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THE DOUBLE CHANCE.

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

* Well, T 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 vou 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 1 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
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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.”

Leit 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 all
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 reéntered 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
Mary Riley, Miss Mannersley’s protégée
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?”
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“ T 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 crv hefore, and that was
when—"' '

* Hush. hush, lass!” said Jim.
go back and wait outside the door.”

“Let’s

"Ten minutes later Phillipa's clear voice

was heard saying farewell to Margaret. She
came out into the dusk calling the lovers.

“ T 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 hbottom,
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.
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. T 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. T 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 vou know, Jim.”

* Mr.
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“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, bhecause you’re his foster-
brother.”

“1 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
vourself 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—1I expect you'll be for sitting
up over vour books and figures.”

** Ave, mother,” he answered, “ T 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 old—a curious tap at the cottage
window. Jim Britten rose slowly and,
turning down the lamp, went over and un-
barred the door.

CHAPTER 1II.
A MEETING—AND A SPY.

UT 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.

In 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,
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dress, hung over her father’s chair; the
guest stood before them on the bearthrug.
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,
lovingly handling his Roman lamp. “A
somewhat similar lamp was uncarthed some
vears 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.”

“ Qut, 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.”

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

« Shall T go with you wherever it is, Miss
Mannersley?” said Quinton. Tt is rather
late, and though—”

“Thanks, no, really,” she said. “Ann
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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. T’ll show them to you. They're
in another room. Sit down, Quinton, and
T'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—TI left some-

thing here. I am so careless in leaving
things lving 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, T 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.
T 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-









THE DOUBLE CHANCE,

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
1 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, Mr. 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. ¢ YWhat,
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, vou were always a favorite of
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his because you went in for horses and dogs
and such like,” said Jim. * Black Moses ’ll
let nobody enter while yvou’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 T don't want anvbody but him to
know about vou."

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, especiallv 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 cheerfulnessz. ** vou 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
fullv 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 ve, 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
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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.

*“No, 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’. TI'll make thee a sup o’ tea or coffee,
like—which, now?"

“T'1l have a drink of that milk, Moses,"
said Jim, pointing to a measure which stood
on the table. * Here’s vour good health,”
he continued as Moses pushed the milk to-
ward him. ‘“ And now I'll go—1I 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 farcwell 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
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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, stern-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
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that once more fate was against him, and
that he stood there suspected ot murder!

CHAPTER V.
THE WEB OF CIRCUMSTANCE.

T 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 itseli
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, who 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 hesieged by a crowd of
miners determined to hear what went on
when 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. .
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“ 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 1'll feight thee or any
man i’ Mannersla as said he did. Wait till
all this mysterv'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 by 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 eves 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.-









818

with the horses under cover of the night.
‘to escape the hot sun. Following my visit
to the fair, T 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 seizor’s daughter as
a never-failing repositorv of sweets and
pennies—greeted me noisily. Flowers wer¢
pressed upon me; the privilege of carrying
my riding crop squabbled over: my boots
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
rapido was already fifteen minutes late.
The platform was now generally filled with
travelers, like myself, bound for the I'eria.
Suddenly a murmur ran through the crowd.
A shout went up. My small admirers de-
serted me en 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, T 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 hullfighter.

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
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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,” 1
conceded mentally: then; pandering. to my
prejudice, added, *“and no doubt con-
ceited.”

The train came in, pufting, 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 preémpted by a sweating, merry-
making crowd.

I was on the point of turning back and
foregoing the journey, when a voung prince
I had seen with the torcro’s party over-
took me. The train was crowded. Had
the seiiorita—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
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aboard and conducted into the presence of
my pet aversion—Querido, ido! 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 Sefior
Don Armando Ramon-V'aldes—the family
name of the bullfighter.

“Querido!” 1 scoffed mentally. “ Be-
loved,” “ Darling”! What a silly name
for a man to hestow 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 1 been quite honest with myself T must
have acknowledged a winning personality, a
poise, a culture wholly unexpected in one of
his calling.

