
taking literally his instructions to keep the 
remaining animals milling around the cor 
ral, innocently flung out his arm with a 
shout which startled the older cattle direct­



ly to where Powers lay sprawling. Then 
there happened one of those things which 
can happen in handling cattle.

A four-year-old steer, with heat and ex­
citement, came directly at the prostrate man 
as he lay holding his capture. Powers felt 
the weight of a half ton of beef when a 
heavy hoof came down on his ankle as the 
beast swerved aside.

He turned over convulsively, and at 
length sat up, looking down at his foot!

CHAPTER X.

AMBULANCE SERVICE.

THE bone of Dan Powers’s ankle had 
snapped like a pipe stem. He swung 
sidewise as he caught the pain of the 

break, and raised a hand to Stanley, who 
came hurrying over from the fire, crawling 
under the lower bar of the corral.

Dan nodded, and hobbled out, resting his 
weight on the shoulder of the yearling, when 
Ed Stanley, laying hold of the ear, jerked 
it to its feet. They, led it out, struggling, 
between them, and Stanley threw it outside 
the gate and sat on its head.

Powers was leaning back against the log 
corral, suddenly pale under the sweat 
streaks of his dusty face.

“ What’s wrong?” asked Stanley, sudden­
ly looking up. “ Did be kick you hard?”

“ That’s not it,” Dan answered. “ That 
big steer stepped on me. Busted that ankle 
where I was shot—it never was any too 
strong since then.”

Stanley cast loose the white face and hur­
ried to his side.

“Oh, hell, now!” he exclaimed. “ Hold 
on till I get you easy—here, set down on 
the coats and let’s see.”

He eased down his man and pulled up 
the leg of the new overalls which Dan 
had bought that morning. It was not diffi­
cult to see the ghastly nature of the hurt. 
At the edge of an old scar, where the bone 
had once before been broken and had 
pierced the skin, the protruding end of the 
newly broken bone showed almost ready to 
come through.

Ed Stanley sat back on his heels in the 
hot sunshine.

“ That looks bad to me,” said he. 
“ That’s plumb bad, if I know anything 
about it.”

Powers was lying back, his arm across his 
eyes. Stanley bent and picked him up, 
clumsily, but gently, and carried him across 
the trampled ground to a clean bunk beside 
a little spring which broke out near the edge 
of the road. He himself crawled under the 
wire fence and stood in the middle of the 
road, holding up a hand. A car was coming 
down the road, and he thought he recog­
nized its occupants.

“ That’s the clubhouse car,” he called out 
to his patient, who lay just inside the wire 
fefice.

The car pulled up at his signal. The 
driver followed Stanley, crawling under the 
wire, and approached the spot where Powers 
lay, still with his arm thrown over his eyes.

“ A steer stepped on his leg over in the 
corral, doc,” said Stanley. “ It’s busted 
his ankle, and ’twas bad enough before. 
There’s no place to take him here. I 
thought maybe you wouldn’t mind carryin’ 
him down as far as Battersleigh’s place at 
the crossroads. He’s living there with Bat­
ty. His name is Powers—Dan Powers.”

“ Holy Moses—boy, is that you?”
Something in the gruff tone of the speaker 

made Dan Powers suddenly open his eyes. 
Imperturbable as he usually was, a flush 
came across his face that had nothing to do 
with the pain of his injury.

“ Home again! ” said he at length, with an 
attempt at a grin. “ So this is Paris! For 
a minute when I was looking at the wire I 
thought it was No Man’s Land again. Same 
old Red Cross, same old doctor. How are 
you, colonel? I’ve been wondering where 
you were.”

Powers sat up on the grass.
“ Didn't Battersleigh tell you I’d come?” 

ex-Colonel Burlingham demanded. “ Why 
haven’t you been around to the clubhouse? 
I was going to come over to your place this 
very day. Never heard from you. Just 
learned where you were. Took my advice 
and came to Powder Basin, eh? Well, sorry 
she’s using you so rough.”

They got Powers under the wire and into 
the car, where Stanley did all he could to 
ease the jolting of the journey to the gaunt 



house where Battersleigh and Powers still 
were domiciled. They helped Dan to a place 
in his own bunk, where the doctor could 
complete his examination.

“ This ought to have a cast,” said Bur­
lingham, professionally. “ There’s no way 
of making one, but I’ve noticed it’s prac­
tically impossible to kill a man in the West­
ern mountains. We could do surgery out 
here that we wouldn’t dare think of doing in 
France. This valley is one big antiseptic 
room, my son, and lucky for you it is. The 
chances are you’ll get over this all right. If 
we were back East, I wouldn’t promise.”

“ Will it knit fair?” Dan inquired anx­
iously. “ Will it be as good as new?”

“ By a miracle it might be.”
The two looked at each other steadily for 

a moment.
Hard-Boiled Burlingham, as gentle as a 

wToman inside his shell, at length got up and 
hung his coat on the nearest nail.

“ I was going home to-morrow,” he re­
marked. “ I’ve got a little oil enterprise 
that I’m going to pull off before long. But 
the nature of my original oath when I 
started out in medicine as a boy requires me 
to stay here and see you through.”

“ You’ve already lost a thousand.” said 
Powers, his face white now. “ What's a 
million, here or there?”

“ It looks as if you'd wished yourself on 
me a second time,” the older man retorted, 
smilingly; " I’ll have to sit down and see 
you through whether 1 want to or not. I 
don't want to practice medicine—don’t like 
to—and don’t have to. I’m done with it. 
I came out here to have a rest and a good 
time! Now look at you! ”

CHAPTER XI.

REGARDING ANNIE.

FOR weeks Powers lay in bed, and then 
began to hobble about the place, at­
tended by the solicitous but wholly 

inefficient Battersleigh, and visited betimes, 
professionally and socially, by his friend. 
Dr. Burlingham. The eccentric millionaire 
found pleasure in his frequent calls at the 
Battersleigh mansion at the crossroads. 
Sometimes he would sit for an hour and say 

nothing, or again might have long periods of 
conversation.

One morning he sat, pipe in mouth, near 
the door, looking out. Once in a while he 
chuckled quite to himself, as if enjoying his 
reflections. At length he turned and cast a 
remark across his shoulder to Dan Powers, 
who sat with his leg stretched stiffly out 
before him.

K Wonderful country out here for mak­
ing money,” said he. “ For that matter I 
never saw one that wasn’t.”

“ Your present line of practice doesn’t 
seem to indicate that,” replied Powers. 
“ Show me.”

“ Oh, I’ve a new profession now. I’m 
an artist. Sign painting at reasonable 
rates.”

He reached down and picked up a bit of 
board on which he had been painting some 
large letters by aid of a marking brush and 
a pot of lampblack. He regarded his work 
with a pursed lip of criticism.

“ Not so bad,” he announced with his 
head on one side.

“ And what is the idea ?" Dan inquired 
idly.

“ You ask me that, when you've been liv­
ing here for days as no other man in the 
country ever did live! Chicken, pie, cake—- 
real bread, real butter! You know where it 
came from.”

Powers nodded. “ Yes, I’m in her debt. 
It's too bad that I was asleep the last time 
she came here.”

Burlingham was reaching in his pocket 
for tobacco. “ But now, it being pretty fair­
ly safe that you’re going to have a good leg 
out of that after all, let us pass to the really 
important problems of the day. What I was 
going to say is this:

“ That girl up there was actually going to 
sell chicken dinners—real honest-to-good- 
ness chickens, with real bread and real but­
ter, and real coffee, all made on the spot— 
for six bits. She apologized for charging 
so much!

“ Now I told her that she must forget all 
about six bits and charge two dollars, noth­
ing less. These motor fiends who come 
through here will break their necks to get 
something to eat. Every one of them has 
been starving for a hundred miles before he 



hits this valley. You can go south to Salt 
Lake and north to the Arctic Ocean from 
here, and not find any human food.

“I counted a hundred and forty carloads 
of people going by here yesterday. Every 
one of them had a haunted look—and every 
one of them had money.

“ Now, here’s my sign up at the forks 
of the road at the head of the lake near 
the O-A ranch—I’m going to paint a lot 
more and have one at every fork of the road 
around here for twenty miles. This is the 
way it reads:

ANNIE’S CHICKEN DINNER 
$2.00

ANNIE’S BISCUIT & COFFEE
2 BITS

ANNIE’S ICE CREAM
4 BITS

“ Ice cream! ” ejaculated Powers. “ How 
come?”

“ Well may you ask how come, my 
friend! The reason is that this Annie per­
son is the one and only human being in this 
entire and complete mountain valley. She 
does her own thinking. I told you I didn’t 
furnish the idea of this new business at all. 
All I do is to paint the signs and set the 
prices.

“ This girl’s got a better business head 
than any rancher in this valley. She figures 
that hay at twenty-five or thirty dollars a 
ton won’t make any money in beef at nine 
cents a pound on the hoof. Right soon after 
you all got done branding her stock for her, 
she sold the whole herd down to about a 
dozen cows. She’s got hay enough in sight 
to run them next winter. The boy can 
milk, and Ed Stanley turned over a whole 
log house full of ice that he put up about 
twenty years ago—ice is the best thing this 
country does in the winter time.

“ That girl came out here—didn’t have 
the first idea about what she was going 
against; landed here absolutely green and 
helpless. That was last spring. Now she’s 
in the middle of a practical business. These 
other people round here are howling and 
starving. If I wanted to start into business 
out here I’d see if I couldn’t buy into part­
nership with that girl.”

“ But she must have a lot to do up there. 
Everybody sick.”

•* Nobody’s really sick up there,” rejoined 
Burlingham. “ The girl is sound as a bell, 
and the boy will bounce an ox once he gets 
his growth. The old man will be around by 
next year. Nobody can stay sick out here 
—you can’t kill a human being in these 
mountains: hasn’t been an honest death out 
here in a hundred years.

Of course the old lady—she’ll live to be 
about four hundred years old—and of 
course, for every day of the four hundred 
years, she’ll have a new disease and claim 
she’s at the point of death.”

Burlingham fell to smoking again, and 
then continued:

“ The girl’s awfully sorry you got hurt up 
there, and she’s done everything in the 
world a girl could to square it. Don’t you 
suppose she’s got troubles enough?”

Dan Powers frowned. “ It was my leg; 
and I’m not blaming anybody but myself 
that the steer stepped on it.”

After a time Burlingham spoke once 
more, apropos of nothing that had been said.

“ You said some fool thing to me about 
your being engaged to a girl back East, 
didn’t you? Suppose you brought that city 
girl out here and put her down on your 
homestead yonder. How long would she 
last?”

No answer.
■‘Oh, I recollect several things better 

than you perhaps think. What did you tell 
me that girl’s name was?”

“ Geraldine,” said Dan Powers, quite 
soberly.

“ Well, all right. Let’s tie a can to Ger­
aldine. It’s all very well for a mawkish boy 
to take on a sentimental attachment of that 
kind when he’s just starting out in life, but 
what you need to be out here is a real man, 
and what you need to help you is a real 
woman, and one that can make good out 
here, not back there.

“ I’m strong for that girl up there at the 
head of the lake. I’ll bet you anything you 
like that you’ll marry that girl some time. 
It stands to reason.”

Dan smiled wearily.
“ Isn't this conversation getting rather 

personal?”



His eyes, somber now, looked wistfully 
out through the window across the wide and 
pleasant valley.

Burlingham went on: “ Evefy time I see 
Ed Stanley he tells me he doesn’t want to 
marry that girl, but he’s afraid he’s got to. 
He’s laboring under a sense of duty. I’m 
not putting it up to you as a sense of 
duty.

B As to making a living,” he resumed 
some time afterward, as though he had not 
ceased to speak, “ why not out here as well 
as any place? It never did make much dif­
ference where you set a man down. He 
took his problems with him wherever that 
was, and the problems of success are very 
much the same, no matter where you are. 
That’s truer to-day than it ever was. It’s 
no great amount of difference whether you 
start here or in New York. It's up to you. 
Some sell beef at nine cents on the hoof, 
and some make ice cream at fifty cents a 
plate.

“ I am for human beings, my son, wher­
ever I find them—human beings who are 
trying to get along in the world, and who 
are proving themselves fit to survive. I’ve 
got six girls or so of my own, some of them 
in college, some in Europe and some mar­
ried. I want them all to marry for love. 
But, here’s where I come in. The only 
course of true love worth while in the world 
is when like marries like and fit marries 
fit. The angels upstairs can take care of 
the eugenics of it, but why flyT in the face 
of Providence? How about that girl—”

Powers, a trifle bored, remarked: ‘ You 
might give me a general topographical de­
scription. If I am to engage in holy wed­
lock with this young person I should first 
like to know something more specific about 
her looks. You must remember I’ve never 
seen her yet, although it’s been a sort of 
hide and seek between us.”

Burlingham fell into a certain thoughtful­
ness before he went on.

“ When you come to it,” said he, “ it’s 
rather hard to describe a girl, isn’t it—be­
cause you leave out all the soul. A man 
might sit across the room from a girl and 
go away with the notion that she was about 
the finest human being in the world, but 
come right down to it, he could hardly tell 

you what she really looked like, or what she 
wore.

“ Since you ask me, I would say that the 
general contour of this young woman is com­
pact, medium and sound; eye4fere gray, 
brows dark; hair either red-brown or pure 
auburn, I don’t know which. Wrists and 
ankles small and thoroughbred: hands 
showing blood; neck and carriage of head 
showing blood. Carriage of shoulders and 
general posture showing sound bone—no 
rickets during infancy.

“ Evidently and obviously she’s an edu­
cated young woman also. She doesn’t in the 
least belong here. But she is here: and 
being here, she’s making good right here and 
not somewhere else. Well, then—”

“ Oh, very well, then!” Dan interrupted. 
“ On your way home telegraph for a min­
ister and a marriage license. Do you sup­
pose the girl will come down here to have 
the ceremony performed, or have T got to go 
up there in a flivver, or wait till my leg 
gets well? Of course, I leave all those 
minor details to you. There couldn't be any 
doubt that any girl like that would jump 
at the head of a homesteader with one short 
leg, maybe, and a debt of a thousand dol­
lars, and less than a hundred dollars left in 
cash.”

He spoke so bitterly- that his companion 
knew that he was touched on the raw.

“ Don’t worry about yourself any more 
than you can help, son,” Burlingham sug­
gested. “ I told you I’d see you through 
and that this leg would be as good as the 
other. You can have more money if you 
want it, and will take it. For myself, I’ve 
made just so much money that I’ve learned 
there's nothing in the world in making 
money by itself for itself.

“ What I most need now,” he went on, 
" is some sort of a geologist’s hammer. I’ve 
lost mine somewhere. I’ve been studying 
this valley for more than twelve years. 
Did it ever occur to you that this is an odd 
shaped valley? Flat like a saucer, very 
scanty water shed, odd looking little pockety 
mountains all around?”

I haven't got around to geology yet,” 
said Dan Powers. “ Surgery and matri­
mony and homesteading are keeping me 
busy enough right now.”



“Good night!” said Dr. Burlingham. 
“ Don’t take it ill, what I’ve said to you— 
I’m just telling you what I’d do if I were in 
your place.”

CHAPTER XII.

GERALDINE.

WHAT Dan Powers did that night 
when he found himself alone, and 
heard Battersleigh snoring peace­

fully in the adjacent room, was to draw his 
cracker box up to the little pine table, at 
which he sat with his injured leg gingerly 
extended underneath. Two candles, up­
right in tin cans filled with sand, furnished 
him illumination, while a fountain pen and 
some odd sheets of paper gave him the re­
maining equipment necessary for the pur­
pose that then held him.

He sat for a time motionless, his chin on 
his clenched hand, staring at the wall. ' In­
deed, the walls fell apart, changed and 
whitened as he gazed. He was within the 
enameled cubicle of a little city cafe. He 
could see just across the room from him a 
young girl, gentle, quiet, self-composed, 
beautiful, simple in every way.

As though in a picture of some master 
hand he could see the droop of her heavy 
hair, the tender chin resting upon her 
clasped hands as she sat. Almost he could 
see her breathe, could see the flutter of her 
very eyelids. And so presently Dan bent 
over his paper and began to write:

Dear Jerry:
I shall have to write you again to-night 

to tell you how I am getting on. The ankle 
is going to be as good as new.

Our new house now is practically done, 
although we haven't got the sash yet. Batter- 
sleigh, my partner, is at the present time 
peacefully in bed. He had been very kind to 
me, and I have been very kind to him, or I 
would kill him, because he snores. We live on 
trout which we catch in the creek ; bannocks, 
which we bake in the skillet, and cottontails 
which we shoot in the brush. This is the life, 
my dear! Do you think you are going to like 
it? Ah, Jerry, dear!

But I’ve been different ever since I saw you 
that first time, that night in the cafe. When 
I saw you I knew what the world was all 
about, and what life was all about. It came 
over me all at once that I had been just idling 

and trifling and drifting. That’s not the way 
for a fellow to do. I resolved to go out in 
the world and make my own way and be 
somebody, It was every bit of it because of 
you.

At times it's awfully hard to get along with­
out you. I see you about everywhere I look. 
I can see you now, sitting across the room 
there against the wall. It's a white wall now, 
not one made of logs. I can see the little hat 
you wore when I first met you—-the shadow 
of it against the wall. I can see your face, 
such a fine chin, such a straight nose, such a 
clean line to the forehead! I don't know who 
taught you how to do your hair, but it 
couldn't have been more becoming—ah, Jerry 
dear, I'm afraid you're always going to be ab­
solutely perfect to me!

I saw your hands—don’t you remember 
how you leaned your chin on them? A thin 
ring on one finger—not on the dangerous fin­
ger—I remember that ring perfectly.

I remember everything about you. Did you 
think, when you went away, I ever could for­
get you? There’s no other girl in the world 
for me, and I’ll never look twice at one 
again, but you.

Twice? When shall be the second time? 
Ah, Jerry, I saw you only once. Where did 
you go? Where are you now?

Wherever you are I am,
Yours always and forever,

Daniel Allison Powers.

CHAPTER XIII.

MUNICIPAL MATTERS.

BATTERSLEIGH chided his companion 
for being late at breakfast.

“ Lookit, now,” he said. “ ’Twill all 
be cold, and I’m pointing out to ye that the 
hind leg of a young rabbit is quite as good 
as chicken, besides bein’ industriously far 
more economical. I’m hearing that chicken 
is two dollars a plate up at the head of the 
lake.

“ Which, by the bye, reminds me,” he 
continued, “ ye’ve been socially remiss with 
that young lady up there. We’re deep in 
her debt for cake and pie. It requires the 
fair hand of woman to put that mysterious 
sustainin’ support in a pie crust, which ’ll 
make it reach clear across a tin plate in a 
continuous arch. So it seems to me the least 
ye could do would be, anyway, to write her 
a nice little note, do ye mind, and say to this 
young lady: ‘ Dear Madam—Your pie of



recent date to hand, and contents carefully- 
noted and in-reply I beg to state—'

“ But as near as I can learn ye’ve not 
begged anything to state; I think ye 
should.”

Powers looked at him in sudden contri­
tion. “ You’re quite and entirely- right. 
Batty,” said he. “ I’ll write that note this 
very morning, and you can take it up with 
you the very next time to go.”

And write it he did, immediately follow­
ing the breakfast. It was rather a formal 
note, all things considered, and lacking the 
personal touch of correspondence with those 
whom we have met.

Mr. Powers was not quite recovered from 
his late trifling injury. He was very deep­
ly sensible of the courtesies he had received 
from Miss Ballantyne during his slight in­
capacitation. He begged to state that he 
was now about to be temporarily- absent on 
his homestead, so he hoped she might not 
be further inconvenienced through any mis­
apprehension.

Mr. Powers hoped very much that Miss 
Ballantyne would not have the slightest 
concern of the little mishap he had received 
while in the pursuit of the small neighborly- 
service which it had given him the greatest 
pleasure to render. And Mr. Powers begged 
to remain, hers very- faithfully.

“ So that’s over with, Batty,” he re­
marked. " Go in and get the letter—it’s 
on my table there.”

Battersleigh went in to his partner's 
sleeping room and picked up the sealed let­
ter which he found lying on the table—in 
fact, picked up two sealed letters.

Dan had enclosed his earlier and longer 
letter to Geraldine because he had not had 
the heart to destroy it. But how should 
Battersleigh know this? And why- should 
Battersleigh really be able to concentrate 
his mind on such matters as these, when 
there were more important things to trouble 
him to-day?

“ What’s the matter, Batty?” inquired 
Powers as he noticed the old man striding 
up and down, head bent forward. “ What’s 
up?”

“ It’s sheep that’s up,” replied Batty.
There’s five thousand head of Sanders’s 

sheep coming out of the mountain into this 

valley any- day. He’s got fifty thousand 
head this year in lower Idyho. He’s had 
messengers trying to break in east of the 
Tetons with his bands—into the sacredest 
of all the cow countries that there is left. 
He’s got them out from Utah to the Canady- 
line. He had a forest permit for two thou­
sand head on the reserve above—which, of 
course, entitled him to run five thousand 
head.

“ Ut’s that last bunch that’s coming down 
now into this lower country. They’ve fed 
ut out and are coming into the valley. 
Sanders made ut plain enough he wants that 
range back of your claim yonder. If we try- 
to hold him out ut means trouble. Five 
thousand sheep had got to eat, and Sanders 
won’t take any chances. But the bettin’ is 
ten to one he’ll have a gang with him that’s 
used to takin’ chances.”

" All of which means,” Powers remarked, 
nodding quietly, “ that the quicker I get 
over on mv claim, the better it’s going to 
be?”

“ Just that, me boy. The Thompson 
boys both know ut. They’ll move over and 
help ye hold the fort; and so will I.”

“ All very well,” said Powers. “ I be­
lieve I’d rather welcome a little social activ­
ity. Have you got plenty- of ammunition?” 

Sure I have.”
Powers yawned. ' And when is all this 

going to happen, Batty? Homesteading is 
lonesome work when you come right down 
to it. I was just wondering in which way 
I might best direct the activities of my re­
sourceful mind.

” I’ll tell you what we’ll do!’’ he added, 
suddenly; ‘‘ we’ll start our daily paper. 
While you’re on scout duty I’ll be getting 
out the morning edition.”

“ ’Tis what we’ve always needed,” said 
Battersleigh, seriously.

Precisely,” Powers leaner! back in his 
chair with perfect gravity.

'• I mean to establish a broad editorial 
envisagement,” he continued. “ Of course, 
we’ve got to devote more of our activities 
to the industrial possibilities of Powder 
Basin: Hides, beef, hay. jack rabbits, cot- 
ton-tail rabbits, sage hens, fried chickens, 
ice cream, doughnuts—we must put before 
the public in an unprejudiced way a fair
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statement of our unlimited natural re­
sources.

“ If you don’t mind, I believe I’ll let you 
cover the foreign cables and the British 
Parliament. But we’ve got to have a 
household department to make our paper 
welcome to the thousands of women readers 
in Powder Basin. I would like to explain 
to all the world how simple it is to run a 
shack for eighteen months on a hundred 
dollars when you don’t know where you’ll 
ever get another hundred.”

He hobbled across the room and drew out 
from behind an oilcloth curtain the type­
writer which he had discovered among Bat­
ty’s earlier possessions.

“ Venerable machine,” said he, tentative­
ly touching a key or so. “ You have come 
down to us from another day! You re­
mind me of the aviation corps of the A.E.F. 
With plenty of wrapping paper and a little 
carbon I think we can get out a circulation 
of a half dozen copies. Let’s go—ah, let 
us go!

You stick around here for a day or so, 
Batty,” he went on. “ Help me move over 
to the shack. I reckon I can get down as 
far as the boat if I take it slow, and I’ll 
carry the rifle if you’ll tote the linotype and 
the rest of the plant. I’m sorry to leave 
this place, of course, but business is busi­
ness.”

Dan looked with sudden interest at the 
little structure of his new home when he had 
nobbled up the bank. The raw proof of 
recent building operations lay about—chips, 
bark, odds and ends of this and that sort, a 
few tools which the Thompson boys had 
left when they last departed. There was a 
rude door in place and a sash for at least 
one of the windows. His neighbor had in­
stalled a little stove, and knocked together 
a rough table for him. Why, all- this was 
his!

The little log house was shielded by a 
shoulder of the hill from a full view’ of the 
flat along the outlet which made around the 
corner of the bluff; but just now the two 
heard the sounds of hammering. Powers 
hobbled to the crest of the ridge and looked 
down.

The two Thompson boys, industrious as 
ever, were busily engaged in stringing wire 

along the line of posts which marked the 
edge of Powers’s homestead. They were 
working on the flat across the outlet, and it 
now was obvious that the homestead strad­
dled the stream and covered the only avail­
able ford for a considerable distance be­
low. Above Jay impassable willow-covered 
marshes along the lake shore.

“ Our barbed wire entanglements,” said 
Powers to Battersleigh, “ just finish off this 
strategic situation.”

“ In a few hours the boys’ll have that 
fence completed,” the old man assented. 
“ The man who cuts ut then’ll be committin’ 
trespass, and if I know them Thompson 
boys, such tresspass will be unfashionable. 
But now' I’ll lave ye here, me boy, for ut’s 
time I keep a look-out for Sanders and his 
band, from up the road.”

All right, go on back, Batty, to your 
place. I suppose the boys’ll be up for 
lunch after a w’hile. I’ve got to go and pull 
the time clock.”

And so, in sheer desperation, fighting off 
his melancholy as best he could, Powers 
sought relief in make-believe, as had always 
been his way.

He pulled a box up to the edge of the 
table whereon reposed Battersleigh’s ancient 
typewriter—he himself at one part of his 
military career had learned a certain facility 
with the keyboard.

He began now’ w’ith a standing head for 
the Franklin City Daily News, which he did 
in his largest letters. A top line set forth 
that the sworn circulation of the Franklin 
City Daily News, less review’ copies and 
sheets damaged in the press room, was five 
copies; that the journal was first class; that 
its purposes were the industrial advance­
ment of Franklin City and of Powder 
Basin.

The publishers’ prospectus stated that 
the new’ daily would give full attention to 
national and international affairs, aided by 
a strong corps of foreign correspondents, 
prominent among whom was Colonel Henry 
Battersleigh, late First Royal Irish. A fic­
tion page, filled with the highest priced 
writers of the country, likewise W’as 
promised.

A city news service was announced to be 
under the supervision of a competent jour-
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nalist fresh from metropolitan connections, 
aided by a corps of intelligent reporters. 
And so forth and so on, until Dan Powers, 
tongue in cheek, almost believed what he 
wrote.

He did not know how long he had sat 
when he heard the Thompson boys coming 
in to get their own lunch.

He greeted them and told them the news 
of the possible invasion by Sanders’ sheep 
band. The boys made no comment on 
that, but looked at each other.

Powers, the better for a cup of tea, went 
back to his labors. Had his editorial on 
the industrial development of Powder Basin 
been preserved, it might have been useful to 
any agricultural secretary in the capital city 
of Washington.

Mr. Powers estimated that at least fifty 
thousand goats, each of vast lacteal possi­
bilities, might easily be ranged within or 
near the limits of Franklin City, the which, 
properly handled, annually could produce 
a million pounds of Roquefort cheese at 
fifty cents the pound. Attention also was 
gravely called to the revolutionary develop­
ments in the dairy recently established at 
the head of the lake, and backed by large 
Eastern capital, whose rapidly advancing 
ice cream industry alone bade fair to put a 
new complexion upon the entire cattle in­
dustry of the Western country.

Next, coming to a matter long in mind, 
with the utmost gravity, he announced that 
Powder Basin was simply serving as an 
island floating on an undiscovered sea of 
petroleum. He casually stated that a 
prominent Eastern capitalist now residing 
in Franklin City purposed putting down an 
exploratory well at a very early date.

For this latter statement Dan had no 
reason in the world beyond a chance con­
versation with Hard-Boiled Burlingham, in 
which the latter had told of his own long 
studies in the geological formation of that 
country. Powers knew his friend’s curious 
bent, although he himself had no knowl­
edge whatever of geology: but his memory, 
impishly exact, now caused him to smile as 
he brought to mind something of the jargon 
of a prospectus he once had read.

“ Our expert,” he wrote, “ points out the 
surface indications of the carboniferous age.
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The general dip of the strata is to the south 
and southwest. There is an elongated dome 
which gently drops to the northeast. In 
other directions the dip is from one to ten 
per cent. On the west the dip is from one 
to four per cent. South, southwest and 
southeast the dip from the summit of the 
underlying dome is from seven to fifteen 
per cent, although the summit at the edge 
of Franklin City seems to be nearly level.

“ In order that this may be better under­
stood, it should be explained that oil is 
found only in rocks which may be called 
sedimentary, such as sandstone, limestone, 
or conglomerate. These deposits were 
spread over the sea bottom by the usual 
fluvial agencies. The ancient rivers carried 
other dead plants and these, together with 
animals now extinct, were buried in the 
floor of the forgotten sea.

“ In such conditions carbon unites with 
hydrogen. Thus is formed the hydrocar­
bon, petroleum, which is one of the essen­
tials of modern civilized life. Fossils al­
ways indicate that at one time they lay near 
to what was then the surface of the land. 
When they were buried in the sediment of 
the ancient sea there were distilled from the 
vegetable and animal substances minute 
globules of oil, which seeped down and be­
came buried in the underlying sands, clays 
or conglomerates.

“ In order to explain how oil deposits are 
made,” he went on, “ we must remember 
that oil is lighter than water, and hence 
always tends to rise above water. In this 
way it may get into the porous parts of 
overlying rocks. If these rocks remain flat 
horizontal, the oil does not free from the 
water, because it has no place to go. On 
the contrary, if overlying rock be thrust 
into a dome or folded up into an anticline, 
oil perhaps representing the drainage of a 
very large area may rise to the top of that 
dome. Of course, the dome may lie far 
below the surface of the earth as we now 
know it.

“ Gas is lighter than oil, and if gas has 
been formed below, it will upon opportunity 
rise up through the oil. It is, therefore, 
natural that in drilling, quite often we first 
find gas. then oil, perhaps at length water 
below that.



“ Analyzing all these definite require­
ments, as pointed out by our expert on the 
ground, it is obvious beyond peradventure 
that we are here directly above an oil field 
of unknown extent and richness. Prelimi­
nary exploration indicates that the overly­
ing rock is here folded into a great anticline, 
below which lies untold wealth, such as no 
man may measure in the wildest flight of 
his imagination. The early freeing of that 
wealth assures such a future to Franklin 
City as may claim no parallel in all the 
stories of such development in Western 
communities.’’

Thus far all Mr, Daniel Powers’s writing 
sounded to himself more or less familiar. 
He chuckled as he read it over, and went 
forward to the next step—which he recalled 
perfectly as set forth in the prospectus of 
Oklahoma Gulf and Texas.

“ The drill is the only thing which can 
set free this wealth! How deep must the 
well be? Not even our expert geologist can 
answer that question with exactness. In 
the middle Mississippi Valley oil sometimes 
is found within two hundred feet, or again 
quite often, the drill may need to go thirty- 
five hundred feet in order to tap it.

“ In Louisiana and Texas wells quite 
often are three thousand feet deep, although 
in Arkansas gas recently has been struck at 
sixteen hundred to two thousand feet. The 
relative inexpensiveness of the great Okla­
homa fields is too well known to require 
comment.

“ Our exploring company is prepared to 
go to a depth of five thousand feet if neces­
sary, for it is realized that tire elevation of 
Powder Basin is even greater than that of 
some of the successful mountain oil fields, 
such as those of western Wyoming. In a 
word, our men have proved their faith by 
their investments. We think that it be­
hooves others to show their faith in like 
manner.”

For a time Powers sat back and looked 
out of the window, wrapped in the luxury 
of his own dreams! He half believed that 
what he had written was the truth. In a 
corner of his mind there lurked an un­
formulated wonder about certain things 
Hard-Boiled Burlingham had said and done 
of late.

For just a moment, as he sat alone in his 
little shack, the young man sought a trace 
of the vision of an older man; a touch of 
that imagination which commends one man 
to success, whereas its lack leads other men 
to failure. He wondered.

But presently he forgot industrial mat­
ters. He turned to his fiction department, 
and in brackets wrote the announcement of 
a serial which would be published in the 
Franklin City under the name of 
The Girl at the Silver Dot.

This latest high example of American 
literature, he assured his readers, was fresh 
from the pen of a rising young author who, 
for unavoidable reasons, was obliged to re­
main anonymous. When Dan again began 
to write, something in his story reminded 
him of something else he had written not 
long before.

He raised a hand to a pocket, feeling for 
the letter which he had written to Ger­
aldine. He remembered then that he had 
left it on the table in his room. But since 
he felt now much as he had the night be­
fore, he went on in much the same words.

“ It was night,” began the story—“ night 
in the city. The streets lay black under 
the flickering lights. Algernon Montmo­
rency turned into a side street and made 
his way to a tiny cafe, whose lights seemed 
to beckon to him.

“ A girl—a young girl—was seated at a 
table across the room from him. It was 
not alone her beauty which drew the at­
tention of Algernon Montmorency, which 
filled his soul with indefinable longing.”

And so on, until he had told to himself 
once more the sweet and intimate story of 
the time when he had met the one woman 
of his dreams—and lost her forever within 
the hour of the meeting.

“ There seemed to steal toward him from 
yonder silent figure,” he wrote—this was 
sheer description—“ some strange influence 
which he could not fathom—an appeal to 
some sense in his own being of which he 
had never known. He knew that never 
again could any other woman awaken in 
him feelings such as these.”

Pow’ers paused now before he pushed 
back from his labors. After all, he had 
failed to divert his thoughts, to ease his 



melancholy by mockery of melancholy. He 
was sad enough as he did his first lines.

Alone, staring at the night, he stood, 
framed before his concentrated conscious­
ness the picture of a face he had seen but 
once, and now was never to forget. Then 
he pushed back the cracker box and crushed 
the pages together.

The truth was that Dan Powers was very, 
verj’ lonesome, and very much in need of 
something to keep him from going morbid.

“ By the way, fellows,” he said to the 
Thompson boys that evening when they 
came in, “ I’ve just been amusing myself 
by making a bluff at running a newspaper 
here, because I couldn’t do anything else. 
Help yourselves to sample copies. I don’t 
know how we can circulate the thing—un­
less we nail a copy on the sign post at the 
fork of the road, or dowm where our fence 
corners cut into the flat.”

The Thompson boys, always devoid of a 
sense of humor, and always strictly matter 
of fact, looked at him shyly, folded their 
respective copies of the Franklin City Daily 
News, and put them in their pockets. The 
next day they nailed them on the sign post 
at the road, which literal-minded act on 
their part had consequences that at the time 
no man could have foretold.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE GENTLEMAN FROM JACKSON’S HOLE.

A T the head of the lake Annie Ballan- 
Z-Xtyne and the boy Amos stood in the 

door yard watching the advancing 
dust clouds which for a long time had been 
coming from the mountain into the road 
northward.

“ Look at them come! ” exclaimed Annie. 
“I’m not going to open up the restaurant 
until they’re all gone.”

The last of the great band of sheep 
hardly had passed before the noon hour. 
Annie was busy about her multifarious 
household duties when Amos came breaking 
into the room.

“ Shooting—down at the other end of 
the lake, Annie! You can hear it plain.”

She stepped to the door. The faint sound 
of an occasional shot still could be heard.

“ Somebody’s out after ducks ahead of 
the season,” she ventured. “ Well, it’s none 
of our business. Get the cart ready, Amos. 
We’ll take the baskets over and open up 
now. Maybe somebody will come in.”

She stood, a very comely figure in the 
frank light of the morning. Her garb, fol­
lowing the way of the outdoor young wom­
an of to-day, was not so feminine as we once 
■were used to demand, but her figure was 
feminine forever, slight and boyish as she 
seemed at first glance in her riding habit. 
The well-cut breeches of gray tweed were 
luxuries of another day which she had never 
foregone, as were the boots, which showed 
use.

Her jacket was brown, of soft leather, 
with brown velvet cuffs and collar, and to 
match these dark facings her little hat was 
of brown velvet. A striking figure enough, 
her fame spread rapidly and her curious 
business grew.

She was at her own place in the little 
cabin at the crossroads, a half mile from 
the house, when an hour or so later the whir 
of a motor eased in front of the door. A 
traveler made his way in, a short, fat and 
genial young man in duster and goggles.

“ Is this Annie’s place?” he asked, “ I’ve 
heard of you for fifty miles.”

“ I am Miss Ballantyne,” rejoined An­
nie, unsmiling. “ What can I do for you?”

He laid off his cap, and took a seat at 
the counter, leaning across familiarly.

“ Say, it isn’t really true that you’ve got 
ice cream up here?”

Annie made silent answer with a heaped 
dish of her product. He made a mock of 
rubbing his eyes.

“ Is it real?” he asked.
“ Some call it very good,” she answered 

quietly.
“ Say,” he went on, reaching in a side 

pocket—“ something I picked up down 
there, nailed on the sign post. Maybe you’d 
like to see the news.”

He laid on the counter the crumpled 
sheet of the first issue of the Franklin City 
Daily News, which, magpie-like, he had 
taken from its place on the post where it 
had been left by the literal-minded Thomp­
son boys.

“ Can you beat that?” went on young 



Mr. Simpson. “ The fellow who wrote that 
is a nut, of course. I got to reading it 
while I was waiting for the sheep to clean 
out. They was all over, down there on the 
flat. Did you hear anything up here? Some 
fellows across on the hill got to shooting 
into the sheep. Sanders was wild—Sanders 
is the fellow that owns them. Four fellows 
was sitting on the hill; must have killed a 
couple of hundred sheep. Do you know who 
.that nut is down there?”

“ I think some one told me his name is 
Mr. Powers,” replied Annie. " But ”— 
with sudden access of interest—“ do you 
think he’s in any trouble?”

“ Surest thing you know he’s in trouble! 
Well, let them fight it out together. Take 
along the stuff if you want it—he’s crazy.”

Annie folded the sheets and handed them 
to Amos.

At that moment the light at the doorway 
suddenly lessened. There stood, leaning 
against neither side of the door, a slender 
man. young, dark, thin to the point of 
cadaverousness, and burned unnaturally 
brown by exposure to the elements. His 
garments, those of the Western settlement, 
were covered with dust. He was unsmiling 
as he stood, his thumbs resting on his belt.

“ Don’t move,” he said quietly. “ Put 
your hands up, all of you.”

The fat young man whirled about, his 
eyes goggling. His hands went up into the 
air as he half arose from his seat'. He went 
suddenly pale. Never other than tactless, 
he was worse now. “ You might be Dick 
Washburn! ” said he.

“ The healthiest thing you can do is to 
shut up,” the stranger observed quietly.

“ My name’s Simpson—-Henry Simpson. 
I’m from Ogden.” The fat young man 
tried ingratiation,

“ I don’t care who you are. Keep quiet 
and stay where you are.”

He turned toward Annie, who, pale as a 
ghost, was looking at him with what 
seemed to him, all at once, the most won­
derful eyes he had ever seen in all his life.

“ I’m sorry,” he said again. “ I’ll pay 
j-ou double. I’m awfully hungry.” He 
pushed a bill across the counter toward her.

“ You’ll have to take your change.” 
Annie found her voice at length. “ I’ll get 

you the best we can. We didn’t open the 
place until just now—I wanted to wait until 
the sheep got by.”

“ They’re a bad lot,” he smiled faintly. 
11 That’s your car outside?” He turned to 
the fat young man “ When I’ve had a bite 
to eat I want you to drive me down the 
lake.”

“ Well, all right, all right,” ran on Mr. 
Simpson. ” I'll run a jitney for you, neigh­
bor, and you needn’t peel anything off of 
that roll for me either.”

“ If I wasn’t feeling better after the cof­
fee,” commented the young man at the 
corner of the counter, “ I believe I’d fix 
you so you couldn’t talk. Go on out, now, 
and get in the front seat of that car and be 
quiet. I’ll be there in a minute.”

He picked up the hat. which he had re­
moved when he first spoke to Annie.

“ I’m glad I came in here,” he declared. 
“ You're the first woman I’ve seen in more 
than a month, and maybe the last one I 
ever will see—I don’t know. Of course, 
word will get around in here—I can't help 
that. But please don’t let anything get 
out to the telegraph wires outside—you un­
derstand?’’

There was something simple and straight­
forward in his speech, and so free did he 
seem from either pretense or bravado that 
Annie Ballantyne could not accept him in 
the role with which he seemed to be identi­
fying himself.

She watched the dust cloud of the car 
as it sped, visible above the trees along the 
curving road, for more than a mile. Sud­
denly she caught Amos by the hand, and 
they started running toward the house.

“ Uncle! ” she exclaimed. “ Uncle John ” 
—when at length she hurried into the door 
—“you and Amos look after things. I’ve 
got to go down the lake. There’s trouble 
down there. I’ll be back. Amos, come and 
help me get the motor down to the boat.”

A part of the property which Ed Stanley 
had turned over with the sale of the ranch 
was a little outboard motor which he him­
self sometimes used on his ancient rowboat 
in navigating the rather great distance of 
the lake. Finding this in a shed, Annie and 
Amos between them managed to install it 
at the stern of the boat



By some miracle of grace the ancient mo­
tor caught. The echoes of its chugging 
might be heard far and wide. Annie mo­
tioned the boy back.

“ No, Amos,” she said—“ go on back and 
take care of the house. I’ve got to go 
alone.”

CHAPTER XV.

THE FLOCK MASTER.

IT was perhaps ten o’clock in the morning 
of that day before Dan Powers had fin­
ished his morning labors indoors and 

walked out to take the air. He hobbled 
down to the bank and stepped into the lit­
tle boat which the Thompson boys had left 
lying on the beach; sculled around the point 
of the bluff and across the outlet to the 
place where the two young men were finish­
ing their work at the comer of the fence.

“ Well, friends,” he said, disembarking 
and joining them, “ she begins to look more 
like something, doesn’t she?”

“ We’ve got her about shut in,” said the 
older Thompson boy. “ And I don’t reckon 
we got it done any too soon, neither.”

The other boy, a sturdy youngster of 
seventeen years, with brown arms corded 
like those of a man, was looking out across 
the flat across the road. A slow dust cloud 
was approaching, and this all three of the 
homesteaders watched for some time.

At length they made out one of those 
vehicles commonly known as sheep wagons, 
a wooden house on wheels, fitted with stove 
and table and bunk, ■which affords the wan­
dering herder his home, wherever he may 
be. Under the steady plodding of the stout 
team of horses this vehicle at length 
reached a point opposite them on the road. 
Then it turned off and headed directly to­
ward them, across the open flat.

“That’s Sanders’s wagon!” exclaimed 
the older Thompson.

“ Yes, and that’s Shang Nelson driving,” 
Powers observed. “ He’s the man that 
drove Batty and me out from the town 
when I first came here. He’s the one that 
first advised me to take this homestead—- 
said Sanders would stake me for it if I 
liked.”

“ Well, you’ve got it,” said the older 
Thompson boy.

“Yes; but not for Sanders,” Dan replied 
quietly.

The driver turned into the nearest trail 
which led to the ford, now running-scarcely 
a foot deep over the gravel, but cut off 
by the newly constructed fence. He looked 
neither to the right nor to the left, nor 
paid the others much attention when at 
length he pulled up.

Silent, unabashed, and quite unafraid, he 
reached into the front of his wagon, took 
down a tin pail and came up to the fence 
where the others stood awaiting him in si­
lence.

“ This is something new, ain’t it?” said 
he, motioning to the fence.

Powers said nothing at all.
“ You see it,” the older Thompson con­

ceded at length.
“ Well, I’m goin’ to camp. I want to 

water my stock.”
“ You can’t come across this fence,” the 

young Westerner said quietly.
Dan Powers still held his peace. The 

younger Thompson stood looking medita­
tively at the sheepman, never letting his 
eyes deviate.

“ Is that so?” grunted the newcomer. 
“ Some news—shuttin’ off the ford. We’ll 
see about that. I allow7 to camp here and 
water here, both.”

“ And you allow to run your band across 
the ford here and back into the hills, don’t 
you? They’re coming soon?” Powers’s 
voice now was low and even. “ You’d bet­
ter go, friend. This is my line here, and 
I’ve fenced it. We don’t want sheep in 
here, and we’re not going to have them.”

“ Wonder what the boss ’ll have to say 
about that!”

“ No odds what he says. You know, and 
he knows, he hasn’t got no land in here 
leased.” Thus the older Thompson.

“ He told me that was his land across the 
outlet,” argued the driver, turning to Pow­
ers.

“ I filed on it for myself,” Dan explained. 
“ Your boss can’t buy that claim now for 
all the money he’s got.”

“ And you’re cuttin’ the ford where 
people have ahvays crossed. There’s feed 



in there for a month. You want to keep 
five thousand head of sheep out of there 
while people back East are goin’ hungry?”

“ I’m used to that talk,” rejoined Powers. 
“ But I’m no philanthropist myself. Now, 
listen. We’re not looking for any trouble, 
and hope you’re not, but if I were in your 
place I’d move on down the flat. We’ll feel 
safer when you’re around the comer of the 
hill, and you’ll be safer. So, go!”

A slow and sullen wrath filled the driver 
now as he looked at the men who leaned 
against the fence, motionless and silent. 
Making a feint at an unconcerned chew of 
tobacco, he turned with no more than a 
snarl, and began to hook in his team.

“ Sanders ’ll settle this with you,” he 
shot back at length, having climbed up to 
his seat.

No one answered him, but they could 
hear Shang Nelson’s snarling execrations as 
he turned his team and passed across the 
flat toward the road.

“ We’ve got to play it on through now," 
remarked the older Thompson to his 
brother. “ Run on across now and get 
Batty, and tell him to bring his gun.”

It was more than half an hour before they 
saw the figures of young Thompson and 
Battersleigh coming across the lake by boat.

“ Ye stood him off, the haythen?” began 
Battersleigh. “ Do ve suppose Sanders will 
fight?”

“ He’ll bluff first,” said the older Thomp­
son.

Four miles away a cloud of dust was 
rising, rolling down the mountainside. 
There were other dust clouds approaching 
the road, where the sheep were being driven 
down to the lower country. It ■would be 
an hour or two before all the bands reached 
the flat.

Rolling down the road, uniting in a 
struggling mass which covered more than a 
mile, the string of dirty gray animals scuf­
fled on, bleating dully. Their thousands of 
sharp hoofs cut the roadway itself, leaving 
behind a repousse surface which would re­
main long ineffaceable. Like locusts they 
swept forward.

Sanders himself was not with the herd 
as it first appeared. He was coming into 
Powder Basin over Targee Pass in a buck­

board driven by one of his own men. He 
knew that his cook wagon would be in ad­
vance, and knew where the rendezvous for 
his men would be that night. No doubt 
existed in his mind that he would cross a 
good portion of his band beyond the outlet 
that evening.

Andrew Sanders was one of the heaviest 
sheep holders in his State. No one knew 
how many head he owned, but he confessed 
to fifty thousand, scattered in different 
bands where he could find range. He was 
reputed to be in or near the millionaire 
class; was president of two banks in two 
lower cities of the State: had held a seat in 
the State Legislature, and was mentioned 
more than prominently as the next Governor 
of his State. Alert, aggressive, successful 
in all his enterprises, he had gone into sheep 
when he found them more profitable than 
cows: and he was not in sheep to lose the 
game.

The first of his outriders, following the 
trail of the sheep wagon, turned toward the 
old ford, where it was agreed the camp 
should be made. They found, between 
them and the water, a tight strung wire 
fence, new built, the chips of the workmen 
lying still uncurled by the sun.

Across the outlet, sitting below the crest 
of the bluff, a little more than two hundred 
yards away, were four men in a silent and 
motionless little group. Across the knees 
of each of these lay a rifle. The sheepmen 
understood.

“ Bill,” said one to another, “ ride back 
and find the boss. It looks like there was a 
little hell to pay.”

Sanders by this time had driven down 
as far as Battersleigh’s house at the cross­
roads halfway up the lake. It is well enough 
for a sheepman to have friends; but Bat­
tersleigh was not at home.

Sanders gave that little thought, but pro­
ceeded to help himself to anything he could 
find to eat. He had not been long thus 
engaged when he heard the sound of hoofs. 
One of his riders flung at the door.

“Well?” inquired Sanders, coming out. 
“ What is it. Bill?”

“ Come on down,” said the man. “ We 
can’t get to the water. Some one’s fenced 
the ford.”



“ What’s that?” began Sanders, frown­
ing. But then he stopped to think. “ Oh, 
that’s all right!” he said. “That’s that 
young fellow I was trading with. I’ve 
bought that homestead, but I guess he 
didn’t understand. Tell him I’ll be right 
down to square up the papers with him. 
Go on back to the wagon.”

“ The wagon ain’t there,” said the rider.
“ It’s gone on down the flat.”

“ I told Shang to make camp there at the 
ford. Now ride on down and get him 
back.”

Before this time the sheep, hot and 
thirsty, had rolled in a packed mass, hun­
dreds deep, along the flat. The wire fence 
soon was strung with a gray blanket of 
wool torn from them as they were crowded 
against the barbs. The trained dogs had 
hard work to handle them.

There arose in the hot air an unceasing 
cloud of dust, accompanied by the muffled 
bleating of the creatures, uneasy and half 
ready to stampede, but now held by their 
own numbers against the wire. It was this 
situation which Sanders found when at 
length he reached the flat and edged 
through to where his men were standing.

“ What the hell is the matter with you?” 
he demanded angrily. “ Why haven’t you 
cut that wire?”

He himself climbed over the top of the 
fence and strode to the edge of the stream, 
where he stood looking at the four men 
who remained silently watching at their 
stations on the slope beyond. He seemed 
not so much sheepman as prosperous citizen 
now.

Andrew Sanders had been a cowman 
once, and he still wore an excellent pair of 
Texas-made boots that had cost him more 
than fifty dollars not long before-—high 
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heeled, much stitched in the leg, and show­
ing enormous care at their tops. His hat 
was that of the cowman come to town. An 
opulent watch chain crossed his waistcoat. 
His figure had gained softer lines than when 
he rode the range.

Rather a prosperous and somewhat im­
perious figure he stood, as, not addressing 
any individual in particular, he called out 
unceremoniously:

“ Come on across here, and hurry up!”
He could see the boat lying at the other 

shore of the stream.
Neither movement nor sound marked the 

four figures who sat in line.
“Damn it, come on down!” cried San­

ders again. “ You want me to wait here 
all day?”

But still he got no answer, and a sudden 
rage seized him. Saying nothing further, 
he walked back to the fence and motioned 
one of his men to him.

“ Throw me a pair of cutters,” he ex­
claimed. “ I’ll see about this!”

A moment later, setting the jaws of the 
pliers at the top wire of the fence, he 
clinched down the handles. The tight 
strung wire sprung back and coiled in the 
grass.

“ Push them back! ” he exclaimed to the 
man. “ Wait till I get a fewr panels down. 
Then you fellows with the horses get on 
each side of the gap. You’ll have all kinds 
of trouble with this wire if you ain’t care­
ful. Look out, now!”

He turned back to resume his work, but 
suddenly sprang away with an oath. His 
face was bleeding. The top of the fence 
post, shattered by the rifle ball which came 
synchronously with the crack that he had 
heard, was thrown into his face splintered. 
It was the warning.

u u u
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By LARRY BARRETTO

IT had been a bad day at Boeschepe— 
shelling of all the back roads and feeling 
out the artillery positions in places where 

they could not possibly be, but where, by 
way of exceedingly faulty concealment, the 
shells were sure to land on a detachment of 
non-combatants; repair stations for the mo­
tor trains, a field hospital, or like as not a 
staff headquarters, which by all the rules of 
war should be as completely safe as if it 
were in Paris, or south.

Altogether it was very hot—airplanes 
searching the roads for possible troop move­
ments, when the only things moving were 
the luckless ambulances which couldn’t wait 
for the shelter of night to bring out the 
wounded, flying low and machine-gunning 
every open space with a calm disregard for 
the anti-aircraft gunners who occasionally, 
very occasionally, opened up and dotted the 
sky with casual puffs of black and white 
smoke before they retired to their dugouts to 
curse the luck that had thrown them helter- 
skelter into this particularly moist part of 
Flanders.

The ambulance company on the hill in 
back of the town did not like it a bit. For 
one thing they were very much exposed; the 
farmhouse made an excellent target, and if 

the Germans missed that there was the 
windmill to correct their sights by. That 
morning a shell had exploded in a corner of 
the barn, wrecking completely that particu­
lar corner and ruining three duffel bags 
which had been left there under a pile of 
straw by their owners for safekeeping. Lit­
tle had been found of the contents and that 
little would be set down by tire Salvage 
Division as a total loss.

“ It's onlj' bj' the grace of God that I 
wasn’t in there instead of the kitchen, hunt­
ing around for a clean shirt to replace this 
measly thing,” said Malone, the chief suf­
ferer.

" It's only by grace of your swinish appe­
tite. you mean,” retorted the sergeant bru­
tally. u If you’re not eating you’re sleeping. 
Have you finished painting those red crosses 
on the tops of the cars as I told you?”

Malone wandered sulkily toward the 
front yard, bearing the fragments of a leath­
er puttee. They had been his pride and 
dearest possession. He had meant to wear 
them on leave, providing the M. Ps. were 
not too vigilant. Now he wondered if any 
of them would ever have a leave.

There had been a period of comparative 
quiet, that is. quiet for that part of the 



front; now the shelling began again. It 
sounded like thunder or surf—a heavy, un­
breakable roar, with now and then the 
tJirumm thrumni of lighter shells. At in­
tervals one broke in the village of Boe- 
schepe below. It made a horrible screech­
ing noise before it landed and was followed 
by a cloud of dust and mortar which rose 
and hung lazily in the air. The French 
batteries were not returning the fire.

“ Don’t those swine never stop to eat or 
nothin’?” asked Mason fretfully. He was 
sitting among the relief drivers who were 
waiting their turn to take over cars and 
drive up to the lines.

“Just you wait till you get up where 
something’s really doing,” hinted Golden, 
the chief mechanic, darkly. He had re­
cently returned from repairing an ambu­
lance which had been disabled on one of the 
roads beyond and therefore spoke with au­
thority. None of the other men had yet 
gone on duty. The section had only ar­
rived yesterday.

“ There’s a town up there called West- 
outre.” he continued. “ compared to which 
this town looks like lower Broadway on 
Monday morning. And beyond—” He 
stopped abruptly and ducked. A handful 
of pebbles flung by the infuriated Mason 
had whizzed past his ear.