At the station in Seville, Senior 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
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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 Killarney, 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 eves met. The blood surged to my
cheeks. I hated myself for that blush, yet
hardly knowing why I blushed.

1I.

THE sun was sinking in amber splendor
as I made my way across the Prado. In an
open space bevond, 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.

“ Sefiorita!” Francisco called, reining at
Killarney’s flank.  Look, seriorita! 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 sesiorita 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 Sefior 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, seiorita! We can
ride between the corrals and see the beauty
at close range. Par'aca! 1 will go first,
with vour kind permission—"
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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 Sevilliano0—"

I caught my breath.

* No doubt, senorita, vou have heard of
the redoubtable Querido? And have vou
seen him fight the bull> No? Then, per-
haps vou 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 vou.” 1 stammered, rising, in-
tent on making my escape. * Thank you,
but I could not deprive yvou—"

He mistook my polite remonstrance.

1 shall be honored,” he assured me.
“ With vour permission I will go to inquire
the latest bulletin, and if the matador has
been secured 1 will send the tickets to the
seitorita’s room.”

With a bow he hurried out.

My knees trembled as 1 made my way
to the lift. 1 dared not trust myvself 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 forero’s death. The bull.
it said, bore a charmed life. Three men
had met death in their efiorts 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 maitre
—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
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though thev deemed him a coward? But
would he withdraw? No: it would be use-
less to plead with him. Why, why had [
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 the 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 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
nnd me out. But in the good-natured
crowd I went unnoticed. Only here and
there bold eyves 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
scemed oblivious of my presence. In-
stinctively I knew him for a priest disguised
as a puaisuno. And when a moment later he
raised hiz 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
richt and at the center of the sea of faces
which stretched on all sides was the royal in-
closure, carpeted, zay with flags and royal
insignia. The band stopped plaving. A
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and come out here to start over again where
land is cheaper. Why, hell, I'm a murderer,
that’s all!”

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. 1 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.

“TI'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.

“JIt’s a good homestead you've got, teo,
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 1'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
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need is a collar-and-elbow wrastling 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. T 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 wotk
alone, and there’s no one there to help me.”

“T’ll go up with you, of course,” said
Povwers.

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 vour house
party round-up?”’

“ Git on top of my bronc,” said Stanley.

“T won’t set you on foot,” Powers replied,
“hut 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
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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 heavy
voungster subdyed, 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. “ T’ll help all
I can.” He stood shyly regarding the tall
young stranger whom he had never seen
before. ‘ How do vou 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. e thought maybe
I 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!”
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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!”
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
vou for laying out the job this way, Stanley.
That calf kicked me black and blue.”

“TN help,” said Amos. ‘ What can 1
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
vearling. 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-

His
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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 vou 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
woman inside his shell, at length got up and
hung his coat on the nearest nail.

“1 was going home to-morrow,” he re-
marked. “TI'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 hoy requires me
to stay here and see vou through.”

“You've already lost a thousand.” said
Powers, his face white now. ¢ What's a
million, here or there?”

“ It looks as if vou'd wished yourself on
me a second time,” the older man retorted,
smilingly:  I'll have to sit down and see
vou 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.
1 came out here to have a rest and a good
time! Now look at you!”

CHAPTER XI.
REGARDING ANNIE.

OR 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
Battersleich mansion at the crossroads.
Sometimes he would sit for an hour and say
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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
hefore him.

“ 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.
an artist.
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 dayvs 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 bhits 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

I'm
Sign painting at reasonable
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His eyes, somber now, looked wistfully
out through the window across the wide and
pleasant valley.

Burlingham went on: ¢ Evetfy 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.

*““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.

“ 1 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 fly 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 vet, although it's been a sort of
hide and seek between us.”

Burlingham fell into a certain thoughtful-
ness before he went on.