“ Whatcha mean talkin’ about Broadway 
when we’re here!” demanded that indignant 
individual. “ I know when I was well off 
without you remindin’ me of it. Great 
guns, it gets worse an’ worser. There we 
was in the Verdun sector, sittin’ on the top 
of the world with nothin’ to carry but rat­
bites an’ sore-throats, thinkin’ we was seein’ 
the war an’ livin’ easy. Next they haul us 
out in the middle of the night, shoot us 
across country at top speed, and land us 
here in this hell-hole without even a pup­
tent to crawl under. Now you begin tellin’ 
about a town called West Toot what is 
worse an’ where I gotta go. I’ll go all 
right, but don’t rub it in.”

“ Well, I’m just telling you anyway,” re­
turned Golden. “ Nothing to get sore at.”

“ It would be a privilege to drive a car,” 
remarked Bugs, so called because he had 
the soul of an insect. “ I wish I could.”

A chorus of groans and howls greeted 

this statement. Bugs’s small frame swelled 
until his over-large uniform almost seemed 
to fit, and his face, very dirty and unshav­
en, turned red.

” Well, I do,” he persisted. “You’d get 
pretty damn sick, too, sitting around camp, 
making out requisitions, helping the ser­
geant and getting provisions from the frogs. 
When everybody’s driving and doing their 
bit I’d like to be doing something worth 
while, too.”

“ Oh, God, listen to the flag-waving,” 
said Adams, who was as ugly as original sin, 
and to whom personal cleanliness amounted 
to a passion. Lately he had been unable to 
gratify it and his temper was going under 
the strain.

Bugs’s eyes filled with ready tears. 
“ You big stiff,” he rejoined bitterly, “ I 
wish you were a shrimp like me, instead of 
being a first-class driver before you joined 
the army without a nerve in your body. 
Then you’d know.”

“ It’s all right, Buggsy,” Golden com­
forted him. “ You’re doing your bit every 
time you make out the little old pay roll for 
us. You just keep on being company clerk. 
How’d any of us get to go into Paris if you 
weren’t around to get our jack. I’d like to 
know.”

“Paris!” said another scornfully. “If 
you ever see Paris again it’ll be in a funeral 
procession. Sweet cookie, what a noise!”

A shell had landed uncomfortably close.
How Bugs Baker had ever got into the 

army was a miracle. It would have seemed 
that no reputable physician with his eye­
sight unimpaired could have passed him, for 
he was decidedly undersized, his feet were 
flat and his chest had no expansion at all. 
His spirit was no more robust than his body.

The first night it had been his misfortune 
to tread heavily on the toe of one Buddy 
Winthrop while in mess-line—-a youngster 
from another section, at least as small as 
Bugs, who considered that he had a reputa­
tion to make. Casting his plate of slum 
directly before him where it came in sudden 
and greasy contact with Bugs’s uniform. 
Winthrop had sailed in. Bugs took it 
standing up, sitting down, and eventually 
flat on his back, until the fiery Buddy was 
hauled from his chest and admonished.



Immediately Bugs’s status was placed. 
He became company clerk, general chore 
boy for the outfit and—Bugs. His one at­
tempt to learn to drive a Ford ambulance 
had been disastrous to the fence with which 
he had collided, and thereafter he was kept 
off the cars by orders of a profane and in­
experienced lieutenant who had visions of 
reimbursing the government out of his own 
pocket for all the damage his men did.

Eventually, after many false rumors, they 
had found themselves on a sailing list and 
in due time, without so much as a ripple 
from a submarine had landed in France. If 
Bugs had not exactly endeared himself to 
the other men he had at least been accepted, 
and had managed to make himself useful on 
the trip across. Practically every one else 
had been violently seasick. After yeoman’s 
service to his suffering fellows his lot be­
came easier, and he was known as Buggsy. 
Adams may have been thinking of this nowT.

“ After all you’re a good little shrimp, 
Buggsy,” he said, “ and I always remember 
how well you speak French. If it wasn’t 
for you I’ll bet we wouldn’t get any food 
from the frogs at all. Those gluttons try 
to hog everything.”

Bugs smiled wanly at this mention of his 
accomplishments. It was in vain that he 
assured himself five men were needed be­
hind the lines to keep one man in them. 
He wasn’t behind the lines, that is, not so 
very far, and the spirit of emulation is 
strong. If, he thought, he had been sta­
tioned at Brest or Romerantin it would not 
be so bad. Here, at the front, with every­
body on the job, it was distressing to be just 
company clerk. Worse, they had sized him 
up right. He, Bugs, could never take his 
place as a driver; why, he couldn’t even 
change a tire decently let alone do any road 
repairing. Until now he had accepted his 
lot philosophically—it wasn’t in an insect to 
want to fly too high—but these last two 
days, with their attendant excitement, had 
lit a tiny spark of revolt in him. He stared 
gloomily down the hill into the tortured vil­
lage of Boeschepe.

The sergeant reappeared from the pas­
sageway leading through the gray stone 
farmhouse.

“ Everybody out front and help Malone 

get those crosses painted on the cars,” said 
that worthy. “ If we don’t give him a hand 
we’ll never get them done in time for the 
next shift this evening.”

They rose obediently.
“ I was just going to help the cooks,” said 

Adams, it having suddenly occurred to him 
that by this move he might not only avoid 
some work, but at the same time rustle 
enough hot water for shaving. “ They 
want me to peel potatoes.”

The sergeant fixed him with a cold eye. 
“ They don't want any help and there aren’t 
any potatoes—we ran out of them yester­
day. If I find you in the kitchen bothering 
Ritchie or Clark I’ll report you to the Loot. 
All out to the front yard.

- Suffering guns, that’s what comes of 
having a school-teacher for a top,” muttered 
Adams. ‘‘He’s so used to watching the 
kids we can’t get away with anything.”

There was truth in this. Before the war 
called him into service, Rivers had been 
instructor of mathematics in a private 
school. He had never got over the habit. 
His human qualities might be lacking, but 
as a disciplinarian he was all there. His 
penetrating gaze never missed anything, 
and when he spoke it was to reprove.

The men filed through the farmhouse, 
deserted by its owners in the face of a Ger­
man advance, past the kitchen where 
Ritchie and Clark, newly installed, were be­
ginning to get supper, and out to the front 
yard. Here Malone, mounted on the top 
of an ambulance, was languidly painting 
crosses. One by one the men began to help 
him.

The noise was growing less or else they 
were getting used to it. Rivers unslung a 
pair of German field-glasses which he had 
purchased for a price from a French soldier, 
and studied the five German balloons that 
hung suspended on the horizon. He won­
dered if they could see him. From the 
kitchen an appetizing odor floated out.

It came without its usual scream of warn­
ing—a terrific explosion, nerve-shocking 
and appalling, that flung them cowering to 
their knees. Tiles were,torn loose from the 
roof of the farmhouse and one dented the 
helmet which Golden was wearing. There 
was a rain of twigs and small branches from 



the trees. Malone, on the top of the ambu­
lance, clung to it as it heaved for a moment 
like a ship; then he slid to the ground. A 
sharp, acrid smell came and vanished. 
Only the stone windmill stood unmoved.

White-faced, suddenly conscious that 
they were alive, the men rose to their feet. 
Some one laughed nervously.

ZMy God! That was close,” said Ma­
son. “ It sounded like—”

‘•Look!’’ cried Bugs. And again: 
“ Look! ”

Out of the front door ran Clark, bent 
almost double, his hands pressed close 
against his abdomen. For a few steps he 
came on, headlong, eyes staring, and then 
fell. To Bugs, horrified, his face had be­
come suddenly a sick yellow, and his mouth, 
distended, gaped foolishly like a fish. Be­
hind him came Ritchie, upright, with a use­
less gas-mask clutched in one hand. His 
throat above the open collar of his blouse 
was laced with lines and specks of red which 
grew in that moment of running until they 
were splotches, spreading downward.

Straight for Bugs he ran, his eyes blind, 
unseeing, pitched forward against him and 
dropped at his feet. Bugs staggered and 
caught Adams’s arm for support. Incapa­
ble of moving, clutching each other, they 
stared down at Ritchie. Already his face 
was suffused.

The sergeant’s cry pierced them.
“ Quick! Stretchers! An ambulance! 

Start a car can't you!”
There was a rush for an ambulance and 

stretchers. Others lifted the two men in, 
mauling them badly in their haste. Golden 
sprang to the driver’s seat. Another man 
crawled in the back, kneeling between the 
two men on the floor of the car.

“ Take them to the dressing-station at 
the bottom of the hill.” called Rivers as the 
car swept down the road.

Before all this activity Bugs stood mute 
and helpless. A feeling of nausea swept 
over him; he wondered if he was going to 
be sick. Dumbly he stared down at the 
spot, slightly stained, where Ritchie had 
fallen. Even when Rivers touched him on 
the arm he did not speak, but moved away 
mechanically.

A hurried investigation was made of the 

back yard. Directly in front of the kitchen 
windows was a huge hole, perhaps ten feet 
in diameter. The walls of the house were 
spattered and pierced and the kitchen itself 
was a wreck—a litter of broken dishes, 
overturned chairs, and a tin pail from which 
water squirted in a thin stream from a hole 
in its side. It was still more than half full.

“ They broke all the good enamel plates 
we bought,” cried Malone.

“ I guess we’re men enough to use our 
mess-kits then.” said the sergeant.

And this was typical of the lucky services 
which rode. Men going to the front loaded 
up on articles of every description. “■ All 
the comforts of home!” was the cry. B_v 
stealth and cunning some hauled in their 
ambulances two straw mattresses, and re­
serve duffel bags filled with souvenirs and 
knitted uselessness were common. Pyjamas, 
even, were not unknown. These enamel 
plates had cost the outfit good money in 
Paris.

The sound of another shell broke their 
mournful meditations, and the ruined kitch­
enware was forgotten.

“ They’ve got our range!” cried Rivers. 
“ We've got to get out!”

Forthcoming events proved his words 
true. In an hour nothing remained of that 
comfortable farmhouse but an ugly shell.

Installed behind a stone wall some hun­
dred and fifty yards from the hill they 
awaited developments. The cars were 
saved, the truck, and whatever personal be­
longings could be grabbed in that last wild 
rush. Sadly they watched the rest disap­
pear under succeeding crashes.

“ Where do we go from here?” asked Ma­
son at last.

The sergeant was recalled to his duty. 
“ I will go and reconnoiter,” he said primly.

Shortly thereafter he returned. “ The 
lieutenant had gone to Dunkirk in the car,” 
he announced. “ The French Loot is tak­
ing it easy somewhere with his frog friends. 
We are going to move into the house at the 
end of the street leading into the town.” 
There was a howl of protest. “ The mede- 
cin chei says it is safe and w’e’ll take his 
word for it.”

“ They toid us the farm was safe and see 
what happened,” complained one of them.



“ Ritchie is dead, Clark has been op­
erated on, but he won’t live,” said Rivers. 
This news silenced the men. “ Now’ I want 
every one to get on the job and do his duty. 
We’ve got to realize that this is war and not 
play. Before to-morrow morning I expect 
some one else will be bumped off; that’s 
what we’re here for, you know. The mcde- 
cm chef tells me that they expect a big at­
tack to-night. The cars will be coming off 
duty soon and the reserve drivers must be 
ready.”

“ Get off your lip; you’re stretching it,” 
muttered Malone.

A car drove up, dust-covered and with its 
pasteboard sides pierced with shrapnel. 
The driver, stiff and exhausted from twenty- 
four hours’ work, got down. Not even their 
news could stir him out of the abyss of his 
fatigue.

“ It’s a judgment,” he said indifferently. 
“ Last week I told Ritch that the boches 
would drop a bomb in his soup kettle if he 
kept on serving us such rotten grub.”

“ But you don’t understand!” cried Bugs 
shrilly. “He’s dead!”

The driver turned and stared at him. 
“ Kid,” he said, “ I’ve been seeing nothing 
but dead men all day.”

The sky paled into evening colors, the sun 
went down, dropping behind Mont des Chats 
like a plummet of white metal. The other 
cars came in, were replenished with gasoline 
and departed. The question of food arose, 
and the sergeant held a conference. Who 
were to be the cooks?

“ I was a waiter once in a Quick and 
Dirty,” volunteered Malone.

“ Good! You’ll be head cook then till 
we can get some more out from Paris. 
Mink will have to be second cook; he’s laid 
up with his bum ankle anyway and he might 
as well be useful.”

“ That leaves a car without a driver,” 
objected the corporal. This was a problem. 
The sergeant considered all possibilities.

“ Bugs, you’ll have to go,” he said at last. 
“ We’ve got to keep the cars moving. Do 
you think you can drive?”

Bugs began to shiver with excitement. 
This was such unexpected fortune that he 
doubted whether it could be good.

“ No, but I’d like to try,” he gasped.

The harassed Rivers accepted it as set­
tled. “ Oh, you’ll do all right. Just keep 
going. Say, you got the pay roll made out 
for next month, haven’t you?” he asked 
sharply.

Bugs paused a moment, then agreed that 
it was done.

“ Very well, then,” said the sergeant with 
relief, turning away. “ It doesn’t make 
much difference what happens.”

“ Not to you it doesn’t,” thought Bugs 
with a sudden sinking feeling.

II.

Those roads which had been very quiet 
during the day became very much alive now 
that night had come. From Steenvoorde, 
from Proven, from Watou and towns be­
yond as far back as Cassel a mass of artil­
lery, infantry and fourgons struggled for­
ward in the dark. The roads were churned 
deep into greasy mud in which wheels 
slipped and spun without advancing. Men, 
forced to the ditch by the passing of horses, 
wallowed waist-deep in holes of black liquid 
which had a deceptive crust over them. The 
air was filled with cursing no less vivid than 
the flares from the guns firing in a great 
semi-circle in the direction of Mont Noir 
and Mont Rouge.

Frequently something happened forward 
and the serpentine lines became motionless 
until the obstacle was removed. In such 
moments the infantry took to the fields; 
the mounted detachments, not having the 
gift of advancing through a forest of hop­
poles, remained where they were.

Bugs, at the wheel of his ambulance, was 
making poor time of it. Each moment he 
expected to be unpleasantly crushed into 
eternity by the heavy gun carriages which 
passed, their wheels scraping the sides of his 
little car. Whenever the traffic halted he 
stalled his engine. This wras on an average 
of every fifty yards. By the time he had 
got out and cranked the car, which bucked 
forward nervously, the line was in motion 
again and a half dozen French artillerymen 
were trying to push him into the ditch with 
profane comments.

The shiny sides of his vehicle had become 
much dented, a mudguard was crushed down 



almost against the wheel, and sundry 
scratches ornamented the hood.

“ If I ever get back they’ll court-martial 
me for this,” Bugs told himself. And the 
thought came to him that somewhere ahead 
death might await him. This brought con­
solation. They couldn’t do much to a dead 
man.

The traffic halted again, and Bugs, pre­
cariously skirting the edge of the route, ar­
rived at the cause of it. A fourgon had 
slued across the road and now blocked 
it entirely. The bearded French driver sat 
on his seat with an air of resignation as 
if for him the war was ended. A couple 
of artillerymen argued the best way out of 
the difficulty. Bugs gathered that they ad­
vised sending for the colonel. Mason, with 
his ambulance parked close to the offend­
ing truck, fumed impatiently, yelling at in­
tervals: “ Mouvez, you cheese'. Mouvez!" 
He greeted Bugs with relief.

“ Hey, Buggsy! You here? Tell this 
cuckoo to get outa the way, will you? I 
told him a dozen times, but he don’t get me. 
You try it. How the hell we goin’ to get to 
post with him blockin’ us?”

“ What shall I tell him?” asked Bugs 
doubtfully.

“ Tell him to get the hell outa here. Tell 
him Foch is wounded an’ we gotta go after 
him. Tell him anything!”

Bugs cleared his throat. “ Espece de 
salaud, va t’en foute,” he began dutifully. 
“ Monsieur le general Foch est blesse—”

The driver of the fourgon was jolted into 
sudden action as if a seventy-seven had ex­
ploded behind him.

“Sacred name of a pig!” he cried. 
“ What is this! ”

His hands gripped back on the reins so 
quickly that the horses, heads strained up 
and jaws frothing, backed wildly across the 
road. The rear wheels of the wagon sank 
into a mud hole, the body tottered for a 
moment and then toppled over on its side. 
There was a snapping of traces and the 
horses stood free. From the blackest of the 
mud came a sputtered cursing.

“ Good boy!” exclaimed Mason. “ You 
told him! Come on now. There’s a clear 
road.”

Wheels almost touching, their cars raced 

along the open stretch. Behind them the 
artillery train moved forward again.

They had come to the outskirts of West- 
outre, its gaunt, shattered walls illuminated 
fitfully by the flames from some burning 
farmhouse behind it halfway up the slope 
of Mont Noir, a dark mass stabbed now 
and again with flashes from the guns on its 
sides. It was necessary to drive carefully 
here—four camions almost blocked the 
road; all other traffic had curiously disap­
peared. The drivers from three of the 
trucks had gone also. The fourth remained. 
He sat on his seat, slightly bent over the 
wheel, dead. His mouth hung open and he 
seemed to be smiling.

“ What are they burning the houses for?” 
yelled Bugs nervously above the roar of 
the guns, wishing he had not seen the dead 
driver.

“ The boches set ’em with shells. They’re 
gettin’ ready to advance. I bet we’ll all be 
dead by morning,” Mason answered.

“ I’ll bet I won’t!” said Bugs to himself 
with determination, forgetting that a scant 
half hour before he had found the thought 
of death preferable to court-martial. Every 
would-be suicide should spend an hour in 
a morgue.

“ Here we are,” called Mason.
They drove into the courtyard of a house, 

rather larger than the rest, from whose cur­
tained cellar windows faint gleams of light 
shone. Leaving their cars they opened the 
door and went in.

An odor as of iodoform greeted them. 
There were other smells, too, less pleasant. A 
row of wounded were stretched on the floor 
and a doctor with a white apron tied over his 
uniform was examining them, applying a 
bandage here, snipping away a sleeve there 
with the scissors tied to his waist. Four bran- 
cardiers were preparing to depart with their 
blood-stained stretchers. The second ser­
geant, who was in charge of the evacuations 
for the night, came forward. He rubbed 
his eyes and yawned. The odor of cognac 
was strong on his breath, for which he was 
to be envied.

“ It took you long enough to get here,” 
he grumbled. " The last bunch have been 
taken out. These ain’t ready yet, so you 
two will go on. We’ve got a coupla calls 



iip the line.” He consulted a road map. 
Mason, you go to Canada Comers.

That’s what they call it, anyway. Here ”— 
he indicated with a smoke-stained fore­
finger—“ you drive through the town till 
you come to the second road to the left, and 
then you turn there and keep on going till 
you come to it. I think it’s only a coupla 
houses, but some one will stop you before 
you go too far.”

‘‘You bin up there?” asked Mason un­
easily.

“ How the hell would I get time to go up 
there with all this work here?”

“ I don’t see no work,” muttered Mason. 
“ Anyway, I don’t like it. Golden said this 
morning they was shellin’ hell an’ gone outa 
the place. I bet the Germans have got it 
by now. Want me to be captured?”

“ You oughta be ashamed of yourself, 
thinkin’ about your personal safety when 
they’s poor wounded needin’ you!” rejoined 
the sergeant loftily. “ On your way now.”

Mason faded through the door. A mo­
ment later the sound of his motor was heard.

“ Bugs,” said the sergeant, “ I gotta job 
for you. There’s a bunch of men to be 
taken down from somewhere up near the top 
of Mont Noir. It’s a post they call three 
hundred an’ something, I forget what; but 
that won’t make any difference ’cause this is 
how you get there: You go through this 
dump here till you come to the second road 
to the left, then turn there an’ keep on go­
ing up the mountain till you get to it. You 
can’t miss it.”

“ That’s just what you told Mason,” ob­
jected Bugs. “ How can we go to different 
places by following the same directions?”

“ Now none of your lip,” warned the 
second sergeant, becoming irritable. “ I 
know what I’m doin’ better than you do. 
Didn’t the frog runner tell me how to get 
there? Shake it along now or I’ll have 
the loot put you on kitchen detail for a 
month.”

“ If the runner told that boob in French 
I’ll probably be in Germany to-morrow,” 
thought Bugs bitterly. Nevertheless, he 
made his departure as speedily and as un­
obtrusively as possible.

It was easy going through the town of 
Westoutre; for the moment the enemy guns 

were turning their attention elsewhere, and 
Bugs soon learned to avoid the piles of ma­
sonry that half blocked the road. But be­
yond he came upon trouble.

Three or four roads led off from the main 
one, slipping away until they were lost in 
the darkness, but none seemed to be going 
to the left. It seemed easier to keep going 
than to turn and find the road he might 
have missed, so Bugs drove on. Presently 
he came to another village. Here, in the 
square opposite the broken remnants of a 
church, his blood turned cold in his veins. 
At one side was an ambulance, and as he 
passed it a white figure rose suddenly, drip­
ping with water, from what might have 
been an ancient stone horse trough.

‘•'Glory!” thought Bugs. “I’m shell- 
shocked!” His hands, clammy with fear, 
retarded the gas violently and the engine 
of his car died.

The figure made waving motions, and 
leaping from its protecting bath, made for 
the ambulance.

“ Go away!” cried Bugs, his teeth click­
ing. It occurred to him that this might be 
a French ghost, and he tried to think of 
something conciliating to say to it in its own 
language. Adams came up to him, stark 
naked and sulky.

“ What the hell’s the matter with you?” 
he asked. “ You look as if you were seeing 
things.”

“ I am,” answered Bugs, recovering 
quickly with this proof that the apparition 
was human. “ What are you doing with­
out any clothes on in that horse trough?”

“ I ran out of gas and I’ve been waiting 
here almost an hour for some one to come 
along and get me in. It’s the first chance 
I’ve had for a bath in three weeks, so I 
took it.”

“ Suppose you got bumped off,” said Bugs 
reprovingly. “ You’d be a nice sight out 
here without a stitch on you. I’ll give you 
some gas. Got an extra bidon in the car.” 
He busied himself with the side box. 
“ Where are your wounded?” he asked.

Adams grinned. “ Sittin’ pretty in the 
ambulance. I offered to give any of them 
a bath that wanted it and one bird faint­
ed. I guess they don’t like water the way 
we do.”



The delivery of gasoline being effected 
they parted, Adams denying any knowledge 
of a post called three hundred and some­
thing on the top-of Mont Noir.

“ I’ll just keep going,” said Bugs gloom­
ily, “ Anyway, I’d rather be captured than 
have them see what I’ve done to this car.”

The road became narrower and steeper. 
From one side of it now shot splashes of 
flame and the staccato barks of the seventy- 
fives. An officer with a tiny flashlight con­
sulted an artillery’ map, the glow from the 
torch lighting for a moment his strained 
young face. A group of slightly wounded 
men came down the hill holding on to one 
another for support. Nobody paid any at­
tention to the lonely ambulance.

Around the corner he came upon a man 
in an English uniform, his collar turned 
down, his spirals slackly’ rolled. When he 
saw the car he began pointing with a swag­
ger stick he carried, now toward the east, 
now toward the west—then straight down.

“ He’s an artillery shark giving signals 
to fire,” decided Bugs respectfully, and he 
stopped his car with violence. They might 
be shooting low, and death from the mouth 
of a French gun did not appeal to him.

But no report came, and while he was 
nervously waiting for it the soldier with the 
swagger stick disapeared. After a while 
Bugs drove on. It was queer, he thought, to 
see the English uniform, but perhaps their 
lines joined with the French at this point. 
Anyway, there was a British hospital at 
Remy Siding, and the various nationals were 
closely mixed in this threatened sector in 
Flanders.

He had arrived at the top of the hill and 
still no post for wounded in sight. Instead, 
by the roadside lay twelve corpses neatly 
placed in a row, awaiting burial when the 
fighting should die down. Through the trees 
below were flashes of fire and a heavy, con­
fused roaring sound. The odor of gas float­
ed up. Dim figures seemed to be darting 
forward.

“ Hot dog!” muttered Bugs. “ I’m right 
in the middle of it. The next open space 
where I can turn round without dumping 
this bus over I’m going to get out.” The 
desire to see New York again became over­
powering.

He fingered his gas mask and decided not 
to put it on. '■ I can't drive, anyway,” he 
thought, *' and if I wear this thing I’ll be 
blind."

But the road grew narrower and narrower 
with no place to turn. Bugs became des­
perate. Fear rode beside him and dulled his 
brain. Thrice he tried to reverse the en­
gine and thrice he stalled the car. He 
thought of abandoning it and saying that 
the Germans had captured it. Rivers 
wouldn’t believe that story’. The car which 
he had longed for, had dreamed about now 
became an incubus that was likely to prove 
his death. It refused to go anywhere but 
forward. His hatred of it became deadly’ 
and personal. Let him get out of this mess 
and he’d never drive again. He would be 
company clerk and nothing else. They’ 
could send him to Leavenworth before he’d 
go to the lines a second time. He thought 
seriously’ of asking to be transferred to medi­
cal corps work in some base port, than 
which nothing could be more disgusting. 
He wondered if there were some foul leper 
hospital where they could use his services.

Before him was an open spot on which 
had once been a bam, now burned to the 
ground. The heavy log floor was still smok­
ing and creepers of flame glowed in the 
cracks. Part of one w’all stood, smoldering 
and leaning forward at a dangerous angle. 
To Bugs it meant salvation. He took a 
chance. With eyes closed and nostrils 
stinging from the smoke fumes he swept his 
car over the hot floor in a semicircle and 
out to the road again, without crashing 
through into the cellar below, without pop­
ping even one of the four tires. On the 
way home, and without reversing! Imme­
diately’ his spirits rose.

It was easy to follow the road back; even 
the engine had stopped coughing spasmodi­
cally. He bumped into shell holes and 
bumped out. Narrowly’ he avoided craters 
and did not care. Shells whistled above him 
and exploded with dull roars; they sounded 
like music to Bugs. He was not going to 
see Berlin before his friends! A few hun­
dred yards and a voice hailed him. It was 
the lieutenant with the flashlight.

“ Ambulance Americaiiie?” he shouted.
Bugs stopped.



“ The German swine have located us,” 
said the lieutenant. 11 Three of my men are 
wounded. The gun is caput. You will 
carry them, yes?”

“ Put them in,” said Bugs.
In triumph they reached the outskirts of 

Westoutre. Once again they were halted.
“ Hey, buddy!” called a plaintive voice. 

“ What section? Oh, it’s you, Buggsy.” 
The speaker leaned against the side of his 
ambulance disconsolate and fatigued. 
“ Where the hell am I? I bin lookin’ for 
my post half this blasted night with the 
whole German army chuckin’ shells at me, 
and the rest of the time I bin tryin’ to get 
back to West Toot to find out where I go. 
Every road I take has a sign up sayin’ 
■ Ralentir.’ W’here the hell is this town 
Ralentir? I can’t find it on the map.”

Bugs exploded into laughter; when he was 
able to stifle it he explained to the aggrieved 
Whiffletree: “ This is Westoutre right here. 
Ralentir is French for ‘ Slow up.’ Oh you 
poor boob!” His hysterical laughter rose 
again. “ And you’ve been spending the 
night looking for Ralentir! ”

“ I hope a shell croaks you,” muttered 
Whiffletree. “ Say, Bugs, you won’t tell the 
section, will you?”

“ No, I won’t,” answered Bugs, suddenly 
magnanimous. To be requested not to do 
anything was amazing: usually he was com­
manded with profanity.

III.

They were back at the dressing station. 
The second sergeant disappeared, but the 
French doctor and his stretcher bearers were 
watching with interest the antics of an En­
glish soldier with a swagger stick. He point­
ed it one way and another, beckoning in the 
darkness for something to come forward or 
halt.

“ Ask the English comrade what he is 
doing and where he is from,” commanded 
M. Ie Major. “ Two of my stretcher bear­
ers found him near the main road and 
brought him in.”

Bugs questioned the man.
“I am directing traffic,” he said after a 

time.
“ I see,” rejoined Bugs politely, peering 

into the darkness of the empty lane: “ but 
why direct it here?”

“ Why not?” answered the English sol­
dier indifferently, and continued his sema­
phores.

“ I think he is crazy,” explained Bugs in 
French.

The doctor lost all interest. “Ah oui, 
coucou!” He tapped his head significantly. 
“ Shell shock. There are plenty of them 
to-night. Well, put a ticket on him and 
take him back to the triage with the others.”

The soldier who had left his wits some­
where in the direction of Mont Kernel made 
no objection to this procedure. Comfortably 
installed in the back of the ambulance with 
the three wounded Frenchmen he appeared 
quite happy, more so than his companions 
who from time to time were obliged to duck 
violently in order to avoid being speared on 
the swagger stick. Driving cautiously 
through the blackness Bugs prepared to 
pilot his load back to the hospital.

For at least half the way all went well. 
Then from the interior of the ambulance 
arose a clamor, curses, groans and the heavy 
thumping of a body on the floor of the car. 
Bugs placed his mouth close to the small 
window behind him.

“ What’s the matter in there?” he called.
“My eye!” wailed the oldest of the 

Frenchmen. “ That abomination of a stick 
has put it out entirely! What foulness to be 
wounded twice in one night!”

“ Never mind,” said Bugs consolingly; 
“ you won’t have to fight any more.”

But the noise increased fourfold, and they 
were all shrieking at once.

“The Englishman! He is escaping! 
Quick, the Englishman escapes! ”

Bugs dismounted, and with trembling 
legs ran to the rear of the ambulance. The 
soldier was very husky, and if he should 
take it into his head to go away' from 
there— Nothing in the Ninety-nine Arti­
cles of War had told Bugs how to act in 
this situation. It was true. Already the 
demented one was more than half through 
the canvas flap. Only the vindictive grip of 
the blinded soldier about one ankle pre­
vented him from departing entirely.

As Bugs arrived this last impediment 
was shaken off and he fell into the ooze of
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mud. Bugs leaned over with soothing words 
to help him to his feet. A heavy fist shot up 
and caught him in the pit of the stomach. 
Gasping his agony Bugs fell forward bearing 
them both to earth. Something—a hand 
had grasped his ear and was trying to tear 
it from his head.

“You ungrateful hellion!” yelled Bugs. 
“ Leggo that ear!”

Desperate with pain, his hand closed on 
the monkey wrench in his breeches pocket 
and with a smart swing he brought it dorni 
on the stranger’s skull. Immediately the 
beginner of violence lost all interest in the 
proceedings and went to sleep. With the help 
of the wounded men Bugs dumped him in 
the ambulance and continued on his way.

“ I hope I haven’t killed him,” he re­
flected. “ After this I’m going to wear ear­
muffs.”

They had arrived at last at Boeschepe. 
Bugs superintended the unloading of his car 
and turned it around hurriedly, unaided. 
Now that he was here it didn’t seem a good 
place to stay. There was still the score for 
the damaged ambulance to pay, and the 
thought of what might be the penalty for 
nearly killing an allied soldier dazed him.

“ I’m going back after some more wound­
ed,” he called to the corporal who appeared 
tardily at the door of the hospital.

When next he returned it was daylight. 
The lieutenant was now in charge. To him 
went Bugs with sagging shoulders, fearing 
the worst.

“ I’ve nearly put the car on the blink, 
sir,” he said, hoping to get it over quickly. 
" Look at her; she's just about a wreck.”

The lieutenant glanced casually at what 
had been a smart and shiny new ambulance 
the day before.

“ Oh, that’s all right,” he replied, mellow 
with his trip to Dunkirk and some pleasing 
secret news. “ It 'll still run. I’ve had 
headquarters on the phone about the cooks, 

and they say we can have anything we 
want.”

“How’s the poor Limey shell shock?” 
asked Bugs, hoping he had died before he 
could tell the truth.

“ Shell shock nothing!” said the lieuten­
ant. “ When he was coming to from that 
crack you gave him he raved in German like 
the old he-devil himself! Some damn spy 
sneaking around spotting our artillery posi­
tions and acting crazy when any one came 
near him. He must have got out of the 
English sector. Good work, Baker.” He 
smiled broadly. “ The medecin divisionaire 
is much pleased. Because of our losses yes­
terday morning and the way in which the 
evacuations have been handled so far he is 
going to recommend me for a decoration.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Bugs, outwardly correct. 
Inwardly he cried: “ Sporting in Dunkirk 
all day and hasn't seen a front-line post yet! 
These bums get away with murder! ”

“ It has been hinted,” continued the lieu­
tenant, watching Bugs closely, “ that there 
will be other decorations. If so I shall speak 
for you.”

“He’s a prince!” thought Bugs. “I 
hope he gets the legion! ”

The mathematical sergeant appeared. At 
sight of Bugs he became very red.

“ Get off that car, you low-lived liar! ” he 
yelled. “ What the hell do you mean by 
saying the pay roll was made out when you 
haven’t even started it? Suppose you’d 
been killed! We’re going to get our money 
if we have to lose the war!”

The spark of revolt in Bugs broke into 
flame. “ Make out the pay roll yourself, 
Rivers,” he cried. “ I’m a driver now!”

Aghast at such insolence from the worm 
of the outfit, Rivers waited for his officer 
to speak.

“ I guess you are,” said the one in com­
mand thoughtfully. “ But before you start 
you'll need some breakfast.’’

u u u u
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will be next week’s Novelette. It is a graphic tale of crime and retribution, 
with a desert background in which the locale takes toll from the killers 
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WHAT HAS OCCURRED IN PARTS I and II.

THE SHADOWERS, INC., an organization of reformed criminals devoting themselves to the 
prevention and detection of crime, is retained by Miss Arabella Wyatt, an enormously wealthy 
resident of a little New York town, to inquire into the death of her fiance, Ogden Ronalds, at 

the altar as they were about to be married. She suspects his death was not due to heart disease 
and has discovered that paste gems have been substituted for her valuable family jewels. Rex 
Powell. leader of the Shadowers, Phil Howe, Lucian Baynes, Clifford Nichols, George Roper, and 
Henry Corliss, experts in various phases of crime, find that they are being shadowed, and capture 
the spy, a queer looking fellow without ears. Henry Corliss, medical expert, takes charge of the 
investigation. The Shadowers prepare to Cover all Millerstown in their efforts to learn whether 
Ronalds's death was murder. Ronalds had met Miss Wyatt while he was resting in Dr. Weir's 
sanatorium. Rex makes arrangements to be admitted as a patient, in order to investigate Weir. 
Judge Tompkins, Miss Wyatt's financial manager, is also under suspicion.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE MESSAGE FOR GEORGE.

WHEX Rex opened the main door 
of the suite occupied by the 
Shadowers the next morning the 

chair behind Ethel's desk was empty, and 
no cheery li Good morning ” greeted him. 
The panel connecting with George’s elab­
orately appointed seance chamber had 
slipped aside, and through it there came the 

sound of Phil's voice raised in half-rueful 
accents.

!i Gee. it's tough to be left behind even 
for a couple of days, doc; but if Luce isn’t 
kicking. I'm not."

“ I’ll have all I can do with those fake 
jewels,” Lucian's drawl announced. Then 
as he caught sight of the last comer he ex­
claimed: Hello. Rex! Henry has just
been assigning us the parts we are to play.”

He was standing beside the ebony table 
This story began in the Argosy-Allstory Weekly for February 24.
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upon which the huge, opalescent crystal 
rested on its black velvet cushion. George’s 
long legs swung from the dais of dully 
glimmering metallic stuffs against the op­
posite wall. Phil, at his feet, was playing 
Canfield with a pack of marked fortune­
telling cards, while Cliff lay stretched lux­
uriously on a divan, and Henry squatted 
upon the floor of the open medium’s cabinet 
like a fat, modem idol in tweeds.

“Morning, everybody!” Rex advanced 
smilingly. “ You all look mighty comfort­
able!” '

“ I am far from comfortable, in my mind 
at least,” Cliff asserted when the greetings 
had subsided. “ I view with horror and 
loathing the bleak prospect before me, but 
I am a willing martyr to the cause.”

“ You see, Rex,” Henry explained, 
“ Cliff can’t do anything more with those 
letters until he has some specimens of 
handwriting to compare with them; so I 
am sending him on ahead by a different line 
to the junction three miles from Millers­
town. As an artist in search of a place 
where he can paint in solitude, he is going 
to scout around and buy or rent a secluded 
farmhouse ready for immediate occupancy, 
which will be our headquarters. M'e’ll keep 
our earless friend hidden there.”

“ You are going to include him in our 
expedition?” asked Rex in surprise.

“There’s nothing else to be done!” 
Henry retorted. “ We can’t veiy well croak 
him. None of us can be spared for long 
to guard him in town here, and I daren’t 
trust any one else—even Pink-Eye's boys— 
if they’re not right under our hands. He's 
too important a factor in our case.”

“ Has he talked yet?”
“ Not a -word. Phil wall guard him. and 

Lucian do all he can to trace the maker 
of that junk jewelry until Cliff wires them 
in code that the farm is ready. Then they 
will bring that freak, well doped, with a 
couple of Pink-Eye’s best strong-arm guys 
in a limousine, and drop them at the farm.”

“That’s some car, too, I’ll say!” Phil 
broke in. “ Latest model Francetta, with 
the sweetest motor in the world, long lines, 
dark mulberry body, and from hubs to 
lamps she looks the money!”

“ Miss Wyatt has given me what Luce 

calls ‘ carte blanche ’ for expenses, Rex, and 
we’re going to do this thing right,” Henry 
continued. “ Lucian will descend upon 
Millerstown in style with his chauffeur as 
a millionaire mill owner looking for new 
sites. He will naturally consult Frank Dil­
worth, who is, Miss Wyatt told George yes­
terday, the largest owner and dealer in mill 
property in that part of the State. Do you 
like the idea?”

“ Splendid! That takes care of Dilworth 
as a suspect, insures Lucian’s introduction 
to the leading men of the town, and possibly 
to Miss Wyatt herself, as a mill owner,” 
Rex replied. “ Phil can hang around the 
garage where he puts up the Francetta, and 
get in with another element in the town.”

“I thought you’d get it!” Henry 
chuckled. “ The early afternoon train will 
take Miss Wyatt and her maid home. The 
next, which does not get in until midnight, 
will drop two passengers most inconspicu­
ously for the hotel. They will be strangers 
to each other, of course, and a most ill- 
assorted pair; our efficient young beauty 
expert and a certain superannuated pro­
fessor—”

Ethel?” interrupted Rex. “ But will 
she be prepared so soon? She said two 
days at least, if you remember.”

“ She has informed me that the high 
priestess of the imported dress department 
at Louisette’s—there is nothing chary about 
our Ethel’s ideas—discovered her to be a 
perfect thirty-four—whatever that is—and, 
to use her own expression, she walked into 
her new outfit. I have arranged with Miss 
Wyatt to patronize her immediately.”

“ But I mean the beautifying treatment! ” 
Rex expostulated. “ What is it—electric­
ity? Suppose she bungles it! Is she ca­
pable?”

“ ‘ Capable ’?” Henry interrupted in his 
turn. “ Those clever little fingers of hers 
know massage tricks that Cleopatra forgot, 
and she has the patter down to the last 
word. George will keep a paternal if un­
obtrusive eye on her in the hotel.”

“ George?” Rex glanced at the gaunt, 
ministerial figure on the dais.

“ A role after my own heart! ” George as­
sured him. “ Retired college professor, 
emulating Wordsworth and Dr. Johnson by 



writing a book, on unique epitaphs and going 
all over the country to collect data for it, 
nosing around graveyards and looking up 
records.

“ Rather a pathetic figure—stoop-shoul­
dered, near-sighted, a little deaf, and for­
ever dropping precious notes and manu­
scripts out of his shabby brief case. He 
will go to Judge Tompkins—who is by way 
of being the town historian. Miss Wyatt 
assures me—for the biographies of the peo­
ple whose names he has chosen from the 
local cemetery to immortalize in his work. 
He is likewise a spiritualist—not a profes­
sional one, but if he discovers any kindred 
souls he might hold a seance in somebody’s 
■front parlor. Baby! How his control would 
respond!”

“ May I offer a suggestion, Henry?” Rex 
■turned to the latter. “ You recall the name 
of Ronalds’s friend, Amos G. Benedict? 1 
had a chat with him last night that was 
illuminating, but the only point we need 
go into now is his opinion of Judge Tomp­
kins.

“ He called the judge a ‘ land pirate 
said there was no telling what fat pick­
ings he had had all these years from the 
property Miss Wyatt so trustingly left in 
his care; and intimated that the prospect of 
turning it over to her husband—and inci­
dentally rendering an accounting—made 
him view her marriage with anything but 
■favor. In fact, Benedict asserted to me 
bluntly that if there had been any suspicion 
of foul play about Ronalds’s death he 
would have looked first to Judge Tomp­
kins' ”

“Great Jehoshaphat!” Henry rubbed 
his shining bald pate excitedly. “ Besides 
Dr. Weir and the minister himself, Judge 
Tompkins was the only man near Ronalds 
at the altar when he fell! Don’t forget 
that, George, when you’re getting the dope 
on the dead ones from him.”

“ That possible aspect of the case was 
already in my mind, my dear Henry!” 
George responded with dignity. “ I have 
been hauled ignominiously before too many 
of these country justices not to know what 
avaricious old birds of prey they are!

“ By the way, Rex. Haynes Corners is 
only ten miles on the other side of Millers­

town from the junction, but Miss Wyatt 
knows of nobody named Cox living there.”

“ What about Ronalds’s personal effects 
which were left to Weir?” Rex asked.

“ Scarfpins and other jewelry to the 
value of under five thousand dollars, and a 
ring worth ten which Miss Wyatt had given 
him. Weir insisted upon her taking it 
back.”

George shrugged. “ The rest was merely 
the contents of his apartment in town— 
small library’ of first editions, a few good 
rugs and bronzes, and odd pieces of old 
furniture.”

“ His apartment was on the corner of 
the first floor, and had two entrances, the 
main one leading to the lobby and the 
other to an alley on the side street,” Phil 
volunteered unexpectedly.

“ Henry sent me up there last evening, 
and I lost seventeen iron men to the night 
porter and the house valet shooting crap. 
They both worked there at the Mandeville 
during the five years Ronalds had that 
apartment, and I tell you there was some­
thing funny about that guy.”

“ How ‘ funny’ ’?” Henry’ demanded. 
“ You haven’t told us yet—”

“ Aw, he was too good to be true!” Phil 
exclaimed disgustedly. “ No dames ring­
ing him up or dropping in to see him; no 
parties—not even a quiet little game now 
and then. And prohibition didn't mean 
anything more to him than the Sullivan 
law. I said to myself that the poor simp 
couldn’t have known he was alive. Then 
I remembered that second entrance on the 
alley, so convenient, and I began to wonder 
was he maybe extra cagy.

“ I made some joke about it, and the 
valet remembered all of a sudden that he’d 
always had two or three suits nobody ever 
saw him wear, yet they needed pressing 
once in a while. A little later on the por­
ter said Mr, Ronalds had been a terrible 
sound sleeper: a fire broke out on the 
third floor one night, and he was the only' 
tenant in the building who couldn’t be 
roused.

“ They had both been strong for him. 
though, and swore he was the best tipper 
who had ever lived in the place. That got 
me to thinking, too. A guy' don’t tip so 



high unless he’s paying for something that 
isn’t in the lease. And saints are usually 
tightwads! ”

“ There’s something in that,” Henry ob­
served thoughtfully. “ Rex, did you see 
those two Interstate fellers, Jarvis and Cad- 
walader, who went up to Millerstown for 
Ronalds’s wedding and stayed for his fu­
neral?”

" I have just come from them,” Rex 
nodded. “ Ronalds got in there through 
Benedict’s influence. That shows singular 
ingratitude in making Weir his beneficiary. 
He had an unquestionably clean record be­
hind him in smaller banking concerns, and 
he proved to be among the most efficient of 
the high-salaried men employed by the 
company.”

“ Did you—” Henry hesitated. “ Did 
you take any steps toward getting that let­
ter of introduction to Dr. Weir?”

“ I have only to telephone and it will be 
in my hands inside of an hour!” Rex 
twitched himself spasmodically, and his 
voice took on a thin, high, quavering note. 
“ On the personal recommendation of Mr. 
Ira Voorhees and with a letter of intro­
duction from Mr. Luther P. Ormsby, a new 
patient, Redmond Eustace Parr is prepared 
to present himself for treatment at Weir’s 
sanatorium.”

The rest of the short, wintry day was 
a busy one for the Shadowers. In Phil’s 
taxi Henry himself trailed Miss Wyatt and 
her maid from the Bellemonde to the sta­
tion, and from a discreet distance saw them 
safely aboard their train. A later one, 
which pulled out just as the early twilight 
was settling down, bore in the Pullman a 
slender young woman whose glossy nut- 
brown hair made her fair skin seem almost 
dazzlingly white by contrast and whose se­
vere but chic traveling costume had 
“ Paris ” stamped all over it for feminine 
eyes to appraise.

If she were inwardly seething with ex­
citement, her calmly self-possessed manner 
did not reveal it. When in the dining car 
she passed a gaunt, elderly, bespectacled 
individual it was with no apparent sign 
of recognition, although a close observer 
might have noted a slight, impudent wrin­
kling of her small, retrousse nose.

The elderly person dropped his fork, 
staring in utter stupefaction. Then a smile 
of reluctant admiration lighted his thin, 
ascetic countenance, and beneath his breath 
he apostrophized the fortunately empty 
seat facing him in words that ill accorded 
with his scholarly appearance:

“ Hot dog! She’s going to get away 
with it! ”

The long night ride seemed endless as 
the young woman sat yawning daintily over 
a book recommended to her as sufficiently 
highbrow to pass scrutiny. It drew to a 
close at last. When the porter assisted her 
to alight in the piercingly cold semidark­
ness of the station at Millerstown it was 
with a feeling of reassurance that she noted 
the stoop-shouldered elderly figure of the 
man from the dining car just behind.

He did not follow her into the lone ram­
shackle motor bus which awaited stray mid­
night passengers, however. As it rattled off 
she was aware of a sudden qualm. She had 
never felt so utterly alone in her life. In 
the wide deserted office of the old Colonial 
Hotel, after registering “ Miss Ethel Jenks, 
New York,” she lingered, haggling super­
ciliously over the price and location of 
rooms with the deaf old clerk, until she saw 
the familiar figure in its old-fashioned great­
coat enter the door.

Her room was huge and immaculately 
clean, but Ethel shivered as she crept into 
the massive four-poster bed and drew the 
covers tightly about her. Thank goodness 
George Roper was here, anyway, and Clif-; 
ford Nichols somewhere not so many miles 
away, and Henn? Corliss would arrive to­
morrow. But Rex! Of all her employers, 
he was the only one whose part in this new 
job they were pulling off had not been re­
vealed to her. She went to sleep vaguely 
disturbed.

The clear, cold sunlight of early morning, 
however, brought renewed optimism. Rex 
Powell would be all right, of course. There 
couldn’t be any actual danger to him in this 
one-horse burg.

Meanwhile there was some fast work for 
her to do. Following instructions, after 
breakfast Ethel seated herself boldly at the 
writing desk in the hotel office, ignoring the 
curious glances of the commercial traveler 



or two and the group of elderly men. 
evidently local citizens, who lounged in a 
corner.

She was busily engaged in addressing her 
sheaf of dainty announcement cards from 
the list which Miss Wyatt had given George 
of the leading ladies of the town, when, to 
her unbounded amazement, Mary Jane Du- 
senberry appeared. Her sharp features 
were pinched by the cold, and she bore the 
look of one who was being dragged by in­
visible chains. She made her way .straight 
to the desk.

“ Mr. Quincey, is there a young lady 
stopping here name of Jenks?" she in­
quired.

“ Morning, Mary Jane," the proprietor 
responded. “ Thar’s the young lady you’re 
askin’ for, settin’ at the desk."

His twanging tones carried, but Ethel 
did not raise her eyes until the angular, 
middle-aged woman stood beside her. Then 
it was with no flicker of recognition. Mary 
Jane took in the darkened hair and gasped. 
Recovering herself, she resumed her part.

“ Are you Miss Jenks?” Mary Jane’s 
nasal voice was purposely raised to carry 
to the masculine ears.

“ I am.” Ethel smiled with distant po­
liteness, but her heart was beating fast, for 
the woman was bending near. This whole 
thing was not according to schedule at all I 
What could have happened?

“ I’m Miss Arabella Wyatt’s maid, and 
if you’re the young lady she heard about 
in New York who was coming here to give 
them beauty treatments she’d like for you 
to call, miss. Meantime, she wants a jar of 
that cream—”

Slyly she slipped an envelope beneath tire 
blotter on the desk, but it had scarcely left 
her fingers when Ethel as deftly palmed it.

“ Very well. Miss Wyatt has been men­
tioned to me, and I ftad intended mailing 
her one of my cards; but you may tell her 
that I will call ”•—Ethel rose, glancing over 
the heads of the gaping onlookers to tire 
clock in the office wall—“ at twelve o'clock. 
If you will wait I will get the cream."

When George Roper, alias Professor 
Griffith Ranny, returned to his room after 
a profitably spent morning, he found a 
tiny folded note tucked under his door, and 

opened it hastily. He stared at the cryptic 
message, chuckled, and then as its meaning 
became plain to him he emitted a low whis­
tle. He had read.

Ahss wde ooiau aos shhe soe nsaa seoi, so do 
it now. One who has passed on is among us.

CHAPTER IX.

“ IF LOOKS COULD KILL----”

THE envelope which Mary Jane had 
slipped beneath Ethel’s fingers was 
sealed and blank. Once in her own 

room she tore it open excitedly, to read:
My dear Miss Jenks:

Please tell your employers at the first op­
portunity that the face I saw was real. The 
doctor will know who I mean. Tell him that 
I have actually seen the man with the scar. 
Come to me as soon as you can without 
harming your plans. I had no other means of 
getting word to you than this.

Sincerely,
A. M. W.

Ethel’s blue eyes opened wide with as­
tonishment, for she had heard nothing of 
a man with a scar; but there was no time 
to be lost, and even as she took an at­
tractively wrapped jar of cream from her 
cosmetic case and hurried downstairs the 
plan for communicating with George was 
already forming itself in her active brain.

After Mary Jane’s departure, however, 
she forced herself to finish addressing her 
announcements under the gaze of the still 
curious loungers. Then strolling over to 
the desk, she asked in her sweetest manner 
the way to the post office, her modest, 
downcast glance fastening meanwhile like 
a hawk on the opened page of the register. 
The name directly beneath that ■which she 
had signed was “ Professor Griffith Ranny, 
Burlington, New Jersey,” and opposite, in 
small, precise lettering, appeared the room 
number, '■ 32.” Her purpose had been ac­
complished, but she paused long enough to 
inquire where Miss Wyatt lived and if she 
could get a taxi to take her there.

“ Taxi? Well, now. we ain’t got none o’ 
them things in town yet, but the garage has 
ottermobiles to let out. ’Tain’t more’n half 
a mile to the manor, but you might get lost, 
bein’ a stranger here."



The proprietor tugged at his chin whis­
kers reflectively, and then added in a burst 
of evidently unwonted gallantry: “ Want 
I should call ’em up on the telephone for 
you, ma’am?”

“ The garage? Which one, Mr. Quin- 
cey?” Ethel asked.

“ Ain’t but one.” Mr. Quincey stared. 
“ Everybody gits thar ile and gas from Jim 
Iliff, and he does all the fixin’ they can’t 
have ’tended to themselves; runs the busses 
to the depot, too.”

“ Oh, then, I will be ever so much 
obliged if you would telephone to Air. Iliff 
and ask him to have a nice car here to take 
me to Miss Wyatt’s house by twelve.”

Ethel beamed upon her informant. After 
his arrival she would know at least where 
to find Phil. “ Please say I will want the 
driver to wait and bring me back again.”

Wyatt Manor was a huge, uncompromis­
ingly square old mansion of dull brick with 
a luxuriantly green ivy vine climbing almost 
to its high slate roof.

Ethel’s rattling little car entered through 
the massive stone gate posts of an austere 
iron fence and proceeded up a driveway 
bordered by great towering bare trees be­
tween the trunks of which she caught 
glimpses of sere, spreading lawns and 
empty flower beds, bald and inartistic in 
their symmetrical exactitude. Stiff-legged 
iron dogs and deer with grotesquely branch­
ing antlers stood about, and an ugly Triton 
reared his head above the dry fountain 
basin half filled with dead leaves.

“Gee!” Ethel shivered to herself. 
“ With all her money, and the bright lights 
only seven or eight hours away! Is she 
rooted here, I wonder?”

Mary Jane admitted her to the wide hall 
with its marble-topped, carved walnut hat­
rack, and led the way to an enormous 
parlor with a leaping wood fire on the 
hearth. There she left the visitor ab­
ruptly.

Ethel seated herself on a slithery horse­
hair sofa, staring about her in disdain at 
the heavy, ungainly furniture and the se­
vere portraits in their dull gold frames. She 
wondered somewhat apprehensively on her 
own account what manner of woman this 
latest come-on of the Shadowers might be.

But when the stately, gentle-eyed mistress 
of the house appeared the girl realized dim­
ly that she seemed to fit in with her sur­
roundings and they in turn lost their cold 
ugliness and became quaint and almost 
graciously homelike to her city-bred gaze.

“ Miss Jenks? I suppose I am to call 
you that?” Miss Wyatt smiled faintly as 
she held out her hand.

“ Yes, Miss Wyatt. We are none of us 
using our own names here,” Ethel replied in 
a low, guarded tone. “ You wished to see 
me in regard to that note? Are any of your 
other servants where they can hear us? Dr. 
Corliss asked me to tell you that you could 
not be too careful.”

“ I keep no menservants, and only three 
maids besides Mary Jane. They are all 
busy in other parts of the house. Dr. Cor­
liss has reached Millerstown, then?”

She asked the question with undisguised 
eagerness, and her face fell when Ethel 
shook her head.

“ Nd; but Mr. Roper is here, and I 
managed to get your message to him.”

“ I am glad of that!” Miss Wyatt shiv­
ered slightly, and the sharp eyes watching 
her noted her mounting agitation. “ Come 
over to the fire. Miss Jenks, and I will tell 
you what has happened. You know from 
your employers all about the case upon 
which they are engaged for me?”

Xot all, perhaps—there wasn’t time— 
but I guess they told you that you can trust 
me? I’ve worked in with them before, and 
we got away— I mean, they give me their 
fullest confidence. Dr. Corliss told me how 
—how the gentleman to whom you were 
being married died suddenly in the church 
a year and a half ago.”

Ethel’s voice sank sympathetically as she 
held out her daintily gloved hands to the 
blaze. “ You can talk to me about it just 
as freely as you could to them, Miss 
Wyatt.”