‘When vou 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
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vou 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; eyvedare 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. Ior 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,
** i3 some sort of a geologist’s hammer. I've
lost mine somewhere. I've been studying
this valley for more than twelve vears.
Did it ever occur to vou that this is an odd
shaped valley?> Flat like a saucer, very

- scanty water shed, odd looking little pockety

mountains all around?”

“T haven't got around to geology yet,”
said Dan Powers. “ Surgery and matri-
mony and homesteading are kceping me
busy enough right now.” ‘
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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 bovs made no comment on
that, but looked at each other.

Powers, the better for a cup of tea, went
back to his lahors. 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 bevond 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 comething of the jargon
of a prospectus he once had read.

“ Qur expert,” he wrote, “ points out the
surface indications of the carboniferous age.

4 A
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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.
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“ 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—hich 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.

“ Qur exploring company is prepared to
go to a depth of five thousand feet if neces-
sary, for it is realized that the 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.
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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 News 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 voung 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 café, 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.”

Powers paused now Dbefore he pushed
back from his labors. After all, he had
failed to divert his thoughts, to ease his
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front; now the shelling began again. It
sounded like thunder or surf—a heavy, un-
breakable roar, with now and then the
thrumm thrumm of lighter shells.
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 Irench
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-
thoritv. 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. “ 1 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 yvou anyway,” re-
turned Golden. ‘ Nothing to get sore at.”

“ Tt would be a privilege to drive a car,”
remarked Bugs, so called because he had
the soul of an insect. T wish I could.”

A chorus of groans and howls greeted
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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, [ 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.”

“1It’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.
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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 acceptéd,
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 bhe-
came easier, and he was known as Buggsy.
Adams may have been thinking of this now.

“ 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.

“ Evervbody out front and help Malone
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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. IfI 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
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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.

“ My 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, eves 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 eves 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
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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.

“1 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. By
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 vards 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.
“ T 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 méde-
cin chej says it is safe and we’ll take his
word for it.”

“ They told us the farm was safe and see
what happened.”” complained one of them.
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almost against the wheel, and sundry
scratches ornamented the hood.

“If T ever get back theyv’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, velling at in-

tervals: ““ Mouvez, vou cheese! AMouvez!”
He greeted Bugs with relief.
“ Hey, Buggsy! You here? Tell this

cuckoo to get outa the way, will vou? 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?”

“YWhat shall T tell him?"
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. ¢ Espéce de
salaud, va Pen foute,” he began dutifully.
“ Monsieur le general Focl est blessé—"

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

asked Bugs
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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?”
velled 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.

“Tll 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.

“Tt 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
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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.

“T'll just keep going,” said Bugs gloom-
ilv. “ 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.

To Bugs it meant salvation.
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He fingered his gas mask and decided not
to put it on. 1 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 serviges.

Before him was an open spot on which
had once been a barn, now burned to the
ground. The heavy log floor was still smok-
ing and creepers of flame glowed in the
cracks. Part of one wall stood, smoldering
and leaning forward at a dangerous angle.
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 vards and a voice hailed him. It was
the lieutenant with the flashlight.

“ Ambulunce Americaizie?” he shouted.

Bugs stopped.
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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
vou, ma’am?”

“ The garage?
cey?” Ethel asked.

“Ain’t but one.” Mr. Quincey stared.
“ Evervbody gits thar ile and gas from Jim
Tliff, 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 Mr. Tliff
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, T 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-

Which one, Mr. Quin-

vere portraits in their dull gold frames. She

woindered somewhat apprehensively on her
own account what manner of woman this
latest come-on of the Shadowers might be.
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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? T suppose I am to call
vou 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.”

“T 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.

“ No: but Mr. Roper is here, and I -
managed to get vour 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
vou what has happened. You know from
vour emplovers all about the case upon
which they are engaged for me?”

*“Not all, perhaps—there wasn’t time—
but T guess they told you that you can trust
me? TI’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 vou could to them, Miss
Wyatt.”