“ I am sure I can.” The older woman 
hesitated for a moment, and then went on: 
“ Did they tell you that I was ill for a 
long time after—after my bereavement— 
and when I recovered I could not get a 
certain face out of my mind? It was that 
of a stranger, and I couldn’t recall ever 
having seen him, so I could not be sure 



that it was not just a—a dream left from 
my delirium, until last night.”

“ The man with the scar?" Ethel 
glanced up quickly.

‘ Yes. Our train was late, and it was 
nearly ten o’clock when we arrived. No 
one was about the station, but my car was 
waiting. Mary Jane and I were hurrying 
toward it when I saw some one standing 
in the shadow by the baggage truck. Some­
thing must have gone wrong with our elec­
tric plant last night, for the lights were 
brightening and dimming quickly in a be­
wildering sort of fashion, and I could not 
see clearly.

“ Thinking it might be our local ex­
pressman, I glanced again at that figure 
just as the lights flared up vividly, and I 
saw his face!

“ It was just as».I have described it to 
Dr. Corliss and the others. There could 
be no mistake about it. I have seen it too 
often in my thoughts not to recognize it in­
stantly.”

"Did you remember then where you had 
seen him before?” Ethel asked.

“ No.” Miss Wyatt sighed and passed a 
slim hand across her forehead, touching the 
curious white streak in her hair which 
glowed in the firelight with a silvery luster. 
'• I have told your employers that the face 
seemed to be connected vaguely in my mind 
with Mr. Ronalds's death, but I did not 
know why, for no one was permitted to 
enter the church for my wedding without 
the card which had accompanied their invi­
tation, and—and later when the funeral 
took place here in this very room only inti­
mate friends were present."

Ethel restrained a slight start and 
glanced about quickly, but her hostess was 
speaking once more.

“ When I came upon him so suddenly last 
night the impression was stronger than ever, 
and I must have stood still and stared in 
the shock of my surprise, for the man 
turned just as the lights dimmed, and when 
they brightened again he was gone. All 
the way home and later when I lay in bed 
the conviction grew stronger and stronger 
that somehow the man was linked with that 
tragedy that came into my life.

•• I felt sure that I had seen him not 

once but several times, and always with 
something—some attribute present which 
appealed to the senses and which was lack­
ing last night. It was only toward morning 
that it came to me, a strange thing to con­
nect with so evil a face—the perfume and 
the vivid coloring of fresh flowers! ”

“ Well ”—this was getting rather deep 
for Ethel, and she moved slightly in her 
chair—“ there were flowers at the wedding, 
weren’t there, and—and at the funeral?”

Miss Wyatt shook her head.
“ Of course; but that is not the only 

sensation, almost a memory, which comes 
to me, not stiffly massed decorations or set 
pieces, but fresh growing flow’ers, too, and 
the scent seems overpowering. If I could 
only think—I am sure if I see the man in 
daylight it will all come back to me!”

“ He’s here, anyway—you know that,” 
Ethel observed practically. “ I don’t see 
how you can miss him if this town isn’t 
any bigger than what I saw coming to your 
house just now. All we’ve got to do is to 
find him and bring him to you.”

“ But he may go away again! I have 
not once encountered him since my illness 
until last night.” Miss Wyatt explained. 
" That is why I thought your employers 
should know at the earliest possible mo­
ment.”

“ If he leaves, the Shadowers will bring 
him back,” Ethel announced with the se­
renity of utter confidence. Then she 
jumped as a bell clanged dolorously through 
the house. “ Have you anything else for 
me to tell them, Miss Wyatt?”

“ No; but do you think you can under­
stand? It is all so very vague, and yet 
terribly clear to me! Can you convey that 
impression of the flowers?”

” I guess I can,” Ethel assented some­
what dryly, and rose, for steps were sound­
ing along the hall. ” The main thing is 
that you’ve actually seen the man. If you 
think he has got anything to do with the 
things that have happened since—”

“I don’t know what to think!” Miss 
Wyatt cast a hurried glance toward the 
hall. " I only know that he is inseparably 
connected in my mind with the—the way 
Mr. Ronalds died!”

“ Did he look any different last night 



than wnen you kind of remembered him 
from before?” Ethel persisted, although 
the front door had opened. “ What did 
he have on? Was he ragged, or—”

“Oh, no!” Her hostess interrupted 
quickly. “ He wore a heavy overcoat— 
gray, I think—and a soft felt hat; but I 
saw his face plainly. It did not have that 
fiendish expression of triumph that I seem 
to remember, but was set and stern and 
rather sad. However, it was unquestion­
ably the same man. You will come to m6 
to-morrow? It will be Sunday, but cannot 
you arrange it?”

They had moved toward the door, and 
she added the last almost in a whisper, her 
cheeks flushing more vividly than with the 
warmth which the fire had lent them, for a 
masculine voice, strange to Ethel’s ears, 
sounded now just outside.

“ Five dollars the single treatment—six 
for twenty-five.” The girl raised her own 
voice. “ That is right, Miss Wyatt. I will 
leave the other preparation here for you on 
my way to—to church to-morrow morn­
ing.”

A man holding a huge, loose bunch of 
carnations was standing by the hatrack, 
engaged evidently in heated argument with 
Mary Jane as they entered the hall. Ethel 
noted that although his hat was shabby, 
and he wore a worsted muffler, his opened 
coat was lined with rich seal. Unmistak­
ably of middle age, his face beneath the 
shock of red hair was round and unlined, 
and his figure, although inclined to stout­
ness, seemed lithe with the buoyancy of 
youth as he strode forward.

“ Arabella! Why didn’t you let me know 
you were coming back last night, so that 
I might have met you at the station’ 
These are all Miles or I could find in the 
hothouse, but you should have had your 
favorite roses—”

Ethel waited to hear no more, but with 
a nod to the stony-visaged Mary Jane she 
slipped past and out to her waiting car.

“ Can you beat it?” she murmured to 
herself as she jumped in and shut the door. 
“ That’s the other guy the doc told me 
about! I wonder—”

When she reached her own room at the 
Quincey House, Ethel found a note in an­
swer to her earlier one tucked just under 

the sill. Plumping down on the side of the 
bed, she opened it.

“ E-h-s-h-a-h-i-u.” She pronounced the 
letters slowly aloud, her brow wrinkled 
with the effort to decipher the message 
mentally. “ S-s-w-h h-o-a-h o-s-o-h a-a-s-s 
o-o-a-h-i-e-d-d-e.”

With a little grimace she rummaged im­
patiently in her bag for a pencil. On the 
back of the envelope she scribbled again 
the sentence of twenty-six letters with which 
she had concluded her note to George 
Roper: “ One who has passed on is among 
us.” Then under “ O ” she wrote “ A,” 
under “ n ” the second letter of the alpha­
bet, and so on to the end.

It was code No. 3 from the little black 
book on the shelf in George’s own seance 
chamber, and he himself had taught her 
how to read it during their first case. Now 
with it as a guide she rapidly picked out the 
letters of the message which he had slipped 
under her door. .As its meaning became 
clear her face grew longer and longer, and 
when it was finished she shuddered.

Nevertheless, at five o’clock that after­
noon, when the clear, cold twilight had al­
ready deepened to an eerie dusk, a slender 
solitary figure in a smart fur-trimmed suit 
appeared at the side gate of the cemetery. 
Although a little shriek sounded upon the 
frosty air as something moved behind a tall 
monument just within, it was quickly sti­
fled.

“Honest to Gawd. Mr. Roper!” Ethel 
exclaimed. “ You might have picked out 
a cheerfuller place and one easier to find! 
Every hick in this rube burg has got me 
lamped a mile off already. What excuse 
could I give for wanting to know where the 
cemetery was?”

“ What did jrou give?” George’s long, 
equine face lightened with an expectant 
grin as he advanced toward her.

"None at all!” she replied promptly. 
“ The undertaker sells furniture, too, and 
he’s a nice little guy. I was looking at some 
chairs and small tables for the beauty par­
lor I’m thinking of opening—maybe—and 
we got to talking about funerals somehow, 
and that’s how I found out.”

George chuckled.
“ I might have known you’d pull some­

thing like that!” Then his face sobered.



“ But what’s this about the man with the 
scar? Have you seen Miss Wyatt?”

Ethel told him the gist of the morning’s 
interview, and asked:

Is she cuckoo, or what, Mr. Roper? 
I’ve seen things in a dream, but never 
smelled anything! What could flowershave 
to do with that man?”

“ That’s a very interesting point, Ethel, 
but I think Miss Wyatt is far from going 
‘ cuckoo,’ as you put it,” George replied in 
quickened tones. “ Her subconscious mem 
—I mean, her mind refused to connect the 
thought of this man solely with the inter­
rupted wedding and the funeral, you say, 
but with fresh growing flowers whose scent 
was almost overpowering? That is highly 
significant! ’’

11 Well,” Ethel remarked a little dryly, 
“ I’ve been doing some thought connecting 
myself since morning, and I have a hunch 
she believes that man of hers was mur­
dered. What’s more, I shouldn’t be sur­
prised if her dope was right, considering 
the chances somebody took to keep her 
from getting to the office in New York and 
the way that queer-looking guy trailed all 
of us! Huh! I rang the bell, didn't I?”

She had been watching her companion’s 
face in the gathering darkness, and saw that 
the suggestion came as no surprise to him.

He glanced down at her and shrugged.
“ If she does believe that, it’s our busi­

ness to let her go right on thinking so— 
see? What are we being paid for but to 
‘ investigate ’?” He emphasized the last 
word meaningly, but Ethel was not de­
ceived.

‘‘ He was croaked, all right, and that’s 
why we're here!” she retorted doggedly. 
“ The other guy who’s making a play for 
her now called before I left. He says it 
with flowers, too! ”

“ Did you meet him?” The eagerness 
in George’s tone was undisguised.

“ Say, Mr. Roper, I wasn’t on earth 
when he blew in! I got a flash at him, 
though, as I took the air. He's red-headed 
and chunky—country rich, aS you could 
tell by the hick way he was dressed, and 
yet that fur-lined coat of his was worth a 
couple of grand, at least. He’s dippy about 
her, or else making a mighty big play, and 

she acts to me as if she was about ready to 
fall for it; but there’s one person he’s cold 
with.”

“ Who?” asked George, as she paused for 
breath.

“ Mary Jane. That old frozen-face has 
got as much use for him as I’d have for the 
district attorney! If looks could kill, he’d 
be as dead as the last guy who was going 
to marry Miss Wyatt.”

" Are you sure?” They had been pacing 
up and down before the gate, but now 
George halted abruptly in the path. “ She 
is a cranky sort of woman, you know.”

” It wasn’t crankiness I saw in the way 
she glared at him when he stepped for­
ward to meet Miss IVyatt as we came out 
of her parlor. It was just plain hate!” 
Ethel asserted. Then with a shiver she 
glanced over the wall. “ Gee, couldn’t we 
get away from here, Mr. Roper? Those 
spooky white gravestones sticking up in the 
dark give me the creeps, and it’s awful 
cold.”

“ I’ll walk with you as far as the turn 
in the road, but you’ll have to find your 
way back alone, my child. Have you made 
an appointment with Miss Wyatt?”

u I’m going to her house for a few min­
utes to-morrow- morning,” Ethel replied as 
they set off. •' Is there anything you want 
me to tell her? She "was afraid you would 
not understand her notion about the flow­
ers and the scent of them, and she’s terri­
bly anxious to have you trace that man she 
saw at the station.”

“ Tell her I understand perfectly, and 
that I must see her.” George paused for 
a moment in thought. “ Ask her to come 
alone but quite openly to the cemetery 
early to-morrow afternoon. She will find 
me puttering around among the graves over 
in the old part, copying the inscriptions. 
She has been informed of the part I am 
supposed to be playing up here. If she 
were curious to know what the old pro­
fessor was doing and stopped to look, it 
would be natural enough for him to ap­
proach her and ask her some questions 
about the people buried there. Get the 
idea?”

‘‘ I do, but I don’t believe she ever picked 
anybody up in her life—least of all in a 



graveyard!” Ethel's tone was dubious. 
“ I guess I can fix it with her, though. 
Have you heard anything from Dr. Cor­
liss?”

” You will probably see him at the hotel 
when you return now, but I don’t know 
whether he will find any means of commu­
nicating with you or not.”

“ And Mr. Powell?” Ethel asked as the 
turn in the road was reached. “ Nobody 
told me what he was going to do in Mil­
lerstown or -when he was coming.”

“ He cannot be very far off at this mo­
ment, but I don’t know when we will see 
him. Perhaps not until our work up here 
is ended.”

George spoke very gravely as he took the 
girl’s hand.

“ We must each carry out the instruc­
tions Mr. Corliss gave us, and not inquire 
too closely into what the rest are doing, 
or we might interfere with one another. A 
chance word could give one of us away. I 
am sure you wouldn’t want to do that, 
Ethel; so be careful every minute.”

She promised, but as she started off 
pluckily down the dark, lonesome road her 
vague disquietude of the previous night re­
turned twofold. It was plain that Rex 
Powell’s part in this deal they were putting 
over was to be kept a secret from her. But 
why? To be sure, she wasn’t a real mem­
ber of the gang—only just working for 
them—and they had the right to tell her 
no more than they chose.

A dog howled mournfully somewhere in 
the distance, and something rustled in the 
bare, brittle bushes close by. But the lights 
of the first houses twinkled ahead, and 
Ethel kept straight upon her way with a 
new resolve forming itself in her mind. She 
was no snitcher, and she wouldn’t crab any­
body’s act, but come what might she meant 
to locate Rex Powell.

CHAPTER X.

THE CRY IN THE NIGHT.

AT the moment of George Roper’s part­
ing injunction to Ethel at the turn 
of the road, a tall, distinguished- 

looking man was being assisted from a 

smart little station coupe before the wide- 
flung doors of a great rambling old house 
a few miles away. The light streamed 
forth invitingly, outlining the sturdy form 
of the butler as he. hurried down the steps 
to offer his arm to the newcomer. The 
latter accepted it with a jerky nod of 
thanks.

“ Just one step more, sir. There you 
are'” The servant spoke with respectful 
encouragement. “ Right in here, sir. The 
doctor will see you at once.”

A cheerful fire was blazing on the hearth 
in the immense hall, lighting up the tro­
phies of big game upon the paneled walls 
and playing over the lounging chairs and 
low tables scattered about, vying with the 
soft sidelights and the tall lamp on the 
newel post of the staircase. Despite its 
size, a pleasant, welcoming atmosphere per­
vaded it. The butler led the new patient 
straight into a smaller apartment at the 
side.

Here, too, a wood fire crackled. A great 
dog was stretched lazily before it on the 
hearth. Low lights glowed on deep- 
cushioned chairs and wide davenports which 
invited relaxation. Bookcases lined the 
walls, and the mellow tints of the rugs and 
draperies gave the room a coziness which 
the hall had lacked. The newcomer tot­
tered to a chair and sank into it with no 
apparent interest in his surroundings. The 
muscles of his face were drawn and twitch­
ing, and as he sat with his head bowed 
upon his hand a nervous tremor shook his 
whole body.

His brain was coolly, keenly alert, how­
ever. That suave butler had the torso of 
a Hercules beneath his immaculate black 
coat; the eyes under the low, beetling 
brows were quick-shifting and narrow, and 
the prognathous jaw more like that of a 
prizefighter than a house servant. If sheer 
brawn were necessary in an emergency, he 
looked capable of handling two or three 
average men. What would be the next sign 
to present itself of the iron hand of which 
Mr. Voorhees had spoken?

As though in answer to his thought, the 
shepherd dog rose from the hearth, 
stretched himself, and came slowly forward 
with the slinking glide peculiar to his breed.



His eyes showed neither friendliness nor 
hostility as he sniffed at the stranger, but 
only an intense watchfulness. When, sat­
isfied, he turned away, it was to crouch 
across the threshold with his wolflike head 
between his paws, on guard. He had scarce­
ly settled himself, however, when a lithe 
step sounded along the hall and a deep, 
pleasant voice spoke in amused reproof.

“ Hector! Is this the way to welcome a 
guest? My dear Mr. Parr, I was delighted 
to know that a friend of Mr. Ormsby’s 
nephew was coming to pay us a visit.”

A warm, firm hand clasped his limp, 
shaking one, and Rex Powell looked up 
into a pair of smiling, dark eyes set in an 
almost boyishly smooth countenance above 
a short, straight nose and a mobile mouth 
with a mildly humorous quirk at the cor­
ners. The doctor’s hair was blond, but his 
skin was healthily tanned. His big frame 
in impeccable dinner clothes was borne with 
the unconscious poise of an athlete.

“ You are Dr. Weir?’’ Rex spoke softly. 
“ Happy to know you, sir, even under the 
circumstances which bring me a wreck to 
your establishment. I have been hearing 
the most remarkable things of you from 
both Gideon Ormsby and Ira Voorhees. I 
have a letter here from Luther Ormsby— 
and I’ve come to you as a last resort.”

Dr. Weir accepted the envelope which 
his new patient extended and thrust it, 
without a glance, into the pocket of his 
dinner jacket. Then he drew’ up a chair.

“ Voorhees and Ormsby are both splen­
did old chaps, but they have an exaggerated 
idea of the hospitality they received here,” 
he observed confidentially. “ As a young 
man, Voorhees had -worked hard physically, 
and the strenuous mental effort of these last 
few’ sedentary years as head of his huge 
business had tried his brain. He wanted 
to rest and play, and didn’t know it. He 
w’ent back to his responsibilities a new man.

“ Ormsby, on the other hand, grew’ tired 
of playing about several years ago, and—I 
hope, Mr. Parr, that you will never tell 
him—he took refuge from the boredom and 
tyranny of society in the study of Luther 
P. Ormsby, and what he could make that 
nervous system of his do to him if he gave 
his undivided attention to it!

“ He found it was getting the best of him, 
and so he came up here and got interested 
in other things, and by the time he went 
home he realized that there w'as a lot of 
pleasure and enjoyment in the world still. 
One learned to work, and the other to play, 
you see. What can we help you to do, Mr. 
Parr?”

Rex wras fully aware that during the 
course of the doctor’s seemingly garrulous 
talk he w’as being subjected to the closest 
possible scrutiny, but he had schooled him­
self well in his part, and now he shook his 
head with a wan smile.

“ To rest, doctor, if that were possible. 
I have recently been through a harrowing 
experience of a private nature that shot me 
all to pieces; can’t close my eyes, and drugs 
and opiates are no good to me. I feel as 
though sleep would never come to me 
again.”

With all the typical neurasthenic’s mor­
bid eagerness to discuss his own case, Rex 
launched into a lengthy and carefully re­
hearsed recital of his supposed sufferings, 
and Dr. Weir listened with an air of warm, 
sympathetic interest. His dark eyes con­
tracted slightly at the mention of each tell­
ing symptom, and the new patient knew’ 
that he missed no w’ord.

“ I came to you, doctor,” Rex concluded, 
“ because I have a horror of the thought of 
restraint, of rules and regulations, and aiay 
enforced course of training or treatment, 
or the use of hypos, which I particularly 
abhor. Yet I must sleep or-—or I shall go 
mad! ”

He raised his clenched, shaking fists to 
his temples, and Dr. Weir rose with a little 
laugh.

“ You w’on’t find any of that here, Mr. 
Parr, and you’ve come to me in the right 
spirit. I can’t force you to stand on your 
feet—no man can—but I can show’ you how’ 
to find them again when you feel like try­
ing. Meanwhile you shall have absolute 
rest, I promise you. You w’ould not care 
to join us for dinner?”

• “Oh, no!” Rex shuddered his protest. 
“ I don’t want to meet anybody, talk to a 
lot of strange chaps—”

“ I have only three other guests staying 
here at present with whom you would come 



in contact. You’ll find them interesting and 
good company when you want any,” Dr. 
Weir interrupted. 'T am a bachelor, you 
know, and we are quite informal; wear 
what you like and do as you please! I 
merely change for dinner because it’s a 
habit.”

He added the last almost apologetically. 
Rex realized the sound suggestion of morale 
beneath it. He brushed it aside with seem­
ing impatience.

“ Who are the others, doctor? Perhaps 
it is against your rules if your patients 
prefer to remain incognito, but I should 
like to know the manner of men with whom 
I must associate.”

Dr. Weir’s hand rested lightly for a mo­
ment on his shoulder.

“ There are no ‘ musts ’ here and no 
rules, Mr. Parr. None of my guests has 
any reason for concealing his identity from 
the others. They are all three men of 
whom you have probably heard, if you are 
not already acquainted with them—Rich­
ard Vanderpool, Avers- Yates, and Senator 
Underton.”

“ Don’t know them personally.” Rex 
shook his head, but the twitching start that 
he gave was not altogether an assumed 
one. Vanderpool, of the great steamship 
line; Yates, the soap manufacturer; and the 
fiery Senator whose revolutionary speeches 
had well-nigh disrupted the last administra­
tion! With such men having the freedom 
of the establishment, surely nothing of a 
suspicious nature could be going on. He 
added querulously: “ In my present state 
of mind, doctor, I don’t want to make 
conversation; I want to be let alone.”

“ And you shall be.” Dr. Weir pressed 
a button in the wall. ” William will show 
you to your room and bring you up a bite, 
and I’ll look in on you later and leave some 
powders with you, just for to-night. You 
need not touch them, of course, unless you 
think they will help you.”

William, the stalwart butler, assisted him 
up the broad, shallow stairs and to a door 
just at their head. Rex glanced quickly 
over its lock and the length of the jamb as 
he passed through, noting that there was 
neither key nor bolt. Then his eyes swept 
the spacious, cheerful room with the wide 

bed open invitingly, and a coal fire glowing 
in the grate.

The ceiling was a bare expanse of calci­
mine, for light was furnished by side brack­
ets and a reading lamp at the bed’s head. 
The walls were paneled in dull gray, a soft 
gray carpet covered every inch of the floor 
space, and heavy draperies of the same rest­
ful hue hung at the window.

“ Your bath is drawn, sir,” William an­
nounced. *• If you’d like any assistance, 
just touch the bell here.”

He indicated the brass plate in the wall 
beside the light switch. Rex waved him 
away with the testiness of the chronic in­
valid.

“ Thanks, no. I shall be quite all right 
by myself.”

" Very good, sir. Dinner will be served 
to you in half an hour.”

The butler retreated, closing the door 
softly. Rex, left alone, paced shakily up 
and down for a few minutes in seeming aim­
lessness, conscious of even the remote pos­
sibility that he might be under invisible 
surveillance through some peephole or con­
cealed aperture. His gaze sought in vain 
for such an opening. There was no key 
nor bolt on the inside of the door through 
which he had entered, and he saw that the 
one leading to the white tiled bath beyond 
had not even a catch or spring to hold it in 
place.

His baggage had been unfastened ready 
to his hand, but there was no indication 
that it had been disturbed. He searched 
for robe and slippers, and then made his 
way to the bathroom. Tubbing hastily, he 
returned to the bedroom and dragged him­
self back and forth once more as though 
driven relentlessly by tortured nerves. 
Then pausing at the window, he drew the 
draperies impatiently aside.

Venetian shutters were folded back on 
either hand. Through the opened upper 
sash he could see the first faint glimmering 
of stars in the night sky. The window itself 
was beaded with moisture from the heat of 
the room and revealed merely a blank ex­
panse of opaque darkness.

Turning, Rex flung himself into a chair 
by the hearth, his glance traveling over 
every brick of the fireplace. No chink nor 



cranny was visible in its smoothly mor­
tared surface. He was lifting his eyes to 
the molding, when they were arrested mid­
way by the mantel, which sagged a trifle 
from the chimney piece, disclosing a narrow 
crevice behind.

Rising, he went to the window again. 
Then, as if fretted because he could not 
see beyond, he crossed to the light switch 
in the wall and turned it, plunging the room 
in darkness. He had thrown his sack coat 
purposely over the back of a chair when he 
disrobed. Now he reached it in one noise­
less spring, fumbled with the lining for an 
instant, and tottered to the fireplace, aware 
that he would be in the radius of the glow 
from the live coals.

There he stood with both arms resting 
on the mantel in an attitude of exhaustion, 
but one hand moved swiftly, unerringly to 
that crevice at its back. The next minute 
he was at the window again, rubbing upon 
the pane.

The dark, towering trunks of trees 
loomed without. He could hear the sough­
ing of the night wind in their bare branches. 
No other building seemed near. He was 
turning away, when a tiny pinpoint of light 
flashed out for an instant from the ground 
below, darted upward in a streak across his 
window, and vanished as quickly as it had 
appeared.

Was it merely the watchman making his 
rounds, or had the doctor deemed it ad­
visable to keep his latest patient under 
espionage from without, at least for that 
first night?1

When at length William appeared with a 
tastefully arranged tray, the lights were 
once more turned on, the curtains drawn, 
and Rex was crouched shivering over the 
coals in the .grate. He had purposely eaten 
a late and hearty lunch upon the train. 
Now, although the breast of broiled young- 
turkey and crisp salad looked most appe­
tizing, he satisfied his slight hunger with 
the bowl of broth and glass of hot milk on 
the tray, leaving the rest untouched. On 
the butler’s return he remarked:

“ William, the key is missing from my 
door. Will you bring it to me, please, or 
one that will fit?”

If he had expected an excuse or evasion, 

he was disappointed, for the man responded 
promptly without a change of expression: 
“ Very good, sir.”

Yet when he had removed the tray an 
hour passed before a knock sounded again 
upon the door. Then it was Dr. Weir 
himself who entered after Rex’s weak re­
sponse.

“ Sorry you didn’t try the turkey, Mr. 
Parr,” he remarked. “ They’re milk fed, 
raised on the place here, and rather a hobby 
of mine.”

“ I can’t eat, doctor; haven’t touched 
solid food for days,” Rex mumbled, running 
his hands through his hair. “ This is a very 
restful room, and I see that you have con­
siderately provided me with some good 
reading matter, but if I could get just one 
night’s sleep I’d thank Heaven for it! I— 
I’m half inclined to try one of your pow­
ders, after all. Do you see how weak even 
my will has become?”

“ It isn’t weakness to be amenable to 
common sense, my dear fellow!” the doc­
tor responded laughingly as he drew a small 
box from his pocket. Taking out two fold­
ed papers, he extended them to his new 
patient. “ That tedious train trip was a 
bore, and you are further disturbed by 
finding yourself in strange surroundings, but 
you will be more composed to-morrow.

“ Take one of these when you feel like it, 
and the other in an hour or two if you are 
not sleepy by then. They are quite harm­
less. By the way, William said you asked 
for your door key, and he has searched all 
over for one, but there isn’t such an article 
in the house. Nobody ever locks a door 
here, and your key must have been lost 
long ago. But on Monday I will have a 
man over from Millerstown to supply one 
for you.”

Without quite knowing why, Rex felt it 
incumbent upon him to tender an excuse.

“ It is merely a habit, I suppose, doctor, 
but I never sleep without a locked door— 
haven’t in years. I have been an almost 
constant traveler—but I don’t want to talk 
about myself just now. I think I will take 
one of these immediately, since it will not 
take effect for an hour.”

He tottered to the bedstand, poured out 
a glass of water with a tremulous hand,



and, standing so that the doctor could 
watch his every move, he unfolded the 
paper, raised it to his lips, and apparently 
swallowed its contents as a few grains shook 
down upon the front of his robe. Then 
he crumpled the paper, returned to the fire­
place, and flung it upon the coals, where 
it blazed up and was gone, together with 
the powder, which in reality he had not 
tasted.

“ I will leave you now.” Dr. Weir 
turned to the door and paused. “ I have a 
houseman who is almost as much of a 
night owl as you profess to be, Air. Parr. 
If at any hour you desire anything, I think 
you will find him awake to answer your 
ring. Breakfast at whatever time you like. 
This is liberty hall, you know. Good 
night.”

Rex responded, smiling wanly. When the 
door had closed behind the doctor, he 
opened the window’ wide, turned out the 
lights and went to bed.

Why had he felt almost apologetic that 
he had not dined more heartily when the 
doctor mentioned it, and what had impelled 
him to utter that superfluous explanation 
when the import of the subterfuge about the 
door key was so plain? He lay watching 
the dying glow upon the hearth and marvel­
ing at himself for falling so easily under 
the spell of his host’s personality. Weir 
seemed indeed like the “ big, blond, good- 
natured boy ” of Voorhees’s description, 
with only those oddly incongruous dark eyes 
of his to strike a note above the merely 
pleasantly commonplace in his appearance. 
If his easy, informal manner were profes­
sionally assumed, it was well done. His 
psychology as applied to the average hypo­
chondriac would be sound. The brawny 
pseudo-butler, the alert, powerful dog, the 
keyless door, and the watchman on guard 
below—surely these were not remarkable 
in a sanatorium which catered to nervous 
disorders!

Rex strove to recall in detail his two: 
brief conversations with this man in whose 
hands he had placed himself, but his 
thoughts grew hazy and nebulous. Though 
he fought against it, he realized that sleep 
was fast overtaking him. He had meant 
to watch until dawn to see if any one 

came through that unfastened door and for 
what purpose. He had trained himself, in 
the old days when safety from the law 
hung in the balance, to far longer vigils 
than this. If he had taken the powder 
which the doctor gave him it would account 
for this creeping lethargy which benumbed 
his faculties, but not a particle of it had 
passed his lips.

He rose and made his way to the win­
dow, breathing the fresh, cold air deeply. 
Then temporarily aroused, he paced the 
floor, but it was of no avail. His eyelids 
grew heavier and heavier, and at last he 
stumbled over to the bed once more. Per­
haps if he permitted himself an hour’s 
sleep—

Was that some one creeping softly 
around the foot of his bed? Rex opened 
his eyes cautiously, but the coals in the 
grate were quite dead and the darkness was 
impenetrable. Was the door ajar? He 
could not tell, although the sudden draft of 
frosty air from the window seemed to in­
dicate that it was. Surely he must be 
dreaming, or else the nerves which he had 
so grossly maligned were going back on him 
now, for the sensation of another presence 
was poignant and the slithering sound of 
those footsteps grew nearer and nearer.

He closed his eyes and forced himself 
to breathe heavily and regularly as one 
deep in slumber. While he lay motionless 
except for the slow rise and fall of his 
breast he fancied that for an instant a 
light flashed across his closed lids, but he 
dared not trust his own perceptions.

Imagination or reality, it seemed that 
some one was fumbling about the ward­
robe and the dresser. The creak of leather 
came to him as if his bags were being 
moved about, while the footsteps appeared 
to be passing and repassing around his bed. 
But it was all vague and chimerical, and he 
drifted off into unconsciousness once more.

How long he slept Rex did not know, 
but when he awakened again it was to find 
himself sitting bolt upright in bed with 
his scalp tingling and every nerve tense. 
A peculiar vibration hung pulsing upon the 
air, and even as he waited it came for 
the second time—a hideous wailing cry that 
rose high in the shuddering darkness and 



then ceased as abruptly as though two 
hands had closed about the throat which 
emitted it.

Was it the howl of a dog or the choking 
scream of a human being in mortal agony? 
Rex tried to drag himself from his bed, but 
his limbs seemed weighted with chains. He 
could only wait impotently for a repetition 
of the horrible sound.

None came, however, and as the minutes 
lengthened drowsiness descended again over 
him and gradually he relaxed upon his pil­
low.

The wintry sun was high when he came 
to himself and lay staring about in bewil­
derment. There were his bags as he had 
left them, his clothes on their hangers were 
visible through the half-opened door of the 
wardrobe and the toilet articles were still 
spread carelessly on the dresser. Had those 
sly footsteps, that light flashing across his 
closed eyes, the hideous cry in the night 
been all part of a distorted dream?

There was an odd, dry taste in his mouth 
and his head felt congested, throbbing hotly 
as he rose. His ears buzzed, a cloud cov­
ered his vision and as his limbs gave way 
and he sank down suddenly upon the side 
of the bed the truth was borne in upon him.

Well might the doctor have smiled when 
he assured him that the powders were harm­
less' He had not depended on his patient’s 
tractability in taking them to insure him a 
night’s repose, but the broth, the milk! In 
spite of himself Rex Powell had been 
drugged!

CHAPTER XI.

THE SECRET CONCLAVE.

“ XT? T ELL, that’s over, if we can only 
keep him there! Are you sure 
your message went through to

Henry, Cliff?”
The Lucian Baynes who paused in the 

doorway at the head of the steps leading- 
up from the cellar was a very different 
looking individual from the immaculately 
groomed jewel expert of the Shadowers’ 
offices in town. Dust and cobwebs covered 
him from top to toe, plaster streaked his 
hair and a swelling bump over one eye lent 

him a ruffianly air totally at variance with 
his usual fastidious appearance.

But if he was changed no less so was his 
host. Cliff wore a two-days’ growth in ad­
dition to his meticulously clipped mustache 
and goatee, his nails were split and dirty 
and the heavy sweater and old, baggy 
trousers in which he was attired bore little 
resemblance to the artistic, slightly outre 
garb which he ordinarily affected. His tem­
per, too, seemed to be on edge as he re­
torted :

“ You got yours, didn’t you? For heav­
en’s sake, shut that door! ”

“ Phil’s down there yet, giving final in­
structions to those boys of Pink-Eye’s when 
our earless friend shall have come out of his 
trance. They’re warm and snug on those 
old sofas right by the furnace—leave it to 
you to find modern improvements in the 
backwoods! But why on earth didn’t you 
clean out that filthy hole—”

Lucian glanced down in disgust at his 
clothes and then helplessly about the wide, 
low-raftered old-fashioned kitchen.

“ There’s a brush behind the door and 
soap and a towel over by the sink,” Cliff 
interrupted frigidly. “ Dip a piece of 
brown paper in vinegar and stick it over 
that bump on your head and you’ll feel 
more human! Serves you right if you 
didn't look out for that beam in the cellar! 
I found this place before I’d been in the 
neighborhood twenty-four hours and I’ve 
had enough to do since Saturday getting it 
in order and dragging that old furniture 
down from the attic, while you’ve frittered 
away your time around fake jewelers in 
town! ”

Lucian stared, ignoring the slur.
‘•'‘Brown paper and vinegar!’” he re­

peated. “ Since when have you become 
proficient in country remedies?”

Cliff flushed.
“ Mrs. Simmons recommended it when I 

banged my own head down there,” he ad­
mitted. “ She’s the neighbor who cleaned 
the house for me and cooked up all that 
food. He indicated the table upon which 
stood a huge cold roast of beef flanked by 
an array of pies, cakes and biscuits.

“ Thank heaven for that! ” murmured 
Lucian as he began operations with the
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brush in a far comer. “ I'm hungry as a 
bear.”

“Whew!” Phil emerged from the cellar 
and banged the door behind him. “ That 
guy’ll be dead to the world till morning. 
Got some grub and coffee for the boys? I’ll 
take it down to them.”

“ Slice up some of that beef.” Cliff set 
the coffeepot on the range. “ You’ll find 
butter and cheese and a pitcher of cream 
in the pantry. You didn't have any diffi­
culty in locating the place, did you?”

“ No. I followed your directions after 
leaving the junction until I saw those three 
lanterns in a row on your rural delivery 
box out there where you left them for us,” 
Phil replied. “ How far is this from Mill­
erstown?”

“ Only two miles, but the mills and can­
neries stretch away on the other side and 
the country is almost deserted around here. 
That’s why I decided on this house, miser­
able as it is—not because it happened to 
have a heater in it!”

Cliff glanced witheringly at Lucian as the 
latter turned from his ablutions at the sink, 
but he was oblivious.

Footsteps were crunching the frost- 
packed ground outside the window. In. 
another moment they sounded upon the 
little porch. Phil sprang toward the door 
just as it opened revealing George in his 
shabby, professorial make-up, carrying the 
three lanterns which he had prudently re­
moved from the mailbox, and an unusually 
well-groomed and opulent looking Henry in 
a fur-collared overcoat with a small brown 
derby set rakishly on his bald head.

“ God A’mighty! It’s good to see you 
fellers! ” the latter beamed upon them. " I 
can tell you, Cliff, I was glad when your 
message came! Did Lucian and Phil bring 
your star boarder safely with his two keep­
ers?”

“ Sh—h, not so loud!” Cliff warned. 
“ They’re down in the cellar. Phil is going 
to take some supper to the chaps who are 
guarding that repulsive creature. Then 
we’ll bolt the door on this side and talk.”

“ I’ll go with him: I want to have a look 
at that guy.” Henry turned to Lucian. 
“ Did he give you any trouble on the trip 
up here?” ।
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“ No. He was unconscious all the way 
for his—er—nurses gave him a hypodermic 
last night when we put him to bed in that 
speak-easy Pink-Eye’s pal runs across the 
Hudson from Poughkeepsie. They doped 
him again before we left this morning, but 
the proximity wasn’t any too pleasant.”

Lucian shuddered, and then added as his 
eyes traveled over the rotund figure before 
him. “ Why the gorgeous raiment, Henry? 
Phil and I will turn up in Millerstown to­
morrow, you know; what part are you play­
ing there, managing a theatrical troupe?”

“ I’m a gentleman! ” Henry replied naive­
ly. “ An efficiency expert engaged in New 
’York by Miss Wyatt to come and speed 
things up generally at her mills and can­
neries.”

“ ‘ Efficiency!’ My sainted aunt!” Cliff 
stared. “ What do you know about mills 
and canneries? They’ll discover that you’re 
an impostor the moment you start in to 
make suggestions and changes!”

“Not me, son!” Henry chuckled. “I 
go through the plants looking wise and say­
ing nothing, get their typewritten reports 
and send them to a real efficiency shark in 
New York. He dopes out the answer and 
sends it to me by return mail. I get it all 
down pat, go back to that plant and make 
the fur fly. Phil, has that feller been talk­
ing?”

“ Only once, as he was going under the 
dope at Pink-Eye's before we carried him 
out and put him in the car yesterday after­
noon.”

Phil poured the steaming coffee into cups 
upon the heaped-up tray.

“ It was darned funny, doc. He was 
passing out of the picture real peacefully 
when all at once he started up and shouted: 
‘ Damn yer, I don’t trust yer! Some­
time when yer don’t need me no more you’ll 
forget and leave me there!’ It don’t make 
any sense to me—say, what’s the big 
idea?”

Henry had grasped him by the arm to the 
imminent peril of scalding them both and 
his voice shook as he demanded:

“ You’re sure those were his exact words? 
What else did he say?”

“ Nothing else; just mumbled something 
and went out. If you’re coming, bring that 



other tray, doc, and look, out for these 
stairs.”

When the two had disappeared Cliff 
turned to George.

“ Any word from Rex? I don’t half like 
the idea of his being alone and helpless in 
that place if there is anything wrong about 
it.”

“ No more do I, but it was his own sug­
gestion and he insisted that we make no 
attempt to communicate with him until 
after he had been there at least three days. 
This is Monday. To-morrow night I think 
Henry is going to try to get in touch with 
him; he isn’t any too easy in his mind about 
it either.”

There was an anxious note in George's 
tones.

“ Ethel smells a rat, too. She asked me 
pointblank on Saturday where Rex was and 
what he was doing. Since he had made us 
all promise not to tell her I was up a tree.”

“ What did you say?” Lucian asked curi­
ously. When that young person makes 
up her mind to find out anything I have ob­
served that she usually achieves her end.”

I practically warned her to mind her 
own business or she would give the whole 
show away. She took it so meekly that I 
shouldn’t be at all surprised if she starts 
something.” George shook his head.

“ By the way, I met her again this after­
noon, Cliff, and she slipped me these sam­
ples of handwriting for you. I suspect that 
except for the notes you will find here from 
prospective patrons she stole the greater 
number of them, for two or three are letters 
of an exceedingly private nature. Ethel’s 
ethics are elastic enough to stretch over a 
minor consideration of that sort.”

“ That beautifying treatment seems to 
have registered a hit among Miss Wyatt’s 
neighbors.” Cliff was running quickly 
through the packet of papers which the 
other had given him.

“ I shudder to think what would happen 
if Ethel stepped out of character for a mo­
ment in the presence of one of the good 
ladies and expressed herself in her own pic­
turesque fashion, solecisms and all!”

“ Don’t begin to shudder yet on that score. 
Cliff,” Lucian advised dryly. 451 don’t know 
whether you chaps have noticed it or not, 

but our Ethel is improving herself rapid­
ly and I confess to an unbounded admira­
tion for her. George, have you by any 
chance encountered my subject, Mr. Frank 
Dilworth?”

Before George could reply Phil came 
leaping up the cellar stairs with Henry puff­
ing after. When the door was closed and 
bolted they gathered about the table. Cliff 
served supper to the two new arrivals from 
the city and while they ate he made his own 
report to the medical expert.

“ The people had only moved out of here 
two weeks ago—on the first of the month—* 
and I hired it as it stood on Saturday; took 
possession that afternoon, after writing you 
and wiring to Luce and Phil in code. I got 
a woman to work here to-day, but yesterday 
I had a deuce of a time trying to clean and 
straighten things alone, so it was late after­
noon before I could get a local from the 
junction to Haynes’ Corners.”

Phil paused with his fork halfway to his 
lips and looked up sharply, but it was 
Henry who voiced the question:

“ Did you find out anything about' Cox,’ 
to whom our bird telephoned just before 
George threw that fit in front of him?”

“ All there is to find out—now.” Cliff 
shrugged. “ He went away suddenly on 
Saturday. Before midnight the house 
burned to the ground, together with two of 
the smaller outbuildings, although they were 
reasonably far off and the wind wasn’t in 
that direction. I didn’t have to go farther 
than the station for my information. A 
group of the natives were gathered around 
the stove there and when I asked the agent 
the way to Cox’s place everybody talked up 
at once to tell me what had happened.

“ No one actually suggested arson, al­
though the inference was plain from the 
way they looked at one another. I lost no 
time in explaining that I hadn’t seen him 
in several years, but he had written to me 
recently about a business matter. I al­
lowed my manner to convey the impression 
that I didn’t think very highly of my friend 
Cox. Before the next train back I had all 
the data you wanted.”

“ Who was he? Did he live alone?”
“ He appeared in Haynes Corners about 

two years and a half ago and bought that 



old farmhouse and a few acres for three 
thousand dollars. He painted it up and 
put in open plumbing, and a phone, and 
electric lights, but there his ambition 
seemed to stop, for he made no effort to 
farm or renovate the outbuildings. He was 
little and dark and consumptive in appear­
ance and spent most of the first few weeks 
chasing about the country in a disreputable 
flivver. He wasn’t at all sociable. Those 
who had been inclined to be friendly soon 
learned to leave him alone.

“ Nobody seemed to know just when or 
from where the farmhand came. I gath­
ered the general idea prevailed that he was 
a tramp whom Cox had taken in. Mike 
was the only name he was known by, but 
my informants were all sure he was a for­
eigner. He fixed up the barn and out­
buildings, raised a few chickens and farmed 
after a fashion, and he drove that wretched 
little car with a recklessness that called 
down the wrath of the neighbors. These 
two have lived alone together ever since. 
Though Cox himself was often away for 
weeks at a time no one knows where. At 
rare intervals a third man was seen in the 
car with them. From the descriptions I 
take it that he was our friend now reposing 
in the cellar. Nobody ever saw him come 
or go.

“ The ticket agent spoke up then and 
recalled the only visitor before me who had 
ever come by train to see Cox. It was a 
year ago last spring. This chap was dark, 
too, and spoke with an accent like a road­
mender—Italian, I should imagine. He 
went away the next day. buying his ticket 
only as far as the junction. That was all 
the news up to last Monday morning.”

“ What happened then?” Henry demand­
ed impatiently as Cliff paused,

“ Mike appeared at the station with a 
collection of antiquated hand luggage and 
took the first train for Albany, saying that 
he was going to Canada to see his brother. 
Right there a controversy started, one of 
Cox’s neighbors insisting that he had seen 
Mike about the place late Thursday night 
and again on Friday.

“ However that may be, Cox walked 
down to the post office carrying a suitcase 
Saturday afternoon and said he had been 

called away suddenly and didn’t know how 
long he should be gone, but he wanted his 
mail held. Since he was never known to 
have any except the circulars and advertis­
ing matter sent broadcast to farmers the 
postmaster—who was one of the old codgers 
I talked to around the stove—didn’t see 
why he made such a to-do about it.

“ Anyway, he took the train for Albany 
and in the evening his house went up in 
smoke. The neighbors turned out to try 
to save it, but as one of them who had 
been there told me—the same one who in­
sisted he had seen Mike about late in the 
week—‘ it seemed to burst a-fire all over 
at once.’ ”

“ Did you hear anybody call this neigh­
bor by name?” George inquired.

“ The postmaster spoke of him as ‘ Old 
Man Kennedy ’ after he’d stamped out 
furious because no one believed he had 
seen Mike. He had long chin whiskers and 
a wart on his nose, and he ejects tobacco 
juice further than any other mortal I ever 
saw in my life! ”

Cliff grimaced in disgust.
“ Did the station agent describe that 

Italian who came by train to see Cox?” 
Lucian had pushed aside his plate and his 
small blond mustache fairly bristled with 
excitement. “ Jove, if it should be—”

“ How could he?” Cliff retorted. “ He 
only saw the man twice, a year ago last 
spring.”

And it's a year ago last spring since 
Miss Wyatt last saw her jewels—if they 
were still the real ones and not substitutes 
which she showed to Ronalds when she told 
him that the brides in her family always 
wore the Merrington diamond!”

Lucian turned to Henry.
“ I located the manufacturer of the pearls 

late Saturday. You remember they were 
of rather a cheap grade? It was a rush 
order early in June through a little novelty 
shop on Thirty-fourth Street. I found it 
open in the evening and bluffed the pro­
prietor into showing his order book to me.

“ The purchaser was an Italian and he 
had brought the originals—-a superb string 
and pendant—for the jeweler to note^the 
size and color, matching the tints as well 
as he could with some imitations he had 



there, for the customer would not leave the 
genuine to be copied. That shopkeeper was 
a rascal if I ever saw one, Henry, and he’d 
make a first-rate fence if he’d been a bit 
more shrewd.

“ Finally I got it out of him that the way 
his customer talked showed he knew more 
than a little about fake stones of all sorts. 
There’s an Italian I used to have dealings 
with myself a few years ago named Florio 
Guardini, who was a genius at faking rubies 
and emeralds and sapphires. He’d worked 
for museums abroad, duplicating Crown 
jewels for permanent exhibitions until some 
works of art disappeared. The last time 
I saw him he was trying to perfect a process 
of his own for imitating diamonds. I won­
dered if he could have been that customer 
for the pearls. The more I examined the 
rest of the fake stuff late Saturday night the 
more I became convinced that they were 
Florio’s work. I tried all day yesterday to 
locate him. I traced him up to a year ago 
last June, and then he disappeared, dropped 
out of sight.”

Lucian paused and repeated impressive­
ly: 11 A year ago last June!”

" Did this Guardini have any kind of a 
scar on his face?” asked Henry.

“ Not when I saw him last.” Lucian 
smiled. “ Oh, I see you're thinking of that 
delusion which haunts Miss Wyatt?”

*• That same delusion ha’nted her on the 
station platform at Millerstown when she 
got home on Friday night!” Henry inter­
rupted grimly. “ The meeting was kind of 
a surprise all ’round, I reckon.

The delusion was so upset by it that he 
ha’nted the station agent into selling him a 
ticket for the furthest point north on the 
next up-country train—which happened to 
be the one George and Ethel arrived by! 
Have you any plan for getting on the trail 
of this Guardini after I'm through with you 
here?”

“ Yes!” Lucian exclaimed eagerly. “ I’d 
like to run back to New York if you can 
spare me. I can leave Phil and the car 
here and say I’ve been called away myself.”

“ Well, we’ll see.” Henry caressed his 
double chin reflectively. “ You and Phil 
blow into Millerstown real early to-morrow 
morning, spread it around the Quincey 

House who you are and what you’ve come 
for and get yourself directed as soon as pos­
sible to Dilworth’s office. I shouldn't 
wonder but you'll meet old Judge Tomp­
kins before the day’s out and remember if 
I should happen to be present you’re to 
recognize me. Is there a cemetery near 
here, Cliff?”

“ Just over the hill.” The expert in cal­
ligraphy had drawn a little apart to ex­
amine the specimens of handwriting sent to 
him by Ethel and there was a peculiar note 
in his tones.

“ George will be snooping around the 
gravestones there to-morrow, then, and he’ll 
drop in to see if he can get a word out of 
that guy in the cellar.” Henry rose. “ It’s 
time we started back—”

“ Who is Mrs. Gilbert Dilworth?” Cliff 
interrupted.

“ Frank Dilworth’s sister-in-law.” Henry 
looked his surprise. ” Is there something 
about her in those letters? I ain’t had a 
chance to see them, you know; George and 
I are strangers at the hotel.”

“ Here’s a letter to some one named 
‘ Effie.’ Ethel has marked it ‘ Mrs. Gilbert 
Dilworth’s maid.’ I infer that Mrs. Gil­
bert must have had a treatment to-day?”

George nodded and Cliff went on:
“ It is signed ‘ Sarah.’ After a lot of 

irrelevant home news she writes: ‘ Was 
much surprised to hear about Mr. Frank 
taking up with Miss Arabella again. Mrs. 
Dilworth must feel terrible. She never 
liked her even before Mr. Frank got the 
go-by for that Mr. Ronalds. I always 
thought his dying as he did was queer, 
didn’t you? Miss A. ought to be glad in 
spite of her money to get anybody willing 
to tempt Providence by standing in his 
shoes. I can’t understand Mary Jane act­
ing about it as you say she does, either. 
Mr. Frank was always nice to her, but she 
is the moody kind and I used to wonder 
sometimes if she was real right in the head.’

“ The rest is immaterial and the writing 
totally unlike that of the anonymous letters, 
but there’s food for thought here. Others 
besides Miss Wyatt thought Ronalds’ death 
was ‘queer.’ What is this about Mary 
Jane’s attitude?”

” Ethel says she hates Dilworth for some 



reason,” George remarked. “ Jealousy, 
perhaps—you know these old servants! 
Mary Jane probably feels as though she 
owned Miss Wyatt and resents the intrusion 
of a husband in the household.”

Cliff shook his head.
“ She showed no such resentment about 

Ronalds, did she? I remember she spoke 
very highly of him. By the way, have you 
found out anything more definite about 
Ronalds’s past?”

“ I have written to Cornhill, Morrow 
County, Ohio, where he told Miss Wyatt he 
was born, and to the authorities in Colum­
bus, where he grew up, but there hasn’t 
been time for a reply yet,” replied Henry. 
“ Well, come on, George.”

They took leave of the others and started 
back through the darkness to Millerstown. 
The wind had died, but the stars were 
veiled and the still, intense cold which 
brooded over the rolling hills seemed to 
presage a coming storm.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT

Talking in low, absorbed tones of the 
evening’s conference, they were unaware 
that a small shivering figure had crawled 
out from beneath the floor of the back 
porch at their departure and now trailed 
discreetly in their rear, forlorn, but un­
daunted.

Ethel had caught a glimpse of the occu­
pants of the kitchen when the door opened 
to admit her serenely oblivious escorts. Al­
though no word of the ensuing conversa­
tion reached her ears she had discovered a 
chink there under the porch in the founda­
tions of the old house which gave a clear 
view of the dimly lighted cellar and what 
lay there. Her vague anxiety increased.

So they had lied to her about the man 
with the funny ears! He was connected 
with the case, after all, and somehow they 
had captured him and brought him there. 
But where was their real leader? Why 
had he not come? And where was Rex 
Powell?

WEEK.

u u u u

NIGHT IN NAPLES
THE cypress trees stand straight and tall 
* Against the star-strewn, purple sky;

Dark roses on the old gray wall
Perfume my trellised balcony.

Across the silver-misted bay
The towering mountain holds on high 

Her torch of flame, that lights the way
To where the buried cities lie.

Far off. above the ocean’s crest, 
Dim ships set sail for other seas:

A scented wind blows from the west 
And fills the night with memories.

I cannot sleep, for in the grove
Beneath my perfumed balcony, 

Impassioned voices sing of love
In serenade, unceasingly.

0 shadowy trees and restless deep,
O crimson flowers and purple height,

You will not let me rest nor sleep—
Your beauty breaks my heart to-night!

Lena Whittaker Blakeney.



By FLORENCE M. PETTEE

III.—THE CLAWS

IN the swaggerest of evening attire Beau 
Quicksilver slipped into his seat in the 
dress circle. The orchestra sounded the 

introductory prelude to the famous opera 
with its mysterious minor notes. Would 
they. too. that very evening sound for him 
some weird new prelude, not to a master­
piece of melody, but to some masterpiece of 
criminal cunning?

The slim figure deposited its smart high 
hat carefully under the seat and flecked 
off a few invisible motes from the immacu­
late gloves—gloves which would never 1 >e 
worn but once. As Beau Quicksilver lan­
guidly leaned back, one of his legs protrud-

OF THE WEASEL
ed a bit beyond his aisle seat. One won­
dered slightly to note patent leather shoes 
a shade less modish than the rest of the 
ultra-smart garb.

Across the aisle a cub reporter, with a 
sprouting toothbrush on his upper lip. tipped 
off his suburban companion. i; D’you lamp 
that swell across the aisle—the fashion plate 
that just breezed in? Well, that’s Beau 
Quicksilver, the dude detective. And you 
can take it from yours knowingly that he’s 
a regular king pin. a famished fire-eater for 
cryptic crime. Slick! Well, mercury has 
nothing on him, since he's it. He's pulled 
more big cases in a year than all the flat­

The first story of this series appeared in the Argosy-Allstory for February 24.
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foots together. And fussy! Oh, my! 
Won’t even nibble at a regular killing. Got­
ta have something outre—an out-and-out 
enigma with all the flossy frills. Otherwise, 
‘ Nothing to it,’ says he. ‘ Give it to some 
prep school kids to work out in algebra! 
It’s the real goods or nothing! ’ Say,” went 
on the write-up man, “ remember that van­
ishing Hindu stunt he pulled a month ago? 
Well, that’s A, B, C compared to some of 
the crimes he’s seen to a finish. Little? 
Yes, but. oh, my! There’s not a yegg in 
crookdom that can lay a digit on him. He 
just runs through their fingers—”

Over the way, Beau Quicksilver leaned 
back fagged, utterly fatigued. It had been 
a momentous week. Behind his half shut, 
aching lids, tire mysterious magic of the 
melody filtered soothingly. Through his 
slitted eyes he languidly noted the stirrings 
of the velvet draperies in box A in the first 
tier next the stage.