“T am sure I can.” The older woman
hesitated for a moment, and then went on:
“ Did they tell vou 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? Tt was that
of a stranger, and I couldn’t recall ever
having seen him, so I could not be sure
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that it was not just a—a dream left from
my delirium, until last night.”

*The man with the scar?”
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. ] 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.
“1 have told your emplovers 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 verv 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, fcr the man
turned just as the lights dimmed. and when
theyv 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.

“T felt sure that T had seen him not

Ethel
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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 moraing
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 @ memory, which comes
to me, not stiffly massed decorations or set
pieces, but fresh growing flowers, 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. “1I 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 vou anything else for
me to tell them, Miss Wyatt?”

“No; but do vou 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>”

*“ 1 guess I can,” Ethel assented some-
what drvly. 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 anyvthing to do with the
things that have happened since—”

“1 don’t know what to think!” Miss
Wyatt cast a hurried glance toward the
hall. T only know that he is inseparably
connected in my mind with the—the way
Mr. Ronalds died!™

“ Did he look any different last night
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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, 1 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 me
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-0-a-h o-s-0-h a-a-s-s
o0-0-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 séance
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-
nocn, 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 you 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 vou’d pull some-
thing like that!™ Then his face sobered.
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“ But what’s this about the man with the
scar? Have vou seen Miss Wyatt?”

Ethel told him the gist of the moming’s
interview, and asked:

“Is she cuckoo, or what, Mr. Roper?
I've seen things in a dream, but never
smelled anything! What could flowers have
to do with that man?"

“That’s a very interesting point, Ethel,
but T think Miss Wyatt is far from going
¢ cuckoo,” as you put it,” George replied in
quickened tones. * Her subconscious mem
—1 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!”

“Well,” Ethel remarked a little dryly,
“T'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, 1 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 1 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
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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
zot 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 vou sure?” They had been pacing
up and down bhefore 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 Wyatt as we came out
of her parlor. 1t 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.”

“TN 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?”

“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 1 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 playving 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 bhuried there. Get the
idea?”

1 do, but I don’t believe she ever picked
anybody up in her life—least of all in a
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brush in a far comer.
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 vour directions after
leaving the junction until T saw those three
lanterns in a row on yvour 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.
another moment ther 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 hald head.

“ God A’mighty! Tt's good to see you
fellers!” the latter beamed upon them. 1
can tell you, Cliff, I was glad when yvour
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 docr on this side and talk.”

“T1l go with him: I want to have a look
at that guy.” Henry turned to Lucian.
“ Did he give vou any trouble on the trip
up here?”

6 A

“I'm hungry as a

In,
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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?”

“T’'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 hack 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 thLe 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 ver 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?”

“ Xothing else; just mumbled something
and went out. If you’re coming, bring that
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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.”

“ YWhat 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.”

T 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. T 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.

“T 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 hercelf in her own pic-
turesque fashion, solecisms and all!”

“Don’t begin to shudder yvet on that score.
Clifi,” Lucian advised dryly. * I don’t know
whether you chapz have noticed it or not,
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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 pufi-
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 vou
and wiring to Luce and Phil in code. 1 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 vou 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."
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 theyv 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 Dbusiness 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 vears and a half ago and bought that

Cliff



THE DOOM DEALER.

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. Alike
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 dayv. 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
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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 vou 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?” CIliff 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.

“T located the manufacturer of the pearls
lJate 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 noteethe
size and color, matching the tints as well
as he could with some imitations he had
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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 heen a hit
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 al! 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-
lv: “ 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
similed. “ 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. “T’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 reflectivelv. “ You and Phil
blow into Millerstown real early to-morrow
morning, spread it around the Quincey
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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 vou'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. “1It'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.” Ithel 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. I'rank got the
go-by for that Ar. Ronalds. I always
thought his dving 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 vou sayv 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 Wyvatt thought Ronalds’ death
was ‘queer.”’” What is this about Mary
Jane’s attitude?”