With great unction the usher was showing 
in a regal dowager dame and a slender, 
sylphlike girl. The elderly woman would 
indeed have been a notable figure anywhere. 
Masses of silver hair were cunningly coiled 
above the haughty mien. The roseate hue 
of health and good living was cleverly 
blended with rouge over her high-bred fea­
tures. She held a jeweled lorgnette con­
stantly to her languid eyes. Her lavender 
evening gown sparkled with crystal and 
beading.

The young girl with her slipped with elfin 
grace into her seat by the rail of the box. 
Her dainty dress, the faintest apricot in 
shade, made her appear more like a flower 
swaying to the urge of the music than the 
slip of the debutante she seemed.

A pompous, fidgety man next to Quick­
silver addressed his companion:

“ Those two there,” he was announcing 
in a stage whisper, “ the woman in lavender 
and the girl in pink. That's Mrs. Welling­
ton Denmore Rutherford—wife of the cop­
per king, you know. And the girl is her 
niece. Betty Rutherford, just come on for a 
season here. Big money there—and power, 
too—”

The awed and adulatory accents of the 
gentleman gossip next Quicksilver merely 
verified the growing thought in the detec­

tive’s mind. He had known instantly that 
the face of the woman in lavender had 
seemed familiar. He recalled seeing Mrs. 
Rutherford’s photograph many times in the 
society columns.

A few moments later an usher entered 
box A hastily. He bent over the lady defer­
entially, bi^t jerkily. His nervousness must 
be apparent anywhere in the house. Beau 
Quicksilver raised his glasses to the white 
blotch of the usher’s face framed against the 
gray velvet hangings. He was an adept at 
lip-reading.

He saw the usher’s twitching mouth frame 
itself into these words: “ A dreadful thing, 
Airs. Rutherford. Just had a message. Mr. 
Rutherford has been—” At this moment 
the agitated usher nervously shifted his posi­
tion to a side posture. His moving lips were 
no longer visible to the dapper figure in the 
dress circle.

Hastily the woman in lavender, followed 
by her niece, left the box. Mrs. Ruther­
ford’s haughty, assured air was gone. She 
held her handkerchief before her blanched 
features. And the girl, not yet ossified by 
the pose and the aplomb of society, stumbled 
along in the rear of her aunt, making un­
conscious, pathetic little dabs at her great, 
gray eyes.

The two had hardly disappeared when an 
usher touched Beau Quicksilver on the arm. 
As the minor motif was reiterated by the 
throbbing violins, the detective reached out 
his hand for the card which the attendant 
was proffering.

On one side the card was engraved with 
the name:

MRS. WELLINGTON DENMORE RUTHERFORD

Flipping it over Beau Quicksilver read 
the message, cupped by his hand:

Please come to my car at the curb before 
the opera house. A dreadful thing has hap­
pened. I need your advice. Please.

Honoria Rutherford.

Mechanically Beau Quicksilver reached 
for his opera hat. He shot it under his arm 



and strode out behind the usher just as the 
lights blinked dark and the curtain rolled 
up. Yet he did not begrudge the loss of an 
operatic evening. The melody of mystery 
had again sounded its prelude. And for him 
cryptic crime was a symphony which acted 
as a tonic on his every nerve.

A huge lavender limousine with an impos­
ing monogram on the door was drawn up 
at the curb just beyond the main entrance 
to the opera house. A lavender-liveried 
chauffeur touched his cap and alertly opened 
the door. He gently and deferentially shut 
it after Beau Quicksilver’s figure.

The two women leaned back limply 
against the upholstery. Mrs. Rutherford 
was sobbing now, her social mask dropped 
when away from the curious, appraising 
eyes of the crowd. Her head was bowed. 
And her handkerchief, like herself, had 
shrunk to a limp mass. Grief is a leveler. 
And evidently the proud woman before him 
had her limitations.

As for the girl, some of her control seemed 
to have returned. She sat rigidly, her tiny 
hands tightly gripped in her lap. She had 
drawn a costly evening wrap close over her 
slim shoulders. And she sat hunched into 
it, a forlorn little picture, despite the ele­
gance of her apparel. She reminded Quick­
silver of a sleek, well-fed kitten which has 
suddenly become surrounded by unfamiliar, 
terrifying things. Tragedy was an ugly 
stranger—and an unwelcome one.

The detective bowed low, his sleek, dark 
head dimly outlined in the soft, indirect 
lighting of the car.

“ How’ can I serve you, madam?’’ he 
asked quietly.

“ Please be seated,” came in muffled ac­
cents from behind Honoria Rutherford’s 
handkerchief.

She reached to the side of the car. ex­
tracted a bottle of smelling salts and sniffed 
at them as though to draw solace and 
strength for the coming ordeal.

“ I—I j-just h-had a m-m-message 
which the usher brought to my box —that 
Mr. Rutherford h-has been found s-stabbed 
to d-death in the seat, of his roadster in the 
garage. T-they just found him."

Beau Quicksilver looked out of the win­
dow. A mental image of the violently slain 

copper magnate filmed across his mind. He 
saw the stem, frowning face of Rutherford 
with its thin lips and bulldozing jaw. It 
was a domineering face as well as a ruthless 
one. Its lineaments plainly bespoke a mer­
ciless nature, one which must, perforce, be 
beset by many enemies. A violent death 
for Rutherford did not surprise Quicksilver. 
It merely corroborated his estimate of the 
man.

“ Have you any other particulars?” he 
asked quietly.

“ N-no.” The sob had returned to her 
voice. “ O-only I—I’ve been fearing it 
would come.”

” And why?” asked the detective, toying 
with a heavy set ring on the little finger 
of his left hand.

“ H-he’s been threatened with his 1-life.”
“ Through anonymous, blackmailing let­

ters?”
“ N-no. Ugly messages o-over the phone 

and by telegram.”
" Of what nature?”
“ They just said that he could expect 

to d-die in a hurry—or something like 
that.”

“ Did Mr. Rutherford take no precautions 
against sudden murder?”

“ He w-wouldn’t. J-just laughed and 
swore at them. Said he’d like to see them 
g-get him. He obtained a permit to carry 
a revolver for self-protection. Won’t you 
come home with us, p-please? P-price is no 
object. I—I don’t want those bungling po­
licemen stamping about and—seeing noth­
ing. They will never get the answer. Won't 
you come, please?"

The girl, too, gazed at him appealingly, 
her eyes dry but feverishly bright. Already 
purple shadows appeared under them. And 
the oval face looked wan and white.

'■ I will come, madam.” answered Beau 
Quicksilver.

'■ Oh. thank you," sobbed Mrs. Ruther­
ford.

Then she took down the speaking tube. 
To the waiting chauffeur she said: 
” H-home, please. Flanders.”

The lavender limousine started. Soon it 
was under smooth but rapid momentum. 
It swirled away from the bright lights on to 
the broad boulevard. Its eight cylinders 



seemed rhythmically to repeat the whisper­
ing motif from the opera its occupants had 
just left.

II.

The limousine had swept on in silence for 
some moments. They had now left the 
boulevard for the pike which ran to the 
suburb in which the imposing Rutherford 
estate sprawled over some acres. It was one 
of the newer residential districts with sparse, 
snobbish mansions perched here and there 
at indifferent intervals.

When the car passed under one of the in­
frequent arc lights Mrs. Rutherford begged: 
“ Won’t you please draw the shades by you? 
The light hurts my eyes.”

As Beau Quicksilver courteously complied 
the girl, too, leaned forward and thought­
fully' pulled down her shades.

“ Thank you,’’ murmured the broken 
woman. “ I feel as though I could scream 
at nothing.”

Quicksilver leaned back against the cush­
ions. He crossed one leg over the other. 
His patent leather shoes gleamed dully, like 
some anomaly' in the luxuriously correct in­
terior of the limousine.

Suddenly' Honoria Rutherford sat up. 
She made a quick gesture. An ugly, snouty 
revolver was gripped in her right hand in a 
very' businesslike way. Gone was her grief 
with its accompaniment of sham sobs.

“Put ’em up, you damned dude!” a 
harsh, nasal voice demanded.

“ Make it quick, you tailor’s bandbox!” 
jeered the pseudo-niece, showing the dupli­
cate of the thirty-two in her own small hand.

Smothering a yawn Beau Quicksilver's 
hands went resignedly over his head. His 
crossed leg swayed slightly, as though he 
still heard the rhythm of the music. Or was 
it merely from the motion of the law-break­
ing car?

“ Played you for a sucker, didn't we?” 
sneered the big woman. “ Fell hard, didn’t 
you? Bolted the whole frame-up, line, hook 
and sinker. You're a hell of a detective— 
you are.”

Beau Quicksilver now recognized the rau­
cous twang of the woman opposite him. 
Admiration colored his choler, his irascibil­
ity at his gullible stupidity. For the woman 

before him, wonderfully made up to resem­
ble Mrs. Rutherford, could be no other 
than Lady' Mag, a notorious woman crook. 
She had won the sobriquet from her ability 
to play high-class, fashionable roles as to 
the manner born. It was hinted that she 
was a woman of education, had belonged 
to a decent family—before the specious lure 
of crime had claimed her. And Lady' Mag 
was a wizard at make-up—as well as a 
mimic. She had not belied her reputation. 
As for the girl? Some new tool probably, 
an able second to foil Lady Mag’s dowager 
parts when necessary’. Beau Quicksilver 
ground his teeth.

Lady' Mag saw the motion and laughed 
harshly.

“ Little toy detective, eh, what? Wound 
up wrong this time! Yes? Listens hateful. 
Buster Beau! Grind your teeth all you 
want to, you boob! Put an edge on them. 
Bite yourself. For you won’t bite us any 
longer. We’re going to draw your teeth! ”

“ If you have handcuffs along,” suggested 
Quicksilver evenly, “ I’d recommend that 
you manacle my hands behind me. My 
wrists are becoming tired with this novel 
uplift movement you’ve staged.” He stifled 
a yawn. “ One of you can cover me while 
the other snaps on the bracelets.”

“ Nothing doing,” snapped Lady’ Mag 
scornfully. “ We weren’t born yesterday. 
Don’t quite run in the flapper class. Get 
me?”

Beau Quicksilver shrugged. “ As you 
please.”

For a while only7 the roar of the engine 
swirling along at breakneck speed enlivened 
the interior.

Then: Beau Quicksilver merely un­
crossed his leg and slid it down toward the 
other high-shod foot.

There was an odd sound. With it Quick­
silver bent over with monkeyfied agility. 
He leaned against his silk hat beside him.

There was a little gasp—two of them. 
The dim-lighted interior was instantly 
shrouded with a thick, gray mist which hid 
the two women from him like some odd trick 
of legerdemain. But over his face appeared 
a highly efficient, up-to-date, collapsible 
gas mask which he had quickly removed 
from the inside of his silk hat.



The bodies of his two captors lay tem­
porarily unconscious on the cushions op­
posite him. Their revolvers were still tight­
ly gripped in their fingers.

Humming a snatch of the motif from the 
opera, Beau Quicksilver quickly freed their 
fingers from the revolvers. He put the 
weapons carelessly in his pockets, then 
readied for the door of the gas-filled in­
terior.

As he did so the car came to an abrupt 
halt and he was flung rudely against the 
upholstery.

The limousine door opened. The liveried 
chauffeur stood there posing a forty-four. 
Evidently Lady Mag had pressed a warning 
buzzer to the driver’s seat before the gas 
completely gripped her.

The fumes of the gas billowed out. But 
the purifying oxygen outside rendered the 
chauffeur temporarily immune from the ef­
fects of it.

“ Come out of there, you rat! ” he snarled, 
throwing a circle of light from a flash full 
on Beau Quicksilver. “ Step lively now, 
or I’ll drill your ruffled shirt*front—make 
you a messy job for the undertaker. Get a 
move on!”

Sticking the flash in his pocket the chauf­
feur covered his nostrils with his handker­
chief.

As Quicksilver automatically obeyed, the 
faked Flanders slammed the door shut on 
the deadening fumes. He breathed heavily 
for a bit, but kept his pistol leveled at the 
detective. They had driven off the main 
pike upon a narrow, thickly wooded dirt 
road. The lights of the car had been 
switched off.

“ Now, keep ’em up,” growled the chauf­
feur, fully recovered from the insidious ef­
fects of the gas. “ Careful now while I frisk 
you, you damned dirty dick!”

In a twinkling he relieved Beau Quick­
silver of the guns which the detective had 
taken from the two unconscious women.

“ Where the hell did you get. that gas? 
Did you have it parked on you? Sloppy 
work for Lady Mag and the Kid to let you 
spring that kind of a gag! Hell, that’s 
like a couple of women! Now,” continued 
the pseudo-chauffeur briskly, “ in you go 
again! Try some of your own medicine!”

He yanked the gas mask from Quicksil­
ver’s face and slipped the protecting shield 
over his own features. Mockingly he 
opened the door. Roughly he shoved Beau 
Quicksilver onto the upholstered seat.

A suffocating blanket seemed to engulf 
the detective. It closed about him subtly, 
insidiously. It touched his respiratory or­
gans and turned them nil. But, from afar 
off, through his benumbed senses, he could 
still seem to hear the poignant, sobbing note 
of a violin singing out the music of the 
world-renowned opera. And despite the 
darkness which was closing in upon him, 
his soul was filled with ecstasy at the note 
of beauteous mystery concealed in the 
melody.

HI.

When Beau Quicksilver recovered con­
sciousness gray dawn was seeping through 
the windows into his prison. Weakly he 
sat up to find himself on a comfortable 
couch in a luxuriously furnished room which 
appeared like some rich man’s study. There 
were well-filled bookcases about; handsome­
ly upholstered furniture, a desk with com­
plete equipment for writing, and a big, 
Jacobean library table. But the two win­
dows did not suggest a rich man’s idle hour 
room, for they were heavily barred. More­
over, the apartment was on the third floor. 
It overlooked a melancholy landscape—a 
gray, apologizing sky and frowning, thick 
woods. There was one door in the room— 
a thoroughly efficient and heavily hinged 
affair. The place made an admirable 
prison.

Beau Quicksilver got to his feet and 
fished about in his pockets. Their contents 
had not been disturbed. With the assur­
ance that he concealed no other weapons, his 
captors had left him his harmless acces­
sories. He brought out a silver cigarette 
case and lighted a weed.

He paced toward the bookcase. He 
smiled whimsically, admiringly. He had not 
been wrong. The criminal circle which had 
been operating for so many weeks was di­
rected by a superior intelligence. He had 
believed it before. Now the idea assumed 
reality. The books told him much. Among 
those present appeared Balzac, Voltaire, De 



Maupassant. There were also Lombroso, 
Havelock Ellis and some of the lesser stu­
dents of crime. A leather-bound set of 
Browning democratically rubbed elbows 
with Bliss Carman and Robert W. Service.

A smile of pleasure curved Beau Quick­
silver’s rather pale lips. So this was the lair 
of the elusive master criminal who had been 
balking him and the department for so 
many weeks. Admiringly he gazed about 
him. Smilingly he recalled the clever plan 
by which he had been spirited to the spot.

Why hadn’t they killed him and had it 
over with? Why the cat-and-mouse play? 
Had some lingering form of death been re­
served for him? Or was the master still 
away—that carnivorous, crafty mind whom 
they had come to call the Weasel?

A key sounded in the door. The heavy 
barriers swung open. The slight, wide-eyed 
girl of the night’s unpleasant experience 
stood there. She shut the door behind her 
and stood with her back against it.

8 You’re a sick looking dude,” she 
sneered.

8 Sorry I can’t return the compliment,” 
he answered gallantly, strolling to a window 
and looking out.

8 Say, do you know what you’re in for?” 
she demanded.

8 An unpleasant morning.” he retorted. 
8 accompanied by rain, if I'm a weather 
prognosticator.”

8 An unpleasant morning, accompanied 
by—a little lead pellet equipped with a si­
lencer,’’ she flung back. 8 He should be 
here now almost any time. He made us 
swear to keep you for his own special at­
tention,” she added meaningly. 8 He’s fond 
of shooting, you understand—of hunting 
down sly, dangerous quarry.”

8 Lucky he doesn’t get mixed up in his 
own gun then,” answered Quicksilver, snuff­
ing his cigarette and throwing it into the 
waste basket. 8 Pardon the weed. I'd for­
gotten it.”

He sat down limply on the edge of the 
couch. His braggadocio air seemed to de­
sert him. His slight body shook with a 
shiver.

8 Guess the weed made me sick.” he con­
fessed naively. 8 Or the gas—or what’s 
coming to me.”

He smiled in a sickly way. His face was 
white. His features worked. Fear stared 
from his eyes. The cocky bravado of a for­
mer moment had fallen away.

The girl at the door watched him. A 
sneer commingled with another emotion rip­
pled over her face.

8 Not quite so perky as you were, eh, 
what? Throwing a shiver already. Most 
of them do when they see death blinking at 
’em.”

Beau Quicksilver seemed unconscious of 
her gibes. He appeared wrapped up in his 
own misery and the doom which was closing 
in upon him. His shoulders shook slightly. 
He turned his head away so that the girt 
might not see his face.

But she stepped cattishly to one side of 
the door. And then she saw. There were 
tears in the famous dick’s eyes. He was 
biting his trembling lips. One of his hands 
edged for his handkerchief.

She smiled in a superior way and 
shrugged her shoulders.

He turned toward her. Misery was writ­
ten over his woebegone features.

“ I suppose you think I am a craven and 
a coward. B-but Um not crying for myself. 
It’s for Penn, my pal. I promised him that 
I'd never pass over without sending him a 
line—a few farewell words, you know.” 
His voice broke. 8 I wouldn't mind being 
bumped off if I could just say good-by as I 
promised. I’ve never broken my word.”

The woman straightened up. Some of 
the sneer left her face. Somewhere within 
her calloused, crime-soaked interior his 
words struck a responsive chord. Among 
those of the underworld who were her re­
grettable associates the Kid, too, was known 
never to break her word. Promises were a 
fetish with her. She began to sense the 
misery of the figure before her.

8 Cut the cry-baby stuff! Now, how did 
you dope it out to get a message to him? 
Tell me that!”

8 Well," he replied disconsolately, 81 
figured that some one here might take down 
one for me.”

Craftily she backed away from the idea.
8 Playing to send an S. O. S. in code, are 

you? Ring off—line busy! Nothing do­
ing! ”



“You mistake my meaning,” answered 
Beau Quicksilver stiffly. “ I don’t set a 
bunch like you down for fools. Naturally, 
you wouldn’t be silly enough to write docile­
ly at my dictation!”

“ What’s the idea, then? Get to it with­
out the frills.”

“ There’s pen and paper on the table. 
Sit down at the desk and write a few lines 
as you’d write to a pal if you’re sending a 
last message.”

With a frown between her keen eyes the 
Kid considered. “ Sounds twenty-two 
carat—and yet—”

After a minute she went on: “ Well, I’ll 
put it up to Wildcat. He’s strong on keep­
ing his word—like me.”

The door clicked behind her.
With three paces Quicksilver reached the 

desk. His slim fingers went to his pocket. 
Then they dipped into the desk drawer, and 
away again.

He returned to his forlorn position by the 
window.

Shortly a newcomer unlocked the door 
and entered. A slim, hawk-eyed fellow 
stood there, of approximately Beau Quick­
silver’s build and height. One hand was 
in his pocket where an automatic bulged 
unmistakably.

“ Well, now, what’s the dope?” he rapped 
out. “ What’s this steer on some farewell 
stuff the Kid’s been mouthing? Get it out 
in a hurry for he’ll be here any time. And 
then there’ll be something doing,” he added.

Beau Quicksilver repeated his forlorn re­
quest as he had tremblingly stated it to the 
Kid. “ Sit down at the desk there. Take 
your pen, your ink and paper and write a 
decent note to Penn Markham—you’ve 
heard of him.”

Craftily the Wildcat considered. “ Nix,” 
he said, “on the desk paper and ink there. 
That listens phony. We’re taking no 
chances on you. Understand? But I 
brought up a sheet of paper from down­
stairs—and my own fountain pen. I’ll spin 
a few words. A guy wouldn’t want to pass 
in his checks and break his promise!”

As he seated himself he reconsidered. 
“ But, say, how’s the note going to get to 
him? We don’t send any one of this gang 
into a trap! Get me? What’s the idea?”

“ You’re wise, all right,” answered Beau 
Quicksilver admiringly. “ I fancied you’d 
be. Just get one of your gang to slip out 
in one of the big cars to the city and drop 
the letter into a mail box—any mail box 
he chooses. Nothing shady about that, you 
see.”

The Wildcat pondered. “ That’s all 
right,” he decided. “ Now shut up while I 
write a swan song in a hand that no­
body ’ll spot.”

Through slitted lids Quicksilver watched 
him. Laboriously the fountain pen 
scratched across the self-provided sheet.

Then the Wildcat read the result:
“ Good-by, old top. They’ve got me this 

time. I shall pass in my checks pretty soon.
“ Yours,

“ Beau Q,"
“Fine!” approved Beau Quicksilver. 

“ Couldn't be better. You’re a fellow that's 
strong on his promises, too. Much obliged! 
One other little thing—I’ve got to get that 
letter to him in a hurry. He’s booked for 
California this morning. We’ll have to stick 
on stamps enough to make it special de­
livery’.”

Frowning, the crook thought again. “ Oh, 
all right,” he said. “That’s that!”

Then the Wildcat blotted the letter, put it 
in the envelope he’d brought with him and 
sealed it. He reached for the desk drawer, 
and brought out six stamps. Beginning at 
one end, he licked them thoroughly.

A surprised expression clouded his fea­
tures. The letter and the moist stamps fell 
limply from his hands. He attempted to 
get up. He made a weak gesture toward his 
bulging hip pocket. To no avail. He 
slumped back inertly into the chair.

Beau Quicksilver strode to the uncon­
scious figure. Quickly he exchanged his di­
sheveled evening dress for the loud, sporty 
clothing of the limp Wildcat. He pulled the 
checked cap off the slumped head and down 
over his own ears at a rakish angle. He 
hunched up the collar in a rowdyish way, 
ludicrously like the unprotesting dupe. 
Then he laid the careless crook in his own 
soiled evening clothes on the couch as 
though sunk in deep slumber. Boldly he 
opened the door, locked it and pocketed the 
key.



He descended the stairs. The doped 
stamps he had substituted for the original 
ones would keep the Wildcat a dead factor 
for some time.

“ Well?” whispered the Kid cautiously 
from the unlighted lower hall.

“ It’s all right,” came the Wildcat’s fa­
miliar drawl. “ Going to post it myself. 
Keep it dark if he gets here. Tell him I’ve 
got a hunch on the bulls. Get me?”

“ You’ve said it,” she agreed, and went 
back down the corridor.

With a scornful roar a big car swept out 
of the garage. The slim shoulders of Beau 
Quicksilver rocked with silent laughter. 
But to any peering spectator they seemed 
merely to reflect the careening movement of 
the motor.

Before that master criminal, the Weasel, 
returned to the distant house, Beau Quick­
silver and the police had already taken cap­
tive its cornered inmates. So the crafty 
head of a notorious criminal clique walked 
quite unsuspectingly into a trap instead of 
to the swift and silent execution he had so 
painstakingly planned.

And it was Quicksilver himself, still clad
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as the Wildcat—with a few more charac­
teristic lines from a make-up box—who 
opened the door and let the Weasel step into 
the drawn net.

Beau Quicksilver whistled an aria from 
the lost opera as he donned tennis togs.

Then he answered Penn Markham, busy’ 
with the racket stretchers: “ Close call? 
Perhaps. But there is no sport in an easy 
game. And I had several tricks up my 
sleeve, you know.”

His eyes fell upon the discarded and very 
helpful patent leather shoes. Penn Mark­
ham followed his glance.

“ Nobby little invention of yours, Quixie! 
Gas shoes—double shoes with a steel-in­
closed space like a thermos bottle, equipped, 
not with a vacuum, but with knockout gas. 
Clever little catch, too, that will spill the 
gas with a kick of your foot,”

Beau Quicksilver turned languidly to his 
discarded silk hat. It carried a double top 
where the collapsible gas mask had been 
concealed.

“ Slovenly work ”—he shrugged—“ dent­
ing up a decent lid like this! Got to get a 
new one made!”

“ THE HAND OF THE HYENA. ’’

GALES OF MARCH
’THE gales of March careen across
* The fields with wild uncivil haste;

Loud couriers screaming winter’s loss,
That long had held the land’s white waste.

They’ sweep above the snow that clings. 
To sheltered hollows in the hills,

A boisterous breath that shrilly sings, 
Of opening streams and sun-shot rills.

They tear at shutters through the night.
As though they’d send them swinging wide,

And have one gaze where ice and blight, 
Is drifting from the countryside.

They’ seem to sweep the drab skies clean,
And now their roars are faint and dim, 

While we can sense with prescience keen.
Spring, tiptoe on wet .April’s rim.

Thomas J. Murray.
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CHAPTER XX.

WITHOUT PAY.

GIT him?’’ the crowd yelled. “ We’ll 
. git you, you bosco—you white- 
'• livered whelp — you low-down, 

ornery—”
And they meant it, too!
“ Git your rope, Stuffy,” some one cried.

“ We’ll give that hombre a ride.”
Gallup and Kent glanced at Hobe. The 

big foreman’s face was black with hatred. 
“ Come on,” they heard him grumble; 
“ we’re goin’ up there.”

“ He only did what he was told to do,” 
the sheriff hurried to explain. “ I swore 
him in. He’s within the law.”

“ Law?” Kobe’s jaw looked dangerous. 
“ Ain’t no law that ’ll let a man murder 
his pal. To hell with your law! We re go­
in’ to git him! ”

Roddy’s face paled at the crowd’s answer 
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to this statement. Kent, however, was less 
frightened.

“ I’m tellin’ you. boys,” the old man 
cried. “ Ain't no man workin’ for me that 
touches that Basque. I wanted my girl. 
He got her for me.”

“ Well, I’m tellin’ you, Kent,” Hobe 
ground out, “ it’s either me or the Basque. 
We don’t ride the same range after this.”

There wasn’t even the smallest bit of 
bluff about this. Kent realized it, too. He 
could ill afford to lose Hobe. 11 The 
Basque ’ll go, then,” he said grudgingly, 
“ but I’ll not see him hung.”

“ And what do you think he’d do to the 
girl if the crowd of you started up there?” 
Roddy inquired. “ If he’s what you think 
he is, he’d fix her.”

“ Let all of you stay back,” Kent cried, 
elbowing his way to Gallup’s side. “ The 
two of us will go up. I want my girl, and 
I’ll git her unharmed. What Roddy says 



is so. You’re only makin’ a damned nui­
sance out of yourself with this talk of bang­
in’. Come on, Gallup! ”

For a moment Kent was supreme. He 
was again the tyrant of bygone days.

Madeiras was keenly alive to his dan­
ger. He had sent Charlie Paul on his 
way; Molly was heaping coals of fire upon 
the Basque’s head, but the thing which held 
Tony’s attention was that angry murmur 
from below. He recognized the sounds. 
He had seen men hanged!

With a sigh of relief he saw Gallup and 
Kent break from the crowd and start toward 
him. When they reached the upper side 
of the little flat the Basque called to them:

“You drop those gun before you come 
any closer!”

“ I want my daughter!” Kent answered.
“ Thass always right wit’ me, senor; but 

those gun—they stay behin’.”
“ Humor the fool,” Gallup cried, throw­

ing his rifle into the sage. “ We want the 
girl, and I want to see Dice's body.”

Unarmed, therefore, they climbed to the 
entrance of the mine. Madeiras met them 
with a surly laugh.

“ Where is she?” Kent demanded.
Tony pointed to a pile of blankets upon 

which Molly lay sobbing. Kent knelt be­
side her, his bony fingers shaking as he 
caressed her hair.

“ Come, Molly,” he begged, “ we’ll git 
you home.”

Molly turned from him angrily.
“ Don’t touch me,” she cried. “ Your 

hands are as red as that beast’s there. I 
didn’t believe you could stoop to this.”

“ Now, now,” Kent pleaded, “ you’re all 
upset. I’ll—”

“You’ll do nothing for me!” Molly 
raised her hand here and pointed at Gallup. 
“You two men may take me away from 
here; you may make me go to the ranch, 
and even marry me off; but you’ll do it by 
force! Father—I think I despise you. I 
see now why you got Madeiras to come 
back. It was nicely worked out. Well, I 
know where I stand. I’m no longer the 
fool.”

The girl was hysterical. The old man 
thought she would fall, so helplessly did 
she sway from side to side.

“ My own father—my own flesh and 
blood,” she sobbed. “ That you could do 
this to me.” And with a lunge she threw 
herself toward the edge of the dump over 
which Johnny had pitched.

Kent caught her and drew her back, a 
dead weight in his arms.

“ She fainted,” he gasped.
“ Won’t hurt her,” Gallup assured him. 

“ Here’s horses; git her down to my rig and 
take her home. Put her to bed and see 
that she don’t try nothin’ foolish. I’m go- 
in’ down there.” And he pointed to the spot 
where he expected to find Johnny’s body. 
“ You come along, Madeiras. We can git 
down there if we take our time.”

“ Si, I go; but I go alone. Senor, you are 
the coroner, not the sheriff. Why should I 
go weeth you?”

“ You know why,” Aaron growled.
“ I know no such theeng,” Tony argued. 

“ You geeve me five hundret dollar. I keel 
him like I promise. You ought be satis­
fied.”

Kent’s eyes opened.
‘ You paid him to kill the boy?” the old 

man asked Aaron.
“ Why not?” demanded Gallup. “ W’e’re 

done with him. I want to see just how 
damn dead he is, though. Come on, Ma­
deiras; you can’t afford to break with me.”

Tony laughed softly to himself. When 
Kent started downhill with Molly the 
Basque motioned to Gallup, and they set 
off, too. Tony’s heart was heavy. He had 
overplayed his hand.

The long Nevada twilight was almost over 
by the time the two men reached the bottom 
of the little side canon into which Johnny’s 
body had shot.

“ Here’s the place,” Gallup called. 
“ Tons of rock came down. I don’t see 
him, do you? Look around.”

They searched for fifteen minutes—time 
enough, considering the place—without 
finding the body. Madeiras was wildly ex­
cited over this. “ Mebbe those rock cover 
heem up, eh?” he suggested, white-lipped.

“ Naw! Wasn’t he ridin’ on top of 
them?”

“ Si! But plenty rock come after him. 
No blood, no not’ing, here. When the moon 
come up I deeg in these rock.”



“ What’s the use? If he’s buried, he’s 
dead enough. You can stay here if you 
want to; I’m goin’ back. And 111 trouble 
you to return that five hundred. I ain’t 
payin’ for a dead man unless I see the 
body.”

‘‘ Thass so, senor?” the Basque inquired 
unpleasantly. He paused, then: “ Thees 
place plenty beeg enough for two daid 
man.”

He tossed his rifle in back of him, and 
with hands resting upon bis hips, he faced 
Gallup.

Aaron felt a shiver pass through his body. 
The size of those hands froze his blood. 
He fancied he could feel them at his throat 
—tearing, strangling, forcing the breath 
from his old carcass.

Gallup’s cunning did not fail him. He 
knew that the present was the time for 
quick thinking and smooth talking.

" Why are you so down on me?” he 
asked, apparently going off at a tangent.

“ You ask that, senor?”
Madeiras’s teeth showed white and even 

in the half light.
“ That mortgage, eh? We can adjust 

that. Things can be arranged. Tobias 
oversteps himself now’ and then. But give 
me a little time; I’ll fix that up. And now 
about the five hundred—you keep it. You’ll 
be goin’ away, and you’ll be needin’ money.” 
Aaron rubbed his hands. “ Yes,” he re­
peated, “ you keep that money, Tony.”

“ No, senor,’’ Tony said lightly. “ You 
have made leetla mistak’. You tak’ those 
money back. But you owe me somet’ing, of 
course. I keep thees.”

Madeiras had been running his fingers 
through the contents of Gallup’s purse and 
now held out for Aaron’s inspection the little 
gold snake Crosbie Traynor had wom on his 
hat band.

Gallup shrank back, his jaws working ex­
citedly. The next second he was reaching 
for the little charm.

“ No, senor” Tony warned. “ I keep 
eet.”

“ I didn't know it was in there,” Gallup 
shrieked. " It’s mine! What in hell do you 
W’ant with it?”

Thass fonny t’ing why I want heem, 
senor. But since first time I see those leetla 

snake I t’ink mebbe I lak’ to wear heem on 
my hat ban’ some time.”

" What’re you talkin’ about? I’ve owned 
that luck piece these forty years. Who’d 
you ever see wearin’ it?”

Tony grinned again.
“ Mebbe those man what brought eet 

back to you, senor. He say the man what 
own eet be sure recognize heem by that 
snake.”

“ What’s that? What—what man?”
Aaron babbled.

“ Those man what keel heemself, senor. 
Johnny Dice mebbe dead; but me—Tony 
Madeiras—ees steel here! You go now.”

Aaron was in no position to dispute this.
Bent over, muttering strange words to 

himself, Gallup moved away, in his ears 
the mocking laughter of the Basque.

Tony kept his word with Johnny. As 
soon as the moon came up he set the debris 
in motion again. Tons and tons of small 
rock cascaded down upon the mass already 
piled in the choked canon, but it failed to 
uncover the body of the boy.

It occurred to Madeiras, then, that John­
ny might have crawled away some distance 
and be lying helpless further down the 
canon. He called for the better part of ten 
minutes, but received no answer,

Johnny Dice was not to be found.
Hours later Gallup stumbled into Kent’s 

camp. Only Roddy and Tobias and one or 
two others remained.

" You look as though you’d seen a ghost,” 
the sheriff remarked. “ What in God’s 
name you been up to?”

Terrible trip,” Gallup moaned. “ Too 
much for me.”

*• Ain’t you goin’ to hold an inquest?”
•• Inquest, hell!” Aaron snorted. "The 

man’s buried under a hundred ton of rock. 
The Basque was your deputy. That ends 
it as far as I’m concerned.”

CHAPTER XXI.

TWO DEAD WEN.

FOR a dead man Johnny Dice was most 
active at that very moment. He was 
some five miles from the spot where

Tony searched for his body. He was not 
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alone. Some one else moved through the 
greasewood and sage ahead of him. Stealth­
ily, too, Johnny felt. The two of them had 
been circling each other for some time. 
Both were anxious to avoid the other, but 
for this very reason, seemingly, their trails 
kept on crossing and recrossing.

It was uncanny. Johnny thought he was 
being tracked. By innumerable little de­
ductions he knew that no animal made these 
sounds which alternately retreated and ad­
vanced behind and before him. It was a 
man! Who? The boy strained his eyes to 
catch sight of moving shadow or strange 
object.

He went unrewarded. It may have been 
that he was less cautious than usual. His 
mind was still blurred from the Basque’s 
shot. From the time Madeiras had ap­
peared upon the tailings until the present 
moment, things had happened so quickly 
that Johnny could only grasp the essential 
facts.

The boy knew that Tony had whispered: 
“ Play dead!” The Basque’s every move­
ment had been made to the gallery. The 
next instant his gun had flashed fire. John­
ny’s fall had not been acted. Madeiras had 
given him only a scalp wound, but the im­
pact had been sufficient to send the boy 
off his balance. The ride down the moving 
tailings had torn Johnny’s clothing to 
shreds, but had not so much as scratched 
his skin. The stunt under other circum­
stances would have been good sport.

He had regained consciousness there in 
the choked canon. The Basque’s words had 
come back to«him: " Play dead!”

His wound, a trivial injury, had con­
firmed his faith in the fact that his shooting 
was a game. Madeiras was too handy with 
a gun to have missed at that distance! 
Something had happened at the ranch— 
something which would be uncovered if cer­
tain parties thought him dead. It was plain 
enough to Johnny.

Feeling certain that soon some one would 
be searching for him, the boy had crawled 
over the loose rock and made his way down 
the canon to where it opened on a high 
plateau.

There he had rested—and worried about 
Mollv. What was to stop Gallup from mar-
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rying her now? Could he depend on Tony 
to prevent that? Surely the Basque would 
not have gone to this desperate measure un­
less he was prepared to protect the girl. 
The boy had to stand on something, and he 
chose to do it on this hypothesis. A sen­
sible decision.

But Johnny proceeded to make a bad 
mistake. Believing as he did that Tony 
wanted the world to consider him dead he 
hoped to better accomplish the hoax by 
hiding from the Basque; never for a mo­
ment realizing that Madeiras on not finding 
the body would jump to the conclusion that 
Johnny -was buried under that avalanche of 
rock.

The boy’s first need was a horse. Being 
afoot in this country rendered him almost 
helpless. Kent and his men would surely 
be watching for him, so Johnny had headed 
for the Reservation as his best refuge.

Half an hour back his trail had crossed 
that of the man out there in the blackness. 
It had stopped any further thought of Molly 
and Madeiras.

And now a very curious thing happened. 
A thud and the sound of crackling brush to 
his right made Johnny turn in that direc­
tion. As he did so some one whispered in 
back of him:

“ Hands up! ”
The other man had tossed a rock into the 

sage and the noise it made as it landed 
had claimed the boy’s attention and left him 
an easy target.

You turn him around now,” the voice 
said.

Johnny did as he was bid and found him­
self staring at Charlie Paul. The Indian’s 
eyes bulged. ’ You him, Johnny?” he cried.

Charlie Paul! You damn near scairt 
me to death.”

" You no dead?” the Indian asked.
•' Not yet, Charlie. What happened?”
It took the Indian some time to satisfy 

the boy's curiosity.
" Gallup and Kent go ’way, eh?” Johnny 

questioned. " You sure?”
" Sure. Take horses, too. I watch; I 

see. All gone now.”
Johnny pondered for some minutes over 

the Indian’s information.
“ Charlie Paul,” he said at last. “ I tell 



you somethin’. You try understand him, 
Charlie. Savvy?”

Charlie granted his assent.
“ Well,” the boy began, " everybody 

think I’m dead—me. You no tell. The 
Basque, he good friend me. He not shoot 
for kill. Me and him play game, all same 
like viente y uno, you savvy? So! By and 
by I catch him man.” Johnny indicated a 
rope around his neck. “ You no talk, eh?”

" No talk, me.”
“ Good. I go back on mine. Plenty 

grub, plenty water there. You take him 
money. Mebbe you go Reservation, buy 
two horse. No tell Thunder Bird you buy 
him for me. You do that, Charlie Paul?”

“ I go,” said the Indian. “ Mebbe so to­
morrow night I be back.”

Sundown the following day found Charlie 
at the mine. Johnny had slept for hours, 
and soon after the Indian’s arrival he de­
termined to ride to the Diamond Bar and 
let Molly know that he was not dead. He 
could depend on her to keep his secret. 
To withhold the truth from her was need­
less cruelty.

Johnny circled the house before he ap­
proached it. A dim light burned in Molly’s 
room. Crawling to the side window he lay 
upon the ground listening for some sound 
which would tell him she was awake. Once 
or twice he fancied he heard a low sob or 
moan. Getting to his feet he fastened his 
hands on the sill above him and began 
drawing up his body so that he could see 
into the room.

His head and shoulders were even with 
the bottom of the window when a nail tore 
into his forearm. The pain of it forced a 
moan from his lips. It had a startling effect 
on the occupants of the room.

Molly was in bed; but not asleep. Old 
Kent sat beside her. Neither had been 
aware of the boy’s nearness until that 
mournful cry escaped his lips. They turned, 
mouths open, eyes wide.

The old man screamed as he saw Johnny. 
Pain and the dead weight of his body upon 
his arms had put a hideous expression on 
the boy’s face. His clothes were ragged, 
his face white, his hair uncombed. The dim 
light threw shadows which only magnified 
his weirdness.

"Take him away! Take him away!” 
Kent screeched. " Don’t you see him?” he 
wailed. “ He’s there—in the window. 
Aw-w-w!” And he covered his face with 
his hands to shut out the gruesome sight.

Without knowing that he did it. Johnny 
flung a beseeching hand toward MoHy. A 
shriek answered him and he saw her topple 
over upon her bed. The men were running 
from the bunk-house. There was nothing 
left for the boy to do but go.

From the cover of the willows by the 
creek he could see men moving about with 
lanterns. Cries came to him, and above 
others the sound of Kent yelling:

“ A ghost, I tell yuh! He’s come back to 
haunt me! Don’t laugh at me! Don't 
laugh! ” And Kent’s cry rose until it broke 
in a fit of choking.

“ Take him inside,” came an order in 
Hobe’s voice. “ He’s babblin’ like a child.”

The old man fought them off as they tried 
to lift him.

“ He’s here!” he cried. “ I heard him! 
Don’t let him git me. Molly, Molly, I 
didn’t do it. Gallup paid Madeiras to kill 
him. I swear I didn’t do it. I swear—”

The old man s cries died away in a moan 
of anguish. The door banged and Johnny 
knew that they had taken him to his room.

A cold sweat broke out on him. It had 
never occurred to him that this construction 
would be put on his appearance. Was it 
possible that this was the very thing Tony 
had had in mind when he shot him? The 
sight of him had frightened Kent out of his 
wits.

What would hapjren if he appeared before 
Gallup in the dead of night in similar fash­
ion? Gallup had paid Madeiras to murder 
him.

Johnny cursed Gallup as he led his horse 
away from the ranch.

Reckon I’ll pay you a visit, Aaron,” he 
said to himself. *’ And right soon, too. I 
may be dead, but I’ll put the fear of hell 
into your miserable old carcass. You’ll be 
thinkin’ of somethin’ else besides who you 
are goin' to marry.”

Johnny’s one brief glance at Molly had 
shown him the girl tired, grief-stricken, hys­
terical. He wanted to tell her, now more 
than ever, that he lived; but to do so meant
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the loss of his best weapon against Kent 
and Gallup. Better for her to suffer now 
than to be forced into marrying Aaron Gal­
lup.

Thoughts of Crosbie Traynor came to 
Johnny as he rode along. What had old 
Thunder Bird found out? The chief would 
have something to say when next they met.

“ Strikes me we got quite a lot in com­
mon, Crosbie Traynor,” mused Johnny. 
“ The world's got both of us figured for 
dead. Only I’m alive to avenge the bird 
that got me.”

CHAPTER XXII.
THE FACE IN THE WINDOW.

JOHNNY surprised Charlie Paul on the 
following day by telling him that they 
were going to Standing Rock.

“ Me still dead man,” the boy said in an­
swer to the question in the Indian’s eyes. 
“ We stop this side the Rock. Nobody 
there know I be in your camp. Mebbe so, 
come night time, we go into town, play 
ghost, mebbe scare some man, eh?”

Charlie grinned and shook his head.
“ Ah, nah,” he said, “ me no ghost.”

“ I be the ghost, Charlie,” Johnny told 
him. “ Gallup paid Tony to git me. I’m 
goin’ to play the dead now. You go down 
and git the horses. I be ready pretty 
quick.”

This talk of ghosts was “ bad medicine ” 
in Charlie’s eyes, but he agreed, neverthe­
less, to do as the boy ordered.

The two traveled far from any road, and 
so slow was their progress that night found 
them still some miles from town.

Low hills came close to the northern limits 
of Standing Rock. The Indian knew a spot 
among them where he decided to camp. It 
was a little after nine o’clock before they 
reached it.

“ Leave our stuff here, Charlie,” Johnny 
advised. " We eat, then we go see Gallup.'"

The Indian answered with a shrug of his 
shoulders. He favored more direct action 
than this business of playing ghost. Hi? 
way, under the circumstances, would have 
been to pot Aaron as he slept.

Johnny thumbed his gun just as they 

were ready to leave. Charlie smiled at this. 
Maybe the night held something of interest, 
after all.

'■ Ghost no have gun,” he laughed mock­
ingly.

'■ No,” Johnny chuckled. “ All same I 
take him. You watch sharp till we cross 
railroad.”

He knew that once across the tracks they 
would be in little danger of being seen. 
Gallup’s house was one of the few on that 
side of the Espee main line.

When they had left the railroad a hun­
dred yards behind they dismounted and 
began walking through the sage toward 
Aaron’s place. The three or four cabins 
they had to pass to get there were in dark­
ness. A light burned in an upper window 
of Gallup’s house.

“ Tobias and him countin’ up the day’s 
profits, no doubt,” Johnny thought. The 
Indian heard the boy muttering. “ ’Bout 
time I begun doin’ a little countin’ up my­
self,” Johnny went on. Aloud, then, to 
Charlie he said:

“ You git ahead now. No noise, no 
tracks, you savvy?”

Again the Indian answered with a nod of 
his head.

In ten minutes they were lurking in the 
shadows beneath the lighted window.

Aaron’s house was a story and a half 
affair, and the lighted window at least ten 
feet from the ground. The}7 could hear 
the murmur of voices, but the closed win­
dow kept them from understanding a word 
of what was being said.

A stone’s throw away the lights of the 
Palace Hotel burned brightly; Johnny 
turned a wistful eye toward it. In a way it 
was his Times Square—his Broadway. He 
wondered who was facing Scanlon to-night. 
Something whispered to him that his eve­
nings there were a thing of the past. Gam­
bling with him had been an art, but it was a 
sorry accomplishment, one that would be 
of doubtful value to him in the days to 
come.

Unknown to Johnny, this reasoning was 
based on the fact that subconsciously he 
saw himself treading the future at Molly 
Kent's side.

A through freight thundered by as the 



two men waited, undecided as to their next 
move. Charlie looked blankly at the boy. 
“ How you get up there?” he whispered.

“ I’ll tell you,” Johnny answered, an idea 
breaking on him. “ I stand on your shoul­
ders, Charlie, you know, like this ”—the 
boy stooped and then arose, clasping the 
legs of an imaginary man. “ You under­
stand?”

Again that unemotional nod from the 
Indian. Getting down upon all fours, he 
waited for Johnny to climb into position. 
The boy straightened up, using the side of 
the house to help him retain his balance.

“ Move along,” he whispered. “ Stop 
when I signal.”

They had only ten feet to go. Charlie 
felt Johnny’s legs stiffen as the boy came 
abreast the window. The Indian stopped.

“ Steady,” Johnny warned as he pressed 
his face to the glass. He started as he be­
held Gallup’s companion. It was Tony 
Madeiras!

The Basque seemed to be having the 
best of the conversation. Tony had his hat 
on, pushed back from his forehead, his 
black hair curling out from beneath the 
brim. Something strange about the hat 
caught and held Johnny’s attention. It was 
the little gold snake snapped in the hat 
band.

“ Traynor’s luck piece or I’m a liar.” 
Johnny gasped to himself. “ Where in 
God’s name did the Basque git it?”

He could see that Tony was enjoying 
himself. He knew Madeiras’s manner when 
things were going his way. A smile all 
insolence wreathed the man’s face. His 
eyes were contemplative, cruel. Gallup 
cowered before them.

There was money upon the table between 
the two men. The Basque pushed the 
gold pieces to the floor with a sweep of 
his hand.

“ Money mean not’ing to Tony Ma­
deiras,” Johnny heard him say. “ Thass 
leetla theeng—money. You tell me ’bout 
those jail at Carson. Ha, ha! Those jail 
be nice place for you, too, seiior.”

“ Don’t be a fool, Madeiras,” old Aaron 
whined. “ You can’t send me down there 
without goin’ yourself.”

'• I go eef I have to. I’m strong; jail ees 

no nice place for old man like you. Me, 
I do not try to keel Johnny. I just crease 
him, I t’ink. Those rock, they keel him; 
but judge, he say we keel him just the 
same, I guess. Now what you say—you 
steel try marry those girl?”

Aaron did not answer.
“ As sure you try those trick,” Tony went 

on, “ I go see the Sehor Kelsey ”—the dis­
trict attorney.

“ You will, eh?” Gallup cried. “ Like 
hell you will! ”

His hand came up from under the table, 
a pistol, black and ominous, held rigidly. 
“ You’ll tell nothin’!” he screamed as he 
leveled his gun at the Basque’s head.

A blood-curdling yell broke from John­
ny’s lips as he saw the old man’s finger 
tighten on the trigger. Gallup jumped. His 
chair crashed over as he kicked it out of his 
way. The Basque's eyes rolled until their 
whites showed.

What was that in the window—a dead 
man’s face?

“ Hola! Virgen sunta.'” Madeiras shout­
ed, and he made the sign of the cross. 
‘‘ Johnny! Johnny Dice! ”

Gallup’s palsied hand pointed his gun at 
the apparition, johnny contorted his face 
and laughed diabolically. The old man’s 
finger pressed the trigger and shot the win­
dow pane to bits, but the boy was gone. He 
had beaten the gun by an instant.

Charlie Paul had felt the boy’s legs grow 
tense. The next he knew Johnny was on 
the ground beside him. A moment later 
they were lost in the night.

When they found their ponies the bojr 
permitted himself his first laugh. “ That 
yell of mine,” he said, “ wasn’t in the play. 
No, sir! Madeiras was up there. Gallup 
would have killed him in another second.

” Good old Tony,” thought Johnny. 
Molly was safe! Madeiras was a hero. He 
was making a Judas of himself for his pal’s 
sake.

“ Guess we don’t go back there pretty 
soon, eh?" Charlie chuckled.

“Surest thing!” exclaimed Johnny. “I 
know now that he’ll-scare. We have plenty 
fun along that man. Charlie.”

Madeiras seemed inclined in the same di­
rection. Even seeing the ghost of Johnny 



Dice had not robbed him of all sense. When 
Gallup turned back from the shattered win­
dow he found himself looking into the 
Basque’s gun.

“ I tak’ those peestol now, senor,” he 
said.

Aaron was too dumfounded to object. 
“ Did yuh see it?” he demanded. “ It was 
him! ”

“ Madre de Dies! Of course I see heem,” 
the Basque spat angrily. His hands flashed 
out and caught Gallup. Lifting him off 
his feet he hurled him down the room.

“ I ought to keel you!” he growled.

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE GUN SPEAKS.

THE following morning found Kent in 
Standing Rock closeted with Gallup. 
Kent was a nervous wreck. Molly 

had refused to speak to him: his men were 
sullen, aloof; Tobias had been back about 
the notes, and to top it all the specter of 
Johnny Dice walked beside him wherever 
he went.

“You been seein’ ghosts, too?” Aaron 
asked.

'■ You know, then, eh?” old Jackson an­
swered miserably. “ I saw him as plain as 
I’m seein’ you, Gallup. The girl did, too. 
I'll never forget how it moaned. I used 
to laugh at men who believed in haunts.” 
Kent shook his head. “ I’m past doin’ that 
now. When did you see it?”

“ Last night. It was here—but it ain’t 
no haunt. It’s Dice himself! I found 
footprints beneath the window this mornin'. 
Let him come agin. I won't miss him a 
second time.”

" You mean he’s alive—that he ain't 
killed?”

“ You’ve got it! I knew you couldn't 
figger him dead unless you’d seen his body- 
put in the ground. He’s fooled us all, even 
the Basque. Madeiras was here last night 
threatenin’ me. Told me he’d put me in 
Carson Penitentiary if I tried to marry 
Molly. What you got to say about that’— 
do I git her?”

“ I was hopin’ you’d change your mind 
about that, Gallup. The girl’s half mad.”

“ Well, you weren’t able to do anythin’ 
for Tobias yesterday. I’ll wait till day 
after to-morrow. You pay the money or I 
take the girl. She ain’t got no use for you, 
nohow. A man’t got to have a little back­
bone if he wants to keep his head up with 
wimmen. As soon as she pulled Traynor’s 
name on you, you wilted. I don’t know 
how much Dice knows, but it’s too much. 
Madeiras is makin’ big talk, too. The damn 
bosco stole that old Moqui charm of mine. 
He knew who had it, too.”

“ What?” Kent’s mouth twitched. He 
shook his fist in Gallup’s face. “ How’d 
he know that?” he cried.

“ That scares you, does it? Let him 
prove what he—” Gallup stopped short, 
his eyes on the door to the adjoining room. 
He had seen it move! He knew that he 
had closed it when Kent came in. Pushing 
his visitor out of the way, Aaron made a 
leap for the door and threw it open. Tobias 
was caught flat-footed.

Gallup grabbed the man by his coat and 
dragged him into the room. “ Eavesdrop­
ping eh?” Aaron screamed. “I’ll teach 
you to spy on me. You’re through—fired! 
You ain't got a cent but what you got from 
me. You pussyfootin’ swine, what were you 
hopin’ to hear! Take that!”

Tobias Gale fairly bristled as he got up 
from the floor. So wrathful was he that 
his little body trembled from head to foot. 
For years he had suppressed his emotions, 
bridled his desires, made a machine of him­
self. Gallup marveled as he gazed at him 
now.

“ Let us be honest for once, Aaron Gal­
lup,” Tobias said with fine impudence. 
" When the pot calls the kettle black it’s 
time to tell the truth. What I’ve got is 
mine. I earned it doing your dirty bidding.

“ You'll not kick me out. I’ve protected 
myself. Indeed I have. You’ll find that 
out when you try to call in some of our 
loans. Humph! A swine am I, eh? You 
are the swine, Aaron Gallup.

“ I know why you wanted Johnny Dice 
put out of the way, and I know that Crosbie 
Traynor didn't kill himself. You know it, 
too! You’ll crawl to me before I’ve fin­
ished. You just try to kick me out, to 
cheat me—and I’ll tell what’s what



“ You’ve kicked and beat me for years. 
You thought I didn’t mind. Well, I’ve 
made it my business to find out about you. 
You start your little tricks, and Molly Kent 
will know, and Johnny Dice will know. 
I’ll talk you so deep that the Carson Peni­
tentiary will crumble to ruins before they 
let you out.”

Tobias hurled a chair from his path.
“ Get out of my way!” he warned Gal­

lup. “I’m leaving this house now forever. 
When you’ve got something to say to me 
you can come to the hotel and find me.”

And the slave marched out, the king at 
last!

Kent and Gallup sat and stared at each 
other for countless minutes. Crushed, 
dumfounded, Kent reached for his hat 
finally and without a word stumbled down 
the stairs to get into his rig and start for 
home.

Gallup seemed unaware of his going. 
Meal time came, but Aaron still sat in his 
upstairs room, fixedly gazing into space. 
Some one knocked at his door, but he heard 
it not. His brain refused to hold any 
thought other than that Johnny Dice lived 
and would have the truth from Tobias.

Aaron’s gun lay upon the table before 
him. As he continued to sit in his trancelike 
state the pistol began to claim his attention. 
In fact, Gallup fancied it talking to him.

“ You’ve lived by the gun,” the weapon 
seemed to say. “I’ve seen you through 
every big crisis of your life. I do my work 
well w’hen properly handled. I stop bab­
bling tongues; smother secrets: give the old 
the strength of the young. I am your 
friend, Aaron Gallup. Men whom you have 
trusted have failed you or else they have 
been clumsy, stupid—in me alone can you 
place dependence.”

Yes, it was plain, Johnny Dice had to 
die. Tobias and Madeiras were dangerous 
—they could be attended to later, but John­
ny Dice’s end was imperative. He had to 
go. But how? It had to be soon—before 
the boy talked with the other two. That 
meant to-night! Johnny Dice would have 
to die to-night!

Gallup began to shake off his lethargy. 
Between now and sundown he had to be 
ready.

He went downstairs and puttered over 
his stove preparing food. Color flowed back 
into his face as his brain began to function 
again. He mumbled to himself as he set­
tled on what he would do. Gallup’s vanity 
took much pleasure from the proposed plan. 
It was simple, but ripe with the native in­
genuity which had brought Aaron across 
many a rough spot.

In brief, it was this: no one but Tobias 
Gale and Jackson Kent knew that he had 
seen through Johnny’s game. The boy had 
first appeared to Kent and then to him. 
That argued that Johnny would be hiding 
out-—anxious to keep alive the belief in his 
death.

That last night the boy’s ghostly visit 
had been more than a success. Now, if he. 
Gallup, spread the story of what he had 
seen—the grinning face, the fiendish cry— 
wouldn’t word of his talking reach Johnny? 
The man must have some confederate who 
would carry the tale.

But supposing that failed, if men heard 
the coroner talking of having seen a ghost, 
and this very night that ghost should re­
turn and be killed, and proved no ghost at 
all—well, wouldn’t that be alibi enough? 
Yet the law couldn’t touch Gallup for 
that.

So, then, it got down to whether Johnny 
would return. Aaron was satisfied to be­
lieve that he would, so between then and 
sunset he spread his story up and down the 
main street of Standing Rock

Charlie Paul, loafing in front of the 
Palace Hotel, heard it and carried it to 
Johnny.

“ He look sick, Gallup,” the Indian went 
on. “ He pretty damn well scared, him.”

“ Guess Aaron knows haunts is hostile to 
him,” Johnny said more to himself than to 
Charlie.

“ Him—Gallup—have big fight, too,” the 
faithful Indian added.

“ What fight? No savvy that, Charlie.”
“ Man, Gale—all bus' up.”
“ Split—all off, you mean?”
“ Him split,” Charlie grinned. “ Him, 

Gale, live um hotel.”
“Well, I’m damned!” Johnny dropped 

the frying pan to better voice his surprise. 
“ Them two old junipers failin’ out—now 



what do you know ’bout that? You hear 
any more, Charlie?”

“ Nah. Gale get horse, he drive away.” 
“ There’s a kittle of fish for you! ” John­

ny shook his head uncomprehendingly. “ I 
should admire to know what’s up. Mebbe 
so we find out to-night.”

Unknown to Johnny, Tobias Gale had 
returned to Standing Rock shortly after 
sundown. He had not been alone when he 
reached the outskirts of the town. There 
he had stopped, and the man who occupied 
the rig with him had stepped to the ground. 
Gale had driven on, and the other man, 
after ten minutes, had started to walk the 
remaining distance into the Rock.

Tobias made no effort to see him again, 
but he was apparently well satisfied with 
his day’s work. The man with whom he 
had driven across country that afternoon 
could be expected to furnish rare entertain­
ment for one, Gallup.

Gale made some discreet, but futile, in­
quiries regarding the whereabouts of Tony 
Madeiras and retired to his room. This 
was Gallup’s night, and Tobias was in no 
way inclined to share the spotlight with him.

CHAPTER XXIV.
JOHNNY DICE COMES BACK TO LIFE.

WHEN Aaron Gallup retired to his 
home at seven o’clock that evening 
he knew that if Johnny Dice hov­

ered in or near Standing Rock he had heard 
by now the story of his—Gallup’s—super­
natural visitor. Figuratively speaking, 
Aaron patted himself on the back for having 
set this trap for the smooth Johnny. The 
old man’s confidence in his scheme was such 
that he even whistled snatches of an old 
tune popular in the days of the Santa Fe 
Trail.

He finished his supper without lighting 
a lamp. Having eaten, he climbed the stairs 
and made ready for the expected company. 
He saw to it that his gun was in order; 
he lighted a lamp; he raised the curtains— 
it was as if he were a stage manager pre­
paring for the evening's show.

When his old brain refused to suggest 
any additional bit of stagecraft, Aaron took 

his seat. He had arranged the lamp so that 
he sat in shadows. Four or five times he 
drew a bead upon an imaginary face in the 
window—it made him smile. He was ready 
—he wouldn’t miss to-night.

It was too early for ghosts, so he half 
dozed in his chair. A clock struck eight, 
but Aaron heard it not, nor did he catch 
the soft pad-pad of naked feet ascending 
the stairs. Gallup was in a strange world 
confronting a horde of Johnny Dices. He 
shot them down, one after another, until 
his trigger finger grew tired.

Minutes slipped by as the old man sat 
lost in reverie, a smile of satisfaction upon 
his face. The door had opened noiselessly, 
a bony hand forcing it inward. The visitor 
squinted his eyes at Gallup and took a step 
into the room, closing the door behind him 
as he did so. He stood still, waiting for 
the other to catch sight of him.

Aaron became aware of the man’s pres­
ence by degrees. When he saw him and 
recognition followed, he uttered no word of 
surprise or fear, but just stared and stared 
at him. And eyes as cold as his own stared 
back at him.

This specter out of the past was no ghost, 
and yet it well might have been, for if, in 
appearance, there was ever a living dead 
man it was this gaunt visitor.

Gallup’s thoughts were far from the win­
dow. Johnny Dice no longer obsessed him. 
He knew there could be no connection be­
tween the boy and this shriveled shadow 
of a man confronting him.

And yet there was, and not so remote 
at that. But Johnny knew7 nothing of the 
man’s coming. The boy was playing a lone 
hand this night. He had already circled 
Gallup’s house several times. That a light 
should be burning in that same room again 
to-night looked suspicious to Johnny. It 
said all too plainly that he was expected.

Well, it is a poor general who has only 
one plan of attack. Johnny flattered him­
self that he was equal to this occasion.

The eastern freight had not pulled in yet. 
Two carloads of ore from the Black Prince 
mine stood upon the side track. They 
would have to be picked up and cut into the 
train. Very likely the freight would bring 
a car of merchandise from San Francisco 



for the Rock. That would take more time. 
Cars would be switched back and forth 
past the house. One should be able to see 
into that lighted upper story room from the 
top of one of those cars.

Gallup had not replaced the shattered 
glass as yet. With fair skill a man should 
be able to flip a piece of cardboard into the 
room. Johnny had such a thing to toss at 
Gallup’s feet—the picture of Molly which 
he had found in Traynor’s wallet.

The boy had the best of reasons for doing 
this. Surely if Gallup did not recognize 
the picture it would worry him sore just 
because he could not place the child’s face. 
A picture, delivered as this one would be, 
carried a message, a warning. And perhaps 
the man would fail to reason that it had 
been tossed into the room from the top of a 
passing freight car. If so, he would be at 
some pains to figure how it came there upon 
his floor.

If the incident produced no other effect 
than this, Johnny told himself he would be 
satisfied. It would be another straw added 
to Aaron’s load, and to break and unnerve 
the man was Johnny’s game.

But he stood to win more than this. He 
had made Kent admit that he had known 
Crosbie Traynor. If Gallup recognized that 
picture it was proof enough that he, too, 
had known the man. Then, Johnny felt 
that he would have discovered the reason 
for Kent’s subservience to Gallup.

As he walked the tracks to the head of 
the switch just this side of the shipping 
pens he told himself that he could not lose. 
No matter how the play went, he won.

The freight pulled in half an hour late, 
but Johnny’s calculation in regard to the 
amount of work the train crew would have 
to do proved correct. Swinging up to the 
top of one of the big box cars he stretched 
himself flat and waited for the switching to 
begin. In a few minutes he was rolling 
past Gallup’s house.

Rising to his knees, the picture in his 
hand, he peered into the lighted room. 
What he saw there drove his plans far from 
his mind. In fact, so great was Johnny’s 
surprise that he had trouble in retaining his 
balance upon the moving car.

Gallup’s visitor was old Thunder Bird!

Yes—and the old chief was bound and 
gagged! Gallup sat before him. Another 
second and the scene was whisked from 
Johnny’s vision.

Johnny’s breath came in gasps as he rode 
down the tracks. Some things were plain 
now. It was Thunder Bird himself whom 
Traynor had gone to see! Could there be 
any doubt of it? Gallup saw an enemy in 
the Indian. Why? What better reason 
would he want than that Thunder Bird 
had known Traynor, and that the old chief 
knew that he—Gallup—had known the 
man, too?

People had called Traynor a stranger, 
but here were three men—Thunder Bird. 
Kent, and Gallup—whose actions proved 
that they had known him. There might be 
others—Tobias Gale, for instance—-he was 
a mysterious sort of person. Indeed, no 
stranger's bullet had ended Traynor’s life.

Johnny fretted and fumed as the minutes 
passed while the car stood still. It seemed 
that hours dragged by before the engine 
came back to shunt the car down the tracks 
toward town. Finally it began to move. 
The boy felt it take the switch just before 
it crossed the main street of the town. By 
this he knew that the car was going on to 
the siding which managed to squeeze past 
the side of the hotel.

Although not so close to Gallup’s house 
now, the boy could see into the room by 
standing erect. The car came to a stop al­
most opposite it. Johnny saw Thunder 
Bird tied in his chair, but Gallup gone. 
" Downstairs, no doubt,” mused Johnny, 
“ lookin’ for me.”

For the ten minutes that the car stood on 
the siding Johnny stared into the lighted 
room. He did not know just what to do. 
Rescuing men from Gallup’s lair was hardly 
a thing to be pursued as a nightly vocation 
—that is, if one were at all fond of living. 
But on the other hand, Thunder Bird might 
hold the key to the entire situation. John­
ny felt that the old chief could explain 
many things if he could be induced to talk.

Obviously the thing to do was to find 
Madeiras and then force a way into Gallup’s 
house. Tony must be in town. Finding 
the Basque could not be more than an 
hour's work.



“ Damn it,’- Johnny muttered. " Wisht 
Id tipped him off to the truth. Hain't 
helped a bit to let him think he killed me. 
I sure need him now. Charlie wouldn’t be 
no good at all. He’d want to stick a knife 
into Gallup.”

The engine kicked a string of cars against 
the one upon which Johnny stood. They 
hit so sharply that the boy’s legs almost 
went out from under him. Crawling to the 
hand irons he swung his foot out to find the 
top one. He was facing the hotel for the 
first time. Before him was the room in 
which Traynor had been killed. Johnny 
drew back his foot, his brain reeling as he 
began putting two and two together.

Once he stretched out his arm and 
touched the window sill.

“ My God,” he moaned, “ this is it! It 
couldn’t be anythin’ else. It was this time 
of the night—the noise of the engine to kill 
the sound of the shot, a stick to lift the 
man’s gun, a toss of the arm to throw it 
back into the room after the killin’—it’s 
right as day! Why, of course—Traynor's 
hat was damp. It was rainin’ that night. 
When they pulled it out here to rip the 
band off the rain got at it. And the wool— 
I picked up a piece of fleece from the floor. 
Teixarra was shippin’ wool that day. His 
cars stood right here. Mister, you’ve got 
the answer!”

Johnny mopped his face with his hands.
*• Bumped him off with his own gun, too,” 

he muttered. “ Right clever, that. Yes. 
sir, this was one of the most clever murders 
this State can boast of. I got to talk to 
somebody or bust. I'm goin’ to find Ma­
deiras.”

The car was moving away as Johnny 
swung to the ground. Half running, he 
burst into the Palace barroom. Scanlon 
dropped his cards as he caught sight of 
him.

Vinnie shouted: “ My God. you dead, 
Johnny?”

“ Dead, hell!” Johnny roared. “ Do I 
look like a dead one? Where’s Madeiras?-'

“ He ain’t been here,” Scanlon answered.
“ He was in town last night,” the boy 

exclaimed. “He-ain’t far off right now. 
If you see him tell him I'm lookin’ for him— 
to come on the run!”

Turning on his heel. Johnny flung him­
self through the door, deaf to the questions 
in Scanlon's eyes.

Vinnie stared at his partner. The other 
men present likewise looked at one another. 
What had happened? Where had Johnny 
been? Gallup had seen his ghost, eh? The 
laugh was on Aaron.

“ He’s rearin’ right up for a ghost, ain’t 
he?” Scanlon declared.

“ Sumthin’ goin’ to happen right soon, 
now,” somebody stated. “ I ain’t never 
seen Johnny so hostile.”

“ That’s too bad,” Scanlon muttered. 
“ Trouble cornin’—and Doc Ritter forty 
miles away. They ain’t no advantages in 
this town!”

CHAPTER XXV.

MADEIRAS ASSERTS HIMSELF.

JOHNNY combed the town without find­
ing the Basque. No one would even 
admit that they had seen him. The boy 

refused to give up. Madeiras was there, 
somewhere, and he intended to find him. It 
was wasted effort, Tony having left the 
Rock as Johnny crouched upon the freight 
car.

The day had been one of misery for the 
Basque. He believed that he had killed 
Johnny. He was hardly less certain about 
having seen the boy’s ghost. He was primi­
tive and superstitious enough, too, to accept 
the fact that a dead man’s spirit could 
return to haunt its enemies.

Madeiras had been dogging Gallup’s foot­
steps for two days and nights. The Basque 
took his share of blame for Johnny’s mur­
der, but he hated Gallup for having tempted 
him into taking such a chance.

Tony had promised himself that Gallup 
should never get Molly. For this reason, 
he slept in Brackett's stable. Aaron kept 
his rig there. If he set out for the Diamond 
Bar, Madeiras would know it.

The Basque had soon forgotten the gun­
play at Gallup’s house on the previous 
night. He did not believe the man would 
make any attempt to see the girl. But 
brooding all day long over Johnny’s death 
made the fact that he was keeping Gallup 



from Molly a small recompense for the loss 
of the boy. More than once the Basque 
wished that he had killed the coroner. He 
told himself that he would have to do it 
some day. Gallup would have to pay his 
debt.

Tony had managed to secure more than 
enough to drink during the last day or two. 
He was half intoxicated when Gallup had 
entered the stables an hour ago and hitched 
up his team. Soon after the old man had 
left the Basque slid down from his nest in 
the hay mow.

“ Por Dios!” he cursed. “ So he go after 
all, eh? Better I tak’ her than heem. I 
say, sometime I keel that man—to-night be 
the time! ”

Madeiras had left his horse with an uncle 
at the Casa Espahol. The animal was under 
lock and key when Tony got there. Half 
an hour was wasted in awakening Felipe 
and unlocking the bam.

But at last the Basque set sail for the 
Diamond Bar. He raked his pony with the 
spurs as he urged him on. Gallup could not 
be far ahead. Madeiras lashed his pony 
as the minutes passed. The ride began to 
sober him and he wondered how Gallup had 
come so far.

Miles unwound until the Basque had cov­
ered half the distance to the ranch. He 
had yet to catch a glimpse of Aaron. After 
another mile Madeiras pulled up his horse.

“ Where I mees that man?” he asked 
himself. “ I come fas’—no team keep 
ahead of me.” He snapped his fingers at 
a sudden thought. “ Mebbe he leave those 
team behin’ while I was'e all that time wit’ 
ole Felipe and some mens tak’ him in those 
dam’ flivver.”

Madeiras uttered a wild cry as he caught 
sight of the ranch. He was breaking all 
records to-night.

Not until he was within a quarter of a 
mile of the house did he bring his horse to 
a canter. A hundred yards more and he 
vaulted to the ground. Gun in hand, he 
left the pony and went crawling away 
through the sage. Passing to the rear of 
the house and finding the door unlocked, 
he stepped inside.

Madeiras knew the place too well to need
TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

a guide to lead him to the girl’s room. Not 
a light was burning. If Gallup had been 
here he was gone now. The thought made 
the Basque less cautious. His spur chains 
tinkled as he hurried to Molly’s door. It 
was locked. Molly heard him tapping for 
admission.

Who is it?’’ she demanded, frightened.
‘■Quick!” Tony whispered. “It’s Ma­

deiras. Gallup ees cornin’ to tak’ you. Open 
the door!”

" I will not! ’’ came the girl’s voice, strong, 
defiant. “ Go at once or I’ll scream.”

“ Scream!” the Basque dared her as he 
put his shoulder to the door and snapped 
the lock. “ You come wit’ me.”

A wave of emotion smote Madeiras as he 
sprang into the room. Molly had lighted 
a lamp. He saw her crouching against the 
bed, her nightgown open at the throat and 
half revealing the swelling bosom, the taper­
ing limbs. The fragrance of her pink and 
white loveliness intoxicated the Basque. No 
wonder that Gallup wanted her. No won­
der that Johnny had.

Molly had never been anything more 
than a tomboy to the Basque. He saw her 
now for a flesh-and-blood goddess.

The girl read his look and opened her 
mouth to cry out. The Basque saw her 
start and he leaped toward her. Molly 
struggled as his hand closed over her mouth.

“ Don’t you yell,” he warned her. “ You 
t'ink I’m pretty bad frien’, eh? Some day, 
mebbe, you change your min’. I tak' you 
now. You go wit’ me! What I care for 
Kent? What I care for Gallup? I keel 
my bes’ frien’; but Madre de Dios, I die for 
you! ”

Molly beat his hands and scratched his 
face, but a kitten would not have been more 
helpless against the strength of him. She 
felt herself lifted into his arms. With one 
hand Madeiras snatched up a pile of cloth­
ing. The next instant he was striding down 
the hall, carrying her as if she were no 
weight at all.

A hundred yards from the house the 
Basque turned, and shaking his fist at it 
he cried :

■ By God. for once Tony Madeiras ees 
the boss!"



By LESLIE GORDON BARNARD

Mr. AUGUSTUS G. CANDLETON 
leaned forward confidentially, at 
imminent risk of upsetting his 

glass of ice-water--just filled by a brisk 
waiter—upon Rattini’s best damask. His 
rather heavy-set face, with the slightly pro­
truding jaw, was filler! with mingled melan­
choly and triumph.

“ Naw, Billy,’’ he declared, shaking his 
head, “ It can't be! It just can’t be! 
Um strong for your proposition, and 1 
reckon your car to be the best on the mar­
ket at the price, but you see he shook 
his head again, staring into the innocuous 
and innocent depths of the ice-water, as 
though the answer might lurk therein— 
”you can't account for these women! I've 
lost more sales of one thing and another 
through some darn female butting in and 
queering the deal than you’d think I was a 
liar if I told you. A woman? --well, she'll 
pat you on the head, like you might say, 
and just about the time you stick a fountain 

pen in her mitt, and show her the dotted 
line, bang!—she lands you one below the 
fifth rib, as the saying is, and you go out 
for the count. That’s how it is in business, 
Billy, and when it comes to the personal 
stuff, mark it ditto and double lead it! 
Not, of course, that Lulu—”

"Lulu!” repeated the local sales mana­
ger of the Credo Motors. Limited. " I 
thought it was some flapper by the name of 
—what was it—Flo some one or other?"

" Steak.’’ ordered Mr. Candleton, wav­
ing aside the menu thrust under his nose. 
" Steak with—and plenty of ’em!’’

“ Onions, sir?"
“ You’ve said it! Smother it! And 

French fried, and a double order of bread. 
And make it quick, like a good chap. No, 
hi, there, waiter! Cancel those onions; 
make it beans and have ’em unstrung. 
Right!” Mr. Candleton mopped his brow. 
“ Your fault, Billy,” he added, aggrievedly. 
“ Flo didn’t mind onions, you see. and "



“ Lulu does?”
“ Sends her right up, Billy! Says they’re 

plebeian! Flo was comfortable that way. 
Eat what you like, and use your tools ac­
cording to your own code. But then, you 
see Flo was too easy all round; she fell for 
some lowdown drummer—I forget his line, 
but I know it was cheap. Yes, sir, threw 
me right over, Flo did! Now, Lulu, you’ve 
got to hand it to her! She’s the goods! 
Put six forks, assorted sizes, by her plate 
and bring on the fish or meat or sweets 
unsuspecting, as you might say, and I give 
you my word, Billy, she’ll pick the social 
winner every tune. Every time I take her 
out I nearly choke with pride to see her in 
action, and to think she’s mine, as you 
might say!”

“ Congratulations in order?”
“ Well, between you and I, she hasn’t 

given the affirmative signal in so many 
words, but there’s more language than 
crosses the lips by a long shot. Oh, Lulu 
is class—there’s no doubt about it! But 
it’s kind of hard to follow’, and not get 
winded. Take eating for example: I man­
age pretty well by keeping my eyes skinned, 
but it means my taking only the things she 
does and letting her strike a blow first, as 
you might say. But I’ve learned lots of 
things I never expected to—from running 
a car to playing a jew’s-harp, and I reckon 
I can tackle a little thing like polishing up 
on the rules of the road for forks and 
spoons. Same way with business. ‘ Jack 
of all trades,’ they say, 1 and master of 
none.’ Don’t you believe it! I’ve sold 
pretty nearly everything salable from Hali­
fax to 'Frisco, and from herrings to hats, 
and the broad principles of salesmanship 
fit ’em all. So when she said ‘ Insurance,’ 
it didn’t feeze me a bit.”

“ Insurance?”
“ Sure. Why not? Nice business: wear 

good clothes; mix in the best circles, and 
your own boss.”

“ Brokerage, then, I suppose?”
“ ‘ Augustus G. Candleton—Insurance 

and Real Estate—Mortgages Negotiated ’ 
—look rather well on the door, won’t it? 
Lulu’s strong for it, you see. Her girl 
chum’s gentleman friend has just started 
in the business, and she gets an earful every 

day about how wonderful this bird is get­
ting on! Life, I think it is. If all the 
prospects live until he lands ’em, he reck­
ons to be able to retire! ‘ Such a gentle­
manly business,’ Lulu says. I tried to 
head her off on cars, but nothing doing. 
' I had a fellow once,’ she says, 1 and he 
ran off with one of the dames he was show­
ing a car to. I thought she was taking a 
long time to make up her mind to buy,’ says 
Lulu, ' but looked at in the matrimonial 
light she was a fast w’orker! Nothing do­
ing on you, Augustus,’ she says, and it 
sounded like a French ultimatum to Ger­
many about this Versehigh business. So, 
there you are, Billy. I’m darned sorry, 
too! Steak’s kinda poor without onions, 
ain’t it?”

“ How do you propose starting?”
“ Buying an agency. I’ve a bit of coin 

tucked away, and it’s sort of providential, 
for this here Henry Derriger, the insurance 
broker—quite big man in the line—well, 
he’s just given the insurance companies a 
chance to prove the value of protection to 
his widow. I heard his business was for 
sale, so I went right after it. An old dry- 
as-dust Johnny connected with the estate 
was in the office. He coughs an apology 
every time before he speaks. I made a 
pretty good story of it. and he says: 1 Come 
in to-morrow at ten'.’ It’s just about 
cinched. Gosh, look at the time! Sorry, 
Billy, but I’ve got to beat it—simply must! 
Have to meet Lulu at a little before eight, 
and it always takes me the deuce of a time 
getting into my glad rags! She won’t go 
in the orchestra seats unless I dress up, 
and she won’t stand for any other kind of 
seats. Nothing plebeian about Lulu! Like 
you to meet her some time! Thanks for 
the dinner. Sorry to turn down your 
proposition! ”

“So am 1, old man! Good-night!” 
■ “ Bon soil” called Mr. Candleton gayly 
as he started out. The cashier’s desk stood 
sentinel near the exit.

Mr. Candleton would have passed by on 
the other side.

“ Your check, please?”
Mr. Candleton paused, stared at the girl 

with a supercilious air. Then he frowned.
“ You do not assume,” he said, “ that I 



am endeavoring to escape my lawful debts? 
As it happens that gentleman back there— 
the lean one with the purple tie—will ar­
range the matter with you.”

“ Yes, sir!" said the cashier meekly.
Mr. Candleton passed on, nodded majes­

tically to the head waiter, secured instant 
attention from the hat boy, and so reached 
the street. His self-confidence rose at 
every step, until he arrived home; until, 
indeed, he began to array himself in eve­
ning clothes. Then the ebb set in. It was 
close to low tide when he discovered a 
streaky mark on his only dress shirt; it 
completely ebbed when a final glance in the 
mirror gave a reflection that begat gloom. 
The clothes were not made that would fit 
Augustus G. Candleton as self-respecting 
clothes should fit a gentleman.

Mr. Candleton sighed ponderously, and 
gave it up. One thought alone sustained 
him. Lulu would rejoice over the insur­
ance prospects. On the way in the taxi he 
planned his business cards; his business sta­
tionery. He wondered whether full face 
or profile would go best on the upper left 
hand corner of the letterheads. Enthusi­
asm grew apace. It carried him through 
the evening like some magic carpet. Lulu 
was gracious.

“ I am so glad, my dear.” she told him, 
as they parted. “ You are sure. Augustus, 
there will be no hitch?”

' I’m fixing it all up at ten to-morrow!" 
said Augustus G. Candleton.

II.

Mr. Cyrus G. Cooper let himself into 
his apartment without a single unnecessary 
motion. The janitor’s wife, happening to 
pass along the hallway at the moment, 
bobbed a curtsy, and remained to stare. 
The immaculate figure vanished within.

“ My,” sighed Mrs. Robbin, shaking her 
head, “ e’s blue blood, ’e is! Such a gen­
tleman I’ve not seen since I came from 
back ’ome!”

Her mind, filled with the vision of Mr. 
Cooper’s tall, spare figure, aquiline profile, 
iron-gray hair, perfect dress, accompanied 
her along the hallway and down to those 
lower quarters where her husband ’Grace 

came in for a silent, but invidious, appraise­
ment.

Mr. Cooper, meanwhile, hung his hat on 
the peg dedicated to its use. Carefully 
folding his scarf, and placing it in the pock­
et of his light fawn raincoat, he inserted a 
hanger as substitute for his own shoulders, 
and set the whole on the peg next his hat. 
To upset any of these nice arrangements 
came near to being sacrilege. The unwit­
ting offense of a “ charlady ” in this respect 
had very nearly disrupted the domestic 
economy for a week one time. A business 
acquaintance once called Mr. Cooper a 
finicky old fool but the fact was that he 
merely carried neatness, punctuality, re­
finement to a fault, almost to a vice. And 
his words, never very many, were not less 
carefully chosen than his ties, or his suits, 
or as far as that might be, his business as­
sociates.

The insurance brokerage office whose 
outer entrance bore the single sign of 
" Cyrus G. Cooper, Insurance," was a place 
of method and an ordered efficiency. The 
two male clerks were chosen for their gen­
tility as much as their ability; the three 
women for modesty in dress, well-modu­
lated speech, deportment, and, in the last 
analysis, an appreciation of their tenure in 
the world of men and affairs as being on 
sufferance. Mr. Cooper, while compelled 
to follow the modern trend, deprecated 
greatly the invasion of women into the 
workaday world.

‘‘My dear!” greeted Mr. Cooper now, 
placing a light kiss upon his wife’s brow. 
He passed on his way; carefully divested 
himself of his business clothes; conducted 
his ablutions with a scrupulous regard for 
trivial details; attired himself in the conven­
tional dress of evening; read such portions 
of the paper as he felt it his duty to do; 
and. precisely at seven, reappeared.

They dined alone-—these two, but, even 
so, there was formality about the dinner, 
At one end of the table, Mr. Cooper, his 
shirtfront seeming almost a continuation of 
the stretch of tablecloth; at the other end 
—removed by a great field of white—Mrs. 
Cooper, modestly decollete, and wearing on 
alternate nights the string of pearls and the 
diamond pendant he had given her.



“ Is there anything new about the Der- 
riger affair. Cyrus?” Mrs. Cooper asked to­
night.

“ It is virtually settled," replied her hus­
band. " It is eminently desirable that an 
old-established agency, such as poor Derri- 
ger conducted, should not be suffered to 
disintegrate. It represents a lifetime of con­
scientious and consistent effort, and his 
methods—as a whole I mean—were sound 
and sane and untouched by any of this 
regrettable modern clap-trap. I feel it, in­
deed, incumbent upon me to assume the re­
sponsibilities of representing his clients in 
the manner to which they have been ac­
customed under his regime. Had death not 
come upon him so suddenly, I have no hesi­
tation in saying that he would have chosen 
me as his logical successor. However, I 
saw Ferris to-day; he is acting temporarily, 
and representing the estate, and he practi­
cally admitted that I am the choice of the 
executors. They have kept the matter 
quiet, and my associates in the profession, 
of course, realize that the business will nat­
urally and rightfully come to me, and have 
made no advances. Indeed..at the brokers’ 
association luncheon, yesterday, when I had 
the sad honor of paying a slight verbal 
tribute to our departed confrere, I was 
openly acclaimed as his successor. It is 
only right. Will you be served to a little 
more chicken, my dear?”

“ Besides, Cyrus,” said Mrs. Cooper, al­
lowing the maid to pass her plate for a 
second helping, “ it will mean a lot to you 
to secure this extra business. Your clien­
tele has dwindled quite a little, you 
know! ”

Mr. Cooper raised his eyebrows, but 
kept himself within hand.

My dear!” he said reproachfully.
“ Oh, I know,” went on his wife, “ that 

you lost the accounts because you refused 
to stoop to undignified methods, but the 
fact remains that we have had to curtail of 
late. You refuse to advertise, you disap­
prove of trespassing, as you call it, when 
others call it competing. You stand on 
your dignity and see little whippersnappers 
take the business from under your very 
nose! With what result?—that only to­
day at Mrs. Pringle's tea, Mrs. Barrie said 

to me: ‘ My dear, I thought Cyrus was 
buying you a car?’ ”

Mr. Cooper interrupted: "You should 
not have mentioned the fact prematurely, 
my dear!”

” But you told me, Cyrus, that I should 
have one six months ago! And then busi­
ness began to get worse, and you lost that 
big Fardell account to Canby, and it makes 
me look so foolish!”

“ What rejoinder did you make?”
“ I told her I was—was expecting news 

any day,” said his wife; then repeated: “ It 
makes me look so foolish! ”

Mr. Cooper considered.
“ If you should be phoning her,” he said 

at last, “ you may tell her that we are get­
ting a car at once! ”

“Oh, Cyrus, aren’t you a dear?”
“ Please, Mary, remain calm! ”
“ I shall phone her right after tea about 

Mrs. Brixon’s reception, and then I can tell 
her—”

“ Quite casually, remember, Mary— 
quite casual!}'! Any exuberance would be 
so obvious—and childish!”

“ You are sure it is—-all—right, Cyrus?"
“ Is it my habit, my dear, to overstep the 

bounds of reasonable prudence?”
" No, no—only—supposing there was 

any hitch and you didn’t get this agency— 
and—"

“ My dear," said Mr. Cooper equably, 
“ let us drop the discussion. Have I not as­
sured you that the matter is virtually settled 
now? I am to meet Ferris at Derriger’s 
office at ten to-morrow!”

HL

In the office that still bore the name of 
the late Derriger, Mr. Ferris sat. Since nine 
he had been checking, in the painstaking 
manner usual to him, the renewal list, and 
making sure that all was well with the clien­
tele of the departed. He opened the mail, 
set aside such matters as required an an­
swer against the coming of his own stenog­
rapher at eleven, to give some time to the 
needs of this office of which Mr. Ferris was 
foster-father.

This took until twenty to ten.
Since then Mr. Ferris had been consult-



ing his watch at frequent intervals, and 
each time of such reference, chuckling to 
himself in his dry way. as though the move­
ment of the hands toward ten gave him 
pleasure. Once or twice he rubbed his thin 
hands together and, at least thrice, gave 
quick little tugs at the old-fashioned side­
whiskers he affected in the face of modern 
criticism and, he almost suspected, laughter.

His mind ran back a matter of ten years 
—with elephantine instinct, for all that its 
owner was birdlike rather than otherwise. 
The chuckles ceased; Mr. Ferris frowned at 
the conjurings of memory. A very simple, 
very ridiculous incident to be remembered 
all these years. But then, others had not 
forgotten.

It was a Christmas affair—one of those 
times when the older ones must be children 
again for the sake of the younger, if not for 
their own sake in reviving memories of 
youth. Poor old Derriger gave it in the 
week between Christmas and New Year’s. 
He—Ferris—had been there, and Cyrus 
Cooper, and two or three others of the in­
surance world, asked in for the dinner and 
evening, with the object of enabling Derriger 
to slip away into their company, by and by. 
and indulge in a rubber or two of whist. 
Meanwhile, just after dinner, the children 
had their hour, as children rightly must at 
such a time.

They played, Mr. Ferris recalled, a ven- 
ridiculous game. “ What is it like, and 
why?” One member went out of the room: 
some object was chosen by the remaining 
ones; and the exile allowed to return. On 
his asking “ What is it like, and why?” the 
various members of the group must say, for 
instance, as one did in this case: “ ft is like 
Mr. Derriger, because it is square.” Who­
ever returned that answer put the whole 
affair on the dangerous plane of personali­
ties. which, Mr. Ferris told himself again 
now, did not excuse Cyrus Cooper for sur­
prising every one by giving his answer: “It 
is like Ferris because—”

The reason was never given, in words. 
Some one tittered, and a terrible silence su­
pervened. Only for a moment, though! 
Derriger’s young hopeful, who this time was 
“ it ” and so doing the guessing, started 
dancing up and down with glee. “ I know 

it—1 know it-—” she cried with the ingenu­
ousness of the youthful, “ it’s that picture 
there! ” At which the place had rocked with 
laughter, and even the culprit, Cooper, al­
lowed himself unusual relaxation in the grip 
of mirth. For the little girl had guessed 
right.

She was pointing up at a picture from 
which all eyes had been sedulously averted 
—the picture of a cat, bewhiskered, smirk­
ing, in which Mr. Ferris, had he not fol­
lowed the apostle’s remark and gone away 
from his mirror not knowing what manner of 
man he was, must indeed have seen a re­
markable resemblance.

Somehow the thing got out—whether, as 
Mr. Ferris surmised, through the tongue of 
Cooper or not—and the insurance world, to 
this day, spoke of him behind his back, and 
once or twice, inadvertently, before him, as 
" Pussy Ferris.” That had stuck in his crop 
all these years! Vainly had he striven for 
some revenge; but the stately Cooper went 
his way in untrammeled and untouched dig­
nity.

But now—
Mr. Ferris, perceiving that the hands of 

his watch were almost ten, chuckled a little 
again.

The insurance world might laugh, but 
with him. not at him, this time.

IV.

As it happened, they went up in the same 
elevator together; their request to the boy 
to let them out at the fifth floor, if not 
couched in the same language or same tone, 
was simultaneous: they left the lift to­
gether; passed along the corridor almost 
elbow to elbow. At a sharp turn, a minor 
collision took place.

“ I beg your pardon, sir!” offered Cyrus 
Cooper with a stiff inclination of the head.

“ Same to you!” returned Augustus Can­
dleton. nodding and smiling expansively. 

• Great day—eh?”
“Pleasant!” replied Mr. Cooper with a 

suggestion of frost in his voice that would 
have checked another.

■‘You’ve said it!” ejaculated Candleton 
happily.

They went on down the corridor, their 



footsteps ringing in unison on the marble 
floor. They did not hear the laughter of 
prophetic fate in the echoes they awakened. 
Mr. Cooper held the lead slightly, with his 
long thin legs. Mr. Candleton, propelled 
by an urgency born of enthusiasm and not 
repulsion, kept his fat legs following some­
how.

Before the door bearing the. name of the 
departed. Cyrus Cooper stopped. Mr. Can­
dleton halted also. For just the fraction 
of a second tall dignity looked upon short 
amiability with suspicion. Then Cooper 
made as though to knock discreetly before 
entering. Candleton beat him to it! His 
quick knock and the thrusting open of the 
door were almost simultaneous actions.

“ Something about a policy?” queried 
Mr. Candleton, smiling in his enthusiasm. 
“ Step right in, sir, and we’ll fix it up for 
you! ”

“ We?” repeated Mr. Cooper, pausing on 
the threshold. “ May I ask, sir, what con­
nection you have with this—er—agency?”

“ Sure you may ask,” said the amiable 
Candleton. “ Fact is—enter noos, as you 
might say, I'm buying it out since the poor 
old boy croaked. You can bank, though, 
on the best attention. Still doing business 
at the old stand, but under new manage­
ment! Progressive without being too—too, 
you know—that’s my motto! Why—er— 
is anything wrong?”

Cyrus Cooper was staring at him as one 
might regard a lunatic of dangerous pro­
pensities.

“ There is,” said Mr. Cooper at last, “ a 
mistake somewhere! You see—I happen to 
be concluding the necessary arrangements 
to take over the agency myself."

Mr. Candleton’s jaw dropped visibly.
“Naw!” he said. ’'Gee! I hope that 

old fossil hasn’t double-crossed me!” He 
shrugged his shoulders, as if tossing from 
them the burden of sadness. " Well, we‘11 
learn nothing here, friend. Let’s go in and 
wrassle it out with the empire! Lead on. 
McDuff!”

He bowed to Mr. Cooper, holding open 
the door. Mr. Cooper hesitated, bowed 
stiffly once in acknowledgment, and entered. 
Candleton followed quickly, closing the door 
behind him. Nothing could long keep his 

buoyancy under. If things didn’t material­
ize, Lulu would be disappointed, but—well, 
there was that car proposition open still. 
Only this morning Billy had phoned in des­
peration. His staff was depleted, for one rea­
son and another—so much so that a phone 
call for a demonstration for this afternoon at 
three had no one to see to it. Would Augus­
tus be a good scout and do this one thing for 
him? He knew the Credo car well. The 
usual commission would be in it if a sale 
eventuated. Augustus, being nothing if not 
a good scout, would. The memory helped 
to sustain Candleton in the present crisis. 
Besides, Billy was standing him a lunch; 
and giving him particulars then.

“ Good morning.” purred Mr. Ferris 
amiably. “ Mr. Candleton-—Mr. Cooper! 
Mr. Cooper—Mr. Candleton!”

Cooper bowed again, stiffly, as to a stran­
ger.

Candleton grinned. “ Glad to meetcha!” 
he said, holding out a pudgy hand. Mr. 
Cooper ignored it in a well-bred way. Mr. 
Candleton looked at his outthrust member, 
shook his head at it as if reproaching it for 
its temerity, withdrew it with ceremony, 
winked at Mr. Ferris, and was not at all dis­
comfited.

”Sit down, gentlemen!” invited Mr. 
Ferris.

They sat- Mr. Cooper, rigidly on the 
edge of his chair, his hands grasping his 
gloves and depending upon the support of a 
gold-headed cane: Mr. Candleton leaning 
back to enjoy the comforts ordained by the 
maker of the horse-hair upholstered seat he 
adorned.

Mr. Ferris, glancing from one to the 
other, and return, chuckled to himself.

“Well. Ferris!” Thus Mr. Cooper, im­
patiently.

“Cast off!" suggested Mr. Candleton 
cheerfully. “ Storm signals are displayed on 
the Great Lakes! Ixt's know the worst!”

V.

•• Now,” said Mr. Ferris, leaning back in 
his chair and putting the tips of his fingers 
together. "1 am anxious to close the matter 
of the agency this morning. Apart from 
the price, which we have already considered

7 A 



and stated, the executors rely upon me to 
dispose of the business. It is entirely in my 
hands. That leaves it to the three of us here 
to arrange things mutually.” He beamed 
upon them; Cooper was impassive; Candle­
ton smiled back. “ In justice to Derriger 
I am naturally anxious to see his carefully 
built-up clientele turned over to a successor 
capable of adequately handling it; conserv­
ing it; and extending it, because, as you 
know, gentlemen, every' new account on an 
agent’s books is a possible channel for fur­
ther business.” Mr. Ferris coughed in that 
apologetic manner usual with him. “ At 
first it seemed that the field was limited to 
our good friend Cooper here. His fellows of 
the insurance world conceded it to him by 
common, and largely silent, consent.”

Mr. Cooper nodded once in confirmation; 
his cane beat an impatient tattoo on the 
floor.

“ Now, however,” went on Mr. Ferris 
with relish that he had difficulty in con­
cealing, a new point arises. While not 
fully concurring in this first decision, I gave 
it tacit acceptance, but a new element pre­
sents itself. Mr. Candleton here, with what 
I think we may call characteristic energy, 
being desirous of becoming a broker, has 
applied for the purchase of the agency. In 
justice—in justice, I say, to poor Derriger— 
and also to the applicant—I had to take this 
into consideration. I have a feeling that 
Mr. Candleton, though new to the business, 
has the essential qualifications; that he 
would bring to it life and—your pardon. 
Cooper—what we might term : pep ’!”

Cyrus Cooper snorted indignantly. “ Are 
you demented, Ferris? With every' respect 
to—ah—Mr. Candleton here—it is prepos­
terous to think of committing the agency' 
to one whose knowledge and experience of 
the business are obviously' nil! ”

Mr. Ferris spread his hands; tilted his 
head judicially' on one side.

“ The point is not without merit,” he re­
turned, " and I have not forgotten it in my' 
conclusions. On the other hand, Cooper, 
to be perfectly frank with you, it is com­
mon knowledge that your own brokerage 
business is suffering from—excuse the vul­
garism—from dry rot!”

Cyrus Cooper was speechless. Dignity 
8 A

stiffened his backbone straighter than ever. 
He stammered an expostulating: ” Sir!”

” The Fardell account, my friend,” Ferris 
reminded him equably. ‘‘ Canby has done 
well with that! ”

” It was an outrage, Ferris—the meth­
ods—”

‘‘ Business methods — modern business 
methods, Cooper! Then there was that 
United Manufacturers account. I—”

Mr. Cooper rose.
“ I decline to sit and listen to such im­

pertinence!” he said. “ When I require an 
analysis into my affairs I shall seek advice 
from qualified sources! ”

“ An analysis?” repeated the other. “ If 
you don’t hurry it up it may be a post­
mortem!”

The matter of the agency transfer shall 
be taken over your head to the other execu­
tors,” declared Cooper, holding himself in. 
” I myself will make it a point to acquaint 
them tvith the ridiculous manner in which 
the affair is being handled.”

Mr. Ferris rose, too. He said, with a 
touch of steel:

” You may go to them if yqu wish, but 
to no purpose! I have full authority' to 
settle the matter this morning, and settled 
it shall be! The price, you both know, 
has been fixed, and agreed upon. Sit down 
a moment, Cyrus! That’s right! Now 
myr proposition is this. Here is your busi­
ness, Cyrus, very nearly shot to pieces lately 
through lack of initiative, through ultra­
conservative methods. Here is, on the other 
hand. Mr. Candleton, who very obviously 
is possessed of the modern initiative—if I 
may' use it again, the pep necessary to bal­
ance this fault. Why not merge your in­
terests, gentlemen? I am sure Mr. Candle­
ton as a junior partner would be most effec­
tive! And the name—quite euphonious it 
would be, wouldn’t it?—‘ Cooper & Can­
dleton.’ To such a concern, possessing the 
two essentials of caution and of progressive­
ness, I should have no hesitation in com­
mitting the future destinies of poor Derri- 
ger’s business!” Ferris leaned back again, 
and beamed upon them.

In all this time Candleton had not spok­
en. Now it was a monosyllabic utterance 
that proceeded from him.



“ Gosh'" he ejaculated weakly.
Air. Cooper said nothing.
Ferris turned to the younger man.
" You would be willing to enter as junior 

partner, Mr. Candleton?" he smiled.
Mr. Candleton waved a hand flabbily.
li I ain’t proud!" he asserted. "If he 

can stand it 1 guess I can! It was only 
Lulu I was thinking of. She’s queer—Lulu 
is.”

“ Lulu?”
“ I forgot,” said Candleton. “ My girl, 

you know! Swell little dame, but—class. 
see! Might kick if I played second fiddle. 
Still, I’ll take a chance. I'm queered with 
her for fair if I don’t land this agency after 
handing her the line I did last night. Other­
wise it sounds good enough. If our friend 
here needs the modem touch, I’m the boy 
who can do it! Salesmanship?—say, I’ve 
references here!” He turned, moved by 
quick enthusiasm, to Mr. Cooper, offering a 
handful of documentary evidence. Cyrus 
Cooper, rising quickly, recoiled as from the 
taint of leprosy.

“ Going?” asked Mr. Ferris amiably.
Mr. Cooper turned at the door to speak 

his mind.
“ I have listened to many amazing propo­

sitions in my time,” he said rather thickly, 
“ but for sheer impertinence and levity this 
has been the most unhappy exhibition that 
has come within my ken. I had thought. 
Ferris, that you were possessed of some 
rudiments of sanity, or fair dealing. Your 
reputation will suffer for this morning’s 
work!”

“ And-—yours. Cooper?-’ It will make a 
pretty story—with the usual expansion of 
rumor and fancy to trim it nicely—how 
a rank outsider took this plum from under 
your nose. There will be laughter, friend 
Cyrus; laughter!” Mr. Ferris let the word 
linger on his tongue like a pleasant morsel.

“ You will not dare let him have it! ”
“ Say,” interrupted Candleton. rising, 

too, “ I don’t like the way you say him— 
meaning me, I suppose?”

The other ignored him. To Ferris, he 
said: “ The new system of brokers’ examina­
tions will exclude him, if nothing else.”

“ You forget. Cyrus, that competent un­
derlings may- be had for the technical details 

until Mr. Candleton can become an jail 
with the business. As for the rest of it, I 
am, happily, not without influence in the in­
surance world. I shall readily stand sponsor 
for Mr. Candleton!’’ He turned to the lat­
ter, smilingly. " If you are ready to sign, 
Mr. Candleton."

“ You betcha." murmured that gentle­
man readily.

Mr. Cooper hesitated, tried to speak, end­
ed by making an angry- exit, and doing vio­
lence to his own sense of good breeding by­
slamming the door fiercely behind him.

“ He seems kinda mad!” suggested Mr. 
Candleton, staring at the glass panel to as­
sure himself it was still intact.

If you only knew him,” chortled Mr. 
Ferris, supremely' happy, “ you would know 
just how mad he is! I’ll step across the hall 
and ask Mr. Hines to come and witness this 
document if you’ll excuse me!"

Fifteen minutes later Augustus Candleton 
emerged from the office of the Derriger 
agency- with a sense of burden and of tri­
umph. The agency was his. He hurried to 
a phone; tried to get Lulu. She was out. 
Up to twelve thirty he had received ten 
assurances from the wearied landlady at her 
boarding house, at a cost of fifty cents and 
a broken commandment or two.

Then he had to meet Billy Doran, the 
local salesmanager of the Credo Motors.

“ Here’s the address. Gus!" said Doran 
after congratulations and the soup course 
had been disposed of. “ The old girl phoned 
first thing this morning. She’s always liked 
the lines of the Credo, so she’s prejudiced! 
Babbled on as happily as a child with a 
toy! I gather her hubby- has given her 
carte blanche to go ahead and get what 
she wants, and he’ll foot the bill. It’s easy 
money, boy! By the bye, there's a note 
of encouragement for an embryo insurance 
broker in it. This fellow Cooper is quite 
well known in that line I ”

Mr. Candleton peppered his side of fish 
until it assumed a dusky hue. He was star­
ing vacantly- at Billy- Doran.

“ Great snakes, Billy!” he articulated at 
last. “ I guess little Willie doesn’t make 
that sale’ Count me out on that demon­
stration!" He repeated the substance of 
the morning’s conference.



Doran‘s face fell.
“ You’ll go, just the same,” he decided at 

last. “ I’ve no one else to send, and the 
old boy won’t be home, anyway! Run her 
round a bit, give her a good line, and I’ll 
bet the thing’s done before ever the old 
boy shows his nose! You won’t fail me, 
Augustus?”

Mr. Candleton sneezed violently.
“ Waiter,” he called when he could get 

his breath, “ remove this confounded sea 
serpent, and tell the cook to go and smother 
him in his own pepper!”

“ Pepper, sir? Ah! I think perhaps, 
sir, you—”

“ Who’s paying you to think? Take it 
away, and bring me steak and onions—no, 
steak without onions! It’s a great life, 
Billy! Well, I’ll go, as you put it up fair 
and square to me—but if anything goes 
wrong address me care the jail. I’ve had 
more lip from that old codger than goes 
down easily with Augustus G. Candleton!”

VI.

As a general thing, Cyrus Cooper lunched 
in the down town district that accommo­
dated the office building, in which his was 
one of several insurance brokerages. His 
invariable rule was to leave the office at 
ten minutes to one, and, promptly at one, 
hand the hat boy in the “ Brokers’ Restau­
rant ” his hat, or hat and coat in season, 
also his cane, and bid him exercise even’ 
care. At which, invariably, too, the boy 
would say meekly: “ Yes, Mr. Cooper,” and 
wink behind his patron’s back at the cashier, 
whose desk was within signaling distance.

To-day he reached his office shortly after 
the noon whistles had blown. He passed 
through the general office without a deflec­
tion of his glance, and entering the private 
sanctum bearing his owm name, closed the 
door behind him abruptly.

“ The chief is annoyed over something,” 
said Prendergast, the chief clerk.

” It seems so,” admitted Miss Jenkins, 
the stenographer, to whom the remark was 
addressed.

The matter rested there. The outer of­
fice reflected the rather silent dignity of the 
inner shrine. There was a quietness, a re­

straint, an atmosphere, in fact, that gave 
to the visitor a sense of affluence, and big 
business of a conservative kind. None 
would suspect, on entering, that they looked 
upon an institution that was rapidly suc­
cumbing to the business equivalent of ar­
terial sclerosis. Time was when the two 
male clerks, the two women clerks, and the 
predecessor of the present office boy, were 
hard put to make the hours of the day go 
around. Now, with the gradual dropping 
off of accounts—one here, one there—little 
of prosperity remained but the atmosphere. 
The modem world was a world of transition 
and change; a world, in fact, for whom old 
gods were dead. Cyrus Cooper w’ould have 
been very frosty toward any one who would 
have hinted that a cutting in two of the 
small staff—

Cyrus Cooper at this moment was sitting 
in his private office, unmindful of the un-> 
opened mail before him, or the routine so 
religiously followed through months and 
years. A bulldog tenacity gripping past 
traditions, customs, practices, habits had 
kept his heart loyal long after his reason had 
rebelled. Last night Mary had joined the 
uprising. To-day Ferris, the impertinent 
little creature, had touched, with ungloved 
hand, the very sore itself. A calendar, one 
bearing, indeed, poor old Derriger’s name, 
stared down at him—a chaste calendar, 
which the most conservative bank might 
find unobjectionable in any detail.

Quick anger came again to Cyrus Cooper. 
To think of such an end to all Derriger’s 
work! Some day his—Cooper’s—own clien­
tele would go the same way—if it did not 
disintegrate before that day if his own dis­
solution came. He was not an old man by 
any means—only a little past the sixty mark 
—but a sense of age was present with him 
now. The world of men and affairs—as he 

!had known it—was leaving him behind.
He had heard himself called a fossil. Was 

he? Why did he allow such thoughts to 
pierce his defences to-day? Perhaps the 
youthful enthusiasm of the impossible Can­
dleton had disturbed him, representing, in 
caricature, the modern world he detested. 
Perhaps it was Mary’. Yes, more than any­
thing else, it was Mary’.

There had been a time when he could 



have afforded the things she craved, the 
things, indeed, which had been woven into 
the web and woof of their dreams—travel, 
a little luxury—expressing itself in these 
latter days in the wish for a motor car. too. 
Then he had said: “ Just a little more time, 
dear, and our position will be secure!" And 
the time had passed, and the modern world 
of business with its methods which he so 
deprecated had come and eaten into his 
affairs, until the security had gone and with 
it many of the dreams. Mary had been so 
patient, too. And so easily pleased—quite 
childish in her delight over the matter of the 
car last night. She should still have her 
car; some of the capital he had intended to 
invest in purchasing the Derriger business 
would go into it and its upkeep. That was 
easily said, but he knew that she wTould 
never consent to it. With the agency se­
cured, and its certain possibilities—the. ac­
counts were picked ones, and few would 
be lost—new prosperity might be looked 
for—but now.

A knock sounded at the door, interrupt­
ing his thoughts.

“ Come in, Prendergast." He knew the 
familiar tap-tap.

Prendergast’s rather stooped shoulders— 
not due to age. but to an habitual roundness 
of posture—and Prendergast’s bespectacled 
face looked upon him. Their owner flushed.

“Well, Prendergast?’’
“ Your pardon, sir. but I—do you know 

it is after one?”
“Dear me!” stammered Cyrus. “ I did 

not realize! Thank you, Prendergast, but 1 
do not really feel like luncheon to-day!"

“ You should have something, sir! Let 
me send the boy—’’

“No, do not trouble! Perhaps I may 
drop over later on!"

He went, indeed, at one thirty, slipping 
unobtrusively into the restaurant.

“ You’re late, sir.’’ piped the check boy in 
surprise.

“ Yes, Jimmy! ’’
He sought a secluded table, glad that 

the usual crowd of associates were gone. 
Ferris might have spread word He ate a 
light lunch; rose hastily to leave. At the 
door he met Sammy Warriner—who repre­
sented a British marine company.

“Hullo, Cooper!" greeted Sammy. 
“ Say, what’s this rumor going round? Hear 
that you lost out on that Derriger business 
to some jazzy young person. Ferris has 
been having the boys laughing their sides 
sore!"

Cooper mumbled some incoherent remark, 
and made his escape. He returned to the 
office; spent the afternoon over personal 
accounts: shook his head in an unaccus­
tomed way.

At four, he put on hat and coat, and 
quitted the office for the day. The weather 
was fine and brisk—something of spring in 
it, although summer had almost seemed to 
arrive prematurely this April. The roads 
were clear and clean, and invitingly washed 
by the spring rains. Several men he knew 
passed in cars. He declined a lift. He 
preferred to walk uptown to the apartment, 
centrally located, where he resided. He 
found in the crisp air, the mellow spring 
sunshine flooding from the west, no exhila­
ration.

He was going up. rather lagging in his 
pace, with a touch of Prendergast's stoop 
about his shoulders—to face Man-.

VIL

Augustus G. Candleton had kept his 
appointment at three punctually, driving a 
demonstration Credo car. On the way from 
the garage he turned matters over in his 
mind; salesmanship beckoned, and insur­
ance was for the moment forgotten. Even. 
Lulu, whom the phone had failed to 
" raise.” was in a distant region of his men­
tality.