* Ethel says she hates Dilworth for some









EXPLOITS OF BEAU QUICKSILVER.

foots together. And fussy! Oh, my!
Won’t even nibble at a regular killing. Got-
ta have something outré—an out-and-out
enigma with all the flossy frills. Otherwise,
¢ Nothing to it,” says he.  Give it to some
prep scnool 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 thrcugh their fingers—"

Over the way, Beau Quicksilver leaned
back fagged, utterly fatigued. It had been
a momentous week. Behind his half shut,
aching lids, the mysterious magic of the
melody filtered soothingly. Through his
slitted eves 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 voung girl with her slipped with elfin
grace into her seat by the rail of the box.
Her dainty dress, the fairtest apricot in
shade, made her appear more like a flower
swaying to the urge of the music than the
slip of the débutante 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, vou 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-
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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 hent over the lady defer-
entially, byt 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,
Mrs. 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 vet 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. DPlease.

Hox0R1A RUTHERFORD.

Mechanically Beau Quicksilver reached
for his opera hat. He shot it under his arm
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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 vou?
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. “T 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-
tericr 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, yvou damned dude'!” a
harsh, nasal voice demanded.

“ Make it quick. vou 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?

‘ Playved 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—
vou 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. Tor the woman
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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 réles 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
vou manacle my hands behind me., My
wrists are becoming tired with this novel
uplift movement you’ve staged.” He stified
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.
please.”

For a while only 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 removec
from the inside of his silk hat.

“As you
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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. *1I
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.

HEN 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
alamp. 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
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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-ped 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 knew 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
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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!
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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? 1What better reascn
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—Tcbias Gale, for instance--—-he was
a mysterious sort of person. 1ndeed, no
stranger's bhullet had ended Trayvnor'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,” muzed Johnny,
“lookin’ for me.”

T'or the ten minutes that the car stood on
the sidinz 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 kev to the entire situation. John-
ny felt that the old chief could explain
many things if he could be incuced 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.
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*“ Damn it,”” Johnny muttered. * Wisht
1'd 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
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 Kkillin’—it’s
right as day! Why, of course—Traynor’s
hat was damp. 1t 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. 1'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!”’
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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 comin’—and Doc Ritter forty
miles away. They ain’t no advantages in
this town'”

CHAPTER XXV,
MADEIRAS ASSERTS HIMSELF,

OHNNY combed the town without find-
J 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 Diamoud
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
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“ 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, Luly, 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 1 give
you my word, Billy, she’ll pick the social
winner every time. Every time I take her
out T nearly choke with pride to see her in
action, and to think she’s mine, as you
might say'!” :

“ Congratulations in order?”

“Well, hetween 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, ‘and master of
none.”’ Don't you believe it! I've sold
pretty nearly evervthing 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 bhit.”

“ 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. vou see. Her girl
chum’s gentleman friend has just started
in the business, and she gets an earful every
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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 Dbusiness,” Lulu says. I tried to
head her off on cars, but nothing doing.
‘I had a fellow once,” she says, ‘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 worker! Nothing do-
ing on vou, 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 prote¢tion 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 apolog
every time Dbefore he speaks. I made a
pretty good story of it and he says: * 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
vou to meet her some time! Thanks for

the dinner. turn down your
proposition®”’

““So am 1, old man! Good-night!”
- Bon soir,” 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?”

AMr. Candleton paused, stared at the girl
with a supercilious air. Then he frowned.

“You do not assume,” he said, * that I

Sorry  to
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“TIs there anything new about the Der-
riger affair, Cyrus?” Mrs. Cooper asked to-
night.

“ 1t 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. Tt 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. 1 feel it, in-
deed, incumbent upon me to assume the re-
sponsibilities of representing his clients in
the manner to which thev have been ac-
customed under his régime. Had death not
come upon him so suddenly, I have no hesi-
tation in saving 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, vesterday, when I had
the sad honor of paving a slight verbal
tribute to our departed confrere, I was
openly acclaimed as his successor. It is
only right. Will vou 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 reproachiully.