Said the temporary salesman of the Credo 
Motor Sales, in self-communion:

“ Augustus boy. you are dealing now with 
women! Item one: Mrs. Cooper has asked 
for the demonstration. Item two: She men­
tions that her friend. Mrs. Barrie, has rec­
ommended the Credo to her. Item three: 
It is a fine afternoon. Conclusion: The 
danger of two females on one proposition 
is reduced to nix—barring the usual con­
trariness of the creatures! I will suggest." 
said Augustus to himself. “ that we take 
a long drive to show the merits of the car, 
and, if possible, include Mrs. Barrie.”



The conclusion proved a wise one. The 
suggestion, deftly made, was quickly taken 
up, and Mrs. Barrie was installed in the rear 
seat with the prospect. Candleton cleverly 
deferred to her opinion, in which, however, 
he was the molding power. Mrs. Barrie's 
wisdom in operating a Credo was extolled; 
every good point was agreed ujoon. The 
matter was practically settled during the 
first two miles. Afterward, tactfully, the 
salesman became, to all intents and pur­
poses, merely a chauffeur. The two women 
gossiped and chatted. Candleton’s quick 
ear was alert to forestall any detrimental 
change of conversation. But it kept within 
safe limits, the long-deferred purchase could 
not be kept out, of course. Cyrus was a 
dear, Airs. Cooper enthused. That led to 
greater confidences. The improved busi­
ness prospects followed in smooth and logi­
cal sequence.

" Between ourselves," confided Mrs. 
Cooper, laughing happily, “ with times—as 
they are, you know—Cyrus wouldn’t have 
felt it opportune to buy now had it not been 
that this new development of the Derriger 
agency came along. Cyrus is a dear, but so 
old-fashioned, and he finds it so hard to 
compete, except with the long-established 
accounts of conservative firms. These new 
Derriger accounts will be of the kind he 
can best hold. He’s too old, my dear, to 
change his ideas now, and he’s been so brave 
through it all.”

With the insight of an understanding 
wife—and suddenly embarked upon that 
sea of confidences, of which the farther shore 
is often very distant and alluring—Mrs. 
Cooper pictured Cyrus as well as if she had 
ushered her hearers into his office that after­
noon.

“ I don’t know why I've told you all this, 
my dear,” she said at last, bidding good- 
by at the door of Mrs. Barrie’s residence, 
“ but I feel now that things are going dif­
ferently, and I’ve been aching to express 
myself all these months. Good-by, dear! ’

The women kissed. Candleton, turning 
to close the door, saw in this woman of fifty 
something of the radiance and hope of 
youth, and in her eyes a softness of shadow 
that suggested moisture.

He drove her home to her apartment.

“ Thank you,” she said, “ I will phone 
you confirmation of the order to-morrow, if 
I may. You see my husband must finally 
approve and—”

"Sure!" nodded Augustus. “I under­
stand! ”

He drove off.
•'Good-by, commission!” he sighed. 

“ Billy boy. I’ve done you bad this trip. 
Guess 1 better think of insurance for a 
change. Gee. I haven’t phoned Lulu either! 
The little girl’ll think I’ve flown the coop!” 
He felt a vague uneasiness that induced an 
all-consuming mental process. A traffic 
policeman brought him to earth.

“Hey, you!” said the angry officer. 
“ What’s up with you. anyhow? Drunk?”

“No!” said Augustus, soberly. 'Just 
crazy' ”

At the garage he turned in the car, and 
sought a phone. Cooper answered it.

“ Candleton speaking,” said Augustus, 
briefly. “ About that darned agency, I’ve 
been thinking it through. I’m not hep to 
the business at all and would probably gum 
up the works for fair. Eh?—oh, it’s just 
because Lulu wanted me to try the line— 
yeh, Lulu — L-u-l-u — wife? — heck, no— 
girl! Classy little piece! Glad to have 
you meet her some time. Well, anyway, 
I’ve a notion old Dry-as-dust-—Ferris, isn’t 
it?—had a joker up his sleeve. Had it in 
for you I guess, and made me his tool. I’m 
not stuck on that kinda thing, somehow! 
Look, if you wanta buy the agency oft’a me 
now, there’s nothin’ I know to stop us. 
What’s that?—suiU same price—no, no—■ 
in fact, it’s quite a favor! I guess maybe 
I can find some line'll suit me better. Right 
you are — at twelve-thirty to-morrow? 
Brokers’ Lunch? I'll be there. Don’t 
mention it, old top!”

Mr. Candleton regarded his reflection in 
a bit of a tinny mirror near by.

“ Crazy is right!” said Augustus to Air. 
Candleton.

VIII.

Punctually at twelve-thirty next day 
they met.

“ Early to-day, sir?” said the hat boy.
“ Making up for yesterday, Jimmy,” said 

Cyrus Cooper affably. They went in.



Augustus G. Candleton was very quiet.
“ Mr. Candleton,” said Cyrus Cooper, 

over the soup course, “ I have this morning 
been talking to the manager of the Credo 
Sales. Went in to see about that—car. 
He told me a remarkable story about you, 
sir! Yesterday 'afternoon you demon­
strated a car to my wife! ”

“ Yes!” admitted Augustus shortly.
“ You not only demonstrated the car, sir! 

You sold it to her. All that remained was 
my sanction. To-day she is happy in the 
possession of a car. That, sir, is undoubt­
edly due to you—undoubtedly! You have 
placed me under an embarrassing sense of 
obligation. Ah, you see, Mr. Candleton, I 
managed, by the exercise of a little diplo­
macy, to worm the story out of Mr. Doran! 
He himself confessed to be puzzled. He 
is wavering between two opinions—one 
that your sense of losing a sale was too great 
to allow anything to stand in the way, and 
the other that a more altruistic motive 
actuated you. I—knowing, sir, that my 
wife, with a slight measure of indiscretion 
of which we will say nothing, revealed the 
condition of affairs—I incline to the latter 
view. I have come, sir, to tell you I must 
decline to accept your sacrifice. You see, I 
happen also to have heard amplification of 
your somewhat vague remarks about Miss 
—Miss—you will pardon the familiarity 
due to ignorance of the surname—Miss 
Lulu? I trust that no serious breach—”

Augustus grinned, in a doleful way.
“ I told her,” he admitted. “ She hand­

ed me an earful! If I couldn't do this for 
her, I needn’t come round, an’ all that! 
Funny creatures—women—eh?”

“ At times,” agreed Mr. Cooper, “ very- 
extraordinary! Under the circumstances, 
you must see very clearly- that I cannot 
take advantage of your exceptionally kind 
offer! I will have to manage the—car— 
some other way! ”

Candleton shook his head. Cooper in­
sisted.

There’s one way out,” suggested Can­
dleton, brightening at last. “ I wasn’t 
strong for it yesterday7 when the old josser 
sprang it, but it would fix us both up! ”

“ You mean,” began Mr. Cooper, in a 
strange voice.

“ Partnership!” said Mr. Candleton.
He smiled ingenuously at Cooper, a smile 

that could be born only of a big heart.
Candleton looked about the room. It 

was filling with men who knew him—who 
might have a greater laugh than ever if- -

“ Hang them all,” declared Cooper, star­
tling the waiter into a near catastrophe. 
Lie said after a space: “ You may phone 
Miss—er—Lulu—if you wish that you are 
to become a partner in an old established 
brokerage firm, and—”

“Gosh!” ejaculated Augustus, quickly. 
“ You’re some speed, after all. I’ll just go 
and phone if you’ll excuse me!” He hesi­
tated. Desire seemed to die within him. 
“ Maybe I’ll wait,” he said. “ It’ll teach 
her a lesson! She was a bit sharp!”

The waiter thrust a menu under his nose.
“ Steak,” ordered Mr. Candleton. “ steal; 

with—no, drat it all, without onions!” He 
hesitated. “ Hang Lulu,” he said, “ just 
imagine being condemned to that for life! 
Let her go! She’s too dumed uncomfort­
able! Hi, waiter, make that with onions! 
I hope ”—he turned to his partner—“ I 
hope you don’t mind onions,” he said.

“ I’m particularly7 fond of them, sir,” said 
Cyrus Cooper.

“Bully!” cried Augustus Candleton. 
“ Who said we hadn't something in com­
mon? Shake!'’

Mr, Cooper — rather unwillingly —- but 
with such grace as might be—-shook. Then 
his eye, roving the room nervously, caught 
sight of a hated object. Ferris was staring 
straight across at them. A little flicker of 
a smile touched Mr. Cooper’s lips. The 
venom in his responding glance was lost in 
defiance, not untouched with triumph.

His prospective partner, watching, was 
granted insight.

“ We’ll make old Dry-as-dust’s joke a 
boomerang for fair!” declared Augustus G. 
Candleton. emphatically.

“ You’ve said it!” agreed Cyrus H. Coo­
per, with unprecedented vigor, and a lapse 
of speech for which his sense of fitness 
offered no rebuke. “ Shake again!”

Ferris, watching the little ceremony, had 
the look of a man who, essaying to emulate 
the serpent, finds, of a sudden, that his 
fangs have been drawn.
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CHAPTER XVII (continued).

THE WARP AND THE WOOF.

C ATTAIN FRANCIS NEWCOMBE 
drew slightly back. He made no 
other movement. He said nothing. 

His eyes remained riveted on Locke's face.
“ I was almost done in that night,” said 

Locke. " I’d had two days and two nights 
of it. I did not hear all you said—what 
particular place it was, for instance, that 
had been robbed. I heard of the share that 
each of you had played in the affair. I saw 
your faces.

“ I heard the Frenchman, a self-admitted 
crook, hail you as a greater than himself— 
yes, as a greater even than any criminal in 
all France I heard vou check him with 
your name on his lips. I heard ■'him call 
your attention to my presence there.

“ I heard you say you had not forgotten 
—and in a flare light I saw you with your 
rifle across your knees, its muzzle only a 
few feet away from my head. Then in the 
ensuing darkness I was lucky enough to be 
able to wriggle silently back a few yards in 
among the trees—and a second later I saw 
the flash of your rifle shot.”

Locke stopped. His lips were dry. He 
touched them with the tip of his tongue.

The two men stood eying each other. 
Neither moved.

Locke spoke again:
“ As I crawled out of that thicket I swore 

that I would pay you for that shot if it took 
all my life to bring you to account. I did 
not know your name, I did not know where 
you came from or where you lived; but I 
knew your face—and I was sure, as we are 
sometimes strangely sure of the future, that 
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some time, in some place, you and I would 
meet again.

'• But it was four years before we did; 
and in those four years, during which I 
have traveled a great deal on my father’s 
business, no man’s face, in a crowd, or 
merely in passing on the street, whether 
here or abroad, but that I searched in the 
hope that it might be yours. And then I 
saw you—in London just a few days before 
we sailed. I followed you to your apart­
ment, and I saw the other two—Runnells, 
and the Frenchman, whose name I discov­
ered was Paul Creinarre.

“ I secured an introduction to you at 
your club, and I learned from you that 
you were sailing within a day or so on a 
certain ship. I told you I was sailing 
on the same ship. Within an hour after 
I had left you at the club, I did two 
things: I booked passage on that ship, 
and I engaged a man who was recommended 
to me as one of the best private detectives 
in England.

“ With the knowledge that you were a 
criminal, it was only a question of a short 
time then before the detective would unearth 
your record, or that you would be caught 
in some new venture; and meanwhile, leav­
ing him to work up your ‘ history,’ I crossed 
with you, and suggested the yachting trip 
as I did not intend to let you out of tny 
sight again until you were trapped. And 
I think, but for the fact that you have been 
told now, that would have been accom­
plished even more quickly than I had ex­
pected.

“ At one of the stops that I purposely 
made on the way down the coast on the 
Talofa, 1 received a letter from the detec­
tive mailed in London the day after we 
sailed. He said that developments had 
been such that he was working in conjunc­
tion with Scotland Yard, and that he ex­
pected to be able to send me a very .satis­
factory report within a day or so.”

Captain Newcombe took his cigarette 
case from his pocket for the second time— 
but now he calmly lighted a cigarette.

“ And so,” he remarked smoothly, “ just 
at the moment when, after four long years, 
you are about to reap the fruits of your 
labor, you tell me to go. Where? Into 

the trap—waiting for me over there on the 
mainland?”

“ No,” said Locke bitterly. “ Where 
you will; you and Runnells—and Paul 
Cremarre. We'll have no more trouble 
from any of you here.”

Newcombe paused suddenly in the act of 
lifting his cigarette to his lips.

“ This Cremarre you speak of,” he said, 
'■ what makes you think he is here?”

“ Because I expected him to be here.” 
Locke replied. “ He was one of the three 
of you. He could not very well form part 
of your retinue as Runnells did. He would 
have to come separately. I know he is here 
because I saw a man wearing a mask last 
night. I have reason to know it was not 
you; and since I superintended the packing 
of Runnells’s baggage and have also seen 
Runnells himself, I know-—for reasons that 
need not be explained—that it was not Run­
nells.”

I see,” said Newcombe. "So it must 
have been this Paul Cremarre. since the 
three would be here together. I regret that 
I was not fortunate enough to have the 
advantage of your viewpoint, even though 
you honor me with the credit of having ar­
ranged all these little details. And so, at 
the moment of your supreme success we are 
to go—we three. May I ask why this 
change of heart?”

Howard Locke reached into his pocket 
and took out a faded envelope that was torn 
at one end.

“ These.” he said, his voice rasping 
hoarsely again, “ are Polly’s papers - her 
birth certificate, the marriage certificate of 
her parents—the proof of perhaps the most 
contemptible and scoundrelly crime you 
have ever committed; I say ‘ perhaps ’ be­
cause there may be lower depths of beastli­
ness and inhumanity of which only a mind 
such as yours could conceive.

“ You know where these papers were 
found. Besides using Polly as your cat’s- 
paw and your tool, making her innocence 
serve your vile ends, you robbed her of her 
claim to even honest parentage!” His face 
had grown white to the lips, his voice was 
almost out of control. “ And yet it is Polly 
—Polly Gray—who is saving you now! I 
have no change of heart. I never, even on 



that night in the thicket, wanted to square 
my account with you as T do now.

“ But for Polly's sake I cannot do it. I 
love her more than I hate you. I want to 
save her from the sorrow and distress she 
would suffer if she knew the truth of what 
has happened here: and, above all, I want 
to save her from the misery and shame of 
having her name publicly connected with 
yours were you brought as a common crimi­
nal to stand in the dock.

“ And so you are going—where I do not 
know. Not London, or anywhere else, as 
Captain Francis Newcombe any more—for 
you would no longer dare do that with the 
police at last hot on the investigation of 
your career. But you are going out of her 
life never to contaminate it again.

“And this is the bargain that T make 
with you—that she shall never hear from 
you again. I compound no felony with 
you. I have no power to hold you, even 
were I an officer of the law, without specific 
evidence of a specific crime. That such 
evidence will inevitably be forthcoming is 
certain, but for the moment there is no 
warrant for your arrest.

“ You will make the excuse for your de­
parture as I have suggested--and later on 
a brief notice of the death of Captain 
Francis Newcombe in some distant place 
will account for your continued silence, and 
remove you out of her life.”

Newcombe blew a smoke ring in the air 
and watched it meditatively.

“ Excellent'” he murmured. “ And if I 
refuse? To save Polly you would have to 
call your bloodhounds off.”

“ It is too late for that.” said Locke stern­
ly. “ And even if it were not. it would be 
better that Polly should suffer even the 
shame of publicity than that you should 
remain in any way in touch with her life.”

“I see!” murmured Newcombe again. 
“ But with exposure as inevitable as you 
say it is, it is too bad that Polly should - 
er—nevertheless suffer her share of this 
shameful publicity whether I go or not.”

“ You fence well.” Locke observed with 
a grim smile. “ Scotland Yard sooner or 
later will know, but they will not make pub­
lic what they know until they have laid 
hands upon their man. It is your freedom 

that is at stake. I told you I did not think 
you would venture to return to London.”

” Locke,” said Newcombe softly, “ per­
mit me to return the compliment—but also 
with reservations. You are clever—but 
having overlooked one little detail, as so 
often happens e\en to the cleverest of us 
all, your scheme as regards keeping Polly 
in ignorance of my unworthiness falls to 
the ground. That envelope in your hand— 
I was wondering—it simply occurred to me 
—how Polly was to be informed that—er 
—her name is—I think you said—Gray.”

“ I had not overlooked it." Locke, an­
swered evenly. “ Polly's parentage is a 
matter that precedes your entry into her 
life by many years: it is a matter that is 
logically within the knowledge of this Mrs. 
Wickes. I shall cable London to-day. 
There will be means of securing Mrs. 
Wickes's confession on this point. These 
papers will come from her."

“ Ah, yes! ” said Captain Francis New­
combe gently. “ Quite so! Perhaps, after 
all, I am the one who overlooked detail. 
But if by any chance this Mrs. Wickes 
could not be found—what then?"

Locke studied the other's face. It was 
impassive: no. not quite that—there was 
something that lurked around the corners 
of the man's mouth—like a hint of mock­
ery.

“ In that case." he said steadily, “ I 
should have done my best to save her from 
the knowledge of what you are, for I should 
have to tell her; but meanwhile you will 
have gone from here, and, as I have already 
said, she will be saved the brutal notoriety 
that would attach to her wherever she went, 
and until she died mar her life, if Captain 
Francis Newcombe’s 1 case ’ were, blazoned 
abroad from the criminal courts of England 
—and that, in the last analysis, is what 
really matters.’’

He thrust the envelope abruptly back 
into his pocket, and as abruptly took out 
his watch and looked at it. " 1 do not 
want to detain the boat. You know where 
to find Cremarre. Get him. and take him 
with you. Your baggage has been searched 
—so has Runnells’s.

“ I do not for a moment think you found 
that which specifically brought you to this 



house. I doubt, indeed, now that Mr. Mar­
lin is dead, if it ever will be found by any­
body. But in so far as you are concerned, 
assurance will be made doubly sure—the 
three of you will be subjected to a personal 
search before you are landed on the other 
side.”

He snapped his watch back into his pock­
et. “ Shall I find out if Miss Marlin is able 
to see you?”

Newcombe examined the glowing tip of 
his cigarette with every appearance of non­
chalance—but the brain of the man was 
seething in a fury of action. He was beat­
en—in so far as the existence, the entity of 
a character known as Captain Francis New­
combe was concerned—he was beaten.

This cursed, meddling fool had beaten 
him. Damn that shot that he had missed in 
the darkness. He could not draw- his re­
volver and fire another and kill this man— 
not now. To do that here would be suicide.

And, besides, there was still half a million 
dollars. Quite a sop! Mrs. Wickes didn't 
count one way or the other—but Paul Cre­
marre—that was awkward. The island must 
be left in quiet and repose so far as any­
thing pertaining to the attempted robbery 
was concerned—-an incident that with his 
departure was closed.

Cremarre must be accounted for. Well, 
the truth was probably the safest, since de­
nial would only result in a search tor a 
third man that Locke knew had been here. 
That Locke should think that Paul Cre­
marre had come here as part of the prear­
ranged plan was probably all the better. 
It left no lingering doubts.

He looked up—his eyes cold and steady.
“ I regret, I shall always regret, that I 

missed that shot,” he remarked deliberate­
ly; “but for whatever satisfaction it will 
bring you, I admit now that you have beat­
en me. I agree to your terms. I will go: 
so will Runnells—but I can’t take Paul 
Cremarre. He is dead. He died this 
morning. A rather horrible death. I 
found him on the shore a little way from 
the water’s edge, his clothes in ribbons—in 
fact, one of his coat sleeves was completely 
torn away and—”

“ The man I was looking for had a white 
shirt sleeve.” said Locke quietly.

' Well, your search is ended then, if that 
will give you any further satisfaction,” 
Newcombe declared gruffly. - His white 
shirt sleeve was the least of it. His face 
and throat were covered with round, pur­
plish blotches, and the man was absolutely 
in angled. He had the appearance of hav­
ing been crushed—as they say a python 
crushes a victim in its folds.

" And, damn it, that’s not far from what 
happened! How he had first come into 
contact with the monster I don’t know, but 
he had been in a fight with a gigantic octo­
pus, and had evidently just managed to 
crawl ashore out of the thing’s reach tempo­
rarily, and had died there.” Newcombe 
laughed unpleasantly. ” The reason I 
know this is because I saw the creature—■ 
the tide was higher, of course, when I found 
the body—come back and carry off its prey. 
You will pardon me, perhaps, if 1 do not 
describe it in detail. It—er—wasn't nice.”

Locke stared at the other for a moment.
“ That’s a rather strange story,” he said 

slowly. “ But I can't see where it would 
do you any good to lie now.”

Newcombe helped himself to another 
cigarette, lighted it, and suddenly flung a 
mocking laugh at Locke.

“ No,” he said, ” I’m afraid that’s the 
trouble—it ■wouldn’t do me any good to lie 
now. And so I might as well tell you, too, 
that there’s no use sending that cable to 
London about Mrs. Wickes, either. Mrs. 
Wickes is also dead.

" For reasons best known to myself, I 
did not choose to tell Polly about the wom­
an’s death, so I fear now that, lacking that 
estimable old hag's cooperation in the resur­
rection of those papers, you will have to 
resort to telling Polly, after all, a little 
something about her cherished guardian. 
However, Locke, on the main count, that 
of notoriety, if it depends upon Scotland 
Yard ever getting their man, I think I can 
give you my personal guarantee that she 
will never be—”

He stopped, and whirled sharply around.
One-half of the French window was sway­

ing inward.
With a low cry, Locke sprang past the 

other.
“ Polly!” he cried.



She was clutching at the edge of the door, 
her form drooping lower and lower as 
though her support were evading her and 
she could not keep pace with its escape, 
her face a deathly white, her eyes half 
closed.

Locke caught her as she fell, gathered 
her in his arms and carried her to a couch. 
She had fainted. As he looked hurriedly 
around for some means of reviving her, 
Newcombe spoke at his elbow:

“ Permit me.” He was proffering the 
water in a flower vase from which he had 
thrown out the flowers.

Mechanically, Locke took it, and began 
to sprinkle the girl’s face.

“ Too bad!” said Newcombe pleasantly. 
“ Er—hardly necessary, I fancy, for me to 
explain my sudden departure for England 
to her—what? I’ll say an revoir, Locke — 
merely an revoir. We may meet again. 
Who knows—in another four years! And 
I’ll leave you to make my adieus to Miss 
Marlin.”

Locke made no reply.
The door closed. Captain Francis New­

combe was gone.
Polly stirred now on the couch. Her 

eyes opened, rested for an instant on 
Locke’s, then circled the room in a strange, 
quick, fascinated way, as if fearful of what 
she might see yet still impelled to look.

“ He—he’s gone?” she whispered.
“ Yes,” Locke answered softly. *’ Don’t 

try to talk, Polly.”
She shook her head. A smile came, 

bravely forced.
“ I—I saw him from upstairs—on the 

lawn coming toward the house.” she said. 
“ After a little while when he did not come 
in, I went down to find him. I did not see 
him anywhere, and—and I walked along 
the veranda, and I heard your voices in 
here—heard something you were saying. I 
—I was close to the door then—and - some­
how I—I couldn’t move—and—I wanted to 
cry out—and I couldn't. And—and 1 
heard—all. And then I felt myself sway­
ing against the window, and somehow it 
gave way and- and—”

She turned her face away and buried it in 
her hands.

Something subconscious in Howard

Locke’s mind seemed to be at work. He 
was staring at the French window. It had 
given way. It hadn’t any socket for the 
bolt at top or bottom. Strange it should 
have been that window! He brushed his 
hand across his eyes.

Polly,’’ he said tenderly, and kneeling, 
drew her to him until her head lay upon 
his shoulder.

And then her tears came.
And neither spoke.
But her hand had crept into his and held 

it tightly, like that of a tired and wean- 
child who had lost its way—and found it 
again.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE TIME LOCK OF THE SEA.

LOW tide at three fifteen! Captain Fran- 
cis Newcombe, in the stem of a small 
motor boat, drew his flashlight from 

his pocket and consulted his watch. Five 
minutes after two. He nodded his head in 
satisfaction. Just right!

And the night was just right—just cloudy 
enough to make of the moonlight an ally' 
rather than a foe. It disclosed the island 
there looming up ahead now perhaps a mile 
away; it would not disclose so diminutive a 
thing as this little motor boat out here on 
the water creeping in toward the shore.

The boat was barely large enough to ac­
commodate the baggage, piled forward, and 
still leave room for Runnells and himself. 
Also the boat leaked abominably: moreover 
the engine, not only decrepit but in bad re­
pair, was troublesome and spiteful. New­
combe shrugged his shoulders. The engine 
was Runnell's lookout: that was why, as a 
matter of fact, Runnells was here at all. 
As for the rest, what did it matter? The 
boat had been bought for the proverbial 
song, and it served its present purpose.

Again he changed his position, but his 
eyes narrowed now as they fixed on Run­
nells’s back. Runnells sat amidships where 
he could both nurse the engine and manipu­
late the little steering wheel at his side. 
Runnells was a necessary evil. He—New­
combe—did not know how to run the en­
gine.



Therefore, he had been obliged to bring 
Runnells along, and therefore Runnells 
would participate, after all, in the old fool’s 
half million—temporarily. Afterward— 
well, there were so many things that might 
happen when Runnells had lost his present 
usefulness!

Runnells spoke now abruptly.
“ It’s pretty hard to make out anything 

ashore,” he said; li but if we’ve hit it right, 
we ought to be about heading for a little 
above the boathouse. Can you pick up 
anything?”

“ Nothing but the outline of the island 
against the sky,” Newcombe answered. 
“ We're too far out yet.”

Runnells’s sequence of thought was ob­
viously irrelevant and disconnected.

” The blinking swine!” he muttered sav­
agely. “ Stopped to the pelt and searched, 
1 was—and you, too! And kicked ashore 
like a dog! Gawd, it’s too bad they ain’t 
going to know they’ll have had the trick 
turned on ’em after all! I’d give a good bit 
of my share to see Locke’s face if he knew. 
He wouldn’t think himself such a wily bird 
maybe! ”

“ You’re a bit of a fool, Runnells,” said 
Newcombe shortly.

His train of thought had been interrupt­
ed. Runnells had suggested another— 
Locke. Newcombe's hands clenched sud­
denly, fiercely in the darkness. Locke! 
Some day, somewhere—but not now; not 
until the days and months, yes, even years, 
if necessary, were past and gone, and Locke 
had forgotten Captain Francis Newcombe, 
and Scotland Yard had forgotten—he would 
meet Locke again.

And when that time came there would 
be no ammunition wasted as there had been 
in that damned thicket that night! Locke! 
The fool doubtless thought that he had 
been completely master of the situation and 
of Captain Newcombe—even to the extent 
of obliterating him. Well, perhaps he had!

It was quite true that the clubs of Lon­
don, and—yes, for instance, the charming 
old Earl of Cleverley, would know Captain 
Francis Newcombe no more—but Shadow 
Varne still lived, and Shadow Yame, with 
half a million dollars, even in a new environ­
ment, wherever it might be, did not present 

so drear and uninviting a prospect. Ha, 
ha! Locke!

Locke could wait—that was a pleasure 
the future held in store! What counted 
now, the only thing that counted was get­
ting the money actually into his possession 
—that, and the assurance that the trail was 
smothered and lost behind him. Well, the 
former was only a matter of, say, an hour 
or so at the most now; and the latter left 
nothing to be desired, did it?

He smiled with cool, ironic complacency. 
Locke, having in mind Scotland Yard, would 
expect him to disappear as effectually and 
as rapidly as possible. Locke ought not 
to be disappointed! He had disappeared; 
he and Runnells—and, equally important, 
their luggage. One was sometimes too easily 
traced by luggage—especially with that in­
fernally efficient checking system they em­
ployed on the railroads here in America!

It had been rather simple. When Run­
nells and the luggage and himself had all 
been dumped with equal lack of ceremony 
on a wharf over there on the mainland, he 
had had some of the negroes that were loi­
tering around carry the luggage into a sort 
of storage shed that was on the dock, and 
merely saying that he would send for his 
things, he and Runnells had unostentatious­
ly allowed themselves to be swallowed up by 
the city. And then they had separated.

The rest had been a matter- of detail— 
detail in which Runnells, with the experi­
ence of years, was particularly efficient. A 
purchase here, a purchase there—quite in­
nocent purchases in themselves—and later 
on a man, not two men, but one man, a man 
who did not at all look like Runnells, seeing 
the chance of picking up a bargain in a 
second-hand motor boat somewhere along 
the water front had bought it and gone away 
with it. Later on again, but not until after 
nightfall, not until nine o'clock, in fact, 
he—Newcombe—had “ sent. ” for the lug­
gage—by the very simple expedient of forc­
ing an entry into the shed and loading it into 
the motor boat that Runnells had brought 
alongside the dock.

Thereafter. Runnells, the luggage, and 
himself had disappeared. Surely Locke 
ought to be quite satisfied, he—Newcombe 
—was doing his best to guarantee Polly 



against any unseemly publicity in connec­
tion with Scotland Yard’ And he would 
continue to do so! With any kind of luck 
he would be away from the island here again 
long before daylight; then, say, a few 
nights’ cruising along the coast, laying up 
by day, and then, as circumstances dictated, 
by railroad, or whatever means were safest, 
a final—

With a smothered oath Newcombe 
snatched at the gunwale of the boat for 
support as he was thrown suddenly forward 
from his seat. The little craft seemed to 
stagger and recoil as from some vicious blow 
that had been dealt it, and then as he recov­
ered his balance it surged forward again 
with an ugly, rending, tearing sound along 
the bottom planks, rocking violently—then 
an even keel again—and silence.

Runnells had stopped the engine.
“ My Gawd,” he cried wildly, “ we’ve 

gone and done it!”
Newcombe was on his feet peering 

through the darkness to where Runnells, 
who, after stopping the engine, had sprung 
forward from his seat, was now groping 
around beneath the pile of luggage.

“ A reef, eh?” said Newcombe cool!}’. 
“ Well, we got over it. We’re in deep water 
again. Carry on!”

Runnells’s voice came back full of fear.
“ We’re done, we are.” he mumbled. " T 

Stopped the engine the minute she hit, but 
she had too much way on her- that’s what 
carried her over. She’s bashed a hole in 
her the size of your head. She won’t float 
five minutes.”

“Start her ahead again, then!” New­
combe’s voice snapped now.

“ It won’t do any good,” Runnells an­
swered as he stumbled back to his former 
place. “ She won’t anywhere near make 
the shore—it’s half a mile at least.”

“Quite so!” Newcombe agreed. ■ But. 
in that case, we won’t have so far to swim! ”

The engine started up again.
” It ain’t as though we didn’t know there 

was reefs ’’--Runnells was stuttering his 
words—“ only we’d figured with our light 
draft we wouldn’t any more than scrape one. 
anyhow, and it wouldn't do us any harm. 
But she’s rotten, that’s what she is -plain 
rotten and putty! And we must have hit a 

sharp ledge of rock. Gawd, we’ve a foot of 
water in us now!”

” Yes,” Newcombe said calmly. “ Well, 
don’t blubber about it! We’ll get ashore - 
and we’ll get away again. There’s half a 
dozen skiffs and things of that sort stowed 
away in the boathouse that are never used 
now. One of them will never be missed, and 
we can at least get far enough away from 
the island by daybreak not to be seen, and 
eventually we'll make the other side even 
if it is a bit of a row.”

“ Row!” ejaculated Runnells.
“ Yes,” Newcombe asserted curtly. 

“ Why not—since we /?<;;■<' to? We can’t 
steal a motor boat whose loss would be dis­
covered. can we?”

“ My Gawd!” said Runnells.
The water was sloshing around New­

combe’s feet; the boat had already grown 
noticeably sluggish in its movement. He 
cast an appraising eye toward the land. It 
was almost impossible to judge the distance. 
Runnells had said half a mile a few minutes 
ago. Call it a quarter of a mile now. But 
Runnells was quite right in one respect; it 
was certain now that the boat would scuttle 
before the shore was reached.

How far can you swim, Runnells?” he 
demanded abruptly.

“ It ain’t that,” choked Runnells. “ I can 
swim all right; it's—”

“ It was just a matter of whether your 
body would be washed up on the shore, 
which would be equally as bad as though 
the boat stranded there for the edification of 
our friend Locke,” drawled Newcombe. 
“ But since you can swim that far, and 
since the boat’s got to sink, let her sink 
here in deep water where she won’t keep 
anybody awake at night wondering about 
her—or us. Stop the engine again!”

“ But the luggage,” said Runnells. “ I—”
■' It will sink out of sight readily, but run 

a rope through the handles and lash the 
stuff to the boat so it won’t drift ashore— 
yes, and anything else that’s loose!” New­
combe added tersely. “ I can’t, swim a 
quarter of a mile with portmanteaus! Stop 
the engine!”

“Strike me pink!” exclaimed Runnells 
faintly as he obeyed and again stumbled 
forward to the luggage.



Newcombe sat down and began to unlace 
his boots. The water was nearly level with 
the bottom of the seat.

“ Hurry up, Runnells!” he called.
“ It's all right,” said Runnells after a 

moment.
“ Take your boots off, then, and sling 

them around your neck.”
“ Yes.”
Newcombe stood up and divested himself 

of a light raincoat he had been wearing. 
From the skirt of the garment he ripped 
off a generous portion, and taking out his 
revolver and flashlight, wrapped them 
around and around with the waterproof 
cloth. The coat itself he thjHSt into an 
already water-filled locker under the seat 
where it could not float away.

“ Ready, Runnells?” he inquired.
“ Yes.”
“ Come on, then.”
The gunwale was awash as he struck out. 

A dozen strokes away, as he looked back, 
the boat had disappeared. He cursed sul­
lenly under his breath—then laughed de­
fiantly. It would take more than that to 
beat Shadow Yame.

Runnells swam steadily at his side.
, Presently they stepped out on the shore.

Captain Newcombe stared up and down 
the beach, as he seated himself on the sand 
and began to pull on his boots.

“ Were a bit off our bearings, Runnells,” 
he said. " I couldn’t see any sign of the 
boathouse even when I was swimming in. 
And I can’t see it now. Which way do 
you think it is?”

Runnells was also struggling with his wet 
boots.

“ We’re too far up.” he answered. “ I 
thought I had it about right, but I figured 
that if I didn’t quite hit it, it would be safer 
to be on this side than the other so we 
wouldn’t have to pass either the wharf or 
the house in getting to it.”

“ Good!” commented Newcombe. “ We’ll 
walk back that way, then.”

They started on along the beach. For 
perhaps half a mile they walked in silence, 
and then, rounding a little point, the boat­
house came into view a short distance ahead. 
A moment later they passed in under the 
overhang of the veranda.

And then Runnells snarled suddenly.
Newcombe was unwrapping his flashlight. 

The faint, stray rays of moonlight that man­
aged to penetrate the place did little more 
than accomplish the creation of innumerable 
black shadows of grotesque shapes.

l' What’s the matter?” he demanded.
” The damned place in under here gives 

me the creeps after last night,” Runnells 
growled.

” It’s not exactly pleasant,” admitted 
Newcombe casually.

■'You’re bloody well right, it ain’t!” 
Runnells agreed fervently. And then sharp­
ly as the ray from the flashlight in New­
combe’s hand streamed out: “ That’s where 
he lay last night, only the water's farther 
out now. It’s blasted queer the thing never 
tackled the old madman in all this time.”

‘‘ On the contrary,” said Newcombe, ” it 
would rather indicate that the brute was a 
transient visitor.”

‘‘ Then I hope to Gawd," mumbled Run­
nells, 1‘ that it didn’t like the quarters well 
enough to stick to them for another night.”

“ I agree with you,” laughed Newcombe 
coolly: “ but, as it happens, it’s low tide 
now and the water is out beyond where we 
are going—which may offer an alternative 
solution to old Marlin’s escape. However, 
Runnells, that’s not what we are looking 
for—were looking for a keyhole.”

He led the way forward, his flashlight 
playing on the big central concrete pier, 
some eight feet square, in front of him. He 
was chuckling quietly to himself. It being 
established that the old maniac’s hiding 
place was here under the boathouse, a hid­
ing place that was opened by a key, and 
that, except at low tide, was inaccessible, 
the precise location of that hiding place be­
came obvious gven to a child. The row 
of little piers that supported the structure 
at the sieves and front were all individually 
too small to be hollow—and there was ab­
solutely nothing else here except the big 
center support.

With Runnells beside him now he began 
to examine this center pier under the ray 
of his flashlight. He walked once complete­
ly around it, making a quick, preliminary 
examination. The pier was some six or 
seven feet in height, and the concrete con­



struction was reenforced with massive iron 
bands placed both horizontally and trans­
versely between two and three feet apart, 
the small squares thus formed giving a sort 
of checkerboard effect to the mass. The 
lower portion was green with sea slime. 
There was no apparent evidence of any 
opening.

But Newcombe had not expected that 
there would be.

“ Look for a little hole. Runnells,” he 
said. “ Anything, for instance, that might 
appear to be no more than a fault in the 
concrete. And look particularly above high- 
water mark. The opening is below because 
the old man could only get in at low tide; 
but the keyhole is more likely to be above 
out of the reach of the water because it 
must be watertight inside.”

They made a second circuit of the pier, 
but carefully now, searching minutely over 
every inch of surface. It took a long time - 
a half hour—more.

And still there was no sign of either key­
hole or opening.

“Strike me pink!” grumbled Runnels. 
“ It looks like it was sticking to us to­
night! This is what I calls rotten luck! ”

“ And I was thinking that it was excel­
lent—even beyond expectations. Runnells.' 
said Newcombe smoothly. “ The old man 
has done his work so well that it is certain 
no one would stumble on it. Therefore, 
when we get away we do so with the abso­
lute knowledge that an empty hiding place 
will never be discovered. You follow that, 
don’t you, Runnells? No one except you 
and I will know that the money was ever 
found—or taken.”

“ Yes,” Runnells agreed gruffly : “ but we 
ain't got it yet. And we must have been at 
it a good hour already—and the tide's 
coming back in now."

“Quite so!” said Newcombe evenly. 
“ But if we don’t get it to-night, there is 
to-morrow night—and the night after that 
again. There are always the woods, and 
your ability as a thief guarantees us plenty 
to eat. Meanwhile, we’ll stick to this side 
here fronting the sea—it's the logical place 
—one couldn’t be seen even from under the 
veranda back there. Go over every bit of 
the iron work now.”

Another quarter of an hour passed in 
silence—save for the lap of the water that, 
with the tide on the turn now, had crept 
up almost to the base of the pier. The 
flashlight moved slowly up and down and 
to right and left as the two men crouched 
there, bent forward, their fingers, augment­
ing the sense of sight, feeling over the sur­
face of the cement and iron that here was 
barnacle-coated, and there covered with 
festoons of the green slime.

“ It’s no good!” Runnells declared pessi­
mistically at last. “ Let's try around on 
another side, and get out of the water—I’m 
standing in it now.”

" It’s here—and nowhere else,” said 
Newcombe doggedly. “ And. furthermore, 
I'm certain it’s one of these squares inside 
the intersecting pieces of iron. It would be 
just big enough to allow a man to crawl in 
and out--and not too big or too heavy for 
one man to handle alone. It can’t be any­
thing else. Whatever's here the old man 
made himself—no one helped him, under­
stand, Runnells? His secret wouldn’t be 
worth anything in that case. Go on— 
hunt! ”

But Runnells, instead, had suddenly 
straightened up.

■' I thought I heard something out there 
like—like a low splashing,” he said tensely.

Newcombe paid no heed. He was laugh­
ing, low, jubilantly, triumphantly.

“I’ve got it, Runnells!” he cried.
Here's a bit of the iron down here that 

moves to one side—just a little piece. 
Look! And the keyhole underneath! I 
was wrong about the keyhole being above 
high water--it isn’t, or anywhere near it— 
but we'll see how the contrivance works.”

He thrust his hand into his pocket, 
brought out the bronze key, fitted it quick­
ly into the keyhole, and turned it. A faint 
click answered him. “ Push, Runnells, on 
that square just above the water—it’s 
bound to swing inward—these iron strips 
hide the joints.”

But he did not wait for Runnells to obey 
his injunction. He snatched the key out 
of the lock again, and even as he saw the 
piece of iron swing back into place cover­
ing the keyhole, he was pushing against the 
■concrete slab himself. It swung back and 



inward from its upper edge with a sort of 
oscillating movement.

His flashlight bored into the opening. 
Clever' The old maniac had had the cun­
ning of—a maniac! It was quite clear. 
Marlin had cut away the square and fitted 
it with a new block—yes, he could see! — 
the interior would, of course, have been 
flooded at high water while the madman 
was preparing the new block, but that made 
no difference—the place would always 
empty itself at low tide again because the 
flooring, or base, in there was on the same 
level as the lower edge of the opening. It 
would be when it was empty of water, natu­
rally, that the new block would be fitted 
into place—and thereafter it would remain 
empty.

He was crawling through the opening 
now—the weight of the swinging block 
causing it to press against his shoulders, 
but giving way easily before his advance. 
There was just room to squeeze through. 
Very ingenious! The walls were a good 
foot to a foot and a half thick.

The lock-bar worked through the side of 
pier wall into the middle of the edge of the 
movable block so no water could get in 
that way; and the block when closed fitted 
in a series of gaskets against the inside of 
the iron bands that reenforced the outside 
of the pier, which latter, overlapping the 
edges of the block, hid any indication of an 
entrance from view. It must have taken 
the old fool weeks'

Again Newcombe laughed. His head 
and shoulders were through now, and, with 
his flashlight’s ray flooding the interior, he 
could see that—

A cry, sudden, wild, terror-stricken, from 
Runnells reached him.

“Quick!” he cried frantically. “For 
the love of Gawd make room for me—the 
thing’s here! Quick! Quick! Let me 
get in!”

The thing! In a flash Captain New­
combe wriggled the rest of his body through 
the opening, and, holding back the movable 
block, sent his flashlight’s ray streaming out 
through the opening. It lighted up Run­
nells’s face, contorted with fear, ashen to 
the lips, as the man came plunging along; 

and out beyond, it played on a waving, 
sinuous tentacle, another and another, grop­
ing, snatching, feeling—and from out of the 
midst of these a revolting pair of eyes, and 
a beak, horny, monstrous, in shape like a 
parrot’s beak.

With a gasp Runnells came through, 
sprawling on the floor.

The movable block swung back into 
place with a little click.

Newcombe shrugged his shoulders.
“ A bit of a close shave, Runnells,” he 

said. “ I fancy you're right—last night’s 
tragedy brought the brute back again. 
Rather a bore, too! Unless he moves off 
again, he’s got us penned up until low 
water.”

“ That’ll be twelve hours,” whimpered 
Runnells; “ and it’ll be daylight then—and 
another twelve before we could get out 
when it's dark.”

Newcombe shrugged his shoulders again. 
His flashlight was playing around him. 
The hollow space here inside the pier was 
perhaps six feet square, and of solid con­
crete, top, bottom and sides. This fact he 
absorbed subconsciously, as he reached 
quickly out now to a little shelf that had 
been built out from one side of the wall.

There was a half burned candle here and 
some matches, and, lying beside these, a 
package wrapped in oiled silk. He struck 
a match, lighted the candle, switched off 
his flashlight, thrust it into his pocket, and 
snatched up the package. An instant more 
and he had unwrapped it.

And unholy laughter came, and the soul 
of the man rocked with it. It rose and fell, 
hollow and muffled in the little space where 
there was scarcely room for the two men to 
move without jostling each other.

The money! He had won! It was his!
Locke—Paul Cremarre—Scotland Yard 

—ha, ha! Well, they had pitted them­
selves against Shadow Varne—and Shadow 
Varne had never yet failed to get what he 
went after, in spite of man, or God, or devil 
—and he had not failed now—and he never 
would fail!

He was tossing the bundles of bank notes 
from hand to hand with boastful glee.

“ This’ll buck vou up a bit, Runnells! ”
8 A



he laughed. “ You’ll be well paid for 
waiting even if it has to be until to-morrow 
night—eh, what?”

Runnells, on his feet now, a sudden red 
of avarice burning in his cheeks, grabbed 
at one of the bundles, and began to fondle 
the notes with eager fingers.

“ Gawd! ” he croaked hoarsely. “ Thou­
sand-dollar notes! Strike me pink! 
Gawd!”

Newcombe was still laughing, but his eyes 
had narrowed now as, watching Runnells, 
there came a sudden thought. Would he 
need Runnells any more? There wasn’t 
any motor boat to run—but it was a long 
way in a rowboat for one man over to the 
.mainland.

Here in the old maniac’s hiding place— 
ideal—and a bit of irony in it, too—deli­
cious irony! Well, it did not require in­
stant decision. Meanwhile it seemed to be 
strangely oppressive in here in the confined 
space.

“ It’s stuffy in here, Runnells,” he said. 
“ Pull that door, or block, or whatever you 
like to call it, back a crack and freshen the 
place up.”

The “ door ” was fitted with a light brass 
handle, similar to a handle used on a bureau 
drawer. Runnells stooped, still clutching a 
bundle of bank notes in one hand, and gave 
the handle a careless pull.

The block did not move. He gave the 
handle a vicious tug then, but still with the 
same result.

He dropped the bundle of bank notes, 
and used both hands. The block did not 
yield.

“ I can’t move the damned thing,” he 
snarled. “ It seems to be locked.”

Newcombe’s voice was suddenly cold and 
hard.

“ Try again!” he said. “ Here, I'll help 
you! Take your coat off and run the 
sleeve, the two of them if you can, through 
the handle so we can both get hold.”

Runnells obeyed.
Both men pulled.
The handle broke away from its fasten­

ings. The block did not move.
“ It’s locked, I tell you,” panted Run­

nells. “ Haven’t you got the key?”
“ Yes,” said Newcombe quietly; “ but

9 A

there’s no hidden keyhole here. It’s locked 
from the outside—a spring lock. I remem­
ber now hearing it click. The old man 
would set it so that he could get out, of 
course, every time he entered. We didn’t.’’

“Gawd!” Runnells muttered thickly. 
“ WTiat’re we going to do?”

Newcombe’s eyes studied the four walls 
and roof. He spoke more to himself than 
Runnells.

“ Say, six by six by six,” he said. 
“ Roughly two hundred cubic feet. Water­
tight—hermetically sealed—no air except 
what’s in here now. One hundred cubic 
per man—short work—very short.”

“ What do you mean?” whispered Run­
nells with whitening face—and coughed.

“ I mean that brute out there, if it still 
is out there, counts for nothing now,” New­
combe replied steadily. “ We could at least 
fight that—we can’t fight suffocation. I’d 
say a very few minutes, Runnells, before 
we’re groggy if we can’t get air—I don’t 
know how long the rest of it will take.”

Runnells screamed. His face gray, 
beads of sweat suddenly spurting from his 
forehead, he flung himself against the ce­
ment “ door,” clawing with his finger nails, 
where no finger nails could grip, around the 
edges of the block. In maniacal frenzy he 
attacked the wall with his pocket-knife.

The blades broke.
Newcombe, with a queer, set smile, drew 

his revolver, and, holding the muzzle close 
to the wall, fired. The bullet made little 
impression. With the muzzle held over the 
same spot he fired again.

And now he choked and coughed a little.
The acrid fumes helped to vitiate the air.
“ You’re making it worse—my Gawd, 

you’re making it worse! ” shrieked Runnells. 
“ I can’t breathe that stuff into me.”

“ I prefer to be doing something, even if 
it’s pretty well a foregone conclusion that 
it’s useless—than sit on the floor and wait,” 
Newcombe declared. “ A bullet probably 
hasn’t the ghost of a chance of going 
through—but if a bullet won’t, nothing that 
we have got to work with will.”

The lighted candle on the shelf began to 
flicker.

Newcombe fired again—once more—and 
yet still another shot.



Runnells moaned and staggered. He 
went to the floor, his fists beating at the wall 
until they bled.

Newcombe watched the candle.
The light grew dim.
Newcombe sat down on the floor.
A strange coughing, a mingling of chok­

ing sounds.
The candle flickered and went out.
Newcombe spoke. There was something 

debonair in his voice in spite of its labored 
utterance:

“ The house divided, Runnells. Do you 
remember that night in the thicket?”

There was no answer.
Again Captain Newcombe spoke:
“ I’ve saved two shots. Will you have 

one, Runnells? Suffocation’s a rotten way 
to go out.”

“ No!” Runnells screamed. “ No, no— 
my Gawd—no!”

Captain Francis Newcombe’s laugh was 
choked and gasping.

“ You always were a coward, Runnells,” 
he said. “ Well, suit yourself.”

The tongue flame of a revolver lanced 
through the blackness.

Runnells screamed and screamed again. 
Sprawling on the floor, his hand fell upon 
the package of bank notes he had dropped 
there.

He tore at them now in his raving, tore 
them to pieces, tore and tore and tore—• 
and screamed.

But presently there was no sound in the 
old madman’s hiding place.

The tides are tongueless. They came 
and went, and kept their secret.

In England, Scotland Yard sought dili­
gently for the murderer of Sir Harris 
Greaves, and on a little island of the Florida 
Keys long search was made for a great sum 
of money that an old madman in his de­
mented folly had hidden—but neither the 
one nor the other was ever found.

THE END.

u
RADIO

Ox“ while a kite rose drifting 
Up from a lofty shill., 

The eyes of Franklin, lifting.
Sparkled, as wise eyes will.

Down to the dust appointed
Went Franklin, whence he sprung;

Out from a plan disjointed
Where moss of ignorance clung.

But that was the age of doubting, 
And that was the day of fear: 

The pilots sail a routing
The air lines, son, this year!

The cars move without horses,
The engines without steam,

While on their wireless courses 
Our words speed like a dream.

Whispers, while Destiny steers them, 
Cleave space with mystic guile;

Wonder if Franklin hears them, 
And if his wise eyes smile?

Olin Lyman.



By IVON BARKER NEWMAN

IN a field of two he had come in a very 
poor second. The evidence was there— 
not in black and white, but in streams 

of crimson running wildly over what once 
had very likely been a whole face.

He was standing, or rather endeavoring 
to maintain the perpendicular, in the door­
way to the dressing room.

He tried to smile. But the effects of the 
battle seemed to have deprived the mouth of 
even the ability to indulge in the simple 
emotion of a smile.

As a statue of ruin he was a marvel.
But as a prize fighter—-
—Whyncha do like I told you, dumb­

bell?” This from the short little man in 
the far corner of' the room, whose eyes, 
laden with disgust, had become icily fixed 
on the messy spectacle which had just man­
aged to make his way through the door­
way.

“ Whadye mean? Anyhow, I gave this 
bird eight pounds.”

The protest was delivered in about the 
softest and most soulful tone that had ever 
emerged from the ring-battered mouth of 
Charley Sick, late middleweight champion 
of Tennessee.

“ You gave him pounds, believe me! And 
that ain’t all—you gave him the prettiest 
race I ever saw. It was some foot race while 
it lasted. Did y’ever think of hitting that 
guy?”

“ Lissen—for two cents, I’d—”
“ Yes, you would. You better save the 

pennies, m’boy. You’ll need ’em to eat. 
on later. I understand the gentle art of 
dancing ain’t being paid for in the ring to­
day—anyhow, since Carpenterr met Siki.”

Then, as though a brilliant light had 
struck him, Danny Wells, prominent fight 
manager — in western Tennessee — added: 
“ Carpenterr sure got Siki!"

Charley couldn’t see the joke. It was 
only natural that he would encounter some 
difficulty. He could hardly see his manager, 



with one eye dead to the world, for the 
week at least, and the other rapidly rising, 
like the Mississippi River at flood time.

“ Well, come off, Danny. Where's the 
clothes? I gotter get fixed up.”

“ Uh. You need a new set of fixtures. 
Honest, now, did you have any sort of un­
derstanding with this feller's sweetheart or 
sister? Maybe you promised not to touch 
him?”

“ G'wan, will you? Gimme the duds. 
Let’s get out of here. What did the receipts 
amount to?”

“ Six hundred. That's on a sixty-forty 
split.”

“ Well, three hundred and forty bucks 
ain’t bad for this dump.’’

“ Where’d you go to school? Forty per 
cent of six hundred ain’t three forty, it's 
one forty.”

Charley bowed in submission before the 
superior knowledge of his manager. After 
all, he was only Gentleman Charles, of 
Memphis. His part was to fight; his man­
ager's to collect.

The quality of his fighting to date had 
been, while not of the highest, at least re­
munerative in a fair sort of way. Memphis, 
Nashville, Chattanooga, Birmingham, and 
Knoxville had been the stamping ground of 
Gentleman Charles of Memphis, as he was 
billed, and his manager, Danny Wells.

Lately, however, as a battling machine, 
Gentleman Charles of Memphis had proved 
to be a first-class toe dancer. Consequent­
ly bouts had become not so frequent and 
blows had increased by the same ratio until 
the usually charming countenance of Gen­
tleman Charles was fair on the way to be­
lying his lately- acquired sobriquet.

The name, Gentleman Charles of Mem­
phis, had been discovered by Danny, after 
overhearing some ring gossip of a few years 
back when monnikers meant additional 
revenue and knockouts were as frequent as 
English lecturers in New York in the fall of 
the year.

At first, before Charley’s face had ac­
quired the earmarks of such vicious experi­
ence, the title was becoming. Now, in the 
face of his late disfigurements, his sagacious 
manager deemed it advisable to make a 
change.

“ You look so funny to-night, Charley, 1 
got a mind to change our fighting title.”

“ I better get a change of luck.”
“You need more’n luck, kid. Wait! I 

got it! You are so darned cut up to-night 
I’ll call you Twin Sick. You look about 
like two guys, anyway. Your nose is in 
two, your chin maybe more, and so forth.”

“ Uh-huh. Hey, let’s go eat.”
So, changed of name, Gentleman Charles 

of Memphis no more, departed Twin Sick, 
leaving behind him tokens of the recent 
fray in terms of crimson and departed skin.

Before he left, however, he cut his ini­
tials in the little doorway leading from his 
dressing room. It was a habit of his. And, 
by the initials, he carved a No. 3. That 
signified the number of rounds the fight had 
lasted.

II.

Over a steak, a plate which once bore 
half a dozen rolls and as many more thick 
slices of bread, a cup of coffee, two side 
dishes of French fried and a bowl of rice 
pudding, Danny delivered a sermon entitled 
“ How Not to Get Knocked Out —in six 
parts.

Presently talk drifted into less unpleas­
ant channels.

“ Say, Danny, I just got a line from the 
brother. He’s coming down this way. 
Maybe you could handle him, too?”

“ What dye mean? Is he a fighter?”
“ Sure. He weighs in same as I do. 

Snappy kid, too.”
Danny reflected a moment. Of late he 

had, in an effort to reduce expenses, served 
as sparring partner for the new Twin Sick, 
and taking wallops in the jaw had not been 
particularly pleasant to one so long ago re­
moved from active ring work. Here was a 
chance, Danny ruminated, to get two boys, 
one as a prelim worker and the other as 
the main go. They could each serve as the 
other’s sparring partner.

“ Well,” Danny said. “ He can’t be 
much worser’n you. When ’ll he show up?”

“ He oughta be in Memphis day after to- 
morrer, ’cording to his letter.”

Danny and Twin Sick were at the station 
to herald the new addition to the camp.

Presently, after the Chicago-New Orleans



Express had poured out its consignment of 
travelers for Memphis, Twin Sick gave a 
short cry: “Hen! Here we are!” Then, 
turning to Danny, and pointing a finger in 
the direction of a figure descending the train 
step: “ There’s the kid, Danny. Look him 
over!”

Danny did.
And it was this looking over process that 

made Danny gasp.
“ Meet my brother, Danny,” said Twin 

Sick.
“ Eh! Is this your brother?”
“ Sure!”
“ Why, say, they ain’t no difference, is 

they?”
“ Sure they is. About three minutes.”
“ Twins,” muttered Danny. “ Ye Gods, 

twin fighters! ”
III.

Next day Danny had the boys in the 
gym of the Phoenix Athletic Club, the head­
quarters for the gentlemanlj' art of profes­
sional self-defense in Memphis.

It seemed that, aside from a natural like­
ness most uncanny in its exactness, the 
boys had stepped in the way of an equal 
number of blows in just about the exact 
spots.

They were as like as two peas; two very 
similar peas, at that.

Even to the location of the two gold 
teeth the boys -were one in appearance.

In the workout which followed, Danny 
noted the only difference between them. 
Charley used his left as his money-maker; 
Henry’s right dealt out any punishment he 
could bestow.

Both boys were equally second-raters. 
The gods of Fate that had decreed them 
twins in blood had cast them into the 
same mold of second-rate fighters that fill 
the woods in the middle years of their lives, 
and the free handouts, in their later and 
more reclining years.

Danny had an idea. He took the twins 
into confidence and laid out the plan.

“ Do you think we could get away with a 
thing like that?” asked Charley.

“ What’s going to stop us? Ain’t nobody 
seen vour brother, has they?” Danny said.

“ No, but—”

“ Say, you listen to me, will you? You 
ain’t no pretty white hope to-day. .And 
the same’s your brother. You take my tip 
and get what’s in it now.”

“ Well, maybe so, but— And, anyhow, 
how do you know you can get a fight with 
Pal Morton? You know I ain’t done noth­
ing lately that’d give us a fling at him.”

“ You leave that to me. If you boys do 
your part I'll do mine, and we’ll make a nice 
little clean-up.”

The twins nodded. Better that than go­
ing back to driving a laundry wagon. And, 
besides, Danny could work it, Charley be­
lieved, now that he thought about it.

The plan in itself wasn’t a bad one.
Here is the way Danny outlined it:
“ You know that Pal Morton is about 

lined up to get a crack at the title. He’s 
a New Orleans boy, and the fights ain’t been 
coming so fast lately. Anyway, if he could 
get a nice, sure set-up like he’d figure us to 
be, he’d grab it, because you still got a 
pretty fair name down here, and that ’d 
help him force the titleholder into a bout 
with him.

“ Now, I’m going to use both you boys in 
this fight. I’ll tell you how later. I can 
do it. And you’ll lick him sure. That ’ll 
give us a nice little slice, besides a crack 
at the title, which means real money. Of 
course, I couldn’t work both of you in on 
that, but the loser's share will be enough to 
smile away on.”

And Danny had glowed with the satis­
faction of one who knows he is about to 
embark upon a cruise of originality and 
cleverness, leading gloriously to the Port o’ 
Success.

“ But who’s going to lei both of us fight 
Pal Morton?” Charley the intellectual, 
spokesman of the twins, had insisted.

“ You leave that to your Uncle Dudley,” 
Danny had laughed.

IV.

The night of the big fight was at hand. 
The fighters had weighed in that afternoon.

At five o’clock Danny, and Charley un­
der the protection of a great overcoat, had 
entered the Phoenix Club, where the bout 
was to be held.



Both went directly to the dressing room 
held for Danny’s fighter. Only the door 
man had seen them enter. And not even he 
witnessed what took place within the next 
ten minutes.

Under the ring, and encased on the sides 
by canvas, was a sort of dugout the same 
size as the ring, and about four feet high. 
Into this enclosure Danny led his half of 
the twins.

They both crawled in, feet first, through 
the little opening where the canvas was 
tacked to the north side of the ring. In the 
ring above, the north corner was reserved 
for the fighter of the House of Danny.

Below the ring, Danny gave out careful, 
guarded instructions.

“ Now, when you hear me tap three or 
four times with my feet, you’ll know it's 
time to get ready. Right after that, I’ll 
give the signal and the house lights will go 
out, like an accident, for about two minutes. 
You’ll step lively and hop into the ring. 
There’s enough room between the canvas 
and the ring. Your brother will jump in 
below. We’ll have a fresh man in the ring, 
see? And that’s not all. Morton® be get­
ting used to a right-hander, then he’ll get 
the surprise of his young life when a left 
starts putting the finishing touches on him. 
How’s it, boy?”

“ Fine, fine. But all I hope is that noth­
ing flukey happens with your signal. Say, 
what is it, anyway?”

“ Simple. I got the house electrician 
fixed. All I do is take my hat and put it 
on my head. That’s the signal. Then the 
dimmers go on! ”

With that Danny departed.
The hours passed slowly for the hidden 

half of the twins.
At seven o’clock he could hear the 

muffled feet of the crowd, filing in slowly, 
but in profitably large numbers.

At eight o’clock one of the smaller bouts 
started, and Charley, as each thud came to 
his ears, grew’ more and more apprehensive, 
more and more concerned that nothing 
“ flukey ” should happen to the signal.

There was a dull and heavy thump just 
over his head. Then a thousand voices and 
more roared in unison. After that, there 
was a scraping overhead. It was the body 

being dragged over to the corner to be re­
vived. A knockout!

Charley commenced to sweat.
It wasn’t brought on by the heat of the 

enclosure, either. Gosh, how he wished he 
could get hold of Danny and call this thing 
off.

But it was too late now. He heard the 
announcer.

” —in this corner. Twin Sick—■”
Then the fight started.
Charley heard the prancing of well trained 

feet, the thud of landed blows.
Visions of a mistaken signal floated be­

fore him—and were chased away by a par­
ticularly loud grunt from one of the fighters 
from above.

Above Charley, the other twin was hav­
ing a hard time in eluding the few ounces 
of leather that were making for his head 
and stomach with alarming speed, force and 
frequency.

His own right was in action, true, but it 
didn't seem to be making a dent either in 
the cranium of Pal Morton, or in the hopes 
of that gentleman.

Pal Morton dazzled the twin with his 
speed, and he had him floundering always 
with the precision of his timing. If the 
twin tried to mix it, he steadied him with 
no more than a couple of punches that 
caused the twin to mow and miss like the 
rankest amateur.

Twice in the second round the twin was 
brought to his knees. And Charley sweated 
below, waiting for the dreaded signal.

All the time Danny was seated in the 
north corner. He was the twin's second, of 
course. But his mind was more on the 
thought of when he should give the signal 
than on advice that he should be yelling to 
his man.

Danny had a problem. He must keep 
the left-handed twin in as long as possible, 
so Pal Morton would be lining up his attack 
and defense for a left-hander. Then Danny 
would slip in Charley, the right-hander, and 
before Pal would get wise to the change in 
style—as he would figure it—the little birds 
would be singing sweet melodies in his cauli­
flower listening posts.

But he must watch out, Danny knew. 
He realized that his twin stood a chance of 



being knocked out any moment now. Each 
moment that he tarried in the ring was 
potent with danger.

Finally, when the twin’s breath was com­
ing in desperate pants, when his ribs had 
taken Pal Morton’s blows by the score, 
when one of his eyes was on the way to 
dreamland, Danny figured it was time to 
give the signal.

He’d have to tell Charley to fix up his 
eye somehow, first. Then the signal.

But about that time, a member of the 
audience, occupying a ring-side seat, became 
suddenly aware of the necessity for his pres­
ence outside the Phoenix Club.

Three things happened at the same mo­
ment.

The twin had been beaten over to his own 
corner.

Danny was whispering, apparently, into 
the open spaces.

And the gentleman rose suddenly, and 
thrust his hat on his head.

Then the twin swung; came a dull thud 
—out went the lights!

V.

Charley was waiting.
He could tell that the time for his act was 

drawing near. He could tell by the heavy 
breathing and dull falls being registered 
above him.

Then came Danny’s instructions. He 
i; spotted ” his right eye with the pharma­
ceutical aid he had provided for this emer­
gency.

A tremendous roar broke out, thousands 
of lusty voices were raised,

Gosh! He must not have heard the sig­
nal Danny had given. Frightened, he drew 
himself to the opening, wondering what 
to do.

Complete darkness was about him; the 
house lights were out now.

Suddenly came a tripping just above him. 
Then followed the scrambling drop of a 
body through the opening in the canvas.

The twin raised himself agilely through 
the opening onto the ring.

There, in the darkness, he could discern 
a form. It must be Pal Morton. He 
hoped it wasn’t the referee.

His natural, or rather commercial, in­
stincts asserted themselves, and he 
crouched in a fighting position, his guard 
raised, his mind alert to the necessities of 
the occasion.

His hair and face having been “ fixed ” 
below, the twin showed all traces of having 
gone through a tough battle.

This had all happened in a few minutes.
He swung wildly at the figure in front of 

him. Then—
The lights went on!
At the sight of the two men in the ring 

the crowd went into a frenzied outburst.
The twins were socking each other!
Instantly the crowd grasped the signifi­

cance of the battle. It took the twins only 
an infinitesimal fraction of a second to 
understand that the thing most desired be­
tween this athletic club and themselves was 
distance—and plenty of it.

No light-footed sinner fleeing the tor­
ments of hell ever tore down a street with 
more velocity and definite purpose than 
Hen and Danny.

Between breaths Hen managed this perti­
nent inquiry;

‘‘ Wonder—where—Charley— is— ? ”
Danny snorted: “ Boy! He ain’t carv­

ing his dressing room door to-night. If his 
feet are as slow as his brain he’s about ten 
miles due south of us!”

VL

Reposing placidly among beer bottles 
and certain pieces of discarded clothing un­
der the ring was the somewhat fractured 
altogether helpless body of Mister Pal Mor­
ton, who had made a rather sudden and 
impromptu exit from the main scene of the 
evening’s activities.

It grieved him sorely that he could not 
understand why it took him so long to land 
after he was hit; such a long while to where 
he was from the time he was on the way!

Then, from the opening in the canvas 
came the solicitous and somewhat suspicious 
voice of his late second: “ What’ye doing 
down there, Pal?”

But Pal was busy—dreamily busy. This 
was his answer: “ ’Leven—twelve—thoi- 
teen—”



By JAMES W, EGAN

EVER since this dame Eve does her 
stuff with the snake back in the well- 
known garden the ribs has been busy 

crossin’ up birds who belong to the alleged 
virile and male sex. Believe me, there’s 
more brothers in the big house right to-day 
from frolickin’ with fluffs than there’s alibis 
for rain in California, and I guess as long 
as you can find janes the fine art of jail 
buildin’ shall not perish from the earth.

The way I got it figured no crook can 
dally long around the damsels without bein’ 
knocked over. Any time you tangle too 
much with thrills Old Man Trouble begins 
brushin’ up his teeth for another good 
hearty meal. No molls for mine. I stay 
away from ’em like meat on Fridays.

Unfortunately, Slick Flanders ain’t con­

structed this way. No smoother performer 
than Slick ever busted a box or gunned a 
goof, but he has his one glarin’ and deplor­
able weakness. He does tumble for the 
twists. That is, he always has in the past. 
Maybe now, owin’ to—well, of course, I 
don’t know how manj' times some cookies 
has to be burned.

Here’s how it is:
Very recently Slick Flanders and yours 

distrustfully locate ourselves temporarily in 
a small and selected burg identified only 
on the largest and most comprehensive 
maps as Logandale, Wash. There ain’t 
much cause to believe the said Logandale 
will ever give New York, Chicago, or even 
Seattle pangs of jealousy in the years to 
come. One hotel, one bank, a movie that 



annoys the orbs Saturdays and Sundays and 
at least four places you can die drinkin' 
wood alcohol, are the main features of the 
town.

Bein’ used to the temptations and tidbits 
of a great city, Slick and me hardly find 
Logandale a riot. However, we ain’t pres­
ent to be riotous. This village may be 
tough to take, but not so tough as a steady 
job makin’ shoes or brooms under govern­
ment supervision—and without wages.

The fact is, it’s up to Slick and company 
to lay as low as a caterpillar’s heels. We’ve 
deserted the breezy shores of San Francisco 
bay just in time to evade certain badge 
bearers strangely interested in our activities 
and it’s more than likely we’ll have to have 
our mail forwarded for a long, long time.

And that ain’t all. To make it more in­
tricate we’re also in Swiss with many of 
our old pals owin’ to an unfortunate cir­
cumstance which compelled us to turn up a 
coupla big screams in the underworld in 
order to save our own laundry. No ouija 
board is needed to inform us our social 
standin’ is pretty well shot as a result. 
Market Street and south of the slot is gonna 
miss our merry faces for quite a while.

In our abode of exile Slick and me pose 
as a pair of birds interested in timber lands. 
Timber is the cream cheese around the 
burg. A concern called the Logandale 
Lumber Company controls the hotel, bank 
and about everythin’ else in sight. If we 
don’t show excitement over timber we don't 
belong in Logandale. And for a while we 
gotta belong.

I won’t warble, time whizzes by on 
greased wheels the first few days. I man­
age to endure fairly well by readin’ a lot of 
detective story magazines, which happens 
to be my favorite pastime. The fiction 
fables of crooks and coppers have a profes­
sional appeal, and now and then I even get 
a bit of information outa the printed word.

But Slick Flanders ain’t anythin’ of a 
library lizard. By the end of a week he is 
as peevish as a yokel who’s just lost the 
leather off his hip.

“ What made us choose a cemetery like 
this?" he squawks. ‘‘ Why. there ain’t one 
good lookin’ girl in the whole—”

“ Ravin’ again, huh?’’ I cut in. “ You 

can’t lay off the thrills, can you? And you 
know any nifty can get your number. The 
moment some dame dynamites you with a 
dizzy look you’re a candidate for the gym­
nasium. And you know what’s found in 
gymnasiums."

We are siltin’ in the palatial lobby of 
the Logandale hotel doin’ our guffin’ and 
one of the limited trains—limited in all re­
spects—which visits the village daily is just 
snortin’ off.

'• By Judy, I got a guest cornin',” an­
nounces old Calder, the hotel manager, 
night and day clerk, bellboy, and lobby 
fireman, peerin’ through the window. No­
body but Calder can see through that glass.

“ What—another? That makes three 
this month, don't it?" brightly cackles 
Slick, and then he suddenly checks his 
chirpin’.

The entrance of the new guest accounts 
for this. The arrival proves to be a mem­
ber of the sex that don't usually smoke 
corncob pipes or wear derby- hats. She is 
plenty- young and easy on the eyes. Which 
is abundant and sufficient to start Slick off.

No sooner has Boniface Calder dragged 
the girl and a straw suitcase to one of his 
best rooms—distinguished from the worst 
only in the matter of rates—than my part­
ner is onceoverin’ the register.

“ Cora Taylor, Seattle,” he reads." Well, 
Cora looks good to the Flanders family. 
I'm gonna know her as well as liver does 
bacon before long.”

Knowin’ in advance my wise counsel 
will be scorned like a plate of cabbage at a 
society banquet I yet arise to register ve­
hement and violent protest.” I gargle.

Form no entanglin’ alliances. Pass up 
this pippin and all her subtle sex. Other­
wise we may yet be wearin’ suits that can’t 
be bought at any tailor shop.”

“ Cork it! Cork it!” says Slick. “ I’m 
out to win this woman. I only hope she's 
gonna stick around a while.”

It appears she is. And right pronto 
Slick scrapes up an acquaintance. There 
ain’t no question but that my partner could 
draw a damsel's attention. He has the 
looks and a heavy line to hand ’em. The 
cute Cora and he become as thick as rice 
puddin’ in a hurry.



I learn without enthusiasm that the 
young woman is an orphan, and hopes to 
cajole a livin’ outa Logandale by teachin’ 
music. Accordin’ to Slick she plays a 
wicked piano and hasn’t any other means 
of earnin’ the daily doughnuts. I figure 
she mighta picked a more promisin’ field 
for her talent than Logandale.

After stayin’ a night or two at the hotel 
Miss Taylor moves into a private home on 
the edge of the burg where she sets herself 
■up in the musical business and divides her 
time into waitin’ for pupils and waitin’ for 
Slick to call around.

Just as this frail is beginnin’ to brighten 
the life of my pinin’ partner a letter arrives 
from the shyster who handles our legal af­
fairs in San Francisco and this egg donates 
considerable news. His entertainin’ epistle 
says in part:

. . . You may have to lay low for some 
little time. It's not a bad idea to keep near 
the Canadian border.

When you saved yourselves at the expense 
of Mal Parsons and Tony La Vine you cer­
tainly did for them. They ain't got a chance. 
Do you know an Oakland jane called “ Babe ” 
Bell? She’s a sweety of Mal's and has been 
awful sore over this. She don't know so 
much, though. One of the Dumbbell family, 
I understand. She's skipped with Whitey 
Jones and Dave Huggins, the only members 
of Mal’s gang that got away.

Incidentally, another former friend of yours, 
Joe Duke, was nabbed this week. A female 
dick did the job. A sharp dame who runs 
around under the moniker of Zelma Zone. 
Joe is a clever boy, but he has a weakness for 
women. Like Slick. This girl outsmarted 
him in wonderful shape, I hear.

The Addison Agency, which employs Zelma, 
is lookin’ into the last job you two were in. 
It may mean a bunch of grief. Don't take 
chances where you are. I'll keep you wise 
to anythin’ new that comes up . . .

This hardly is a letter intended to make 
a guy whistle and sing. I give Slick a 
glance.

“ The under cover stuff continues. I 
guess.”

“ Well, it ain’t so hard to take now— 
with Cora in town,” he chirps, smilin’.

“ Blah! ” I growl. “ Notice what Winsor 
writes about Joe Duke and his weakness 
for women. See where he is now? A 
female dick ruins him.”

“ But there ain’t any female dicks in 
Logandale, Jerry,” my partner grins.

" Perhaps not. If there was you’d sure 
be a victim,” I squawk. “ The best policy 
is to keep away from all molls. Then 
you’re sure to be safe. Right now you—”

" Aw, don’t be an oilcan all your life, 
Jerry. Cora Taylor is a nice, innocent lit­
tle girl who ain’t never been around. Some­
times I feel awful rotten at trickin’ a kid 
like her.”

“ You’ll be in a jam before it’s over,” I 
gargle. “ Leave it to you. Never gonna 
learn, are you?”

This peeves Slick and he refuses to talk 
any more.

Of course, he continues to hang around 
the pretty music teacher like ivy on an old 
wall. The two of ’em attend the movie 
show when it movies, take twilight strolls, 
and even wander into church on Sundays. 
How the buildin’ stays up with Slick inside 
is by me.

Good lookin’ thrills bein’ no more plenti­
ful! in Logandale than paved sidewalks, it’s 
natural that some other birds in the burg 
show cravin’ to horn in on Miss Taylor’s 
time, but Slick seems to be toppin’ the field. 
The only others who even get a play are a 
coupla babies who toil for the lumber com­
pany and they rate very little. Slick sure 
thinks he’s enjoyin’ himself.

I can’t spend all my time readin’ maga­
zines or pretendin’ to pick up bargains in 
timber land, and more than once my fond 
thoughts stray toward Logandale’s lone 
bankin’ institution. Banks always inter­
ested me, and to an old hand this anti­
quated treasury presents temptation in 
great gobs. Especially when I discover 
that on certain dates the lumber concern 
stows big piles of jack in the cheesy cage. 
I tell myself it would be a shame to leave 
town without knockin’ over such a pipe.

And then, suddenly, comes a missive from 
the legal Mr. Winsor that means action. 
The Addison Agency appears to have 
smelled out our place of exile. It’s up to 
us to move pronto.

Slick Flanders acts all fussed up.
“ .Ain’t this the bunk?” he gargles. “ If 

it wasn’t for Cora—”
Cora is out, from now on!” I squawk.



“ You just forget her. We got somethin’ 
real to worry about!”

“ Forget her? Jerry, I can’t! Of 
course, you don’t understand, but—but she 
wins me. She's straight and clean—the 
kind a guy can’t help lovin’. I wish I 
hadn’t done a lotta things now. There’s 
somethin’ about her innocence and purity 
that—that—”

“ Oh, my Gawd! ” I groan. “ Is this one 
of those movie things? The good little girl 
and the hardened crook. He reforms and 
sins no more. What do you want to do, 
you sap—marry that jane?”

“ Oh, I guess it ain’t any use. It’s too 
late now—it wouldn’t be fair. Poor kid! 
And she trusts me so! ”

I never have seen my partner so worked 
up, and I scorch.

“ Cut that sob stuff!” I bark. “ Either 
we are outa this hick center by to-morrow 
night or we get free board and room for a 
long stretch. Get that?”

“ But how will I tell her I’m goin’—”
“Didn’t I know there’d be a jam!” I 

snort. “ However, you gotta handle that 
end yourself. And before we leave we have 
to build up the finances. Our funds have 
shrunk, and we may have far to travel. 
There’ll be ten thousand extra bananas in 
the bank to-morrow eve. We go after it!”

“ Not on your life! No job in this town, 
Jerry! I—”

“ It’s gotta be done—-and we do it!”
“ How can we pull it off on such short 

order?” he objects.
“ Listen to me,” I reply. “ It’s a cinch, 

Slick. To-morrow is one of the semi­
monthly dates the lumber company puts in 
a big wad. The bank is small and one 
horse. The watchman is nearly deaf. All 
we gotta do is burn away a few bars in the 
back, soak the old bird, and throw some 
trained fingers on the big box. I know I 
can open her. It’s takin’ candy from the 
kids, as a job.”

“ But what getaway—”
“ I’ve been figurin’ while you’ve been 

failin’ for your frail,” I gargle. “ We’ve 
promised several times to look over timber 
lands at Susqually. To-morrow mornin’ 
we go, probably for a week. Old Boniface 
Calder has told me where I can rent a swell 

car for a few days. We hop into the bus 
and roll off. We’re supposed to be in Sus­
qually. Late to-morrow night we return— 
and you know everybody in Logandale hits 
the hay at nine o’clock. We do our stuff, 
jazz to Seattle, lose the crock, and pick outa 
place to hide anew. And we’ll have a 
bankroll to aid and assist.”

“ You have it doped out,” admits Slick.
“ But leavin’ Cora!”

“ Ain’t you ever left janes before?” I 
yodel.

“ Not her sort, Jerry. She thinks I’m on 
the level. It’ll hurt. I—I wish there was 
another way out.”

“ Oh, these dames! ” I grunt. “ Good or 
bad, they get you—if you fool around with 
’em. Let them be.”

We carry out my scheme. Next day 
about noon we drive outa Logandale in a 
rented heap, supposed to be on the way to 
Susqually for several days. Not a taint of 
suspicion in the air. We’ve acted the part 
well in the village.

Slick Flanders is as gloomy as three days 
in the black hole. He had seen Cora Taylor 
for a few minutes and though he hasn’t told 
her it’s for the last time the fact he knows it 
has soured him plenty.

“ Let her know you’re gonna be gone a 
little while, huh?” I ask.

“ Yes. Business trip, I said. Do you 
know* she looked at me almost in alarm, as 
if she sensed somethin’ behind it—as if she 
felt I was goin’ outa her life.”

“ Which is correct. You are,” I grimly 
remark. “ Maybe them roughnecks from 
the lumber mill who tried to horn in now’ 
and then will fill the achin’ void in her 
heart.”

“Oh, you can’t understand, Jerry!” 
Slick snaps. “ I know she cares for me. 
She’s so pure and sweet and unaffected—I 
feel like a dog. For the first time in my 
life I bitterly regret bein' a crook. That’s 
my punishment. I can’t get aw’ay from it. 
And I suppose I’ll never see her again.”

“ You’re as bad as the birds I read about 
in the magazine stories,” I gargle. “ You’ll 
soon forget her. I know you. Life is just 
one jane after another with you.”

“ Not any more,” he says, as if he really 
means it. I decide to drop the matter.



It’s near midnight when Logandale sees 
us again—or, rather, doesn’t see us.

The town is fast asleep and snorin’. We 
Toll up a back street in the bus, park it a 
block away from the bank, and set forth. 
In addition to carryin’ a small leather bag 
that’s intended to hold the haul, I wear my 
big overcoat, and Slick wants to know why.

“ I gotta a few tools I want to use and 
it's an easy way to tote ’em,” I warble.

The job turns out to be the custard. We 
get in after a little labor, sock the watch­
man to slumber, and then while Slick 
mounts guard I toy with the vault.

The box is a cinch and I’m soon in the 
money. Currency is all we want, and I loot 
all the bills in sight. In less than an hour 
we’re all washed up.

As we depart speedily, but quietly, I give 
Slick the leather bag.

“ Carry that, George Gloom,” I whisper. 
“ It’s worth a flock of Coras.”

My partner snaps somethin’ under his 
breath.

Back to the spot where we left the 
hack we stroll—and then a sweet jolt is 
handed us.

That old bus is gone!
“ Wh—what has happened to that car?” 

gulps Slick.
“ Some one is wise!” I gargle. “ Some 

one has—”
.Another surprise party is due. Outa the 

shadows of a near-by evergreen waltzes a 
slight figure.

“ Mr. Flanders! You are lookin’ for your 
car?” The tone is sweet and silvery, yet—

“Cora!” gasps my partner. “How— 
what do you know about our car?”

“ You’ll find I know all about it—gentle­
men ! ’’ Somethin’ flashes to her lips, and 
a low whistle sounds.

I take a quick step toward the girl, but 
suddenly halt. In her hand is a small auto­
matic pistol.

“ Cora. I don’t understand!” And from 
the way Slick says it I know he doesn’t. 
But I think I do.

“ You call me Cora. Others have used 
the name of—Zelma! ” falls from the lips of 
the music teachin’ miss. “ Don’t move now, 
or—”

“ Zelma! ” My partner staggers. “ Zelma 

Zone! The female dick who got Joe Duke! 
The Addison operative! Oh, what a chump 
I am!”

" Echo agrees,” I murmur.
Appearin' in response to the girl’s signal 

our own bus glides up the street. Two 
husky birds are in the front seat—the same 
cookies who had posed as employees of the 
lumber company, I quickly make out. Oh, 
this hasn’t been framed at all!

“ Got ’em, Zone! Just as you figured, 
by gum, and with the stuff. Good work, I 
say.” One of the eggs hops outa the ma­
chine and approaches us.

“ The booty is there, Joe.” She points 
to the bag Slick is carryin’.

Tier associate relieves my partner of that 
burden pronto, and pulls some bits of metal 
outa his overcoat pocket. In a jiffy Slick 
and yours humbly are handcuffed and or­
dered into the rear seat.

“ I will ride with ’em,” says the girl. 
“ I’ve some questions to put. Drive to the 
depot. It’s open all night, and we can 
wire from there.”

“ All right, Zone,” chirps he who did the 
handcuffin’. “ We better wake up the mar­
shal after we wire. I’ll keep the dough in 
front here, hey?”

The bus throbs on its way. Our lady 
captor speaks.

“ So you did come back?” she remarks. 
“ We weren’t sure. For some days we 
figured we had you two pegged. I had a 
hunch you wanted a look at the inside of 
the bank to-night. When the others wanted 
to nail you this momin’ I insisted on lettin’ 
you go, and waitin’. I know you haven’t 
much money, and the hour was ripe to make 
a haul. Of course we had wires out to 
Seattle in case you didn’t return—but I felt 
you would.”

“ I hope you're satisfied. Wanted to get 
us good and plenty, huh?” growls Slick.

“ I’m sorry, in a way,” she confesses. 
“ Suspectin’ all along vou were a crook, 
still I—”

“What a sap I am, to fall for you!” 
Slick’s voice is bitter. “ I figured you were 
so different. I was ashamed of bein’ a 
crook because I thought you were so all 
right.”

But you came back to rob the bank!”



“ I was in too deep—I couldn’t get away 
from the past. I was forcin’ myself to give 
you up. And all the time you actin’ a part, 
waitin’ for me to step into your little trap.”

“ You ain’t fair!” she utters. “ Perhaps 
I hoped this mornin’ you would go and— 
well, it ain’t so easy! Duty is duty, though, 
and you did return!”

“ Sometimes a crook might—might want 
to turn square, but can’t.” Slick is makin’ 
me restless. “ A simple little music teacher, 
indeed! Play the same game on Joe Duke, 
down in Oakland?”

“ Joe Duke? I—you won’t be fair. And 
you’re hurtin’ me more than you know.” 
Her voice trembles.

All this sounds strange, considerin’ the 
situation. But the other sex is plenty 
strange, I reckon.

The heap draws up at the Logandale de­
pot, one spot in town that’s awake. A 
night man is on the job because several 
trains buzz through there durin’ the slum­
ber hours. Even now the one o’clock south­
bound express is whistlin’ in the distance.

As we stop the two birds in front hop 
outa the hack and hike inside the station, 
takin’ the bag with ’em. They seem will­
in’ to leave everythin’ but the plunder in 
the hands of the dame, I note. I wonder 
what they want to wire about, anyway?

“I’m cured, Jerry’!” Slick mumbles in 
my ear. “ No fluff will ever bunk me 
again!”

The southbound’s headlight gleams down 
the old rails. This train always tarries a 
minute or two at Logandale for orders.

Our girl captor speaks as if arrivin’ at a 
sudden decision.

“ Because you did care—because I can’t 
go through with it—one last chance!” she 
whispers. “ The keys to the handcuffs are 
in my7 lap. Use them, quick! ”

Slick seems almost paralyzed. I grab to­
ward the said keys.

“ You can get out on that train,” the thrill 
buzzes on oddly. “ We have the money, 
but we won’t have the men. I’m doin’ this 
for your sake, Fred Flanders, or whatever 
y’our name really’ is. I hope y’ou will— 
please try’ to go straighter after this. My 
associates will be angry' beyond measure 
with me. But—well, I’m gonna be a weak, 

foolish woman. Here ”—she shoves some­
thin’ into Slick’s coat—“ you can read it on 
the train. Hurry'!”

She kinda slumps back in the seat. 
Strange stuff, but in a jiffy we’re free of 
the shackles. If Slick’s watchin’ me he 
probably sees a peculiar grin on my face.

But I guess Slick ain’t. He must have 
slipped the jane a kiss or somethin’ before 
boundin’ onto the train after me. The 
wheels spin, and we make e chair car. No 
alarm sounds. No sign of Zelma Zone’s 
two partners. Away' we roll.

“Jerry, she did care! She gave me my 
chance!” starts Slick, as Logandale is left 
behind. “ But those other dicks! They’ll 
wire ahead! She can’t stall that, and—”

“ Better y’ou read the note she slipped 
you,” I cut in as I flop into a seat by his 
side. “ Maybe you won’t worry about the 
dicks wirin’ ahead. I gotta hunch, I have, 
Friend Slick!”

My partner hands me a look, and dives 
into his pocket. He pulls out the farewell 
message and peruses. Abruptly he gasps, 
then gulps. I take the note outa his hand 
and scan this:

A very desperate game, my dear fellows, 
but if you ever get to read this you'll know 
we played it out. Our plans won't have mis­
carried, and you'll be miles away.

I confess I'm not Cora Taylor, music teach­
er. I'm not Zelma Zone, either. I do happen 
to be Mal Parsons’s former sweety, the little 
cabaret pianist. Babe Bell. And you guys put 
him where he is. I could do anything to 
either of you for that. Remember that, so- 
called “ Slick " Flanders.

No, it wasn't altogether coincidence that I 
came to the same town as you two, with my 
two good pals, Whitey Jones and Dave Hug­
gins, whom you must have met this night. 
Did they make good dicks?

We were laying for you, hoping to get 
square for what you did, Mal. The bank job 
was it. We ain't handy at that stuff. You 
are. I knew you’d be back for it. Had you 
pegged. Slick. So we get the loot without 
doing the labor. Thanks.

Never mind where we got our Zelma Zone 
hunch and the handcuffs. Do I make a sweet 
Zelma?

Of course we had to get rid of you. Our 
best plan was to rush you to the station and 
fake up a means to let you escape on the one 
o'clock if there was time. As I write I don't 
know what we will work, but as long as 
you’re reading this, we worked something.



We ll try to see you get blamed for the rob­
bery, but we have the dough. And we know 
where to go. The car helps.

Yours gratefully,
Cora—Babe.

P. S.—For a cabaret performer ain't I some 
little actress?

Slick wears a pale and sufferin’ air.
“The lyin’, tricky devil!” he hisses. 

“ Mal Parsons’s sweety! Not Zone! Who 
could have guessed it?”

“ I could,” I squawk bluntly. “ What’s 
more, I did.”

“ You did?” he gargles.
“ Sure,” I answer. “ Ain’t I been readin’ 

a lotta magazines? If crooks do funny 
things in stories, why not in reality? The 
moment this Cora came to town I didn’t 
think she was on the level. Her gag, teach- 
in’ music, was not so good. And then her 
precious pals, Dave and Whitey, never 
looked like lumbermen to me. So I wasn’t 
altogether unprepared for startlin’ events 
to-night.”

“ You mean-—”
“ Before we entered the bank I had a 

feelin’ we were watched, though I didn’t 
exactly see anybody. When I came out I 
found the hunch was good. And right 
pronto the alleged Zelma shows up to nab 
us.”

I see I have Slick as puzzled as a guy 
tryin’ to understand the immigration prob­
lem, and I rather enjoy the same.

“ I was sure the dame wasn't Zelma Zone. 
If she was we’d been arrested long ago. 
What she chirped in the car confirmed it. 
The reference to Joe Duke for one.

“ Then who else could she be? Who 
else might be very anxious to get us good?

“ Babe Bell. The sweety Winsor wrote 

about. Perfectly plain to me. All they 
wanted to-night was revenge—and the 
money.”

“ And they got both! ” snarls Slick. “ If 
you knew so much why didn’t you make a 
fight? Why give up to them without a 
struggle? You could have wised me, and—”

“ They had the drop on us, remember. I 
know tricks worth two or three of that. I’ll 
admit I took a chance myself, but every­
thin’ went through fine. They helped us 
outa town—and we still got the money!”

“ Got the money?” Slick’s jaw falls. 
“ Didn’t they take the bag away from me?”

I grin.
“ Yes. They did. But there was no 

money in it. I am wearin’ an overcoat— 
wore it all the time. Well, all that currency 
is in the old benny. I tucked it there, and 
let you carry the bag—you can see why. 
It fooled ’em. That bag holds just some 
copies of my favorite magazines. I got a 
flock of ideas outa them stories. Maybe 
they’ll read ’em and get some, too. I bet 
right now Babe Bell is tellin’ the world she 
does belong to the Dumbbell family. Oh, 
lady!”

“Well—I’ll be—let’s see that jack!” 
Slick cries.

I show him some. He’s convinced.
“ Now,” I remark briskly, “ that we’ve 

done the job like any good magazine crook 
would, we gotta figure where to get off and 
how to keep hid for a while. And you can 
thank the Lord I ain’t like you are when it 
comes to the rib family. You gotta leave 
’em be. The next time you mix up with a 
moll I’m out. I can’t always save you from 
destruction. Any old time you tangle up 
with thrills—”

U U U
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By PHOEBE O’NE ALL FARIS

P ALLISTER first saw Mary Flyn 
standing tiptoe on a box in front of 
the mess kitchen stove trying to start 

a charcoal fire. The cook had flown, as 
Haitian cooks had a wax- of doing, and 
Mary, nosing about in search of tea things, 
was the first to discover the fact.

She was little and vivid. In white linen 
riding coat and breeches, with a long, thick 
braid of bronze-gold hair down her back, 
she looked almost a child. Hearing him, 
she whirled and came near falling off her 
perch. Throwing out one hand to catch 
herself, she grasped keroseney charcoal.

11 Damn," she said softly, humorously.
Which one are you?"
“ I am Pallister,” he answered.
“ The cook is missing—has departed, I 

fear. Let’s get supper. I put kerosene on 
the stuff, but it ’ll do nothing but smoke." 
She looked up at him and he saw her eyes—- 
marvelous eyes they were, gray-brown with 
long, black, fringing lashes—and a skin like 
the rose orchid. A feeling of warmth came 
over him that was not of the tropica, sun.

"Too wet," he diagnosed. “ Let me. 
Are vou Mrs. Flyn?"

“ Yes."

'■ White women do not work in Republica 
Dominicana. I’ll get another cook up the 
trail.”

She shrugged her shoulders impudently. 
“ In Republica Dominicana I do as I please. 
And everywhere. I like to cook. Let’s have 
something besides fish, will you?”

“ All right,” Pall surrendered. Every one 
surrendered to Mary Flyn.

They cooked a good supper. Pall dis­
covered Mary’s friendliness, and her impul­
sive curiosity about everything from men to 
mimis (gnats), and her philosophically witty 
answers giving an odd twist to commonplace 
speech.

Late that same evening he came upon her 
sitting alone on the barracks steps waiting 
for Bob. She showed a splash of white in 
the dark.

All alone?” he asked.
“ Yes.” Her voice was husky. ‘‘ The 

nightingale up the trail—”
She was thoroughly under the spell of the 

tropic night. He listened; and into his 
soul crept the wish that she sat there waiting 
for him.

The next day Bob Flyn went up interior 
to chase bandits; and Mary the adventure-



some, Mary' who loved the unusual, was left 
to flit like a lambent flame about the colony 
—and as far afield as she dared penetrate.

And Pallister loved her from the first. 
Not guiltily—for he had no sense of moral 
values—but exultingly, and with the primi­
tive male’s desire to annihilate whatever 
stands in his way. He would have fought— 
or even killed, I am convinced—any man 
who had so much as harbored an evil 
thought about Mary Flyn; yet to win her 
for himself he hoped to walk nail-shod over 
her honor and happiness.

Pallister forgot, in his own past, little 
dusky Marta who had loved him with the 
wild abandon of the jungle woman, and 
whom, with his own long, graceful fingers 
about her smooth brown throat, he had sent 
into the beyond but a few days before she 
would have borne him a brown-skinned 
child.

He forgot the lies he had told—to es­
cape detection—when from headquarters 
was issued the order that in the future it 
would be the firing squad for all who dallied 
—as he had dallied—with the jungle 
women.

He even forgot his fear of the only one he 
knew—Marta’s ancient crone of a mother.

Two years back it was now—and he had 
ceased to recall the drooping, dejected air 
of those round brown arms sprawled over 
the rude table in the tiny palm hut far up 
the hill trail. There had been times when, 
lying in his bunk at barracks through dark 
nights, rain sounds or gentle winds from 
the mountains had seemed footsteps and 
sighs, or the creaking of doors held stealthily 
ajar. Often he had awakened to find him­
self drenched in sweat, his mind filled with 
the horrible feeling that some one or some­
thing pressed heavily on his thoat.

But this was long ago—two years back. 
There had been no detection. The wrinkled 
old mother with her water can had disap­
peared from the river bank.

And Pallister was happy. The climate 
agreed with him—there is no healthier place 
than the hill above Haina. He was content 
with the rather monotonous life—directing 
Haitian laborers from seven to eleven and 
from two to five; a swim in the ocean, mess, 
and poker—he always won.

Randal Pallister was the only son of a 
cotton planter of Alabam’. He knew the 
races—and won; played poker—and won; 
and his skill with dice was uncanny. He 
went home after the war, but the wander­
lust had him and he sailed for Santo Domin­
go to help the marines build roads.

A gay little colony flourished at La Capi­
tol, which was headquarters for the naval 
officers in charge of the military govern­
ment. The marines, doing guard duty and 
engineering, were scattered about the island. 
Pallister’s contingent was stationed in bar­
racks ten miles west of the capital, with 
orders to make a hard-surfaced road out of 
the centuries-old trail between Santo Do­
mingo City and Azua.

And Mary herself — she believed in 
friendship; and in variety; and she loved 
folks. There was Helga Jolson, who spoke 
English brokenly, but she was Swedish, and 
to Mary, her stolidity was an everlasting 
barrier to companionship. Mary would 
have been lonesome those three months of 
Bob’s absence had it not been for Pall. 
They danced in the plaza, rode the hill 
trails, spent long evenings in the sand at the 
sea’s edge, or read tales of banditry and 
buccaneering. They saw each other a dozen 
times a day in just the ordinary routine of 
camp life; and Pall made many opportuni­
ties that had nothing to do with the daily 
routine. There was no discretion in his de­
votion; he loved her—that was all.

There came a time, however, when Pallis­
ter realized that it could not pass—this love 
which was life to him. He could not endure 
the thought that Mary belonged not to him 
—but to Bob Flyn; that Bob would come 
out of the interior again and that Mary was 
waiting for him—that she had no other 
reason for being there at all. He knew only 
the Mary he loved and wanted—the Mary 
whose beauty and wit enchanted him; he 
did not know the Mary Flyn whose loyalty 
was stronger than death itself.

So he set himself to win her, first her ro­
mantic interest, and next her love. Once 
he pressed hot lips to her hand where it lay 
thrown back on the sand; she looked at him 
queerly and said nothing. He dreamed all 
night of what it would be like to hold her in 
his arms.

9 A



Mary seldom talked of her husband. She 
knew he loved her as only such steadfast 
natures can love. She knew that he had a 
faith in her that was not easily shaken. 
And in Mary’s heart, Bob Flyn’s love and 
hers had created a holy place where no 
stranger might intrude. Perhaps if she had 
talked to Pallister of Bob, of their comings 
and goings together, his dream would not 
have carried him so far from the paths of 
discretion. Or if she had been less philo­
sophic, less “ friend,” and more the married 
coquette—but— Again, perhaps it was in­
evitable, his wanting her.

One night with Pall, she lingered by the 
sea’s edge, delightedly watching for phos­
phorescent flashes in the wave crests. Pal­
lister, standing at her side, fought his desire 
to take her in his arms. He gave in. She 
was too sweet, too near, and propinquity—

“ Mary—sweet Mary Flyn, I love you, 
love you!”

She felt his kiss of passion on her lips. 
She fought to free herself, and the flash of 
wrath that came shook her slender figure. 
He held her close and closer, kissing her lips 
again and again. Her fury settled in a shiv­
er, and she stood rigid in his embrace.

“ Sweetheart—Mary, only one little mo­
ment against so many years to come—” he 
pleaded.

“ I should like to kill you for this!”
Her voice was like ice to the heat of his 

emotion. He released her. The pounding 
of his heart almost suffocated him. She 
stood tensely straight, her lifted chin trem­
bling. “ So you mean to ruin a very’ won­
derful friendship?” she asked, and this time 
there was a hint of sadness in the asking.

In a low voice, and choked with emotion, 
he answered her: “ But it is love with me.”

“ Any one can love!” she flashed. “ But 
men—and friendship! Bah!” She turned 
and walked rapidly down the beach; Pall 
followed.

“ Mary, you must not go through the 
grounds alone—”

Whirling, she spoke furiously. “ Of 
whom should I be afraid—but you? These 
blacks would not touch me! You—you—”

With the suspicion of a sob she stopped 
abruptly.

That night Pall’s head and heart were
10 A

abuzz. A hope that raced crazily through 
his brain ignored entirely Mary Flyn’s fury; 
it was born solely of his own desire. His 
whole being was keyed up to a high pitch. 
He now knew how badly he wanted her— 
and he vowed to get her—some way, any 
way. He spent the night in feeding his 
passion with foolish hopes. Toward morn­
ing he slept a fitful sleep, frequently broken 
and troubled by grotesque dreams.

The next day at noon, Bob came home. 
Pall saw Mary standing in her doorway. 
She wore a blue dress with roses on it, and 
dainty white slippers. Her lovely hair was 
drawn beautifully back. He saw her raise 
both arms, clasp Bob’s neck; saw Bob’s 
arms holding her tenderly close for a long 
sweet moment. He heard distinctly Mary’s 
happy “ Oh, Bobbie dear! I should have 
died if you hadn’t come soon!” and Flyn’s 
“ Poor little girl! Been awfully lonesome?” 
And then they went inside.

Pallister crept up the trail and lay face 
downward on the moist soil under the leafy 
lattice work. A wisp of wind, faint and 
velvety, fanned over him. After a while the 
rigidity in the hands grasping tender fems 
relaxed. He arose. His slender frame 
straightened, as a young tree after a storm. 
He threw back his head and cursed.

Action! He must have action, something 
sane in the face of the desperate jealousy 
that assailed him. A bird with iridescent 
feathers flashed low to the ferny under­
growth, and up to the scented China-berry 
blossoms. He thought of Mary’s glistening, 
silken head, and of the sweetness of her—in 
his arms at the waves’ edge. Stumbling 
down the trail he cursed again—at a dog 
that ran from a palm hut to snuff his legs.

At the bams he spoke roughly to Julio, 
ordering his pony pronto. He then set to 
searching through the dark harness shed. 
Julio appeared at the doorway to announce 
that the pony was saddled and waiting for 
el senor. Then, as Pallister continued his 
search, the brown boy asked: “Que busca 
Vd.?”—what are you looking for?

“ La soga ”—the rope—growled Pallister.
“ Rope—grande?” Julio asked. “ Esta 

aqui, senor.” Julio used an English word 
whenever a chance offered itself. He led the 
way to the tool room and pointed out the 



coil of strong rope that lay in the corner. 
Pallister, mounted on his scraggly, gray 
pony, ordered Julio to carry the rope to the 
beach bathhouse, and also to bring his tools. 
He raced the pony over the mile of gravelly 
road that stretched between the barns and 
the swimming beach, where a palm hut to 
be used as a bathhouse was in process of 
construction. He set furiously to work nail­
ing the rounded boards into place. When 
Julio arrived Pallister ordered him to lay 
the coil of rope inside the hut on the floor, 
and to get to work carrying palm leaves for 
the thatch.

It was a scorching afternoon and he 
worked himself into a furious sweat. Julio 
watched him surreptitiously, but sensing 
his taciturnity, avoided conversation—and 
Julio loved to talk to Americanos. He had 
spent a year in Porto Rico, and some day 
he would have enough saved to go to the 
States and work as a carpenter. With this 
end in view, he strove laboriously to learn 
English.

Sitting precariously near the edge of the 
frail roof form, and leisurely laying palm 
leaves one upon the other and overlapping, 
he wondered at Pallister’s furious energy. 
Usually “ Senor Palleester ” sat on the 
bench under the coconut trees—an overseer 
merely, to see that he—Julio—and black 
Victoriana did not shirk. And if, by chance, 
la Senora Chiquita came riding her little 
black pony by the beach road, the khaki­
clad overseer had no longer eyes or ears for 
his two carpinteros. But the seiiora did not 
come to-day—and Senor Palleester pounded 
nails through royal palm and swore.

At the first cling-clang of the five o’clock 
bell on the hill, Julio slid easily to the 
ground. Pallister, after inspecting the leaf 
roof, remarked that maiiana por la maiiana 
they would need four or five men to finish 
the laying.

Yes.” he decided. “ The rope and tools 
will be all right inside until the roof is ready 
for binding.”

At mess supper Helga explained Maty’s 
absence—and Bob’s. They had gone pic­
nicking up to the old hill church, and would 
return by moonlight. They had asked her 
to accompany them, but it was Bob’s first 
day at hime—he had been away so long— 

and she knew they would love being alone. 
Pallister turned away from his food—it sick­
ened him. His face was ashen—why did 
Helga feed his jealousy? She glanced at 
him pityingly as he arose and left the din­
ing hall.

On the steps of the hall he lingered, gaz­
ing with unseeing eyes down toward the 
palm-fringed Caribbean, where the watch­
ful early moon hung suspended as if waiting 
until the sun’s rays shimmered out behind 
the foothills. Helga and her husband came 
out and stood beside him. With a nervous 
laugh he brushed past them and was off 
striding up the hill trail. He did not want 
human sympathy: he could not endure the 
sweet seductiveness of the beach glow; 
rather, he desired the quiet jungle paths, 
where arching ferns palisaded his way, and 
the alpinia sent out its heart in pungent, 
unmistakable fragrance.

Far up the slope he sat down on a log 
at the trail's edge, staring with wide open 
eyes up through the leafy interstices—and 
wondering why he felt this burning jealousy 
of Mary Flyn’s husband; why he had loved 
her at the first; why he had dreamed of 
possessing her, and what had nourished his 
desire into hope.

Within him fought the warring elements 
of fire, self-ridicule, envy and sadness. He 
had never been able to see the philosophy 
of right and wrong. At cards, or the races 
—“ cleverness ” and bribery had been “ all 
right if you can get away with it.” But 
Mary—she loved Bob — and believed in 
friendship! Over him came the memory of 
the loving greeting he had witnessed be­
tween husband and wife—and he cursed 
aloud. A ragged, aimless-footed black boy 
on the path above, frightened, broke into a 
run.

Suddenly, from a small cloud in the 
zenith, a cool shower fell on the warm hill­
side, while the moon shone gloriously on, 
silvering the rippling Caribbean in the dis­
tance. On the ancient wide trail below him 
the pound-pound of ponies’ hoofs sounded— 
and Maty Flyn’s happy laugh. They were 
racing home through the shower. And then 
the wet silence of the night was broken only 
by the quiet drip-drip of glistening water 
drops from freshened leaves. Pall wondered 



if he could bear it, this thought so bitter— 
of Mary and Bob together—always. He 
moved from his log; started down the trail; 
the rain had made the ground soft. He 
slipped. He would try to sleep—and to­
morrow—

The next day broke dull, dark and sound­
less. By noon the sky had a steely hot 
sheen, and the heavy fronds of the coconut 
palms draggled in the heat. Thin black 
clouds wavered in the humidity. By four 
o’clock it was insufferably warm.

Pallister, leaning against the beach hut, 
watched a foam patch that floated on the 
restless dark gray water. Far out at the 
reef where the shore waves began, a black 
point extended above the surface. Pall 
thought of sharks—they never came inside 
the reef—but no, it was a point of coral reef 
rock. The underwaters must be disturbed— 
these points seldom showed. The world 
seemed to stand still. Lord, how hot! Pal­
lister had sent Julio and Victoriana to the 
bams to work inside. He thought of an 
ocean plunge to cool himself off. He would 
swim to the river mouth; give him some­
thing to think about. It was a long, hard 
pull.

“ Hello, Pall! Come on, let’s hit ’em!”
He turned to see Bob and Helga Jolson 

in bathing suits, trotting side by side dowm 
the gravelly road. Behind them straggled 
Lars Jolson, his red, outstanding ears flop­
ping. Mary was not with them.

Pall assented bleakly. Entering the hut 
he changed to his bathing suit. There were 
as yet no hooks in the bathhouse, so he 
precisely folded his khaki clothes and lay 
them on the rope coil in the comer.

In the water he felt better; some of the 
heaviness of heart that had all but suffo­
cated him during the last two days and the 
interminable nights was lifted by the ex­
hilarating coolness of the flash of spray. He 
started down shore to the river mouth. 
Helga and Bob, far out, riding the breakers 
easily, waved beckoning hands. He dived 
to the bottom, felt a pull, came up far be­
yond the shore waves. Ah! The under­
tow.

The waves were suddenly thrown higher 
—and the foam patch had thickened. He 
began to struggle. Lars, on the sand, 

watched him. He tried to dive shoreward. 
The tow drew him seaward instead. A great 
smooth-bosomed, silver-crested roller gath­
ered him in as the octopus infolds its prey, 
and sucked him down. He thought of Mary 
—her fear of the sea—as the water churned 
him under and shouted in his ears. Up— 
up on the surface again he caught a glimpse 
of the sky and heavy' clouds flocking in 
black phalanxes.

Before the next wave engulfed him he 
had perhaps five seconds to adjust himself 
to a treading position, and to poise for a 
leap through the wall of roaring water. This 
saved him from being drawn under. If he 
could stay in the surface waters until the 
ever-increasing volume of rollers bore him 
in! He could still think; but the waves 
were beating the reason out of him. He did 
not remember afterward how Lars had wad­
ed in between the great water cliffs, dragged 
him nearer shore, and how they were both 
dashed high and dry by a superwave.

Coming to his senses, Pallister found him­
self lying on the sand; the murky air seemed 
to inclose him; a strange, ominous tattoo 
far off dowm the sky aroused him from his 
vacant staring. It was like the roll of a 
monstrous drum. He lifted his head, looked 
about him; saw Lars, his face gray-white, 
frantically waving his arms toward the 
foaming sea. Pallister got dizzily to his 
feet.

In the trough of the rollers, through a 
patch of foam, Helga was swimming furi­
ously on the surface—and seaward. Bob 
Flyn was under. Helga’s brave thought was 
of Mary. “ Oh, what will Mary do? What 
of Marx’? I must get him—must—”

A churning breaker coming in boomed 
over the reef and came on. She felt herself 
grasped, turned over and over, but fighting, 
she did not go down. She caught a glimpse 
of a floating face borne upward, and a hand 
that grasped at the air. A few strokes and 
she reached the hand, gave it a mighty pull, 
an encouraging clasp.

“ Bob!” she gasped. “ Swim easy! On 
top! Jump the waves—now!”

Mary Flyn, skimming swiftly beachward, 
paused apprehensively. Through the post­
like grove of palm trunks, she could see 
ocean spray rising far into the air.



“ I never saw the waves like that before,” 
she thought. “ No swimming to-night. 
They’ll be lying in the sand.”

She ran on. paused again as she became 
conscious of a dull roar from the darkening 
horizon line.

“What can it be?” A furious puff of 
wind whipped her hair about her face. Be­
fore she could tuck it under her tight cap 
the air was morbidly still again. The at­
mosphere weighed like a load on her lungs. 
A fearful presentiment tore at her heart. 
Panting, she flashed through the grove.