“ 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
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to me: ‘My dear, I thought Cyrus was
buying vou 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 vou make?”

“T 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, “ vou may tell her that we are get-
ting a car at once'”

*“ Oh, Cyrus, aren’t you a dear?>”

** Please, Mary, remain calm'”

** 1 shall phone her right after tea about
Mrs. Brixon's reception, and then I can tell
her—”

“ Quite casually, remember, Mary-—
quite casually! Any exuberance would be
so obvious—and childish!”

“You are sure it is—--all--right, Cvrus?”

“Is it my habit, my dear, to overstep the
hounds of reasonable prudence?”’

* No, no—only—supposing there was
any hitch and vou didn’t get this agency—
and—"'

*“ My dear,” said Mr. Cooper equably,
*“let us drop the discussion. Have I not as-
sured vou that the matter is virtually settled
now? I am to meet Ferris at Derriger’s
office at ten to-morrow!”’

II1.

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,
et 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-
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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 acdequately 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—TI had to take this
into consideration. I have a feeling that
Mr. Candleton, though new to the business,
has the escential qualifications: that he
would bring to it life and—your pardon.
Cooper—what we might term “pep "!"

Cyrus Cooper snorted indignantly. * Are
vou demented, Ferris? With every respect
to—ah—2MIr. Candleton here—it is prepos-
terous to think of committing the agency
to one whose knowledge and experience of
the business are ohviously 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!”

yrus Cooper was speechless.
" 8 A

Dignity
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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 —— mwdern business
methods, Cooper! Then there was that
United Manufacturers account, I—”

Mr. Cooper rose.

“ 1 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
vou 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 with 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 vau 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
my 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.
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* Gosh!™ he ejaculated weakly.

Mr. Cooper said nothing.

Ierris turned to the younger man.

* You would be willing to enter as junior
partner, Mr. Candleton?" he smiled.

Mr. Candleton waved a hand flabbily-.

“ I ain’t proud!™ he asserted. * If he
can stand it 1 guess I can' Tt was only
Lulu I was thinking of. She’s queer—TI.ulu
is.”

“ Lulu?” .

“1 forgot,” said Candleton. “ Ny girl.
you know! Swell little dame. but—class.
see! Might kick if T 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 modern 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.

“ T 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 yvou 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 vou 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
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until Mr. Candleton can become au fuit
with the business. As for the rest of it, I
am, happily, not without influence in the in-
surance world. I shall 1eadily stand sponsor
for Mr. Candleton!™ He turned to the lat-
ter, smilingly. “ If vou 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.

“TIf vou only knew him,' chortled Mr.
Ferris, supremely happy, “ vou would know
just how mad he is! 1'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
tov! 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!"

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. “1 guess little Willie doesn’t make
that sale! Count me out on that demon-
stration!" He repeated the substance of

the morning's conference.
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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;
everv good point was agreed upon. The
matter was practically settled during the
first two miles. Afterward, tactfully, the
salesman became, to all intents and pur-
poses, merely a chauifeur. 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, Mrs, 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, vou know—Cyrus wouldn't have
felt it oppertune 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
vife—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.

T 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 dii-
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 hape of
vouth, and in her eyes a softness of shadow
that suggested moisture.

He drove her home to her apartment.

917

*“ Thank you,” she said, “ I will phone
you confirmation of the order to-marrow, if

I may. You see my husband must finally
approve and—-"

* Sure!” nodded Augustus. “I under-
stand!"”

He drove off.

“ Good-by, conunission!” he sighed.

“Billy bey, I've done vou 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 coap!”
He felt a vague uneasiness that induced an
all-consuming mental process. A traffic
policeman brought him to earth.