She saw two figures, Lars and Pallister, 
silhouetted against the spray. Pallister 
stood still, as if stunned into immobility. 
Lars ran up and down, franticallj- beckon­
ing. He called to Pall, and started wildly 
toward the foaming sea that was now roll­
ing in, in solid wave walls.

Mary screamed.
“ Lars! Lars! You cannot swim!

Don’t, don’t!”
Then with a woman’s divination she 

cried: “Where is Bob?”
Lars did not hear her. He hesitated at 

the foam’s edge. Pallister stood rigid—sin­
ister, and bleak-eyed.

“ What is it? Oh, Pall, what is it?”
A solid wall of water collapsed on the 

sand, and Mary saw the two battling in its 
trough. There was nothing in their favor. 
Each sea as it lifted them and then over­
whelmed them bore them a little nearer the 
land; but they were immediately sucked 
outward and downward again. The two 
faces were purplish-gray: Helga was almost 
exhausted; Bob struggled feebly to keep up. 
A few more rollers and he would go down 
with the undertow and stay.

“ Get them out! Get them out! Get a 
rope!” screamed Mary. Running to Pallis­
ter, she grasped his hand. “ Help them, 
Pall! Get a rope!”

He coldly shook his head. “ There is 
nothing I can do. Mary. It would mean 
death to go in after them—and I have no 
rope.”

“ Hunt one! Oh, back in the grove there 
might be a rope—on a donkey—or a wire 
from that fence! Come, help me, Pall—a 
wire—”

Pallister stirred, his apathy disappeared.

" I'll run oxer to the barns for a rope,” he 
said.

•• The barns! A mile! They will droxvn! 
Oh, Pall—” She stopped and came closer 
to peer into his face: to try to search the 
deeps of his shifting eyes. She saw many 
different emotions depicted on his face, ter­
ror, horror, fascination and resolx'e. She 
loosened her hold on his hand, dropped it as 
if it burned her. In the dead air his face 
flamed—then faded pallidly. He raised his 
hand to his forehead, threxx- back his head 
and looked into her eyes. As if settling a 
mooted dispute, he said:

“ Mary, there is nothing nearer than the 
barns. I’ll go—”

“ No! A wire xvould do—and it is nearer! 
Oh, Pall—” she pleaded.

But he was off, running in the direction 
of the bams.

“Lars! Lars!” Mary looked wildly 
about her. But Lars had gone in—and he 
could not swim the quietest sea. She caught 
a glimpse of Bob's face, drawn and ashen. 
He still struggled faintly, but Helga and 
Lars—

She threw up her hands in one xvild 
prayer: “ God help me! What shall I do?”

Stumbling, she ran over the vine-entan­
gled sand plain to the coconut trees; fran­
tically she pulled at a rusted barbed wire 
which was stapled to rude posts. She pulled 
and fought the staples; her hands xvere torn 
and bleeding. Looking back at the enor­
mous xvaves that hammered and battered 
the shore, she saw black clouds sxveep down 
to whip the foam. Crying, moaning,-pray­
ing, she struggled to tear loose the xvire.

Through the weirdly murky air a ray 
from the setting sun pierced. Mary dropped 
the loosened end of wire, brushed the tears 
from her blinded eyes with her torn hands, 
and looked about her, searching for some 
quicker means of rescue. Along the path 
through the grove padded a native boy with 
a machete in his hand.

“ Julio! Julio! ” she shouted. He stopped 
stock still, sought her with his eyes, found 
her, stared at La Senora Chiquita with 
her blood-stained face and hands. Then 
he came on. Mary beckoned wildly, scream­
ing: “Julio! Pronto! Su machete!”

“ Que la pace, senora?” he asked.



She succeeded in making him understand; 
that he must break loose a long wire; that 
she must have it because some one was in 
the sea—in danger. Once he paused in his 
pounding to point to the sky. “ Mal tiempo 
—mailana,” he prophesied. Mary, crying, 
fighting the wires to help, urged him to 
hurry. Suddenly he stopped hacking at 
the staple.

“ Meester Palleester has rope in bath­
house.” He pointed to the unfinished hut. 
For a moment Mary was stunned. Then, 
clutching Julio, she ran toward the bath­
house. Julio was by now aroused. He had 
seen the spray and the foam of the waves.

It was but a minute that it took to drag 
the coil of rope to the edge of the pound­
ing sea. Lars lay on the sand—the waves 
had thrown him back before the undertow 
could drag him down. Helga was floating 
in the trough—and, oh, thank Heaven! 
Bob’s face showed for an instant—and then 
disappeared.

“ Lars, Lars! ” She pounded him to life. 
“Come! Help us!”

Julio had found a heavy block of wood. 
They quickly tied one end of the flexible 
rope about it. Then Julio threw, while 
Lars and Mary called encouragement to 
Helga. She could not hear; went under 
with a wave. Bob came up, appeared to 
come to life, reached for the rope—and 
missed. A roller enfolded him. Mary 
dropped to the sand, sobbing.

Julio looked at her: his saffron face set; 
he quickly drew in the rope, unfastened it 
from the block, and stripping off his shirt 
and trousers, tied it about his naked chest 
and under his arms. Then giving the coil 
to Lars, he told him to hold on. After the 
next wave rolled in and collapsed in a 
screen of spray, Julio went in with the out­
ward drag.

The white, struggling man and the sob­
bing, praying girl on the sand witnessed a 
marvelous rescue. Julio had dived for pen­
nies in San Juan Harbor, but he had never 
battled with tidal wave rollers before.

The incoming water was heavier now, and 
slower, This gave the rescuer an opportu­
nity to look about him. He first located 
Bob, who had become stunned by the 
pounding of the breakers and was at their 

mercy. Julio glanced seaward, saw a cloud 
of spray at the reef. He swam swiftly, 
headed for Bob; he circled him, wrapping 
the rope tightly about him—and then both 
were engulfed.

Coming up, almost insensible from the 
blow he had received from the pounding 
water, he raised his hand in signal to Lars 
to draw in the rope. At that instant he 
saw Helga, just beneath him in the water; 
her face was covered with seaweed; she 
was gently slipping outward. He dived, 
caught her arm, held until the sucking les­
sened. Twice he lost her and recaught her. 
He could not reach the surface to signal, 
but with a drowning man’s grip he held on 
to the white arm.

Lars and Mary pulled. It was raining 
great flashes, solid, slanting sheets of water 
that chuted drops like pebbles down in un­
broken streams.

Not one of the five at the foam’s edge 
could remember afterward how it was done. 
The two on the shore, blinded and beaten by 
the rain, knew only to pull. The rollers 
aided in landing the three helpless bodies on 
the rope, but there was the terrible fear that 
there would be no life left—that they were 
dragging in—corpses.

It was Julio who revived first, who, brav­
ing the grove where winging fronds and 
dozens of coconuts were thudding to the 
ground, found a board for stretcher. To­
gether, he and Lars carried the unconscious 
Helga through the obscuring sheet to the 
partly roofed bathhouse. There Lars fell on 
his knees by the still figure and began chaf­
ing the wet hands.

Back by the roaring sea, Mary Flyn lay 
sobbing in the flooded sand, her arms 
thrown across her husband’s breast. Julio, 
returning to help her, stooped over to touch 
her, went dizzy and toppled. Then Bob 
opened his eyes.

“Lord!” he gasped. Mary drew back, 
stared at him. then about her. She shouted 
for joy—a wild cry of happiness that pierced 
the tumult of the elements.

“ Oh, Bob! Bobbie! You’re not dead!” 
She began trying to drag him to his feet. 
He smiled at her through the wetting deluge. 
Seeing Julio, she shook him.

“ Come, brave brown boy, let’s go where 



it’s dry,” she said. Julio roused, and to­
gether they got Bob to the hut. Helga, 
revived, was crying weakly.

The unfinished roof was but little better 
than nothing to the saturated figures crouch­
ing on the rough floor under the soaked 
palm roof. The downpour slacked: dusk 
came with a murky pall. Teeth began to 
chatter, but spirits revived as there came 
the realization of their marvelous escape.

Helga and Lars talked quietly in Swed­
ish; Bob and Julio in Spanish. Mary, shiv­
ering in her corner, was thinking of Pallis­
ter. A horrible suspicion was creeping into 
her mind. The look on his face as he left 
her to run to the bams for a rope! And 
his clothing, here in the bathhouse—she had 
lifted them from the coil of rope herself! 
Had he been too frightened, too stunned to 
remember that the coil was here? But his 
eyes, bleak and sinister—

A honk sounded above the rain. Pallis­
ter had brought a car. No one thought to 
look into his face—no one but Mary. To 
her it was enigmatic. What had he ex­
pected to find, she wondered. Lars told him 
of the rope in the hut, and of Julio’s remark­
able rescue. Julio eyed Senor Pallister 
slantingly. Pall turned his face from Mary. 
Pity came into her heart. She knew what 
he had meant to do—but to think that he 
would have sacrificed Helga, too! She 
shivered. And then came chill after chill.

During the night and the next two days 
the sky poured torrents onto the earth. The 
sea rose higher and higher, until the shore 
waters were seething caldrons of foam. The 
tidal wave flooded the groves and washed 
away everj'thing within its reach—huts, 
fences, uprooted trees. There was a steady 
wind, though not strong enough to be dev­
astating. A week later word came of ter­
rible wreckage by wind on the eastern 
islands.

And Mary Flyn was ill with the hideous 
jack — pneumonia. Pallister braved the 
storm, risking his life and his gray pony’s, 
to go to the capital; but without avail. 
The storm had been much worse there, and 
the military physicians had more patients 
than they could manage without taking the 
hazardous trip with him—back to Man'.

Heartsick and cold in his helpless misery, 

he retraced his way. The storm was abat­
ing. Occasionally, along the road he met 
bedraggled and tatterdemalion blacks trudg­
ing through the mud, or riding water-soaked 
burros.

Six miles out the road ran close to the sea, 
but was protected from the tidal wave by 
a cliff of coral rock. On this cliff stood the 
ruins of an ancient Spanish fort. A muddy 
path led to the fort. Pallister could see 
the foaming breakers dash high above the 
cliff. Splashing down the path and through 
the ruined fort walls, he dismounted and 
stood at the edge of the coral wall looking 
out to sea.

It was a grand sight—and a fascinating 
one. At two-minute intervals great waves 
came riding in, mountain-high, topped with 
bannerlike clouds of spray, to hurl them­
selves with satanic fury against the rocks, 
to recede and leave a seething whirlpool 
below him.

Pallister looked down into the dizzying 
profundity of this whirlpool. In it he 
seemed to see faces — Bob Flyn's and 
Helga's—and Marta’s.

The whirlpool fascinated him. It would 
be so easy to slip off the rock and join the 
faces below. And why not? What was 
there, for him, worth living for? But, no, 
that would be the foolish way.

He dragged himself back from the cliff, 
threw up his head and gazed skyward. To 
get back to Mary—that was what he want­
ed above all else—and there might still be a 
way to his desire, somewhere far down the 
future.

Back in the fort a creature crawled from 
behind a ruined wall—an ancient, wrinkled 
crone of a woman in the bedraggled and tat­
tered weeds of the beggar. Softly as a 
shadow moves she glided toward the slip­
pery rock on which he stood. He felt him­
self slipping, slipping—gently pushed from 
behind—down to the faces below.

A hollow laugh, a scream of triumph, and 
“Soy yo! Soy yo! La madre de Marta! 
La madre de. Marta!” It is I! It is I! 
Marta’s mother! Marta’s mother! ”) float­
ed over the precipice.

The rain ceased. There was a rift in the 
west over the hills. Only the ocean thun­
dered on.



THERE was so vast a difference be­
tween the step-brothers that their re­
lationship on the paternal side was 

always a matter of surprise to strangers.
Bob Carrol, christened Robert Renfrew 

Carrol, even as a boy was handsome. By 
some miracle of nature he seemed to escape 
altogether that weedy, long legged, squeaky 
voiced period that embarrasses young males 
and often renders them miserable for years 
of maturity. Bob passed from the beloved 
toddler to Fauntleroyhood, to sturdy, red­
cheeked boyishness, to alert, confident 
young manhood by delightfully impercepti­
ble gradations. Dark of hair and eyes, 
handsome of feature, he played all games 
well, developed a fine body, danced grace­
fully, made friends without effort, and 
eventually became one of the leading young 
business men of Seven Oaks.

William—he never was called Bill for 
obvious reasons—was the younger, the son 
of Oscar Carrol’s second wife. A tow- 
haired boy, he began life ailing and con­
tinued ailing until he had exhausted na­
ture’s catalogue of annoyances. As a con­

sequence he was slender, undeveloped, short 
sighted. He never tanned in summer, but 
burned miserably. Flies, gnats, ants, bee­
tles, and mosquitoes marked him as easy 
meat. Poison oak and ivy had their way 
with him. He bruised and bled and gen­
erally made himself unsightly through no 
fault of his own.

Wearing the spectacles he was made to 
assume to correct his short sightedness, Wil­
liam was the most goggling, reedy, leggiest, 
squeakiest-voiced adolescent in Seven Oaks. 
He was universally known as “ Bob Carrol’s 
kid brother.” His biography is the story 
of an ineffectual battle to live down that 
title.

The boyhood swimming pool of Seven- 
Oaks was about half a mile north of the 
village, at a bend in the mild mannered lit­
tle river. William learned to dog-paddle 
when he was seven. Bob, then nearing 
eleven, was taking up the art of diving in a 
serious way. William watched his brother’s 
diving with owl-like attention. He attempt­
ed his first dive before he was even sure he 
could dog-paddle back to the bank.



A long time William stood that day on 
the muddy bank, a foot or two above the 
pool, nude, so shockingly thin it seemed a 
breeze might blow him away, blue with 
chill, in a mortal funk. He didn’t like the 
water, he didn’t care much about swim­
ming, and he could as readily have thrown 
himself under an express train as hurl his 
fragile body, head down, at the pool. But 
Bob dived, and William was going to learn!

The others jeered him and dared him 
until they tired of the sport. Then, unex­
pectedly, came the splash. William had 
dived.

It was probably the worst dive in the 
history of boydom. The shrill, cruel laugh­
ter of youth rose to screams of comic ec­
stasy, hesitated and faded to awed silence. 
Bob Carrol flashed off the springboard in 
a beautiful arc, his body cutting the water 
with scarcely a ripple. He emerged in a 
moment, bringing William from the bottom.

Even in his state of coma there was, on 
William’s face, a comical expression of be­
wilderment and mild protest. They drained 
William out, pumped some air into his lungs 
and set him aside to dry and get over his 
nausea. Finally he emerged from the 
bushes shakily and stood again on the bank, 
the tortures of realization compounding 
with those of anticipation. But he dived 
again, and again was fished up and restored 
to realization of his misery.

William took to rising early and disap­
pearing on a mysterious mission. When he 
came home late to breakfast his wet hair 
lay sleek as a river rat’s. The jeers of the 
gang at the swimming hole were hard to 
bear, so he practiced in secret. If anybody 
had been there to watch they might have 
seen a wispy, shivering small boy in pas­
sionate earnest hurling himself time and 
again at the surface of the pool, emerging 
gasping from the stinging effect of his 
“ belly-flop ” to dog-paddle to the bank and 
try all over again.

One day, this was the middle of the fol­
lowing summer, William astonished the 
gang by a clean, sweet dive off the spring­
board. He climbed out dripping, shook 
himself and followed the first surprise with 
a second thriller, a back flip. He had other 
thrillers in his repertoire, mastered at God 

knows what cost in pain and trouble. But 
interest in his act ended suddenly. His big 
brother Bob was showing the gang some 
fancy shooting with his new air rifle. Wil­
liam was left to dive by himself.

The air rifle was partnership property by 
terms of the deed of gift from the boys’ 
father. William had difficulty in getting 
his share of it, nevertheless, and when he 
had it he couldn’t hit a target at all, let 
alone a bull’s-eye. His defective eyesight 
made shooting a seeming impossibility.

Bob found him practicing one day and 
watched with ill-concealed amusement. 
“ Here, kid,” he ordered good naturedly, 
“ look! Get a bead on the thing, see? Like 
this. Then pull easy and steady—see?”

“You give that back!” William 
cried, snatching the weapon. “ I can shoot 
without you bossing me.”

In time William did learn to shoot, but 
then the air rifle had lost its vogue. Shinny 
was the game, and Bob was a wonder at 
shinny.

Bob Carrol was a football star in his 
freshman year at high school. He remained 
an idol throughout his four years. William 
could not make even the scrub team. The 
game they played in those days called for 
weight. One scrimmage served to send 
William off the field with a broken collar 
bone. But they let him wear a sweater and 
sit on the side lines with a ready bucket of 
water and sponge, “ because he was Bob 
Carrol’s kid brother.” He gritted his teeth 
at that title, but he served the school 
loyally.

At the State university William was Bob 
Carrol’s kid brother again. Illness had 
postponed his freshman year until after 
Bob's graduation. To William the title 
was a hateful epithet. In former years he 
had fought, usually unsuccessfully, when 
boys called him Bob Carrol's kid brother. 
Unable to fight a State university, he re­
solved to outshine Bob and live down the 
title. A quiet, homely, rather awkward, 
tow haired young man, William lacked 
Bob’s electric personalitj- and spectacular 
success, but the friends he made slowly re­
mained steadfastly loyal to him, and he 
went after scholastic honors with a grim 
determination amounting to obsession.



He became a star of the debating society. 
He wrote leaders for the literary monthly 
that attracted considerable attention. His 
work on the weekly paper got him a cor­
respondenceship for a metropolitan daily- 
unusual recognition. In his sophomore year 
he was the popular candidate for editor of 
the monthly, sure of election. Just before 
that triumph his father died and he was 
called home to Seven Oaks. At mention 
of his name alumni of the institution 
scratched their heads and said, “ Who, Wil­
liam? Oh, yes, Bob Carrol's kid brother!’’

The year he left college Bob Carrol 
formed a partnership with his father to ex­
ploit some acreage they’ plotted into resi­
dential lots. Several factories had located 
at Seven Oaks. The town was growing, 
there was demand for property, and the 
Carrols started toward success. The vil­
lage said it was due to Bob’s hustle and 
modern ideas. Bob inherited the business 
at his father’s death, it being understood 
he would look after the future of his young­
er brother. Seven Oaks said, “ Bob Car­
rol’s going to make things hum, see if he 
don’t. He’s the kind of young fellow this 
town needs.” When anything was said 
about William it was usually the prediction 
that he was lucky to be Bob’s kid brother.

William received five thousand dollars, 
his share of the money left by his father. 
The day the estate was settled, as he hand­
ed William a check, Lawyer Ezra Penny 
said, “ That’s quite a bit of money, Wil­
liam. What you planning to do with it 
all?”

William mumbled something about being 
undecided.

“ Your father would want to see you use 
it wisely,” the lawyer went on kindly. " It 
would hurt him if you frivoled it away—”

“ Yes, sir.” William agreed. Though he 
was in his twenty-second year, his voice still 
betrayed him at times with ridiculous treble 
squeaks, so he used it as little as possible.

The lawyer studied him shrewdly, a slen­
der, pallid young man with restless hands, 
always ill at ease. “ I tell you, William.” 
he exclaimed heartily, “ take my advice and 
stick to Brother Bob. Bob’s going to do 
big things in this town. There’s a good 
chance for you in his business. Invest your 

money and stick to Bob and you’ll find it 
the wisest thing you ever did in your life! ”

“Um-m-m!” said William, more ill at 
ease than ever. “ Well, good-by, sir.”

Lawyer Penny watched William down 
the street from his window and shook his 
head. “ A piddling young fellow,” he 
thought; “ lucky he’s got a brother that's 
up and coming.”

Next day the village was astonished to 
learn that William had gone—departed bag 
and baggage for parts unknown. Bob Car­
rol did not explain much.

“ He wants to try his luck by himself,” 
was his brief explanation. “ He’s welcome 
to, if he feels that way.”

There had been something of a scene that 
night after dinner in the old Carrol house. 
Bob had made his brother a very generous 
proposition. “ What you want to do is go 
into business with me, kid. This real estate 
game is going to make a lot of money. Now 
I can take you on as a salesman, and if you 
make good—and you can make good with a 
little coaching from me—I’ll take you into 
full partnership. You stick to me and 
you’ll never regret it.”

At this point William flung out of his 
chair, tense and white.

“ You go to hell!” he shouted, and his 
voice went up to a childish squeak that add­
ed to his rage. “ You can take your real 
estate business and go to hell! Stick here 
in Seven Oaks, go into business with you 
and have the whole town say forever after­
ward that you made my fortune? Stick to 
you and be called Bob Carrol’s kid brother 
the rest of my life? Say—” Words failed 
him. He rushed from the room and began 
to pack his bag.

Bob had made the proposition in all good 
faith. He felt a little virtuous about doing 
William a good turn. He failed utterly to 
understand William’s reasons for flying into 
a rage. From his point of view he had 
every right to feel put out, downright angry 
even, at such base ingratitude.

William left town on the midnight train.

II.

William meant to get so far from Seven 
Oaks that nobody would have heard of Bob 



Carrol or his kid brother. When he got to 
such a place he meant to make a gorgeous 
success of himself. Then he would come 
home and show Seven Oaks the stuff Wil­
liam was made of. But never, so long as he 
lived—this he swore with every quivering 
ounce of energy in his frail body—would he 
return to Seven Oaks and Bob until his am­
bition was achieved. He had just one pur­
pose in life, and the same stubbornness or 
courage or high ideal or whatever it was 
that had caused him to dive again and 
again into the old swimming hole until he 
could dive as well as Bob, was going to hold 
him to his rocky road.

Seattle looked like a good place. The 
city was at the height of its real estate 
boom. An engineering genius was moving 
unnecessary hills into the harbor almost 
overnight. Fortunes were being made as 
rapidly. Best of all, nobody in Seattle 
seemed to have heard of Seven Oaks or Bob 
Carrol or, if anybody had heard, he was too 
busy to recall the fact.

William invested his patrimony in an 
option on a corner lot that promised to dou­
ble in value within ninety days. But with­
in that ninety days the boom, which had 
been wabbling on its unsteady pinnacle, 
fell with a sickening thud. It was no con­
solation to William to know’ he had lots of 
company in misfortune. And at that par­
ticular zero hour he ran across an alumnus 
of his university.

“What, not Bob Carrol’s kid brother!” 
the alumnus exclaimed, squeezing his hand 
hard. “ Say, boy, you’ve got to come out 
and take dinner with us to-night and tell me 
all about old Bob! ”

“ Sorry,” William said hastily, “ I’m sail­
ing for San Francisco at eight o’clock.”

William learned the Pacific Coast thor­
oughly in the next few years. Learned, 
also, that lumbering has its ups and downs, 
that the shipping business is a suicidal form 
of gambling, that a small-town grocery can’t 
be made to grow’ much faster than the com­
munity it serves, that insurance pays men 
of his kind a steady income but no fortune, 
that keeping books is a job no decent man 
would give his dog, but clerking in a de­
partment store is worse.

William did not rise to any dizzy peaks 

in his successful moments, and he descend­
ed to some dismal depths and sometimes 
lost hope. He never lost his stubborn de­
termination to become a bigger man than 
his brother Bob. Living in an optimistic, 
new country, where conditions changed 
rapidly, he felt, even in his darkest hours, 
that the big chance was just around the 
comer.

He heard of Bob occasionally, from him 
never. Bob was going big in Seven Oaks. 
He had cleaned up a small fortune from 
the realty business. He married a local 
heiress. He was the president of the Cham­
ber of Commerce, and was talked of as a 
State Senator at next election. Bob Carrol 
was a big man—bigger than the small city 
Seven Oaks had become. William heard 
these reports, turned pale and gritted his 
teeth. He’d show’ them yet!

Early in 1917 William had the agency for 
a motor truck in a thriving young city that 
served a trucking territory. He got a good 
close-up of his fortune at last. Orders 
poured in on him—orders that w’ould be 
filled in two months. His profits were gen­
erous, and so great was the demand for 
trucks that there w’as no trouble securing 
advance payment on deliveries. Success 
was as certain as daylight—then, one day, 
the country went to war. Overnight Wil­
liam failed. The factory which he repre­
sented could not fill orders. Its entire out­
put was needed by the War Department.

The army would not have William on any 
terms. His brother Bob, he heard, had 
won a captaincy after his course in one of 
the government school camps.

III.

Purposely unannounced, William came 
home. He brought a wife with him. She 
had been his stenographer in the war days 
when he had charge of getting out airplane 
spruce for the government. William loved 
her for herself, but the fact that her family, 
while not rich, was socially prominent in 
the Pacific Xorthwest, that she herself was 
a very highly finished social product and a 
glittering ornament to any home, immensely 
increased his satisfaction. She was not the 
least part of his triumph—the success he 



sought so many years, though that success 
included two modern city business blocks, 
a lumber camp and mill, a fleet of five steam 
schooners, directorship in four corporations, 
a town house, a countrj- house, two motor 
cars, and a cruising power boat worthy the 
name yacht.

William came home to Seven Oaks un­
announced. He meant to blaze like a me­
teor across the Seven Oaks sky. This was 
his day, hard won after years of bitter dis­
appointment. At last he was a bigger man 
than Bob. He had ceased to be a kid 
brother.

William came home, and the first news 
he heard—it was Lawyer Ezra Penny en­
countered by chance on the street who told 
him—was that Bob was dead. Bob had 
died two weeks before. William’s address 
was unknown. He kept it unknown, an­
ticipating his triumph, and thus he came 
home to a shock.

Bob Carrol died, the town’s greatest man. 
Had he lived another year he might have 
exchanged the title of colonel, won during 
the war, for Governor. His success was not 
alone financial, though he was reputed un­
usually rich. It was a personal success, a 
vivid glory reflected wherever his magnetic 
self had been known. Living, he had been 
the big man of Seven Oaks; dead, he was a 
popular hero. Bob died a widower without 
child. His will, which had just been made 
public, left his fortune to found and main­
tain a free public library in the town.

William was shocked by the news—tre­
mendously shocked. He mourned Bob’s 
death sincerely, recalling all the fine traits, 
the lovable things about Bob. When the 
shock lessened, when custom staled the 
poignancy of his grief at his stepbrother's 
taking, he realized that he was back in the 
same old Seven Oaks, obliged wherever he 
went to listen to the praises of Bob and to 
sing those praises himself. It was no time 
to boast to Seven Oaks what he had done 
for himself. He was still Bob Carrol’s kid 
brother.

IV.

Lawyer Penny called William to his 
office, sent his stenographer on an errand, 

and closed doors and windows to insure ab­
solute secrecy. Lawyer Penny was admin­
istrator of Bob Carrol’s estate, and the old 
man was greatly upset.

“ I don’t know what to do, William,” the 
lawyer said distressedly. “ Of course m.v 
duty’s plain enough, but that doesn’t make 
it any pleasanter. Anyway, you being 
Bob’s next of kin, I thought you ought to 
know first—”

“ Know what?” William asked.
“ It’s a shock. It will be a blow to the 

town.” Penny shook his head mournfully. 
He fixed William with a sudden look of 
shrewd cunning, lips pursed, eyes twinkling. 
“ You know, William, I’ve had my suspi­
cions for some time that things were about 
like that with Bob—”

“ And how were things with Bob?” Wil­
liam insisted.

Things with Bob were in a bad way, it 
seemed. Penny had completed an inven­
tory of Robert Carrol’s estate. There was 
not enough to build a memorial library. 
There was scarcely enough to dig the foun­
dation where a library might grow, provided 
somebody else donated the property. In 
other words, Bob Carrol died a compara­
tively poor man.

With the lawyer William went over his 
step-brother’s business. As he studied and 
delved, tracing the rise and fortunes of Bob 
Carrol from that first realty venture he 
made with their father, William began to 
see Bob Carrol as he really was. He was 
shocked by the revelation, but the more he 
thought about Bob the less was his surprise. 
All his life Bob Carrol had been a brilliant 
opportunist. His good luck was almost un­
canny. His business judgment was so bad 
that even the hardened William shuddered.

Time and again only accident—that per­
sistent good luck that followed Bob—had 
kept him from bankruptcy and disgrace. 
He had practically ruined the business'his 
father left him. He had sunk all his wife’s 
fortune in bad investments. His own 
money went the same way. Yet one lucky 
turn or another kept him always afloat, to 
all outward appearances the big man of 
Seven Oaks. And at the last, with disaster 
threatening him again, a disaster which 
seemed inescapable, Bob had brilliantly 



died, his last act, the grandest gesture of all 
—a free gift of all he owned to found the 
Robert Renfrew Carrol free public library 
in Seven Oaks.

Brilliant Bob! Lucky Bob!
William thought back to his boyhood. 

Bob had the luck then, good health, a fine 
body, a charming, friend-winning manner. 
And he, William, had plodded in his foot­
steps, slaving to reach the things which fell 
into Bob’s hands. From the days of the 
swimming hole it had been the same story: 
Bob doing the fancy diving, William-the 
painful floundering; Bob winning the ap­
plause, William the jeers. From the days 
of the swimming hole until his last days 
when Bob’s investments had been buttered 
so thin that there seemed no human way to 
save them—and death made him a greater 
man than ever!

A shocking thought occurred to William. 
Bob had reached the end of his rope at last! 
It was his owm turn to triumph now, and 
nobody could say he had not earned his 
triumph by agony of flesh and spirit. Now 
Seven Oaks would find out who was the 
really great man!

William was ashamed of the idea—and 
fascinated by it. Every argument he could 
bring against it only seemed to prove that 
he was entitled to the triumph. He studied 
it over silently in Lawyer Penny’s office, 
a man of about forty who looked fifty be­
cause of his slight, shrunken body, lined 
face and tow hair fading into unsightly 
white.

“ Well,” said the lawyer finally, “ I 
thought you’d better know first. Nothing 
to do, I guess, but file the inventory with 
the court. It’s going to be a blow to this 
town—not only on account of the library, 
but because of everybody admiring Bob so. 
He was a sort of king around here—a model 
for boys to copy, to emulate, you might 
say.”

William laid his hand on a thin bundle of 
securities and spoke reluctantly in his un­
interesting monotone. “ How about this 
Consolidated Trolley stock?”

The lawyer snorted. “ You could buy 
the whole company for a few German marks 
to-day! Looked like a good thing when it 
was organized. If they had run that in­

terurban service to the State capital it 
would have been a good thing; but politics 
got mixed up in it. Lord, I thought Bob 
had sold that out before the crash—he told 
me he did!”

“ Have you asked about the stock late­
ly?”

“ Huh! Might’s well ask after the 
health of Julius Cresar—or old man Noah.”

“ You never can tell about these traction 
things,” William murmured. “ Better write 
some good city broker, anyhow. And say, 
while you’re inquiring just hold off your 
inventory. Say a week or two—there might 
be something we’ve overlooked. Give me a 
little time to dig around. Bob seems to 
have been sort of careless about his affairs— 
might find something. Somehow, it doesn’t 
sound like Bob, flattening out this way. 
Bob was a big man!”

“ Biggest man this town will ever see!” 
Penny agreed. “ Take time to look around 
if you think you can do anything. God 
knows I’m not anxious to give the town this 
bad news! ”

William promised to do his best, and 
went his way. Penny felt hopelessly dis­
couraged—more discouraged than before he 
had consulted William. “ If the case was 
just reversed and it was Bob who was try­
ing to help!” he sighed. “ Gosh! I’d ex­
pect ’most anything to happen!”

William went to a broker in the city and 
gave him secret orders and a liberal ac­
count to draw upon. Then he came back 
to Seven Oaks and continued to do nothing 
in particular and be even less than that in 
the eyes of the town.

But when the inventory of Bob Carrol’s 
estate was filed he turned out to be richer 
than anybody expected. A reorganization 
of Consolidated Trolleys had made the old 
securities worth a fortune. Other invest­
ments, seemingly hopeless, turned out gold 
mines. Lawyer Penny felt vaguely that 
William had a lot to do with the miracle, 
yet every time he looked at William the 
thought seemed utterly untenable. Wil­
liam never gave him cause to believe other­
wise.

William returned to Seven Oaks for a 
brief visit two years after his brother’s 



death. He stood before the newly finished 
memorial library and read the inscription 
over its door and the comer stone which 
recorded the greatness of Robert Renfrew 
Carrol in everlasting granite.

William felt the same envious irritation 
he had known since he had striven to win 
some of the applause Bob had got so easily 
by diving into the swimming pool. But he 
managed to smile as he murmured, “ Ele 
deserves it. He certainly deserves a monu­

ment from me! If I hadn’t had Bob to set 
the pace I never would have got anywhere 
■—it was trying to catch up with Bob that 
made a man of me. I ought to be grate­
ful! ”

“Confound him!” William burst out 
aloud, all gratitude forgot. “ He beat me 
all his life and he beat me by dying. Now, 
I suppose, when they hand me out my heav­
enly harp I’ll find Bob leading the whole 
blessed orchestra!”

SUCH IS LIFE
jqow this is the plaint of the average man, 

Be his purpose high and pure;
The ever-recurrent flash in the pan

Or he’d fetch the bacon, sure.
With lenient ear do we list him prate,

While we kindred feats recall:
The marvelous drive on the fairway straight—

To the bunker that trapped the ball!

The might-have-been is a haunting plea
(Oh, that inexplainable skid!)

We suck at the sop of the ought-to-be-—
The didn’t but nearly did.

Aye, that is the record that sticks—the gist
Of the day a-field. to wit:

The thundering Canada goose we missed, 
Not the measly teal we hit !

Come men of worth and of proved skill, 
Well versed in the angler’s lore.

They ought, they should, and they likely will— 
But they yawp the yam of yore.

Go forth. Lay on. We are also booked
To the same old fisherman’s luck;

The whale of a trout that we almost hooked.
And the fingerling that we struck!

’Tis a tricksome life one is doomed to lead
Who trots with the hopeful herd;

To grind along on the second speed
And clash in the jump to third.

Hector may look like a promising pup
While he chases his tail through town—

But, ah, the success that fate’s holding up 
O’er the job that we’re holding down!

Edwin L. Sabin.



IZZY KAPLAN’S KOLUMN
Received via IF. 0. McGEEHAN

CURING THE CONFERENCE EVIL

BAD hebits is what ruined a lot of people and a lot of coun­
tries, and if a feller ain’t wery careful it would be wery easy 
for him to get a lot of them, and once you start to skid you 

would hit the bottom hard before you could help yourseluf.
Here is an example how a feller could start going wrong. 

To-day I got it a letter from the Photografters’ Association. You 
should read it yourself so you wouldn’t call me no liar. Here is 
what it says:

Dear Sir—You are inwitationed to attend a conference of the Photo­
grafters' Association where we would discussion metters for the good of the 
business. P. C. S.

You are esking me what it means, " P. C. S.” That is the photografters’ code 
for " Please come sober,” on account the lest time there was a conference the politz 
busted into the room and got fresh with a lot of the members and it was a terrible 
knock to me on account so many people saw them putting me in the politz patrolling 
wagon. Ain’t it funny that if you was riding in a swell limerzine nobody would see 
you, but if you are riding in the patrolling wagon by special inwitation from head­
quarters every body would know you was pinched again?

You esk me if I am going to the conferencing? Me go to a conference with my 
brains?

Listen, the trouble with the whole world is that everybody is conferencing instead 
they should be doing a little work and watching the front door for customers. Ever 
since the war was the whole world ain’t been doing nothing but conferencing. Tn the 
old country life is chust one conference after another, and what is the results? Well, 
what is the result of any conference? Nothing. Business in the old country is get­
ting rottener and rottener every day.

When this conferencing business was first started it sounded pretty good. There 
was big pieces in all the papers about them and everybody was expecting they would 
make business a whole lot better and make customers loosen up and pay spot cesh. 
First there was conferences at Paritz and Wersails and then they started to bust out 
all over Europe. The best brains of the world was conferencing and conferencing.

What did it done to the best brains of the world? Look at Lord George. He 
ain’t got no more chob than a rebbit and he has to write pieces for the papers to pay 
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his expenses, and Mr. Clementstein, the French feller, is around giving lectures, and 
I hope he has safed a little something on account he is pretty old to commence to 
start all over.

After these two fellers had been conferencing for a couple years the firms started 
to holler about the expense accounts which they was pretty stiff. Then they looked 
at the new business which they got and it was nix. You know what the Board of 
Directors done them fellers. They fired them and they got some new salesmen which 
anybody would have done it.

What I am afraid of is that this conferencing is going to make trouble in the 
United States. Everybody is conferencing here, and even with my brains I tried it 
wunst myseluf. You couldn’t blame me on account everybody was didding it. It 
sounded kind of high-toned, and when you are in business it would pay to be a little 
high-toned, but not too much. There is a end to every limit.

I waited until the first customer was in the front office, and before he could say 
nothing at all I said: “ Oxcoose me a minuite, please, on account I got it a wery 
important conference.” Before he could answer me beck I went into the dark room 
and I started to conference with the chanitor and the scrub women about cleaning 
up the place. We had a wery nice conference, but when I went beck in the front 
office the feller was gone and I found out later he took a little cesh business to that 
grefter, Moe Koenigsberg, which nothing would make him heppier than to stole one 
of my customers.

That is -what the conferencing hebit done me, but it only done it wunst. If 
Chon D. Rockerstein himseluf should inwitation me to a conferencing I would have to 
turn him down. If a feller gets ruined more than wunst it is his own fault.

But there is a lot of conferencing going on in this country, and it is my opinion 
that this is what is the metter with business and why the price of comicals is going up 
and the profits is getting smaller and smaller. When you go to call on a customer the 
boy would told you that he is in a big conference and it was his orders that he couldn’t 
be disturbed. His callender is all marked up with dates which has got to hold con­
ferences and most of them is got the conference hebit so bad that maybe nothing could 
be done for it.

I am thinking that maybe if I could get a little becking that I would start it a 
hockspital to cure people from conferencing. It is like anything else, you couldn’t 
break it off too sudden on account when a feller has got used to having a lot of con­
ferences every day he couldn’t stop quick. It would make him a nerfous wreck.

For a week I would let him have three conferences a day, one after each meal 
and only in the home where a feller would be sure of the conferencing. The kind of 
conferences you would run into these days you couldn’t trust, and European con­
ferences is the worst.

It all depends upon a feller’s will power. When anybody comes sneaking in on 
him and says: “ Come on, have a conference with me. One wouldn’t hurt nobody,” 
he got to be 
able to say: 
“No.” Other­
wise he would 
do nothing all 
his life but stag­
ger from con­
ference to con- 
f e r e n c e like 
them European 
nations.

0 f course 
when a feller is 
run down he is 
always thinking 
that a little 
c onferencing

FERENCE.



I WOULD START IT A HOCKSPITAL TO CURL PEOPLE FROM CONFERENCING.

would put him on his feet again. It is the same way with Chack Barleycorn- 
stein. Very few fellers could take a conference or leave it alone, and the first thing 
they know they couldn’t get along without none. If Mr. Wolstead pessed a law which 
it would say that there could be only one haluf of one per cent conwersation in con­
ferences it would be one of the swellest laws ever pessed, and everybody would be 
saying: “ What a smart feller that Mr. Wolstead is,” instead you could hear nothing 
but knocks when you mention his name.

And the things that a feller would do and say when he is under the influencings 
of a conference! When he is in his sober senses he never would done them or said 
them.

Oi, Oi. Let me get out of here. I thought I was cured, but here I am having a 
conference with you and busting all my good resolutions. Don’t told nobody. People 
would say: “ Where was Izzy Kaplan’s brains all the time?”

But maybe it would be all right if we would have a conference once in a while 
for the sociability of it. Maybe me and you could take our conferences or leave them 
alone. Pull up a chair and let the conferencing commence to start. I got some good 
prewar conwersation with me.

v u tr ,
A TRIBUTE

LIE thumps the ivories in Mikey’s place
* * One dim flight down; from eight to twelve each night 
Presides in state, the tenderloin’s delight, 
Dispensing syncopation, while his face, 
Shoulders and body keep pace with his theme.
Yet there are times I’d swear he’d found his way 
Into a realm above the cabaret,
In his slow groping dreamed a nobler dream.
One Sunday evening in the concert hall 
Surprised, I found him raptly giving ear 
To things of Bach—Beethoven—I sat near 
And watched him. He was happiest of all 
Who listened. Once he quickly turned his head. 
li God! There’s a playin’ fool!” was all he said.

Sydney King Russell.
10 A



$1—AVill Bring to You-

YOUTHGLO is keep- 
Ing my face firm, 
smooth and full of 
Charm.

JULIA SILVERS.
Star of Greenwich 

Village Follies, 
New York

A x J l 9 That Priceless Charm $1 
fit LUS 11 of Youth Is Yours for 1
That Beauty, that magnetic Charm of youth that rightfully belongs to 
every woman is NOW within your power by the simple use of YOUTH­
GLO Facial Clay. Women in all walks of life acclaim its superiority 
over all other clays (regardless of price) because it has proven its worth 
by the results it has given to all its users. YOUTHGLO is a complete 
Beauty restorer and requires no other lotions. It's the one positive 
complexion beautifier in the world. There is NO REASON NOW why 
every woman cannot have the Charm of Youthful Beauty, because

What years have brought to your face YOUTHGLO will banish away.

Girls!
who want to 
stay young

Women !
who want to 
look young

are now using

YOUTHGLO the priceless 
gift to humanity, positively 
removes wrinkles, black­
heads and all face blem­
ishes. It closes enlarged 
pores and rebuilds the 
Facial tissues. Simply 
spread on face and neck. 
As YOUTHGLO is drying 
(10 minutes) you can feel 
it silently massaging away 
the tell-tale signs of years, 
leaving it smooth and firm 
as a child. Only YOUTH­
GLO will bring back- to 
you that Priceless Charm 
of Youth. It not only cor­
rects these facial faults, but 
positively prevents them.

YOUTHGLO 
is positively guaranteed 

or money refunded.

Formerly Youthgio Facial Clay Was the 
Beauty Secret of Only a Few

Marvelous YOUTHGLO is the Beauty secret of a Beauty Specialist who 
has traveled all parts of Europe, in an untiring effort to perfect YOUTH­
GLO. After years it was accomplished, and its use has helped thousands 
of discriminating women to retain their girlish complexions. So mar­
velous have the results been that users of YOUTHGLO said it would be 
an act of humanity to give everyone a chance to benefit from this 
wonderful discovery. So YOUTHGLO. that was the Beauty secret of only 
a few, is NOW within the reach of everyone. You can now buy YOUTH­
GLO Facial Clay for $1. Enough for 20 treatments. Yes. the first 
treatment alone will show marvelous results. What YOUTHGLO is really 

'hat it will do for your face is PRICELESS.

Read This Evidence
I -will never forget that wondrous night. That party, the lights-music- 
dancing. but best of all 1 was the center of admiration for all the men. How 
the women envied me. The charm of youthful beauty was mine. BUT it was 
only a dream. Afy awakening was a bitter disappointment. a shattered 
illusion. That was a month ago. I struggled to make my dream a reality 
and 1 conquered. Today my dream has come true. The freshness, the 
bloom, the ( harm of youth arc mine, from simple YOUTHGLO face claying. 
I dreamed of beauty, now I have it. A million thanks to YOUTHGLO.

HAZEL SANDERS. New York.

worth cannot be estimated. W

Special
Offering!

YOUTHGLO FACE 
LOTION is a necessary 
skin food and tonic, 
and has gained great 
popularity among
Youthgio Facia) Clay 
users. Apply YOUTH­
GLO FACE LOTION 
daily. It forms a per­
fect base for your face 
powder.

youthglo yr c
Face Lotion • J
If you desire Youthglo 
race Lotion in addition 
to facial clay add 75 c 
more.

Only $1 for 8-oz. Jar—enough for 20 Beauty Treatments. 
SEND COUPON NOW!

YOUTHGLO PREPARATIONS. INC.. 100 Fifth Avenue. New York, N. Y. A-3-10-’23.
Please send me one S oz. jar of YOUTHGJX) (20 treatments). I will pay postman 
$1.00 plus few cents postage. My money buck if same does not give me complete 
satisfaction. Send $1 and save postage.

Name

Address

Dealer s Name.......................................................................................................................................



Tour European 
Trip need cost 
you little ev ev
IF YOU are planning a trip to Eu­

rope learn today at what a moderate 
expense you can have the vacation 

of your life! It is now possible to go to 
Europe and return on one of the finest 
ships afloat, first class passage, spending 
three weeks abroad, for only $750! 
Send the blank below today for a free 
booklet giving full information!

Great Government Ships
U. S. Government ships, operated to Europe 

by the United States Lines.are marvels of luxury, 
speed and safety. They ply between New York 
and Plymouth, Cherbourg and Bremen. You 
should know about them. You will be proud of 
i/our ships, and the unsurpassed service they 
offer at low cost.

NEXT SAILINGS ARE
President Harding . . April 7
George Washington . . April 14
President Roosevelt". . April 21

In addition to this, one of the famous cabin ships 
sails each Wednesday to London—From New York.

Send This Blank

INFORMATION BLANK 
To U. S. Shipping Board 

Info, Sec. U.S, K-2273 W ashington, D. C.
Please send without obligation the U. S. Gov­

ernment literature described above. I am considering 
atrip to EuropeD, toThe OrientO, to South Amer­
ica □. I would travel 1st class □. 2d □. 3d □.
My Name...................................................................

Address ...............................................  —

J

For Information regarding sailings address 

United States Lines 
45 Broadway New York City

Agencies in Principal Cities

“I Can Teach You to 
Dance Like This”

—Sergei SMarinoff 
And you can study under this famous master’s 
personal direction right in your own home. 
He has worked out a system of home instruc­
tion which enables you to learn classic dancing 
in all forms—interpretative, Russian, ballet, 
aesthetic, Greek—at a mere fraction of the 
cost of lessons in the studio.
This is a fascinating way to learn. So easy! So 
delightful! Just put the record on the phono­
graph, slip into the dainty little dancing cos­
tume (furnished free with the Course) and you 
are ready to start. And guided by the charts, the 
photographs of Marinoff students and the easy 
text, you master the technique of the dance.

Charm and Grace
The natural beauty of the body is developed, an exqui­
site grace and flexibility cultivated by correct training 
in classic dancing. For better health—for greater beauty 
—for poise—for slenderness—dance!
For the theatre—vaudeville—the movies—civic and col­
lege pageants—for private and social affairs—every­
where the dancer is in demand. And those who can 
dance for charitable entertainments or for the pleasure 
of their friends quickly become social favorites.

Write to 
M. Marinoff 
Everyone interested in danc­
ing should write to Sergei 
Marinoff at once for complete 
information concerning his 
splendid system of home in­
struction in Classic Dancing, 
and for his beautiful portfolio 
of dancer’s pictures. It is 
FREE. Just send your name 
and address. Write today.
M. Sergei Marinoff, School of Classic Dancing 
1922 Sunnyside Avenue Studio 14-53 Chicago

You trill learn 
these dances

Butterfly Dance 
Grecian Dance 
Spanish Dance 
Oriental Dance 
Eccentric Dance 
Chinese Dance 
Classical Toe Dance

Managing Operators for

U. S. SHIPPING BOARD



Irade Alark

Chicago

117 East 1th St. Cincinnati
120 W -12nd St . New York

329 S Wabash Ave . Chicago
250 Stockton St.. San Francisco

ns tv York 
San Francisco 

Copyright 1920. liudolyh wurlitzer <"■>

200 YEARS OF 

Cincinnati

Tty It OwnHome
No obligation to buv Return the instrument at 
end of a week if you decide not to keep it. The

Convenient Monthly Payments
......  _cessories. self-instructor, etc.

—ever', thing you need at practically the cost of the instrument alone 

Send Coupon for New Catalog 
try known instrument illustrated, many in full colors Aho price- 
y terms and free trial blank. Catalog absolutely free. Write today

The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 2273

Send me your new catalog illustrated in color with full details of

O f Jewel _.
Burlington

Only^OODown
The 21-Jewel Burlington ia sold to yoa at a very low 
price and on the very special terms (after free examina­
tion) of only $1.00 down. Send today for information.

RfWktf Send for the most complete watch book ever 
* * “C DUUlt produced 100 designs and engravings beau­
tifully Illustrated In colors. Write for it today, it is free. 
A letter or a postcard will do.

Burlington Watch Co. jrpVh&"w*i,«L£3l;

Cuticura Soap 
Will Help You 
Clear Your Skin

Soap, Ointment, Talcum. 25c. everywhere. Samples 
free of Cuticura Laboratories, Dept. D, Malden, Mass.

OldTime^^^ 
favorite Song’s
In Tho Gloaming _
Auld
Bon Bolt 
Old Block Jn

Through the Ryo

Schubert’s Serenade

Eight Double-Disc
hill Size lOinck Records
Here are the songs that never grow old—the favorites you 
remember as long as you live, ballads that touch every heart. 
Just the music that should be in EVERY HOME. Eight full 
size double face records—16 wonderful old time songs—qual­
ity guaranteed equal to highest priced records—Ail for only 
$2.93, Can be played on any phonograph.

Ma _________ Try these records in year ownwdlu IvO IVlOneVa hnme for 10 days If not <!>•-■-VW lighted the trial costs nothing.
Don’t send a penny now. Pay postman only S2.98 plus postage on 
arrival. Money hack at once absolutely guaranteed if you are not 
more than pleased. Write postal or letter NOW.
National Music Lovers, Inc., Dept 1733, 354 Fourth Av. NewYorit



See It First-No Money Down
Our determination to 
this year double our 
sales of the world fa­
mous

Santa Fe Special
and

Bunn Special Watches 
prompts this match­

less offer.

While other watch dealers are raising their prices, 
asking you for larger monthly payments, and making 
payment terms harder for you to meet, we are offering 
you our new model Santa Fe Special, no advance in 
price, no money down, easier terms and smaller monthly 
payments. WE realize the war is over and in order to 
double our business we MUST give you pre-war induce­
ments, better prices, easier terms and smaller payments. 
Without one penny of advance payment let us place in 
your hands to see, to examine, to inspect, to admire, 
to approve, a real masterpiece in watch creation.
A watch which passes the most rigid inspection and 
measures up to the exacting requirements of the great

Santa Fe Railway System, and other great American trunk lines.
Page Twelve of Our Watch Book Is of Special 

Interest to You!
Ask for our Watch Book free—then select the Watch you would like to see, either the 
famous Santa Fe Special or the 6 position Bunn Special, and let us explain our easy 
payment plan and send the watch express prepaid for you to examine. No money down.

SANTA FE WATCH CO.,
357 Thomas Bldg., Topeka, Kans.

Please send prepaid and without obligation 
your Watch Book free, explaining your “No Money 
Down ’ Ofl'ei* on the Santa Fe Special Watch.

JTI | -No money
Kemember down—easy 
1WU1VU1UV1 payments buys 
a master timepiece—a 21 Jewel guar­
anteed for a lifetime at about half the 
price you pay for a similar watch of 
other makes. No money down—a 
wonderful offer.

nine SANTA FE WATCH CO
357 Thomas Bldg. Topeka, Kans.

State



30 O-ft. Range
Eveready Spotlight 

with the

I’LL SAY MY EVEREADY FLASHLIGHT IS AS NECESSARY AS MY RAIN COAT”

The answer to darkness anywhere is the 
Eveready Flashlight — instant light 
when you need it, where you want it.
The only dependable light you can carry in rain and wind; steady 
and sure as on the stillest night. In the home and out of it, the 
Eveready Flashlight is the reliable portable light of usefulness and 

evEREADy
FLASHLIGHTS 
& BATTERIES

protection. Means accuracy7 instead of mis­
takes —safety by preventing accidents. A vital 
necessity in traveling, camping, hunting, fish­
ing, boating and motoring.

V V V.
It s thelight of a thousand uses; one use often repays 
a thousand times the small cost (-Si-3 5 to $4.50).

There are 60,000 Eveready Dealers trained to 
deliver Eveready Service with the sale of Eveready 
Flashlights and Eveready Unit Cell Batteries at 
electrical, hardware, drug, sporting goods, and 
general stores, garages and auto accessory shops.

Eveready Flashlight Batteries 
fit and improve all makes of 
flashli ghts;they give a bright­
er light; they last longer.



Over 8 Billion CHESTERFIELDS Sold Last Year
Copyright, 1923, Liggett & Myers Tobacco Co.

THE MUNSEY PRESS. NEW YORK


	ARGOSY ALL- STO RY WEE K LY

	Williams

	The New Doublecap Stick

	ARGOSY-ALLSTORY

	SAVE YOUR BODY

	Conserve Your Health and Efficiency First

	Wear It 30 Days Free at Our Expense

	HOWARD C. RASH, Pres. Natural Body Brace Co.


	Deafness

	^Send No Money!

	Special Sale Prices

	Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums

	Railway Mail Clerks!

	Men—Women—IS or Over.

	Common education is

	sufficient — Pull is required

	not



	You Can Weigh

	Thirty Pounds Less

	Read What Others Say

	Lose Flesh Quickly — and Improve Health

	The Secret Explained

	10 Days Trial—Send No Money

	RED BLOODED.BANG'UP STORIES!

	I I ^^rFoi

	Books A AU

	Society Gasped!

	Now—Save $9— 1 of™Lssucial

	A FEW OF BRANN’S MASTERPIECES

	The Brann Publishers,

	r This position afsTSaday

	We Guarantee Satisfaction

	Our remarkable book on

	National Salesmen’s Training Association



	$80 Drafting Course Free

	Chief Draftsman

	PREE-this$25°e2

	JL Draftsman’s Working Outfit


	VIOLET RAYS


	ARGOSY-ALLSTORY


	(J^ance-

	By J. S. FLETCHER

	By DORIAN NEVE

	THE SIGN OF THE SERPENT

	SPRING ATTRACTIONS

	By LARRY BARRETTO

	NIGHT IN NAPLES

	By FLORENCE M. PETTEE

	GALES OF MARCH

	By HARRY SINCLAIR DRAGO

	By LESLIE GORDON BARNARD

	By IVON BARKER NEWMAN

	By JAMES W, EGAN


	OUT OF THE SILENT NORTH

	By PHOEBE O’NE ALL FARIS

	SUCH IS LIFE

	A TRIBUTE

	A x J l 9 That Priceless Charm $1 fit LUS 11 of Youth Is Yours for 1

	Formerly Youthgio Facial Clay Was the Beauty Secret of Only a Few

	Read This Evidence


	Special

	Offering!


	Tour European Trip need cost you little ev ev

	“I Can Teach You to Dance Like This”

	Charm and Grace

	U. S. SHIPPING BOARD


	O f Jewel _.

	See It First-No Money Down

	357 Thomas Bldg.

	Topeka, Kans.

	The answer to darkness anywhere is the Eveready Flashlight — instant light when you need it, where you want it.