“ Hey, you!” said the angrv officer.
“ What's up with vou, anvhow? 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 net 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—
veh, Lulu — L-u-l-u — wife?> — heck, no—
girl! Classy little piece! Glad to have
vou 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 vou wanta buy the agency offa me
now, there’s nothin’ I know to stop us.
What’s that?>—sure. same price—no, ne—
in fact, it's quite a favor! I guess maybe
I can find some line'll suit me better. Right
vou are — at twelve-thirty to-morrow?
Brokers’ Lunch? TI'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 Mr.
Candleton.

VIII.

PuxcTraLLy 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,
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some time, in some place, vou and T would
meet again.

“ But it was four years hefore we did;
and in those four vears, 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 Cremarre.

“1 secured an introduction to you at
your club, and I learned from you that
vou 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 vou 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 my
sight again until you were trapped. And
1 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, vou tell me to go. Where? Into
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the trap—-waiting for me over there on the
mainland?”

“No,” =aid Locke bitterly.
vou 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 he here.”
Locke replied. “ He was one of the three
of you. He could not very well form part
of vour retinue as Runnells did. He would
have to come separately. 1 know he is here
because I saw a man wearing a mask last
night. I have reason to know it was not
vou; 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
vou honor me with the credit of having ar-
ranged all these little details. And so, at
the moment of yvour 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 =coundrellv crime you
have ever committed: T say ‘ perhaps’ be-
cause there may be lower depths of beastli-
ness and inhumanity of which only a mind
such as vours could conceive.

“You know where these papers were
found. Besides using Polly as vour cat's-
paw and vour tool, making her innocence
serve your vile ends, you robbed her of her
claim to even honest parentage!” His face
had grown white o the lips, his voice was
almost out of control.  * And vet it is Polly
-—Polly Gray—who is saving you now! I
have no change of heart. T never, even on

“ Where

”»
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that night in the thicket, wanted to square
my account with you as I do now.

“ But for Polly's sake I cannot do it. I
love her more than I hate vou. T 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, T 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 vou are going--~where I do not
know. Not London, or anvwhere else, as
Captain Francis Newcombe any more—for
yvou would no longer dare do that with the
police at last hot on the investigation of
your career. But vou are going out of her
life never to contaminate it again.

“And this is the hargain that T make
with you—that she chall never hear from
you again. I compound no felony with
vou. I have no power to hold vou, 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 iz no
warrant for vowr 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 vou out of her life.”

Newconibe blew a smoke ring in the air
and watched it meditatively.

* Excellent!” he murmured. * And if T
refuse? To save Polly vou would have to
call vour bloodhounds off.”

Tt is too late for that.” said Locke stern-
ly. * And even if it were not, it would be
better that Polly should sulfer even the
shame of publicity than that yvou should
remain in any way in touch with her life.”

“1 see!” murmured Newcombe again.
“ But with expozure as inevitable as you
say it is, it is too bad that Polly should -
er—nevertheless suffer her share of this
shameiul publicity whether T go or not.”

“You fence well,” Locke observed with
a grim smile. “ Scotland Yard sooner or
later will know, hut they will not make pub-
lic what they know until they have laid
hands upon their man. Tt is vour freedom
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that is at stake. T told you I did not think
vou 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 even to the cleverest of us
all, yvour scheme ax regards keeping Polly
in ignorance of my unworthiness falls to
the ground. ‘That envelope in vour hand—
I was wondering—-it simply occurred to me
—how Polly was to be informed that—er
—her name ix—1I think you said—Gray.”

“1 had not overlooked it.,” Locke an-
swered evenly. ¢ Pollv's parentage is a
matter that precedes vour 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 mcans of securing Mrs.
Wickes's confession on this point. These
papers will come from her.”

‘ Ab, ves!” said Captain Francis New-
combe gently. ‘“ Quite so! Perhaps, after
all, / 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 vou are, for I should
have to tell her: but meanwhile you will
have gone [rom here. and, as 1 have already
«aid, 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 ¢ 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 heen searched
—so0 has Runnells’s.

“ 1 do not for a moment think ou found
that which specifically brought vou to this
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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 hefore 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 for 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 eves cold and steady.

“7 regret, I shall a/ways 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-
T will go:

en me. I agree to vour terms.

so will Runnells-—but I can’t take Paul
Cremarre. He is dead. He died this
morning. A rather horrible death. T

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,
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* 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. Iis face
and throat were covered with round, pur-
plish blotches, and the man was absolutely
inangled. He had the appearance of hav-
ing been crushed—as they say a python
crushes a victim in its {olds.

" 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 1 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 usc¢ 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 coGperation in the resur-
rection of those papers, vou will have to
resort to telling DPolly., after all. a little
something ahout her cherished guardian.
However, Locke, on the main count, that
of notoriety. if it depends upon Scotland
Yard ever getting their man, 1 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,
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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 aleng
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?” =aid Newcombe coollv.
“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 wayv on her- -that’s what
carried her over. She's bashed a hole in
her the size of vour head. She won't float
five minutes."”

‘“Start her ahead again, then!”
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!” Newcomhe agreed. * But.
in that case, we won't have <o 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

New-
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shaip 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!" ejaculdted Runnells.

“Yes,” Newcombe ascerted curtly.
* Why not—since we /ave 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. C(all 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.

‘Tt 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 hoat’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—

Tt 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—
ves, 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.

"
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Newcombe sat down and began to unlace
his boots. The water was nearly level with
the bottom of the seat.

“ Hurry up, Runnelis!” he called.

“It's all right,” said Runnells after a
moment.

“Take vour 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 thpmst into an
already water-filled locker under the seat
where it could not float away.

“ Ready, Runnells?” he inquired.

43 Y’es.”

“ 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 Varne.

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.

“ We're 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
vou 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.

»
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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 innunserable
black shadows of grotesque shapes.

“ 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-
v as the ray from the flashlight in New-
combe’s hand streamed out: ¢ That’s where
lie 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, ““ that it didn’t like the quarters well
enough to stick to them for another night.”

“T1 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 ofier an alternative
solution to old Marlin's escape. However,
Runnells, that's not what we are looking
for—we're looking for a kevhole.”

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
cstablished 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 even to a child. The row
of little piers that supported the structure
at the sides and front were all individually
too small to be /Zollow—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 fcet in height, and the concrete con-

































VHEN YOU TANGLE WITH THRILLS.

annoys the orbs Saturdays and Sunday: 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 viilage 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—"

avin’ again, huh?” I cut in. “ Yo
“R > again, huh?” I cut “You
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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 vou're a candidate for the gym-
nasium. And vou know what's found in
gymnasziums.”

We are sittin’ in the palatia! 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 comin’,” 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 :uddenly 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 voung and easy on the eves. 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 arize to register ve-
hement and violent protest.”” 1 gargle.
“ Form no entanglin’ alliances. Pass up
this pippin and all her subtle sex. Other-
wise we may- vet 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.
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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 aint 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?”

“T could,” I squawk bluntly,
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.

“ 1 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

“ What’s

U U
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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 neo
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 vou can
thank the Lord I ain’t like vou are when it
comes to the rib familv. 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—"

¥)
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THE TIDAL WAVE.

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, T 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.

“1 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, yvou 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
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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 ferns
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 barns 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 sefior. 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, seror.” Julio used an English word
whenever a chance offered itself. He led the
way to the tool room and pointed out the
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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 carryving 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 “ Sefior 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 Sefiora 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 sesiora did not
come to-day—and Sefior 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 maiana 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 Mary’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—
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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 eves 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 Mary 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
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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 down
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 vet 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 tlash 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-
vond 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,
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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 down 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 Mary? I must get him—must—"

A chuming 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.
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.

“ Swim easy! On
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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
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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 theyv 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 personality 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.
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